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For everyone who called it “glitter glue.” You're so pretty when you’re wrong.
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Join my newsletter for an exclusive free novella: https://BookHip.com/BCSFLCD


Dear Reader,

Welcome to Damned to be Her Doll — Halloween magic meets dollification, where one arrogant skeptic touches the wrong bottle and spends the night learning to smile, obey, and love every second of it.

This one is skeptic-to-smile candy. He mocks her art; the curse wipes the smirk right off his face and replaces it with a painted grin. She handles the rest — careful, cunning, and thoroughly in charge — as he discovers that submission fits like silk.

For your consideration, this book contains the following:

	Magical Coerced Feminization (makeup, wig, ruffled dress)

	Living-Doll Objectification & Roleplay

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

	Forced Chastity & Orgasm Denial/Edging

	Anal Play (jeweled plug, perineal/prostate-focused stimulation)

	Ball Gag, Nipple Clamps with Bells, Light Restraint

	Body Betrayal Arousal, Praise Kink, Humiliation-to-Acceptance

	Light Small-Penis Talk

	Aftercare, Affectionate Domination, Happy, Permanent Psychological Integration

	Explicit Sexual Content & Strong Language




As always, this is fantasy crafted for safe exploration: the magic provides irresistible leverage, the dominance is caring and deliberate, and the ending is an authentic, happy surrender.

Hold still. Smile pretty. Be a good doll.
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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 smell hits me hard when I open the door to Talia’s studio — wet clay clinging to the air, an acrid sting of turpentine pinned over syrupy old paint, everything thick and unignorable. The room’s a riot of what she calls her process, a chaos she claims is organized but to me looks like a hoarder’s funeral. Canvases are stacked in precarious rows; every surface is crowded with glass jars spilling over with brushes, palette knives, and tubes leaking paint onto splattered newspapers. And reigning in the center, under her glare-bright work lamp, is the doll — the project that’s devoured her for weeks.

“Hey,” I say, propping myself against the doorframe. “Thought we could finally try that new Thai place tonight.”

Talia doesn’t turn. Every scrap of her focus is funneled into the doll’s face, her brush steady between paint-stained fingers. “Oh, hi. Just a minute, I’m almost at a good stopping point.”

Her voice barely makes it to me; she sounds like she’s speaking down a hallway. Irritation curls sour in my gut. This again — I drag myself home after clawing through grid locked traffic and ten hours of client whiplash, and she’s here, eyelids sinking lower each time I interrupt, lost to her mess of plaster and pigment.

“Long day,” I offer, crossing the uneven expanse toward her, dodging a heap of art history books. “We actually landed the Kensington account today. Miller’s talking about fast-tracking my performance review.”

“That’s great, Ry.” She flicks her brush into a splotch of pink on a painter’s palette, never missing a beat. That steady hand — the kind surgeons brag about — fills out another shade on the doll’s cheek. The doll’s body slumps in a chair and stares ahead, life-sized, its wooden limbs anchored in a pose halfway toward something human. The face is only half awake: uncanny, impossibly realistic brown eyes fixed under lids that could almost blink, lips she’s carving out now with tense concentration.

Patience gives out first in my jaw, my teeth grinding together as I close the remaining distance. When exactly did I lose to a mannequin? My shoes crack on the hardwood — she hates rugs, says they deaden inspiration. I keep going anyway, making noise.

She draws the brush back, still locked in concentration thick enough to erase me. “You’re still working on this thing?” I make no attempt to keep my voice neutral. It’s not the doll; it’s the way she vanishes into it — fingers gliding over a world I’ll never see, while my own day dissolves in a morass of budgets and unread emails. “It’s starting to look less like a piece of art and more like our unexpected third roommate.”

Her shoulders twitch under her thin cotton shirt; the movement is minuscule, but I know what it means. She does this when I push — tensing just enough to say she’s listening, just enough to brace herself. “I told you, I have a deadline,” she mutters, her voice taut enough to ping. “I want to get her done.”

“Right. The magical deadline.” I circle the doll, slow, making a point of scuffing the floor. Up close, the thing is worse — the glassy eyes almost seem to flinch from the light, their blank stare always several inches off from human. “It’s just… creepy, Tal,” I say, prodding one of its painted nails with my index finger. It’s icy, bone-hard, the opposite of her skin. “Feels like the eyes will blink if I look away.”

She releases a slow exhale through her nose, something that might have been a laugh in another universe. “They’re glass, Ryan. They’re stuck that way.” The bristles of her brush freeze, just hovering, like she’s holding her breath. She still won’t look at me; her jaw’s locked, fingers clamped into the brush until her knuckles stand out bone-pale. “I’m almost done with the face. Then I’ll varnish.”

There. That defensiveness, that brittle edge in her as if she’s prepping for impact. I could call it off. I know the feeling clawing at my voice — but the urge to prod surfaces anyway. Maybe I want to provoke a response. Anything to puncture the trance she falls into around this thing. “I just don’t get the economics of it,” I say, bracing both hands on her workbench, crowding out her space. “Maybe if you looked at it from a business angle — all these hours chained to one art monster, when you could crank out ten smaller ones. You own a business, Tal. Isn’t scalability the whole game?”

Her gaze stays fixed on the doll’s hollow cheek, never flickering to me. Her thumb rubs at the cold metal of the brush, compulsive. “It’s not about scalability.”

“So what’s it about?” My words come out too sharp. I circle behind, palm cupping the doll’s rigid shoulder. Smooth and unrelenting — not a body, not a person, but placed so deliberately it makes my neck itch. “Because from this angle, it looks like you’re pouring yourself into something that can’t even look at you.” I knock on the temple — once, twice. Hollow. “Who’s buying this, Tal? What’s the market for a life-sized dead-eyed companion? I feel like I’m missing the joke.”

That finally works. She whirls to face me, stool scraping the paint-flecked floor. She forgets the brush in her hand, bristles bleeding pink. Her eyes burn, but her mouth’s drawn into a white, hard line. “She isn’t for sale, Ryan.” She doesn’t raise her voice — it’s controlled, brittle. “I told you. She’s for display. Black Cat Curio’s Halloween window.”

I fold my arms, shoulders angled tight. “A display. So no actual money.”

Red pools high on her cheeks, electric and high. “It’s not for free. It’s for my brand. Storefront clients see my work, they find my Etsy shop. It’s advertising.”

“Advertising.” The word lands heavy and sour in my mouth. I can hear my father’s voice rattling around my skull, blunt and dismissive: If you’re good at something, you charge for it. She moves fast, shuffling through the clutter until her hand settles on a squat, elaborate glass bottle. She holds it between us, as if the object could absolve her. “Just need the varnish. Then she’s finished.”

The thing is ridiculous — fatter than a potion prop, heavy glass clumsily blown, the neck twisted off-center. Inside, the liquid churns milkily, a skin of oil splitting under each tilt — pink sliding to green, leaking into bruised purple. A frayed black ribbon chokes the neck; a label flaps in obnoxious faux-Gothic font. My lip pulls up. “You’re joking, right?”

I snatch the bottle before she can stop me. She lets out a muted gasp, but I’m already palming it, flipping the label toward the light. “‘The Dollmaker’s Glimmer. A Finishing Varnish of Uncanny Vitality.’” I can’t help myself. I slip into the voice I reserve for exposing stupidity. “‘Apply with intention to awaken the spirit within.’ God, Talia.” I swing the bottle at her for effect. “They saw you coming, didn’t they?”

She grimaces, lips thinning, red deepening around her collarbones. “It’s from a specialty shop,” she insists, hoarse. “It’s supposed to give a finish you can’t get anywhere else.”

“It’s glitter glue.” I tilt the bottle, letting it catch the harsh lamp and throw colored ghosts over her hand. “It’s just glitter glue dressed up for witches and gullible girls.” I drop my tone, dragging out the syllables, patient the way you are with a stubborn child. “Look. I get it. It’s a fun hobby. But you can’t seriously believe this enchanted crap works.” I plant the bottle back onto the table, the glass hitting with a pointed clack. “You’re smart. You just like believing you aren’t being conned.”

She stands statue-still, silent except for the ragged speed of her breathing. Her chest heaves against her paint-smudged apron, eyes flat, throat tensing with every swallow. “You don’t have to get it, Ryan,” she manages. Her voice is shredded — tired, small, and trying not to break. “You don’t have to believe. But could you maybe, for once, not be cruel about it?” She snaps up a soft rag, her movements jagged, wiping at her hands with staccato force. “You could try respecting that it matters.”

Everything in her frame turns away from me — some private door slammed shut. She’s always retreating, always walling off her secret little world from mine, refusing to let me in by logic or force of will. The rejection’s as direct as a slap. It leaves me burning — humiliated that her silly superstition can freeze me out.

Screw it. If she wants to pretend her trinkets work, let’s see what her precious magic does.

“What’s this do, really?” I grab the bottle again — in front of her this time, marking territory. She reacts instantly, a sharp intake of breath, her hand darting like I’d reached for her throat. But I’m holding it up, out of her range, the contents undulating like a living bruise. “Is this it? Is this where Pinocchio gets his wish?” I shake the bottle hard, watching the oily liquid spiral into gleaming ribbons. “Do I have to chant for the genie?”

“Ryan, stop—” She lunges. Our bodies knock together in the cramped space, her cheek hot, breath hissing against my wrist, her hands sliding uselessly off mine. My elbow collides with her hip — unexpected contact, intimate by accident, too close. Before either of us means for it, the cork gives with a wet pop, and the stopper’s loose.

Suspended between us, a fat iridescent drop clings to the bottle edge — trembles, then falls.

It lands, sticky and cold, dead center on the back of my finger. The sensation spikes — slick at first, thickening under its own heat, the surface becoming alarmingly clingy. I’m arrested by it, breath lodged in my chest — a disgusting, wet badge, color bending over itself into greens, pinks, sickly gold. It sits there, dense and immovable, like I’ve been branded by one of her secrets.

Talia’s eyes are locked on my hand. Swallowed anger — gone. She’s gone blank, pupils wide as quarters, lips parted. I can’t read her — she’s neither scared nor comforted, just wiped clean. Her hand is still braced against my wrist, holding on or keeping away — who can tell?

Everything hangs on her silence. The air presses in; the only sound is the click of her lamp circling overhead. On my skin, the varnish quivers, the shimmer throbbing in lazy waves.

“Wonderful,” I spit, voice flat as acid, refusing to flinch. I twist away from her, snatching a crusty rag from the sculpting stool, grinding it into my hand hard enough to sand skin raw. The varnish refuses to budge at first — a stubborn, gelled friction holding tight before it finally peels off, leaving behind an oily rainbow carved into the grime. I yank the rag free, toss it down, and that’s supposed to be the last word.

The air in the studio collapses to an uneasy stillness. I shoot a look at Talia — primed for a tear, for yelling, for anything. She gives me nothing. Her face is unreadable, lips parted mid-thought, gaze stuck on the spot where my hand was. For once, I can’t tell if I won. There’s no quivering defeat — she just seems expectant, as if watching to see what comes next.

My stare drags to the doll propped silent at the edge of her workbench. I flick one last look its way, a sneer barely holding against the peculiar urge to shudder. The paint on its porcelain lips seems too sharp suddenly — a sliver of a smirk where nothing should move. I force the thought out. Shadows. Fumes. Her damn incense. The whole room feels wrong now — too thick, too bright.

“Don’t stay up all night with your toys,” I mutter, not bothering to see if she reacts. I close the door behind me sharper than I mean to, shutting her inside the blue-white light and her silent, staring creation. She stays silent. I sense her gaze following me until the door closes, then dropping — probably to her magic bottle, the one she believes in more than she believes in me.

The hallway beyond is stripped of her sensations, air plain and disinfected. I head for the bathroom, flexing my finger, the ghost-feel of something sticky and foreign clinging where the varnish touched down. The tap squeals on, spraying water sharp against my skin. I press the soap hard against my finger, lathering up until my hands sting, scrubbing absent spots of that weird tacky drag that refuses to leave. Once, twice, then again, until my knuckles are fuchsia under the cold.

I stare under the hospital glare of the vanity bulb. Clean, yes — bare as new skin. No shimmer, no residue, no proof of her madness.

Except — there’s something. I keep rubbing at the mark, and a thread of sensation lingers — phantom, persistent, a memory of touch I can’t rinse away. Stupid. My mind inventing ghosts. Just texture, my nerves rewriting sensory history, that’s all it is. I ball my hand into a fist, tamping down on the odd, sticky phantom, and march back out, refusing to humor any of it — her dolls, her magical varnish, or this creeping, unplaceable unease.
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Iwake to a sensation that doesn’t belong in my body. My brain expects roughness when my cheek scrapes the pillowcase, but all I get is glide — slick, counterfeit, nothing for my nerves to catch on. My hand fumbles up, braced for the familiar morning rasp, but under my fingertips my jaw feels unrecognizable — soft, almost springy, like skin made from a child’s toy. Not shaved, not clean — stripped. Synthetic. I jerk fully awake.

A slice of sunlight cuts the bedroom in half, striping the floor with white gold. Talia lies beside me, tangled in sleep, her hair a dark snarl across our pillow. I sit up, press my palm over my cheeks and chin, feeling for some clue, some bit of stubble, but there’s nothing. Even my upper lip is unnaturally smooth. My skin has always been a map of pores and rough patches — undeniably mine. Now it’s too even, too polished, no grit. Alien territory hiding under familiar angles.

Probably just dehydrated. I seize the excuse, holding it between my teeth before panic can get a word in. Maybe the new grapefruit face wash — the overpriced one Talia insisted on — did something weird to my skin. Some dermatology experiment gone slightly off. Easy enough to believe. The world runs on chemical reactions, not on curses and fairy tales. With that thought shielding me, I swing out of bed, bones cracking in the hush, ignoring the way unease stirs, restless under my ribcage. This will be a footnote after coffee. Nothing more.

Boxers on. Door open. The apartment is hazy with morning light and the faint, stale sweetness of last night’s candle smoke. I catch the memory of what we did: the stupid doll, the way I’d laughed at Talia and her hobby, the ridged sparkle of varnish painting my fingertips. I toss it out; she lives for that kind of weirdness, but it doesn’t touch me. I’m immune to her games, immune to the world she believes in.

She’s already moving in the kitchen, pouring water over fresh grounds in that battered ceramic dripper she rescued from the thrift store. She wears my t-shirt — thinner now from too many washes — and it drapes off her shoulders, barely hiding the tattoo blooming at her collarbone. She’s all tousled edges and the kind of slack-jawed softness you get on weekend mornings before real life kicks back in.

She turns and beams — a real smile, easy and bright. “Morning, sleepyhead.”

Her words are so ordinary I brace for the daily grunt in reply, already halfway to tuning her out. But before the sound makes it past my lips, something surges beneath my skin, hijacks every nerve ending, and pulls my mouth wide — cheeks stretching, teeth bared, eyes crinkling at the corners. It isn’t a smile but a mask, cartoonish and rigid, the edge of my lips burning from the strain. It’s so strong my face aches, a forced stretch in muscles I never think about.

Panic spikes — I slap my hand across my mouth, desperate to cage the false display. Under my palm, I hear the words squeeze through. “Morning.” The tone would sound normal if not for my face — if not for the insane rictus still straining to stay fixed.

Talia’s smile twitches. She leans forward, brows knitting. “You okay? You look like you just saw a ghost.”

I fight to drag my expression back to neutral, working muscle by muscle. It’s like pulling a stuck zipper, forceful, clumsy, slow. The relief is almost a sting as I ease my hand away, jaw throbbing. “Fine. Just… weird dream.” My voice feels as artificial as my smile — flat, unconvincing, but there’s nothing else to offer.

She studies me longer than I like, something hard and unblinking behind her concern. “Coffee’s almost ready. There’s still an almond croissant if you want it.”

I latch onto the distraction. “Yeah, sure.” I turn to the cabinets, focused on the scrape and thud of mug against shelf, banking my back to her like armor. My heartbeat isn’t steady, nerves crawling under my skin. Some kind of facial spasm, that’s all. Stress. Biology — not magic. Anything but that.

But it won’t let me go. The smile keeps clambering back up, triggered every time Talia moves or speaks. I scroll market news by the window, pretending not to watch her. She sings snippets of some song while watering her spider plant, and my head swivels, a marionette’s jerk, the smile snapping onto my face too fast — bright, rigid, broadcasting a joy I don’t own. I drop my chin to my chest, hiding behind the glare of my screen, hoping she doesn’t see the mania unfurling in my features.

She calls from across the room, asks if I’ve seen her sketchbook. The smile is instant, mechanical. Weather report — smile. Request for help — smile. I’m a wind-up toy on a string. I clamp my lips tight, jaw rigid, but the muscles underneath twitch and ripple, hungry for their next performance. My cheeks ache; behind my eyes, a mounting terror — what if it never stops?

I need to prove I’m still in control — anything to anchor myself. I scan the kitchen for a target and see the dishwasher, loaded in her usual frenzied, illogical style: bowls on their sides, rogue utensils, chaos masquerading as effort. Perfect. Picking a fight is reflex; it always resets the dynamic.

I stride over, yank the door open harder than necessary. Plates teeter. My internal monologue gears up — sharp, cutting, ready to remind her that there is a right way, and this is not it. I open my mouth, meaning to scold:

“Talia —” The word is sharp, barbed. Are you even trying? It’s like you arrange these by spinning blindfolded.

But before the next word, the curse barrels through me. That twisted smile flares — wide, unsettling. My voice sweetens, turning my accusation into open-mouthed admiration.

“You have such a unique way of organizing things,” I hear myself coo. The inflection ruins me — gushing, false, and unmistakably clear. “It’s very artistic.”

I freeze mid-gesture, unable to retract the words. The air in the kitchen feels spiked, brittle. I stare at the mismatch of glass and porcelain, humiliated, then steal a glance at Talia. She stands by the counter, sketchbook pressed to her chest, staring as if I’ve grown an extra head. Her jaw hangs open.

“What did you just say?” Her voice barely carries.

Shame and fury claw up my throat, cold and strangling. I wanted to needle her, to pick the familiar fight, and my own mouth twisted it into a compliment so dripping with insincerity I feel sick. My breathing stumbles; the room tilts.

“Nothing,” I shoot back — except my voice is stripped of its usual bite, comes out barely more than a murmur. “Just… neat.” I slam the dishwasher shut, metal-on-metal loud in the kitchen and even louder in my skull. I shove past her, fighting the spring under my skin, the fizzing wrongness in every muscle. My own words aren’t mine. Some chemical puppet master has my strings now.

The couch is less refuge than punishment, springs digging into my legs, breath noisy in my ears. Then I notice my shirt — a reliable, broken-in blue button-down — has transformed into an instrument of torture. The weave rasps over my skin, every movement igniting a thousand pinpricks. Even the tag at my neck feels like a razor sawing at my spine.

Desperate, I tug at the collar, trying to carve out a safe space. My hands scrub over my bare arms, the friction both too much and not enough. But the sensation escalates; the air from the vent above hisses across my body, each draft dividing into needle-fine points of contact. It’s an invasion, thousands of clues that I am not fully inside my own skin. It feels like my entire surface has been swapped for something thinner, shinier, plastic and surreal — hyper-tuned to suffering, uncaring for comfort. No hiding from it.

“Ryan?” Talia is at the kitchen doorway, watching me with a caution I don’t remember seeing before. Her arms tentatively folded, eyes not quite trusting. “Are you sure you’re feeling okay? You’re acting really weird.”

She’s giving me the perfect set-up to explode, to retake control the only way I know how — with volume and accusation. I want to let the anger blow open, strip all the polite pretense away and show her how wrong this morning feels. Of course I’m not okay. This is your doing, Talia, your childish magic and that sticky nightmare varnish. My jaw clenches — pressure building, teeth begging to bite, say anything real.

I open my mouth, weighted with venom.

The smile snaps across my face before I finish inhaling. This time, there’s no lag — just instant surrender. My lips pull obediently into an unblemished, pleasant curve. My body goes lax, posture dissolving into a kind of open, spineless calm I can’t fight.

“Never better,” my voice answers for me, syrupy and high, every note sugar-polished and not my own.

The disconnect comes hard, a sudden, whiplash convulsion. Fury jams itself behind my teeth, boiling beneath this syrupy compliance, while my face performs a pageant of docile cheerfulness for Talia’s benefit. I’m locked in — trapped in my own body, watching helplessly from behind glass that no one else can see. Panic doesn’t twist in place anymore; it barrels through me, cold and mindless, a river under thin ice that could crack at any second. My hand betrays me further — an affected, overly bright wave, the sort of cutesy little flourish I’ve mocked a hundred times. My stomach turns. Alien. This is alien. I’m wearing my own face like a mask.

Talia just gazes at me, her silence prickling between us. She gives a shallow, uncertain nod — confused, maybe wary — and moves quickly down the hallway, vanishing into the half-shut mouth of her studio. I’m left alone. Or, not alone — just stuck in the shape of someone I apparently look like, but don’t recognize.

I latch onto routine — work will make me real again. Numbers, columns, cost sheets — order is the exile of chaos. My laptop waits on the dining table; I drag it to my desk, a battered IKEA slab in the corner. Spreadsheets, projections, price per unit. The grid of cells should anchor me, build a wall of order against this madness.

But nothing bites. The numbers float, useless; cell after cell swims, refusing to settle. My thoughts, usually cut-glass precise and stacked, scatter when I try to summon them. I lose the thread of market caps and pricing curves and get stuck — obsessed — on minutiae. A speck of dust rides the bevel of my monitor. Pens in my cup point every direction, like a pile of broken sticks. The coaster under my water glass isn’t aligned. These irregularities are small, raw wounds, each demanding correction.

I try to push through. I don’t. My hands move on their own, performing a new ritual: the desk cleansing. I strip everything off and wipe the surface in slow, even circles, the rag dragging softly across the wood, every sound amplified. I slot each pen into the cup, tips down, as if for inspection. My notepad’s edge aligns with the desk — no room for chaos. The two battered reference books are re-stacked, spines in sync, no overhang or stagger. My movements are surgical, compulsive — assembling order for relief, not productivity.

This isn’t me. I’m not pretty. I’m not neat. I functioned through functional mess: papers spread out, coffee stains, a living record of projects. Efficiency mattered; style could rot. But this clean desk leaves me — unsettlingly — satisfied. My hands hover, palms pressed flat on the vacant wood. My old sense of usefulness dithers before this new, humming contentment. My gaze drifts. The spreadsheet is ugly — harsh angles and washed-out blue. Pink geraniums cluster on the fire escape, brave, powdery blooms. God, I crave the sight, the softness, the improbable color.

By late afternoon, the sun dragging low, something cracks loose inside me. The furious, logical voice I trust — my lifeline — has faded to a whisper. The familiar litany of sharp commentary and skepticism, the ever-present thrum of judging and sorting, dims. In its place is silence. Not blank, exactly — more like a thick, muffled stillness, as if my thoughts were dunked in honey. There’s space to notice things I shouldn’t: the prowl of Talia in her studio, charcoal grating on paper, water jars clinking, the faint rise of paint fumes behind the door. And threading through everything, louder by the minute, an unfamiliar urge.

I ache to please her.

Not just avoid a fight, not just perform. The ache is a quiet wildfire. I want to see her smile, to make her laugh, to earn that small, approving touch she gives her dolls when they’re perfect at last. It pours through me, this ridiculous, needy desire — so much worse than the smiles or compliments. My mouth faked those. This is real. I realize with a sick lurch that my own will is mutating, cleaving away the stubborn chunk of myself that chafes at being controlled. The contempt I nursed, the brittle frustration — they dissolve, particle by particle, in water too sweet to fight. I’m fading. Only patience, only submission, only the gentle craving to fit myself to her pleasure remains.

My laptop slips into sleep mode; the monitor goes black, a flawless, mirrored surface. I catch a ghost of movement and look up.

What I see there guts me.

I jerk upright, nearly tumbling the chair, a broken sound wedged in my throat. My face — it’s technically mine, the same boring palette — brown hair, sallow skin, forgettable bones. But the effect is foreign. Every edge that made me look sharp — gone. My jaw has blurred, the muscles soft beneath thinning skin. My eyes are too wide, stunned, impossible, the orbit around them slack, innocent. I can’t recognize myself. It’s like staring at a doctored photo, some grinning mannequin done up to look approachable — harmless. The kind of face that would never bark down a meeting, would never sneer or roll its eyes. My chest goes rigid. Is that… me? No — the sight flickers, and my regular reflection returns, uneasy, a trace of that blank smile still tucked under the surface. But the image is a brand. It’s burned in. This is happening. The curse — no, I won’t even dignify it, but I know, I know — something is rewriting me. Cell by cell, right under my skin. My pulse punches at my throat, frantic, disgusted with the softness, the yielding fat where muscle used to clench.

I spend the afternoon immobilized, the terror inside me loose but directionless, everything overwhelming. No emails answered, no calls made. I just sit — occasionally twitching, rarely blinking. My resistance smolders out and dies. The struggle isn’t worth it; the effort only amplifies how little control I have. Each angry thought that gingerly struggles up is smacked down by a wave of pleasant, shallow quiet. It’s like fighting underwater, under thick syrup — unwieldy and hopeless. The harder I try, the more completely I’m smothered back down.

Evening chips away at the last of me until only fatigue remains. This isn’t the tiredness of a late night at work or a body sore from the gym. This is hollowed out. Exhaustion so total I make no effort to disguise it — bones leaden, will dulled down to nothing. The battered soldier metaphor feels almost offensive in its simplicity — there’s no heroism here, only collapse. I shove away from the desk. My feet barely clear the carpet before I flop onto the couch. The laptop stays behind, black mirror alive with lurking potential. I can’t risk looking again.

The living room is mostly shadow, pale light pooled at the far end from a single lamp. Talia emerges from her den, hands wiped along the ruined hem of a paint rag. She’s glowing in a way I can’t explain: tired, yes, dark crescents under her lashes, but with an energy simmering under her skin. She pauses, seeing me sprawled out, and her face is a tableau I can’t decipher — worried, curious, perhaps hungry for something she doesn’t have words for. I brace for her to probe, to drag my fraying composure another round, demand to know why I’m like this. All my muscles prepare to resist — to clamp my jaw tight, lock the smile out.

But she slides onto the couch beside me, quiet, measured. Her thigh doesn’t touch mine, but the gap is small. There’s a hush, broken only by the rise and fall of city traffic outside the window. My shallow breathing seems loud.

Her hand finds my forearm.

The impact is immediate. Not some poetic metaphor — this is full-bore overload. My skin, already sensitized to torment, lights up under her palm. Her fingers press into my flesh, and it’s all raw nerve. Hot, sharp, blinding, impossible to parse if it’s pleasure or some new species of pain. Every molecule in my arm registers her. My jaw wants to drop; my lungs are caught halfway between gasp and sob. I shiver, hard.

I turn toward her, movement heavy, each joint wrapping me in static. Her features have gone soft in the lamp’s glow — gentled edges and that searching, hungry look, as if hoping for revelation. Our eyes lock, and whatever fragile hold I had shreds.

The smile blooms again — wide, impossibly placid, stretching my cheeks to their new shape. But this time, it doesn’t land like a slap. There’s no resistance. The motion is smooth, easy, unforced. The smile fits me. It roots somewhere deeper than muscle, slots into the soft new emptiness growing behind my eyes. For one clear moment, I and this expression are the same. I let it happen.

A hush of stillness — relief, maybe, or the shock of freefall. There’s peace here, in giving in. The fight’s over. I surrendered. And in losing, weirdly, I win nothing — except a blank, complete experience of calm. Weariness drags at me. Eyelids shutter down; my head lists sideways until my cheek finds the edge of the cushion, not far from her leg. I breathe in the faint, tinny trace of her paint, her skin, the home we share.

I see her still watching, fingers balanced on my arm, attention fixed like an artist discovering a subject worth sketching again and again. There’s awe there — maybe hunger, maybe wonder — her eyes greedy for what I’m becoming. I know I should feel fear — a spike of horror, or the last flicker of shame. But I don’t. Only fatigue, immense and suffocating, wraps itself around me, lulling with each exhale.

The doll’s smile holds. I’m gone before the end — falling, weightless, into a sleep scraped clean of dreams, blank and smooth and waiting.
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Iwake on the couch with a sour film on my tongue and a knot burning at the base of my neck, the throw pillow shoved against my cheek. The living room glows in morning haze, sunlight spilling through the window in jagged stripes. Bits of dust twist and float — sharply defined, too real — until my body pulls me from the trance. My head feels stuffed with cotton, not from drinking, but from something deeper, scraping at thought’s edges. Wrongness threads through me, an uncanny sense my skin is a costume I’ve been shoved into, seams straining, nothing aligned.

I brace my palms against the couch’s polyester armrest, expecting resistance. Instead, I push up and nearly overshoot, limbs moving as if gravity’s been dialed down. My arms float, balance unfamiliar, muscle memory erased. My legs — off, knees grazing each other as I lower myself. The hardwood chills my smaller, narrower feet, and walking lists me sideways. I plant a hand on the wall to stay upright. Each step feels foreign, an awkward rehearsal in a borrowed body.

The bedroom door hangs open, invitation and threat. I drift toward it, not walking so much as being drawn, the urge to see myself in the mirror pulsing behind my eyes. I enter, catch my reflection in the full-length mirror. I stop. Breathing stutters. The sight roots me.

I stare. I do not blink.

The person in the glass isn’t me — not in any sense my mind accepts. My features are wrong. My jaw has lost its blunt, masculine edge, now soft and symmetrical, tapering to a heart-shaped point. Where broad, practical shoulders should be, delicate curves emerge, sloping where bulk once was. No chest hair. My skin, unblemished and milk-pale, catches sunlight, turning airbrushed perfection. My waist is impossibly narrow. My hips flare. I touch my side. Not a girlish curve — a doll’s, manufactured and smooth.

I raise a trembling hand. My reflection copies the movement, fingers thin and graceful, knuckles barely visible, nails short but perfect. My palm settles on my cheek. The skin — cool silk, no roughness left. My eyes loom impossibly large, brown irises rimmed with lashes I never had. My mouth, a meticulously sculpted bow, parts as if waiting for instruction.

Panic breaks loose in my chest. The t-shirt wrenches wide at the neck, exposing my chest. No cheap makeup or latex under the cotton. Just bare, shining skin, flawless, plastic-smooth. My hands skim down, over the slope of my waist, the swell of my hips. No hair, no stubble. Nothing but unfamiliar curves. I’m awake, not dreaming, not drugged. This is my body. The curse — the varnish — did this. I stand here, alive, and none of this belongs to me.

Her voice cuts through every scrambled thought, sharp and bright in the haze. “Ryan?”

I snap around, pulse trapped in my throat.

Talia fills the doorway. She’s clutching a chipped mug, coffee steaming, her hair falling messily around her eyes in a dark tangle. She’s wearing my old Jawbreaker t-shirt, the design stretched over her knees, and she looks rumpled in a way that makes something twist with longing and contempt. Her eyelids drag halfway closed, and the moment when the reality of me — my new body — slams into focus freezes her. The mug slips. My eyes track it as it falls, ceramic shattering, coffee spattering her bare feet and racing in brown rivulets across the floor.

For a stretched, breathless instant, nothing moves except the thin trickle of coffee soaking into the wood and my lungs heaving for air. The bitter scent punches through the stunned quiet, sharp as a slap. Talia’s gaze drags over every changed detail — my alien face, the slim line of my waist, the exposed, fragile feet flexing on the floor. Her shock wraps around me, stifling as cellophane.

Then her face changes, piece by piece, every gentleness replaced by something brilliant and cruel. The smile that grows across her lips is not the soft, embarrassed thing I know — it is bright and dangerous, a hunter’s grin. Her eyes sharpen, dark irises glittering with awe that snags on lust.

Her words flutter out on an exhale half devotion, half hunger. “Oh, my god.” My skin crawls. “It worked.”

She advances, bare feet crushing glazed pottery, eyes on me and me alone. The soft, hesitant girl I’ve known has vanished underneath this — this new person, moving with a confidence all blade. She scans me not as her boyfriend but as an art piece she’s claimed. Something she owns.

“You’re perfect,” she breathes, her voice pitched low as she stops just out of reach.

“What did you do to me?” I mean to bellow, to shatter the room with accusation. The question rattles out in a feeble, sing-song cadence, as pretty and hollow as a music box. “Talia, what the fuck did you do?” Even my cursing sounds miniature and harmless.

Terror closes in, flooding my mouth with acid. I need to move, to escape, to run before she — before everything changes for good. I lurch toward the door, legs wobbling, feet unsteady — light, insubstantial, clumsy. My muscles refuse, jittery and clumsy, and I barely cross the room before she’s at my side, her hand locking around my upper arm.

Her grip is iron. Every ridge of her knuckles presses into my new skin, claiming me with a flourish. The contact zaps through me — static, sharp and bright, echoing down to the soles of my feet. My skin erupts in sensation, all high voltage and exposed wire, my nerves a live circuit under her palm. I jerk, instinct screaming to pull free, but I can’t. My whole body recoils and folds inward, helpless, fear scraping at my bones and something uglier — an alien jolt of… want — forcing my breath out in a ragged gasp.

“No.” Her voice is absolute, clothed in velvet and steel. She gives my arm a little shake. “You’re not going anywhere.”

She marches me to the bed — I don’t resist, legs folding under me — and sits me on the edge, the mattress sinking beneath my impossible weight. I shake, quivering, my body hot and cold, pinned by her attention. She doesn’t release my arm. Instead, her thumb pad slides along my inner elbow, slow, deliberate ownership. Tears prick behind my eyelids, fierce and close. My mind hurls insults, wild threats, but my flesh caves, shuddering under her touch, electrified by the fact she can do this to me and I cannot stop her.

She lets go — no affection — and turns to the small, cluttered vanity that doubles as her altar and workstation. She flips open the black makeup kit. The latch snaps, surgical and final. She lays out rows of tools with a painter’s hand: brushes, clattering compacts, the glint of silver tweezers, shadows and creams that reek of perfume and something chalky. For a second, I exist as she sees me — a fresh canvas, something to refashion in her image.

When she pivots to face me, brush poised, I edge backward, eyes wild. “No. Don’t touch me.” I aim for a snarl, but all that escapes is high and splintered, brittle as glass.

She grabs my chin, fingers clamped on either side of my jaw, and tilts my face up to catch every drop of sunlight. I twist, but she holds fast, her grip inarguable. “Don’t move, doll.” There’s a texture to the word, a possessive pleasure, more concept than nickname. For half a second, I try to tune her out — but her words burrow deep, tangling themselves through every nerve and muscle until escape is impossible. My body cancels itself out. My will evaporates. I sit, petrified, muscles locked in place, not because I want to but because she commanded it. Fury breaks against impotence; humiliation closes its hands around my ribs. Something else, ruinously tangled with the shame — shadow-dark, refusing to be banished — fizzes in my stomach.

She begins the ritual of painting me. The brush is cold as she spreads foundation across my cheeks, all business. Each stroke lands precise, patient. I am not her boyfriend — I’m an object, a doll to be adjusted and painted. She picks up a hand mirror and angles it toward my face, so I cannot look away.

“Watch,” she commands. I do, a captive audience to my own destruction.

My face, already a stranger’s canvas, shifts in micro-movements beneath the brush: the jawline carved sharp by contour, cheekbones pulled high, a bloom of pink so vivid it feels like a fever breaking across my skin. The process is surgical, merciless — she isn’t applying makeup; she is meticulously erasing Ryan. I want to squeeze my eyes shut, to block out the sight of this painted imitation, but I can’t; the command still locks my lids open. Humiliation eats through my flesh, a tightening vise in my lungs that chokes off the air I try to pull in. I am staked out, splayed wide for her cold examination. Beneath the pressure of her hands, a different sensation stirs — raw, illicit heat that spirals low, a hungry, undeniable edge of arousal. Denial cracks under it. Each dusting of powder, every light press of her fingertip, sends a shock racing up my spine, a shiver that has nothing to do with cold. Her breath hangs close enough to taste, warm and sweet with vanilla, carrying the dry, familiar scent of the paper she uses for her projects — Talia, the woman I knew, folding around me and smothering the last flicker of dignity I possessed.

She moves to my eyes. The tickle of shadow catches at my lashes, the pointed slide of eyeliner, the repeated drag of mascara coaxing them to impossible lengths. Each time she pulls away, my eyes stare back, huge and startled, framed by drama that doesn’t belong near my face. Doll eyes. Not mine. With every layer, Ryan recedes, replaced by a painted toy.

A terrible part of me reacts.

That rogue heat in my gut balls tighter. The tension between my legs is undeniable — drawn up sharp and aching, friction blooming into pain under cotton. My pajama pants are stifling; the softest brush of fabric becomes a deliberate tease. Desperate, every part of me betrays itself with a swelling cock I can’t hide. I shift, knees coming together, thighs pressed tight to mask the evidence. It only makes things worse — the outline of my hardness clearer, the strain pulsing through the fabric with every unsteady breath. The urge for touch climbs higher, frantic, irrational. There is no pretending — my body reacts shamelessly, my mind left gaping and helpless.

Talia’s gaze drops, calculating and slow. Mascara brush in midair, her lips twist in a smile both cruel and delighted — an artist’s pride mixed with a conqueror’s pleasure. She sees right through me, sees exactly how exposed I am. Her knowing makes me want to vanish.

“Look at that.” The purr in her voice curls around me, making my cock throb visibly against the stretched cotton. “Even your silly little thing wants to play.”

I flinch at her tone, the syrupy sound pooling in my gut, turning my insides raw. Humiliation is instant, searing — a burn that starts at my ears, crawls down my neck, flushes every inch of my skin. My face blazes red. She doesn’t just see it; she lingers in it, savoring. My humiliation, my exposed arousal — both reflected back at me in the keen gleam of her eyes. That knowledge twists the shame into something darker, slicing straight down to my cock. Her voice — silly little thing — is supposed to make me angry, and I’m furious, but my body betrays me, the pulse of heat intensifying with each syllable. My erection strains against the thin cotton, pressed so tight it throbs, aching for impossible relief, the head trapped against the waistband and leaking, a slick, visible stain spreading where I ooze for her. There is no dignity, only the humiliating evidence of my own need.

She pins me with a glance, exhaling a theatrical sigh as amusement flickers around her lips. “We can’t have that ruining the line of your dress, can we?” She says it as if discussing laundry, not stripping the last threads of my identity. That light, steady cadence leaves me exposed in a way no insult could. She sets the mascara aside and selects a lipstick, her movements short and decisive. “Pout for me.”

Nothing happens. I try to hold my mouth in a stubborn line, clinging to that tiny rebellion, but she doesn’t miss a beat.

She nudges my bottom lip with the cold tube, a tap dismissive as a child pushing a toy. “Pout, doll.”

My lips betray me, peeling apart and pursing forward in an exaggerated, perfect pout. Forced into the most useless, girlish spectacle — my body falls into the shape of her command, muscles surrendering. The lipstick glides across my lips, thick, waxy, and almost bitter. This shade — a deep, lacquered red, impossibly lush — turns me ridiculous, a final damning detail added to her project. Sugary pigment streaks my mouth as she paints over me. The sensation is intimate and public at once, a dirty secret happening in the open. Shame is suffocating — and still, every alien stroke ratchets up the pulse between my legs, until want and mortification have grafted together. My sense of self unravels.

The crisp snap of the lipstick cap jolts me. Talia pivots, her eyes scanning the closet like she’s rifling through ribbons for the next stage of a project, not deciding the fate of what’s left of me. My pulse hammers against my wrists, each beat screaming for escape, palms slick. Dread rushes up, swelling behind my ribs, crowding my thoughts. I can’t stop picturing her pulling out anything — pants, a T-shirt, even that hideous sweatshirt she hates — anything except the nightmare she’s about to choose. I cling to that fantasy, bargaining with reality, desperate for proof this humiliation has some limit even as I know I’m lying.

She turns, and my fantasy disintegrates. She holds up a wig — ringlets of platinum blonde, glossy and coiled, a cartoon parody flashed into life. The overhead light makes every curl gleam, ridiculous and perfect. I can’t swallow; my mouth is dry, my pulse a messy staccato in my ears. She’s behind me, fingers nimble as she tucks my hair under a mesh cap, every gesture practiced and disturbingly efficient. There’s no patience, no tenderness — just the firm touch of a collector fitting a doll for display. When she lowers the wig onto my head, I shudder.

The sensation jars me — synthetic curls spilling down to brush my collarbone, sliding over the new, too-smooth slope of my cheekbones, alien and soft and undeniably pretty. Each lock traces my bare neck, the weight unnatural, almost heavy. The mirror doesn’t show Ryan — not even a feminized version. It shows a girl: a delicate, glossy-lipped stranger staring out at me. Wide, glassy eyes, the mouth swollen with fake innocence, hair gleaming in blinding loops. Hollowed out, stuffed with her choices, pressed against the glass of someone else’s fantasy. The ache in my cock only grows, sick and insistent — my body straining, pressed so tight against the fabric that every heartbeat sends a fresh spasm of need through me.

It’s a drowning shame — waiting for my body to rebel, for the spell to snap, for Talia to falter. Instead, her hand rests on my shoulder, pinning me upright, and the compulsion throbs through every nerve. No option of looking away.

“Perfect,” she murmurs, her voice rough with possession and aching satisfaction. Pride and hunger fill the word. She doesn’t hesitate. She’s in the closet again, pulling out the next horror.

A dress. Not a random dress — a pink-and-white abomination, ruffled and lacy, dripping with satin ribbons, designed to amplify every new humiliation. Frilled bodice, puffed sleeves, skirt layered with starched petticoats; its silence dares me to flinch. Just looking is enough — my cock perks, mortified and needy, as if it wants to out itself to her again.

Her command is gentle. “Stand up.”

Resistance crumbles from the inside out. I force myself upright, legs wobbly, the weight and shape of my new frame making every movement alien. My cock juts glossy and swollen under the straining cotton, stark evidence of masculine shame and the perverse need crawling through me. Undersized, fragile, a parody of vulnerability and want, my balance shot by a center of gravity I don’t recognize.

Talia closes the space between us, eyes narrowed with purpose. Her fingers slide into my waistband, cold against my overheated skin. Instinct makes me grab her wrist.

She swats my hand away — sharp enough to sting with clear intent. “Don’t.” Her voice is stripped of compromise. “Dolls don’t have shame.” The words reroute my panic, tamping it down with the force of a rule I can’t obey.

She drags my pajama pants and boxers to my ankles, exposing me in a single, unbroken motion. My cock bobs out, thick and fully erect, leaking for her. Air hits the slick head, and fire shoots up my spine. Every inch of me is exposed, raw. The ache is more than physical — it’s humiliation made visible, a need I can’t control. She peels my t-shirt over my head, knocking the wig off, but she pauses, hands cool and possessive as her fingers graze my chest, making my nipples peak — the brush of her knuckles lighting up over-wired nerves. By the time she settles the wig back on and her knuckles slide away, my cock throbs, an unignorable, aching demand.

Naked. Nothing between us — no fabric, no dignity, no way to hide the goosebumps rising along my stripped, hairless arms, thighs, the shivering plain of my chest. My cock stands out, impossible to ignore, a thick, leaking promise of my betrayal — swollen, shiny, the head flushed angry-pink in the harsh morning light. My skin crawls; behind my eyes, panic hisses, metallic and sharp, the taste scraping over my tongue as my jaw locks. I want to fold up, vanish behind my own hands, but shame roots me here — wired, humiliated, pinned by the cool force of her stare. She takes in every humiliating inch, letting her gaze hold me captive from my burning cheeks down to my bare, useless cock. She inventories me as if building a private collection, each pass of her eyes weighing this new flesh: the curve of my too-soft arms, the subtle bow of my hips, every altered piece she’s claimed and remade.

She circles me, the air currents swirling from her movement tangible as a hand. Her gaze is scorching — an inventory of her power, documenting every proof of my new reality, especially the way my ass now rounds into pillowy, unfamiliar softness. She pauses in front of me, takes in my cock on full, useless display, and lets a twisted half-smile curl across her lips. The silence goes pointed, loaded with her claim. I stand, useless, as another fat drop of cum rolls down my shaft for her.

Her voice is pitched intimately low, mocking my cock as if it were just another out-of-place accessory. “We’ll deal with you later.” My face burns hotter.

She lifts the dress. With a flick of her wrist, she fits it over my head; the world compresses into a tunnel of ruffled fabric, scratchy lace dragging across my face and bare skin, the scent of detergent and her perfume mixing and flooding my senses. The bodice slips down my chest, silky lining catching every new curve; the skirt rustles around my thighs, its volume ridiculous, exaggerated. She threads my arms through the puffed sleeves, her touch steady, fingers glancing over new, shaved skin, sparking another pulse of unwanted arousal. She turns me, hands sure, then works the tiny pearl buttons up my spine, her knuckles pushing into bone, firm and detached as a craftsman assembling a toy.

The dress settles in place — mid-thigh, pink and outrageous, the bodice pinching a shape that isn’t mine. Layers of petticoats spring the skirt outward, accentuating impossible hips, the whole contraption twitching with every movement, lace whispering an accusation. I’m lost somewhere between panic and sick elation, my mind tying itself in knots, my cock beating out an obscene rhythm against soft, frilled cotton. This isn’t just cross-dressing. It’s annihilation. Talia drinks me in, eyes gleaming, her awe so naked it hurts.

Her hands clamp onto my shoulders, firm and possessive, steering me without resistance back toward the mirrored closet door.

“Look,” she commands.

Eyes lock on the glass.

What looks back — it isn’t me. It can’t be. There’s a life-sized doll in the glass, built out of humiliation, terror, and Talia’s obsessive love of detail. A girl-face: lips swollen and garish, cheeks blooming pink, eyes gigantic and rimmed in fake innocence.. My jaw unhinges into an open-mouthed gasp, curls tumbling fake-gold around my face, the dress poised and perfect and monstrous. Pretty. Terrified. The illusion is seamless, obscene: I am a doll, all the way to my bones.

Talia’s dark shadow looms behind, reflected as a victorious, graven image, her fingers digging in just enough to remind me who holds the strings. She leans in; her lips brush my ear, breath impossibly close and hot, sending a prickling shiver down my neck.

Her voice is thick with pride and want. “There you are. My pretty, pretty doll.”

No looking away — not from the glass, not from her, not from that trembling, alien girl. For a moment the inside of me splits. The horror, the disgrace, the wretched pulse of obsession — and under all of it, a throbbing, unnatural pleasure that has me hard and leaking in this pink prison. My vision goes blurry. A single tear — hot, unmistakable — traces down my overly rouged cheek, cutting a perfect line through the powder. I’m wrecked. Shackled. But I am hers.
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Her nails press into my arm, a grip tight enough to leave bruises. “Come on, doll.” She tips my face up with two fingers, proprietary; the rest of me follows like something she’s lifting by a built-in handle. That word again. Her voice curls around me, velvet turning to a leash, the note of command nearly lost in its sweetness. The room shrinks as she tugs me upright. My body obeys with the resistance of a marionette, silk dragging over my skin, each step drawing attention to the alien dress — how foreign I feel inside it. My feet slip in the stiff patent shoes as she maneuvers me to the center of the mattress. My body sinks into the expensive comforter. A stage. She positions me under spotlights, ready for the next act.

She sets me down as deliberately as someone arranging a delicate figurine. Her palms skim the puffed skirt across my thighs, smoothing the layers where they twist. Her touch isn’t gentle; it’s the kind used on property. “There. So pretty.” She gives the bow at my waist a brisk, possessive tug that says mine without the word. Her eyes scan me, from the fluttering bow in my hair to the glossy, oversize shoes she buckled onto my feet. Pride shines in her expression. She drinks me in the way she admired a finished painting, lips parting, gaze soft but bright with satisfaction that churns in my stomach like battery acid. “You look perfect in that dress, Ryan — but you’re not finished,” she says, her gaze hooking mine to pin the words in place.

Her voice slices through me. ‘Finished’ echoes, not as a compliment, but a verdict. My mind flips through images like a rolodex of terrors. I want to believe this is the end, the punchline of a sick joke, but a certainty settles deep inside: I am nowhere near done. I am being assembled.

Talia stands and crosses the room, the sway of her hips steady and unhurried. Her footsteps are silent, but the change in her carriage is impossible to ignore. This is not the woman who flinched from my lectures or apologized for taking up space. Power clings to her. The closet opens, releasing the scent of dust, dried lavender, spilled glue, and whatever she hides in mason jars on the top shelf — her studio leaking into our bedroom. I can’t look away. Everything else shrinks, fuzzes out. She’s all there is, her hands shifting aside disorganized boxes, tubes of paint. Her fingers close on an ornate wooden box carved so dark it eats the light. I’ve never seen it in our apartment. My mouth dries. She carries it like a priest might bear a relic — careful, steady, intent.

She sets the box down beside my hip. The wood is scuffed, the metal catches tarnished and old — it must have belonged to someone powerful, maybe dangerous, before her. The room thickens around us, air holding still, pressing at my lungs slow and hard. My heart tears itself apart in my chest, wild, trapped and waiting for the next strike.

Her palm lingers on the lid. She taps the wood once with a nail, a small, claiming knock. “Every artist has their special tools,” she says, a casual confession. “The ones you only use for the finishing touches — when it counts most.”

I swallow, nearly choking. I want to yell, to break this spell with raw anger, but my throat locks. I can only sit here, rigid and folded, hands limp in my lap like broken marionette strings. My body has defaulted to compliant silence, carved from hopeless ache.

The latch snicks open. She lifts the lid; the velvet inside is royal blue, worn thin in the creases. The lining was meant for heirlooms — jewels, maybe, or weapons. But the things inside are worse than anything I imagined.

I fixate on each one, as if naming them could make them less real. Silver clamps shaped into cruel little lilies, their teeth sharp, a chain linking them with tiny, obscene bells. Next to them — a plug, glinting with a deep purple stone, the metal so polished my terrified face is a blear in its surface. Then: a ball gag, pink as bubble gum, strapped to new black leather, waiting for silence. Panic bursts across my tongue, metallic and sour.

The last item is the threat that steals all air from my lungs, letting me suffocate. The chastity cage in the center spot — a high-gloss, plastic shell in a pink so aggressively bright it could have come from a toy aisle. Designed to fit, close, and lock whatever dignity I still own. The miniature lock winks in the window light — a hard, mechanical contrast to the softness of everything else she’s dressed me in.

There’s nothing left of costume here. The dress, the makeup — I told myself they were performance, something to be washed away. But this is different. This is mechanical. This is reduction, containment, making me disappear inside submission so deep I won’t be recognizable.

A strangled whimper escapes, tumbling free between us. My body jerks away, desperate, but my brain misfires. My limbs won’t obey, the satin dress twisting around my knees, the comforter shifting into useless folds. I’m flailing, not running. A child’s tantrum in a grown man’s body.

Her voice carries across the room, cold and absolute as steel on ice. “I said, dolls don’t have shame.” She doesn’t raise her voice. She stands, chin tipped, as if the command alone tightens every invisible strap on me. Her eyes fix me in place, their darkness infinite, pinning me better than restraints. “And they certainly don’t talk back or run away.”

That tone is a leash around my chest, plucking the air from my lungs, short-circuiting every impulse to resist. I collapse back, panic murdered by her authority. It isn’t magic this time; it’s her. Dread washes over me — her power works better than the curse ever could.

She glances down, selects the gag with two fingers, holding up the round silicone ball, prim and mocking pink. “We’ll start with this.” She lets the strap swing once from her finger, a taunt disguised as a choice. Her tone is casual, as if choosing the right accessory for a precious model. “Toys should be seen and played with, not heard.”

My head thrashes side to side, gasping against the panic swelling in my nose, my eyes — begging her for mercy, the only way left. Please. Please, Talia. Not this. Not in front of you.

She ignores every desperate signal. She bends over me, one palm strong against the back of my head, her fingers worming under the bow tied in my hair. Her other hand brandishes the gag, close enough for the harsh, synthetic tang of rubber and powder to fill my nose. I shut my mouth, every muscle clenched. My last, pathetic act of free will.

She frowns, a barely-there motion, before her voice slices through my pitiful defense. “Open.” Her thumb finds the hinge of my jaw and nudges, the pressure light and merciless, promising what happens if I don’t.

My jaw slackens. Whether the curse commands it or I have already surrendered, I’m past knowing. She pushes the sphere into my mouth. It spreads my lips, fills every gap, presses my tongue flat. Violation suffocates me, silencing me to the root. I gag, a sharp spasm in my throat. She doesn’t move, just waits, circling her thumb along my jaw until I adapt. The smell and taste are chemical: unyielding, impossible to mistake for natural. I will drool.

She tightens the leather strap behind my head, her movements brisk, practiced, unchanged by my distress. The buckle bites, pressing the gag deeper. All I can manage are helpless, guttural huffs that barely pass the plug between my teeth. I am erased into silence, my thoughts ricocheting, frantic and spilling over.

She leans back, eyes narrow with a craftsman’s pleasure. “Much better,” she murmurs. Her knuckle glides down my jaw, turning my humiliation visceral — a cold tremor cracking through my composure. “Now, where were we?” she asks, all business.

Her attention flicks to the box — businesslike, assured. She takes up the clamps, chain swinging, bells silent for now. “A pretty plaything needs to be sensitive,” she says, her voice instructional as she lifts the chain so the bells threaten to brush my skin, stripping me of any last scraps of personhood. “She needs to feel everything.”

She unfastens the dress buttons, exposing my bare chest to the sunlit room. The chill prickles my skin. My nipples harden instantly — an automatic, traitorous reaction that makes me wish I could fade from my own body. Her gaze doesn’t miss it; she smiles, wicked and cruel, unhurried.

“Perfect,” she says. She holds the clamp near my nipple, the cool metal brushing, making my hips twitch toward her hand against all reason. Air whistles harshly through my nose.

She strokes the serrated edge in a tight circle, feathers it over the trembling point. Then the pressure closes, sharp teeth pinching. Pain shreds up my chest, clean and bright, but then the sensation fractures — pain colliding with something deeper, pulsing wrong and hot. My spine yanks me upright on the bed, a garbled sob caught and silenced by the gag. My hips jolt; the bell chimes, shrill and high.

That sound announces my defeat louder than anything.

“Oh, you liked that, didn’t you, doll?” Her nail flicks the bell, a bright, humiliating jingle. She doesn’t need my answer. She reads it from every muscle flash, every bead of sweat at my hairline. She lifts the second clamp. I want to beg. I want to disappear.

She keeps my chest bared and teased, drawing out every moment before the second clamp bites down. The burn of anticipation nearly eclipses the flash of agony when it comes, but then everything fuses: pain burning under pleasure, arousal writhing through both. The lightest movement pulls the chain tight, makes the bells sing. My upper body throbs with sensation I can’t order or repress. I am on display for her; she has mapped my reactions better than I ever could.

She lets me thrash in her creation, lets me absorb the chaos and drown in it. There’s nowhere to hide — every inch aches, every movement pings with humiliation and want. My cock, rigid and slick beneath too-thin silk, is a silent confession of everything I can’t control.

Her gaze settles on the tented front of the dress, eyes knowing, mouth curving. “Don’t worry,” she says. Her voice drops, velvet made of steel. “We’ll take care of that soon enough.”

She selects the plug, her fingers dusted in clear lube she had ready. The amethyst glimmer at the base catches my eye, beautiful and mean. She coats it with practiced, unapologetic efficiency, the gel shining as she turns it in her palm. “A good toy has perfect posture,” she says, still instructive, but with an edge, as if speaking to someone who failed her standard. “She needs to be filled. Occupied.”

She sets the plug within reach, hands me a silent command with her posture. “On your side, doll,” she says, a tap to my hip directing me like a prop.

I roll, muscle memory hijacked by her authority. My back is exposed, cool air licking my skin where the dress rides up. The clamps tug and bells tinkle as I move, each jolt embedding the truth deeper: I’m obedient, reshaped by her design.

She shifts behind me, her body heat a hot line across my legs. The scent of her — vanilla and the metallic bite of paint — makes my skin prickle. Her palm clamps my hip, her grip concrete. Fingers dig into the thick part of my ass, spreading me in one motion. Her movements are efficient, impersonal. I am an object, a vessel. My arousal curdles into a humiliation so fierce it paints my chest with nausea.

The plug’s cold tip prods my asshole. My frame tightens, trying to shut her out, to preserve something untouched. But that part of me doesn’t matter.

“Relax,” she murmurs. Her breath is warm in my ear, her thumb making slow, cruel circles as she works the lube inside me. The sensation is so unnatural, so foreign, I gasp — a filtered moan she ignores except to smile. She holds me steady; escape is no longer an option.

She pushes the plug in. It’s unhurried, unrelenting — each new inch a lesson in how deeply I can be filled. The stretch hurts, the fullness borders on panic, but she doesn’t relent. My hips twitch, her grip locking me down. She keeps going until the jeweled base presses flush. That final immobility — the shock of being kept open and filled — erases any theory I had about pain and pleasure being separate. They’re the same now, two hands clapping inside me.

My body throbs around the plug, a sick, devastating ache. Then, in one lurching spark, pleasure flickers through the root of my cock from the plug’s pressure. I twitch, not in protest, but longing, and I want nothing more than to hide, to disappear, to not feel this traitorous gratitude for her touch.

The clamps, the gag, the plug — I am a collection of humiliations, a wretched chalice for sensation. Tears I tried to strangle now streak down my face. They’re not noble or angry, just the discard of everything stubborn I held onto.

She hums behind me, wickedly satisfied. “Good girl.” The phrase brands me. She pats my hip, sealing my fate, before shifting away.

For a few seconds, I lie there vibrating, nerves fried, my head packed with noise — pain, humiliation, shame, uncorked pleasure, all tangled without hierarchy. I can’t filter any of it out. I am stripped raw, sculpted by her hands.

Through my panting, muffled by the gag, comes the sound of her lifting the last thing from the velvet. I go cold — the final weapon.

“Now for the main problem,” she says, her tone low, savoring. She rounds the bed, forcing me to look, to acknowledge the pink plastic cage, her grip loose and unbothered. She lets it sway once between us, a pendulum counting down. She waits until our eyes lock. “Roll over.”

Obedience is automatic. I turn onto my back, bells jingling, the clamps pulling at my stretched nipples. The skirt is a mess around my waist. My cock, barely contained by the thong, is rigid, blatant — my defeat on display. It’s impossible to pretend this is anything but surrender.

She shakes her head, her voice dripping with mock disappointment. “Look at you. This spoils the effect.” Her eyes flick, calculating. “Little toys aren’t permitted erections, Ryan. That’s for men. You’re a toy now,” she says, her eyes on the crime of my body.

She kneels close, the chill in her eyes cooling any thought of escape. Silk rips. She tears my panties away in a fluid motion, the sound a revelation: a new, unfixable tear in the fabric of who I was. The ruined cloth falls to the bed, exposing me.

She appraises my cock clinically, brow furrowed, as she might study a pattern she intends to fix. Her palm is cold, impersonal, when it closes around me. My cock pulses in her grip, shame and want spiraling so tightly I can’t distinguish one from the other.

She lifts the cage, pushes the plastic tube over my cock with efficient force. It’s snug, unforgiving, her fingers working my balls through the base ring quickly, purposefully. No gentleness — only the focused intent of someone clipping parts for a perfect composition.

My body revolts, tensing, aching for an escape that never comes. Logic screams at me to fight, but my mind is a haze, my limbs useless. She locks away the last piece of my self-possession, silent and final as closing a coffin lid.

She slips the tiny lock home and presses it in. The click is so quiet, but for me, it ruptures the past. No lock has ever sounded so permanent. It is the end of everything I kept for myself.

Click.

The cage drags at me, not heavy with mass but with meaning — a new gravity centered at my groin. Every pulse, every useless attempt at hardness, is contained, encased, proof that all that’s left belongs to her. I am hers — for use, for display, for play.

She doesn’t let me retreat. Instead, she reaches into the box — for a pair of pink satin restraints, gleaming in the morning light, their color sickeningly bright against the dark velvet and my stripped-down humiliation. Her fingers wrap tight around my wrist, guiding it above my head. Satin, cool and slippery against my skin, circles my wrist. She buckles it snug, then does the same to the other, her movements economical, unhurried. The double click of metal hardware is loud. My arms are pinned, powerless, wrists bound in helpless surrender. I am arranged, positioned, less a man, more her plaything to dress, to show off, to use.

It slams through me: I have been gagged, clamped, violated, locked tight. I am done. No — made. Ryan existed in excel formulas, in lectures, in the echo of his father’s pride. This thing, this creation sprawled out, wet-faced and accessorized, is what she makes of me now. I am her property. Her pretty plaything. Her perfect toy.

She sits back, kneeling, admiring her work as she might inspect a finished masterpiece. Light catches the plug’s jewel, the silver chain and bells, the high-gloss sheen of the cage. I am an art piece, a living display, nothing of myself left but what she’s arranged. Finished.

Her palm drifts down my cheek, cooling the fever of shame on my skin. Her gaze is dark, unreadable, flooding me with the certainty she could break me with a word.

“Perfect,” she says. Her verdict is soft, final. “Perfect. Now you’re ready to play.” Her thumb sweeps the corner of my wet mouth like she’s tidying a canvas.

She bends over, the curtain of her hair falling around us, shutting out everything but us. Her scent is a private halo of paint and vanilla, skin and sweat that I will never wash off. Her breath skims my ear — hot, confident, intimate.

“First,” she whispers, her voice spun from silk and wire, “I’m going to teach you how a good doll serves. You’ll worship with your eyes when you can’t use your hands. You’ll beg without words. I’m going to tease every new, aching place in your body until you forget you had another name. I’ll use my beautiful doll again and again, until you’re broken in — so used to being played with you won’t remember what freedom felt like.”
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Talia’s fingers lock around my wrist, a grip not punishing, just final. She guides me backward toward the bed. I move without resistance, my body a puppet on her strings. My legs are liquid, each step a controlled fall as the heels click a sharp rhythm against the hardwood floor. The plug shifts inside me with every motion, an internal throb announcing her ownership again and again.

My back hits the mattress. The soft surface makes me gasp — the impact drives the plug deeper, and my caged cock aches uselessly against plastic. Talia presses my shoulders down. I sink into the bedding, the lace and satin of my dress a silken puddle at my waist.

“Legs up.” Her palm slides beneath my knee and lifts; the other hand nudges my ankle into place, arranging me like a display.

I obey. My thighs part without hesitation, knees bending as I plant my heels on the mattress. The position is a grotesque work of art — utterly exposed, the cage a centerpiece between my spread legs, the base of the plug a dark jewel visible beneath the taut fabric of the panties. Cool air licks the sweat-slick skin of my inner thighs, and I shudder.

Talia stands at the foot of the bed, looking down at me with unnerving stillness, the way a cat watches a cornered mouse. Her gaze is a physical touch, moving with agonizing slowness from my face — flushed, tear-streaked, the ball gag still forcing my jaw wide — down the length of my body. It pauses on the clamped nipples pressing against the bodice, on the cage straining beneath sheer pink fabric, on my quaking thighs.

“Perfect.” The word leaves her on a satisfied breath, her mouth curving as if she’s tasting the view.

She turns to her nightstand, pulling open the drawer. Plastic and metal shifting makes my pulse jump. What instruments has she prepared? What further degradations has she planned?

She turns back, holding something large and white. A wand vibrator. The kind with a round, unforgiving head and a long handle. My breath locks around the gag.

She plugs it into the wall, the cord a black snake across the floor. Her thumb finds the power button. The device awakens with a low, deep thrum — a vibration that saturates the air with a thick, humming promise. The sound alone makes my cock twitch in its cage, a pathetic spasm that sends a fresh spike of pain through my over-sensitized nerves.

Talia doesn’t touch me with it. Not yet. She holds it near my thigh, close enough that thrumming displacement of air brushes my skin, the absolute promise of contact. The vibrations crawl over my skin without making contact.

“Good dolls earn their pleasure.” She lets the wand hover a breath from my skin, her voice a low purr that makes my balls clench. “And the only way you’re going to cum is if you admit how much you want this.” She drifts the rounded head from inner thigh to the mouth of the cage, the hum upping to a growl. “How much you love being my pretty, useless toy.”

I squirm against the bedding, hips lifting involuntarily toward the sound. The ball gag reduces my protest to a muffled whine, a sound of pure, pleading need. She can’t mean that. She can’t expect me to say those words —

But the stark certainty on her face tells me she does.

The wand hovers just above my caged cock. Vibrations radiate through the plastic, a phantom touch that makes me want to scream. My thighs shake. The clamps bite into my nipples with every frantic breath, sharp pinpricks of pain against the maddening almost-contact of the vibrator.

“Mmmphhh!” I wrench at the gag, trying to shape words; they collapse into a wet, garbled noise, slick with drool.

Talia smiles, a slow, knowing curve of her lips. “Not yet, doll.” She angles the wand so the unforgiving head looms as a promise. “First, you’re going to learn exactly what you are.”

She moves the wand lower, pressing the vibrating head against my perineum. The contact is a shock that bypasses my skin, jolting the nerves deep inside. My entire body leaps against the mattress. The plug amplifies everything — every pulse rockets directly to my prostate, a deep, resonant pressure that fractures the world into points of white light.

My hips buck. The pleasure is immediate, a brutal wave that swamps every defense I have left. This is direct, unrelenting stimulation. The wand presses harder, and Talia begins moving it in slow circles, grinding the base of the plug against nerves that feel raw and exposed.

A frantic energy coils at the base of my spine. My balls draw up tight against my body, the cage forcing my cock into an agonizing curve as it tries to swell. Vibrations thrum through flesh, muscle, and bone, each circle of the wand shoving me closer to an edge I couldn’t have imagined.

I’m close. Desperately close. The orgasm gathers like a storm front, my whole body tensing for the inevitable crash —

Talia pulls the wand away.

The sudden silence is agony. My hips chase the lost sensation, thrusting uselessly into empty air. A strangled, animal sob rips from my throat, muffled by the gag but unmistakably desperate. My cock throbs in the cage, denied and burning, the almost-climax receding like a cruel tide.

“Not yet.” She lets the wand hang slack at her side and watches my body fight the emptiness. “You haven’t earned it.”

Tears pour down my cheeks. The frustration is a physical clawing inside me, a gnawing hollowness that makes my skin feel too tight. Every nerve ending shrieks for release, for the return of that vibration, for anything that will let me finish what she started.

She watches me thrash for a long moment, her expression one of detached, clinical interest. A new toy she’s learning to operate.

Then she brings the wand to the chastity cage.

The plastic conducts the vibrations differently — more diffuse, a maddening echo. She runs the head of the wand along the length of the cage, over the smooth surface that imprisons me. The sensation is a ghost of what I need, pleasure filtered through a barrier that won’t touch me properly. My cock feels trapped in a cage of fire, straining against plastic that refuses to yield, every pulse a taunt of what I can’t have.

I thrash against the bedding, heels scrabbling for purchase on the sheets. My hands clench, pulling against the silk restraints now fastened to my wrists. The ties hold firm as I pull, spreading my arms wide and leaving me utterly helpless.

Talia increases the vibrator’s power. The hum deepens to a snarl, and the indirect pleasure becomes painful in its inadequacy. I need more. I need her to touch me properly, to let me feel something real.

She pulls the wand away again.

This time I scream, a raw, primal sound trapped behind the gag. All pride has burned away in the furnace of need. Fresh tears stream from my eyes, mixing with the drool that has soaked the rubber ball and my chin. I’m a wreck — makeup smeared, hair tangled, my body trembling with frustrated need so intense it feels like it will tear me apart — and I don’t care. All I care about is that wand and the orgasm she keeps dangling just out of reach.

Talia sets the vibrator on the bed beside me. It’s still on, its hum vibrating through the mattress, a cruel, constant tease that makes me whimper. She reaches for the buckle at the back of my head.

“Let’s hear what you have to say.” Her fingers work the leather strap free with unhurried precision.

The gag comes out with a wet pop. I gasp for air, my jaw aching from being forced open, drool spilling down my chin. My tongue feels swollen and useless. The first real breath makes my head swim.

“Please.” Air rasps through my raw throat. “Please, I need —”

“Use your words, doll,” Talia commands, her voice soft but unyielding. Her hand cups my caged cock, not stroking, just holding. The simple heat of her palm against the plastic is enough to make me sob. “Tell me what you want.”

“I need to cum.” My voice breaks on the admission. Tears follow, hot and shameful. “Please, please, I need to cum so badly, please —”

“Not good enough.” Her grip tightens just enough to make a point, and I whine. “Tell me what you are.”

The words are a physical blockage in my throat. This is the final barricade, the last fragment of Ryan Peters that refuses to break. If I say it, if I admit it out loud, there’s no taking it back. No pretending this was just the curse, just magic, just something that happened to me.

Talia’s other hand finds the base of the plug. She twists it, a sharp quarter-turn that sends a bolt of sensation through me and makes me cry out.

“Tell me,” she demands.

“I’m a doll!” The words explode from me, desperate and shattered. “I’m your doll! Please, please, I’ll be good, I’ll be whatever you want, just please let me cum!”

Stark, possessive triumph sharpens her gaze.

“Better.” The approval is cool and claiming, a verdict passed.

She picks up the wand, turning it back on. The vibrations flood the room, and my entire body goes rigid with anticipation. This time when she presses it to the cage, her free hand moves to my chest. Her fingers find the clamped nipples, pinching and rolling the sensitive nubs with focused cruelty that says she knows exactly what she’s doing.

The dual stimulation is blinding. Pleasure and pain crash together in a disorienting storm, the vibrations on my caged cock mixing with the sharp bites on my nipples until I can’t tell where one sensation ends and another begins. My back bows off the bed, hips grinding against the wand, chasing the friction she’s finally giving me.

The orgasm builds again, faster. My body recognizes the path, knows the destination, and hurtles toward it with single-minded desperation. Liquid fire spreads through my abdomen, tightening every muscle, making my toes curl in these ridiculous heels. So close. The sensation has a metallic taste in my mouth, a white-hot pressure that —

Talia yanks the wand away.

“No!” My head whips side to side, panic lancing through the void she leaves. “No, no, please, I was so close, please don’t stop, please —”

“Tell me you love it.” Her voice cuts through my frantic babbling, hard and uncompromising. She holds the wand just out of reach, its vibrations a torment. “Tell me you love being my pretty, useless sissy doll who can’t cum without my permission.”

This is the price. The final confession that will grind whatever is left of my pride, my masculinity, my identity into dust. If I say it, I’m admitting this isn’t just something happening to me — I’m choosing it. Embracing it.

Wanting it.

The cage digs into my aching cock. The plug fills me to bursting. The clamps bite into my nipples. My entire body is an instrument she is playing, all of it driving me toward a release only she can grant.

The last barricade crumbles into nothing.

“I love it!” The scream is torn from a part of my soul I didn’t know was there until this moment. “I love being your sissy doll! I love it, I love it, please, Mistress, let me cum!”

The word slips out, unbidden but undeniable. Mistress.

Her eyes flare with triumph so fierce it’s almost frightening.

“Good girl.” She bears down with the wand like a reward.

The wand presses directly against the head of the cage. She turns the power to its highest setting.

The world dissolves. There is no thought, no resistance, no Ryan left to protest. Only sensation — overwhelming, all-consuming, obliterating everything except the frantic need to finish. The pleasure gathers into a single, unstoppable crest, devastating and absolute, crashing through every nerve ending.

My hips piston against her hand, my back arching until only my shoulders and heels touch the mattress. The restraints bite into my wrists. The plug grinds against my prostate with every bucking motion, and the vibrations on my caged cock create a feedback loop that multiplies itself with every pulse, driving me toward oblivion.

“Please, please, please,” I scream, the words a raw, continuous prayer. “Mistress, please, I need it, I need to cum, please let me, please —”

“Cum for me, doll,” Talia commands. “Show me how good girls finish.”

Permission is the final key turning the lock. My body seizes, every muscle locking tight as the orgasm finally hits. It’s not like any climax I’ve ever had — this is a full-body convulsion that feels like being torn apart and put back together all at once. The pleasure is so intense it crosses into pain, a searing white nova that originates in my groin and radiates outward in devastating waves.

I cum hard inside the cage, hot liquid spilling through the vents in the plastic, soaking the panties and dripping onto my thighs. The physical release is almost secondary to the psychological one — something fundamental inside me breaks, shatters, and reforms into a new shape. The part of me that was Ryan, that fought and resisted and clung to pride, simply dissolves in the flood.

In its place is only bliss. Pure, mindless, perfect surrender.

Vision dissolves into static. Sound becomes a distant roar. Time stretches and compresses, each second of the orgasm an eternity while the whole experience flashes past in a heartbeat. A sound fills the room, and I realize it’s my own voice, broken into great, wracking sobs. I can’t stop. Can’t do anything but ride the waves of pleasure that keep crashing over me.

The orgasm seems endless. Every time it feels like it’s fading, another pulse of the vibrator sends me spiraling back into the white-hot center. My cock spasms in its cage, each contraction forcing more cum through the plastic prison, branding me as thoroughly as any collar.

Finally, mercifully, the intensity begins to ebb. The waves slow, the pleasure softening from an annihilating force to merely devastating. Muscles go slack, my body going limp against the sweat-soaked bedding. The vibrator’s hum fades as Talia switches it off.

Silence floods the bedroom, broken only by my ragged, shuddering breaths and the quiet, wet sounds of my own weeping. I’m utterly destroyed, broken down to my component parts and reassembled into something new. Something that belongs entirely to her.

Talia sets the wand aside. Her weight shifts on the mattress as she moves closer. Her hand slides into my hair, gentle and soothing. A soft cloth appears, wiping away the tears, snot, and drool that coat my face. Each touch is tender, almost reverent, as if she’s polishing something precious.

“Such a good girl.” She kisses my damp forehead between wipes. “My perfect doll. You did so well.”

The words are a balm, sinking into the raw, open space inside me. Good girl. Perfect doll. Yes. That’s what I am now. That’s all I need to be.

She unclips the nipple clamps, and the sudden rush of blood back into the abused flesh makes me whimper. Her fingers are there immediately, massaging the sting away. She unfastens the wrist restraints, rubbing circulation back into my hands. Each gesture is attentive, claiming me through care as thoroughly as she did through control.

I can’t stop crying. The tears won’t stop, great heaving sobs that shake my whole body. But they’re not from sadness anymore. They are a release, a relief, a purging of everything I was before this moment.

Talia gathers me into her arms, pulling me against her chest. My head rests over her heart, and her heartbeat thuds steady and strong. Her fingers card through my tangled hair, working out the knots with infinite patience.

“Shh.” She rocks me slowly, her thumb stroking along my cheek. “I’ve got you. You’re mine now, aren’t you?”

“Yes.” I nod against her, breath hitching. “Yours, Mistress.”

She holds me as the sobs gradually subside into hiccupping breaths. My body feels hollowed out, emptied of everything except a contentment so profound it feels like it has settled into my marrow. There’s no anxiety about work tomorrow, no shame about what I’ve become, no nagging voice cataloging all the ways this is wrong.

There’s only peace.

It’s impossible to say how long we stay like that, her holding me as I float in the quiet aftermath. Time has lost meaning. The bedroom exists in its own bubble, separate from the world where Ryan Peters used to matter.

Eventually, my breathing evens out. The tears dry on my cheeks, leaving itchy tracks through the ruined makeup. I should feel mortified — I’m still wearing the dress, the cage, the plug, lying in a puddle of my own cum while my girlfriend cradles me like an infant. But I don’t. The part of me that would have cared is gone.

Talia’s hand stills in my hair. Her muscles shift, and when I manage to crack my eyes open, she’s looking toward the nightstand.

The clock shows 11:47 PM.

A sliver of anxiety, thin and sharp as a needle, pierces the edge of my blissful haze. The spell. The curse. It ends at midnight.

Minutes tick by, each one feeling simultaneously too fast and too slow. 11:48. 11:49. My heart begins to beat faster, not with arousal now, but with raw, sudden fear. What happens when the magic ends? Do I go back to being Ryan? Does all of this — the pleasure, the surrender, this perfect peace — get ripped away?

Talia must sense my tension because her arms tighten around me.

“It’s okay.” Her thumb traces slow circles over my knuckles. “Whatever happens, it’s okay.”

11:50.

The minutes crawl. Her heartbeat anchors me. My body still sings with residual pleasure, the cage a constant pressure, the plug a fullness that’s become familiar. The dress rustles softly with each breath. The heels are still on my feet, though my legs are numb.

11:55.

I think about the man I was this morning. Ryan Peters, junior financial analyst. The guy who thought he had everything figured out, who dismissed Talia’s passions, who believed logic and control were the only things that mattered. That person feels impossibly distant now, like a character in a story I heard once, long ago.

11:58.

Talia’s fingers find mine, lacing them together. Her grip is firm, grounding. I squeeze back, holding on as the final seconds tick away.

11:59.

Breath catches in my throat. This is it. The moment that will decide if this transformation was real or just an enchantment. If the peace I’ve found is something I can keep or if it will be torn away, leaving me empty.

The clock on the nightstand begins to chime.

One.

Two.

Three.

Each stroke reverberates through the silent bedroom, a deep tone marking the end of the magic. Talia’s body tenses against mine, her breath held as she waits.

Four.

Five.

Six.

My heart hammers against my ribs. The cage is still there, tight around my cock. The plug still fills me. The dress still clings to my skin. But will they stay?

Seven.

Eight.

Nine.

Talia’s hand tightens on mine. Her pulse races, a frantic rhythm that matches my own. We’re both waiting, suspended in this fragile moment between who I was and who I might become.

Ten.

Eleven.

Twelve.

The final chime fades into absolute silence.
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The last chime of midnight dissolves into a silence so complete it feels fragile, crowding out every anxious thought inside me. The clock’s digital song — twelve soft, clinical beeps — strips me one note at a time. Each tone peeled away a layer I’d thought was skin: the clench of my jaw, the iron tension in my back, the acid counting in my head.

Limp at the foot of the bed, head heavy in Talia’s lap, I am undone. Empty of pretense. I am weightless, boneless, eyelids thick and drooping, my body a toy left overturned after the world’s perfect game.

Talia’s fingers, miniature streaks of paint beneath her nails, move slow and sure along my scalp, pushing aside the glossy waves she brushed into my hair. My face presses into the ridged seam of her pajama pants, tracing her thigh. Against the hum of clean cotton, the echo of sharp sweat from her wrists mingles with the sticky-sweet vanilla-herb of the doll perfume she misted between my collarbones.

Underneath is the saltier, rougher ghost of what we did — skin under fingernails, spit, her thighs gripping the backs of mine as I begged for more. Splotches on the sheet mark where I sobbed without caring who heard. Cooled tracks mark my cheek, stiff where the tears dried. Whimpering used to mean humiliation, but now it’s just breathing — slow and even, belly to the mattress, the safety you dream about as a child.

Frills itch against my jaw, the bell of the dress tight at my throat, ribbons biting in shallow breaths. The corset presses me up, molded and cinched, a restriction that thrills as much as it soothes. I am inescapably hers. Not surrendered as if I lost a battle, but trussed and wrapped and owned like it was always true — as if the world waited for me to figure it out. The aftertaste of my orgasm sizzles at the edges of sensation, my nerves buzzing in a low, insistent hum. The resonance of being remade.

I nuzzle deeper against her thigh, unsure if I’m seeking comfort or confirmation I still belong here. She stops stroking, maybe surprised by the neediness, then resumes — long, measured lines from temple to root. The air above me shifts. Her eyes are on me, steady as a paperweight pinning down my panic. For once, her scrutiny doesn’t make me shrink. I want to drink in the evidence I am seen.

I squeeze my eyes shut, fixing myself in this bubble: the press of her jean seam to my cheek, the uneven pulse beneath her skin, the faint bleach of the pillowcase. This is what every boardroom victory and all-night grind was supposed to buy. This is the quiet where I don’t have to build or fix or fake. The freedom I never believed existed: to be nothing but someone’s property. No decisions, just certainty.

But the feeling changes — a new creature waking in my body. My toes prickle, a low shudder, as if the power’s been cut but no one told my nerves. It’s not pain, but a not-quite-numbness, a background hum at the edge of sensation. The buzz swells, crawling up my shins, soaking into ankles and thighs. For a split second, I think it’s the afterglow, a stray current. Except it spirals into my fingertips, an invisible vibration. I flex my hand. The sight freezes me.

Something isn’t right.

My hand floats above the duvet, pale in the interrupted streetlight. The buzz ramps up — aftershocks beneath the skin. My knuckles swell, blunting the lines I’d trained to look dainty. Fingers fatten, nails spreading, skin roughening to its old callused texture. My wrist thickens — a silent, cartoon transformation. Delicate bones vanish under bulk. I stare. It’s happening to me, but I’m a lab rat watching its own maze.

“Talia?” My voice sounds unreal; shaky and thin, pitched higher, half-lost between genders. My throat scratches around her name.

She slips her hand over mine, her artist’s fingers almost swallowed by the bulk of my new-old hand. Her thumb drifts across my knuckles.

“It’s just midnight.” Softer than I’ve ever heard her, but her voice is a rulebook read aloud.

Midnight should be ordinary. Occult stuff doesn’t happen in my house. But the sensation barrels through me — buzzing, bearing down. My waist spreads, the indent fought for by corset and string swelling outward. Pressure assaults my middle — the tight embrace, once a lover’s hand, becomes a vice, pressing rib, skin, and lung together until it aches. The dress’s seams grate across my shoulders, catching and whining. Hips narrow, thighs thickening, muscle stacking where there was none. The skirt shifts, the petticoat bunching in new places, the fabric pulled so tight I imagine thread snapping.

My face heats, but not with embarrassment. My cheeks tighten on bone, rounding to planes and sharpness. That delicate fullness, that fragile sweetness, drains away. Each inch reverts — smoothing, broadening, becoming the face from the mirror. The man’s face. It’s reverse sculpting — art peeled backward, linseed wiped from a fresh canvas, detail scraped to cold clay. Something is shredded from me, and what remains is less.

And — the final, unforgiving rupture: the chastity cage that cupped me perfectly now pinches, a cold, angry clamp biting flesh too large for it. It stings, a deep ache. The clamps at my nipples lose their bite, metal pressing against muscle that barely registers pain, a trick I can’t react to. The plug inside me shifts with each pulse, no longer stretching or arousing, just blocking — lead-heavy, uncomfortable, a reminder my walls are wrong for it now. The props of my surrender, once fitted to my doll body, are now cruel souvenirs of magic gone sour. My shape snaps back to old strictures: Ryan, stripped to a man, kneeling in frilly tatters.

Cold panic slams through me — pure, raw, no filter. It’s not liberation; it’s like being dragged out of anesthesia mid-surgery, not by waking, but by losing everything good all at once. The soft hush inside me is replaced by a hard, ringing void. The old echo of my internal monologue gathers on the other side of that emptiness: the spreadsheet of every flaw, the sarcasm, the ugly pride that destroyed every gentle thing I wanted. It lines up, too eager.

This isn’t relief; this is mutilation. The only self I trusted, the one who could kneel and whine and glow under Talia’s palm, disintegrates with every square inch of skin that turns back. I stare at the floor, shaky, chest spasming. Dread ricochets beneath my ribs, deeper than logic, older than reason.

I wrench up, twisting to face her lap, bone-to-bone. She doesn’t flinch from my stare — doesn’t recoil from the blunt shape of my jaw. The lace at my throat rubs hard, a petty, frantic bite. My words scrape out rough. My old voice shoves through the mess, deeper, gravel bruised to life by panic.

“It’s stopping,” I get out. No ceremony. Just a low, helpless plea. My hands — big again, clumsy and wrong — dig into the fabric over her kneecap. I tip forward, pressing my forehead to her thigh.

“Please. Don’t let it stop.”

She meets my eyes, and nothing about her changes — no shock, no disgust, only something deep and formidable that makes me want to bury myself further at her feet. Without saying anything, she turns to the nightstand, every muscle moving with unhurried surety. Her hand closes on the tiny, ornate key — the one that unlocked possibility hours ago. I’ve seen her open shipping boxes with those nails and a prayer; now she holds this delicate thing like a surgeon — precise, unshaken.

She dangles the key, a glint of chrome snaring my gaze before she sinks closer, folding herself down to me, deadly calm. I’m breathing hard and jerky, gripping her legs like a child lost in a crowd. She ignores it. She guides the key into the base of the cage, the teeth slotting home with a soft, mechanical click that splits the quiet in half. Another twist, another click, and sharp relief — she slides the cage off. Sensation pours back in, ugly and too much, and I gasp.

Her attention shifts to my chest. The way she handles me isn’t a claim this time; it’s a study in patience, untangled from dominance. One after another, the clamps are gently unfastened; her fingertips brush over the bare skin, tracing defunct nerve endings. Each snap feels less like a removal and more like a dismantling. I sag, trembling with the shock of their absence.

She rests her palm on my stomach, eyes finding mine, unwavering.

“Can you lift up for me, doll?” The word acts like a tear at a bandage — electric, raw, spoken not in irony but in memory. For the first time, being her doll requires no magic.

I nod. It’s ridiculous — my throat paralyzed, my knees splayed by the swollen piles of pink tulle. I brace on my palms, pushing up, trying not to picture how broad and hairy I must look, how strange against the remnants of femininity. Her hand cradles my lower back, and my body responds instantly to her, even now.

Her mouth dips to my ear, breath warm.

“Just relax.” So quiet the words vibrate inside my eardrum.

Her hand darts between my thighs. The plug is foreign now, jarring and defeating, but her touch is gentle, pragmatic. She loops her fingers around the base, pauses, then pulls — slow, unsparing, leaving me open and emptied in a new way. The moment it leaves my body, I am naked in an animal sense: every inch oversensitive, each cell longing for a signal to tell me what I am supposed to be. The heavy plug clinks onto the floor, joining the cage and clamps in a small tableau — offerings to some goddess of lost pleasure.

Now I’m only Ryan. Nothing but peeled skin, manliness ridged everywhere, plunked down in a ridiculous, shredded pink doll dress. The silence builds around us, not the delicate hush of before, but a pounding, suffocating quiet littered with everything unsaid. I lurch, staring at my own body, the hair, the bulk, the sharp knees poking through ruined fabric. I count each aspect like accusations — too much, too hard, too real.

Panic roots into my gut, twisting around nerves until I want to throw up. The switch is a phantom sensation, that ghastly internal click when Ryan the Analyst comes home to roost. My brain should reactivate: stock market notations, contempt for every degree not gained, computations about status. I brace for the disgust, for the impulse to spiral into apology or outrage, for the part of me that’s brilliant at hiding shame.

Nothing. I hover in the blankness, an empty hard drive. My head crackles, waiting for data that never loads. The weirdest part is not feeling the old self flood in — the worst part is the fear it’s still waiting for me to slip.

Talia is up there, calm on the mattress, her knees tucked. Her eyes are locked on me, as if she sees each battle in my head. She doesn’t move, doesn’t reach out, doesn’t crowd. She just waits — an anchor as terrifying as it is kind.

Am I supposed to play this off as a joke? Should I awkwardly hoist the ruined skirt off my hips, toss out some dry line about never living down Halloween? The prospect of lying, of gaslighting myself, is more sickening than being seen in this grotesque echo of femininity.

So I open my mouth, and what comes out is barely intelligible; it’s stitched from scraps, useless and shaking.

“Talia…” My throat clogs. I gulp air, taste fabric softener and sweat. My hand lifts, then hovers, empty.

“I... even without the —” I jerk my chin toward the glitter-smudged varnish bottle. “Even without the magic, I still feel it.”

The words grate against each other. Something raw pushes up under my breastbone, hungry, insistent.

I swallow hard, tongue wetting cracked lips.

“I still want it.” The confession is quiet but not weak — a thing spoken in a language only she and I know. I meet her eyes and don’t look away. I pour everything — every fractal of terror, desire, need — into that look. My voice steadies into something deliberate.

“I want to be your doll.”

The admission floats between us, strange and total. I’ve given away everything — pride, dignity, the scaffolding of the man I pretended to be. Just a body sprawled in a field of trashed tulle, begging.

Her eyes shine back at me. She just lets the reality sink in. When her mouth lifts into a smile, it’s not coy or mocking — it cracks her face wide open, soft and flawless and impossibly full. This is not power, not patience forced by frustration — this is something like awe. The corners of her eyes crease, and all that joy pours over me, heat blooming through the icy debris in my chest.

Talia unfolds off the mattress, knees hitting the wood opposite me. The floor is cool and real; the moment snaps into focus. She doesn’t speak. She just leans forward to claim my face, both hands bracketed around my jaw, cradling, mapping the new, old planes. Her fingers dip to my mouth, stroking the skin as if to test its shape. Her left thumb hitches against my chin. I cling to her touch because nothing else anchors me.

“I know.” She breathes it across my mouth, her voice so drenched in conviction it becomes a benediction.

My breath jerks out, uncontrolled, not elegant.

“Oh, Ryan.” She shakes her head as if disappointed I could ever have doubted her, the smile not ebbing for a second. “The varnish didn’t create anything. It didn’t put these needs in you.” She’s so close, and flecks of gold glitter in her dark eyes. “It just stripped away the debris,” she says. “The crap your dad shamed into you. All the ways you had to pretend to survive.” Her thumb grazes the bow of my lip.

“It let the real you crawl out of the wreck and ask for what you want.”

It’s not a revelation. It’s an autopsy report. The facts were always there — my body just needed the post-mortem to read the script out loud. This wasn’t a curse; this was an exorcism. No conqueror in her gaze, no monster born from occult meddling. Just two people, ruined and honest.

She leans the scant distance and kisses me.

It is not a conqueror’s seal, not the mark of property branded into skin. It isn’t violent, or coercive. It’s a kiss washed of performance and edge, nothing held back. Her lips meet mine — warm, slow, plush with forgiveness and recognition. I lose myself in the small, damp slide of flesh, in the warmth of her palms still cup-caging my face. It’s a living thing, a promise in the quiver and press, a vow that roots something wild inside me.

I choke on a sound, not quite a sob, not quite laughter — just an involuntary spill from the last barricade. Whatever shred of terror was clinging to my bones surrenders. It dissolves in the evidence of her acceptance. Dread crumples and drips away; in its place, a golden heat floods my arms, my fingers, even my scalp.

She breaks the kiss just far enough to rest her forehead to mine, breath ghosting against my lips, each word soft with intent.

She exhales against my mouth, a small, disbelieving laugh.

“I’m so glad,” she whispers, as if admission itself is a spell. “Because the magic might be over, but for us… playtime is just beginning.”

The universe is in those words. It’s future, it’s absolution, it’s the permission I never knew I was waiting for. I pull her closer and press my mouth to hers, no reticence, no calculation — just the pure, greedy hunger to belong. This kiss isn’t bargaining or proof. It is contract. It is gratitude for every humiliating, beautiful second. It is home, sealed with spit and breath, not ink or spells.

I was never damned to be her doll. I am chosen. I am owned.

And for the first time, that feels like the most blessed thing a man could be.
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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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