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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 was 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 things 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 was, 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.


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


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 wished 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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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.


Thanks for reading. Please enjoy this free bonus story, the first installment from my other series: Burstin’ Bimbos.

You can find a link to the Burstin’ Bimbos in my Catalog at the back.


Burstin Bimbos: Operation Hucow

By

Lara Lock


It’s just another regular day for Becky at the military camp, until Dr. Colonel Bull comes into her tent with a strange box. The Colonel has a new invention that he wants Becky to test out, but she can’t tell anyone. It’s a complete secret.

As soon as he leaves, Becky opens up the strange box and is hit by a mysterious cloud of gas. Her body starts to transform instantly, and before she can stop it, she’s inflating out of control. Parts of her have swollen to incredible sizes, and her body is releasing a sweet and intoxicating cream.

Whatever the mysterious chemical has done, she’s now aching to be milked. She’s swollen, leaking, and in desperate need of release. Lucky for Becky, the Colonel put some toys in the box to help her relieve herself. She gets to work on pumping out her frustration straight away and soon, she’s covered and dripping in delicious creamy fun.

The Colonel has an insatiable thirst for milk. If things go right with Becky, he might just have to start a whole herd…


“Sergeant?” Colonel John Bull poked his head through the door of my tent, prompting me to stand up from my desk. I raised my hand in salute, turning to face Colonel Bull.

“At ease Becky.” Bull said. “May I enter?”

“Yes sir.” I said, dropping my hand. Bull entered my tent holding a large cardboard box, on the sides of which were written ‘top secret’.

He placed the box down on the side and then looked me up and down. I’m only a small girl, which doesn’t help, especially as I’m in the military. I’m small and rakish enough to get away with looking like a man though, so that’s good. It takes a lot of attention off me. Bull’s eyes traced over my body, and I almost got the sense that he was disappointed. I don’t have curves, I don’t have tits. I’m petite and there’s nothing to me. If I was a guy checking me out, I’d be disappointed too.

“I’ve got an assignment for you Becky.” Colonel said, motioning at the box. “We’re testing a new piece of highly advanced military tech. Inside this box there is an agent that will have a short transformative effect on you. I want you to open this box and-”

I went to open the box and Colonel grabbed me by the wrist.

“No! Stop. Let me get out of here first. Jesus.” Colonel laughed to himself and then let go of my wrist. “Open the box and it should take effect immediately. After that I want you to write down anything important. I’ll be back later today to see how you’re getting on. There are devices in the box, should you need them. Is that clear?”

“Sir yes sir!”

“Any questions?”

“What is the purpose of this task sir?”

“As you know, there are more women in the military now more than ever. This scientific device has been designed to try and curtail those numbers, potentially weakening enemy forces.”

“Should I copy my notes after the experiment and send them to the military lab too?”

“No!” Panic spread over Colonel’s face and for a moment, the normally stoic looking man, looked rather unsettled. “I mean…no. Military lab aren’t involved on this. This is just a private project between me and you. You’re the alpha test Becky. I want to see how you get on first. I’ve been developing this secretly in my own time. Good luck!”

I saluted the Colonel and he walked out of my tent, zipping my door shut behind him. Colonel Bull or Dr. John Bull as he is known to some, is one of the leading medicinal chemists within the military. His work has led to the development of many new and bizarre chemicals that have adverse effects on the human body. He got reassigned to our group a few months ago. There were rumors about is reassignment. Apparently he ran experiments on his last group, he developed something called ‘Bimbo Gas’. I didn’t know the full specifics, but he frequently requested teams that had only female members. It was rumored that the gas did something to the women.

I know that it’s all lies of course, probably just propaganda spread by the enemy to deter faith. Still, it’s weird that Colonel Bull asked me to do this experiment in secret. Usually Military Lab would be involved with stuff like this.

I opened the box and instantly a cloud of white gas spread from inside it, blowing into my face. The gas felt warm and somewhat pleasant, and also smelled like honey. It took me by surprise, forcing me to take a couple of steps back.

“What the fuck!”

I shook myself off and walked back to the box, looking inside. Inside there was a note from the Colonel, a sort of suction looking device and a notepad. There were also a dozen empty bottles. I picked the note up and read it.

Becky,

By now you will have been hit by the LactaGas. The wonderful chemical will now be coursing it’s way through your veins and will start to take effect almost immediately. There may be some side effects, and you may notice that your small tits start to grow. If you need to relieve yourself I have included another one of my inventions, the Breast Pump 3000. Use it as your own discretion. Please don’t waste any of the milk.

Colonel.

Call me an idiot, but notes are usually meant to explain things, not raise more questions. Small tits? Grow? What the heck is he talking about? I’m not the sharpest spoon in the barrel, but I’m pretty sure it’s not okay for a superior to be talking about my tiny tits in official correspondence. No matter how small they -

Then, a button on my camo top popped off, putting a stop to my thoughts. The button whizzed across my tent, pinging against a metal shelf. I grab the notepad and start writing.

[08:00]

My tits are fucking growing! I have no idea what is going on but I love it. After being a double A cup all my life, this girl is more than ready to finally get some fucking jugs. My camo top is getting smaller, or my breasts are getting bigger. I look down at myself in amazement as they continue to grow. Then another button pops, then another and another. Before I can realize what’s happening my tiny tits are tiny no longer, they’re at least a D cup now, and they’re still growing. I struggle with the last couple of buttons on my top, if I don’t hurry and get this thing off me soon, I’m going to burst out of it altogether.

I rip my camo top off and look at myself in the mirror. My breasts have gotten huge! Whereas before they were like small mosquito bites, I now have two certified perky fun bags on my chest. I unclasp my bra and throw it to the ground fast as the strap was starting to dig into my back. I stand there topless in my tent, with my tits hanging free, amazed as they still continue to grow. Not only do my breasts get bigger, my nipples get bigger too, and they get hard, real hard. Like, they could cut diamonds, hard.

After a couple of minutes, it feels as if my breasts have finally stopped growing. I cup my new tits in my hands, lifting them and feeling the heft of them. There’s so much weight in my new titties, it’s certainly going to take some getting used to. It feels so good to have them in my hands though. I run my fingers over my pebbled nipples, twisting the sensitive skin between my finger and my thumb.

The action sends a jolt of electricity down my spine. My small tits never used to be very sensitive, but it seems that they’ve gotten a lot more responsive now, and boy does it feel good. I bite my bottom lip, close my eyes and let my head fall back while I massage both my nipples with my fingers. It feels incredibly good, and it’s turning me on too. I squeeze my legs together, overtly aware of just how damp my panties are.

That’s when I realize that my fingers feel warm and wet. I open my eyes and look down at my hands in curiosity. That’s when I see it. My fingers are covered in little dribbles of …that can’t be right. There’s no way it’s possible.

The white filmy liquid coats the tips of my fingers, where I have been playing with my nipples. It almost looks like milk, but that can’t be right. I’m not pregnant so there’s no way…

I smell the substance and it does smell like a sweet milk. It’s an unusual scent, one that’s hard to describe, but I’d almost describe it as a mix between milk and honey. I put my fingers in my mouth and suck at the liquid. It’s delicious!

I can certainly see why Colonel wouldn’t want a drop to go to waste now. But how can I make sure that I don’t waste any more? I look through the objects that Colonel left for me in the box. There’s some sort of weird milking machine and there are large glasses too. I’m probably just being stupid, there’s no point in using any of this stuff. I’m not a cow for god sake.

[10:00]

I decided to try and get on with some other work for a little bit. I had some administrative reports that I had to write up, and I spent an hour or so at my computer typing away. I couldn’t get back into any of my old bras or camo tops, so I had to make do with sitting at my computer topless. I don’t know how I’m going to cover myself back up by the time that Colonel gets here. My tits are so fucking huge now, each one is easily double the size of my head. They look absolutely fantastic though, just looking down at them is enough to get me turned on.

I have loads of work to do though, so I try to keep myself focused. But it’s getting harder by the minute. As time goes by I become more and more aware of my breasts. Not because they’ve grown anymore (If they did I might end up running out of room in my tent) but because they seem to be growing more sensitive and more painful by the minute.

It’s almost like there’s a huge pressure building up behind my nipples, begging to be released. The pain started as a dull ache at first, and was mildly distracting. Then the dull ache become a bit more intense, and developed into a constant throbbing. Now the ache is starting to feel more like a sharp pain, and my tits are throbbing every couple of seconds.

I tear myself away from my keyboard and look down at my tits in frustration. My nipples are so large and swollen, they look like firecrackers ready to explode. At the tip of each nipple I can see a little bud of white milk, just begging to be released. I put both of my hands under my right breast and pull it up toward me. My breasts had always been so small before this that I’d never actually been able to suck my own nipples. It had only just occurred to me that this might now be possible.

Even though I’m completely alone in my tent, I look around as if to make sure that no one is watching. It feels stupid, but I’d be embarrassed if someone saw me sucking my own tits.

I stick my nipple into my mouth and squeeze down on the fleshy bud with my teeth gently. I roll my tongue over the puffy mound. Oh my fucking god. Warmth spreads throughout my body. It feels so good. I hold my tits against my mouth while I begin to suck at my nipple. To my surprise milk starts to flow out of it, into my mouth.

My milk tastes even better before. At first it just comes out with a trickle, but then it really starts flowing. I hold my tit in my mouth with one hand, while I slip my other hand down my camo pants and start rubbing my throbbing pussy.

I suck at my nipple greedily, drinking down mouthfuls of the milk. My lips slurp, my throat swallows, and my fingers schlick against my pussy. The mounting pressure that was building up in my tit feels as if it’s starting to unwind a little, the more milk I release from my tit, the better it feels. I spread my legs wide on the chair and dig my fingers deeper into my tiny cunt, grinding my hips against my hand while I suck my fat and swollen titty.

A moan escapes my lips, and milk continues to pour out, spilling onto my body, running down my tits, covering my skin in milk.

My trousers are starting to feel uncomfortable, and I have to keep shifting in the chair. It’s only after a minute or so that I realize my camo pants are shrinking too, just like my top did!

I stand up immediately, stripping out of my camo trousers and panties. I pull my panties off just in the nick of time. I look at my naked in body and stare at myself in amazement. My formerly flat and skinny ass has blown up to a certified bubble butt. Not only that but my hips and thighs have blown up too. I’m looking thick and juicy.

I’m so distracted by looking at my curvaceous milk covered body that I hardly realize that my right tit is still spraying a fine jet of milk all over my tent.

Shit! The Colonel told me I’m not supposed to waste a drop, and I’m standing here covered in the stuff, while cramming my fingers into my pussy!

I’m going to have to start bottling it somehow.

[12:00]

I’ve somewhat managed to put my attention back on the administrative reports. As I write this as I’m sitting at my computer, typing away at my keyboard. It’s a little harder to reach the keys than it was before, as my breasts are so huge now. I grabbed the milking machine out of the box and decided to put it to the test. The machine itself is actually quite simple. There are two cups, which I have attached to both my nipples. At the end of both cups there are clear plastic tubes, which run into a small box which is the pumping device. From the pumping device there’s another plastic cable, to feed into whatever object you’re using to keep your milk bottled.

So I’m sitting here typing away, while the machine buzzes in the background quietly. I’ve grabbed three of the dozen glass bottles that the Colonel included in his box. The bottles are quite big, and I estimate they hold a liter each easily. There’s a metal top on each of the bottles that screws on or off.

The cups didn’t attach to my breasts at first, and that was when I realized that there had to be some suction for the cups to create a seal. I held one of the cups against my left tit, switched the pump on and it started whirring. A moment later my milk started traveling down the tube. Just the sight alone got me turned on. I’ve resigned myself to working naked for the rest of the day because none of my clothes fit anymore. Being naked feels exhilarating, and all I want more than anything is to cum. I want to cum so bad. I have to do my work though. I have to be a good solider and a good specimen. I can’t let a drop go to waste.

I nearly waste a lot when the machine is first connected, because I don’t have the other end of the tube in a bottle. It starts spilling out the end before I realize, so I shove the tube in my mouth and drink the liquid happily while I take a top off one of the bottles. I set the bottle onto the desk beside me, move the tube from my mouth to the bottle quickly and let the pump start filling the bottle up.

Yes, I know, I probably could have turned the pump off, but honestly it feels so good when it’s turned on, I don’t want to turn it off at all. The cups suck at my tits like thirsty dogs, and it feels so fucking good, it’s almost like I’m in a constant state of ecstasy.

Within a matter of ten minutes, the first glass bottle is filled almost all the way to the top, so I take the tube out and put it into the next empty bottle. I screw the first bottle closed and swill the white milk around the glass container, marveling at my work. The next bottle fills up just as quick, if not even more so. I carry on trying to do my work while the machine pumps away in the background. For a while I manage to distract myself and get some stuff done. The pumping of the machine feels a little hypnotic. It also takes away the painful pressure that was building up behind my tits, so I don’t have to think about that either.

I look down at the damp spot on the wooden chair where my pussy juices have been running freely. I will have to do something about that soon.

[15:00]

I have officially run out of bottles. And I have officially lost the ability to focus on my work. The milk is still continuing to come out of my tits, and it shows no sign of stopping. I took the pump off for a minute, to see if I could ‘hold off’ for a while and stop milking myself, it felt so painful after just a few seconds however, I had to reattach the cups. So I’m sitting by the sink in my bathroom now, and I have the plug in the sink. I’m slowly filling up the sink, but luckily it’s rather large. I have no idea when Colonel Bull is going to come back, but I’m rather afraid that I’m going to run out of space soon. About half an hour later I’m almost halfway up the sink. My eyes track over to the last place in my quarters where I can store milk.

The bath.

[15:45]

Okay so the sink is officially full. The dozen bottles that the Colonel gave me are officially full. I have now put the plug in my bath and climbed into it. I’m wearing the cups like a bra, and the pump is slowly pouring my milk into the tub, filling it up around me. There’s no way I can do my work anymore. So I decide to have a little fun.

I spread my legs open and rub my fingers against my throbbing wet pussy. My whole body is aching and trembling in need for an orgasm. I slip my middle finger into my wet slit and finger myself, while I rub my palm against my clit. It feels so good. I’m so wet with need, it’s like I’m almost covered in oil. I’m also covered in my milk too. The milk is still pumping out, filling up the tub slowly. It’s only a few centimeters deep at the moment.

My pussy is longing to be filled with something, begging to be fucked. That’s when I get the idea.

I pick up the end of the tube which is spitting out my milk. I hold the tube over my tits, covering myself in my milk. I rub my hand over my body, massaging my skin with my milk. It feels so good, it feels so warm. I hold the tube against my clit and my warm milk starts flowing over my bud.

I let out a large moan as the milky deposit trickles over my clit and into my cunt. I push the fingers of my other hand into my cunt and start building myself up to a much a needed release. Milk covers my wet folds, the cups of the pump continue to suck at my throbbing tits. My body spasms with ecstasy and delight. My ass lifts off the surface of the bath for a moment and then drops back down, splashing milk everywhere. I grab the tube and rub the smooth edge of the clear plastic tube up and down my wet slit, while warm milk continues to trickle out.

I take the tube and push it inside of myself slowly. My eyes open wide at the sensation of my warm milk rushing out of the tube and gushing into my tight cunt.

“Oh fuck!” I cry out loud while fucking myself with my milk tube. I push the tube in and out of my pussy fast while rubbing my clit with my hand. I cum hard, then I cum again, and again and again. I have no idea how long I’ve been in the bath now, but the milk has been pouring for ages, and the bath is now over half full. I carry on fucking myself with my milk, filling my swollen cunt with my milk until I cum, squeezing it all out as my walls clench down and then doing it all over again.

I push my mouth down into the milk and I drink long and deep, all the while slipping the tube in and out of my cunt. I pull the tube out of my pussy, I push the hard edge against my asshole and I rub it in small delicate circles that send sparks across my skin. I push the tube inside of myself and feel my warm milk fill my asshole with delicious warmth.

I writhe about in the tub, petting my pussy, splashing about in the milk, flicking my fingers across the fleshy bud of my clit while sliding the tube in and out of my ass. I cum again, and a torrent of orgasms ripple across my body for what feels like hours. I pull the tube out of my ass and push it into my mouth, slurping at the juices from my pussy and ass, along with the milk still pumping from my tits.

“Well solider.”

His voice startles me and my whole body flinches in the tub, sending milk splashing up the side and spilling onto the floor. I jerk upward, open my eyes and see him standing there. The Colonel.

“Colonel!” I cry out in surprise. “How long have you been standing there?!”

“Oh about…” Colonel looks down at his watch. “Thirty minutes or so. It looks like you’ve been having fun with your new toy.”

He motions at the cups on my nipples. I nod my head sheepishly. I feel no need to cover myself up. In fact I don’t really feel the need to cover myself at all. I want the Colonel to watch me, he’s the one that made me like this after all. I’m his. I sit up and slick my milk covered hair back off my face.

“I had to get in the bath Colonel. I’m sorry, I was running out of space. I filled the bottles, I filled the sink. This was the last option.”

“That’s okay. Looks like you’re running out of room though.” Colonel walks over to me and scoops his hand through the tub full of milk. He takes a palm full of milk, brings it to lips and drinks it down. His eyes light up at the taste. “Damn Becky. That tastes good. You’ve taken to the formula well. We’ll have to get you connected to some proper milking equipment immediately.”

I bite my lip at his words. That sounds fucking divine.

“This is great work Becky. It certainly gives me confidence to replicate this again with more or of our female soldiers.”

“More sir?”

“Well yeah!” Colonel looks at me if I’m stupid. “This has been such a success, I’d be mad not to do this at least at dozen more times. Are you telling me you wouldn’t like to have a herd full of cow girlfriends? You could all lie around, getting milked together!”

My eyes light up at the thought and an excited grin spreads across my face.

[19:00]

Colonel helped me climb out of the bath and we scooped up as much of my milk as possible. My tits did stop producing milk eventually, after a few hours. Colonel explained that the first time always produces a lot, but he hadn’t anticipated my body would react to the LactaGas so well. He said that after I go to sleep, my body will build up more milk and I will need milking again for a few hours everyday.

I didn’t get the administrative reports done, which is probably a testament to the effectiveness of the Colonel’s experiment. If something like this was used in a war zone, it would really affect female soldiers.

I’m most excited about being in a herd though. The colonel said this first experiment was such as success and that he wants to make at least another dozen hucows.

I’m getting wet just thinking about it.

To Be Continued
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“Looks like this it the place.” I pull the car off the highway into the parking lot.

“Jesus.” My colleague Emma says. “This is the facility? It’s massive! I had no idea this place was out here.”

“Me neither.” We step out of the car, into the wide and empty parking lot.

My name is Sam and I’m here with my colleague Emma. We’re both mechanical technicians. We’re here at ‘Bimbo Bots’ main production plant, in the middle of the desert.

Dr. Sharon Roberts is the inventor of the Bimbo Bot. Realistic robotic women that are designed to pleasure men and women. Bimbo Corp makes and designs robotic women and sell them to brothels across the world. They also sell them domestically too, but as the tech is new, you need a lot of money to afford your own sex robot.

Dr. Sharon Roberts is rich and she’s successful. The other day I received an email from her out of the blue, saying that she needed my help with something. The email was vague, only mentioning something about a production line issue. I decide to bring my friend Emma with me, as she has more experience with this kind of thing then I do. I have some experience with robotics and artificial intelligence, but apart from that I can’t see any reason for her to invite me here specifically. Still, I jumped at the opportunity.

“Come on.” I look around the monolithic and empty car park. “Let’s head inside, we’ve got our meeting with Dr. Roberts in fifteen minutes.”

The place is eerily quiet and there’s no one else around. The facility looks like a giant metal brick made out of corrugated iron. We approach the entrance and glass doors slide open, beckoning us inside.

“Jesus!” Emma cries out as we walk into the reception. The reception room is the height of the building itself, there’s a wall about thirty feet away with a small desk. On the desk behind the wall are the words ‘Bimbo Corp.’ In giant italic letters. The place is very modern, very minimalist. Apart from us and the leggy blond standing at the reception in the distance, there doesn’t seem to be anyone else here.

We walk toward the reception and Emma turns to whisper at me. “Do you think this is one of the Bimbo Bots?”

I squint as we get closer. “I can’t be sure. I’ve only ever seen one at a trade show, and even then that was from a distance. Everyone says they look realistic.”

“Well she certainly doesn’t look realistic.” Emma says. “She’s way too perfect.”

We get close and I can’t help but agree. The girl behind the desk is absolutely stunning. She looks to be no older than twenty and she’s got a phenomenal body. Endless slender legs, big round hips with a full ass, a tight waist and breasts from the heavens themselves. Her hair is long and blond, and her face is extremely cute, almost doll like. She’s wearing huge fake lashes, bright pink lipstick and blush. She looks like your stereotypical valley girl, crossed with a supermodel.

“Hi, Welcome to Bimbo Corp! I’m Kelly!” Kelly delivers the welcome with a huge Hollywood smile. Her high pitched voice sings out across the reception. Emma and I stare at each for a moment, a little taken back by her enthusiasm.

Kelly’s large blue eyes twinkle into mine. She holds her hands together with her elbows out and I notice how perfect her posture is.

“Err…Hi Kelly.” Emma says. “I’m Emma and this is Sam. We’re here to meet with Dr. Roberts. We understand there are some mechanical issues with the plant that need fixing?”

Kelly’s attention turns from me to Emma and her flawless smile drops a little.

“Oh.” She turns back to me. “Excuse me Sam. But the invite from Dr. Roberts asked for you personally. We did not expect company.”

“Right. I forgot to mention that sorry. I asked Emma to come along with me. I’ll split the pay with her, don’t worry. I just thought I could do with some company.”

Kelly twists her fat pink lips on her face as if she’s thinking it over. She doesn’t seem happy that I’ve brought Emma at all. It seems funny to me, but I can tell that it’s making Emma furious. Emma is cute in a way, but she’s nowhere near as good looking as Kelly, and I can tell that she’s jealous.

“Hm. It’s not standard procedure Sam. I’ll have to run if by Dr. Roberts first. Please come with me.”

We both go to pick our things up off the floor.

“No ‘Emma’. Just Sam for now thank you.”

“Whatever.” Emma drops her toolkit back onto the floor and rolls her eyes.

“I’ll get this straightened out Em.” I say. “Don’t worry.”

“Follow me Sam!” Kelly sings and steps from behind her reception desk. I can see her full outfit now and it makes me rock hard. Kelly’s only wearing a tiny pencil skirt that barely finishes below her perfect ass, with a white blouse that is opened way too low. She has tall red ‘fuck me’ heels on.

Kelly’s heels clack cross the polished marble floor. We walk towards a black box on the wall that is about waist height. Kelly waves her hand over the box and it beeps. A seamless panel slides back in the wall, revealing a hidden door.

“Damn. You guys have some real nice technology here!” I remark as we go through the door. “Do you have a chip in your hand?”

“Yeah, kinda!”

Once the door closes behind us I realize that we seem to be standing in a utility closet. The closet is extremely small and there’s barely enough room for both of us.

“Uh Kelly…are you sure we’re in the right place!”

“Yes sir!”

Before I can process what’s happening, Kelly drops down to her knees in a flash. Her hands move in a blur as they undo my belt buckle, unzip my pants and pull my throbbing cock out of my boxers.

“Kelly what the fuck!” I drop my toolkit in surprise and fall back against the wall. Kelly wraps her fat pink lips around my cock and takes my entire rigid length into her mouth in one move.

Her large blue eyes stare up at me beneath thick lidded lashes as she bobs her head back and forth eagerly. She has one hand on the base of my cock while she sucks me off. I glance down and see her other hand rip open her blouse, freeing her massive and gloriously perky tits. Kelly palms at her hard nipples while she sucks my dick.

“Kelly this isn’t right!”

I hear my mouth say the words (for some reason) but my brain and my dick don’t seem to care.

“This is for you Sam!” Kelly chirps before sinking her mouth all the way onto my dick again. “I love dick!”

I’ll fucking say. This might be the best damn blow job I’ve had in my life. Kelly has barely been on my dick thirty seconds and I already feel like I’m going to blow. I try to contain myself and prolong it. The experience is so fucking good that I don’t want it to be over. I can’t help myself though. I look down to stare at Kelly’s massive tits and I see that’s she’s pushed her panties to one side and she fingering her dripping wet pussy.

“Cum for me Sam!” Kelly chirps. “I want your delicious jizz inside my mouth!”

She doesn’t have to tell me more than once. I grab Kelly’s head in my hands, burying my fingers through her thick blond hair. I start face fucking her, slamming my hips back and forward violently. Her mouth opens wider, and I’m practically sliding my cock down her throat. My dick tenses up and then I explode, squeezing jet after jet of molten semen into Kelly’s mouth and down her throat. As I cum she holds her head perfectly still, making sure that every inch of my cock is inside her.

I squeeze the last drop of cum out of my cock and Kelly slides her mouth off my dick slowly, making sure she cleans up every last drop of jizz. It’s fucking hot watching how methodical she works. She doesn’t want to waste a drop. As soon as she’s done she jumps back up to her feet and fixes her clothes. I dress myself again too, in somewhat of a haze.

“Kelly that was fucking unreal.”

“I live to serve Sam! And your dick is no exception! Come on. Let’s get your friend Emma and go see Dr. Roberts!”

She makes for the door but I grab her by the wrist.

“Wait. Kelly. Does that mean that you’re a…” I stop. For some reason I can’t bring myself to say it. It feels rude in someway. Even though I’ve just jizzed in this girl’s mouth, I can’t ask her if she’s a robot. There’s no way she can be though, she looks too real.

“I’m a ceritified Bimbo Bot as made by Bimbo Corp, yes sir!”

Kelly spins around on her heels, bends over at the waist and hikes her skirt up. Again, before I can even process what’s happening she pulls her panties down and spreads her ass cheeks. She’s stands before me baring everything, and I feel myself getting hard again. Her pussy is fat, pink, and looks fucking delicious.

“Kelly as much as I’d love to fuck you, we should probably get to work.”

“No silly!” Kelly sings without so much as moving a muscle. “I’m showing you my clit code! All verified Bimbo Bots have one! It’s between my pussy and my asshole. Have a look!”

I lean in close and sure enough, between Kelly’s pussy and her tight asshole, there’s a tiny black bar code on her skin. Seeing as I’m this close, I decide to stick my tongue out and draw it up her fat and dripping pussy.

“Hey naughty!” Kelly spins around and in a blur she’s standing in front of me, dressed once more. She moves so fucking fast, it’s phenomenal. “I’d love for you to fuck and lick my pussy Sam, but you said we should ‘get to work’. I have to obey that order first!”

“…What?” My head is spinning. I’d casually said the words as an off hand comment and Kelly had taken them as a verbatim order.

“You asked me if I’m a Bimbo Bot and I showed you my clit code! Then you said we should ‘get to work’!” Her voice chances a little when she repeats my words. “Do you want me to cancel that order so you can eat my fat pussy?!”

She delivers the question in such a sing-song fashion, that it kind of makes me laugh. She’s so cheerful.

“That’s fine Kelly.” I laugh. “Thanks for showing me your clit code.”

Really, fucking thank you.

“We should probably get to work though.” I look down at my watch and see that we’re supposed to meet with Dr. Roberts any minute. “We’re probably going to be late.”

“Yes sir! Follow me!” Kelly squeezes around me in the tight utility closet, brushing her fat ass against my cock. I feel my cock stiffen in my trousers. I’m longing to bury myself deep inside of her. I will definitely fuck this chick before we get out of here.

The door slides open again and Kelly leads us back into the reception area. I can’t keep my eyes off her stunning body as she walks ahead. I can’t believe this girl is a fucking robot. I’d heard that Bimbo Corp had made some phenomenal advances in tech and synthetic body reproduction, but this was something else altogether.

We get back to the reception and I can see Emma standing there with her arms folded, looking less than happy about the situation.

“Nice of you both to finally come back.” Emma scowls. “What took you so long?” Emma casts a disapproving look at Kelly, and eyes me suspiciously.

“We - er - I” I stammer, trying to put together a good excuse.

“We just went through security!” Kelly chirps. “Dr. Roberts has said it’s fine that you can come along!”

I look at Kelly in surprise. I don’t know much about the Bimbo Bots, Dr. Sharon had kept a lot of it secret on purpose. I did know one thing though: Bimbo Bots aren’t supposed to be able to lie, yet Kelly clearly just did. I push the thought out of my mind, deciding it’s probably just an older feature that they decided to eliminate.

Kelly’s whole face is animated with cheer, it’s quite the picture when compared to Emma’s sour expression.

“Great.” Emma responds snarkily. “I’m so privileged that you’ve decided to let me in too.”

“Follow me!” Kelly chirps in response, oblivious to Emma’s sarcasm. Emma and I follow Kelly across the reception hall, her tall red fuck me heels clacking across the floor once more. We’re headed in an opposite direction this time, but I can see that Kelly has led us to another black box on the wall, which is at about waist height. She scans her hand over the box and another seamless panel slides to the side, revealing a doorway.

I look at Emma and see her eyes widen a bit in surprise.

“This way please!” Kelly leads us through the door. Emma and I follow behind her by about a dozen paces. Kelly walks fast and quick, her fat ass rolling perfectly on her round hips.

“Did you find out if she’s one of them?” Emma leans in and whispers while we follow.

“Who? Kelly? Yeah she’s a Bimbo Bot.”

“How did you find out?” Emma looks me up and down suspiciously and I can tell that she suspects something.

“I asked her and she said yes.” I lie. Well, I suppose it’s a half truth. I don’t mention the part where Kelly bent over to show me the tiny bar code between her pussy and her ass. “You should ask her too.”

I laugh to myself, imagining how that exchange would go.

“Maybe. Your zipper is open by the way.”

Busted.

Kelly guides us to an elevator. Inside by the door there are hundreds of small square buttons. Kelly presses one and the doors shut.

“How do you know which button to press?” Emma asks. “None of them have numbers on.”

“I know this factory inside and out!” Kelly chirps. The elevator begins moving.

“Are we going down? And how many floors can this place have exactly? The factory is big sure, but it’s not that tall.” She waves at the hundred buttons on the wall and I nod my head in agreement. There at least two hundred buttons, there’s no way there’s that many floors here.

“Bimbo Corp’s head quarters are extremely large!” Kelly sings. “Our factory descends below the ground. In fact 80% of our factory is below ground level. The above ground facility is just a small part of our operations!”

Emma and I side eye each other as the elevator plunges down. The factory that we could see above ground is huge enough, just how big is this place?

We ride the elevator for at least thirty seconds, before the doors open and Kelly ushers us out into another corridor.

“Have a look at this!” Kelly leads us through the doorway to a mezzanine floor. “This it the main Bimbo Bot production line!”

Kelly waves her hand across the area. Emma and I look over the factory and our mouths fall open in unison. The space below us is gargantuan, and seems to stretch in every direction as far as the eye can see. Every square inch is filled with a complicated looking assembly line that snakes across the floor space. Mechanical arms and machines of all sorts stand on the edge of the assembly line, twisting, turning, handling the products.

And that’s the most shocking part. The actual assembly line itself. On the line there are what look to be real life women. As my eyes scan across the room I see Bimbo Bots in various stage of assembly. Some lines have random body parts, some lines have half assembled women. Some look like mannequins and some look like real women.

“Kelly this is amazing.” Emma says. I can’t help but agree. We both stare at the room for what feels like forever, trying to take it all in. “Is the line completely automated?”

“It is now!” Kelly sings and leans over the rail to look at the factory with us. “We used to have human staff, but they’ve all been replaced by the assembly line.”

“What happens if there’s a production error though?” I ask. It’s an eventuality that always happens. No matter how good robots are, sometimes you need a human element.

“The production robots are monitored by a team of Bimbo Bots, who make sure that things run smoothly. You can see them in the bright pink jump suits.”

My eyes scan across the room and notice the women walking around in bright pink… bathing suits? Definitely not a jump suit. I laugh to myself. The Bimbo Bots monitoring the production line all have a similar looking uniform, tall heels, pink bathing suits that leave little to the imagination, thick scientist glasses and clipboards.

“You’re using Bimbo Bots to make more Bimbo Bots?” Emma says in disbelief. “That’s amazing!”

“Yeah!” Kelly chirps. “We Bimbo Bots love to serve, no matter what the job! We’re good workers as long as we get to play. Bimbo Bots get incredibly horny and we need a lot of release!”

I’ll say.

Kelly’s eyes track up and down Emma’s body greedily and she bites her bottom lip. I don’t think Emma notices, but I certainly do. Kelly is checking the fuck out of Emma. I feel myself going hard again at the thought of Kelly and Emma getting it on.

“Follow me! Dr. Roberts is waiting!” Kelly spins around in a blur and starts walking off. Emma and I look at each other and then rush after Kelly, trying to keep up.

“So are you a Bimbo Bot too Kelly?” Emma shouts from behind as we rush after Kelly. Kelly spins on her heels and comes to an abrupt stop.

“Yes! Would you like to see my clit code?!”

“Your…what?”

“Er, no! No!” I step between them both. “That won’t be necessary Kelly.” I look down at my watch. We’re supposed to be meeting Dr. Roberts in two minutes. “Let’s see Dr. Roberts first.”

“Yes sir!” Kelly chirps in obedience, spins on her heels once more and her heels clack away.

“What the heck was that about?” Emma whispers to me as we rush after Kelly. “What the fuck is a ‘clit code’?”

“I have no idea.” I lie. “But I’m sure we’ll find out at some point. Let’s get this meeting with Dr. Roberts out the way first.”

***

Kelly navigates Emma and I through the labyrinth of hallways until finally we round a corner and come face to face with two other women. I can’t be sure straight away, but I suspect almost instantly that they are both Bimbo Bots too. Both women have stunning figures that match Kelly’s own. Long legs, round hips, big bubble butts, pinched waists and ridiculously huge breasts. On top of that they’re both wearing next to nothing. One of the women is brunette with a straight cut fringe, and other is more Asian looking, with her hair in pig tails.

The women are sitting at a desk when we round the corner. Upon seeing us they stand up immediately. Kelly turns to Emma and I.

“Guys, this is totally like Zoe and Bianca! These guys are a couple of real besties!”

“Pleased to meet you!” The brunette Bimbo, or Zoe, walks over to us. She’s wearing tall white hells, golden hot pants and a black bikini top. Emma holds her hand out to shake with Zoe, but Zoe dismisses her hand, leans in and plants a kiss on Emma’s cheek. Emma is a little taken back by the intimacy of her greeting and blushes immediately. Truth be told I think she secretly likes it. Zoe greets me the same way but also brushes her hand against my crotch as she leans in. All the blood in my body reroutes instantly to my dick.

The Asian Bimbo with pig tails (Bianca), walks over and greets us both in the same way. Bianca doesn’t cup my dick, but she does make and effort to push her large breasts against my body. They both get me rock hard. Bianca is wearing a pink mini-skirt, pink heels and pink bikini top.

“It’s so good to meet you guys.” Bianca chimes in. I can’t help but notice that they all have a similar ditzy sounding voice. I can’t explain why, but I also notice that it’s really turning me on. “It’s been too long since we had a man round here!” Bianca looks at me and bites her lip. “It’s been too long since I had a good lay!”

“Hey!” Zoe slaps Bianca on the arm. “We fucked just the other day.”

“Well maybe, but I want some dick baby. All this Bimbo pussy is making me crazy!”

“Okay you two.” Kelly turns to us and laughs. “I’m going to leave you in the company of Bianca and Zoe. This is the end of the road for me, I’m needed back at reception.

Kelly walks off and we say our quick goodbyes.

“Alrighty.” Bianca says. “We’re about to go visit Dr. Roberts. Wait. Have you guys not got your visitor passes?” Bianca puts her hand on my chest. I think she’s trying to make a point that we should be wearing lanyards, but secretly I suspect she just wants to touch me.

“That Kelly, she’s such a dumb slut! She should have given you passes and made you sign non-disc-closing agreements. Oh my god.”

“You guys can’t disc close any of this.” Zoe butts in. “Okay?”

Emma and I look at each other in confusion. “What the fuck is disc closing?”

Zoe and Bianca exchanged a perplexed look.

“Um,” Zoe looks up at the ceiling as if she’s thinking hard. “It’s like - you’re not mean to talk about any of this stuff.”

“You mean a non-disclosure agreement.” I prompt.

Zoe’s eyes light up. “That’s the one! Did you guys sign it?”

“Yeah we totally signed that.” Emma lies. She looks at me and winks. We both trifle to stifle our laughs. Zoe and Bianca both stare at us like they’re unsure, but they buy the lie.

“Okay!” They both sing in unison. “Let’s totally go see Dr. Roberts then.”

They take us to a set of double oak doors just up ahead and knock three times. We wait out side a minute with bated breath.

A muffled voice arises from within. “Come in.”

Zoe pushes open the door and holds it open for Emma and I. “You guys just totally have to go through this door. Okay? Have a good time!”

Emma and I walk through the door and Zoe closes it shut behind us. We find ourselves in modern and minimalistic looking office. The room is fairly large and spacious. One wall is completely covered in books. The wall behind the desk is made up to look like a giant window with frosted glass. If I didn’t know we were underground, it would be pretty convincing. Standing in front of the desk there is a young brunette woman in a lab coat. She has glasses on and extremely long brunette hair.

Dr. Sharon Roberts.

“Sam!” Sharon’s face lights up as she sees me. We walk toward each other and shake hands.

“Dr. Sharon Roberts. It’s a real honor.” I beam. “This is my co-worker, Emma, I brought her along to help.”

“Emma, it’s my pleasure.” They too shake hands, and Emma seems happy to finally be talking with a real human woman.

“Please take a seat, both of you.”

We all sit at the desk. “I trust my girls have been treating you well?”

“Very.” I answer before Emma can voice any grievances. “You’re doing some amazing work here Dr. Roberts.”

“Please just call me Sharon, and thank you. I’ve been working all my life to pursue this dream. But enough about me. You’re probably wondering why I brought you here.”

“Yes. Your email mentioned some sort of mechanical fault with the production line.” I say, recalling her email. “Kelly showed us the production plant before, it looks like a very well oiled machine.”

“Oh goodness.” Sharon laughs. “Don’t mention oil in front of the girls. You’ll have a pussy orgy on your hands before you know what’s hit you. I brought you here for a reason actually Sam. I’ve read about your writing on artificial intelligence and human relationships. And I have to say you’ve got a very progressive stance.”

“Wait, you’ve read my work?” My eyebrows jump up in surprise. How the heck had someone like Sharon Roberts read my work?

“Indeed. You’re one of the few authors out there who understands the importance of accepting human and robot relationships. I think you also have an understanding to take our research to the next level.”

“Me?” I almost feel compelled to pinch myself, I feel like I’m dreaming.

“And Emma. I don’t mean any disrespect to you. I’m sure you an extremely accomplished mechanical technician. But there’s actually nothing here that needs repairing.”

“Oh…that’s okay.” Emma says it’s okay, but truth be told, I get the sense that she’s starting to feel uncomfortable.

“But don’t worry. I think you being here is actually perfect. Because it lines up with what I’m about to say next. Here at Bimbo Corp we always made our Bimbo Bots from scratch. We’ve come up with new technology though, that allows us to transform regular women in to fully fledged Bimbo Bots. If it’s okay with you Emma, I’d like to try this research out on you.”

“Um…” Emma’s face turns red again and she looks at me in concern. “No actually. I don’t want to be a Bimbo, thanks very much.”

“Oh Honey.” Sharon smiles at Emma warmly and then her smiles quickly fades away. She shakes her head and pushes her glasses back up to the bridge of her nose. “I was hoping you might have the sense to say yes.”

“What?” Emma scoffs and she’s starting to look offended.

“It’s not really a choice,” Sharon smiles and shrugs her shoulders. “Just watch.”

Sharon picks up a controller of her desk and pushes a button. A moment later the doors open behind us. We both look to see Bianca and Zoe marching toward us.

“Take her to the transformation room!” Sharon orders. Without hesitating Bianca and Zoe pick Emma up as if she weighs nothing and drag her across the room towards the door.

“Get the fuck off me!” Emma looks as if she’s struggling, but her fight doesn’t seem to slow Bianca or Zoe at all. “Sam, help!”

Emma cries for me to help, but for some reason I don’t. I just sit there and watch as they take her away. In all honesty I think I’m in shock. It takes me by surprise. The door closes behind them and I turn back to face Sharon.

“Dr. Roberts…what the fuck is going on here?”

Sharon stands up from behind the desk, removes her lab coat and lets it drop to the floor. I take one look at her body and my jaw hits the floor. Her lab coat had done a good job of hiding the body underneath. She has a body that easily rivals the Bimbo Bots outside. On top of that, she’s wearing hot pink lingerie. My dick goes hard in an instant.

Sharon stalks around to me, pushes my chair away from her desk with her foot and straddles me. She wraps her arms around my neck and grinds her damp pussy against my pants. I look down and notice that her panties are also crotchless.

“Sam, I invited <i>you</i> here because I need people like you. People that believe in companies like Bimbo Corp. I invited you here to try out the new Bimbo Mark 7. But I also wanted to show you our new technology. Our new way of making Bimbo Bots.”

She rolls her hips, digging her pussy against the hard edge of my erection.

“N-new way?” I stammer. “What is it? I thought you made Bimbo Bots from scratch?”

“We do.” Sharon says. “But we have a new way too. We turn human women into Bimbos. That’s what we’re going to do with Emma. She’s a little demure don’t you think? A little plain Jane?”

She is, but god damn, shouldn’t Emma have a choice or not if she wants to be a bimbo?

Sharon crushes her pink lips against mine and pushes her tongue into my mouth. As much as I want to push her off and go and save Emma from being transformed into a Bimbo, I can’t move. Sharon’s lips are covered in hot pink lipstick which tastes like strawberries. I’m so fucking hard, all I want to do is fuck her. I can’t though. I need to save Emma.

I pull away from Sharon and take a deep breath. My hands are squeezing into her waif like waist, pulling her down onto my crotch. I didn’t even realize I was doing that.

“Sharon, please, you can’t turn Emma into a Bimbo. She doesn’t want to.”

“Hmmm.” Sharon turns her head and looks at me as if she’s thinking about it. “Okay Sam. I’ll try and not turn your friend into a Bimbo. But you need to fuck me first. I’m awful horny Daddy.”

“Okay, and then we’ll go save Emma?”

Sharon looks at me and sucks her bottom lip into her mouth, biting down on it slowly. “I’ll try honey, but those girls work awful fast. We might be too late. You better fuck me fast. I need to cum.”

I stand up, forcing Sharon to do so too. She looks at me in surprise and a wry smile spreads across her face. “Strip.” I say. “Now.”

Sharon peels off her hot-pink bra and panties. As she undresses so do I. I take off my jeans and polo shirt, and roll my boxer-briefs off. I’m standing in the office of Dr. Sharon Roberts, I’m completely naked and I’m about to fuck her.

What a weird day.

“Fuck me Daddy.” Sharon purrs at me like a cougar. Our bodies crush against each other and my hands grope and grab at her feverishly. I slide my hand up her leg and cup her perfect, throbbing pussy, slipping a finger between her wet folds. Sharon drops her head back and moans. “Oh god, that feels good Sam.”

“Turn around.” I growl and she does. Sharon bends over the table, pushing her ass and pussy up into the air. She spreads her legs apart, allowing me a better view. I take my shaft in my hand and nestle the head between her wet folds. She’s so warm and slick, just one touch and I’m almost ready to explode.

“Fuck me, Sam, fuck me!”

I put one hand on Sharon’s ass and slide my cock all the way inside of her pussy. Her lips spread around my shaft and I sink inside of her effortlessly. Inside, I feel her walls spasming around my dick, clenching involuntarily. I start thrusting my hips back and forth, sliding my dick in and out of her all the way each time.

“Fuck!” Sharon cries out. “Fuck! That feels so fucking good!”

I never anticipated an invite here would involve bending the wealthiest scientist in the world over a table and fucking her in her tight pussy. Today was a good day I guess.

I bury my fingers into Sharon’s tiny waist, feeling myself getting closer to the edge. The only noise in her office come from our fucking. The shlick of my dick slamming in and out of her dripping cunt, and the moans escaping Sharon’s lips from every thrust of my cock.

“Yes!” She yells, slapping her hand down on the desk top. “Yes! More! More!”

I bite my lip and thrust inside of her hard and fast, my cock goes hard and I know I’m nearly there. A second later my head erupts and I fill Sharon’s tight cunt with my molten cum.

“Yeeesssss!” She moans long and hard as I fill her little pussy. Her own orgasm ripples through her body, slapping her hands against the table top, making her shout at the top of her lungs.

I pull out and jizz leaks from her pussy, dripping onto the floor. Sharon brings a finger between her legs and catches the dripping cum. She puts her fingers into her mouth and sucks them dry.

“Oh you taste so good.” She moans. I take a step back from her, admiring her full ass and her fat pussy. That’s when I see it. Between Sharon’s pussy and ass, a small black bar code on her skin.

It’s a clit code.

This isn’t Sharon Roberts…this is a Bimbo Bot impostor!

It certainly explained the last ten minutes. Not that I’m complaining.

I pull my clothes back on and when we’re both dressed again my mind comes back to reality.

“Okay Sharon. We fucked. Now I need you to help me get Emma back.”

“Alright Sam!” Sharon rolls her eyes like a moody teenager. She pulls her lab coat back on, covering her perfect body. “Come with me. Let’s try and rescue your stupid friend. No promises though.”

Sharon leads me out of her office and we walk back through the corridors until we reach an elevator. “Don’t you think she’d be better off as a Bimbo anyway?” Sharon asks as we step into the elevator. “She’d certainly be hotter.”

She might be. But she has to make the choice herself if she wants to be one. I just hope we get there before the Bimbo bots make that choice for her.
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