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EXECUTIVE DOLL

Malcolm has landed the job of his dreams as a graduate on the executive training programme at an up-and-coming fashion company, but when he damages an expensive prototype mannequin just before its unveiling before the senior executives he’s at risk of losing everything.

Fortunately, his boss, the strikingly beautiful Ms Liasco, has an idea. They don’t have the time or the money to fix Malcolm’s mistake, but Malcolm is a similar size and shape to the doll. With a few modifications maybe he can play the part of the doll? Just what is Malcolm willing to do to keep his dream job?

Malcolm had been hoping to work for a high-powered alpha male, a senior executive who could show him the ropes, so he was disappointed to discover he was going to be working for a woman, even if that woman was the stunningly attractive Ms Liasco.

However, Malcolm soon comes to realise that Ms Liasco, or Clare as she prefers to be called, is incredibly competent and very good at her job. Maybe he can learn something from her after all?

But then Malcolm messes up.

Clare has a high-profile project she’s been working on. Using advanced animatronics she’s planning to revolutionise the kind of mannequins that the company use to display their clothes. Instead of drab, static dummies, they’ll be able to use glamorous, animated dolls that will set them apart from their competitors.

Only… Malcolm breaks a key component for the doll’s operation just days before it is to be unveiled. There is no time, and no budget, to fix his mistake.

But Clare has a solution. With her access to high-tech materials, and a little training, Malcolm can take the doll’s place. He can he fill in for the animated mannequin and be displayed as a luxury doll in front of the senior executives. It’s that, or lose his job.

What Choice does Malcolm have?

So begins a journey of feminization and dollification that sees Malcolm becoming so much more than just a high-tech display model. When Malcolm performs well as Clare’s Executive Doll she has an offer for him. One he might find very hard to refuse...


Prologue

How did it come to this?

I repeated the question over and over to myself as I got ready. None of it made any sense, but at the same time, it all made perfect sense—each tiny step from the beginning to that moment adding up to the final conclusion, the final choice.

And… it really was a choice. I knew I could refuse. I knew I could resist. I had the option of saying no.

But I wasn’t sure I could. I wasn’t sure I had anything left to resist with. I’d been worn down, each tiny stage in the journey eroding my resistance, my resolve. Each tiny act had only deepened my predicament, worsening my corruption, my fall.

As I slipped on my panties, then my stockings, suspenders, my padded bra, my outfit, I could feel myself sinking into despondency, acceptance. I could feel the cumulative weight of my recent experiences weighing down on me, trapping me, compelling me to give in.

More than that though, I could feel myself craving it. I could feel my addiction kicking in. I could feel my desire for what came next, and that frightened me more than my crumbling will to rebel.

If I gave in to that desire, that need, then I’m not sure what will happen. Who will I be? Who will I become?

I turned to face the mirror and I looked at myself, dressed up, makeup perfect, my hair long and lustrous. I looked… like someone else. Someone I never even imagined I could be. Someone I would never have wanted to be, yet there was something comforting about the girl looking back at me. It was like I was facing the inevitable conclusion of recent events, the ending of one chapter of the story of my life.

Only… I had no idea how the chapter was going to end. I knew I had to choose, but I still didn’t know what I was going to choose. Would I refuse, and see where my stubbornness took me, how else she might corrupt and punish and seduce me, or would I do the unthinkable and give in. Would I finally give in? Would I surrender to her?

Even thinking about it, surrendering, submitting, made my body shiver, a thrill running up my spine. I’d never been submissive in my life, had never been the kind to give up control or let someone tell me what to do, but over the last few weeks that had all changed. Over the last few weeks, everything had changed. So… maybe I really would surrender. Maybe that’s how the chapter ends.

But then what? What happens after?

The thought of giving in was so tempting, the promise of what it would mean. But… then what?

What would happen to me? Who would I be if I gave in to her? I knew that if I surrendered, submitted, there’d never be any going back.

Still, I knew I couldn’t waste any time thinking about it. Thinking about it wasn’t going to help. There remained only two ways out, and they were starkly obvious. Thinking about it wouldn’t provide a means of escape. I either continued to resist, or… I gave in.

The only way to find out what I was going to do, who I was, who I was going to become, was to face her. So… I stepped out of the changing room, and into her office.
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“You look so pretty” She said.

I smiled. In the beginning, those words had hurt, but now they felt almost warm, a sense of pride at her praise. I could feel the joy swell at knowing she was pleased with me.

“Such a good girl.”

The words washed over me, making my mind fuzzy. I could feel the haze coming over me, lust and need and desire, want, hunger. She had done this to me. She had made me into this… doll.

“Are you ready to say it?” She asked.

I was still, quiet. I was used to being still and quiet now. I stood in place, inanimate, and I could feel my mind drifting away, could feel my resolve fading.

The silence expanded. I didn’t speak.

“Fair enough. I’m in no rush to hear it, and I won’t force you to say it. If you want what I have you’ll speak for me, but if not then… I can just send you home, and I can keep waiting. I’m very patient.”

And that was the problem. She really was very patient, and very cunning. She’d trapped me. She’d bided her time and she’d worn me down over days and weeks. I could resist today, tomorrow, even the day after, but with each passing day it was getting harder and harder to struggle against her will, her hold on me.

In the beginning, I’d been strong, confident, sure of myself, but now… now it was all so different. Now I wasn’t so sure, wasn’t so confident. How long could I continue to resist?

She was beautiful, domineering, and the glint in her eyes told me she wanted me to submit just as much as I wanted to. And I really wanted to.

That was the problem. I could continue to resist, could use the last vestiges of my willpower to resist her, but… I no longer wanted to. What she was offering me was so much better. My resistance now was a mere habit, the remnants of a previous self. What I really wanted was to give in and accept the gifts she was offering me. What I really wanted was pleasure.

I wanted the pleasure only she could give me. I was desperate for it, eager and hungry and willing. All I needed to do was surrender. Or… I could resist for another day. I could hold out for another day.

Yet in the end it would always end up with her. I would always end up with her, left with this choice, her offer. Surrender and accept my place, so that she could reward me, or continue to struggle against what we both wanted.

And I really, really wanted it.

So, in the end, was there ever a choice, or was I just pretending? Was I just fooling myself? Was I just delaying the inevitable?

I smiled, blushing, the way she looked at me made me squirmy and hot. I took a deep breath and then fell to my knees, barely able to believe what I was doing, excited for what would happen next.

I looked up at her, saw her smiling, the look of delight she took from seeing me knelt at her feet. I felt so small and weak and pretty. She had done that to me. I could no longer resist her.

“Please, Mistress… play with your doll.” I said.

She smiled, grinning, a look of delight as I finally gave in.

“Good girl.” She said. “Now… since you asked so nicely, I suppose I can be kind.”

With that, she began to undress. My heart skipped, a tremble of fear and excitement.

And I couldn’t help but wonder…

How did it come to this?


One

It was my first day and I was adamant I wanted to make a good impression. So I arrived early, in my best suit—a suit I’d bought recently just for the job, an expensive designer outfit that I’d had fully tailored to fit me perfectly—and wore my brightest smile.

The office building was just as I remembered from the interview. Tall, vast, steel and concrete and glass, shimmering in the morning sun almost like a mirage. My smile widened as I caught sight of my reflection in the double glass doors.

I looked good, handsome, almost dashing. It had been worth it to go get myself an expensive haircut, the extra boost to my confidence showing, my brown curls shaved short at the sides and back and left longer on top, slicked back in the manner that I knew was fashionable amongst fashionable men.

And I wanted to look fashionable.

I’d graduated top of my class only months ago, a major in economics and business, and I’d taken my time looking for the perfect job with the right prospect, receiving several offers before accepting the right one. A job at the up-and-coming fashion brand Malignant.

The only problem was I knew nothing about fashion. I knew nothing about dressing well or looking on trend, which was why I’d spent almost all of my savings on a new wardrobe and a haircut and a makeover for my new job. I wanted to make a good impression.

I figured I didn’t need to know about fashion, I just needed to present a fashionable appearance. I was being hired as part of the executive graduate programme, I was being hired to look after the business side of things, and others would be looking after the fashion side. I just needed to not make a fool of myself.

Though the job wasn’t the best paying offer I’d received, not only was Malignant the biggest company, it was the job offer I considered to have the best prospects. As a young company they were growing fast, and they were dynamic. I’d have room to make a good impression, to show my acumen and my guile, demonstrate my value and a business mind. If I did well I could really make a name for myself.

Sure, a bigger, more well-established company would have paid more and offered more certainly, but I was young and keen and bold. I wanted something exciting and energetic, something virile, like me. I was a young man at the very start of his adult life, and I wanted a challenge to prove myself, to demonstrate my mettle as an alpha male, and I figured a managerial position at a young, hip, fast-growing brand, at a company like Malignant, was perfect for that.

Though it was a junior position, I knew I’d be able to move up quickly by showing my skills and my talents. Within a few years, I’d been on top, in a senior position at a vibrant, bold brand, overseeing a thriving company. That was the life I wanted.

The life of an executive. The suits. The penthouse apartment. The cute secretary. The parties and the women. The power. The wealth.

It was why I’d gone into business in the first place. I wanted to be like those men in movies and on TV. The attractive, powerful men in suits who commanded respect. The kind of man women lusted after, wealthy and powerful and confident.

And I knew a job at Malignant was the first step to me achieving that life.
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As I entered the large, minimalist foyer the young woman sitting behind the reception desk looked up at me—she looked me up and down, appraising me, before finally smiling at me I was glad to note—and I walked across to introduce myself. She was… stunningly pretty.

“Hi, I’m the new hire. I’m starting on the graduate executive programme today. You should be expecting me. The name’s Malcolm. Malcolm Greene.”

The pretty woman nodded and turned to look at the screen next to her, giving me the chance to stare at her unobserved. She was young, perhaps only a few years older than me, and dressed impeccably in a tight-fitting white dress that hugged her very attractive curves. She was the kind of woman I’d fantasised about having as a secretary—long legs in seamed stockings, high heels, wide hips, a full ass, and large tits that stretched the fabric of her dress taut—but it was her face that really grabbed my attention.

She was stunningly pretty, with flawless makeup, big blue eyes, plump lips, and long flowing silver-blonde hair. I could feel my body growing a little flush from just watching her read over the list of names.

Maybe in a few years when I was a senior executive, I’d be able to hire her as my secretary. Or… maybe I’d hire someone younger, someone just as pretty, or even prettier, but just out of college, fresh-faced and eager to satisfy her new boss. The thought made me smirk.

“Ah, there we are. I see you now.” She said. “I’ll let your supervisor know you’re here. Please, take a seat while you wait.”

Her smile was bright, friendly, and—I hoped—flirtatious. Maybe when I’d settled into the job I’d ask her out. I was only going to be a junior in the executive programme, but I was still, technically, an executive, right? That would count for something.

The thought of finally landing a hot girlfriend after all the years of hard study would make the gruelling slog of exams and revising and essays worth it. Maybe.

With that in mind, I wandered to find a seat and settled myself down to wait. I did not have to wait long.

“Malcolm?” A voice said.

I looked up from the magazine I was reading—a glossy fashion magazine I’d bought especially so I could read it and be seen reading it—and turned to look across the foyer. The source of the voice was… a woman.

I’d been expecting my supervisor, but obviously he’d sent his secretary. I tried not to look disappointed, instead fixing my best pleased-to-meet-you smile.

“Hi, yeah, that’s me. Lovely to meet you.” I said as I stood up.

I offered my hand and the woman took it, gripping it firmly, shaking it. She was tall and remarkably attractive.

She was older than me, mid-thirties or early forties, with short black hair and stunningly blue eyes behind dark-rimmed glasses. Her makeup was simple, elegant, and dark, but with deep red lips that were drawn into almost a hunter’s smile.

“I’m Ms Liasco. Your supervisor. You can call me Clare.” She said.

I felt my heart sink a little. I had assumed since I was going to be training under one of the senior executes like I’d been told, a man who could act as a mentor, instead my supervisor was a woman. True she was a hot woman—clad in a well-fitted black dress, stockings, heels, and a loose, elegant shawl that billowed around her as she moved like a cape—but she was still a woman.

I was hoping for male banter, strip clubs, cigars, scotch in bars, and flirting with the young girls who worked in the fashion-focussed part of the business, not… a woman. Was she even an executive? If she was she was probably junior, someone from the fashion side of the business given some small part of the company to oversee.

I’d wanted to be in with the big boys, not stuck worrying about how clothes looked or who’d be wearing what come the next fashion season. I didn’t really care about clothes. I cared about getting a good job, about my career, and getting stuck with a woman as my mentor seemed like I’d fallen at the first hurdle.

Maybe I could ask for a transfer in a few weeks? But… for now, I just needed to make a good impression.

“Hi, Clare. Pleased to meet you.” I said.

Clare just smiled, nodding. She was really hot, so… maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. I could cope for a few weeks, right?

“Good. Now, shall we head up to my office so we can get you settled in and show you around?”

“That’d be perfect.” I said.
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Over the rest of the day, Clare spent her time showing me around the business, introducing me to far too many people to remember names. We toured the design labs, the marketing department, accounts, a senior floors—and while there I couldn’t help but stare at envy at all the plush, luxurious offices and the hot secretaries, daydreaming about when I’d be in one of those offices, with a secretary just as hot if not hotter—and even the less interesting departments like IT and HR.

Everyone seemed nice enough, engaging and polite, and they all seemed to know Clare well, beaming when they saw her and greeting her warmly, suggesting she was well-liked and well-known, which reassured me. Clearly, my supervisor wasn’t the nobody I’d assumed she was, so maybe training under her for a few weeks would be useful after all.

We spent a lot of time going over my role, that I was, effectively, to be her shadow for the first few months, helping her when she needed help, and learning all I could from her. As she talked to me about what it was we’d be doing my heart only sank further though.

She was in the fashion part of the business. I was going to have to pretend to be interested in designs and clothes and colours and fabrics. I’d been dreading this possibility.

I knew nothing about clothes. I knew nothing about the colours of clothes, or cuts, or styles. I knew about business and numbers. I wanted to be in meeting rooms, feeling important, talking about strategy and market share, not… discussing how high or low a hemline should be on a dress.

Yet, I had to admit that Clare did have a really lovely office, and my office—just off hers—was also quite plush, though much smaller and less well furnished. As we met more and more people from the fashion side of the business I came to realise that quite a few of them were young, hot women. Maybe it would be useful?

I could spend a few weeks shadowing Clare, making connections, learning about the foundations of the business, learning about fashion so I wasn’t completely out of my depth, and then… I could find a man in a position of power to mentor me. I could spend a few weeks learning the basics, establishing my brand in the company, getting my face seen, and while I was learning I could make friends with some of the more powerful, senior, male executives, and hopefully, I could find myself the kind of mentor I wanted.

The kind of mentor I needed and deserved. The kind of mentor who’d help me become the kind of man I wanted to become.

I could learn enough to understand the business under Clare, and then… I could move on. This was all just about getting my foot in the door. It was about getting myself set up.

Sure it wasn’t the start I’d hoped for, but it wasn’t too bad, right? Clare was hot, and pleasant, and seemed well-liked and well-known. I’d be working with young, attractive designers and learning about the creative side of the business and how that all worked and fed into the company’s ethos and brand. And I’d maybe make some friends too, or even get a date.

That thought sent a thrill down my spine.

I’d spent school and college focused on work. I’d had a goal in mind, a career, and though I knew I wasn’t unattractive—I was around average height and build, though a little thin and scrawny from lack of exercise and a poor diet, with a plain but symmetrical face—I’d never really put much effort into dating. I was focused instead on a goal, on getting ahead in life.

I was sure that once I got enough wealth and power I’d be able to attract anyone I wanted. That’s what movies and TV had taught me. Become the right kind of man and women would flock to you. So… why should I bother making an effort with girls when later in life I’d have all the women I wanted?

So, while I’d met a few girls who’d flirted with me, I’d never really paid much attention to them. Sure I noticed hot women, and I had urges, but I was content to take care of myself and focus on study and work and my goals, rather than dating. All of which meant I had very little experience with women in a romantic or intimate sense.

I was confident enough—and even when I was confident I knew well enough how to act confident, like a powerful alpha male—and knew how to be polite and even charming, but… I lacked experience. I was done studying now though, and I had my foot on the first rung of the ladder so maybe some of the girls around me would allow me to catch up with my peers.

While I’d been studying and scoring top marks in exams my friends had all been off partying and having fun. Maybe now it was my chance. Some of the girls and young women in the design department seemed cute and friendly. Maybe I could use them as practice so that when I finally did get the hot secretary of my fantasies I’d be more competent. I could treat it as another form of study, and the women I was meeting could be my rehearsals for when I finally found the right woman later on.

It all made sense to me. It might have been a bit cold and calculated sure, but… I was just trying to make the most of a bad situation. I could make the most of whatever time I had with Clare, and though it wasn’t the ideal start to my career, it wasn’t a complete failure to launch.

I could make something of it. Right?


Two

Over the next few days, I settled into my new role. I’d arrive at work early, well dressed, and would head up to my office to settle in and get up to speed, greeting my supervisor when she arrived.

Clare was always delighted to see me, or at least acted that way, and once she’d got her morning coffee we’d have a catch-up where she’d go over the plan for the day before we set off together, me as her shadow, helping her however she needed help, meeting new faces, learning what I could about the fashion side of the business.

Though it wasn’t what I’d consider interesting, it was at least informative, and I soon came to appreciate just how complicated it all was as a process, how much went into it all, and how all the various departments worked together. My time with Clare would be very useful once I found a male executive to be my proper mentor.

I’d be able to understand more of the business and its functions than before, and so I’d be better placed to make financial and business decisions. I’d have contacts across the company I could call on for advice, and I’d know what all the various facilities and departments did. That kind of information had to be useful, right? At least… I hoped it would be useful because it was really boring.

“How have you found the last few days?” Clare asked.

She smiled at me as we sat down for our morning coffee. It was the first morning of my second week, and I knew well enough to smile back and lie.

“Yeah, it’s been really good. Really interesting. I’ve learnt a lot and I’ve got to meet some really interesting people. I never realised the design and manufacture of high fashion was so… complex and convoluted.”

Clare nodded, her piercing blue eyes studying me. She had a habit of staring at me as though she was reading me like a book, and it always unnerved me. I shifted in my seat.

“Good. I’m happy to hear it. I was worried a business major like you might look down on being assigned to me and the fashion and design part of the business. Some young men think this kind of work is beneath them, but they never last long at the company. We are, at the heart, a fashion brand after all, and all our trainee executives get their toes wet in the design end of the company first.”

I nodded. If that were true then… maybe I would be moving on to another part of the business soon? Maybe I wouldn’t need to find a proper mentor? Maybe this was all just an initial test to make sure I was a good fit for the company, a chance for me to see the other side of what Malignant did before moving into a proper business and executive role?

“However, I can’t help but feel this all might have been a little tedious for you? You can be honest.” Clare said.

I chuckled.

“I… I’ve found some of it a little out of my depth, put it that way. I know numbers, economics, and business strategy. I don’t really get the creative process and never really have. However, I can’t help but appreciate all the hard work and skill and talent of everyone I’ve met. Just because I don’t get it doesn’t mean I don’t respect it.”

I was choosing my words carefully, wanting to make a good impression. Clare was well-liked, a senior executive in the design part of the business. Even if I found a new mentor I’d want to keep her as a friend. Plus… I had grown to like and admire her. She might have been a woman, but she was surprisingly competent and shrewd and smart, and also quite creative.

She laughed at my answer.

“Very diplomatic.” She said. “But… I get your meaning. However, I’m hoping today will be more interesting. We have a new display system being delivered, and I was hoping you’d help me test it.”

“A new display system?”

Clare nodded.

“Initially it’ll be used to show new fashions to high-end clients, since it’s an early-stage prototype, but we’re hoping that if it works we can begin rolling similar systems out to our stores in the next year or two.”

“Sounds fascinating. But… what is it?” I asked.

Clare beamed at me.

“Spoil the surprise? Not a chance. But… I think you’ll be impressed.” She said.

For the first time since starting my new job, I was actually excited about the day to come.
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The prototype display system turned up later that day, delivered in a large wooden crate that was marked FRAGILE and TOP SECRET. It looked more like something that would be delivered to a military facility rather than a fashion company.

“This is actually all rather cutting edge.” Clare said to me as we worked to unpack the box together. “It came out of a conversation I had at a friend's dinner party with a young technician from a robotics lab of all things. He works mostly on industrial applications, but his graduate work was in animatronics, like at amusement parks or in movies. We were talking about about how accessible and sophisticated and cheap current technologies are when I got to thinking about how the way fashion stores display their products really hasn’t changed.”

I nodded, only half listening. The box was very sturdy, and quite a struggle to open. I had to strain with a crowbar to loosen the nails that had been used to seal the box shut.

“It makes sense I suppose when your clothes are cheap and mass-produced, but ours are expensive, high-end, and part of the charm of our garments is how they feel when worn. The cloth and the cut are sophisticated, the way the clothes flow when you move matters. It’s what sets us apart. But… you can’t see that on a mannequin, can you?”

I shook my head.

“No, I… I guess not.” I said.

I was sweating, breathing hard. My hands were sore and my arms were getting stiff, but I didn’t want to let on how weak I was. Maybe now I had a job I should join a gym, get buff?

I’d always been thin and slight compared to my friends, but then I barely ate much, never drank, and certainly never exercised or played sports. I’d been too busy working, studying. But now… I had a job, and I was moving up in the world.

When I thought of powerful, wealthy, successful men I thought of strong rugged types in suits. Maybe a few nights a week at the gym and eating more would be good for me. Add a few pounds of muscle to my frame, enhance my masculine physique.

Yet, what Clare said made sense. My experience in the design and production department had given me a newfound respect for the quality of the garments Malignant manufactured. They were very well made, of the best cloth, and part of what set the brand apart was how the clothes were designed to fit the body, how they were designed to flow. Seeing them on a model was very different to seeing them in a photo.

If there was a mannequin that could move, that we could use to display our products in windows to show off the way they fit and flowed, we’d be certain to attract even more customers. It was a brilliant idea.

Clare had a lot of brilliant ideas. I was beginning to realise that she was more capable and competent than I’d initially given her credit for. Maybe I could learn from her after all?

“So these are… robots?” I asked, pulling the last few nails free.

“Almost. They’re not as sophisticated as true robots. They’re not like animated mannequins. They move and do what you tell them to, but that’s about it.” Clare said.

As I pulled open the front of the box I thanked the stars I’d showered that morning. I was sweating heavily after getting the box opened and I needed a break to go clean up and make myself look decent again. Opening heavy packages was definitely not what I considered in the job description for executive.

“So what’s so special about them? Animatronics are pretty common so…”

“Open the box and you’ll see. I’ve already seen photos so I know what’s in that box, and I promise you if it’s half as stunning in person then you’re going to be impressed.” Clare said.

I chuckled at that. I wasn’t really sure how I could ever consider a mannequin, no matter how high-tech to be impressive. But then I opened the box and I saw what was inside.
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“Fuck.” I muttered, not quite believing my eyes.

“Language Malcolm!” Clare said, laughing. “Though in this case, I’ll excuse the swearing. It’s a shock, right?”

I nodded, lost for words. I wasn’t sure what I’d been expecting but it wasn’t… whatever I’d found in the box.

“But…”

“I know! Our models are usually a different body type to this and it looks a little… extreme, but… well… to be honest, much of the research that went into making this was also partly funded but the luxury, high-end adult toy industry. I’m sure you can see why?”

I nodded. I could see why. The mannequin in the box was nothing like the mannequins I’d seen on the design floor or in store windows. It looked more like… well, like a sex doll.

It was tall and slim, but with quite extreme proportions. Models in the fashion industry tended to be thin and lacking in curves, but the model in the box had hips, ass, and breasts that would put most porn stars to shame.

And yet, that was somehow less shocking than the face. The face of the mannequin was highly detailed and lifelike, while maintaining an air of artificiality that kept it well clear of the uncanny valley problem, but it was its expression and its makeup that struck me.

The mannequin's expression was… erotic, with heavy makeup, alluring come-fuck-me eyes, and large pouty lips that looked like an invitation for a blowjob. I could see how such a face would have been designed for the high-end adult toy industry. There it would have done well, but in the fashion industry, it looked almost out of place.

“I’ve had to make do with what I could get with our budget for our prototype, so this model is actually repurposed from one of the company's older, defunct projects, looking into adult entertainment models for a show in Las Vegas. I’m hoping this will be enough for a proof of concept though, and if it’s successful I’ll be given the budget to develop further models. Obviously, we’ll need some that represent our more traditional model body types, but I’m kind of fond of this one now, and I don’t see why we can’t use this as an excuse to embrace the diversity of body types that exist. We can spin it as a move towards inclusivity and body positivity, right? And they say sex sells, don’t they?”

I nodded. Clare really was a shrewd businesswoman. She’d used her limited budget creatively and even then she was spinning the final, less-than-ideal result, to her advantage.

The mannequin in the box was far less than perfect, with its lewd body and lascivious expression, but it was clearly remarkable and not like anything I’d ever seen before. If Clare could use the guise of body positivity and inclusivity and diversity to make it more acceptable she’d have skipped right over the biggest issue with it.

“But… the way it looks is the minor detail. That’s just dressing. The way it moves is the real selling point. We can adjust aesthetics. The animations included with it are what will allow us to really break into new markets and attract new customers.” Clare said. “Do you want to see?”

I nodded.

“How do we get it to move?” I asked.

“Simple. There should be a remote somewhere in the box. That’s actually the most sophisticated part of all of this. The mannequin uses mostly leftover components, though with some new engineering, but it’s the remote that contains all the animation data we sent them. I had several of our top models and designers work together to capture a wide range of natural movements that should allow us to fully show off our newest range. With these animations, we’ll be sure to impress.” Clare said.

I nodded and began to search through the box for anything that might look like a remote, but I saw nothing. Rummaging deeper brought me closer to the mannequin, and I couldn’t quite get over how beautiful it was. It was like the perfect embodiment of femininity and sex appeal.

Though it had been shipped without any of the various wigs attached, and in only a simple set of overalls to cover its nudity, it still seemed strikingly life-like and sensual. The skin looked so soft, its body curvaceous, lush, almost plump in places.

I wondered what it would be like to touch. Being so close to it I couldn’t get over how provocative its body was. I wondered how detailed it was beneath the overalls, how anatomically correct it was. Given its background, I wondered just how life-like it was.

I couldn’t wait to see it animated. I could almost imagine the way it would wiggle and jiggle.

“I can’t see anything.” I said, not finding anything else within the box.

My attention was only half on the search though. The other half was on the mannequin.

“It has to be in there somewhere. We have the first test of the mannequin tomorrow for the senior executives and if we don’t have the remote we don’t have anything. There’s no time to get another one shipped if they’ve not sent it so we just have to hope it's in there.”

I could hear the strains of stress creeping into Clare’s voice.

“Just keep looking.”

I nodded. I kept looking, rummaging through the loose packing materials that had kept the mannequin safe during transport, but I saw nothing. I really was very alluring. I wondered what it would look like with a wig on, a short dress, moving, wiggling. Given the curves, I’m sure it was going to make an impression. I just needed to find…

And then I heard a crunch as I stepped back.

“What was that noise?” Clare said.

I was frozen, stationary. I took a deep breath, a sense of dread closing in on me.

“I don’t know, and I’m afraid to find out.” I said.
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The sound was exactly as I feared. I had obviously overlooked the remote, a small fragile device inside a paper envelope along with the operating instructions, and while unpacking it had fallen to the floor beneath the packing material.

There it had lain hidden, until… I’d stepped on it. Until I’d stepped on it and broken it.

“I’m so sorry.” I said.

My heart was in my throat and I could feel the pulse of my heart pounding on the inside of my skull, the drumming of blood as I felt a wave of anxiety and panic threatening to overwhelm me. Clare’s face was a mask, and she’d not said anything since I’d shown her the pieces of the broken remote.

I had a feeling my chance at Malignant was over before it had really begun. The expensive prototype was nothing without the remote, and if I’d ruined the entire special project Clare had been working on by being clumsy, then I didn’t expect much leniency.

“Maybe I can find someone to fix it?” I said, a note of hope in my voice.

Clare shook her head.

“It’s all proprietary tech and software. They’d need to rebuild it and it wouldn’t be cheap and even if we could afford a replacement, which we can’t on our limited leftover budget, then we’d still not have it in time for tomorrow’s demo with the senior executives.”

I could sense the despair in her voice. If the demo didn’t go ahead I knew she’d be in trouble, but I also figured she would survive, since she was well-liked at the company and well-established. I however was new, and it was my fault.

I knew the blame ultimately lay with me. The executives might be disappointed with Clare but they’d overlook it. With me, however, I knew there’d be no second chances. My career that I had worked so hard for would be over before it had even begun.

“There has to be something.” I said. “I mean, it was an accident, and I’m sorry, so maybe they’ll understand…”

“Not likely. The senior execs can be… demanding. They expect results, and I’ve been bragging about this project for weeks. They’re excited to see what we’ve developed and we’ve got people flying in from all over the globe. They’re not going to accept sorry you wasted your time and money, but it was an accident without kicking up a storm.”

I nodded. Executives expected results, not apologies. They wanted to see a working prototype.

“There has to be something we can do. I mean… I’ll work all night if I have to. I’ll do anything. Surely we can fix it? Surely we can do something?” I said.

Clare was quiet. Her face was drawn, fretful. I could see her shrewd mind ticking away.

And then she smiled. She smiled and she laughed. I felt a swell of relief as I realised she had an idea. She knew how we could fix it.

As she turned to face me she looked me up and down, as though assessing me. She nodded.

“Yeah, I think… I think that could work.” She said. “You’re really willing to do anything?”

I nodded.

“I mean, yeah. It’s my fault, and I know it’s my job and my career on the line so absolutely. I’ll do whatever it takes.”

Even as I said it I saw Clare’s smile shift. She nodded again.

“Good, because this plan is a little… out there.”

And it really, really was out there. As she explained her plan to me I began to wonder if maybe, just maybe, I was better quitting.

But… I really wanted to keep my job, and I figured I owed something to Clare after fucking up.


Three

“The girls from design spent all night working on this. I split the project up into individual pieces so they wouldn’t work out what it was for, and I told them it was top secret and urgent, so we should be fine and I don’t think anyone will work out what we’re up to.” Clare said.

I nodded as she spoke. For our plan, Clare’s plan, to work, we needed to keep it a secret, so it made sense to split the making up into parts so no one would know what we were doing. Plus, one of the caveats to me agreeing to Clare’s plan was that no one apart from the two of us would ever know about our solution.

Her plan, in the end, was elegant and simple. The animatronic mannequin was non-functional without the remote, so rather than using the mannequin in the demo, we would use something that looked just like it. Or rather, someone.

And that someone was going to be me.

I had thought Clare was losing her mind at first when she suggested I take the place of the doll, that I put myself on display for the senior executives, acting like a mindless automatic mannequin. I didn’t look anything like it.

The doll was voluptuous and plastic. It might look human, but it looked like a fake, doll version of a human. To keep it clear of the uncanny valley phenomenon the makers had to ensure it looked just plastic enough to be clear it wasn’t actually human.

Sure it was sexy, maybe even beautiful, but that was only in the way some drawings or toys were beautiful or sexy. There was a clear unreal artificiality to it. It was fake. Whereas I was definitely flesh and blood. Plus… I was a man.

I didn’t have curves, and I certainly wasn’t beautiful.

But Clare had considered all of that, and she had a solution.

“We work at a major fashion company. We have designers and makers on hand to produce prototypes as we need them. All I need to do is mock up some designs and we should be good.” She’d said.

Her solution was to make me a suit. A doll-suit. A suit of latex and plastic that would look like the flesh of the doll, fake and artificial, like flesh but flawless and featureless in only the way artificial materials could be flawless and featureless.

“And because you’ll be in a suit we can add padding to give you curves. You’re about the same height, and we can account for slight differences in heels, but you’re too skinny to be… well, mistaken for the mannequin, but with some clever design we can use padded underwear and corsets and other garments to fill out the suit where we need to.”

I felt a chill run down my spine as Clare explained her plan. It made sense. It made too much sense. It might almost work.

And that thought scared me. Because if it worked then I’d have to get up in front of the entire board of senior executives and pretend to be a sexy, pretty, animated doll.

“You don’t need to worry about anyone recognising you either. We’ll get a mask made and I can get the makeup department to detail it so it looks just like the doll's face. You’ll be fully in disguise and no one will be able to tell. We’ll hide all the zips and seams under clothes so the only thing you need to worry about is moving like the doll. Fortunately, that’s the most sophisticated part of it, the thing we spent the most amount of money on. The movements are very life-like, so you don’t need to pretend to be a robot, but… you need to know the moves exactly as they were programmed in. The mannequin only has so many ways it can move, and you need to know all of them by name so I can control you.”

I nodded. That would be the hardest part. Wearing a suit to make me look like a doll would be easy, but the mannequin was special. It was meant to move on command. I would have to move on command. I would have to know exactly how to move like a doll, a sexy animatronic mannequin. And I’d need to do it in a room full of people, a room full of senior executives.

I was terrified. Yet, I knew I didn’t really have a choice.

“I have an idea for that too.” Clare said. “You can wear an earpiece under the mask, and we can use an app to send text commands. The mannequin knows a lot of movement commands, but I figure for the demo you only need to know twenty or thirty basic ones to pass convincingly. If you study those tonight and we rehearse them tomorrow I think we might be able to make it. The demo isn’t until the afternoon so we have a little time to get this all in order.”

I nodded. As Clare showed me the videos of the mannequin's programmed movements she’d been sent before it had been shipped I felt a slight glimmer of hope. None of them were that dramatic. True, they were all very feminine and graceful, but they were all, maybe, hopefully, achievable with a little practice.

“Oh, and one last thing.” Clare added. “The material the suit is made from is quite particular, so… you’re going to need to prepare yourself.”

I nodded.

“I can do that.” I said.

She smiled.

“Wonderful. Now, here’s what you’ll need to do…”

And as she spoke I felt my heart sink again.
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Her instructions were simple enough, but daunting. Due to the nature of the material the outfit would be made from—a high-tech synthetic fabric that looked a lot like the skin of the mannequin—I would need to be smooth. That meant shaving my body from my toes to my face.

I didn’t want to, but… for the plan to work, I had to pass as the prototype. That meant I needed to look flawless, and hair getting caught while putting on the suit would both show through the thin material and would be uncomfortable, making me more likely to move or twitch when I was supposed to be stationary—I would need to stand very still for long periods of time to pass as a doll.

So, reluctantly, I did as I was told. I passed by a store on the way home and bought all the things I would need, feeling oddly embarrassed at what I was buying, even though I hoped the cashier would assume they were for my girlfriend or something. Once I was home I set to ridding myself of my body hair.

It did not take long. I used a combination of hair removal cream and a razor and shaving foam to get everywhere, not taking any chances, and once I was done I stepped into the shower to rinse off. It was at that moment that the full impact of being smooth hit me.

As the cream and gel sloughed off under the flow of water I realised how different I looked with my body hair gone. I was smooth, soft, and I looked… almost feminine. Plus, the sensation of water cascading over my flesh was so much more intense, so much more sensual. My body felt alive, sensitive, and… exciting.

I pushed those thoughts away though. I needed to get on with the practice Clare had set me. If I was to pass as the mannequin I needed to make the most of the time I had, and that meant watching the videos she’d given me, practising them, and memorising the command words that went with each one.

I got dressed in some loose clothes—sweat pants and a baggy t-shirt, the cloth oddly sensual against my bare, shaved skin—and loaded up the files Clare had given me on a small pen drive. I pressed play on the first one.

It was a video of the mannequin, naked. I was again struck by how utterly sexual its body was, and I discovered just how anatomically correct it was too. The thought that I was going to have to wear a suit to make me look like it, a suit designed to give me such a curvaceous, feminine body filled me with a sense of shame and humiliation, but also… excitement.

There was something so wild about the thought of being trapped inside a doll suit, being made to look like a mannequin designed as a sex toy, and then being made to perform for people who had no idea I was even a real person. It made my head spin, and made my cock throb.

Yet, I tried not to think about that. I tried not to focus on that. Instead, I concentrated on my practice.

Clare had given me a simple pair of heels to wear. For the demo, I’d need to be dressed, and that meant the season's latest fashion and heels.

The animatronic was built for heels. Its animations were designed for heels. If I were to perform without heels on people would suspect something, and there was a chance they’d work out something was wrong, which could lead to me being discovered.

So I’d agreed to wear heels. The only problem was I’d never worn heels before, and I had no idea how to move in them.

“No time like the present though.” I said to myself, slipping them on.

And then I watched the first video again. It was the simplest, the easiest. A catwalk strut.

I watched the way the doll’s feet moved, one foot in front of the other, heel to toe, hips rolling, ass wiggling, shoulders back to make its tits look even bigger.

I’d look like a slut.

“No, the doll will look like a slut. No one will know it’s me. And it’s just until we get a new remote.” I said to myself.

With that consolation in mind, I readied myself and stepped off, trying to emulate the movements. I took one step, then a second, and then… I tripped, almost falling before catching myself. It was a lot harder than it looked.

“Looks like it’s going to be a long night.” I said to myself.

At least with a mask on, no one would be able to see how exhausted I looked from practising all night.
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“You look shattered.” Clare said.

I nodded. I felt it.

“I’ve been up most of the night, but… I think I have all the movement down.” I said, grinning.

I’d spent most of the night rehearsing, getting it as close to perfect as I could, moving around my apartment for hours in the heels going over the doll's movements, until I finally felt confident. I had the animations down, now I just needed to see how to perform them with the suit on.

And with that thought I turned my attention to the garments laid out on Clare’s desk. A series of pieces each made of the same plasticky, skin-toned material, several undergarments full of padding, and a corset.

“Is that it?” I asked.

Clare nodded, smiling.

“The girls did a fantastic job in my opinion. All that’s left is for you to try it on. Are you ready? Did you… did you do as I told you?”

I blushed, nodding.

“I… I shaved everywhere. There shouldn’t be any issue with me wearing the suit now.”

As I spoke Clare smiled, her grin making her eyes sparkle with just a little something extra. I wondered what she thought of me, agreeing so willingly to shave my body. Did she think less of me as a man? Was she laughing at me internally?

Still, that didn’t matter. What mattered was making sure I kept my job. I knew that Clare would always know this secret about me, but I’d have the same secret about her, the knowledge that she’d faked the demo of her secret project to cover my accident. If either of us said anything to anyone it’d be mutual destruction.

So she might think less of me, but… she couldn’t tell anyone. Only she’d know that I’d acted as a slutty, sexy, porno doll for the demonstration to the senior executives. She might laugh at me, but it would only be her laughing at me, and I’d get to keep my job.

Still, the thought of my hot boss laughing at me stung more than a little. I was only doing this because I didn’t really have a choice. I wasn’t doing it because I wanted to.

“Perfect. You can use the changing room attached to my office. Why don’t you go try it all on and I’ll wait here.”

I nodded. I moved to her desk to pick up the various garments—the padded panties, the padded bra, the corset, the skin-suit, and the mask.

“Oh, and you’ll need this too.” Clare said. “I looked back to see her holding a small earpiece.

That would be how I got my instructions to perform. Without that, I’d not know what to do.

I took it, thanked her, and made my way into the changing room. Once the door was locked I began to strip.
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I pulled on the panties first, slipping them up my smooth legs. I was amazed at how sensual and soft the material was, and as I tugged them into place I realised that the padding was shaped to fit my body exactly, hugging my hips and butt to give my curves. The transformation from just one garment was almost breathtaking. I wondered how I’d look with the rest on.

I smiled as I realised I was about to find out.

With the panties on I slipped on the padded bra, struggling for a moment with the fastening before getting the knack of it, slipping the straps over my shoulders. Again the padding fit me exactly, and I was left with a pair of massive and very life-like breasts that even jiggled and bounced as I moved.

With the underwear on I slipped on the corset. I’d been worried about this the most, remembering scenes from movies where women had struggled to do them up, but the one I’d been given was modern, and sophisticated, and the clasps were easy to do up, with the tightening mechanism a series of easy to handle straps. It wasn’t pretty, but it would be hidden, and as I cinched it down I felt my waist drawn in, becoming narrow.

The final effect as I looked myself over was… stunning. My body, smooth, with curves, looked… a lot like the doll’s. I looked like an overly sexualised plaything.

As I turned my attention to the skin-suit and the mask I realised I was going to be unrecognisable once it was all done—which was a good thing to my mind—and I was going to look a lot like a sex doll—which was not such a good thing.

I took a deep breath, or as deep as possible given how tight the corset was, and exhaled a slow sigh. I knew I had no choice. Not really. So, I picked the suit up and began to slip it on.

It was tricky at first, the material clingy and stretchy, so that it looked far too small, and it almost adhered to my skin, but after working at it I realised it was far stronger than I realised, and was able to stretch and pull and tug it on.

As I did I realised why Clare had told me to shave. The material was so thin and tight that hairs could have shown through, and they’d have been very uncomfortable as they were pulled and snagged.

Yet, there was another bonus to being shaved. The material was oddly sensual, hugging and shaping my body, like a second skin, an artificial, flawless, plastic skin, and given that I was now shaved smooth it was almost erotic with the way it felt, caressing, clinging, holding me.

My heart skipped as I pulled the legs on, my feet and calves and knees and thighs becoming encased in the artificial material, my belly fluttered, and my cock throbbed.

I pulled it up over my panties, the padding squeezed to further emphasise my curves—the overly sexualised sex doll curves—and over my belly, my corset. It hugged me, clung to me, encased me. My skin was replaced with plastic doll skin. I looked flawless, feminine, and very hot.

My head spun as I pulled it higher. I slipped my arms into the sleeves, hands slipping into the featureless gloves. I looked artificial, fake, flawless, lacking features like fingernails, my flesh plastic and featureless, perfect, flawless. I pulled it up around my neck, over my bra, the tightness squeezing the padding to make my big jiggly tits look even fuller.

And then I zipped it up. I zipped myself in. I sealed the skin suit. I was most of the way to becoming a mannequin, a sexy doll, and… I couldn’t deny the thrill of shame and humiliation and excitement and arousal I was feeling.

“Just the mask left.” I said to myself.

Already I felt transformed. My body had become that of a sex toy, a sophisticated, feminine, beautiful, hot mannequin. It was amazing. With the mask on no one would recognise me. And I wasn’t sure I would recognise myself.

I smiled as I picked the mask up, feeling it, examining the painted features, immaculate, heavy makeup. I lifted it up and pulled it on, and I felt my face and head encased in the synthetic fabric. I had become the doll.
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“Oh my god…”

Clare’s voice was muffled by the earpiece and the fabric of the mask, but her tone was clear, and her expression was even clearer. Her look of delighted surprise made me smile—but there was no way she could see my smile, not underneath the mask.

“You look amazing. Like… I knew you’d look good, but you look way better than I expected.”

I nodded. I couldn’t speak, the mask so tight it made it difficult to blink and breathe, let alone talk. It was like I was experiencing the world through a sense fog, a giddy wave of sensations that were sensual and exciting, my body tingling as the suit shifted as I moved, doing my best to emulate the doll’s swaying, strutting walk.

I’d seen how I looked in the bathroom, and I agreed with Clare. I really did look amazing. With the skin-suit and the mask on I looked almost exactly like the mannequin. I looked like a plastic, artificial, feminine, sex doll—with fetish curves and a pretty face. I was beginning to think the plan really would work.

“Only… the mannequin needs clothes, and a wig. Right?” Clare was smiling.

I shivered inside the skin-suit, despite how warm and sweaty and sticky it was. I was, effectively, naked, though fully dressed from head to toe. For the demo, I would need to be dressed in the season’s latest fashion, and having seen it, I felt a thrill of anticipation and excitement and fear. None of Malignant’s clothes were modest.

“Now, I wonder what we should dress our doll in?” Clare was grinning. “Something special, to make an impression, and something bold, to distract attention just in case you make a small mistake. Now, what should I…”

And then her face lit up in a smile.

“I know just what you should wear.” She said.

And the way she said it, the way she smiled, made me whimper. I could say nothing to protest, since the mask offered me no way to speak. I was silent, a doll with no will of its own, and I had no choice but to comply.


Four

The outfit Clare had chosen for me was even worse than I had imagined, and the only thing that kept me from losing my mind completely over it was that no one would know it was me wearing it. No one that was except for me and Clare.

To everyone else, I would, hopefully, appear only as a mindless, animatronic mannequin, a doll, an object meant for displaying clothes. To everyone else, I would appear as a hyper-sexualised sex doll remade into a prototype fashion mannequin, but Clare and I would know the truth.

That I was actually a man, the young man hired to join the executive programme, the young man that would one day hopefully have a role in running the company. I’d be in a room full of people who I might one day have to work with, my seniors and my peers, while dressed… like a slut.

As if the doll suit wasn’t bad enough, the outfit Clare had picked out was the epitome of revealing. On a normal woman, it would look provocative, but on me, in my doll outfit, it would look pornographic.

Clare had picked out a pair of panties and a bra to be worn over my skin suit, silk and lace, flimsy gossamer cloth, pink, and a pair of white stockings to go with a pink suspender belt. On top of that, she had picked out a short skirt, tight, and a cropped t-shirt that was very loose and that would leave most of my bra and hence my breasts on display.

The whole outfit was part of the new club girl range, the skirt a bold neon pink and the t-shirt white with a retro print to make it look thrifted or vintage. I thought the look was garish and far too revealing, but it definitely fit the description of distracting. With my new curves I’d definitely be able to get away with a few small mistakes in that outfit as everyone would be staring at my ass and tits—the way the clothes fit my curves, the doll’s curves, was like something you’d expect to see in a porno movie or a strip club, and knowing the senior executives were all men, I knew just how they’d react to seeing me, to seeing the new prototype doll, performing for them.

“Last detail is wig and heels, then we can make our way down to the board room to get ready.” Clare said.

I nodded, unable to speak due to my mask. I’d not have been able to speak even without the mask though. I was too stunned by my reflection.

Clare moved off, then returned with a pair of pink platform heels, and a bright blonde wig. My eyes went wide—but of course, she couldn’t see that, not with my face hidden within my mask. I was going to look like… a slutty sex toy.

“Now, I hope for your sake you’ve been practising moving in those heels I gave you because these are even more intense, but fortunately you won’t need to move much. Just a few instructions to demo the new mannequin. Mostly you just need to stand there and look pretty. Fortunately, you’re going to look very pretty. I imagine the executives will be so delighted with how fucking hot you look that we’ll be able to get away with this without a hitch.”

Clare was beaming. Her confidence was beginning to rub off on me. Maybe we really would get away with it?

I nodded, and with that Clare fitted me with my blonde wig, fitting it securely to the mask via a series of hidden pins. It was odd to feel the long bright blonde curls caressing my shoulders through the thin, artificial fabric of the skin-suit with each movement of my head, and the shiver running down my spine and the throb in my body kept me very alert.

With the wig on Clare knelt to help me fit my shoes—with my corset on there was no way I could bend to get my own shoes on. Once they were secure I took a couple of careful test steps.

I wobbled but… I was able to walk in them reasonably well. A little practice and I knew I’d have the knack of them. I was very glad I’d spent much of the night rehearsing in training heels, but I was even more glad I’d be spending most of the demonstration standing around looking pretty.

That thought made my body ache. I really did look pretty. I looked like a doll. I looked like a sexy mannequin.

No, that’s wrong. I thought to myself.

I didn’t look like a sexy, voluptuous doll. I was one. And that thought made my dick ache. I was just glad for how padded my panties were and how tight the skin-suit was, squashing my cock down flat so that my excitement didn’t show.

But… showing was only part of the problem. I could still feel how excited I was getting. I could still feel how hard my cock was getting. And that was proving very distracting. What was wrong with me?

“There, all dolled up.” Clare said, chucking at her wit. “You ready?”

I turned to face her. I wasn’t ready, but I also knew I’d never be ready, so… I nodded.

“Good, now let's make our way to the board room so we can get set up but… no walking for you. You’re a doll remember. Get onto the trolley in the corner. I’m going to wheel you down there so people see, that’ll help sell the fiction that you’re just an inanimate object.”

I shuddered at those words, my cock throbbing harder. I was going to be wheeled through the offices, like a doll, an object, a mannequin. I’d need to keep perfectly still while dozens and dozens of people stared at me.

If I moved, or if my disguise wasn’t perfect, someone might realise, might spot it was me. But… that was always going to be the case. That was the risk. The alternative was to refuse and to likely lose my job, my career, before I’d even really started. I didn’t really have a choice.

So… I went and stood on the trolley, and Clare wheeled me out of her office, heading towards the boardroom to get ready for our demo.
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The process of being wheeled through the offices was far worse than I could have imagined.

Clare, wanting to sell our lie, made sure everyone who was around noticed her, noticed me. She called out to greet people, waved, stopped numerous times to chat, and throughout it all I had to stand still, motionless, like a doll, while around me people stopped to stare at me. I was the source of much fascination and attention. People couldn’t help but look, comment, and I had to pretend like I was a lump of mindless, inanimate plastic.

“So this is it? The new demo model?” Someone I recognised, but whose name I didn’t know, said. “It’s quite life-like and impressive, but… was it meant to be so obscenely proportioned? It looks like a fetish toy, and while I can’t deny there’s something quite attractive about such voluptuous curves they’re not very in keeping with our brand.”

Clare chuckled. I felt a tide of shame and humiliation, to be talked about like an object, to be discussed as though I were a thing.

Clare explained I was simply a demo, repurposed from research and development into a sexy toy to save money, but that the actual models would be more subtle and less sexual.

“Fair. Though I think we’d get more customers if we were to start using mannequins like that thing I’m not sure they’d be interested in the clothes, but rather the dolls. It looks like it was made for pleasure, not displaying clothes.”

I felt my face grow warm, my cock throbbing. I couldn’t work out what was happening, but I kept my mind on the task at hand… staying still. It didn’t matter what people said. They were talking about the doll, not me. Only I was the doll. They were looking and pointing at me. I was the source of fascination and attention and curiosity. It was me all their comments were directed at.

And there were more comments, more stops, more discussion. All of them were alike. They were all morbidly interested in the grotesquely sexual mannequin. Hearing their words made my head buzz. The way they described me, talked about me, pointed at me—a few even poking my tits or ass, commenting on me as though I were a plaything or a piece of meat—made me dizzy.

I could do nothing but take it though. I was a doll. I couldn’t argue or resist or flee. I had to trust Clare to keep me safe, because keeping me safe was in both our best interests, yet… I felt almost as though she was enjoying the process, taking extra time to display me, making more stops than necessary, drawing more attention than needed.

Was this her way of punishing me for breaking the remote? If it was I just had to endure it. Anything else would expose both of us, and the thought of being exposed made me feel sick with fear and anxiety, a rush of heady excitement, my cock aching.

I really was beginning to think there was something wrong with me.
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“Right, you just make yourself comfortable while we set up, but no sitting or anything as someone might come in.” Clare was bustling around the room as she spoke.

We’d made it to the boardroom, but only after a protracted tour of the office building. I was certain she could have taken a more direct route, but I figured maybe she was just selling the story of showing off her new demo she’d been bragging about for months. Maybe she wasn’t punishing me?

But that didn’t feel quite right. The look on her face as she’d been talking to people, as they’d been poking me, examining me, looked almost… gleeful. It was like she’d enjoyed it all, knowing I was trapped in the suit, suffering, being objectified.

Still, I knew I couldn’t argue. Not yet. I was trapped in the suit. I just had to get the demo over with, then I could get out. Then I’d be free. Then I could complain.

For now though I was trapped, in Clare’s power. I was sealed in the skin-suit. I was a doll with no will of its own. And… that thought excited me.

I pushed those thoughts away though. I needed to focus. The most important part of our plan was coming up. I had to sell myself as the demo model to the senior executives. I had to act the part of an animated mannequin. And I needed to do that without giving away the lie that I was actually a man trapped in a doll suit, that I was the new hire, dressed up like a slutty sex toy, performing to cover up the fact that I’d broken the expensive remote for the real doll.

My head was spinning and my heart was racing. I tried to focus, recalling the movements I’d have to do. While Clare set up the room I stood in the corner and ran through the commands and the associated movements in my head. It was simple enough. Listen for a command, perform a movement. It was just like acting, only… in a very elaborate costume, in front of an audience who didn’t know I was acting, and who held my career in their hands.

Plus... I’d never acted before.

I wanted to laugh, wanted to cry, wanted to scream, but I could do nothing. I was a powerless doll.

And then the boardroom door opened and the first of the senior executives stepped in. They were early. I froze.

Clare looked up, smiled, and greeted them, shepherding them in.

“So where is it? I’ve been hearing people talk about it on the way down and I have to say there’s quite the buzz.”

The man who spoke was older, portly, in an expensive suit. I recognised him as the head of marketing, a powerful position.

Clare pointed in my direction and as he turned to look I made sure to keep myself perfectly still. I saw his eyes go wide.

“Well, I can certainly see why everyone was talking about it. It’s… quite stunning. Completely unsuitable as it is for display of course, but we’re here to review the animatronics, not the body. Though… I have to say there is a certain voluptuous charm to it. People do keep nagging us about only having stick-thin models. Perhaps a few larger, curvier mannequins would help to fix that, and I can’t help but think that a few displays of models like that in our lingerie might draw in a few more male customers too.”

As he spoke he walked towards me. He was accompanied by a younger, taller man, in a slightly less expensive suit.

“It really is quite… charming in a certain plasticky fake kind of way. The body and the face are a little too sexual for general use, but… yes, I can see the potential.”

Clare turned to look at me and I caught her smile. Her optimism was contagious.

“Charlie, take a picture, will you? I have to get a photo of me next to this thing, the boys at the club are going to go wild.”

As the older hand spoke he handed the younger man his phone. He came and stood next to me and put his arm around me, posing as though we were next to a stripper or a movie star. The younger man snapped the photo and the older man moved away. My heart was racing.

They were taking photos of me. Taking photos of me as though I were nothing more than a prop. I felt sick, giddy, and my cock throbbed.

The door opened, and more executives began to arrive. It had started.
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The meeting went roughly as we had planned. Clare gave her speech and presented me as the culmination of the research and development.

She gave me commands and I performed them. I walked as though I were on a catwalk, strutting in my heels, wiggling my hips and ass, and I could feel the weight of my tits jiggling.

The twelve senior executives watched me, all of them staring at me with looks of amusement and lust, eyeing the curve of my body, and there was something thrilling about all, knowing they thought of me as nothing more than a doll, a thing, an animated mannequin. What would they do if they discovered the truth? What did they want to do given they thought I was a toy made for the adult entertainment industry?

Yet, I couldn’t think too hard about that. I needed to focus. More commands came. I walked, I danced, I posed, and the executives all clapped and congratulated Clare on her work. It was going well.

And then… the executives all wanted to get a close look at me. Several of them got very close, even examining my body, feeling me as they made crude jokes and comments about my body, groping my hips, ass, thighs, tits.

True, most of it was padding, but some of it was my body. Hearing their words, feeling their hands, having them talk about me as though I were an object, almost a sex toy, made the room spin. My cock was throbbing and I prayed that the panties, the padding, and the skin suit were enough to keep my excitement hidden from view.

No one mentioned it. But… they mentioned everything else.

“I definitely think there’s potential given the animations, but… the body is a hard no for general use. We need something slimmer, more like a traditional mannequin. People would be up in arms if we put things like this in the shop windows. As much as I’m enjoying it, it looks more like it belongs in an adult store than a high-end fashion boutique.”

It was the senior vice president who gave the final words. The others all fell into agreement with him, and Clare reassured him that changing the body was relatively easy, provided he was happy with the animation software and mechanics, since that was where all the budget had been spent.

“The body is a carry over from previous work the company was doing. They gave it to us for free as we’d spent so much on developing the internals. The final models can look however you want.” Clare said.

The senior vice president nodded, grinning.

“So this thing is… surplus then?” He said.

Clare nodded.

“Yes. This is a demo model only. The final configuration can be dictated by us. The innovative part is the animations, not the body.”

“Oh, I’d say the body was pretty innovative.” He said, chuckling.

The other men all chuckled with him.

“I think we should keep this one though, once we order more I mean. It’d be a shame to let such an amusing object go to waste, not when I think we could have fun with it.”

The laughter was lecherous. I felt my face grow hot beneath the mask. I felt a sense of panic.

“Unfortunately I do need to take this back to my office for some work. A couple of glitches I didn’t have time to fix before the meeting, but once we get the project signed off I’ll be sure to keep the demo model in safe storage should it be wanted again.”

Clare’s voice was cautious, careful. It was clear she understood the meaning, and the danger, of the executive's lust towards the doll. Too much close inspection and they’d definitely work out our ruse.

“Ah, of course. You take it back but just be sure to look after it. It looks so good in that outfit and performed so well I’m sure we’ll be able to find other uses for it.”

Clare smiled, agreed.

“Just ask and I’ll make sure to have it ready for you. But… does that mean…”

“Yes, absolutely. Your demonstration was most effective. However, we’re going to need a demonstration in front of a larger audience before giving your project full funding. Say… three days? I’ll gather an audience of our largest shareholders and stakeholders and you can do the same as you did today. I just know they’ll enjoy it as much as I did.”

I caught Clare’s joy out of the corner of my eye. She was ecstatic.

We’d done it. We’d gotten away with it. We were in the clear… almost.


Five

By the time Clare got me back to her office I was fried, my brain a mess, and my heart ready to explode out of my chest. As she set me down and closed the door it was all I could do not to collapse into bed.

I couldn’t though. Not yet. The skin-suit and the corset were too restrictive to allow me to collapse.

“It went well!” Clare said suddenly, her voice bright. “I can’t believe how well it went. Not only did we get away with it, but… I have full funding for the next stage.”

I nodded. In the mask as I was I couldn’t speak.

“And… I have you to thank for all of it. You did so well! Everyone was so impressed with how lifelike you were. If not for you breaking that remote and stepping in to save the day as you did I’m not sure how it would have gone. I mean, sure, the demo is fantastic, but you were… you were incredible.”

I nodded. I was smiling, beaming from the praise, but Clare couldn’t see that. My face was still hidden inside my mask.

“However…” Clare let her words hang in the air.

I felt an edge, and her expression shifted.

“A week is too soon for us to get another remote back, and we still don’t have the budget for it anyway, so… you’re going to have to do this again. You don’t mind, do you?”

I froze. It had been better and worse than I had imagined. On the one hand, it had been easy, and we’d gotten away with it, but on the other… I’d enjoyed it all far too much.

The way people had stared at me, the way people had commented on my body, how obscene and sexual my doll body was, it had all been a giddy experience. I’d felt so seen, so observed, so admired and objectified, a thing, a toy, an object to be admired and lusted after. It had been so nerve-wracking and so exciting and thrilling.

It had been so much fun.

And that was the worst bit. That was why I couldn’t do it again. I could take the fear and the anxiety, the uncertainty, but the pleasure… that was too much. That part of me had enjoyed being a sexy mannequin, a doll, being talked about like I was an adult toy, like I was an object made for sexual gratification, was too much. That part of me liked feeling sexy, pretty, like a feminine plaything, was too much.

If I did it again, and enjoyed it again, then… who knew where it would lead. I had to stop it. I’d done it once, and I had a fear that once was already too much. A second time might break me in ways I couldn’t foresee.

I shook my head. I mumbled no.

I was refusing.

I saw Clare’s face fall, her expression dour.

“Now… I get the impression you’re saying no, but no really isn’t an option. Need I remind you that this is all your fault, if you refuse it’ll be your job and mine on the line. We’ve lied to senior executives. We’ve effectively committed fraud. We need to see this through to secure funding or…”

I shook my head again. I didn’t care about my job. If I performed as the doll one more time, enjoyed it one more time, then… no job was worth the possible consequences.

“Still no? Even with your job and mine on the line?” Clare asked.

I nodded. She was quiet, studying me.

“Well… I can see I need to take… other measures into hand. If you won’t do as I ask willingly, perhaps I need to be more persuasive.”

I shook my head but she looked unperturbed. There was a glimmer in her eyes, mischief and certainty. She looked confident, almost arrogant. My ability to resist, trapped in the doll costume as I was, was limited. What was she going to do?
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Clare stepped forward towards me, grinning. I was frozen, a pretty doll. I felt so powerless. I shook my head but she ignored me.

“Don’t think I didn’t notice your reaction while people were talking about you. Don’t think I didn’t see how you were responding in the board room. The others might have missed it, because they thought you were just a doll, but I knew it was you in there, and I noticed. I noticed a whole lot of things.”

The tone of her voice was playful, seductive, but with a core of steel. I shivered, and my cock throbbed harder, swelling. She had noticed.

From her tone of voice, the words she used, her smile, it was obvious what she had noticed. My cock. She had noticed my cock getting hard. She had noticed me enjoying myself.

Shit.

“But… there’s nothing wrong with you enjoying yourself. It’s fun to feel sexy and pretty. Why shouldn’t you enjoy the chance to be a mindless pretty object that people want to look at, touch, perhaps even fuck. That doesn’t make you a pervert.”

As Clare spoke that last word she stepped in close, and her hand caressed over my belly, down, to my crotch. She pressed her hand against my cock and she felt my hardness compressed inside my skin-suit.

“Perhaps if I reward you you’ll be more compliant?” She said.

Her hand teased, stroking, and my cock swelled. I was so hard it hurt, my cock squashed down by my panties and the skin suit. I wanted to resist but her touch felt so good.

“Would you like me to make you cum?” Clare asked.

I nodded. I wanted it so badly all thought of resisting had left my head. I was still trapped in my skin-suit, dressed slutty, and I could feel the weight of my ass, my tits, the tightness of the corset. I felt sexual and sexualised in a way I’d never felt before, slutty and provocative. The idea of being a doll, a thing to be played with, an object with no will of its own, was stuck in my head.

“Do you want me to make you cum, doll?”

The word hung in the air. I just needed to say yes. I just needed to…

I nodded. Clare laughed. Her hand slipped under my skirt.

I gasped, the sound muffled and garbled by my mask. I felt Clare fumble with a hidden catch in the front of my suit and then… cool air. My suit had been opened at the front, her hand slipping in to tease my cock over just the fabric of my panties. My cock got harder.

“Such an eager doll. Maybe what you need is a reward to motivate you. A little pleasure to keep you obedient?”

I nodded, whimpering. I thrust into Clare’s grip.

My boss, my hot, sexy, older boss was touching my cock. She was touching my cock while I was dressed up like a slutty doll. She was touching my cock and she was offering to make me cum.

I wanted her to make me cum.

I nodded, eager. There was no more resistance left in me.

I felt Clare’s hands sneak in, under my panties, and her fingers closed around my cock, skin on skin, and she began to stroke.

I moaned, the sound muffled and garbled. She stroked her hand up and down my hard cock, teasing, and her palm slid over my sensitive tip, wet with precum.

I felt my cock swelling, getting even harder. The pleasure was intense, heady, giddy, bright. I felt myself giving in. But… I knew I couldn’t. I couldn’t do it again, the risk of being a doll one more time, enjoying it…

Yet Clare’s hand on my cock was so hot. My hot, sexy, older boss was stroking my cock while I was dressed up like a slutty doll and it felt better than anything I’d ever felt before. I wanted it, wanted more of it, wanted her to make me cum.

“Will you be my doll?” Clare asked, teasing her hand along my shaft.

I nodded. I nodded, agreeing to her terms. If she made me cum I’d do it. If that was the reward for dressing up for her again I’d do it. I wanted to cum so badly that it hurt.

She smiled, and she worked her hand faster, hard, teasing. The pleasure swelled. I felt my cock throb hard, my balls tightening. I was so close.

“Then cum for me. Be a good doll and cum for me. Submit to me, become my toy, and cum for me.”

Her words were intoxicating. She moved her hand with skill, her grip dextrous and slippery. I felt my cock throb, swell, and then… I was cumming, cumming hand, cumming into Clare’s hand, whimpering in my skin suit, the pleasure more than anything I’d experienced before.

“Good doll.” Clare said. “I’m so glad you agreed to keep helping me. But… I’m afraid your promise is only good for so much. I’m going to have to take extra precautions.”

My head was spinning from the bliss of cumming, and I could feel my heart racing. I was dizzy, flustered, and barely coherent. Clare moved and I stood still, processing what had happened.

My boss had made me cum, and I’d agreed to play the role of mannequin one more time. What had I let myself in for?

Clare returned, with something in her hand. Before I could question or work out what it was she stepped in close, gripping my now limp cock. She slipped something cold and hard and tight around it. It was almost painful, heavy, tight and constrictive.

And then there was a click. The sound of a lock shutting. Clare stepped back but the cold hard weight on my cock remained.

“There. That should ensure your obedience and continued performance as my doll.” She said.

As she spoke she held up a small metal key. A shiver ran down my spine.

I looked down, lifted my skirt and saw… my cock was sticking out from my skin-suit only it was now made small, useless. It was caged.
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The next few days were hellish.

After the meeting, Clare was buoyant and giddy with her, our, success, and she was cheerful and excitable. That combined with the memory of her making me cum made me very awkward around her. She sensed that though, and decided to tease me about it.

We continued to work together closely, spending whole days together, and being so close to her was difficult and distracting. It was like… everything had changed.

Not only was she more cheerful, more playful and teasing, but she looked hotter too. I wasn’t sure if she was perhaps wearing more makeup, or tighter, shorter clothes, or if it was my imagination, but she looked even more incredible than she had before—and she’d looked incredible before.

It was like… having her touch me, make me cum, had really opened my eyes to just how hot she was, how sexy she was. She was older than me sure, but that age just gave her something extra, and that combined with the power she held over me as my boss, and the new power she held over me due to my cage and the secret we shared, made the air between us almost super-charged with chemistry.

I couldn’t stop looking at her, watching her, the way she moved, smiled, and she noticed. She knew I was struggling, and she was only too happy to make the struggle worse. It was like she was enjoying it all—and given how brightly her smile was shining, I was almost certain she was enjoying it all. She teased me, flirted with me, reminded me of how well the plan had gone, how excited she was for the next demo, and how she had in mind an extra special reward should I do well.

And she did all of that while I was caged.

My caged dick throbbed, an agony of frustration. I was locked away, locked up, unable to pleasure myself or gain relief, and with all the teasing, being forced to spend every day around my hot, older, sexy boss who’d made me cum, I was beginning to feel like I might burst from need and want. I would have done anything to get out, to cum.

Clare had picked a very, very potent method of control. I felt utterly powerless to resist her.

Yet… part of me knew that even without the cage I wouldn’t have resisted. I might have been reluctant, but after she’d made me cum I’d known I was lost. The pleasure of her hand while dressed as a doll, a slutty, sexy plaything, had unlocked something in me.

I had felt so free, so cute and hot, I’d felt so powerless, so objectified, so… pretty, and I wanted more of it. I wanted to feel like a doll again, and even if I wasn’t ready to admit that to anyone else, I could no longer deny it to myself.

I had enjoyed being the doll, playing the role of mannequin. I had enjoyed having curves, a perfect, fake, plastic doll's body, being pretty, sexy, dressed slutty. I had liked feeling powerless, like an object, a toy. I had liked the sense of being flawless. And I had loved how people had looked at me, touched me, talked about me.

All of which wasn’t helped by the fact that around the building everyone was talking about the new demo mannequin. So many people had seen it, been intrigued by it, or had heard about it, that it was all people were really talking about. Everyone was obsessed with the idea of a new, high-tech, hyper-sexualised mannequin. Some were offended by just how obscene its proportions were, while most just made lusty and lascivious comments and jokes.

And I had to hear all of it. I even got dragged into a few conversations and was asked what I thought about the sex-bot as people were calling it. It was hard to keep a straight face and not blush.

No one knew I was the sex bot except me and Clare and I had to keep it that way, but hearing it all, knowing just what people thought of me when I was dressed up, hearing what some people wanted to do to me, made my head spin, and that combined with feeling very pent-up from being caged was driving me wild. It was like I could feel my brain being corrupted.

Just thinking about being the doll again made my caged dick throb, and… I knew I had to have more. And I was going to have more. We had another meeting to attend. We had another demonstration in front of the executives and the majority shareholders and stakeholders. I had to perform one more time.

I wanted it, ached for it—especially given my lack of release—and though I was nervous, anxious, and unsure about what it would all mean, I could not wait for my final chance to become a sexy mannequin.

[image: ]

“There, you look perfect.” Clare said.

She stood back and admired me. The glimmer in her eyes sparkled, her smile filling me with confidence.

I’d taken a few days to get in more practice with my commands and movements, even going so far as to rehearse a routine to perform in the demonstration, and I’d done all of it in the higher heels that I’d be wearing. It had been sticky at first, but soon I had the knack of it.

There was something almost liberating about having such a simple task to fulfil. I just had to be a doll, to look pretty, sexy, and to move as I was told. I didn’t need to think or worry or fret. I just needed to obey.

After years of working hard to qualify in my field of business, and then expecting to have a demanding, stressful job making decisions, the chance to be a doll felt like a break, a holiday from myself. I could stop being Malcolm, could give up even being human, and could just be a toy, an animatronic mannequin. It was… release.

And it was with that sense of joy that I threw myself into practice. I wanted all my movements and commands to be second nature so that I wouldn’t need to think, wouldn’t need to worry, would just need to obey. I wanted to be the best doll possible, to impress in the meeting so that our plan, our lie, would go undetected—the thought of people realising I was the sex-bot both terrified and oddly thrilled me—and so everything could go back to normal.

Because I did want things to go back to normal, didn’t I? At the back of my mind, the thought that this would be my last chance to ever be the doll nagged at me, but I refused to acknowledge it. I had other, more important things to worry about. Like the demonstration, the meeting, performing in front of so many people.

For the project to get funding I needed to pass as an animatronic mannequin one last time, only this time I’d be caged, pent up, and… enjoying it. I shivered as I realised how much I was enjoying being back in the skin-suit, the mask, dressed slutty, with pretty lingerie on, a corset, girly clothes, a wig, in high heels.

As I turned to look in the mirror I felt a swell of joy and arousal. I looked… like a sex-bot. If I could have giggled I would have.

“I still can’t believe you’re not a doll. You look… just like a pretty fuck-toy.” Clare said.

Her words made the fire in me burn bright, hot, my belly fluttering. Her teasing had gotten worse, and the thought that if I did well that she had another reward in mind for me made my body yearn. I’d been in the cage for days, was so pent-up I could barely think.

I was dressed in a pleated skirt, plaid, with a black top, ripped and shredded. On my legs, I wore fishnet stockings, and my wig was a dishevelled mess of bright pink and purple waves. With my platform heels on I looked utterly punk, but more fetish pin-up punk than punk punk.

Still, that was the effect we had decided to go for. Again, the plan was to use the doll’s curves, my curves as a bonus, a distraction, so any small mistakes or wobbles would not be noticed.

By being provocative and brazen and slutty the plan was to distract people so that they wouldn’t notice that the animated mannequin they were all admiring, perhaps even lusting after, was actually the new young junior executive in a dollsuit.

“Now, are you ready?” Clare asked.

I took a deep breath, struggling with the tightness of my corset and the skin-suit. I felt giddy, hot, and very horny, but I was ready. I was as ready as I was going to be. And the thought that if this all went well there was even more reward was all the motivation I needed

I nodded.

“Perfect. Just jump on the trolley then so we can get you down to the board room for your performance.”

I did as I was told, and soon Clare was wheeling me through the building. Only this time it was worse.


Six

By now everyone had heard about the sex-bot, so everyone was out and eager to see it, see me. People were crowded together eager to get a look at the much talked about demonstration mannequin, and as I was wheeled through the offices Clare seemed to think nothing of stopping to chat and say hello, talking about her doll with pride.

People stared, gawked, discussed me as though I were an object, a thing, and what they said about me, the words they used, the way they looked at me, made my heart skip and my belly flutter. I was nothing but an object of prurient fascination. I was a sex-bot, and the way they poked, giggled, and made jokes and crude comments about me made my pent-up frustration worse and worse.

By the time we reached the board room, I could barely think. It was like my mind had gone and I’d come to fully inhabit the doll suit. I was a mindless sexy automaton ready to obey and perform. I could feel my mind fading away.

And then… the executives and the shareholders and the stakeholders began to arrive.

The meeting was pretty similar before, with Clare going over the technical specifications and the marketing potential of animated mannequins, outlining the plans for developing more shop-appropriate models, explaining that the current model, me, was designed to demonstrate the animations only, and that the body was not the final design.

After she had talked, she moved on to the demonstration. Clare turned to me and began to feed me commands, and I performed as a doll. I moved, strutted, displayed myself, and I knew that everyone was watching me.

I could feel their eyes on me, the attention. I could feel my ass and tits jiggling. I could feel the sway of my skirt. I could feel my caged cock throbbing.

Yet… there were few thoughts. I was a doll. An object. A thing.

I had no thoughts. I just needed to obey, to perform. My head was a fuzzy cloud and… it was fun.

And the thrill of all the excitement, the attention, was beginning to turn me on.

“What else can it do? Animation wise?” A voice asked.

Clare, glad to field questions, knowing I have been practising, began to feed me more complicated commands. And that was where things went off the rails.

All too quickly she had me performing in front of the crowd, dancing and posing and strutting. I felt like a porn star or a lap dancer, only… better. I felt better because I could be perfect. I could be perfect because I was plastic, artificial, mindless, an object, a thing, its only purpose to look pretty and perform. And I was doing that.

I was pretty, sexy, performing. I was… I was a good doll. And the demonstration was a roaring success.

Afterwards, people approached Clare to congratulate her, telling her what an amazing job she’d done developing the mannequin. They took time to ask questions about the doll, about me, and Clare answered them, even getting me to perform in private shows a few times.

Seeing people’s reactions up close was a giddy experience. The way they stared at me, commented on my body, the way they posed with me for pictures, the way more than a few of them touched me.

It was obvious what they were thinking, where their minds went. To them, I was a sex object, a toy, and they were wondering how much fun it would be to play with me. I was wondering how much fun it would be to be played with.

What’s wrong with me? I thought.

It was like I’d lost control of myself. It was like I was being subsumed within the doll identity. It was like I was becoming nothing more than a sex-bot.

Clare was doing very little to help me. If anything, she was encouraging people. She would hold their phones to take photos of me. She would encourage them to get up close and inspect me, she would give me commands to make me pose in a lurid, fetish-heavy manner. She treated me like a toy to be displayed.

But the worst thing was… I was enjoying it. And it seemed like she was enjoying it too.

After hours of gruelling performance, being trapped in the doll suit while I was objectified and treated like a sex toy, a slutty mannequin, Clare was given the good news. The project had full funding. Everyone was delighted with the demo and the prototype, and Clare was being given a big promotion too.

Our plan was successful. With the budget signed off, Clare would be able to get a new remote for the actual mannequin. I was, effectively, free. I’d never need to put the doll suit on again.

Yet for some reason that thought made my heart sink.
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“You did so well today. I can’t thank you enough. I’m pretty sure it was your amazing performance that earned me that promotion.” Clare said.

We were back in her office and I was finally able to relax, though I was still trapped in the skin-suit and mask, unable to properly relax just yet. I looked at her and her smile lit up the room. She really was beautiful

And hot. She was really hot.

My mind drifted back to the fact I’d been promised a reward if I did a good job. I’d done a good job so… I wondered what my reward was going to be. Would she uncage me and make me cum with her hand again? Or… would she offer me more?

The thought of my sexy boss’s mouth, or maybe even pussy, made my body thrum, caged cock aching with pent-up need. I could barely contain myself, and if not for the corset and doll suit and cage I’m not sure I’d have been able to.

“Did you enjoy yourself?” Clare asked.

The question caught me off guard, and I was too fuzzy-headed and tired to lie. I nodded, then realised what I was doing and stopped, ashamed of myself.

Clare chuckled.

“It’s okay. You’re allowed to have fun. In fact… I must admit I enjoyed it too, knowing it was you inside that doll suit, a naughty secret, the thrill of getting to command you and show you off. It… was quite delightful.”

I blushed and was glad I still had my mask on so Clare couldn’t see the effect she was having on me. I didn’t want her to know the full extent of the power she held over me.

“In fact… I have some good news about my promotion.”

Clare was grinning, smirking. The tone of her voice sent a shiver down my spine.

“I was told that because I’ll be moving up to a senior position I get to have a personal assistant, and I get to choose who. I was thinking… since we worked so well together recently, and since we’ve both had so much fun… how would you like to be my PA?”

My head spun. Me, a PA? I wanted to be an executive, not a personal assistant. I shook my head, despite the strange urge to say yes.

Being made into a doll, being made to obey Clare’s commands, had gotten into my head. That was all the more reason to turn down her offer. Seeing Clare’s expression fall though I couldn’t help but feel a little bad I’d said no. I knew I needed to stick to my decision though and not let Clare persuade me like before.

If I said yes then… who knew what would become of me. Maybe I’d be made into her doll again? Maybe I’d be made into her toy assistant, made to perform? Maybe…

The thoughts crowded my brain, making it hard to think. And I was still owed a reward. I just needed to get out of the doll suit and get my cage off and then…

“Oh, that is a shame. I was really looking forward to developing our working relationship. We’ve performed so well together, and we have a natural chemistry. I was so hoping we could continue this adventure together. Don’t you… don’t you like being my doll? Are you really so keen to give it all up? If you became my PA we could do this more often?”

Her voice was silk and honey, alluring, promises of pleasure. Was she… was she offering to make me her her doll more often? Is that what she wanted? Me to be her toy? And… why did that thought make my cock throb?

I shook my head. I needed to refuse. I’d only been a doll for her twice and already I could feel something happening to me. If I agreed to be her PA, and let her dress me up more often, let her parade me around, making me perform, rewarding me, then I knew I’d lose myself.

But… was that really so bad? Being a doll was fun, soothing. I could just give up and let Clare take control. I could accept the job and…

I shook my head harder, dismissing the thoughts.

“Oh… well… I’m so disappointed. I shan’t force you though. You did such a good job and we worked so well together that I thought it might be fun. You really do make a very pretty doll you know. But… if your mind is made up I won’t try to persuade you.”

I was glad but… at the same time, I felt almost crushed. Why wasn’t she at least trying to persuade me?

“Still… we have one final chance to enjoy ourselves don’t we?” Clare said.

I stared at her, head still trying to catch up. I was caught on the idea of being her personal doll assistant. For some reason, I couldn’t get it out of my head.

“Your reward.” Clare said. “You still want your reward for being a good mannequin, don’t you?”

The smile on her face, the twinkle in her eye, the mischief in her expression, made my caged cock throb. I thought of the last reward, Clare making me cum with her hand. I wanted it.

So… I nodded.

“Good doll.” She said. “In which case… why don’t go sit on my desk. I have the perfect thing in mind for you.”

I couldn’t move fast enough.
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It was a struggle to climb up onto Clare’s desk given the corset I was wearing and the tightness of the skin-suit, but I managed it without too much effort. I sat on the edge of her desk, perched, facing her, feeling pretty and exposed.

If anyone were to walk in they’d see Clare and an animated mannequin sat in a sexually provocative way, like a slutty secretary, but they wouldn’t know it was me. And… it was late in the day anyway. Most people had gone home. There was little chance we’d be disturbed. Knowing that I couldn’t help but get excited.

What did Clare have planned as my reward? Luckily, I didn’t have long to find out.

“Now, are you sure you want my reward?” Clare said. “Are you sure you can handle it?”

Her smile made my heart flutter. I remembered her hand. Maybe this time I’d get to feel her mouth, or her pussy. The thought made me hot and flustered.

I nodded. I wanted whatever she was going to give me.

Clare, grinning, moved closer. I was trembling, mind blank, body hot, caged cock throbbing.

I could do nothing but wait though, sealed in my doll suit, wrapped up tight, caged. I was utterly in Clare’s power, and she held the literal key to my pleasure.

“Such a sexy mannequin, such a pretty doll, such a slutty toy. What should I do to you? How should I reward you?”

She was chuckling. It was clear from the way she was looking at me, talking to me, that she knew exactly how she was going to reward me. She was just teasing me. But, knowing that didn’t make it any less effective.

I felt so light and free, so pretty and sexy. After hours of being lusted after, objectified, treated like a mannequin, a doll, a toy, I felt… light and giddy and horny. I wanted to cum. I wanted to cum more than I’d ever wanted to cum before.

I stared at Clare, waiting for her. She moved closer, slowly, and I watched, feeling my body throb. What was she going to do?

And then… she stepped in close, pushed my legs apart, and she began to explore my body.

Her hands caressed over the artificial skin of my doll-suit. The warmth of her was electric, making me shudder, and she squeezed and caressed and molested my thighs. My caged dick throbbed, trying and failing to harden, an agony of denial.

I squirmed, trapped inside the plasticky material, sealed inside the doll-skin, a toy, sealed up, powerless to resist, just a thing to be played with. And Clare was only too happy to play with me.

She watched me closely as she teased, hands roaming over my body, caressing and groping. Her hands teased over my thighs, my hips, my waist, even caressing my breasts. The sensations were strange, felt through the thin, artificial fabric of my skin-suit, but the strangeness only added to the feeling of being her doll.

If I’d said yes I could have had more of this. I thought.

But that was why I had to say no. It felt too good. Too much of this and I knew I’d have grown addicted, would have been corrupted. But… would that really be so bad?

Given how good Clare’s hands felt I wasn’t sure. Her touch was making me moan and whimper, the sounds muffled by my mask. She groped my body, my thighs, hips, tits, even my ass, and I felt… like an object meant to be played with.

“Oh… you are making such pretty noises yet I can’t hear. Maybe I should do something about that.” Clare said.

With that she lifted one hand to my mask and with a simple gesture she undid my lips, unsealing the artificial material so that I could breathe more easily, so my lips were free, so I could speak. Or rather… so I could moan and whimper.

“There. Much better. Now you’ll be able to talk and make pretty noises for me.”

“Have you… has there always been this catch?” I asked.

Clare nodded.

“I gave the girls in design some very specific instructions. The suit has quite a few features you don’t know about. Which is why it's a shame you said no to my offer. I would have liked to have shown you more, maybe had other suits made for you. You look so pretty after all, and you do such a good job of performing for me.”

I gasped as she squeezed my ass hard, pressing her fingers in, her grip felt even through the layers of padding. She giggled.

“But enough of that. With your lips free there are a few things I’d like to do. Starting with this…”

And with that, Clare kissed me. She kissed me suddenly, firmly, ardently. Her kiss was deep and passionate, firm, biting, tongues, wet and demanding. I’d never been kissed like it before, but then I’d not had that many kisses. I’d never really had time for girls, dating, or… other things.

I kissed back though, reacting on instinct, wanting to be a good girl, a good doll, eager for my reward. Clare kissed me and then… I felt her pull hard on my hair, my wig, pulling my head back to break the kiss.

She was smiling at me.

“That was the first thing I wanted to do. But there’s something else I want from your mouth.”

I stared at her.

“Get on your knees doll. It’s time for the first part of your reward. And the first part of mine too.”

My knees. She had freed my mouth. My head spun. I’d never tasted pussy before but… I didn’t resist. I fell to my knees and looked up at her like a good doll.
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Clare’s smile was like the sun, warm and radiant. I waited like a good doll, eager for my reward, desperate for it. As Clare moved her hands to the hem of her dress my heart skipped. As she began to peel her dress up, revealing her thighs, her stocking tops, her suspender straps, I felt my caged dick throb.

“You want your reward?” She asked.

I nodded.

“You want me to treat you like a good doll? You want me to give you your present for behaving?”

I nodded again. I wanted it so badly I couldn’t think—my heart was racing, my breath was short, and my body was shaking.

And then Clare pulled her skirt up, over her hips, revealing her panties, parting her legs to show off her…

My eyes went wide.

“You like your surprise?” She said, a giggle in her voice.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Between Clare’s legs, between my hot, sexy, older boss’s legs, was… a cock. Clare had a cock. A beautiful, hard, thick, feminine cock.

“Now, do you still want your reward? Do you want me to thank you for helping me? It seems a shame to put that pretty, sexy, slutty doll mouth of yours to waste.”

I couldn’t answer. My head was spinning.

I’d never seen another cock besides my own before, and certainly not a hard one, so close, or one on such a beautiful woman. My belly fluttered. My caged dick throbbed.

She wanted… she wanted to use my doll mouth.

“You look so fucking hot all dressed up like a slutty doll. And the way you move… you are so cute and pretty. I’ve been thinking about you, about rewarding you ever since I first saw you, and when they said we needed to do another demonstration I couldn’t resist. You’re just too perfect to go to waste. I need to feel you at least once. So… what do you say? Are you going to accept my reward? I can promise that you’ll enjoy it. A pretty, caged doll, a sexy toy. This was what you were made for after all. A body like that was built for pleasure. And aren’t you just a mindless thing made to be used and played with?”

As horny as I was, as giddy as I was, I couldn’t resist Clare’s words. They seeped into my subconscious, eroding my will. I was a doll.

I nodded. I parted my lips and looked up at my supervisor, willing and obedient and silent. Her smile made my belly flutter, and the way her cock twitched in her panties made my mouth wet.

“Good doll.” She said.

And she stepped forward.
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As Clare moved she reached down to pull her panties to the side, letting her cock pop free. It swayed, massive and hard and throbbing, beautiful.

I kept my mouth open, looking up into her eyes. She moved closer, gripped her cock with one hand, and then… she was looming over me, tall and beautiful and powerful. I was her doll, her sex-toy, an object for her to use and play with. Nothing had ever felt so right.

As Clare smeared the precum-wetted head of her cock over my lips I whimpered. It was so hard, so hot, yet the skin was smooth and soft, her precum almost sweet. I opened my mouth wider and then Clare thrust her hips.

She pressed the tip of her cock in, forced my mouth wider, and I closed the seal of my lips around her shaft, sucking, teasing with my tongue. I’d never even touched another cock, had never even really been kissed, and here I was sucking one, sucking one like a fuck-toy.

My instincts kicked in, all the porn I’d ever watched instructing me, my need to pleasure and satisfy my boss encouraging me, and I began to suck. As Clare thrust I forced my head down to take more, sucking, licking, teasing. I felt her cock throbbing, hot and hard, more precum coating my tongue, the head pressing at the back of my throat.

Clare began to fuck my face—her cock pressing deep into my mouth then drawing back, only the very tip still between my lips, held there by suction as I teased my tongue over the slit, thrusting back in deeper—and I let her. I let my boss fuck my face, let her use my mouth. I was a sexy mannequin, a slutty doll, a fuck-toy. This was my purpose, and… it felt good.

I could no longer deny the truth. Having Clare fuck my mouth felt good. Sucking cock felt good. Being her doll felt good.

Clare fucked my face, my mouth, and I let her, enjoying it. My caged cock throbbed. The tang of her precum clung to the back of my throat and to my tongue. I sucked harder, teasing with my lips and tongue, hot wet spit drooling to drip from my doll face.

“Fuck you feel good. Your mouth feels even better than I imagined. Such a pretty and talented fuck-toy.” Clare said.

Her words made me giddy. A sense of pride and joy spread through me. I sucked harder.

“But… I think that’s enough reward.” Clare said.

And with that, she withdrew her cock from my mouth, the tip leaving the suction of my lips with an audible pop. I looked up at her, mouth wide, pining, aching for more.

“No more doll. That’s all.”

I blinked, desperate.

“But… you’ve not cum. I’ve not cum. I…”

“If you want more you need to earn it.” Clare said. “If you want more you need to agree to become my assistant. You need to agree to become my doll. You need to beg me to play with you.”

I looked up at Clare, saw her smiling, the look of delight she took from seeing me knelt at her feet. I felt so small and weak and pretty. She had done that to me. She had made me her doll.

I could no longer resist her.

“I’ll do it.” I said. “I’ll become your assistant. Anything. You can make me your doll whenever you want. Just… please… more. I need more. I want to make you cum. I want you to make me cum.”

I’d been caged for so long. Being a doll felt so good.

“Please, Mistress… play with your doll.” I said.

She smiled, grinning, a look of delight as I finally gave in.

“Good girl.” She said. “Now… since you asked so nicely, I suppose I can be kind.”

With that, she began to undress. My heart skipped, a tremble of fear and excitement.

And I couldn’t help but wonder… what was she going to do?
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“Get up and bend over my desk.”

The words were a command. I froze for a moment, understanding them immediately.

But… I still obeyed. I wanted to obey. I rose to my feet, grinning, my caged cock throbbing, and I moved to Clare’s desk, strutting in my heels, doing my best to wiggle my ass and hips like the slutty, sexy, fuck-toy I was.

“Tease.” Clare said.

I could hear her smile. It made my belly flutter.

“I’m going to show you how I treat teases.”

I couldn’t wait.

As I reached Clare’s desk I bent over, keeping my legs as straight as I could, bending at my waist, spreading my legs apart.

I looked back over my shoulder, to my boss, and the way she was looking at me, at my body, my butt, thrilled me. I could see her cock twitching.

Her cock was twitching because of me. Because she wanted me. Because I was bent over her desk, legs spread, and she wanted… she wanted to fuck me. She wanted to fuck me like the good, pretty, slutty, sexy doll I was.

And… I wanted it to. I really wanted it.

“Please. Please come play with your doll.” I said. “Come fuck your doll.”

It had been days since I’d cum. I’d been caged, teased, had been dressed up like a slutty doll and paraded around, made to perform, had been objectified, and I was so horny and desperate I could barely think.

I wanted to be fucked. I wanted to be used. I wanted to be played with.

“Please… I’ll be your assistant. I’ll be your doll. You can play with me whenever you want. Just… fuck me. Fuck me and cum in me and make me cum. I’ll be a good doll. I’ll be the best doll. Just fuck me.”

As I spoke I wiggled my ass, making it jiggle and shake. I watched Clare’s cock twitch, excited by the show I was putting on.

She smiled.

“Well, since you ask so nicely, I figure it would be rude of me to refuse.”

And with that, she stepped towards me. I watched as she closed the distance between us.

As her hands found my ass, sneaking up under my skirt, flipping it up to expose my butt, I moaned. She groped me, molested me, teased me, and I surrendered to her.

Her hands worked, and then… I felt cool air on my caged cock and my ass, a hidden catch being undone to open my suit, yet another cleverly hidden mechanism giving her easy access to her doll. She really had planned all of this. That thought excited me.

“So willing and compliant. So eager.” Clare said. “I’m going to enjoy working closely with you, training you, dressing you up, rewarding you, using you.”

Her hands sneaked into my skin-suit, fingers teasing under my panties, caressing over my smooth, shaved, sensitive body. After being trapped in the skin-suit her touch felt electric, teasing along my crack, over my hole, my entrance.

She pressed one finger in, wiggling it, the tip just barely entering me. I whimpered, a rush of joyful sensation. Had my ass always been so sensitive to pleasure, or was it the cage, being pent up, or being dressed up like a slutty doll?

“So tight? Have you never done this before?” Clare asked.

I shook my head.

“I… I’m a virgin. I’ve… I’ve never been with anyone.” I said.

Clare smiled.

“Well then, I’ll have to be gentle, at least to start…”

And with that, she withdrew her finger. A shudder ran up my spine.

With a hard pull, Clare tore at my panties, ripping them, pulling them to the side, exposing my hole. I felt something wet and cold caress my skin, then more fingers working the slippery, oily liquid in, pressing deeper and deeper, stretching me, wetting me. I moaned, grinding my hips, drunk on the sensation.

Clare worked her fingers deeper, teasing, and then… she pulled them out. I was left empty, pining, aching for more.

“Ready for me?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Please…” I whispered.

Clare smiled, gripped her cock, and stepped forward. The head slipped along my well-lubed crack, teasing over my hole, pressing barely in before slipping away. She repeated this over and over, teasing up and down, pressing just the tip in before taking it away.

I worked my hips to try to capture her cock, moaning, pleading, pressing back, but she was firmly in control. I was a horny mess, a fuck-toy, a sexy doll desperate to get fucked.

“Say please.” Clare said.

“Please.” I spoke without hesitation. “Pretty please.”

Clare chuckled. Her cock slipped up, down, the head pressing at my entrance, the tip entering me. I worked my hips, my ass, pressing back, and I felt my hole open, stretching. I waited for her to take her cock away, to deny me again, but… she didn’t.

The pressure built. The pleasure built. And then… her cock popped into my ass, the head slipping past my outer ring, filling me.

I moaned in delight and as Clare thrust into me I pressed back. She filled me with one quick movement, pleasure and pain becoming one.

Her cock was in my ass. My boss was fucking me in my ass. I was her doll, her toy, her mannequin, her sexy, slutty, personal assistant. In that moment I gave up all my dreams of becoming an executive, my dreams of power and wealth and women. I just wanted to be Clare’s doll and I wanted her to play with me.

“Fuck…”

Clare moaned as she worked her cock deep, thrusting, pulling her hips back to ease her cock out of my tight hole. I wiggled my hips and ass, riding her prick, squeezing down to milk it.

She pulled back until just the tip was inside me. I clenched down, savouring the sensation, and then my boss thrust, filling me with her cock again, knocking the air from my lungs and any remaining sense or reason or resistance from my head.

I was a doll. A mannequin. A fuck-toy.

And I loved it.

Clare fucked me, hard, thrusting her cock deep then pulling it back. She fucked me hard, her hands finding my hips, gripping me tight, slamming her cock into my tight, wet, eager hole. I moaned, whimpered, pleasure and bliss and joy, and I worked my ass onto her prick, riding her, wanting to feel more.

As she fucked me, her cock easing in and out, her hips slapping against my butt, I felt something bright inside me growing. My caged cock throbbed in agony, leaking precum. It had been days since I’d last cum and I was desperate.

The joy inside me swelled, becoming brighter and more demanding. My body moved almost on its own, chasing the sensation, working my ass and hips, clenching, fucking Clare back as she fucked me. Pleasure swelled, my mind unravelling.

“Fuck… you feel so good, your ass is so tight. I’m close… I’m going to cum. You’re going to make me cum with your pretty ass. Sexy little fuck-toy, such a good doll.”

Clare’s words were all I needed to push me to the edge. I could feel her cock throbbing, swelling. I knew what that meant.

I worked my ass back, clenching, and I felt her slam into me, filling me with her cock. I felt her cock throb hard, and then… I could feel her cumming. She was cumming inside of me, her cock filling me with thick, warm, creamy spunk.

She was cumming inside of me and… I was cumming too, cumming hard as she fucked me, cumming despite being caged. I was a pretty doll and I was getting fucked. My boss cumming in my ass and I was cumming.

Waves of pleasure crashed over me. I moaned. Clare thrust deep. I pressed my ass back, clenching, milking. The pleasure was like nothing I’d ever felt before.

As Clare’s climax subsided and my orgasm ended I felt her collapse on top of me. The fog of lust and desire and need cleared and I realised what I’d agreed to.

“That felt amazing.” Clare said. “I can’t wait for more. You’re going to be such an amazing assistant and we’re going to have so much fun.”

I’d agreed to be her assistant. I’d agreed to become her doll. I’d given up all my dreams of being an executive, of being rich and powerful, just so I could feel her cock inside me, just so I could be played with.

I giggled, wiggling my butt, savouring the feeling of her cock slowly softening inside of me, her warm cum leaking out. I’d never been more excited for my future. Being an executive was overrated anyway. Dolls got to have way more fun.

THE END
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TWO BRATTY FEMBOYS
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Daniel and Josh are weeks away from graduating. There’s just one problem… they need a passing grade in gym, only they’ve been skipping gym for the last two years.

Yet they have a plan. One that involves charming their handsome, older gym teacher, and if that doesn’t work there’s always blackmail. What could go wrong?

Daniel and Josh, two best friends, have spent the majority of their school lives causing trouble, getting up to mischief and pulling pranks. In the last year though they’ve turned things around. Instead of causing mayhem, they’ve been focused on charming the teachers.

It’s all for a good reason, the two young men are adults now, and they had a future to plan for, a future at college where they’ll be able to live out the life they’ve been dreaming of.

In high school, the boys were never really more than the class clowns, too small and slim and cute to get the attention of girls. At college though they’re hoping that their female-dominated course will allow them to finally hook up.

Their plan to graduate though is thrown off course when they discover that they are going to fail gym. The only problem is they’ve been skipping gym for the last couple of years, ever since their new teacher, Mr Bell, showed up.

Aware they only need a passing grade to make it to college the two boys decide to try to persuade their teacher to be lenient. Mr Bell though is not so easily charmed and insists the friends earn their grades the hard way, by running laps.

Daniel and Josh are outraged by Mr Bell’s reluctance to help them after they asked so sweetly. So, they come up with a plan to persuade him with a little more force, and when they discover that he’s into femboys they know just how to persuade him.

Only Mr Bell isn’t so easily persuaded, and the two bratty femboys might just end up earning their passing grade the hard way… only they won’t be running laps.


TRAINING THE INTERN
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Justin’s new job might just be as an intern, but if he plays things right then he could make a big impression at Elsewhere Industries, one of the best research companies in the world and a place he’s dreamed of working since he was a small child.

But his new boss, Ms Boston, makes him so nervous, and when Justin makes a very expensive mistake he finds himself being offered a very unconventional way to make it all up to her.

Justin has dreamed of being a research scientist at Elsewhere Industries since he was a child, and now he finally has his chance. True, it’s just an intern position, but if he can impress then who knows where he might end up.

Only it all starts to go wrong when he makes a very expensive mistake.

His new boss, Ms Boston, is disappointed, but she has a simple plan for how Justin can apologise. Justin, desperate to make it up to her, will do anything, even agreeing to let her test several of her department's new technologies on him. Yet what Justin doesn’t know is just what effect these technologies will have on him.

So begins a journey of feminization and bimbofication as Justin is transformed and the boy who dreamed of being a scientist is remade into a girl who has other things on her mind. Things that are a lot more fun…


FULL SERVICE NURSE
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Ben has moved across the country for his dream job and the move has drained his bank account to the limit. The job pays well though so he’s not worried, only… when he arrives he discovers the clinic is closed permanently.

Stranded in a strange city with no friends and no money he’s in desperate need of work, but there’s none out there. And then he spots a job that looks almost perfect and that pays well. There’s just one problem. It’s for female nurses only...

When Ben moves city for his dream job he can’t wait to start his new life, only it’s all over before it’s even begun. When he arrives at his new place of employment he discovers the clinic closed… permanently.

In need of work to pay his rent and bills, his bank account drained from the move, he scours recruitment boards, but there’s no work out there. And then he spots a job that looks almost too good to be true. A prestigious clinic is looking for nurses, and they boast a high-paying benefits scheme too. Only… they’re only looking for female nurses.

Ben, desperate, makes up a brand new resume under the name of Bianca, certain that his application will be looked over anyway. Yet it isn’t, and when Bianca is asked for an interview he’s left with a decision. Can he really become a pretty, feminine nurse?

So begins a slow, sensual, seductive journey of feminization and self-discovery as Ben embraces his girly side. But when he learns how the benefits scheme works will he embrace the opportunity to make a little extra cash?

Is Bianca the kind of girl who’s willing to work as a Full Service Nurse?


THE SUCCUBUS CURSE
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It was Mitchel and Jacob’s last summer at bible camp, and the best friends were dreading it. But then they found the Grimoire.

Bored, the pair decide to mess about with the rituals inside. After all, it’s just harmless fun, right? Demons aren’t really, are they? But when the pair summon a succubus their lives are forever transformed...

Bible camp was how Mitchel and Jacob met. It was how they’d spent every summer of their teenage years, and now… it was almost over. This was their last summer.

They'd grown from boys to young men, and after this, they were off to college to start their adult lives. The best friends just needed to get through one last summer.

That was easier said than done though. Bible camp had always been hard for the pair, neither of them ever really fitting in with the other boys, but this year it was worse.

Everyone around them had blossomed into whole wholesome young men, while Mitchel and Jacob had… not really changed. While the other boys wanted to play sports or attend prayer meetings, the two friends were more content to hide in the old basement and read the collection of old confiscated comics and books they’d found down there.

They just wanted to get through the summer any way they could. They just wanted to stay out of the way.

Then they discovered the Grimoire. A book dedicated to demonology and magic, and one section leaps out at them. A ritual to summon a succubus.

Bored, the pair decide to conduct the ritual for fun. After all, magic isn’t real, is it? But when they summon Her they realise they’re in trouble. Especially once it becomes clear that their binding circle is flawed and the ritual is imperfect.

Soon the pair find themselves the targets of Her magic, and the consequences see their lives forever changed and transformed as they fall deeper under the influence of THE SUCCUBUS CURSE...


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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