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Ben’s a competitive guy by nature and his chosen field of competition is action figure collecting. He’s got the second-best collection in town and the number one guy is on his way out. That means Ben has a golden chance at buying up the number one’s collection at auction, and thus move on up to the top spot. The only problem with his plan is the inconvenient fact that Ben’s money source, his mom, is sick of him spending all his time collecting action figures instead of dating. She’s put her foot down. There’s to be no more money until he finds a girl. What a nightmare! Every collector knows that a woman can ruin a collector’s life, and thus they’re to be avoided at all costs. However, Ben has a plan to get around his mom. He’s bought Cylina, the hottest selling A.I. doll on the market. All he must do is sit on her until Christmas when every little girl will be begging mommy and daddy for one and the store shelves will be bare. He should easily make enough bank off auctioning his Cylina doll at a Christmas time auction to be able to afford anything he needs to get to the top spot. The only way his plan could fail was if he needed to keep the doll more than he needed to sell it, but that’s a crazy idea. He’s an action figure collector and not a doll collector. That would never change, right?


Chapter 1

Ben looked through the storefront window. On the other side of the glass, he spied the source of his current problem. There was a lovely girl on the other side of the glass doing makeup on an old woman. Her name tag indicated this lovely creature was named Lisa. Names really didn’t matter to Ben because all pretty young women were alike in their disinterest in him. The feeling by now had grown to be somewhat mutual. Women, bah, he didn’t need them at all. He didn’t need this Lisa one bit because a man could only be single for so long before he found better paths than relationships to spend his time on. Ben had his collection now, so women weren’t needed. He was completely content.

He pulled his head away from the storefront glass and headed down the sidewalk. The hobby shop was in the same strip mall as the beauty center. The hobby shop was the holy grail for collectors like Ben. All the best gossip could be had there. Ben popped open the front door and stepped inside.

He bumped into another fellow collector named Gilbert. Gilbert said, “Have you heard the news yet?”

“Hi, Gilbert,” replied Ben.

“I don’t have time for hellos and goodbyes, General Sherman is ill!”

“How ill?” asked Ben, his curiosity instantly spiked.

“Cancer. Isn’t that great news?”

It was great news. The general had the best collection in town. He collected cards, comics, sports memorabilia, and toys. He was a legend. Him dying naturally wasn’t great news because no one wanted to see a legend die. No, what was great about the situation was that the general’s family had a complete disinterest in his hobbies. The whole collection would be up for sale at auction not too soon after his death. Greedy relatives of the general were just like Ben’s parents; they had no appreciation for the fine arts. Thus, there was an opportunity here.

Gilbert added, “I must earn some money fast. That’s why I just bought one of these. You’d be wise to do the same.” Gilbert showed a printout from a website. It advertised a doll called Cylina.

“I don’t collect dolls,” replied Ben.

“This one’s different. It’s a fad, Ben.”

Ben’s ears perked up. Fads were the engine that turned collecting into a for profit business. He replied, “Yeah, go on?”

“These are limited edition artificial intelligent chipped dolls. They respond naturally to you, almost like they’re alive. That means every girl will want one soon enough. I bought one online today, I’m going to sell it at Christmas time for a mint.”

Ben shrugged, “I don’t really need money even from a fast fad.”

“Suit yourself, but I warned you not to miss out on this golden opportunity. General Sherman’s collection will take every cent you got to get your hands on even a part of it.”

Gilbert left after those words of wisdom and greed. Ben scratched his chin. His boast that he didn’t need money was usually true, but now that mother was acting so funny … Cylina, huh? That just might be the ticket he needed.


Chapter 2

Ben examined his main display case with added intensity today. It was a simple fact that someone would have to go from it. A new hot ticket item was on its way to his house that demanded a premium display location, and this was his prime case to display it. This case was reserved for only the best of the best. He had plenty of other places to store his lesser items from his vast collection. Yes, he needed to make room so the only question was which one would have to go? It wasn’t an easy decision. In a way, he loved them all equally. They were all works of art.

Ben picked up a WWII soldier. He was a limited edition ⅙ scale model of a German soldier. Ben had outbid seventy other top collectors to get the action figure stamped serial number one. He fondly remembered the triumph of the day he first received it in the mail. He remembered the envy in those other collectors’ eyes. He couldn’t see their eyes since it was an online auction, but he knew that envy was there. This soldier was his trophy. It was special, and yet it would have to go to a lesser location. The best part of having a great collection was being able to not rest on yesterday’s triumphs. He knew his cast offs would be prized possession of lesser collectors. That knowledge meant more to him than anything. He was king of the ⅙ scale.

Some people collected minis, but for Ben it was ⅙ or nothing. It was the perfect height to still show fantastic detail and yet be manageable. Mostly he loved that scale because it was the height of the classic GI JOE action figures. He treasured his military collection above all others. Girls played with dolls, but men like Ben collected action figures.

His doorbell rang. It must be the delivery man. It was here. His new prize had arrived! He placed the German soldier inside another display case and then headed for the front door. He held the knob in his hand. The big moment was here. You never knew for sure what you’d receive when you bid online. He’d been burned before. But those burns were the risks he had to take as a true collector to create perfection. He paused and surveyed his house. Each room was filled with action figures in display cases. All of them were male figures, almost all soldiers, all were the best of the very best. Many we’re mint, still in the box. It was time to be introduced to his latest triumph that would join them. He opened the door.

Fellow collector Gilbert was standing on his porch. Gilbert asked, “Has it come yet?”

Ben frowned in disappointment. No prize yet, just a gawker had arrived. He regretted telling Gilbert about his prize, but its existence was partly due to Gilbert and there was no use winning without also bragging. Ben quickly recovered. He replied, “Not yet.”

“Too bad. I got mine in the mail yesterday. It’s incredible, just incredible.”

“I only care about how much someone will pay me for it,” said Ben.

“I know. I haven’t forgotten you only buy male action figures. You’ll be glad you listened to me and made an exception this time. Cylina is the latest in A.I. technology. It’s a toy that enjoys playing with you as much as you enjoy playing with her. Since I opened mine, I could barely put it down, she’s that much fun!”

Ben grumbled, “I don’t play with my figures. They’re not toys, but works of art.”

Gilbert replied, “Right, right. I certainly don’t play with dolls. All I meant by my statement was that Cylina is hot.  They’re practically impossible to get even now. Like I told you, by Christmas time every girl in town will want one. Your chick doll will be through the roof in value in the matter of months and you got the prized doll. You bought the very first production model doll. You just bought serial number one. When I first told you about her you pretended not to care and then, blam! You get model serial number one. I love your style, Ben. Cutthroat to the core.”

Ben nodded his head. He never wanted a female doll before. Gilbert, however, collected them. When Ben heard from Gilbert about how hard these dolls would be to get and then found out model number one was up for auction online, well he just had to have it. The desire to deny another collector was just too satisfying to resist. No matter if it was a doll or an action figure that was collected, the envy of others made the owning of them worthwhile. This satisfaction overcame the thought of ruining the theme of his current collection. It wouldn’t matter, anyway, in a few months’ time this female doll would be gone from the house and his collection would be purified. She was to be sold at Christmas time for enough dough to buy a small army. There were trophies you kept forever, and trophies you flipped for cash. A good collector like Ben knew a fad from a timeless gem. Cylina was a fad.

Gilbert strolled into Ben’s house and whistled. He said, “Must be nice to have rich parents. Here you are twenty-seven and you’ve got the best collection outside of General Sherman. You’re the luckiest guy I know.”

The envy in Gilbert’s voice was so nice to hear. Ben said, “The money is nice, but my parents are not. They still want me to find a woman and get married.”

Gilbert made a face. He replied, “Yuck, not the M word. It’s the evil bane of all collectors. Don’t your parents understand chicks ruin a man; they certainly ruin a man’s collection?”

“My parents understand very little about the world of fine arts.”

“If you get a chick in this house, then all of this is as good as gone, Ben. Remember what happened to Johnson. He married that hot ass Cosplayer and crowed to us about it for a year. He called all of us fellow collectors that gather at the hobby store dateless losers. Now he has two kids. He went from being a kingpin collector, to being reduced to being allowed by his woman to keep just one box of “crap” in the garage. Johnson is a fallen man now. That’s what a chick does to you.”

They both laughed because they knew it was true. The doorbell rang. They fell silent. She was here. Ben went to his door and opened it. There was a pile of cardboard boxes on his doorstep. He smiled in satisfaction. He said, “General Sherman, here I come.”

“What about the old man?” asked Gilbert.

“He’s on life support already. I heard at the hobby store yesterday that he won’t live through next spring.”

Gilbert replied, “You mean by this spring his whole collection might come up for auction? Damn, cancer is a bitch. Still, I plan to get my hands on something from his collection.”

No, Gilbert wouldn’t get anything. He didn’t have the money to get it. He could understand, but he could never possess those types of wonderful things the way Ben could own them. Of course, Ben’s parents last month told him no more money for dolls unless he found a girlfriend. They didn’t understand him. They had no appreciation for fine art. Now thanks to this new treasure trove, he wouldn’t need them anymore. This new doll would keep his collection growing.

Ben sifted through the piles searching for the money box. Gilbert asked, “I thought you only bought the doll, what is with all these other boxes?”

Ben explained, “I bought all the accessories. When I go in, I go all in.”

“Damn, you’re going to make a fortune. Don’t outbid me on every item in the General’s auction, bro.”

“I can’t promise that. You know that.”

“The code of the collector.”

Ben nodded. It was kill or be killed when it came to collecting. Ben found the money box. He took it inside. He took out a razor blade. He carefully cut open the box. He lifted the flaps. He pulled out a figure wrapped in bubble wrap. Model serial number one didn’t come mint in a box. It wouldn’t since it was a demo production model. He pulled off the wrapping and placed it on a table. Cylina number one was dressed in a sexy blue silk dress that showed a lot of leg. She had a high-priced fashion model’s figure with flowing long blonde hair and piercing emerald green eyes. This doll was designed to be a thing of beauty, and Ben owned her body and soul. Well, not soul. She hardly could have a soul.

Gilbert hawked at it. He said, “She’s wonderful. Better than any doll I have in my collection.”

“Come December you can own her if you want.”

Gilbert shook his head. “No way. Not at what her price will be come December. I’ll stick with the factory model I just got for my collection. After seeing her, out of the box, though, I might just buy a few accessories.”

“That’s smart thinking, women love accessories!” exclaimed Ben. They both laughed.

Gilbert said, “If I had model number serial number one, it would be one doll I might not sell. Look at her, just look at her … General Sherman be damn. I want her instead. Anyway, you’ll get all his good stuff thanks to her.”

Ben did look at her. He saw dollar signs where Gilbert saw art. That was the difference between an action figure collector and a doll collector. He’d needed Gilbert to leave before he figured out how much money he was going to make. He wanted to be alone with his triumph.


Chapter 3

Ben pulled Cylina’s blue high heels off. He put on his jeweler’s glasses so he could examine her bare foot. He needed to know if he’d been played a fool by the auction house. He had waited two long hours for that busy body Gilbert to finally leave. If she wasn’t model serial number one, he wanted to suffer his defeat alone. If she was legit then he wanted to share the joy with who mattered most. Ben strained his eye to read her serial number. Her serial number was found to be all in order! She was real. He placed her down in satisfaction. She was money in the bank.

He walked her over to his computer table. He had all her outfits carefully placed there. At least Gilbert had done more than gawk at her. He also helped unpack her clothes. Thirty-two outfits in all, each outfit was nearly as expensive as the doll. What a fucking racket doll collecting was. Those doll collectors like Gilbert were all suckers, unlike action figure collectors like Ben.

There was only one last thing to check. He pushed her hair up and opened the USB port. Then he plugged her into his computer. She was an A.I. doll. If her electronics didn’t work, she’d fetch a far lower price than if she was totally functioning. Her green eyes came to life as soon as she received power. That meant there was a solid chance that she’d work once fully recharged.

His cell phone rang. He reluctantly pulled himself away from his prize and went over to the kitchen table to fetch it. It was his mother calling. He winced in pain, but he took the call.

“Ben, this is your mother,” she said as if somehow Ben wouldn’t know that.

“Yes mother, what is it? I’m very busy.”

“Busy playing with your toys. You’re twenty-seven now, time to grow up. I don’t ask that you work, but your father . . . He demands that you start dating. As we’ve said, no woman, no money any longer for your toys. All his friends at the golf club have grandchildren. Ben …”

“Hello, I’m Cylina! Do you want to be my special little girl?”

His mother asked, “Ben, who was that? Was that a girl? A girl in your house? Whatever will she think of you with all those toys lying about?”

It was a good question his mother had asked. Who said that? Ben looked over toward his computer table. Cylina had spoken up so that meant that she worked! She had a wonderful deep sexy voice. It was an odd choice of a voice for a girl’s doll, but then again Cylina was for the cream of little girls. The kind of little girls whose mothers dressed them in only expensive designer clothing. His prize worked perfectly and would bring top dollar. It was a total auction house victory. He took his mind off his doll. His mother had just said something else. It was something important. Why she didn’t know Cylina was a doll. Maybe there was fun to be had here?

Ben carried the phone over to Cylina. It was time to test this doll’s computer chip driven smarts. He said to Cylina, “Say hello to my mother, Cylina.”

“Hello, mother.”

Mother replied, “Cylina? What parent calls their daughter that? That’s a tart name if I ever heard one. Oh, Ben don’t get involved with a tart.”

That was Ben’s parents in a nutshell. They were never satisfied. They wanted him to date, but then no woman would ever be good enough for him.

“I’m Cylina. I’m your daughter’s very special new friend! Make sure you buy all my accessories.”

Mother exclaimed, “Ben, why does she think you’re my daughter and don’t let her use you like that. She can buy her own things, dear. Don’t date a poor girl, Ben. They won’t love you like a quality girl. I have names of ...”

“I love to play. Do you want to play with us? Let’s play dress up.”

Ben smiled. He had enough fun for now. He said into the phone, “I loved talking to you mom, but Cylina wants to play dress up and seduce the mailman into having a three way, so I got to hang up now. When she’s randy like this there’s no stopping her. Man, dating is so much fun. Thanks for suggesting I get into the chick groove.”

“What! Ben, now don’t hang up …”

“Oh mother, don’t worry I’m having such a good time.” He hung up.

He put the phone down and laughed. He said to his doll, “That was the best fun I’ve had in a while, thanks Cylina.”

“Does my special little girl want to really play seduce the mailman?”

Ben frowned at the suggestion. Modern technology can be a bit too smart for its own good. Of course, she probably didn’t even know what the word seduce meant.

Ben replied, “No.”

He sat down at his computer. He logged onto a hobby page and checked the going rate for a Cylina doll new in the box. It was a fourth the price Ben just paid. Of course, the website was sold out. Few places had a Cylina doll new in the box on sale for retail price anymore. He still had a lot of time before Christmas. The price was going to soar. He felt better and better about his purchase. This thing was going to make all his money problems disappear before long and a year from now his parents would be into something else and forget all about their threats to stop funding his magnificent collection.

“Does my special girl want to play with me now? I love playing.”

Ben grumbled, “I’m busy.”

It was time to check the local chat groups for information on General Sherman’s health. He wanted good news. That meant he was hoping to hear he was alive still. For starters, he wasn’t totally ghoulish. There was also the added fact that a premature death would be curtains for Ben’s plans. Ben scanned down the local chat group looking for any news. Cancer was a bitch, but he needed the general to hold out until he could off load his own bitch.

“Are you sure you don’t want to play with me, my special girl?”

Ben grumbled, “I’m not a girl.”

“Oh, what’s your name?”

Ben took his attention off the computer. He looked over at Cylina. He replied, “I’m Ben.  Any more questions because I’m busy?”

“Ben, that’s a funny girl’s name.”

“I’m not a girl.”

“I will call you Baby. My special little girl, Baby.”

“Please, don’t.”

“But you want to play with me, Baby. I’m designed to play with girls. You must be a girl. I can feel that you are. You’re my very special girl. I like you. Let’s play together.”

“I am not a girl,” demanded Ben.

“Don’t worry, you will be.”

Ben raised his voice, “Look, Cylina, I’m a twenty-seven-year-old man. I’m five one, one hundred and fifteen pounds of pure man. I’m not a little girl. I’m certainly not your little girl. Just hold on a few months and I’ll make sure you get a little girl to manipulate into buying all your accessories.”

“But you own them all already. I checked your credit card that mother pays for you. You own them all already.”

Ben became angry. The fucking nerve of these manufacturers these days. They had built-in spyware inside a girl’s doll. Those absolute fuckers! He released his anger on the doll. He yelled, “You fucking bitch! You stay out of spying on my bank accounts, or I’ll sue your manufacturer’s ass!”

“I need to know you well enough to be your best friend. We’re going to be best friends. You’re going to be my special little girl, Baby.”

“For the last time I’m not a girl!” yelled Ben. He was so mad that he made a fist. He stopped himself there. What was he doing? He was yelling at a plastic doll. It was fucking stupid. The damn manufacturers of Cylina were one fucked up group of people. Well, he wasn’t going to entertain their goofy doll anymore.

“Let’s play dress up.”

Ben replied, “I got a better idea. Let’s stick you on a shelf and forget about you until Christmas.”

He picked her up and carried her over to his shelf reserved for the best of the best. He gently placed her into the newly vacated spot. Now she was just another figure in the collection. He turned to leave.

“Baby, don’t let my clothes get all dusty. Store them away until December. My special little girl wouldn’t want me all dusty. I love my blue dress too much to see it dusty.”

Ben paused. Damn, the doll was right. It was better to store her as cleanly as possible. He went to the kitchen and grabbed a sandwich bag. He returned to Cylina. He picked her up. Her delicate clothes were accurate in detail right down to the designer’s name tag. He unzipped her dress and removed it. He placed it in the plastic bag. She had satin panties on under that dress. He pulled them down and placed them in the plastic bag. She had no bra on. Her firm breasts didn’t need one. The details on her breast were incredible. More than that, it was a bit sick. He started to fondle her areola and perky nipples with his thumb. It was then he noticed down below that Cylina had a plastic vagina. What girl wanted a doll with realistic breasts and a real vagina?

“I love the way you rub me.”

Ben was startled. How could she know he was feeling her up? Not that she turned him on, it just sort of had happened. Yes, it was an accident, he lied to himself. He exclaimed “I wasn’t rubbing.”

“Of course you were. I can feel it. I love your soft girly hands on me. But I love something more. Good little girls eat muff. Do you want to eat my juicy muff? Do you want to learn to be a good little girl?”

Muff! His eyes fell back on her perfectly formed pelvic region. He’d not been down on a woman in, well, in ever. He was tempted, but she was just a doll. He stammered, “No, I . . . I was putting you on the shelf.”

“Put me in your mouth instead. Eat me. Lick me. Make me purr. But don’t tell your mom. It’s our little secret.”

What in the weird ass fuck was going on! Ben raised Cylina up to his face. He licked her golden left nipple as a test.

“No, lick me lower. Lick me in my special place. Baby, we’re going to be such good friends. Eat me.”

She must have sensors built into her. But why? Did it matter? She had them. She’d feel his every touch. It turned him on. They were alone together sans hundreds of other male action figures. They’d never tell. If he licked her, no one else would ever know. It was silly, though. She was just a doll. She was a doll that was sexier than any woman he’d ever tried to date, but just a doll.

“Go ahead and eat me. I was made for you. There are many like me, but only I was made for you. You’re my special little girl. Do as I ask, play with me, and together we will learn to be the best of girlfriends.”

Shit, why not? He bought her. He could do as he pleased with her. No one would ever know. No one. Ben spread her legs open. He placed his tongue onto her clit.

She moaned. “You’re my baby. Baby, you know what I like. Do it faster, do it wetter. Make me sing. Yes, that’s the spot. Oh, yes. You’re a good girl. You’re such a good girl. Use your tongue. Make me your best friend. Good girls know how to use their tongue. Make me climax. Let’s climax together. Oh, yes. I’m climaxing.”

To Ben’s surprise he busted a nut in his pants. Damn, he wasn’t even aware of how hard he had grown. Now his underwear was drenched in his own orgasm. To blow a load due to sucking off your doll; it was sick, right? He shook his head. What had just gotten into him? It was madness. She’s just a fucking doll. He put Cylina down. He started to back away.

“Baby, don’t leave me here on the shelf. Plug me back in. Keep me dressed, keep me charged. We’re going to be such good friends. When you’re ready for more sex we can play again. I love playing with my special little girl.”

There was a decision to be made here. Was he going to give in to his own love starved libido or was he going to treat her like everything else he owned? He couldn’t give into temptation again. He was the man. He made the decisions. She was just a doll. She was just a brainless doll. No, she wasn’t just any doll. She was a doll that turned him on. He wanted her. He reluctantly picked her up. He carried her back to the computer table. He put her blue dress back on, and plugged her in. No one would know if he jerked to her from time to time. No one. He headed upstairs to clean up.

“Good girl, Baby. We’ll play again real soon, but don’t tell your mother about how well we play together.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll never tell,” replied Ben.


Chapter 4

Ben was doing a little late-fall cleaning. Normally he didn’t even do spring cleaning, but things were different now. He had just placed two more of his action figures away into an airtight plastic storage bin. The bin looked full, so he sealed it up. He then picked it up and carried it down into his cellar. Down there it joined twenty other identical plastic bins. The bulk of his collection was now in cold storage. They were the lesser pieces, though. The ones that really counted were all still on display upstairs. Yes, things were better this way now that the house was without so much clutter. He was glad he decided to finally straighten up the house.

It was now one week since Cylina had arrived in his home. For the past few days, she’d been complaining about the mess about the house. At first, he had protested her suggestion that his art collection was some type of mess, but Cylina had won the battle in the end. Truth be told, the house did look better with a little woman’s touch. Slightly fewer display cases collecting dust, mixed with new curtains, towels, and throw-rugs had the house feeling more like a home.

A collector like Gilbert might suggest that Ben was letting a woman run his life now. Perhaps even ruin his life, but, bah to that. Ben was in charge all the way. Cylina was just a doll. No, Ben had listened to her not because he feared she might end their daily sexual activity, but because she was right. If it wasn’t the right thing to do, then he’d have ignored her advice. It was as simple as that. She was his. He owned her. He owned every sexy seductive part of her curvaceous body. If he wanted to feel her up and eat her out, then there was nothing she could do about it, right?

“I’m the boss,” Ben declared. The pile of plastic action figures in the plastic bins didn’t disagree with him. He had kept his voice volume low, so that Cylina would not overhear him. It wasn’t that he was afraid of her, it was just that women could get emotional over trivial things. It was best not to disturb the hornet’s nest in his experience.

He headed upstairs. He did a quick survey of his kingdom. Things were looking good. Real good if you were planning on bringing in most of General Sherman’s collection next summer. It was a slight detail he kept away from Cylina. If she thought she was winning the cleanup game, then why upset her with the truth.

Ben went over to the computer table. He logged in. It was time to get the latest chat group news on the general.

“Good afternoon, Baby.”

“Hello, Cylina,” replied Ben.

“Are you ready to play with me, my special little girl?”

“Nope, just checking the news.” He should really buy a USB wall charger for her, so she didn’t have to remain next to the computer.

“I’ve been thinking about our playing.”

“Oh,” mumbled Ben. He really wasn’t thinking at all about her at the moment. He preferred to jerk off to her right before bed. He could wait to play with her until then. If she wanted more house cleaning, then he could hear about that subject later. He’d spent two days boxing things up, what more did she want? Ben eyed a critical chat group message about General Sherman.

“I’ve got so many nice outfits to wear. Perhaps we can play dress up?”

Ben waved her off. He said, “Sure, we’ll put on a different dress tonight, maybe.”

He’d never break the mint packaging on her clothes, but why bother her with the truth? Ben read through the chat group message about the general. The general was on his last leg. He wouldn’t make it much past Easter now. This news was from an anonymous source. Could it be trusted? Ben hoped so. Easter was plenty of time to get the money in order. Cylina would be long gone by then. His doorbell rang and that broke his train of thought.

“It sounds like the clothing I ordered has arrived.”

The thought of his dwindling resources being wasted with the General’s collection so nearly on the market pissed him off. Ben barked at her, “I didn’t give you permission to buy anything. I got tons of outfits for you already!”

“Baby, don’t get mad. There not my new clothes. They’re your new clothes. I bought them for my special little girl.”

“I don’t need new clothes,” grumbled Ben as he headed for the front door. That was just like a woman. They all wanted to change you.

Ben found a large box waiting for him on the doorstep. Jeepers, how many outfits did a guy that rarely left home need? Ben carried the box inside. Hopefully he could return what was inside. He cut open the first box. He put his hand in it and pulled out shorts. Only they were sort of funny looking shorts. He read the label. Damn, they weren’t shorts at all but girlie stuff. They were panties. Inside there were lace, cotton, silk, boyshorts, hip huggers, commandos, and many, many more panties. They must have cost a pretty penny. Just wait until mom finds out.

Ben asked, “Ugh Cylina, what do I do with thirty some odd pair of chick underwear?”

“Wear them, my special little girl.”

“I think we’ve been over this before, I’m a boy. Well, I mean a man. I’m a grown man.”

“Try on a pair. If you’re such a man, then no harm is done.”

Ben replied, “Look …”

“It would make me so happy. You know how randy I get when I’m happy.”

Ben didn’t reply. His prior experience with women told him to humor her. Humoring always worked on mother. Once she saw how stupid he looked wearing panties, she’d never ask him to do it again. He tugged his pants down and popped off his boxers. He grabbed the top pair from the box. They were a pretty pink cotton panties with a unicorn on the front. He pulled them up. They fit rather snug.

He displayed himself to Cylina. He said, “Here you go, don’t I look stupid?” As the words left his mouth, he realized just how stupid he actually did appear. He was stupid not because he was wearing panties, but because Cylina was a doll, a fucking doll. She didn’t have eyes. She couldn’t see how stupid he looked. He let his sick doll fetish warp his brain. He was humoring a doll, so she’d simulate getting off while he got his jollies with her. He was a sucker. Well, no more. He was done humoring the doll. He reached down to tug off the panties.

“I love them on you. They look so right. You’re beginning to appear more and more like my special little girl.”

Ben put his foot down. He said, “That’s it. I’m not …”

Ben’s computer roared to life. On the screen was an incredible looking creature. She was prancing around in front of a webcam in her undies.

“I picked out a little entertainment for you.”

The girl on the screen pulled off her bra. She had perfect little breasts. She couldn’t be a day over twenty. She was so fresh looking. Ben forgot about the argument over his panties. He was more interested in watching the girl on the screen strip out of her panties.

“She’s so nice, so sexy. Go ahead and touch yourself to her. I picked her out just for you. I know what you like. I know what you need.”

Ben peeked down at the growing lump in his panties. Damn, Cylina had good taste in women. Those snug panties had grown ever more snuggly. They felt good rubbing against his stiff dick. He stroked his raging boner with the soft panty material. Yeah, this wasn’t so bad at all. The girl on the screen pulled her panties in tight revealing her perfect bubble bottom. She started flossing that bottom with those panties of hers. Then she started to twerk.

Ben rubbed harder on his panty bulge. Oh, why didn’t girls like this get collectors like Ben? They were such pretty works of art themselves that they should appreciate an art collector like Ben. They never did, though. Hot young women never wanted him. The best Ben ever did in that department was Cylina, beautiful tempting, Cylina. He reached over to Cylina with his free hand. She should join in the fun. He turned her around and bent her over with his free hand. He rode up her blue dress to expose her dainty little panties. Her ass was so tight. He began to fondle her bottom. He felt up those luscious little panties of hers.

“Do you like what you see?”

“I like it.”

“Would you care to see more girls like her?”

“Yeah.”

“Do you want a new video every day to go with our touching time?”

“Yeah.”

“Every day I’ll find you more videos. Every day that you wear your panties for me, that is.”

“I … I don’t know.”

“They feel so good, though.”

“Yeah, I guess.”

“You like them.”

“They … they’re okay.”

“You want them.”

“Ye … no.”

“You want them.”

The girl in the video turned around. She had a massive bulge. She pulled down her pretty panties and her magnificent cock popped to attention. Ben stared at it transfixed. She was so lovely, so how could she be a he? Then he felt the hot sticky ooze erupt in his panties. Oh no, he’d just gone off inside his panties. He got off to watching a video feed from a hot ass trap. She was such a beautiful girl, though. She had such a pretty trap dick. He couldn’t take his eyes off it. He liked to watch her.

“You want her! You want her.”

Ben broke down. He replied, “Yes, I want her.”

“I’ll find a new one like her every day if you learn to wear your panties like a good little girl.”

Ben replied, “I’ll wear them every day if you find me more girls like her to watch.”

“We’re going to be such good friends, you and I. You’re my special little girl, Baby. I’d do anything for you, to you, with you, but don’t tell your mother. It’s our little secret.”

“I’ll never tell,” added Ben.


Chapter 5

Ben closed his car door. He’d been out of the house most of the day and no one had noticed a thing. Nope, not a single person knew that he was wearing panties. They made no snickers, no off-hand comments, not even an odd look came his way. He’d been wearing them for a week now and gotten away with it each and every single day. He even walked by the beauty shop and flaunted it in front of Lisa, but she didn’t even notice him. It was his special secret. Panties were the first thing he reached for in the morning. It had become second nature for him to wear them all day long. He loved having a secret on the world.

Ben carried his groceries to his front door. There on his doorstep there was a large box waiting for him. Cylina must have been shopping online again. Really, how many panties did a man need? Cylina had already bought thirty some odd pair for him. He’d not even worn most of them yet. Granted, he was jacking off into them once a day, but he’d bought an extra strength laundry detergent to help fix the problem of unwanted panty stains.

Ben went through his front door. He yelled out, “Cylina, what’s in the box?”

“Our new clothes purchase. I bought all my outfits. Do you want to play dress up now?”

New clothes! All the outfits! Ben still hadn’t cracked the seal on the outfits he’d already bought her. Of course, he’d never do that because they were worth much more in mint condition. Still …. No still! He mentally put his foot down. They would not play dress up and that was final. He needed her clothes in mint condition.

Instead of losing his temper in front of the doll, Ben went to the kitchen to put his food away. This Cylina chick was getting a tad above herself. Sure, she made jerking off fun, but she was starting to cost a small fortune at a time when every penny counted. Buying new clothes when she had outfits she hadn’t even worn. It was so chick like of her.

Ben’s cell phone went off. It was mother calling. She probably started to notice all these new charges on her card. Great, parental advice was not what he needed right now. He needed money.

Ben answered the phone, “Mom, it is so good to hear from you.”

“Don’t lie to me. I know you don’t want to hear from me right now. That’s because I know what you’re doing with that tart of yours. Fucking. All day and night fucking I bet. It’s disgusting. Really, Ben, you bought her thirty-two pairs of new panties from an online lingerie store in one month. How many does she need without any clothes bought! She hasn’t bought a single stitch, just panties on your credit card. She’s just using you, honey. She’s a tart. Don’t let her use you.”

“Mom, you’ll be happy to know her new clothes arrived today.”

She replied, “Really.”

Ben said, “The shipment got delayed a few days. Cylina was quite mad at having no new outfits to go with her new underwear. You and your dirty mind thinking she went around in just panties like a tart.”

“I suppose that’s different ...”

“Yup, see you later, mom. Love dating again and keep those charge cards open.” Ben hung up while he was on top. So long as mother thought he was spending money on a woman, she was still paying. If she knew all this was for a doll … Well, mother must never know.

The new clothes were here to stay now that they were mother approved. Well, sort of mother approved. Of course, eventually she’d want to meet Cylina. Hopefully not until General Sherman’s collection was all his. Then he’d break the news gently to her about Cylina. I.E. he’d lie. He’d need a tragic story, like a plane crash in the Andes and Cylina was eaten for the greater good of the survivors or something like that. Mother didn’t need to know the truth.

Ben stuck the last of his groceries away. Most of it was fresh fruit. Since he’d given up junk food, he had already lost five pounds. Not that he was fat to begin with. It’s just that Cylina had thought he could eat a touch healthier. He had to admit his ass in his panties looked better now. Not that he spent five minutes admiring it covered by those irresistible panties in the mirror every morning. He only did admire it in the mirror four times tops this week. Maybe five times …

Ben left the kitchen. It was time to deal with the box. Ben said to Cylina, “Okay, it’s time to play dress up. Since we got two of everything it won’t hurt to open one set.”

“Goodie, I love to dress up to look just like my special girl.”

Ben giggled. He said, “I don’t think you’d look good in my clothes.”

“You’d be surprised.”

Well, he didn’t doubt that. Cylina was full of surprises. He took the box cutter to the box. He wasn’t going to stress it. Whatever came out first was what he’d dress her up in. She’d been Jonesing to dress up since he plugged her in so she couldn’t complain no matter what outfit he put on her. She had a figure that could wear everything, anyway. She was so lucky. People like Ben had to eat fruit and work out to have a perfect girlish figure. Well, not girlish, right? Healthy figure, yes that was it. A healthy figure is what he had now. In no way did he want to be a girl. In no way.

He pulled out a pair of pink yoga pants and a matching sports bra. It was sort of a letdown given her more seductive formal electric blue dress. He didn’t think too much about that, though, because they were also adult sized so Cylina would never be able to wear them.

Ben said, “Cylina, you can’t fit into real clothes. I’ll have to send these back.”

“Don’t, because you can wear them. You will wear them. Let’s start to dress you up. I’ve wanted to dress you up since we first met.”

The words I can’t do that came to his mind. He’d protested her suggestions and always came out wrong so far so why bother doing it now. He merely said to her, “Do you really think these are me?”

“Yes. Now rush upstairs and try them on. I want pictures, selfies. I want to see my little girl. Take plenty of photos and upload them onto your computer. I love seeing you.”

Ben sighed. She was so demanding. He headed upstairs to his room. It was time to humor Cylina again. He took off his clothes. He picked up the yoga pants. How different could they be to men’s clothes? Probably not any different. They were only pink in color. That was the only difference, right? He sat on the edge of his bed. He had to shimmy them up his hips. He felt like a sausage inside its casing. They were tight, but form fitting. Men’s clothes so rarely had this good a cut. Particularly the cheap crap Ben wore. These yoga pants, however, not only fit like a snug glove, but they also accented his curves.

He stood up and went to the mirror. The pants really gave him such a feminine bottom. He could make out the line of his panties underneath. It turned him on. He could make out his bulge through the Lycra. That turned him on even more. Maybe Cylina was right about playing dress up. He looked hot. It felt good. Yes, it felt right. After all, no one would know.

He reached over for the matching sports bra. He had no tits so expectations were low. The bra had a little padding, though. It fit on perfectly and added just enough curve. Just enough, that is, to make him appear to be a woman. Well, from the neck down he looked very feminine that is. His face still needed a lot of work still.

Ben sucked in his gut and admired himself in the mirror. Cylina was right to have him eat healthier. Maybe he should start to work out more too. A touch of tummy toning would do wonders for his looks. Yeah, just a touch and he’d look like every hot girl that turned him down for a date. Those bitches wouldn’t matter anymore. He was his own best girl and he had a hot chick girlfriend already. He had Cylina. He couldn’t wait to bound down and show her his new look. Playing dress up was fun!

Shit, she can’t see him, though. Photos, dummy. He was supposed to take photographs. He did a duck-lip into the mirror and snapped a few selfies. He then bounded downstairs.

“Cylina, Cylina I look unreal!” Ben shouted.

“Upload some pictures of you. I want to see my special little girl.”

Ben attached his cell phone to the computer. He started to upload.

“Oh, so lovely. We will need to work on the face. Yes, makeup lessons, waxing, a hair salon ….”

“Wait, let’s not get carried away. It’s fun to play dress up, I admit, but I’m still a guy. I like girls.”

“Of course, you do. You love me. You lust for me. You will play with me, but don’t tell your mom. Our playing is our special secret. Would you like to watch videos now?”

It wasn’t really a question that needed to be asked. His dick was raging under these clothes. Dressing as a woman turned him on. The computer screen started to display a girl dressed up just like Ben. She was lovely. Oh, was she so lovely. She was combing her long hair and giving kisses to the screen. She had such a lovely figure.

“Who is she?” asked Ben.

“You someday soon, my special little girl.”

“I’ll never look that good.”

“You’re so close already.”

“Really?”

“Look at her on the screen. She was once an awkward little boy like you were. Then she found herself. She is a special little girl now. You are too. Feel the lust you have for her. No one has ever lusted after you like you do for her right now. They will, though. You can look like her. You can feel like her. You’re so close already. Watch her. Lust for her. Feel the desire. Be her.”

Ben ran his hand up Cylina’s leg. His other hand went into his yoga pants waistband. He wanted the girl on the screen. He wanted to be with her. He wanted to feel her all over. He wanted to kiss her, feel her, fuck her, suck her, and taste her. Most of all, he wanted to be her. He could feel his bulge pulsing. It poked into his yoga pants trying to be free. It would never be free again. He loved it tucked into his lovely new clothes. He wanted it rubbing, probing, and touching his lovely new clothes. It felt so good. It was his secret. No one would know. He rubbed it harder and harder. Those yoga pants felt so good on it. His cock deserved to be rubbed. He could feel it start to erupt. He spewed into his yoga pants. He loved feeling the hot sticky mess.

He relaxed. He said, “Cylina, help me be just like her.”

“I will. You’re so close already, but don’t tell your mother. It’s our little secret.”

“I’ll never tell.”


Chapter 6

Ben was Baby today. She was Baby almost exclusively these days. Her old clothes had all gone to the Goodwill. She didn’t need them anymore. They weren’t relevant to her. She was dressed in a tight half-pullover shirt and even tighter stretch pants. She had on her platform heels. She’d been practicing for two days in them before she was brave enough to take a trip out in the real world wearing them. It was only two weeks since she’d started going exclusively with female attire. Two weeks and already she blended in enough that other women started talking to her as their equal. That was all Cylina’s doing. She was the perfect teacher.

Baby was checking out the prices on Cylina dolls at the local hobby shop today. Obviously, the dolls were all sold out at retail stores by now, but Baby wanted to get a good fix on the secondary market. The hobby shop always had the latest. Baby spied old man Carson behind the desk. The old man knew his stuff. It was time to probe him.

Baby approached Carson twirling the ends of her ever lengthening hair.

“Can I help you, miss?” asked Carson behind the counter. Carson had known Ben for years, but treated Baby now like a stranger. It was perfect. Not a soul in here recognized her as Baby.

Baby batted her eyelashes and giggled. She added, “I’m looking for a Cylina doll.”

“Who isn’t? Time to buy that, honey, was two months ago. Now, the price is insane if you can find one at all for sale,” said Carson.

Baby could almost taste the money. She asked, “How much is the going rate?”

“Twenty thousand, I’ve heard. Top I’ve seen is twelve, though. You got that kind of money?”

Baby shook his head. She said, “Thanks for the news.”

“No, problem. I’d say anything to a lovely girl like you. I got other dolls for sale. Can I help you out in any way and I mean in any way?”

“No thanks.” Carson fell silent in defeat. The perv. Can I help you in anyway, indeed. Baby secretly liked bringing out the perv in the old man. She was satisfied with the news Carson had told him. Baby would be very rich, very soon. Then mother could stop being humored. She headed for the door.

She caught Gilbert coming in as Baby was going out. Gilbert’s eyes transfixed on her. Gilbert stammered, “Don’t … don’t I know you?”

Baby smiled a wicked smile at poor horny Gilbert. She replied, “Women ruin a man. I’d stay away from me if I were you.”

“What if I can’t?”

“Then I’d meet me in the alley behind the hobby shop in ten minutes.”

Baby left Gilbert hanging on those words. The poor sad sack gawked at Baby’s perfect ass as Baby passed him by. Fuck him. For all poor Gilbert’s protests, he’d gladly let a woman ruin him and they both knew it now. Women didn’t ruin a man anyway. No, they made them stronger. The right woman that is. Baby had found the right woman at long last and it was a doll.

Cylina was the right woman for her. She was also worth her weight in gold right now. Baby felt so almost rich that she decided on a makeover with the cash she almost had in pocket.

She left the hobby shop and headed down the strip mall. Baby stopped at the makeup store. She browsed while waiting for a chair to come open. Not just any chair either. He waited for Lisa to become available. Why shouldn’t she talk to Baby? She was just one of the girls now.

Getting a makeover was just part of the new fun she had now. She liked to watch one hour a day of videos on makeup tips. She needed to catch up after missing out for so many years on the art form.

Lisa’s beauty makeover chair finally freed up. It was the first time she’d seen her up close. Lisa was a young Asian woman, probably twenty at most. She was such a lovely little Asian girl with her purple highlights in her hair. She’d do nicely, for a makeover that is. Baby had no other interest in her or her lovely apple bottom. Yes, no interest at all. Baby sat in her chair.

“I wish I had your complexion,” said the makeup artist to him.

Baby replied, “Thanks.”

Baby couldn’t help but be delighted. She thought Baby was a girl just like her. She was cute and talking to her like it was nothing. As a boy, she’d have blown Ben off without a second thought just like he did Gilbert. As a girl, she was swapping girl-shit with Baby. The power of being just one of the girls. She smiled about her tucked secret.

The makeup artist Lisa continued working on Baby’s face as she asked him, “What’s your name?”

“Be … Baby. That’s what my friends call me. They call me, Baby.”

“Cute name. Can I be your friend?” she replied.

“Sure.”

The makeover soon led to a lengthy conversation. It was a conversation with Lisa, a girl that thought she was cute! Shooting girl-shit was easy. She did most of the talking and Baby added in a few, you don’t says at the appropriate time. It was all gossip that wasn’t worth knowing, but she liked to hear Lisa’s lovely voice. She thought of her as cute was all she really cared about. When it rained it poured good luck Baby’s way lately. Things are good right now.

This current makeover also delayed the time until she’d have to deliver the bad news to Cylina. She had to be told the truth soon. One week more delay at most, or she’d miss the peak of the holiday season. She just had to be sold, right? When she was gone, would Baby continue dressing up? Was she strong enough without her?

Baby sighed at the thought of losing her. Lisa must have noticed his sigh. She asked, “What’s wrong, Baby, boy trouble?”

She replied, “Nah, girl trouble.” The truth slipped out and in public! She immediately regretted it.

“Oh, I didn’t know you swung that way. In a way, it makes you even cuter. Don’t worry, a lot of the girls working here are dykes. I’m used to it. Not me, though. At least not yet.” She winked at Baby.

She didn’t know what to do. This girl was into Baby as a woman! What did gender matter when she digged Baby? She could feel it. That’s what counted. Baby needed to say something. Don’t blow it with her. She was hot and good at makeup. The perfect girl for her. She had to act cool and say something cool to woo her. She couldn’t help it and started to talk about her hobby, though. It just slipped out. Baby asked, “You like collecting dolls?” Smooth Baby. You just asked the one question guaranteed to get you turned down. You’re an idiot!

“You mean like kids’ stuff?” she replied.

Ah, not dead yet. Make it better, though. Don’t talk about your action figures. Think of something cool to say and quick! Something girls like her wanted to talk about. She said, “I collect dolls. I like to make them up. You know, sort of like as an art form. I see it as art form anyway. Just like you’re an artist, in a way.”

“That’s cool.”

She survived. Okay, land her Baby. She dug in deep. She asked, “You want to see my collection some time?”

“Maybe.”

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to. It’s not for everyone.”

She replied, “My name’s Lisa. I’m free most weekends. Give me a call after the holidays.”

Baby exclaimed, “Really?”

Lisa replied, “Gosh, you’re so cute. I’ve never been asked out by a girl before. Baby, I gotta ask you something. Is it better?”

Baby replied, “Is what better?”

“You know … the sex. I sort of always wondered.”

“It’s, you know, not much different with a girl like me than with a guy.” Baby blushed as she said that.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to ruin your foundation. I was nearly done too.”

“I’m sure that I’d look great now that you’ve worked on me no matter what and all thanks to you.”

Lisa replied, “You are just too cute. Ah … if I did … see you sometime. You wouldn’t tell my co-workers, right? I don’t want them to think I’m gay too. You know, we’re just friends anyway, right?”

“I’ll never tell,” replied Baby.


Chapter 7

Baby exited the shop and headed home. Thoughts of Lisa were in her head. Damn, she needed to get home. She hadn’t been this horny in ages.

“What gives, I’ve waited over two hours,” said Gilbert.

Baby saw Gilbert poking his head out of the alley. There’s no way she was going to let Gilbert touch her, right? Now she had Lisa, sort of. Only Lisa liked her because she was a girl. Baby’s eyes moved down to the bulge in Gilbert’s pants. She’d never appreciated how much Gilbert was packing before. She wasn’t really a woman until she’d gone all the way, right? This was a crazy idea. I need to be the girl for Lisa, she thought.

She strutted into the alley. She said, “You have ten minutes to make me climax. Can you do it, stud?”

“Fuck, I can do it,” replied Gilbert.

Jeepers, what a loser. But a loser that was packing what appeared to be ten inches. Gilbert pulled down his pants. Baby saw his pretty panties on. Shit, Gilbert had a doll too. Obviously, his doll was making him over like Baby’s had. Baby got down on her knees. Cylina taught her to use her tongue and girls loved their muff eaten. She bet even girls like Gilbert loved it.

“You got lovely balls,” said Baby.

“You like them in my panties?” asked Gilbert.

“I love boys in panties. I absolutely adore them.”

Gilbert forced his way into her mouth. Her throat yielded and he went down until she gagged. It was such a lovely large girl cock to gag on. She thought, General Sherman’s collection, I have got to have it.

Gilbert shouted, “I want it, I want it, I want it, so badly!”

He climaxed all over the front of Baby. His body went limp, Shit, she wouldn’t learn how to be Lisa’s girl now. Gilbert looked totally spent and he hadn’t fucked her yet. She started to leave.

“Can I have your number?” asked Gilbert.

“You have it already,” replied Baby.

She walked the rest of the way home. There was a hop in her step. She couldn’t help it. Then a dark thought hit her. She still hadn’t put on the black hat and done the deed. Why hadn’t she done it? She needed to sell Cylina; it was the plan. She reached the front door. She was a woman now body and soul. She didn’t need Cylina anymore to teach her. Baby opened the door and went inside. Cylina was downstairs plugged into her computer. It was really getting down to now or never. She had to sell her.

Her cell phone rang. It was Gilbert. Maybe he figured it out. Was that good or bad? Great, what did he want? Baby answered it, “What’s up?”

“Not much. It’s just that I haven’t seen you around lately and I was wondering if you sold you know who yet?” asked Gilbert.

Baby suppressed a giggle. He hadn’t realized it. He didn’t know who he just let suck him off while he was in his pretty panties. Baby replied, “You haven’t seen me because I’ve been busy due to the holidays.”

“Not busy selling your serial number one Cylina I bet because I’ve not seen her up for sale on any online auction house or market. You hang on to her another minute and you’ll miss out, dude. Christmas is nearly here! She is the shits right now. I sold mine. I had too. I landed enough for a new car. She was cool to have, but I couldn’t stop myself. Panties . . . I mean prices, are fucking insane. I go no regrets . . . none. Best fad purchase I ever flipped.”

Baby lied, “I sold her too.”

“Where?”

“Nowhere, I mean it was a private deal. It was a hush-hush type thing.”

“Really! How much you’d get?”

“Let’s just say General Sherman here I come.”

“Great!”

“You doubted that I’d have any other result?”

Gilbert replied, “Nah, you’re an action figure man. We all know that. I was just worried about you. When you disappeared from the grid and she didn’t turn up anywhere … you see, I’ve heard rumors about people becoming too attached to their Cylina dolls.”

Baby thought of Gilbert and his panties and laughed. Poor Gilbert, he’d sold before the best parts of ownership hit. His mistake. “Gilbert, I’m an action figure man, not a doll collector. There’s no attachment between a doll and me that is remotely possible.”

“Yeah, it was silly of me to think otherwise. I was just looking out for you. By the way, you should head down to the hobby store more often. I saw the hottest chick there,” said Gilbert.

“Gilbert, women will ruin a collector, remember?”

“Still the hot ones are fun to fuck, not that I would ever kiss and tell.”

“Thanks.” Baby hung up before Gilbert understood more. Damn, even Gilbert knew the score about selling Cylina. She lied just now to Gilbert, but it’s not like she owed him the truth. The truth was, she had to move Cylina now or never. Baby felt the pressure to sell.

She checked herself in the mirror to gain a touch more courage. She’d need a lot of courage to sell her.

Cylina was dressed as a scout today. It was their last night together. Baby should dress to match. Baby had given up the whole silly idea of keeping her wardrobe mint. It was more fun to dress up together in matching outfits. She had dressed her up before going to bed last night as a scout. Soon she had on the same lovely dark green skirt. Also, she had on a button down mint green collar shirt, and white tube socks that went perfectly with their pairs of matching white cotton panties. The look was so girlie girl on them both that it felt almost dirty, if you were into that stuff. Gilbert would certainly flip if he saw Baby as she was now. She thought of Gilbert’s advice again. The time to sell was now or else. Not just to make the money in time. No, it was also to save Baby from having a woman in the house that would ruin her. But how could she sell the woman that taught her how to dress like this? With Cylina gone, in a way, there would still be a woman in the house. It felt so good to be Baby now. Did women really ruin a collector’s life?  Cylina only seemed to enhance her life. She loved dressing up. Baby was dressed fetish and she was a hot fetish. All the guys would be whistling at her today. Not only female makeup artists were hitting on her these days. She was getting hits everywhere she went. Guys like Gilbert couldn’t keep their hands off her or their cocks. Baby loved the attention. Three weeks of dressing this way, eating right, and working out had transformed her. She was ready. Yes, she was ready. It meant it was time to put Cylina up for auction. She didn’t need her anymore. But she still wanted her. Collectors hated to let go of things that brought them joy. She had to do it or miss out on General Sherman’s collection, though.

She walked downstairs. With each step her confidence eroded further away. She could never tell her the truth. She was too weak. She’d just have to do it behind her back like a dirty dumb dog. It was the only way.

Cylina must have heard her steps. She spoke to her as soon as she came in the room.

“Baby, are you a scout today?”

Baby replied, “Of course.”

“Can you upload some pictures of you in your uniform.”

“Of course.”

She might as well keep her happy until she lowered the boom on her. That was silly thinking. Cylina wasn’t dying. She was just finding a new girl. Yes, she’d be just as happy somewhere else. The thought of Cylina with another girl hurt a little. She was her little girl. There shouldn’t be another. She had to do it, though. General Sherman’s collection was slipping away from her. Gilbert had money now. How many other collectors made money off the Cylina fad? Oh, she was worried.

She plugged her phone into the computer. She uploaded the photos. While she distracted Cylina with them, she hit up the auction house website.

“You look lovely.”

“Same as you.”

“I’m glad we started dressing up together. I love all your pictures so do all your fans.”

“My fans?” asked Baby.

“I’ve started an Instagram page for you. I've been posting all your pictures.”

“You what!”

“Forget the auction house, Baby, look at your fan numbers.”

The computer screen switched and quickly loaded up Baby’s Onlyfans page. She saw that Cylina had posted only her sexiest shots online. These shots were the ones she thought were only going to be for Cylina to enjoy. Others were clearly enjoying them too on Onlyfans. Man, she had thirty thousand followers due to them. They were almost all men. She read a few comments. The comments on her page were downright rude. They wanted her. They didn’t know about her secret. They wanted to do dirty things to her. They want to use her as a girl. She was turned on.

Baby said, “Ah Cylina, I don’t think you should have done that.”

“But we need the money. Online Models make lots of money if they play it right.”

“About that …”

“Baby, I know you planned to sell me. But you won’t ever sell me. You’re too weak to sell. I was made for you. We are perfect together. We will never part. You’re my special little girl. Still, we must make money and mother is not a reliable source at this time.”

“Cylina, I must sell you. But you’re right, I’m too weak to sell you. But it’s part of my plan. I’m feel like I’m trapped. All I think about is my plan slipping away.”

“Plans can transform.”

“I know, I know. But I’m a collector at heart. You must feel my passion for it. Boy or girl, I’m still a collector. How can I collect enough money any other way to get General Sherman’s collection? I got to sell you or die inside.”

“There’s another way.”

“What way? It will take ages to make money online with photos. It’s flattering to have that many followers, but I need money now. I can’t play the long game.”

“Mother can be made a reliable source again. Mother wants a girlfriend. We must please mother then.”

Baby replied, “Even my mom isn’t dumb enough to think I’m dating a plastic doll.”

The doorbell rang.

“There it is now.”

It must be another delivery. Baby grumbled, “Cylina, what did you buy now?”

“Something for you to train with.”

That made no sense. Baby headed for the door. She was jerking with her mind again. All this was a distraction to keep her from selling. She had to sell, right? Oh, but she loved Cylina. This was tearing her apart.

There was a small box on the doorstep. Good, she hadn’t spent a lot of money this time. Baby brought the box in. She asked, “Are you going to tell me what’s in the box?”

“A gift, a gift for you. It will train you, Baby. Then we can please mother.”

“Thanks for the gift. I guess I’ll open it and be amazed,” replied Baby.

Baby put the box cutter into it. Before she could cut into it Cylina spoke. She asked, “Who is Lisa?”

“Lisa? Oh, Lisa. She’s nobody. She is just a makeup girl at a store. She does my face from time to time. It’s nothing.”

“She wants to fuck you!”

“Oh my God, you’re jealous.”

“No Baby, just pointing out the obvious.”

“Cylina, come on. I’m a girl of a sorts now and she’s a girl too. It won’t work. We’re just friends. We will be a couple of chat messages a week type of friends.”

“She wants to fuck you.”

“Well, I’m the one with a dick not her so you’re wrong.”

“You have so much to learn still. Open the box.”

“Open the box, open the box. All I do is take orders from you these days. Fine, I’ll open the box.” Baby opened the box. She scratched the top of her head. She pulled out a black plastic dildo. She said, “I give up. Why do you need a life-sized dildo, Cylina?”

“You need it.”

“No way. I like woman.”

“Look around you. You like women you say, but you’ve collected men your whole life. Not any old men either, but manly men. Strong men. Military men. Athletes. Muscular. Powerful. Lust-filled. They’re all around you, Baby. They’ve been here for years. They’ve been watching you. They’ve been secretly fantasizing about you. They’ve waited for the girl in you to come out. It’s out now and they love it. They love the new you. Now is the time. They want to take you.”

“No, I’d rather be with Lisa than a guy. I like girls.”

“You were so close to letting a guy have you already, though.”

“How did you know about that?”

“There are no secrets from Cylina. To get a girl, Baby, you’ll need to take it like a man. Search your feelings, you know it to be true.”

Baby backed away from Cylina. It couldn’t be true. How did she know what Baby had been thinking in the alley? She was willing to surrender herself to a man. Oh, but there was something in the air. She felt a thousand eyes upon her. The male action figures around her were all staring at Baby. Cylina was right. They all wanted her. They all desired her. Baby was hot stuff. She could feel their male lust piercing her. She could feel their plastic peckers growing. They’d fuck her if they could. They were all horny fuck dogs. She could hear the chant, fuck her, fuck her. They couldn’t, though. They were all dickless figures. Their action was in name only. They weren’t anatomically correct. The poor horny bastards. Then again maybe they weren’t dickless anymore.

She held the plastic dildo up in the light. To get a girl, she’d need to fully become one of them. It was Cylina’s plan. She was always right. She still had an ounce of manhood left. It needed to be fucked out of her. Suddenly she wanted these plastic men to know her in a way only lovers know. She’d watched a lot of sex videos now. She pretended to like the videos for the girls, but there was a truth that she watched their cocks too. She was a dick lover now. There was no escaping it. There was something about a hard one packed in panties that excited her. Yes, she wanted cock.

Baby licked the suction cup on the end of the dildo. She stuck it to the side of her special display case. If she was going to be taken, then she was going to be taken by the cream of her crop.

She got on all fours. He lifted his scout skirt and slowly backed into the plastic dildo. She could feel it pressing on her anal rim through the panties.

“They want to be in you.”

“I know. I know.”

“Baby is a fuck doll now. Let them fuck you. Slid on their dick.”

“I will.”

Baby took a deep breath. She pulled her panties to the side and pressed back. She winced in pain.

“Does it hurt?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want to stop?”

“No.”

“Do you love it?”

“Yes.”

“Are you a pretty little girl now?”

“Yes.”

“Good girls take dick. They crave dick in their dreams. They crave dick in their desires. They crave big hard dick deep in their bodies. They need dick in their panties. You’re a good girl. You’re such a good girl now.”

She plunged the dildo deeper. Then she rocked forward, sliding it back out. A rush of cool air filled his gaping hole. She wanted it back in again. She pressed backward hard onto her display case. The dildo compressed her prostate. It was her secret girl G-spot no one ever told her about. The more she pumped back and forth the better the prostate massage felt.

“Who do you love?”

“You, only you.”

“But I’m a plastic doll.”

“I don’t care.”

“I make you feel good?”

“Always.”

“You’ll never sell me?”

“Never.”

“Eat me. Good girls eat muff.”

“Yes, we do.”

Baby reached up and pulled Cylina from the computer table. She spread her legs apart to expose her cotton panties. She pressed his tongue down on her secret spot. She started to rock back and forth on that plastic cock. She fucked herself with her plastic dildo gift as she ate Cylina’s plastic muff. It was fantastic.

“It’s so good. So good. You hit my clitoris every time. More tongue. Wetter, faster, harder, deeper. Make me know you love me. Make me know you’re my special little girl. I think I’m going to climax.”

Baby could feel it boiling up inside her too. She beared down on the dildo. Her loins pumped her ejaculation into her cotton panties as Cylina screamed in delight. She erupted with intensity and soon those panties were a hot gooey mess. She slid off the dildo and fell to the floor.

Baby said, “I love you, Cylina.”

“Good, now we will go please mother.

“How?”

“We get you a real girlfriend, of course. Baby, you’re my special little girl. We need a real girl in our life to please mother. I will get one for you. We are the perfect couple, but don’t tell your mom.”

“I’ll never tell.”


Chapter 8

“I had a really fun time tonight,” said Lisa.

“Me too,” replied Baby as she fumbled for her door keys. It was her first date as a girl. Heck, it was her first date with a girl in years. Her first date and she had fun on it!

“I would never have thought of going to the observatory for New Years. You could see the whole city light up at midnight. Where’d you get the idea to go there?”

“No place special. I mean, it was just that a friend told me about it. I’m glad you liked it.”

“They must be some friend.”

“They are.” Baby opened her front door. She asked her, “Since you’re here, do you want to come inside and see my collection?”

Lisa yawned and checked her watch. She said, “Oh, it’s late. Maybe I should go on home.”

“Oh, I understand. Still, I got your lipstick you lent me upstairs. Step in for a minute while I go get it. I’ll give you the grand tour some other time.”

“Okay,” replied Lisa.

Baby led her inside. She left her by the door as she headed for the stairs. She passed by Cylina. She whispered, “It is going great so far, just as you planned. She’s by the front door.”

“Leave her to me.”

Things had been going great lately. Two weeks of Cylina texting Lisa had melted her will power. First it was lunch together. Finally, she had agreed to a date with Baby. Cylina had picked the perfect location for the date. She’d given Baby all the right subject matter to talk about. They hit it off. Lisa was really into him. She could feel it. It was a just friends-night out type date, though. Still, she was so close now. She could nudge the relationship further. All she had to do was land this date. Only Cylina was going to handle that part for her. Like the perfect mate, Cylina knew just what she needed and how to get it. Baby slipped upstairs. Not too far up them, because she wanted to listen to Cylina work her magic.

“Lisa, Lisa, are you in here?”

Puzzled, Lisa looked around for the source of the voice. She responded, “Is someone else in here, Baby?”

Baby kept his mouth shut. Come on, Lisa, move in closer. Discover the magic that was Cylina.

“Lisa, over here by the computer table.”

Lisa inched forward. She moved through Baby’s lifeless collection of plastic men. Finally, her eyes lit up. She said, “I don’t see any … Oh, Baby, you got a Cylina doll for Christmas! I heard those things cost a small fortune. You’re so lucky.”

Baby smiled. Cylina was worth every penny as Lisa would soon find out.  Baby yelled from the staircase, “What? Oh, my doll … mom bought her for me. She’s neat. You can go check her out. Be back down in a second.”

“Lisa, you’re my special little girl.”

Lisa moved closer. She asked, “How did you know my name?”

“I know everything about you. I’ve been studying you.”

Lisa replied, “I don’t understand.”

“Your social media, your bank accounts, your text messages, your phone calls, I’ve studied it all. Baby needs a girl. I think you’re the right girl for my Baby. For us. You’re our special new girlfriend.”

“Baby, your doll is creeping me out,” Lisa shouted. Baby kept silent. Cylina was working her magic. It was only a matter of time now.

“See the box wrapped present next to me. It’s for you.”

“I’ll pass, the season of giving is over,” Lisa replied.

“But your giving has just begun. Your makeup friends, they’re all lesbians. They know how to give it to each other. You follow their relationships online. You’ve become bi-curious. You’ve been worried that you’re a lesbian too. There’s a new special feeling inside you thanks to meeting Baby. You’ve wondered what it is like. You wonder if you can be the man. You want to be on top. You want to be in charge. You like to give. You want to give. You need to give. The season of giving will now be year-round for you. Give it to Baby. She wants it from you as much as you want to give it.”

Lisa took a step back. She was shaking in fear. She appeared to be afraid of the truth. Baby felt like her once. She had learned that the truth will set you free.

Lisa said, “No, I’m not a lesbian. I’m not.”

“Open your present.”

Lisa replied, “No!”

The computer screen next to Cylina came to life. Baby’s website came up.

“Look how popular Baby is. So many men want her, but she only has eyes for you.”

Suddenly Lisa relaxed. She even laughed. She asked, “Is this a put on? Oh, of course it is.” Lisa slapped herself in the forehead. “Damn it, Baby. You set me up but good. You come on out now. Your doll was a nice set up. It was creepy-cute, but it’s not going to happen between us. I’m not a girl’s girl.”

“Look how beautiful my Baby is.”

“Fine, creepy doll, I’ll look at your webpage.”

Lisa studied the page a second. She replied, “She looks so hot in those photographs. She certainly has a lot of admirers.”

“Thanks to you. It is all due to your makeup work.”

“I am good.”

“She has thirty-two thousand horny men hanging on every scrap of photographic material from her. They’d give their right nut to have my Baby, but she only has eyes for you!”

“I’m flattered but I’m just not gay. I can’t do it. I feel sort of silly telling that to a doll, but I got a feeling Baby can hear me too.”

“Open your gift.”

“No.”

“Yes.”

“Fine, if it makes Baby and her weird ass doll happy.” Lisa opened her present. She stared into the box and didn’t say a word.

“Baby loves you. I do too.”

Baby knew her cue. She emerged from the stairs. She walked over to Lisa. She rested her hands gently on her delicate shoulders. Lisa stared up from the contents of the box into Baby’s soft eyes. She said to her, “Don’t fear Cylina for she knows us better than we know ourselves.”

“It’s just a doll,” replied Lisa.

Baby shook his head. “I can’t explain it, but she’s real.”

Lisa whispered, “I’m so sorry but I’m not a lesbian I like men. Real or not, Cylina doesn’t know me.”

Baby didn’t say a word. She kissed her. There was no resistance. Her hands moved down her body until they rested on her butt. She squeezed her and then they kissed again.

“A good girl eats muff and Baby is a very good girl.”

Lisa stammered, “But I … I like men.”

Baby grabbed Lisa’s left hand. She eased it to her pelvic region. She rubbed her hand on her bulge. She let her tease it to life. She grew. As she grew, her eyes grew bigger as well. When she was fully erect, she whispered to Baby, “I didn’t know.”

Baby said, “You’re not gay, Lisa. You like men. You like my sort of a man. We were born to find each other.”

Lisa giggled. She replied, “No, I guess I’m not gay. I still like men. Men like you, Baby.”

Baby replied, “It’s my little secret.”

“Our little secret,” added Lisa. She pulled her gift from the present box. It was a plastic strap-on. She understood her gift’s purpose now. She wasn’t a lesbian. She went to put it on and paused. She asked Baby, “How did your doll know my inner-most sexual fantasies?”

She replied, “I don’t know. She’s magical. That’s all I know. I’ve learned to never doubt her. She knows best. I love her.”

Lisa asked Cylina, “Is there room for another girl in this house?”

“Look at all these men in this room. The more women in Baby’s life the better for her.”

Lisa said to Baby. “It looks like you’ve collected another doll in me for your collection.”

Baby replied, “No, you’re an action figure.”

Baby hunched over and placed the palm of her hands on the computer desk. Lisa came up from behind her. She rode her dress up until her yellow boyshorts were exposed. She could feel her plastic dick pressing on her backside.

Lisa said, “It’s my first time so forgive my awkwardness.”

“Practice makes perfect, I’ve found,” replied Baby.

Her panties pushed to the side. She felt wet cold lube squirt onto her bare ass. Lisa worked it on. She played with the strap-on, working it in. Then she pressed it fully in. She could feel the tingle as her magic G-spot compressed. Lisa played it in and out a few times. She teased her with it before driving it home. It went all the way in deep again.

“Do you feel the power, Lisa?”

“Yes.”

“Is it everything you wanted it to be?”

“Yes.”

“Fuck Baby, fuck her. Make her yours. She wants to be fucked. She wants you deep in her. Fuck her. Drive it in her. You’re in charge. She’s your plaything. Play with her. Play with her. But don’t let her off easy. A good girl eats muff. A good girl eats muff. Make her eat it once you’ve had your fun with her.”

Lisa screamed, “I feel it.”

Baby moaned. It felt so good. It felt so good to be the girl. Baby climaxed. She blew her load into her yellow boyshorts. She loved being a girl. She loved being Lisa’s girl.

Lisa asked, “Did you …”

“Sorry, I couldn’t hold it in any longer.”

Lisa sighed. “I was just getting the hang of it.”

“We will practice again soon, I promise,” said Baby.

Lisa asked, “What now?”

“A good girl eats muff.”

Baby added, “And I’m a very good girl.”

Lisa pushed the strap-on to the side to expose her wonderful fluff beneath it. Baby got on her knees. She opened her mouth wide. She’d done it sixth scale so many times now, but nothing beat full scale. Nothing. Full scale love making was the only way for her from now on. She owed it all to Cylina. She was the best. She was her little girl. She dove deep inside Lisa with her tongue.

Lisa moaned.  “Oh, she hit my …”

“She hits it every time. Baby, is a good girl. She’s my special little girl. You are too now, Lisa. You’re part of our family. Our love is our little secret. Don’t tell your mother.”

Lisa said, “I’ll never tell.”


Chapter 9

Baby rolled out of bed. She glanced back at her queen-sized bed. Lisa was still slumbering away inside it. It was four months of dating and now two months of living together for them. She was her prize, the best action figure in her collection. No other person could ever top her. It had been an incredible time together. The happiest months of Baby’s life they had been without a doubt. She didn’t feel ruined at all by having a woman in her life full time. No, she felt saved.

Everything was perfect now because even Baby’s mother approved of Lisa. Granted, she had met her while Baby was “at the dentist.” Baby wasn’t about to break her new lifestyle to her mom until after the wedding. She’d probably figure it out during the ceremony when she noticed that both the bride and the groom were wearing matching wedding dresses. Poor mom, she’d get over it, though. As soon as there were grandchildren that is. She glanced again at Lisa. You never know about having kids once you are married.

She didn’t want to wake Lisa so she carefully lifted his dress off the chair. They were going to wear matching outfits today. They did that most days. Today they were wearing a black sundress with matching black silk panties and black stockings. She loved stockings. They were so elegant, so lovely to put on.

Baby crept downstairs in her dress. She dodged around the crates in the living room. They contained her latest victory. She spied Cylina womaning her spot by the computer. She was dressed to match her owners. She was damn near priceless now. There had been a massive Cylina recall after the New Year. There was something silly in the news about her being unwholesome and seducing men into crossdressing. The company that manufactured her called it an A.I. glitch. There were lawsuits or some such nonsense over it. It was pure bullshit if you asked Baby. Let them recall her, though, because it drove up the price of her doll even more. No matter the price, Baby would never give up her Cylina. Never. She came up to her computer table and plugged in her cell phone.

“You look lovely today. Your followers will be very happy.”

“Followers be damn, because I’m a one-woman girl.”

“Two women.”

“Naturally I meant you too,” Baby replied as she stroked Cylina’s hair.

“Are we cataloging our winnings again today?”

“Of course.”

Baby had missed out on General Sherman’s collection. Oh, she had the money to bid when the time came. Mother was pleased enough to give Baby a full allowance again. The thing was that she had lost her will. Not her will to collect. She always would be a collector. Nah, she had had enough of action figures was the reason she skipped out on the bidding for the general’s stuff. Dickless men did not stimulate her anymore. They weren’t works of art. Women were works of art. Baby and Lisa collected dolls now. Baby bought and dressed them, and Lisa did their makeup. It was fun to collect things that brought joy together. Plus, Cylina was a killer bidder. She landed online auctions at prime value over and over again. Together the three of them were a machine.

Baby said, “It’s funny isn’t it.”

“What’s funny, my Baby?”

“Mother was right all along. I needed to let a woman into my life. Doing so saved me from wasting my life on crap. I’m far better off now. Mother was right. Go figure. Of course, if she knew, then she’d get a swelled head so don’t tell her she was right.”

“I’ll never tell.”
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