

Hexed to be Her Kitty

A Magic Potion Halloween Sissification Novella

Dolly Darling


Copyright © 2025 by Dolly Darling 
All rights reserved.

No part of this work may be reproduced or transmitted in any form without written permission from the copyright holder. This ebook is enrolled in Amazon Kindle Unlimited and distributed exclusively through Amazon platforms.

Adult Content Warning: This book contains explicit sexual content, strong language, and mature themes intended for readers 18+ only.

Disclaimer: This is a work of fiction. All characters, events, and locations are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons or events is coincidental. All depicted activities are consensual and fictional.


Contents


Dedication
Dear Reader,
Series Teasers
1. Chapter 1
2. Chapter 2
3. Chapter 3
4. Chapter 4
5. Chapter 5
6. Chapter 6
7. Chapter 7
Also by Dolly Darling
About the Author



For the ones who hear a bell and come home to themselves.
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Dear Reader,

Welcome to Hexed to Be Her Kitty — a high‑heat Halloween transformation where a playful hex turns a nervous boyfriend into a collared, purring pet… and a lovingly dominant girlfriend guides him from resistance to joyful surrender.

This one is potion‑sweet and bell‑sharp. Jenna brings a little “liquid courage” to a work party; Liam drinks it and discovers that the kitty inside him isn’t new… it’s finally free.

For your consideration, this book contains the following:

	Forced Feminization via Transformation Potion

	Lite Pet Play (Leash, collar and bell, purring)

	Femdom D/s Dynamic

	Praise kink, Obedience Training, & Orgasm Denial

	Eager & Willing Pegging/Strap-On Penetration

	Loving but Firm Power Exchange (Female Dominant/Male Submissive)

	Safe Acceptance & HFN Ending




This story is a fantasy‑safe space to explore coerced surrender, feminization, and devotion without real‑world harm. The magic doesn’t create desire, it only unmasks it for two people who want the same thing.

Drink the curse. Purr for your Owner. Enjoy the surrender.
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With love,

Dolly Darling


Series Teasers

Short, spooky, magical transformations for the Halloween season.

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

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

Book 2 – Bound to Be Her Devil

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

Book 3 – Hexed to Be Her Kitty

Good pets get praise.
Bad boys get leashes.

Book 4 – Claimed by His Vampire Girlfriend

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

Book 5 – Damned to Be Her Doll

He said only girls played dress-up.
Now he’s laced, painted, and ready for showtime.
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The sigh from the sofa is a theatrical masterpiece. It’s a long, drawn-out sound of pure, manufactured despair, and it cuts through the quiet comfort of our living room. I look up from my laptop, the half-finished design for a local brewery blurring at the edges of my focus. Jenna sprawls across the cushions, her phone resting screen-down on her chest, one arm flung dramatically over her eyes. The remnants of our Thai takeout clutter the coffee table, the air tinged with lemongrass and chili.

“Everything okay?” I ask, already snapping my computer closed. My work slips away — that sigh is a summons I can’t ignore.

“It’s a disaster, Liam,” she moans, her voice muffled by her forearm. “A complete and utter catastrophe.”

I slide off my chair and kneel beside her on the rug, reaching out to coax her arm from her face. Her expression is a careful mask of misery, but the corners of her mouth twitch, fighting back a smile. Still, a knot twists inside me, that urgent, familiar drive to set things right flaring up.

“What is it? What happened?” I brush my thumb along her cheekbone, searching her eyes for some hint of what’s wrong.

“Halloween,” she groans, turning her head until her gaze locks with mine. Her eyes are wide, filled with theatrical tragedy. “The work party. It’s tonight. I completely forgot, and I have nothing. Absolutely nothing to wear.”

A wave of relief washes through me, so potent I’m almost light-headed. It’s not a real crisis. It’s a logistics problem, and I’m good at solving those. I tuck a stray strand of dark hair behind her ear. “Babe, I can run out right now. The big party store is open late. We’ll find you something amazing.”

“No.” She shakes her head, the motion abrupt and certain. “Everything good will be gone. All that’s left is cheap, polyester crap that’s been tried on by a hundred sweaty people.” She shudders, a deliberate, full-body tremor designed for maximum effect.

“Okay, okay,” I say, my mind clicking into a familiar gear, scanning for solutions. This is what I do. I fix. I soothe. In these moments, the constant hum of my anxiety fades, replaced by the clean, quiet purpose of being useful. “What about Sarah? You’re about the same size. She has that pirate costume you liked—you could borrow it.”

“Her party is also tonight,” Jenna replies, her answer so swift it feels pre-loaded. “She’s wearing it. I already checked.”

She remains perfectly still, her gaze fixed on me as my own thoughts race. Underneath the melodrama, there’s a poised stillness—predatory patience lurking beneath the surface. I feel like a mouse being granted a head start.

“Right. Okay. What if we improvise?” I offer, though the idea sounds pathetic even as I say it. “We could make something. We have that old sheet we could cut up for a ghost, or…”

“A ghost? Liam, really?” She sits up, swinging her legs off the couch to face me directly. The shift in posture makes the air between us tighten. She’s shed the skin of the damsel in distress; now she’s a hunter closing the distance. “No, it’s hopeless. We’ll just have to stay home. Tell Mark we got sick or something.”

The idea of letting her down — ruining her plans — twists something in me, sharp and unwelcome. She’s been talking about this party for weeks. It’s at her boss’s house, a big deal for her. “No. Don’t be ridiculous. We’re going.”

“But I have no costume, Liam,” she says, voice gone soft and pleading. I’m helpless against that tone.

And that’s the final checkmate in a game I didn’t realize I’d been playing. I’m pinned. My need to fix this, to see her smile, eclipses everything else. It’s written in my bones — this urge to please her.

“Jenna.” I take her hands, anchoring myself in her warmth. Her grip is unyielding. “I’ll do anything. Okay? We’re going to that party, and we’ll have fun. If I need to cobble together a costume for you out of cardboard and duct tape, I will. I’ll wear anything, be anything. Just tell me what I have to do.”

Her face transforms instantly. Every trace of manufactured distress melts away, replaced by a slow, calculating smile that sends a ripple of unease crawling across my skin. It’s the look she wears when she nails a big contract at work — sharp, focused, victorious. It’s a smile that signals she’s won.

“Anything?” she purrs, her thumbs circling the backs of my hands.

“Yes,” I say, my throat suddenly tight. “Anything.”

“Good.” She squeezes my hands, final and absolute. “Because I actually do have an idea.” Her grin widens, flashing a hint of teeth. “I was thinking… I could go as a very sexy, very powerful witch. And every powerful witch needs a loyal familiar, don’t you think?”

I swallow, dread and curiosity coiling in my gut. “A familiar?”

“Mmmhmm,” she hums, eyes glinting. “You can be my little black cat.”

The word, little, sticks in my brain, snagging hard. Before I can wrap my mind around what she means, she releases my hands and leans back, reaching behind the sofa. She produces a large, flat white box, setting it in her lap. No store logo, just plain cardboard. My name isn’t printed on it, but it feels like it could be. Like a coffin for my dignity.

“I may have done a little online shopping,” she says, voice deceptively breezy. “Just in case.”

She peels back the lid. My breath stalls. Nestled inside a nest of white tissue is a sheet of the blackest material I’ve ever seen. It isn’t cloth. It’s glossy, wet-look vinyl that absorbs the lamplight and sends it back in a slick, liquid shine. It looks like a spill of crude oil, like a second skin waiting for someone — not me — to fill it.

Jenna reaches in and lifts it free. The sound is obscene, a damp, sticky peeling as the vinyl unsticks from itself. She lets it unfold in her hands, a shimmering cascade of darkness that gleams with every subtle movement. It’s a catsuit. A full-body, zip-front catsuit. And it’s unapologetically, shockingly feminine.

My eyes snag on the details my mind wants to ignore. The seams sculpt sharply in at the waist, flaring into exaggerated, rounded hips. The chest isn’t flat — two molded cups rise from the front, shaped to hold and display breasts I do not have. Heat flashes up my neck and blooms across my face. This isn’t a costume for a man. This is a woman’s fetish outfit.

“There was a little mix-up with the order,” Jenna says, her voice smooth as polished glass. She stands up, the suit dangling from her hands, black and glistening in the lamplight. “I guess I clicked the wrong size. It’s way too small for me, obviously. And it’s too late to send it back.”

She’s lying. The lie is enormous, thickening the air between us, warping gravity around her words. This isn’t a mistake — it’s a calculated move, an intentional acquisition. My mind jolts to my browser history, the secret, shame-stained bookmarks and late-night searches I swipe away in frantic, guilty panic: feminization stories, captions, images that burn into memory. She knows. God, how could she know? The thought slices through me, cold and sharp, then floods me with a surge of humiliating dread.

She takes a single, deliberate step closer, holding the suit up with both hands. “Let’s just see,” she murmurs, her voice dipping, intimate. She holds the catsuit in front of my body — a glossy, empty shell that dares me to imagine myself inside. The molded cups mock my flat chest, their shape exaggerated and impossible. Even through my t-shirt, the fabric presses cool and slick against my skin, the sensation all wrong.

Her hands follow, flattening the vinyl to my stomach, one palm pressing down, the other finding my lower back. Her thumb digs into the dip above my waistband, anchoring me. She starts to move, smoothing the synthetic shell over my hips with practiced, lingering pressure. Her touch is clinical and possessive, methodical and intimate. She isn’t simply measuring — she’s fitting me, forcing my body to acknowledge the contours of the suit, the shape it demands from me.

“Jenna…” I try, but my voice snags, strained and faint. I can’t get enough air. The room feels stifling, every breath thick and sticky. “I can’t. Look at it.”

“I am looking,” she says, her tone steady, eyes fixed on me. Her hands pause at my waist, fingers spread, holding me in place. “I think it’s perfect.”

“It’s… it’s for a woman,” I manage, the words scraping out of me, heavy and bitter. My hands are shaking. I clench them into fists, knuckles white. “The chest, the hips… it’s—”

“It’ll stretch,” she cuts in, dismissing every protest with one implacable sentence. Her hand trails down my side, from ribs to hip, her fingers burning right through the cotton. “You have a nice, slender build. It’ll fit you better than it would fit me, anyway.”

My mind riots. It’s a siren blaring in my skull, panic swarming beneath my skin. The idea of zipping myself into that glossy trap, of vinyl molding itself to every inch, displaying my body in that exaggerated, feminized silhouette — it’s mortifying. It’s a spotlight thrown on every secret, deviant want I’ve never confessed aloud. Humiliation isn’t a risk; it’s a certainty.

“It’s too tight,” I insist, voice rising, desperation bleeding through. “Everyone will… they’ll see everything. It’s skin-tight, Jenna.”

“I know,” she says, and the words land with the promise of trouble. They’re low, dark, edged with something hungry.

I scramble for another way out, searching for any argument, any excuse. But she’s ahead of me — her gaze drops, deliberate and slow, sliding down my chest, skimming my stomach, coming to rest between my legs. The shift is blatant. Her eyes linger on my crotch, her focus pinning me to the spot.

I go silent.

I don’t need to look. I feel it, throbbing and undeniable — the hard line of my cock straining against the denim. My body, broadcasting my betrayal in the clearest terms. I ache, heavy and shameful, a deep, gnawing need that’s only grown since she pulled that suit from the box. The evidence is obvious, pulsing beneath the zipper. I can’t hide, can’t talk my way out. My body confesses what my mouth never will.

A slow, devastating smirk curves Jenna’s lips, spreading with the kind of patience that means she’s already decided how this ends.

“Jenna,” I stammer, the word strangled halfway between plea and warning. “This isn’t — I mean, it doesn’t make sense. I can’t wear that thing out there. People will talk, they’ll — it’s ridiculous.” I gesture weakly toward the catsuit on the couch, as if the glossy material might back me up.

Her smirk deepens, eyes sliding from the suit back to me. “Ridiculous,” she echoes, savoring the word. “Funny, you didn’t think it was ridiculous when you were —” She pauses, the corner of her mouth twitching, teasing the secret she won’t quite name. “Never mind. I’m sure you’ve just… changed your tastes.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I push out, too fast. My throat is tight, the air catching at the edges of each syllable. I hate how thin my voice sounds. “You’re reading way too much into —”

“Into what?” she interrupts softly, moving closer, her tone lilting. “Your nerves? The way you can’t stop staring at it?” Her gaze dips deliberately, a flicker downward that burns through me. “Or maybe it’s this —” her eyes barely move, but I feel her focus on the hard outline trapped behind my zipper, “— that’s doing all the talking.”

Heat flushes my face. I shake my head, mouth dry, fingers curling helplessly against my thighs. “It’s not — I just — you caught me off guard.”

Her laugh is quiet, a low, knowing sound that isn’t cruel, just certain. “Mhm. So easily caught off guard by a little vinyl.” She toys with a strand of her hair, watching me squirm. “Almost like you’ve thought about what it would feel like. How it would sound when you move.”

“Stop.” The word comes out too raw. I can’t meet her gaze. I focus on the rug instead, the faded reds and muted golds swimming as my eyes blur. I can feel her attention on me like heat on skin.

She doesn’t bother with words now. Her eyes flick back up to meet mine, victory written in their depths. She’s seen straight through me — not just the surface, but the secret filth I’ve spent years hiding. She isn’t disgusted. She’s satisfied. Her gaze claims me, sharp and possessive. I see you, it says. Every inch, every filthy want. You’re mine.

The fight collapses in me, a rush of exhausted surrender. The adrenaline, the panic, the frantic scramble for escape — all gone, leaving me emptied, defenseless. I’m cornered by my own promise and caught by my own body’s truth. There’s no retreat. No excuse left.

I drop my gaze, unable to hold hers. My eyes track the rug again, desperate for somewhere safe to look. My heart pounds unevenly, my cock aching in its cage of denim, every pulse a reminder that she knows. She’s toying with that knowledge — just brushing close enough to it that shame and wanting twist together inside me. The memory of late-night tabs and secret phrases typed in hesitation flashes hard behind my eyelids. I feel the humiliation of her unseen discovery — of her maybe scrolling, maybe watching — and my entire body burns from the inside out.

The silence between us thickens, stretching taut. She doesn’t move, doesn’t press, waiting for the collapse she can already feel forming. Waiting for me to kneel without needing to be told.

“Okay,” I whisper, the word ragged, barely more than breath. It’s a crumpled, defeated sound — my last protest folding in on itself. “I’ll wear it.”

Her satisfaction is palpable in the curve of her mouth, the confident tilt of her head. “I know.”

She steps forward, pressing her body flush against mine, the heat of her a shock through my clothes. With a single finger, she tilts my chin, forcing my gaze up to hers. Her eyes are dark, brimming with hunger, ownership, something ferocious and claiming. Then she kisses me.

It isn’t soft or sweet. It’s a demand, a mark of possession. Her lips are unyielding, her tongue invading my mouth, taking what she wants. My knees nearly buckle. It’s a conqueror’s kiss, final and victorious. I taste her dominance, the certainty of what’s coming, the unbreakable terms of our bargain.

She pulls back, and I’m left spinning, my thoughts scattered. She rests her forehead against mine, her breath warming my cheek.

“You’re going to be the prettiest kitty,” she whispers, her voice roughened by promise. The words shudder through me, half terror, half sick thrill. Kitty. The name digs in and holds.

She steps away, and the space she leaves behind is cold, my skin prickling. She turns to the couch, where the catsuit lies in a glossy heap, coiled and waiting. She picks it up, her fingers following the seam along the thigh. The vinyl squeaks under her grip, sharp and obscene.

Jenna’s eyes gleam, catching the light, focused and hungry as she looks back at me over the promise of that suit. “We’ve got a lot to do to get you ready for the party.”
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The words hang in the air, heavy and final. “We’ve got a lot to do to get you ready for the party.” My name isn’t spoken, but the sentence is aimed right at my chest, a promise and a threat all in one. The vinyl of the catsuit in her hands gleams under the lamplight, a slick, black second skin waiting to claim me. I can’t tear my eyes away from it, or from the predatory hunger in her face. The living room, once a safe, cozy space, now feels like an arena. The air is alive with her victory and my surrender.

She drapes the suit over the arm of the couch again, handling it with a reverence that makes my skin crawl. Every movement is deliberate, meant for me to watch. She smooths a wrinkle from the thigh, her red-painted nails a stark slash of color against the black.

“Let’s go to the bedroom,” she says, her voice soft and hushed. It’s not a question. It’s a command wrapped in the softest silk.

My feet feel like they’re cast in concrete. The short walk from the living room to our bedroom has never felt so long. Each step is a conscious effort, a fresh wave of humiliation washing over me. I follow her, my gaze fixed on the sway of her hips, a familiar sight that now feels alien, charged with a new kind of power. She knows I’m watching. She knows every thought spiraling through my head.

The bedroom is dim, lit only by the soft glow of a bedside lamp. She’s laid the catsuit out on the bed. It’s not just thrown there; it’s arranged, spread-eagled like a sacrifice, the zipper a silver scar running down its center. The sight of it, displayed on our sheets, in our most intimate space, sends a fresh jolt of wrongness through me. It doesn’t belong here. I don’t belong in it.

I stop just inside the doorway, my hands balling into fists at my sides. My throat is tight, the words I need to say stuck behind a wall of shame and confusion.

Jenna turns from the bed, her expression softening slightly. The predatory gleam has faded away, replaced by something I can’t quite read. Concern? Patience? She leans against the dresser, crossing her arms, and waits. The silence stretches, filled only by the frantic thumping of my own pulse in my ears. I have to say something. I have to understand.

“Why?” The word is a croak, raw and shaky. I clear my throat, forcing myself to meet her eyes. “Jenna, why are you doing this?” My voice trembles, but I push on, needing to know. “Is this some kind of joke? Are you trying to humiliate me?”

Her expression doesn’t flicker. There’s no defensiveness, no anger. She just watches me, her gaze steady and serious. “No, Liam. It’s not a joke.”

“Then what is this?” My voice cracks. “You know how I feel about… stuff like this. Being the center of attention. It’s just cruel.”

She pushes off the dresser and walks toward me, her steps deliberate. She stops a few feet away, giving me space. “Sit down,” she says, gesturing to the edge of the bed. I hesitate, my eyes darting from her face to the catsuit lying there like an accusation. Being near it feels dangerous.

“Please,” she adds, her voice gentle but firm.

My legs finally obey, and I sink onto the mattress, my back rigid. I can feel the cool vinyl through the thin bedspread, a phantom touch against my legs. Jenna doesn’t sit next to me. Instead, she kneels on the rug in front of me, so our eyes are level. The posture is one of submission, but her face is all control. It’s a deliberate and disarming move.

“This isn’t about humiliating you,” she says, her voice quiet, forcing me to lean in to hear it. “This is about us. I know you struggle with anxiety. I’m not trying to make it worse. I’m trying to help you with something else.”

I can only stare at her, lost in the confusion of her words, the catsuit feeling like an intruder, a stranger listening in.

A small, sad smile touches her lips. “Liam. I know. I saw your browser history.”

My heart gives a painful lurch.

At first, the words slide right past me — meaningless syllables. Then the truth punches through.

It’s not just a suspicion about my arousal tonight. It’s deeper. The bottom drops out of my stomach, a freefall into pure, undiluted shame.

My face goes ice-cold, then burns. Blood drains from my head in a dizzying rush. Shame crashes through me, raw and absolute. Every secret tab, every late-night search, every fantasy I thought was locked safely inside my own head flashes before my eyes — she’s seen it all.

She knows.

My mind scrambles, trying to find purchase, but there’s nothing to grab onto. My worst fear — the one that’s kept me awake, the reason I scrub my history until my hands shake, has crawled out into the light. I’m gutted, exposed. I can barely draw breath.

“I wasn’t snooping, I swear,” she says, her voice still impossibly gentle. “It was a few months ago. I was using your laptop because mine was dead, and I just… saw it.”

I’m waiting for the disgust, the revulsion. The look that says I’m a freak, a pervert. The end of everything. I brace for the impact, my hands clenching the fabric of my jeans so hard my knuckles ache.

But it doesn’t come. Her expression is soft, her eyes full of a warmth that makes no sense. There’s no judgment, no horror. There’s only a deep, searching sincerity.

“It was an accident. But I saw it. The stories. The captions. The… outfits.” She glances at the catsuit on the bed, then back at me. “And I wasn’t disgusted, Liam. I wasn’t shocked.”

She finally closes the distance, her hands coming to rest on my knees. Her touch is light, but it anchors me, stopping the dizzying spin in my head. “My first thought was… finally.”

I stare at her, my mind a complete blank. The word doesn’t compute. Finally?

“I’ve seen how you are,” she explains, her thumbs stroking small, soothing circles on my jeans. “How you’re always so anxious, so worried about what people think. How you always put me first, even when I know you want something else. I’ve always felt like there was this part of you that you kept locked away.”

Her gaze holds mine, unflinching. “When I saw those things, it all clicked into place. It’s not a flaw, Liam. It’s not something to be ashamed of. It’s a desire. And it’s one I want to explore. With you.”

The dam of shame inside me doesn’t just crack; it shatters. A tidal wave of relief, so powerful it makes me light-headed, washes through me. Months. She’s known for months. And she hasn’t left. She hasn’t looked at me with contempt. She’s been… waiting. Planning. For this. For me.

A choked sob escapes my throat, a sound torn from the deepest part of my chest. My face crumples, and I can’t stop the tears that burn my eyes. I drop my head, burying my face in my hands, completely undone. This is so much bigger than a Halloween costume.

“Hey,” Jenna murmurs, her voice thick with emotion. Her hands slide from my knees to my wrists, trying to lift my hands away from my face. “Look at me.”

I shake my head, unable to face her. The relief is mixing with a fresh wave of humiliation, the raw vulnerability of being seen so completely. My eyes sting, sudden and hot. The validation in her voice, the acceptance — it’s more than I ever let myself hope for. My most private shame isn’t a deal-breaker. It turns her on.

“Liam. Please.”

Slowly, I let my hands fall to my lap. My cheeks are wet, vision smudged at the edges. She’s still there, kneeling in front of me, her gaze steady — all gentle devotion. She reaches up and brushes the tear from my cheek with her thumb, her touch achingly soft.

“I wanted to bring it up,” she says, “but I knew you’d panic. You’d deny it. You’d vanish inside yourself and I’d never get you back.” Her eyes are steady, unflinching. “So, I made a plan. A way for you to try it... Just once, just to see.”

“This party,” she says, her voice regaining its steady, confident tone. “I thought it could be a safe way to try it. Just for one night. A controlled experiment. No one will know it’s you. You can just… be. Be my pretty kitty for a few hours and see how it feels.”

My breath hitches. My pretty kitty. The words land differently now. Not as a joke, not as a taunt, but as a genuine invitation. An identity she’s offering me. The shame is still there, a coiled serpent in my gut, but it’s fighting a losing battle against a hope so fierce it hurts. The hope of being wanted not in spite of my secrets, but because of them.

“But… I’m scared,” I whisper, the admission costing me everything.

“I know,” she says. “That’s why I got us some help.”

She rises to her feet and walks over to her nightstand. My eyes follow her, confused. She opens the drawer and pulls something out. When she turns back, she’s holding a small, ornate bottle. It’s made of dark, smoky glass, about the size of her palm, with an old-fashioned cork stopper sealed with wax.

She holds it out to me. “A little liquid courage.”

I take it from her, my fingers brushing against hers. The glass is cool and heavy. A small, elegant label is tied around its neck with a black silk ribbon. The script is elaborate, almost medieval. It reads: Kitty’s Curse.

I stare at the words, a shiver creeping over my skin. “What is this?”

“A friend of mine makes them,” she says, trying for offhand, but her eyes are sharp, tracking every twitch in my face. “She’s… into unusual botanicals. Swears it helps quiet the noisy parts of your brain. The anxiety. The self-doubt. Leaves only what you really want.”

I glance up at her, my brow tightening. This isn’t just alcohol. The liquid inside the bottle is a deep, shimmering violet, catching the light and swirling with iridescent flecks of silver, as if a whole night sky is sealed inside the glass. It’s mesmerizing and a little unnerving. It looks like magic.

I stare at the bottle, skepticism twisting my mouth. “What is this, Jenna? Some kind of designer drug? Are you sure this stuff is even legal?” I try to laugh, but the sound comes out thin. “Is this going to make me see talking cats or something?” The liquid inside catches the light — so bright and unnatural it looks like it belongs in a fantasy novel, not in our bedroom. The joke sours on my tongue as I realize I’m not sure if I want her answer.

Jenna’s lips turn into a gradual smile. “It’s a… shortcut. To get past the fear you just told me about. To let you enjoy what you’ve been fantasizing about without your anxiety ruining it.” She gestures from the bottle in my hand to the costume on the bed, and then back to her own expectant face. “The choice is still yours, Liam. All of it. The suit. The party. This.”

Her gaze holds mine, intense and honest. “You can say no. We can put all of this away and forget it ever happened. I will still love you. But if you want this… if you want to try, to see what it’s like to just… let go? Then this will help. I promise.”

This is it. The real choice. Not the coerced agreement in the living room, but a real, informed decision. My mind screams at me. This is insane. Drugs? A… potion? You’re really about to let her talk you into drinking something just so she can see you paraded around like her personal doll? The voice of my shame-fueled-fear, the one that’s steered every decision I’ve ever made, drowns out everything else, louder than it’s ever been.

But then I look at Jenna. I see the patience in her eyes, the genuine care. She’s not trying to break me. She’s trying to free me. She saw the most shameful part of me and didn’t run away. She built a gilded cage for it, a safe place for it to come out and play. She’s offering me the one thing I’ve always been too terrified to ask for: permission.

My gaze drops to the bottle. The shimmering violet liquid seems to pulse with a faint inner light. Kitty’s Curse. A curse that sounds like a blessing. A way to silence the endless, anxious chatter in my head. To be present for the one thing I’ve wanted more than anything. To surrender.

My hand trembles, but my determination hardens. The fear lingers, a cold knot twisting in my gut, but for the first time, want outweighs it. The deep ache for this — for her, for the messy, overwhelming release she’s offering — drowns out everything else.

I look up from the bottle, my eyes locking with hers. I give a single, decisive nod. It’s small, almost imperceptible, but she sees it. A slow, triumphant smile spreads across her face, lighting up her eyes.

My fingers, clumsy with nerves, fumble with the wax seal. It’s surprisingly soft, yielding under my thumbnail. I break it, the small crack echoing in the quiet room. Then I work the cork free. It comes out with a soft pop.

A strange, enticing scent wafts from the bottle. It’s sweet, like honey and ripe berries, but with a sharp, spicy undertone, like cinnamon and cloves. It smells warm and intoxicating.

I don’t hesitate. I don’t give my fear another second to reassert itself. I lift the bottle to my lips, tilt my head back, and drink the entire contents in one long swallow.

The liquid is thick, like syrup, and it tastes exactly as it smells. Sweet and spicy, a pleasant fire that slides down my throat. The moment it hits my stomach, a deep, penetrating warmth blooms, spreading outward through my limbs. It’s not like the burn of whiskey; it’s a gentle, pervasive heat, like sinking into a hot bath. It feels… good. Incredibly good.

I lower the empty bottle, a single violet drop clinging to the rim. I take a breath, expecting… I don’t know what. A sudden change. A flash of light. But there’s only the warmth, spreading, sinking into my bones.

Jenna’s smile is radiant. She steps forward, taking the empty bottle from my nerveless fingers and setting it on the nightstand. Then her hands are on my face, cupping my jaw, her thumbs tracing the line of my cheekbones.

“Good boy,” she mutters, so casual and carelessly. The praise hits me like a drug, a jolt of pure glee that makes my toes curl. Then she leans in and kisses me.

It’s not like the conquering kiss from before. This one is different. It’s deep and slow, a kiss of sealing, of pacts made and futures decided. Her tongue sweeps into my mouth, and I meet it with eager desperation. I taste the lingering spice of the potion on her lips, mixed with the familiar, intoxicating flavor of Jenna herself. The taste of home and of a thrilling, terrifying new world all at once.

She pulls back, pressing her forehead to mine. Her eyes catch the low light, pupils dilated and impossibly dark. “My good kitty,” she whispers, the words vibrating through me. “You just made your owner so, so happy.”

Owner.

The word lands in my brain, and something clicks. A switch being flipped. The warmth that had been spreading through my body intensifies, coalescing into a pleasant, insistent hum that vibrates deep inside my skull. It starts at the base of my neck, a low thrumming that travels up my spine and fills my head, pushing everything else out.

The anxious voice that has shadowed me throughout my life — the one screaming warnings just moments ago — vanishes. It doesn’t fade out; it’s simply… gone. Snuffed out in an instant, like someone pinched a candle between their fingers. In its place, a deep, untroubled silence settles. A blank slate.

My thoughts, usually a tangled mess of worry and self-criticism, are still. So… peaceful. The relentless current of nervous energy that always prickles beneath my skin dissolves, replaced by a steady, serene quiet. The terror, the crushing shame, the desperate confusion — all of it dissolved, swept clean away. In their place blooms only the luxurious, liquid weight of the potion radiating through my chest, and this odd, delicious pressure pulsing inside my muscles, as if my whole body is tuned to some secret, thrilling frequency.

I blink, my attention snapping to Jenna’s face. The details come into sharp focus, achingly vivid. The tiny flecks of gold in her brown eyes. The way a single strand of dark hair curves across her forehead. The faint scent of her perfume — something floral with a bite of spice I’ve smelled a thousand times, but never truly noticed until now.

All the external noise of the world seems to have faded away. The distant traffic, the hum of the refrigerator, the creaks of the old house — I can’t hear any of it. There is only the quiet of the room, the sound of her breathing, and the steady, obedient hum inside my own head. It feels like my brain has been rebooted, all the messy, conflicting programs shut down, leaving only one core directive running.

Wait for her orders.

I stare at her, every muscle loose, my mind emptied out. There is no past, no future pressing in. Only this suspended moment: her palms framing my jaw, her scent threading through the air, her eyes holding me in place. Her gaze settles over me, steady and possessive. The hum inside me is steady, a soft, enveloping warmth that muffles every stray thought. It doesn’t press or prod; it simply exists, a gentle current that wraps around my mind. A low, resonant thrum, promising quiet, obedience, and the blissful erasure of doubt — the relief of not having to choose anymore.

My pupils are so wide the blue of my irises is just a thin ring around a pool of black. I’m not thinking about the catsuit anymore. I’m not thinking about the party. I’m not thinking about what comes next. My entire world has contracted to the space between us. I am a vessel, emptied of anxiety and filled with a warm, willing silence. Waiting. For her. My owner.
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My world is Jenna’s face. The soft, possessive grip of her hands on my jaw. The scent of her perfume, sharp and spicy, cuts through the sterile hush in my skull. That hum, that steady, obedient vibration, has rooted itself deep in my bones. It’s a physical presence, an anchoring pressure that holds me motionless, expectant. There’s no anxiety, no shame. Only a vast, quiet peace. A perfect, waiting silence.

Her thumbs sweep over my cheekbones in a slow, claiming motion. Her smile is private, edged with victory. “There you are,” she whispers, her voice a low caress. “I knew you were in there.”

She leans in, her lips brushing mine — not quite a kiss, more a promise. The contact sends a jolt through me, a delicious shock that makes the hum inside me spike. My whole body feels like an antenna, tuned entirely to her.

“Come on,” she says, taking my hand. Her fingers are warm and sure, threading through mine. “Time to get you ready.”

I don’t ask where we’re going. The question doesn’t even form. The part of my mind that would have worried, would have resisted, has gone quiet. I just follow, bare feet soundless on the hardwood as she guides me out of the bedroom. The hum in my head purrs along, a soft, insistent engine of compliance.

She guides me into the master bathroom. Steam hangs thick in the air, clinging to my skin. The bright vanity lights are blurred in the haze, softening the room’s edges. Mirrors run along the walls, and my own reflection stares back — a dazed-looking man with wide, dark eyes, his face slack and open. I barely recognize him.

Jenna lets go of my hand and turns to face me, her back to the long stretch of marble countertop. Her gaze sweeps over me, clinical and unhurried. She taps a perfectly painted red nail against the counter. “Clothes off, Liam.”

There’s no hesitation. No flicker of resistance or shame. The command enters my ears and flows straight to my limbs, skipping any need for thought. My hands find the hem of my t-shirt, pull it up and over my head, and let it fall to the tile. My fingers move to the button of my jeans, undoing it, sliding the zipper down. They crumple around my ankles, and I step free, kicking them aside with my socks and underwear.

I stand before her, naked. Steam kisses my skin, raising goosebumps along my arms, but I feel no chill — only the heat of her scrutiny. Her gaze lingers on the simple black leather collar I still wear, the one that doubled as a gag earlier. It’s the only thing left on me. The sight in the mirror — bare, exposed, collared — sends another rush of that strange, thrilling tension through my muscles. It feels… inevitable.

“Good boy,” she murmurs, her praise sinking into me like an intravenous drug. The hum deepens, a luxurious thrum beneath my ribs. She gestures to the wide, flat edge of the bathtub. “Sit.”

I obey instantly, perching on the cool porcelain. The chill beneath my bare ass is abrupt, a focusing shock. My legs dangle, feet just off the floor. I keep my eyes on her, waiting. Every cell in my body waits for her next command.

She turns to the counter with deliberate grace, every movement unhurried yet precise. Her fingers curl around a can of shaving cream, the soft hiss as she picks it up barely audible over the thrum thud in my ears. Beside it, a sleek razor with a silver handle gleams under the bathroom light, its edge catching and reflecting her calm intent. Anticipation coils tight in my stomach, sharp and undeniable. My gaze drops to my legs, the fine, dark hair scattered over them.

Jenna follows my glance, a knowing smile curving her mouth. “The catsuit won’t fit right otherwise,” she says, her tone smooth, almost practical. “It needs to glide over smooth skin. You understand, don’t you, kitty?”

I can only nod, my throat tight. The word kitty lands differently this time. Not just a nickname, but a fact. An identity. The hum inside me vibrates with fierce agreement.

“Good. Now lift your leg. Put your foot right here.” She pats the counter’s edge beside her hip.

My leg feels oddly heavy as I raise it, placing my foot where she wants. The pose is awkward, revealing, my inner thigh exposed. I have to steady myself with one hand on the tub. She shakes the can, and the hiss of foam slices the quiet. A cloud of white, menthol-scented cream blooms in her palm.

Her touch is electric as she spreads the cream over my calf. Her fingers are confident, working the lather from my ankle up to my knee, her knuckles kneading into the muscle. The blend of steam, cold foam, and her warm hand is dizzying. My breath stutters. I watch, entranced, as she coats my leg in thick, white cream.

She picks up the razor. The blade catches the light, sharp and gleaming. “Hold still,” she murmurs.

She sets the razor just above my ankle and draws it upward in a single, clean stroke. A perfect, pink trail appears in the white foam. My skin, pale and bare, emerges in its wake. The sensation is overwhelming — the faint scrape of the blade, the slide of steel over my skin. Not painful. Intimate. Claiming. She works with steady focus, rinsing the blade beneath the tap after each pass. The trickle of water, the faint rasp of razor, my own ragged breathing — that’s all there is.

A tremor starts in my thigh. A deep, foreign vibration that has nothing to do with nerves. It’s a low, resonant rumble, rising from my chest. It intensifies, a physical purr I can feel as much as hear.

The sound jolts me. My eyes go wide, meeting Jenna’s in the mirror. She’s paused, razor suspended. A slow, hungry smile spreads across her face. She heard it. She felt it.

“Oh, listen to that,” she breathes, her voice laden with satisfaction and pride. She presses her palm firmly against my chest, right over my sternum. The purr vibrates against her skin, impossible to deny. “You like this, don’t you? My good little kitty.”

The praise, mixed with the shock of my body’s betrayal, sends a violent surge of pleasure tearing through me. It’s so intense I nearly flinch. Yes, a voice that doesn’t sound like mine screams inside my skull. Yes, I do. The purr grows louder, a deep, throaty rumble I can’t suppress. This is what the potion does. It doesn’t just smother fear; it drags the truth out, raw and shameless.

She finishes my calf, her strokes precise but now charged with a fresh possessiveness. When she reaches my thigh, her fingers slide along the inner skin, drifting dangerously close to my groin. My cock, already thick, twitches and strains for her touch. I can’t hide it. I’m laid bare for her, my body confessing everything my mind spent years denying.

“So sensitive,” she murmurs, her gaze flicking to my cock before she returns to shaving. She works her way up my thigh, each careful stroke stripping away another piece of the self I clung to. When she’s done, she rinses my leg with warm water, her hands gliding over skin that feels impossibly smooth and new. “Perfect,” she says, her tone soft with approval. “So soft.”

The purr in my chest is relentless now, a constant engine. She has me switch legs, and the ritual begins again. The cool foam, the slide of the razor, her sure hands. I’m adrift in it. The sensation, the dull hum in my mind, the deep, chest-shaking purr of a creature I’m only now beginning to understand. A creature that is me.

Both legs gleam under the bathroom lights, hyper-aware and stripped bare. She kneels between my knees. My heart thuds, heavy and insistent. She scoops a dollop of cream onto her fingers and reaches for my face.

“Last part,” she says, gentle authority threading her words. She starts lathering my cheeks, chin, upper lip. Her touch here is different — reverent, almost worshipful. I close my eyes and let her do it, surrendering to the careful glide of her fingers on my skin. It’s the most intimate thing I’ve ever known.

She brings the razor to my jaw, her other hand cradling the back of my neck, holding me steady. The scrape is sharp, amplified by proximity, the sound running through my jawbone. I breathe in the scent of the shaving cream, the cold tang of the blade, and beneath it, the spice of her skin.

“You have such good bones,” she murmurs, turning my face to catch the right angle under my chin. “But all this scruff hides them. Makes you look… harsh.” She pauses, catches my gaze in the mirror. “You’re much prettier without it.”

Prettier.

The word crashes through me, bright and shattering. Not handsome. Not sharp. Prettier. A jolt of naked pleasure shoots from my brain straight to my cock, which leaps, fully hard and aching. A strangled gasp escapes me. The purr inside me falters, then swells twice as strong. The hum in my skull surges, a rush of blissful, obedient static that erases every other thought.

Prettier. My mind seizes on the word, turning it over, tasting it. It settles into me, feels right. I want to be pretty for her. I want it so badly it smothers every other desire.

She finishes shaving, then wipes my face with a warm, soft cloth. Her touch lingers as she pats my skin dry. My face feels strange — exposed, delicate, new. I run my tongue over my lips, dizzy from the echo of her praise.

Jenna steps back, satisfaction shining on her face. She reaches for the plain leather collar at my neck. My breath stutters. For a moment, I think she’s taking it away, and a sharp, raw ache slices through me.

“Shh,” she soothes, catching the panic in my eyes. Her fingers work the buckle, and the collar slips loose. Cool air grazes my neck, wrong and empty. “This was just for practice.”

She lets the old collar fall to the tile. From the counter, she picks up something else. It’s a new collar — softer, narrower, black patent leather that gleams under the lights. At the front, a silver bell dangles from a tiny ring.

My gaze locks onto it. The bell. The promise it carries.

“This one,” she says, her voice dropping to a low, possessive growl, “is the real thing. This one means you’re mine.”

She brings it to my throat. I lift my chin without thinking, offering myself. The patent leather is cool and impossibly smooth against my newly bared, sensitive skin. I hold my breath as she threads the strap through the buckle behind my neck. I hear the faint click as the metal prong slides home. Another, sharper click as she pulls it snug — not choking, just perfectly close. A constant, physical claim.

She presses closer and her breath skates across my cheek. “Every time you hear this,” she whispers, and flicks the little bell with her fingernail.

Jingle.

The sound rings out, piercing the thick, humid air. A clear, silver note that slices straight through the fog in my mind. It echoes inside me, a tiny, perfect proclamation. Ownership. Surrender. The sound of belonging.

A shudder wracks me, violent and involuntary. The need for her — for her praise, her touch, her approval — becomes a savage ache. A desperate, gnawing want that claws up from my belly and sets every limb trembling. My hands shake where they rest on my knees. I stare at her, every part of me a silent plea. Please. More. Tell me I’m good. Tell me what to do. I’ve never hungered for anything this fiercely.

Jenna steps back, eyes dark with command. She sees everything — my adoration, my trembling, the way I kneel for her. She knows she owns me. Every last piece.

“You’ve been such a good kitty so far,” she purrs, her voice a velvet blade. “So obedient. So willing to be made pretty for your Owner.”

Owner. The word slips into me, turning the final lock. Whatever was left of the man I used to be crumbles, swept away.

“But I need to know you’ve earned the next step,” she continues, her gaze unwavering. “I need to see how obedient you really are. Get on your hands and knees. On the floor. Now.”

The command is absolute. My body obeys before my mind can catch up. I slide from the edge of the tub, my freshly shaved knees hitting the cold, unyielding tile with a soft thud. My palms press to the floor, the shock of cool ceramic anchoring me. I drop onto all fours before her, head lowered, ass up. My cock is rigid and aching, pressed to my belly, throbbing with a need I can’t name. The little bell at my throat gives a gentle jingle as I settle in, signaling my submission.

My mind slips into blissful quiet. No shame. No stray thoughts. Only the bite of cold tile against my skin, the steady weight of the collar snug around my neck, and Jenna — towering above me, the center of my universe. I look up through my lashes, fixated on her face, her expression, searching for my next command. Everything narrows to this: waiting for her, offering myself.

She gazes down at me, regal, victorious. Her lips tilt in satisfaction. “What is it you want, kitty?” she asks, her tone deceptively soft, all promise and danger.

The potion’s thrumming compulsion and my own unraveling will fuse together, shoving the truth out of me. I have no resistance left. My voice breaks on a whisper, fragile and raw, nothing like the person I used to be.

“Please, Owner,” I beg — the word glides from my lips, more natural than my own name. Saying it to her rips through me with staggering pleasure. “Please… dress me. Make me your pretty kitty. Please.”

The words hang, heavy and hot, in the steamy air. Confession and plea. My most hidden craving, spoken aloud at last. I tremble, every muscle tense with desperate anticipation, not fear.

A slow, wicked smile spreads across Jenna’s face. She crouches, bringing her eyes level with mine, her gaze burning with satisfaction. “You’ve been a very, very good girl,” she murmurs. The feminine word slices through me, not as a shock, but as a perfect fit. It settles into place, right where it belongs. “You’ve earned it.”

She reaches out, not to caress, but to slip a finger beneath my collar. She tugs, gentle but commanding. “Up. Let’s get you dressed.”

That tug is all I need. I scramble upright, my eagerness clumsy and unsteady. She leads me out of the bathroom, back into the bedroom. Every inch of my skin feels hypersensitive — the movement of air is a caress. My legs, stripped smooth, feel alien and exposed. The collar presses close, the bell still and silent as long as I move softly, obediently.

Laid out across the bed, dark and gleaming, is the catsuit. It doesn’t look like mockery now. It’s not a joke or punishment — it’s a promise. A second skin. My uniform.

“Stand here,” she instructs, planting me in the center of the room.

She picks up the vinyl garment. The material squeaks, taut and slick between her hands. She holds it open. “One leg at a time.”

I lift my foot. She guides it into the opening. The vinyl is icy, impossibly tight, clinging to my bare skin, restrictive and thrilling. I have to point my toe, forcing it through the narrow ankle. The other leg follows. I wobble, and her hand lands on my waist — steady, claiming.

“Pull,” she orders.

I grab the suit’s waist and tug it up over my hips. The material resists, stretching tight over my ass and thighs. Every second is intoxicating. The pressure is relentless, the sensation both suffocating and electric. It sculpts every line, compressing me, defining me. My cock and balls are shoved down, pinned flat, the constriction constant and merciless. I want the suit to swallow me whole, cage me in.

I push my arms into the sleeves, the vinyl whining with each movement. My hypersensitive skin burns and tingles wherever the fabric touches. It’s like being vacuum-sealed — every inch wrapped, contained, shaped.

Jenna steps behind me, her presence a wall of heat at my back. I freeze, arms at my sides, heart hammering out of control.

“Ready?” she whispers, her breath hot against the nape of my neck.

I manage a strangled nod.

She finds the zipper tab, cold against my hyper-sensitive skin. She pulls, excruciatingly slow. Inch by inch, the zipper closes, the sound a low, steady zzzzzip crawling up my spine. The suit tightens, compressing my waist, my chest, my shoulders. Every inch brings new pressure. It molds to me, erasing what I was, remaking me.

The zipper reaches the base of my neck, just beneath the collar. She fastens the pull tab with a soft, final click. I’m sealed in. Trapped. Perfect.

I stand, breath coming shallow, every inch of me buzzing. The vinyl hugs me, constant and inescapable. Every movement reminds me I’m bound, claimed, remade.

Jenna’s arms slide around me from behind, her body pressed to mine, breasts soft against my back, chin on my shoulder. Her hold is unyielding, hands splayed wide across my vinyl-clad belly. I feel my cock, hard and pinned under the crushing material, every throb magnified by the pressure.

She leans in, lips brushing my ear. The bell on my collar gives a sharp, triumphant jingle as her cheek brushes it.

“There she is,” Jenna whispers, her voice curling into my ear — low, possessive, a purr that vibrates straight through me. “There’s my pretty kitty.”

The pressure of the vinyl, the crush of my cock, the cool bite of the collar, the bell’s music, her voice, her praise — her claiming me with she and kitty — it’s too much. My vision blurs. Bliss rushes through me, light and dizzying. My knees give out.

Jenna catches me easily, her grip fierce, grounding. I collapse against her, mind gone, lost in a haze of obedience and relief. Every nerve is sparking. All that exists is the feeling of being held by her, owned by her, shaped by her hands.

She turns me to face her, slow and deliberate. Her eyes devour me, tracing from the tips of my encased toes to the bell signaling ownership at my throat. The look that crosses her face is raw ownership — hunger, pride, satisfaction. She reaches up, adjusting the collar, her fingers skimming my skin. The bell sings again, bright metal shivering against my throat as Jenna’s fingertip taps the tiny sphere, sending that clear note straight through the collar and into my skin.

“Perfect,” she murmurs, her gaze locking on mine. “Absolutely perfect.”
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Her voice, her words, her claiming me — it all strikes at once, dizzying in its certainty. “Perfect,” she murmurs, her gaze fixed on mine. “Absolutely perfect.” She taps the bell on my collar with her fingernail, a clear, ringing note that vibrates straight through my skull, silencing everything but her. The world outside us dissolves into a blurred hum. The vinyl suit clings like a second skin, tight and unforgiving. My cock is crushed flat, throbbing under the pressure — a blend of agony and desperate, swelling pleasure. Every tiny shift I make sends a shiver across my freshly shaved, hypersensitive skin.

Jenna’s hands slide from my shoulders down my arms, her touch searing through the thin material. She twines her fingers with mine. “Ready to show you off, Kitty?”

I can’t form words. I can only nod, eyes wide, locked on her face. My whole world has shrunk to her, to the promise burning in her eyes and the unyielding grip of her hand. The potion thrums in my veins, a molten, golden tide of pure obedience. There’s no anxiety left, only a raw, aching need to please her.

She leads me from the bedroom. My movements are stiff, awkward, the vinyl resisting every step. The material squeaks softly with each motion. The bell at my throat jingles, a constant, cheerful announcement of my new existence. Down the short hallway, the sounds of the party swell — the bass thudding through the floor, dozens of voices layered over each other. My old self would be unraveling, nerves stretched to snapping at the thought of walking into this. Now, all that remains is Jenna’s hand in mine, her strength flowing steady and sure.

She pauses at the edge of the living room and turns to face me. Party light spills over her, catching the sharp cut of her jaw, the gleam of her dark lipstick. “Just stay close to me,” she commands quietly. “Look at me if you start to get nervous. You’re with me. You’re safe.”

I nod again, my throat tight, words buried under the pressure that threatens to crush me.

She squeezes my hand. “You look beautiful. They’re going to love you.” Her words settle into me, soothing and bright. Then she turns, pulling me into the storm.

The change slams into me. The air is thick with perfume, alcohol, and something sweet and spicy that might be food. Bodies crowd the space, a moving wall of people. Colored lights strobe across laughing faces. The music is relentless, a bassline that shudders through the floor and up my legs, settling in my chest. For a heartbeat, a ghost of panic surfaces — my breath snags, the riot of sound and motion threatening to overwhelm me.

Jenna’s grip tightens on my hand. She draws me closer, her side pressed flush against mine. Her hand slips from my fingers to the small of my back, her palm firm and possessive, grounding me in an instant. Panic recedes, banished by her touch. The bell makes a soft jingle as I move, a tiny, private sound in the chaos. It’s my anchor. It reminds me who I am now. I’m her Kitty. My only purpose is to be good.

“Jenna! You made it!” A woman with vivid pink hair and a skeleton painted across her face peels away from a cluster of guests.

“Mel! You look amazing,” Jenna calls, her voice cutting through the din with such precision. She draws me forward with a gentle but insistent hand at my back. The group’s attention snaps to me, four sets of eyes tracking me from head to toe. Heat creeps up my neck, a hot wave of exposure. I want to shrink, to disappear, but the vinyl holds me rigid and bare.

“And who is this?” Mel asks, her eyes sweeping over the catsuit, the collar, the ears perched on my head.

“This is my Kitty,” Jenna says, pride lacing every word. Her hand on my back rubs a slow, deliberate circle. That simple, possessive touch sends a shudder through me.

Mel’s grin widens. “Oh, my god. The commitment. That’s incredible.” She leans closer, inspecting the collar. “Is that a real bell?”

Before I can react, she reaches out and flicks it with her finger. Jingle-jingle. The sound is sharp, intimate, and so public it makes my whole body tense. A jolt of pure pleasure shoots from the bell, racing downward and gathering, molten and heavy, in my groin. I bite the inside of my cheek to keep any sound from escaping.

“Wow,” Mel breathes. “Jenna, you went all out. He’s perfect.”

He’s perfect. The words echo in my head, but hearing them from a stranger twists something inside me. It’s not mockery. It’s genuine admiration. The potion sings in my veins, a validating rush that washes away the last scraps of shame. This feels… good. Being seen like this. Being praised.

“We aim to please,” Jenna says, her smile sharp, almost feral. She steers me past Mel’s group, her hand anchored at my back. “See? I told you.”

We move deeper into the party. It blurs into a parade of faces and scraps of conversation. A man dressed as a pirate flashes me a thumbs-up. “Sick costume, man.” A woman in a shimmering mermaid outfit brushes my arm. “Where did you even get that? It fits you like it was made for you.”

Each compliment is a fresh rush of validation. The potion drinks it in, transforming the praise of strangers into a heady, intoxicating drug. Heat builds in my blood, the obedient hum in my head growing more insistent. My posture shifts without conscious effort. My shoulders, always hunched, draw back. My hips feel loose, swaying with a softness that can’t possibly be mine. I catch myself walking with a delicate, almost feline grace. When I’m forced to whisper a “thank you,” my voice sounds different — airy, higher, soft as a secret.

Jenna keeps me close, a living trophy on display. She introduces me to a dozen people, always with the same three words: “This is my Kitty.” She never uses my name. Liam is gone. He doesn’t exist in this room. There is only Kitty.

She steers me toward the makeshift bar clustered in the kitchen, the press of bodies thickening around us. Jenna’s body molds itself to mine as she threads us through the crowd, her hand firm and impossibly hot on my lower back, steering me exactly where she wants. “What do you want to drink?” she murmurs, lips grazing the edge of my ear, her voice a private ribbon in the noise.

I try to answer — ‘water’ or maybe ‘coke’ — but the words won’t shape themselves. The potion, the steady drip of praise, the undertow of obedience running through me… my thoughts blur and dissolve before they reach my tongue. I just stare at her, mute and utterly helpless.

A slow, wicked smile curls across her lips. She understands everything. “I know what you need.” She turns to the bartender — a college kid in a sagging vampire cape, all acne and awkwardness. “Vodka soda for me. And,” she adds, her eyes bright with mischief, “a saucer of milk.”

The bartender blinks, uncertain. “A… saucer of milk?”

“You heard me,” Jenna replies, her tone brooking no argument. He gives a half-shrug and rummages under the counter, unfazed by her authority. Heat prickles up my cheeks — humiliation and something sharper, rawer, twisting together. A saucer. Is she really going to make me drink from it here, in front of everyone?

He doesn’t even hesitate. He pours milk from a battered carton into a shallow bowl — one meant for snacks, probably — and slides it toward Jenna, next to her vodka soda. Not a proper saucer, but the implication bites just as hard.

Jenna places the bowl in my hands. “Here you go, Kitty. Be a good girl and drink up.”

Good girl. The words land on my skin like a command I can feel. My fingers quiver as I take the ceramic bowl from her. My eyes lock on hers, my mind blissfully scrubbed blank. The crush of party noise falls away. All that remains is her order — and the urgent, throbbing need to obey.

I don’t hesitate. I tip the bowl up, lips parting, and lap at the cool liquid. I don’t sip. I lap, tongue darting to catch the milk, exactly as she wants. It’s ridiculous, obscene — and it feels so right my bones ache with it. The milk is cold, a little sweet, washing over my tongue. I drink it all, eyes fluttering closed, surrendering to the perfect simplicity of obedience. The bell at my throat gives a soft jingle with every movement.

When I lower the bowl, a droplet of milk clings to my upper lip. Jenna reaches out, slow and deliberate, and wipes it away with her thumb. She brings her thumb to her mouth, tongue flicking over it. Her gaze is dark, hungry. “Good kitty,” she whispers, the praise sliding over me like a caress.

My knees threaten to give out. The mixture of public humiliation and her private approval leaves me lightheaded, buzzing all over. I stand motionless, clutching the empty bowl, my whole body thrumming.

“Let’s go mingle some more,” she says, plucking the bowl from my hands and returning it to the counter. She twines her fingers through mine — her grip possessive, inescapable — and pulls me back into the living room.

Every new person she introduces me to, every compliment tossed my way, burrows deeper, reinforcing the transformation. The praise from strangers is intoxicating, a steady chorus confirming my new reality. This is good. This is right. I am good. Beautiful. Exactly what I’m supposed to be. Any lingering shame is gone, erased by the heat of acceptance.

A strange, persistent ache blossoms in my chest. It isn’t painful — more of a tender, swelling pressure centered on my nipples. At first, I write it off as another weird sensation from the vinyl, just one more thing in a sea of newness. But it intensifies. My nipples feel… altered. They’re hard, sensitive pebbles under the slick suit. Even the faintest friction as I breathe sets off a sharp tingle, a mix of pleasure and pain.

Subtly, hoping not to attract attention, I lift my fist to my chest, faking a cough. My fingers explore through the vinyl, and my breath catches. There’s a softness now — a rounded, yielding swell that wasn’t there before. Not just on one side, but both.

Panic, bright and slicing, cuts through the potion’s haze for the first time since I drank it. What the fuck is happening? My thoughts careen, desperate to rationalize. It’s a trick of the light. The suit’s just shifting things. Maybe I’m drunker than I thought. I’m imagining it.

But the sensation is undeniable. The ache is real. I press a little harder and a bolt of raw sensitivity shoots through me — so sharp I nearly gasp. No illusion. No mistake. I’m growing breasts. Small, tender, impossibly sensitive breasts.

My head spins. The music warps, the laughter around me taking on a mocking edge. The potion wasn’t just courage in a bottle. It’s a real hex, and it’s rewriting my body.

A dizzy, thrilling terror crashes through me, chasing out the panic. It’s horrifying. Impossible. And somewhere, buried deep in me, it’s exactly what I’ve always wanted. The realization is so jarring, so forbidden, it nearly sobers me.

I turn, searching for Jenna, eyes wide and desperate. She stands beside me, chatting with a guy in a Roman centurion getup, but her focus isn’t on him. She feels my stare and her gaze slides to mine.

She sees it all — the panic, the confusion, the silent plea screaming across my face.

And she smiles.

It isn’t wide or performative. It’s slow, secret, knowing — just for me. Her eyes drop, just for a moment, to my chest, where the vinyl now stretches tighter over new curves. Then she looks up, meeting my gaze again. The smile lingers, a silent message. Yes. This is happening. And you love it.

Her unshakable confidence drowns my panic as quickly as it flared. Her smile isn’t worried — it’s triumphant, proud. This is what she wanted. My Owner knew. She planned this. If she’s not concerned, why should I be? The anxiety dissolves, replaced by a deep, soul-level surge of trust. If this is what she wants for me, it must be right. It has to be good.

The thrill surges higher, transformed — no longer the jagged edge of terror but a bright wire of want thrumming under my skin. My shoulders draw back, spine arching just enough to feel the vinyl pull across these new, aching swells. Each breath pushes them against the stretchy fabric, a constant reminder that I’m being sculpted for her, in front of everyone, and I can’t stop smiling. Every nerve sings with the knowledge: I am being remade for her pleasure.

I lean into her, a small, instinctive tilt of my body. My side presses flush against hers, my head dipping in a gesture of quiet, desperate surrender. I am hers. This body belongs to her. Whatever she asks, I crave to give.

Jenna’s conversation with the centurion winds down. She nods politely, her smile gracious but distant, her attention fixed on me. She sees what’s happening — the last brittle piece of resistance crumbling away. She reads my posture, the way I mold myself to her touch, the open trust shining in my eyes. A darker hunger kindles in her expression, possessive and intent. Her gaze drops to the subtle swell now curving the front of my catsuit, a shape that wasn’t there before. She lingers there, watching, and my new nipples tighten under the vinyl, aching for her hand, for her approval.

The air between us tightens, thick with promise. The party — the crowd, the music, the shrill laughter — recedes to a blur. Only Jenna matters. Only her power over me, her pleasure in what I’ve become. She’s stripped me bare and rebuilt me, cell by cell, until I’m nothing but her creation. And I’m grateful in a way that burns.

“You’ve been such a good kitty tonight,” she murmurs with a seductive purr that slides through me, hot and sweet. “So good, showing off for everyone.”

I stare up at her, my pulse thudding, body flushed and hungry.

“I think,” she breathes, her words dropping lower, rough with want, “it’s time you got a reward.”

She doesn’t wait for me to respond. Her fingers lock around mine, grip fierce and certain. She turns, tugging me after her. I go willingly, no hesitation, a pet trailing her Mistress. She guides me away from the glare and noise of the living room, from the swirling bodies and the strangers’ praise.

She steers me down a shadowed hallway, far from the party’s chaos. The music dulls to a distant, insistent beat. Here, the air chills against my skin. Light comes only from a lone, dim sconce, stretching our shadows along the wall. My bell chimes with every step, a soft jingle-jingle-jingle that marks my place at her side.

Her pace is brisk, intent. Her fingers clamp mine so tightly it nearly hurts. This isn’t a gentle escort — it’s a claiming. She’s making me hers, right here, right now. My cock strains, trapped and aching beneath the vinyl, desperate for her attention. My new breasts throb with a raw, needy sensitivity. I am nothing but exposed nerves, every inch of me tuned to her, helpless and wanting.

She halts in front of a closed door at the end of the corridor, where it’s darker, removed from the party’s reach. She keeps hold of my hand, turning the knob with her other. The door swings open onto a room hushed and waiting.

“My good, pretty girl needs a special treat,” she whispers, her voice thick with promise and control. She pulls me inside, her eyes never leaving mine, dark and glittering with intent that steals the breath from my chest. “And your Owner is going to give it to you.”
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The door clicks shut behind us, swallowing the party’s muffled thump. For a moment, all I hear is my own ragged breathing and the frantic beat pulsing in my ears. The room is a study, lined with dark wood shelves and steeped in the scent of old paper and leather. Moonlight cuts a sharp silver rectangle across the oak desk and the plush rug beneath our feet. Jenna stands silhouetted against that cold light, all dangerous curves and predatory stillness. She doesn’t release my hand. Her grip tightens, an unspoken promise and a threat in one.

Then she moves. In two strides, she has me backing up until my ass meets the cold, unyielding edge of the desk. She crowds in, her thighs pressing mine apart, her body radiating heat through the thin, sensitive vinyl of my suit. Her free hand comes up, palm cradling my jaw, thumb stroking my cheek before her fingers twist in the hair at my nape, tugging just enough to force a gasp from my lips.

“My pretty kitty,” she murmurs, her voice a low growl that vibrates straight through me. “So eager to please me.”

Her mouth crashes down on mine. It isn’t soft; it’s a claiming. Rough, wet, possessive. Her tongue pushes past my lips, tasting of the wine she drank earlier, demanding entry, demanding surrender. I give in without a thought, every cell in my body focused on that single, searing point of contact. My hands — still trapped in the slick vinyl gloves — grip her waist, clinging to her as if she’s the only anchor in a world spinning out of control. She bites my lower lip, a sharp, stinging jolt of pleasure that makes my knees threaten to buckle. A soft little jingle rings out as I press closer, desperate for her.

She breaks the kiss as abruptly as she began it, leaving me breathless and panting, lips swollen and tingling. Her eyes are dark in the low light, blazing with a force that pins me in place. She watches me struggle for air, a slow, satisfied smile curling her lips.

“On your knees for me, Kitty.”

The command is absolute, delivered in a voice that brooks no argument. It lands not as a request, but as a law of nature. This is where I belong. No hesitation, no flicker of my old, anxious self. That Liam is gone, burned away by magic and want. I sink down, the vinyl of my suit sighing as I fold myself onto the thick rug at her feet. The fibers are plush against my knees. I tip my head back, gazing up at her, my heart pounding against my ribs. The adoration flooding me is so total, so consuming, it aches in my chest, where my new breasts are tender and swollen. I am her subject, her pet, her plaything. And it is the most exquisite sensation I’ve ever known.

Jenna’s smile widens, predatory and loving at once. She reaches for the zipper at the front of her slinky witch dress. The sound of metal teeth parting is thunderous in the quiet room. She doesn’t pull it down far, just enough for the dark fabric to gape open, revealing the swell of her breasts in black lace and the pale skin of her stomach. She isn’t wearing stockings, just a tiny black thong nestled in the dark curls between her thighs. She hikes her skirt up with one hand, hooking her thumb in the waistband of the thong and tugging it to the side.

She’s wet. I can see the slick shine of her in the moonlight.

“You’ve been so good for me, my little kitty,” she whispers, voice husky with need. “You deserve your treat.”

She steps closer, her bare thigh brushing my cheek. She guides my head forward, her grip gentle on the back of my neck. My face is inches from her, from the dark, heady scent of her arousal. It fills my senses, short-circuiting every thought, every nerve ending. My mouth goes dry. My cock, already painfully hard in its vinyl prison, gives a sharp, insistent throb. This is worship. This is devotion.

My tongue flicks out, tentative at first, a nervous lick against her swollen folds. A sharp hiss escapes her lips, and her fingers tighten in my hair. That sound, that raw pleasure, is all the encouragement I need. I press my face fully between her thighs, my nose buried in her soft curls, and lick again, slower this time, a long, deliberate stripe from her pussy to her clit. She tastes incredible — salty, sweet, and undeniably her. It’s the most intoxicating flavor I’ve ever known.

“Yes,” she breathes, a raw, trembling sound. “That’s it. Lick me, Kitty. Lick me like you mean it.”

Her command ignites something in my gut. I obey instantly, tongue moving with desperate, frantic energy. I need to please her. The need is physical, a magical compulsion knotted in the core of my being. I lap at her, suckle her, my entire world narrowed to this perfect task. Her juices coat my tongue and lips. I trace her clit, circling it, teasing it, then wrap my lips around the hard little nub and suck, gentle at first, then firmer as her hips twitch.

Jenna groans, a deep, guttural sound. Her hips start to move, slow and insistent, grinding against my mouth. “Oh, fuck. Liam…”

She never calls me Liam. The name lands awkward and alien, a relic from another life. It sends a jolt of confusion — panic? — through me, but it’s swept away by the rising tide of her pleasure.

“Good girl,” she corrects herself instantly, her voice strained. “Such a good, pretty girl for me.”

The words are a drug. Each one sinks into me, a spike of pure bliss that rewires my brain. Good girl. Pretty girl. Her praise validates every strange new sensation, every once-forbidden want. This is who I am. This is what I was made for. I purr, a low, rumbling vibration that starts deep in my chest and buzzes against her skin. Her fingers rake through my hair, petting me, stroking me like a cherished pet.

“You love being my kitty, don’t you?” she murmurs, her voice dropping into a dark, conspiratorial whisper. “You love being pretty for me. You love being on your knees.”

“Yes,” I gasp, the sound cracked and desperate, barely my own. “Yes, Owner.”

Her hand stills in my hair. Every muscle in her body goes taut. For a breathless moment, I think I’ve gone too far — that I’ve said something to break the spell. But then she exhales, shuddering, her grip tightening.

“Fuck, yes,” she whispers. She grabs a fistful of my hair, her hold no longer gentle. Her fingers are unyielding, control radiating from her every movement. “Use your fingers, Kitty. Now.”

The command ignites through me. I slide a vinyl-clad hand between my face and her body, clumsy with the slick material but desperate to please. My fingertips search for her slick pussy, pressure mounting as I push one finger inside her, then two. She’s soaked, impossibly tight around me. She moans — high, wild, unrestrained — and starts grinding against my mouth and hand, fucking herself on me without mercy. She sets the pace, hips driving, her palm at the back of my head forcing me closer, deeper, faster. My own pleasure is nothing but a live wire humming in the distance, stretched nearly to snapping. All that matters is her — her sounds, her scent, the way her body unravels beneath my touch.

“More,” she pants, breath coming ragged. “Whatever it takes. Make me cum, girl.”

I throw myself into it, tongue frantic, fingers pumping in and out of her soaked cunt. I feel the tension bunching in her thighs, the way her muscles clench and loosen in frantic succession. She’s right at the edge, and knowing it makes my head spin with dizzy gratitude and raw need. I want to give her this. I want her to come apart for me, because of me.

Her hips jerk, wild and uncoordinated, slamming against my face. Her nails rake my scalp, not enough to hurt but enough to brand me as hers. She bends down, mouth pressed to my ear, her breath hot and uneven.

“I knew,” she whispers, her words sinking right through my skin. “I knew the potion was real, Liam.”

Everything freezes. The frantic party thump from beyond the walls, the lewd, wet sounds of my fingers inside her, even her shuddering breaths — they all fall away. Only her voice remains, reverberating in the hollow, stunned silence inside my skull.

“I wanted this,” she continues, her tone dropping into a raw, trembling growl. “I saw your browser history. I saw what you wanted. And I wanted it for you. I wanted you… just like this.”

It isn’t a confession of guilt. It’s a declaration. My old self would have recoiled — would have felt tricked, exposed, humiliated. But the creature kneeling at her feet, the girl with aching tits and a collar tight around her throat, feels only a fierce, shattering gratitude.

This wasn’t random. This wasn’t some prank spun out of control.

She chose this. She saw the darkest, most forbidden place inside me, the part I never dared show anyone, and she didn’t just accept it — she wanted it, wanted me, exactly as I am now. She orchestrated all of this because her desire burned for this version of me.

The revelation doesn’t break me; it obliterates the last fragile sliver of resistance clinging to my mind. I am not helpless. I am claimed. I am the object of her relentless, consuming desire. The realization is the most powerful aphrodisiac I’ve ever known. It’s everything.

A sob tears free from my throat, raw and joyous. I surge forward, worship turning wild, greedy. I suck her clit into my mouth, tongue circling, lavishing her with desperate, grateful abandon. My fingers work her harder, deeper, chasing her orgasm with the kind of singular devotion that borders on madness. I have to give her this. I have to prove I am worthy of her wanting.

“Oh, god — Kitty!” Jenna screams my name, her name for me, the only name that matters.

She shudders, her whole body seizing around my fingers. Her inner muscles clamp down, pulsing hard. She cries out, a sharp, drawn-out note of release that fills the room and echoes in my chest. Her hand, once clamped tight in my hair, goes slack, fingers splayed and trembling as the orgasm crashes through her. Her hips collapse, pressing her weight against me, until she sinks back against the desk, chest heaving in deep, uneven breaths.

I stay exactly where I am, kneeling at her feet, face smeared with her slick, my eyes locked on her. My cock is a rod of tortured need inside the catsuit, leaking precum, my balls throbbing with an ache so sharp it nearly blanks my mind. I look up at her, vision blurring with unshed tears — gratitude, hunger, awe. A thin, broken whimper slips from my lips. I don’t care how pathetic I sound. The ache is blinding.

She opens her eyes slowly, pupils huge, lips dark and swollen from my mouth. She gazes down at me with a smile that is lazy, cruel, and devastatingly tender. She sees the need burning in my eyes, the way my body shivers, barely able to hold itself upright.

“Please,” I whisper, the plea torn from me, rough and pleading, scraping its way up from somewhere deep. “Jenna… please.” My voice splits on her name, humiliation and longing braided tight in my chest. I am nothing but a trembling nerve, everything focused on the pounding ache between my legs.

She leans down, stroking my cheek, her thumb swiping away a tear I hadn’t noticed falling. Her touch is impossibly gentle after everything — I lean into it, greedy for every scrap of affection she’ll give me.

“You’ve been such a good girl,” she purrs, the praise slamming through me and stroking me raw all at once. Her eyes drift down, lingering on my collar, my aching, heavy breasts — so sensitive, so undeniably real — and finally the desperate bulge straining the slick vinyl between my legs. Her smile sharpens, wicked and knowing. “So good. And so needy for me.”

My breath catches. I can only nod, a pathetic, jerky movement that makes my tits jiggle. The friction of the suit dragging across my nipples sends a sharp jolt straight to my cock, and I whimper, helpless.

Her gaze locks on mine, all sharp command and hunger. “Rub it against my leg, Kitty.”

I stare up at her, mind blank — confusion and hunger colliding in my skull. My hips jerk forward, pure instinct, but I don’t know what to do. Not yet.

“My boot,” she clarifies, her voice dropping into something silken and absolute that winds down my spine and pulls me forward. She extends her leg just enough for the moonlight to glint off polished black leather. The heel is a wicked spike, and the thought of it pressing into my back makes me shiver. “I want to watch you. Hump my boot like the desperate little pet you are.”

The command is so filthy, so humiliating — and impossibly, brutally hot. A fresh wave of need washes over me, dizzying and sharp. My cheeks burn, shame and excitement tangling, but my hips are already moving, already seeking her out. Without thinking, I shuffle forward on my knees, my whole body trembling.

The vinyl suit clings, squeaking softly with every movement, hugging every new curve, every humiliating inch. I press my straining cock against the cool, smooth leather of her boot, right at the swell of her calf. The contact is instant, blinding, and I moan, loud and needy.

I move, hips rocking in a frantic, uneven rhythm. The vinyl drags against leather with a slick, desperate shh-shh-shh that makes my face blaze hotter. I grind myself against her, chasing a friction that never quite satisfies. The pressure is intense — almost unbearable — but it’s the wrong kind. The head of my cock aches for something else, for a hand, a mouth, any real touch instead of this torturous, slippery surface that both gives and denies. I moan again, raw and low, eyes squeezed shut as I rut against her like an animal.

“Look at me,” she commands, voice slicing through my haze.

My eyes snap open. She’s watching, her expression a blend of cold, clinical interest and raw, possessive lust. She relishes this — my desperation, my unraveling, all because of her. That knowledge just makes me throb harder, makes me grind faster, chasing approval.

“Please,” I beg, my voice cracking. “Please, Owner, let me cum. I’ll be so good, I promise, please — ” The words spill out, broken and pleading. I don’t care how I sound. I just need more.

I’m close. So agonizingly close. My vision starts to blur at the edges, my hips bucking faster, more frantically. Pressure builds, a white-hot spike gathering in my balls, in my belly, everywhere. Just a few more thrusts, just a little more friction, and I’m going to lose it. I’ll paint her beautiful leather boot with my needy cum. I can feel it building, building, building —

“Not yet, Kitty.”

Just as I teeter on the edge, she pulls her leg away.

My hips jerk forward into empty air. The loss of contact rips through me, sudden and brutal. A choked, strangled cry tears from my throat. My body locks, coiled tight with the agony of denied pleasure — sharper, more intense than any pain I’ve known. I stare at her, panting, my mind wiped clean.

She leans down, face inches from mine. Her smile is gone, replaced by an expression of pure, possessive control.

“You can have it when we get home,” she says, her voice cold and final, threaded with dark promise. “If you earn it.”

The denial. The promise. It’s a final, devastating blow that obliterates what’s left of me. The last flicker of Liam Carter, anxious graphic designer clinging to the idea of normalcy, vanishes. My desire isn’t mine to claim anymore. My pleasure isn’t a right. It’s a gift. A reward to be earned from my owner. The realization doesn’t hollow me out — it fills me. It feels like coming home. It feels like freedom.

I stay on my knees, trembling head to toe, cock still swollen and aching, pinned useless by the suit. The ache is constant, a deep, throbbing reminder of my place. I gaze up at her — my beautiful, cruel, perfect Owner — and there’s nothing left in my eyes but raw, unconditional worship. I am hers. Entirely and irrevocably. And I will do anything, anything, to be worthy of her.
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My own panting fills my ears, raw and desperate against the hush of the empty hallway. The ache in my cock isn’t just need — it’s a relentless inferno, every denial stoking the blaze higher. My mind is scraped clean, stripped of anything but her voice. When we get home. If you earn it. Her promise is embedded so deep inside me I can hardly think, the condition pulsing as the only thing that matters.

The Uber ride home is pure, silent torment. Jenna’s hand settles on my thigh, unmoving, but it sears through the vinyl — a silent threat, a promise. I can’t bring myself to look at her. I fix my gaze on the city lights, watching them smear past the window in a blur that means nothing. All that registers is the dull hum of the car’s engine, the ghost of her leather boot pressed between my legs, and the constant, merciless throb in my cock. Time warps, stretching and snapping in fits, eternity and instant tangled together.

When her key scrapes in the apartment lock, the sound cracks the quiet wide open. The heavy thud of the door closing behind us rolls through the entryway. The world is shut out. I’m caged — exactly where I belong, with my Owner.

She turns to me, lips curled in that slow, devastating smile. Her eyes are shadows and dark fire in the lamplight spilling through the window. She’s poised to command me, to start the ritual, but I can’t wait. My body won’t allow it.

What’s left of my strength dissolves. My knees buckle, crashing onto the hardwood with a dull smack I barely register. I crawl the remaining distance, pressing my face to the hem of her witch’s dress, drawing in the heady mix of party smoke and her perfume. It’s the only thing that feels real, the scent of my deliverance.

“Please,” I whisper into the fabric, my voice shredded and rough. “Please, Owner.” I look up, eyes glazed and wet with tears of pure, wracking need. “Where is it? You said… you said you forgot it.”

Jenna’s smile sharpens, hungry and radiant. She dips her hand into the little beaded purse she carried all night, the one I thought only held her phone and lipstick. Her fingers disappear inside. For a moment, my own jagged breathing is the only sound. Then she draws her hand out. Dangling from her fingers is a slim, black leather leash, the silver clip catching the low light.

My breath falters. A choked sob of relief escapes me. It’s real. She never forgot.

“I didn’t forget it, Kitty,” she says, her voice low and thick as velvet, twining around the splintered pieces of my mind and binding them tight. “I was just waiting for you to ask for it properly.”

She crouches in front of me, every movement measured, confident. The leash swings between us, a metronome counting down the last seconds of who I used to be. She meets my eyes, searching, and whatever she sees makes her smile. Her fingers, cool and sure, catch my chin and tip my face up. The small bell at my throat jingles, delicate and dainty.

“Are you ready to be a good pet for me?” she asks, as if I have any choice left.

All I can do is nod, frantic and uneven. Words are useless. I’m nothing but want — the urge to obey, to serve, to dissolve into her completely.

“Good.”

She brings the leash forward. The metallic click of the clip snapping onto my collar rings through my bones. It’s a lock closing, a contract sealed. The leash settles at my neck, not heavy, but inescapable. Steadying. It’s her control, literal and absolute, stretching from her hand to my very core. A strange, blissful quiet washes over me. That old, relentless buzz of anxiety finally goes silent.

Jenna rises, leash in her grip. She gives it a gentle tug. “Come.”

The command cuts through me. I obey instantly, dropping to all fours, the vinyl of my catsuit squeaking as I shift. My palms splay against the cool wood, my hips swaying as I follow wherever she leads. She guides me through the entryway, past the darkness of the living room, into the hush of our bedroom. She doesn’t bother with the main light — only the lamp on her nightstand glows, casting deep shadows that cut the room into sharp shapes. It feels like a stage. It feels holy.

She leads me to the center and stops. I freeze beside her, head bowed, waiting. The leash goes slack, but I don’t move.

“I want to see how obedient my new pet is,” she says, her voice ringing a little in the quiet. She crosses to the armchair, where I’d tossed a hoodie hours ago. She picks up a small foam ball — my stupid little stress toy, forgotten until now. She holds it up, eyes glinting. “You want the ball, Kitty?”

A low, helpless whine bubbles up in my throat. I ache to please her, to be perfect. I nod, eyes locked on the ball in her hand.

She tosses it into the far corner. It lands with a dull thump against the wall. “Fetch.”

I scramble after it, awkward and frantic, driven by a need that shreds any dignity. I grab the foam ball in my teeth, its surface soft and faintly dusty. I turn, crawling back to her as fast as I can, dropping it at her feet. I look up at her, panting, my tail twitching with excitement and need.

Her smile is pure approval, radiant and fierce. “Good kitty.” The praise sparks through me, hotter than any touch. She reaches down, nails scratching behind my ears, scraping my scalp in just the right way. I press into her hand, a deep, unthinking purr vibrating up from my chest. It shakes through me, leaving me loose, desperate, and so, so ready.

“You’re thirsty after the party, aren’t you?” she murmurs. She disappears into our attached bathroom and returns with the little ceramic bowl we usually keep filled with pot-pourri. It’s empty now, spotless. She sets it on the floor right in front of me, then pours water from the bottle on her nightstand until it nearly brims. “Drink.”

I drop my head and lap at the water, my tongue clumsy, splashing awkwardly. I don’t care about looking ridiculous. This is my role. This is what I was meant for. The cool water soothes the scrape in my throat, but that’s not what matters — what matters is lowering myself, drinking from a bowl at her feet. It feels honest. Each drag of my tongue is a prayer of surrender. When I’ve had enough, I lift my gaze, water dripping off my chin, waiting, hungry for her next order.

She studies me for a long moment, her face unreadable in the lamp-lit shadows. The silence stretches, broken only by my ragged breathing and the faint hum of city traffic filtering through the window. My cock, which had dulled to a slow ache, starts pulsing again, a steady, insistent drumbeat of need. I want to earn my reward. I need to prove myself worthy.

“You’ve been so good,” she says at last, her voice velvet-soft. “So obedient. Good girls deserve a special reward for being so good.”

My breath stutters. Reward.

“On the bed,” she commands, voice sharpening, all business again. She gives the leash a firm tug.

I scramble up, crawling across the duvet to the center of the bed. The mattress groans under my knees. She follows, dipping the bed behind me with her weight.

“On your stomach,” she orders.

I flatten myself instantly, arms bent, cheek pressed to the pillow. The pose is pure vulnerability — my back and ass fully exposed to her. The catsuit hugs my ass, the seam slicing cleanly between my cheeks. Her eyes trace the line of my spine like fingertips of flame, branding ownership into every inch she claims. Behind me, silk shifts against silk, the sound of her reaching for whatever comes next. The clasp of her purse clicks open — deliberate, patient. She’s choosing my future, one slow heartbeat at a time.

My heart pounds, heavy and wild against the mattress. This is it. The final test. My reward within reach. The muscles in my ass clench without permission, a sharp, fluttering spasm that betrays how badly I want this, how terrified I am of how much I want this.

She moves behind me. I hear the twist of a cap, the slick sound of lube squeezed out.

“I want you to relax for me, Kitty,” she murmurs, her breath warm at my ear. “I’m going to make you feel so good. I’m going to fill you up and make you mine. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” I gasp, the word torn raw from my throat. “Yes, Owner, please.”

A cold, thick dollop of lube lands right on my hole. I jolt, a shudder rippling through me. It’s freezing against my flushed skin. Before I can get used to it, her fingers are there, spreading the slick across me. She takes her time, patient, assured. One finger presses at my clenched entrance, not forcing, just holding me open.

“Shhh,” she soothes. “Relax. Open up for me. Let me in.”

Her voice wraps around me, a spell I can’t resist. I focus on her — the calm steadiness of her breath, the weight of her hand anchoring me at the small of my back. I make my body go slack. I exhale, and the tightness eases. Her finger slips inside, gliding in smooth.

A sharp gasp escapes me. Not pain — just shock, the searing intimacy of it. She moves her finger, barely, circling, stretching me open. I moan into the pillow, the sound rough, hungry.

“That’s it,” she purrs, her voice thick with satisfaction. “So good. Taking me so well.” She slides a second finger in. I’m fuller, stretched wider, the pressure heady — almost too much, almost perfect. My hips rock back on instinct, a needy, tentative buck.

“Eager, aren’t we?” she chuckles, low and dark. “You want it that badly.” She works her fingers deeper, preparing me, every movement confident, assured. Heat spikes through me, every muscle strung tight with hunger and want. I’m aching for her, wide open, shamelessly needy. I need her deeper, harder — need every bit she’ll give me, until there’s nothing left but her claim on my body.

Then her fingers slip out. The loss is instant and total, a raw ache. I whimper, hips twitching in protest.

“Don’t worry, pretty thing,” she murmurs, voice lush with promise. “I’m giving you something much better.”

A faint rustle, the sound of buckles being adjusted. Then she leans forward, bringing it into view. The strap-on is sleek, black, perfectly sized — thick, realistic, the head smooth and pronounced, a vein running down the shaft. It shines with lube, glistening in the lamplight. It’s gorgeous and terrifying and everything I want.

My whole world narrows to that cock. It’s her — the part of her that claims me, marks me as hers.

She kneels behind me, bracketing my thighs with her knees. I feel the heat of her body, the solid weight of her presence. She lines the tip up with my entrance, pressing it gently against my slick, hungry hole. The broad head pushes forward, a slow promise.

This isn’t a violation. It’s completion. This is what I was missing, the piece of myself I never dared to name.

“Take me, Kitty,” she whispers, voice raw with command.

She pushes in.

The sensation crashes over me. The head of her cock slides past my ring, stretching me wide, filling me where her fingers never could. I gasp, choking on the sound, my body going rigid. It’s too much, too good. The pressure builds as she sinks deeper, the shaft forcing me open inch by inch. I can’t take it — and I want nothing else. My fingers clench the sheets, twisting the fabric in my fists. Every nerve flares, awareness screaming through my body at this impossible, perfect fullness.

She pauses, giving me just enough time to adjust to the sensation of being impaled, to the overwhelming fullness stretching me in every direction. I feel every inch of her inside me, a solid, demanding presence that presses right up against the heart of me. The stretch hovers at the edge of pain — not enough to stop me, only enough to make me crave more, to make me push back into her even as my body trembles, struggling to accommodate her. My hips shake, my toes curl against the bedsheets. I force myself to breathe, but every inhale only sharpens my awareness of how deeply she’s buried, how utterly she’s taken up every last empty space inside me.

Then she starts to move.

She sets a slow, relentless rhythm. She pulls back nearly all the way, the retreat making me whine in protest, the drag of her cock scraping against my inner walls sparking sensation that shoots up my spine. The emptiness is unbearable, like she’s pulling something essential out of me. Before I can process the loss, she drives forward, filling me again in one smooth, hungry thrust.

The force of it knocks a strangled moan from my throat. Her hands clamp down on my hips, fingers pressing into the slick material of my catsuit hard enough I know I’ll feel their imprint tomorrow. She’s orchestrating every movement, dictating the pace — slow, deep, devastating. Every thrust is intentional, possessive, a clear declaration that I am hers. Each stroke makes it clearer that my body is for her pleasure alone.

“That’s right,” she grunts, her voice rough and threaded with effort. “Take my cock. Take every inch of it.”

I sob into the pillow, my body rocked by her rhythm, no longer moving of its own accord. I am nothing but an extension of her will, a vessel for her need. The vinyl catsuit is slick with my leaking pre-cum, heat and moisture trapped against my skin, making every touch more acute. My cock, caged and useless, throbs in helpless rhythm with her thrusts — a frustrated, aching counterpoint to the dizzying fullness inside me.

“Look back at me,” she commands, her voice slicing through the haze.

I twist my head, straining to catch a glimpse of her over my shoulder. Her face is flushed, lips parted as she drags in each breath. Her eyes burn with a fierce, possessive fire, locked on me, on the point where our bodies join, on the act of taking me apart.

“You’re mine,” she pants, driving into me deeper. “You see that, don’t you? This is what you were made for. To be my pretty pet. To kneel for me. To take my cock and love every second of it.”

“Yes,” I sob, tears spilling hot and unchecked down my cheeks. “Yes, Owner. I love it. I love being yours.”

Her words, her absolute ownership, the relentless, beautiful force of her fucking — it all fuses into a tidal wave of sensation that wipes me clean. The orgasm she denied me before, the one that’s haunted every second since, surges back with terrifying force. There’s no slow build, no warning. It’s a lightning strike, ignited deep in my prostate by the constant pressure of her cock, racing outward until it consumes every nerve, every thought, every last shred of resistance.

The pressure mounts with each of her powerful thrusts. I feel it gathering in my balls, a white-hot knot threatening to snap. I’m close. So close. My hips buck into her, desperate and out of control, chasing the promise of release. I can’t hold it back — I need this.

“Please,” I beg, my voice shattered, almost unrecognizable. The word comes out raw and broken. “Owner, please, I’m going to… please let me…”

I can’t get the words out. They dissolve into a helpless whimper as another thrust steals the thought from my mind. I’m begging to fall apart, to be allowed to lose myself for her.

Jenna laughs, a raw, triumphant sound that cracks something wide open inside me. Not cruel — victorious, possessive, the sound of someone who knows exactly how thoroughly she owns me and revels in it. She leans down, her mouth hot against my ear, her breath burning across my skin. Her breasts press into my back, their soft weight pinning me as the world narrows to nothing but her. She slams harder, her rhythm dissolving into wild, punishing thrusts that rip the air from my lungs and send my mind reeling.

Each one pounds into that spot inside me that detonates stars behind my eyelids. Each thrust tears out another wrecked, incoherent sound. I’m shaking so violently I can barely keep myself upright, arms trembling with the effort of staying on my knees for her.

“You earned it, my sweet girl,” she pants, her voice rough and trembling with her own rising pleasure. I hear the unraveling in her tone, the way her control slips as she chases her own climax. “You’ve been so good for me. So perfect. So beautiful taking my cock like this.” Her words are punctuated by the slick, filthy sounds of her fucking me, my body yielding to her again and again. “Come for me now. Show me how much you love it. Show me what a good girl you are.”

Her permission is everything. The final key in the lock. The world collapses, boundaries dissolving, and my orgasm detonates — a blinding, soul-obliterating explosion of pure bliss. Ego gone, nothing left but sensation. I scream into the pillows, a long, desperate cry of surrender as my body seizes around her cock. My vision blanks out, pleasure pulsing through me in endless waves, my cum flooding the inside of the tight vinyl suit, hot, sticky, inescapable. I am nothing but release, nothing but hers, nothing but need and surrender.

As the aftershocks finally begin to ebb, leaving me limp and weightless, I feel her body lock up behind me. She cries out my name — or maybe it’s “Kitty,” I can’t tell — her hips slam into me one last time as her own orgasm overtakes her.

She collapses onto my back, her full weight pressing me into the mattress, pinning me beneath her. She’s still inside me, her cock nestled deep, the warmth of her body seeping into mine. We pant together, our breaths mingling in the hush of the room, skin slick with sweat, the sheets beneath us sticky and tangled. The air is saturated with the scent of sex — raw and unmistakable — and the sweet ache of surrender.

After a long, breathless moment, she stirs above me. Her hand finds its way up to my collar, fingers brushing my throat as she searches for the leash’s clip. I hear another soft click as she unfastens it. The ritual has ended. She tosses the leash to the nightstand with a careless flick. Her hand slides into my hair, stroking in slow, lazy circles, her touch transformed — no longer demanding, but soft, gentle, infinitely tender. She covers my neck and shoulder with kisses, lingering and warm, her lips painting devotion into my skin.

“Good girl,” she breathes, her voice wrecked and rough against my ear, every word soaking into me. “Such a good, good girl for me.”

I melt into her, boneless and blissed out, her arms possessive and safe around me, her cock still filling me, anchoring me in this new reality. The frantic, desperate ache that ruled me all night has vanished, replaced by a humming, bone-melting peace. This is it. This is the feeling I’ve chased in the dark corners of my mind for as long as I can remember. It’s not just pleasure. It’s not just release. It’s the sensation of being utterly seen, perfectly accepted, completely owned. I have come home.
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Iwake up slowly, tangled in the softest sheets I’ve ever touched. The air in the room is cool, edged with the faint trace of Jenna’s perfume and something sharp — a metallic tang that clings to my skin, leftover proof of what we did. I don’t move right away. I’m pressed tightly against Jenna’s back, my arm slung over her waist, my face nestled in a tangle of hair and skin and warmth in her neck. There’s a deep, exhausted contentment settling through me, heavy and rich, deeper than any sleep I’ve known. Every muscle aches, but it’s the good kind — a blissful, spent soreness, the aftermath of surrender. This must be what peace feels like.

Her steady breath brushes my cheek, slow and even. I shift, only slightly, so I can breathe her in fully. I want to trap this moment forever — this silence, this calm after the storm. My mind feels clean, scrubbed of the constant, low static of anxiety that usually gnaws at me. All that’s left is safe, loved, hers.

But as I lie there, letting that calm settle deeper, something off begins to needle at my awareness. It’s not exactly a sensation, more the absence of one. Last night, my skin had been a live wire, every brush of fabric or air sending jolts of pleasure through me. My body was tuned tight, every nerve on edge. Now, that hypersensitivity has dulled. The edge has faded, drawing back like a retreating tide. I press my palm to my chest, feeling only the soft cotton sheet beneath it. Just cotton. It doesn’t make me shiver.

I draw my arm back and touch my chest again, searching for the small, sensitive swell that had bloomed there after the potion. The tender breasts that responded so desperately to Jenna’s hands are gone. My chest is flat, familiar muscle and bone beneath my skin. Gone.

A cold knot tightens in my gut. The changes are unraveling. My hands drift down to my hips. The subtle curve, the way my waist had narrowed and my hips had widened — making the catsuit hug me in ways I’d never felt before — that’s vanished too. My hips and waist are solid, unmistakably mine again, undeniably masculine. The loss lands hard, sharper than I could have expected. I stare down at the sheets. It’s too dark to see much, but I know what’s there: my old body, the one I’ve worn for twenty-six years, restored. It feels like a betrayal.

I sit up, yanking the sheets around my waist. My heart kicks up, frantic against my ribs, shredding the calm that had just begun to settle. I glance at the clock on the nightstand. The green numbers burn into the dark: 4:17 AM. Past midnight. The potion’s effects have ended. The magic is gone.

Jenna stirs beside me, rolling onto her back. She blinks, slow and unhurried, her gaze adjusting to the pre-dawn light that slips between the curtains. She’s awake already — I see it in the way her eyes find mine.

Her expression is calm, almost tranquil, untouched by the panic now clawing at my throat. She reaches out, her thumb tracing the line of my jaw. Her touch is unhurried, reassuring. She says nothing, but her eyes — steady and unreadable — wait for me to speak.

I grab her hand, pressing it hard to my cheek. I’m breathing too fast, swallowing air like it might vanish. This is it. The test. If the physical transformation was only temporary, what about everything else? Was the surrender, the belonging, just chemistry tricking me?

“Jenna,” I force out, my voice raw and tight. It doesn’t sound right — it sounds like the old me, brittle and unsure. Hearing it makes me flinch.

“I’m scared,” I blurt, the confession spilling out before I can catch it. I squeeze her hand, hard enough my knuckles ache. “It’s gone. The... the feeling. The magic. It’s just gone.”

Her eyes soften, but she doesn’t pull me back down or try to hush me. She leaves her hand where it is, steady on my shoulder, grounding me. She waits, silent, patient. She knows there’s more.

“I know it was just a potion,” I rush on, my composure splintering. “But last night — that was the most real I’ve ever been. The most honest. I wasn’t pretending for you. I wanted it for me. I loved being Kitty. I loved being yours, completely. I loved having you inside me, Jen. I loved saying yes to every order. I loved the collar, the leash, the thrill of being told exactly what to do.”

Tears prick at my eyes — not shame, but raw, aching loss. I tasted freedom so pure I can’t let it go, not now.

“I woke up and my body is back to normal,” I whisper, shaking my head. “But I don’t feel normal. I feel... wrong. Empty. I’m terrified that when I leave this room, I’ll just fall back into being Liam — that nervous, forgettable guy who hides from himself. I can’t. I don’t want to go back.”

I swallow, forcing myself to meet her gaze, laying myself bare. “Please, Jenna. Even without the magic, I want to be your kitty. I want to be that girl for you. I need you to show me how. I need to know that this —” I gesture between us, hands trembling, “was real. That I am still real.”

The sheer desperation in my voice makes my throat ache. It’s the sound of a man pleading for his own existence. This is my true desire, I realize with searing, unmistakable clarity. The potion didn’t create the want. It just killed the shame and gave me the courage to accept it. This confession, raw and unfiltered, is the most exposed I’ve ever been. I am utterly vulnerable, offering myself up to her, praying she’ll claim me.

Jenna’s lips curve into a slow, deliberate smile. It’s gentle, brimming with tenderness, but beneath it glimmers that unmistakable spark of ownership. The Domme hasn’t vanished. She remains, steady and watchful. She never needed the potion, either.

She sits up, drawing the sheet over her chest, but her gaze stays fixed on mine. Her fingers glide from my shoulder to the short hair at the nape of my neck, a soft, possessive touch.

“Oh, my sweet boy,” she murmurs, her voice thick and low, vibrating straight through my body. “Did you really think I’d go to all this trouble for just a one-night spell?”

My head shakes, unable to find words. My throat feels scraped raw.

“That’s why I did it, Liam,” she goes on, leaning in so close her breath brushes my cheek. “I saw you hiding. I saw how much you wanted. The anxiety, the shame — that was the only thing holding you back. The potion was just a shortcut. It stripped away your walls and let your real self come out to play.”

Her hand at my neck sends a rush through me. It’s the same touch she used with the leash, the same caress that made me ache to purr. My body remembers her, remembers this, even though the magic’s edge is gone.

“I knew,” she says softly. “I knew the moment I found your browser history. That this is who you are. Gentle, compliant, desperate to be claimed, taken care of, and told what a good little girl she is.”

She tucks a stray lock of hair off my forehead, her eyes bright with possessive delight. “And I want that, Liam. I want you. All of you. Last night wasn’t a fluke. It was a promise.”

Relief surges through me, so intense my vision swims. The tension slips from my shoulders, leaving me loose, almost unmoored. She catches me without effort, pulling me into her arms. I press my face into the warm curve of her neck, the soft give of her skin against my cheek grounding me as her pulse thrums steady beneath my lips. Her body heat seeps through the thin fabric of her shirt, carrying the familiar warmth that now feels like home, like every secret part of me finally finding its rightful place.

“I’m glad you feel incomplete without it,” she says, her voice a slow rumble against my ear. “It means it worked. It means the shame is dead and the need is awake. That’s exactly what I wanted.”

I pull back just enough to see her face, my lips trembling with a fragile smile. “A good girl?” I whisper, craving the words.

She catches my smile with her thumb, brushing the corner of my mouth. “A very good girl. You were perfect last night, Kitty. Utterly perfect.”

The praise sinks into me, thick and heavy, like honey in my veins. It’s what I crave — more than touch, more than anything physical. The acceptance. The validation of this hidden, authentic self finally seen.

“And here’s the thing,” she whispers, her gaze sharpening with mischief. She leans in, conspiratorial, as if she’s letting me in on the world’s best-kept secret. “That potion? The ‘Kitty’s Curse’? It wasn’t just a sample.”

My breath stalls. I stare at her, waiting, hope twisting with need.

She pulls me closer, our noses nearly brushing. Her smile widens, morphing into that confident, predatory smirk that always means I’m about to be completely undone.

“I bought a case,” she breathes, her voice barely audible, thick with wicked promise. “The physical effects only last six hours, but the psychological ones? Those are yours to keep. And for special occasions — when my pretty pet needs to slip into her favorite dress, or when she’s earned a night of being pampered and used just the way she likes — we have plenty.”

A case. A whole case.

It wasn’t a fleeting magical accident. It’s a resource, a tool, an anchor in our new reality. The relief that crashes through me is overwhelming, burning away the last traces of fear and leaving only wild, giddy excitement in its wake. There’s no going back. This is our beginning. The transformation is permanent because the acceptance is real.

I fling my arms around her neck, burying my face in her hair. I cling to her, squeezing tight, a deep, rumbling sound spilling from my throat. It’s the sound I learned to make last night — pure, unguarded contentment. I purr for her, and it’s utterly involuntary, rising from a place inside me untouched by magic since midnight.

“Thank you,” I breathe, my voice thick and ragged. “Thank you, thank you, thank you.”

She doesn’t answer with words. She simply holds me, arms strong and unyielding, rocking me gently. Her fingers skim the line where my collar rested just hours ago. I feel loose-limbed and weightless in her embrace, completely secure. The fear is gone, replaced by something deep and resonant — the knowledge that I belong right here, in this woman’s arms, under her guidance, under her command.

She draws back, tilting my chin until I meet her gaze. Her eyes blaze with love and the thrill of possession, and it robs me of breath. She presses a soft kiss to the crown of my head, right where my collar once clipped.

“Welcome home, Kitty,” she murmurs. “Welcome home.”

I close my eyes, letting the word — Kitty — sink through me, anchoring the start of our new life. I am safe. I am seen. I am hers. And at last, blissfully, I am home.

I roll onto my side, pressing myself into her, greedy for her warmth. I reach up, my palm finding the curve of her breast, cupping the soft flesh with possessive need. The gesture is instinct, a hungry urge to anchor myself to her, to make her mine even as I surrender.

She sighs, low and pleased, sliding her hand over mine, weaving our fingers together. She doesn’t push me away. She welcomes the touch, the intimacy, the easy familiarity that comes when every secret has been laid bare.

“So,” I manage, my voice still rough from all I’ve spilled tonight, “does this mean I have to call you Mistress now, even when the spell isn’t active?”

She chuckles, that low, throaty sound vibrating between us, sending a raw, anticipatory thrill through me. She shifts in the bed, turning fully to face me, propping her head up on her hand.

“You don’t have to,” she says, dragging the word out, slow and deliberate. “But I think we both know what you want to do.”

I can’t look away from her, fixated on the confident curve of her mouth. She’s giving me a choice — but we both know it’s a test, one that measures how real my surrender truly is.

“I want to,” I admit, my voice gone quiet, stripped bare. “I want to honor you. I want to please you. I want to use the words that make you feel powerful.”

A wave of heat crawls over my skin, all psychological, a pulse of awareness at the shift in our dynamic. It feels right — the urge to put her first, to set her desires above the stale comfort of ‘normal’ relationships. To let her shape me.

“Good,” she praises, and the word lands with more force than a slap or a kiss, sending a shudder through me. “But we’re still learning, my love. We can take our time. We can start small. Right now, I want you to focus on how much you want to please me. Think about what a good little girl you are for me.”

She reaches out, her fingers brushing over my lower lip, tracing the shape with soft insistence. I find myself leaning in, parting my lips, waiting for more.

“You’re going to be a phenomenal pet, Liam,” she murmurs, her gaze sharp and intent. “But we need boundaries. Rules. We need to define this new life.”

“I want rules,” I answer instantly, desperate. “I want boundaries. Tell me what to do. Tell me what you need from me. I’ll do anything. Please — don’t let me go back to making my own decisions.”

The thought of returning to that old, exhausting uncertainty makes my gut clench with dread. I crave the certainty of her command, the relief of knowing my path is hers to set.

“See?” she whispers, her eyes shining with satisfaction. “That’s the real you, Kitty. The one who thrives on obedience. The one who needs direction.”

She lets her hand drift down, fingers gliding across my chest, settling over my heart. “For now, the only rule is this: what we did last night — that feeling of utter, joyful subservience — you keep that. Hold onto it. Even when you’re out in the world, doing your graphic designer job, remember who you are when you come home.”

I nod hard, hungry for her approval. “I remember. I won’t forget.”

“Good.” She leans back, settling deeper into the pillows. “Because if you do forget, we’ll just have to break out the emergency stash of ‘Kitty’s Curse’ and remind you how good it feels to be a perfect girl.”

Her voice carries that threat like a soft weight settling against my throat, and the pressure makes my skin come tight with waiting. This tremor in my chest — it’s not from dread. It’s the first breath before a deep, sweet surrender. She’s not going to push me away — she’s going to open the last of me.

I reach out, fingertips tracing the slope of her shoulder. “Can I ask you something?”

“You can ask me anything, sweet girl.”

“Did you… did you know the physical changes were temporary when you gave it to me?”

She holds my gaze, her expression perfectly steady, not flinching or turning away.

“Yes,” she answers, simple and unvarnished. “I knew the physical transformation only lasted about six hours. It was the psychological reset I was after. I needed you to experience the freedom of that body without your anxiety getting in the way. I needed you to feel the pure pleasure of submission before your rational brain could talk you out of it.”

I let that settle inside me. It wasn’t just a risk — it was a precise, loving assault on my last defenses. And it worked. The audacity of her plan, the tenderness wound through her manipulation, makes something inside me ache with gratitude. She didn’t wait for my readiness — she made me ready.

“You’re very smart, Mistress,” I say, the title coming easy, a natural surrender. The respect is real, the devotion absolute.

Her eyes darken at the word, a flash of satisfaction crossing her face — the look of someone who always gets what she wants. “I know what I want, Liam. And I got it.”

She pulls the sheets down, exposing my body fully. Her gaze travels over me — my lean, masculine shoulders, my flat chest, my familiar hips. The body I thought I wanted back.

“The outside might be back to Liam,” she says, letting her hand drift over my stomach, her touch feather-light, maddening. “But the inside is all Kitty now. And that’s what matters.”

I close my eyes, focusing on the feel of her palm against my skin, searching for the memory of that hypersensitivity. It’s gone — but her touch still sparks a hungry ache in my groin, raw and honest. The reaction isn’t magic anymore. It’s real. It’s mine.

“And now,” she says, her voice shifting, practical but warm, “we should probably get some more sleep. We have a lot of planning to do tomorrow. We need to decide what kind of collar you want to wear all the time, and order you a few outfits that’ll make you feel as pretty as you are.”

My eyes snap open, locking onto hers. “A collar? A permanent collar?”

“Of course, my love. You’re mine. Everyone needs to know that, even if they don’t know why.” She shrugs, completely matter-of-fact. “Besides, I need something to clip the leash to when we’re just puttering around the apartment, don’t I?”

The thought of wearing a collar daily — marked, owned, and unable to hide — ignites an exhilarating thrill deep within me. This is it. The final step. No more pretending.

“Yes,” I breathe, the word catching in my throat. “Please. I want one.”

She smiles, soft and proud, the look she gives me when I’ve pleased her deeply. She pulls me close, tucking my head beneath her chin, her arms tight around me.

“Sleep now, my good girl,” she commands, voice gentle but absolute. “You’ve earned your rest.”

I obey without hesitation, nestling into her warmth. The purr starts in my chest again, a steady, contented rumble. No magic this time — just the sound of a pet finally, perfectly claimed. This new normal is so much better than I ever imagined. I drift off certain that the old man is gone, erased by the girl I was always meant to be. I belong to Jenna now — her Kitty, her pet, her perfect girl — and for the first time in my life, I feel like I belong.
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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.
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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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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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