
        
            
                
            
        

    
DISCLAIMER

Author: Sofía Bacon

Content Warning

Night Doll is a work of erotic fiction that delves into themes of transformation, domination, and identity dissolution. This story are designed to challenge comfort zones, arouse the senses, and explore the aesthetics of submission through darkly intimate narratives.

This book contains:

Explicit sexual content and adult language.

Themes of dominance, submission, humiliation, and punishment.

Non-consensual or coerced feminization and physical transformation.

Psychological conditioning, obedience training, and aesthetic servitude.

Hyper-stylized representations of gender identity and control.

All characters and scenarios are fictional. This book does not endorse or promote non-consensual acts in real life, but instead offers a literary exploration of dark erotic fantasy.

Reader discretion is strongly advised. If you are drawn to elegantly perverse tales of surrender, beauty, and forced metamorphosis, you are in the right place.

Recommended for mature readers only.
Welcome to the world where femininity isn’t chosen… it’s enforced.
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"My First Time"

The city was full of noise, music, free bodies, painted lips, flags waving in the wind, and vibrators hidden between stockings.
The LGBT march in Mexico City wasn’t just a protest—it was a carnival where crossdressers like you could finally exist without fear, legs bare and mascara unashamed.

You’d gone out with your girls: all divas, proud crossdressers, with their huge wigs, sky-high platforms, and scandalous laughter.
But you… you were timid, in your pastel pink skirt, tight white blouse, and stockings that already made you feel seen.

It was your first march. And more than that… you were still a virgin.

“Ay, mi amor… you look divine. Like a storybook slut.”
It was Claudia, your boldest friend, who said it while fixing a strand of your hair behind your ear.
“And like this, with that tight little ass… you haven’t been fucked yet, have you?”

You blushed, swallowed hard, and confessed in a whisper full of shame:
“No… never… no one’s… broken me in yet.”

Claudia’s eyes widened as if you’d said you were a virgin unicorn.
“BITCH! No. We’re fixing this NOW. Listen, I know someone… sweet, a gentleman, but he’ll leave you unable to sit for days. His name’s Marcos. He’s single, and I’ve had him drooling since yesterday.”

“You really think… he’d make me feel like a woman…?”
“No, little slut. He’ll turn you into a woman. Come on.”

And as if it had all been planned by the crossdresser gods above, Marcos appeared through the crowd. Tall, dark, tattooed arms, and a wolf’s smile.
When he saw you, his gaze slid from your face down your neck, over your hidden chest, and stopped at your legs.

You felt small.
Feminine.
Trembling.

He stepped closer, voice rough but sweet:
“So you’re the virgin…”
You just nodded. Your legs shook. Your panties were already wet.

“Good,” he said. “From now on, I’ve got you. You’re my baby girl today.”

And he kept his promise.
Throughout the march, he held your hand, hugged your waist, told you how pretty you looked.
As you walked through the chants and music, he took selfies with you, kissed your forehead, and whispered:
"You have no idea what I want to do to you tonight, doll…"
"Oh yeah?" you sighed back.
"Yeah. I wanna fuck you slow… make you feel me slide in till there’s no turning back… till you moan like the woman you are."
You couldn’t take it. Your friends glanced over, smirking—"That little slut’s done for!"
And all you wanted was exactly that:
To fall.
Naked.
Open.
Feminine.

When the march ended, without a word, Marcos pulled you toward the subway, straight to his apartment.
You’d already shaved, already worn new lingerie, your heart ready to surrender.
"Sure?" he asked, closing the door.
"I can’t go on without knowing how it feels to be a woman…" you whispered.

He undressed you slowly. Touched you like porcelain. Kissed your neck as he laid you down.
Opened you gently.
Spit on you.
Pushed inside.

And when his cock entered you for the first time, all the noise of the march vanished.
You weren’t a virgin crossdresser anymore.
You were his.
His girlfriend.
His baby girl.

And when he filled you up, hands gripping your hips, you knew you’d never go back to being "a man."
Because that day, amid the march, rainbows and kisses, you’d transformed.
Into a happy little slut.


"Between His Legs"

The door closed behind you.
Marcos’ apartment smelled of mild tobacco, men’s soap, and pent-up desire.

You didn’t say a word. Just lowered your gaze, your legs trembling under that miniskirt that barely covered you.
Your lace-trimmed pink panties were already damp—soaked from the way you’d gotten wet just holding his hand during the entire march.

“Come here, baby. Sit,” he said, patting his lap.
You obeyed. Perched sideways on his thighs like a naughty schoolgirl, you felt his arm wrap around you, his fingers stroking the sheer fabric of your stockings.

“So soft… like a collectible doll…”
His other hand slid up, teasing where the stocking met bare skin.
You shivered.
He smirked.

“You know you’re not a man at all, right?”
“Yes…”
“Say it.”
“I’m not a man… I’m… your doll…”

That lit a fire in him. You felt it—his cock hardening beneath you.
He adjusted you, guiding you to kneel between his legs.

“Wanna learn?”
“Yes… please…”
“Then use that pretty mouth… like a good girl.”

Trembling, you lowered your head.
You’d never done this before.
But you ached for it. Not skill, just hunger.

Your timid tongue flicked first. His taste was strong, salty, male.
You opened wider, taking him in—clumsy at first, too much spit.
He didn’t laugh.
Didn’t correct you.
Just growled low:

“That’s it… take it, doll… that’s how you start. No rush… just enjoy being my little slut.”

His hand rested on your wig.
He wasn’t pushing—just guiding, caressing, giving you time.
Your lips slid deeper and deeper.
Drool dripped from your chin. Your stockings wrinkled from the tension in your legs.

When you pulled him out of your mouth, he grabbed your chin, kissed your soaked lips, and whispered:
“Now I wanna see how you offer yourself. How a good little girl surrenders.”

He turned you slowly, laying you on the bed.
You got on all fours, like a bitch in heat presenting herself.
Hips raised, panties pushed aside, leaving your little ass exposed.
He spread you with two fingers, staring at the hole already dripping with need.
“Mmm, you’re already wet… that’s how I like it.”

He spat into his hand. Lubricated you.
Teased you with the tip of his cock, sliding it between your cheeks.
And then…
He pushed in.
Slow.
Firm.
Deep.

Your body arched. Your fingers clawed the sheets.
You moaned like never before.
Not from pain.
From transformation.

Every inch that filled you hollowed out anything masculine.
Replaced it with something new.
Feminine.
Submissive.
Real.

“Feel it, doll… that thing filling you up? That’s what you are. You don’t got balls—you got a little hole. You don’t got a commanding voice—you got moans. And now you’re mine.”

He fucked you with a growing rhythm, making your stockings creak.
The mirror by the bed showed you: wig disheveled, mascara smeared, mouth gaping.
You weren’t an insecure crossdresser anymore.
You were a whore reborn.
A cocksleeve princess.
A female crying in pleasure with every thrust.

When he came inside you, it felt like a baptism.
The heat of his semen sealing you.
The last spark of masculinity snuffed out.
All that remained was your femininity—broken, beautiful, real.


"My Second Time"

You walked to his building with the same old backpack, but your heart was beating differently this time.
No nerves now—just hunger.
This time, you wanted to seduce him, to tease him, to make him lose control for you.

He opened the door with that smile that melted you from the moment you stepped in.
Light blue shirt, trimmed beard, the same cologne as always.
And those eyes… devouring you whole.

"Hi, gorgeous…" he said, his voice low and warm.
"Hi, Andrés…" you whispered, lowering your gaze like a good little doll.

He offered you water, then a light drink.
Put on sensual R&B—nothing too obvious—and nodded toward the bathroom for you to transform.

You studied yourself in the mirror as you did your makeup.
Tight white top. A short black skirt.
Nude stockings, the gap between your thighs bare.
No panties.
Everything hidden perfectly… until you chose to reveal it.

You stepped out of the bathroom and found him mixing a second drink.
When he saw you, his gaze slowly traveled down your body.
His lips parted slightly.
"You’re… perfect. Even prettier than last time."

You sat beside him.
Sipped slowly.
Talked. Laughed. He played with your wig, with your fingers.
Traced your knee with his fingertip like it was a priceless violin.
Everything was soft.

But you… had a plan.
You stood up, glass in hand.
"I’m just gonna set this down…"
And walked—slowly—toward the table by his bed.

"But you didn’t bend over like a lady.
You arched.
Deliberately.

The skirt rode up.
The stockings stretched taut.
And he saw everything.
Your soft, round ass.
The gap between the stockings.
The wet invitation.
The slut who’d been waiting for him.

"You fucking bitch…" he growled under his breath.

He didn’t ask for permission.
In seconds, he was behind you.
Pushed you gently onto the bed—keeping you standing, torso bent forward.
Bit your neck.
Hiked up your skirt.
Slipped his fingers between the stocking’s edge and your already-drenched entrance.

"Came without panties, you little whore… Wanted me to fuck you the second you walked in?"
"Y-yes…"
"Want me to rip these stockings off?"
"Do it…"
"No. I like how they look on you… Gonna use you just like this. Broken. Open. Mine."

He undid his pants.
No foreplay.
Just aimed.
And filled you again.

A single moan tore from your throat.
Your nails clawed the sheets.
Your ass took every thrust like it was starving.

"That’s it. My doll dresses up just to get used. You’re not a man. Don’t talk like one. Don’t walk like one. You’re just… a fuckable doll with a hole."
"Yes… yes, I’m your girl… your crossdresser…"

His strokes were precise.
The stockings creased under friction.
Your body was an instrument, and he played the melody that erased everything but him.

He panted.
You sobbed.
And when he came inside you—again, without warning—he let you feel it.
Pulsing.
Shaking.

He left you like that:
Stockings torn.
Cum dripping.
Skirt still hiked up.

"Don’t change yet…" he murmured, kissing your nape. "I love seeing you like this…
"My well-fucked crossdresser."


"Apartment 302"

His profile stood out from the very first message.
He didn’t say "Damn, that ass" or "You’re so hot…"
He said: "Hi. I read your bio. I love how you write."
And just like that, you were wet.

His name was Andrés.
Mid-thirties.
Nearby. Cultured. Serious.
But with a way of writing that made you feel small.
Every word of his was like an invisible finger sliding up your thigh.

After days of talking, the invitation came like a whisper between the lines:
"I’d love to meet you. I live just a few blocks away. If you ever want to come over, I’d like you to feel free to dress how you really are… how you want to be."

Your heart raced.
At home, you weren’t "her."
You couldn’t dress like the little crossdresser doll inside you.
But Andrés was offering you his space.
Not just for sex.
But to exist.

So you got ready.
You shaved everything.
Legs, armpits, ass, between your thighs.
You put on loose joggers, a hoodie, sneakers.
And in your backpack:
Black lace lingerie
Fishnet stockings
A miniskirt
A tight strappy top
A new wig
Your full makeup

You walked to his building with headphones on but heard nothing.
Your heart was louder than any song.

He opened the door.
Button-down shirt open at the collar, smelling of wood and cologne.
Tall. Broad-shouldered. A soft smile.
"Come in, beautiful."
That’s how he said it—like you were already his.

You stepped inside. He offered you water.
"Do you want to change now?"
"Yes…" you whispered, barely audible.

He led you to the bathroom.
Big. Clean. A lit-up mirror.
You set your backpack on the toilet lid and began your transformation.

First, the panties.
Then the top.
The skirt slid smoothly up your freshly shaved legs.
The fishnets stretched over your thighs.
The wig settled perfectly.
A touch of blush, red lips, thick mascara.

When you stepped out, your knees trembled.
He was waiting on the couch.
When he saw you, he set his glass down and stared as if you were the first crossdresser on Earth.
"You're beautiful..." he said.

You blushed. Looked away.
But he stood and came closer.
His hand traced your waist, then your back, before settling on your hips.
"Can I touch you?"
"Yes..."

He sat you on his lap.
His hands stroked your stockings, gliding up and down in slow, teasing motions.
"You're not a man..." he whispered.
"No..."
"Tell me what you are."
"I'm... your doll..."
"My what?"
"Your... crossdresser... your little woman..."

He kissed you.
And you melted.
His tongue was firm but sweet.
His hands slipped under your top—not with desperate hunger, but with elegant desire.

He led you to the bedroom.
Undressed you slowly.
His hands tugged your panties down as his lips kept kissing your neck.
"Are you ready for me?"
"I've been waiting for you..."

He laid you on the bed, face down.
You arched your back, lifted your ass.
Opened yourself for him.
No plug this time—but you were so wet he only needed a little spit.
"I'm going to make you mine, baby. No turning back now..."

You felt the tip of his cock press against your entrance.
Shivered.
And then—
He pushed in.

You arched, moaned like he was tearing the masculinity out of you.
His hands gripped your hips.
His thrusts were deep, slow, intense.
He wasn’t fucking you like a man in a costume.
He was fucking you like a woman.
Like his crossdresser girlfriend.

"That's it... my little doll... moan for me, let me know you love it..."
"Mmm, yes... don’t stop... fuck me like your girl..."

And he did.
Until you cried.
Until you felt emptied of everything you weren’t.
And full of everything you are.


"Little Doll of the Night"

Night falls over the city, damp and trembling like your thighs under that skirt barely covering what you still hide. You stand in front of the mirror, fixing your lipstick with fingers that shake—not from cold… but from desire.

You’re a beautiful crossdresser, delicate, so feminine even the shadows whisper "baby girl" to you. Your pale pink blouse clings to your fake breasts, but your hunger is real, electric. The stockings hug your legs as if they know a man will soon spread them apart.

Your eyes lock onto your phone screen. A new message.
"Ready, doll? I’m coming for you."

It’s him. Tall, dark, a real man. The kind with a rough voice and hands like hooks that don’t ask permission. You met him recently, but from the first text, he made you feel… not like a trick, not like a game… but like a woman. A little woman made to please, to obey, to be taken and used.

You step out to meet him, your heart pounding as loud as your heels on the pavement. When you slide into his car, the air thickens with something heavier than perfume. His gaze rakes over you like you’re already naked, like he knows under that tiny skirt there’s something wet, throbbing, begging to be acknowledged.

"Look at you…" he growls. "Such a slut. Such a little doll. Sure you don’t wanna be a man, huh?"

"No… I’m not one…" you answer in your sweetest voice. "I’m your bitch… your doll. Make me feel small… make me a woman."

His reply isn’t words. It’s a big hand sliding up your thigh, squeezing hard, drawing a whimper as the car pulls into a motel with dirty neon lights. He takes you without asking, like you’ve always been his.

In the room, he pins you against the mirror, makes you watch as he yanks off your skirt.
"See that?" he murmurs in your ear. "That ass is a woman’s… and I’m gonna wreck it so bad you’ll forget your name. You’ll just know you’re MY little whore."

You grip the sink, lipstick still perfect, false lashes fluttering between tears of pleasure. He fucks you the way only a real man can—with hunger, with fury, with power.

Every thrust is a declaration.
Every moan of yours, a surrender.

You’re his.
You’re not a man.
You’re his doll.

And tonight, you’ll scream like one.


"Aisle 14"

You can’t go out dressed like the little slut you know you are.
Your family, your neighbors, the whole world wants to see you as a "man." But inside… inside you’re made of lace, secrets, and wet fantasies.

So you dress "normal." Pants, a baggy hoodie, a cap… a sad disguise hiding the horny little doll underneath.

In your backpack: a little black skirt, fishnets, a pink blouse with lace trim… your real uniform. The one you wear when you become the babe the alpha males can’t ignore.

You get to Walmart. It’s 8:47 PM. The back bathroom, the one for employees, is unlocked. You slip inside, trembling, breath ragged. Your heart pounds so hard you can almost hear it echoing off the dirty stall walls.

You pull out your clothes, strip off your "man" mask, and let the magic begin.

Lace panties first. The whisper against your skin makes you whimper.
Then the stockings… slithering up your legs like tongues of desire.
The pink blouse… clinging to your chest like it’s hugging your hunger.
And your makeup—red lips, long lashes, blushed cheeks.

When you’re done, the mirror shows you the truth: a hot little crossdresser, ready to be picked up.

You sit on a bench outside Walmart, legs crossed like a good girl, your skirt barely covering enough. The men walking in stare. Some pretend not to. Others devour you with their eyes. And you… you drip. Because you know you’re breaking rules. You’re alive.

Then you see him.

His car stops in front of you. The headlights bathe you like you’re a display-case whore.
He rolls down the window, takes the cigarette from his mouth, and says:
"Get in, doll. Tonight, I’ll show you what a real man feels like."

The way he says it—firm, no hesitation, like he already knows you won’t say no.

You slide into the car, feeling your skirt ride up your thighs. His hand lands on your knee. Squeezes.
"That’s what I like… all dolled up. Almost like you didn’t just crawl out of a Walmart bathroom… almost like a high-class slut."

You bite your lip. Don’t answer. Just spread your legs wider.

The motel room has red lights, a ceiling mirror, and the stink of sex soaked into the walls.
He sits on the bed and orders:
"Strip. Let’s see what you turned yourself into for me."

You tremble. But you obey. Off comes the blouse, the skirt. Soon it’s just panties, stockings… and that round little ass shaking for attention.

"You’re a crossdresser, aren’t you?" he growls.
"Yes…" you whisper, barely audible.
"Then get on your knees and suck me like a streetwalker. Swallow what you’ll never have."

You kneel. Unzip him. Pull it out.
Thick. Hard. Male.

And you?
You’re just a greedy little doll, an Aisle 14 princess who didn’t need a closet to know you were born to kneel for a real man.


"Real Male"

Your lips slide down his cock as if you’d sucked it in a thousand past lives.
At first, a little clumsily—your mascara trembles on your lashes, spit drips down your chin.
But he doesn’t complain. He just rests his hand on your wig and presses down, slowly, forcing your throat wider open, forcing surrender.

“That’s it… such a greedy little slut… so tasty… never speak like a man again… just moan, doll.”

And you do. Not like a man. Not like a confused crossdresser.
You moan like a girl trapped in a body that’s finally been conquered.

His balls slap your chin. His scent floods your nose.
And you… you melt inside.

As you suck him, your fingers tease the plug.
You prepared. Of course you did. You knew tonight wasn’t about being you.
It was about unbecoming.

He doesn’t finish in your mouth.
No. He’s crueler.
He yanks your hair, spits his cock onto your face, and throws you back onto the bed.
Your legs spread instinctively. The plug peeks between your asscheeks, and he grins.

“Look at you… such a whore… you came ready, huh? A well-trained doll…”

He rips off your panties. Flings the plug to the floor, still slick.
And without pause, with one brutal thrust, he’s inside you.

The air leaves your lungs.
Your nails claw the sheets.
An animal groan tears from your throat.

That’s when everything shatters.
You’re not a man.
There’s no strength, no control, no power.
Only submission, femininity, humiliating pleasure.

“Say it,” he growls in your ear, fucking you deep.
“Say what you are.”

“I’m… your doll…”

SPANK. A slap cuts off your voice.
“No. Louder.”
“I’m your little crossdresser whore!”
“No. You’re my girl. My shameless little slut. No man left inside. Just hollow. Just soft.”

Every thrust erases thought.
Every slam of his hips against your ass is a command.
Stop thinking. Just feel.
Stop fighting. Just moan.
Stop being a man. You never were. Just a confused girl.

He comes gripping your throat. Fills you up, and your body shakes.
Nothing else exists. Just the feeling of being used as what you always were:
A little doll for men.

When he collapses on you—sweaty, satisfied—you stay there, legs still spread…
His cum dripping.
Your mascara smeared.
The plug discarded on the floor.
Your femininity… sealed.


Afterword: From Your Night Doll

Oh darling,
You made it to the end… or maybe, just the beginning?

Writing Night Doll was like slipping into a satin slip at midnight—dangerous, decadent, and deliciously revealing. I didn’t write these stories to be safe. I wrote them to make your cheeks flush, your thoughts wander, and your inner submissive curtsy just a little.

Every character, every whispered command, every tightened corset was meant to pull you deeper into this little world where lace matters more than logic, where transformation is not a question—it’s a fate. And isn’t that just divine?

Whether you read this book with a trembling hand or a knowing smile, thank you for stepping into my boudoir of words.
You're always welcome here, pet.

Until our next naughty chapter...
Stay soft, stay pretty, and remember: obedience is the new elegance.

With lipstick kisses and silk-bound secrets,
Sofía Bacon
Your Night Doll 💋


[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcF6.jpg
5 LEVEL CONTENT SCALE

Girly Dreams

Mild, introspective, or sweet feminization.
Ideal for soft stories.

Soft Seduction

Visible transformation, light sensual tension, suggestive intemacy.

Playful Desire

Active sensuality, sexual tension, role-playing, no crude content.

/ Intimate Heat
] Psychological and moderate ly

explisit eroticism, detailed scenes.

No Filter Femme

Explicit eroticion, submission, fetishism, or
intense transformation. (Within KDP limits
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If you enjoyed this story,
please consider leaving a
short review on Amazon.
Even a few kind words or
stars help more than you
imagine — and keep me witing
more fabulous adventures
like this one!
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leawe a veview!





