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Chapter 1

 
Belinda smiled nervously, her long, black hair twitching in the slight Arizona mountain breeze as she placed her two suitcases on the porch beside her. For a brief moment she wondered if she should have worn something more conservative than the low cut white blouse and black, knee length skirt currently adorning her petit frame. But she wanted to impress him. She always did. Even her heels were worn to impress the man into whose care she was placing herself. 
Shaking free of her thoughts, she made a fist and raised a hand to knock on the door. To her surprise the door opened; there, standing before her was Harper, wearing blue jeans and a tight fitting, white t-shirt, his large frame virtually filling the doorway. 
For a brief moment Harper took in her lovely form. “It’s about time!” he said.
Instantly she was in Harper’s arms, warmly embracing the large man as he held her. “Traffic was Hell!” she told him, thoroughly enjoying the firm warmth of his embrace.
Harper looked up to see the cab leaving his circular drive. He let her go and invited her into his large home. As Belinda bent to get her suitcase he chided her and demanded she leave them to his attention.
Once inside the pair sat down beside one another on his brown leather couch. After quickly hugging him another time she leaned back and looked over the place. 
“White and brown, eh?” she mused, noting the simplicity of his home’s décor. “No pictures, nothing. Just a couch, a couple of recliners and your television. Just like you. Simple.”
He leaned forward and knocked on the oak coffee table. “Don’t forget the coffee table.”
Belinda smiled and nodded her head as she rolled her eyes. “I’m sure the bedroom is far more opulent.”
“Well, yeah. It’s where I torture my victims.”
“What no dungeon?”
Harper laughed. “I have a work shop out back. It used to be a barn. I make some fun things there. I have a few fun things already made, too.” He grinned. “But, yeah, the bedroom is more ‘opulent,’ as you say.” He made air quotes with his fingers.
“Well, I expect the guest bedroom is a bit less dungeon-like.”
“Oh, that’s so sad!”
Belinda giggled. “I think this time we should keep things on a friendship only basis. The last time I visited you nearly killed me.”
“You’re just saying that because you had a hard time walking afterwards.”
Belinda giggled. “It’s hard to walk when every step makes you cum.”
He laughed. “I can only imagine. And it’s quite a feat considering how much you dislike anal sex, but you should know, I thoroughly enjoyed fucking your ass. Even if you claim to have disliked it.”
A snort escaped her and she shook her head. “You’re a bad man. It isn’t just a claim. It’s a fact.”
“I disagree about it being a fact. As for being bad: Why, yes, yes I am!”
After a pleasant time chatting, wherein Belinda related to Harper her more recent travails, the pair sat down to dinner. There they made more small talk as they enjoyed a lovely and satisfying meal of chicken, baked potatoes and steamed broccoli. 
“I really appreciate you taking me in,” Belinda told him. “I was really shocked when you offered – even more so when you bought my plane ticket.”
Harper stared at her for a short moment, noting the slight cleavage peeking out from her close fitting, white blouse. Glancing at her form, largely hidden by the dinner table, he thought to times past when she had belonged to him; to memories of other times, long after their breakup, when she had visited and given herself to him for brief moments. He remembered her strapped to a bench, knees brought up beside her head and with arms wrapped round her thighs, wrists strapped behind so she was utterly helpless to be used as he pleased. 
It had always been that way with Belinda. She could never give him what he wanted. Nevertheless, he had taken. It was, in truth, what she needed. He knew it. They both did.
“You needed me,” was Harper’s simple reply. “And I do love you. You know that.”
She nodded. “I know. I love you, too.” She looked thoughtful for a moment. “I do wish I could be what you need,” Belinda told him. “It would make life so much easier for us both if I could. And I know you would take good care of me. You already do, and we aren’t even together.”
“Why did you leave exactly?”
She rolled her eyes, wiping her lips with the white, cloth napkin and placing it on the table beside her empty plate. Belinda leaned back and shook her head. “You always ask me that.” She shook her head and laughed. “You know why I left.”
“Because you couldn’t be a slave. That’s what you say.”
“And because I couldn’t do the things you wanted me to do.”
Harper grinned. “You did them anyway. And you liked doing them.”
“No. I liked pleasing you. That’s why I came like I did. Otherwise,” she paused and looked up at the ceiling and back at Harper, “otherwise I would never have let you force me into doing those things.”
“Let me?” Harper cocked an eyebrow.
Belinda grinned and pushed back her chair. “Yes. I never would have allowed you to do those things to me if I hadn’t wanted to please you, Harp. And, yes, ‘allowed’ is the correct word.”
“Why did you ‘allow’ me to do those things, exactly?” he asked, sarcastically emphasizing her chosen phrase. 
“Because you love me. Because I liked pleasing you, and I know you would never do anything to hurt me.” She stood just then, telling him she wanted to get into her pajamas. “Where is my bedroom?”
Harper smiled, wiped his lips with his napkin and stood. “Right this way,” he said. Stepping away from the table, he gathered her suitcases and led her to the guest bedroom. 
After Harper departed the bedroom, and as Belinda opened her suitcase to remove her things, she took a deep breath and sighed. The man was far too attractive and knew her far too well. Already she found herself wanting. Regardless, she well knew that giving into her wants would be far from productive. There was simply no way she could fathom being what he wanted. Besides, his fetishes were ridiculously beyond her, regardless of the many times she had indulged him. Granted, she had enjoyed herself immensely. But living as he wished was simply too much to imagine. 
This time, she told herself, things would be different. She would not fall into the trap of being ‘friends with benefits,’ nor would she allow herself to hope for something more. Harper was, for all his wonderful characteristics, not the man for her. Thus, no matter how she might want to enjoy his tall, muscular body, she would refrain. So she decided.









Chapter 2

 
Once in her loose-fitting blue and white pajamas, Belinda made her way to the living room. There, seated on the couch, and still wearing his blue jeans and t-shirt, was Harper. Handsome as ever, Belinda wanted nothing more than to be with him. His presence alone made her wet with desire. Regardless, she dismissed those wants as she approached, flopping down on the couch beside him.
“Do you remember – way back when – when I wanted to make you into my slave?” asked Harper. 
She nodded. “You did make me into your slave. I was your slave for a year.”
“No. I mean into a permanent slave.”
“You mean with the permanent bondage stuff?”
Harper nodded.
“Yeah. It freaked me out.”
Grinning, Harper eased up and reached behind the couch. “I thought you would come to your senses,” he said, holding up a set of wide, metal cuffs and holding one out to her. “I made these after I got all set up here. The edges are all rounded so as not to be uncomfortable.”
A sudden wave of arousal came over Belinda. She shook it off, though not without effort. “They look nice,” she said, taking the proffered cuff and looking it over. “You aren’t using them on me, though.”
“They aren’t round like a lot of cuffs. I made them to fit the wrist. Your wrist specifically. I have a collar, too.”
“You still aren’t using any them on me.”
Ignoring her, Harper continued. “See the hinge and the little holes in the back?”
“Yeah.”
“Close it. You’ll notice the hinge is invisible.”
Belinda closed one of the cuffs and nodded. “Yeah. You can’t see it. But how does it lock shut? All I see are the little rings on either side. I don’t see a lock.”
“Well, I have a couple of little pins that fit inside. They thread in one side and snap into the other.” He reached into the pocket of his jeans and withdrew the pins. “See how the one end is threaded and the other is sort of like an arrowhead?”
“Yeah.”
“Once they close the little arrowhead compresses a little. Note the slight notch in the tip?”
Belinda took the tiny pin and held it up to the light. “Yeah. Pretty groovy. But how do you get it apart?”
“You don’t. Not without some very careful cutting.”
Belinda shivered, her nipples suddenly hard as she realized the cuffs were meant to be permanent. “Is the collar made the same way?”
“Yes.”
“I hope you get a chance to use them some day,” Belinda said, suddenly avoiding eye contact. She shifted in her seat and handed the cuff back to Harper.
“I have a set for your ankles, too.”
“Not my ankles, mister! There is no way in Hell you are making me into a permanent slave.” She got up suddenly and stretched. “I think it’s time for bed.”
“It’s nine, Belinda.” His voice became suddenly stern. “Sit down.”
In spite of her words, Belinda’s arousal would not be denied, and she found her will evaporating. 
Suddenly on the couch beside him, she shook her head to clear her mind. Briefly recovering, she shook her head. “I can’t be what you want, Harp. I can’t.”
“Why not?”
“I’m not that girl. I have a life to lead. I can’t just be a sex slave, serving you and your wants.”
Again, he asked, “Why not?”
“Because it’s not me. Because I don’t like the things you like. More importantly, I don’t want those things. They aren’t for me.”
Harper smiled and nodded. “Okay.” He turned and picked up the television remote and pointed it at the television where it hung on the wall. “What do you want to watch?”
 
Later, as Belinda crawled into bed, she took a deep breath, remembering how good it felt when he demanded she sit down, and how she wanted to give him everything. Suddenly tearful at being unable to capitulate to his wants, she cried herself to sleep.
 
Next day, over a light breakfast, the two sat and talked. Belinda was still wearing her pajamas. Harper, as was his custom, was in blue jeans and a white t-shirt. For a short time they reminisced over fun moments, and then finally got down to more important and pressing matters.
“So what’s your first move?” Harper asked.
“Well, my options are sort of limited. I don’t have a high school diploma. So I guess I need to find a supermarket or something to start. They sort of hire anyone.”
“Well, as I told you, you can use the old Pontiac to get around in until you can afford a car.”
“I want you to know that I really appreciate what you’re doing for me,” Belinda told him, adding, “Also, and I mean this from the bottom of my heart, I am really thankful you’re letting me live here until I can get back on my feet.”
“Stay as long as you need.”
“I will pay you back. Every dime. I mean it.”
Harper grinned. “Well, we could simply take it out in trade.”
“Wise ass!”
For the remainder of the day Belinda spent her time in Harper’s office, a room decorated only with a desk, a few file cabinets and a computer, searching for jobs on the internet. 
Later that night, and following an exhausting day of prospecting jobs, Belinda headed to the kitchen to make dinner. Harper, she knew, had done his best to stay out of her way and had likely exhausted himself in his shop. Such had always been his way. It was nearing seven that evening when he finally made it into the house. By then he was thoroughly filthy and quite tired. 
“Go take a shower and get in here,” she called from the kitchen. “I made dinner.”
“Sounds good,” he called back, heading for his bedroom.
As the water cascaded over his tired body, Harper thought to the girl in the kitchen. She was everything he had ever wanted, and he loved her dearly. Quite suddenly he remembered a time when they had showered together. They had done so often. Each time it had been an adventure, and she had never failed to please him. The many memories, their long history, and the fact she brought out his dominant tendencies made it all the more difficult not to impose his will upon the girl. Nonetheless, he decided it best if he allowed her to do as she wished, no matter that it failed to coincide with his wants.
Some thirty minutes after he had come into the house he was at the dinner table. 
“You still dress the same,” Belinda mused. “Always the blue jeans. Always the t-Shirt. Do you ever change?”
“I have a few other things,” Harper admitted. “I even have a couple of suits.”
“Yeah. All moth eaten and unused, I’m sure.”
Harper grinned. “Probably.”
Over dinner they talked pleasantly, occasionally reminiscing over times long in the past. She told him of her job search and he shared details of his current project boring out an old engine for a biker he knew. “It’s more hobby than anything. I definitely don’t need the money,” he finished.
“Don’t I know it?”
They continued talking pleasantly, both secretly wanting of the other and neither speaking of that want. Eventually, following dinner, the pair retired to the living room, Harper taking up space in one of his recliners and Belinda on the couch, legs stretched out across its length. There they relaxed, talking as their evening wore away.
“Do you ever wonder what things would be like if we had stayed together?” Harper asked, eyes closed as he relaxed. “I mean, what would I be like? What would you be like?”
Belinda laughed. “I think you would be the same. I think I would be very different.”
“Meaning?
“Well, for starters, my ass would be very loose by now.”
Harper opened his eyes and smiled, closing them a moment later. “I doubt that. I mean, yes, I would have used it a lot. But I don’t think it would be loose.”
“Remember the beer bottle blow job – that’s some alliteration - and how the next few days went?”
He chuckled. “Yeah. That was really fun.”
“Asshole.”
“Besides the ass thing,” he continued. “What would we be like?”
“I told you. I think you would be the same. I would be the one who was different.”
He raised his head and opened his eyes again, smiling. “Tell me what you mean. How would you be different?”
Belinda smirked and then stared up at the ceiling. “I think I would be gone.”
“Meaning?”
“Meaning I would be a slave and nothing else,” Belinda told him. “I would live to serve you. Nothing else would be important. It would all be about you, making you cum, serving you and being a perfect slave.”
“You don’t think I would be all about you?”
“I would live to serve you and you would live to have me serve you.”
“Could you be less specific, maybe?”
“When I was with you, Harp, I lost myself. No, I wasn’t an automaton, but I wasn’t myself. I had no will of my own. All I wanted to do was fuck and suck. How’s that?”
Harper grinned and took a deep breath. “So you think you wouldn’t want anything else?”
“Not really,” she said. “And who knows what my body would be like. You do have a penchant for big tits and fat lips.”
“You really think I would do that to you?”
“Yeah. I do.”
Harper nodded. “I do have a penchant for that sort of thing. But I really can’t imagine you being a fuck monster, like you think. Eventually you would learn to deal with how you felt and get back to being you. You would just be horny all the time.”
Belinda laughed. “Um, Harp?”
He opened his eyes and gave her a nod. “Yeah?”
“My sex drive is stupid. I can’t get enough.”
“Wasn’t it always like that?”
Shaking her head, Belinda told him it was not. “It wasn’t until I got with you that I fully enjoyed sex. You sort of turned me into a nympho.”
“Hmm, I never knew that.”
“Yeah, well, my boyfriends did.”
“What do you mean?”
“Look at me, fucker!” Belinda demanded in mock anger.
Harper laughed and opened his eyes, raising his head from the recliner. “What?”
“I wore my boyfriends out. They couldn’t keep up with me.” She gave him a stern look. “I am okay if I’m not having any sort of sex. You know I don’t like to masturbate. So, when I’m single I can deal. But soon as I start having sex I can’t get enough. I’m horny all the fucking time. That’s your fault, mister!” 
Harper chuckled. “Good. Want some sex?”
“Shut up, asshole!”
“So, you mean – and I hope I’m getting this right – before me you weren’t that way?”
“No! No I wasn’t!” she said loudly. “I was a good girl. Yeah, I liked sex. But I wasn’t driven by it.”
“Driven, eh?”
“Yeah. Driven.”
“What’s that mean?”
“Okay. I never told you this. But here goes.” Belinda gave a long pause. “So, when I start having sex, and if the guy is remotely dominant, it sort of makes me go all blank. I mean, I can function just fine. But when I’m with them, or if I am remotely stimulated, I kind of fade. All I want is sex, sex, and more sex.”
Harper smiled and shook his head. “Why do you think that is?”
“Well, you sort of programmed me, I think.”
“Programmed?”
“Well, how many times did you torture me with orgasm? You withheld them and then gave me so many I couldn’t take it.”
“Rhetorical question?”
“You did it a lot. And I know you remember how it would send me into a sort of mindless state. Well, that happens now when I start to get aroused.”
“Hmm,” Harper frowned, “that means you haven’t been aroused since you’ve been here? I would have thought my strong, masculine body would have sent you over the edge the way you’re talking.”
Belinda smirked. “I have to get more than a little aroused. And yeah, I’ve been horny since I got here. But that doesn’t mean I’m going to let you fuck me. So wipe that stupid grin from your face!”









Chapter 3

 
Harper found that sleep evaded him that night. Belinda’s mentioning of the bottle blow job filled his memory. Aroused, he began stroking himself as he recalled that night and the few nights following. 
He was living in Los Angeles at the time, and she had only just come into town from Seattle. They were not lovers. They were friends. But that had never stopped them. 
That night, soon after dinner and as he relaxed in his recliner with a bottle of beer, he called her over. “Strip,” he told her.
Obediently, Belinda stripped. Then, as she stood naked before him, he demanded she kneel and suck his cock. Never more than mildly resistant, she fell to her knees, fished his member from his jeans and started sucking. For nearly twenty minutes they remained so. 
“You’re such a good cock sucker,” he told her. “You really are.”
Belinda popped her head up and smiled. “You’re just saying that because you trained me.”
Harper smiled and placed his hand beneath her chin. “Let’s get to the bedroom. I want to take off my clothes and get more comfy.”
On the bed, slightly propped up on pillows, Harper watched as Belinda, laying between his spread legs, sucked his cock. Still holding the bottle of beer, he reveled in the sight and feel of her lips as she sank down on his member, taking it into her throat and bobbing repeatedly until breath demanded otherwise.
“Bring your ass around here,” Harper demanded after draining the last remnant from the bottle. 
She looked up from between his legs, releasing his cock from her mouth and letting it spring back against him. “You want my ass over your face?”
He nodded his head. “Yes. Straddle me on your knees. I want access.”
Belinda nodded and gave a dreamy smile as she eased herself up to hands and knees. Moving slowly, she turned and threw her leg over him, pushing her ass nearly to his face before being stopped. 
“Suck me, Bel.”
At slightly less than five feet tall, Belinda’s ass and sex hovered over Harper’s chest, allowing him full view and access to her most private areas as she sucked him.
“I love that big ass of yours, Bel. I love that tiny, chubby pussy, too,” he told her. 
“Thank you,” she said, briefly removing her mouth from his member.
For many minutes Harper played with her sex, rubbing her clit and thrusting his fingers into her wet hole. It was only after he took the final swig of beer the idea of bottle fucking her came to mind. At first he was hesitant, worried the bottle might break. Then he remembered seeing videos of women stuffed with wine bottles and the like. A moment later he fed the narrow end of the bottle into her vagina and started fucking her. 
“Is that the bottle?” Belinda asked.
“It is. Now suck me. Not another word.”
It was not long before Harper brought the bottle to her ass. Immediately she pulled from his cock and grunted out a weak word of resistance.
“Quiet!” he told her. “Suck my cock. Don’t dare take your mouth off unless I say otherwise.”
In spite herself, she complied with his wishes, engulfing his cock once again with full knowledge the bottle would soon be inside her. 
A few moments later the bottle’s top was pushing firmly against her anal sphincter, drawing forth a whine of unhappiness from the girl. A slight increase of pressure and the bottle slid into her ass. 
“Does that feel good?” Harper asked, slowly working the bottle deeper.
“Hmm, mmm,” was her unhappy reply. 
Harper reached over to the nearby nightstand and withdrew a bottle of lubricant from its drawer. After removing the bottle from her asshole he drizzled the lubricant over her plump, round bottom, and spread it about, working it into her hole. Once satisfied he capped the lubricant and placed it beside him. Then he eased the bottle back into her asshole and began fucking her with it. 
Stroking the bottle back and forth, he marveled at the elasticity of her sphincter. Before long, and having pushed the bottle deeper with each inward thrust, the bottle was sunk to its midpoint. 
“Does it feel good?” he asked, again.
She shook her head without taking her mouth from his cock, grunting in the negative.
He withdrew the bottle and lubricated her ass again, rubbing copious amounts of the viscous liquid into her hole. Then again he brought the bottle to her ass. This time, however, he began pushing it in bottom first.
The moment she realized his intentions Belinda lifted her head from his cock and let out a word of refusal. A brief exchange was had, after which Belinda was told to return to her cock sucking duties. The moment she did so the bottle was brought to her ass and, despite her continued moans of unhappiness, slid into her rectum, bottom first.
Unhappily, and as he fucked her ass with the thickest part of the bottle, Belinda continued sucking his cock. Her whining complaints were loud, though no more so than when she felt her sphincter closing along the tapered end of the bottle. It was then, with but a few short inches of the bottle protruding from her ass, she tasted his orgasm. 
Belinda spent the better part of the night with the bottle in her ass, its shape preventing it from slipping out. It was not until the wee hours of the morning, when she complained about the terrible ache in her bottom, he removed it. 
The memory had been a fond one for Harper, so much so that it had become a regular remembrance during moments of self-pleasure. It was a memory he wished he could relive again. But there were many things he wished he could relive. Sadly, he knew such things were entirely unlikely. It did not keep him from fantasizing about future moments with Belinda, and he hoped, in spite of all he knew, another such opportunity would present itself.
He did not sleep well that night.
 











Chapter 4

 
For the next month Belinda continued her search for work. But there were few jobs to be had in that part of Arizona; fewer still for a high school dropout. It was early in the evening as they were eating dinner that Belinda voiced her frustration. 
“You could always be my slave,” said Harper, grinning widely. “I think you’d like it.”
Belinda shook her head and rolled her eyes. “I’m serious, Harp. I’m really frustrated.”
“What are you going to do if you can’t get a job?”
“I have to get a job. I can’t rely on your good nature and our friendship.”
He smiled at her just then. “Well, it’s only been a month. Just keep looking.”
That month, and then the next, passed with but a single phone interview. Otherwise every application – those that bothered to reply – was responded to in the negative.
“I think I have to go back to Los Angeles,” she told Harper. They were sitting on the couch after a late dinner. Frustration shone on her face.
“How?”
“What do you mean?”
“Um, you don’t have any money. I mean, I have no problem giving you some cash, but unless you’re willing to take a steady paycheck from me you aren’t in any shape to go anywhere.”
“I know. But what else can I do?” she asked. Her voice was trembling and she was near to tears.
“Are you willing to take a paycheck?”
Belinda shook her head. “I can’t. I already owe you so much.”
“Then what are you going to do?”
“I don’t know. What can I do?”
Harper had been rehearsing for this moment almost since she had arrived. Never believing it would, he was almost afraid to act when it did.
“Okay, it’s time for an executive decision,” Harper told her after a long silence. 
As she looked at him questioningly he left his seat on the couch and departed the room. When he returned he was brandishing the cuffs he had shown her. There was also a collar of similar design.
“Get off the couch and take off your clothes,” he told her.
Belinda stared at him with wide, questioning eyes. “I can’t do that, Harper. I can’t.”
“Obey me, Belinda. Get up and take off your clothes.” His voice was soft but commanding. Already his cock was hard.
She well knew the tone in his voice, and it aroused her terribly, made her slightly light headed. Much as she wanted to obey, however, she knew it was an impossibility; so Belinda remained as she was, refusing his command.
“I have made my expectations known, Belinda.” He said it softer this time. Still, there was a subtle but powerful command in his voice.
“Harp, I…”
“Stand and undress, Bel. Do it now. Do it for me. Then come to where I stand and kneel.” Harper smiled, his voice softer yet. “Don’t disappoint me.”
Melting at his words, at the commanding yet gentle way he spoke, Belinda rose and began removing her clothing. It had always been that way between them. She would resist, only to find herself obeying his every command. Such was his power over the girl that her resistance faded as quickly as it arose. Once naked she came to him, kneeling at his feet and looking up at him with wide, doe-like eyes. 
“Hold out your right hand.”
As if in a dream Belinda lifted her hand. “Are these the same cuffs? Are they the ones you made to be permanent?”
He wrapped the first cuff round her wrist. “They are.” The soft click as it locked in place made her jump. “Give me your other hand.”
Belinda presented her left hand and watched as he encircled her wrist with the other cuff and locked it on.
“The cuffs are a titanium alloy. The pins are, too. There is no way to get them off without a diamond edged saw; then it would take hours. The heat generated would burn your skin terribly.”
With her wrists cuffed she stared at them, her mind swirling with the implications. She did not want to be a slave, no matter how much she loved him or how he loved her. Regardless, she found herself gathering her hair and lifting it as he slipped the wide collar around her neck. It was only when it snapped shut she understood what was transpiring. 
Belinda waited quietly, kneeling as she stared up at her new master, knowing all the while she should never have allowed the current situation to come about. But try as she might she hadn’t the willpower to resist the man before her. It was then she realized he could have exerted this power over her long ago. Only his respect for her wants had kept him from doing so. Now, it seemed, his only concern was in having her as his own.
“I’ve a little more to do and then we are through,” he started. “You may be unhappy with what I am about to do, but it will happen anyway. Do you understand?”
With her mind roiling in arousal and fear, Belinda nodded. 
“What are you going to do?” she asked. Then she whispered, “I don’t want to be a slave.”
Harper held up a six-inch length of metal rod. Round, there was a single hole at each end. “I am attaching this to the back of your collar. It should hang down to just above your middle back. Then I am attaching your cuffs to it. Are you still as flexible as you used to be?”
“Yes,” she whispered, fighting back the tears welling in her eyes.
He stepped behind her and had her lift her hair again. “Do you remember when I took your arms from you for a month?”
“Yes.” There was a slight click and she knew the rod was attached to her collar. How she did not know, for he had failed to show her the mechanism. Though she suspected it was similar to how the cuffs were fastened to her wrists.
“This is going to be long term as well.”
“How long?”
“Permanently.”
The prospect of permanently losing her arms filled her with a terrible fear and anguish. Nonetheless, she remained unmoving, unable to resist his command or even move to prevent her immanent bondage. She knew then, in spite of any protestation she thought to make, that Harper owned her, body and soul.
After having Belinda drape her hair forward over her left shoulder he withdrew a short rod from his jeans and fed it through the bottom most hole of the rod dangling from the back of her collar. Then, one by one, Harper pulled each wrist up and fastened them so her wrists were no more than three inches apart. She was not told how they were fastened, that he only need remove a small pin to free her. Thus, it was her belief that she had lost her arms forever.
 
Harper sat on the couch. Before him was Belinda, her beautiful, full breasts pushed forward as she kneeled, arms locked behind her, wrists between her shoulder blades. In the many hours since her recent enslavement the only words spoken had been his when he had spoken to her of her immense beauty, and how wonderful it was to have her as his slave again. Now, however, he was ready for conversation.
“What was the best part about being my slave?” asked Harper.
“The security and love.” Her answer was spoken flatly with little inflection. 
“And the worst?”
“Being ass fucked all the time, never having normal sex, and the few times you used me as a toilet.” 
“As I recall, you enjoy getting ass fucked. You certainly cum hard when I do. You also never complained when I used you as a urinal, and you rarely spoke of vaginal sex.”
“When I agreed to be your slave you told me that my wants were immaterial. I knew what that meant. I knew it wouldn’t matter if I complained. Besides, all I wanted was to please you.”
“What do you think is going to happen to you now that you are my slave again?”
“You are going to use me for your pleasure.”
Harper laughed. “Of course I am. But what does that entail?”
“Blow jobs, ass fucking, being a urinal, and whatever else you feel like doing to me.” Her voice still lacked any inflection. “Probably you will use a bottle on me again.”
“Tell me the real reason you left me, Bel. Tell me the truth this time.”
“Because we weren’t compatible as lovers, and because I don’t want to be a slave.”
“That’s a lie, Bel,” he said softly. “Tell me the real reason.” 
She looked at him for a long moment, a tear suddenly running down her cheek. “Because you make me lose myself. I can’t resist you,” she said. Her voice was filled with sadness. “I knew that if I stayed I would disappear entirely, become a non-entity, a plaything for sex and little else.”
“Are there any other reasons?”
Belinda nodded and then stared at the floor. “I knew that you would find it impossible to resist living out your most terrible fantasies with me. You have no control over yourself once you get going.” She paused for a moment, and then looked him directly in the eye. “And I can’t stop you. It’s not in me to stop you. That’s why.”
“And now that I have you. Tell me the full extent to what you imagine will become of you.”
“I will become the plaything I feared. I’ll lose myself in pleasing you, and become a non-entity.” Belinda looked down again. Tears were streaming down her cheeks. She sniffed. Then she looked at him. “You used to threaten to make my tits even bigger than they are now. You’ll do that. You’ll make my lips bigger. But most of all, I think you will take away my humanity, decorate my body and make it so I have no chance of ever living a normal life.”
“You really believe that? Knowing how I love you, that’s what you think I will do to you?”
“I am as sure of it as I know myself.”
“Why are you so sure of that?”
Belinda frowned. “Because I won’t stop you. Because the more you do to me the more you will want to do to me. You will have nothing to stop you.”
“If you know all that - if that’s what you think will happen – why did you cooperate me when I put you in the cuffs and collar?” he asked, curious that she had offered no resistance. “Why didn’t you resist when I removed your arms from use?”
“What else was I going to do? The only jobs I can get are shit-hole, minimum wage jobs. I knew that. I can’t support myself on minimum wage.”
“So your willingness was about that?”
“Oh, God.” She looked up at the ceiling and shook her head. “No. That’s the excuse I gave myself while I waited for you to put me to use.”
“Then tell me.”
“It wasn’t really willingness. I wasn’t willing. I was helpless. But I’ve always been helpless where you’re concerned.”
“I don’t understand.”
“I’ve been fighting you off since I got here. All your little tongue-in-cheek offers. But it was harder and harder each time,” she admitted. Her eyes were focused on the floor now. “It was terrible resisting you, and I knew I would eventually give in.”
“So, you gave in because you knew you would eventually?”
Again, Belinda shook her head. “No. It’s my resistance. It had been… dissipating. I was weakening. The last straw was you demanding I kneel. I could have fought you off if you just wanted me naked, or if you just wanted to fuck me. But you told me to kneel and I…I just can’t.”
“Can’t what?”
“When you turn into the dominant, when you show me your ownership, I just have no fight. I can’t…deny you.”
Harper cocked his head and flashed a crooked smile. “I’m glad, Belinda. I’ve always wanted you. It makes me happy. All I’ve ever wanted was to own you, body and soul. I had inklings I already did. But I wasn’t sure. Now that I am, you should know, I have no intentions of letting you go.”
Belinda flashed a sad smile. 
“Why do you look so sad?”
“Because you have no control once you get going. Because I know you will change me, and because I won’t be able to stop you.”
Harper smiled. 
 









Chapter 5

 
It was late when the pair crawled into his bed. They had only just taken a shower and were both naked. To her surprise, Harper had not used her a single time since taking her arms, and when he failed to do so now it made her wonder if he was somehow upset with her. 
“What makes you think I’m upset with you?” Harper asked when pressed on the matter.
Belinda, who lay on her side facing Harper, stared out at his silhouetted form in the darkness of the bedroom, shook her head. “I don’t know. Maybe…I mean, I just expected we would have had sex by now.”
“I was giving you time to get adjusted to our new arrangement.”
“There’s nothing to get adjusted to. I’ve always been yours. All you ever had to do was take ownership.”
Harper turned from his back to his side, facing her. “Are you glad I have taken ownership of you?”
“No.”
“Why not?”
“For the same reason I left you.”
“So you’re really afraid of me making you into a plaything?
“I’m not afraid of it. I just don’t want to change like that. I want to be me.”
He reached out and rested his hand on her shoulder. “What if that is you?”
She shrugged. “It isn’t. But it doesn’t really matter. It will be. Whether I want it or not. It will be.”
“What about the fact it pleases me?”
Belinda shrugged. “Pleasing you has always made me happy. It’s what happens to me that doesn’t.
“You keep saying how you’re worried about how you would change – that you would become a plaything. You seem to like that word. But, do you really think I would change you? Yes, I have threatened as much in the context of our conversations. But do you really think I would physically change you?”
“I think I will change. Then you will change me. There is no question in my mind. You will change me.”
“How do you think I will change you, Bel?”
She shrugged again. “I’m not entirely sure. You’ve always had a thing about control. That might mean more metal on my body. I don’t know. I am only certain that you will find ways to exert more control. I don’t know how. But you will. Then you will give me the boobs you want me to have. After that, I have no idea. I only know I won’t be given a choice. It’s inevitable.”
Harper was quiet for a moment, inwardly considering her comments. Finally he asked, “Do you want me to use you?”
Tears sprang forth from her eyes as the answer rang out in her head. “Yes, Master!”
Throwing the covers from their bodies, Harper got to his knees and manhandled the girl, maneuvering her so she was on her knees, head down and resting on the bed. He spread her ass and spit on it several times. Then he placed the head of his cock on her puckered hole and gently pushed in, making her cry out in pain. 
“Does it feel good?” Harper asked, slowly working his cock inside her ass.
“No, Master.”
“Are you going to cum?”
“I don’t know. Probably.”
Slowly, at first, Harper slid his erect cock in and out of her ass with short, shallow strokes. Soon, and with his hands grasping her firmly about the hips, he was pounding into her, reveling in her howls of pain and pleasure. It was not long before she climaxed, and only slightly longer before he followed suit.
Harper remained behind her, his hard cock deeply embedded in her ass. When he began withdrawing Belinda came another time, prompting him to begin thrusting anew. She climaxed three more times before he could go no more.
Flopping down on the bed beside her, Harper ordered she clean him. Distasteful as it was and always had been, Belinda eased back on her knees and edged herself into position, bending forward to take his cock into her mouth and suck him clean. 
“Did you enjoy that?” Harper asked. It was her cue that she could stop servicing him. 
Belinda sat up on her knees and rolled herself to her side. “No, Master. I didn’t.”
“You never complain about those things. Never have. Why is that?”
“I told you. It’s because I want to please you. Because I can’t resist you.”
After being told to lay down beside him, the pair talked for nearly an hour. 
Finally, Belinda rolled to her other side, facing away from him. “What are you going to do to me?” she asked. 
“I only know I am going to keep you,” he replied. 
Minutes later they were both fast asleep. 
 
For the next several weeks Belinda became ever more silent. At first Harper took it for depression and withdrawal. But when questioned Belinda told him it was neither. It was simply that she was becoming accustomed to his expectations and falling more into the role he had given her.
“You were never so quiet when we were together before,” he noted to her. 
They were in the living room. Belinda was on her knees in front of Harper where he sat on the couch. Harper had just turned off the television and was nursing a beer.
“I was never a real slave. I am now, though.” She turned her head and saw the tips of her curled fingers behind her. Looking back at Harper she asked, “Aren’t I?”
 “Would it be any different for you if I released your arms?”
“You can do that?”
Harper nodded. “I can. The cuffs are permanent. The arm bondage is not. Not yet. That I intend on saving for later, after I have your tits done.”
“Ah, then you are going to change me after all. Then what? Will you make my arm bondage permanent after that?”
“Probably,” he said, nodding. 
She shrugged.
“You still haven’t answered me,” he told her. “Would it be different for you if I released your arms?”
Belinda looked at him and began crying. “Have I done something wrong? Are you unhappy with me?”
Smiling at her, Harper shook his head. “No, Bel. You have made me very happy. I just wanted to know if releasing your arms would make you feel better.”
“No. I know it’s weird, but I would feel like I was failing you. Am I failing you? Am I?” There was desperation in her voice.
“No.”
“You aren’t just saying that?” 
“No, Bel. You aren’t failing me. You are making me very happy.”
Satisfied, yet still somewhat doubtful, Belinda offered a thin smile. “How big are you going to make my tits?”
“I don’t know the size. But I don’t know the sizes. All I can tell you is they will be too large for your frame.”
Belinda looked down at her already large breasts and then at Harper. “Will that make you happy?”
“It will.”
“Good.”
Cocking his head, Harper asked, “Will it make you happy?”
“It will make me happy to please you.”
Harper had long known Belinda’s submissive side ran deep and extreme. So he was not entirely surprise by her answer. Still, it made him wonder if he had somehow underestimated her nature. Too, it made him wonder how far he could take her, and to what extremes. More importantly, he wondered how far he would want to take her and what might be possible. His mind reeled with anticipation, imagining her with larger breasts and fuller lips. But what else was there to be had?
Over the next week Harper had gone about installing a bidet in the bathroom for his slave. It was not right that she be unable to clean herself after using the toilet, and it was not feasible for him to take care of her toilet needs at all times considering how often he was in his shop out back. Belinda was quite grateful for the little device. 
“I just want things to be as easy as they can be,” Harper told her after she thanked him. “Now, what sort of pads should I get you? I’m heading out to the store.”
Belinda smiled sadly and shook her head. “I had a hysterectomy, remember? No ovaries, no uterus, no anything.”
“Some women still get their period after,” Harper told her.
“Not me.”
He kissed her and headed to the store, happy he had made her his, wondering once again, what possibilities were in their future. Later, when he returned, she greeted him warmly, kissing him as passionately as ever. 
And so, as tends to be the case, life took on a sort of routine. He would use her in the morning, make breakfast and tend to certain household necessities. After that, Harper frequently worked in his shop out back, while Belinda watched television and did her prescribed workouts to stay in shape. As evening fell, and after he returned to the house they would shower together, eat dinner and talk. Later he would make use of her another time. Though, to be sure, it was not always so, and there were frequent breaks in their routine. 









Chapter 6

 
They had been together for nearly two months when Harper released her arms from their bondage. It was a surprise to Belinda when it occurred, but there was no surprise when he explained the reason for their release. It was nearing time for her breast enhancement.
“I can barely move my arms,” she said. They were in the bedroom and she was standing in front of the dresser at the foot of the bed. “I can’t get them from behind me.”
Harper noted the atrophy that had already taken place and surmised it would be much worse in future. He told her as much. Belinda’s response was a simple shrug. 
“Can you lift your arms to the sides at all?”
Belinda shrugged and tried to lift them but it was little use. She could move them, but not enough to bring them forward. Consequently, Harper was forced to manipulate her arms so they were more usable. Still, they remained bent and all but useless. Only her fingers had their normal range of movement. Even so, she had lost much dexterity.
Harper’s fantasy regarding Belinda had been long in coming. As a result he had done much research even before he had forced slavery upon her. So it was a short matter of time before he selected a surgeon capable of performing the enhancement he wanted.
As he checked her arms, Harper said, “I figure you should be able to at least use your arms fairly soon. Probably within a couple weeks. Soon as that happens we’re going to see the doctor and get those breasts I want so much.”
“Why does it matter if I can use my arms?” Belinda asked, perplexed. “You’re just going to take them away again. Aren’t you?”
“So you can sign the forms.”
Belinda nodded. “Okay.”
“Then you’re okay with this?”
“No.”
“And yet you seem to be. How is it you’re taking things so well?”
“If I refused what would you do?”
Harper frowned. “Well, I would be quite disappointed, I guess.”
Nodding, Belinda sat on the bed. She looked up at him and shook her head. “Harp, I don’t want bigger breasts. They’re already too big for my size. I even thought of getting them reduced.”
“Then why aren’t you putting up some kind of resistance?”
“Because it won’t matter. Not in the long haul, it won’t.”
He sat beside her and gazed into the dresser’s mirror, noting her soft beauty. “Why do you say that?”
“I mean that I have decided not to fight. I’m stuck loving you. Worse, I’m stuck being unable to resist you.”
“That doesn’t explain your willingness to do what you really don’t want to do.”
“Harp, all those nights when we were just friends – all the times we fooled around – it was all I could do not to give you exactly what you wanted. No matter what you did or said. No matter what, I couldn’t resist you. I mean, you put a fucking beer bottle in my ass and I barely resisted.”
“Okay. I get that you can’t resist me. But this isn’t a beer bottle. This isn’t me fucking your ass, or making you drink pee. This is changing you physically.”
“I know. But I’m tired of fighting it,” Belinda said, sounding defeated.
“Are you saying I wore you down?”
“No, Harp. I just can’t fight it anymore. I’m fed up with the fighting. I’m happy with you. Even if I’m not happy with what you do, you make me happy. So, if you want me to have bigger breasts…” she shrugged, “…I guess I get bigger breasts.”
“You know I’ll take care of you?”
“I do. But I also know this isn’t the only change you’ll make. I know you have a sex-doll fetish.”
He laughed. “Yeah, I do. But how far can one go?”
Belinda shrugged. Then she smiled and asked, “How big?”
“How big what?”
“How big are my tits going to be?”
“Well, you know I don’t know breast sizes so I checked a few of your bras. They seem to be a consistent double ‘D’, though you have one a little smaller.”
“Okay.”
Continuing with his explanation, he said, “Anyhow, I told the doctor all your measurements. I assumed they hadn’t really changed, unless you’ve gotten shorter. I don’t know.”
“Just tell me. How big?”
“You don’t want it to be a surprise?”
“No.”
Harper grinned. “I’m going with an ‘F’ cup.”
Belinda gasped. A tear ran down her cheek as she looked down at her naked breasts. “I won’t be able to see my feet.”
“No. And they’ll be bigger than your head.”
Belinda let out a sad moan. “Please don’t. I know you want them big. But please go a little smaller. Please, Master.”
“I already decided. Nothing you can say will change my mind. Unless you want to be free again. Do you want to be free?”
Belinda slumped down to her knees. “I do, but I don’t.”
“Then it’s settled.”
Yes, Master,” she whispered.
 
Later that night, as they were sitting on the couch watching television, Belinda thought back to her days in high school, before she dropped out. She had been a volleyball player, slim and trim, though well-proportioned. At that time her breasts were a relatively small ‘C’ cup. Then she started filling out. It was not until her final year of high school that things changed.
Belinda had only just started her senior year when, at a party, she lost her virginity to her high school sweetheart. Three months later, and with her belly and breasts already growing, she dropped out of high school. By the time she was in her second trimester she had grown quite plump, her belly and breasts growing ridiculously. Then came the miscarriage that left her devastated. 
Months later, having regained much of her former pep, Belinda decided it was time to go on a strict workout regimen. Fifty pounds overweight, and with her breasts a cumbersome ‘E’ cup, she wanted nothing more than to return her body to its previous shape. Largely successful, her breasts remained far too large for one her size and stature. 
It was soon after that Belinda found employment with a local supermarket as a checker. Still living with her parents, she determined that she would save enough money to get a breast reduction. After that she would return to school and get her diploma. Sadly, her plans were dashed when her parents were struck by a drunk driver. They were killed at impact. Never, since, had she the finances to get the breast reduction she so desired. 
As she sat and contemplated her fate, Belinda tried to imagine what she would look like with such large breasts as were planned. Having researched breast reduction at length, she well knew the various implants one could get. Would he want her to have big, round implants or the more natural looking teardrop shaped implant? Regardless, there was no way around the fact she would look ridiculous. She knew this from experience. But she was thinner now, having maintained a strict diet and workout routine for much of her life. Now, breasts that size would make her look freakish.
Belinda glanced at Harper, wanting to ask which implants he intended. Then she looked back at the screen, knowing it didn’t matter. She would be saddled with whatever he chose. No amount of pleading would change that. She would capitulate to his wants regardless of her own.
 
The two weeks passed relatively quickly. In the days before they were to leave, and with Belinda’s arms almost back to normal, she would often stand in the mirror and look at her breasts, cupping them as she wondered what Harper intended. 
The day of her surgery arrived far too soon. She left the house with tears in her eyes, begging Harper to reconsider. He did not.









Chapter 7

 
A day after returning home from their sojourn, Belinda’s arms were returned to their previous bondage. She took this stoically, expecting no less. It was what she was told would happen. What she had not expected was Harper’s covering of all the mirrors in the house. Neither did she expect the special care he gave her, during her two-month recovery period. 
Belinda’s recovery went well. The initial swelling subsided within days and residual pain dissipated after only a week. Following that would be two months in her black surgical bra, after which, Harper promised, she would get to see all he had wrought.
To be sure, Belinda was frustrated. The bra was uncomfortable and, though the enormity of her new breasts was obvious, the covering of the mirrors had left her without the ability to truly understand the scope of their size or shape. Frustrating as it was, she was entirely unsure she wanted to see the results of her augmentation. 
 
It was early on a Tuesday morning when she was finally able to see her new breasts. Harper had woken early and was sitting on the couch, legs propped on the coffee table, enjoying a cup of coffee when she entered the living room.
Upon Belinda’s entry, Harper looked up and smiled. “Good morning, love. How are you feeling?”
Belinda blinked, still somewhat groggy with sleep. She stood on her toes as she stretched. Suddenly she missed her arms.
“I’m fine, Master,” she said. 
“Today is the day you get to see your new breasts,” he told her. “Are you excited?”
Looking down, she stared at the things jutting out before her. Encased in the black bra it was difficult for her to gauge their true size or shape. Even so they seemed embarrassingly large.
Belinda looked at Harper and frowned. “Not really. They look ridiculous already. But I do want to see what I look like. I need to know.”
“Did you enjoy the sponge baths?”
Belinda smiled and nodded. “It was nice being taken care of like that,” she told him. “I just wish it wasn’t for this. I wish you hadn’t blind folded me, too.”
“I wanted you to see them after they healed. Not before.”
“I didn’t. So what now?”
“Meet me in the bedroom. I need to get a pair of scissors to cut the straps of the bra so I can get it off you.”
She furrowed her brow, asking how he had bathed her without removing the bra. 
“It has a clasp up front, silly girl. The scissors are for the shoulder straps. I can’t very well get it off with your arms bound.”
“Oh. I hadn’t thought of that.” Belinda said. Then she turned and made her way to the bedroom, took a seat on the bed and waited.
Moments later Harper entered the bedroom and had her stand. Quickly, but carefully, he snipped the two shoulder straps while standing in front of her. Then he unclasped the front of the bra and stood back.
“Oh, my,” he said softly. “They’re beautiful.”
Harper made her stand and turn round. When she did so he removed the sticky paper from the closet mirror. 
“Are you ready to see yourself?”
“Not really, Master. But, yes, I guess so.”
“Turn around, then.”
Belinda gasped when she turned. Tears flooded from her eyes as she took in her reflection. She looked at him and then back to her reflection. “What did you do?”
“I gave you the breasts I have always envisioned for you.”
Staring at her image, Belinda shook her head. Then, and with little inflection, she asked, “Why would you want this?”
Harper stood behind her and wrapped his arms round her tiny body, grasping her breasts and squeezing. “Because I do.”
“They look like beach balls.” 
“That’s quite the exaggeration.”
With her tears drying, Belinda shrugged. “What did you do to me?” she whispered.
“I gave you beautiful, round breasts.”
Belinda shook her head. “They make you happy?”
“They do.”
“Okay.”
It was mid-afternoon the next day. Belinda was sitting on the couch staring at the black screen of the television, wondering what more Harper had in store for her. 
She looked down at her breasts. They were big and round, and they met perfectly in the middle of her chest with no gap between. It was something she had failed to notice when first she saw them. She had also failed to notice the lack of a scar until just this morning after breakfast. When asked about it, Harper had told her the implants were done using a technique he called transaxilary. 
“I’ve never heard of that,” she told him.
“He went through your armpit. The good thing is they allow future enlargements without surgery. All it takes is a simple injection into the tube. It’s still in there. That’s part of why I had him go through your arm pit.”
For a long time Belinda mulled over her current situation, what her future held, and how things had come to be as they were. Her arms, she knew, were likely gone forever. Her breasts, already oversized for her tiny frame were now grossly so. They were unnaturally round, as well.
Briefly, she wondered what it was about Harper that made her so susceptible to his dominance. After all, there was no possibility of her ever choosing to live the life she was currently living. Yet, all it took was a simple command and here she was, without use of her arms, and with ridiculously oversized breasts. She was, she thought, on her way to becoming a living sex-toy. It would soon become her identity if she were not careful. Her only hope for a real life was to ask for release. That, she well knew would disappoint Harper tremendously. The thought alone made her teary and sad.
Harper walked in just then, wearing his customary blue jeans and t-shirt, jarring Belinda from her thoughts. Smiling as he approached his naked slave, he told her how lovely she was and how much he was looking forward to enjoying her tonight. Her response was a sad smile. For she had only just determined to disappoint the man.
“We need to talk, Master,” she said. 
Still smiling, Harper came to where she was, seating himself beside her and kissing her forehead. “What is it?”
“I don’t think we should do this,” she said. “I’ve been thinking a lot and I think we should go back to being friends.”
Harper frowned and asked the reason for her sudden change.
“I haven’t changed, Master. I never wanted to be a slave, never wanted to have my arms taken or my breasts enlarged.”
“And yet you gave no resistance to your enslavement,” he defended.
“That’s true. But I know I don’t want this,” she continued. “I don’t want these breasts, and I certainly don’t want any more changes.”
“So you are asking me to release you?”
“Yes, Master.”
“You know, there is something very interesting about all this.”
Belinda cocked her head. “What’s interesting?”
“I never once told you to call me ‘Master,” he told her. “But you call me that anyway. You have been calling me that during this entire conversation. You’ve been calling me ‘Master’ since I enslaved you.”
“Have I?”
“Yes.”
Belinda stared at him for a long while, thinking back and taking note of all the times she had referred to him in that manner. He was correct, of course. She knew it even as he said it. Still, it was a shock to her.
“I guess it was just…I don’t know…”
“Natural?”
With tears welling up, Belinda frowned. “I don’t want to be a slave,” she iterated.
Without another word, Harper reached up to her hair, pulled it aside and released her arms from their bondage. “I can’t get the collar or the cuffs off. Not easily, anyway,” he said. “Meantime, you can think about what you want.”
“I know what I want.”
“You can start looking for a job again. If you haven’t found anything within the month I am going to start taking you in for hair removal.”
She stared at him in shock, angry that he seemed to have ignored her completely. “I told you I don’t want to be your slave!” she insisted.
“I know.” 
Harper kissed her forehead, stood and departed the room.
 
For the next month, and as she regained full use of her arms, Belinda took to wearing shorts and one of Harper’s big t-shirts and nothing else. All the while she continued hunting for a job. Options were few, opportunities fewer; though there were a few phone interviews she gained little ground. She was, to be sure, quite frustrated and more than a little worried, wondering what she would do if she failed to find employment. Certainly she could succumb to Harper’s wants. But that, considering his fetishes, was beyond anything she wanted for her life. With that in mind, she trudged ever forward, gaining no ground. Worse, she felt a terrible and growing quilt at having let Harper down.
Harper, meanwhile, worked in his shop, going over the manner in which he would further restrict his erstwhile slave. Often he would seek out ideas on the internet. Much of what he found was deemed far too extreme. Nonetheless, he found those extremes intriguing, even after dismissing them as ridiculous. Then he stumbled across a magazine that specifically catered to strange and impossible fetishes. 
At first he thought the magazine a parody or hoax. After further review he found he was not alone in his interests. Many people, he learned, had similar fetishes. Most importantly, he learned that there were people, doctors and small corporations, dedicated to executing those very fetishes, no matter how extreme. 
Most of what he saw and read on the magazine’s website Harper deemed horrifying. But he was intrigued, as well. Then he took to wondering how Belinda would look as a sex-doll, her already thin waist reduced, breasts further enlarged, and with lips made perfect for cock sucking. No, such things were not for him. He loved her far too much to make such changes. It was best left to fantasy. 
 
As the month Harper gave Belinda came to a close, they headed to a small clinic just outside Phoenix. They dressed casually, Harper in jeans and a t-shirt and Belinda similarly attired. The drive time of two hours gave the pair much time to talk. They did so. But in a manner they had not done in many weeks.
“So, my plan is to get the hair in your armpit and crotch completely removed,” he told her as they merged onto the two-lane highway. “It’ll take about six visits to get it done. There could be some follow up if they don’t get everything.”
“I told you, Harper, I don’t want to be a slave,” Belinda repeated. “I just don’t. I really don’t understand why we’re going through with this.”
“And here you are going to get your hair removed,” he countered. “Don’t you think it’s odd you’re going through with this if you don’t want to be my slave?”
Frustrated, Belinda let out a sigh. “I told you before, Master, I can’t say no to you.”
“There you go with the ‘Master’ thing again. I think you are lying to me and yourself when you say that.”
“I’m not. I just – we just – started down that road and it’s hard to stop.”
He gave her a big grin and winked. 
The majority of their conversation was light and friendly. They laughed and joked and she even gave him a blow job as they drove. When they arrived at the clinic the mood was as bright as ever. The ride home following her initial treatment was just as pleasant.
Over the following six weeks Belinda continued with her hair removal. Sex, though not as rough as Harper might prefer, was frequent enough to keep him satisfied, and though she detested his want for anal sex, she complained not a whit. Nor did she fail to serve him in any way he wished. She was, in all save name, his sex slave.
 
To Belinda’s increasing frustration, her job hunt was going nowhere fast. By the time her treatments ended she only a single on-sight interview. For that she had been forced to wear one of Harper’s dress shirts, none of her own blouses fitting her immensely large breasts. 
Harper, meantime, had contacted those in charge of producing the odd magazine he had found on the internet, and was long in conversation with those he hoped might perform various changes to his once and future (he hoped) slave.
 









Chapter 8

 
With summer letting itself out, Belinda found herself readying for only her second on-sight interview. For that she was again forced to borrow one of Harper’s shirts. Over this she complained mightily, telling him how her breasts had made an already difficult search more so. 
“I could take you back and get the implants removed,” he suggested. “I don’t know what the healing time would be.”
She shook her head. “No. I don’t have time for that. I just have to live with it,” she told him. “At least, for now.” 
Increasingly, Belinda had thought to ask the implants be removed. Knowing, as she did, how upset and disappointed Harper would be, however, she could not bring herself to do so. Even when it was offered, it was not something she was capable of having done. 
Her interview did not go well. The woman interviewing her had continually stared at her breasts. There were even one or two people she saw taking pictures of her as she left the establishment. Her breasts had utterly ruined her chances for getting this job, and she knew it. 
As she drove Harper’s old Pontiac home Belinda saw a sign for a gentleman’s club. Realizing it was likely her only chance for employment she turned the car around and pulled into its parking lot.
Upon entering she saw the place was near to empty. But she had expected it would be so at this time of day. She did not want to work here. Especially she did not want to be a stripper. Her hope was to find a position as a waitress. Quite suddenly she wondered why she had not considered waitressing already. A diploma was not required and, pretty as she was, tips were almost guaranteed. That was especially so now. 
After looking about the place she found a brightly lit neon sign that read ‘Manager.’ Without delay she headed to the sign and knocked on the door immediately beneath its glow. Unfortunately, there was no such thing as a waitress who did not strip. Even so, she took the job.
Her first shift, much to her surprise, began late that afternoon. After briefly returning home to inform Harper of her employment, she gathered the sexiest outfit she could find, including a G-string and her highest heeled shoes. Then she headed out the door. Harper, being fully suspicious, allowed her to leave, and then followed at a distance. What he saw amused him, for he knew she would never be happy working at such a place. She was submissive of nature, but far from an exhibitionist.
With the place only just beginning to fill in, Harper entered and found a booth somewhat distant from the stage. He did not want her to see him. An hour after his arrival Belinda, under the stage name ‘California Girl’ was finally let out to dance.
Her dancing was stiff, and her stripping slow. Though she tried to force a smile she could muster only a grin that looked more pained than happy. The patrons enjoyed Belinda’s performance nonetheless, for her figure, naturally stunning, was only more so because of her huge breasts. 
Men, and a few women, held up bills to get her attention, throwing them onstage as she neared them, demanding she shake her tits and spread her legs. When her time dancing ended she forgot the remaining money on stage, gathered her clothing and quickly ran to the dressing room. She appeared minutes later as a waitress, wearing only her G-string and heels.
“Is this where you want to work?” Harper asked, when Belinda found his table.
Instantly, Belinda burst into tears and threw herself into his arms. “It was horrible,” she cried. “So horrible!”
“Go get your things, we’re going home.”
“I don’t have anything to get,” she cried. “I just want to go home. Please, just take me home.”
They drove home in his silver BMW, Harper calling on a tow service to get the Pontiac. Once home the pair retired to the bedroom where he held her until she slept. Only then did he leave her side.
An hour later she appeared in the living room, wearing one of his big dress shirts and a slight smile as she padded over to the couch. There she fell into his warm embrace. 
“Are you ready yet?”
“Ready for what?” she asked. 
“To be my slave again.”
Belinda looked up at him and shook her head. “I hope you aren’t mad. 
“I’m not.” He held her tightly and smiled. “But, just because you aren’t my slave doesn’t mean I can’t enjoy you. That is, I hope it doesn’t mean that.”
Belinda smiled and shook her head. “It’s all about you, isn’t it?”
“It’s the least you can do.” He grinned widely as ever.
She pulled away from him and stood, pounding a foot on the floor. “You’re a real bastard!” she exclaimed, laughing.
“Yeah. I am that.” 
“Come on. I know you want to have some fun,” she said, holding out her hand. “Just be gentle with me tonight.”
 
As the days passed, as they turned to weeks and then to months, Belinda continued her mostly fruitless job search. Turned down time and again, even for waitressing positions, she pursued employment with ever lessening enthusiasm. 
Unfortunately, her continued sexual relationship with Harper did nothing for her state of mind. Increasingly, Belinda’s need to please him got in her way, driving her own sexual needs until they surpassed his. This proved further deleterious to her job search.
Harper, meanwhile, began exerting ever more control over the girl in subtle ways. Often she was kept up until the wee hours of the morning, enduring terrible pleasures until she could take no more. Frequently exhausted, Belinda fought to maintain herself, occasionally thinking to ask for a cessation of their sex life. There came a time, however, when such thoughts no longer entered her mind. 
To be sure, Belinda was losing herself in their relationship, acting more and more the slave Harper had always wanted her to be. But it was easy to do so. She loved him, and he her. His treatment of her, though rough in the bedroom, was loving and kind. Thus, she grew less inclined to free herself of his influence with each passing day. 
 
As Belinda’s resistance and sense of self dwindled, Harper became ever more engaged in his internet activities. He spoke to one group and then another, eventually discovering a particular organization dedicated to modification of the female form. That organization was called Chimera. Tts head: a man by the name of Jerry O’Connell. 
Harper learned, through his in-depth research that O’Connell was particularly suited for his profession. A research professor by trade, he had eventually turned his skills towards the odd fetish of extreme body modification. Much of what he learned seemed to be, if not illegal, bordering on such. Regardless, he sent out feelers, hoping to learn more. It was just as autumn was setting in that he received a response to his many E-Mails of interest.
Amongst the several E-Mails that were exchanged between Harper and the secretive organization, was a request for information. He would, it seemed, be forced to release certain documentation required for vetting purposes should he wish to learn more. Along with said E-Mail there was provided a number of photographs detailing various projects the group had worked on. One of them - the one that most caught Harper’s eye - was that of a woman who looked to be the living embodiment of a sex-doll. It was that image in particular that persuaded him to let go of the requested information. 
Having no idea of Harper’s latest notions, Belinda gave little thought to the increasing frequency with which Harper made use of her body. Had she a clearer mind she might have thought it odd. As it was she was slowly becoming more focused on pleasuring the man who, more often than not, referred to her as his sex-doll.
It was nearing winter. The pair were taking a long walk on Harper’s generous property wearing jeans, t-shirts and matching blue sweaters, when Harper again voiced his want to have her as his slave. By then Belinda’s focus and drive had waned to the point she barely searched for jobs anymore. Her focus was almost entirely on pleasing Harper and satisfying her ever increasing libido. Still, she wanted nothing to do with being a slave. However, as he worked his logic, she became less convinced of her stance.
“How is it better for me?” she asked as they entered the house through the front door?
“Think about it,” he argued. “You haven’t found a job except that one time as a stripper. You hated that. Didn’t you?”
“Yes. It was the single most horrible moment of my life.”
“And you seem to be enjoying our sex life, even though you claim to hate anal sex.” Belinda conceded that was true. “I’m good to you now, and I was good to you when you were my slave. There is no reason to think I wouldn’t continue being good to you.”
“Yes, but I don’t want to be anyone’s slave,” Belinda managed. Already she was seeing the logic of his argument.
“Did you have any worries when you were my slave?”
“No.”
“Were you taken care of?”
“You always took excellent care of me. You’re doing so now.”
Harper nodded. “And, with the way things are going it doesn’t look like I am ever going to stop. That’s not to say I dislike it, and I certainly don’t hold it against you. But, really, after all this time you haven’t found a job. Why not just be mine?”
“Just because things haven’t worked out doesn’t mean I won’t eventually get a job.”
“I know. But, Bel, we love each other. Besides, you’re having a good time. You’re enjoying yourself. I know you are.”
“Yes, I am. But, Harp, I don’t want to be a slave.”
They plopped down on the couch and sat facing one another at opposite ends. 
“By the way, I also know you’ve been keeping track of how much money you owe me.”
“You saw my spread sheet?”
“The office computer is linked with my shop computer so I can get files when I need them,” he told her. “How long do you think it will take for you to pay me back if you get a job and move out?”
Belinda shook her head as she frowned. “Too long to suit me. But what’s that got to do with anything?”
“It’s just one less thing to have to worry about, Bel.”
“Yeah, I know. But that would just make me a whore.”
“No. That would make you my slave.”
“Whatever.” She waved a dismissive hand at him.
They were both silent for a moment. Finally, Harper leaned forward and took her left hand in his. “Make me happy, Bel. Be my slave. You’ll never have to worry about being loved or cared for. I love you already. I’m taking care of you now, and I will take care of you always.” 
She shook her head. 
“Think about it, Belinda. You won’t ever have to worry about bills, food, or any other of the stupid mundanities that plague everyday life. All you will have to do is please me. You’re already pleasing me, as is. Think about it. How great would that be?”
Belinda gave a wan smile. “That would be amazing, wouldn’t it?”
“Yes, Bel. For both of us.” He smiled. “Aren’t we good together?”
Belinda nodded. “Yeah. We are.”
“Then what’s holding you back?”
“I’m afraid of losing myself, Harp.”
Harper smiled. “Doesn’t it feel good when you just exist that way? Doesn’t it?”
She agreed it did.
“Then be my slave, Bel. Make me happy. Make yourself happy.”
“But what about you, Harp?”
Perplexed, Harper asked her meaning.
“When we started out – way back when – it was all shits and giggles. The longer we were together the more you wanted. Do you remember that?”
“It did start out kind of tame.”
Belinda shook her head. “That’s not what I mean. What I mean is, you start slow and build big. The more you have the more you want.”
“Where are you going with this?”
“It started out with my tits,” Belinda started explaining. “Then we did the hair removal. Then there are the lips you’ve talked about. Where does it end?”
“Well, I don’t really know. But I can’t imagine anything beyond that.”
“Really?”
Harper nodded. “Really.”
“But you want total control. That’s your thing. But I feed off it. It overwhelms me and makes me feel good to the point I can barely think. It made me a fucking nympho. Especially with you.”
Grinning, Harper shook his head. He chuckled and shook his head again.
“What?”
“Um, think about what you’re saying, Bel. You’re a nympho. I want to fuck you all the time. I like control, and you like to be controlled.”
“What about it?”
“Do you like how it feels, Bel?”
“Yes! Too fucking much!”
Harper grinned again. “I think that kind of makes us perfect for each other, Bel. Don’t you think?”
Belinda laughed and nodded. “Yeah. We are that. Perfect.” She shook her head and looked sad. “But you, Harp. You will keep going. It’s how you are. You know, power corrupts. Absolute power corrupts absolutely.”
“What does it matter if we’re happy?”
Belinda shook her head. “I don’t know that it does. Maybe you’re right. I just don’t know.”
“Then why not be my slave, Bel? If we’re perfect together we should be together. You should be my slave.”
“I can’t answer that right now. Do you mind if I answer another time?” she asked.
“I’ll ask again on New Year’s Eve. Will that be okay?”
Belinda smiled and nodded. “Yeah, that’ll be okay.”
 
At Harper’s request, Belinda ceased wearing clothing around the house. Another request of his was that she try to rid herself of her gag reflex, reminding him how good her oral skills had once been. 
“Okay, Harp. I’ll do my best. But we don’t have anything to practice with, so you’ll have to get me something.”
A day later, Harper presented her with a twelve-inch-long dildo. Flexible as it was he knew she should have little trouble re-learning her old skills, and he told her as much. 
Later that day, shortly after he left the house for his shop, Belinda retired to the bedroom, determined to retrain herself in the art of the deep throat. It quickly became her lone endeavor, and her search for employment came to a virtual standstill.
As December came round, and with all his projects complete, Harper discontinued his daily sojourns to the shop to work. This meant his attentions were more on her than ever before. This allowed him to more thoroughly assert his dominance and keep her in a more frequent state of arousal. Kept so, Belinda found it ever more difficult to think clearly, her behavior becoming more in line with Harper’s wants.
 
It was late one night. Belinda was naked and tied, spread eagle on the bed. Harper was holding a vibrator to her clit. For nearly an hour he had tortured her, demanding she was his sex-doll and refusing to allow her the orgasm she desperately needed until she agreed it was so. For as long as was possible she held out. Capitulating only when she could take no more.
“Tell me again!” Harper demanded. 
“I’m your sex-doll!”
“Cum for me!”
Screaming out, Belinda climaxed. It was her third orgasm of the night. As another orgasm built Harper issued the same command.
“I’m your sex doll!”
Another orgasm was given, and then another. Before long she was begging him to stop, telling him she could take no more. 
Harper did stop. Then he cut the cords holding the cuffs on her ankles to the bed post, unzipped his fly and withdrew his hard member before lifting her legs and pressing them to her chest. 
“Tell me you want me in your ass,” he hissed. 
Belinda did not want it. She never did. But she was a shell of herself, without strength of will. She desperately needed to please him. “Please fuck my ass, Master. Please,” she begged.
He plunged his cock in her ass, wet from the many orgasms she had endured.
“What are you?”
“I’m your sex-doll!”
“What do sex-dolls do?”
“They fuck. Please fuck me. Fuck my ass. Fuck my face. I don’t care where you fuck me. Just fuck me!” 
The words poured from her like water over a fall. They were everything he wanted to hear. Needing to please him, they were everything she wanted to say. There was no way to deny it. Belinda had no wants of her own. There was only him and what he wanted.
Harper pounded his cock into her, drawing repeated orgasms from the girl, demanding that she repeat her words. Without even a hint of resistance, Belinda obeyed, screaming out the demanded phrase. 
 
By mid-December, Belinda had nearly ceased speaking, save when he addressed her. It reminded him of their initial relationship. Then it had worried him, frightening him to the very core of his being. It was his bringing her back to reality that had led to their breakup. But this was a different time. Harper was not the same man, and he did not want the same things. He wanted a sex-doll, and he was determined Belinda would become just that. 
Already she had made tremendous progress towards his ends. Never did she refuse to proclaim herself a sex-doll. It had become natural for her to say so, and she nearly considered herself so. It was her role. A role for which she found herself well-suited. 
They were sitting on the couch one night, relaxing and watching television, Belinda naked and Harper in jeans and t-shirt. 
“How do you feel?” asked Harper, muting the television for the moment.
“I’m horny, Master. Are you going to fuck me soon?”
“What are you?”
She smiled at him. “I’m your sex-doll.”
“Do you like being my sex-doll?”
“Yes, Master.” 
Belinda, he knew, had almost fully succumbed to his will. There was little inflection in her voice, and she always answered his questions precisely as she had been trained. Additionally, she seemed ready and wanting at all times of the day. Frequently she would ask him to use her without any sort of prompt. It was exactly as it had been so long ago, save he would not let her go this time. Neither would he bring her back. All that remained was her acquiescence on New Year’s Eve.
Often, as the days ticked down towards the New Year, Harper would imagine him with her as his sex-doll, mind and body perfectly shaped to his wants. He thought, as well, of hurrying the process and asking her to be his slave prematurely. Doing so, he decided, would do nothing for him. Particularly, considering he had heard nothing from Chimera as yet.    
Oddly, Harper failed noticed how his love for the girl had metamorphosed into something entirely different. At once focused on taking care, and making her happy. It was no longer so. Now his thoughts were almost entirely on remaking her into a fantasy, becoming more so on December twenty-seventh, when he received an E-Mail from Chimera. 
The call, as scheduled in the E-Mail, came on December twenty-eighth at precisely two in the afternoon. 
Following introductions, during which the man revealed his name as Seamus, Harper was asked a series of questions, after which he was asked his ultimate goal should they decide to take him as a client.
“I want a perfect sex-doll,” he told the man who went by Seamus. “She is already willing. But I want her to be more so, in both mind and body. Particularly her body.”
“We have many options, some of which are quite intricate and some of which are less so,” Seamus told him. “The question, considering your statement, is precisely what you mean by both ‘perfect’ and ‘sex-doll,’ as there are considerable possibilities. So, please, be a bit more specific.”
“I read something – saw a picture of a girl. Her mouth was slightly parted and her lips enlarged. But they weren’t ridiculous. She didn’t look like a duck. They were round, too, parted in the middle as if waiting to please. There was also a total lack of expression, and she was said to be forever young in the caption. That sort of thing is what I am considering.”
“There are a few ways to get that expressionless look. The first is Botox. It isn’t permanent, nor do you need us for such ordinary procedures,” Seamus informed. “Another possibility is to sever the nerves controlling those muscle groups, thus diminishing the likelihood of wrinkles forming. To ensure a permanently youthful appearance I would recommend SynthSkin.
“What’s SynthSkin?”
“Almost precisely what it sounds like - synthetic skin. Its properties are such that it can be clear or tinted with various levels of transparency. Few choose the non-transparent option, but it is available, as well.” 
“What is it, like latex or something?”
“I assure you it is quite different from latex, though it can take on the appearance of plastic. Originally intended for burn victims, its properties have made it quite popular amongst those whose interests mirror your own. It is quite durable, as well, having a life expectancy of between seven to ten years without need of repair.”
Harper thought for a moment unsure as to whether he would want to go that far, though it did pique his interest. “Is it just for the face or what?”
“It’s a full body treatment, generally. In fact, I have yet to see a partial treatment, though such would be quite within our powers.”
“What other options are there to bring about a more doll-like appearance?”
“Full removal of body hair, removal of genitals, removal or augmentation of vocal cords, doll’s eyes, skeletal augmentation, removal of extremities, synthetic vagina and anal cavity. The list is quite lengthy,” Seamus told him. “Truly, there are few augmentations we are incapable of performing.” 
Shocked at much of what he heard, Harper was silent for a long moment. “I want her to have smooth skin. But I don’t want her to be covered in plastic.” He was quiet again, trying to put into words the things he wanted. But his mind was reeling.
“You mean you want the subject to take on doll-like qualities without appearing synthetic. Am I understanding you?” 
“That’s the best way to describe it, I suppose. I definitely don’t want her to look like an inanimate object. I want her to look almost real, but with…sorry, I’m just repeating what you’re saying.”
“It’s quite all right. This is not something one does every day. For most, at any rate,” said Seamus. “Another question: Do you want her to enjoy sex or does it matter?”
“I would like her to enjoy sex. In fact, if I could, I would keep her wanting all the time.” Harper shook his head and wondered aloud why he was having so much difficulty.
“This is common, I assure you, with most of our first time clients,” Seamus told him. “Perhaps I could offer a few thoughts?”
“Sure.”
“Since you want her to enjoy sex, and, as you said, keep her wanting all the time, I would suggest a clitoral stimulator.”
“What’s that?”
“A small device implanted just beneath the clitoris that excites the area. It has various levels of stimulation. Controlled remotely, it would enable you to control the subject’s sexual needs. Her level of arousal, and even her orgasms would be entirely at your discretion.”
“So, you’re saying her orgasms would be remote controlled?”
“It is one of the settings, yes.”
“I like that,” Harper told Seamus. “Tell me more.”
“At higher settings it tends to incapacitate the subject.”
“From just her clit being stimulated?”
“Its location is beneath her clitoris. However, the stimulation is not localized, nor are the results.”
“What does that mean?”
“At its lowest setting – the number one position – the unit affects only the immediate area. The next three settings increase the unit’s radius of effectiveness, while increasing the stimulation level. The fifth setting emits a powerful pulse that tends to trigger orgasm. Of course, results will vary.”
“Amazing.”
“One other aspect of the unit is that, if activated for lengthy periods, it tends to trigger hormonal release,” Seamus continued. “In particular, high amounts of dopamine. This tends to make the subject highly suggestive and easily manipulated. Results have varied, though brief catatonia-like states are not uncommon. This is particularly true with the third and fourth settings.”
“That’s crazy! I like it, but it’s crazy.”
“Moving on, I suggest severing the nerves controlling facial expression. This will ensure no new wrinkles form. It will also lessen current wrinkles, sometimes eliminating them all together.”
“I like that, too. It’s not as crazy as the clit stimulator. But I like it.”
“Since you have expressed interest in a more doll-like appearance, I would suggest lip enlargement and reshaping. It’s a rather quick and painless procedure that can be further adjusted to suit your preferences.”
“That sounds good, too.”
“My final suggestion, and I am avoiding clinical terms, would be remotely controlled paralysis.”
“That doesn’t sound like something I would want. Why would I want to paralyze her?”
“You stated that you wanted a sex doll. The procedure I am speaking of causes the affected muscle groups to contract, preventing voluntary movement,” Seamus explained. “Once activated the subject would be locked into place, unable to move. This does not, however, prevent manipulation from outside agents, such as yourself.”
“You’re saying she would be posable? Like a child’s toy?”
“Precisely.” 
“I never imagined such a thing could be possible,” Harper exclaimed. “It seems like something out of a science fiction novel.”
“I can assure you it is not science fiction. Moreover, we have many other options available.”
“I can’t even imagine.”
“For now, we will leave things as they are. When we speak next, should you wish, we will go over these options again. I will also be glad to answer any and all concerns you may have.”
 
New Year’s Eve day found Harper in deep thought. Between his legs, as he sat on the couch with his jeans unzipped and spread open, was Belinda. She was sucking his cock with enthusiasm. 
In his mind were the many images contained in the online magazine he had grown fond of reading. Little of what he read or saw on the site seemed real, yet he knew they were. But that was not the only thing on his mind. His conversation with Seamus was also there, meandering in and out as images from the magazine flashed in his mind’s eye. He wanted nearly all of it. 
Harper looked down at Belinda, watching as she bobbed on his cock, pleasuring him as she had so many times before. In a few minutes he would get up and fuck her ass. Then he would have her clean him. But his mind was far from the pleasant stimulation. It was on the possibilities offered by Chimera. 
“Do you enjoy being a sex-doll?” he asked of Belinda.
Belinda stopped her bobbing long enough to look up and smile at him. “Yes, Master,” she said, then returned her attention to his cock.
He thought back to the girls in the pages of the magazine, at the claims made by Seamus, Chimera’s representative. Was the man telling the truth? He did not know. Neither did he disbelieve the man.
He focused on Belinda and wondered how she would react to being made into a sex-doll. Would she hate him for making her so? Would she even care at this point? He knew she would. Still, there might come a point when her cares evaporated. Particularly if what Seamus had said was true about the clitoral stimulator. He knew then he would have her implanted with the device. What he did next depended entirely on the results. 
Harper pushed her from his cock just then, making her stand and turn round. He pulled off his jeans and scooted forward, telling her to sit on him. 
Knowing his wants, she slowly settled down atop him, reaching back to guide his wet cock into her ass. On his command she fucked him, bouncing up and down enthusiastically. Her orgasms were many. Following Harper’s orgasm she knelt between his legs and sucked his cock clean. 
 
As the last vestiges of the year closed in, the pair seated themselves on the couch and turned on the television. Quietly they watched the countdown. There were thirty minutes left. It was then he told her it was time to make her decision.
His comment helped clear her mind, somewhat, of her craving for sex. In that moment, though still quite aroused, she seemed almost herself. “I don’t really have a choice, do I?” she asked. 
“You do.”
“And if I choose not to be your slave will you let me go?”
Harper smiled. “Your future is up to you,” he said. “But you have three choices. Not one.”
“Really? What are they?” Her mind cleared further.
“You can choose not to be my slave. You can choose to be my slave. Or you can choose to be a sex-doll.”
“You mean I’m not a sex doll already?” 
“Not quite. In spirit, yes. But not physically. Not yet, anyhow.”
The mere mention of being a sex-doll aroused her and clouded her mind, an effect of Harper’s near constant conditioning. Regardless, her mind was still somewhat clear.
“Tell me what those things are. Tell me what you mean.”
“The first – if you do not want to be my slave – is to remain as you are, free and without obligation to me. We will stop having sex and you will stop calling me Master,” Harper began. “The choice of being a slave will return you to your former bondage. You will lose your arms for good.” Belinda looked at the cuffs on her wrists and frowned. “The final choice is to be a sex-doll.”
“What does it mean to you if I am your sex-doll?” 
“I will probably get your lips plumped a little, and there will likely be more physical modification.”
“Will you make my breasts larger?”
“I haven’t decided but it’s a possibility.”
“But I’ll have my arms?”
“Yes.”
“What else will you do?”
“I don’t know,” Harper lied. “But I do know you will hold the appearance, by the time all is said and done, of a sex-doll.”
“You mean I won’t look like me?”
“You will look like you. But there will be some physical changes. Your lips will be plumped a bit, and I might give you permanent make-up.” He was reaching for ideas that were specifically easy for her to accept. “You will rarely wear clothes, of course. Otherwise, so far as my current preferences, that’s about it.”
“Can I have the rest of the night to think about it?”
“You have until the ball drops.”
As moments ticked by Belinda sat beside Harper in quiet contemplation, fighting to hold concentration amidst her arousal and need. Had it not been for her fear of losing herself so long ago she would have stayed with him. It would have saved her from many a heart break. So why was she so reticent to give him what he wanted? What was wrong with losing herself to him so long as he loved and cared for her?
Belinda glanced over at Harper. There was no doubt in her mind he loved her. That had always been obvious, particularly since she had come to live with him. But she loved him, as well. Certainly, what he wanted was not shared, but her time with him the last several months had been wonderful. 
“Harper?”
He looked up at her, surprised to hear his name. “Yes?”
Wanting confirmation of his feelings, Belinda asked, “Do you love me?”
“Very much.”
“I have to ask something.”
“Ask.”
Forgetting his earlier comments on the matter, Belinda asked, “What would you do differently if I was a slave compared to if I chose to be a sex-doll?”
“Were you my slave I would express my sadistic side, Bel. I would bring you as much pain as pleasure. You would lose your arms. I would decorate you with more than cuffs and collar,” Harper told her. “As my sex-doll you would likely lose yourself to pleasure. Needy as you are you would be more so. Both leave open the possibility of physical change, though.”
In her head were visions of losing her arms again, all the while wondering how she could take on a more doll-like form. Had she the wherewithal she might have asked more questions, but she was needy and wanting of his attention. Belinda fought to concentrate. 
“I don’t like not having my arms, Master,” Belinda said. 
“Then you can be free or be a sex doll.”
“What happens if I want to go free?”
Harper chuckled. She had come to be forgetful of late. Such had been the case when they were together so long ago. Then it had frightened him. Now he embraced it, hoping it would work to his advantage.
“If you want to be free we will never have sex again,” Harper iterated. “You will have to find a job. Eventually you will have to move out.” Just then an idea sprang into his head and he said, “Chances are, once you leave, we will never see each other again.”
“But why?”
“Because, Belinda, I love you. Going back and forth like this is too difficult.”
Belinda frowned. The thought of losing his friendship and love was beyond her imaginings. He had always been there for her, given her love and support when it was most needed.  
Dropping her head a moment and then looking back up, she asked. “Can I be your sex-doll?” She was terribly aroused by their conversation.
“Is that what you’ve decided on?”
Her head cleared ever so slightly and she was suddenly unsure of herself. “I don’t know.” She turned and gave her attention to the television, kneading her breasts absentmindedly.
There was a lengthy silence as they watched the New Year celebration play out. 
Still fondling herself, Belinda turned to him and asked, “You mean it when you say we would never have sex if I chose freedom, don’t you?”
“Yes.”
“Are you really serious about not being my friend anymore?”
“I will always love you, Bel,” he told her. His voice was soft and tinged with a sad timbre. “But I can’t just be your friend.”
“Why not?”
“Because I want you all the way. I don’t want just a part of you.”
She leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. “Thank you, Master.”
For the next few minutes she pondered her given options as best she could. Living without him was an impossibility. He was far more than just a friend or lover. He was her bedrock, and she knew already that she would be slave or sex-doll. Her only questions revolved around the vagaries of his descriptions. What did it mean to more closely resemble a sex-doll? What sort of torture would she endure were she a slave?
Minutes ticked by.
With sixty seconds remaining before the ball above Times Square was to drop she turned to him. “I won’t ever have anything to worry about either way, will I?”
“No.”
Belinda paused for a long moment and then frowned. “I don’t want you to change me, though.”
“If you are a sex doll, or if you are a slave, I will do with you as I please. You will have no choice in the matter.”
Belinda stared down at his crotch. She saw that her hand was on it and she was rubbing him. Her leg was over his knee, too, affectionately sliding along its length. She wanted him to take her now.
Suddenly clear headed, Belinda said, “I need you in my life, Harp. I can’t be without you.”
“Then you only have to choose between sex-doll and slave,” she was told.
Nodding understanding, Belinda grabbed his hand and squeezed. “I don’t want to lose my arms. I need to be able to touch and hold you.”
He gave her a firm look. “What are you telling me, Bel?”
“Shit!” Tears began streaming down her cheeks. “I will be your sex-doll.”
“Are you sure??”
Her eyes focused on his face. She smiled and nodded. “Yes. Just promise you’ll take care of me. Promise you won’t ever give me up or get rid of me. Promise!”
“I promise.”
Belinda slipped from the couch, sobbing fitfully as she rested her head on his right knee. She looked up suddenly, cheeks wet with salty tears. “Do with me as you will, Master. I will be…I am your sex-doll.” 
Harper nearly lost himself in that moment. Ecstatic, he swept her up in his arms and took her to the bedroom. There he made love to her as passionately as ever he had, leaving her with a firm understanding she had made the correct choice in so thoroughly giving herself to him. 
Later, as she slept, Harper stared upward at the ceiling, darkened for lack of light. In his head were visions of perfection, notions of what he might do with her and how he would change her body. Had she known she would have been quite fearful.









Chapter 9

 
Within a week’s time Harper was again contacted by Chimera. He would need to take a polygraph and commit to certain obligations before they made their final decision.
“I thought you had already taken me on as a client,” Harper told Seamus.
“We have done so in spirit. Just so, we must be certain of our decision. The polygraph will, assuming you have been truthful, be the final step in the process. Assuming all goes well, you may consider yourself a client with full access to any and all of the many possibilities offered by our firm.”
Harper frowned. This was far more intricate than he had imagined. It further made him suspect the organization’s activities were not legal. Regardless, they offered a service others could not, or would not, provide. 
“You will be required to bring a sum of five hundred dollars to cover the expense of the polygraph,” Seamus told him, following Harper’s agreement. “Is that an issue?”
“No. I can do that.”
“Bring the subject with you, and we will perform whatever minor adjustment you wish. Of course, that will require further payment, the cost of which will be determined during this phone call, as will the adjustment you wish to make.”
“Then you are assuming I will pass?”
“Our vetting process is thorough. I trust you will not fail.”
“I’ve nothing to hide.”
“Then you’ve nothing to worry about,” Seamus assured. “Now, keeping in mind any modification must be minor, have you any particular procedures you would like us to perform?” 
Caught off guard, Harper wondered aloud at what he might want. There were so many things. But which of them would be considered minor?
“Perhaps I can aid you in making a decision?” Seamus asked.
“Please.”
“You indicated you wanted her more doll-like. For that a small implant in her lips would seem appropriate.”
“I do want plumper lips. So, yes, that works.”
“You also stated you would enjoy controlling her levels of arousal. For that I suggest the clitoral stimulation unit.” 
“Yes. I think that would work, too.”
“Then perhaps we should start with those?”
“What about the healing time? And what about her? I mean, I would prefer she not know about the implant.”
“Neither process is particularly intrusive. Nor are they time consuming,” Seamus explained. “In fact, considering our technology, it is entirely unlikely the subject will suffer more than mild, if any, irritation.”
“I don’t see how that’s possible.”
“Ah, yes. That would be considered a logical fallacy – an argument from ignorance,” Seamus said. “Not surprising, I suppose.”
“Maybe so, but I think she will notice that her lips are fatter than before,” Harper said, ignoring Seamus’ arrogant tone. “I guess I could tell her I’m taking her to get that done.”
“She will not notice. I can assure you of that.”
“How will she not notice?”
“All will be explained once you pass the polygraph.”
“All right. But I still need an excuse to get here there.”
Seamus sighed annoyance. “Hair removal would seem a logical procedure. 
“She had that done.”
“What areas?”
“Her pubic and underarm hair.”
“Has it been completed properly?
“Mostly,” Harper told him. “There are a few strays. I planned on taking her back to get it finished.”
“Then bring her down for that.”
“I can do that.” 
“Then you will need to transfer the appropriate funds into our account. Of course, this will be done at our facility during treatment.”
“How much?”
“Since these are relatively minor procedures the cost will be thirty thousand dollars.”
Well off as he was, Harper thought the cost overly high, and he said as much.
“You are a skeptical one,” Seamus said. “I don’t blame you.”
“I am. What makes your company worth that kind of money?”
“You’ve seen some of our work. Had you not you would not have contacted us. The choice is yours.”
Harper thought for a long moment. Money was not an issue. He had plenty. His inheritance and careful investments had ensured he had no need to work. Even so, his own hobbies had kept him from dipping into any of his funds. Then he thought to the many images he had seen, each more impressive than the last. What had he to lose but money?
“All right. I hope it’s worth it.”
“I assure you it will be. Shall we set the appointment?”
 
Only two months later, Belinda had fully embraced her role as a sex-doll. Insomuch as was possible, that had been a conscious choice, having decided doing so was more logical than not. There was more, of course, that allowed her to accomplish this feat. Harper, no longer spending time in the shop, gave her near constant attention, both sexually and mentally, as he worked to ensure she remain in a state of near constant arousal.
In spite of this, there were still moments of clarity in which she returned to herself. Often, when those moments came about, she would wonder if she made the right decision. But those were fleeting, and they suited her less and less. Thus, within weeks she was more wanton and needy than ever she had been. Her wants, by this point, revolved around pleasing Harper and making him happy. It mattered not to her that his wants strayed from hers. His response and constant attention, in turn, made her quite happy with her life. 
It was on the day Belinda was to be taken to Chimera that she learned of his intentions. Having walked in on him as he packed a suitcase, she wondered aloud as to what he planned.
“We’re going to Phoenix for the week,” Harper told her. “We’re going to get the few stragglers between your legs.”
“Okay.” Then, noticing clothing she had never seen, she asked if they were for her.
Smiling, Harper told her they were. Then he held up the large blue and white, plaid blouse he had picked up at a local store. “I bought a few of these for you,” he said. “They’re big enough to cover your breasts. Got some jeans and a few pairs of cut-offs from the reclaimed clothing store. Oh, and there is a pair of sneakers, too.”
“So we can go out now?”
“Yes, dolly.”
She smiled, then flashed a quizzical look. “Is that my name now?”
“What?”
“You hardly call me anything but dolly, anymore.” This time her voice had inflection and it was obvious she was somewhat clear headed. “If so, your dolly wants you to use her.”
“Would you like it to be your name?”
“What?”
Already she seemed to have forgotten her own question, so he asked if she would like her name to be Dolly.
“If it makes you happy, Master. I don’t care what you call me as long as you fuck me.”
“Then your name is Dolly.”
Belinda smiled, thinking the name appropriate. “I like it. It will make it easier, I think, if that’s my name. Dolly. Yes. I do like it. Don’t call me anything else.”
Harper stared at her for a long moment. He knew she was clear headed. Such moments, though infrequent, occurred often enough he had learned to identify them.  
“You like it?”
“Please fuck me. I’m really horny.” 
“I will. Soon. Go watch television.”
As he watched her walk away Harper could not help but wonder at the girl’s ability to lose herself. He wondered, as well, how much was real and how much was of it was her attempt at accepting her designated role as a sex-doll. Knowing how submissive and suggestive she was, he imagined that much of it was real. Certainly, when she seemed distant it was real. But there were other moments when she seemed to force the matter. 
Harper shrugged and resumed packing. Regardless her state of mind she would soon be taking on a more doll-like form. That, he figured, would send her even deeper into being what he wanted emotionally. But there were still pitfalls should he push too hard or too fast. He decided then that a slow change would be best, no matter how his enthusiasm and excitement drove him.
 
Unlike their previous trip to Phoenix, there was little talk. Belinda, now Dolly, had little to say and seemed interested only in servicing his cock during the long ride. Upon arrival they quickly checked into their hotel, after which he followed instructions as to where to go for her upcoming procedures.
 
Soon as they entered Chimera office the pair were separated. Harper was taken to a well-lit room for his polygraph, Dolly to another room to be prepared for her procedures. 
Let in to a small, non-descript office, Harper asked where Dolly had been taken. 
“We’re killing two birds with a single stone, so to say,” said Seamus, a tall, thin man with gray hair. He was wearing a black suit covered with a white lab coat. “While you undergo the polygraph, she is getting examined.”
“Examined?”
“A standard procedure, I assure you.”
“Won’t that seem weird considering she thinks she is getting the remainder of her pubic hair removed?”
“She won’t know it happened.”
“You’re sure?”
Seamus smiled. “We know our business. Now, let’s get to the polygraph.”
“All right. Let’s get on with it, then.”
“I assume we are performing the agreed upon procedures?”
Harper nodded.
“Excellent. Immediately the polygraph is complete we will see to the procedures,” Seamus said, adding, “Assuming, of course, there are no issues.”
 









Chapter 10

 
For the rest of the week the couple spent their time going to shops, enjoying dinners out, and visiting various historical sites as they looked for clothes for Dolly. 
Often, Harper would look to Dolly’s lips for signs of punctures. Finding none he would finger the tiny remote he now kept in his pocket, wondering whether or not he should activate the newly installed clitoral stimulator.
 
“I don’t see a difference,” Harper told Seamus after first seeing Dolly following her procedure. They were in Seamus’ office. Dolly was just outside, waiting, she was told, for him to pay the bill.
“You won’t for a while. The implants are fibrous in nature. They are quite thin, slightly thicker than human hair,” Seamus explained. “But they will expand and shape her lips in the manner you described. Should you wish further enlargement you will be able to do so at no further charge.”
“So, start small and build up, eh?”
“That is our method. For certain things.” Seamus chuckled at his joke. He gave a weak smile and then reached into his lab coat, withdrawing a small manila envelope. Giving it to Harper, he said, “Here are your three remote controls. Each will activate the stimulator.” 
Taking the proffered envelope, Harper looked inside.
“There are five levels of stimulation, as I mentioned. The fifth, in most cases, will create a powerful pulse that tends to bring about quite intense orgasms.”
Harper pulled out one of the remotes and noted the sliding switch, now set to its zero station. There were numbers indicating the various levels.
“I know we went over this before. But please fill me in on what I should expect on the various settings.” 
Seamus nodded and smiled. “Unless the subject is particularly susceptible, the first setting should only induce mild to middling arousal. The fifth setting, as I said, should bring a near instant orgasm. The three between will cause increasing arousal according to their number. It is that simple.”
A thought crossed Harper’s mind. “What if the stimulator runs out of juice?”
Seamus laughed. “That is impossible, I assure you.”
“Even at the highest setting?”
“If you’re looking to learn the tricks of our trade you will not learn them from me,” Seamus said with a laugh. “You will simply have to take my word for it. But, should it fail you can be assured it will be replaced at no charge.”
 
Harper smiled as he fingered the little remote while sitting on his room’s bed. They had only just returned to the hotel. Tomorrow morning they would leave and return home. He would make use of it then. For now he would simply have to enjoy his anticipation. 
“Come here and bend over the bed,” he said to Dolly. She had just let herself out of the bathroom and was naked.
Dolly smiled and complied with his order, sticking her plump bottom up in the air. “Master?”
“Yes, Dolly?”
“You’re never going to use my pussy again, are you?”
Harper moved behind her and was taking off his pants. It was clear she was suffering one of her more sober moments. “No, Dolly. You’re pussy is not likely to see much use.” 
Her face darkened and she turned to look at him. 
“What’s wrong?” he asked.
“I can’t imagine such a thing, Harper. You know how much I dislike anal.”
Harper eyed her. It was the first time in a while she had been her old self. “What are you?” he asked, hoping she would revert.
“I’m a sex-doll.” As usual, her voice lacked inflection. But there was still emotion behind it.
“Tell me your name and what you are again.”
Dolly nodded. A tear ran down her cheek. “My name is Dolly. I’m a sex-doll.”
“Good girl.”
“Thank you, Master,” she said.
“What if I decided to take your pussy away? What if I had it removed?”
Dolly looked away and dropped her head. “I would not like that.”
“Are you my sex-doll?”
“Yes, Master.”
“Then it’s my choice whether or not I let you have a pussy. Isn’t it?”
Dolly sniffed as she nodded. “Yes, Master. It is.”
“Why?”
“Because I’m your sex-doll.”
He spit on her ass several times and then pushed his cock into her. “Should it matter to a sex-doll whether she has a pussy or not?”
Dolly shook her head. Deep down she knew he would never do such a thing. Neither would she allow it. Regardless, she gave him the answer he expected. “No, Master. It shouldn’t.”
 
The clitoral stimulator worked a bit more subtly than Harper expected. In his imaginings it was a sort of vibrator. But, as was partially explained to Harper, it was significantly more ingenious than expected. Its first activation was soon after they had gotten home from their trip to Phoenix, and followed a short nap. 
Dolly was still sleeping when Harper woke beside her. Excited to finally put the new device to the test, he left the bed and pulled on his jeans and shirt. Then, after fishing in his pocket for the remote, he toggled it to its first position. To his pleasure there was an almost immediate reaction. Though it did not wake the girl, her slight movements and moaning evidenced the unit’s effectiveness, even while sleeping.
Smiling, Harper departed the room, wondering how long it would be before she woke. Only then would he truly be able to gauge whether or not the device was capable of furthering Belinda’s descent into the more instinctual and sexually needy being he wanted her to become. It was, after all, what she had agreed to be; and he was determined to see it come to full fruition.
Another of Harper’s hopes was that the device would reduce, if not eliminate, those rare moments when she seemed her old self. Such moments had potential to ruin his plans. Of that he was quite convinced.
Once in the living room Harper sat and reviewed what was told to him about the stimulator. Since the remote was more a long distance switch, rather than a controller, the device could be kept at any of its five positions indefinitely. It was not recommended it be left at its highest setting for more than a few minutes at a time. Such, he had been told, would cause a never ending series of orgasms. The potential for danger was high, and heart attacks were not unheard of. The other settings, particularly the two lowest, he understood were more likely to achieve his end goal.
“Is it possible she might come to think of herself - to truly think of herself - as a living sex-doll?” Harper asked Seamus in the aftermath of the polygraph. 
“The mind is an amazing thing,” Seamus told him. They were in his office, discussing the planned procedures. “When overwhelmed with stimuli it is more open to suggestion than would otherwise be the case. So it is entirely likely, with proper application and suggestion, she will take on whatever aspects you wish.
“Do you have any suggestions that might help?”
“Each subject is different,” Seamus told him. “You will need to experiment. The key is for her to be receptive and without will, while remaining aware. Once in such a state she will be open to suggestion.”
 “Okay. I think I get it. What about long term? Can I leave it on lower settings for lengthy periods of time?
“Yes. A good number of our clients do just that,” Seamus answered. “However, once you discover the setting that leaves her open to suggestion it is quite important it be used only while she is being conditioned.”
“Why is that?”
“She will be open to any and all stimuli. I doubt you want her conditioned by the nightly news.”
“That makes sense.”
Seamus smiled and chuckled slightly. “We have many years of experience. It has given us a bit of insight.”
“Is there anything else - any other suggestions you have for me?”
Seamus nodded. “You should know that, while the unit is working the subject will be unable to be stimulated manually. It overrides normal functionality.”
“Meaning?
“Masturbation, sex, will have no pleasurable results,” Seamus clarified. “This is particularly handy if you wish for her to rely on you for pleasure.”
“I hadn’t thought of that. I’m glad you told me.”
“Shall we go on with the procedure?”
Harper nodded. “I just hope it’s as good as you say it is.”
“I think you will be most impressed.”
 
Dolly dreamt as she slept. Images, erotic and lurid filled her dreams. In one she was a doll, made up perfectly with enormous breasts and perfectly round lips, swelled and waiting for use. Looking down she saw her engorged sex, dripping and pulsing with need. The mini-skirt and tiny, white panties she wore hid nothing, and her little halter top was but a band covering only her nipples. 
On her knees she begged Harper to fuck her, told him how much she wanted and needed his cock. When he unzipped his pants she was on top of him, taking him into her asshole, the only hole he ever wanted, and pounding on him. Unable, however, to climax Dolly cried out. She pounded him with ever increasing need, crying out with frustration as her orgasm never materialized.
The dream cleared as the sound of her voice woke her, making her jump. For a long moment Dolly stared at the ceiling above as she attempted to get her bearings. Unable to focus for the need that threatened to overcome her, she allowed her hand access to her naked sex. Rubbing at the tender nub of her clitoris she gained but minor pleasure, and though she tried, never was there release. Finally, in a fit of frustration, she let out a terrible moan. She needed. It was her only thought. 
Had Dolly been clearer of mind, had the stimulator not so completely filled her with need, she might have gone to Harper and begged him to make use of her. But such thoughts were beyond her. Sometime later, and only when she heard the television through the closed door did she think to go to him.
“Please fuck me, Master. I need it so bad!” Dolly said, her face a mask of frustration and tears as she made her way on shaky legs to where Harper sat.
Smiling at the apparent effectiveness of the stimulator, Harper directed her to stand before him. “Tell me your name,” he said softly.
“My name is Dolly.”
Having planned for such a moment, Harper smiled and asked, “Why do you exist?”
Dolly cocked her head, shaking it and stomping her foot. “I don’t know! Please, fuck me!”
“You exist for ass fucking.” Harper said the words quietly, a subtle smile playing on his lips. Already his cock was erect.
His words, strange and unpleasant as they might have sounded were she in another state, were agreed upon without hesitation. 
“Yes! I exist for ass fucking. Please fuck me!”
“Tell me what you are,” he demanded.  
“I’m a sex-doll.”
“What is the purpose of a sex-doll?”
Frustrated he was not already making use of her, she stomped her foot on the ground again. “To be fucked. So fuck me!”
“What is your purpose?”
“To be ass fucked!” she screamed. “Please, fuck your sex-doll in the ass. Please!”
“Tell me again what you are.”
Her face, now red and wet with tears, was a mask of frustration. Never before had she so wished to be used. “I’m a sex-doll!” she screamed.
He commanded she rub her sex, and then rub the wetness on her posterior opening. Then he made her bend over and spread her ass.
“I am going to fuck your ass, Dolly. Would you like that?”
“Yes! Please fuck my ass!” she cried. “Please, Master, fuck me.”
Already standing he reached into his pocket and deactivated the stimulator. Moving behind her he pulled off his pants and plunged his cock into her waiting asshole. For so long as he fucked her she climaxed, screaming out her pleasure, wanting more, while never fully finding satisfaction. 
“Does that feel good, Dolly?”
Dolly nodded, crying out that it did. 
“What can I do with your body, Dolly?”
“Whatever you want. I don’t care! It belongs to you!”
“Tell me I can take your arms or legs. Tell me I can make you into a thing. 
Dolly repeated his words, iterating that she didn’t care what he did with her so long as he fucked her. There was no demand for which she was unwilling. It mattered not to her. She wanted. It was all she knew. 
Too soon Harper felt his orgasm build. He tried to fight it, but Dolly was hit with another orgasm and her sphincter clamped tight. Unable to contain himself he pulled her against him and thrust deep into her, his body spasming with pleasure. Together they moaned out their orgasms. 
Minutes later, after catching his breath, he withdrew his cock from her ass and lay on the floor behind her. Knowing his expectations she turned and took his softening member into her mouth, cleaning it of the mess of gooey fluids. Then she crawled atop her master and begged to be held.
 
During the following weeks, it was rare that Dolly would be without Harper’s presence. It would be, he assumed, wise to keep her in a state of need, suggestable and knowing only him for interaction. They watched little television, and what little they did watch was done without activating the clitoral stimulator. 
Regardless of how often the stim unit was deactivated, however, Dolly found herself sinking ever deeper into a world of need. Her thoughts, active at one time, had dwindled into mere moments that seemed little more than dreams. Neither did she care how Harper used her body. That he used her ass and forced her to clean him after each sexual encountered was immaterial. Dolly wanted only to be used. Never, during all that had become her life, did she notice the slow and steady growth and slight reshaping of her lips. 
 
As the weeks stretched into months, Harper grew ever more satisfied with his choice to utilize Chimera and their particular set of skills. The thirty thousand dollars he had spent had been, all things considered, an excellent investment. Her lips, lovely and full as they had been were even more so. Parting in the middle ever so subtly, seemingly begging for use, they were exactly what he had hoped for. That she had failed to notice was a testament to the effectiveness of the clitoral stimulator. In short, his fantasy was quickly becoming reality.
In spite of all he had wrought, however, Harper still wished Dolly to take on a more doll-like appearance. Lovely as she was, her face could be softened, slight wrinkles removed, and the minor sag of her breasts, natural for any woman, could be reduced. Often he would mull over the idea of being able to eliminate her mobility, as Seamus had described, turning her into a posable sex doll. He wondered how that would play out. He knew Belinda would have been angered and frightened. Would Dolly? He was unsure.
Six months after Dolly’s initial treatment, Seamus called Harper. It was, he said, a courtesy call, and he wanted to see how things were progressing. Harper’s review was positive, telling him of Dolly’s state of mind and praising her physical change. 
“I am most pleased that you are happy with the results,” Seamus told him. “Please contact us if you wish for any more alterations.”
Harper smiled into the phone as he looked over at Dolly. She was seated on the couch staring into the distance, eyes wide and mouth open as the stim unit, set its lowest setting, did its work. 

“I was going to ask about that,” Harper said. “I would like to smooth out the lines in her forehead, maybe get rid of her smile lines. Could that be done anytime soon?”
“We could be ready for that within a month of notification. Are there any other adjustments you would like?”
“Maybe get rid of the hair on her legs.”
“That could be done, as well.”
Harper thought back to the hair removal he had done to her pubic and armpit regions. “How many visits will that take?”
Seamus laughed. “We are not a standard clinic. We can do that in a single day. It’s a ten hour process.”
“That’s amazing.”
Seamus laughed again. “Thank you.”
“One last thing.”
“Yes?”
“I would like her breasts to be a little higher up. They sag a little more than I would like.”
“A simple procedure, as well.”
“What’s the healing time like for that?”
“A few days to heal the incision.”
“I thought it would entail more.”
Seamus tsked. “It’s a simple procedure, really.”
“Do I want to know how it’s done?”
“It synthetic tendons,” Seamus told him. “Should I go on?”
“No. That’s good enough.”
“Then you wish us to do it?”
“Yes.”
“And would you like any other adjustments to her existing implants?”
“I like them as they are. So, no.”
“Well, if you change your mind you can call or E-Mail. We have quite a few amazing options.”
 
Dolly stared into the distance, as was her penchant. Rarely did true thoughts enter her mind. She knew only need, want and what she was told. Consequently, Dolly had come to take all Harper said as truth, her wants becoming his. Thus, she wanted nothing more or less than to become as perfect a sex-doll as possible. Day and night Harper spoke to her on the matter, telling her how beautiful she was, while reminding her she could be more. Her agreements were met with powerful orgasms, cementing his wishes as her own. 
All this made Dolly quite happy. Not that she was truly cognizant of her feelings. She was not. But so long as she Harper showed pleasure and gave her orgasms she was happy inasmuch as her reduced state of mind allowed. 
Harper had been careful in his training, making certain the answers he wanted were rewarded with orgasms. He made certain, as well, that both oral and anal sex were rewarded similarly. He did relent on his insistence her sex would never be used again. On those few occasions Harper made certain it was unpleasant, covering his cock with powdered starch to dry her out. Dolly, as a result, quickly formed a rather strong dislike of vaginal sex. This pleased Harper tremendously, and he thanked Pavlov mightily for his scientific contributions.
One of the unpleasant side effects of her situation had been Dolly’s inability to properly function in a normal manner. This had forced Harper to keep close tabs on her dietary needs, as she rarely thought to eat. Her toilet needs had also become a bit of an issue. After several unfortunate incidents Harper began taking her to the bathroom at regular intervals. These were things, so he assumed, he would simply have to live with. Though unpleasant, they did nothing to dissuade him from his plans, nor did they stifle his ardor or enthusiasm.  
 
Eventually, and with Dolly apparently having no will of her own, Harper became curious over her true state of mind. For so long as he had kept her under the influence of the stim unit she had been agreeable to anything he might suggest, no matter how outlandish. But what, he wondered, would she be like without the influencing technology? Had she changed permanently, or was her behavior and state of mind tied to the constant use of the device? He wanted to know.
Months after considering removing the stim unit from play, and on a warm afternoon, Harper deactivated it. Then he waited and watched. 
At first, her only change was a strange calmness. Within a few hours, however, Dolly’s eyes, normally without focus and staring into space, cleared and she seemed more alert. Regardless, there was little noticeable change in her demeanor. She functioned more normally, but showed little enthusiasm for aught but pleasing him. This encouraged Harper, and he thought she might have been pushed to the brink of no return. At least, that was his hope.  
After two days of living without activating the stim unit Harper decided it was time to interrogate Dolly, hoping to ascertain how much, if any, of her previous wants and ambitions remained. His questions were varied, and many proved confusing to the girl. Several times during their long talk Dolly made attempts to service his cock, telling him how she needed it. By the time his questioning came to an end Harper was convinced the girl he knew as Belinda had become Dolly the sex-doll. To have caused such a change thrilled him terribly. 
 









Chapter 11

 
“What is it you have decided to have done with her?” Seamus asked. 
Holding the phone loosely in his hand, Harper looked over at the girl on the couch. Silent but for the few odd sounds escaping her open mouth as she stared into the distance, Dolly paid him no attention. 
“I want her wrinkles gone,” Harper told the man on the other end of the line. “I want you to lift her breasts a bit.”
“Is that everything?”
Harper looked again at the girl. Only last night he had begun experimenting with the second lowest setting on the stim unit, wanting to know what effects it might have. That in spite of determining he would keep it at its lowest setting but for when he gave her orgasms.
“You asked if there were other things I might want done to her implants. What did you have in mind?”
“There are quite a few options. Her current implants can be replaced with others of varying shape and size. Perhaps something conical or globular. Both would give her a more doll-like appearance,” Seamus began. “We have air bladders of all shapes, which would reduce the natural sag that accompanies even our implants. The silicone in her current implants could be replaced with a less pliable material, as well. Nipple elongation and lactation are also a possibility. That is off the top of my head. Of course, we have quite a few other options.”
“What…which of those things do you think would make her more doll-like?”
Seamus was silent for a moment. “Tell me, before I offer up my suggestion, are you interested in her taking on a synthetic look or feel? Or would you prefer a more natural shape and feel?”
“I think I like the natural look. But there is something intriguing about the synthetic.”
“Then I suggest retaining her current implant, while adjusting their consistency to something less giving.” 
“I don’t want her breasts to be hard.”
“What I am suggesting would not make them hard. Though, I admit that is another possibility. In this case, her breasts, would simply be a bit firmer.”
“What would it feel like?”
“In my experience it is difficult to describe. If you think this is something you might wish as a modification I will bring several samples for you to choose from.”
Harper liked this idea and said as much. 
“Then we will prepare for breast augmentation.”
“Sounds good.”
“So, a month from today?”
Harper agreed. After setting the exact date and time, Harper requested more information on what Chimera offered going forward.
“Beyond all I mentioned before, though I do not remember all of our conversation, there is little we cannot do to achieve your end goal. The answer to your question, quite frankly, depends on your personal preferences.”
Harper thought for a long moment, his curiosity piqued. “I saw a picture of a girl mounted on a doll stand. Her arms and legs had been removed and replaced with plastic arms and legs. Was that real?”
“It was.”
Harper shivered, his cock hardening as he thought of reducing Belinda in such a manner. Shaking it off as far too extreme, he asked, “What about the muscle thing you mentioned?”
“Please be more specific.”
“You said you could put things into her that would make her muscles contract. You said it would make it so she couldn’t move on her own, and I could put her into whatever position I chose.”  
“Ah, yes. It could either be permanent or temporary, controlled by remote.”
“What about posing her? It allows for that, no?”
Seamus laughed. “The affected muscle groups would contract, creating a form of paralysis. Even so, though not without some effort, you would be able to manipulate her at will.”
“Would she hold whatever position I put her in?
“Or whatever position she was in when the implants were activated, yes.”
“I think I want that.”
“It will take more than a month for us to prepare for that. Perhaps on the following visit?”
“That sounds good,” Harper told him. “Okay. So, this time we do the hair on her legs, smooth out her face, get rid of smile lines and forehead wrinkles, and maybe make that adjustment to her breast implants.”
The appointment was set for a month out, as previously agreed. 
Meantime, Harper’s curiosity getting the best of him, he kept Dolly’s stimulator set to the second lowest of its options. This, he learned, did not send her into a state of catatonia as he had initially thought it might. Instead it made her responsive only to direct commands. Neither did she communicate in any way, staying relatively still unless otherwise directed. 
“Tell me your name,” he said to her one night as they sat on the couch. It was a week before they were to travel to Phoenix.
“Dolly.”
“What are you?”
“A sex-doll.”
“How do you feel?”
There was a slight look of confusion on her face. “Horny,” she said. 
Her voice, flat and without emotion seemed to betray a sense of sadness. It was an oddity Harper could not fathom. Was she sad or was it simply the stim unit overwhelming her? Is this what someone sounds like when the pleasure centers of the brain are over stimulated? Having no way of knowing, he shrugged it off.
“Would you like me to fuck your ass?”
“So much.” This time there was an aching sadness in her voice that aroused Harper terribly.
“I was thinking of having your arms surgically removed,” he said, testing her state of mind. “Would you like that?”
“If it would please you.”
“It might,” Harper told her. “So, would you like it if I took your arms?”
“Yes, Master.” Dolly’s lips curled into a soft smile as she looked at him. 
“Why do you want to please me so much?”
“I’ve always wanted to please you, Master. It’s all I ever want.”
“Why do you think that is?”
She hesitated a moment, her brows furrowing slightly. She looked suddenly happy. “Because I’m a sex-doll.”
“Tell me what you want.”
“I don’t want anything.”
“I thought you wanted me to fuck your ass.”
She brightened. “Yes. I want my ass fucked.”
Harper stood and stepped out of his jeans, deactivating the stimulator. “Suck my cock.”
Moving slowly, Dolly slid from the couch to her knees in front of Harper and took his hardening cock into her mouth. Harper watched her head bobbing on his member, thinking of the time she would truly be a doll.  
“Am I hard enough to get into your ass?” Harper asked.
Dolly pulled her mouth from his cock and nodded. 
“Get up and bend over. Put your hands on the coffee table. I’m going to fuck that ass.”
His first inward thrust brought about an orgasm in Dolly that was as strong as any she had ever felt. It weakened her knees, making her fall to the floor. Convulsing as orgasm after orgasm shook her body, she curled into a tiny, moaning ball. 
For a long time Harper watched, occasionally checking to be sure the remote had not been inadvertently set to its highest setting. It had not. So he watched, pleased at the unexpected results of her conditioning, until her convulsions halted and she fell into a deep sleep. 
 
“So, what are the options regarding her breast implants?” Harper asked Seamus. They were sitting in his office. 
Dolly and Harper had only just arrived at the clinic some twenty minutes ago, and she had already been whisked away for hair removal. 
Seamus smiled and pulled several samples from his desk drawer. “This,” he gave Harper a large, ball shaped piece of plastic filled with silicone, “is her current implant. Please note how natural it feels.”
Harper took the sample and squeezed it. “Yes, it feels natural, just like hers.”
Seamus proffered the man another sample. This one was quite firm and had almost no give to it. “This is a standard implant for those preferring a, shall we say, more complete transformation than you claim to want.”
Harper gave the man a questioning look. “Meaning?”
“Living statues. It is generally accompanied with our white marble SynthSkin.”
Harper’s eyes went wide. “That’s a bit scary.”
Seamus shrugged. “It is what it is. I do not judge fetishes.”
As he squeezed the sample, noting that it felt like hard plastic, Harper looked at Seamus. “Statues, eh? What else goes with that, usually?”
“Complete immobilization and removal of various organs, as well as some other oddities. It’s moot. You have no interest such things. So you’ve said.”
“I did?”
“Not in so many words, no. You did, however, explain your wants.” Seamus smiled. “You don’t want her to undergo that treatment, do you?”
“No,” Harper agreed, placing the sample on Seamus’ desk. “This is a bit too hard.”
“This sample,” Seamus gave Harper another, “is what we can do with her current implant.”
Harper took the implant and squeezed it, noting its sponge-like quality. “This is closer to what I would like. I think I would want it a bit more firm – less spongy. More springy.”
“That can be done, as well,” Seamus told him, giving him another of his samples. “Both this and the previous sample are the least invasive, requiring only the injection of a particular formula into her current implant.”
“How do they work? Are they dangerous?” 
“Not at all. The chemical simply solidifies the silicone, joining the compounds in a latticework within the shell. It is, I am proud to say, burst proof and entirely harmless.”
“Had she not already had implants I might have suggested another implant similar to what is in her lips. That, however, would require removal of her current implant and a healing time of twelve months.”
“Okay. I don’t want to wait for that. What’s the last one?” Harper asked, motioning to the final sample on Seamus’ desk.
“This,” Seamus said, holding the implant up and pointing out its transparency, “is one of our finest inventions.”
Harper took the sample and held it. Nearly weightless he asked its makeup. 
“This implant is filled with a weightless, inert gas, its firmness entirely determined by the pressure within.”
Holding the implant up, Harper squeezed it. “I thought air, if it gets in the bloodstream, was dangerous or fatal. Wouldn’t an implant like this be dangerous?”
“If an air bubble gets into the bloodstream it can be fatal, yes,” Seamus agreed. “It can cause an embolism, heart attack or any number of troubling issues. However, this gas, when exposed or mixed with any other element, immediately deteriorates into liquid form. That liquid, in turn breaks down into its base composition and is later expelled as urine.”
“Then it’s completely safe?”
“It is.”
“Amazing.”
Seamus smiled. “I did save the best for last. So, tell me, which of these is your preference?”
“I think you know. I like the air bladder.”
“There is one drawback to this implant.”
“What’s that?”
“As with all breast augmentations, a pocket is made within the tissues. This is no different. However, it also requires the almost complete removal of natural breast tissues. Should you wish, at some future date, to have the implant removed…”
“She’ll have no breasts at all,” Harper interrupted. “Is that what you’re saying?”
Seamus nodded. “Yes.”
Harper nodded. “I don’t care. I want the air bladder implant. I like it.”
“All we need do is choose the pressure, size, shape and seating. Then we can begin the procedure.”
After examining implants with different pressures, Harper settled on one that was quite a bit firmer than the implants Dolly currently carried. 
Seamus smiled and turned to his computer. He clicked his mouse and brought of a program. Several more clicks brought up a pre-prepared image of Dolly.
“This is Dolly as she is now,” Seamus said, turning the screen so Harper could see. He clicked on the image and highlighted her breasts. Then he moused over a menu and selected the firmness Harper had selected. “Your selection has been set. Now, as for the size. What is your preference?”
“Let’s go a bit bigger. A cup size, maybe?”
Seamus made another click. The breasts on the image increased in size. “Like that?” Seamus asked.
“Hmm, yes. How big is that?” 
That’s a double ‘F’ in American cup size.”
“A little bigger, maybe.”
Seamus clicked the menu and Dolly’s breasts were suddenly larger.
“Hmm, that looks odd.”
“Yes, the shape you have for this rarely works for this implant. I thought you might want to change that.” Seamus clicked a drop down menu with his mouse and clicked a select. Dolly’s breasts were suddenly spherical. “This is more standard.”
“I like that. I like it a lot. It’s not quite what you see on sex dolls, but it works.”
“The last thing you will need to decide is how high they are to sit on her chest,” Seamus told him. 
“Hmm, I would like them a bit higher, I think,” Harper told him.
The mouse clicked.
“Maybe a bit higher, still.”
There was another click.
“That one,” Harper said. “I like that. They’re high, but not too high.”
“All right. Now for the rendering.” Seamus clicked a button on the screen and waited. A few seconds later a three dimensional image floated in a pop-up window. Seamus manipulated it so Dolly was shown from her side. “Hmm, you will have to make one more decision,” he said.
“What?”
With a pen, Seamus pointed to Dolly’s chest. “Note how the breast, where it meets her chest, is slightly smaller than the mid-section?”
“Yeah, it almost looks like…like two basketballs balls were bolted to her chest.”
“This tends to happen with smaller subjects, particularly when the breasts are seated higher than normal.”
Harper nodded, tilting his head to the side, somewhat. “I kind of like it. Would it be a problem?”
Seamus shook his head. “No. It requires a different anchoring method. Otherwise they have a tendency to sag and point downward. It’s most unattractive.”
Seamus made an adjustment to the image. “With a modified implant, one with a flat base, you can achieve this look.”
Harper stared at the image. “Bring it back around so I can see it from the front.” The image snapped round. “No. I think I liked it better before.”
Seamus reverted the image. “Is this what you want?”
“Yes. It is.”
“Part of my job, Harper, is to point out things you may have failed to notice. Before going through with the procedure, I want you to note the extreme height of her breasts.”
Harper looked more closely. “I see they are higher than normal. Quite a bit higher, really. What am I looking for?”
“Notice how her breasts partially obstruct her clavicles?”
“Ah, yes. I hadn’t noticed that before. But I like it.”
Seamus clicked the image. Suddenly the rendering of the girl was bent over, arms at her side. “I am showing you these to ensure your satisfaction. Do you see anything you dislike?”
Harper shook his head. “No. That looks good, too.”
“And this image?”
The mouse clicked and the digital rendering displayed Dolly on hands and knees, her breasts nearly touching the floor below. 
“Yeah. I like that.”
“Then your choice is made, Harper. “I estimate the process, barring setbacks, at approximately fifteen hours.”
“Wow. That’s longer that her first surgery.”
“Yes, well, what we do is an art form. There will be no scarring, and her recovery period will be but a day. Neither will she endure pain.”
“What about stretch marks or pain from that?”
Seamus laughed. “We have processes to eliminate such worries.”
“All right, then. When should I pick her up?”
“Again, barring any unforeseen issues, I would suggest being here at eight tomorrow morning. It will give her time to recover enough you won’t have to carry her to your car.”









Chapter 12

 
The trip home was spent in silence. Dolly had little memory of the trip other than the drive into Phoenix. Quite fatigued, and still recovering from the effects of anesthesia, she had even failed to notice her newly enhanced breasts.
Several hours after the couple returned home Dolly was put to bed. Lethargic as she was, Harper had deemed it wise not to engage in sex or to activate the clitoral stimulator. 
Next morning, and with the sun peeking through the bedroom window drapes, the naked Dolly woke to the call of nature. Sleeping by her side was Harper. Groggy, she left the bed and headed off to the bathroom. There, she sat on the toilet and relieved herself. It was then Dolly realized that she was not herself. Unknown to her and Harper, the anesthesia had dulled the previous effects of her lengthy conditioning, and with the stim unit deactivated she had regained a fair semblance of her old self. Thoughts, memories and old concerns came into her mind, and she realized that something was dramatically wrong.
Shaking her head as she tried to focus, Dolly activated the bidet, and then stood to dry herself with a towel. She turned to the sink and washed her hands, briefly glancing at the mirror. At first she barely gave her reflected image a thought. But as she looked back there was a sudden recollection of events and places. 
“What did you do to me?” Dolly demanded, yelling her anger at the sleeping man in the other room. 
Waking instantly, Harper sprung from the bed and headed to the bathroom. “What’s wrong?” he called as he ran. 
As he neared the bathroom, Dolly came out, demanding he explain what he had done to her.
“What do you mean?”
She looked down at her breasts and then at him. “Look at these! They’re as big as basketballs! Look at them!”
“I don’t see a problem. They’re big and beautiful.”
“Really? They’re ridiculous. And what did you do to my lips?” She was crying, and her hands were hefting her breasts. “What the fuck is in them? They feel like, like those rubber balls you play with in grade school!”
Harper waited. In his hand was the remote. He had grabbed it before leaving the bedroom. For a moment he thought about activating it, but decided to ride out her anger. Perhaps, he thought, she simply needed to rid herself of the obvious shock brought on by so drastic a change.
“You said you wanted to be a sex-doll,” Harper told her. “So I gave you a sex-doll’s lips and tits.”
“My God! I did tell you I wanted to be a sex-doll.” Strangely, and quite suddenly calm, Dolly walked past him and into the bedroom. She sat on the bed, harper following behind. “I said it. I said I wanted to be a sex-doll. Didn’t I?”
“Yes.”
Her memories, though distant, confirmed Harper’s statement. He had hidden nothing, openly expressing his wants and speaking of his intentions. Willingly, and without coercion, Belinda had agreed, even going so far as to express his wants as her own. Further meanderings into the past revealed her words, at least in the moment, to be true. She did want to be a sex-doll. But how could it be so? How could such a thing ever be a part of her wants? Dolly shook her head. 
“No, Harper. You did something to me, didn’t you? You did something that made me want to be a doll. You brainwashed me. I know it.”
Harper stared at her tranquil, expressionless face and shook his head. “I thought you wanted it. Remember way back when we decided? I gave you a choice. You could be as you were, leave here of your own accord. That was one choice. Another was to be a sex-doll, and another to be my slave. I told you the consequences of each. It was you who chose to be a sex-doll. I didn’t make you.”
Dolly nodded, his reminder bring the memories back to the forefront of her head. “I did. I chose to be a sex doll. You even told me you would modify my body. I agreed to it all.”
She looked down at her breasts, now sitting unnaturally high on her chest. Her right hand suddenly went to her lips and she felt their fullness. “You have to change me back, Harp. You have to! I don’t want to be a sex-doll.” She looked up at him, her eyes wet with tears, face without expression. 
Harper shook his head. “I can’t. I mean, maybe partially I can. But I can’t.”
“What do you mean?”
He explained how he had changed her face, how her expression was forever fixed. Then he told her of the smoothness of her skin, and how it would remain so.
“No!” she whispered, and then ran to the mirror and learned he was right. “I can’t even smile.” She turned to him. “I don’t care. You have to change me back!”
“I can’t.”
Dolly began raging at Harper. Over and over she demanded he return her to how she once was, cursing him time and again. “My tits look like fucking balloons!” she said, at last. “That can be changed, can’t it?”
Silently, Harper turned and went to the bedroom to get his pants, Dolly following as she continued her tirade.
“Answer me, damn it! You can fix my tits! Can’t you?”
Harper shook his head. “I can. But I won’t. You are a sex-doll. It’s what we agreed on,” he told her.
But she would not be denied. “You’ll get them fixed, or…so help me I’ll fucking kill you.”
Silently, Harper stood, right hand in his pant pocket, fingering the remote. “I won’t stop you if you wish to leave, Dolly. But I won’t reverse what was already agreed on.”
Dolly turned and stomped back into the bathroom to stare at her body and face in the mirror, raging the entire time. When she returned to the bedroom Harper was sitting on the bed.
“You’re going to fix my tits, Harp. The rest you may not be able to fix, but I am not living with balloon tits the rest of my life. And you are going to do your fucking best to fix my face.”
Fed up, Harper looked at her and frowned. “I’m sorry things got turned upside down like this,” he told her. “But you agreed. How was I to know you would change your mind? Why are you so angry about this?”
Harper toggled the remote to the second lowest setting, triggering the stim unit. Almost instantly, the device activated her pleasure centers, calming her. Still, Dolly’s anger ran deep and adrenaline coursed through her veins, muting the effects of the device. 
“Harper, please? And you’re right. I told you I wanted this. I know I did,” she motioned with her hands over her breasts, “but I don’t. I want to be me.”
“What do we do, then?” Harper sat on the bed and stared up at her.
Dolly shook her head. “I don’t know. I know I don’t want to be a sex-doll.”
Paying close attention to Dolly, Harper could see her posture change, hear the anger in her voice dissipating. The unit was working. She was calming. Soon, he knew, anger would be replaced by need and want. 
“Let’s sit on this for a few days, okay? I mean, this could just be a temporary moment in time.”
No longer angry, and with need quickly overtaking her senses, Dolly shook her head. “No, Harp. I just can’t be what you want me to be.” 
Harper, sitting in silence, considered toggling the control to a higher setting. “We can think on it a bit, anyhow. A few days won’t much matter. Besides, I have to set an appointment.”
“Okay, Harp,” she whispered. 
“Until then, will you be my sex-doll?”
Well trained, and filled with intensifying need, Dolly let out a sigh of affirmation. She nodded, wanting nothing more than to be used. “Yes, Harper. I…I will be your sex-doll. For now.” 
Harper stood and unbuttoned his pants, opening them and withdrawing his semi-erect member. “Suck me.”
Without hesitation, Dolly took his cock into her mouth. Nursing him until he was fully erect, she could think of nothing but the orgasms he might give her. 
A few minutes later, and after fucking his cock with her throat, she pulled back and looked him in the eyes. “Please fuck my ass, Master,” she begged.
Harper smiled as he looked down at her glassy eyed stare. Then he pulled her up and bent her over the bed. After quickly pulling the remote from his pocket, he returned it to its zero position. Then he plunged his cock into her inviting hole, causing a nearly instantaneous orgasm.
“What is your name?” Harper asked as he pounded into her.
“Dolly,” was her response.
“What are you?”
“A sex-doll.”
“What is your purpose?”
“For ass fucking.” She repeated the words she was taught.
“Do you have any other reason to exist?”
“No.”
“Is there anything I cannot do with you?”
“No.”
He toggled the remote to its highest setting and triggered a powerful orgasm that weakened her legs and arms so she fell forward, boneless to the bed beneath. Several orgasms later, and as he watched from behind, Harper deactivated the stimulator. Then he fell on her, pounding into her ass once again.
“It feels good being a sex-doll, doesn’t it?”
Dolly let out a moan. “Yes,” she whispered. 
“Tell me your name.”
“Dolly.”
“Tell me your purpose.”
“Ass fucking.”
“What are you?”
“I’m…a…sex-doll.”
Nearly overwhelmed with his newfound power over the girl, Harper could hold out no longer. He climaxed, moaning out as his body jerked without control, his fluids spewing into the girl’s body. Then he lay atop the girl, panting as he repeated his questions over and over again. Never did she deny him the answer he wished to hear.
 
With the stim unit set to its third highest setting, Dolly’s every movement for the next several weeks were as ordered, executed without thought, care or semblance of the person she had once been. She became, so it seemed, a living, breathing sex-doll, wanting only sexual fulfillment. 
On those many moments when Harper would review what he had wrought, he would wonder at his situation. For so long as he could remember, Harper had wanted a sex-slave. Since knowing Belinda he had wanted that sex-slave to be her. His want, however, had always leaned towards a more standard notion of a sex-slave. That had changed, however. Now, and very much to his surprise, he wanted sex-doll, unthinking, willing, and molded to his version of perfection. 
From time to time Harper would review their argument and think of it as a blessing. Had it never occurred he would never have known the joys he now knew. Certainly the excess care he was forced to give was tedious, but it was a small price to pay considering the level of pleasure he now enjoyed. With but a few more changes Harper would achieve newly discovered fantasy. 
 
As the weeks passed, Dolly became lethargic, taking on a slightly gaunt appearance. Worried for her well-being, Harper contacted Seamus, informing him of her current state and all that had occurred between them. 
“It is my professional opinion that she is failing to sleep properly because of your misuse of the device,” Seamus told Harper over the phone. “I strongly encourage you to cease its use until she recovers.”
“What if the conditioning didn’t work?”
Seamus sighed. “It is quite possible your conditioning did more than what you wished to achieve.”
“What do you mean?”
“The human mind can take only so much. The combination of need and the hormonal release the unit brings about may have permanently damaged her psyche. That is all I will say on the matter, other than to iterate that you must allow her time to recover. Do not use the device and do not use her. Allow her peace and relaxation. I will be there to examine her in a week.”
Worried, and in spite of his wants, Harper followed Seamus’ instructions. When Seamus finally returned to examine Dolly he was pleased to see she was looking better than described. 
“Dolly, as you now call her, appears to be in better condition than when you spoke to me,” Seamus told Harper. They were in Harper’s living room, Dolly in the bedroom. “I do not see why you should not resume enjoying her. Still, I would refrain from utilizing the stim unit. She still has a fair amount of recovery. I will be back in four weeks to check her progress.”
Harper agreed to Seamus’ instructions. The two shook hands, and Seamus departed. 
 
“So tell me, Harper,” Seamus began. Four weeks had passed and Seamus had returned as promised. He was sitting on the couch after completing his examination of the girl now sitting beside him. “Have there been any more incidents?”
“Incidents?”
“You told me of an argument?”
Harper, who was sitting in the recliner across from them, shook his head. “No. There haven’t been any incidents. She seems to be back where she was before.”
“Her behavior is what you want?”
Harper nodded again. “It’s like the argument never happened. Actually, it’s like she doesn’t really exist.”
“Meaning?”
“She doesn’t do anything but what she is told to do. If I don’t make her use the bathroom, or eat, she rarely does it on her own. There’ve been a few accidents. Basically, she’s sort of on auto pilot, waiting for my command.”
“This is what you wished, no?”
“Yes, it is.”
Seamus nodded. He was looking at Dolly, trying to ascertain if there were any glint of signs of cognitive awareness. He gave a hard pinch to her nipple, looking for a response of anger or shock, but received only the acknowledgement of pain. 
Seeing this, Harper asked his motivation.
“Simply a test,” Seamus told him. “I’m not convinced she isn’t partially aware of the goings on around her.”
Harper shook his head. “Really, Seamus, I don’t think she’s in there anymore.” 
“Perhaps. Perhaps not. I suspect she may be quite aware of her current situation.”
“Why would she fake it?” asked Harper. 
“I cannot give answer. Have you told her more than what is obvious?”
“Of course not.”
“Good. Well, I must be off.” Standing and heading for the door, Seamus beckoned Harper follow. Once on the porch Seamus spoke in more detail of his suspicions. “I do not believe she is as you say. Certain reactions were not consistent with the state of mind currently portrayed.”
“How do you know?”
“Harper, I am far more than a simple physician. This is my profession, and I know it well. The girl is aware. That she is portraying herself in this manner is evidence she has suspicions that more was done to her than is obvious to the eye. You must watch her.”
“I’ll just activate the clit stimulator.”
“That is out of the question. Her body is still recovering.”
“When can I start using it, then?” asked Harper.
Seamus shook his head. “Two weeks, perhaps. You will be the ultimate judge. But now you know her high susceptibility you would be well-advised not to maintain long term use above the device’s second setting.”
“Fair enough,” Harper said. “After that – after she is back to full weight and looking good again – when can I bring her in?”
Seamus flashed a knowing smile. “What are your intentions?”
Harper thought back to the many things he had viewed and read. Looking in through the open door, he spied Dolly, naked and expressionless, breasts resting in her lap as she sat.
“Tell me more about what you can do to make her more doll-like.”
“How detailed a description do you want?”
“Tell me what it would be. The layman’s description.”
“I’ve spoken to you of the SynthSkin. We have also discussed remote and permanent immobilization, have we not?”
“Yes. You have.”
Seamus smiled, knowing full well that Harper had slid into a darker world than ever he intended. “Well, there are quite a few options I have not spoken of.”
“Those would be?”
“The most commonly preferred method replaces her dentition with a synthetic compound closely resembling natural dentition…”
“What the fuck? Why would anyone want that?” Harper interrupted.
“The dentition is rather pliable and silky to the touch,” Seamus continued. “Common injuries become a thing of the past.”
“Oh. My apologies.”
“Accepted. Would you like to know more of what can be done?”
“Yes.”
“We’ve a particular technique using fatty tissues from the body whereby we restructure her oral cavity into a more natural receptacle for your pleasures,” Seamus described. “In essence, we relocate cellulite, primarily, and install it in the subject cheeks, tongue and hard palate.”
“Would it change how she looks?”
“Save when you are enjoying her mouth, no. It will, however, alter her ability to speak clearly.”
Harper shook his head. “Wow. Just when I think I can’t be surprised…”
“I told you, there is little we are incapable of accomplishing.”
“Yes, but the things you are able to do are things I never would have imagined.”
Seamus nodded. “I’m sure. Though, I will add a warning that such a change would require a liquid diet. Chewing would be impossible.”
“I already feed her that way. She doesn’t seem to understand the concept of chewing anymore.”
“Just so. It would become a permanent requirement.”
 
As Dolly sat on the couch, snippets of the two men’s conversation drifted to her ears as if a dream. There was little she understood. Nor did she attempt understanding. Harper’s overuse of the stimulator had nearly destroyed her mind, and though she was not quite the automaton Harper thought her to be, she was little more. Thus the distant discussion of what she might become meant little to her.
 
“What if I changed my mind after it was all done?” asked Harper.
“The internal reconstruction would, of course, be irreparable. Neither would the SynthSkin be anything less than permanent,” Seamus informed. “Further physical alterations, though possible, would not be recommended due to the nature of the SynthSkin.”
“Much as I like the sound of it all, it’s just so extreme.” 
“Agreed. But extreme is our business.”
Harper imagined Dolly as a plastic doll, unable to move, the entirety of her body reformed into his ideal. Certainly it was enticing. Even so, could he live with himself? He did love her. Still, it was terribly enticing.
“I’m leaning towards it,” Harper told the Seamus. “I’m not sure, though. I know I want the remote paralysis thing. Making her into a posable doll is almost too good to be true. The other – the SynthSkin, the mouth, the full on doll transformation – is just too much.”
Seamus smiled, nodding understanding. “No need for a hasty decision. We have time.”
Harper nodded. “I imagine the cuffs and collar will have to come off for the SynthSkin to go on?”
“Of course.”
“Hmm. They were meant to be permanent. I made them from a rather hard titanium alloy.”
“Worry not. We have ways of dealing with such things.”
Harper frowned, tantalized but far from certain of his wants. “Yeah, Seamus, I am going to have to think about this one. I know I want the paralysis thing. Her being a helpless, posable doll is too enticing to pass up. The rest, though. I don’t think I can go that far.”
“You know how to contact me,” Seamus said, shaking Harper’s hand. “I will be waiting.”
Fair enough.”
Seamus turned and departed.
That night, following Harper’s use of her, Dolly lay staring into the darkness, remembering what she was and had been. Flashes of how she had been changed, snippets of snippets of conversation entered her mind. There were words, events and brief moments coloring her thoughts. All were distant and incomplete, and they meant little. Though unable to fully comprehend all that filtered through her thoughts, she felt a strange and unwavering dread come over her.
Day by day, Dolly continued her improvement. As her health improved so did her sense of awareness. It was not until the day before Harper intended to resume use of the stimulator that she again returned to a more normal state of mind. 









Chapter 13

 
“Harper?”
It was early morning and they were in bed. For the last hour Dolly had been staring at the ceiling, reviewing her most recent conversation with Harper. It had only been a few days, if that. So she thought.
Hearing his name, Harper knew Belinda had slipped away from her Dolly persona, as she had done when they argued so many weeks past. Having prepared for such an event, he reached beneath his pillow and felt for the remote. 
“Yes, Dolly?”
“It’s not too late. Is it?”
Harper, who had been sleeping on his belly, turned to his back and stared up and into the dark. “What do you mean?” he asked.
In spite of her seeming clarity, Dolly’s mind was still quite muddled. The damage done to both mind and body had been severe, her recovery time short. Thus, she was far from the woman she had once been. 
“I feel strange. It’s like I’m someone else.”
“Who are you?” Harper asked. He had yet to activate the stimulator, and was unsure whether he should. Yes, he was planning on doing so after they got up that morning, but there were still questions about her state of mind. 
“I think – Dolly? But, there is something else. I don’t know what it is.” 
“Tell me what you are.”
Hesitating, Dolly was unsure how to answer. She knew what was expected and wished to comply. But there was something deeply wrong. “Am I a sex-doll?”
“Yes. You are my sex-doll.”
Satisfied for the moment, Dolly felt a conflicting need within her being. She felt of her breasts, squeezing them experimentally.
“You said we would think on it. Right?”
“On what?”
“On if I wanted to go back to normal.”
“Yes. We are going to think on it for a few weeks. If you change your mind, you don’t have to be a sex-doll.”
“Okay.”
“Do you remember what happens if you change your mind?”
Dolly nodded her head. “I get my normal boobs back. Right?”
“Yes. But do you remember what else?”
“Ho, Harper. What else happens?”
“It means we can’t have sex anymore. It also means you will leave.”
“That’s right.” A tear rolled down Dolly’s cheek. “And we can’t be friends anymore. You said you couldn’t just be friends with me.”
“That’s right. So think about what you want.”
“I will.”
Harper toggled the remote to its lowest position, activating the stimulator and drawing forth a sigh. 
“You understand you can get back your normal breasts if you choose not to be my sex-doll. Right?” Harper asked.
“Yes, Master.”
Then, to drive home the sense of loss she would feel, he said, “And you understand we will no longer be friends. No matter how much we may love each other. You understand it will be over between us?”
“Yes, Master,” she sobbed.
“There is something else you need to know, Dolly.” Harper increased her stimulation a single setting, drawing an inward hiss from the girl. “If you agree to another change I won’t ever change you back.” 
Well-conditioned to the stimulator’s effects, Dolly was quickly forgetting any of the thoughts that had so recently plagued her fragile psyche. But his words filled her with fear and she begged to know his meaning.
“I mean that, if you agree to any other changes, I won’t ever change you back. You will be a plaything, a sex-doll forever,” he clarified. “Now, repeat what I said.”
Silent and unable to parse her thoughts, Dolly shook her head. “I…you said.” She let out a moan.
Seeing her struggle but wanting to ensure her understanding, Harper shut off the stimulator and repeated his statement. Then he demanded she repeat his words.
“If I agree to another change you won’t change me back,” she said. Her speech was slow and without inflection. “I will be a sex-doll forever.”
“Do you understand what that means?”
“I understand,” she said. 
Just then a terrible sense of dread overcame her, the words clearing her thoughts, and she started to speak out against Harper’s edict. Dolly’s words, however, were stifled by an intense series of orgasms. 
 
No longer impatient about the possibilities presented by Chimera, Harper was far more careful with his plaything than was previously the case. Aiding his patience was his uncertainty about which, if any, changes he wished for her. Thus Dolly was kept under the influence of the stimulator only while awake; never above its second lowest setting for more than an hour at a time. Within six months, Dolly had slipped into an almost robotic state of mind. It was, he mused, very similar to his previous experiment, only more so. Now, even without its influence, she had little personality and no want for aught but sex. 
There were occasions when Dolly was not under the influence of the stim unit, however. Besides rest periods, Harper deactivated the device when he wished to reinforce her status as a sex-doll. This he did with near perfect regularity, shutting off the stimulator at precisely two, each afternoon. When she would return to a more cognitive state he would repeatedly question her, drawing forth predicted answers. He would then remind her of her agreement that future changes would be permanent. 
It was a carefully thought out plan he had hatched during her last period of true awareness. Harper’s hope was for her to accept a life as a plaything without necessity of the stimulator. 
 
“So, you’ve decided on what next to do?” Seamus asked. 
It was late in the day. Harper had only just enjoyed Dolly’s use, and had put her down for a nap when he decided to call Seamus. “Yes. I think I have.”
“On what modifications have you decided?”
“I want bigger breasts, and I want her teeth replaced,” Harper said. “At least, I think I want her teeth replaced.”
“What is it you are uncertain about?”
“Well, regarding her teeth - what would they be replaced with? How would they feel?”
“We have three options,” Seamus began. “The first, and most intrusive, is replacing each tooth individually. It is performed in four stages and requires a minimum of twenty-one days at our facility. It is the most commonly performed of the three, and looks completely natural.”
“Sound painful as fuck.”
“The manner in which we perform our surgeries ensures there will be no residual pain.”
Harper voiced the dubious nature of Seamus claim.
“I suspect there was no residual pain following Dolly’s breast enlargement. Or am I wrong?”
“No. She never complained.”
“And you are aware she has virtually no natural breast tissue – that all but a fraction her natural breast remains. Do you not?”
“That’s what you told me,” Harper agreed.
“Such a thing would have caused substantial pain were it not for our techniques.”
Harper frowned. “You’re right, of course. I’m sorry. It’s just that teeth seem to have their own special pain.”
“Worry not. Getting on with it, the second option is what amounts to a bridge. Less intrusive, the subject would retain a fair modicum of natural, if somewhat altered, dentition. This would require fourteen days of observation and care at our facility. Should either the upper or lower fail or become damaged it would require complete replacement.”
“Does it look natural?”
“Very much so. The third option, however, does not. Neither does it allow for proper speech. It is most popular amongst those who share your sex-doll fetish.”
“Good to know I’m not alone,” Harper mused. “What is it?”
“Similar to the second option, the mouthpiece, as we call it, is installed as a bridge. It is the most likely candidate should you wish her to more closely resemble a sex-doll.” 
 
“You said it doesn’t allow for proper speech. How so?”
“I was getting to that,” Seamus informed. “You see, the mouthpiece is installed as a single, hinged unit that prevents the subject from closing her mouth.”
“You mean her mouth would be fixed open?”
“Not fixed. Simply put, she could further open her mouth. When at rest, however, it would remain open. If that is your worry,” Seamus clarified.
“Wow. But how would they feel?” Harper asked.
“There are varying degrees of firmness and texture. I will, of course, bring samples from which you may choose.”
Harper was silent for a long moment. “Well, I am really not sure if I want to do this right now. There is something that really disturbs me about the whole teeth replacement thing. I don’t know why.”
“Regardless, I will ensure we are prepared for the procedure should you opt for it.”
“Sounds good.”
“I must ask, considering your reticence, what made you inquire into dental replacement?”
Harper laughed. “She got me good a few weeks ago. My fault, really. Just the same, I thought it would be good thing if I didn’t have to worry about it.”
“Ah, such is often the case with our clients. Just so, should you choose to replace her teeth you must understand she will be unable to chew. A liquid diet will be a must.”
“Yeah,” Harper said. “But, like I told you when you checked on her, she sort of forgets to chew and doesn’t really eat if I don’t put her food in a blender.”
“Then it won’t be an issue. Now, regarding her breasts, there is a minor issue to consider.”
“Tell me.”
“Her breasts are already quite large. Further enlargement will require a further adjustment you may not have considered,” Seamus told Harper. 
“What’s that?”
“There is a tendency, when breasts are overly enlarged, for the nipple to become offset,” Seamus informed. “Should you wish them to remain in a more natural appearing position, they will have to be relocated accordingly. This will require she stay at our facility for roughly seven days should you wish to avoid scarring.”
“I have no issue with that.”
“There is another option, however, you may not have considered. I mention it in the case you wish for further breast augmentation.”
Harper, annoyed with the way Seamus offered information, sighed. “What is that option?”
“Considering your desire she become more doll-like – I assume nothing has changed - her nipples could be removed entirely. Similar to nipple relocation, this would require a minimum of seven days at our facility.”
“That’s something I never considered. I am not sure I would care for that. I’ll think on it, though.”
“In that case, I suggest you consider what it is you want for your Dolly,” Seamus said. “As per usual, we will require a month’s notice. Should you remain interested in what we have discussed I will prepare for both. Call me when you have made up your mind.”
“I know I want her to have bigger boobs. So, let’s get that set up.”
“Alright. I will check our schedule and E-Mail a date and time. Do keep in mind, however, there are limitations as to how much her breasts can be enlarged in a single visit. That is, without use of our SynthSkin.”
“Why is that?”
“Skin can only stretch so much, sir.”
“In that case, will you send me a few digital renderings so I can see how large I can go?”
Seamus laughed. “Consider it done. I will send you several options. You will have them within twenty-four hours.”
 
Later, as Harper readied himself for bed, he turned to Dolly. Only half covered, she was naked and laying on her back, staring up at the ceiling. Her breasts, large and round, stood out from her body, ridiculous in their shape. Still, he found them entirely sexy.
Once naked, Harper shut off the stimulator and placed the remote control on his nightstand. Turning to her he asked, “Do you like your breasts?”
Dolly, having suffered the effects of the stim unit for so long, reached up and cupped them. She turned to look at him, her expressionless face failing to show any signs of concern. “What do you mean?” she asked. 
“Do you like having such big breasts?”
“I don’t know.” Dolly’s words were stilted. Clearly confused, she shook her head. “What do you mean?”
“I would like you to have bigger breasts. What do you think of that?”
Unsurprisingly, Dolly seemed to be at a loss. Regardless, there was a glimmer of her old self that flickered from deep within. “I don’t think I like that?” she asked.
Harper cocked an eyebrow, wondering at her response. Had he triggered something? Was it enough to overcome the careful conditioning he had put her through? He had to know.
“What are you?”
“A sex-doll.”
“Why do you exist?”
“To ass fuck.”
“Can I do with you as I wish?”
“Yes.”
“I want to give you bigger tits.”
“Okay.”
“Would you like bigger tits?”
His last question stymied her for a moment. Her face suddenly reddened and she shook her head. “No?”
“Do you understand what I am asking?”
Dolly nodded. “Yes, Master.”
Harper turned out the light, taking the remote from his nightstand. “Do you like pleasing me?”
“Yes, Master.”
He went through his series of questions, each one answered as she had been trained. 
“It would please me if you wanted bigger tits, Dolly,” he told her. “Do you want to please me?”
“Yes, Master.”
“Do you like being a sex-doll?”
It was another question she had not been asked, and it confused her terribly. Finally, after asking again, Dolly shook her head. “No, Master?” she asked, her confusion obvious. 
Harper activated the stimulator, bringing it to its third highest setting and eliciting from Dolly a moan of need.
“Do you enjoy pleasing me?” he asked again.
“Yes, Master,” she hissed. After letting out another moan she begged him to use her.
“It would please me greatly if you enjoyed being a sex-doll. It would make me happy if you got bigger tits.”
“Please fuck me, Master,” she begged.
“I will, Dolly. But first, tell me you enjoy being a sex-doll.”
“Please fuck me!” Dolly begged again. 
“Tell me you enjoy being a sex-doll.”
Anger, profound and uncontrolled raged forth, overcoming her terrible need. “I don’t enjoy being a sex-doll!” she cried out. “I want to be me - Belinda!”
Harper increased her stimulation but it had little effect. Dolly’s anger ran deep, and she suddenly threw the covers from her body and leapt from the bed. “I don’t want bigger tits. I don’t want these tits. I want to be me, Harper! I want to be me!”
He let her rage on. For twenty minutes she continued her tirade, repeating herself over and over again. Then, all at once, she flung herself to the floor in front of where Harper was sitting on the bed. There she remained, silently staring at the floor as she sobbed.
After a time, Dolly looked up at Harper. “You’re really going to make me into a sex-doll, aren’t you?” Her voice was suddenly calm despite her recent tirade. “I don’t have a choice. Do I?”
Shocked by her sudden calm, Harper looked at her with knitted brows. “What do you mean? Why do you think you don’t have a choice?”
“Something’s wrong with me, Harper. I don’t know what. I just know something is terribly wrong.” She shook her head and hefted her breasts. “This isn’t me. I’m not…Dolly. I’m Belinda.” She dropped her head for a moment, shaking it, before again looking up at Harper. “But I’m Dolly, too. I agreed. Didn’t I?”
Harper nodded as he leaned forward and reached out to touch her cheek. “Yeah. You agreed.”
“That’s how I know something’s wrong with me. Even now, as angry as I am, I can tell. I want to fuck – want to be fucked. I can feel myself fading.”
“What do you mean?”
Calm as she seemed, Dolly was terrified. The implications, she knew, were terrible. Soon she would return to that place she had inhabited for so long, agreeable to any demands he might make, wanting only to please.
“I mean that, for whatever reason, I can’t think of anything but fucking. My head gets all foggy.” She shook her head and wiped at her tears. “I don’t want to be like that, Harper. I want to think.”
Harper took her by the shoulders and pulled her up beside him on the bed. Carefully pushing aside her hair, he gave her a light kiss on the cheek.
“Oh!” she let out. 
Staring into her suddenly glassy eyes, Harper could see that much of her anger had dissipated. 
“I can’t stop you,” she whispered.
“What do you mean?”
“Something is wrong with me, Harp.”
“What can’t you stop?”
“You.”
“What do you mean by that?”
Already the stimulator had done its work. The girl knew nothing but need, want and the deep seated pleasure brought about by the device. But Harper was not through with her, and after quickly deactivating the stim unit, he asked again the question that had brought about her anger. But the shock that had triggered her outrage was gone, and the question failed to impact. Still, without influence of the clitoral stimulator, Dolly knew her mind. 
“No, Master, I don’t enjoy being a sex-doll,” she whispered. “It doesn’t really matter, though.”
“Why doesn’t it matter?”
Dolly looked at him, her eyes glassy and wide. “Because I am a sex-doll. Aren’t I?”
Harper stared at her, unsure how he should answer the question. His fondest wish was for her to live as a sex-doll without need of the stim unit. A misstep, he well knew, could set him back.
“I don’t know,” Harper said. “I know you say you don’t enjoy being a sex-doll. But you don’t act like it. Does it feel good when we have sex?”
Dolly cocked her head. “Yes. It feels…so good.”
“How do you feel about anal sex?”
“I don’t like it.”
“Why not?”
Dolly dropped her head. “It hurts. And it makes me feel dirty.”
“Think, Dolly. Does it really hurt?”
Dolly slipped from the bed and sat on the floor, knees pulled against her overly large breasts as she leaned against the bed frame. “No. It doesn’t. Not anymore.”
Harper let his right hand fall to her head. Caressing her lovingly, he asked, “How does it feel? Really. Tell me how it feels.”
“It feels good. It makes me cum as hard as I have ever cum.” She looked up at him briefly. “It always has. I just couldn’t admit it.”
“Has it always been like that?”
Dolly nodded. 
“Then tell me how you feel about anal sex. Tell me the truth this time.”
“I like it. It’s better than regular sex.”
“Really?”
“Yes, Harper. Really.”
Harper studied her for a long moment, shocked by her sudden clarity. Easing down beside her, he asked, “Do you like how I treat you?”
“I do. But you’ve always treated me well. You take care of me. But you always have.”
“How about since you agreed to be my sex-doll? Have I treated you well since then?”
“Yes, Harper. You have.”
Harper eased around and leaned back against the wall a few feet from her. Now facing her, he smiled. “Do you think that will change?”
Dolly shook her head.
“How do you feel about vaginal sex?”
Remembering the last few times Harper had used her vaginally, and ignorant of how he had made it unpleasant, Dolly shook her head. “The last few times were not good. I didn’t like it.”
“Do you miss it?”
Had she had ability, her brows would have furrowed. But there was no expression on her face save for a distinct change in her manner. “No. I don’t.”
“Why not?”
“I don’t know. Maybe because I didn’t like it the last few times?”
With the remote well hidden in his large hands, Harper activated the device. After watching her eyes go blank momentarily the unit was deactivated. 
Choosing his words carefully, Harper said, “That’s only since you became my sex-doll.”
“That’s true.”
“When did you start enjoying anal?”
“Almost from the start,” Dolly told him. 
Discarding that line of questioning, Harper switched to another possibility. “What about your orgasms? Are they good?”
“Yes.”
“Describe them to me.”
Dolly’s face reddened. “They’re intense, like a powerful wave at the beach. But they’re like an explosion, too. I don’t know how else to describe them. And after they’re gone I feel…happy as I have ever felt.”
“Were they always like that?”
She shook her head. “No. Sometimes they were good and sometimes they were great. Sometimes they were just okay.”
“When did those big explosions start?”
Dolly looked up at him, mouth agape as the answer came to her. “You think this doll thing is like anal?”
“What do you mean?”
“That I only pretend not to like it?”
Harper presented her with a quizzical look, stammering as he answered. “I don’t know. I hadn’t thought of it, really,” he lied. 
“Could it be true? Do I want to be a sex-doll?” Dolly shivered before dropping her head, burying her face in her over large breasts.
In that moment Harper toggled the stimulator to its first setting, rewarding her revelation. Several minutes later, and after releasing her from the unit’s influence, Dolly raised her head and chuckled bitterly.
“Are you okay? Harper asked. 
Dolly nodded. “What can you do?” 
“What do you mean?”
Dolly sniffed and shook her head. “It means you get what you want, Harper.”
“Explain what you mean.”
Suddenly disoriented, Dolly looked about confused. As she righted herself, she looked at Harper. “I’m sorry. What?”
“What did you mean when you said I get what I want?”
“Oh. It must be.”
“Must be what?”
As well as she had been trained, and without influence of anger, Dolly struggled to focus. But Harper still wasn’t done with her, so he chanced another bout of anger, asking again if she enjoyed being a sex-doll.
Though less powerful this time, Dolly blinked and shook her head. “I want to say no. But it doesn’t really matter.”
“Why not?”
“Because I do, even if I don’t.”
“What do you mean?”
Dolly’s eyes glazed over and she asked him to fuck her.
“Belinda!”
It was the first time he had called her by her real name in ages. It jarred her, helped focus her thoughts. “Yes, Harper?”
“What do you mean you enjoy it even if you don’t?”
“I don’t like anal sex, Harper. Even if I cum from it. Even if it feels good,” she said. “But I’ve always done it for you. “It’s the same with being a sex-doll. I don’t like it. But it feels good.”
“What does that mean for us?”
“It means you can do whatever you want to me and I can’t stop it.” She left her place by the bed and crawled into his arms.
“Why are you crying?” he asked.
“Because I don’t want to be a sex-doll, but that’s exactly what I am.”
 









Chapter 14

 
Shortly after their first fight so many months ago, Harper started keeping a journal into which he detailed Dolly’s emotional and physical transformation. Often, and following new additions, he would review past entries. This allowed him fresh insight in how best to proceed in a manner that would most suit his goal of Belinda – now Dolly – willingly continuing her transformation into his vision of a sex-doll. His latest entry provided him a new course of action, and he all but ceased using the stim unit. He also put off his plans with Chimera for the foreseeable future, and concentrated on manipulating her thoughts.
No longer under the constant influence of the stimulator, Dolly’s moments of relative clarity occurred with greater frequency. In these moments, generally brought about through one of several triggers Harper had discovered, they would discuss all that had brought her to her current situation. Always, these conversations left her sad and questioning of her own sanity.
Often enough, however, their conversations revolved around her status and future as his sex-sex doll. Terrible and frightening as Dolly found them, they brought about a state of arousal that was almost unbearable; and they always ended with her begging for use.
Harper’s careful use of the stimulator during their many conversations led Dolly to fall into a strange place of confusion. Within three months the girl was utterly unsure of her own personal truths. After another three months she was all but convinced she wanted to be the sex-doll he proclaimed her to be. 
 
“Tell me, Dolly, how do you feel?” Harper asked. 
It was late. They were sitting on the couch and Harper had just shut off the nightly news to give her attention. 
“I don’t know.”
Harper Pushed out the coffee table with his foot and told her to kneel in front of him. In his hand, and hidden from view, was the stim unit’s remote. 
“You don’t know?”
Kneeling in front of him, hands resting on her thighs, breasts standing out proudly from her body, Dolly shook her head. “No. I don’t know.”
“How is that possible?”
Though clear of mind there was always a fair buzz of arousal clouding her thoughts. 
“Because I think I want something I don’t think I want. It confuses me, and I worry I shouldn’t want it.”
It was the first occasion in which she had expressed such confusion. Harper found it both interesting and enticing, and he knew he was making progress toward what he wanted.
“Explain?”
Dolly looked him in the eyes and shrugged. “Everything you talk about – the things you want to do to me – are terrible. They scare me. But when we talk about them I get excited. It makes me think I want them. But I don’t want them. Not really. It doesn’t make any sense, does it?”
Harper agreed her notions were contrary. Then he offered a common observation. “I think it’s like when you said you didn’t like anal sex, Dolly. You did like it. But there was a part of you that hated it. Worse, you couldn’t admit it felt good.”
“You’re probably right. But that didn’t make me into something else. What you have done – what you want to do – makes me into something else.”
“What does it make you into?”
“A sex-doll.” Dolly felt the familiar and pleasant sensation that always came about when she spoke of being a sex-doll. She took in a quick breath as she fought to retain concentration. When it subsided she added, “And it means I can’t be anything else.”
“I think you’re hung up on social constructs. I think the entire reason you don’t want it is the same reason you didn’t want to like anal sex.”
“You mean because I think I shouldn’t want or like it?”
“Yes.”
Dolly nodded, and then offered a new revelation. “You say that all the time. At first I didn’t believe you. Now, though, I think you might be right. But how would I look with bigger tits? And, Harper, you keep mentioning making my lips bigger and replacing my teeth so I can give better blow jobs…” Dolly took in a quick, hissing breath as Harper activated the stimulator again. “Oh…there it is. Why do such terrible things do that to me?”
“Imagine simply existing for pleasure. Not just but mine, but yours.” Harper increased her stimulation. “What more could you want but to be happy and to make me happy? You are happy, aren’t you?”
For a long moment Dolly fought off her need. Finally able to speak again, she nodded. “I am happy. At least, I think I am. But I still don’t want those things.”
“Could you live as you are and be happy?”
“I think I could. I’m used to it.”
“Are you living as my sex-doll?”
Dolly nodded as she let out a moan. “I am living your sex-doll,” she said. Another moan escaped her.
“Do I take care of you?”
“Yes, you take care of me, do everything for me and give me everything I want, really.” 
Harper slipped the remote in his pocket and knelt in front of the girl. He took her face in his hands and kissed her full lips. “Do I really give you everything you want?”
“Yes, Harper. You do.”
“Do you enjoy being a sex-doll?”
“No.”
“Tell me something. When I ask if you’re my sex-doll and you say you are – do you really mean it?”
“How could I be anything else with how I look and behave? My entire life revolves around pleasing you sexually.” 
“And you’re happy?”
“I think so, yes.”
Harper smiled at her and kissed her nose. “Then, do you not see the logical fallacy in what you tell me?”
“What do you mean?”
Harper smiled and stood, taking the remote from his pocket and then reseating himself on the couch. “You tell me you’re happy. Is that a lie?”
“No.”
“How can you be happy as a sex-doll but not enjoy it?”
Dolly opened her mouth to speak as she thought on his words. “You’re right. I must enjoy it,” she said, at last. “How could I be happy living like this if I didn’t?”
“Truthfully, the only reason I can see for you not wanting to be what you already are – and you already agreed you are a sex-doll – is that somewhere, deep down, you feel as if you shouldn’t,” Harper told her. “Unless it hurts someone. Does it hurt someone?”
“I don’t think so. No. I’m not hurting anyone.” 
“Well then, why shouldn’t you be my sex-doll? Why shouldn’t you keep your word and be what you already agreed to?”
“You’re right. Why shouldn’t I be your sex-doll if it makes me feel good?” She closed her eyes and let out a moan.
“Well then?”
Dolly stared at him. “You’ll take care of me?”
“Of course.”
“But you’ll change me, too. Won’t you?”
“Yes. But what does that matter if it makes you feel as good as you tell me?”
“I see it, Harp. I do. And I enjoy being a sex-doll. Don’t I?”
“You tell me. Do you enjoy being my sex-doll?”
“I do.” She looked at him and bit at her bottom lip. “I do enjoy it. I just think I shouldn’t.”
“Give in to it, Dolly. Be who you are. Stop denying what you want.”
“But, Harp, I really don’t want to be changed,” she said. “I can be just like I am and be your sex-doll.”
“Okay, Dolly, I won’t do any of those things. But there is a condition.”
“What?”
“I am going to describe to you what I want done, and how you will look if I have my way. If you can honestly say my descriptions aren’t arousing I won’t make any more changes without you requesting them. If they do arouse and excite, as I suspect they will, we will have them done.”
In Dolly’s addled mind Harper’s edict made complete sense. Why would she not agree to give him what he wanted if it was, after all, what she wanted? Already, though, she knew what her responses would be.
She nodded and sniffed back a tear. “Okay.”
With slow deliberation, and with graphic descriptions, Harper began telling her his intentions. Moments after he began, and with his colorful images playing in her mind, Dolly felt a growing need. By the time he had finished, only two minutes later, she was a tearful mess of want.
“How does that sound? Did what I said excite you?”
Shaking as she fought to regain herself, Dolly stared at him. “Oh, God, there must be something wrong with me,” she said, wiping away her tears.
“Why?”
“Because everything you said – everything – excited me. I almost came.” There was a sad note of acceptance in her voice.
“There is nothing wrong with you, Dolly. You are what you are.”
Dolly nodded. “I am, aren’t I?”
“Now, tell me what you are.”
“I’m a sex-doll,” she stammered, and was immediately rewarded with a tremendous orgasm.
Some minutes later, Dolly looked up at Harper. “Promise you’ll take care of me.”
“I promise. Now tell me what you are.”
Already tingling with desire, Dolly spoke the expected words. Within moments she was felled by repeated orgasms.
 
Three days later, after providing Dolly with a series of orgasms that left her thoroughly incapacitated, Harper sat in front of his computer reviewing the many digital renderings Seamus had sent him. Though all were enticing, none came close to what he wanted. A few minutes later he was on the phone with Chimera, waiting to speak to Seamus.
“Hello. Is this Harper?” came an unfamiliar voice.
“Yes. I was hoping to speak to Seamus.”
“He is on assignment, currently. My name is Jerry O’Connell. I am Chimera’s director. I can help you if you like. Or, should you prefer, I can get message to Seamus that you wish to speak to him.”
Harper knew the name well. It was in much of the information he had read, and he was more than happy to speak to the man.
“Well then, you should know I have your file in front of me. Seamus’ most recent notes include further breast enlargement and possibly augmenting her dentition, through the specifics appear to be in question. There is another note here that you are adamant about the subject taking on a doll-like appearance without use of our SynthSkin. Is that all correct?”
“Yes. But I am also interested in being able to temporarily paralyze her. I don’t know what you call it.”
Jerry laughed. “We have our own clinical terms. However, we tend to use terms more accessible to the layman,” Harper was told. “There is a note regarding remote paralysis. Is that what you are interested in?”
“Seamus said it makes her posable. Is that right?”
“Specifically, remote activation causes the affected muscle groups to contract, while removing them from voluntary control,” Jerry clarified. “It further allows for manipulation of the subject’s extremities. To say it makes the subject posable is an overstatement.”
O’Connell’s description proved he was of the same vein of conversationalist as Seamus. It both irritated and amused Harper.
“You’re saying I could put her into whatever position I wished. Is that correct?”
“Within limits, yes. Over time, however, that position might change due to a number of factors.”
“Okay. How long would she stay on her hands and knees if I put her there?”
“Hmm, assuming all extremities were positioned correctly it is entirely possible the subject would retain said position for a number of hours or days, even.”
“And if I had her standing up with her arm out at her side, parallel to the floor?”
“Perhaps fifteen minutes.”
Harper nodded into the phone. “That makes sense.”
“Also, it is unwise to bring about paralysis if the subject is not well supported.”
Don’t stand her up ‘cause she can’t make those little adjustments to keep her balance when she’s paralyzed. Right?”
“Correct.”
“Okay. So, I want the biggest breasts I can get. I want to remove her nipples, and I want to have her teeth replaced. Just like I discussed with Seamus.”
“And the remote paralysis?”
“I’m not sure, yet.”
“Harper, I have been doing this for a considerable time. It is my experience that such drastic changes often lead to terrible results,” Jerry explained. “Should she find the modifications objectionable it is entirely likely remote paralysis would be to your advantage.”
“I am sure you have seen far more than I, Doctor O’Connell. But she has already agreed to what I want. So I doubt she will find them objectionable in a way I couldn’t deal with.”
“Ah, there are no notes regarding this being voluntary. I assumed it was not.”
Harper laughed. “Oh, it isn’t voluntary. Not really.”
“Ah, coercion.”
“I wouldn’t say that either. Not really.”
“That is in direct opposition to your previous statement.”
“Yeah, you’d think. But it isn’t. I simply made good use of the little clit stimulator until she believed she wanted the things I want,” Harper explained. “I thought I fucked it up, at first. Thankfully, I didn’t.”
“I would very much like to learn of how you convinced her such services as we provide would be, erm, beneficial to her well-being.”
“Well, she is going to be there for a few days. I will explain it all then.”
“I look forward to it.”
Having only recently convinced Dolly to cooperate with his whims, Harper scheduled their next Chimera visit for six months out. “I need a little more time to cement these things in her head,” Harper explained.
Business concluded, the two said their goodbyes. A few minutes after, Harper was giving full attention to his plaything.
 
In the ensuing few months, Harper continued breaking down the few remaining barriers within Dolly’s fragile mind, working to convince her his wants were her own. Initial resistance, arguments against Harper’s wishes, would occasionally creep into their conversations. But Dolly’s mind was far from sharp. Frequent use, and early misuse, of the clitoral stimulator had severely reduced her thought processes. Thus her arguments were easily scotched by Harper’s superior reasoning. So addled, the girl began looking on Harper’s wants as a logical progression of their relationship. 
It was long into her further conditioning that Dolly took on a mindset that pleased Harper greatly. No longer remotely resistant, the girl wanted nothing more than to resemble that which he had proclaimed her to be, and she would often tell him as much. 
“Are you certain you want this?” he asked one night, a little more than a month before their scheduled visit to the Chimera facility.
“Yes, Master. Please.”
“Are you sure?”
“Yes. I want to be a perfect sex-doll.”
“Tell me what you want to be done.”
With little inflection in her voice, Dolly gave the answers he had drilled into her. “I want big, round lips, shaped like an ‘O’, and I want my teeth replaced so I can give you perfect blow jobs. I want bigger tits, too.” 
“Are you sure?”
“Yes, Master.”
Harper asked again, making her repeat her answers over and over. Not once did her answers depart from his wishes.
 
“I must say, I am quite impressed with what you have done with her,” said Jerry O’Connell. He was sitting at the desk usually occupied by Seamus. “And thank you for allowing us to interview her. To clarify, you say she was quite adamant against further modification?”
Harper smiled from across the desk where he was sitting in a comfortable chair, legs crossed as he looked at the handsome, gray haired man wearing a white lab coat. 
“The first time she agreed to a change was after using the clit stimulator. After her last enlargement, I sort of screwed up. That’s probably in Seamus’ notes,” Harper told O’Connell. “It was as she was recovering, and while the stimulator was not in use, that she wanted me to reduce her breasts. I’ve notions on what caused that. At any rate, soon as she recovered I got started using the stim unit again. From there on it was relatively easy to get her to where she is now.”
Just then a man poked his head into the office and notified O’Connell of Dolly’s readiness.
“I would very much like to know more regarding her transformation of mind,” said O’Connell, “but she is ready, and I am personally performing the augmentations. You are satisfied with your choice of dental replacements, I trust?”
“Yes. The natural look is what I want. But I really like the softest sample you provided. Oh, and is there anything you can do to eliminate her gag reflex?”
“That can be eliminated. Also, if you would like, I can enhance her ability to breathe while in use.”
“For blow jobs?”
“Precisely.”
Harper cocked his head and grinned. “I wasn’t aware such things could be done. But, yes, please do.”
“It will be done.” 
“Thank you.”
“Alright, then. If there is nothing more, I must get going.”
“I plan on going home tonight. Seamus told me her augmentations and healing would take twenty-one days. Should I plan on picking her up or will you notify me of a good date and time?”
O’Connell laughed. “Following breast augmentation, and considering their size and shape, Dolly will be precluded from regular transport in safety. We will bring her to you when all is complete.”
Harper nodded. “I hadn’t thought of that. It’s probably the same with my SUV.”
“Worry not.”
Harper thought for a moment. “You know, I’ve been thinking a lot on the remote paralysis. Is that a possibility this trip?”
O’Connell smiled. “We have only prepped for the breast and oral augmentation. However, if you were willing to allow her a thirty day stay with us we could accommodate your wishes.”
“That’s not a problem.”
“Seamus made you aware of the costs?”
“He did.”
O’Connell looked thoughtful for a moment and then offered a smile. “You know, I find her mental transformation entirely fascinating. Frankly, I would very much like to learn your method. Should you agree to provide us with an in-depth interview regarding her transformation, the remote immobilization will be performed free of charge.” 
Harper smiled and nodded. “I will be sure to review my notes, then.”
Jerry gave a wide smile. “You have notes?”
“A ledger full.”
“You are a man after my own heart, sir!”
 
 









Chapter 15

 
“I’m stunned,” Harper told Jerry O’Connell. “Big as they appeared in the renderings I never really understood.”
O’Connell, who was wearing a sharp black suit and red tie, laughed. “Yes, reality can be somewhat jarring.
Unconscious, Dolly had been brought in on a stretcher, secured with tight, black straps, by two large men. After being placed on the bed, the men departed, leaving Harper alone with O’Connell. 
“I assume the lip implants are the same as what was used before?” Harper asked the gray haired man. 
“Similar, but different. As they increase in size they become more rigid. You should start seeing a change within a week or so.”
“How long until they are full sized?”
“Six months, give or take a month.”
“And they will be round, like a sex-doll?”
“Quite.”
Harper stepped to where Dolly lay sleeping and pushed the index finger of his right hand into her mouth. “Amazing.” He turned to look at Jerry after noting the slight difference in the rigidity of her lips. “You said her speech shouldn’t be affected by her new lips. Does that hold for what I decided on?” 
“These implants were designed for flexibility. When at rest she will take on the appearance you described wanting. While she may suffer a slight initial difficulty as they take on size and form, there is only the slight chance such will be permanent.”
“I have to admit I was extremely worried I would dislike how her breasts would look without nipples. But now, looking at them, I am very happy I made the choice to have them removed.” 
“I am glad you are pleased.” Jerry withdrew a small manila envelope from his suit pocket. “Here are the remotes required to induce immobility.”
Taking the proffered envelope, Harper asked if they worked like his other remotes.
“There are but two settings. Each button, as you will see is color coded. Red and green, and the shape of the buttons and remotes are different so they aren’t confused.”
“Red for stop and green for go, eh?”
Jerry smiled and nodded. “She is currently sedated, as you may have guessed. The inducers were also activated to facilitate transport. I would suggest deactivation around midnight.”
“Midnight, you say?”
“Yes. The sedatives should wear off around that time. However, and just so as to be certain you understand, our method of immobilization tends to induce fatigue and, consequently, sleep. The inducers have been activated for nearly five hours. Midnight will be twelve. Based on standard models, assuming you deactivate the inducers at midnight, Dolly should wake at approximately nine in the morning.”
“What would happen if I kept her immobilized for several days or weeks?” asked Harper.
“She would wake only when used, and occasional moments here and there.”
“All that just from fatigue?”
“Yes. However, it is not recommended unless you intend on a more complete sex-doll transformation.”
“Why is that?”
“She will have no control over her bodily functions. It would be quite messy,” Jerry told Harper. “Now, if we might discuss a few matters?”
Harper nodded and smiled. He gave Dolly another look, gently squeezing each breast. Then, after sliding a single remote into his nightstand, he turned and motioned for Jerry to head out of the bedroom. Once in the living room, the two men sat opposite from one another. Jerry on one of the two easy chairs, and Harper on the couch.
“In my interview with Dolly, she seemed both willing and happy to take on the appearance of a sex-doll,” Jerry began. “According to all I know, this was a considerable change from her initial attitude. I would very much like to know how all this came about.”
Harper smiled and leaned forward to pick up the ledger he kept on the girl. “Well, I started keeping track of everything shortly after our little argument. It’s all in here.” He offered the bound notes to Jerry.
“Please, Harper. I have time to go over the notes. For the moment, I want to hear it as you tell it. I know you went over your notes to refresh your memory. Please, tell me. There is much to be gleaned that notes alone will not reveal.”
Their conversation was long. Jerry asked many questions as he sought to learn of the girl’s mental transformation. Several hours later Jerry smiled and thanked Harper for the interview. “Do tell me how she reacts when immobilized. I am quite curious to learn how she accepts it,” he said.
“I will do that.”
“Oh, I almost forgot,” Jerry said, reaching into his coat pocket. “I brought another ledger for you to keep track of further developments. Assuming, of course, you are willing to do so.”
Harper smiled and took the proffered book. “Thank you. I will do so.”
Business concluded, Jerry again thanked Harper and departed.
 
As per Jerry’s advice, Dolly was freed from her paralysis at midnight. Meantime, Harper examined the girl more thoroughly, feeling of her soft, giving teeth and the slight rigidity of her lips. He imagined her as she would appear in a few months and how her lips would feel on his cock, wondering all the while if her conditioning would hold. 
“I’ll know soon enough,” he mused as he stared at her globe-like breasts. 
Harper slept uneasily that night, waking often to check on Dolly. Always she was sound asleep. Neither did she stir when he left the bed with the early morning light only just peaking in through the curtained bedroom window. By eight o’clock that morning Harper was nervously drinking coffee as he waited for his sex-doll to wake.  
It was nearing nine-thirty when Dolly’s eyes blinked open. Quickly assessing that she was no longer at Chimera, she slowly left the bed and padded into the living room where Harper had recently dozed off. Still groggy, she wavered a bit before coming to sit by her master.
“I don’t remember coming home,” Dolly said as he stirred.
“Yeah, you were still feeling the anesthesia.”
Dolly looked down at her breasts and hefted them. She stared at the near wall. “I really am a sex-doll, aren’t I?” There was slight hint of sadness in her voice.
“You have been for a long time. You just look more like one, now.”
“I haven’t seen my lips, yet.”
“They don’t look much different. Not yet.”
Dolly nodded. “There’s no going back now, is there?”
“Why would you want to go back?” Prepared for a possible issue, Harper reached into his jeans and pulled out the stimulator’s remote. He had no intention of immobilizing the girl until she was better prepared. “You’ve been happier than I’ve ever known you to be since we started all this.”
“I don’t know,” she said. Then, turning to Harper she asked, “I have been happy, haven’t I?”
“Unless you’ve been lying.”
“And you will take good care of me, won’t you?”
“Of course.”
She looked down at her breasts again. “How are they so light?”
“I don’t know. But they are beautiful.”
“What else are you going to do to me?”
Harper smiled and shook his head. “I don’t have any specific plans for more changes. This is what I wanted.”
“Okay.”
Harper left the couch. “Come on. Let’s have breakfast.”
Had it not been for the fact Dolly’s breakfast was in liquid form she might have forgotten about her dental replacement. Once remembered it sent her into a state of near panic. For the next hour she raged at herself for being so stupid, then at Harper for allowing it. 
From the dining room they went to the living room where she raged on. Arguments were repeated, Dolly begging to know how he could have allowed or even wanted her teeth to be replaced, and Harper reminding her it was her own decision. Eventually, the truth of Harper’s words sank in and she broke down in tears. 
“I did this,” she whispered. She looked at Harper. “This is what I wanted, isn’t it?”
Harper stared at her, saying nothing.
Dolly wiped the tears from her face and shook her head. “You must think I’m crazy.”
“No. I think the shock of it got to you, is all.”
“Yeah. That’s probably it.”
Dolly sat on the couch, her bulbous breasts resting on her legs, preventing her from putting her elbows on her knees as she wanted. 
“I’m all tits, now, aren’t I?” 
“Yeah. Kind of.”
“How am I going to give you blow jobs?” she laughed.
“We’ll figure it out.”
“I’m sorry, Harper. I really am. I didn’t mean to go nuts on you.”
“It’s okay.”
“It’s just the permanence of it. You know? I was acting a part before.” Dolly paused, cocking her head. “No. I wasn’t acting a part. I was living it. But I could have gotten the implants taken out of my breasts and lips if I wanted. But this…this is permanent.”
Harper sat down on the couch beside Dolly and put his arm around her back, pulling her against his chest. “I understand. And I promise to take care of you.”
Dolly nodded. “I know. You’ve always taken care of me.” Sniffing, she brushed a stray hair from her face. “I really did it, didn’t I?”
“Did what?”
“You know, I think I know why I did the teeth, now.”
“Okay. What did you really do and why did you do the teeth?”
“I can remember going back and forth on what I wanted. Sometimes I wanted to be what you wanted. Other times it scared me.”
Harper still held the remote. He knew where the conversation was leading and wanted to be ready with reward.
“I think, when I decided to do the teeth, it was my way of making it permanent. Because it takes away my choice in the matter. It makes me what you want, and I can’t go back.”
Harper kissed the top of her head and squeezed her to him. “What are you saying?”
“I think that being a…what you want…makes me happy. No. I know it does. But it scares me, too. So, when I had you do the teeth it was to make it permanent.”
“Makes what permanent?”
“Makes my status, what I willingly became…permanent. I can’t go back now.” 
Harper knew well the girl was avoiding the words he wanted her to speak. But he needed her to say them. Only then could he give the assuring reward that would cement it in her head. “What is your status?” he asked.
Dolly pulled away from his tight grasp and turned to look at him. She looked down at her enormous breasts, cupping them and giving a light squeeze. She failed to notice the lack of nipples, her breasts being too large to allow sight of where they should have been. “How big are my lips going to be?”
“About twice what they are now.”
“They’ll be round, too. When they interviewed me to make sure I wasn’t under duress, I was told they will be a perfect ‘O’ when relaxed. Is that true?”
Harper nodded.
“Then it’s real. I really am a living, breathing sex-doll.” Dolly shuddered as a wave of needful pleasure swept over her. It was far from overpowering but it forced a slight moan. “Yes. That’s what I am – a sex-doll. Oh…”
When the moment passed, and after Harper allowed, Dolly returned to her senses. A lingering sense of need still existed but it was far less affecting than before.  
“I think the best thing for me is to get back to being us,” Dolly said to Harper. “I think that will get me where I need to be.”
“What does that mean?”
Dolly gave a slight sigh, eyes slightly downturned. Then, looking directly at Harper, she said, “Use me. Let me be your sex-doll.” She closed her eyes and moaned.
“Are you sure you’re ready?”
Dolly nodded. “I have to be. I am a sex-doll, after all,” she said, moaning a brief second later.
“Suck my cock,” Harper ordered after deactivating the stim unit.
After freeing Harper’s cock from his pants, Dolly bent forward to take his member into her mouth. Unfortunately, it was immediately discovered that her breasts would not allow for such a simple task.
“They don’t really move,” Dolly explained.
Thinking quickly, she quit the couch and knelt between his legs. Awkwardly, Dolly fought to find a way to please Harper. Still her breasts, nearly immovable and far too large for her frame, made her goal impossible. 
“Push back the table and get on your hands and knees,” Harper suggested as he scooted his butt to the edge of the couch cushion.
On hands and knees, and with both breasts pushed against the couch and brushing the floor, Dolly was finally able to take his cock into her mouth. When she did there was no difficulty, no gagging and no threat from teeth. There was only warmth and velvety smoothness. 
Harper toggled the remote to its second setting and received a moan for his trouble. Needy, Dolly let go his cock and begged him to use her ass.
“What is your purpose?”
“To suck cock and ass fuck,” she said. Then again she begged him to use her ass.
Harper stood and pulled off his pants as he got behind her. “Are you happy as a sex-doll?” he asked. 
“Yes, Master.”
Harper plunged his saliva wet cock into her waiting ass, hesitating not a moment before fucking her with deep, piston-like thrusts.
With Harper pounding into her ass, Dolly felt herself slipping into a familiar euphoria. But she did not want that. But for prurient need, it was an empty state that dulled her mind. So she fought against it with all her will.
A distant voice came to her, asking what she was. It weakened her concentration and dulled her wits.
“A sex-doll,” she answered. It was automatic, and she was rewarded with an immediate orgasm.
The distant voice asked her purpose.
“To ass fuck and suck cock,” she answered, climaxing immediately after.
Withdrawing from her ass, Harper turned her round and pushed his cock into her mouth as deeply as possible; and though Dolly failed to notice the ease with which she took him into her throat, Harper gave it close attention. It thrilled him to the core, freed him from care and filled him with a sense of power he had never known. 
The stim unit was increased to its fourth highest setting. It shattered her concentration, throwing her into a mindless world of want and need. 
As Harper felt his orgasm build, he withdrew from the girl’s open mouth and ordered she stand. On trembling legs the girl rose before being led into the bedroom. There she was told to climb atop the bed and face him on hands and knees. 
“How do you feel, Dolly?” Harper asked.
Dolly stared at him blankly, whimpering out, “Please…I need.”
“Do you like being my sex-doll?”
Her affirmation was a whimper, and she begged to be used. 
“How should I use you?”
“My ass, Master. Please make me cum. I need to cum.”
“A good dolly holds still. Do you promise to hold perfectly still?”
“Yes, Master. Please.” Her voice was high pitched and breathy.
Harper walked round the bed, disabled the stimulator, and climbed up behind her. “Be a good Sex-doll and hold still.”
“Yes, Master.”
The moment his cock entered her ass Dolly fell into a wave of orgasms. One after another they hit, causing jerks and spasms. Then, all at once, she fell forward, only the tremendous size of her breasts keeping her from tumbling from the bed. 
For the next several minutes Harper watched as the girl shook, letting out soft moans and occasional grunts that very much reminded him of those occasions during which he would overwhelm her with the stimulator. 
When the spasms, moaning and grunts ceased, Harper eased from the bed and took stock of the situation. Glassy eyed and open mouthed, Dolly seemed quite unaware of her surroundings. Neither did she respond to questions or any sort of stimulus. This, Harper decided, would be an excellent time to try his latest acquisition.
After retaining the remote he had placed in his nightstand drawer, Harper got behind Dolly and tapped the red button. In that moment he watched her body jerk ever so slightly as muscles suddenly contracted.
Cautiously, he touched her, squeezing her thighs and calves as he tested their firmness. Finally, he manipulated her left arm outward and noted how it remained in place, losing its position gradually until her hand rested on the bed a few minutes later.
After repositioning the girl’s arms so they could better support her, Harper toggled the stimulator’s remote to its highest setting. There was a slight jerk, a sudden panting and slight moans. Otherwise she remained still. 
A half hour later, and after it was clear Dolly was no longer cognizant, he made thorough use of his sex-doll. When he finished with her the immobilizer was disabled and she was left to sleep without influence of the clitoral stimulator. 
 
Later, as Harper sat on the couch, his charge still sleeping in the bedroom, he pondered his current situation and all that had occurred between them. Over the years he had reveled in their fight for her submission. Their times together frequently led to forays into more deviant areas than Belinda preferred. Those visits had thrilled him, providing a temporary glimmer of what could be. Unfortunately, they always ended with her departure.
He thought to the day she called him and spoke of her plight. That day had left him filled with anticipation and want. With nowhere to go Belinda would be forced into his company for an extended time frame, and he would be better able to work on her resistance. That resistance was no more than a memory. 
His realization forced him to further acknowledge the fact it was not Belinda he had loved. It was the fight. That, if all was as it seemed, was over. She was his plaything, and he could do with her whatever he wished. It left him with an unhappy sense of responsibility, and he wondered if there were something wrong with him.
“What kind of monster am I?” he wondered, aloud. “What do I do with her now?”
He had no answer to his query.  









Chapter 16

 
Dolly woke an hour later. There, as she lay on her back staring at the ceiling, she thought back to her recent sexual encounter. Strange and surreal as it had been, it made her wonder if she had been dreaming. She had, after all, been quite dazed when Harper had used her.
A short time later she left the bed and joined Harper in the living room. He was sitting on the couch reading a magazine with the television on when she sat herself on the couch beside him. 
“How do you feel?” Harper asked. He had just thrown the magazine on the coffee table and muted the television. “You look a bit out of it.”
Dolly nodded agreement. “Yeah. I am.”
“Do you want to watch the tube?”
“Yeah.”
With the television on, Dolly stared at the screen. Playing on her mind was her recent paralysis. Had it really happened, or was it simply her imagination? What did it mean if it had happened? Finding no answer to any of her questions, she turned to Harper, hoping to ascertain the truth. But it was too ridiculous a notion, so she dismissed it as the imaginings of an addled mind – one that had seen far too many science fiction movies.
With both Harper and Dolly being lost in their own worlds, the day went by in relative quiet. It was not until later that evening, when they went to bed, they truly came into contact with one another, when Harper made use of her before going to sleep. 
 
Day by day Harper became less reticent to immobilize the girl. Careful, he made thorough use of the stimulator beforehand to ensure she would be unaware. Nonetheless, and though she never fully understood the circumstance, Dolly was quite aware of her repeated immobilization.
Slightly more than three months after her initial paralysis, Dolly came to Harper, hoping to ascertain if it was real or imagined. It was a difficult subject to broach. Nonetheless, she felt a deep desire to learn the truth. Her hope was to learn it was imagination. The alternative she had concocted was simply too terrible.
“What is it?” Harper asked, shutting off the television. 
It was mid-day and he was sitting on the couch. Though her face was a blank slate, the concern in her voice was obvious.
In the only way she could think of to bring up the topic, she said, “I’ve been having strange dreams.”
“You want to talk about it?”
“Yes.”
He had her sit on the couch beside him. Then he turned his body towards her and smiled. “I’m all ears.”
“The dream is recurring. We’re in the bedroom, usually, when it happens.”
“When what happens?”
“Well, you fuck me. You get me worked up and make me cum until I can barely think. You ask me a few questions, but I don’t answer. I can’t. Then something happens and my whole body tenses up. Worse, I have no control over anything.”
“What do you mean when you say no control?”
“I mean, I can’t move. I mean, I have no control over my body. I can breathe and make noise. But that’s about it.”
“Go on.”  
“When that happens you move me around, put me in different positions. Then you fuck me again. Then I fall asleep. When I wake up I can move again.”
Harper’s eyes narrowed. He had thought her all but comatose during those moments. He knew now he was wrong. “Interesting dream.” 
A dozen scenarios went through his head as to what he might be forced to do if she realized the truth. But he stilled his finger. There was no sign of anger or irritation in the girl’s demeanor. She seemed more curious than anything. There was an air of sadness in her voice, as well. 
“It happens every day and night.”
“Why does it concern you if it’s a dream?”
Dolly dropped her head. “Because I’m afraid it’s not a dream.”
Already the stimulator’s remote was in his hand, hidden from sight. It had become common practice for him to have it at the ready whenever she became unusually talkative. 
“Tell me more about this dream.”
“There isn’t much more to tell you.” She was crying now. “You pose me in different positions and fuck my mouth or ass. That’s all. There’s nothing else to tell you except it seems so real. But it can’t be real. Can it?”
Seeing she was crying, Harper asked why she was doing so. 
“Because, if it isn’t a dream, it means I’m not real.”
Harper cocked his head, perplexed as to what she was getting at. “You lost me. How could you not be real? What does that mean?”
“Just tell me if it really happened. Please. I need to know.”
“I’m still confused. What do you mean by not being real?”
“You’re lying! You know exactly what I mean!”
“No, I don’t.”
“Tell me, Harper. Tell me the truth! Was the dream real?”
Silently, he pondered the situation. Clearly the manner in which he had used the stimulator had left her without proper reason. Little of what she said made sense, and he still wondered what she was getting at. 
“Tell me. I need to know. Please, Harper. Tell me.”
Studying the girl’s face, her tears, and the sad look in her eyes, he wondered what her reaction would be should he tell her the truth. Harper imagined her furious and horrified when he revealed what had been done. He imagined her demands for freedom and possible threats. Not that it would matter. There was no way of getting out from his control. It was then he decided to answer truthfully.
Harper nodded. “Yes. It did,” he said, at last.
Dolly nodded and wiped the tears from her eyes and cheeks. Suddenly calm, she asked, “When was I made?”
Confused by her sudden change of demeanor and the odd question, Harper shook his head and asked her meaning.
“Please, I know the truth. I know I’m not a real person. I know I was made.”
A sudden realization came over Harper. All the conditioning, the use of the stimulator, had destroyed her rational mind. That, coupled with his ability to immobilize and pose her, had convinced her she was some sort of human construct. It was an oddity he felt compelled to explore. 
“What’s the truth, Dolly? 
Calmly as ever, she left the couch and knelt in front of him. “I already told you. I’m not a real person. I’m a sex-doll.”
Automatically, Harper sent an immediate wave of pleasure through her body. It reaffirmed her suspicions.
“Meaning?”
“It means I was made. Probably for you. Memories were given to me so I would think I was real. But I’m not.”
Harper studied her for a moment, wondering how she could have come to such a conclusion. It was farfetched as anything anyone could have come up with. Yet it was obvious she believed it to be true.
“You think you aren’t really human – that you were made?”
“Am I wrong?”
Silently, he thought through the situation, reviewed all that had been said. Strange as it was, Harper saw benefit to confirming her crazy notion. So he thought, trying to put together a coherent narrative that would confirm her belief. “No,” he said.
Calmly, Dolly nodded. Then she sat in silence, contemplating all she had learned. Certainly it was a terrible thing. But was it? She was unsure. Most people live their lives in frustration, working hard and gaining little. She had no work. Her family was Harper, and he made her happy. She loved him. Yes, she was probably programmed to do so, but that hardly changed the fact. 
She went on to ask a myriad of questions, drawing from memories of a hundred different books and movies she had seen and read to fill in the gaps. Outlandish though it was, she was soon utterly convinced of her synthetic origins.
Finally, nearly an hour after she had worked out a full explanation of her existence, she looked up at Harper, asking, “Who is Belinda? Is she a real person?” 
The question caught him by surprise. Nonetheless he quickly latched on to her convoluted and ludicrous fantasy, providing her an explanation he knew she would accept. “Belinda was a real person. She was the love of my life,” he told her.
“What happened to her? Why do I have her memories?”
“She was in a terrible accident. You were given her memories before she died.”
Dolly nodded. “So you kept her alive in me?”
“Yes.”
“But why make her a sex-doll? Why not just keep me as her?”
Unprepared for such a question, Harper stalled by shaking his head and denying she wanted to know. But as he searched for answers she arrived at her own conclusion.
“It was too hard to have me be her. Wasn’t it?”
“Yes,” Harper agreed, frowning. “I thought I did. But it was too painful. That’s why you’re a sex-doll – to remind me you aren’t her.”
Dolly nodded and told him she understood. “I wasn’t supposed to know, was I?”
“Know what?”
“That I’m not real.”
“No.”
“Master, I know you loved her. But do you love me, too?” Dolly asked. “I know I’m not real. But I am alive. I am as real as I can be. Do you love me?”
Harper nodded.
“Even though I’m not really Belinda?”
He nodded again.  
Dolly fell into silence again, head down as she stared at the carpet. “I am glad I know,” she said, at last.
“You are?”
“For a long time I fought against being what I am. Even when it felt good there was a part of me that resisted. I don’t have to resist now. I know what I am.”
“Why did you resist?” Harper asked.
“I thought I should be more – that I should want more. I thought being a sex-doll was degrading. But I’ve always believed – Belinda believed – that we all have a purpose in life. Belinda wasn’t meant to be a sex-doll. But I am not Belinda. I’m Dolly; and I know my purpose better than anyone ever will because I was made.”
Harper stared at her and then drew her up to the couch beside him. “I promise to take good care of you, Dolly. Always.”
“I know you will.”
“How do you know that?”
“You loved Belinda, and you always took care of her. You told me you loved me, too. So I know you will always take care of me.”
“I will. That I can promise.”
Dolly nodded.
 
Following their conversation Harper thought it best to keep his charge in constant, if relatively minor need. That night, after she went to sleep, he set the stimulator to its lowest setting. By morning, though fully coherent, she was needy as ever.
With each passing day Dolly seemed ever more at ease. Needy, thanks to the constant influence of the stimulator, she made only passing mention of her belief in being a synthetic being. Then it was to ask simple questions regarding her origins and biology. His answers, in that regard, were necessarily vague. Mostly, he claimed he didn’t know the answer.
Three weeks later, and as they sat on the couch watching television one afternoon, she asked, “Are real girls as horny as I am?” 
Harper grinned. Having answered many simple questions he had learned to think ahead and was quite ready for it. Still, he asked her to explain.
“I want to fuck all the time, Master. Are real people – real women - this horny? Do they always want to fuck?”
“No. That’s a result of how you were made. It’s part of what makes you a sex-doll.”
Apparently satisfied, Dolly nodded. “I didn’t think so.” 
 
It was not long before Dolly had exhausted the many questions she had about her origins. Satisfied with the answers Harper gave she accepted a life of sex and little more. 
There were occasions in which she would lament being a sex-doll. Memories of theaters, dinners at restaurants and trips to the amusement park were not distant, and she longed for such moments. Nonetheless, she was accepting of the fact such things were not for her. Besides which, she could not fathom going without sex for more than a few hours. 
Day by day, Dolly became ever more buoyant of spirit, and she was always happy to please. This made Harper considerably happy. Still, he wondered how it had all come to pass. His only worry was what he would do should she realize her delusion.
 
A few days later, and while sucking Harper’s cock in the living room, Dolly experienced her first moment of paralysis while fully aware. Though warned beforehand, it was quite terrifying. Delusional as she was, she was calmed with relative ease, reminding herself of what she was – a posable sex-doll, made specifically for Harper. It made her happy as ever.









Epilogue

 
Harper was soon contacted by Jerry O’Connell. Impressed with what Harper had wrought, it was O’Connell’s hope he could take the man on as a consultant in a newly defined, albeit yet to be created, division of Chimera. 
“Considering what we’ve seen in Dolly, we are quite interested in your input for this, our newest, and experimental, division,” Harper was told. “Of course, you will be paid handsomely.”
With a laugh, Harper then informed the good doctor of the latest developments. Fascinated, O’Connell asked if it might be possible to further interview Dolly. Shortly thereafter, and on the pretense of a physical, a car was sent to transport Harper and Dolly to the familiar Phoenix offices of Chimera.
Following Dolly’s interview, O’Connell sat and quietly stared at Harper, elbows propped on his desk, bending a pen as he stared with knitted brows at Harper.
“What you have done is quite radical. She is truly convinced of a synthetic origin, and that I – We – made her.” Jerry shook his head and pursed his lips, sucking in air. “Do you think you could repeat the results with another subject?”
A smile shone on Harper’s visage. “I can’t say with certainty. I took meticulous notes, and it’s all quite fresh in my head. I even think I know the source of her delusion.”
“What would that be?”
“There was a movie. It goes back a few years – the eighties. It was called ‘Blade Runner.’ We watched it together on disc a few years back.”
Jerry grinned and chuckled. “She thinks she’s a replicant?”
“I think so. Regardless, I think I know exactly what it was that sent her over the edge. That’s a long way of saying I think I can reproduce similar results with another girl. To be fair, it did take a long, long time.”
“You did this without intent. I would imagine having a goal would move it along. Assuming it could be repeated.”
Harper agreed.
Jerry smiled. “My initial intent was to use you as a consultant. This,” he shook his head in disbelief, “changes things a bit. What I am offering you now would require a move. I would need you on site, training subjects as you did Dolly. Are you interested?”
A grinning Harper nodded. “Tell me more, Doc.”
 

The End
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