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The Doll Maker

By

Lara Lock


After losing his job Chris is a little short of money. Struggling to find work, he takes the first opportunity that comes his way, helping out at the old toy store on the edge of town.

The store is unlike any Chris has ever seen in his life. The old man in charge of the shop cleared out his inventory years ago, replacing the crafts with beautiful but curiously realistic mannequins.

It doesn’t take long for Chris to discover the truth. The dolls are real women, transformed into obedient and loyal sex slaves by the twisted old man. Upon realizing the truth, the old man gives Chris a choice. Leave and never come back, or stay and become the one to inherit is strange and mysterious power…


Chris sat mesmerized, watching the cheerleaders dance throughout the half time show. He wasn’t one for sports, but his friend Tom had been rather insistent that he came along to watch the game.

“I’m telling you man, I’ve been watching Becky and the cheer team rehearse, you’re going to want to see this…”

The lights dimmed, and the cheer team walked out onto the empty basketball court. “This is it man!” Tom punched his friend in the arm excited, as the crowd watched the team of girls in anticipation.

At the front there was the head cheerleader and most popular girl in school, Vicky Chambers.

Chris had a personal love hate relationship with Vicky. Chris had crushed on Vicky ever since they’d been in kindergarten together. During their academic life, Chris had watched her grow into a spectacular specimen of a woman. Chris on the other hand, had grown into a shy and reclusive geek. Vicky was popular and she was also kind of a bitch, making plenty of time in her day to make fun of less popular and poor kids, kids like Chris.

Music flooded the auditorium and the team broke into their choreographed dance, led by Vicky at the front. For the first thirty seconds or so, the dance was standard cheering fair, and as pretty as he found Vicky, Chris side eyed his friend Tom out of boredom. Tom placated Chris, sensing his impatience.

“It gets better man, just watch.”

The track split into some wild dub step remix and with the drop, the girls ripped their cheer uniforms from their bodies, revealing hot pink lingerie underneath. The audience went wild. Chris could see the teachers on the bleachers below staring at the girls with their mouths open.

“Shit I told you! Isn’t this whack?!” Tom shouted to Chris over the sound of the cheering, but Chris hardly took any notice of his friend. His focus was on one thing and one thing only. Vicky.

She moved like an expert temptress, dropping and rolling her hips around, straddling the air and popping her ass out, as if she was inviting every male in the room to come down and fight for her. There wasn’t an inch of her that wasn’t perfection. Chris stared at the tiny lace panties covering her crotch, imagining how perfect her pussy probably was.

She probably shaved everyday, and she was probably tighter than a vice. Chris’s dick throbbed in his pants at the thought.

A minute later, the dance had finished, and the girls bowed to a standing ovation. Whatever the teachers would make of it, the crowd had clearly loved the racy performance.

Later on as Chris and Tom walked through the parking lot to Tom’s car, Chris saw Vicky walking through the lot with her jock boyfriend, Bryce Howard.

“Shit man! There’s Vicky again!” Tom punched Chris again as they saw the couple walking toward them.

“Just play it cool you fucking idiot.”

They arrived at their cars at the same time, which happened to be parked right next to each other. Tom’s scrapheap of a car looked especially shit, next to Bryce’s brand new convertible.

“Well if it isn’t the gay patrol!” Bryce threw his arm around Vicky. “What the fuck are you queers doing here?”

“Driving home. In my car. What else?” Tom said.

“I don’t know, maybe sucking each other off? I don’t know what the fuck you dorks do.” Vicky burst out laughing at Bryce’s comment.

For all her physical perfection and grace, Vicky Chambers and her jock boyfriend Bryce were bane on Chris and Tom’s existence.

“Aw leave them alone Bryce.” Vicky rolled a lock of her thick blonde hair through her fingers. “They’re probably still in the closet.”

Bryce burst out laughing. “Nice one babe. Come on, let’s go.”

Bryce and Vicky jumped into his convertible. The car roared out of the lot and a second later, they were gone.

“Fucking nice going idiot.” Chris rolled his eyes at Tom as they climbed into his car.

“I hate that she’s such a bitch.” Tom said, trying to start up his car. “Damn is she fucking hot though. I’d love to see her pussy just once.”

“I hear that.” Chris looked out the passenger window into the night and played images of Vicky dancing in her lingerie over and over.

“I can’t believe that Bryce cunt gets to fuck her either. He’s such a lucky fuck.”

“We live in a twisted world.”

Tom eventually got the car to start, and drove Chris to his house, car sputtering all the way.

“Hey, me and Miranda are going to the arcade tomorrow after school. They’re having a board game night. You want to come?”

“Ah I can’t.” Chris shut the car door and leaned in, talking to Tom through the window. “I’ve got my first shift at that Toy Shop tomorrow.”

“Shit.” Tom laughed. “I forgot you got a job at that gay old place. Why you want to work there anyway? You know that old man who owns is totally going to rape you.”

“Shut up.” Chris pushed himself off the car and stood up. “It’s not like I want to work there, I need the money. That’s the only place that got back to me.”

“Whatever man. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Later.”

As soon as Chris got in, he threw a couple of hot pockets in the microwave. In the kitchen there was a note from his mom.

Working late again. Don’t wait up. Love you, Mom. X

The microwave dinged and Chris took the scalding food out, sitting down in front of the news as he ate. The world was trash, the same as it always was. A young male reporter blathered on about the latest unlucky S.O.B to make it on the six o’ clock.

“And now updates on the missing persons case. Stephanie Chang is an accountant from Briarstown…”

Chris flicked the channel over, unable to hear about any more missing persons cases. It was almost like there something in the water around here. People just up and left all the time. It made him feel sick, especially with his mom working so many late nights.

Chris lived alone with his mom, and he was more than well aware that they weren’t well off at all. His dad had left when he was three, and he was an only child. Chris had worked at the Burger Barn since he was fourteen to help his mom make ends meet, but it had been shut down last month due to health code violations, and Chris had been looking for other work frantically. Unfortunately the town was small, and there wasn’t a lot of work. Chris printed off three hundred copies of his resume and handed them out to every business in town.

The old toy shop on Belmont was the only one that had got back to him.

The toy store was creepy as fuck, and it was run by an old man. The kids at Chris’s school referred to him as ‘The Doll Maker’, and Chris had always done so too, until learning at his interview that his name was actually Terry.

Terry as it seemed, was actually quite a nice guy, and he looking for someone to help close the shop up at night. Terry was getting older and wanted to start spending less time at the shop. Chris’s interview at the shop had gone well, and Terry offered him a job on the spot.

Chris didn’t care what the job was, as long as it paid money, he needed to help his mom pay bills. Since he’d lost his job at the Burger Barn she’d been working doubles, and it pained him seeing her so tired all the time. Chris learned at the interview that the toy store had had been in Terry’s family for four generations. They used to make a lot of the toys themselves, but over the years they’d had to start buying more stuff in from China to keep up with demand.

Nowadays there wasn’t actually much in the way of toys in the store. Terry had cleared out all of the inventory a few years ago and filled the store with these life size mannequins that he had made from scratch. The mannequins were bizarre. They were all serenely beautiful and seemingly perfect women. Heading past the store always gave Chris the creeps. The women looked so life like, it was unnerving to see a shop full of perfectly still bodies like that.

Still. A job was a job and Chris needed the money. At the end of the day he didn’t care where he worked, as long as it paid.

Chris ended up falling asleep in front of the TV, and dreamed of Vicky in her cheer lingerie. In the dream she’d come home with Chris instead of Bryce, and she was giving him a lap dance in his bedroom as Chris ate hot pockets. She stripped from her lingerie one by one as she ground against him, pushing her perfect and dripping pussy against the hard line of his cock.

“You want to fuck me don’t you Chris? You want to put your cock in my perfect little pussy.”

Vicky bent over in front of him, baring her perfection to him.

“Come and fuck me. Fuck me Chris. Fuck me.”

He wrapped his hands around her waist, pulling himself in close. He had his cock in one hand, and he was about to slip inside of her. He inched close, his throbbing head just inches away from her dripping sli-

“Chris!”

Chris jumped awake at the sound of his Mom’s voice.

“What? What’s going on?!”

Chris looked around the living room, surprised to see he was still sitting in the chair and that it was morning.

“Get up Chris, you’re going to be late for school. Tom will be here any minute.”

“What time is it?” Chris sat forward in the chair, wiping sleep out of his eye.

“It’s 8:30am. You’ve been sleeping in the chair all night.”

“Damn Mom. You should have woke me.”

“I would have honey, but you looked so peaceful. You want pancakes? You’ve got a big day ahead of you.”

“Sure, thanks.”

Chris went into the bathroom and splashed water on his face, trying to cool himself down from his hot dream about Vicky. It hadn’t been the first time he’d dreamt about her like that, and it probably wouldn’t be the last either. He needed to keep his head in the game for now, he had a few big tests at college and after that he had his first shift at the Toy Shop.

After he finished his pancakes, Chris grabbed his thing and went to wait outside for Tom.

“Hey, give your mother a kiss before you leave!”

“Sorry mom.”

His mom pecked Chris on the cheek before running her fingers through his hair. “You look very smart. Are you excited about starting your new job at the store?”

“I guess.” Chris rolled his eyes. “Let’s just hope The Doll Maker doesn’t butcher me or anything.”

“Stop that nonsense.” Chris’s mom batted him across the head and walked back into the kitchen. “He’s a very nice man and he’s doing us a big favor by giving you this job! He’s probably very friendly.”

Chris tightened his hand around the strap of his bag as he walked out the front door. He didn’t know what to think of The Doll Maker, or Terry, but he was sure that he’d find out very soon.

*

“Terry? Mr. Blythe? It’s me. Chris. Chris Nixon? I’ve come for my first shift.”

Chris walked through the shop, looking for the old man. From the outside the shop had looked closed, which was curious to Chris as he knew he was meant to be helping Terry close up.

Chris looked up and down the aisles, his eyes lingering across the beautiful dolls within. The women were extraordinarily beautiful, and were it not for the fact that they were perfectly still, Chris would have assumed they were real.

“You sure are some hot stuff…” Chris walked up to one doll that caught his attention. She was life sized, just as all the dolls were in the shop, only a few inches shorter than Chris was. All the dolls were placed standing up, supported on three dowels from the wall behind them that ran between their arms and legs.

Chris reached his hand out and stroked the flesh of the woman, marveling at how real her eyes looked. He was barely two inches from her face and he could make out every detail. It was as if she wasn’t even a doll at all.

“How did he make you?” He whispered to himself as he looked the doll up and down.

All the dolls in the shop were dressed in some sort of revealing lingerie. Truth be told, Chris knew that he would have to have a couple of wanks in here when the old man left. Being alone in the shop with this many life like dolls was starting to get him turned on. He glanced down the top of the doll he was closest to.

“How much detail did he put in you exactly?”

Chris pulled the fabric away from her breasts and was surprised to see a perfectly real looking nipple on the doll’s tit. He slipped his hand under the lingerie, cupped the breast and marveled at how real everything felt.

“This is unreal…” Chris shook his head in amazement and his attention fell to the doll’s panties. Had the same amount of effort been put in down there? Chris cast a cursory glance over his shoulder, and slipped his hand down the doll’s panties. Sure enough, she had a pussy, which was soft, warm and …wet?

Chris pulled his hand from the doll’s panties and saw a fine sheen of damp on his fingers. Was this fucking wet?

“What the fuck…”

Chris looked around again, but there was still no sign of the old man. He slipped his hands back down the panties of the doll and slipped a finger between her wet folds. He pushed his finger into her pussy, gasping at how real it felt. Her walls were soft, tight and silky. He pushed his finger inside her up to his knuckle. He stroked the inside of her pussy, feeling himself get hard. He could even feel a fucking g-spot inside this thing. However Terry did this, he did a fucking good job. Chris pushed his hand against the Doll’s g-spot, just as he had done with his ex, Tiffany.

The Doll’s g-stop clicked like it were a button and then, she came to life.

“Yes Daddy! Fuck me!”

“What the fuck?!” Chris whipped his hands out of her panties, jumped backward and fell into a shelf full of dolls behind him.

The doll stepped out of her slot and onto the carpet between the aisles. She looked around the shop robotically and then her eyes fell on to Chris.

“Master! Please fuck me Master!”

Chris’s first instinct was to run, but upon seeing a beautiful woman walking toward him, he did the thing that any man would - he froze.

“What are you?!” Chris gasped as the doll swung around and dropped herself onto Chris’s crotch. She started rolling her hips, pushing the dampness between her legs against his raging hard on.

“I’m Mindy! Bimbo Doll at your service! Would you like a blow job?”

Chris stammered at her invitation. The doll moved with such a life like quality, the only thing that betrayed her construction were a series of hairline joints around the parts of her body that moved.

“S-s-sure!”

Mindy jumped off of Chris’s crotch, spun on a heel and dropped back down again, so her face was in line with his dick.

“I love cum!”

The doll unzipped his jeans, and before Chris could process what was happening, his dick was in the back of her throat.

If the old man finds me like this he’s going to freak, Chris thought, but there’s no point in not enjoying this!

“Oh yeah baby.” Chris pushed his jeans down his legs and opened his hips, giving himself space to face fuck the doll. She moved her mouth up and down like a professional porn star, hammering her tonsils against the tip of his cock with sharp and forceful thrusts.

Chris sieved his fingers through her thick blond hair, scrunching his hands around the back of her head. He took tight hold of the gorgeous blonde and thrust his cock in and out of her mouth furiously.

He bit his lip as he felt the pressure building in him. The doll placed her hands on the floor and simply crouched there mouth open as Chris pounded his cock against the back of her throat. From this angle the doll almost looked like Vicky. The thought pushed Chris over the edge and he lost it, imagining that it was Vicky he was face fucking right now.

“Yeeeessss!” He pulled Mindy’s head down onto his cock as far as he could and burst inside of her. Mindy clamped her lips around his base. He grabbed fistfuls of her hair, squeezing rope after rope of thick semen into her pretty little mouth.

“Enjoying ourselves are we?”

Chris jerked his cock out of the doll’s mouth startled by the voice, jumping to his feet to dress himself.

“Mr. Blythe, I’m sorry, I’m so sorry!”

Fuck fuck fuck. I am so fucked. Why the fuck did I have to go and stick my dick in the merchandise on the first day?!

Chris cursed himself as the old man stared at him, knowing full well that the prospect of him working here was well and truly dead.

“You’ll fit right in here.” Terry laughed, turning from Chris to walk to the reception at the back of the store. He turned back and shouted something at the doll. “Mindy go wash yourself off and then return to your station.”

“Yes master!”

Chris stared in amazement as the doll walked off, presumably carrying out the old man’s orders.

“Wait a minute, mister!” Chris ran after the old man, who had sat down behind the reception, reading a paper. “I can explain myself, I’m sorry, please don’t fire me!”

Terry looked up at Chris and laughed. “Come on Chris.” He rolled his eyes. “Any red blooded male would do the same. In fact, I’d probably fire you if you didn’t molest a doll on your first shift.”

“What?”

“It takes the right kind of person to work here Chris, and I think you’ve got what it takes. Truth be told, I’m not looking for someone to take over the store at night, I’m looking for someone to take over the store completely. I’m getting old, and it’s time for me to move on.”

“I don’t understand…” Chris turned his head at the old man. Was Terry suggesting he wanted Chris to take over the store? “I can’t make stuff like this Mister. I’m not an artist like you. The stuff you do here, it’s unreal.”

“Oh I assure you that it’s very very real Chris. Come. Follow me.”

Terry stood from the desk and led Chris into the back, into the workshop of the store. Everywhere Chris looked, there were surfaces covered in doll parts.

“This is unbelievable.” Chris said as Terry led him to a large box at the back of the store. “You make all this yourself?”

“I’m more of an… assembler.” Terry said, half turned to Chris. They had stopped in front of a giant wooden crate.

“Do you watch the news? Did you hear anything about that missing woman?”

Chris squinted at the old man. “The accountant from Briartown?”

“Yes. That’s the one. Young girl. Mid twenties. Asian.” Terry picked up a crowbar from off the floor and slid it into the corner of the box.

“Stand back, watch your feet.”

He pried the bar into the box and it fell open.

“Meet Stephanie.”

Chris’s mouth fell open. It was the missing woman that was all over TV, except… she didn’t look like a woman anymore. She looked different, just like the rest of the dolls in the store. She even had the same hairlines fractures at her joints. Stephanie stood up perfectly still in the box, supported on a stand.

“Stephanie, wake up.”

The doll’s eyes open and life spread across her face and body. She turned from Terry to Chris, then back to Terry again.

“Hello master! Would you like a blow job?” She spoked with the same saccharine voice as Mindy.

“No. Deactivate.”

Stephanie’s eyes closed again and her face become doll like once more.

“What do you think? Pretty neat huh?”

“But she, you - how?!” A million questions raced through Chris’s mind, and he struggled as he attempted to get them all out at once.

“Took her after she was working one day. That’s how I get all my subjects.”

“Subjects? Subjects!”

Chris looked back at the shop in abject horror. Did that mean all the women in there had some point been real?

“Yep. Can’t say I get out much anymore though. I’m getting a bit old for this. You’re probably wondering how I turn them into dolls though…”

Chris opened his mouth several times over. He was wondering that, but he wasn’t sure if he wanted to know. This guy abducted women and turned them into walking sex dolls somehow. He was a mad man! Chris had to get out of here, he had to call the police.

“I’ll show you. Come.” Before Chris could react, the old man grabbed him by the arm with surprising strength and pulled him to a table on the opposite of the room. There was a cloth over the table, which seemed to be covering a body.

Terry whipped the cloth from off the table, causing Chris’s eyes to nearly bulge out of his skull.

Strapped to the table, completely nude, it was Vicky.

“Vicky?!”

A dark smile spread across Terry’s face. “That’s right. I took her last night after she got home. I’ve been following you around Chris, didn’t take a genius to figure that you had the hots for this girl.”

Vicky’s eyes bulged back and she screamed as she set eyes on Chris and Terry. She writhed on the table, trying to struggle at her restraints.

“So? What do you say? Want to turn her into a doll?”

Vicky shook her head terrified, screaming into the rubber gag in her mouth. As bad as it as, Chris couldn’t help but get aroused at seeing her naked body. Still, the old man was clearly insane. Chris couldn’t do this, he had to get out of here and get help.

“Mister…I …I-”

Chris backed away from the old man. Terry simply kept on smiling.

“You have two choices Chris.”

Chris backed away shaking his head. The old man was insane. He had to get Vicky out of here, he had to…

He walked back turning his head in disbelief, until he hit the wall behind him. There was nowhere to run. He was cornered.

“You can run, and you can tell the cops. Or…”

“…or?” Chris’s voice broke.

“You can inherit a harem of willing and obedient sex slaves. Led by your sweet and faithful Vicky.”

Chris swallowed at something in his throat. He thought the proposition over. Really, there shouldn’t have been anything to think about. There was only one thing to do and that was the right thing. But then… Chris’s eyes were focused squarely on Vicky as she writhed in terror on the table. That bitch. That fucking bitch had caused him so much misery all these years. It sure would be good to get his own back on her.

Chris pushed himself off the wall and stepped back to the table, looking down at the perfect cheerleader.

“How…how do I do it?”

Terry held his hand up to Chris, pointing at a golden ring with a green gem in the middle of it. “It all comes from here…”

He pulled the ring from off his finger, holding it up in front of Chris. “Once you wear this, you get the power, but beware. Once you put it on, you must keep it on. For when you remove the ring, you will die within the hour.”

“But, surely-”

“Yes.” Terry pulled Chris’s hand up and set the ring into his palm. “I know. I know because the same thing happened to the man who gave me this very ring. I watched him die, and now I’m ready to die too.”

Chris swallowed. For such a little thing it seemed to be a marvelous weight in his hands. For all he knew this was all just nonsense, he had no evidence it worked.

“It is your choice now, take it or don’t. Regardless of what happens, the ring will find a new owner soon. This is your chance to seize the power. This is your chance to become… The Doll Maker.”

Chris looked at the man startled.

“Yes.” Terry laughed. “The nickname existed long before you kids.” He broke into dark laughter, but the laughter turned to coughing. He raised his hand to his mouth and pulled it away, revealing large flecks of blood. “It’s already begun. Make your choice boy, before it’s too late. There are things I must tell you before I go.”

Chris pulled the ring onto his finger, feeling an alien warmth spread across his body as he did so.

Darkness spread across the old man’s face once more. “Very good. Now, place your hand on her body. Anywhere you like. That’s it.”

Chris steepled his fingers on Vicky’s right shin.

“Now, take the middle finger of your other hand, and place it on the stone. The transformation will then begin. Hold your hand there until it’s done.”

Chris did as he said, touching the pad of his middle finger against the cool green stone. As soon as he made contact, waves of pulsing fire spread from his fingertips, into the body of the girl, coursing across her flesh like lightning.

At first Vicky flinched and twisted as the energy took it’s hold, but she became still very quickly, and Chris’s eyes bulged as he saw deep hairline seems forming at her joints. The transformation took only ten seconds at the most, a hot flash of fire spitting from the stone back into Chris’s finger once it was done.

“That’s it.” The old man stared at Chris’s creation. He turned to Chris and looked him up and down.

“You are the doll maker now. Do not remove the ring until you are ready to die. It will kill you once you do.”

“But what will you do?”

“I’m going to leave you now. To go and die alone. I’ve lived for too long, and you will live as long as you wear the ring.”

“But the dolls…” Chris glanced back into the store, and looked at the parts across the shop. “How do I - what do I -”

“You will figure it all out.” Terry said. “All ownership transfers to you. I’ve even prepared the papers for the store. They’re on the reception in the front. All you have to do is sign them.”

“But the parts…” That was still the part that Chris couldn’t figure out.

“You will learn in time. You can customize. Rearrange. Build your dream woman. You can do anything.”

“Anything.”

With that, Terry walked away, disappearing out the back of the shop. Chris stood mouth agape, left alone with the Vicky Doll. He turned to look at his creation and gazed down upon the sleeping beauty. Chris placed a hand on her thigh, glancing his palms up and down her flesh, shivering at her softness. All this time he’d wanted her, and now he had her. To do with her as he wished.

“Vicky. Activate.”

Her eyes opened and life sprung into the doll for the first time. Chris pulled the gag from her mouth, and she beamed up at him in expectation.

“Master! Would you like a blow job?”

*

“Stand up. Bend over. That’s it. Spread your legs apart.” Vicky spread her legs, baring her pussy for him completely. Chris swallowed as he stared at the naked beauty before him. He pumped his hand up and down his shaft.

“Fuck me Chris. I want your cum inside my tiny little pussy.”

Jesus.

Chris pushed his body against the naked girl, his cock springing up between her legs, kissed by the dampness of her cunt. He placed a hand on Vicky’s back between her shoulder blades, and pushed her torso down onto the table top. Vicky let out a moan of approval, pushing her ass back against him.

“Stay still.” Chris growled in the girl’s ear, biting his lips as he looked down at her perfect nubile body.

He took his throbbing cock in his hand and pushed it into her folds, gasping as her slick damp enveloped him.

“Vicky…fuck!”

Chris wrapped his hands around her waist and pulled himself inside of her completely. She gasped back in pleasure.

“Oh Daddy!”

It was all Chris could do to stop himself from cumming right there. He started thrusting his hips back and forth, sliding his cock all the way in and out of the girl. Vicky pushed her weight up onto her elbows, and palming at her tits as Chris hammered her cunt from behind. He moved in and and out of her slick wet with ease, his mammoth cock gliding out of her like a well oiled piston.

He felt himself getting closer. He was nearly there.

“Yes Daddy, yes!” Vicky’s moans filled the empty workshop, and Chris could tell that he was nearly there now. All these years he had lived under this cunt, and now it was his. He owned her, and she would be his slave until his dying breath.

“Yes, yes, yes!”

Chris thrust himself all the way inside of her, firing jet after jet of his molten cum deep into her pussy, coating her walls. He came so much he was almost sure he’d fill her up. When he was finished he pulled out, collapsing onto a workbench behind her. She stayed bent over for a moment, breath heaving as she processed what had just happened. Chris stared at her throbbing cunt, biting his lip as he watched his jizz dripping from her wet folds, down onto the floor below.

*

Chris finished college several weeks later. Upon finishing he started working at the Toy Shop full time. With a whole shop to explore and a world full of possible subjects, Chris found that he had a lot to preoccupy himself with.

The only question was who he would turn next.
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