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The Doll Maker 4

By

Lara Lock


Chris continues to share his strange and unique power with the world. Ever since he inherited the magic ring, he became The Doll Maker. Chris has the ability to transform any woman he desires into a willing and obedient servants…

Business is booming and Chris is sculpting and transforming women across town for the keen customers that have seen his advertisement. Woman in your life giving your trouble? Give the Doll Maker a call, he’ll have them loyal and on their knees in no time.

Brats, wives, girlfriends, women you’ve known all your life… it doesn’t matter who it is! Chris will put his alpha powers to work, to see that you get the peace of mind you need. (After he’s done testing the merchandise of course).


***

“Spread your ass bitch, I’m not done with you yet.”

“Sorry, master, sorry!”

Chris growled as he watched Kat Farmer bend over in front of him.

A few minutes ago, Chris had found the snooping bitch stalking around his warehouse. She was trespassing, and Chris had to put an end to that. When he’d caught her she was wearing the same floral dress that she always did, now she was clad in leather, baring her ass and pussy to him.

Kat was a good Christian girl, but she was also a busy body. She owned the Yarn Barn over the road from Chris’s Doll shop, and she had been suspicious of his business ever since Chris had moved to town.

As she had spent time eyeballing him, Chris had eyeballed her, but for completely different purposes. He was in the middle of transforming a woman when he had heard Kat gasping from behind.

It hadn’t taken long for him to catch her, she had become confused after he had started running, and she had got lost in his warehouse. Now that it was full of Dolls, it was quite easy to get lost unless you knew your way around, it was a labyrinth of doll eyed sex slaves.

“That’s right.” Chris moaned as the good Christian girl spread her asshole for him. He drew his fingers up the wet line of her cunt, pushing them inside gently.

“Yes!” She gasped, squeezing her small breasts as she did so. “It feels so good!”

Chris smoothed his hands over her ass, giving her a quick spank that she met with a yelp. Considering she was a such a prude Christian girl, Kat had an incredible body. He felt somewhat jealous of her husband, knowing that he’d been the sole owner of this pussy all this time.

No worry however, Kat was a Doll now, and she belonged to Chris.

He inched his cock forward, moaning as Kat’s tight ring spread around the head of his throbbing shaft.

“Fuck, I shouldn’t do this, it’s not Christian!”

“Fuck your stupid religion.” Chris laughed, yanking her back onto his dick, cleaving her asshole in two.

Kat let out a loud moan, which sounded more pained than pleasured.

“You’re not going to church anymore. You’ll come here every Sunday and I’m going to shove my dick inside your asshole. Is that clear?”

Kat whimpered as Chris pulsed his cock in and out of her ass.

“Yes Daddy,” She whimpered. “Yes.”

“Very good. Very good.”

He squeezed his thumbs into the full flesh of her ass and started hammering his cock back and forth, guiding his length all the way in and out of her each time.

“This is what you get for snooping.” Chris said, groaning as he felt his cock getting tighter. “You’re a doll now, you’re my slave forever.”

“Yes Daddy!” She whimpered in agreement. “Yes!”

Kat had pushed her fingers between her legs and was flicking a fingertip across her clit.

“Hands down.” Chris growled. “You don’t orgasm on my watch. You have to earn it first.”

The girl lowered her hand silently. The only noise in the room was her tortured mewing, the sound of Chris’s cock slicing into her asshole, and his own sounds of pleasure.

He wrapped his hands around her hair, yanking her ponytail back, holding on like it were a leash.

He threw his hips back and forth, slamming his thighs into the back of her own with each monumental thrust. If this devious little cunt wanted to cum, she’d have to learn to cum from having his cock in her asshole, she was his slave now, and if she wanted release, then she’d have to earn it.

“Yes, yes, yes!”

It sounded like she was learning fast.

Chris pulled his cock back all the way and stopped for a moment. His shaft was marred with the slightest smears of pink, he may have gone a little hard on the new doll. He pulled out for a moment, rolling his hand up and down his rigid length.

Kat remained on all fours, her body quivering at the absence of his touch.

“Turn around.” Chris ordered. “I’ve changed my mind. You don’t deserve my cum inside of you.”

She turned around and Chris saw her face was flushed with red. The girl remained on her knees as she looked up at Chris, who was standing over her beating his cock slowly.

He had discovered a few interesting powers of the Magic  Ring that granted him his doll making abilities. He decided to activate two of them now.

“Who are you?” Chris said, holding the ring against the girl’s forehead.

“I’m your Doll, you’re my master.”

He pushed the power from his hand into her head.

“Who are you now?”

He smirked as he saw the girl reel in horror at the scene in front of her. She was herself again, still a Doll, but with the perspective of her old self.

“You?!” She cried. “What are you doing!”

“Just watch.” Chris laughed. He could see that Kat was mortified with herself. The girl looked down at her battered body, which Chris had abused rightfully with his cock. Her pussy was swollen and ragged, just as her ass was.

“Let me out of here!” She said.

Her body was that of a doll now, but she was old Kat Farmer. It would be the last time.

“No.” He placed his palm against her head and pushed the power through once more. She would be herself again, but she would follow her inner desire. Her eyes glazed over for a  moment.

“Who are you?”

“Kat.”

“Who am I?”

“My master.”

“Who do you worship?”

She thought for a moment, then answered carefully. “You.”

“That’s right.” Chris smiled, pumping faster as he felt his cock swelling with need.

“What happens when busy body Christian girls come snooping around here?”

“They get covered in cum master.”

“That’s right.” He groaned as he felt himself reaching his edge.

“They get covered in cum.”

He beat his hand up and down furiously, holding her head back as he felt himself beginning to burst.

***

“Go over the rules with me one more time.” Chris said, dragging his eyes up and down the nubile body of his latest client work.

“I’m to obey my Daddy at all times.”

“Yes.”

“I’m not to sleep with any dumb jocks in college.”

“Yes.”

“My pussy is for Daddy only.”

“Yes.”

“He can fuck me whenever he wants and he doesn’t have to use a condom.”

“Very good.” Chris said, marking off the custom check list that had been handed to him by his client. “And why is that?”

“Because Daddy’s cock is fat and wonderful, and he’s going to fill my tiny little innocent cunt with his seed.”

Becky Rogers beamed as she delivered the perfect word-for-word answer that Chris had fed to her.

“Very good Becky, but why?”

“Oh!” The lingerie clad brat brought a finger to her pink puffy lips as she considered what she was missing.

“Oh, so he can put his babies inside of my tiny pussy!”

Chris laughed. “Close enough.”

He spanked Becky on the ass, drawing his hands up the inside of her thigh and brushing his fingers against the wet line of her pussy through the lingerie.

Becky shivered in delight.

“Are we going to fuck again master?” She twisted her hips and sunk her teeth into her lip as she asked the question.

“Unfortunately not.” Chris said. “Looks like your Daddy is here now.”

The door rang as Mr. Rogers stepped into the shop.

“Hey!” He walked over to Chris looking somewhat apprehensive.

“Chris, welcome back.”

“Did everything go okay with…?”

Mr. Rogers looked around the shop, his eyes glued to the rows of beautiful Dolls that Chris had within. Chris had transformed the brattish Becky so much, Mr. Rogers didn’t even seem to recognize that she was standing right next to Chris.

“Why don’t you have a look for yourself?” Chris said, motioning at the Becky doll right beside him.

He smirked as Mr. Roger’s eyes widened in disbelief.

“I can’t, there’s no, what?! What have you done to her?!”

Chris rolled his eyes as he watched the girl’s step father go through the same process of faked reactions that all his customers did.

It was the same with everyone, this was the third ‘brat’ that Chris had dealt with now:

1. Indignant step father sees Chris’s ad for ‘Fixing troublesome women’.

2. They call up, asking if Chris can make their step daughters more obedient

3. They pick up said girl, and act surprised upon seeing Chris has turned them into a sex slave, even though this is what they wanted all along.

“What have you done to her?!” Mr. Roger’s tried his best at sounding annoyed, but he was a bad actor. “Why is she wearing… this?!”

“Isn’t this what you wanted sir?” Chris said with a wry smile.

“I wanted her obedient!” He said, “I didn’t want this!”

“Oh. Well if you like I’ll just turn her back?”

Mr. Rogers went quiet all of a sudden.

“No hang on… I didn’t say anything about that.”

Chris laughed to himself. They were all the fucking same. Come in and shout about how they didn’t really want him to change their brats into fuck dolls, they just wanted them to be good girls.

“Tell you what, there’s a room in the back, why don’t you test out the merchandise in there and if you’re not happy, I’ll give you a full refund.”

Mr. Rogers stammered. “You mean?”

“Yes. Go and sink your dick into little Becky’s cunt.”

He turned from Chris slowly to Becky, his eyes practically hanging out of his skull.

“Fuck me Daddy!” She chimed. “Fill my cunt with your cum!”

“Stop that!” He clasped his hand over the girl’s mouth and turned back to Chris. “Where is the room?”

Chris nodded to the back of the shop. “Over there, take your time, no rush.”

Mr. Rogers looked around the store, before grabbing Becky by the wrist and disappearing into the back of the shop quickly.

“All the fucking same.” Chris laughed, walking to his computer at the main reception.

It had been a few weeks since Chris had started sharing his services with the world, and business was going well, very well in fact. He didn’t know if there was something in the water of the new town he’d moved to, but all the inhabitants here were sick and twisted individuals.

Maybe that was just humans in general?

So far he had been advertising his services to men who wanted help with the troublesome women in their lives. He clicked the latest email he had received, the job that he agreed to take next. This one was a little different than the rest.

Hey Chris,

I’ve sent the money into your account. Just checking were still good for this weekend.

Chris smiled at the message, stroking the magic ring on his finger as he did so. The latest job he’d agreed to, was a little different.

Whereas before he was transforming women on behalf of men, this latest job had actually come from a woman, wanting to be transformed. She wanted Chris to live with her for the weekend, and she wanted to be his servant. Chris checked his business account and saw that the inordinate fee had certainly gone through.

Caroline,

We’re all good. I’ll be at your place later tonight.

Chris.

Chris looked down at his watch, panicking as he saw that he’d have to leave in the next twenty minutes if he wanted to be there on time. He ran in the back to tell Mr. Rogers and Becky that it was time to go.

“Mr. Rogers I-”

“That’s right! Take my big cock! Take it in your little innocent cunt!”

Mr. Rogers was balls deep in his brat, Becky, slamming his massive length into her tiny swollen pussy, over and over again.

The man let out a roar of triumph as he finished, drowning the girl’s cunt full of his molten seed. Becky moaned all the while, mewing as his cum dripped from her throbbing cunt.

Mr. Rogers turned to Chris, his face all flustered.

“Sorry about that Chris. Where you saying something?”

Chris laughed.

“I’ve got to shut up the shop. Everything alright with your doll?”

“Oh, excellent.” He looked down at the girl bent in front of him and spanked her ass. “I’ll take it. No complaints from me.”

“I didn’t think there would be.” Chris laughed. “Now get changed, I’m shutting this place up.”

*

“So, tell me exactly what is it you want.” Chris said, looking around the well decorated sitting room of Caroline Chamber’s expensive house.

“Exactly what I said in the email.” Caroline said. She was an attractive brunette, tall, thin, well shaped. She was a little older than Chris, but that only played into the fantasy that she wanted to fulfill.

“And what is that?” Chris said, wanting her to repeat it out loud.

“I’ve seen your shop. I’ve seen the work you can do. I want you do to that to me.”

Chris couldn’t help but laugh.

“Forgive me if this is a little impersonal,” Chris said, “But doesn’t this go directly against who you are as a person?”

Caroline Chambers was something of a national phenomena. The ‘Queen’ of feminism and women’s rights. Now Chris was sitting in her house and she wanted to be his fuck doll?

Caroline straightened out a crease in her skirt and her eyes darted about the room.

“Who I am behind closed doors is my business entirely.”

“I understand.” Chris said. “I just think it funny what you’re asking for, compared to the messages of individuality and freedom that you scream on the front lines.”

“Women don’t need men?” Caroline said, partying her official line. Then she shrugged. “I say whatever I need to say to make money. The media love me, I’m filling a niche. That’s all. Politics aside. When can we start?”

Chris dragged his eyes up and down the older woman. She was perhaps mid forties, but she was still definitely fuckable. And he would definitely be putting that to the test.

“Now.” He said. “Let’s go over the fantasy one last time, before we start.”

“Okay.” Caroline’s cheeks flushed a little, she almost seemed embarrassed at speaking it out loud. “I’m your mommy, and you’re my darling. I live to serve you, and I’ll do anything that you ask.”

Chris raised an eyebrow.

“Anything?”

“Anything.”

“Make me do whatever you want.” She said. “And I’ll do it. And if I do a good job, you’ll turn me into one of those dolls?”

Chris twisted his mouth for a moment, thinking the deal over. He still wasn’t sure if he wanted to transform Caroline. He’d never transformed someone willingly before.

“Maybe.” He said. “Let’s see how you get on first.” He looked down at his watch, it was nearly ten at night.

“Let’s get right of those clothes. You’re going to spend the rest of this weekend naked.”

“Caroline’s eyes sparkled in wonder. “Yes Master. Immediately!”

*

Chris sat on the couch, stroking his cock as he watched Caroline vacuuming the carpet. He had made her redress, in thigh high tights and skimpy black panties that finished high on her waist.

“You can stop now.” Chris said.

Caroline turned the vacuum off at his request.

“What was that darling?”

“Stop cleaning.” He drew his attention to her breasts, small but pert. He pumped as he stared at her. “Where is my food? When is my bath?”

“I can do these things for you now if you like honey.”

Chris thought for a moment.

“No. Just give me my bath.”

He stood up from the couch, and Caroline nodded eagerly.

“Yes Master.”

She smiled, and sank to her knees, crawling on all fours until she was behind Chris. She placed her head between his legs and tongued at his ball sack from behind, then she drew her tongue up and licked his asshole.

“That’s right.” Chris grinned, pumping away at his cock. “Make sure it’s all clean.”

Caroline groaned as she thrust her tongue into his asshole, pulling her panties to one side and slipping a finger inside as she did so.

“You taste so good baby.” She moaned between mouthfuls of his ass. It was the third time this weekend that Chris had made her eat his asshole, and she was surprised at how much he loved it.

“That’s right.” Chris moaned, relishing the sensation of her tongue. He turned around and grabbed her head in her hands, forcing his cock inside her mouth, all the way to the back of her throat.

“Enough of that.” He said, sliding his shaft up and down her tongue. “I want to fuck your mouth now.”

“Yes baby.” Caroline moaned, plunging her fingers into her cunt. “Anything for you darling.”

“Quiet.”

Chris thrust his hips back and forth, sliding the length of his cock down her mouth and into her throat, she gagged a little each time, she wasn’t used to deep throating yet, but she would be with time.

Chris couldn’t help but laugh to himself. Caroline Chambers was supposed to be the leader of the modern feminist movement, and here she was on her knees either eating his ass or swallowing his cock.

“I think it’s time for a cum party Mommy.” Chris said, threading his fingers through her hair. “Don’t you?”

The woman nodded around the mouthfuls of his cock. Chris sank his hips forward slowly, pushing his cock in and out of her mouth. Tears brimmed at Caroline’s eyes from her gag reflex. He scrunched two handfuls of her hair and gripped them tight, using them as purchase to fuck her mouth.

Cum party. That was the term they’d come up with for filling each one of her holes. Chris knew that Caroline was happiest when his jizz was leaking from everyone of her orifices.

He thrust forward sharply a few times, groaning as he felt his cock getting harder and harder. A second later he burst, his head firing rope after thick rope of his semen across her tongue and down her throat. He held her clamped firmly to the base of his cock, his eyes closed as he listened to the breath racing from her nose.

A second later, Chris pushed her back onto the floor and was knelt down, beating himself off again.

Caroline wiped her fingers around the edge of her mouth, sucking at any stray drops of cum, or swirling her fingers in her mouth so they were covered in thick spirals of his cum. She’d then plunge her cum covered fingers into her cunt, an act she knew would get Chris hard again instantly.

“On your knees.” He ordered. “I’m filling your ass next.”

“But Chris… my pussy before my ass. Remember?”

Caroline had only had one request. That Chris didn’t fuck her pussy after her ass.

“You said you’d do anything.” Chris said, reminding her of her promise. “If you want to be a doll, make good on your words.”

Caroline swallowed then nodded. “Yes sir.”

She turned over onto her knees and spread her legs, baring her asshole to Chris.

He did stick his cock in her pussy first, just to feel her warmth, and to cover his cock in her pussy juice. After he was sure he was sufficiently lubed up, he pulled out and nestled his head against the tight hole of her ass.

“Oh baby…” Caroline gasped as his cock sank inside of her. Chris squeezed her full ass, moaning as he felt the walls of her ass spreading around his shaft. Within a minute, she had relaxed completely and he was pulsing his cock in and out of her tight asshole.

“Yes baby,” She moaned, “Yes! Fuck your mommy good!”

Chris’s cock tightened at her words. He didn’t know why Caroline had this specific fantasy, but it was certainly turning him on. She had the same color hair as his… and from behind…

Stay focused. Chris thought, pounding his cock into her tight ass faster.

A minute later Caroline was plunging her fist into her dripping cunt, as Chris slammed his cock into her asshole from behind. She moaned, her asshole squelched and he grunted.

“Yes baby!” She came as she felt him exploding inside her asshole. His cock erupted, firing thick ropes of his molten jizz up and into her anal cavity, coating her pink walls with his thick and virile seed.

He held himself clamped firmly inside of her as he fired off the last of his jizz. He pulled out a moment later and started pumping his cock before it could go flaccid. He stared at her cunt, which was wide open, baring it’s pink walls for him.

Caroline quivered slightly as her orgasm finished flushing over her body. Before she could fully recover, Chris slapped his hand on her ass and shoved his cock deep into her pussy.

Her eyes bulged at feeling him cleave her cunt in two.

“That’s right you dirty little slut.”

Chris growled as he fucked her cunt hard from behind. “I’m fucking your pussy using the juice from your ass. Tell me you love it.”

“I love it.” She whispered as he thrust into her from behind.

“Louder.” Chris ordered.

“I love it!” She shouted.

“Tell me what your purpose is as a women.” Chris said, slamming the base of his cock against her swollen pussy.

“To worship men, and to worship cock!”

“That’s right.” Chris grinned. He thrust inside of her hard a dozen times over and before he knew it, he was there once more, ready to finish their cum party.

“Cum in my pussy baby!” She moaned. “Fill me!”

He burst once more, his cock erupting in her tiny little cunt, wave after wave of his white syrup splashing up and into her womb, coating her walls, coating her cervix. Her tight pink walls squeezed around his molten steel as it erupted, her silk softness quivering as he splashed across her, coating her insides with his cum.

Chris pulled out, finally finished with his conquest, falling back onto the floor.

His breath was heaving, his body totally spent for now. He stared with a dark grin on his face at the cum soaked feminist writhing on the floor before him.

“Yes baby…” Caroline scooped up hand fulls of cum, pussy juice, ass juice, and pushed them into her mouth, sucking at her fingers lovingly while she played with her clit and pussy.

“You can never get enough can you?” Chris laughed. “Such a dirty little slut.”

She opened her eyes and looked up at him with lidded lust. “Did Mommy do good?”

“Mommy did very good.” Chris growled, feeling his cock flinch once more. “Go and get yourself cleaned up. We’ll do it all again very shortly.”

She nodded demurely and lifted herself to her feet, dizzy and lust drunk.

Chris’s eyes remained glued firmly to Caroline’s cum dripping ass as she walked from the room. Once she was gone he let his head fall back and looked up at the ceiling smiling.

“I think she’s earned it.” He said out loud.

He was going to turn her into a doll.

*

It was the Sunday, the final day of the contract between Chris and his feminist acquisition, Caroline.

“Come and sit on my dick.” He ordered her.

“Yes baby. Anything for my dearest.”

Caroline swanned across the room, turned and pushed her ass out to meet him. She lowered herself down slowly until she was sitting on his lap. Caroline spread her ass cheeks while Chris guided his cock into her tight ring. They both gasped mutual cries of pleasure as she sank all the way down him. Once he was inside, Caroline started bouncing up and down, sliding her ass along his shaft, squeezing her tits as she did so.

“That’s right…” Chris stared wide eyed at the woman as he pulverized her anus once more. Just to think, the cock hungry slut bouncing of his dick was Caroline Chambers, the ‘Queen’ feminist.

“Yes baby!” She groaned as she slid her ass up and down his dick. “Fuck me! Fuck Mommy! Fuck me hard!”

Chris stood up while thrusting into Caroline, sending her down onto her knees on the floor. He spread her legs and pushed back inside her anal cunt, thrusting forward hard as he did so.

“Yes, yes! Fuck your Mommy’s tight little asshole! Fill me with your cum!”

“Not just yet…” Chris whispered.

He pulled his cock from Caroline’s ass, leaving her gasping for more. He turned the woman around and lifted her up so she was on her knees before him. Chris gripped her head in his hands and rammed his cock down her throat.

“That’s right.” He grinned as she flinched momentarily, tasting her ass juice on his cock. “Slurp up your anal juices you stupid dumb bitch. Taste your ass on my cock you stupid feminist whore.”

Caroline’s eyes rolled in pleasure as his cock plunged back and forth into her mouth. She had one hand on her tits, squeezing them, flicking at her nipples. She had the other hand between her legs, plunging her fingers into her throbbing pussy.

Chris tightened his grip on her head, ramming his cock all the way down the length of her throat. He pumped hard, thrusting forward two dozen times, staring down at the defiant feminazi that was now his cock thirsty cunt.

“That’s right. That’s right you stupid bitch. Swallow me whole.”

He held himself deep inside of her for a moment, Caroline staring back up at him in adoration, her eyes brimming with tears while his cock filled her throat.

Then he placed his hand on her forehead, and held his finger to the magic ring.

He activated the power, coursing the strange magic through her body while he held his cock in her mouth.

Caroline’s lips clamped down tight around the base of his thick shaft and Chris burst.

His cock erupted molten strings of semen deep into the woman’s throat. Her fingers held firm inside her cunt as her own orgasm burst. And there was the strange sensation of the ring’s magic too, cascading across her flesh like cold electricity, transforming her body into sentient silicone perfection, carving deep but almost imperceptible seams into her flesh at the joints where she would move.

He held his cock in her mouth until he he had deposited the last of his load. Chris wasn’t sure if the ring was having an effect on his jizz, but he certainly had a lot more to give lately. He pulled his cock from her mouth and was surprised to see he was still going. He held his cock rigid in his hand as it erupted, squeezing thick ropes of white rope onto her face and body.

Caroline knelt, frozen in expectation as the thick ropes of his passion rained down on her body, lacing across her skin like a sticky lattice.

Chris held his hand on her forehead until he felt the ring spit back it’s fire, letting him know that the transformation was complete. He removed his hand and squeezed his cock, firing off the last off his spunk.

Done, he finally fell back onto the couch, his chest heaving as he looked down at his latest creation.

Caroline knelt with her eyes closed for a moment, simply feeling the weight of his cum that now covered her body.

It dripped from her face, down her throat, covered her breasts and her stomach. Some even covered her thighs too. Her hand was still pressed deep in her cunt. Her body was covered, absolutely showered in his semen.

It made Chris almost hard again looking at the stupid bitch covered in his jizz.

Caroline opened her eyes in wonder, looking down at her new doll body.

“Is it done master? Am I a Doll now?”

“Yes.” Chris smiled darkly. “It is complete. You are one of my slaves now.”

The words almost seemed to push Caroline over the edge again, and he could see that she was ready once more.

Chris stood up from the couch, looking down at his wrist watch. Without speaking a word to Caroline he got himself ready to leave.

“Are you leaving so soon master?” Caroline followed him about eagerly, chomping at the bit for more cock to worship.

“Yes.” Chris said. “I have more clients to see too, more things to address.”

“And what about me sir?” The gorgeous brunette batted her eyes at him. “What should I do?”

“You’re going to carry on as you always do.” Chris said, pulling the front door open behind him. “Carry on spreading your feminist message, but change it slowly. Your audience will eat up everything you deliver. Tell them how good it is to serve men, how good it feels to worship cock. They’ll come around slowly. I will call on you again, you will serve a purpose in my master plan.”

“Master plan sir?”

“Yes.” Chris smiled as he walked from the door to the car.

He’d messed up in the old town. He’d taken too many girls too fast. His plan was coming together now however, he’d played his hand much better this time around. His power was stronger now, he could feel it. The longer he wore the ring, the less people questioned his motives, the less people seemed to notice that women before them were transforming into living, breathing sex dolls.

Chris got back to his shop later that night, and went straight into the workshop in the back. He opened the door to the secret room and shut it closed behind him again. He turned on the light, sat at the table and opened the box that held his invention, the device that would help transform the world before him.

He held the small ring up to the light, studying the pink gem in the silver band curiously.

“The first of many.” Chris said to himself. He went to the corner and opened the cell. The girl inside stirred at the noise, her breath heaving.

“Please!” She said. “Just let me go!”

“Shh.” Chris knelt down beside her, smoothing his hand through her hair. “I’ll let you go. Just put this ring on first.”

He pulled the blindfold from off the girl. She looked up at him in fear first, but her eyes quickly flicked to resentful trust at Chris’s assured gaze.

He nodded, handing her the ring.

“And then you’ll let met go?” She said.

“Sure.”

The girl slipped the ring on, and then the power coursed through her body. Ten seconds later she sat before him, as a Doll.

“Would you like a blow job sir?”

“Sure.” Chris stood up and walked out of the cell, leaving the door open for the girl to follow him. He walked through to the next room, looking over the factory line before him. He walked up to a box by the door, sieving his fingers through the thousands of pink gemmed rings inside.

The girl scrambled on her knees after Chris, opening his trousers as he stood, looking down at the box full of rings.

It wouldn’t be long before every woman in the world had one of these rings, and when they did, they’d all belong to Chris. He wouldn’t be the Doll Maker, he’d be the Doll Master.
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