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For everyone who’s ever daydreamed about being claimed, bitten, and utterly undone by a vampire girlfriend — this one’s for you.
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Join my newsletter for an exclusive free novella: https://BookHip.com/BCSFLCD


Dear Reader,

Welcome to Claimed by His Vampire Girlfriend — a high-heat Halloween transformation where a playful ritual goes beautifully wrong, turning a condescending boyfriend into a worshipful, willing bride.

This one is skeptic-to-surrender candy. Kyle mocks his girlfriend’s beliefs one too many times, and the magic he dismisses rises up to claim him completely. He thought he was humoring her; now he’s learning that his true purpose was always to kneel.

For your consideration, this book contains the following:

	Magical Coerced Feminization (Dresses, Makeup, Shaving)

	Vampire & Futa-on-Male Romance

	Loving Femdom D/s Dynamic (Female Dominant/Male Submissive)

	Forced Chastity & Orgasm Denial

	Mating Bite & Permanent Transformation

	Body Betrayal, Praise Kink ("Good Girl"), & Ego Death

	Explicit Sexual Content, Worship, & Strong Language




This book is pure fantasy — crafted to let you explore surrender, transformation, and devotion in a place where consent is baked into every bite of magic. Here, the only thing more permanent than the changes is the care behind them.

Submit to the bite. Surrender your name. Enjoy being claimed.
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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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Isprawl out on the coffee table like I’m getting ready for a nap, arms folded behind my head, grinning up at the ceiling. The black cloth Serena draped over it is slightly crooked, bunching up near one of the legs. Amateur hour.

“Alright, I’m on the altar, ready for my virgin sacrifice.” I turn my head to catch her eye, letting my smirk widen. “Try not to get too much spooky goop on my shirt, okay? This one’s new.”

Serena doesn’t even glance my way. She’s kneeling beside the table, arranging candles in a precise circle around me. Her dark hair falls forward, hiding her face, and her fingers move with careful deliberation that would be touching if it weren’t so ridiculous. She’s wearing that black dress she loves, the one with the lace sleeves and the neckline that dips low enough to be interesting. Gothic chic. Very her.

I watch her light another candle, the flame catching and casting her profile in warm gold. She’s beautiful like this, all serious and focused, her lips moving silently as she counts under her breath. It’s a shame she wastes so much energy on this nonsense.

“You know,” I say, “if you wanted to tie me down and have your way with me, you could’ve just asked. Didn’t need the whole theatrical setup.”

Still nothing. Not even a flash of annoyance. She finishes with the candles, her movements precise and solemn, and my gaze drifts past her to the corner of the room where some of her other occult treasures are piled. Her side of the closet is a graveyard of elaborate costume pieces and props, all bought for some grand ritual that never seems to materialize.

I’ve ribbed her about it constantly, asking when she’s planning to open her own high-end Halloween store with all the velvet robes and strangely specific daggers she collects. Whenever I point out that another package has arrived, she just insists she needs it for a future plan, that everything has a purpose.

She reaches for a leather-bound book on the floor beside her, and I already know its story.

The cover is cracked and worn, and when she opens it, the pages look genuinely old, yellowed and fragile at the edges. A good prop, I’ll give her that. She probably picked it up at that occult shop she loves downtown. I’ve told her a dozen times those places are just selling mass-produced junk to tourists, but she always gets a stubborn set to her jaw and insists this one is “authentic.”

She starts flipping through the pages, her finger tracing lines of text I can’t read from this angle. The incense she lit earlier is starting to fill the room, thick and cloying. Sandalwood, maybe? Or something earthier. It’s making my nose itch.

“Serena, come on.” I shift on the table, the hard surface already uncomfortable under my shoulder blades. “How long is this going to take? I’ve got a raid starting in an hour.”

Her eyes lift from the book, and for a second, I think she’s going to snap at me. But instead, she just looks at me with this calm, almost pitying expression that makes my skin prickle with irritation.

“Kyle,” she says softly, “could you please just try to take this seriously? It’s important to me.”

I bite back the urge to roll my eyes. “I am taking it seriously. I’m lying on your altar, aren’t I? Full commitment here.”

She sighs, a quiet, disappointed sound, and goes back to her book. I watch her lips move as she reads, mouthing unfamiliar words. The candlelight flickers across her face, and I feel a stab of something almost like guilt. Almost.

But come on. She can’t actually believe this stuff works. Rituals, spells, vampires — it’s all just fantasy. Entertaining fantasy, sure, but still fantasy. And if humoring her for twenty minutes makes her happy, then fine. I can do that. I’m a good boyfriend.

She sets the book down, open to a page covered in dense, cramped handwriting that definitely isn’t English. Then she stands, moving around the table to position herself at my head. I crane my neck to catch her face above me, upside down and closer than I expected, and the look she gives me pins me in place — sharp, focused, so intense I feel stripped bare beneath it.

“Close your eyes,” she says.

I raise an eyebrow. “Seriously?”

“Close. Your. Eyes.”

There’s an edge to her voice now, sharper than usual. I hold up my hands in mock surrender and let my eyelids drop. “Okay, okay. Eyes closed. I’m a compliant sacrifice.”

The room goes dark behind my lids, the warm glow of the candles reduced to a faint, shifting redness. I hear her take a deep breath, then another. The incense smell intensifies, and I resist the urge to cough.

Then she starts chanting.

The sound is low and guttural, nothing like her normal voice. It rolls out of her throat in harsh, pulsing sounds, each one clipped and forceful, strung together into a rhythm I can’t place or parse. I’ve listened to her practice her Wiccan stuff before, and it’s usually soft, melodic. This is different. This sounds old. Primal.

I almost open my eyes to make a joke about her channeling a death metal vocalist, but the words catch in my throat. Because the candles — I can see them through my closed eyelids — flicker in perfect unison with her chant. All of them. At once.

My smirk falters. That’s weird. Has to be a draft or something.

She keeps going, her voice rising and falling in a cadence that feels deliberate, controlled. The syllables seem to hum through my chest, reverberating deep enough to make my ribs ache, like I’m pressed up against a subwoofer. I shift on the table, skin prickling, raw with how exposed I am — how absurd this whole thing feels.

The temperature drops.

It’s not gradual. One second, the room is warm from the candles, and the next, it’s like someone opened a freezer door directly above me. The cold seeps into my back from the table, spreading through my shirt and into my skin. I grit my teeth, fighting the urge to sit up and call this off.

It’s just the AC kicking on. Or maybe she opened a window earlier. Nothing supernatural about it.

But my heart is beating faster now, a tight, uncomfortable rhythm that I can’t quite control. I focus on my breathing, trying to steady it, but the air feels heavier than it should. Thick. Like I’m inhaling something more solid than oxygen.

Serena’s chanting intensifies, the words coming faster, overlapping in a way that shouldn’t be possible from a single voice. I hear layers in it now, harmonics that make my skin crawl. The pressure in the room intensifies, thickening the air until it settles over me, suffocating and immovable. It clamps down on my chest and limbs, forcing me flat against the table, as if the very atmosphere has turned to concrete, sealing me in place.

This is wrong. This is actually wrong.

I want to open my eyes, to sit up and tell her to knock it off, but I can’t. My body won’t obey. It’s like I’m paralyzed, frozen under that invisible weight, and all I can do is lie here and listen as her voice climbs higher, sharper, filling the room until there’s no space left for anything else.

Then she gasps.

It’s a sharp, indrawn breath, raw and visceral, like she’s been punched in the gut. The sound cuts through the chanting, silencing it instantly, and the pressure in the room peaks. It feels like a hand is crushing my ribs, squeezing the air out of my lungs. I try to inhale and can’t. My chest is locked, my throat closed, and panic floods through me in a cold, electric rush.

Then, it just stops.

The pressure releases. The cold recedes, not entirely, but enough that I can breathe again. I suck in a shaky breath, chest aching, and the quiet that follows pulses against my ears — so deep, it gnaws at me even more than her chanting did.

I keep my eyes shut, half-expecting Serena to laugh, to tell me she got me good, that the whole thing was just an elaborate prank. But she doesn’t say anything. The silence stretches, broken only by the faint crackle of the candle flames and my own harsh breathing.

Then I feel it.

A presence. Right above me. The air shifts against my skin, a whisper of movement, a breath of warmth brushing where there was only cold before.It’s Serena, it has to be, but it doesn’t feel like her. It feels like something else. It’s an attention that bores into me, sharp and unblinking, so intense my whole body goes tight with the urge to bolt. Every instinct screams that I’m prey and it’s too late to run.

I don’t move. I can’t. My muscles are locked, my body refusing to respond, and all I can do is lie there and wait.

Her voice, when it comes, is nothing like the voice I know.

It’s low. Velvety. Her words slide across my skin, smooth and dangerous, the sound curling through me with a decadent shiver I can’t control. It’s her voice, but wrong. Deeper. Richer. Layered with something that sounds almost hungry.

“Open your eyes, my sweet offering.”

The words land like a command, not a request. There’s no room for refusal in them, no space for me to joke or deflect or pretend this isn’t happening. My eyelids flutter, my body obeying before my mind can catch up, and the room swims into focus.

Serena is standing over me.

Except it’s not Serena. Not anymore.

Her skin is paler than it was, almost luminous in the candlelight, and her eyes — her eyes are wrong. They’re still brown, still hers, but there’s something glowing behind them now, a faint red light that pulses in time with her breathing. Her lips are parted, and I can see the edge of something sharp glinting between them. Fangs. Actual fangs.

But it’s not just her face. It’s everything. The way she holds herself, the way she moves — it’s predatory. Graceful. Like a cat that’s just spotted a mouse and is deciding whether to play with it or go straight for the kill.

And lower, barely visible in the dim light, there’s something else. A bulge pressing against the front of her dress, straining the fabric in a way that shouldn’t be possible.

My mouth goes dry. My brain scrambles for an explanation, for some rational way to process what I’m seeing, but it comes up empty. This isn’t a trick. This isn’t makeup or contact lenses or some elaborate costume. This is real.

She tilts her head, studying me with those glowing eyes, and a slow, predatory smile spreads across her face.

“There you are,” she murmurs, her voice still that low, hypnotic purr. She reaches down, her fingers — cold, impossibly cold — brushing against my cheek. “I was wondering how long you’d keep me waiting.”

I try to speak, to ask what the hell is going on, but the words won’t come. My throat is too tight, my tongue too heavy. All I can do is stare up at her, my heart pounding so hard I’m sure she can hear it.

Her smile widens, and she leans down, bringing her face closer to mine. I can feel her breath against my skin, cool and faintly metallic, and the scent of her — something dark and sweet, like roses left to rot — fills my nose.

“You mocked me,” she says softly, her fingers trailing down my jaw, my neck, stopping just above my collarbone. “You thought this was a game. That I was playing pretend.”

Her nails — longer now, sharper — skim my throat, just enough pressure to remind me how sharp they are, sending a jolt of panic through my body and forcing me to jerk away.

“But it’s real, Kyle.” Her eyes lock onto mine, and I can’t look away. I’m trapped, pinned under her gaze like a butterfly under glass. “I’m real. And you’re mine now.”

Those words press into me, dense and undeniable, settling on my chest until I can barely draw breath. My mind is screaming at me to move, to fight, to do something, but my body won’t cooperate. My muscles lock up, useless, and what guts me most — that sickening, unshakable truth — is the flicker of warmth curling through my core, hot and wrong and mine. It burns where it shouldn’t, where I don’t want it to, but my body betrays me anyway, responding to her as if I’m already hers.

She sees it. I know she does, because her smile turns knowing, almost amused, and her hand slides lower, her palm pressing flat against my chest.

Her breath brushes against my ear as she murmurs, “Trust me, Kyle.” The words slip in, warm and thick with promise. “I’m going to remake you — piece by piece — and you’ll beg me for it by the end.”

Her other hand moves, trailing down my side, over my hip, and I feel her fingers hook into the waistband of my jeans. My breath hitches, and she laughs — a soft, delighted sound that makes my skin prickle.

Her lips curl as she leans in, studying me like something fragile and foolish. “Still clueless, aren’t you?” The glow in her eyes sharpens, skimming the lines of my face with predatory focus. “All that arrogance, that blind confidence — and you never saw this coming.”

She straightens, stepping back from the table, and I finally manage to move. I push myself up onto my elbows, my arms shaking, and stare at her. She’s standing in the center of the candle circle now, her hands clasped in front of her, and the bulge in her dress is unmistakable. My eyes drop to it involuntarily, and she notices. Of course she notices.

“Yes,” she says simply, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “That’s new too.”

I open my mouth, trying to force out a question, a protest, anything, but she raises a hand, and the words die in my throat.

“No,” she says, her tone firm but not unkind. “You don’t get to speak yet. Not until I say so.”

And just like that, my voice is gone. Not stolen — I can still feel my vocal cords, still feel the air moving through my lungs — but when I try to form words, nothing comes out. It’s like she’s reached into my throat and flipped a switch, shutting me down with nothing more than a command.

Panic surges through me, hot and sharp, and I scramble off the table, stumbling backward until my shoulders hit the wall. Serena watches me, her expression calm, almost bored, and the candle flames waver together, sending her shadow rippling across the floor — long, distorted, alive in the circle’s trembling glow

“You can run if you want,” she says, taking a slow step toward me. “But it won’t matter. You’re already mine, Kyle. The ritual made sure of that.”

She takes another step, and another, and I press myself harder against the wall, my heart hammering so loudly I can barely hear her over the rush of blood in my ears.

“You wanted proof,” she continues, her voice soft, almost gentle. “You wanted me to show you that my beliefs weren’t just ‘silly nonsense.’ Well, here’s your proof.”

Now she’s right there, near enough that the pale luminescence of her skin cuts through the candlelight, her pupils thinned to razor slits. The tips of her fangs glint against her lower lip, sharp and deliberate. The cold rolls off her in waves, not just chilling my skin but sinking deeper, settling into my marrow like an unshakable claim.

“And now,” she whispers, reaching out to cup my face in both hands, her thumbs brushing over my cheekbones, “you’re going to learn how it feels to ascend to something greater than yourself.”

Her eyes bore into mine, and I feel it — a pull, deep and undeniable, like a hook sinking into my chest and dragging me forward. My knees buckle, and I start to sink, but she catches me, her grip firm and unyielding.

Her breath brushes against my ear, warm despite the ice in her veins. “There you go,” she purrs, the words curling through me like smoke. “No more struggling. No more pretending you have a choice. The sooner you stop resisting, the sooner you’ll understand how good this can be.”

And God help me, part of me wants to. Part of me wants to stop thinking, stop questioning, and just surrender to whatever this is. Because the alternative — that my girlfriend isn’t just human anymore, she’s some creature made of hunger and power, and I have no defense against her — is too terrifying for my mind to hold all at once.

But I can’t. Not yet. Not while there’s still a sliver of the old me left, the part that refuses to believe in things it can’t explain.

She sees the resistance in my eyes and smiles again, that slow, predatory smile that makes my stomach flip.

“Oh, Kyle,” she tilts her head, looking at me with both pity and amusement. “You’re going to be so much fun to break.”
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Her hands are cold. Not merely cool — they are frigid, like she has been standing in a freezer for hours, like her blood has stopped moving entirely. They cup my face, her thumbs brushing over my cheekbones with a gentleness that feels obscene given the predatory aura radiating from her.

I should tear away. I should bolt. Instead, I am frozen, my back pressed against the wall, my breath coming in shallow gasps that fog the air between us.

“Look at you,” she murmurs, her voice that low, velvety purr that makes my skin prickle. “So afraid. So small.”

Her eyes glow brighter, the crimson light pulsing in time with my frantic heartbeat, and I realize with a sick jolt that she can hear it. She is listening to the panicked rhythm of my terror, drinking it in as if it is the sweetest sound in the world.

“Serena,” I try to say, but nothing comes out. My voice is still gone, stolen by her command, and the reminder of my helplessness sends a fresh spike of panic through my chest.

She sees it in my eyes and smiles wider, her fangs catching the candlelight. They are not simply sharp — they are wicked, elongated points that press against her bottom lip, and when she runs her tongue along the edge of one, I see a bead of dark blood well up before she licks it away.

“You wanted proof,” she says, tilting her head. “You wanted me to show you that my beliefs weren’t just silly nonsense. Well, here is your proof, Kyle. Here I am.”

She steps back, her hands falling away from my face, and I suck in a breath that tastes like incense and something darker, something metallic and shocking that makes my head swim.

Her gaze never leaves mine as she reaches for the tie at her waist, her fingers moving with deliberate slowness. The black silk robes she wore for the ritual are loose, the fabric clinging to her curves in a way that would have been distracting an hour ago. Now, it is terrifying.

Because there is something wrong. Something impossible.

The robes are tented at the front, a thick, unmistakable bulge straining against the fabric. It is not a trick of the light, not a fold in the cloth. It is real, heavy, and the outline is clear enough that my brain short-circuits trying to process what I am seeing.

She follows my gaze and laughs, a low, throaty sound that makes my stomach flip.

“Yes,” she says, her voice brimming with twisted glee. “You see it, don’t you?”

I do. God help me, I do. And I cannot look away.

The tie comes loose, and she lets the robes fall open with a casual flick of her wrist. The fabric pools at her feet, and she stands before me, naked, transformed, impossible.

Her body is still recognizable — the curve of her hips, the swell of her breasts, the pale expanse of her skin — but everything about her is sharper now, more defined, like she has been carved from marble and brought to life. Her skin glows faintly in the candlelight, and when she shifts her weight, the shadows move with her, clinging to her like living things.

But it is not her skin or her shape that holds my attention.

It is the cock.

Thick, veined, fully hard, jutting from between her thighs where nothing should be. It is impossible. My mind screams at me that it cannot be real, that this is a hallucination, a nightmare, some kind of fucked-up trick.

But it is real. I can see the way it pulses with her heartbeat, the way the head glistens faintly in the low light, the way it twitches when she wraps one hand around the base and gives it a slow, deliberate stroke.

Air seizes in my lungs. Every instinct demands I turn my head, that I break this spell before it breaks me — yet my traitorous eyes stay glued to the sight, wide and burning. I should run. I have to run. But my muscles lock, frozen between revulsion and something far more dangerous, something that coils tight and low as her fingers tighten around that impossible flesh. But I cannot. I am pinned in place, my gaze locked on the sight of her hand gliding along the length of her cock, her thumb swiping over the head in a motion that is both casual and obscene.

Her voice slides over me, thick and certain, like she’s weaving the words into my skin. “Vampires don’t ask. We claim. And you” — her gaze drags down my body, possessive — “are what I’ve chosen.”

She takes a step toward me, and I press myself harder against the wall, my hands scrabbling for purchase on the plaster. My legs are shaking, my knees threatening to buckle, and the only thing keeping me upright is the sheer terror flooding my veins.

She is close now, close enough that I can feel the cold radiating off her, seeping into my bones. Close enough that I can see the faint glow of her skin, the way her pupils have narrowed to slits, the sharp points of her fangs resting against her lower lip.

Close enough that I can smell her.

It isn’t the comforting scent of her perfume or the warm salt of her skin. This new smell is darker, metallic, crackling with power that makes my head reel. I catch raw iron-rich blood blended with ripe feminine heat, and my stomach knots around an emotion that isn’t purely terror.

No. No, that is not right. That cannot be right.

But my body refuses to obey the panic screaming in my head. My cock stirs, thickening with a rush of blood I can’t deny, a raw ache pulsing through me that has nothing to do with want and everything to do with helpless need. Heat surges low, shame burning across my cheeks as I feel myself getting hard, exposed and traitorous beneath her gaze.

I try to shove it down, to ignore it, to pretend it is not happening. But Serena sees it. She sees everything.

Her smile widens, and she leans in, her free hand bracing against the wall beside my head. Her cock brushes against my thigh, and I flinch, a strangled sound escaping my throat.

“You feel it, don’t you?” she whispers, her breath cold against my ear. “You feel the pull. The surrender. Your body already knows what your mind refuses to accept.”

My denial twists into a feeble jerk of my skull — more reflex than resistance. The truth settles like a blade between my ribs: she’s right. The admission claws up my throat, bitter and thick, my gut churning with revulsion and something else, something slick and hungry that I clamp my teeth against naming.

“Every successful ritual requires the offering be claimed,” she continues, her voice a hypnotic caress. “And you, my sweet offering, are going to be mine.”

Her hand moves from the wall to my chest, her palm pressing flat against my sternum. The cold of her touch seeps through my shirt, and I feel my heartbeat stutter beneath her hand.

“Your heart sings for me,” she breathes, her mouth grazing the line of my jaw. “Galloping, wild and frantic, like a colt cornered in the dark. Tell me, little sacrifice — does fear always taste this sweet, or is it just you?”

My throat tightens, my pulse pounding so hard I swear she can taste it. This isn’t just fear, it’s the kind that hollows your ribs, leaves you raw and trembling. And yet my skin hums where she touches me, my traitorous body arching into the cold press of her palm before I can stop it. There’s a pull beneath the ice, something dark and fluid that coils tighter the more I try to deny it. Her gaze locks onto mine as she leans back just far enough to study me, her eyes burning brighter and more predatory. My muscles lock, my thoughts scattering. All I can do is stare, trapped between the ice of her presence and the fire crawling under my skin — half terror, half something far more dangerous.

Her lips curl, slow and deliberate, as if savoring the shape of my ruin. “I’m going to unravel you piece by piece.” The words slither between us, thick with inevitability. “But first, let’s strip away that pathetic armor you call resistance.”Her hand slides down from my chest, trailing over my stomach, and I jerk at the contact. She is not gentle. She is possessive, her touch claiming every inch of skin she passes over.

When her hand reaches the waistband of my jeans, she pauses, her fingers toying with the button. Her eyes never leave mine, and I see the challenge in them, the dare.

I want to tell her to stop. I want to shove her away, to run, to scream. But I cannot. My voice is still gone, and my body will not obey. I am frozen, helpless, and the worst part is that some small, traitorous part of me does not want to fight.

She flicks the button open with one hand, the motion so casual it makes my head spin. The zipper follows, the sound obscenely loud in the silence, and then her hand is slipping inside, her cold fingers wrapping around my cock.

I gasp, the sound strangled and desperate, and she laughs, a low, satisfied sound that makes my skin crawl.

She hums in satisfaction, her palm gliding along my shaft with slow, maddening certainty. “That’s it,” she whispers, her thumb circling just beneath the head. “You can tell yourself whatever you like, Kyle. But this—” she squeezes, making me shudder, “—doesn’t lie.”

I am hard — so hard it aches, so hard I feel split apart by my own treacherous need. My cock throbs in her fist, thick and straining, swollen past the point of comfort. It jerks against her cold palm with every shallow, ragged breath I manage to pull in.

The pressure builds, dizzying and relentless, my body betraying me with a frantic hunger for her touch, desperate for friction even as my mind claws for escape. My cock leaks uncontrollably, slicking her cold fingers, and the wetness is unmistakable — obscene and unrelenting, gathering at the tip and making my shame burn hotter.

Each wave of humiliation twists in my gut, suffocating, but the sensation only sharpens. Every inch of me is alive, nerves raw and exposed, hypersensitive with need I can’t control.

I do not want this. I do not want her.

But my cock is rock-hard in her grip, my hips trembling with the urge to thrust, to give in, to surrender. I am nothing but need, laid bare and starving. I feel her savoring every frantic throb of my body’s surrender.

She strokes me again, her grip firm, and I feel my knees buckle. She catches me with her free hand, holding me up effortlessly, and the reminder of her strength — her inhuman strength — sends another jolt of terror through me.

“Every part of you will learn its place in my world,” she murmurs, her voice wrapping around me like velvet, deceptively tender. “And when I’m finished, you won’t remember a time when you weren’t mine.”

She releases my cock and I slump against the wall, lungs heaving as I gasp for breath. She retreats a pace, her eyes sweeping over me with a fierce, proprietary hunger that prickles across my skin, leaving me raw and stripped for her.

“Strip,” she says, her voice a command.

I stare at her, my mind struggling to process the word. My voice is still gone, but even if I could speak, I do not know what I would say.

“Strip,” she repeats, her tone sharper now. “Take off your clothes. All of them.”

My hands move before my brain catches up, my fingers fumbling with the hem of my shirt. I do not want to do this. I do not want to obey. But my body is moving on its own, driven by some primal instinct to submit to the predator standing before me.

The shirt comes off, and I drop it on the floor. My jeans follow, sliding down my legs until I am standing in nothing but my boxers, my skin prickling in the cold air.

“All of them,” she says, her eyes glowing brighter.

I hesitate, my hands hovering at the waistband of my boxers, and she takes a step forward, her presence overwhelming.

“Now,” she says, and the word is a whip crack, a command that leaves no room for disobedience.

I shove the boxers down, kicking them aside, and then I am standing before her, naked, exposed, trembling with a mixture of fear and shame and that sick, intrusive hardness that I cannot seem to shake.

She stalks around me, her gaze dragging across my naked skin, slow and unhurried. Each step is a deliberate threat, a circling wolf testing my boundaries. I can feel her eyes cataloguing every inch, picking me apart, and it’s all I can do not to shrink away from the intensity. She’s savoring this, letting tension stretch tight between us, and every second under her scrutiny makes my nerves burn with awareness, humiliation prickling up my spine.

When she completes the circle, she stops in front of me, her hand reaching out to cup my chin. Her touch is cold, but her grip is firm, and she tilts my head up until I am forced to meet her eyes.

“You are mine now,” she says, her voice soft, almost tender. “Do you understand?”

I do not. I cannot. This does not make sense. None of this makes sense.

But she sees the confusion in my eyes and smiles, that slow, predatory smile that makes my stomach flip.

“You will,” she says. “Soon enough, you will understand. And when you do, you are going to thank me for it.”

Her hand leaves my chin, and she steps back, her gaze dropping to my cock. I am still hard, the evidence of my body’s betrayal on full display, and the sight of it makes her smile widen.

“Good,” she murmurs, her voice full of satisfaction. “You are already starting to learn.”

She reaches for me, her hand wrapping around my wrist, and I flinch at the cold of her touch. She pulls me forward, away from the wall, and I stumble, my legs barely supporting my weight.

“Come,” she says, her voice a command. “It is time to begin.”

She guides me to the makeshift altar — a coffee table shrouded in black velvet — and my pulse pounds, each step tightening my chest. The candles burn steadily, their flames swaying together, and the air carries the scent of incense mixed with something heavier, something that leaves my head spinning.

She stops at the edge of the altar, her hand still gripping my wrist, and she turns to face me. Her eyes glow brighter, the crimson light pulsing in time with my frantic heartbeat, and I feel the pull again, that deep, undeniable hook sinking into my chest and dragging me forward.

“Lie down,” she says, her voice soft, hypnotic.

I do not want to. Every instinct I have is screaming at me to run, to fight, to do something. But my body will not obey. I am moving before I realize it, climbing onto the altar, lying down on the black cloth, my skin prickling with the cold.

She looms over me, her shadow swallowing me whole, and the sight of her — naked, transformed, impossibly powerful — makes my breath catch in my throat.

Her hand trails down my chest, her fingers tracing the lines of my ribs, my stomach, my hips. Her touch is possessive, claiming, and I feel my body respond despite the terror flooding my veins.

“You will be beautiful,” she whispers, her voice a well of shadowed intent. “When I finish, you will be flawless.”

Her hand wraps around my cock again, and I can’t stop the choked gasp that tears from my throat, sharp and helpless. The stroke of her fingers is maddeningly slow, deliberate, her grip unyielding yet calculatedly teasing. My hips betray me, bucking upward in a desperate attempt to meet her rhythm, to demand more, even as shame burns beneath the surface.

The wet heat of her palm glides down my length, each stroke a deliberate brand against my skin, and the sensation tears through me like a current I never wanted to feel. My spine goes tight, every breath a shudder I can’t swallow, and I realize with dusky clarity that my body is no longer mine to direct. It’s already moving for her, hips following the rhythm she’s writing into my cock.

A dark chuckle vibrates against my skin as she lowers herself closer, her breath warm against my ear. The sound wraps around me, thick with triumph. “Good,” she purrs, her voice a silken threat that slides through me, sharp and inescapable. “That’s how it begins. Let the fight drain out of you. The sooner you stop resisting, the sooner you’ll understand how sweet this can be.”

Her hand leaves my cock, and I whimper, the sound pathetic and needy. She smiles, her fangs glinting in the candlelight, and then her hand is on my throat, her grip firm but not quite tight enough to cut off my air.

“Every part of you is going to belong to me,” she says, her voice a hypnotic caress. “Your body. Your mind. Your soul. All of it. Mine.”

Her eyes glow brighter, and I feel the pull intensify, that deep, undeniable hook dragging me under. I claw at the fading edges of who I was, desperate to anchor myself, but her gaze strips me bare — dissolving every stubborn remnant until there’s nothing left but surrender.

“You are going to be my bride,” she whispers, her lips brushing against mine. “My perfect, obedient bride. And you are going to love every second of it.”

Her grip closes around my throat, a chill radiating from her fingers, sinking through my skin until it floods my veins and settles deep inside me. My sight wavers, darkness creeping in from the corners, but just before I slip under, I catch her smile — a patient, hungry promise that strips me bare, threatening every fear I’ve clung to and awakening cravings I never dared imagine.
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The world swims back into focus, a dizzying blur of candlelight and shadow. Serena’s grip on my throat is the only thing keeping me anchored to reality. The cold from her fingers isn’t just on my skin; it’s a deep, pervasive chill that has sunk into my bones, a supernatural frost that quiets the frantic buzzing in my skull. She releases me, and I take a ragged, desperate breath that sounds more like a sob. The air burns in my lungs. Her smile is still there, that patient, hungry promise, and my body trembles in response.

“Come,” she commands, her voice a low purr that vibrates through the floorboards. It’s not a request. It’s a fact, a statement of what is about to happen.

Her hand finds mine, her fingers threading through my own with possessive certainty. Her skin is impossibly cold, marble-smooth, yet there’s a charge beneath it that makes my palm tingle, as if static clings to her touch. She draws me from the altar with a strength that shouldn’t belong to her slender frame. I’m upright before my mind catches up to the reality of her command, legs quivering, unsteady, threatening to buckle beneath me with each uncertain step. I stumble, knees knocking together, but her grip doesn’t waver — unyielding, like steel clamped around my hand — and she holds me firm, refusing to let me fall.

She leads me out of the living room, away from the flickering candles and the faint, coppery scent of the ritual. The hallway is dark, but she moves with a fluid, predatory grace, her bare feet silent on the hardwood floors. I follow like a condemned man being led to the gallows, my own footsteps a clumsy, shuffling mess. My body is a stranger to me, a puppet on strings I can no longer control.

We enter the bathroom, and the harsh glare of the overhead vanity lights makes me flinch. It’s a sterile, modern space, all white tile and chrome fixtures. A stark contrast to the gothic atmosphere of the living room. The large mirror over the sink reflects the scene back at me, a brutal, unforgiving tableau. I see myself, pale and wild-eyed, my shirt rumpled, my expression one of slack-jawed terror. And behind me, I see her.

Serena is a vision from a nightmare. Her crimson eyes glow with an inner fire, her fangs press against her full bottom lip, and her body, still naked from the fallen robe, is a masterpiece of impossible contradictions. The soft curves of her breasts and hips, the dark triangle of hair between her legs, and then… that.

My eyes lock onto that impossible, heavy length between her legs, drawn helpless as a moth to flame. Her thick, semi-hard cock hangs between her thighs — a dark, veined promise of power. It sways with each steady breath she draws, obscene in its heft against her otherwise delicate frame. The shaft arches bold and heavy, the head swollen and flushed deeper than the rest, already slicked with a bead of slick, unmistakable want.

My throat tightens as I watch the pulse flicker beneath her skin, every surge a reminder that this impossible thing is real, tethered to her, part of the woman I’ve shared a bed with, built a life with. The contrast leaves me reeling — her soft, feminine curves yielding to this raw, unyielding proof of dominance. It’s longer than mine, thicker where it matters, and the way it twitches under my gaze makes my stomach twist with something I want to call revulsion, but it feels far too much like surrender.

The veins stand out along the underside, a map of her hunger, and I can’t stop imagining how it would force me open, how it would shape me around its impossible width. My mouth waters, traitorous, heat rising to my cheeks, because some part of me already knows I’ll take it — already accepts that this is what she’s been leading me toward.

Shame prickles under my skin, but it can’t smother the twisting rush — raw, sick, and hungry — tightening inside me, hot and urgent where I want to pretend nothing stirs. Terror and want knot together, winding me closer and closer to the truth. That this thick, demanding length will be the thing that finally shatters any illusion I ever had of resistance, stripping me down past the point of pretending I have any choice left.

She positions me directly in front of the mirror, her hands on my shoulders, her body pressing against my back. I can feel the impossible heat radiating from her, a stark contrast to the coldness of her skin. Her presence is overwhelming, a physical force that pins me in place. I meet my own eyes in the reflection, and I see a stranger staring back. A man on the verge of breaking.

“An offering must be pure,” she declares, her voice resonating off the tile with a finality that leaves no doubt. It’s not a suggestion, not a request. She’s issuing a command, and I know instantly there’s no escape, no protest that will reach her. In the mirror, her crimson eyes lock onto mine, holding me pinned in place with their unyielding focus. I can’t look away. I’m trapped, suspended by the force of her will.

She releases me for a moment and turns to the cabinet beside the sink. My muscles tense, a flicker of fight-or-flight instinct trying to spark to life. Run. Now. Get out. But my feet are rooted to the floor, my body paralyzed by a force I can’t comprehend. It’s more than just fear. It’s a deep, hypnotic pull, a current dragging me under.

She turns back, and in her hand is a brand new disposable razor, still in its plastic packaging. She unwraps it with a deliberate, theatrical slowness, the crinkle of the plastic loud in the unnerving silence. She holds it up, the sharp, clean blades glinting under the bright lights.

“All of it must go.”

The words hang in the air between us, simple, direct, and terrifying. My mind catches up, understanding what she means. The hair on my chest, my legs, my face. Everything. A wave of visceral rejection crashes through me. It’s an attack on the last vestiges of my masculinity, the final markers of the man I thought I was. My mouth opens, a protest forming on my lips, but no sound comes out.

Instead, I find myself nodding. A slow, jerky movement that I feel more than I control. I watch the man in the mirror do it, his eyes wide with a mixture of horror and fascination. My own body, betraying me once again. A silent, pathetic surrender.

Serena smiles, a slow, satisfied curve of her lips that shows just the tips of her fangs. She sets the razor down on the edge of the sink and picks up the can of shaving cream I use every morning. The sound of the shaving cream can spitting a mound of foam into her palm is so ordinary, so domestic, it almost jolts me out of the nightmare. This could be any morning — except I’m trapped here, stripped down to something raw and helpless, watching the most basic ritual turn into a threat.

She turns to me, her expression unreadable. “Take off your shirt.”

The command is soft, almost gentle, but it carries the same unyielding force as before. My hands, trembling and clumsy, move to the hem of my t-shirt. I pull it up and over my head, dropping it in a heap on the floor. The cool air of the bathroom hits my bare skin, and I shiver, goosebumps erupting across my arms and chest.

She closes the distance between us until I feel the steady thrum of her pulse radiating from her, a living heat that presses against my exposed skin and makes the sharp chill around us feel even more pronounced. She begins to lather the shaving cream onto my chest, her touch cold and clinical. Her fingers move in smooth, even strokes, covering the dark hair that I’ve always been secretly proud of. I watch in the mirror, mesmerized and appalled, as the white foam obscures my skin, turning my torso into a blank canvas.

She moves with cool detachment, her hands steady and precise, working over me as if I’m nothing more than an object to be transformed. Yet, with every brush of her cold fingers against my skin, a shiver runs through me that has nothing to do with the temperature. It’s a deep, vibrating thrill that starts in the base of my spine and spreads outward, making my nerves hum with a strange, forbidden energy.

She picks up the razor. The scrape of the blade against my skin is loud, a sharp, rasping sound in the silent room. I watch, unable to look away, as the razor carves a clean path through the lather and dark hair, exposing a strip of pale, flawless skin. The sight unsettles me — smooth, exposed, nothing left to hide behind. It feels foreign, disturbingly defenseless.

She works with relentless focus, her movements sharp and unhurried. Another scrape, another strip of hair surrendered. I feel like I’m being peeled apart, stripped layer by humiliating layer. With each careful stroke of the razor, some part of my identity slips away, vanishing down the drain with the foam and hair. Shame crashes over me — searing, inescapable, pressing in from every side. This is humiliation on a level I’ve never imagined. I’m being unmade, dismantled piece by piece.

And yet… beneath the shame, another feeling stirs. A deep, shivering excitement. A forbidden pleasure in this total loss of control. I’m being erased, and a dark, twisted part of me is desperate to see what will be left when she’s finished.

She finishes my chest and abdomen, leaving my entire torso smooth and bare. She runs a hand over the newly shaved skin, her touch lingering for a moment. “Good,” she murmurs, her voice a low vibration against my back.

She then gestures towards the bathtub. “Prop your foot up.”

I obey without thinking, placing my right foot on the cold porcelain edge of the tub. My leg is trembling, a visible tremor that I can’t control. She kneels before me, lathering my leg with more shaving cream, her movements just as meticulous as before. The position is vulnerable, leaving me exposed and off-balance.

She starts at my ankle, the razor gliding up my shin, clearing a path through the hair. Her work is possessive, her focus absolute. It feels less like she’s shaving me and more like she’s claiming me, marking me as her own. My skin becomes hypersensitive under her touch, every nerve ending firing at once. The scrape of the blade, the cool slide of the metal, the sight of my own hair being washed away — it’s an assault on my senses, overwhelming and intoxicating.

She moves to my thigh, her fingers brushing against the sensitive skin on the inside of my leg. A jolt of pure, unadulterated pleasure shoots through me, so intense it makes my breath hitch. I have to bite down hard on my lower lip to keep from making a sound, the coppery tang of blood filling my mouth. The idea of moaning, of showing her how much this is affecting me, is mortifying. But the sensation is undeniable, a lightning strike of need that threatens to shatter my composure.

I squeeze my eyes shut, unable to watch in the mirror anymore. It’s too much. Seeing my own face, the mixture of fear and dawning pleasure, is more than I can bear. I focus on the feeling instead. The cold glide of the razor, the way her hair tickles my skin as she leans in closer, the faint, metallic scent of her that seems to cling to everything.

She finishes the first leg and shifts to the second, her focus unbroken. I’m frozen, nothing but a compliant doll shaped by her will. She shaves my other leg with that same relentless care, her hands clinical yet achingly intimate. Each stroke strips away more than hair — it peels back everything I used to be. By the time she’s finished, my legs are as smooth and bare as my chest. They feel foreign, unclaimed, as if they belong to someone I’m only just meeting.

She stands up, her body brushing against mine as she rises. The casual contact sends another jolt through me, and I can feel my own cock beginning to stir, a shameful, traitorous twitch of life in my pants. I pray she doesn’t notice.

“Sit,” she commands, pointing to the closed lid of the toilet.

I move to the toilet and sit, my newly smooth legs feeling strange and slick against each other. The position feels even more submissive, placing me below her, forcing me to look up at her. She stands between my knees, her presence dominating the small space. I can see her cock more clearly now, still semi-hard, pulsing with a faint, dark light. It’s mesmerizing, a symbol of her impossible power. The sight of it makes my own burgeoning erection ache with a desperate, confusing need.

She lathers my face with the last of the shaving cream, her touch gentle but firm. Her fingers trace the line of my jaw, the curve of my chin, her movements precise and artistic. Her body is so close I can feel the heat radiating from her skin, a furnace of supernatural energy. The scent of her is stronger now, that strange mix of blood and musk, and it’s intoxicating, clouding my thoughts.

She shaves my face with the same painstaking care, her expression one of intense concentration. It’s the same expression she used to get when she was working on one of her intricate sketches, a look of focused creativity. The thought is bizarre, and yet it feels right. She’s not just destroying; she’s creating. She’s unmaking me so she can remake me into something else.

Her free hand settles on my shoulder, her fingers icy against the lingering heat radiating from her body. The pressure of her hand is grounding, a constant reminder of her power, of my complete and utter submission. I close my eyes, surrendering to the sensation, to the scrape of the blade, to the overwhelming presence of the woman — the creature — standing over me.

When she’s finished, she wipes the last traces of foam from my face with a damp cloth. Her touch is gentle. She runs her hand over my now smooth, hairless body, from my jaw, down my chest, over my stomach. Her fingers trail lower, and for a terrifying, thrilling moment, I think she’s going to touch me, to take me in her hand. But she stops just above the waistband of my jeans.

“Perfect,” she whispers, her voice filled with a deep, possessive satisfaction. She leans in, her lips brushing against my ear, her breath a cold whisper against my skin. “A clean canvas.”

Her words ripple through me, a sharp, undeniable thrill that hums beneath my skin. It’s not fear that tightens my chest, but the ache of need and want, sharp and consuming. I force my eyes open, meeting my own gaze in the mirror.

The man staring back is someone I don’t recognize. He’s pale, his skin almost translucent under the harsh lights. He’s smooth, every trace of masculine hair gone, leaving him looking younger, softer, more vulnerable. The sharp angles of his face seem less defined without the stubble, his jawline less severe. He looks… feminine.

A wave of pure, undiluted horror crashes over me. This is it. This is the proof. The man I was thirty minutes ago, the cynical, sarcastic software developer who thought this was all a joke, is gone. He’s been scraped away, washed down the drain. In his place is this… this thing. This blank slate.

But as the horror comes, it’s swallowed by another feeling, something far more powerful and insidious. A desperate, burning curiosity. A need to see what comes next. A clean canvas. What is she going to paint on me? What will she create on this empty, vulnerable surface? The thought is terrifying, but it’s also the most thrilling thing I’ve ever felt. I want her to finish it. I want her to complete the transformation. I need to see who — or what — I’m going to become.

My own eyes in the mirror are wide, my pupils dilated, my expression a mixture of terror and rapt attention. Shame sears through me, humiliation twisting tight in my gut, but beneath it something else pulses—a secret, hungry longing. I want to be undone, stripped down to nothing and rebuilt, marked as hers, claimed completely.

Serena sees it too. A slow, triumphant smile spreads across her face as she watches my reflection. She knows. She knows she’s won. She’s not just controlling my body; she’s capturing my will.

She steps back, giving me a full view of my new self in the mirror. I can’t tear my eyes away. The sight of my smooth, pale skin is both repulsive and deeply, shamefully arousing. I feel exposed, raw, like a newborn.

Her voice, when she speaks, is a silken purr, full of dark promise. “Now for the vestments.”

I drag my gaze from my reflection to her, throat tight, every nerve drawn taut between us. The air prickles over my skin — I feel exposed in ways I can’t hide, stripped raw beneath the harsh bathroom lights. She watches me with that same smile, lips parted just enough to reveal the sharp suggestion of fang, the corners curling in smug satisfaction. Her crimson eyes pin me in place, blazing with that unholy light that makes my knees threaten to give.

I can’t decide if I should run or fall to my knees. That look — hungry, adoring, possessive — catches me, holds me immobile.

Her power isn’t just in the words or the magic pulsing under my skin; it’s in the way her gaze slices through every trembling part of me, through resistance and shame, down to the place inside that’s begun to crave surrender.

She steps closer, and her scent reaches me — rich, dizzying, sweet with a sharp metallic edge. My breath falters. I picture her hands claiming me, arranging my body exactly how she wants, dressing me for her pleasure. My heart staggers, unsteady, as I realize she still hasn’t looked away. Not once.

“Every bride needs a gown.”
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My breath stutters. Serena’s smile lingers, all feline satisfaction, and she steps back, her hand crooking to beckon me forward. The command in her gesture is absolute. I follow, unable to resist, my bare feet silent against the chilled tile, my body a shivering, stripped, hairless thing. My reflection flickers in the bathroom mirror — pale, alien, receding behind me as she leads me onward.

The bathroom’s glare gives way to the bedroom’s thick silence, where the air hums with something darker, richer. The curtains seal us in, their heavy fabric swallowing sound, and the only light comes from two black candles on the dresser — twin flames writhing, their glow casting jagged, shifting shadows across the walls. The bed dominates the space, its presence pressing down on me like a promise. My lungs tighten, my next breath stolen before it can form.

Laid out on the dark duvet, as though offered to some dark god, is a gown. Not just a dress — an impossible confection of deep crimson velvet and intricate black lace, the kind of thing born from fever dreams or doomed fairy tales. The bodice is sharp, severe, promising to sculpt a waist I never had. The skirt sprawls in heavy, opulent layers, a river of fabric begging to be touched. It’s the most beautiful, most intimidatingly feminine thing I’ve ever laid eyes on. It belongs to a tragic queen — and it’s meant for me.

“This is for you, my bride,” Serena murmurs, her voice low and reverent, sliding across my skin and into every raw, exposed nerve.

She doesn’t lead me to the bed, not yet. Instead, she steers me to the dresser, where a small stool waits. She presses me down before the mirror. On the dark wood, arranged with precise care, sit brushes, pots, palettes — a makeup station, waiting for her artistry. My heart thrashes, frantic and uneven, against my ribs.

“A bride must be radiant,” she says, standing behind me. Her cold fingers find my chin, tilting it up, forcing me to meet my own gaze in the mirror. Haunted eyes stare back, wide and lost, my skin eerie and blank in the candlelight.

Her touch shifts, softening into something almost sacred. Each movement of her hands carries an unbearable intimacy, as though she’s not just painting my face but unearthing something buried deep beneath my skin. She picks up a soft brush, dips it with care into a porcelain pot, and begins. The foundation glides over my cheek, cool and velvety, spreading in seamless strokes that erase me with each pass. I jerk at the unfamiliar sensation, but her other hand settles firmly on my bare shoulder — a wordless command. The pressure is light but absolute. Resistance doesn’t even occur to me; I still beneath the quiet gravity of her touch.

She works with spellbinding precision. This isn’t just makeup; it’s the sculpting of a new self over mine. The faint marks of sleepless nights vanish, my skin evening into a flawless, pale canvas. Her focus is unyielding, her crimson eyes narrowed in total concentration. Heat radiates from her body behind me, a stark, living contrast to the night air slipping cold against my exposed skin.

She moves to my eyes. A brush, loaded with dark powder, traces along my brow, reshaping it into a sharp, delicate arch. The bristles skim my skin, and a shiver threatens to escape. Shades of charcoal and plum sweep across my lids, blending with the patience of a painter. The effect is immediate, dramatic — my eyes, already wide, become enormous, deep-set, haunted. With every brushstroke, less of myself remains. A stranger emerges — pale, beautiful, utterly terrified, flickering in the candlelight.

My body betrays me without mercy. I lean into her hands, desperate for the pressure of her fingers, the whispering caress of her brushes. An aching, pulsing heat blooms between my legs, a helpless response to this careful dismantling.

At last, she takes a tube of dark lipstick, the color of dried blood. “Open,” she commands, voice velvet and unyielding.

My lips part, shaky. She paints them with slow, measured care, carving out a sharp cupid’s bow, filling in the shape with rich, decadent crimson. The color stains my mouth, bold against my pallor. The woman in the mirror has lips made for tragic declarations or whispered submission.

She steps back, head cocked as she surveys her creation. A low hum of satisfaction rumbles in her chest. “Almost,” she says, barely audible.

She reaches for something out of sight. A spill of black, velvet-soft hair drapes over my bare shoulders — a wig, heavy and impossibly dark. It settles on my scalp with a faint, intimate rustle. Her fingers comb through it, arranging the locks to frame my new face and trail down my back.

The transformation is nearly finished. Or maybe it’s already done. My chest tightens, breath caught between a sob and a moan. The woman reflected back at me — wide-eyed, lips painted lush and bruised, skin gleaming with an unnatural sheen — tears me apart. Panic flashes wild in her eyes while something else burns beneath, something that craves this. Her mouth, bruised crimson, swells like she’s been kissed for hours, her skin too perfect, too smooth, like porcelain poured and left to cool.

She shouldn’t exist. But she does. She is impossibly beautiful.

A jagged gasp bursts from my throat, torn and raw. This shouldn’t be possible. This shouldn’t be real. Yet the evidence is right in front of me: a beautiful, sorrowful bride, unrecognizable and undeniable. Deep inside, some hidden, traitorous part of me is entranced.

“Now for the gown,” Serena whispers, her voice thick with a possessive pride that wraps around me like silk.

She helps me to my feet. My legs tremble, unsteady. The air feels electric on my skin, every nerve ending screaming. She picks up the heavy gown from the bed, the velvet and lace rustling like autumn leaves. “Arms up.”

My arms rise like a puppet’s, obeying without thought. The dress slides over my head. The fabric is even heavier than it looked, a luxurious weight against my bare, sensitive skin. Velvet plush and cool, lace a delicate, scratchy whisper against my chest and arms. It smells of dust and roses and something ancient and forgotten. She turns me around and fastens the long row of tiny, jet-black buttons that run up the back. Her fingers are nimble and sure, each button sliding into its loop with a small, final click of possession.

The bodice cinches tight, a corset-like structure sculpting my waist and pushing my chest out, creating the illusion of curves. It forces me straighter, holds my breath captive. A beautiful cage of fabric.

When the last button fastens, her hands rest on my shoulders, turning me to face the full-length mirror hanging on the wardrobe door.

And I see her.

The reflection isn’t just a woman — it’s a vision of dark elegance, a living portrait of haunting allure. The gown’s deep crimson velvet clings to her form, hugging ribs before cascading into a dramatic sweep around her feet. Black lace sleeves stretch taut over her arms, their pointed cuffs framing her hands like delicate blades. Raven hair tumbles in waves over her shoulders, stark against pale, exposed collarbones. She steals my breath, slices through my heart. This woman in the glass — she’s me, raw and exposed, every line of her body shaped by a truth I never knew lived beneath my skin.

The realization slams into my chest, knocking the air from my lungs. This is me. This is what I am now. Tears well hot and thick, blurring the impossible image. Shame and loss for the man I was, for the simple, arrogant life I took for granted, burn through me. But beneath the shame, a gut-level thrill sings through my veins. It’s the most beautiful I have ever looked. The conflict is dizzying, a storm of everything I thought I was colliding with this stunning, submissive creature she has made.

“My beautiful bride,” Serena whispers from behind me.

Her arms wrap around my waist, pulling me back against her. Her body, solid and warm, anchors me in the storm of my confusion. In the mirror, her head rests on my shoulder, glowing crimson eyes fixed on our reflection. Lips parted, sharp white tips of her fangs visible. The predator holding her prize. The monster and her creation. Terrifying. Obscene.

Perfect.

A sob breaks from my lips, a sound of utter defeat. My head falls back against her shoulder in silent, complete surrender. There’s no fight left. Only this. Only her. Tears stream down my face, tracing clean paths through the foundation on my cheeks.

Serena nuzzles my neck, lips cold against my skin. She doesn’t kiss me, just breathes me in. Her grip on my waist tightens, possessive and sure. We stand there, watching the woman in the mirror cry.

“Just one more thing,” Serena says, her voice dropping to a low, conspiratorial whisper that sends a fresh shiver through me.

She lets go, and I nearly stumble, body unmoored without her steadying grip. In the mirror, her movements glide to the bedside table. A small, ornate box gleams in her hand, dark wood polished beneath swirling silver inlays, candlelight catching on her pale fingers.

She opens it herself. The lid lifts with a soft click. Nestled on crushed black velvet lies an object that clenches my stomach and weakens my knees.

A chastity cage.

This isn’t the cheap plastic humiliation of grimy internet corners. Black steel twists into gothic filigree, thorns and vines curling in vicious grace. Vicious, yes, but heartbreakingly lovely, every detail whispering menace. The cage gleams with cold promise, joined to a solid, weighty ring and finished with a delicate, regal lock.

Her expression is serene, unassailable logic. Her robe falls open slightly, revealing the thick, semi-hard length of her cock resting against her thigh.

She gestures with a flick of her eyes. “Now that I have this,” she purrs, “you won’t be needing yours, will you, my dear?”

I swallow, lips numb, tongue thick behind clenched teeth. The box is so small, so final. The question hangs in the air. Her logic is insane. Monstrous. And in the shattered landscape of my mind, completely, utterly irrefutable. Shame seizes my chest, but beneath it — gods, molten hunger. I try to look away, but her gaze pins me, holding me as surely as if her hand still gripped my throat.

“You—you’re really going to—?” My voice cracks, scraping out before I can think. Heat licks up my spine. It’s not a protest. It’s begging. The thought of that cold metal enclosing me, locking me away, replacing my useless masculinity with her potent, supernatural power…

Her smile widens, slow and devastating. She steps closer, the scent of her — dark, spiced, inhuman — filling my head. “Of course. You want this, don’t you, darling?” Her lips nearly brush my ear, her words a velvet caress. “You want to be mine. Completely. Don’t you?”

My hands tremble uselessly at my sides. Words scrape out, ragged. “I—” Breath hitches, air thickening between us. “Serena, I—please, I don’t—” Shaking, from arousal or terror or both. “I shouldn’t want this. I shouldn’t.” My cock stirs anyway, pressed against the silken lining of the gown, already half-hard and aching. Useless. So fucking desperate.

Her fingers graze my jaw, nails skimming my skin, tilting my chin up until her eyes consume me. “But you do. I can smell it. I can see it.” Her thumb skims my lips, slow, possessive. “You’re trembling for me.”

A surge of desperate, agonizing need obliterates the last remnants of my old self. This is it. The final step. The thing I didn’t know I craved until now. To be locked. Denied. Made completely, functionally useless for anyone but her. To belong to her in a way that is physical, permanent, undeniable.

My carefully constructed world, my pride, my identity — all crumble to dust. Nothing else matters. One thing remains.

The heavy velvet of the gown shifts as I move. My body obeys, compelled by a need that drowns every other instinct. I turn to her, away from the mirror and the haunting vision of the beautiful woman trapped inside it. One clumsy step, the long skirt tangling at my ankles, and I drop to my knees on the cold floorboards in front of her.

The impact rattles through me. The hem of the gown puddles around my thighs, cool fabric pressing against bare legs. I look up, vision shimmering with fresh tears. She towers above, a goddess sculpted from shadow and power, candlelight catching the depths of her crimson eyes, transforming them into molten gold. The ornate box rests in her hand, its contents a promise I can barely comprehend.

“Please,” I beg, the word spilling out as a rough, broken plea. My hands clutch at her robe, desperate for something solid. “Please, Mistress.”

Her gaze flickers, triumph blazing behind her eyes. A deep, soul-shaking triumph that almost swallows me whole.

“Please what, my bride?” she asks, voice silken and dangerous, a thread drawn taut.

“Lock me up,” I sob, the words tumbling out, half confession, half desperate prayer. “Lock me up for you. I want to be yours. Totally yours. I want to be... I want to be your good girl.”

Those last words are barely more than a ragged whisper, the final shattering of my old identity — a truth clawing its way out of me. Shame scorches my cheeks, relentless, but the relief is fiercer still. I’ve spoken it. I’ve surrendered. I’ve begged her to unmake me.

Her lips part in a smile that unfurls with deliberate slowness, steeped in possession and tender satisfaction. The curve of her mouth is a victory, not cruel but glowing with the fulfillment of a mistress watching her creation step into the shape she molded.

“Of course, my sweet girl,” she murmurs. “Stand up.”

She bends, her hands cool and sure on my arms, guiding me upright. My thighs tremble, muscles vibrating with the collision of shame and longing. She sets the open box on the dresser and turns to me again, her movements efficient, every gesture suffused with ownership and care.

“Lift the skirt.”

My shaking hands fumble with the heavy velvet, gathering layers of fabric and lifting them to my waist. Cool air hits my bare legs, my groin, making me shiver violently. My own small, semi-hard cock glistens with a bead of clear fluid, a testament to my body’s shameful excitement.

Serena takes the cage from its velvet nest. The blackened steel is cold in her hands. She kneels before me, just as I kneeled before her moments ago. The role reversal is dizzying. She handles the device with an expert’s touch, fitting the ring around the base of my cock and balls. The metal shocks against my heated skin. I gasp, hips bucking forward involuntarily.

“Still,” she commands, firm but not unkind.

She gently pushes me back into place and fits the cage portion over me, guiding my pathetic hardness into the metal tube. A snug fit, a restrictive embrace. Pieces align, and the locking mechanism clicks into place, deafening in the quiet room.

Then she takes the small, ornate padlock. Threads it through the holes. I hold my breath.

The lock clicks shut.

The sound of finality. Of ownership. Of belonging.

The cage settles between my thighs with cold, unyielding finality. Its weight presses constant, inescapable — a physical brand of ownership. Caged. Claimed. Hers. The realization surges through me, sharp as a pulse of blood to my skull, leaving me raw, gasping. Humiliation scorches my veins, but beneath it thrums the first real taste of relief. It’s done. The lock is turned. No escape — not now, not ever.

Serena rises, her expression soft with triumph, lips parted as if savoring the moment. The key dangles between her fingers, small and black, catching the shimmer of candlelight. That sliver of metal holds my past, my resistance, every trembling need I’ve tried to hide — all reduced to a single, irreversible truth.

“Now you are truly mine,” she murmurs, voice thick with ownership, with the quiet certainty of a promise already sealed.

She lifts a delicate silver chain, threading the key onto it with practiced grace. Metal slides against metal, a soft clink twisting something deep in my belly. She fastens the chain around her neck, the key dropping to rest in the hollow of her throat. It gleams there, dark against her pale skin, rising and falling with every slow, deliberate breath she takes. A talisman. A leash. My entire existence, now hanging from her collarbone.

I can’t drag my gaze from it. The sight pins me where I stand, a physical anchor for the storm of need and surrender tearing through me, unstoppable.

The cage is a solid weight, an unyielding presence. Not painful, but inescapable — a part of me now. It feels… right. Horrifyingly, shamefully, exquisitely right. I am her bride, dressed, adorned, locked for her pleasure alone, no part of me untouched by her will.

Serena steps forward, her smile softening into something that almost reads as love. She takes my hand, cool fingers threading through mine, steadying my trembling grip. Her hold is sure, inescapable, guiding.

She starts walking, drawing me forward with gentle insistence. I stumble after her, bare feet awkward on the hardwood, the heavy gown dragging at my legs, the cage a private, aching burden pressed between my thighs. She guides me out of the bedroom, away from the candlelit glow where my old self dissolved, and pulls me toward the living room — the same space where my surrender first took root.

As we cross the threshold, her lips brush my ear, her voice a velvet whisper — a new spell I cannot resist.

“It is time for the bride to make her vows.”
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Her words, a low, hypnotic promise, linger in the air as she pulls me into the living room. The space is just as we left it, saturated with the scent of melted wax and the faint bitterness of burned herbs, but my perception has been transformed beyond recognition. The altar, once a prop for my own ridicule, now commands the room — part throne, part sacrificial slab. Candlelight quivers, casting our stretched shadows along the walls, warping them into monstrous parodies. One is a predator: tall, unyielding, regal. The other is a creature swathed in a gown, head bowed, utterly captive.

Serena keeps my hand in hers, cool fingers possessive and unrelenting. She leads me to the center, directly before the stone slab. Then she turns, her movements smooth and unhurried, the embodiment of power unconcerned by time. She sits on the altar’s edge, gathering the black silk of her robes with a flick of her wrist. It’s a lazy, sovereign gesture — a queen taking her rightful seat. Her legs part just enough, the robe falling open to reveal her.

My breath snags in my throat.

There it is. The stark evidence of her dominance. Her cock, thick and impossibly real, rests along her pale thigh. It’s beautiful, terrifying — pale in the candlelight, veins winding its length like dark rivers. The head is a rich, wine-red, gleaming with a slick sheen. The sight holds me, rooted and helpless. That instrument of my undoing — the source of my shame and the focus of my most secret, humiliating hunger.

The velvet of my gown gathers around my feet, heavy as chains. The cage is a cold, punishing pressure between my legs, a constant, sharp reminder of who I am now. My own cock is trapped, rendered useless, locked by her whim, while hers is displayed with effortless, arrogant authority.

She meets my gaze, eyes smoldering with that same soft, crimson light. They pin me in place, a silent directive that leaves me unable to move. Her expression is unreadable — a placid mask of predatory patience. She waits.

“You wished to be my bride,” she says. Her voice is not a question. It’s a verdict, a low command that fills the room and resonates deep in my bones. “Brides are devoted. They are worshipful. Show me your devotion.”

The words slide into me, turning some final lock. Devotion. Yes. That’s the word for this clawing, consuming need inside me — this urge to please, to serve, to prove myself worthy of the role she’s carved into my flesh. The last vestiges of who I used to be — sarcastic, arrogant Kyle — are nothing but ashes, swept away by this new, singular purpose.

I sink to my knees before her. The hush of heavy fabric against the floor is the only sound in the room, a silken sigh of surrender. I kneel on the cold wood, the skirt spilling around me like a black tide. My eyes are locked on her face, on the supernatural force radiating from her — I don’t dare look down at her cock again, not yet. It’s too much.

My hands shake in my lap. I clasp them together, trying to steady myself, lace scratching against my wrists.

“Please,” I whisper, my voice frayed and raw. My eyes lift to hers, and I know I must look utterly desperate, pleading. “Please, Mistress. Let me worship you. Let me prove I’m a good bride.” The title stings and soothes at once. Alien, yet achingly right. I am her bride.

A slow smile spreads across her lips, a flash of satisfaction in her crimson gaze. She gives a single, sharp nod. Permission granted.

My whole body trembles, a surge of relief so fierce it almost knocks me off balance. The air I’ve been hoarding rushes out in a ragged exhale. I lower my gaze — down her pale throat, where my key hangs on its chain, down over the black silk draped across her hips, to the cock waiting for me between her thighs.

Every movement is thick, resistant, as if I’m wading through honey. My hands, still shaking, rise to rest on her knees. Her skin is cool beneath the silk, the chill shooting straight through me, an antidote to the fever thrumming in my veins. I lean in, my chest pounding so hard dizziness washes over me. Her scent fills my lungs — ancient and floral, jasmine tangled with the mineral sharpness of cold stone. I’m lost in it.

I pause, lips hovering just above her, the barest breath away. This is my final vow. The one that eclipses every word, every ritual. I close my eyes. I part my lips.

I take the tip of her cock into my mouth.

The taste floods my tongue, alien and intoxicating. Not salty or dirty like a man’s — clean, threaded with metallic sweetness, blood and honey mingling. A rush of sensation surges through me, and a moan vibrates around her before I can stop it. The texture is impossibly smooth, marble made flesh, heated and alive. I suck, hesitant at first, my tongue circling the swollen ridge of her cockhead. Clumsy, I learn her by taste, frantic to please.

The cage between my legs pulses hard, a brutal, helpless ache. Hips twitch, my need answering hers even as I’m denied.

“More,” Serena growls, her voice guttural. The sound vibrates through her thighs, into my palms, straight to my core. Her fingers plunge into the black waves of my wig, gripping tight. The pull is uncompromising, not cruel, but absolute. “I want to feel your hunger, bride. I want to feel you ache for it.”

She forces my head down, guiding me to swallow more of her. Her cock presses into my throat, thick and unrelenting. I gag, tears springing to my eyes, but the sensation of being so completely stuffed, so utterly overtaken by her, leaves me reeling. Pinned on her cock, the blunt force of her power consumes me. Only when my vision flickers does she let me up, drawing back just enough for a shaky breath to scrape through my lungs.

“That’s it,” she purrs. “That’s how a good bride takes what she’s given.”

Her grip tightens at my scalp, her fist unyielding. She sets the pace, slow and deep, and my body scrambles to follow, matching her rhythm. Tentative licks collapse into frantic, needy sucks. Lips clamp around her shaft, tongue working desperately, every muscle in my jaw straining. The need to please her burns, alive inside me, more urgent than any hunger I’ve ever known.

“Now, repeat after me,” she commands, her tone dropping lower, threaded with hypnotic power. Her hips tilt forward, testing my limits, nudging her cock deeper into my throat. “Say it for me, little whore.”

Tears streak my face — part pain, part surrender. My cheek drags across the smooth skin of her thigh, and I nod, helpless to do anything but obey.

“I love serving my Mistress’s cock.”

The words spill out in a wet, broken sob around her shaft. “I l-love serving my M-Mistress’s cock.”

“Good.” Her praise settles over my raw nerves like silk. She presses deeper, rewarding and demanding in the same motion. “Again. Say, ‘I am a whore for my vampire queen.’”

“I… am a w-whore for my vampire queen,” I manage, the humiliation searing, the truth of it burning through me. A confession. A brand. Real.

“This is all I’m good for,” she urges, relentless.

“This is all I’m g-good for.” The words shatter something inside me. In their wake, a strange, radiant emptiness blooms — sweet and annihilating. I am nothing but this: a mouth for her cock, a body for her pleasure. Her bride.

My sucking turns frantic, more practiced, driven by panic and devotion. Her other hand moves, slipping under the heavy folds of my gown. Cool fingers skim the slick silk of my slip, then settle over my groin. The cold slices through the silk, jolting me. Her fingers rest atop the intricate, gothic bars caging me in, metal biting through the fabric.

“You feel that, my pet?” she whispers, her voice a razor wrapped in velvet. Her thumb circles the lock, the solid nub of metal marking my captivity. “The ache? So hard in your little cage, aren’t you? Pathetic. Desperate.”

A whimper escapes, high and helpless. Hips twitch, straining uselessly against the merciless cage. The pressure builds, burning, merciless tightness begging for relief.

“That ache is your devotion,” she purrs, fingers dancing over the bars, teasing my trapped, sensitive flesh. “It’s your constant prayer to me. You will only feel pleasure when I permit it. And I do not permit it.”

To drive the point home, she strokes through the cage, fingers pressing and sliding over steel. The friction maddens — not enough, far too much. My cock throbs against the metal, starved, desperate. A strangled groan erupts, muffled by her cock. Hips jerk weakly, chasing her touch, chasing a release that will never come.

Worship collapses into chaos. My mouth, my tongue, my body — all of it spirals into raw, exposed need. The pressure behind the bars sharpens into a single, white-hot point, searing. The orgasm threatens, coiling at the base of my spine — frantic, caged, clawing to get free.

“Please,” I try to beg, but the word drowns in her length.

At the very edge, vision blurring, the world narrowing to her cock and choking desperation, her hand withdraws.

The abrupt loss of touch jolts — not pain, but something sharper, crueler. The almost-orgasm implodes, leaving a jagged, aching emptiness. A raw, animal cry rips from me, my whole body convulsing in a single, violent shudder of denial.

“Control yourself,” Serena snaps. Her voice slices through the fog of agony, cold and absolute. She yanks my head back by the hair, pulling her cock from my mouth with a wet, obscene sound. Drool and her slickness drip down my chin. Air rushes in, ragged gasps tearing through my chest, eyes wild and shining with tears and ruined need.

Her face looms above me, carved from authority, eyes burning with unnatural light.

“Your pleasure is not the goal,” she says, each word heavy, unyielding. “Mine is. Do you understand?”

Shame flares hot, immediate. I failed. I let go. I forgot why I’m here.

“I… I’m sorry, Mistress,” I sob, thick with tears. “So sorry. Please… please forgive me.”

“Show me you’re sorry,” she commands. Her voice softens just a hair, the imperious edge still sharp. “Show me you can focus.”

She guides my head forward again, and hesitation vanishes. Hunger sharpened by need drives me as I take her back into my mouth, every ounce of focus trained on her. No clumsiness, no trembling uncertainty. My body obeys without question. Every raw nerve, every fragment of what I was, gathers here — at her feet, at her mercy, made whole by purpose: pleasing her.

I suckle with frantic reverence, each movement fueled by the ache gnawing between my legs. My tongue works her, circling her sensitive tip, dragging my lips along the velvet length, pressing the roof of my mouth against her as I swallow her deeper. Pace and pressure shift, hunting for the subtle signs — the faint catch in her breath, the twitch in her thighs. The fire in my cage burns, an agony threatening to tear me apart, but I force it down, pouring every frantic desperation into my worship. My need becomes a tool, sharpening every instinct, making me perfect for her. Not just serving — adoring, exalting her with every motion of my mouth.

She responds. A guttural sound rumbles from her chest, low and raw, pleasure barely contained. Her hips, so controlled before, begin to move. First a subtle shift, then bolder, deliberate thrusts, her cock sliding further down my throat each time. Her grip tightens in my wig, not merely guiding but anchoring me, holding me steady so she can take exactly what she wants.

Her breathing breaks into rough, greedy pants. The power that once hovered around her — subtle, almost gentle — thrums now, crackling in the air, crawling across my skin, saturating every sense with her presence. The metallic-sweet taste saturates my tongue, entirely hers. Her other hand cups the back of my head, fingers digging into my scalp, commanding my submission as she fucks my mouth with real urgency.

No pretense remains. She thrusts into my throat, her body taut with need. My jaw aches, tears flood my eyes, but I hold steady, swallowing every inch, matching her rhythm with my own desperate drive to please. Each thrust drives her deeper, my head bobbing in counterpoint, greedy for more. This is everything. This is all I am: a vessel for her pleasure.

A sharp cry tears from her lips, pleasure twisted with something feral. Her hips snap forward, slamming her cock so deep the stretch pulls at the base of my skull. Her entire body locks, muscles straining, her climax building to an impossible peak.

And then she comes.

Her seed floods my mouth — hot, thick, nothing like human cum. Heavier, almost syrupy, with that same strange, metallic-sweet bite, only richer, saturating my tongue, coating my throat, filling every sense with her. It’s more than taste — it’s power, her very essence. The sensation overwhelms, almost narcotic, and I swallow convulsively, desperate not to spill a single drop.

Her body slumps against the altar’s cold stone, chest heaving, throat exposed in raw abandon. The rigid length of her cock pulses once, twice, before easing as she pulls free — not with precision, but with the slow, heavy drag of someone still half-lost in pleasure. Her fingers remain knotted in my wig, synthetic strands tangled around her knuckles as though she’s forgotten they’re there. Forgotten everything but the wreckage she’s made of me.

I stay kneeling, head bowed in silent devotion, swallowing every last trace of her. The act is sacred, instinctive. A good bride wastes nothing of her mistress’s gift. The final gulp is a vow, sealing everything that’s come before — my surrender, my place, my purpose.

I remain where she’s left me, panting, the aftershocks of her orgasm still echoing through my body. My face is a disaster, streaked with her come and my tears, makeup smeared into a mask of ruin. The ache in my caged cock is a raging inferno, stoked to a fever pitch and denied any hope of relief. I’m spent, aching, denied — but I have never known fulfillment like this.

Slowly, I raise my head. I look up at her, eyes shining with adoration so pure it leaves me trembling. She’s magnificent. A goddess, still slick with her own pleasure, radiating authority and satisfaction. I drink her in, awestruck.

Her eyelids flutter open, the crimson glow dimmed, fixed on me. For a moment, she simply gazes, her expression unreadable. Then her lips curve, slow and genuine. Not the hungry, predatory grin she wore before, but something softer. She looks at me with possession, but there’s a gentleness threaded through it that leaves me raw, breathless, stripped bare beneath her gaze.

She reaches out, her hand no longer commanding but gentle. Her cool fingers cradle my cheek, thumb stroking away the wet trail beneath my eye. Her fingers against my skin are a blessing, like the final seal of ownership.

“Good girl,” she murmurs, velvet and low.

The words crash through me, pleasure detonating in my core, more intense than any ruined orgasm. My body shudders with joy, a dizzying rush that leaves me trembling, head spinning. Good girl. The praise I have starved for. The validation of everything I’ve become. It’s all I ever wanted — all I’ll ever need.

“You have made your vows beautifully,” she says, her thumb brushing my swollen lips. “I am very pleased.”

I lean helplessly into her touch, a soft, broken sob of gratitude escaping me, every last shred of pride sacrificed for her approval.

She withdraws her hand, gaze falling to her own body, the altar, the mess we’ve made. Something changes in her eyes — the softness lingers, but now there’s a spark, a rekindled hunger, as if sated desire has only whetted her appetite.

“Soon,” she whispers, the promise pulsing between us, heavy and charged. “Soon, it will be time to consummate our union.”

Consummate. The word echoes in my head, thrumming through every nerve. To be fully taken. To have her inside me — not just filling my mouth, but stretching me open, claimed in every way she chooses. The image rushes through me, raw and unstoppable, sending another surge of frantic, aching need crashing over me. It’s so sharp I almost lose my footing. The cage clamps down, cruel and merciless, holding me on the edge of madness. I want her. I need her. There is nothing else.

Serena lifts from the altar in one fluid motion, her presence snapping the air into obedience. The flickering light slides over her robes as she adjusts them with deliberate care, every line of her body radiating dominance. Then, without warning, she bends just enough to seize my wrists in hers, her fingers closing around them like manacles of silk.

Her grip is absolute — no room for resistance, no space for doubt. I’m already hers before she even pulls me up.

“On your feet, bride.”

Her fingers don’t crush, but they don’t yield either — an iron promise wrapped in velvet. I lurch upward, my legs shaking beneath me as the heavy silk of the gown tangles around my feet, threatening to drag me back down. There’s no balance left in me, no strength that isn’t borrowed from her grip. I rise only because she demands it. For a moment, I stumble, nearly falling, but she anchors me, steady and certain. She draws me upright until I’m standing before her, so close heat radiates from her skin. She towers over me now, and I tip my head back, staring up into her blazing eyes.

She doesn’t release me. Instead, she pivots, keeping my hands in hers, leading me backward in slow, inexorable steps. I follow, helpless and hungry, my gaze chained to hers. I let her guide me, a puppet strung along by devotion. She keeps moving until my knees hit the cold, unyielding edge of the altar — the very stone where I once sprawled, so full of swagger and disbelief, as she marked me for her own. The place where Kyle Mercer vanished, stripped away and remade.

With a steady, commanding push, she presses me down onto the altar. The cold stone bites through my thin slip, shocking against my overheated skin, a brutal counterpoint to the fire surging inside me. I sink back, a willing sacrifice, my black gown spilling out around me in dark ripples. My hands remain trapped in hers, bound by her will. She leans in, her body caging me, her long hair tumbling around our faces like a velvet curtain, shutting out everything but her. Her eyes devour me, burning with a need that is both terrifying and holy.
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Her eyes devour me, burning with a need that is both terrifying and holy. A predatory hunger mirrors the frantic, worshipful desperation clawing at my insides. The world has narrowed to this single point of contact: her grip on my wrists, her body a shadow over mine, the scent of night-blooming flowers and something ancient, like dried blood and old stone, filling my lungs. The altar is cold and unforgiving beneath me, but the electric anticipation of her touch is everything.

“The offering is presented,” she murmurs, her voice a low, guttural vibration that resonates in my bones. It’s thick with lust, a primal sound that speaks of hungers far older than either of us.

Her hands finally release my wrists, but I am no less pinned. Her presence is a physical weight, a promise. She moves with a fluid grace, her shadow sliding over me as she works at the hem of my black gown. The rustle of the silk is loud in the candlelit silence. She gathers the fabric in her fists, pulling it upward, slowly, deliberately. The material slides over my thighs, cool and teasing, exposing the delicate white lace of the slip beneath. Then she pulls that up too, bunching the expensive fabrics at my waist, a messy offering.

The cool air of the room hits my exposed skin. My legs are bare, my hips open to her. The chastity cage, cold and heavy, is a stark metallic declaration against my pale stomach. She doesn’t touch it, not yet. Her gaze sweeps over me, possessive and appraising, lingering on the proof of her ownership locked around my cock. My balls are drawn up tight, aching against the unforgiving metal base ring. Beyond it, I am utterly vulnerable, my ass exposed and waiting. A flush of shame so hot it’s indistinguishable from arousal washes over me. A faint, cruel smile touches her lips.

With one hand, she reaches down and grips my right ankle, her touch shockingly cold. She lifts my leg, bending it at the knee, pushing it wide until the joint protests. She does the same with my left, spreading me open, utterly vulnerable. The position is one of total surrender, a sacrifice laid bare. My hips tilt instinctively, offering myself to her. I can’t stop the motion. My body knows what it wants, what it was made for now.

She positions herself between my thighs, her form blocking out the flickering candlelight. She is a goddess of the night, a silhouette of immense power framed against the warm glow. Her robes are still open, and the dark, magnificent length of her cock, thick and ready, slick with her own wetness, is visible. It pulses with a faint, unnatural light of its own, a beacon in the shadows.

This is no longer the girl I knew, the one who worked in a bookstore and argued about philosophy. This is a creature of immense power, and she is about to claim me.

My breath catches. My heart slams against my ribs, a frantic drumbeat of need. This is it. The consummation. The final act of my unmaking. The sight of her, poised to take me, is the most beautiful and terrifying thing imaginable. All the snarky, superior armor of my old self has been stripped away, burned to ash, leaving only this raw, pleading creature who wants nothing more than to be filled, to be owned, to be utterly annihilated by her.

Words bubble up from some deep, broken part of me, no longer my own. They are breathy, desperate, true.

“Please, Mistress,” I whisper, my voice cracking with need. My eyes lock on hers, wide and wet. “Claim your bride. Please… make me yours.”

She leans forward, bracing one hand on the altar beside my head. Her other hand comes to my ass, her cold fingers spreading one of my cheeks. The touch makes me gasp, my hips bucking involuntarily. She shushes me with a low growl, her thumb pressing firmly against my tight, puckered hole. I whine, a high, thin sound of pure need.

“Patience, my sweet thing,” she murmurs, her voice a venomous honey. “A bride must be prepared.”

She fucks two fingers into me, slick and cold. The initial shock of the invasion is immediately followed by a wave of dizzying pleasure. She’s not gentle. Her fingers are demanding, stretching me, reminding my body of her ownership. I cry out, arching into her touch, my entire being focused on the feeling of her inside me. The cage grinds against my lower belly, a constant, agonizing reminder of the pleasure I’m being denied. I whimper, my head thrashing against the cold stone. It’s a taste, a cruel appetizer for the feast I crave.

“That’s it,” she praises, her voice a dark caress. “Take me. Show me how much you want it.”

She works her fingers in and out, a slick, rhythmic fucking that has my head thrashing against the cold stone. I am mindless with it, lost in the sensation. My own pulse throbs around her fingers, my body betraying any last shred of resistance, welcoming her, begging for more. Triumph shines in her eyes. After an eternity that is only a few seconds, she withdraws her fingers with a wet pop. The sudden emptiness is a physical pain. I sob, a choked, desperate sound.

“No, please…”

She ignores my plea. Her shadow falls over me completely as she rises up, positioning the thick, velvet head of her cock against my abused entrance. The pressure is immense, a solid, demanding presence that promises to tear me apart and put me back together as something new. It nudges against my puckered flesh, slick and hot.

The sheer size of it is terrifying. It feels impossible. Heat radiates from it, a stark contrast to the chill of her skin. My vision blurred with tears, my gaze finds hers, and I see only my queen, my executioner, my savior. She is everything.

I whimper her name. “Serena…”

“Ready to be mine, my pretty bride?” she purrs, her voice a silken threat.

I can only nod, a frantic, jerky motion. “Yes, Mistress. Please.”

She doesn’t wait for another word. Her hips snap forward.

It’s not a slow press; it’s a single, smooth, powerful motion that annihilates thought.

A scream rips from my throat, high and sharp, pure agony and ecstasy entwined. Not a tear, but a stretch, a filling, an overwhelming sensation whites out my vision. Pain and pleasure collide, inseparable, a supernova of sensation exploding at the base of my spine. She fills me completely, impossibly, her length buried deep, pressing against places I never knew existed. Solid, unyielding, she owns me from the inside out. My body is no longer mine; it’s hers, a vessel, a sheath for her power.

My body convulses, struggling to adjust to her sheer size. Tears stream down my temples, soaking into my wig. Shadows from the candles dance like frantic demons across the ceiling, but my universe narrows to the point of connection between us. She stays buried deep, letting me feel her, letting the reality of it sink in. This is happening. This is real. The arrogant, cynical man I was yesterday would have laughed at this. That man is a ghost, a forgotten whisper. Now, I am this: a trembling, sobbing wreck, impaled on my vampire mistress’s cock and happier than I have ever been.

“Open your eyes,” she commands, her voice a low rumble vibrating through my frame.

My gaze snaps to hers. Her eyes glow with a triumphant, feral light, her smile flashing white fangs in the dimness.

“Good girl, there you are.”

Then she moves.

Her first thrust is slow, deliberate, a withdrawal followed by a powerful return that rips another cry from my throat. The rhythm she sets is primal, relentless. Not gentle. Not tender. It’s claiming. Ownership. Each thrust drives her deeper, a brutal reminder of who holds control.

My hips lift off the altar, chasing the feeling, desperate to keep her inside me. She thrusts back in, hard and deep, slamming into my prostate with unerring precision. A broken sound escapes me, half-scream, half-moan.

She doesn’t need to hold me down. I am hers, a willing captive, desperate for the feeling of being split open and filled by her.

The heavy cage bounces against my belly with every powerful slam of her hips, a maddening, metallic counterpoint to the pleasure blooming inside me. The constant, frustrating pressure on my trapped cock, combined with the overwhelming sensation of being fucked, creates a feedback loop of agonizing bliss. Each thrust jolts helpless arousal through me, pleasure I can’t escape and release I can’t have. It’s driving me insane.

“You feel that, my bride?” she snarls, her voice dropping to a predatory growl. Her lips brush my ear, her hot breath sending shivers down my spine. Her hair curtains us off from the world again. “This is my mark on your body. This is my claim. You will never be empty of me again.”

The finality of her words, the possessive promise, shatters the last coherent corner of my mind. A wave of pure, ecstatic bliss washes over me. This is what I wanted. What I needed. To be owned so completely that I cease to exist as anything but hers.

“Yes,” I gasp, the word torn from my lungs. “Yes, Mistress.” The words spill out of me, a desperate litany of my new faith. “I’m yours. I’m yours. I’m yours.”

Each thrust punctuates the mantra, the words a prayer. My hips match her rhythm now, frantic, bucking. I am no longer a man. I am sensation. Need. A hole being filled, a body used for its master’s pleasure, and it is everything. My voice wrecked, hoarse with screaming and sobbing, I can’t stop. The words are the only truth left in the universe. “I’m yours, I’m yours, fuck, I’m yours.”

The pleasure spirals tighter and tighter in my gut, a frantic, clawing thing unlike any arousal I’ve ever known. Not just physical—psychological. A complete rewiring of my brain’s reward centers. Every slam of her cock is a reward. The bounce of the cage, a punishment I crave. Together, they’re a potent, addictive cocktail of sensation.

Serena grunts, her control fraying. Her thrusts quicken, harder, more frantic. She is a storm, and I am caught in its heart, torn apart and remade with every piston-like stroke. The pleasure builds to an unbearable, terrifying peak. Fire climbs my spine, frantic energy coiling tight in my belly. An orgasm claws toward the surface, a desperate, caged explosion promising pure, agonizing denial. My thighs and stomach clench tight, my body a taut wire of sensation.

I’m going to break. The pressure in my balls is excruciating. The cage burns like a ring of fire. Her cock slamming into me again and again is the only thing anchoring me to reality. It’s too much. It’s not enough.

“Please,” I sob, though I don’t know what I’m asking for. Release? Denial? Annihilation? It’s all the same now.

Her eyes blaze. She sees it. Feels it. Her lips brush the side of my neck. Sharp fangs press against my skin, a promise of what’s to come. The orgasm crests, a tidal wave of pure, agonizing need about to crash. My vision swims. My back arches impossibly high.

“Now, bride,” she hisses against my skin. “You are mine.”

The orgasm detonates, a violent, full-body convulsion starting in my toes and rocketing up my spine. Her fangs sink into the soft flesh between my shoulder and neck.

A sharp, searing shock of pain lances through me, originating from the bite and detonating through every nerve. It’s the most intense pain—clean, sharp, blinding. It collides with the peak of my ruined, caged orgasm, the two sensations—pure agony and pure pleasure—fusing into a single, cataclysmic eruption.

My world goes white.

Pain and pleasure. Submission and ownership. The feeling of being fucked and fed upon. They coalesce into one singular, overwhelming truth. My body convulses on the altar, a violent, uncontrolled spasm. The muscles of my ass clench around her cock, milking her. My caged cock spasms uselessly, pathetically—weak, frustrated pulses offering no release, only deeper torment and bliss. My mind, my identity, everything I ever thought I was, shatters into a million incandescent fragments. Kyle Mercer is gone. The sarcastic developer, the arrogant skeptic, the man who thought he knew how the world worked—obliterated. Burned away in a crucible of pleasure and pain.

My ego disintegrates, fracturing into a million glittering shards scattered in the blinding void. Kyle Mercer, the sarcastic skeptic, dies on that altar. Utterly destroyed.

And in the silent, blissful emptiness that follows, a single, perfect truth crystallizes.

I am hers.

The thought isn’t mine. It simply is. A fundamental law of my new universe.

The blinding light recedes. My body goes limp, boneless. Serena collapses on top of me, her own climax shaking her in deep, shuddering jolts. A low, contented groan escapes her, her weight settling over me, anchoring me with comforting pressure, her cock still buried deep. She remains there, unmoving, her fangs still sunk into my neck. From the bite, a warm, pulsing wave radiates outward, no longer stinging—essential, as if some missing part of me has finally returned. Wholeness, unbidden and absolute.

We stay fused, suspended in a hush that swallows time. When she finally, reluctantly, draws her fangs free, the withdrawal is slow, careful. Wetness trails behind, and then her tongue—rough and hot, rasping over the broken skin—laps at my neck. The sensation jolts through me, jarringly intimate, almost animal, sparking one last trembling shiver through the wreckage of my body.

She pulls out of me with a soft, wet sound, and the sudden emptiness is a profound loss. I am broken, panting, and utterly, blissfully empty. My face is a mess of tears and sweat, my body trembling with the aftershocks. I can’t move. I can’t think. I can only lie here, destroyed and remade.

The two small puncture wounds on my neck throb with a faint, supernatural pulse, a steady beat that syncs with my own fluttering heart. Her life force mingles with mine, a permanent, indelible mark.

Serena pushes herself up, her movements slow, sated. She shifts her weight off me but remains close, her body caging mine. She looks down at me, her face soft, her eyes glowing with a gentle, possessive light. They are no longer the blazing inferno of a predator, but the warm, steady hearth of a keeper.

She reaches out, her unnaturally cold fingers brushing a strand of damp hair from my forehead. Her touch is gentle now, almost reverent. She looks at the mess she’s made of me — the flushed skin, the tear tracks, the dazed, worshipful look in my eyes — and a soft, genuine smile touches her lips. It’s the first one since her transformation, and it’s devastatingly beautiful.

She leans down again, not with hunger, but with tenderness that catches me off guard. Her lips find the fresh bite on my neck. She licks at the two small wounds, her tongue gentle as she cleans away the blood. The gesture is so intimate, so possessive, I whimper. It’s the act of an animal cleaning its prize, its mate.

Her palms cup my skull, thumbs tracing slow arcs along my cheekbones. I’m not just hers — I’m hers, broken and glowing, a thing remade for devotion. That look in her eyes isn’t possession alone; it’s a mirror showing me the truth I’ve been fighting: this is forever. Kneeling at her feet. Breathing when she permits. Existing only to please. The realization doesn’t terrify me. It settles me, deep and quiet, like a locked door clicking shut on every lie I ever told myself. The bite, the tears, the way my body still hums from her touch — none of it was destruction. It was liberation. And for the first time, the chains feel like wings.
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Her palms cradle my head, thumbs tracing slow, deliberate arcs along my cheekbones. I’m not just hers — I am remade, hollowed and filled anew, devoted down to the marrow. The look in her eyes isn’t mere possession; it reflects the truth I’ve tried to outrun: this is forever. Kneeling at her feet. Breathing when she allows. Existing solely to please. The realization doesn’t terrify me. It settles in, deep and quiet, like a locked door snapping shut on every lie I ever whispered to myself. The bite, the tears, the way my body still sings from her touch — none of it was destruction. It was release. And for the first time, the chains she’s forged feel like wings.

Serena’s touch soothes everything raw inside me. She smooths the damp hair back from my temples, her gaze sated and impossibly tender. The last traces of blood on my neck are gone, her tongue having licked the skin clean with a possessive thoroughness that still makes my exhausted limbs shudder. The air in the room is thick with the scent of burned herbs, sweat, and something else — something metallic, sweet, and unmistakably mine. The altar’s unyielding stone presses against my back, its cold bite seeping through the flimsy fabric of the gown — barely more than a whisper of silk between my skin and the world. My body is a ruin, a beautiful, triumphant ruin sculpted by her hands, and I have never felt more whole.

With a soft grunt, she slides one arm beneath my knees and the other behind my back. Her strength remains startling, inhuman. She lifts me from the altar as though I weigh nothing, my head lolling against her shoulder. The movement is so smooth, so seamless, I don’t even have time to feel off-balance. I just find myself cradled against her chest, my face pressed into the curve of her neck. The cool silk of her robe shocks my overheated skin. I let out a low, contented sigh and burrow closer, my arms too heavy to even try to wrap around her.

She carries me across the living room, her steps soundless on the hardwood. The first pale, gray light of dawn is beginning to filter through the blinds, casting thin, dusty stripes across the furniture. The shadows that felt so sentient and menacing just hours ago now shrink into the corners, powerless in the new day. Serena heads toward the couch, the place where our ordinary life happens — movies, arguments, takeout. It seems impossibly distant now.

She lays me down on the plush cushions with the same reverent care she used to lift me. My limbs are loose, my body a pliant weight that sinks into the softness. My eyes flutter, heavy-lidded, as I watch her. She pulls a thick woolen blanket from the back of the couch, one we’ve used a hundred times, and unfolds it. The familiar plaid is a strange anchor in all this strangeness. She drapes it over my trembling frame, tucking it snugly around my shoulders and down to my feet. The heat is immediate, a cocoon of safety that seeps into my chilled bones.

I curl up on my side, knees drawn toward my chest. The heavy pressure of the steel cage between my legs digs against my belly, a constant, solid reminder of my new reality. I wouldn’t trade it for anything. Serena settles beside me, her hip pressed against my back. She stays upright, one leg folded beneath her like she’s settling in for a vigil, her stillness a quiet promise that she won’t let anything touch me. Her hand finds my hair again, her fingers combing through the tangled strands with a slow, steady rhythm. I close my eyes. Every muscle in my body finally releases. I have never felt this safe. This claimed. This utterly at peace.

Her presence grounds me, anchoring me in the here and now. The room is quiet except for the sound of my own ragged breathing and the faint, distant hum of the city waking up. The first rays of sun lance through a gap in the blinds, a golden stripe of light striking the wall opposite us. It catches the motes of dust hanging in the air, turning the ordinary into something that feels almost sacred.

As the light grows stronger, crawling across the floor toward us, I sense a change in her. It’s subtle at first. A shift in the energy radiating from her skin. The intense, predatory thrum that has clung to her all night begins to soften, ebbing away. I push myself up slightly, propping my head on my hand to look at her.

The crimson inferno in her eyes is dimming. The hellish glow recedes, retreating from the edges of her irises until only her normal, deep brown remains. They are still beautiful, but the hypnotic, terrifying power is gone. I watch, spellbound and a little bereft, as her fangs — those sharp, perfect tools of my undoing — begin to shrink. They slip back into her gums, vanishing without a trace, leaving only the perfect, kissable line of her upper lip.

I feel the shift inside me, too. A deep, internal fullness that has been a constant, exquisite ache all night begins to fade. Her cock — that impossible, supernatural extension of her power — softens and vanishes. The sensation of it withdrawing, that vital connection slipping away, leaves me hollow. An ache of loss, sharp and immediate, blooms inside my chest. The emptiness is physical, biting.

She is just Serena again. My Serena. The woman who works at a bookstore, who loves old movies, who always burns incense until the smoke alarm protests. The woman I first loved. The same, yet somehow transformed. A flicker of my old, rational self might have welcomed relief. Instead, panic stabs through me — sharp, desperate, and all-consuming.

Is it over? The thought stabs cold, a sharp spike of dread that roots me in place. Was this all just a game? A single, magical night meant to end with the sunrise, leaving nothing but the memory?

My hand flies to my neck, fingertips searching for proof. The puncture wounds are still there — raw, swollen, tender. I press into them, and a muted, throbbing echo of that boundless pleasure shivers through my nerves. The mark is real. It hasn’t vanished with the retreating darkness. But her power, that sense of her absolute dominance — it’s slipping away with the morning light.

“It’s fading,” I whisper, my voice tight and ragged, tangled in a sudden, desperate sense of loss. The words come out half-plea, half-prayer, like I’m begging the universe not to let this slip from my grasp.

Serena turns to me, catching my stare. There’s a softness to her smile that aches, a gentleness that’s almost painful to take in. The warmth in her gaze should soothe me, but it only sharpens the panic gnawing inside me. She looks spent, her skin washed pale by the morning light, yet her eyes — steady, calm, impossibly sure — hold me pinned, aching with a longing I can’t hide.

“My transformation was only for the night,” she says, her voice returned to its usual, melodic cadence. She reaches out, fingers threading through my hair, her touch now simply warm — no supernatural chill, just the heat of her skin. “The ritual only lasts until sunrise.”

The words crash into me, hollowing me out. My heart drops, plummeting somewhere unreachable. I feel the sick lurch of loss, breath torn from my lungs. Despair surges in — raw, unfiltered, absolute. It’s over. The magic is gone. She’s about to become just my girlfriend again, and I’m supposed to go back to being… Kyle. The arrogant, brittle cynic who thought all this was a joke.

I can’t be him anymore. I don’t want to. That man was nothing — just a shell I wore for twenty-six years. I want to be her bride. I want to kneel for her, draped in her clothes, living for the sound of her praise. The idea of slipping back into my old life, of pretending this night never happened, is a horror I can’t bear. Tears prick my eyes, hot and heavy with grief for a self I’ve only just begun to discover — and am already terrified to lose.

My face must show everything. I don’t try to hide it. I need her to see just how much losing this would break me. Her smile softens further, her eyes shining with something deeper — not pity, but understanding.

She leans in, breath warm against my skin. Her lips, no longer edged by fangs but still impossibly soft, press to the aching bite on my neck. The kiss sends a jolt of pure, piercing pleasure straight through me, a phantom aftershock of the night’s climax. It’s a spark of lingering magic, a reminder. My breath catches, body trembling.

“But my claim on you,” she purrs, her voice slipping back into that low, commanding velvet that makes me melt, “is permanent.”

Everything stops. The creeping dawn, the muffled roar of the waking city, the wild hammer of my pulse — all of it dissolves into silence. Only her voice remains, her words sinking into the hollows of my mind like a vow carved into stone: permanent. The syllable echoes, stretching into forever, and something inside me, something brittle, something broken, finally stills.

She pulls back just enough to lock eyes with me. The vampire may have faded, but the woman who owns me remains. Her gaze is steady, assured. “The mating bite wasn’t just ritual drama, my sweet bride. It forged a real bond.”

I stare at her, lips parted, tears still trembling on my lashes — not from despair now, but from a swelling, blinding joy.

She keeps speaking, voice low and hypnotic. “You’re attuned to me now, Kyle. Psychically, emotionally. You’ll always feel me, humming just beneath your skin. You’re marked as mine, forever. That deep, gnawing need you feel right now — the need to please me, to submit, to belong — that never fades, no matter how bright the sun.”

A sob escapes me — rough, broken, edged with relief so fierce it’s almost painful. It’s not over. Not ending. It’s only just begun. Despair burns away, replaced by a surge of exultation that sweeps through me, dizzying and bright. The world snaps back into focus, colors sharpened, sunlight streaming through the window and gilding everything in gold.

“Good,” I manage, the word shaky, thick with gratitude. My fingers rise to cup her face, the softness of her skin against my palm sending a shiver through me. Beneath my touch, life thrums — her pulse, steady and sure, anchoring me to this reality. “Good.” The word cracks as I say it, my throat tight, vision blurring with unshed tears. I look up at her, every ounce of happiness I’ve ever felt distilled into this moment. “I never want to be anything but your bride.”

I mean every word. This isn’t performance — it’s revelation. “Kyle Mercer” is a ghost, a faded echo I can’t mourn. Here, draped in a gown, marked and owned, is the self I was always meant to be.

Serena’s smile blooms, slow and radiant, lighting her face with mischief, love, and the wild, fierce joy of possession. She’s won. She’s claimed me, not for a single night, but for every night to come. My total surrender is her reward — and it feels like freedom.

She leans in, capturing my lips in a kiss. It’s not the ravenous hunger of the vampire, but a slow, deep, lingering kiss that promises eternity. When she draws back, her eyes are playful, her smile curling at the edges.

She reaches for the slender silver chain around her neck. I can’t look away. She slides it over her head, letting it slip into her palm — dangling from the end is a single, ornate silver key. The key. The one that fits the tiny lock imprisoning my aching, useless cock.

She holds it up, letting it sway between her fingers, catching the morning sun. Light dances across the polished metal, making it gleam. It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.

“Then I suppose,” she murmurs, her tone threaded with that teasing, dominant purr, “we have no reason to ever take this off, do we?”

My breath catches in my throat. My gaze drops from the key to her eyes, searching for any flicker of humor. There’s nothing but seriousness — a question, an offer, a final test of devotion. The cage presses against me, a heavy, unyielding reminder of who I am now. The idea of being unlocked, of having that freedom returned, means nothing. The idea of staying locked, of being permanently denied for her pleasure, for her control… that thought sends a sharp, intoxicating rush through my veins. I want it — I crave it, the ache of belonging, the proof of my surrender.

I shake my head, wild and breathless. “No, Mistress,” I whisper, the word tumbling out, grateful, instinctive. “Never.”

Her smile widens, radiant with delight. She hasn’t just broken me — she’s stripped away every lie until only truth remains. My caging isn’t a punishment, it’s my own longing made real. She’s set me free by binding me to her.

She slips the key away, the soft click as it disappears into her robe final and absolute. That sound seals it. My new life stretches before me — endless days and nights of blissful submission, the cage heavy and wonderful between my legs, a constant reminder that I belong to her. Every moment now is for her, to serve, to please, to earn her praise, to drink in her approval.

I let my head drop back against the couch cushions. A shuddering sigh escapes me, long and shaky with satisfaction. I feel boneless, weightless, emptied of everything but devotion. There’s nothing left of the person I was, just this soft, aching joy.

Serena’s hand returns to my hair, her fingers working across my scalp, scratching in that perfect way she knows I love. I melt under her touch, a low, contented sound humming out of me. I shift, curling tighter, nestling my head in her lap. The gown rides up my thighs, but I don’t bother to fix it. Modesty is a memory, something that belonged to another life. I’m her bride, her property, to be displayed and used as she wishes.

She gazes down at me, her expression all love and ownership, the sun now streaming in, turning the room gold. The night’s supernatural fever has faded. What remains is this — our new morning, our new normal.

I look up at her, my chest flooded with feeling. The fear is gone. Doubt has vanished. Only this calm certainty remains. I am hers.

“What does my mistress require of her bride today?” I ask, my voice soft, reverent, trembling with hope. I’d do anything — scrub the floors, cook her breakfast, kneel and worship her while she reads — it doesn’t matter. If it’s for her, it’s paradise.

Serena’s fingers pause in my hair. She considers, her eyes roaming over me — curled in her lap, swathed in white, my face scrubbed bare but still glowing from the night’s surrender, the steel cage locked and unyielding. She’s seeing her creation. Her perfect, willing bride.

“First,” she says, voice gentle but implacable, brooking no argument, “my bride is going to sleep. You’re exhausted.”

The words settle over me like a caress, not a demand but a gift wrapped in authority. My ribs tighten around something sweet and aching — love, pure and unfiltered. She’s never wrong. Every limb hums with the night’s surrender, my thoughts slow and syrupy with contentment. What I crave isn’t more devotion, not yet. It’s rest, deep and unbroken, cradled in her care.

“And when I wake up?” I ask, my words slurring with drowsiness.

She leans down, lips warm against my forehead — staking her claim, sealing her promise, blessing me with her touch.

“When you wake up,” she murmurs against my skin, her voice slipping into that low, possessive purr, “you’re going to learn all the ways a good bride serves her mistress.”
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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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