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To the brats who think magic isn’t real.

Trick. Treat. Kneel.
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Join my newsletter for an exclusive free novella: https://BookHip.com/BCSFLCD


Dear Reader,

Welcome back to Spooky Sissy Quickies — short, relentless Halloween transformation fantasies where magic strips a cocky man to his truth and a loving Dominant makes him love every second of it.

This one is brat-tamer candy. Logan mocks his witchy roommate, Maya, on Halloween night. She answers with a binding spell… and a little red uniform with a devil’s tail.

Content notes (so you can read with confidence):

	Magical Binding/Obedience Spell

	Forced Feminization via Costume

	Femdom D/s: Brat Taming, Punishment & Praise

	Service submission (kneeling, worship) and “good girl” language

	Riding crop and spanking (light impact play)

	Anal/Strap-On Penetration as Climax

	Loving but firm Domme who genuinely cares

	HFN ending with a permanent power-dynamic hook

	Explicit sexual content & strong language




These stories are fantasy-safe spaces to explore coerced surrender, feminization, and devotion without real-world harm. The magic only reveals what both lovers truly need.

Dare the devil. Discover the girl. Enjoy the surrender.
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With love,

Dolly Darling


Series Teasers

Short, spooky, magical transformations for the Halloween season.

Each book can be read separately, but together they explore what happens when magic turns mockery into surrender.
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Book 1 – Cursed to Be Her Angel

He mocked her costume idea.
Now he’s cursed to wear it...

Book 2 – Bound to Be Her Devil

He thought her magic was make‑believe —
until it made him kneel.

Book 3 – Hexed to Be Her Kitty

Good pets get praise.
Bad boys get leashes.

Book 4 – Claimed by His Vampire Girlfriend

He agreed to play sacrifice.
He didn’t expect to become the bride.

Book 5 – Damned to Be Her Doll

He said only girls played dress-up.
Now he’s laced, painted, and ready for showtime.
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The air in the living room is thick with smoke and vanilla. Not the cheap, cloying vanilla from a spray can, but something darker — scorched sugar laced with incense, curling through the shadows and seeping into my clothes. Maya kneels on the hardwood, her back to me, a cheap black robe knotted tight at her waist. She’s locked in, every movement deliberate, her hands sketching a labyrinth of spidery symbols in white chalk. Candles burn at the four corners of a larger circle she’s already drawn, their flames restless in the draft from the ancient apartment windows.

I lounge against the doorframe, cradling a lukewarm beer, and watch her little ritual with a smirk. It’s Halloween, her high holy day, which means our place is choked with every occult cliché she can scavenge. Books with cracked spines and arcane glyphs are stacked on the coffee table, flanked by shallow bowls of dried herbs and salt. The whole setup is so earnest it borders on painful.

I tip back my beer, swallowing flat foam, then push off the frame, boots scraping loud against the boards as I wander in. “Playing witch again, Maya? Don’t you ever get tired of the spooky-girl schtick?”

She doesn’t break concentration. Her chalk hand glides on, finishing a curling line. “I’m working, Logan. Can you not?”

“Working?” I bark out a laugh, short and sharp. “This is work? Thought you called it your ‘craft.’ Or is it ‘practice’? Never can keep up with the lingo.” I sidle closer, just outside her chalk circle, and reach down to pick up a smooth black stone from a velvet square laid out with other trinkets. It’s cold, heavier than it looks. I turn it over in my hand, pretending to inspect it like it’s some priceless artifact. “What’s this do? Is this your spooky-signal detector?”

Her shoulders stiffen. Finally, she sets the chalk aside and turns, fixing me with a look that’s all exhaustion and frayed patience. Her dark hair’s pulled back, exposing the severe cut of her jaw. “That’s an obsidian scrying stone. And it’s not a toy.”

“A “scrying stone”? So, a magic rock? Should I hand it over? Or are you gonna tell me it’s cursed? That if I touch it, I’ll turn into a toad? Because honestly, Maya, that’s the only thing that could make this night even remotely interesting.”

“Logan,” Maya says, her voice calm, even. She still doesn’t look at me. “If you’re going to be here, you need to be quiet. Or leave. This isn’t a performance. It’s a binding ritual. It requires focus. Your… energy is disruptive.” She finally looks up, her dark eyes meeting mine. There’s no anger there. Not yet. Just a kind of weary patience, like she’s dealing with a toddler who keeps trying to eat the dog’s food. “I’m trying to create a protective field, to strengthen my own power. Your sarcasm and disbelief are like static on a radio. It’s making it harder to tune in.”

“My mistake,” I say, flipping the stone from hand to hand. “Didn’t realize I was interrupting your connection to the Great Cosmic Wi-Fi. Should I go stand in the hallway? Maybe I’ll hum a little tune to help you focus.”

“Logan, I’m serious.” Her words are tight, clipped. She stands in one single, fluid motion, robe whispering over the wood. “This is a binding ritual. For protection. For power. And your smug, negative attitude is corrupting the space I set up. So I’m asking you, as politely as I can, to either show some respect or get out.”

Her sincerity almost makes me laugh — the way she truly, absolutely believes in all this. It’s sad, but also weirdly captivating, like watching a grown woman write a letter to Santa. She really thinks this is real. The absurdity of it prickles under my skin.

“Binding ritual? You’re serious?” I let the scoff bleed out, thick with contempt. “Maya, this is pure superstition. You’re doodling with chalk and lighting candles. It’s a performance, not magic.” I sweep my hand around, the obsidian stone catching the candlelight. “This is all props and wishful thinking.”

Her gaze sharpens, annoyance hardening into something colder, more formidable. “You have no idea what you’re talking about.”

I chuckle, low, amused. I’m not scared of a few candles and some chalk. I’m not scared of Maya. She’s just… Maya. My roommate. The girl who leaves her dirty dishes in the sink and watches those weird documentaries about aliens and ancient civilizations. She’s harmless. Annoying, sure. But harmless.

“Don’t I?” I crowd a little closer, toeing the edge of her chalk work. The challenge is irresistible. Her conviction is a wall I want to punch through. “Prove it. Show me I’m wrong.” I hold out the stone, palm open, my voice thick with mockery. “If your magic’s that powerful, bind me. Make me your little familiar for the night. I dare you.”

She freezes, staring at the stone. Candlelight glints in her eyes, and the room feels like it’s exhaling — the air, thick with incense, drawing tighter, heavier around us. I expect her to scoff, to tell me to fuck off, to finally break character.

Instead, a slow smile creeps across her lips. It’s not friendly. It doesn’t touch her eyes. It’s sharp, canny, and hungry. A hunter watching prey walk straight into the snare.

My smirk falters. Something in her posture changes — a subtle straightening, a new weight in her presence. For a moment, it’s as if someone else is looking out from behind her eyes.

“You want to be part of the ritual, Logan?” Her voice is a velvet purr, unsettlingly calm. “Fine.” She takes the stone from my hand, her fingers cool and steady as they brush mine. She doesn’t snatch; she claims, slow and certain. “But you play by my rules.”

She pins me with her gaze, dark eyes steady and unblinking. “Stand in the circle.”

The dare hits me right back, coiled in command. Part of me — the rational part — wants to scoff and leave. But pride locks me in. I started this. I’m not backing down and letting her think she rattled me with her pageantry. I’m still in control. This is still my game.

I roll my eyes just to underline the point, and step across the chalk. “Whatever. Don’t expect me to start barking or anything.”

The floor feels the same under my boots, inside the circle or out. The air is still air. I cross my arms, plant my feet wide, telegraphing boredom, waiting for the spectacle to start.

Maya turns away, facing her sprawling symbol. She cradles the obsidian stone in both hands, holding it close to her chest. I keep the smirk on my face, but it’s hollow, stretched thin. Silence expands, broken only by the faint hiss of candle wicks.

Then she begins to chant.

Her voice starts low — not just a hum but something that vibrates in the floor, deep and unsettling. The words are guttural, unrecognizable, ancient syllables knotted together by harsh consonants and slow, winding vowels. She’s changed, instantly: the awkward, sincere Maya is gone, replaced by a priestess, a force, her voice threading something heavy through the air.

The temperature drops. It’s not just a draft now. Cold seeps through my jeans and hoodie, crawling over my skin and raising goosebumps along my arms. Candle flames that danced before now stretch tall and motionless, defying any movement. The vanilla-smoke perfume thickens until I can almost chew it.

The smirk slides off my face. I uncross my arms, feeling tension grip my stomach. This is more intense than her usual games. The commitment, the focus — it’s impressive, and it’s unnerving. I try to shrug it off as a suggestion, a trick of atmosphere and my own nerves.

Her chant climbs, words tumbling faster, her voice gaining pitch and strength. The energy in the room presses against me, a suffocating pressure that makes my ears ring. My pulse thuds — heavy, frantic, and impossible to ignore. It’s a game, I remind myself, but my body isn’t listening. Every muscle’s coiled, ready to bolt.

She turns, eyes so dark they look bottomless in the candlelight, every ounce of her focus pinned on me. She closes the distance with a glide that’s all intent, holding the stone before her chest. The chant peaks, last syllables sharp and final, slicing through the hush that drops over everything.

She presses the stone to my chest, right over my heart. The cold bites deep, a jolt that lances through bone and sinew. Her voice rings out, no longer chanting — absolute, inescapable.

“By your own will offered,” she intones, eyes fixed on mine. The stone digs in, pressure blooming. “By my power claimed.”

A searing spark explodes where the stone meets my skin. Not heat, not pain — something raw and electric, racing down every nerve. A gasp bursts out of me, ragged and helpless. My whole body arches, muscles snapping tight. It’s like being struck through with a live wire.

“You are bound to me,” she declares, her voice a silken hammer, brooking no resistance. “Obey.”

The world explodes in light and sound. A jolt of pure, raw energy surges through me, slamming into my chest, racing through my veins, burning every nerve ending. I gasp, but no air comes in. My vision whites out, then snaps back, the room spinning, the candles blazing like miniature suns.

I feel it — the binding. It’s not a rope, not a chain. It’s a current, a pulse, a command that vibrates in my very core. It’s not just in my body. It’s in my mind.

My thoughts, my will, my very being — it’s all suddenly, terrifyingly, hers.

I try to fight it, to scream, to resist, but it’s like trying to stop a tidal wave with my bare hands. The command is absolute. The power is undeniable. I’m not Logan Pierce anymore. I’m… something else. Something bound. Something owned.

The fire evaporates, leaving my limbs thrumming with tremors. Reality snaps back, but something is irreparably off.

I collapse to my knees, my legs giving out beneath me. My hands fly to my chest, clutching at the spot where the stone was pressed, but it’s gone. Maya’s hand is gone. I kneel in the circle, surrounded by candlelight that stutters across the floor like it’s breathing. The air tastes sharp, metallic, with sandalwood clinging underneath like smoke. The thunder of my pulse slams in my ears, deafening and unrelenting, drowning out everything else.

My breath comes in short, sharp gasps. I try to stand, to move, to do anything, but my body won’t obey. My mind screams the command — move — but my feet won’t budge. I try again, harder, panic seeping in, sharp and cold. My legs refuse, cemented to the floor. I’m frozen, trapped, a puppet with its strings cut. I look up, my eyes wide with panic, searching for Maya.

Across from me, Maya watches my panic with slow delight. That predatory smile returns, curling her lips as she takes in my useless struggle, my frantic eyes, my trembling body and the pitiful noises escaping me. She drinks it in, pleased — genuinely, deeply pleased.

The cocky mask is gone. My face goes slack, confusion flooding my brain. What the fuck was that? Static shock? Some trick? Denial scrambles for purchase, but nothing adds up.

My mouth opens, ready to demand answers, to shout, to say anything. The words pile up behind my teeth, furious and frightened. What did you do to me? But all that escapes is a stuttering, breathless whimper — the broken sound of an animal too scared to fight.

My eyes go wide. I force air through my lungs, desperate to speak. Another humiliating, guttural sound seeps out. The link between mind and body is severed. I’m caged inside myself.

“Good boy,” she purrs, her tone heavy with possessive satisfaction that makes my insides twist. She lowers her hand, slipping the obsidian stone into a pocket of her robe. The spot on my chest tingles, still icy. “You’re mine. And we’re just getting started.”

Her gaze sweeps over me — slow, appraising, proprietary. My heart thrashes within me, frantic, cornered. This is no performance. No joke. I don’t know what it is, but it’s real, and I am utterly trapped. The smug arrogance I brought in was a mask, stripped away by real power, now a distant silhouette of who I was.

This can’t be real. She’s got some trick — wires, hypnosis, drugs — but the burn at my chest is real. The ice locking my limbs is real. The way my body ignores my every command is fucking real.

Maya’s smile widens. She turns, gesturing with a flick of her wrist toward the corner — to a huge, gleaming box I hadn’t noticed, wrapped in glossy red paper, tied with a fat black silk bow.

“Now,” she murmurs, command curling through every syllable. “Let’s get you dressed for your new role.”

She walks toward the box, unhurried and certain, bare feet whispering over the wood. Each step hammers at my sanity, echoing in my skull. I’m frozen, a living statue, watching my witchy, impossible roommate move to unwrap the first artifact of my new, inescapable reality. My mind reels, thrashing between denial and cold terror, but one truth slices through it all, undeniable and absolute: I dared the devil, and she answered.
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My gaze is locked on the box. The glossy red paper shimmers in the candlelight, looking almost wet, as if slick with blood. Maya moves with an unhurried poise that radiates quiet menace. She kneels beside it, her fingers sliding beneath the black silk bow. The faint hiss of silk parting is the only sound in the room, slicing through the thick silence, a cruel counterpoint to the pounding in my ears. I’m still frozen, trapped in this chalk circle like some specimen on a display board. My body isn’t mine. I’m nothing but a marionette, every string taut in her grip.

My mind howls, static and rage tangled into one unending scream. This is bullshit. This isn’t real. She’s a fraud. Just a fucking cosplay nerd high on her own delusions. The words ricochet inside me, a silent, seething roar against the impossible. But my body? My treacherous, traitorous body? It’s already trembling. Not with fear. With something far worse. Dread, cold and slick, settles deep in my gut, but it’s twined with a heat I can’t explain — something that makes my skin prickle and my pulse stutter.

She pulls the ribbon free, and it slithers to the floor, pooling in a sinuous black coil. The paper tears with a crisp, definitive sound, each rip snapping through my nerves, making them twitch. She lifts the lid and sets it aside with the same deliberate calm. My eyes catch on the contents, and a fresh wave of cold panic barrels through me, so sharp and sudden it’s like ice water flooding my chest.

Inside, nestled in a nest of black tissue, is a costume. A waking nightmare. A flash of red and black — a skintight, boned corset bodysuit that gleams like lacquered vinyl. Sheer black stockings, so delicate they seem to dissolve into smoke. A slender black headband adorned with two sharply curved red horns that gleamed under the light, deceptively innocent in their diminutive size. Beside it, a short, theatrical cape, its fabric rich and shimmering, whispering of temptation and command.

But at the very center lay the pièce de résistance: a devil’s tail, its crimson surface smooth and sinuous, tapering into a wickedly pointed tip. The base — a polished plug that caught the light with an almost taunting glint — made its obscene purpose unmistakably clear, a silent promise of domination woven into every glossy curve.

Maya reaches in, her fingers brushing across the collection. “Your uniform, my naughty little familiar,” she purrs, satisfaction thick in every word. The phrase slinks into my mind, bypassing sense, lodging deep in a raw, terrified place I barely recognize. Familiar. The word reverberates, heavy with consequences I refuse to name.

My mind is a silent, howling protest. No. No fucking way. I’m not doing this. I will not wear that. The thought flares like armor, but it’s thin, brittle, nothing against the brute fact of my helplessness. I try to shake my head, to spit or glare, to reclaim some dignity — but my muscles rebel, my neck locked, every feature frozen. I’m a statue carved from outrage and fear.

She lifts the bodysuit from the box. It dangles from her hand, that glossy red vinyl catching the light. It’s impossibly small — built for a body I never had. She turns, holding it up for my inspection, her mouth curving into a smile of pure, wicked delight. She’s savoring this, devouring every second of my naked panic.

“Let’s get you out of those boring clothes,” she murmurs, draping the costume on a nearby chair. She steps toward me, back into the circle. My heart thrashes in my chest, a frantic, animal struggle for escape. Her nearness is volatile, charged.

She reaches for my t-shirt. I brace for roughness, but her hands are careful, almost possessive. She peels the shirt up and off, and I can only submit. The room’s chill prickles over my bare skin, a shudder rippling along my back. Her gaze drags over me, slow and assessing, as if measuring prey.

“Jeans next.” Her tone is easy, almost bored. She undoes my jeans, her knuckles gliding against my stomach. The touch sends a shock through me — not fear, not exactly — but a hot, crawling awareness that makes my skin tighten and my breath catch in my throat. Her fingers make quick work of the zipper. She slides the denim down my legs, and my body responds with smooth, automatic compliance, stepping out as if choreographed. She pulls my boxers with them, leaving me utterly, humiliatingly naked in the glow of her candlelit trap.

I’m laid bare. There’s nowhere to hide. Candlelight shifts across my skin, painting every curve and hollow in liquid gold, and I feel the darkness itself studying me like a lover’s hands. I ache to cover myself, to curl up, to vanish — but I just stand, arms at my sides, every line of me a silent admission of defeat.

Maya collects the corset bodysuit, returns to me, holding it ready. The vinyl is slick and cold as she fits it over my feet, guiding them through one at a time. My body doesn’t resist. She draws it up my legs, gliding over my thighs and hips. The fit is punishing — it grips me, molds me, lifts my ass. She tugs it up, and the corset boning presses in on my ribs. My cock, soft with dread, is mashed uncomfortably flat.

“Arms up,” she instructs, quiet and absolute.

My arms rise, smooth and elegant, answering her before I can even think to fight. The movement is effortless. My own hands float above my head like they belong to someone else. I manage a broken noise — half whimper, half strangled plea — but it’s swallowed by the spell.

Maya slides the straps up my shoulders. The deep V of the bodysuit exposes my chest, stark and vulnerable. She turns me, hands steady on my shoulders, and I pivot obediently. The corset back is a lattice of black ribbon. She threads the laces, working with steady, focused determination.

She pulls the laces tight. Air is driven from my lungs in a startled gasp. The corset bites in, cinching my waist, reshaping me. My shoulders draw back, chest thrust forward — posture wrenched into a parody of feminine grace. Each tug is a new humiliation, each tightening a reminder of just how powerless I am. The vinyl groans under the strain.

This can’t be real. I’ll wake up. I have to wake up. The thought loops, frantic, against the pressing reality of slick vinyl, crushing pressure, and forced shape.

But then, underneath the blind panic, something else flickers. A sick, magnetic flutter in my stomach. Heat pricks low, unwanted but insistent. The pressure, the helplessness — it’s doing something to me. I hate it. I hate that I can’t stop it.

She knots the laces, cinching the corset at my spine. Her hands slide up my sides, slow and possessive, tracing the tight vinyl. “Perfect,” she breathes, her voice intimate at my ear.

She turns me to face her. Picks up the stockings. “Lift your foot.” My right foot rises on command, my knee bending. She kneels, cupping my ankle. Her touch is authoritative. She bunches the gossamer fabric, slides it over my toes, up my calf, over my knee to my thigh. The nylon is impossibly smooth, cool, gliding against my skin. She smooths it with lingering fingers, each pass drawing out my shame. She repeats the ritual with my other leg. The stockings cling at the top, the lace biting just above my thighs.

She moves to the horns. She lifts the headband, her eyes glinting with wicked humor. She rakes her fingers through my hair, settling the horns at my temples. Their weight is only slight — a ridiculous, humiliating crown. She steps back, tilting her head, inspecting her creation. “Almost.”

She fetches the cape, fastening it at my throat. The fabric is featherlight but somehow constricting, a collar of ownership. Then she turns to the final piece. The one that makes my stomach lurch.

She picks up the tail plug. It’s glossy, blood-red, perfectly smooth, the plug flared and threatening. The tail is soft, lush, finishing in a pointed devil’s tip. It’s obscene — the very idea of it is an invasion.

Maya holds it up, letting the light play over the polished curve. Her voice comes out rough, edged with a rasp that makes my skin tight. “This is the most important part,” she says, her voice dropping to a dangerous murmur. “It marks you as mine. It anchors the binding.”

My blood ices over. My stomach plummets. All I can muster is a blank, animal panic, filling my mind with white noise. No. Please, not this.

“Bend over.”

The command is quiet, but it slices through me, irresistible. My hips fold, spine curving, hands dropping to my knees as I bend. The position is shame laid bare, humiliating, exposing my corseted ass, the tail plug dangling in her grip, waiting for me. My chest heaves with the effort not to scream.

I sense her behind me — the shift of air, the warmth of her presence. Then, the cold shock of lube smeared over my asshole. I flinch, muscles trying to clench, to block her out. A strangled gasp escapes me.

“Relax,” she whispers, her breath close and hot against my ear. “Don’t fight. You’ll enjoy it.”

Then it comes — the rounded tip pressing insistently at my entrance. The pressure is alien, a demand for surrender. My body clenches, resisting, but the magic threads through every nerve, holding me open, waiting.

She pushes. Not violent — just steady, inescapable. The tip pops inside, a small invasion. A current arcs from my ass to the base of my cock, shocking and hot. My breath jerks. The sensation rips through me — a vicious clash between the raw, too-much stretch and a deep, hungry pulse that wants more of it.

She pushes further, patient and slow. The plug slides in, stretching me, forcing me open. It burns, almost painful, but not quite — the sensation is too raw, too all-encompassing. I feel every inch, every reluctant, thick, intrusive, painful, addictive inch. My grip on my knees tightens. A guttural groan slips out, half-protest, half capitulation.

It’s in. All the way. Full. The base nestles snugly, the sensation overwhelming. I can’t ignore it — the fullness, the tail brushing the backs of my thighs, constant, inescapable. I am penetrated. Owned.

And then the pleasure detonates. Not a flicker — a tidal surge. A deep, pulsing ache radiates from the plug, throbbing through my prostate, sending hot, sharp waves of sensation to my groin. My body locks up, rigid. A helpless gasp bursts from me. My hips jerk, an instinctive thrust seeking more. The intensity is devastating — humiliating, and somehow, unspeakably good.

“Straighten up,” Maya orders, her voice low.

I rise, slow and shaky. My legs tremble. The plug is a heavy, constant pressure inside, rubbing every time I shift, keeping me on edge. My cock is hard as iron, trapped in tight vinyl, the head leaking precum.

Maya steps back, prowling around me, eyes devouring every detail — cinched waist, sheathed legs, ridiculous horns, vinyl gripped around my ass, the bright red tail flicking between my thighs.

“There,” she breathes, voice thick with dark satisfaction. “My perfect little sissy devil.” She stops in front of me, pinning me with her gaze. Her look is regal, commanding. “What do you say?”

My mind seethes — rage, humiliation, a desperate urge to curse her, to spit my defiance. I try. My jaw strains, tongue thick, words refusing to obey.

What comes out is not my own: soft, breathy, shamed.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

The sound shatters something inside me. The shock is so deep my knees nearly buckle. My own voice — grateful, submissive — for my own degradation. Nausea twists through me, knotted with a pleasure so sharp it leaves me dizzy. I stare at her, wild-eyed, horrified by my own betrayal.

Maya’s lips pull into a slow, knowing smile. The air around her pulses with power. I can feel her desire, a heat shimmering between us, her gaze dropping from my face to the bulge in my suit — my traitorous cock straining against the glossy red vinyl. Her arousal thickens the room, a shadow in her eyes. I can taste it, like smoke.

She steps closer, body nearly brushing mine. She draws a finger along my corseted waist, and the shock of her touch against the cool vinyl makes me shudder. The contrast is jarring, addictive.

“You’ve been a very bad boy, Logan,” she purrs, voice edged in threat. She circles, her movement slow, deliberate. “Mocking me. Calling my beliefs superstitious nonsense. Disrespecting my craft.” She halts behind me. I can feel her, radiating heat, close enough to touch. “Bad boys need to be punished.”

Her hand lifts — and CRACK!

A sharp, blistering slap lands on my ass, echoing in the quiet. The pain erupts, a bright, stinging blaze that radiates through the vinyl, impossible to escape.

A yelp rips from my throat, high and startled. But before the sound fades, another follows — a low, broken moan. The pain intensifies, but instead of fading, it blooms into pleasure, molten and all-consuming. The plug pulses inside me, each throb syncing with the heat in my ass. The sting becomes a delicious ache. My hips twitch forward, cock jerking, drooling precum into the suit’s tight hold.

“Yes, Mistress,” I whimper, voice trembling, words forced out on a shudder. My eyes screw shut, heat flushing my cheeks. The truth of it is agony — and it’s bliss. “I’ve been bad.”

I’m a mess of contradiction. My mind rails, aghast at my own submission, but my body… my body revels. This shame, this sting, this surrender — it feels right. It feels inevitable, as if I’ve finally stepped into a role that was always waiting for me.

A soft, pleased sound comes from behind me. “Good,” Maya says, her tone threaded with approval. “You’re learning.”

She moves into view, face flushed, eyes alight with power and lust. She studies me, truly seeing me, and I realize she’s more than a roommate now — she’s my Dominant, and I am hers.

“Kneel.”

The command is everything. I obey instantly, legs folding, sinking to the floor. The movement flows out of me, natural, practiced. I settle on my knees, back straight, hands on my thighs. My gaze fixes on the floor at her feet. I kneel, dressed as her devilish little pet, ass smarting, cock aching, plug seated deep — a living token of my surrender.

She stands above me, sovereign and certain. Candlelight sends her shadow sprawling across the wall, vast and commanding.

“Now,” she says, her voice ringing with that same fierce power, “we begin your training.”

I keep perfectly still, kneeling on the hard floor. My mind is chaos — terror tangled with humiliation, tangled with a growing, uncontrollable need. A dark, unstoppable, blooming desire. The plug pulses, the only thing that feels real — a promise of punishment, pleasure, and surrender. I don’t know who I am anymore. But I know this: I am hers.

And I want more. I crave her orders, her punishment. I ache to be her perfect sissy devil. The truth is a jagged stone in my gut — but the plug pulses, my cock throbs, and through the swirling confusion only one thought rises, urgent and hungry: Please, Mistress. Tell me what to do.
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Maya takes a single step back, putting a deliberate distance between us. My gaze climbs from the floorboards to the hem of her simple black dress, then to her bare feet. She stands tall, watching me, her face unreadable but crackling with command. Candlelight flickers over her, her shadow shifting on the wall behind her — monstrous and beautiful, an extension of her will.

“Crawl to me,” she orders. Her voice is soft, but the command is absolute. It seeps into me, bypassing all my frantic, desperate thoughts, seizing my muscles before I can resist.

My body is in motion before my mind can even begin to resist. My hands drop from my thighs to the floor, the vinyl of the bodysuit squeaking against the wood. The pose is instantly, gutting and humiliating — I’m on all fours, my ass raised, the sting of her last slap lingering in my flesh. The fluffy red devil tail brushes against the back of my thighs, a constant, mocking reminder of what I am.

I push off with my toes, knees sliding forward. At first the movement is awkward, a graceless shuffle. But the magic guiding me smooths it out, lending a sinful elegance to my crawl. My hips sway with each motion, a sensual roll that’s never belonged to me before. I move with the cadence of a creature made for submission. Every scrape of my knees, every forward pull of my arms, becomes a silent act of worship.

The few feet between us might as well be miles. I keep my eyes on her feet, unable to bear the thought of meeting her gaze. My world narrows to the polished wood grain, the shifting candlelight, and the flash of her painted toenails. She doesn’t say a word — just waits, silent and immovable, a statue of authority. She forces me to make this journey with nothing but her expectation to drive me.

When I finally reach her, I stop just inches from her toes. My whole body trembles, straining with the effort of holding myself up and the raw, crushing humiliation. Heat crawls up my neck, burning my cheeks. My cock is a solid, aching line trapped in the suit, the proof of my body’s betrayal laid bare.

“Good,” she says, a single clean note of approval. Her hand descends slowly, fingers brushing the nape of my neck before tracing the path of the corset’s laces down the curve of my spine. Each vertebra registers the contact like a series of small explosions beneath my skin. I flinch, shuddering hard enough that the plug inside me shifts, sending a shock through my core. A low sound escapes me, half-whimper, half-moan. “You’re a natural, my little pet.”

She settles herself on the arm of the old velvet armchair, perching so she remains above me. Her legs cross lazily, one bare foot hanging just before my face. The pose radiates complete, effortless dominance.

“Stay there,” she commands, and every muscle in my body locks into place. She studies me for a long moment, her gaze devouring my costumed form. “I need to relax. My calves are sore.” She extends her leg a fraction, the one crossed over the other. “Massage them.”

My hands shake as I lift them. Her command allows for no argument. I reach out, hovering for a breathless second before my fingers make contact. Her skin is warm, impossibly smooth. I start at her ankle, my touch awkward, tentative. My thumbs press into the flesh above her heel, feeling the delicate structure beneath.

“Properly,” she says, her tone patient but ironclad. “I’m not made of glass.”

I swallow, forcing myself to press harder. My fingers wrap around her calf, discovering the solid, corded muscle beneath. I knead, my thumbs working in slow, deliberate circles, recalling the one time I’d tried — and failed — to give an ex a back rub. But the magic that binds me now guides my hands. I move with a skill I’ve never had, finding knots of tension and working them loose. The shame coils tight in my gut, but the act of easing her discomfort — of serving her — sends a fresh, unwelcome thrill through me.

She leans back in the chair, head tilted, eyes closed. A quiet sigh slips from her lips. “Mmm, that’s better. You have good hands, Devil.”

The nickname lands with another jolt. Devil. Not Logan. I am her devil, her pet. That name seals me into this new identity, stripping away whatever I was before. The most fucked up thing? Some part of me likes it. That piece is sick, twisted, and right now, it’s the only part of me that feels real.

I keep working, losing myself in the rhythm of the task. My hands drift up her leg, from the curve of her calf to the tender skin behind her knee. She doesn’t stop me. Her breathing deepens, slow and even. The intimacy of it overwhelms me — kneeling at her feet in this ridiculous getup, massaging her legs like a loyal servant. My whole world shrinks to this subservient act.

“You’re a good little pet when you’re quiet and obedient,” she murmurs, eyes still closed. Her praise floods through me like a drug, making my head swim. I want more. I need more. The realization should horrify me — but it’s washed away by a wild, desperate hunger to please her.

My hands are steady now, purposeful. The earlier tremor has vanished, replaced by focused intent. I can feel her pulse under my fingertips, steady and strong. I’m tied to her, an extension of her will, and the sensation brings a strange, impossible peace. All the noise in my head — the posturing, the sarcasm, the endless self-justification — dissolves. There’s only this: serve her. Please her.

After what feels like ages, she shifts. “The other one,” she says, her voice a lazy purr.

I obey instantly, moving my hands to her other leg, starting the process anew. This time, there’s no awkwardness. No hesitation. My movements are smooth, practiced — as if I was born for this. I am her masseuse. Her footstool. Her pet. The thoughts don’t even sting anymore. They feel like truth.

When I finish, she opens her eyes. Her eyes are midnight, swallowing every scrap of light until the brown is only a thin ring around black hunger. She looks down at me, a sly, satisfied smile curling her lips. “You did well.” She lets her foot fall from her knee, her bare sole coming to rest directly in front of my face. The command is unspoken but fills the space between us, heavy and inescapable.

“Kiss my feet,” she says. Her voice coils around my spine like silk rope, each word tightening until I can barely breathe.

I freeze. This is a line — a boundary my mind claws at, frantic to defend. Crawling, massaging, even kneeling: those are one thing. This is different. This is debasement. This is worship. A guttural protest rumbles in my chest, but it never escapes my lips.

My head bows. It isn’t a choice; it’s a consequence. The compulsion is a physical force, an invisible hand pressing down at the nape of my neck, bending my spine one vertebra at a time. Every instinct screams to lock my neck, to resist, but the magic strips away my own commands. I fight for a single, shuddering moment, my shoulders taut with the effort of a silent, doomed rebellion.

A hot wave of shame surges through me, so sharp it blurs my vision. To be brought this low, to be forced into such intimate reverence… it’s a violation that cuts deeper than any hand on my body. But the magic is total, a venom of obedience threading through every nerve. My resistance is pitiful, a memory of pride dissolving into this kneeling thing I’ve become.

My lips part on a breath I can’t swallow. Surrender ripples outward from my spine, tipping me forward until her foot is all that exists in my world. Up close, the lines on her skin sketch a delicate map. My breath catches. She smells faintly sweet and impossibly clean — the most private scent I’ve ever drawn in, and a traitorous, molten wetness stirs low in my belly, a thick pulse of want that mocks my humiliation. The tip of my nose brushes the high, elegant arch of her foot. It’s soft, warm — a living heat that seeps into me, burning away the cold knot of dread curdled in my stomach.

I’m going to taste her. The thought splits between abject horror and a raw, illicit thrill. I close my eyes against the sight of my own submission, a last, desperate attempt to hide from what I’m becoming. And then, with the final thread of my will dissolving into nothing, my lips press to her skin.

The contact sends a jolt through me, a raw spike of shame so pure it steals my breath. But behind it comes something even more dangerous — a rush of rightness, deep and dizzying. The sense of coming home, of kneeling at the altar I was always meant for. This act of utter submission doesn’t shatter me; it completes me.

I start to pull away, but her hand drops to my head, fingers winding in my hair, holding me fast. “Again,” she commands. “Properly.”

She steers my mouth back to her foot, pressing my lips to her heel. I kiss her obediently. She guides me to the ball of her foot, then to each toe in turn. I kiss every inch she offers, my mind falling blissfully blank. Logan disappears — there is only Devi, her devil, her worshipper. With every kiss, another scrap of my old self crumbles to dust. I am being unmade and remade, reshaped by her will.

When she finally lets go, I stay bowed, forehead nearly touching the floor. I’m trembling all over, a helpless wreck of submission. My cock leaks into the suit, slick and messy — absolute proof of my degradation.

“Look at you,” Maya says, voice thick with a strange, triumphant wonder. “So broken. So beautiful.” She stands, and I remain frozen on the floor, afraid to move. “But you’re still a bad boy. And bad boys get spanked.”

I hear her moving — the hush of silk sliding over itself, her bare feet whispering across the hardwood. My heart thrashes against my ribs. Spanked. The word burns through my brain, a live wire. The memory of her palm smacking my ass is still fresh, the ache sweet and fierce. The idea of more sends a shock of need through me so sharp I nearly collapse.

She returns, and something new comes into view: a riding crop. Sleek and black, with a small leather loop at the end. Severe, elegant, and terrifying. She taps it against her palm, the sharp thwack making my balls tighten.

“You remember why you’re being punished, don’t you?” she asks, her voice now cool and commanding. Not cruel, but absolute — a Mistress about to correct her errant devil.

“Yes, Mistress,” I whisper, eyes fixed to the floor.

“Get over the arm of the chair. Ass up.”

My body responds instantly, crawling the short distance to the armchair. I drape myself over the velvet armrest, chest and stomach pressed to the fabric, ass thrust up and on display — nothing but a shiny red target. The humiliation is scorching, more intense than anything so far. I am an offering. A sacrifice.

She circles behind me. I feel her presence — a wall of heat and authority. The crop glides down my backbone, following the corset’s laced seam, then loops a slow, taunting circle over each cheek. The touch is barely there, yet it detonates under my skin, every nerve snapping awake and begging. Shivers erupt down my thighs, the fine hairs bristling as if the air itself has teeth.

“This is for your own good,” she says, voice soft as a caress. “To teach you your place.”

The first strike lands without warning. Not a heavy blow, but the sting is focused, sharp as a brand, snapping across the curve of my right cheek.

“Agh!” The cry rips out of me, hips jolting forward. The pain is fierce, pure — but it doesn’t stay pain. It spreads, blooming into a hot, molten pleasure that rushes straight to my cock. The plug inside me blazes, a throbbing knot of heat. My cock, already painfully stiff, feels on the verge of bursting free.

Crack!

The second strike falls on my left cheek, mirroring the first. I gasp, biting my lip to stifle the sound, but the pain rolls over me, transforming into dizzying pleasure, my body arching up to meet it.

Crack! Crack!

Two more, quick and punishing. A moan escapes me, thick with need and surrender. My knuckles grip the chair, white and shaking.

“More, Mistress,” I beg, the words tumbling out. They’re not mine — they’re ripped from somewhere deeper. “Please… I need more.”

She draws a breath, satisfied and hungry at once. “Oh, I know you do,” she purrs. “But you’re going to earn it.”

CRACK!

This one lands hard, spanning both cheeks, stealing my breath. The sting runs deep, pleasure following on its heels, hotter and richer than before.

“One,” she says, calm and clear. “You will count for me, Devi. After each, you’ll say, ‘Thank you, Mistress, may I have another?’”

My mind reels. Count? Thank her? It’s too much. It’s perfect. “Yes, Mistress,” I croak.

CRACK!

“Agh! Two!” I cry, voice cracking. The pleasure is overwhelming, washing away every thought but the need for more. My hips buck against the chair, desperate. “Thank you, Mistress, may I have another?” The words are a breathless, fevered chant.

CRACK!

“Three!” I scream, vision flickering white at the edges. My ass burns like it’s been kissed by fire, each welt singing its own bright note of hurt that melts into pure, delirious joy. “Thank you, Mistress… may I have another?”

CRACK!

“Four!” Tears break free, running hot through my makeup. I feel mascara streaking down my cheeks. “Thank you, Mistress, may I have another?”

She finds a rhythm, the crop falling again and again. I count. I thank her. I beg for more. My world shrinks to the sharp sound of leather striking my ass, the rush of pain and pleasure, my own ruined voice chanting surrender. Five. Six. Seven. My ass must be covered in red welts, a beautiful roadmap of my punishment. Thinking is impossible; feeling is all I have left.

At ten, she stops. The silence rings, almost unreal. My body is alive, every nerve strung tight and singing. My breath comes in ragged, shuddering pulls. My ass burns with glorious, all-consuming heat. I stay slumped over the chair, trembling, waiting for her next move. The plug presses deep, a relentless, throbbing presence, radiating heat through my pelvis.

She lets me hang there, my breath and the crackle of the candles the only sounds. The air is thick with wax, her subtle perfume, and the musk of sweat. I am spent, my mind scraped raw by sensation. No resistance remains — only a hollow space inside me, waiting for her to fill it.

“Tell me why you’re being punished, my naughty devil,” she demands. Her voice cuts through the haze, sharp and demanding.

The words unlock something inside me. All the mockery, the armor, the arrogant bravado — it all breaks. The truth is all that’s left, raw and undeniable. It rises, a confession I never knew I’d been desperate to make.

Tears spill down my face, hot and cleansing. “Because I’m bad, Mistress,” I sob, the words torn from somewhere deeper than shame. It’s the truest thing I’ve ever said. “I’m a bad boy who needs to be punished.” The admission is a flood, shame and freedom colliding. “I love being bad for you.”

There it is. The final surrender. The secret I’d been hiding even from myself. I don’t just accept this — I crave it. I love the humiliation. I love the pain. I love belonging to her.

She makes a soft, satisfied sound behind me. Her hand settles on my back, a possessive, gentle claim. Not a threat — a seal. Her touch soothes, easing my battered nerves.

“Good boy,” she purrs, voice thick with approval. The praise brands me, sinking into the deepest part of me. “You’re learning so well.”

A soft click — she sets the riding crop aside. The sound signals the end of this torment, but her next words promise something deeper.

“I think you’re ready for your real punishment now.”

I stay draped over the chair, every inch of me raw and alive. The fire in my ass pulses with every heartbeat, a living heat that refuses to let me forget how thoroughly she’s marked me. My thighs tremble, not from exhaustion but from something far more dangerous — an eager, restless hunger. The muscles still twitch from the crop’s relentless discipline, yet now they thrum with a different current, one that tightens my skin and sharpens my breath.

It’s not fear. It’s the electric thrill of knowing she’s only just begun. My cock is a caged, throbbing ache, leaking with desperate need. Logan Pierce is gone, wiped away — all the bravado, all the defiance burned out of me. I am Devi. Her bad boy. Her devil. Her pet. I am hers — mindless, blissful, and waiting for whatever she gives me next.


four
[image: ]


Her hand closes around my arm, her grip firm and possessive. It’s not a question. It’s a command. “Get up, devil.”

My body obeys before my mind can catch up. I push myself out of the chair, legs trembling so violently I can barely stand. The muscles in my ass and thighs burn from the riding crop, a raw, unrelenting ache. Every movement sparks a new wave of glorious pain. My cock, still straining, is a pulsing weight beneath the thin red fabric of the bodysuit.

I’m wrung out, every breath thin and jarring, yet a frantic, skittering current still sparks under my skin. The ache in my thighs, the burn across my ass, the wet heat of the bodysuit clutching my cock — all of it hums like a low, unsteady current, driving me to the same question: where is she about to push me this time.

She leads me from the living room, her fingers branding my bicep, guiding me like she owns me. I stumble, off-balance, my bare feet unsteady on the floor. I keep my eyes down, following the line of her ankles, the subtle sway of her robe. We pass the hallway mirror and I catch a glimpse of myself — a stranger. My face is flushed, eyes wide and shining, hair in disarray. The ridiculous little horns she made me wear are crooked, and the red bodysuit clings to me, outlining every humiliating curve she’s forced onto my body. For a breath, the old Logan shrinks back in horror. But it vanishes beneath a rush of desperate, aching heat that thunders through me.

Her bedroom is dark, lit only by a salt lamp on the nightstand that washes the room in a soft, pinkish glow. It smells like her — sandalwood, threaded with something sweet and warm, almost like vanilla. The calm, hush here is a jarring contrast to the ritualistic intensity of the living room. The bed dominates the space: a broad, low frame with a charcoal-grey duvet, heaped with pillows. It looks both like a sanctuary and an altar.

She halts me at the foot of the bed. Her hands settle on my shoulders, turning me to face her. Her eyes are dark, fathomless wells of power. “It’s time for your ultimate punishment, my naughty little devil,” she purrs, her voice low and rough, vibrating through me, coiling hot and tight in my stomach. “It’s time for you to truly serve your Mistress.”

My breath stutters. My knees threaten to give out. All I can do is nod, a weak, jerking motion. Words are gone. My entire being orbits her, caught in the gravity of her voice, the terrifying, glorious certainty of what’s about to happen.

She gives my shoulders a gentle shove and I collapse onto the bed’s edge, the duvet cool and impossibly soft against my scorched skin. I can’t look away from her. She’s a huntress in her domain, moving with a calm, deliberate grace that makes my pulse trip over itself. She opens her dresser drawer, the wood sliding open with a hollow sound that feels thunderous in the hush.

When she turns back, I forget how to breathe. In her hands is a harness of heavy black leather, and strapped to it — a dildo. Massive. Not just long, but thick, an intimidating column of glistening black silicone with a pronounced, upturned head. It looks obscene. Overwhelming. A weapon built to conquer me. Cold fear knifes through me, quick and sharp, immediately chased by a hot, shameful gush of slickness between my legs. My cock jerks, painful and desperate.

Maya sets the harness on the bed beside me, each motion deliberate, as if she has all the time in the world to strip away my last defenses. She undoes her robe and lets it pool at her feet with a soft sigh of fabric. Underneath, she wears a simple black bra and matching panties, her body all lush curves and lean muscle, gilded in that dim, rosy light.

She unclasps the harness, stepping into the straps, drawing the leather up her thighs. She buckles it at her waist — each metallic click is a countdown I can feel in my bones. The dildo juts out from her hips, a monstrous black cock demanding attention. My cock. Her cock. The thought sends a wild, delirious jolt through me. She’s the man now. She’s everything.

She catches my gaze, her lips curled in a small, knowing smile. She reads the terror in my eyes. She sees the hunger, too. She sees me — every secret, every humiliation, every trembling need.

“On your hands and knees,” she commands, voice brooking no argument. “Ass up for your Mistress.”

My body obeys. I crawl to the middle of the bed, clumsy and frantic. I arrange myself as ordered: knees sinking into the plush comforter, hands braced flat on the sheets, ass raised high. The red silicone tail twitches and sways with every shiver that wracks my body, the devilish point dancing like it knows exactly what I’m about to become. I am a spectacle — a humiliation on display. And I have never felt more primed, more right, in my life. This is what I was made for.

She stands behind me for a moment, heat radiating from her skin, her breath a soft hush at my back. Then she circles the bed, silent on bare feet, until she’s in front of me. The massive black cock hangs at my eye level. Up close, it’s even more menacing, the head glossy and swollen, the shaft impossibly thick.

“First,” she growls, the command threading through every nerve. “You’ll worship your Mistress’s cock.”

My mouth goes dry. I lift my gaze from the dildo to her face — her expression is pure authority, absolute. This isn’t a request. This is my purpose. I lower my head, parting my lips. My mouth feels awkward, far too small. I press a trembling kiss to the tip, the silicone cold and unyielding against my lips. A shudder ripples through me.

“More,” she says, her voice like silk over steel.

I obey, licking a broad stripe up the thick shaft, tasting only the sterile tang of clean silicone. I circle the bulbous head with my tongue, mapping it, desperate to please her. A low sound of satisfaction vibrates in her chest. Her hand finds the back of my head, fingers twining in my hair, her grip unbreakable.

She guides me forward, pushing the head past my lips. I gag, eyes watering, but force myself to take it. She isn’t rough — not yet — just insistent, pressing in a few inches, filling my mouth, forcing my jaw wide. I focus on relaxing, on letting her use me. My cock leaks uncontrollably, a sticky patch blooming on the duvet beneath me.

“Good devil,” she purrs, her voice thick. She starts to move her hips, fucking my mouth with shallow, relentless thrusts. In and out, pressing against the back of my throat. The pressure is intense, but her grip keeps me in place, forces me to endure, to yield. “Such a good girl for me.”

The word ‘girl’ detonates inside me, splitting something raw and unguarded open. It topples a wall I didn’t know still stood. A broken sob catches in my throat, strangled by the cock forcing my mouth open. I’m not Logan. I’m not a man. I’m her good girl, her whore, her devil, kneeling on her bed and choking on her cock. The shame is so sharp it becomes ecstasy. Tears spill over, hot and unrelenting, tracking down my temples into my hair. I suck harder, frantic to show her, to thank her for stripping me down to this horrifying, perfect truth.

She lets me serve for what feels endless, her steady rhythm hollowing me out, emptying my mind of everything but the need to please. At last, she pulls back, the dildo sliding out with a wet, obscene sound. I gasp, lungs burning, drool and tears slicking my chin and dripping onto the sheets.

“Stay there,” she orders, her tone cutting. “Don’t move.”

I freeze on all fours, shaking, my face wrecked, my body screaming with desperate, gnawing need. She moves behind me again. I hear the soft scuffle of her knees sinking into the mattress beside my hip. The bed dips with her weight.

Cool air ghosts over my ass as her fingers wrap around the plug’s base. My muscles clamp down, reluctant to let it go. It’s lived inside me for hours, a constant, claiming pressure.

“Relax,” she murmurs, soft but edged with authority right by my ear. She gives the plug a slow, coaxing tug. I whine in protest, but force my body to obey, to let go. She eases it out, the ribbed silicone dragging over every sensitive spot inside me. It’s exquisite torture. When she pulls it free, a gaping, hollow ache yawns inside me. I feel emptied out, bared.

I hear the pop of a cap, then the faint, clean scent of lube. A cold dollop lands on my hole, making me flinch. Her fingers — slick, icy — start to work it in, circling my rim, teasing just inside. I groan, hips rocking back, desperate for more.

“Shhh,” she soothes, her other hand pinning my lower back, holding me steady. “Just take it.”

Her fingers slip inside, one, then two, stretching me open, coaxing me wider. The feeling is mind-shattering, a slippery pressure that stokes the raw ache until it’s nearly unbearable. She works the lube in deep, her movements confident and practiced. Her breath is slow, measured, a steady counterpoint to my ragged moans.

“You were made for this,” she whispers, the words brushing hot against my skin. Her voice is reverent, almost worshipful. Each syllable carves itself into me, rewriting everything I thought I was. “Made to be filled. Made to be mine.”

She pulls her fingers free and the emptiness sharpens, becomes a demand. I whine again, a pitiful, broken sound. I need her inside me. I need to be filled.

Then I feel it — the pressure, blunt and inescapable, pressing against my slick hole. The fat, rounded head of her cock lines up against me, solid and relentless, a promise of utter possession. My heart thrashes in my chest, every muscle strung tight, bracing for the moment she claims me.

“Breathe, devil,” she commands, voice low and edged with hunger.

I do my best, dragging a ragged breath into my lungs. As I let it out, she presses forward.

The pressure is immense — a sharp, burning pain rips through me as my hole is forced open, stretched to an impossible width. I cry out, the sound raw and desperate, high and shaming. My hips twitch, instinctively trying to escape, but her hand remains at the small of my back, steady and unyielding, pinning me exactly where she wants me.

“I’ve got you,” she murmurs, her tone threading dominance with a dark kind of care. “Just take me. Take every inch.”

She pushes deeper, slow and merciless, giving me nowhere to hide. The head of the dildo breaches my tight ring, forcing its way inside with a relentless, bruising pressure. The pain flares — white-hot, searing — but underneath, something deeper thrums: the shock of being filled, the dizzying certainty of being claimed from the inside out. My thoughts spin, colliding between agony and a pleasure so intense it borders on monstrous. This is wrong — and yet it’s never felt so blindingly right. Whatever remains of my old self is being torn away, shredded by this one, world-ending violation.

She pauses, letting me feel the magnitude of her possession. The head is lodged deep, an enormous, unyielding plug that stretches me open, impossibly full. I can sense every contour, every ridge, the solid heft of it seated in my ass. My body quakes, breath coming in wild, helpless pants.

Then she resumes, feeding me the shaft inch by relentless inch. The agony recedes, overtaken by a spreading, all-consuming pressure that radiates through my pelvis and up my spine. She’s found some hidden place in me, a part I never even suspected could exist. It’s more than just physical — it’s a rewriting, a reordering of everything I am. I was hollow, and now I am filled. I was only myself, and now I belong to her.

When she bottoms out, the leather harness grinding against my cheeks, she stops again. I’m pinned on her silicone cock like a specimen on display, every nerve screaming ownership. My dick weeps in shame, clear pre-cum stringing from the slit to the sheets, proof I can’t pretend away.

She leans over me, her chest pressing into my back, her lips brushing my ear. “There,” she breathes, thick with satisfaction. “All mine.”

Then she starts to move.

Her first thrusts are slow, almost reverent. She withdraws until only the swollen tip remains, then slides back in, every inch a fresh invasion. The pace is deliberate, the rhythm hypnotic, as if she’s teaching my body what it means to be fucked open and owned. Each stroke stretches me, fills me, claims me again and again, dragging me further from anything I used to be.

Her hands grip my hips, fingers biting into my flesh, anchoring me exactly where she wants. I am nothing but a vessel for her pleasure. “That’s it,” she growls, voice thick and guttural. “Take it, my devil. Take my cock like the good girl you are.”

A sob escapes me, muffled by the duvet I clutch beneath my face. My body moves with hers, my ass arching to meet every thrust, desperate to be used. I have no will — I am her plaything, nothing more than a fucktoy she winds up and destroys.

“This is what you are now,” she pants, her movements gaining force, each thrust a little harder, a little deeper. “My pretty little sissy, bred for cock. My whore.”

The words burn through me, acid stripping away the last scraps of who I thought I was. Logan Pierce should be horrified. Logan Pierce should be fighting. But Logan is fading, dissolving beneath the onslaught. I am Devi. I am her sissy fucktoy. And this — this annihilation, this humiliation, this overwhelming, unending pleasure — is all I crave. My ego’s dam, already crumbling, finally collapses under the pressure.

A torn, animal sound bursts from my throat. The shame is exquisite, the pleasure blinding. Tears pour down my cheeks, soaking the duvet. It isn’t enough. I need more — I need all of it, every inch, every brutal thrust.

“Please, Mistress…” My voice breaks, the plea scraped raw from the ruined heart of me. “Please… please fuck me harder…”

She answers with a savage, satisfied sound — a growl that vibrates against my spine. The gentleness disappears. She fucks me hard, hips slamming into my ass with a relentless violence that rocks my entire body. The air fills with the obscene slap of the harness against my skin, the thick cock hammering into me, crushing that spot inside that detonates white flashes behind my eyelids.

Smack!

Her hand cracks against my ass, the sting sharp and shocking.

“Beg like my good girl,” she snarls at my ear, her breath ragged, burning hot. “Tell me exactly what you are.”

Smack! Another blow lands, the skin left blazing and marked. The pain slices through the haze, igniting the pleasure to something savage, unendurable. I am unraveling, shredded by every thrust, every slap, every filthy word.

“I want to be your whore, Mistress!” I scream, the confession ripped free without shame, without hope. “I want to be your good girl! Please, fuck me like your whore! Please, please let me cum!”

My cock throbs, the head so swollen and sensitive it hurts to even brush the sheets. My balls are drawn tight, aching for release with a pressure that borders on agony. I’m right at the edge, closer than I’ve ever been, teetering over a precipice I never imagined could exist. I grind back against her, frantic for more, desperate to chase the orgasm I can’t quite reach.

“Not yet,” she snarls, the words absolute, brooking no argument. Her rhythm turns wild — merciless, punishing — hips pistoning into me, driving me out of myself. “You cum when I say. You’re mine.”

She fucks me harder, slamming me up to the very brink, my body shuddering, a scream clogging my throat — and then she slows, drawing back, returning to that torturous, slow rhythm that leaves me aching, ruined. The pressure in my balls eases just enough to make the ache go nuclear. My mind is blank, erased. There is no before, no after, only her cock in my ass, the raw sting on my skin, and her voice commanding everything I am. She keeps me there, on the edge of madness, driving me up with savage thrusts, then dragging me back with devastating slowness. I am nothing. A sobbing, mindless wreck, shattered and remade for her.

Finally, with no warning, she resumes her brutal, unrelenting rhythm, pounding into me, splitting me open on her cock. She leans in, her lips searing the shell of my ear, her hips hammering deep enough to split me in two.

“Who are you?” she demands, her voice low and monstrous, every word punctuated by a savage thrust, drilling the question into my empty soul.

I have no mind left, no Logan to answer. There’s only the truth she’s fucked into me.

“I’m… I’m your whore, Mistress!” I scream, voice stripped raw, every syllable a broken surrender. “I’m your naughty little sissy devil!”

The words open something final — the last lock snapping, the last barrier destroyed. I am nothing but what she’s made me. This is my truth. My name. My soul.

“That’s right,” she moans, her own control slipping, voice rough and desperate. I feel her thighs trembling as she grinds into me, her hands bruising my hips. “That’s my good girl.” She pulls back, nearly withdrawing, and then slams forward, burying the cock in me so deep I feel it everywhere, detonating that secret place inside. “Now you can cum for me, devil.”

The permission shatters me. My body convulses, muscles locked in a violent spasm. I scream, animal and raw, as the orgasm rips through me, a cataclysm that starts deep in my ass and explodes outward, annihilating every thought. It’s not just my cock — it’s everywhere, a white-hot eruption that burns me clean. My spine arches, vision washes out to blank white, and I cum, pulse after pulse, thick streams painting the grey duvet, my mind wiped clean, rebuilt in her image.

I collapse, limp and shaking, nothing but nerves and ruin. Aftershocks crash through me, each one a fresh, helpless spasm of pleasure. My chest jerks with ragged, open-mouthed breaths that taste of salt and surrender. Every muscle feels scooped clean, nerves singing in stunned quiet. I lie like a discarded doll, emptied, remade, complete.

Maya pulls out, the loss making me ache, emptier than I thought possible. I hear the buckles snap as she unstraps the harness. The mattress dips as she settles beside me. A moment later, her arms gather me close, pulling my shaking, boneless body against her warmth. Her skin is damp with sweat, her scent all around me. She tugs the duvet up, wrapping us both in a cocoon of her heat and her possession.

My sobs are small now, weak and shuddering. I cling to her, pressing my face to the softness of her shoulder, every part of me still humming from the devastation she’s wrought.

She runs her fingers through my hair, her touch impossibly gentle after the savage claiming. “Shhh, it’s okay, my sweet devil,” she murmurs, voice soft and tender, a balm for my raw, stripped nerves. “You were so good for me.”

Words are impossible. Thought is impossible. I hold on, lost in the sweet, silent emptiness she’s left me in. I am hers. Irrevocably, blissfully — I am hers.
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Idrift in a warm, quiet sea. There are no edges, no thoughts—only the gentle rhythm of breath, the soft pull of each inhale and exhale. A hand moves through my hair, slow and steady, grounding me in the reality of my own skin. I’m curled on my side, nestled against a body that radiates steady heat, a living furnace pressed along my back. The sheets, tangled and damp around my legs, hold the scent of sweat, sex, and something only Maya could possess. Vanilla laced with the paper-dust of old books. Her scent anchors me, roots me in this new, blissful existence. My body is a languid, spent thing, every muscle vibrating with a resonant, satisfying peace. The ache between my legs, the throb in my ass, those aren’t pain. They’re remnants of pleasure, a physical record of being broken open and pieced back together.

The wild energy of my orgasm — that soul-melting, mind-erasing supernova — has faded, leaving a stillness I’ve never known. That constant, agitated static buzzing behind my eyes, the anxious restlessness I always mistook for ambition, is gone. No more inner wars, no secret feuds between who I’m supposed to be and what I crave. It’s simply… silent. I feel whole. The name Logan fits like a scratchy sweater I was forced to wear for years. Taking it off hasn’t left me exposed; it’s revealed silk beneath. I am Devi. The thought arrives without drama or panic, settling into my bones as a simple, unshakeable truth.

Maya shifts behind me, her arm tightening at my waist, pulling me closer until my back molds to her stomach. Her full breasts settle against my back, warm and heavy, each breath pressing them deeper into my skin. Maya brushes her mouth across my crown, the kiss so gentle I feel it in my spine, a delicate pressure that makes my breath catch. The sweetness of it stings behind my eyes, a tender ache that has nothing to do with pain.

“How do you feel, my love?” she murmurs, her voice low against my scalp. Gone is the hard, commanding tone she used to fuck me senseless — what remains is ownership, quiet and absolute, woven into every syllable.

I tip my head back, twisting just enough to catch her face. Her hair is a wild, dark halo on the pillow, her eyes heavy-lidded and dark with satisfaction. She looks victorious, breathtaking, absolutely in control. My Mistress. A surge of adoration, pure and fierce as a physical rush, pours through me. The magic may have cracked the shell, but this devotion — this need — is entirely my own.

“Perfect,” I whisper, and it’s the truest word I’ve ever spoken. My voice comes out rough, scraped raw from screaming her name. “I feel perfect. Thank you, Mistress.”

Her smile blooms slow and genuine, lighting up her eyes. I’ve seen that smile before, but never turned on me with such open warmth, such undisguised love. It sets my heart fluttering — frantic, exhilarated.

“I’m so glad,” she says, her thumb tracing lazy circles along my hip bone. “I love my new devil so much more than that grumpy boy who used to live here.”

Her words don’t sting. There’s no prick of Logan’s old pride; no defensive flare. That boy she’s describing feels distant, faded — a character in a forgettable film, one I never liked. A cardboard cutout sneering at things he didn’t dare to understand, acting out a script of hollow masculinity. He was a role, nothing more.

I burrow closer, pressing my ass against her softness, nuzzling into the crook of her shoulder. This is real. Being held by her, owned by her. Being her pretty, obedient sissy devil. Nothing else matters. I breathe her in, letting her scent fill me. I could exist here forever, tangled in her arms, claimed and safe. The thought of returning — of squeezing myself back into that Logan costume — makes my stomach twist. It’s like choosing to lock myself away after finally tasting sunlight.

Maya’s hand continues its gentle path, tracing along my ribs, dipping at my waist. Her touch is possessive, gentle but unmistakably firm — a living reminder of exactly who I belong to. The silence stretches, comfortable and heavy. Then her voice cuts through, still soft, but edged with something practical, a note that makes the perfect stillness in me shift, uneasy.

“The spell will wear off soon,” she says. “You’ll be back to your old self by morning.”

A sharp, immediate pang hits deep in my gut. Morning. The word lands like a threat. That boy will return. The static will crawl back in. This peace — this rightness — will be stolen. I force my breathing to stay steady, desperate not to let the rising panic show. She is my Mistress. Her word is my reality. If she says the spell ends, then it ends. I have to accept it. I have to be a good devil for her, even if it means surrendering myself all over again.

I nod against her shoulder, my face hidden. “I understand, Mistress.” The words taste like ashes. I force myself not to cling, not to beg her to keep me, though every cell aches to do just that. I want to plead — don’t let me go, don’t push me back into that empty, angry existence.

Her hand goes still. She shifts, propping herself on one elbow, and the motion guides me onto my back. Her face has changed. She’s serious now, but not cold. There’s a glint in her eyes, something clever and dangerous. She takes my chin, her grip tender but unyielding, angling my face to meet hers.

“But there’s something you should know, my pet.” Her voice drops, velvet and conspiratorial. “The binding… it has a loophole.”

My heart jolts, hope flaring wild and bright. I stare at her, my mind spinning, hunting for the meaning behind her words. A loophole. It hovers in the air between us, trembling with possibility. Hope claws its way up my throat, raw and greedy.

“What do you mean?” My voice is barely a breath.

Maya’s smile returns, slower now — hungry, predatory, a flash of the Domme who shattered me. It’s stunning. The kind of smile you’d kneel for, just to earn another.

“The magic of this binding is tied to pleasure,” she says, her thumb pressing along the edge of my jaw, a slow, possessive glide that makes me feel exposed beneath her gaze. “But not just any pleasure, my pet. It feeds on the pleasure of surrender. The original spell was only a key — a temporary tether meant to let you sample what you could be. An invitation, set to fade with the sunrise if you didn’t accept.” She gives a low, wicked chuckle that sends the fine hairs on my arms upright. The sound travels through me, and my spent cock jerks feebly against my thigh, humiliating in its helpless response. “But that orgasm you just had… it was acceptance. All of it. You screamed so loud I thought the neighbors might call the cops, and every bit of that noise was you letting go.”

She leans in, her hair brushing against my temple, her face so close I can taste the heat of her breath on my lips, sweetened by wine and something unmistakably hers. Her eyes are endless, dark with triumph and possessive delight, and I feel myself slipping under, thought dissolving as she holds me pinned with nothing but her stare.

“You didn’t just cum, my sweet devil,” she whispers, her words a silken stroke against the shell of my ear. “In that moment, you gave me everything. Not because the spell forced you, but because some part of you — deep inside — chose to. You surrendered, body and soul, entirely and without a scrap of resistance. That kind of true submission, that complete giving of yourself… it doesn’t rewrite the spell. It completes it.” Every syllable sears into me, a deliberate, burning mark on my consciousness.

“It triggered the contract’s hidden clause. The temporary link is gone — replaced by something permanent. The binding isn’t just a spell anymore. It’s burned into your soul, tangled into your nerves, your blood, every stray thought you’ll ever have.” Her smile curves, predatory and beautiful, her teeth flashing just enough to hint at the danger. “It means I can awaken it whenever I want. Just a word, a touch, a single thought… and you’re mine all over again. My perfect little devil, on her knees, just for me.”

I stare at her, mouth slack, my mind spinning to catch up with the truth she’s offering. Permanent. Bound. Whenever she wants. The words hang in the stillness of the room, stripping me bare, every thought drowned beneath a crashing wave of terror — no, not terror. It’s something hotter, sharper, a wild pulse of exhilaration that leaves me gasping.

The idea of being Logan again, pretending, burying this truth — that’s the real nightmare. But this? This is every filthy dream I never dared to voice. The possibility of falling under her control, becoming her helpless little devil on command… it shouldn’t turn me on this much. The old me would be horrified, would run. But that version of me is gone. What remains is a raw, quivering spark, alight with need and aching to be claimed. The thought of her taking me again, forcing me back into this beautiful, humiliating surrender, making me her sissy whore with a single word… it’s the hottest thing I can imagine.

A shiver rips through me, a full-body tremor of want so raw it leaves me dazed. My cock — which I thought had been wrung dry — throbs, leaking another sticky bead onto my stomach. Maya’s gaze flicks down, lingering on that slick evidence. Her smirk shifts into something deeper, possessive and utterly satisfied. She knows. She knows exactly what this does to me. She sees the way I ache for her leash, not with fear, but with a desperate hunger for her control, craving the press of it against my throat.

“So you see, Devi,” she murmurs, her voice a silk-wrapped chain that tightens around everything I am, “you’re mine now. Not just for tonight. Forever.”

Forever. The word hangs between us, shining and undeniable. It doesn’t feel like a sentence — it feels like rescue. Salvation. This quiet, resonating stillness isn’t some passing high — it’s the foundation of who I am now; it’s the shape of my new existence. I belong here, in this surrender. Always hers to command, to mold, to use as she wishes. The certainty settles through me, dissolving the last faint traces of fear. It’s so complete it almost feels like coming again — a silent, internal spasm of relief that leaves me loose, open, and entirely hers.

I can’t speak. Words feel so pointless, heavy with inadequacy. Instead, I lift a hand — slow, boneless with afterglow — and touch her face. My fingers skim along her cheekbone, tracing the strength that tamed me, marveling that this impossibly powerful woman is my Mistress. She chose me. She looked past the bluster, saw the needy creature curled inside, and set it free. My eyes burn. A single tear slips from the corner, warm as it slides across my temple and into my hair. Not sadness, not shame — just gratitude so fierce it leaves me aching.

She leans into my palm, eyes drifting shut for a heartbeat, surrendering to my touch. “This is so much better, isn’t it?” She whispers, her voice rough with feeling. “No more fighting and bickering. You belong to me now.”

She bends lower, her mouth brushing my ear, her breath hot where it spills against my skin. Goosebumps prick across my arms and belly, nerves flaring under her attention. Her words slip into me, low and intimate, a secret only I’ll ever be allowed to keep.

“So you’d better be a good boy from now on,” she whispers, playful threat twisting into promise, “or I might just have to punish you again.”

Her promise lands like a blessing wrapped in danger. Need coils tight and fast, snapping through me like lightning, leaving me trembling and lightheaded, awash in the way she transforms discipline into the most intoxicating pleasure I’ve ever known.

A lazy, blissful smile curls my lips. I don’t need to say a word. She knows — her threat is a present, and my silence is me unwrapping it, greedy for more. She pulls back enough to search my face, her eyes glinting with mischief and triumph. She won. She took the arrogant bastard who scoffed at her magic and, in his place, created a pet who would do anything for her. And the wildest part? I have never felt happier.

She settles beside me, tucking the covers over our bodies and gathering me close. I fit against her perfectly, body molding to hers, my head pillowed on her chest, right above her steady heart. I listen to its beat — strong, relentless, a lullaby of control and care. My eyelids droop; exhaustion licks at the edges of my thoughts, gentle and final. Her lips press to my forehead, a lingering kiss branding me hers. I let go, sleep overtaking me, a satisfied smile stretched across my face. Already, I’m drifting into dreams of wickedness — of testing her, defying her, earning my next lesson. I dream of her voice, hard with command, and the exquisite, soul-splitting pleasure of surrendering to her all over again.
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One text.
One command.
And suddenly,
he couldn’t stop obeying.

Finn thinks he’s god’s gift to women. But when he meets Abbey, he doesn’t just get shut down — he gets a new set of rules.

It starts with a simple command, and ends with him on his knees, begging to be her pretty little sissy. This is the story of his transformation.

Read Just One More Thing for free by signing up to my mailing list! No spam, just new release alerts and more exclusive free content.
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Thank You for Reading!

If this story gave you a shiver, a blush, or a smile, I’d love a quick, honest review. Even just a rating or a sentence or two is perfect — what you enjoyed, the trope that hit just right, and how it made you feel. Your words help the right readers find these high-heat, heart-deep transformation romances, and they tell me what to write next.

P.S. Want first dibs on the next surrender? Follow me on Amazon and join my newsletter — the info is already in this book.

Your voice matters. Your kink is valid. Your support keeps these books coming.
— Dolly Darling
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About the Author

I’m Dolly Darling — the mischievous pen name I use when I step away from my traditional contemporary romances and into stories where men discover how good surrender can feel. I’ve spent years writing dominant alpha males and the women who tame them. Then my own very traditionally masculine, ex‑military boyfriend revealed his switchy bisexual side, and everything I thought I knew about power flipped delightfully on its head.

Now I write across the spectrum of male‑submissive discovery — from playful, kink‑curious exploration and teasing role reversals to tender, slow‑burn journeys of genuine transgender self‑discovery and acceptance. Some books are fast and filthy; some take their time and go deep. All of them are complete stories of surrender, emotionally honest, and end with characters who are happier in their own skin.
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