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To every man who said “just for a laugh.”
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Join my newsletter for an exclusive free novella: https://BookHip.com/BCSFLCD


Dear Reader,

Welcome to Cursed to Be Her Angel , the first story in the Spooky Sissy Quickies series — short, relentless Halloween transformation fantasies where magic turns cocky men into feminine perfection, one cursed item or moment of magical mayhem at a time.

Content notes (so you can read with confidence):

	Magical Coercion & Obedience Curse

	Forced Feminization & Submission Play

	Female Dominant/Male Submissive

	Costume Transformation

	Naming Scene & Mirror Confrontation

	Body‑Betrayal Arousal & Humiliation‑to‑Praise Arc

	Anal/Strap‑On Penetration as Climax

	Loving but Firm Dominant Partner

	Permanent Magical Transformation Ending

	Explicit Sexual Scenes & Strong Language




These stories are meant as fantasy‑safe spaces to explore coerced surrender and transformation without real‑world harm. The magic always knows exactly what both lovers truly need.

Trick. Treat. Transform.
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With love,

Dolly Darling


Series Teasers

Short, spooky, magical transformations for the Halloween season.

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

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

Book 2 – Bound to Be Her Devil

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

Book 3 – Hexed to Be Her Kitty

Good pets get praise.
Bad boys get leashes.

Book 4 – Claimed by His Vampire Girlfriend

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

Book 5 – Damned to Be Her Doll

He said only girls played dress-up.
Now he’s laced, painted, and ready for showtime.
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The apartment smells like pumpkin spice and cheap plastic. Chloe flits around the living room, a blur of motion and nervous energy, adjusting the angle of a fake skeleton hanging from the curtain rod. Orange and purple string lights cast a garish glow over everything, reflecting in her wide, hopeful eyes.

“What do you think?” she asks, turning to me with that bright, proud little smile. “I know it’s a little cheesy, but I think it’s a fun cheesy. Cozy-spooky, you know?”

I don’t even look up right away. The playlist on my feed has better lighting than this place. When I finally glance up, the skeleton is crooked, half-collapsed lazy, candy corn piled like a diabetic nightmare.

“Yeah, cute, babe,” I say, letting the boredom bleed through. “Very... Pinterest in 2015.” My thumb’s already back scrolling through a thread about synth filters because somehow grown adults arguing over oscillator warmth feels less inane than this.

“You’re not even looking,” she says. She’s trying to sound casual, but there’s that edge — hurt wrapped in patience she thinks I don’t notice.

I sigh and lift my head, exaggerating the motion. “See? I’m looking. It’s great, Chloe. The skeletons are spooky, the lights are twinkly — Halloween nailed. You can stop auditioning for HGTV now.” I flash her a grin that doesn’t reach my eyes and drop my gaze to my phone again.

Her sigh follows me, long and heavy like a guilt balloon she wants me to hold.

“I just want the party to be fun,” she says, softer now. “Everyone’s been so stressed lately. It’ll be nice to just… dress up and relax a little, you know?”

“Mm.” I tap at my screen. “Sure, sounds fun. Like, adult trick-or-treating but with craft beer.”

“I bet Sarah and Tom are doing another couple’s costume,” she says. She shifts closer, hopeful energy radiating off her. “They always do. Remember their Gomez and Morticia last year? It was perfect.”

“It was fine,” I say without looking up. “Basically Xerox cosplay. Everyone does them at least once. It’s the starter pack of ‘we think we’re quirky.’” I smirk. “Guaranteed someone’ll show up as Barbie and Ken too, probably three versions. Maybe an ironic one for spice.”

She doesn’t laugh. Instead, she walks around the couch, plants herself on the armrest beside me, and pushes her tablet right into my field of view.

“Look,” she says, too brightly. “I was thinking we could do something classic. Devil and angel. You’d make such a handsome devil.”

I let out a little breath somewhere between a laugh and a groan. “Devil and angel? You’re joking, right? That’s, like, the costume equivalent of ordering a pumpkin spice latte with extra irony. I mean, come on, it’s the most overplayed dynamic out there. A red suit, some horns, and a cheap plastic pitchfork — wow, real avant-garde stuff.”

I lean back, giving the tablet a lazy glance. “It’s the kind of thing that clogs up everybody’s feeds,” I say, flicking my thumb against my phone. “You’d blend right in with all those couples who think they’re absolutely killing it in their matching halos. You deserve better than that, don’t you?”

Her smile flickers, delicate as a candle in a draft. “It’s not about being better,” she says quietly. “It’s just supposed to be fun.”

“Fun,” I repeat, grinning like I’m humoring a child. “Yeah, sure. But wouldn’t it be nice if we didn’t look like we copied our costumes off a BuzzFeed list? I’m saying we should aim for something that actually says we have taste. Not just — whatever’s on the Walmart end-cap next to the fake cobwebs.”

Her mouth tightens. “It’s not that deep.”

“It is, though,” I say, leaning forward. I’m warming up, in lecture mode now. “The point of a good costume is subversion. You take something obvious and add a twist. That’s what makes it art instead of a participation trophy. You could be, I don’t know — sexy Cthulhu, or a ghost in a three‑piece suit. Something that says we get the joke. An angel? That’s just feathers and a white dress. Lowest possible effort.”

Her lips press into a thin line. “I wasn’t trying to make art, Matt. I just thought it’d be nice. Together.”

“We can still ‘look nice’ doing literally anything else,” I say, a little laugh edging into it. “An angel costume is what you throw on when you can’t think. It’s the costume equivalent of saying your favorite movie is whatever’s on Netflix right now.”

She exhales hard through her nose, the sound sharp. “Jesus, Matt, it’s a Halloween party, not a TED Talk. Not everything has to say something about culture or irony or whatever you think you’re critiquing. It’s supposed to be fun.”

“And sometimes,” I say, shrugging, “fun is what people settle for when they’ve stopped thinking.”

The room goes still. She stares at me, and for the first time, I’m forced to bear the weight of it — something colder, steadier, sitting behind her eyes. I expect her to yell, or walk out. She just straightens instead, her voice suddenly calm in a way that makes the hair on my arms rise.

“Fine,” she says, almost too evenly. “If it’s so embarrassing, then I guess you wouldn’t be caught dead in it.”

Before I can respond, she stands and walks across the room. She ignores the pile of half-assembled party favors and the bags of decorations she still hasn’t put up. Her target is a large, unmarked cardboard box tucked away in the corner, one I hadn’t really noticed before. It looks different from the bright, branded packaging of the other Halloween crap. It’s plain brown, sealed with heavy-duty tape. It looks… serious.

She slices it open with a pair of scissors from the kitchen drawer. The sound of the tape ripping is loud in the quiet apartment. She reaches inside, her movements deliberate, and pulls something out.

The fabric shimmers under the garish party lights. It’s white. A brilliant, pristine white that seems to absorb the purple and orange glow and reflect it back as something pure. It’s silk, I can tell even from across the room. It flows over her hands like liquid moonlight. Lace trim, delicate and intricate, edges the hem and the neckline. It’s not a cheap, bagged costume from a big-box store. The quality is obvious, almost shockingly so. It looks expensive. Ethereal.

And it is, without a doubt, an angel costume.

“I bought this one just in case,” she lies, and the lie is so effortless, so slick, it sends a strange chill threading through me. She shouldn’t sound that calm. Her voice is dangerously sweet, like honey laced with poison, and every word is aimed straight at me. She holds it up higher, letting the fabric spill through her fingers until it catches the light. It’s a dress. A very short, very feminine dress, with a plunging neckline and thin, spaghetti straps. The lace at the hem trembles slightly from the movement, like it’s breathing. “It’s a shame it’ll go to waste.”

She’s looking right at me, a challenge glittering in her eyes. The kind of look that always means trouble — quiet, daring, unshakeable. This isn’t about costumes anymore. This is a test. She’s cornered me with my own mockery, my own smugness. I spent the last ten minutes tearing down this exact idea, calling it brainless and cliché. Now she’s holding it up like proof, daring me to follow through. Daring me to be consistent.

My pride tightens in my chest. It’s more than heat; it’s that prickly, defensive charge that makes my pulse pound in my ears. The idea of backing down, of admitting she got under my skin, is a bitter pill I refuse to swallow.

“What, you think I’m scared to put on a dress?” I scoff, pushing myself off the couch. The words scrape out of me rougher than I intend, too sharp, too loud. “Don’t be ridiculous. It’s a piece of cloth.”

Her smile is a slow, wicked curve. It doesn’t reach her eyes, and that unreadable stillness behind them makes everything seem off-balance. “I dare you, then,” she says, her voice dropping to a low purr that slides beneath my skin. She’s enjoying this — every second. “Put it on. Just for a minute. Prove how unaffected you are by a ‘basic’ costume.”

The room seems to narrow around us. She holds the silky fabric out to me, letting it drape from her arm, the light catching on the lace like a quiet taunt. It hangs there, a shimmering accusation. The lace sways once between us, almost hypnotic. The whole situation is absurd — too much tension for something that’s supposed to be a joke — but it’s too late to backpedal. My blood is up, my ego bruised and screaming for some kind of redemption.

Walking away now would mean yielding. It would mean letting Chloe win, and that’s not how this goes. I’m the one who’s supposed to have the upper hand in our debates, the one who teases and provokes and never flinches first. The idea of her telling this story later — me blustering, backing off — makes my throat go dry.

I search for an out. Some clever line that would puncture the tension and let me off clean. Nothing comes. Every possible answer circles back to the same humiliating truth: if I refuse, I’ve already lost. She’s built the perfect trap with nothing but my arrogance and that gleaming piece of silk.

It’s just a costume. It means nothing. You’re above this, I tell myself, forcing my chin up. The only way to stay in control is to play along, on my terms. To put the damn thing on, laugh, and strip it right back off. To show her, and myself, that none of it matters. That I’m untouchable.

“Fine,” I snap, each syllable clipped, my throat strained tight. I step forward — three long, angry strides that eat the distance between us until I can smell her perfume, faintly floral, infuriatingly calm. “Whatever. It’s just a stupid costume.”

I snatch it from her hands.

The moment my fingers brush the fabric, a jolt goes through me. A strange, cold tingle, like a powerful surge of static electricity, races up my arm and spreads through my chest. It’s sharp and shocking, making the hairs on my arms stand on end. I flinch, almost dropping the dress.

For a second, I just stand there, the silk cool and impossibly smooth against my skin. It feels… weird. Alive, almost. The sensation fades as quickly as it came, leaving a faint, humming vibration in its wake. Static, I tell myself. The air is dry. It’s nothing. Just my imagination getting carried away by the weirdness of the situation.

Chloe is watching me, her expression unreadable. That small, knowing smile is still playing on her lips. She doesn’t say a word, just cocks her head to the side as if waiting for a punchline. She thinks this is some grand victory, that she’s managed to humiliate me. The thought fuels my anger, burning away any remaining hesitation.

I clutch the costume tighter in my fist. The silk is soft, but it’s heavy, weighted with her expectation. I won’t give her the satisfaction of seeing me hesitate. I’ll do it, and I’ll make a joke of it. I’ll put on her stupid angel dress, parade around the room, and prove once and for all that I’m beyond her petty games.

Without another word, I turn my back on her. I stalk towards the bedroom, the shimmering white fabric trailing from my hand like a surrendered flag. I can feel her eyes on my back, a silent, triumphant pressure. The bedroom door is just ahead. I’ll put it on, take it off, and this whole stupid argument will be over. It’s just a costume. It can’t do anything to me.
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Istomp into the bedroom, the silky fabric clutched in a white-knuckled fist. The door clicks shut behind me, a sound that rings more final than it should. My reflection in the closet mirror is a sneering stranger, jaw tight, eyes narrowed. This is a game. A stupid, childish dare, and I’m going to win it so hard she’ll never try something like this again.

I rip my shirt off over my head and toss it onto the unmade bed. My jeans and socks follow, leaving me in nothing but my black boxer briefs. The air in the room is cool against my skin, raising goosebumps on my arms. I stare down at the shimmering white fabric in my hand, like we’re locked in some silent stand-off. It looks impossibly delicate, a whisper of silk and lace that feels like it could dissolve in my grip. It looks innocent; but the kind of innocence that conceals a loaded gun.

“Whatever,” I mutter to the empty room, my voice a low growl.

With a final, defiant glare at my reflection, I pull the dress on. The fabric is cool, then instantly warm — an uncanny shift, as if it’s waking up around my skin. It slides down over my chest and stomach, slick and intimate, catching here and there on the hair of my arms before settling smooth and possessive around my hips. The dress weighs nothing but feels like it’s draping me in intent, the lace clinging just above my knees, every seam caressing new, forbidden territory. The whisper of silk on my bare shoulders is both a threat and a promise.

The moment the soft straps slide over my shoulders and the fabric settles into place, it happens.

A jolt, sharp and violent, slams through me. It’s not a static snap — it’s a surge that spears straight through bone and muscle. I can’t move. The force is total, sweeping up my spine, crackling out along every limb. My lungs seize. I suck in air, but it sticks in my throat, my chest locked mid-breath. My hands, still raised near my collarbone, twitch once, then go limp, fingers splaying open before dropping uselessly to my sides. My whole body locks solid, rigid, as if the curse is pouring quick-dry concrete through my veins.

Panic claws its way up my throat, hot and frantic. My mind is a screaming vortex of no, what the fuck, get it off, the words bouncing off the inside of my skull. I can feel sweat prickling under my arms, a bead forming between my shoulder blades, but my body won’t even shiver. There’s a strange hush, a chemical numbness spreading from my scalp to my toes, as if the dress is humming, pressing me down into docility. I am a passenger, strapped into a vehicle that has just stalled on the tracks while the train horn screams — a frozen effigy, locked inside flesh that isn’t taking my orders anymore.

I try to take it off. I command my fingers to move, to grip the silky fabric and tear it away from my skin. Move, damn you, move. Not a twitch. My hands dangle, dead weight. My arms ignore every frantic signal I fire down them, as if I’ve been unplugged from my own body. The dress clings even tighter, fusing to my torso with an unnatural heat, like it’s sealing me in. I can feel every thread of the fabric where it presses against my chest, the constriction around my ribs, the fluttery hem brushing my thighs — sensations too vivid, too present, all while my limbs refuse me. Panic builds until it’s acid behind my ribs, a primal terror clawing at the inside of my skull. This isn’t right. This is not a joke.

I try to shout for Chloe. My mouth opens, but my tongue feels thick and clumsy, as if I’m drugged. I want to scream her name, warn her, beg her for help, but my jaw snaps shut on its own, teeth clicking together in a way that’s too loud in the silence. My lips flatten out, sealing me in silence, a mute puppet with a perfect, neutral expression.

No sound escapes.

I am trapped. A prisoner inside my own skull, staring out through eyes that feel glassy and unfamiliar, every blink denied me. The rage and fear are a boiling sea inside me, thrashing for an escape, but on the surface there is only that eerie, dead calm — the calm of someone else’s will suppressing mine. I can do nothing but stare, waiting for a command that isn’t mine, screaming myself hoarse in a voice no one can hear.

The bedroom door swings open. Chloe stands there, a smug, teasing smirk already forming on her lips. “Well? Let’s see it, hot stuff. Don’t tell me you got shy all of a…”

Her voice falters, the teasing edge dissolving as confusion flashes across her face, swiftly chased by concern. She steps into the room, eyes searching mine, taking in the unnatural stiffness of my body. She sees it — the wrongness clinging to me. The blank, placid mask that doesn’t belong. I stand there, motionless, my gaze locked on her with an intensity that’s hollow, unsettling. The atmosphere in the room shifts, pressure dropping all at once. The power I’d convinced myself was within reach slips away, bleeding out of me and pooling at her feet.

She moves another step closer, hesitant now, brow knitting as she studies me. “Matt? You okay?”

My mind erupts with a thousand silent screams. No, I’m not okay! Help me! Get this thing off me! But nothing escapes. My body holds steady — silent, compliant, useless. I don’t even manage a blink. I just stare, frozen, watching her. Waiting. Waiting for something I can’t name. The realization is suffocating. My muscles seem coiled for a command, but not one that comes from me.

Chloe circles, slow and careful, circling like a lioness sizing up strange prey. The nervous energy draining from her, replaced by sharp, almost hungry curiosity. She feels it — the shift, the absolute stillness that has overtaken me. I see it spark in her eyes, a wild and impossible idea catching light. That glint sends a fresh surge of horror tearing through me.

She stops in front of me, her gaze steady, her voice losing its uncertain edge. It becomes firm. Clear. Commanding.

“Kneel.”

The word hangs in the air for a fraction of a second. My mind rebels, a furious, defiant roar of fuck you, never. But my body doesn’t get the message. Or it gets a different one entirely.

Instantly, my legs give out. There’s no pause, no flicker of resistance. My knees sink into the thick bedroom rug with a muffled thud. The motion is seamless, almost elegant — nothing like the clumsy tumble of someone losing their footing. This is the precise, unwavering kneel of a servant before his queen. The sheer, absolute compliance of it knocks the breath from my chest. I find myself kneeling at her feet, the slick dress pooling around my thighs, my spine rigid, hands laid obediently on my legs. My horror is no longer abstract — it’s physical, a sickening twist in my gut.

I can’t look away from her face. Shock flashes in her eyes, her breath catches, lips parting in disbelief. And then something shifts. What follows terrifies me more than losing control of my own body. Color blooms along her throat, her pupils widen, and her gaze deepens — unmistakable, hungry. Arousal. The sight of me, her arrogant, condescending boyfriend, reduced to this by nothing but her voice, is making her wet. The realization slams through me. This isn’t just a curse; it’s a new dynamic she’s starting to savor.

She draws in a slow breath, her chest rising and falling with it. Authority settles around her, heavy as velvet. She commands this space. She commands me. The knowledge is etched into every line of her expression. She’s going to test this, to see how far her power can reach.

“Crawl,” she says, her voice lower now, husky with newfound authority. “Crawl back out to the living room.”

No. No, no, no. My pride, my dignity, everything that makes me me rises up in a final, desperate rebellion. I will not. I will not crawl like a dog. Every shred of ego I have left claws for purchase, scrabbling at the walls of my mind, howling at the humiliation about to be forced on me. My teeth clench. I try to dig in my heels, to anchor myself to the rug with sheer will, but I’m nothing but a passenger in my own skin.

My body doesn’t listen. My hands move from my thighs to the floor, my palms pressing flat against the carpet fibers. Each bristle digs into my skin, grounding me in this nightmare. My back arches, a shudder of protest running up my spine, but the command has already taken root—my hips lift, ass stretching the silk tighter as I settle onto all fours. The humiliation is a searing brand on my soul, pulsing with every heartbeat, hot and corrosive. Shame prickles along my scalp and the back of my neck, leaving me cold and exposed.

The silk of the dress whispers against the rug as I begin to move. Left hand, right knee. Right hand, left knee. My limbs obey her, finding a pace that’s fluid, almost graceful—more animal than man. The rhythm emerges, steady and mechanical, and I can do nothing to disrupt it.

I am a marionette, every string yanked by her desire. My mind is a frantic prisoner, rattling the bars of its cage, screaming for release, while my body executes her command with a horrifying perfection. Each movement etches my surrender deeper, a brutal reminder that I belong to her now, no matter how fiercely I want to deny it.

The worst part, the part that makes bile rise in my throat, is that it feels… correct. My muscles move with an unnerving ease, my joints flexing as if they were designed for this very purpose. There is no strain, no awkwardness. Just smooth, silent, abject obedience. I crawl out of the bedroom, my head bowed, the hem of the white dress trailing behind me like a surrender flag.

I enter the living room and stop, waiting. I can hear her follow, her footsteps slow and deliberate on the hardwood floor. She doesn’t tell me to stop, so I remain on all fours in the middle of the room, a perfect, humiliating tableau. The cheap Halloween decorations seem to mock me from the walls. The plastic skeleton grins.

The couch groans as she sits down. I hear the rustle of her jeans. For a long moment, there is only silence, broken by the sound of our breathing. I can feel her eyes on me, studying me, drinking in the sight. The power dynamic has been irrevocably shattered and rebuilt.

Her voice cuts through the quiet. “Put your head on my lap.”

My body moves. I crawl the last few feet to the couch, the journey feeling like miles. I turn, positioning myself beside her legs, and then I lower my head, resting my cheek against the rough denim of her thigh. The fabric is warm. I can smell her perfume, a faint scent of vanilla and something floral. It’s a scent that used to be comforting. Now it’s the scent of my captor.

My mind is reeling, trying to find a foothold in the landslide that has become my reality. This isn’t real. It’s a nightmare. I’m going to wake up. But the texture of the denim against my cheek, the solid weight of her leg beneath my head, the cool air on the back of my neck—it’s all too real.

“Close your eyes,” she commands, her voice soft but laced with steel.

My eyelids flutter shut. Darkness. It doesn’t help. Now I’m just trapped with the sound of her breathing and the feeling of her presence looming over me. I feel her hand settle on my head, her fingers threading through my hair. The touch is gentle, almost possessive. It sends a shiver down my spine that is one part terror and one part something else, something I refuse to name.

“Don’t speak,” she says, her voice a murmur right above me. “Don’t speak until I tell you to.”

My lips, which were already sealed, feel like they’ve been glued shut. The very idea of forming a word seems impossible now, a forbidden act. Each command lands like a hammer blow, forging the chains of my submission link by link. With every perfectly executed order, my internal struggle weakens. The screaming in my head is quieting, fading to a dull, horrified roar. It’s being replaced by a terrifying, encroaching acceptance. This is happening. She is in control. I am hers. There is no escape. The fight is draining out of me, leaving behind a hollowed-out vessel that only knows how to obey.

Her fingers continue to stroke my hair, a slow, rhythmic motion that is both soothing and deeply unsettling. She is petting me. Like a pet. The thought should ignite my rage, but all I feel is a strange, empty resignation.

A minute passes. Maybe two. The world shrinks to sensation — the warmth of her lap, the press of her fingers, the silk whispering against my skin with every slow inhale.

Chloe speaks again, voice low, the words rolling out like a test. “Sit up.”

My body rises without hesitation. I kneel between her knees, hands folded on my lap, head bowed. I stare at the floor, the pattern of the wood grain sharp and clear.

She leans forward, close enough that I can feel her breath on my cheek. “Look at me.”

My eyes open. She’s staring down at me, her expression unreadable. The earlier shock and arousal have settled into a look of calm, absolute certainty. She understands now. She understands the power she holds. It’s not a fluke. It’s not a temporary trick. It’s total.

“Smile,” she commands.

My lips curl into a gentle, empty smile. My cheeks ache from the effort, but my body doesn’t care.

Her eyes roam over my face, studying every muscle, every twitch. She grins — a real, hungry grin — and leans back.

“Touch your cheek.”

My right hand rises and presses my palm flat against my cheek. The skin is warm, flushed. My fingers tremble, just a little.

“Now your lips.”

My hand glides down, fingertips tracing my mouth. The sensation is so intimate it makes my stomach twist.

She laughs — soft, delighted, a sound I’ve never heard from her before. “Good. Very good.”

She sits up straighter, her energy shifting. There’s no more uncertainty. She’s in control, and she knows it. Her next commands come quicker, each one a drumbeat.

“Put your hands behind your back.”

My arms move, wrists crossed at the base of my spine. She surveys me like she’s appraising a piece of art.

Her shadow falls across my face as she stands up, moving to loom over my kneeling form. I have to crane my neck to see her, a position of perfect supplication.

“We’re not done yet,” she says, her voice a low, dark promise that sends a fresh wave of dread and that other, forbidden feeling through me. “Not even close.”

She turns and walks back toward the bedroom, her steps confident, purposeful. I remain kneeling on the floor, my head bowed, silent and perfectly still. My body doesn’t twitch, my mind doesn’t rage. There is only a vast, empty silence inside me, a void waiting to be filled by her next command. I am completely, utterly subject to her will, a doll waiting for its master to return and continue the game. The dress is a soft weight on my skin, a constant reminder of the moment my world ended, and a new one began. A world where I am nothing but her angel.
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The bedroom door clicks open. Chloe emerges, arms piled high — a white wooden stool tucked under one arm, her oversized black makeup bag wedged in the crook of her elbow, and a spill of feathery white accessories cradled against her chest. Dangling from one finger, a sleek black satin pouch swings, catching the light with each steady step. There’s nothing hesitant in her stride now. The nervous girl from this afternoon has been replaced by someone exuding certainty, each movement smooth and deliberate, claiming every inch she crosses.

She carries the stool to the center of the living room and sets it down before the tall, gold-framed mirror propped along the wall. Without a word, she begins laying out her arsenal on the coffee table — compacts, bottles, brushes all lined up in tidy rows, that black pouch placed among them. Each placement is precise, her focus narrowing, the air between us taut as if she’s about to perform a transformation ritual rather than just my makeup.

Her eyes find me, still kneeling on the rug. She studies me, gaze unwavering. “Sit,” she commands, her voice brooking no dissent.

My body obeys before my mind can even catch up. I rise from my knees, the silk dress rustling around my legs, and cross to the stool. Perching on the cool, painted wood, I sit ramrod straight, hands flat on my thighs. The mirror stands directly before me, but my own reflection is hidden — my head remains bowed, my gaze fixed to the floor.

Chloe steps into my field of vision, blocking the glass entirely. She cups my chin, tilting my head up until I’m forced to meet her eyes. Her touch is insistent, claiming.

“You are not to look,” she says, her voice low, each syllable vibrating through my body. “Not until I say so. Keep your eyes on me.”

I fall into the black of her stare, pinned like a moth beneath glass, every breath shrinking until only her gaze exists. She holds my gaze for a long moment, a silent contract settling between us. Then she lets go, turning to the coffee table.

She unzips the makeup bag. The harsh rip of the zipper splits the quiet. Glass jars and plastic compacts clink as she searches. She selects a bottle and squeezes a pool of cool, beige liquid onto the back of her hand. Returning to me, her expression is sharpened to a single point of concentration.

“Hold still,” she murmurs, dipping her fingers in the foundation.

Her fingertips — cold and slick — press against my cheek. I flinch, a full-body tremor rattling through me. The sensation is alien. Wrong. Her fingers move with practiced confidence, smoothing the foundation across my skin in slow, even passes. Up my jaw, along my cheekbones, over the bridge of my nose. Every touch feels like a brand — gentle only in appearance, searing in effect.

I want to recoil, to jerk away, but I’m frozen. My muscles refuse to obey. I become complicit in my own degradation, reduced to a living canvas for her whims. A shudder works its way through my legs. The soft, relentless strokes build into a rhythm, working under my skin. Some perverse warmth begins to coil in my stomach, low and inescapable. Disgusting. Unavoidable.

She finishes with the foundation, her fingers leaving my face slick and smothered. She picks up a fluffy brush and a compact of powder. The bristles whisper over my skin, a tickling touch that draws another shiver along my spine. With every pass, she’s erasing me. The stubble I neglected to shave, the faint redness on my cheeks, the man in the mirror I’m forbidden to see — all obliterated beneath her handiwork.

Next comes concealer, a small, pointed brush dabbing beneath my eyes, hiding tired shadows. Then blush — a swirl of pink dusts across my cheekbones, a stinging reminder of shame. I keep my eyes locked on hers, watching her as she works. She’s wholly absorbed, the world reduced to this private ritual. Her lips part in concentration, brow knitted tight. She is making me into something new, and the care she takes is its own kind of violation.

She moves on to my eyes. “Close them,” she orders.

My lids flutter shut. The darkness is a relief, but it magnifies everything else. The gentle push of a brush on my eyelid, the shimmer settling over my skin. The sharp line of an eyeliner pencil dragging along my lashes, leaving me exposed, raw. My chest tightens, heartbeat stuttering inside my ribs, all out of sync with my rigid exterior.

“Open.”

I obey. The world comes back in too bright, every light doubled. She leans in close with the mascara wand, and the scent of her — vanilla cut with something floral — fills my head. Her breath grazes my cheek as she coats each lash, her movements slow, exacting. Upward strokes, one at a time. The brush tickles, and I force myself not to blink. When she finally pulls away, my lashes feel heavy, my vision bordered by black. She’s sculpted my eyes into something wider, softer. Feminine.

This is a slow, methodical erasure. Every layer of makeup another barrier sealing off the man I was. Beneath my fear, a shameful, writhing excitement winds tighter in my gut.

She sets the mascara aside and steps back, eyeing her work with a quiet, satisfied hum. Then she selects the final piece from the table: the wig.

It’s a waterfall of platinum blonde, impossibly soft, catching the light with every movement. She runs her fingers through the strands, untangling them, and steps behind me. Her hands move through my hair, brushing it away from my forehead, smoothing it flat. Her touch is assured, proprietary, as if my own hair is just a nuisance to be subdued.

“Head down,” she says.

I comply, bowing my head. The wig cap comes first — tight mesh flattening my short brown hair, trapping it against my scalp. The sensation is restrictive, suffocating. Then she lifts the wig and settles it over my head. The synthetic lace scratches at my hairline.

Her fingers work with quick precision, adjusting, pulling, settling it in place. Blonde strands spill down past my shoulders, brushing my bare arms. The unfamiliar weight and the cool tickle of hair against my skin make my stomach knot. She steps in front again, arranging the hair, pulling a few pieces forward to frame my face.

She slides her fingers through the length, a slow, claiming motion. A soft sigh slips from her lips — pure, decadent pleasure.

“So pretty,” she whispers, barely audible, as if talking to herself. Her eyes are fever-bright, fixed on her handiwork. “Just look at that. Such a pretty face.”

Her words punch straight through me. Shame flashes hot — but tangled with it, something raw and electric. Down below, beneath the thin silk of the dress, my cock stirs. Thickens. Presses against my boxers in traitorous, aching need. My body betrays me without hesitation.

“You’re going to be my perfect little angel,” she murmurs, her knuckles brushing my cheek. The contrast of her warm skin against my powdered face sends a shudder through me.

My cock is rock hard now, straining against the fabric. The silk does nothing to hide the humiliating outline, the way it juts up, obscene and obvious.

Chloe’s gaze drops, following the shape of my body — over my chest, down my stomach, stopping at the pulsing bulge between my legs. Her lips curve into a slow, knowing smile. The look in her eyes is pure triumph.

“Oh?” she says, her voice dressed up in a husky, almost mocking purr. She steps closer, her palm pressing flat to my thigh, hovering inches from my cock. The heat of her touch seeps through the silk. “You like this, don’t you?”

My breath catches in my throat. Words are impossible. I can’t deny it — every part of me is straining for her, for this.

“Your body isn’t lying,” she continues, her thumb stroking small circles on the inside of my thigh. The repetitive motion is exquisite torture. “It tells the truth. It tells me exactly what you want.”

She leans in, mouth close to my ear. “Take them off,” she whispers — command hot against my skin. “Take off your boxers. Slowly.”

My hands tremble as I reach for the dress’s hem. The magic compels me, but it’s tangled now with something thicker, stickier — my own aching need. My fingers find the edge and lift the soft fabric, exposing my legs, my hips, and the shameful, blatant evidence of my desire straining against the gray cotton.

Chloe watches every move, eyes locked on me — dark, hungry.

My fingers hook under the waistband. The movement feels slow, resistance building in every muscle, but I can’t stop. I push them down, over my hips. My cock springs free, flushed and hard, a bead of pre-cum glistening at the tip. I strip the boxers down my thighs, over my knees, calves, until they collapse at my ankles. I kick them away, leaving them discarded, useless — a shed skin on the floor.

Chloe doesn’t say a word. She just watches me, naked and hard beneath the angel dress, sitting stiff on the stool in the living room. The silence stretches, thick and oppressive, heavy with my humiliation and her control.

Chloe turns, reaching for the black satin pouch she’d set on the edge of the coffee table earlier—impossible to ignore, but I’d managed to pretend it wasn’t meant for me. She lifts it with a deliberate slowness, the way you might hold a secret. The pouch sags heavy in her palm, something solid and inevitable shifting inside. She tugs the drawstring loose and tips the contents out, one item at a time, as if unwrapping a spell.

First, a pair of panties—white lace so translucent I can see the fragile pattern of flowers and filigree, the tiniest suggestion of fabric meant to cover nothing. She lays them on her knee, fingertips lingering. Next comes a plug, pale silicone glinting in the low light, with a burst of feathery white tail fanned out from the base—mocking, obscene. My stomach lurches, heat and dread colliding. Then she produces a small bottle of lube, cool plastic catching the lamplight.

She lines them up before me, her eyes locked on mine. I can’t move, can barely breathe, the sight of the plug rooting terror and twisted hunger through my core.

“Part of the costume,” she murmurs, almost gentle, though her eyes never soften. She holds the panties and plug out, expecting me to take them. When she offers the lube, my hands tremble so badly I nearly drop it.

My mind shrieks in protest. No. Not that. Not inside me. Please, anything but that. But my body betrays me — my hands are already moving, reaching for what she offers. I can feel her watching every ragged breath, every twitch.

“You know what to do,” she says quietly, her eyes never leaving my face. “Lube it up. Push it in. I want to watch you.”

My hands tremble so badly I almost drop the plug. I manage to pop the cap on the lube, squeezing a slick, cold dollop onto the smooth silicone. I shift awkwardly on the stool, trying to angle myself, dread prickling across my skin. My heart crashes against my ribs — fast, desperate, panicked. Her gaze never wavers, tracking every jerky movement.

I bring the plug to my ass. The cold tip presses against my hole and I can’t help the gasp that rips out of me. I hesitate, everything clenching in resistance.

“Relax,” Chloe commands, her tone sharp and unyielding. “Open up for me.”

My body obeys instantly. The muscles let go, uselessly eager. I press.

The head of the plug breaches me. The sensation is raw, violating — a deep, invasive pressure that hurts and thrills at once, shocking my system with its intensity. It feels massive, stretching me in a way that’s unfamiliar and impossibly intimate. I choke on a groan, my grip whitening around the base. I push, breath hissing through my teeth, as the plug glides deeper, filling me. My hips jolt, a low, desperate sound catching in my throat. My cock swells, thick and needy, thrumming in response to the alien pressure rooted deep inside me.

I push until the flared base presses flush to my skin. The fluffy white tail now rests at the base of my spine, a ridiculous, humiliating puff that tickles my lower back. The fullness is intense — every tiny shift sets off a jolt, connecting my ass directly to the ache in my cock.

“Good,” Chloe says, her voice low, almost hoarse. “Now the panties.”

I pick up the lace. The fabric is impossibly soft, whisper-light against my palm. I stand — legs shaky, balance uncertain — and step into them. I pull the panties up, the lace dragging along my thighs, catching on hair, making me flinch. I settle them at my hips, tucking my hard cock and aching balls into the small, transparent pouch. The fit is tight, confining. The lace conceals nothing; it only frames the obscene bulge, highlighting my helpless state.

Chloe circles me, slow and predatory, savoring every detail. She stops behind me, reaching out to flick the fluffy tail so it bounces. I feel my face burn.

“Perfect,” she breathes, satisfaction curling around every syllable.

She gestures me back onto the stool. I sit, the plug shifting as I lower myself, a fresh wave of sensation making me bite down on a whimper.

Finally, she brings the last pieces of the costume: a delicate halo on a thin silver headband, enormous feathered wings rigged with a harness, and a pair of white thigh-high stockings.

She starts with the stockings. “Lift your foot.”

I obey. She kneels at my feet, her touch almost reverent as she takes my foot in her hand. She bunches the stocking and slides it up, rolling it over my ankle, my calf, my knee, all the way to the top of my thigh. The fabric is cool, clinging tight to my skin, impossibly smooth. She repeats the ritual with my other leg. The silicone bands at the tops squeeze against my thighs, an added pressure that heightens everything — another marker of how little this body belongs to me.

Next, the wings. “Stand up. Turn around.”

I rise and face away from her. I hear the faint rush of feathers, the click of harness buckles. She fits the straps over my shoulders, adjusting them so they dig into my skin, forcing my posture upright, rigid. The wings themselves are lighter than they look, but the sensation of their tips brushing my arms whenever I shift is constant, a reminder of what I’ve become.

Lastly, the halo. “Turn around. Sit.”

I obey, trembling, and lower myself to the stool again. She stands in front of me, meeting my eyes, then places the halo on my head, nestling it into the blond wig. The thin metal band is cool, pressing against my scalp, a final, inescapable crown.

The transformation is complete.

For a moment, the world goes silent. I sit frozen, eyes locked on Chloe’s face, body humming with shame and want. The wig weighs heavy on my head. The stockings squeeze my thighs. The plug throbs, insistent and alien, buried inside me. Every nerve ending feels exposed.

Chloe steps aside, revealing the full-length mirror.

“Now you can look,” she says, her voice so soft I almost miss it.

My eyes drag upward, off her face, onto the glass. For a moment, my brain refuses to process what it sees. I search for myself — for Matt — but he’s gone.

A stranger stares back. A girl. An angel. Her eyes are huge, darkened with shadow and ringed in black, glittering with panic. Her lips — I don’t remember Chloe touching them — are slicked in glossy pink, parted in a silent gasp. Her face is flawless, blush high on her cheeks, framed by a river of platinum hair. Above her, the delicate halo floats.

The white dress clings to a body I know too well, yet in the mirror it’s transformed. The lace panties peek out beneath the thin fabric, the white stockings framing long, smooth legs. And there, obscenely clear through the lace, the hard line of my cock — her cock — strains, trapped and needy.

My gaze skims down her form: the swell of tits that are only my pecs reshaped by makeup and illusion, the line of her waist, the thighs pressed together beneath silk. The wings arch behind her, massive, making her look impossibly delicate.

Humiliation crashes over me, so intense my vision swims. This is me. This painted, ridiculous, feminine thing is me. It’s the lowest I’ve ever sunk.

And then something else ignites inside me — a surge of pure, filthy lust.

The girl in the mirror is beautiful.

The thought strikes out of nowhere, slicing through the chaos. She’s stunning. The fear in her eyes, the trembling in her lips, the vivid blush — it’s fucking hot. My cock jerks in the lace, aching, angry. The plug pulses in time. I can’t stop staring at her — at me.

Chloe steps behind me, her reflection sliding into view beside the angel’s. She places her hands on my bare shoulders, fingers digging in, claiming. She looks so strong, so certain, looming behind the trembling girl she’s created.

She leans close, her breath skimming my ear, her voice a low, hypnotic command that bypasses thought and drills straight into the place where I’m weakest.

“There’s no Matt anymore,” she murmurs, her breath warming the shell of my ear. “Matt was ugly and mean. He was sarcastic and cruel.” Her grip tightens, possessive. “You’re my beautiful angel. You’re gentle. Obedient. Your name is Angela.”

Angela.

The name settles over me, an inescapable verdict. It isn’t a joke or a costume nickname. It’s a key in a lock I didn’t know I had. It feels… right. Awful, thrilling, right.

I watch the angel in the mirror, her mouth parted in shock, her eyes glistening. A tear escapes, tracing a clean, hot line through the blush on her cheek. I don’t feel the wetness on my own face, only an unsettling sense of detachment as I watch her break — as I watch Angela cry.

Chloe’s stare drills through the glass and pins me in place, her smile sharp with victory but softened by something that makes my stomach flip — not the fury I expected, but the kind of hunger that claims. She sculpted this trembling thing in the mirror. She owns it. She owns me.

Her eyes never waver from our reflection as she murmurs, “Isn’t she beautiful?”

The question bypasses what’s left of Matt entirely, aimed directly at the heart of the creature she’s just named. A protest catches in my throat and dies there. Helpless, I can only watch as my own head gives a tiny, involuntary nod — a silent, shattering confession that belongs entirely to her.
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The nod seals it. Not just agreement — judgment, a sentence passed. The verdict lands cold and final, hollowing me out. It’s Halloween, and this is my execution: whatever I was, whatever scraps of Matt still clung to me, crumble beneath the quiet certainty of her approval.

No magic words, no chants or spells — just this. A tilt of my head. My body gives her everything. I watch Chloe in the mirror, her lips curling into a predator’s smile, sweet as a poisoned apple. The girl staring back — Angela — can’t deny what she’s done, what she’s become. Chloe sees it all. She savors my surrender, the taste of victory already on her tongue.

She takes my hand, her grip possessive and burning, and leads me away from the reflection. Away from the beautiful, terrified girl staring back — the girl who is, impossibly, me. My legs barely obey, white stockings rasping together as I stumble after her. The wings on my back drag across the doorframe, catching as she guides me from the living room toward the bedroom. The apartment — once a space I called mine — feels utterly transformed, her sanctum now, and I’m nothing but a trembling, needy offering being delivered to the altar.

She presses on my shoulder, and I sink onto the edge of her bed. The comforter is impossibly soft beneath my bare ass. My cock, rigid and aching, is trapped and flattened by the lace panties, every pulse a reminder of my exposed, obscene state. The plug inside me throbs with every shift, an unrelenting, alien pressure. I’m nothing but raw sensation — a parody of femininity, a costume stitched from humiliation and desperate hunger.

Chloe stands above me, her gaze dark with something I’ve never seen before — hunger, yes, but deeper, almost possessive. It should terrify me. Instead, I want to drown in it.

“I’m going to make you feel like a true angel, Angela,” she says, her voice syrup-thick and unsteady with need. “I’m going to make you ascend.”

She turns away, and I can’t look anywhere but at her. My limbs won’t move. She rummages in her closet, the harsh rustle of fabric slicing through the tight silence. My pulse slams against bone, wild and erratic, as the moment presses down on me with crushing inevitability — annihilation, salvation, the difference between them dissolving until I can’t tell which I want. She emerges from the closet with a black leather harness in one hand and something thick, pale, obscene in the other. A white strap-on. My mouth dries, my breath catches, my world narrows to that impossible length jutting from her fist.

She doesn’t glance at me as she steps out of her jeans. She unbuckles the harness, threading her legs through the straps and cinching it around her hips, movements crisp, practiced. She pulls the buckles tight, the white cock angling forward — pale and flawless, aimed right at me. Chloe isn’t just Chloe anymore. She’s some goddess, some force that’s come to claim me.

At last, her gaze lifts. There’s no hesitation — only a cold, inexorable certainty.

“On your hands and knees on the bed, Angela,” she commands. The syllables lash across my skin like a whip, Angela carving fresh territory inside me where Matt used to live. “Ass up.”

Obedience isn’t even a choice. It’s a current running through me, short-circuiting thought. I crawl to the center of the bed, the mattress sagging beneath my weight. The synthetic blonde wig slithers into my eyes; I shove it away with a shaking hand. I arrange myself as she’s ordered, knees digging into the plush fabric, hands braced wide. My back arches, presenting my ass, shameless. The fluffy white tail of the plug quivers, the tremors in my body making it dance with every breath. I am utterly exposed, nerves shredded, and there’s a slick, messy patch of pre-cum soaking through my panties. My body betrays me at every turn, begging for its own ruin.

Chloe approaches, the harness creaking with each step, impossibly loud in the quiet. She stops inches from my face. The head of the strap-on hovers in front of my lips — huge, cold, spotless. The scent is just clean silicone, but it feels loaded, weighted with everything she’s about to do to me.

“First,” she says, her voice purring right through my skull, “you’ll worship me.”

Her hand finds the back of my head, fingers threading through the wig’s platinum strands, grip unyielding. She guides me forward until my lips brush the cool, flawless tip.

“Open your mouth, angel.”

I obey. My mouth drops open, trembling, and she pushes the head inside. The silicone is cold, unyielding, too thick for comfort. It fills my mouth, stretching my jaw, pressing against the roof, making me gag around it. Her fingers tighten, pinning me in place.

“Lick it. Suck it. Show me how much my good girl wants to please me.”

Tears prick my eyes, but I do as she says. My tongue traces the silicone vein, tasting nothing but the slickness of my own fear, and I close around the shaft like I’m trying to swallow my pride along with every inch she’s offering. My first efforts are clumsy, uncertain, but her grip never wavers — silent instruction, relentless encouragement. I try harder, taking more into my mouth, my jaw straining. My throat tightens as the tip nudges deeper, making me choke, eyes streaming.

“That’s it,” she breathes, voice thick. “Good angel. Such a good girl for me.”

Good girl. The words rip through me, branding me in fire. My cock jumps, straining, leaking. Chloe starts to move her hips, a slow, teasing rhythm — she fucks my mouth, the thick shaft sliding between my lips, in and out, a wet, obscene sound filling the room. I gag, spit pooling and dribbling down my chin, but I don’t pull away. I want this. I want her approval. I want to be her good girl. I force my throat to open, taking her deeper, letting her use me. My own pre-cum soaks my panties, sticky and hot against my skin.

She groans, a low, filthy sound that travels through the strap-on and echoes in my head. “You were made for this, weren’t you? All that attitude, all that sarcasm… just a desperate little slut hiding underneath.”

She fucks my mouth for a few more relentless strokes, setting her rhythm, owning me. Then she pulls out abruptly, the shaft slipping free with a slick sound, my spit stringing between my lips and the white silicone. I gasp, panting, lips tingling and raw.

“Stay there,” she orders, voice sharp as a lash.

She moves behind me, and I hear the wet squirt of lube, the slick, obscene sounds of her preparing me. My stomach twists, fear and need swirling. I squeeze my eyes shut, bracing for whatever comes next. Her hands cup my ass, spreading me open wide, the skin stretched and exposed to the cool night air. I shudder.

Then — a sharp tug as she takes hold of the fluffy tail.

“Time to make room for me,” she murmurs.

She pulls the plug free in one smooth, merciless motion. The absence is instant and shocking — I whine, high and helpless, my hole clenching desperately around nothing, fluttering in frantic pulses that ache with emptiness. I’m empty, ruined, and more desperate than I’ve ever been. The cool air kisses my gaping rim, a humiliating reminder of how wide she’d stretched me, how thoroughly she’d prepared me for this moment.

“Shhh,” she soothes, her palm stroking down my spine, the touch both comforting and possessive. “Don’t be scared. I’m going to fill you up so good, Angela.”

Cold, slick lube floods my hole, shocking against overheated skin. The sharp, bracing sensation forces a gasp from me, hips jerking involuntarily as liquid heat spreads deep inside. Her fingers work it in immediately — one circling my rim with deliberate patience, then two pressing inside with steady pressure that makes me quiver. She scissors them slowly, stretching me open with practiced precision until I’m trembling, thighs shaking against the bed. Every touch sends lightning through my body, my cock throbbing and leaking into the lace panties, the wet spot spreading wider with each second.

“You were made for this,” she whispers, breath hot against my ear as she leans over me, her breasts pressing into my back through the thin costume fabric. “Made to be filled. Made to be mine.”

Her words wreck me. Each syllable scrapes away the last scraps of Matt, peeling back resistance I didn’t realize still lingered. Matt would fight this. Matt would recoil at how desperately I push back against her fingers, seeking more. But I’m not Matt. Not anymore. I’m Angela, spread wide, desperate for her cock, starving for the claiming I know is coming.

The blunt, solid head of the dildo presses against my lubed, trembling hole, hot from her body heat through the harness. Thicker than anything I’ve ever taken — thicker than the plug, thicker than her fingers still working inside me. My whole body locks, one last, useless resistance. Phantom pride clenches, a reflex of a man who no longer exists, only making the emptiness more unbearable.

“Relax for me, angel,” Chloe commands, her voice low, unyielding, threaded with possession that flips my stomach. “Take me.”

She pushes.

The pressure overwhelms — a brutal stretch, burning and insistent, stealing my breath as my rim fights before yielding. A sharp, raw gasp tears from me as the thick head forces its way inside, stretching me wider than the plug ever could. Split open, invaded, utterly at her mercy, I shudder as she works that first thick inch past the resistance. The burn teeters between pain and pleasure, the line blurring with each heartbeat.

And then, beneath the pain, a surge of pleasure so deep it leaves me reeling, a wave crashing up my spine, melting my brain.

The sensation of being stretched, filled so completely, consumes me — shattering every scrap of composure I’ve clung to. Chloe’s cock presses into a place I never knew existed, a trembling center of raw, submissive need that blossoms open under her assault. This is right. Righter than anything in my life has ever been. The pain dulls, dissolving into thick, throbbing fullness as she keeps pushing, slow and relentless, working inch by inch until every last bit of that silicone length is buried inside. My hole stretches around the base, the widest part, before finally closing around the shaft with a fluttering grip.

A ragged breath stutters out, forehead pressed into the comforter, overwhelmed by the sensation. Every nerve thrums, stretched so tight it feels like I might snap. Held, owned, every inch claimed and marked by her. Chloe pauses, holding me open and helpless, letting me tremble on her cock while my body adjusts to the impossible fullness. Her hands steady me, thumbs stroking slow, grounding circles into my hips that contrast beautifully with the brutal claiming. She waits until I shiver in her grip, until my body relaxes just slightly.

Then, she moves.

She slides back, nearly pulling out, and the drag of silicone against sensitive walls rips a desperate whine from me — humiliation and need tangled in that single sound. She drives forward again, sinking the thick strap-on home with deliberate force that rocks my whole body. A choked sob tears from my throat as she finds that deep place again, punching the air from my lungs. This isn’t frantic rutting or desperate coupling. Each movement makes a statement, carving her ownership into my flesh with every thrust.

“That’s right,” she murmurs, establishing a slow, unyielding rhythm, the beat heavy and merciless as she claims me completely. “Take it, Angela. Take my cock.”

Every thrust is exact, measured for maximum control and minimum mercy. Chloe’s grip on my hips is iron — she denies even the illusion of agency, holding me exactly where she wants me for her use. The ridiculous feathered wings on my back bounce with every impact, white feathers rustling with each powerful stroke, a mocking, beautiful contrast to the filth of what’s happening. An angel, bent over and fucked open, transformed into something holy through degradation. Her angel.

“This is what you are now,” she breathes, voice threading through me, low and inescapable as she marks each word with a deep thrust. Thrust. “My pretty angel.” Thrust. “My fuck toy.” Thrust. “My good girl.”

Her words strip me bare, layer by layer, until nothing is left of Matt but the memory of resistance. Each thrust grinds away another crumbling piece of my ego. With every invasion, the last dregs of who I was are pounded into dust. I don’t even want to hold on anymore.

Tears slip down my face, soaking into the pillowcase. Not from pain. Not from shame. These tears are surrender, wild and helpless. Each sob racks my body, wringing me out until I’m nothing but sensation.

“Please,” I choke, the word torn straight from the ruins of my soul. “Please, Chloe… please…” I barely know what I’m begging for. Mercy? More? Oblivion?

“Please what, Angela?” Chloe asks, her tone unwavering, command braided with care. Her hips don’t slow — if anything, her thrusts drive deeper, more determined. “Use your words. Tell me what you need.”

It shatters me. What do I need? The truth is a monster clawing its way out of my chest: I need her. I need this. I need to be remade.

“Please… fuck me,” I sob, voice broken wide open. “Please, just keep fucking me.”

Chloe’s chest rumbles with a low, pleased growl. “That’s my girl.”

Her rhythm changes. The slow, unyielding pace erupts into something wild, brutal. Her hips snap against my ass, faster, harder, using me like I was built for nothing else. The slap of skin on skin, the lewd, wet sound of the strap-on working inside me — it’s obscene, and I am nothing but hunger. The bed shakes beneath us, the frame groaning with every savage thrust.

Smack.

Her palm lands sharp and hot on my ass. I yelp, the burn flaring bright, a red print blooming where she struck.

“You like that, don’t you, my little slut?” Chloe pants, her breath scorching my ear. Smack. The other cheek blazes. Each slap is a jolt, a spark that shoots straight to my cock, caged and leaking inside its lace prison.

“Beg for it,” she snarls, thrusting with reckless need. “Beg like my good girl. Tell me what you want.”

Thought is gone. I’m stripped to nothing but nerve endings and craving. Chloe’s cock filling my ass, the sharp bite of her palm, the unbearable ache building in my balls — it’s all I am.

“I want to be your angel!” I wail, the words ragged, desperate. “I want to cum! Please, Chloe, let me cum! Please!”

My body bucks, straining for release, fighting for every inch to grind back against her, to chase the orgasm tearing me apart from the inside. I need it so badly my whole body aches.

“Not yet,” she growls, pure dominance. “You cum when I tell you to. You belong to me, remember?”

She clamps down on my hips, holding me in place, her cock driving in again and again — relentless, merciless. She forces me up and up, right to the screaming edge, my vision fading out at the sides. My balls are pulled so tight I think I might snap, but just as the pleasure crests, she slows, dragging her cock out until only the tip remains, then thrusting in with a slow, torturous rhythm that makes me sob.

A wordless wail tears itself from my throat. The denial isn’t just mental — it burns through my body, frying every nerve, every muscle. I go blank. Matt is gone. The past, the future — meaningless. There is only Chloe’s cock splitting me open, the gnawing ache in my balls, and the brutal, exquisite compulsion to obey.

Chloe leans down, her mouth at my ear, her words sliding into me like another intrusion.

“Who are you?” she demands, her thrusts punishing, each one stamping her claim into what’s left of my soul.

It’s the final command. The last test. She needs my surrender — spoken, offered, real.

“Tell me your name!” she barks, fucking me harder, deeper, dragging out the last resistance by force.

The answer is already there, burning my lips. It’s the only truth left.

“I’m… I’m Angela!” I scream, the name wrenched from the hollowed-out shell of who I was. “I’m your angel!”

The words fill the room, binding me, sealing my fate. It’s finished. Whatever was left of Matt dissolves, erased by her cock, her command, my surrender. I sob, broken and remade, finally whole on this bed.

“That’s right,” Chloe gasps, her voice wild with triumph and lust. She slams in deep — impossibly deep, as if she could pierce all the way to my soul. “Now. Cum for me, angel.”

Her permission detonates inside me. My body convulses, every muscle locking up, my scream raw and unrestrained as the orgasm rips through me — savage, cataclysmic. It’s more than release; it’s annihilation. My mind fractures and reforms around her, blank and burning with a new shape.

My cock pulses in the soaked lace, thick cum spilling in shuddering waves, soaking the panties, the sheets, everything. I can’t stop. I scream her name, my name, both names at once, voice breaking as pleasure incinerates thought, history, self — until all that’s left is her, in me, through me, forever.

My body sags, limp and trembling, the world narrowing to sweat, tears, the pulsing throb of my fucked-open hole. I can barely hear my own labored breathing, the frantic pound of my heart slowing at last. I am nothing but Chloe’s wreck — emptied, used, complete.

I feel her pull out, the sudden emptiness sharp and hollow. The harness creaks as she unbuckles and lets it drop to the floor. The mattress dips, then her warmth presses against me, solid and real.

She gathers me into her arms, dragging me close, my battered, weeping body curling into her chest. I bury my face in her skin, clutching her tight, as if I might drift away without her anchor. I am stripped clean, hollowed out and filled up by her.

She strokes my synthetic blonde hair, fingers gentle, untangling the sticky strands from my cheeks.

“Shhh, it’s okay, my sweet angel,” Chloe whispers, voice a soft balm over raw nerves. “It’s all over. You were so good for me.”

Words are impossible. I can only hold on, trembling with the aftershocks, my mind emptied of everything but this peace, this belonging. This is home.
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Aquiet hum settles behind my eyes. For the first time in my life, there’s no barrage of internal chatter, no cynical quips, no anxious static. Only this. The warm, solid press of Chloe’s thigh hooked over my hip. The gentle, even puff of her breath against the crown of my head. Tangled sheets wrap us in a messy cocoon, cool in some spots, damp with our sweat in others. My body feels weightless, blissfully limp, every muscle undone and saturated with a deep, tranquil peace.

I lie curled against her, my cheek resting on her breast. Her heartbeat is a steady thrum beneath my ear, slow and sure, an anchor that’s replaced my once-frenzied pulse. The wild, shattering energy of climax — that soul-destroying, soul-creating instant when the old self was obliterated in pure, animal pleasure — has faded, leaving behind a stillness so absolute it borders on sacred. No friction left between what I want and who I am.

No jagged edges of shame scraping against desires I could never name. The endless tug-of-war inside my skull — all that resistance and denial — has dissolved like sugar in warm water. What remains isn’t two warring selves, but a single current, deep and unbroken, humming through my limbs with the quiet certainty of a pulse.

I don’t just feel like Angela. I am Angela. The name settles into my bones not as a label slapped on from the outside, not as a role I’m playing for someone else’s benefit, but as the plain, inarguable fact of my own skin. It fits so seamlessly it’s as if I’ve been wearing it all along — as if Matt was the costume, the flimsy disguise, and this, finally, is the naked, breathing truth of me.

Chloe’s fingers, resting in my hair, begin to move. She threads them slowly through the strands, a lazy, possessive motion that sends a ripple of pleasure through me. Early morning light seeps through the gaps in her blinds, painting faint stripes across the far wall. I watch dust motes drift in the pale beams, each one suspended, perfect and small. My world has shrunk to the perimeter of this bed, to the circle of Chloe’s arms, and somehow it feels vaster than anything I’ve ever known. The dull, needy ache between my legs is a sweet reminder of what she’s done to me — how she broke me down and rebuilt me into something new. Something that fits.

She shifts, pressing a soft, lingering kiss to the top of my head. Her lips brush my scalp like a brand, and the heat of it sinks straight through my skull, pooling behind my eyes until I’m dizzy under the slow, relentless certainty of her ownership. Everywhere her breath touches, my skin remembers who I belong to. It settles in my belly, not as hunger, but as a gentle, molten certainty — not about need, but about belonging.

“How do you feel, my love?” Her voice is a quiet murmur, the vibration traveling through her chest into my ear. It’s the same voice that commanded me, broke me open, praised me — but now it’s stripped of its sharpness, velvet and full of possessive care.

I tilt my head back, a slow, dreamy movement that makes my sore neck twinge. I have to blink, vision blurred by spent tears and exhaustion, to bring her face into focus. She looks down at me, her hair wild around her face, her eyes soft and heavy with satisfaction. She’s gorgeous. More than I ever allowed myself to see. Before, she was just a girlfriend — cute, a little basic, easy to keep at arm’s length. Now, she’s a goddess. My owner. The architect of who I am.

The love I feel for her is physical — it presses against my ribs, makes my chest ache, makes it difficult to draw a full breath. My mouth opens, but my throat is too tight for words. I swallow, the sound loud and rough in the stillness.

“Perfect,” I manage at last, and the word is as true as anything I’ve ever spoken. It doesn’t come close to the overwhelming sense of rightness inside me, the certainty that I’ve found the place I was meant to be all along. “I feel perfect.” My voice is rough, still ruined from screaming for her. I clear it, wanting her to hear the fullness of my gratitude. “Thank you.”

Chloe’s smile blooms slow and wide, crinkling her eyes. It’s a smile that speaks of triumph, but there’s not a hint of cruelty — only deep, possessive love, wrapping around me like a heavy, reassuring blanket.

“I’m so glad,” she says, tracing a slow circle on my temple with her thumb. “I love my new angel so much more than that grumpy boy who used to live here.”

Her words don’t sting. They aren’t a barb, just a simple truth. That grumpy boy — Matt — the name barely registers. His memories blur like a cheap film, the details faded and unconvincing. I remember arrogance, a need to always be right, a casual disdain for anything that brought Chloe happiness. Pathetic, really. The thought doesn’t spark shame, just a distant, impersonal pity for someone I no longer recognize. He was trapped, and he never saw the bars.

This — being here, being hers, being Angela — this is real. This is the world.

I burrow closer, pressing my face into the warm hollow of her neck and shoulder, breathing her in. She smells of floral shampoo, our mingled sweat, and the lingering, unmistakable musk of sex. It’s the smell of home. I lock my arms around her waist, clutching tight, as if she could slip away. The possibility chills me, makes my stomach twist.

A stray thought sneaks into the peaceful hush of my mind. I become aware of the cool, slippery silk of the white chemise hugging my skin, the delicate lace at the hem brushing the tops of my thighs. It’s the last piece of my costume. The uniform of my new self.

“I guess this costume has to come off eventually,” I say, voice muffled against her neck. A sharp, mournful pang slices through me. The words taste bitter. I don’t want to take it off. I want to wear it always, as a living proof of what I am now. “The party’s tomorrow…” The thought of returning, even briefly, to that old life — pretending, acting — is unbearable. The peace inside me is too fragile, too precious to risk.

Chloe’s hand pauses in my hair. I sense the tension winding through her arm beneath my cheek. She doesn’t answer right away. The silence stretches, and a sliver of worry pricks through my calm. I draw back just enough to see her face.

Her expression is different now. The lazy glow is gone, replaced by a seriousness that’s neither harsh nor angry, but intent. She eases me off her chest, props herself on one elbow, and looks down at me. The movement is unmistakable — a gentle but clear shift from the drowsy afterglow to something that matters more. She catches my hand, lacing her fingers with mine, holding me steady.

“About that, baby…” she starts, her voice velvet-smooth and steady. “There’s something you need to know about the curse.”

My heart skips, a nervous stutter beneath my breastbone. I look at her, utterly blank, nothing but soft white noise behind my eyes. What could she possibly mean? The curse did what it was supposed to do — delivered me into her arms, gave me myself at last. What more could there be?

“What about it?” I ask, my voice barely audible, the word trembling in the space between us.

Her thumb sweeps over my knuckles, soothing and rhythmic, drawing invisible lines of comfort into my skin. Her gaze meets mine, searching, weighing, as if she’s bracing me for something irreversible. She lifts my hand, pressing a kiss to the back of it, lips lingering just long enough to make my pulse flutter. She places my hand on the sheet, still clasped in hers, refusing to let go.

Her free hand rises and she traces the contours of my face, impossibly gentle. Her fingers leave a trail of warmth from my temple down my cheek, gliding along my jaw, mapping me as if memorizing every detail. The touch is hypnotic, so full of devotion it sets my nerves humming. I can’t look away; I’m completely anchored in her gaze, in the heat of her skin against mine.

“The shopkeeper I bought it from was very clear,” she murmurs, her voice barely more than a hush, each word landing with careful purpose. Her fingertips drift across my lips, and I part them for her without thinking. “The magic isn’t in the costume, Angela.”

I stare, confusion rippling through me. Of course it is. I put it on, and everything changed. That’s how this works.

“The costume just… activates it,” she continues, her eyes locked on mine, her touch leaving my mind sluggish and thick, sweet with a building excitement. “It awakens the wearer’s true self.”

True self. The words strike me, a clear, pure sound that rings through my very being. That’s exactly what this feels like — not some mask, not a part I’m pretending. It’s like I finally stripped off a disguise I never realized I was wearing. The relief I found wasn’t only in surrender; it was in finally being real.

Chloe draws a long, steady breath, chest rising and falling as if she’s about to deliver a verdict that will change the world. Her grip tightens around my hand, grounding me in this moment.

“The changes…” she intones, steady and sharp, her words slicing straight through my fog.

Everything stills. The air thickens, frozen. The hum of the city outside vanishes. There’s only her face, her words, and the wild, hopeful thrum inside my chest.

She lets the silence stretch, giving me space to absorb what she’s said. Then, quietly, she drops the last, exquisite revelation.

“This is you now, Angela. Forever.”

Forever.

The word doesn’t surge over me — it seeps in, a slow, golden flood warming every hollow in my soul. I picture the old Matt, faced with this finality. He’d be screaming, tearing at himself, desperate to escape. He’d rage and snarl and scheme, venom on his tongue, panic in every breath. That wild, animal terror — I remember it, but it’s distant, a memory from another life. It’s a ghost sensation, a lost limb that no longer belongs to me.

Because I’m not him anymore.

I am Angela.

And as Angela, a tidal wave of pure, undiluted relief crashes through me, so fierce I gasp. A single tear, hot and bright, slips from my eye and trails down my temple, dampening my hair. Another follows, then another — not grief, not fear, but release. No more pretending, no more fighting. No more suffocating under someone else’s definition of who I should be, no more performance, no more Matt. The war is over. I haven’t lost — I’ve been set free.

A smile, trembling and wet, blossoms across my lips. It grows, stretching wider, until I feel lit from within by impossible joy. Tears spill faster, but they’re born from a happiness so sharp it aches. It feels as though my chest might split open, unable to hold the freedom pouring through me. I am unburdened. I am new. I am finally, beautifully free.

I look up at Chloe — my anchor, my undoing, my everything. In her eyes I see the answer to every question I never dared to voice.

“Forever?” I whisper, my voice full of hope, rich with wonder, a prayer formed of gratitude and longing.

Chloe’s serious mask melts away, replaced by a radiant smile, love and triumph shining from her. She lowers her face, closing the space between us.

“Forever,” she promises, her lips brushing mine, the word sinking into me like a spell. “You’re all mine. My perfect, permanent angel.”

And then she kisses me.

It isn’t the bruising, hungry kiss of old battles, nor the frantic, wild press of surrender. This is different — a sealing, a promise made flesh. It’s slow, deep, inexorable. Her lips are soft, certain, and I yield, every scrap of resistance dissolving, leaving nothing but eager acceptance. My hands reach for her hair, tangling, holding her to me, pulling her deeper. I open for her, her tongue stroking into my mouth, a gentle claiming I match with my own, greedy for her taste. This kiss speaks without words: You belong here. You are safe. You are loved, just as you are.

In her kiss, anchored by her vow, I let go of everything. Matt Evans is nothing but a fading shadow. There is only Angela, only Chloe, only this bright, endless now. I am hers. I am myself. I am, at last, truly home.
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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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