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The Doll Maker 2

By

Lara Lock


Chris is still coming to terms with being The Doll Maker. It’s been four weeks since he’s taken over the old Toy Shop, and in that time, he’s amassed a small harem of willing and obedient sex slaves…

People in town are starting to grow suspicious however. Women are disappearing at an ever increasing rate. As Chris plays around with his dolls, he discovers the powers of the magic ring are far greater than even he had realized.

Chris decides it’s time to silence his opponents, he’ll use his magic ring and his Doll servants to get the job done. First to go is the pesky yet nubile reporter bringing unnecessary attention to his door. Then he’s got his sights set on his best friend’s mom, the town’s mayor, Mrs. Miranda Clark…


***

“Fuck me Daddy!”

“No Daddy fuck me!”

“Silence!” Chris walked over to the bed he had installed in the back of the workshop, guiding his latest creation by the hand.

“Everyone. I’d like you to meet Emeline. She’s your newest sister.”

The dolls on the bed all crowed their saccharine greetings in unison.

“She’d look good with my tits Daddy!” Said Stacey Doll. Stacey had been a girl at Chris’s college. He had bumped into her late one night on his way back home. He had stopped to get gas for his new car and Stacey was working in the gas station alone. He had always liked the girl. She had mocha colored skin and a pretty face. Now that she was a doll of course she was much better.

“You’re right. Emeline, face me, hold still.” The young dark haired beauty knelt on her calves and faced Chris. Emeline was the younger sister of Chris’s best friend, Tom.

Chris brought his hands up to either side of her torso, found the hidden buttons on either side and clicked them in simultaneously. He pulled the front of her torso off.

“Stacey, swap this for yours.”

Stacey clicked her own breastplate off, and handed it to Chris. Stacey easily had the nicest breasts he’d found so far. He clicked them onto Emeline, instantly making her a thousand times hotter. Her small C cups were now perky DD’s. For a second she looked like patchwork, but Stacey’s mocha shade quickly faded to the pale cream of Emeline’s skin.

“And what about my ass Daddy?” Vicky Doll rolled over on the bed, baring her full bubble butt for Chris. Vicky had been his first ever doll. The popular cheerleader bitch from school that he had fawned over all his life. She’d always made fun of Chris for one cliche reason or another. Now she would worship his cock until the end of time.

Since he had inherited the magic ring from Terry, Chris had made four new dolls in total. It had only been a few weeks since he’d officially taken ownership of the store, and Terry’s impressively stocked bank accounts. With every doll his thirst for creation grew higher. He wanted to turn every woman he saw, but he knew that he had to take things easy. To make dolls he had to take real women, and that attracted attention. Even now, people were starting to look at him differently.

“Your ass. Veronica’s legs and Stacey’s lips. Let’s make her beautiful.”

Chris knelt on the bed, pulsing his hand up and down his shaft as he watched the girls swap parts with each other. He could mix and match dolls to create whatever type of woman he liked. He like girls with real bimbo bodies. Small waists, big tits, the works. There had been days when he’d wanted big girls, and days when he’d wanted small girls. Whatever he was in the mood for, he could change it up. That was the beauty of being The Doll Maker.

By the time the girls had finished swapping parts, Emeline looked like perfection. She looked at Chris with her large and innocent eyes, which reminded him in someway of a cow’s eyes. Stupid but curiously cute.

“Blow job. Now.”

“Yes Daddy.”

Emeline didn’t sound like the others. Chris had opted to keep her real voice. She was a shy and quiet girl in real life, and Chris had always had a crush on his friend’s sister. Emeline crawled on all fours across the bed and wrapped her lips around Chris’s cock, bobbing her head back and forth along his length.

“Fuck…yes…” Chris gasped to himself as she took him in her mouth. Stacey crawled behind Emeline and started eating her pussy from behind. Chris sieved his fingers through Emeline’s dark hair and started thrusting into her mouth.

When the girl’s turned to Dolls, they automatically seemed to gain Valley Girl voices. Chris liked it, but some girls had naturally sexy voices, like Emeline. She sounded so demure and innocent, so he’d opted to keep her voice. He’d only discovered the other day that there was a small panel on the back of the throat that opened to reveal voice controls. That was one of the amazing things about being The Doll Maker. He was still learning new things everyday.

It had been a risky move, taking his best friend’s sister, but it had been a necessary one. Being The Doll Maker had it’s perks, but Chris had made some fuck ups, and he had started to garner unwanted attention.

He looked across the bed and watched the other doll’s fuck each other. Even though Vicky had been his first, he’d made her a bitch doll, with less authority than all his other creations. When they were in sexual forays like this, she was the bottom of the rung. Vicky was lay on her back as Jessica Doll, a girl Chris had gone to Sunday School with, was straddled on top of her face, pushing her pink asshole into Vicky’s mouth.

“Tongue it harder bitch!”

Chris laughed to himself and thrust harder into Emeline’s mouth until he was ready to burst.

“Hold on Emeline. You’re about to get your first taste of cum….”

*

“Mom I’m home!”

Chris shouted through the front door as he dropped the bags of groceries on the table.

“There’s my superstar businessman!”

Chris’s Mom skipped through the living room door into the kitchen and gave Chris a quick hug and a kiss.

“What’s this?” She said, looking down at the table.

“I was just at the store, and I picked you up a few things. Bread, milk, nothing super expensive.”

“Hey.” His Mom looked at him with a spark in her eye, the same spark she’d had ever since Chris told her about Terry gifting him the shop. “The bank called earlier. The payment on the mortgage went through fine. I own a house!”

“That’s great!” Chris laughed as he caught another enthusiastic hug from his Mom. Since gaining control over Terry’s business, Chris had been surprised to find how much money there was in the accounts. He’d used some of it to help his Mom get out of debt and bought the house they lived in. Chris and his mother had struggled for as long as he could remember, and now he had a chance to pay her back he was more than happy to.

“I still can’t believe all of this.” She said, looking around the house in disbelief.

“Me either. I guess if you work hard enough, good things will happen. And hey, speaking of work, how is the job hunt going? Find anything you like yet?”

Chris had also convinced his Mom to quit her lousy cleaning job, and take a bit of time off for herself, she’d been working double shifts practically his whole life, and he knew that she was tired. “Actually, I have an interview for a admin position at the local vet. I’m quite excited about it!”

“That’s awesome Mom. Well listen, I gotta shoot.” Chris picked his keys up off the table and headed for the front door.

“Are you sure, don’t you want to stay for lunch?”

“I’d love to, but I’ve got to go and visit Tom.”

Chris walked outside, climbing into his new Ford. His Mom stood in the front doorway of the house.

“Did you see the press conference Miranda gave? About all those missing girls?”

Chris tightened his hands on the wheel. “Yeah. Really terrible stuff.”

“I just hope they find them soon, and now it looks like Emeline is gone too. It’s almost like someone’s trying to shut her up.”

“Hm. Real bad.” Chris spoke shortly, not wanting to talk about this stuff with his mother. “I’ll see you later Mom, I got to go.”

“Bye honey!”

*

Chris knew that he was turning too many girls, too fast. It was the only negative thing about being The Doll Maker. He had to get the girls from somewhere, and that meant abducting real women. It wasn’t hard and it didn’t require any brute force. All he had to do was hold his hand against his intended target and place the finger tip of his middle finger on the green stone in the magic ring. Ten seconds later the woman would be a loyal and obedient doll.

Chris had no idea how the ring worked, and he didn’t really care all that much. He suspected it had something to do with dark magic. As long as it turned women into his loyal and willing sex slaves he didn’t really care.

The problem with turning women is that they were gone from the public eye after that. So far he had turned four girls. Vicky, from his college, Stacey, another girl from his college, Jessica, a girl he had gone to Sunday school with, and Emeline - his best friend’s younger sister. Emeline was barely nineteen, and innocent as they came.

After Chris had taken the first three girls, the town had started to take notice, leading a ‘safety for all’ movement spearheaded by the town’s mayor. Miranda Clark.

Chris pulled his car onto the drive of his friend Tom’s house. Emeline’s brother and son to the Miranda.

“Sup man.” Tom opened the door solemnly to let Chris in. “I suppose you’ve heard the latest?”

Chris shook his head as he walked in, pretending he hadn’t.

“Fucking Emeline has gone missing. It’s just like her to do that at a time like this. Mom is freaking out enough as it with all these other girls going missing.”

Chris swallowed in his throat. Standing here and lying to his best friend wasn’t easy, but it was necessary. He had too much now he was The Doll Maker, he wasn’t about to go back on all that.

He’d taken Emeline as a threat to Miranda. She’d started looking into the missing girl’s case a couple of days ago, and Chris had sent her a message threatening to stop. She hadn’t, so he’d take Emeline and he’d converted her too. Hopefully that would get the message across.

“I’m sure she’s fine.” Chris lied. “She’ll turn up. You know what Emeline’s like…”

“Yeah I do. This is totally unlike her. Look at this.”

Tom pulled his phone out. On the screen was a picture of the letter that Chris had sent to Tom’s mom.

“What’s this?” Chris looked at the letter, pretending he didn’t know what it is.

“After Mom started looking into the disappearances, she got this letter. She thought nothing of it at the time, she gets dumb mail like this at her office all the time?”

“Really?” Chris’s heart thumped in his chest.

“Yeah man, she’s the mayor. You’d be surprised at what the nut jobs in this town do. But with this letter and Emeline’s disappearance…”

“You don’t think they’re connected do you?” Chris went along with his friend’s dumb ass suspicions.

“I’m just worried sick man. But whatever. How are things with you.”

“Good man. The store is all good and everything. Can’t complain.”

“Man, you’re lucky that old faggot packed up and left, leaving everything to you. I still don’t believe it.”

“Me either man.” Chris laughed. “I just got lucky I guess.”

Tom stared at his friend suspiciously.

“Where did you say he went again?”

Chris swallowed. He knew that sooner or later people were going to start looking into Terry’s disappearance. It had all been way too abrupt. Chris opened his mouth to speak and to his luck, the front door opened, bringing in a whole bustle of people.

“Set the stuff down in there!” Miranda pointed a long finger toward the living room, and a small crew of production staff shuffled through the hall carrying equipment.

“Mom, what the heck is going on now?!”

“Tom! Chris! I’m doing a piece with Channel 4 news. It’s about the abductions. I’m taking this thing state wide. We’ve got a crisis on our hands here.”

“Miss Clark, do you mind if I interview your son?” A tall black haired reporter hovered behind Chris’s mother.

“Tom, talk to April will you. She’s a reporter for The Herald.”

Chris steeled his jaw as he watched Tom’s mother walk through into the sitting room after the camera crew. She was the person bringing all the attention on the disappearances. She had to go. She was always surrounded though and Chris knew it would be difficult getting to her.

He followed her with his eyes until she had left the hallway. He looked back to Tom and to his surprise he saw a microphone in his face.

“Tom, how are you feeling with the recent disappearance of your sister?”

“He’s Tom.” Chris hissed through his teeth, nodding at his friend. “I’m Chris.”

April looked at him confused. “Chris. Chris Dwyer? You just inherited the Toy Shop on third right?”

The accuracy of her question flashed heat through Chris’s face.

“How on earth did you…”

Tom but in, stopping Chris in his tracks.

“Listen lady, leave Chris alone. He’s got nothing to do with this. I’m the one you want to talk to. Let’s go sit in the kitchen. Chris, I’ll catch up with you later alright.”

Chris nodded and stared at the reporter as Tom led her into the kitchen. She’d seemed to know an awful lot about him, and Chris hadn’t liked it one bit.

*

“Fuck me Daddy!”

“No fuck me!”

“Deactivate, all of you, shut up!”

Chris walked through the dark store, throwing himself down behind the main reception desk. He flicked the TV on was met immediately with the Channel 4 interview of Miranda.

“I’m here with Mayor Miranda Clark, after the disappearance of your daughter Emeline. What’s going on Miranda?”

“We’re all very scared Kent. It’s obvious now that we have some sort of serial offender in town, and we want everyone to be on the lookout.”

“And is there any advice we can offer to the young women of Holmeswood?”

“Don’t go out alone after dark, report anything unusual…”

Chris switched the TV off in anger and took a deep breath. As he looked across the dark shop he found himself shaking. He needed to keep a low profile, he needed to hold back. He had brought way too much attention on himself. He pulled open the drawer and looked through one of the notepads that Terry had left.

Don’t take too many at once, people get suspicious fast

Go to different places, lots of different towns

Never let the dolls out in public

It seemed like Terry had come up with a foolproof plan in his many years of being The Doll Maker. Chris had only held the title for two weeks and already he felt as if he were fucking things up.

He drifted off to sleep without realizing, and when he came to in the morning, things had only gotten worse.

Three heavy thuds came from the front window, jerking Chris from his sleep. He woke with a start in the old wooden chair, nearly throwing himself out of it.

“What?”

“Open up!” He heard the banging from outside and looked through the window to see Tom banging on the class, with a paper in his hand.”

Chris made his way through the shop groggily and unlocked the front door to face Tom.

“Tom, what the hell is going on here?”

“You tell me man.”

Tom thrust the paper into Chris’s face. Chris, still tired, snatched it from his friend’s hand and stared at the black and white tome until it swam into focus.

WHO IS ‘THE DOLL MAKER’???

By April Larson

Chris Dwyer is a man of mystery. Chris recently inherited the Toy Store on 3rd after Terry Blythe mysteriously disappeared, Chris has been keeping all sorts of odd hours…

Chris clutched the paper tight as he read the article, his heart thundering in his chest. After he was done he lowered it and looked at Tom. April Larson was suggesting that Terry’s disappearance had something to do with the missing girls. He didn’t mind the idea completely, but it still drew questions about his involvement.

“This woman has been fucking following me?”

“That’s right, and she says that you were outside our house the night that Emeline went missing.” Tom leaned around Chris, attempting to look in the shop. “What the fuck do you do in here all day anyway? What are you doing back there? How are you making these…things?”

“Are you really accusing me right now of abducting your fucking sister?!” Chris hissed through his teeth, doing his best impression of someone who had been falsely accused.

“And what if I am?” Tom pushed Chris square in the center of his chest. Chris was about to swing for the motherfucker, when he took a deep breath and composed himself.

“Alright. If you’re so interested in what I do back here, come in. I’ll show you.”

Tom turned his head suspiciously. “What?”

“Come on. You’re supposed to be my friend. So come and have a look.” Chris switched the light on by the front door, illuminating the shop. He turned from Tom and walked into the shop, smiling to himself.

“I want some fucking answers man.” Tom said as he walked into the shop. “Why were you outside the house…how the fuck do you make all these things?”

Chris walked through into the back, keeping a distance between himself and Tom.

“Hey! Where did you go? Wait up!”

Chris hid behind the door holding his breath. Tom walked through the door, looking around the dim workshop bewildered. Chris steadied his hand, placed his middle finger on the stone and held his fingers against his friend’s back.

Lightning flushed from his fingers immediately. Tom let out the briefest yelp and then he was still. Chris held his hand on his friend until he felt the fire spit back from the stone, letting him know the transformation was complete. He walked over to the wall with the light switch for the workshop and turned it on. That was when he saw it.

“No. No…what the fuck.”

Where Tom had stood, there was now a solid stone statue. Chris had expected his friend would turn into a doll, just as all the other’s had, but this…

“Tom? Tom?!”

Chris placed his hand back on his friend, willing it to undo the dark magic, but nothing happened. His friend had been turned to stone.

“No!”

Chris roared and kicked his foot at a box on the floor, sending a pile of doll parts flying into the air. He stormed into the shop shutting the workshop door behind him, unable to look at his friend any longer. He had barely been sat behind the reception for two seconds when the bell went on the front door.

“Excuse me. Chris? Chris Dwyer?”

Chris looked up and to his horror he saw that it was the female reporter from The Herald. April Larson, the reporter that had run the story about him.

“You.” Chris rose in his chair, gritting his teeth. “What the fuck do you want, this is private property.”

April flicked a hand through her dark hair, her eyes sparkling. “I’m sorry, I take it you saw my story. I’m sorry about that, it was my editor. He didn’t really give me a choice.”

Chris wanted himself to be angry with the girl, but he was disarmed immediately by her sheer beauty.

“Why did you write those things about me?” Chris said, walking toward her. “I should sue your paper for libel. You make me sound like some creepy serial killer, or like I’m involved with one.”

A flash passed across April’s face for a second, but Chris didn’t see it. It was an expression that said, but that’s what you are, isn’t it?

“You’re not a serial killer.” April laughed, shaking her head. Chris found himself startled by just how beautiful she was. “You’re just a person of interest, and these are interesting times. It’s funny how the old man up and left. Funny how he left you everything.”

She looked at a doll next to her with intense fascination. “They’re so real. You make these yourself?”

The darkness rose within Chris. He knew that April would have to go as well. She was already starting to ask too many questions.

“Why don’t you come in the back,” Chris said with a smile, “I’ll show you if you like.”

“I can’t.” April answered quickly. “…Not now at least. But I’d love to have a conversation over dinner some time. Later tonight maybe?”

“Alright…” Chris stroked the green stone on the magic ring nervously. “Tonight sounds great.”

They exchanged numbers and then April left. Chris closed the front door and locked it behind her, before returning to the workshop in the back. He stared at the statue of his friend for what felt like hours. Eventually he stood and tried to move it, but it was too heavy. He got half a dozen dolls to wake and had them move it into a box. Leaving something like that lying around was damning evidence enough.

*

“Make your eyes dark, no, darker.” Chris held the doll’s legs wide apart as he thrust his cock into her tight cunt. “Now make your hair dark, give yourself a straight fringe.”

He’d discovered he could give the dolls verbal commands to change themselves by certain extents. He was fucking his Jessica Doll and he was intent on making her look like April as much as possible. There was a certain similarity now, but he was still aware it wasn’t her.

He’d started to feel like he was obsessed with April. She was the next one that had to go, and she was attractive too. She didn’t stand a chance.

“That’s it, that’s it, stay like that!”

“Should I write about this Chris? Should I write about how much you own my pussy?”

Chris grunted in affirmation as the Doll spoke back the words he’d fed her. Half a dozen thrusts later he pulled himself all the way inside of her and exploded, filling her tight cunt with his molten seed. He pulled away, panting heavily after.

“Revert back to normal Jessica, but keep that setting for now.”

“Do you want me to save it Daddy?!”

“Yes, save it as April.”

“Done!”

“Wait a minute.”

Chris pulled his phone out of his pocket and pulled up the website for the herald. A few seconds later he had hold of April’s photo and thrust it in Jessica’s face.

“Can you make yourself look more like this?”

“Sure!”

Chris stared in amazement as the Jessica Doll morphed into a nearly picture perfect replica of April. His cock twitched in his pants, almost ready to go again. Chris took a deep breath and shook his head.

Keep your head in the game Chris.

Now that he had the knowledge he could make the dolls look like anyone, that changed a lot of things. Chris would start removing his opponents one by one, and replacing them with doll replica’s, while keeping the originals back in his workshop.

He started with April.

After they had dinner that night, Chris drove her back to her place, and he turned to her in the car, placing his hand against her breasts.

“Stop what are you -!”

He held his hand on her for ten seconds, until she was a Doll.

“Shh. That’s it.” He walked around the back of the car and opened the trunk. Jessica Doll climbed out, in the form of April.

Chris walked her to the front of the car, and pulled April out too. “Lead me into your apartment, show me what you’re working on now.”

April did as he asked, and led him into her apartment. She handed him a manila envelop, in which were pages of notes trying to connect Chris with the disappearances somehow.

“I don’t understand.” Chris said shaking his head. “How did you pin all this onto me?”

“Reporter’s intuition I suppose.” The April Doll said. “I only got the idea from Miranda Clark.”

“The mayor?”

“Yes. She’s suspected you’re involved for some time now. Apparently the police are moving to make an arrest as soon as they find the old man’s body.”

Terry. Chris had no idea where that old bastard had crawled off to die. One thing was for sure though, he had to find the body before the police did, and he had to get Miranda out of the equation fast. If he could make her into one of his doll’s too, then he could tell the police to call off the chase, and he might finally get himself out of this mess.

“Enough of this for now.” Chris shut the folder closed, breathing through his nostrils in frustration.

“Do you want a blow job master?” The April doll knelt onto the carpet by Chris’s feet, looking up at him with large eyes.

Chris took a deep breath, suddenly remembering why it was good to be The Doll Maker. Just a few hours ago this girl had him down as a suspect. Now she was on his knees as his sex slave, thirsting for his cock. Chris nodded quietly. Signaling for the girl to go ahead.

April licked her lips while tugging the zip down on his trousers. Chris lifted his waist, allowing her to pull his trousers down to his feet. She took his shoes off and pulled his legs out of the jeans. Next she stood up, unzipping her own jeans. Chris marveled at her skinny silhouette, illuminated from the window behind. She rolled the jeans down her legs, standing before him in her panties. April dropped to her knees, taking his cock in her hand.

“I’ve wanted you ever since I knew it was you.” She pumped her hand up and down his shaft, her large blue eyes kept on his. “I like a man with power. Especially magic power.”

She lowered her lips onto his cock and Chris gasped at the pleasure. April lowered her mouth all the way down to the base, coating him in her saliva.

“You taste so good Daddy.”

Chris stiffened as he saw April push her free hand between her legs, playing with her pussy. He twisted his weight in the chair, getting as comfortable as possible.

“Jessica.” Chris turned to Jessica who had been sitting at the opposite end of the couch, watching them with lust drunk eyes. “Make yourself look like Mayor Clark. I want to fuck that cunt too.”

Jessica did as he said, morphing until she was the middle aged blonde woman that Chris detested so much. As much as Chris hated her, he couldn’t deny she had a certain beauty about her.

“Strip.”

Miranda stood from the sofa and peeled her clothes off slowly. Chris stared all the while, his hand curled around the back of April’s head. He forced her up and down his shaft as he watched Miranda strip for him, bending over and baring her middle aged pussy for him. He burst at the sight, clamping April’s mouth down around the base of his cock. He held her there until he had filled her cheeks with his cum, and then he let her go.

“Kiss each other. Fuck. I’ll join you in a second.”

April and Miranda turned their eyes on each other eagerly, melting onto April’s living room floor in a tangle of flesh and sweat. They rolled about, pushing their crotches together, grabbing at each other’s breasts, gasping between long and hot kisses.

“Get on your knees bitch.”

Miranda looked back at Chris, doing as he said.

Chris got on his knees behind the replica of Miranda. He knew that this wasn’t as good as the real thing, but it was good practice if anything. He’d have the real Miranda soon. For now though, he’d make do with her Doll clone.

“Spread your legs Mrs. Clark.”

“Oh your such a big boy now Chris.” The Miranda Doll spoke back with startling accuracy, surprising even Chris. He placed his hands on the woman’s supple ass and pulled her cheeks apart. He knelt down behind her and drew his tongue up the line of her wet pussy, savoring her sweet taste.

“Oh Chris.” Miranda crowed. “You’ve grown into such a man. Put your cock inside my tight cunt. Fuck your best friend’s mother.”

“Yes.” Chris whispered the words in a fevered grunt.

He wrapped his hands around Mrs. Clark’s hips and pulled himself inside of her. Her wet lips parted around him, squeezing his shaft as he slipped inside.

“Yes, fuck!” Chris pulled him self in the rest of the way with one sharp tug. Miranda let out a sharp gasp of pleasured pain.

“Oh it’s so hot Daddy!” April crowed on the floor, pushing her fingers into her pussy as she watched them fuck.

“Lay on your back. Miranda, eat her pussy.”

They did as he said, April laying on the floor with her legs spread as Miranda lowered her mouth to the floor to sop at the young reporter’s dripping cunt.

Chris sank his teeth into his lip as he watched the scene unfold below him. He hammered his cock into the back of the woman, the wetness of her folds loud in the otherwise quiet room.

“Yes, yes!” Miranda squirmed underneath him, shouting her muffled cries of pleasure into the young reporter’s cunt.

“Yes, yes!”

Chris tightened his grip on the Mayor’s hips and pulled his cock all the way into her tight cunt. A second later, he erupted inside of her, firing string after string of his molten cum deep into her pussy.

They all lay there in the dark after, panting in the dark. Chris looked at the two women he considered to be his biggest enemies, simply staring for several minutes until he was content to move again.

“Jessica Doll, I want you to morph back into April. April, you’re going to come back with me to the workshop.”

They both nodded in agreement, Jessica taking on the shape of April again. “Jessia, pretend to be April, go about your daily life as she would, but stop the paper from looking into me. Stop Mayor Clark too if you can, but I doubt you can.”

Jessica nodded in affirmation.

“But what about me Daddy?” The young reporter stood up, pulling her panties around her cum soaked waist. “Why can’t I just be me?”

“Because I need your help.” Chris answered. “You figured out that I was the one abducting the women somehow. So you’re going to help me find this old bastard before the police do. After that, I’m going to take out the Mayor for real, then we can move onto my real goal.”

“Real goal Daddy?”

“Yes.” Chris stood up from the sofa, fastening his trousers around him. “I’m going to turn every last woman in this town into a Doll.”

To Be Continued
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