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The Doll Maker 3

By

Lara Lock


Chris decides it’s time to share his power with the world, and he sets up an advert in the local paper. Tired of your wife of girlfriend giving you trouble? Call The Doll Maker! Anything is possible.

Anything.

It isn’t long before the phone is ringing off the hook, and Chris has his first assignment: John used to have a great relationship with his bombshell cougar of a wife, Ellen, but recently she’s become distant and frigid. He needs Chris’s help.

With the power of his magic ring, anything is possible, and Chris gets to work transforming the cold and miserable women of the world into loyal, lusty and obedient servants.


***

“What would you have me do master?”

Chris smiled to himself as he walked around his latest creation.

Ellen Schwartz, soccer mom, total babe, bane of John Schwartz’s life. Just half an hour ago she had been all these things, but since Chris had worked his magic, she was something else now all together.

“Pull up that dress and let me see that pretty little body of yours.”

Ellen did as he asked, pulling up her long summer dress baring her naked thighs and black panties to him.

“Take it off, let me see it all.”

She pulled the dress off over her head, standing in front of Chris wearing just her underwear now.

“You have a very impressive body.” He said. “You’re a bit of a milf aren’t you?”

“I’ve heard my Timmy’s friends describe me that way Sir.”

Chris could imagine why. Ellen was a cougar through and through, he could understand why her husband John had come to Chris in the first place, it must have been extremely frustrating having a hard body like Ellen walking around and not getting any.

“Take the underwear off.” Chris said, rubbing his dick through the fabric of his jeans. He watched eyes wide as the woman stripped from her underwear, keeping her eyes on him all the while. Her breasts were full, round and pert. It looked like she’d probably had work done. Her pussy was smooth and pink.

“How come you don’t fuck your husband Ellen?”

The Doll shrugged, rolling her eyes.

“Forgive me.” Chris laughed, but the smile suddenly fell from his face. “I’m your master now, and when I ask you a god damn question, you will answer it.”

Ellen’s eyes bulged.

“Sorry master! Why don’t I fuck my husband? I don’t know. He got old, we both did. But he became portly, slovenly. I’m only with him because he pays for everything.”

Chris tutted and shook his head. “So rude. Well no fear, now that you’re a doll all that is going to change.”

Chris walked around the back of Ellen, tracing his eyes over the naked fullness of her body.

“You have a good body, but I can augment, make it better, maybe switch out a few parts. Enlarge the breasts, ass, tuck the waist a little.”

He did a full lap of Ellen, stopping in front of her. His dick twitched in his pants at the thought of fucking her.

“Drop to your knees.” He said. “Whatever I say is final from now on, you understand?”

Ellen nodded as she dropped to her knees, excitement washing over her face.

“You are going to spend the rest of your life incredibly horny, and you only want to satisfy that need with one man.”

“My husband master?”

Chris pulled his cock out and pushed it into her mouth, threading his fingers through her thick blonde hair. Ellen placed her palms on the backs of Chris’s knees and started bobbing her head back and forth along the length of his cock.

“Well yes.” Chris laughed, half gasping at the tight warmth of her lips around his base. “But you’re going to worship me first. I need to take you for a test spin. It’s only fair that I make sure that the merchandise I’m selling is working.”

He clutched her head tight in his hands and started ramming his cock all the way to the back of her throat.

“That’s it. Just relax. Daddy is going to blow his load down your tight little throat.”

***

Chris looked around the new shop. Moving to a new town had definitely been the right choice.

“Master, where would you like this box?”

“Just set it down on the side Vicky.”

Vicky Doll set the heavy wooden crate down in the back. It was somewhat comical to Chris seeing his hoard of Doll servants moving boxes around in skimpy lingerie, but they got the job done, and he wasn’t exactly going to make them cover their perfect bodies up. Vicky turned to Chris and batted her long thick eyelashes.

“Would you like a blow job master?”

Chris bit his lip as the perfect blonde offered up her services. Chris has known Vicky his whole life. She’d always been a real bitch at college until he’d turned her into a loyal and obedient Doll servant.

“Give me five minutes.” Chris said. “I just have to email a client first.”

“Yes master.”

Vicky walked off into the front of shop, presumably to return to her cradle. Chris followed after her, sitting at his computer behind the main reception.

Moving the shop to a new town had been a necessary move. He’d only inherited his Doll Making power a few months ago, and in his first couple of weeks he’d been too eager. He’d drawn a lot of unnecessary attention to himself.

Chris had ended up having to transform the mayor of his old town into a Doll. Now she was his remote servant. He’d only given her one instruction, tell the police to stop looking into him.

To make Dolls, Chris had to transform real women. After they were transformed, they stayed in the shop, and people had started to wonder where the women were going.

After losing a little attention, Chris decided to pack up the shop and move towns. He’d moved half away across the state to a new town, and he’d changed his business model. It was going to be a lot harder to draw unnecessary attention to himself. His new idea was so genius, he couldn’t believe he hadn’t thought of it sooner.

He sat at the desk and tapped his mouse, bringing up his emails. He was delighted to see he had an email from his first client, confirming his appointment.

Chris,

Thanks so much for setting up the meeting. I’ll be bringing Ellen into the shop some point later today if that’s alright. If even half of what you claim is possible, then I’m very excited to see what you’re capable of! Let me know if I need to bring anything else.

John Schwartz.

Chris had inherited his Doll Making power when he received the magic ring. As he sat re-reading the email, Chris brushed his finger over the green stone of the gold band subconsciously. The ring was Chris’s most treasured possession now, and that was the device that allowed him to turn women into Dolls.

He had inherited the ring from Terry, the old Doll Maker. Terry had been the one who had chosen Chris as his successor. While wearing the ring, The Doll Maker is immortal until they remove it. When they do, they die within a day.

Terry had done well for himself, and he had turned his power into a fledging business. He sold his Dolls on a sex toys to interested clientele. The Dolls were always random women to the customers.

That’s where Chris had his genius idea.

He picked up the newspaper that contained the very first ad he had printed, reading it again for the dozenth time with pride.

Woman in your life being a real SOB?

Tired of all those ‘headaches’?

Tired of dissent?

Looking to get that spark back?

Call the DOLL-MAKER, Now!

Loyal and obedient in 24 hours or your money back!

Chris laughed, throwing the paper back down onto the table.

He was offering his powers to the distressed men of his new town. Disgruntled husbands, irate boyfriends, men who were living under the thumb. Chris would give them what they need. He’d transform their troubles into anything that they wanted.

The ad had only been up for a few hours when he got his first call. A lowly teacher from the local Sports College. Al Harvey.

Al was real sick of his girlfriend running around sleeping with other guys.

“That’s not a problem.” Chris said, laughing down the phone. “I can fix that real easy.”

“What are you a psychologist or something?”

“Something like that.” Chris said.

Things had been going well with Al until Chris had quoted the price for his service.

“It’s more than I thought. I’ll need time to get the money together.”

“That’s alright. I’ll offer finance services soon. Come back to me when you’ve got the money.”

That had been his first call. Not a sale, but Chris knew that Al was definitely interested from the questions he was asking. His services were expensive, and he had priced it that way on purpose. He didn’t want any old rabble coming through. His Doll Making service was only for those who were really interested.

The fee was probably three months worth of Al’s salary. Chris didn’t mind, he could be patient, he knew he would be back.

It was the email he received from John Schwartz later that had really spiked his interest however. After sending back and forth a few introductory messages, Chris asked John to explain exactly what the problem was, and what he wanted from Chris.

We’ve been married ten years.

Things aren’t like they used to be. We used to fuck all the time. Now she won’t even look at me, and she never listens to me anymore. She used to respect me. Now she just runs about spending my money, and I’m sure she’s fucking her personal trainer too. I want my old wife back, I want her obedient, and I want her loyal, just like a woman should be.

John wasn’t asking too much. Chris didn’t mind what he wanted, with his Doll Making power, he could do anything, and he reminded John of that in his email. He didn’t mention his power explicitly, he would be very careful to keep that part to himself. Chris just said ‘Anything is possible, anything.’

And then he quoted his fee, which John had said was ‘very reasonable’.

A pang of regret stung in Chris’s chest at this reaction. He got the impression that John had a lot of money. So he clarified that the fee was the upfront cost, and there would be another fee after services were complete. John hadn’t minded at all.

Chris brought his fingers to the keyboard and typed out his response.

John,

Not a problem at all. Swing by the store later today and bring Ellen. You mentioned she’s interested in fashion? Tell her I’m one of your old friends, and I work in the fashion industry. Tell her I’m interested in seeing her model. After you drop off her off, I’ll need a few hours alone with Ellen to work my magic, then I’ll return her to you good as new. Just bring yourself, Ellen, and most important of all - your wallet.

Chris.

He sent the email and steepled his fingers under his chin, looking out at the ground floor of his new shop. Rows and rows of dolls filled the shop, staring out into space with vacant expectation. With one word he could wake them if he wanted.

“Do you want that blow job now master?”

Chris smiled and turned to the Vicky Doll, who stood at the side of his reception desk batting her eyelashes like the lust drunk bimbo she was.

“Alright, you’ve twisted my arm. Hurry up though, I’ve got a client coming in soon.” Chris yanked the zipper down on his jeans and pulled out his cock.

“Yay!”

Vicky dropped to her knees and her mouth was around his cock in an instant, sliding all the way to the base of his shaft.

*

“What’s wrong with you? You’re acting so fucking weird.”

“Just get in the car will you, come on, we’re going to be late for our meeting with Chris.”

“Well I’m sorry, but if I’m going for an audition with your dumb friend, then I need to look good don’t I you dick?!”

“Alright, alright!” John pulled his head back as if he were dodging a spout of fire from his wife Ellen’s mouth. “Just calm down. I’ll be in the car. Hurry the fuck up you old hag.”

Ellen turned to her husband with a ‘Bitch I will slay you where you stand’ look, but John took no notice, and slammed the front door shut behind him before she could retaliate.

He climbed into his Porsche, sighing as he did so. When the fuck had things got so bad between him and Ellen? She never used to be like this. They’d met all those years ago back in college. He was the star quarter back, she was the dumb sorority slut. They fit together perfectly.

The first two years they fucked non-stop, then Ellen got pregnant and they decided to do the whole family thing. Now, here they were, ten years later. John had made a good career for himself in finance and Ellen had made a good attempt at drinking every bottle of liquor in the tri-state area.

The front door slammed shut and John looked up to see his beautiful wife walking down the extensive drive of their large suburban home. He felt a strange sense of pride at her having kept her looks. They were only in their mid 30’s, but a lot of women her age really started to let themselves go. To her credit, she was still as hot as they day they finished college, it was just her attitude that was the problem.

Ellen jumped into the passenger seat, slamming the door shut. She stared at John as she fastened her seat belt. “What’s your fucking problem? I got something on my face?”

John smirked, shaking his head. He put the car into gear and pulled off the drive. “Why you got to be so fucking angry all the time? What did I do to piss you off this time?”

Ellen pulled a mirror out of her Gucci bag and started touching up her make up as John drove to the address Chris had given him.

“I told you I don’t like being rushed.” She said as she smeared makeup onto her already makeup laden face. He glanced at his wife out of the corner of his eye. If Ellen put as much effort into anything as she did her appearance, she’d probably be a state senator by now.

He couldn’t deny that she was beautiful. She dressed in short skirts, or tight yoga pants when she was doing pilates at the gym. She had a great set of legs - endless and slender, a full ass, tiny waist and big tits that he had paid to get enhanced a few years ago.

He knew that his wife was something of a bimbo, something of an airhead. He had heard the guys at his office call her a milf. John wasn’t bothered by the comments, if anything they just made him feel good. He had really landed himself a good catch. He just wish she wasn’t such a bitch all the time.

They drove in relative silence, getting half away across town before Ellen spoke to John again.

“How do you know this fucking guy anyway?” Ellen said snapping the mirror shut.

“Chris?” John rounded a corner. “I met him through one of my finance buddies. At a business convention.” The lie was low effort, but Ellen didn’t really seem to be paying enough attention to care. She had pulled her phone out and was tapping away at the screen with her long pink nails, smiling to herself.

“What’s going on?” John said, nodding at the phone.

Ellen rolled her eyes. For a moment she looked as if she was going to launch a tirade of abuse at him again, but then an evil smile twisted over her face.

“Oh I’m just messaging Titus. Setting up a training session for later.” She laced the words with suggestion, trying to stir up as much jealousy in John as possible.

“Again? That’s the third time this week. How many times do you have to train with this guy anyway?”

John tightened his grip on the steering wheel. He suspected that she’d been having an affair with her large black personal trainer for a while now. He just didn’t want to face the truth.

“Oh a lot. I have to keep my figure together if I’m going to be modeling again.”

“Fair point.” John conceded, he looked her over quickly as if he were inspecting her. “You have let yourself go a little lately.” He smirked to himself silently, knowing the comment would eat her alive. Truth be told, Ellen looked as great as she ever did, but it didn’t stop John from getting a jibe in every now and then.

“Listen here you cheeky mother f-”

*

“Fucker!” Chris screamed in surprise as he saw John and his wife Ellen walking through the front door of the shop.

“Should I hide Master?”

“Shut up!”

Chris jumped up from his chair, thick strings of his cum webbing between the tip of his cock and Vicky’s mouth. He’d intended to get just one blow job, but after the first, he’d got a little carried away. He’d completely lost track of time. He pulled his jeans up quick before the customers spotted him.

He ducked out again a moment later, once he was sure all evidence of his activity had been erased.

“John I presume!” Chris jumped out, almost scaring the life out of John and his wife Ellen, who shrieked loudly into the quiet shop.

“Sorry.” Chris laughed. “I have a habit of sneaking up on people.” He rubbed the stone of the gold ring as his eyes drifted over to John’s beautiful wife.

“This must be Ellen?”

The gorgeous blonde pulled her bag tight around her shoulder and took Chris’s hand.

“Pleased to meet you Chris.” She turned her head at him suspiciously then she looked back at John.

“How do you know my husband again Chris?”

Chris froze on the spot.

“We met… playing golf.” He lied.

Ellen looked at her husband squinting. “I thought you said it was a business convention.”

“Right!” Chris interjected before John could speak. They had a course at the hotel we were staying at, we had a few rounds…”

“Hm.” Ellen muttered the sound tersely, looking around the shop.

Chris looked at John, giving him a look that said jesus, she really is hard work. John simply nodded back, looking tired.

Ellen walked away from them, looking at the dolls that filled the aisles.

“Thanks for doing this.” John whispered. “What should  I do? Do I pay now?”

Chris pulled the man away from his wife, leading him back to the front entrance of the shop.

“Pay later.” He whispered back, glancing around to see Ellen was in the far corner of the shop. Chris looked down at his watch. “Come back in two hours, I’ll have everything settled by then.”

“Wow really?” John’s eyes lit up like it was Christmas morning.

“Really.” Chris took John’s hand and patted him on the shoulder.

He showed John out and then locked the door behind him. It was unlikely there would be any walk ins, but he wanted to make sure he wouldn’t be disturbed, just in case.

“Okay, Ellen!” Chris clapped his hands together causing Ellen to look up from the Doll that she was studying intently. “What do you say we go and start this photo shoot?”

*

Chris led Ellen up to a small room upstairs, that he had set up as a makeshift studio.

“Doesn’t look like much of a studio.” Ellen said as she sat on the stool, looking around the drab room disappointed. “What line of fashion did you say you are in again?”

“I’m an agent for Vogue.” Chris lied, not failing to see Ellen’s eyes light up. “They’re looking for a mature model for the fall catalog. I mentioned to John that I was looking for a model and he showed me some pictures, I have to say I’m very interested. You might have what it takes”

“Why, thank you.” Ellen’s whole demeanor had changed now. “What do I need to do then?”

“We’ll get some basic shots here. Basic body stuff, I’ll send them to my area rep and they’ll probably invite you in for a talk at the state HQ.”

“Alright!” Ellen was a completely different woman now with the promise of fame and fortune at her feet. Chris rolled his eyes, unable to believe how easy it was to coerce vapid women like this.

“Let’s get some shots of your body just in underwear.” Chris said, moving to stand behind the camera he had set up.

“Okay.”

Ellen pulled her jacket off, setting it and her large handbag onto the table at the side of the backdrop. Chris stood watching as the gorgeous soccer mom stripped down to her underwear. He brushed his thumb against the green stone of the magic ring, his cock growing in his jeans.

“That’s great.” Chris said as Ellen finished undressing. “Let’s get a few shots then.”

Chris spent the next fifteen minutes playing photographer with Ellen, photographing her from all angles, uttering bizarre commands and snapping away in amazement as she followed them blindly.

“That’s the stuff!” Chris said as she stood with her back to him, half turned to the camera with her hand on her hip. Her ass was full and round, highlighted beautifully by the black thong she was wearing.

Chris snapped away, his cock raging in his pants all the while. Eventually he got bored playing the whole photographer bit, and decided to wrap it up.

“Okay I think that’s everything we need.”

“Alright.” Ellen smiled at Chris, and then she walked over to him, dropping to her knees.

“Wait a minute!” Chris backed away, lifting his hands up. “What the fuck are you doing?”

He laughed, looking at Ellen as she was halfway through pulling her blonde hair behind her shoulders.

“I’m going to give you a blow job.” She said it so matter of fact, like it was part of the job. “I always used to do it at the end of shoots like this, so the casting director would give me a call back.”

“Jesus.” Chris said out loud. “You really are a slut aren’t you.”

“That’s just how the business works honey. Surely you know that?”

Chris laughed to himself, and he decided it was time to transform her.

“Come here.” Chris said. “You’ve got something on you.”

Ellen rose to her feet and did as Chris said. He walked around her and placed his hand square on her shoulder blade. Then, he lifted his other hand and pushed the middle finger of his other hand against the green stone, activating the magic power.

Warmth burst forth from the stone, coursing out of Chris’s fingers and into Ellen’s body. She went completely still as the magic worked through her. Chris stared, his eyes glazed as he saw the seems forming at her joints, the same seems that let him know she was becoming a doll.

Ten seconds later, he felt fire spit back from the stone into his finger, letting him know the transformation was complete. All was quiet in the room, apart from the sound of his heart thundering in his chest.

“Ellen. Turn.”

The woman turned silently on the spot, stepping until she faced Chris. He looked upon his latest creation, always amazed after the transformation had taken place. It had been a few weeks since he’d used his power. He brushed his hand down her face, and was quick to explore the rest of her body with his hands.

He pulled her bra up and over her breasts, tweaking her nipples between his fingers, sucking at them briefly with his mouth. Then he slid his hand down the front of her panties, feeling the silk slick of her bare pussy.

Ellen stood there expressionless, standing in complete subjection like a perfect doll should.

“Wake up.” Chris said while rolling her panties down her legs. Ellen did so, life spreading across her face.

“What happened?” She said.

“Do you know why your husband brought you here?” Chris said.

Ellen shook her head. “He said it was some fashion thing.”

“No.” Chris said. “He brought you here for me to transform you. He was sick and tired of you being a frigid bitch. And he asked me to turn you back into the cock worshiping slut that you once were.”

Ellen’s pupils blew with excitement. “That sounds fun.” She said. “He’s my husband, I should worship his cock.”

“His and his alone.” Chris instructed, programming her for when John would inevitably return. “Well - I’m going to give you a test run first.”

“Test run Sir?”

“Yes.” Chris stepped against the naked beauty, pushing his body against hers, squeezing the fullness of her ass in his hands. “Just to make sure that everything works okay.”

Ellen bit her lip, looking up at Chris. “That sounds good master. Maybe we should… fuck here?”

Ellen sat back on a couch that was in the corner, placing her heels up on the couch and spreading her legs so her pussy was bared to him completely.

Fuck yes.

Chris wasted no time ridding himself off his clothes. He walked over to the naked blonde beauty drawing his hand up and down the steel length of his cock, his eyes fixed on her glorious breasts and her throbbing pink pussy.

“Fuck me Sir.” She pleaded with him, squeezing one of her full breasts in her hands. “It’s been so long since I’ve had a good fuck.”

Chris crawled onto the couch, pushing the hard edge of his shaft against her glistening cunt. They kissed, her mouth opening against his feverishly.

“Yes.” She moaned.

Chris pushed his cock inside of her cunt slowly, inching it in all the way until he bottomed out inside of her.

“Fuck you’re tight.”

Chris wrapped his hands around her legs and pulled her down the couch a little, so she was more horizontal. The couch was deep and there was plenty of room to pull Ellen around, positioning her like the fuck toy that she now was.

He started hammering his length inside of her tight cunt, slamming his throbbing shaft into her.

“Yes!” Ellen stammered with gasps of pleasure. “Yes!”

Chris took a tight hold of her tiny waist as he pulsed his cock in and out of her over and over. Within a few minutes she had crested to her first orgasm, wailing loud across the studio, her fingers clutching into the fabric of the couch.

He pulled out and grabbed her by the hips, spinning her around so she was on her knees.

“Spread your legs.” He ordered. “I’m fucking you from  behind.”

The ice queen turned slut pushed her heaving tits against the couch and pushed her ass up, baring her pussy for her maker. Chris pulled himself inside of her, gasping as he felt her tight pink walls smooth against his cock. He started pounding her once more from behind, working up to a fast and hard rhythm. He fucked her with all the hate that he knew her husband had, raining his lustful vengeance down upon her pussy with his dick.

With every thrust of his powerful hips a trickle of expletives dripped from her mouth. She was probably going to cum again, but Chris didn’t care, because he was there now.

He burst inside of her, his cum exploding from his head and splashing across the walls of her cunt like white rain. He squeezed his fingers into her ass, holding himself deep inside of her as he came, squirting thick rope after thick rope of cum deep inside her cunt.

When he was done, he pulled away, breath heaving.

Ellen remained knelt on all fours for a minute, panting away on the couch herself. Chris stared hypnotized as thick strings of his jizz dripped from her throbbing pink cunt.

Ellen whispered to herself over and over again.

“Yes… fuck yes.”

He stood up and dressed himself, decidedly happy that his latest model was working well. Ellen turned at the sound of Chris dressing.

“Where are you going?” She said. “Can’t we go again?”

“Maybe later sugar tits.” Chris said. “We have to program you first though. Come on, get up.”

*

“John! Come on in, come on in.”

Chris ushered John into the shop, closing the door behind him and locking it.

“She’s just through here, follow me.”

Chris led John through the shop into the back where Ellen was waiting in her finished glory.

“Here we are.” Chris ushered John through the workshop door, smiling as his customer’s mouth fell open.

“This is Ellen?!” John looked at Chris in amazement.

“Yes!” Chris laughed. “Go on, have a look!”

He nodded at Ellen. John approached his wife apprehensively at first.

“Ellen is that really you?”

The Doll’s eyes opened at the sound of her name and life spread across her face. A smile formed as she saw John.

“Hubby!” Ellen squealed, throwing her arms around her husband. John’s eyes bulged in surprise at the warm reaction. They pulled apart and John stared down at his lingerie clad wife in disbelief.

“Did your tits get bigger?”

“Chris worked miracles!” Ellen piped. “Not just on my body but my mind too!”

“I’ll say.” John looked from the bombshell sex doll that was his wife back to The Doll Maker, Chris.

“Chris I don’t know what to say, this is more than I expected, how can I ever repay you?”

“We’ll sort the payment out later.” Chris laughed. “Why don’t I leave you two alone for a few minutes, you can take your new wife for a spin.”

“What do I do?” John said, unsure. “How does it work?”

“Just give her a command.” Chris said walking through the door back to the shop. “She’ll obey anything you say.”

“Anything?”

“Anything.”

Chris closed the door behind him, just as he heard John ordering his wife to drop to her knees for a blow job. He smiled to himself as he pictured the look on John’s face.

Sitting down at the desk, he put his feet up on the table and tapped the mouse, causing the screen to spring to life.

Our first official happy customer. Chris thought to myself. I wonder who we will see next?

He opened his email and saw that were a dozen new messages in his inbox.

Can u make my girlfriend bi? - 4 hours ago.

Help wife do anal? - 3 hours ago.

Do you hypnotize frigid women? - 2 hours ago.

Chris smiled at the selection of fresh messages and placed his hands behind his head. It looked like his new business was already starting to take shape.
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