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Evan was a goddamn mess, and he knew it. A 28-year-old D&D junkie, holed up in his dank basement like some goblin king, he’d built his life around that virtual table dice, Discord, and a flickering screen his only lovers. But then came Lady Seraphine, his own twisted creation, and shit got real sideways. She started as a throwaway NPC for his campaign a noblewoman with a razor tongue and a body that’d make a paladin sin. He gave her stats first: charisma 18, intelligence 20, a dexterity score that’d let her wield a whip like a fuckin’ artist. Then he got lost in her, sketching her late into the night, pencil scraping paper as he carved out her killer curves. Those hips, wide and taunting, begged to be grabbed; that chest, spilling just right over a leather corset he’d imagined down to the studs hell, he could almost feel the weight of her in his hands.  

He was a freak for her, no denying it. Hours melted away as he hunched over his rig, coding her voice husky, velvet-smooth, with a purr that hit him low in the gut. He’d rigged a mod to loop her lines through his headphones:

“Kneel, little rogue,” she’d say, or

“You think you’re clever, don’t you?”

Each word dripped like honey laced with venom, and he’d sit there, sweaty and hard, replaying it ‘til his ears rang. He’d jerk off to her sketches some nights, sprawled on his creaky chair, one hand smudging graphite over her thighs while the other chased release. Guilt didn’t even register just raw, pulsing need. He’d whisper her name Seraphine like a prayer, imagining her looming over him, that whip coiled in her grip, her smirk promising he’d regret every dirty thought.  

It wasn’t just a crush; it was a goddamn possession. He’d spend marathon sessions tweaking her lore her shadowy past, her knack for breaking men with a glance‘til his eyes burned and his whiskey bottle ran dry. His campaign notes ballooned, pages of her dialogue scribbled in a haze: taunts, commands, filthy promises he’d never dare read aloud to his group. He’d crash at his desk, head lolling, her voice still echoing in his skull, and one blurry night, it all snapped. The screen flickered, the basement spun, and Evan felt himself slip down, down into the game he’d built, where she was waiting, real as sin. His nerdy little obsession had grown teeth, and it was about to bite back.

The air in His basement hung thick, stale with the tang of spilled whiskey and the hum of his overworked PC. His head slumped against the desk, cheek pressed to a crumpled sketch of Seraphine her eyes, sharp and mocking, staring up at him from the page. He could still hear her, that coded voice curling through his headphones like smoke:

“You’re mine to unravel, rogue.”

His breath hitched, shallow and ragged, as the words sank into him, stoking a fire that’d been smoldering for weeks. He didn’t jolt awake not yet. Instead, he lingered in that half-dream haze, where the line between his world and hers thinned to a thread, and every nerve in his body buzzed with her presence.  

He shifted, slow and heavy, peeling his damp shirt from his back as if shedding skin for her. His fingers brushed the sketch, tracing the curve of her jaw, down the elegant arc of her neck, imagining the heat of her flesh under his touch. She’d be smooth, he thought silk over steel, her pulse thrumming beneath that leather collar he’d drawn so many times. His hand drifted lower, grazing the paper where her corset cinched her waist, and he groaned low, a sound that scraped his throat raw. He could picture it too damn well: her standing over him, one booted foot planted between his knees, the leather creaking as she leaned in close close enough for him to smell her, some intoxicating mix of rosewater and blood. His cock twitched at the thought, straining against his jeans, and he didn’t fight it this time.  

Evan’s mind spun her out slow, deliberate, savoring every inch of the fantasy. She’d tilt his chin up with the tip of her whip, her lips parting just enough to show teeth a predator’s smile.

“Look at you,” she’d murmur, voice dipping to that purr he’d coded late at night,

“so eager to please, yet so pitifully untested.”

His chest tightened, heat pooling low as he imagined her gloved hand sliding down his throat, fingers curling tight not choking, not yet, just pressing enough to make him feel owned. He fumbled with his belt, clumsy and desperate, the clink of metal loud in the silence. The sketch blurred under his glassy stare, but he didn’t need to see her anymore she was in his head, her laugh a soft, cruel echo as he gave in, stroking himself to the rhythm of her imagined commands.

“Harder,” she’d hiss, and he’d obey, teeth sinking into his lip ‘til he tasted copper.  

Minutes bled into hours, or maybe it was seconds time didn’t matter down here. His free hand clawed at the desk, knocking over an empty glass, and he muttered her name again Seraphine a plea, a curse, a surrender. The room tilted, shadows stretching long and jagged across the walls, and that’s when he felt it: a pull, deep in his gut, like the game itself was swallowing him whole. His screen flickered harder, static buzzing, her voice glitching into something sharper, realer:

“Come to me, pet.”

Evan’s eyes rolled back, a shudder ripping through him as he spilled over the edge, hot and messy, his last coherent thought her silhouette tall, unyielding, waiting. The basement faded, and he was gone, slipping into the dark jaws of his own creation, her toy at last.

Evan didn’t so much wake as fall a jolt like tumbling off a cliff, his stomach lurching as the basement’s stale air swapped for something sharper, wetter, alive with the bite of iron and damp stone. His eyes snapped open, blurry at first, and he gasped, chest heaving against a weight he couldn’t place. Cold metal bit into his wrists, his ankles chains, heavy and unyielding, rattling as he thrashed. He was strung up, arms stretched wide on a rack he’d described a dozen times in his campaign notes: blackened steel, rusted bolts, the kind of medieval shit he’d laughed about with his players. Except now it was real, and he was the one dangling, shirtless, sweat-slicked, his jeans still half-unzipped from that desperate fumble in the basement.  

The dungeon stretched around him, a cavern of jagged shadows and flickering torchlight. Walls wept moisture, streaking mossy stains down to a floor pitted with cracks his own damn design, down to the echo of dripping water plinking somewhere in the dark. His head pounded, whiskey fuzz warring with panic, but beneath it all, a sick thrill coiled tight in his gut. He knew this place. He’d built it. And then he heard her boots on stone, a slow, deliberate click-click-click that carved through the silence like a blade. His breath caught, ragged and loud, as Lady Seraphine stepped into the light, and fuck, she was more than he’d ever dreamed.  

She was towering, a good six feet in those heels, her silhouette framed by the torchglow like some unholy goddess. Leather hugged her every curve corset studded with silver, laces pulled tight to shove her tits up high, spilling just enough to make his mouth go dry. Thigh-high boots gleamed, laced to a cruel point, and a whip hung loose at her hip, swaying with each step like a promise. Her hair spilled dark and wild, framing a face that was all sharp angles and cruel beauty lips red as fresh blood, eyes glinting with something feral. She stopped a foot away, close enough for him to catch her scent rosewater, yes, but undercut with leather and a faint, coppery tang that made his dick twitch despite the chains.  

“Well, well,” she purred, voice low and liquid, the same one he’d coded but richer, realer, sinking into his bones.

“My little rogue slut finally shows his face.”

She tilted her head, smirking as she dragged her gaze down him his heaving chest, the sweat beading on his collarbone, the obvious bulge he couldn’t hide. Evan jerked against the restraints, chains clanking, and she laughed a sound that hit him like a lash, sharp and mocking.

“What’s the matter, pet? Thought you could play god in my world and not pay the price?”

Her gloved hand shot out, leather cool against his scalp as she yanked his head back by the hair, forcing his eyes to hers.  He tried to speak, but his throat locked up, words dying under the weight of her stare. She was in his head he could feel it, her presence clawing through his thoughts, picking apart every filthy fantasy he’d nursed in that basement.

“I…I made you,” he rasped finally, voice cracking, and her smirk widened, all teeth.

“Oh, sweet boy,” she cooed, releasing his hair to trail a finger down his jaw, nail scraping just hard enough to sting.

“You scribbled some lines, drew some pretty pictures. But I’m the one who’s real now and you’re the one dangling like a bitch in heat.”  

She stepped closer, her thigh brushing his, the leather creaking soft and obscene against his jeans. His hips bucked on instinct, a pathetic little thrust that made her chuckle darken.

“Look at you,” she murmured, sliding that gloved hand down his chest, slow and deliberate, nails grazing his nipples ‘til he hissed.

“All that bravado at your little table, rolling dice like you owned me. And now?”

Her fingers dipped lower, ghosting over his waistband, teasing the skin just above where he ached most.

“Now you’re mine to break.”  

Evan’s head spun, a cocktail of fear and want drowning out the last scraps of his sanity. He tugged at the chains again, metal biting deeper, and she clicked her tongue, stepping back to uncoil the whip from her hip. The leather slithered free, a black snake in her grip, and she snapped it once crack! the sound bouncing off the walls like gunfire. He flinched, a yelp slipping out, and her eyes lit up, predatory and gleeful.

“Oh, we’ll have fun with that noise,” she said, pacing a slow circle around him, her boots echoing in time with his hammering pulse.  

She stopped behind him, out of sight, and he felt the air shift then the first sting, a light flick of the whip across his bare shoulder. It wasn’t hard, not yet, just enough to make his skin prickle and his breath hitch.

“You built this dungeon for me,” she whispered, her voice curling around his ear as she leaned in, lips brushing the shell just enough to make him shiver.

“Every chain, every shadow. Did you think I wouldn’t claim it and you?”

Another flick, this one lower, kissing the small of his back, and he groaned, the sound echoing raw and needy.  Her hands were on him then, sudden and firm one gripping his hip, the other snaking around to press flat against his chest, pinning him still. Her breasts pressed into his back, soft through the leather, and he could feel her heartbeat, steady where his was a frantic mess. Sliding her palm down, agonizingly slow, ‘til it hovered over his crotch, heat radiating but not touching not yet.

“Did you dream of this, rogue? Chained up, helpless, while I decide how to ruin you?”

He nodded, a






































































































































































































