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THE DOLL FACTORY

When Liam answers a job advertisement in a city that devours the unlucky, he believes he’s finally been offered a way out. The pay is extraordinary. The company is discreet. The contract promises opportunity, luxury.

What follows is a descent into mystery, and transformation.

Beneath an unmarked building, in laboratories where desire is engineered and bodies are rewritten, Liam chooses to surrender control. His body is reshaped into something exquisite, artificial, and made to be seen. His old life fades as a new purpose is installed. He becomes a doll, a living display of beauty, obedience, and curated perfection.

As memory softens and resistance gives way to pleasure, Liam discovers that the fear of losing himself exists alongside something far more dangerous, a feeling of relief, hope, joy, and submission. In a world where being human was a constant struggle, becoming an object of beauty and desire begins to feel like sanctuary.

Dark, erotic, and psychologically immersive, The Doll Factory explores transformation, objectification, and the seductive fantasy of letting go. A world were identity is unmade, desire is amplified, and surrender becomes freedom.

*** Another thrilling transgender, feminization novella from the best-selling author, Keary Hayes. Readers should note that this work is a piece of fictional fetish erotica involving fantasy transformation, dollification, consensual roleplay themes, and exaggerated power dynamics. It does not depict real-world practices or endorse non-consensual behaviour. ***


One

Liam arrived home exhausted and collapsed down onto the sofa. It had been an utterly miserable day.

Most days were miserable to be fair, his life not much to sing about. His apartment was small and shabby in a seedy part of the City and he didn’t have much in the way of social life. His friends were all busy working, toiling, trying to make ends meet, and his last girlfriend, Stacy, had left him months ago after hooking up with some handsome guy who worked in finance in the Glitz district.

He didn’t blame her. If a rich woman swooped in and offered to sweep him off his feet and pay for everything and transform his life he’d have left Stacy in a heartbeat.

And that wasn’t to say he hadn’t cared about her. He had. It was just… life in the city was hard. If you got a lucky break you took it.

He didn’t begrudge Stacy for snapping up the offer and the last he’d heard she was happy. Or at least she seemed happy. He’d only seen pictures of her on social media, hadn’t seen her in person since she’d moved out.

In those photos, she looked happy though. She was smiling, a big cheesy grin, and she looked happy, looked to be living the kind of life only the lucky few in the City got to live.

She’d changed too. She’d changed dramatically. At first, it had been her clothes, then her hair, getting a series of makeovers thanks to the luxury of all the extra cash her new man could provide. Stacy had always been pretty but it had often been hidden, buried under the stress and the exhaustion she had to carry. She’d never had the money to buy clothes to show off her natural assets and had never been able to afford a fancy haircut.

Now though, thanks to her new man, she was able to afford all of that and more. She was able to let her natural beauty shine. She looked incredible.

In her new clothes, with her new hair, makeup, expensive shoes and bags, she looked like a model or a film star. Liam wanted to be happy for her, and in many ways he was. He was over the hurt of the breakup and it was nice to see someone he cared for make the leap into a better life, but at the same time, there was resentment.

Life for him was still hard. Harder even, since now Stacy was no longer around to help out with rent or bills, and he lacked human company. Plus there was the sting that she’d never looked that happy, or that hot when she’d been with him.

When they’d been together their relationship they’d both often been exhausted from working long hours. There’d been little time or energy for romance or intimacy, and no spare money for luxuries like fancy clothes, stylists, or makeup.

Sure Liam had cared for Stacy and she’d cared for him, and they’d had fun, but seeing her transformation was almost like a reminder of what he could have had if only…

He watched her social media, saw her transformation, and it was just one more reminder of his shitty life and his shitty situation. Stacy went from cute, to beautiful, to hot, to…

Something incredible.

After the hair, clothes, makeup, and the various other beauty treatments she continued her metamorphosis. She got work done, changed her face, her body. She became someone different, someone new, someone more.

In the end, Liam had to stop stalking her on social media. He could remain happy for her, glad she’d found a better life with her new man, but it was just a reminder of everything he’d never have.

A rich woman was never going to swoop in and save him from his life. He was never going to get the chance to transform himself like that. And he never even got to spend time with Stacy when she was the happy, sexy, glowing version she’d become.

He’d had the surly, exhausted, stressed girlfriend who’d snapped at him for not doing the dishes. But then that was his life all over.

Always on the bottom rung, always struggling, always scraping by. Only now… he was worried that no matter how hard he scraped he might not be able to get by.

Liam thought about grabbing a drink from the fridge to drown his sorrows but then he remembered he’d not had any beer in the fridge for a week. He couldn’t afford it.

And now he definitely couldn’t afford it because his work had shut down. He was out of a job.

Cutbacks, they’d said. What that meant was the profits had all dried up and the ones at the top had taken their share and left, pocketing everything, leaving Liam and his friends with nothing except a load of bills to pay and nothing to pay them with. That was what it was like in the City. Hard, brutal, and unfair.

And Liam was right at the bottom.
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It had been five days since Liam had been laid off, three days since his last full day of work. The strain was beginning to get to him.

He’d managed to find a few odd jobs, working for a few hours at a time helping people with small manual jobs they were either too old or infirm to manage themselves, but it wasn’t much and he still had bills to pay. Since Stacy had left he’d been struggling to make ends meet and had been falling into debt.

Now, out of work, he was never going to make it work.

His apartment was already about as cheap a place as he could find and he lived paycheck to paycheck, with everything going on only the bare essentials and nothing left over for luxuries. Hell, he quite often had to choose which bare essentials were the most essential when it came to shopping, and he had to balance out which bills were the most overdue.

The problem was that everyone was in the same situation. He didn’t have any family in the City he could turn to and his friends were all struggling like him. He’d hoped he’d have been able to survive until he found new work by doing odd jobs but there was too much competition and the truth was that Liam wasn’t particularly skilled at anything and when it came to manual labour there were plenty of men out there who were more suited to lifting heavy things.

He needed a better plan, or he needed a stroke of luck, but if there was one thing Liam knew it was that his luck was never good.

But then, on the evening of the fifth day, Liam wondered if things might be changing.

He was helping out one of his elderly neighbours, doing some handiwork around the apartment in exchange for a warm meal and a small payment in cash, when he noticed an open magazine on the table that he’d not seen before.

It was rare to find people who still got old-fashioned magazines, so that alone caught his eye, but it was the word printed in bold on the open page that really got his attention.

VACANCIES.

Liam, in a moment of opportunity, snapped an image of the advert on his phone then went about his job. He worked hard to get the job done quickly, and scarfed down the meal without even really taking a moment to relax, then thanked his neighbour, took his payment in cash, and left.

It was rare to see vacancies advertised in the City and even rarer to find them still open when you applied. Yet, Liam had hopes. His neighbour was strange, and a little creepy, and the magazine looked fairly obscure. If that was the only place they were advertising then maybe there were still openings.

Liam could not help but get his hopes up just a little.

He dashed home and rushed straight to the shower, cleaning up before putting on his best clothes. It was still early so he wasn’t going to waste time calling.

The advert listed an address close by and the way Liam figured it, turning up in person made a good impression. It showed eagerness. It would give him the chance to make a good first impression.

The worst-case scenario is that the job would have been filled, but maybe they’d have other jobs going he could ask about. In that case better to be there in person so he was harder to dismiss.

Best case, the job was still open. If it was he could interview on the spot, maybe land the job. He felt a spark of hope and optimism.

As he dressed he checked himself in the mirror.

Liam was short, and lean, with a mess of sandy blonde hair that was grown a little too long. He’d never loved how he looked and he was aware that, measured against other men, he was lacking in more than a few ways, but he looked presentable.

His blue eyes were sharp and the benefit of being out of work meant he’d been able to catch up on sleep so he was looking fresh-faced and alert. He could have used a haircut maybe, but it was too late for that. He needed to hurry.

So, he ran his fingers through his hair to straighten it out and then dashed out the door. He could go most of the way on foot and keep his travel expenses down by just taking a single train. It’d make the journey a little longer but he couldn’t afford to waste money on multiple trains let alone cabs. He just had to hope he wasn’t too late.
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The address led to an unfamiliar part of the City. It wasn’t as glamorous as the Glitz district or as polished and neat as the Finance district, but it was clearly far more affluent and well-to-do than where he lived. As he walked the streets he felt a little out of place but he put that out of his mind.

Fake it till you make it, was what he was to himself.

There were a few people about but not many, and it was hard to tell what the district specialised in. There were a few shops but not many, and a few residential buildings, but most of the structures were blank, faceless, and anonymous. As Liam made his way along the maze of streets he didn’t know he began to wonder just what the job he was applying for was.

The advert had talked in vague terms about an office assistant but the truth was Liam had never heard of the company so had no idea what to expect from the job. Yet, he also didn’t really care. He was desperate and he knew that he’d do pretty much anything if the pay was right.

He arrived in the late afternoon and at first, he wondered if he had the right address. The building was unremarkable, plain, unassuming, and there was no signage to mark it as the right place. Yet, when he checked the address against the advert it was correct.

In the back of his head, there was a fizzing energy, nervous, optimistic, hopeful. He went up to the door and buzzed. There was a long pause where he wondered if perhaps the building was unoccupied. Maybe he should have applied the traditional way? Maybe it was all a mistake?

But then the door opened and Liam was face to face with the most stunningly beautiful woman he’d seen in a long time.

“Hello?” She said, with a cold smile.

She looked him up and down, her gaze hard, studious. Liam squirmed, shifted.

She was taller than him, dressed in a tight-fitting black knee-length skirt, a white blouse, black heels. Her hair was black, short, cut to chin length, and she wore black-rimmed glasses. Her eyes were a brilliant blue, lips red, and her body… her body was curvy in a way that made Liam blush.

“I… I’m here about the job.” Liam managed to mutter.

“Job? Oh, the advert?” She said.

Liam nodded. The woman’s demeanour softened slightly. She looked him up and down again and then stepped back, gesturing for him to enter.

“Come in.” She said.

Liam did as she said.

The woman introduced herself, Ms Heresy. She was one of the senior managers and took Liam to her office to chat. She fetched him coffee and sat him down to talk to him, told him she was impressed with his initiative. That made Liam smile. Impressed was a good start.

But it was only the start that was good.

“Unfortunately the jobs have been filled. We received a lot of applicants and we’re in a bit of a hurry to fill the position. The quality of applicants was very high so we were able to pick a very qualified individual. Sadly, that means you made the journey for no reason.”

Liam felt his heart sink. He was too late. He was always too late. That was life in the City. It was fast, cut-throat, ruthless. He was never going to get ahead.

“However…” Ms Heresy said.

“I am impressed with your initiative. You seem pleasant and personable and there’s something about you I like. We’ve filled the position you wanted to apply for, but there might be a way to make it so that your journey isn’t completely wasted. We have a number of vacancies in our sales department that we’re struggling to fill. It’s hard to find the right kind of person who’s willing to do the job. If you wanted…”

“Yes! Please…” Liam said before Ms Heresy could finish. “I’m desperate. Please.”

He needed a job, needed money. Ms Heresy smiled at his enthusiasm.

“Wonderful! It's hard work, and unconventional, but I think you’d be perfect for the position. A lot of people just aren’t willing to give it a go, as they say.”

Liam paused. There was something in Ms Heresy’s tone, her smile, that set him on edge.

“What… what kind of work is it?” He asked.

“It’s sales, demonstrating our products to potential clients. The work itself is not too taxing but it’s quite involved and there’s a certain level of commitment needed. Some people find the thought of it all and little… daunting, shall we say.”

Her smile was too perfect, too controlled.

“The pay is more than the job you were applying for though. Quite a bit more.”

As Ms Heresy spoke she took out a sheet of paper and wrote a number on it, slid the paper over her desk towards Liam. He glanced down and… he felt his eyes go wide.

He couldn’t believe what he was seeing. That was a lot more than the job he’d been applying for paid. For that much money, he didn’t care how bad the job was, how demanding. He could work for a few months to clear his debts and then quit.

“If you’re interested then…”

“Yes, I’m interested.” He said.

If he didn’t take it then someone else would. He’d lost out on one job. Sure, they might be struggling to find people, but with an offer that good it wouldn’t take them long. He could just take the job and then worry about what it was later.

“Perfect. I’ll need you to sign a contract obviously. Take your time to look over it and if you have any questions I’m happy to answer.”

Ms Heresy slid a bundle of papers across the desk. The contract was thick, with small print tightly packed. Liam looked at it, began to skim-read, but it didn’t make much sense. He wasn’t a lawyer and didn't know half the technical terms.

“Do you have a pen?” He asked.

Ms Heresy offered Liam a pen.

“You really should take your time to read.” She said. “Once you sign you’re committed.”

There was a note to her voice.

“It’s fine.” Liam said. “I’ve worked some pretty rough jobs so I’ll be able to cope. That is… if you’re still offering it to me?”

Ms Heresy smiled.

“I am. I think you’ll be perfect in the role, but you need to be sure. The contract is legally binding.”

Liam smiled, nodded.

“I’m sure.” He said.

He needed the money. Whatever it was they wanted him to do he’d do it.

Liam flipped through the pages of the contract and began to sign on the various dotted lines. He felt excited again, hopeful. This job was going to be even better than the one he’d applied for. He couldn’t believe that his luck was finally turning around. Things were finally going his way.

As he signed the last page Ms Heresy reached over and pulled the contract back towards her, stowing it away in her drawer.

“Wonderful. You start tomorrow. I’ll expect you bright and early at eight. We have a lot to cover to get you fully on-boarded. I look forward to working with you.” She said.

Liam smiled. He had a job. An incredibly well-paying job. It all seemed too good to be true…


Two

Liam arrived early. Ms Heresy wasn’t yet ready so he sat in the reception area waiting for her.

There was no receptionist, just a few senior managers wandering around, various members of staff. It seemed to be a relatively small company. Liam assumed they must have just started up which is why they were hiring and why he hadn’t heard of them. He still had no idea what it was they did, what it was he’d be doing, but at the end of the day, he didn’t really care as long as he got paid.

Finally, at just gone eight, Ms Heresy arrived. She was wearing all black, a short dress, black stockings, black heels. Her skin was pale, lips red, and her startling blue eyes seemed to read Liam like a book. She walked towards him, smiling, he felt his belly flutter, the way her hips swayed, ass wiggling, and her tits bouncing, was very distracting. Yet, he wanted to remain utterly professional.

There was no way he was going to risk such an incredible opportunity. Sure, it had been far too long since he’d known intimate touch, but he could control himself.

“Liam, wonderful to see you again. Everything has been prepared for you. Would you like to come with me and we can begin getting you settled in.”

Liam nodded.

He wasn’t quite sure what he was expecting but he’d had enough first days at new jobs to know the basic structure and he was prepared for most things.

Ms Heresy led him away from reception and, instead of leading him up the stairs to her office and the various other offices he’d seen the day before, led him downstairs, to the basement.

There Liam was surprised to find a vast complex of sophisticated facilities. Were they manufacturing something? Developing something? They seemed almost medical or mechanical, scientific and cutting edge. Liam didn’t know much about science and medicine but he recognised sleek, high-tech, expensive equipment when he saw it.

“These are our research and development labs.” Ms Heresy explained. “This is where the magic happens.”

She said that as though she just assumed Liam knew what the company did. Maybe that was what she assumed. He realised then that he really should have done a basic search on the company’s name to find out what industry they were in and what they did.

It was too late now though, so he just had to pretend like he knew what she was talking about. He nodded as she talked, discussing the various devices and technologies, talking about all sorts of things Liam didn’t understand. His head was spinning and he could feel the fluttering in his gut, nervous about making a good impression on his first day.

“Here we are.” Ms Heresy said.

She stopped outside a sealed door. It was the only door Liam had seen since entering the basement.

“Are you ready?” Ms Heresy asked.

Liam wasn’t sure, but there was no way he was going to admit that. So he just nodded and smiled and did his best to be enthusiastic. Ms Heresy opened the door and gestured for Liam to enter.

As he did she followed behind him and the door swung closed, sealing them in. The room was quiet, a curated, intentional silence. The kind that hums beneath your skin like static. He could feel his heart racing.

The room was empty except for the machine in the centre, a capsule.

It stood in the middle of the room like a sculpture. Tall, seamless, and softly glowing. Chrome and pearl white, its shape curved like a flower folding in on itself. Liam could see no hinges, no buttons, no windows. There was a small opening in the flower, a small platform at its heart and the way it seemed to hum in tune with his heartbeat.

“What is that?” He asked.

Ms Heresy moved around him to a panel on the wall. She tapped at the screen and the machine lit up, the buzzing becoming more intense.

“This is the initiation chamber.” She said.

“Initiation?” He asked.

Ms Heresy nodded.

“It’s for your orientation.” She replied. “It was all detailed in your contract. You need to undergo modification in order to do your job. Don’t worry though. Since you’ll be working in sales to demonstrate our new technologies you’ll be getting the very best we currently offer. Everything is the absolute epitome of luxury.”

“Modification?” Liam said.

There was a note of fear in his voice. Ms Heresy just nodded.

“It’s all standard and everything has been thoroughly tested and is all approved. Now, please step in so we can begin.”

Liam was still. He should have read the contract, should have researched the company. He was committed now though., he’d signed, and… he needed the money. Plus, he was slightly curious about what luxury modifications could entail. What would he be demonstrating?

He’d seen the kind of advanced procedures Stacy had gone through, how she’d been transformed. What would he look like if he underwent similar? How handsome and masculine might he appear?

In the end, though, none of that mattered. He was desperate and this was the best job he’d been offered in a while. So… he stepped up onto the platform and into the machine. The platform was cool beneath his feet. The light brightened slightly, casting his reflection on the curved inner walls, his image distorted, soft at the edges.

“Stand straight.” Ms Heresy said. “Arms at your sides. Close your eyes.”

He hesitated. “What does it do?”

She smiled, her bright blue eyes didn’t waver. Something about her certainty made Liam shiver.

“It makes you into what you were always meant to be.”

The sentence made no sense, and yet it slid through him like silk. He swallowed, closed his eyes, and let the hum swallow him whole.

The chamber sealed shut.

Darkness. Heat.

Then light. Pink and gold, like the sky at sunset bleeding into his vision. A soft mist began to fill the air, cool and perfumed, brushing against his skin-like breath. His clothes melted away. They weren’t shredded or torn, they were simply simply… gone. Liam gasped, startled, but no voice emerged. The mist dulled his senses. Thoughts scattered like dust.

Then came the pressure.

The air shifted, thickening with a subtle sweetness. A cool mist sprayed from hidden ports, enveloping his body. It was warm at first, like summer sun on skin, but it quickly turned electric. He could feel it seeping into him through his pores, seeping into his bloodstream, into the marrow of his bones.

Then came the sound, a low harmonic tone that vibrated in the hollows of his chest and skull. He tried to lift his hand, but his body didn’t respond.

There was no pain. It wasn’t painful and it wasn’t like paralysis. Just… irrelevance. As if the machine had already decided that this part of him was obsolete.

And then it began. It began in his chest.

An ache blossomed deep within, sharp at first, then dull and relentless. His sternum shifted inward. His ribs cinched tighter. Beneath his skin, muscles liquified into pliant tissue. Then the pull, almost like suction, an invisible pressure that coaxed flesh forward, upward. Swelling, stretching, reshaping.

Breasts.

Liam felt them grow with a slow, aching weight, soft and heavy, his nipples swelling, becoming puffy, long and thick, hypersensitive and tingling with every vibration of the capsule. They weren’t his. And yet they were. They announced themselves with presence.

He could feel a sense of fear and awe at the back of his head. He should have been terrified, screaming, but instead, he just felt… calm. He felt soothed, relaxed. He could see and feel everything that was happening to him but it was like it was happening to someone else. It was like it wasn’t real, only it was very real.

It was real and he could see it, feel it. He should have read the contract…

His waist changed next.

It drew inward like clay on a potter’s wheel. Skin tightened as organs rearranged. There was a deep internal click, something realigning. His hips cracked and shifted outward, pelvis widening with a nauseating twist that brought with it a strange, euphoric calm.

There was a gap between his thighs, cool air caressing over his cock and balls, a shiver running up his spine.

It all felt... intentional. Purposeful. Guided. Like he was being sculpted.

His thighs thickened next, becoming plump, shapely. His rear swelled into a full, rounded shape, impossibly smooth, lush and round and heavy, juicy. The sensation wasn’t like one of growth, but of trade, his mass reshaped and reallocated. Somewhere inside, his body was being rewritten.

Liam felt his shoulders grow narrow, his arms becoming thinner. His hands and feet became dainty, delicate… girly.

Then his hair tumbled down his neck in golden waves. He felt it growing in real time, each strand tickling his cheeks, neck, collarbone. It smelled faintly of strawberries and synthetic bliss. When it brushed his shoulder blades, he shivered. Even his scalp felt different.

His face was next.

The changes there came swiftly, almost violently. He winced as his cheekbones rose, sharp and delicate. His jaw melted inward, becoming heart-shaped, effeminate. His nose shrank. His brows lifted. His lips pushed outward, puffy and bee-stung, yielding, painted by unseen hands in a perfect bow.

It hurt. But not deeply. In the back of his head, he could almost hear screaming.

It was like being exfoliated from the inside. Stripped down to the fantasy beneath.

Then... voice came, low and gentle, dispassionate.

Phase one complete. Continuing onto stage two. Dermal synthesis in progress. Ready to begin exterior polymerization.

He wanted to scream, but the mist had thickened, stealing sound. In the mirror-slick walls of the chamber, his reflection blurred and shimmered, each moment more alien than the last. He could see a ghost of himself only… it wasn’t him. Who was that he could see in the distorted, reflective surface?

Then his skin began to tighten.

It started first around his fingers, sealing over his nails like a second skin, continuing up his arms, over his shoulder, over his breast, spreading down over his hips, ass, cock, up over his neck. The texture was not quite human. Too smooth. Too luminous. It gleamed under the capsule lights, reflective and synthetic and flawless.

Like plastic.

Realization hit. The fog had dulled his senses but not stolen them completely. He was being feminized. The modifications… he had been transformed. Only he wasn’t just being feminized.

He was being encased. Encased in something like plastic, a second skin over the surface of his skin.

Beneath his new, artificial skin, his nerves sang. He could feel everything. It was so much more intense. The plastic seemed to fuse with his flesh, bonding, seeping into him, reknitting his nerves. It was bright pleasure, even the slightest caress a sensual experience unlike anything he’d felt before. It was as if his body now existed to feel pleasure.

His mind spun out.

The way he looked, his body, the curves. It was exaggerated, sculpted, deliberate crafted perfection. He was… he struggled to remember what Ms Heresy had said.

He was going to be working in sales. Something about demonstrating…

He felt a sense of shock, head spinning. He was being turned into a display. He was being made to be seen, to be put on show, to be shown off.

There was a dull ache in Liam’s crotch. His sex pulsed with strange detachment.

He could feel it being squashed, compacted. It had been reshaped too. Contained. Diminished. The sensation of it was still there but ghostlike, like it no longer defined him, like it was no longer important. That was not what he was for. That was not his purpose. Not anymore.

In its place was something far more aesthetic. Curved. Soft. Suggestive. Sleek. Feminine. Something doll-like.

He whimpered, and even the sound of his distress was too sweet, too engineered. His new voice emerged high and breathy, laced with a breathless hush. It was designed to be pleasing, inviting, even when confused or overwhelmed. He was made to be pleasing.

That was a doll’s purpose.

To be pleasing. To be pretty. To be displayed. To be played with.

His body was flawless, seamless, unreal. It glowed faintly, like porcelain lit from within. Not pale. Not quite human. Synthetic. Plastic. A doll.

The voice came again.

Phase Two complete. Exterior polymerization achieved.

The light and the heat began to face, the buzzing becoming a background vibration. Liam could feel the machine slowing and then...

The door to the chamber hissed open.

The air outside was still. Ms Heresy hadn’t moved.

Liam stepped out slowly. His body felt too light. Too balanced. Like gravity had become optional.

His first steps were unsteady, his legs too long. He stepped with his heels off the floor even though he wasn’t wearing shoes. His tendons altered, arches permanently poised, feet shaped for beauty rather than utility.

His hips swayed without effort, his ass wiggling. He could feel the weight of his breasts jiggling. His bare feet made no sound on the tile. He stopped in front of the woman and looked at her with wide, uncertain eyes, his mind and body overwhelmed by what had happened.

“Liam?” She said, tilting her head.

“What… what have you done to me?” He asked.

The voice that came out didn’t belong to him. It was higher. Sweet. Breathless. A soft, sensual, feminine voice that made the hairs on the hairs on the back of his neck stand on end. It was such a pretty voice, a voice made for pleasure and seduction.

Ms Heresy’s smile was faint, satisfied. She walked around him in a slow circle, inspecting the final product. Her fingers trailed along the curve of his waist, then higher, cupping the round fullness of his chest. The tip of one finger ran over Liam’s left nipple.

His new nipple, fatter, puffier, thicker, harder and swollen.

Liam moaned, soft and feminine, pleasure, his body reacting on its own. The sensation felt through his new plastic skin was exquisite, bright and sensual, pleasure so intense it made it difficult to think.

“Exquisite.” Ms Heresy said. “Perfect symmetry and form. You are utterly perfect as I knew you would be. You are going to earn us a lot of customers. We just need to conduct your neural softening and then we’ll be all done.”

Liam blinked. “Soft… what?”

Ms Heresy smiled.

“You’ll understand later,” she said. “Or not. We just need to make the finishing touches so you are the perfect display model.”

Liam shivered, the air was cool and he was naked but the shiver had nothing to do with the temperature. His body was feeling things he was not used to, the shape and poise of it new, sensual. His head was still spinning, the haze of the capsule fading slowly.

“Now, why don’t you take a look.” Ms Heresy said.

She gestured to the side and Liam turned to see a large, full-length mirror on one wall. He stepped towards it, stepped in front of it, and froze.

A reflection stared back at him like a dream made wrong.

There was no sign of him. Liam was gone. In his place was a girl, a woman, a… a doll.

Her hair was platinum-blonde and fell in waves over bare, delicate shoulders. Her face was heart-shaped, a doll face painted with permanent perfection. Long thick lashes curled high. Pink gloss lips, full, pouty, heart-shaped lips, bee-stung. Her eyes were wide and glassy, rimmed in shimmering eyeshadow, sparkling like they’d never known exhaustion or worry, almost vacant. No pores. No blemishes. No lines.

Her skin caught the light in a way human skin never could. Glossy. Impossibly smooth. Sheen like polished latex. Her breasts were too round, too high, too full. Large and heavy with prominent nipples. Her waist was impossibly narrow while her hips were full and almost cartoonish. Her ass was full, round, a luscious bubble butt, and her legs were smooth and shining. Doll-like. Sexualized. Exaggerated. Perfect.

But not Liam. Someone else. Someone new. A caricature of womanhood, executed in living plastic.

Hair spilled in platinum curls down her back.

Liam reached up to touch his cheek. The reflection did the same. The fingers were soft, elegant, unnaturally slender. The sensation was pure pleasure.

He shifted and the doll in the mirror shifted. He posed and she posed. She was beautiful, sexy and hot, but it wasn’t him. Yet… it was. He was the doll in the mirror. His head spun, heart racing.

“I’m… that’s not…”

Ms Heresy cut him off with a raised hand.

“It’s what you are now. It’s what you were meant to be. The process was a complete success.”

Liam stared, dazed. His heart—if it still was a heart—thudded once, like a pulse echoing in a hollow shell.

“I don’t remember agreeing to this.” he whispered.

“You signed the contract.” Ms Heresy said. “I did encourage you to read it. Trust me, it will be easier once we complete the neural softening and implant your programming. Plus, it is all reversible once your contract is up… if you decide you want it reversed at the end.”

Liam blinked. Why would he not want it reversed?

His lips parted, confusion blooming into panic. He didn’t know what to say. She was right, he had signed the contract. As the fog lifted from his mind he felt the urge to scream return, but bolder.

Ms Heresy stepped closer and pressed a single finger to the centre of his chest, just over his heart. Her touch was electric. The panic evaporated like breath on a mirror, as though his body was made to respond to her touch.

“You’re beautiful now.” She said. “That is your purpose. It is what you are here, and why you were made.”

He felt dizzy, like the air was too thick. As he shifted his thighs brushed together, soft and smooth, every nerve alive with hypersensitivity. His lips tingled. His body didn’t feel like his, but it responded like it was made for this, like it was made for attention, for pleasure, for display.

“Why me?” He asked, his voice trembling.

She tilted her head again.

“Because you came. You said you needed work and I knew you’d be perfect for this position. Not everyone is suitable but you… I knew the moment I saw you that you would be perfect, and you are. Trust me when I say you were meant for this job. If you give it time I think you will come to appreciate and maybe even enjoy your new role.”

He could still feel himself beneath the surface. Some echo of Liam.

Now, he was something else.

Ms Hersey offered something to Liam he took it. It was warm and seemed to respond to his touch. A small compact mirror. When he looked inside, the doll-face blinked back, still disoriented, still flushed with unnatural colour.

“You will be housed in the Venus Wing until further instruction.” She said. “You’ll need time to settle, to allow the first stage to embed, before we can move onto programming.”

He clutched the mirror tighter.

“I… I can’t go home?” Liam said.

Ms Heresy shook her head, smiling.

“We will take care of everything until your contract is up. You are now company property. Your modifications, your body, all of it, is owned by the company. You are a luxury item now, far too valuable to be let go.”

“But…”

Ms Heresy lifted a hand to his lips, pressing it gently. The touch was a bright pleasure, unlike anything he’d felt before, enough to make him whimper. A shudder went down his spine, his body aching, throbbing, mind suddenly blank.

“You really should have read your contract.” She said.

Liam stared at her. She reached to the side and picked up a simple white robe from the side of the capsule, handing it to him.

“But now… put this on and then follow me. We need to make sure our newest acquisition is comfortable.”


Three

Liam was led away from the labs to a suite of rooms, all identical.

A bedroom with a bed, a wardrobe, and an en-suite bathroom. It was all far more luxurious and pleasant than his apartment yet at the same time he knew that it was also a cage. He was not allowed to leave. He was, in many ways, a prisoner of his contract.

If only he’d read it first. But… it was too late now.

Ms Heresy was kind, soft, and helped get him settled. She explained how the food dispensers worked, how to keep his new, plastic skin clean, how he would have to use the bathroom. So much had changed. It was a lot to get his head around.

She then explained how to use the wardrobe.

“It will dispense you new clothes each day, tailored exactly to your specifications. You just need to step in and it will dress you.”

“How do I pick?” He asked.

Ms Heresy smiled, chuckled.

“You don’t. Dolls don’t dress themselves. You simply step into the machine and you will be dressed according to the standards we’ve set for you. That way you will always look perfect and should we have any specific requirements we can send instructions to your wardrobe. At the end of the day, you put your worn, dirty garments in here to be recycled.”

Liam felt himself blush, head spinning. It was all too much. He had been transformed, made into a doll, made a prisoner of his new job, and now… now he couldn’t even dress himself. They would be dressing him. Someone else would choose what the doll should wear.

“Now, I suggest you rest. Eat well and try to sleep. You have another big day tomorrow.” Ms Heresy said.

Liam opened his mouth to argue but she silenced him with a smile. It was strange the way she seemed to have such control over him, like his body couldn’t help but respond to her. She left him alone and he settled into his new room.

He fetched himself food from the synthesiser, ate, and settled down to rest. After all he’d been through he was exhausted yet he didn’t know if he’d be able to sleep. There was so much on his mind, emotions, feelings, thoughts.

What had they done to him? He had seen the doll in the mirror, the way his body had changed. As he lay on the bed he let his hands explore his new form, running over his smooth, flawless, plastic skin. He was so sensual, so smooth, so flawless.

His body was soft and delicate, feminine, exaggerated curves, hips, ass, and tits. He cupped his breasts, fingers squeezing his nipples. He moaned, body throbbing. He could feel new pleasures rising. He allowed one hand to continue to explore his new breasts and allowed the other to slip down towards his crotch, desperate for release.

After all he’d experienced, the transformation, he was feeling… desperate.

Only he’d forgotten one of the major changes. His cock was sealed away, locked beneath his plastic skin, shrunk, rendered useless, just a flat, feminine, doll-like absence of genitals. There was nothing.

He moaned in frustrated agony and then gave up. He wanted to cum but there was nothing he could do. He was a prisoner in more than one sense. Liam dropped his hands and wrapped himself in blankets then rolled over.

Maybe sleep would help. That was, if sleep would come.
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In the end, sleep came easily. Liam was exhausted and his body needed rest.

As he slept he dreamt. He dreamt of mirrors.

A vast room of endless mirrors, a strange configuration, folding light into impossible shapes. He couldn’t see where the room began or ended. The only thing he could see was his reflection, multiplying out around him, shifting, softening.

He was standing on a cold surface, shimmering like black water as though some vast depths lurked beneath his feet, waiting to swallow him. Somewhere far off, music played, soft and metallic like a music box tune slowed down to a crawl, warbling and off-key.

Something was wrong. Something felt very wrong.

Panic bloomed in his chest, but it came tangled with a strange, heady thrill. Almost… excitement. He stepped forward, almost mechanically.

The mirrors flickered. His reflection lagged, seemed almost to stall, like its movements were a beat behind. Something was wrong, the way it moved, Liam stared at his many reflections, head buzzing.

The sway of his walk was changed, his gait altered, his steps were unnaturally fluid, a sway and wiggle.

That wasn’t him. Was it?

He tried to speak but only soft moans came, whimpers, sighs, the noises syrupy and soft. It wasn’t his voice. It was too breathy, too sweet. Like… a doll’s voice.

The mirrors dissolved, peeling back like curtains to reveal rows upon rows of standing figures. Dolls. Dozens and dozens of dolls.

Not children’s toys, but life-sized. Each one a paralysed imitation of femininity, proportions exaggerated, huge breasts, glossy lips, wide hips, frozen smiles. Their eyes were glassy. Their hair was spun sugar. Each wore heels they could not remove, lashes they could not blink.

In the centre of the room stood an empty pedestal, lit from above. Liam felt his legs begin to move without command.

No. Please.

He screamed inside his head but his lips never moved. Not even a sigh. His steps were graceful. Too graceful. The way his hips tilted with each movement felt... choreographed. His hips swayed and his butt jiggled. His movements were instinctual, as though he had always been built to walk this way, even if his memory insisted otherwise.

As he reached the pedestal it rose with a hum, and a cold mist sprayed upward from vents at its base. Liam gasped, his bare skin immediately tingled. He stepped up onto the platform.

The air was thick with synthetic perfume, sweet fruits, blossoms, musk, and something stranger, something electric. He felt his body responding without permission, his nipples hardening, spine arching, lips parting slightly.

His knees almost buckled but something held him in place.

He felt heat, beginning at his soles, sinking into the arches, melting bone and cartilage until his toes fused into perfect, pointed feet. His arches lifted, curved, locked unnaturally high, sculpted for high heels. He could feel his body almost craving heels. The sensation crept upward.

His calves reshaped themselves, became slimmer, smoother, as if being vacuum-sealed. His thighs grew thicker, spreading apart into a hyper-feminine silhouette. Flesh moved like soft wax, hips widening into an hourglass shape so extreme it hurt to stand. Breeding hips.

Liam looked down and watched as his waist cinched inward with a slow, sickening pull. He felt his ribs crack gently, reforming. His breath grew shallow as his ribs shrank. Then the pressure surged to his chest.

There was no slow build, no gradual expansion, just a sudden, blooming fullness. His nipples swelled, becoming larger, thicker, puffy, peaked. He cried out, voice a helpless whimper, soft and girly, his breasts pushing outward, large and round, massive, impossibly high and proud. They jiggled slightly even in stillness, skin glossy like plastic wrap stretched over silicone.

The pedestal tilted his body upright like a mannequin being positioned. He was being posed.

Something pulled at his hair, drawing it out, down, golden curls pouring over his shoulders and back. It shimmered with unnatural volume, bright blonde, bouncing with each twitch of his head. He reached for it, and even the motion of brushing it aside was delicate, practised, dainty, feminine. Yet...

His hands no longer looked like his.

Fingers too slender, nails too long and glossy, like painted plastic. Doll-like. His long, fake nails were painted in soft pinks and whites.

His face was the last thing to change, his identity being stolen away.

He felt the skin around his eyes tighten, lashes growing longer, curling toward his cheeks. His lips puffed outward, glazed with a gloss he couldn’t feel. His eyebrows arched, thinned. His jaw was rounded, nose upturned.

It wasn’t just transformation. It was a performance. A version of femininity designed by someone else.

When it was done, the mirrors returned and he saw himself.

A bimbo.

That was the only word that came to mind. Everything about his body screamed artificial desire, from the tiny waist to the pouty lips, the high breasts to the dazed expression locked on his face. His eyes shimmered with faint confusion. His body was plasticized, airbrushed, perfect.

Beautiful.

Liam’s breath hitched. He was beautiful. He felt beautiful. For the first time in his life, he felt truly attractive, hot in a way he could never have even imagined.

There was horror in his chest, yes. But also fascination. Something shameful stirred beneath the surface, something warm and indulgent. He couldn’t look away. He tilted his head, blinked slowly, posing without meaning to. He couldn’t help it.

He looked like a thing. An object.

And he liked it.

He was a doll, pretty, delicate, sexual, hot, and he liked it. It felt good.

The pedestal lowered. The lights shifted. Applause rang out, empty, pre-recorded, adoring.

“You’ve always been meant for display.” Said a voice from the mirrors.

The words sank into Liam’s subconscious.

“You were wasted as a person. But as an object… you are flawless.”

He tried to speak, to scream, but his mouth only opened slightly, lips parting into a soft pout. He blinked slowly.

Glass encased him. A display case.

He lifted his delicate doll hands to bang on the glass walls, palms flat against the surface, but the motion lacked strength. He was graceful now, never forceful. He was designed to be posed, played with, to be seen, to smile. He was an object, a toy.

Liam's panic receded, his fear dissipating, even his excitement evaporating, but not because they were fading. Because they were no longer needed, no longer allowed. Dolls didn’t need emotions. They were just toys. Mindless toys.

The lights dimmed.

The dream faded into pink silence.

Liam woke. It was just a dream. Thankfully it was all just a dream. But then he remembered.

It wasn’t.
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Liam had woken from the dream relieved to realise it was a dream, but within moments memory had brought him back to reality with a crash. It wasn’t just a dream. He’d been transformed.

He spent the morning examining himself. He was utterly changed.

His old self was gone, replaced with a new body, smaller, softer, prettier.

His skin was plastic, synthetic, perfect. In the shower, he’d taken time to explore his curves, his thighs, hips, ass, his trim waist, his full, pert tits. Even his puffy nipples. And afterwards, he’d examined his face in the mirror, the glassy eyes, the long lashes, the pouty lips.

He was beautiful, sexual, a doll. There was no other way to put it. He was a doll. Even his crotch was doll-like, his cock and balls shrunk, sealed away behind the synthetic skin, seamless.

After showering and inspecting himself, realising it was all real, he sat down to eat. His body was starving, in desperate need of energy. After all it had been through it wanted fuel.

He ate a large meal in silence, feeling into his new body. It was so strange, the wider hips, the breasts, the plush. He could feel the jiggle of his new curves, the widening of his hips changing the way he stepped, and his feet… his feet were lifted as though waiting for heels. Walking without heels was difficult, almost painful.

After eating he cleared away his meal and then turned his attention to the wardrobe. He should probably get dressed. As lewd as his new body was he didn’t want to keep walking around naked. He needed clothes.

Yet… the only source of clothing was the wardrobe. It would dress him. He had no choice in what he was going to be wearing. The wardrobe would do everything for him. It would dress him.

There was no other option though. Not really. So… Liam stepped into the device.

Being dressed was a strange experience. The wardrobe was clearly incredibly advanced technology. Clothes were spun out of almost nothing, spun on his body.

It started with panties, bra, both black, skimpy, lacy, incredibly sexy, tiny. The panties left most of his ass exposed and the bra only barely covered Liam’s heaving breasts, though it did help lift them, emphasising his cleavage.

Next came stockings, black fishnets, and after that a pink dress, tight and short, figure-hugging. It seemed to make his body even more lurid, painted over his curves.

After that, he felt a mist on his face, makeup, and a weight in his ears as earrings were materialised. Something appeared around his neck. A collar. He felt a tingling on the tips of his fingers as long, fake nails were applied.

He wanted to stop the process but he couldn’t move. The wardrobe held him in place. It was going to hold him in place until it was done dressing him according to specifications. He had no choice.

Last came his shoes. Pink high heels. The sense of relief once his feet were in heels was immediate. His body was made to be in heels now. His feet were uncomfortable without them.

The machine pinged its completion and the door hissed open. Liam was free to leave. He stepped out and moved towards the mirror, stepped in front of it, stared at his doll-like, bimbo reflection. He hated it, hated what had been done to him, but at the same time…

He couldn’t deny how hot he looked, how sensual and delicate he felt. How pretty. He’d never really felt hot before, but as a doll, he was undeniably hot. He had a body that had been designed as the hyper-feminine ideal, an exaggerated caricature of woman, sex, lust. In his outfit, he was… desirable. He felt his heart skip.

And then the door opened.

“Good morning, Liam.” Ms Heresy said, entering his room, smiling.

Liam turned and felt his belly flutter. She was dressed in black, sleek and sexy, her dress short and tight, yet compared to Liam’s outfit what Ms Heresy was wearing was modest and demure.

“Morning.” Liam said.

It was the first thing he’d said since waking. His voice was soft, sweet, delicate. A girl’s voice. A doll’s voice. Like honey, seductive and alluring.

“You look beautiful.” Ms Heresy said.

Her words made Liam blush. His heart skipped, head fuzzy. Why did those words have such a deep effect on him?

“Your outfit is just perfect too. An exquisite little fuck-doll.”

Ms Heresy smirked as she said that. Liam felt a shiver run along his spine at the implication of her words. Was that what he was? Something about the words felt right and that scared him.

“Now, are you ready for the next stage of your preparation?” Ms Heresy said. “We have everything ready. There is only one more stage and then you can begin work.”

Liam was still. His head was racing.

“I… I’m not sure.” He said.

Ms Heresy smiled, kindly.

“You signed the contract Liam. It’s all legally binding. However, you are not a prisoner. We are not going to keep you against your will. If you want to leave you can. You can leave right now if you want, but… it’s complicated.”

“What do you mean complicated?”

“Well, there are two ways you can leave. You can leave as you are now or we can return you to your old self.” She said.

“Old self.” Liam said without hesitating. “Of course my old self. Why would I want to stay at… this…”

Ms Heresy smiled.

“You’d be surprised. You’ve not yet had the chance to experience all your new form has to offer. But, since you want to return to your old self… we could do that, but it’ll more than double your fee.”

Liam paused.

“Fee?” He asked.

Ms Heresy nodded.

“Of course. Your transformation was expensive. You received only the very best, our top-of-the-range modifications, a full suite of enhancements. You are to be our demo model after all since that is your role in our sales department. Someone needs to pay for that. And then to undo all that work also costs. Your debt will be… considerable.”

Liam froze. He couldn’t even imagine how much it would all cost. What he’d gone through was the very cutting edge of modern science. He’d be in debt for the rest of his life.

“However… if you were to stay, say… work with us for a week, that would be enough to cover the fees and you could leave then without incurring any debt.”

“And my pay?” Liam asked.

Ms Heresy smiled.

“You should have read your contract. You signed on for a one-month term. You are paid at the end of the month. The first month’s pay is minus the fee for your modifications. If you decide to sign on for additional months you’ll earn more.”

Liam was still.

“So one month, and I’ll get paid?” He said.

Ms Heresy nodded.

“Just one month, then you can leave without any fees or debts and without us having to pursue you for breach of contract.”

Liam was still. He didn’t want to say yes, but what choice did he really have?

Plus, there was a small part of him that was… curious. Something about the dream ticked away in the back of his mind, the thought of being displayed, admired, fawned over like a toy, a doll, an object, a thing of beauty.

As a sales model, he was top-of-the-line. The very best modifications the company could offer. He was the epitome of feminine beauty. The thought of people seeing him, admiring him, stirred feelings in him. One month, then he could leave with the money. It would be an experience.

Maybe it wouldn’t be that bad?

“Fine.” He said. “I’ll do it.”

Ms Heresy smiled.

“Perfect. Now, if you’ll come with me we’ll prepare you for programming.”
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The second chamber was different to the first. It was softer, pinker. In the middle was a bed, plush, comfortable, sat in the middle of the room.

“Please climb up and make yourself comfortable.” Ms Heresy said.

Liam looked around the room, looked for signs that something was wrong, but in the end what choice did he have. He’d committed himself to this course. He didn’t want the debt, needed the money he’d been promised. It was just a month. Just a month as a doll, a demonstration model, an object. He could do a month.

So… he did as he was told. He climbed up onto the bed and made himself comfortable. Ms Heresy moved around him, checking monitors on the side of the bed. When she was satisfied she moved up to his head, looked down at him.

“I’ll be back when you’re done.” She said. “Please, try to relax. It’s very safe and also quite fun, or so I’m told. It’s easier, and more pleasurable, if you give in.”

The words sent a shiver along his spine. He just nodded, not quite sure what to say. He watched as Ms Heresy left, the door sealing closed behind her. The room was still, silent, and then…

A high-pitched tone rang through the chamber.

The sound didn’t seem to enter through his ears though. It was more felt than heard, lower and deeper, like vibration made conscious, a living force that bloomed in his chest like a second heartbeat. Not a sound, exactly. A resonance. A rearrangement. Something settling.

The high-pitched tone came again, and again, each time different, as though each tone contained new information. Liam could feel something in him shifting, something installing.

Liam’s eyes blinked slowly.

The room glowed faintly, soft pink, the light shifting in time with the tone, like the air itself had come alive and was communicating. He tried to remember what came before, his arrival, the machine, the transformation, tried to remember anything, but it was like reaching for the outline of a dream underwater.

He could feel the echo of his old name curling somewhere in the back of his skull, but even that was beginning to sink away into nothing.

“Neural softening at fifty per cent.” Said a voice from nowhere.

His mouth opened, but the words never came. They dissolved before they reached his lips. Even inside his head, the sentences began to fray at the edges. Thoughts became dust, billowing on the wind. He had a vague idea what “softening” meant, and yet the meaning slipped through his fingers the moment he tried to grab hold.

He lay on the bed, the air around him humming with energy. The light began to flicker, almost as though in code. The room felt warm, soft, hazy. Liam’s head swam, heart racing. A shiver of almost electricity ran along his spine. His body, already changed beyond recognition, pulsed with faint pleasure. There was no resistance, no way to struggle. Liam could feel something deep inside him changing, something beyond flesh and bone.

“Focus on breathing.” said the voice. “Slow, calm, in and out.”

He did as he was told. Or rather, his body obeyed, drawing in a soft inhale that pressed his chest outward, exhaling slowly. The sensation felt wrong and right at the same time. His lungs filled, emptied, breasts rising and falling.

He could feel himself dissolving, his will, his control. His body thrummed with a dull ache, a deep pleasure, his body and brain being rewired. He felt dainty, submissive, trained.

A small smile tickled at the corners of his glossy lips. Where did that come from? He giggled, the sound like music.

The tone pulsed again, changing.

Something seemed to caress his brain directly. Not a pain, not even a tingle, just a wash of warmth, like honey poured over thought itself, thick and heavy and sweet. He blinked again. Slower. Longer.

“Language capacity reduction initiated.”

The phrase didn’t land the way it should.  Reduction was a word with weight, with consequence, almost a threat, but in that moment it felt like an invitation. A loosening.

Liam felt something unwinding behind his eyes, something unravelling, coming undone.

Words begin to melt. Not all at once, and not all of them, just the longer ones. The heavy ones.

They drifted to the floor of his mind like dead leaves. In their place came smaller words. Softer ones. Easy ones. Pretty ones. Obedient ones.

Submissive ones. Doll words.

He giggled again. The sound was even softer, lighter, silly and playful and carefree. The sound of it startled him. A sound was too light to belong to someone who remembered what it felt like to argue, to protest, to decide. It spilled from him like air from a punctured balloon.

“Neural softening at eighty per cent.”

He was glowing. Literally.

His plastic skin, synthetic and smooth, seemed to pick up the pink light and reflect it back. He wasn’t hot or cold. He was just aware of every inch of himself. The slight pressure of his breasts weighing on his chest. The stiffness of his nipples. The dull ache of his cock.

He was aware, too, of his mind, slowly floating apart like petals in water.

“Pleasure response calibration underway.”

Liam gasped, whimpered…

That one landed differently. A ripple moved down his spine, collecting in the hollow of his stomach and lower. He coiled there. It felt… good.

Too good.

Each fading thought was replaced by a pulse of gentle pleasure. The less he thought, the more he felt. Being dumb was fun. Being dumb was a pleasure.

The less he resisted, the more the sweetness swelled. His mind begins to anticipate it. His brain, soft and pink, like cotton candy folding in on itself, began to crave the pleasure, like an addiction. He smiled again. Wider.

Obedience was pleasure. Submission was pleasure.

He was learning, but not through facts. Through sensation.

Thinking was heavy, hard. Thinking was for people. He wasn’t people. He was a doll.

Feeling was easier. Obeying was easier. Dolls didn’t need to think. He was made to obey, to be a doll, to have fun. He was made for pleasure. To be displayed.

“Obedience installation at ninety per cent.”

Liam moaned, softening, almost melting. He could feel himself sinking into the bed, drifting away. He let the flow of it take him, sinking deeper, deeper, deeper…

He didn’t even pretend to fight it. His thoughts softened, faded. No resistance, no questions, just obedience.

The voice continued, warm now, almost affectionate.

“You’re doing so well, sweetheart. Such a good doll.”

That phrase. It shouldn’t fit. He should have fought against it, but… he didn’t. He didn’t want to. He was a good doll. It nestled into his unconscious, burrowing like a worm. He blushed. His eyelashes fluttered. He didn’t choose to respond that way. It just happened. Like he was built for it.

“Good doll.” The voice repeated.

There was pleasure. Bright, hot, addictive pleasure. Being a good doll would earn him that pleasure. More of it. He craved it. Pleasure bloomed again, deeper now. So close. His useless cock throbbed. The pleasure was bright but not urgent. Just… encompassing.

The praise lit a fire in him, like light flowing through him. His chest rose and fell, nipples hard, his lips parted slightly, a soft moan escaping. His thoughts curled inward like a flower closing.

He wanted to be told what to do. He wanted it more than anything. He craved it, the pleasure it would bring.

“Neural softening at ninety-five per cent.”

The words were meaningless. Words were not important.

“Language core nearly erased.”

It sounded important, and maybe once Liam would have understood, but not anymore.

“Obedience parameters at full stability.”

He smiled without knowing why. He was beautiful. He was obedient. He was a doll, empty.

Yet, there was something about that emptiness that didn’t feel like loss. It felt like freedom.

There was no longer any conflict between what he had been and what he was becoming. The friction was gone, the struggle ended, the resistance crumbled. There was only the soft hum of pleasure and the gentle rhythm of obedience.

And the waiting. Always the waiting. Waiting to be played with.

His name. What was his name?

Liam, something whispered. But that didn’t fit anymore.

It was like a dress that was too large and ugly. He wanted something prettier, something elegant and dazzling. Something suitable for a perfect doll.

So what was his name?

He realised with a smile that he didn’t need to choose. He just needed to obey, to be. Someone cleverer and smarter than him would pick his name. Someone in charge. Dolls didn’t pick their own names.

Slowly the light began to face and settle. The sound faded, silence falling.

He lay still, lips faintly parted, eyes wide, blindingly slowly, vacant, shining with a glossy daze. A pretty doll, breathing gently, waiting for its next instruction.

Deep inside the soft silence of his mind, something new settled. A desire.

Not his own, not exactly. But something that felt like his. Something shaped like joy.

To obey. To smile. To please.

That was a doll’s purpose. The last slivers of resistance flickered and vanished like a candle blown out by a gentle breath. As Liam’s eyes closed, his mind and body exhausted, the door opened and Ms Heresy entered.

The last thing Liam saw was Ms Heresy smiling. He hoped he was a good doll.


Four

The world came into focus one artificial piece at a time.

First the room, pale pink walls, white trim, soft edges. Like a dollhouse. Then his body, balanced, light, delicate, standing on impossibly arched feet. He wasn’t just upright, he was posed. Arms down and slightly bent, hips cocked just enough to suggest invitation, innocence, and something else beneath. He tilted his head.

It was a learned motion. Practised. Almost clockwork. It felt good.

He smiled without meaning to.

A voice, warm, low, female, came from the side.

“There she is.” the voice said.

Gentle approval wrapped around the words like silk. Ms Heresy

“Good doll.”

Liam’s breath caught. Pleasure swelled. He whimpered.

The words hit somewhere deep. Good doll. It shouldn’t have fit. But the praise landed like a hand between his shoulder blades, pressing him down into a posture he didn’t remember learning. Spine straight. Shoulders relaxed. Chin slightly up. Smile on.

His whole body shuddered.

Ms Heresy stepped into view, her shoes clicking softly on the floor. Her face was calm, painted in subtle makeup, but her eyes gleamed.

Liam felt a swell of pride. The way she smiled at him, like she was pleased with him, like he was a treasure, like something owned and cherished. A doll.

“Can you hear me?” she asked.

He nodded but he did not speak. The movement felt too smooth to be his own. It happened instantly, instinctual.

“And do you know who you are?” Ms Heresy asked.

His mouth opened.

Silence.

There was no name in the back of his mind. Just an empty space where a name should be. The word Liam was a distant, forgotten memory.

He tilted his head again and gave a little smile. Like it was the answer she wanted all along. She nodded approvingly.

“Perfect. The imprinting has held. You don’t need a name right now. You’re exactly what you’re supposed to be. Once I’ve teased you I’ll give you a name. Once you’ve earned it.”

The doll that had once been Liam just smiled.

It didn’t need a name. A name implied boundaries, identity, memory. Those were heavy things. The doll was not built for heaviness anymore. Its mind drifted like a ribbon in a breeze, graceful, quiet, reactive.

Ms Heresy walked slowly around the doll and it could feel her gaze on its flawless skin like a gentle caress.

“You’re beautiful.” She murmured. “So soft. So obedient. You’re going to be very popular. You’re going to do a wonderful job getting us new clients. Everyone is so excited for the show, your unveiling. They can’t wait to see all the new advancements we’ve made, all the new modifications you’re going to display. They can’t wait to see you, play with you.”

The praise slid into the doll, making it smile and blush, lingering in the hollow spaces of its mind. It felt a pulse of warmth just behind its navel, glowing pleasure. Its cheeks flushed. It didn’t move, after all, dolls didn’t move unless they were told, but inside it glowed with joy.

Ms Heresy circled the doll, examining it, letting her hand trace over the doll's body. The caresses were bliss. The doll craved touch, wanted to be played with. She stopped behind it. One gloved hand on its shoulder. The doll exhaled slowly.

“You don’t need to think anymore, doll.” She whispered into his ear. “Just feel. Just follow. We’re going to test you.”

The doll nodded again.

Yes. That was easier. Just give in. Obey.

Ms Heresy stepped in front of him and lifted his chin with a finger. His synthetic lips parted slightly, without command. His eyes, now too big, too shiny, gazed up at her.

“How do you feel?” She asked, but it wasn’t really a question.

The doll swayed slightly.

“Pretty.” It whispered.

The voice was high, breathy, sweet like honey, seductive like summer.

“Good.” She said. “Anything else?”

“Empty. Needy. Eager.” The doll said.

“Good doll.”

The pleasure was sharper this time. It rang through the like a bell struck clean. Its knees nearly gave out, but the pose held. The machines had trained it well.

Ms Heresy brushed hair out from its face. It fell like silk, long, platinum-blonde, curled at the ends. The doll could just glimpse its reflection in the mirror behind her now. Its reflection made its heart skip, a perfect plaything, yet it felt strange too, unfamiliar. It hadn’t always looked like that.

The doll liked what it saw though.

Huge breasts, impossibly round and high, straining beneath a sheer pink top. Waist cinched tight, hips wide, butt full and lush, clad in a tiny pink skirt. Long legs, smooth and gleaming, encased in white thigh-highs. Lips glossed to perfection. Cheeks blushed. Eyelashes long enough to cast shadows.

A doll.

A bimbo.

It shouldn’t have known that word, but it fluttered through its brain like a feather, soft and pleasing.

The doll’s reflection blinked slowly. A pretty little thing. Passive. Present. Pliable.

Ms Heresy turned and offered it her hand.

“Come along.” She said. “Time to show you what your body is capable of.”

The doll took it without hesitation. Her grip was firm, guiding.

Its balance felt strange in the heels, but its body knew what to do. It was well programmed.

The doll’s movements were fluid, performative. Every step made its hips sway and its chest bounce, hips and ass wiggling. Even just walking felt good. Being watched, being seen, aware that it was pretty, sexy, hot. It felt… like a perfect toy.

The doll could feel the air on his skin, the subtle compression of the tight clothing, the weight of synthetic lashes every time it blinked.

It was meant to be seen. It was made for it.

Me Heresy led the doll several steps forward then stopped her, directly in front of the mirror so it had a perfect view of itself. It stared into the glass, observing the vacant-looking toy. The doll smiled, a bright, soft, pink fog filling its brain with dull pleasure.

“Now, just relax, and enjoy.”
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Ms Heresy started with her hands on the doll's back, caressing gently over its shoulders. The touch was electric. The doll whimpered.

“You are such a pretty plaything.” She said. “You’ve turned out even better than I expected. Your body and your face, your skin.”

The doll stood, posed, delicate, pretty, waiting. Its wide, pretty eyes blinked slowly, glassy and vacant. Its body thrummed with pleasure, dull ache, the sheer bliss of it numbing thought. There was no resistance, no doubt, no fear, just acceptance. This was what it was made for, what it was meant for. This was its purpose. It was a toy, an object, a doll.

“I knew you’d be perfect for this the moment I saw you. We’ve been looking for a display model for a while. The perfect doll to show off all our new developments. They needed to be special. Very special. And then there you were, turning up on my doorstep. I knew it was fate bringing you to me. This… this is what you were meant to be. Right?” Ms Heresy said.

The doll stared blankly, nodded. The words felt warm and cosy and it felt safe. It could relax and just exist. It didn’t need to think, didn’t need to worry. It could let go and it realised in that moment that was all it had ever wanted.

To let go.

The doll could feel something dissolving. Something releasing.

For so long life had been hard, a daily struggle to survive, a battle to be seen, to scrape by. That was its old life though, a life that felt like it belonged to someone else. This, now, was an opportunity. It was a chance to let go, to be something new, something better.

And that’s all it really was. An invitation.

Deep down the doll knew that it could refuse if it wanted. It was like a switch in the back of its mind, a fail-safe. There was a way out. It was not a prisoner or a slave.

Yet… it didn’t want to. It was happy being a doll. Happier than it had ever been.

The way it looked, felt, its body, face, its plastic skin. It was perfect. It was designed to be beautiful, sexy, and it would be cared for. It might be an object, a possession, but it was a cherished possession. It was a luxury doll, expensive, a thing to be treasured and cared for, not something trivial to be used and tossed aside.

For the whole of its life, the life before it had been an object of beauty, it had struggled. It had needed to work to have value, had needed to toil to survive, it had to struggle to just make it through each day.

The life it had led before had been hard. It hadn’t been beautiful, hadn’t been hot. It was just… a person. An ordinary, plain, unexceptional person. Life had been exhausting, stressful, and crushing.

As a doll things were different. It could just let go. It didn’t need to worry or stress, didn’t need to fret, to think. It was a thing, loved and treasured, beautiful, a pretty slutty bimbo doll, a possession of inherent worth and value, expensive, desired. It could just exist.

What kind of life would that be? To just exist, to submit, to obey. Not to have to think.

It wanted that life. It yearned for that life.

It could just be, a thing of beauty, a sexy plaything, a doll. It could be posed, played with. It existed to be played with, to be an object that was loved and cherished, a thing of pleasure. Just the thought made its head swim.

Slowly, the doll nodded, small movements. Ms Heresy smiled, satisfied.

“Good. I’m glad to hear you agree. We can do a lot with our processes but the thing that makes our dolls special is the willingness with which they serve. There is a reason we make our dolls from people and not from plastic. People have hearts, souls. They can know true pleasure, true love. That is felt. Something artificial cannot produce the kind of pleasure you can. The way you react to touch…”

As Ms Heresy said that she ran a hand over the doll’s body, teasing, making it shiver and whimper, nipples hardening.

“… like that… it cannot be faked. A doll like you is special. Singularly special. You are unique and beautiful. You are real. But… if we take away your ability to choose, your ability to give yourself over to the dollification, then we lose what makes you special. You need to surrender to it all. When I met you I saw someone who wants, desperately, to surrender. Am I wrong?”

The doll shook its head. She wasn’t wrong.

Its life before had been hard. It was tired. It was being offered something special, something it had always craved without even knowing.

Acceptance. Peace. Surrender.

“Please…”

The word was one long sigh, soft and feminine. Ms Heresy smiled, as though proud.

“Of course doll.” She said. “We just need this final test, this final display of your new body, what it is capable of. And then, when you have given yourself up fully, you can be named. A good doll deserves a name, doesn’t it?”

The doll nodded.

Ms Heresy's smile widened. She let her hands roam, teasing over the doll’s body. Hands roaming over plastic skin, teasing breasts, nipples, caressing over its waist, slipping down to grip its luscious ass.

The doll gasped, in pleasure and delight. The hands on its plastic skin felt electric. It was more pleasure than it had ever known possible. Its body and its brain had been rewired to experience more, to crave it. It was becoming a craving, an addiction.

The feeling of being pretty, being sexy, being wanted made its head spin. Posing, submissive and obedient, was its own reward too, a deep sense of rightness about giving up control, about surrendering. Its body throbbed with need.

“Now, how about you show me just what you’re capable of.” Ms Heresy said.

The doll smiled. Nodded.

“Anything.” It said, voice soft and sweet and feminine.

“Drop to your knees.” Ms Heresy said.

The tone was firm, commanding, and the words seemed to sink deep into the doll's mind. It didn’t even need to think about obeying. Its body just responded, and, as it fell to its knees, there was an overwhelming wave of pleasure.

Its reward for being an obedient plaything.
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The doll knelt and looked up at Ms Heresy, smiling. Ms Heresy moved closer.

“As a doll, it is your job to look pretty, to look beautiful.” She said.

The doll nodded, small movements of its head.

“It's your job to be played with, your job to do as you're told. You are a toy, a doll, right?”

Again the doll nodded.

“That means you need to give pleasure.”

That word, pleasure, it did something to the doll’s mind. It felt its body throb. It felt a longing. Ms Heresy seemed to know what the doll was feeling, the effect she had on it. Her smile was wide, beaming.

“Right now, it is your job to give me pleasure.” She said.

And with that Ms Heresy began to peel up her skirt. The cloth was tight, hugging her thighs. She shifted her hips as the hem rose higher, lifted it up over her ass, bunching it around her waist. Slowly she began to peel her panties down.

The doll watched as Ms Heresy stepped out of her panties, leaving them in a pile on the floor, and then parted her thighs, her cock popping free. Her cock. Her beautiful, hard, throbbing cock.

As the doll watched Ms Heresy’s cock got harder. It swelled, becoming thick, long, girthy. In the back of the doll’s head, it was like new instincts and behaviours were awakening, new desires. It was a doll’s purpose to be played with. It was a doll’s purpose to please.

“Now, let’s just see how high quality that luxury doll mouth of yours is.” Ms Heresy said.

The doll blinked, staring at the fat, long cock in front of its face. I knew it could resist, say no, but it also knew it didn’t want to. It wanted to be a doll. All that had been done to it, changing it physically, reprogramming it, it was all reversible, but… it didn’t want that.

I had made a choice. It had committed itself. And now… now it understood why.

It wanted to be a doll. That was its purpose.

Ms Heresy moved forward, stepped in close, and she pressed the tip of her cock at the doll’s lips. The doll whimpered but did not move. It was a toy. That it wanted her cock, wanted to feel it in its mouth, meant nothing. Ms Heresy was in charge. The doll was just a plaything.

“So warm and wet. Those lips are so soft now.” Ms Heresy said. “And can you feel it? The pleasure? Your whole mouth is an erogenous zone now, a sensitive spot for pleasure. Just feeling my cock on your lips must be driving you wild.”

The doll whimpered louder. Its whole body was throbbing, aching, heart racing. It could feel the pleasure filling it, numbing thought, corrupting it. Beneath the plastic skin its cock, small and useless, locked away, throbbed in vain.

“You want more?” Ms Heresy asked.

The doll nodded, slowly.

“Open your mouth then.”

The doll did as it was told, parting its lips. Ms Heresy pressed the tip of her cock barely into the doll's mouth.

The doll's tongue grew wet and eager, moving on its own to lap and lick and tease. The doll moaned, pleasure, joy, bliss. Slowly Ms Heresy eased more of her cock into its mouth, slow motions, fucking it in and out.

“That’s it. Good doll.” She said.

The doll kept its mouth open, drooling, letting Ms Heresy use its mouth for her pleasure. The doll could feel pulses of pleasure running through its lips and tongue. It couldn’t remember much of its life before it became a doll but I knew it had never felt pleasure like it.

The pleasure became all-consuming, radiating out from its mouth, filling its head. Ms Heresy’s cock fuck in and out, deeper with each stroke. The doll wanted more. It had never felt anything like it and all it knew was that it wanted more.

“Fuck that feels good. You’re going to be very popular and you’re going to help us sell a lot of modifications.” Ms Heresy said.

The doll felt the pleasure of the praise like a hot wave coursing through it. Its whole body seemed to be burning from it. Ms Heresy’s hard cock fucked in and out of its mouth.

“Now, close your lips and begin to suck. Gently. Use your tongue. Let your body’s new instincts guide you. Show me what a hot little hole that slutty doll mouth of yours is.” Ms Heresy said.

The doll whimpered, shivering. She sucked, taking Ms Heresy’s cock deeper. Ms Heresy fucked her cock over the doll’s tongue, teasing it between its lips.

“Can you feel it getting harder? Feel it throbbing? That’s because I like your slutty doll mouth. I know a lot of people are going to enjoy trialling your slutty doll mouth.”

The doll quivered. A lot of people?

Why did that thought keep spinning in its head, exciting it? A doll was a toy, an object, meant to be played with. A good doll was a toy that everyone wanted to play with. That lots of people would enjoy playing with it made it a good doll, right?

And being a good doll made it happy, made it squirm, made it hot. The doll whimpered and sucked harder. Ms Heresy’s cock swelled, getting thicker, longer. The head pressed at the back of the doll’s throat, choking it.

The doll sucked, lost in the pleasure. Ms Heresy fucked her hips back and forth, using its mouth. The doll could feel its body responding, new instincts awakening, new desires and needs, new lusts. It sucked, drooling.

“I’m going to cum. Your slutty doll mouth is going to make me cum.” Ms Heresy said.

She fucked harder, deeper, using the doll's mouth.

Her cock swelled, pulsed, and then… she was cumming, cumming hard. The doll swallowed without even thinking, swallowed over and over and over as Ms Heresy came hard. So much cum, the doll almost drowning.

Had it not been for her modifications it might have drowned, but as it was its new body coped with it. More than coped.

The doll’s body thrived on it. The pleasure swelled, new peaks and heights, the joy bright and addictive. As Ms Heresy came the doll experienced a pleasure unlike anything it had felt before.

The doll wasn’t cumming. Not quite. Yet the pleasure was more than just cumming. It was giddy, euphoric, and addictive. If sucking cock, making them cum, felt that good then the doll knew it was going to enjoy being a display model.

Ms Heresy thrust, deep, hard, and finally, eventually, she stopped cumming. She pulled her cock out of the doll’s mouth and it left the tight, wet seal with an audible pop.

“You are a good doll.” She said. “Very good. I’m extremely impressed with you.”

The doll, lips smeared with cum, looked up at her, eyes blinking slowly, glassy and vacant.

“Thank you.” It said, voice soft and fluttery.

Ms Heresy reached out to stroke its hair.

“Now, about your reward…” She said. “… a good doll needs a name. A pretty doll name. How about… Leela. Leela Love.”

The doll blinked, a little faster. Leela Love. She was Leela Love, the doll. A toy, an object, a thing made for playing with, for posing, for pleasure.

“I love it.” The doll said.

And she did.


Five

The initial tests were a massive success and Ms Heresy was delighted with how her newest doll had turned out. Liam’s transformation into Leela was complete and had gone better than she ever could have expected.

Leela was beautiful. The very epitome of feminine beauty and grace, a hyper-sexualised caricature, a bimbo plaything. Her body was flawless, designed perfectly and Liam had the raw potential to really carry it all off.

Not everyone could go through what he’d gone through and end up looking so good. Ms Heresy had spent months looking for the right candidate to show off their latest innovations, a person with the raw potential to make a perfect display model, and then Liam had walked in off the street. She still couldn’t believe her luck.

Not only was he a perfect match physically, but the neural softening and reprogramming had taken perfectly. That could only happen with a subject that was completely willing. Liam hadn’t realised it but he had entered the doll factory as perhaps the perfect subject. It was like he was born to be a doll.

And now… he had fulfilled that potential.

Liam had been remade, transformed physically and mentally. Liam had become Leela. The boy had become a doll.

The person had vanished, had become a toy, an object, a plaything. Liam was gone, replaced with Leela, and Ms Heresy couldn’t have been happier with the whole process.

Leela too, couldn’t have been happier. The way she looked, the way she felt, the experience of sucking cock for the first time, tasting cum, was more than she could have ever imagined.

She had submitted herself entirely to the process. She had become a doll, a thing, an object, and she was delighted with it.

After the first test, Ms Heresy continued to explain the process, what had happened. Leela was enhanced with the very cutting edge of human modification technology. She had been dollified.

Though there was still some core of human in her, an important part of the process because that was what made the factory’s dolls special, she had been enhanced with a lot of cutting-edge science. Her body was flesh and blood, warm, but it had been reshaped to be the very epitome of bimbo doll. Her nerves too had been rewired, to enhance pleasure, along with minor changes to hormones and other things. All of that and a layer of synthskin, the factory’s own innovation that made a human even more doll-like, a perfect plastic skin that made the doll flawless and beautiful as only a doll could be.

Leela’s hair, makeup, and nails were all permanent, like a doll's, and things like the changes to her feet and her posture were all meant to make her more doll-like in her movements and in how she posed. She was at all times to look like a doll. Ms Heresy even hinted at a few unmentioned changes that Leela would enjoy discovering.

On top of that were the changes to her mind. She had been given new programming, new skills, and a doll-like personality. That was the most important part. Leela was a real person, a real doll, layered over Liam. Liam hadn’t been erased, just suppressed.

And that suppression wasn’t hard coded. At the root of it all Liam had to allow the programme to run. Had to allow Leela to take over. Liam had to want to be a doll. It was why the factory’s models were so expensive. They were hard to make.

Yet they were worth it.

“Willing dolls are the most fun.” Ms Heresy said. “It’s why our customers are willing to pay so much for them. You were born to become a doll. Your whole life has led you here, to this purpose. Not everyone can become what you have. Not everyone has the potential you do. Anyone can be a doll to some extent. But not everyone can be as perfect as you.”

Leela felt her body ache and throb with pleasure. She was perfect. A perfect doll. Those words made her feel things she’d never felt before.

“You’re going to impress a lot of people.” Ms Heresy said. “As our demo model, you’re expected to show prospective clients just what our modification can do. You have every last feature and all of them are the absolute top-of-the-line. There is not one single person in the world who is quite as luxurious as you. The things you will be able to feel… I almost envy you.”

Leela blushed. She didn’t think much, after all, dolls were not made to think, but in the back of her head, there was excitement. She couldn’t wait to start her new job.

So many people were going to see her, play with her. She was going to have lots of fun, and that was the most important thing for any doll. She was a thing, a toy, an object to be played with. And being told that lots of people were going to see her, play with her, enjoy her, made her very happy.

“Your first day is going to be a special one too. We’re having a big launch party and we’re going to be unveiling you in front of all our top clients. You’re going to be showing off all our latest developments and innovation and then… then they’re going to get to play with you to see just what you can do.” Ms Heresy said.

The words sank deep into Leela’s mind. So many people would play with her. There was going to be a big party to show her off, to show people just what a special doll she was.

She was so perfect that people would be coming just to see her, to play with her. Had there ever been a toy that was as lucky?

Leela just smiled, letting the sea of feelings and emotions float through her. She knew she was safe, cared for, treasured. She was a special doll, perfect, valuable. There was nothing to worry about and as a doll, it was not her job to worry about anything. She just needed to look pretty, to obey, and to enjoy being played with. That was a doll’s purpose and she knew she could do that.

The only thing she did wonder about was… what would she wear?

She knew she wouldn’t get to pick, since dolls did not dress themselves, but she was excited to find out.
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Leela rested, ate, slept, took time to clean herself.

She was left alone in her room and it was… peaceful. In the back of her head, she could remember a time when she might have been anxious or worried or nervous, but not anymore. There was a tremble of excitement, but even that was subdued, quiet, comfortable.

Dolls didn’t need emotions. They didn’t need to fret or worry. They could just exist in quiet. They didn’t need to think.

So… Leela didn’t think. She did all the things she needed to do to take care of herself. She tended to herself to keep her body clean and healthy, since it was a doll’s duty to look after itself, to care for itself. She was expensive, a luxury plaything, valuable and desirable. It was a doll’s place to make sure it kept itself in top condition, so she did.

She slept peacefully after a large, healthy meal, and there were no dreams. It was just restful, replenishing, and when she woke she felt refreshed and restored as she never had before.

She was safe, contained, cared for. A doll’s life was in many ways idyllic. She didn’t need to fret or worry about surviving, about paying bills, about finding a job, about anything. That was for other people to worry about.

She was a prized possession, something beautiful and loved, something desired, wanted, a plaything. That position came with privilege. Life was easy for her. She just needed to be pretty. She just needed to pose, look cute, obey. A doll's purpose was to played with, to offer joy and pleasure. A doll did not need to worry about money or work, about politics or stress. A doll just… was.

And she allowed herself to sink into it. She allowed herself to surrender.

After rising, showering, and having her breakfast, Leela moved to the mirror and stepped in front of it.

The girl in the mirror stared back, naked, plastic skin, wide-eyed and unreal. She looked like something drawn by a hand that adored her. Blonde hair fell in heavy, shining curls down to the small of her back. Her lips, overfull and glossed, bee-stung, parted in a tiny, surprised pout. Her eyes were enormous, framed in thick lashes so thick that they touched the tops of her cheeks when she blinked.

Her waist was impossibly small, trim, making her body hourglass, and her breasts were too perfect, round and high, nipples fat and puffy, stiff. Her skin gleamed faintly, like polished plastic.

Her hips were wide, breedable, and her ass was perky and luscious, a pert bubble-butt. Her crotch was smooth plastic, perfect for a doll, and her legs were long, smooth, with thick, shapely thighs. Even just breathing made her tits jiggle and her hips and ass sway.

Her feet stood arched over the floor, even without heels. They were made for heels now. Even without them, she stood in a way that made her tits stick out, made her ass stand proud.

Leela didn’t move. She didn’t want to.

She almost feared breathing would crack the illusion, like she might shatter herself if she dared to disturb the stillness. She didn’t want to break the spell. She stood in reverence of her new body, a strange, suspended kind of peace.

Her fingers twitched at her sides. The girl in the mirror mirrored her perfectly.

Slowly, gently, she lifted a hand to her face. Her nails, long, glossy, shaped like petals, hovered near her lips. She touched her cheek. Smooth. Cool. Not skin anymore. Not really.

Doll flesh.

She blinked again.

This was her place, her stillness. The silence of purpose. The peace of perfection.

Leela let her hand fall. Her lips curved into a tiny smile. She didn’t know why, only that it felt right. The girl in the mirror smiled back, and it lit up her whole face, not with personality, but with presence. She was not herself in the way she used to be. But she was something. A perfect doll, an object, a possession.

A plaything. Something beautiful. Something to be looked at. Wanted. Cherished.

Not for her thoughts. Not for her words. Just… her. Her shape. Her polish. Her softness.

And that was okay. That was enough.

She tilted her head, just slightly. A motion without meaning, but so sweet and pretty it made her ache. Her hair swayed with the movement, golden and slow. She couldn’t remember the name of the colour. Only that it shimmered. That it belonged.

A voice came from behind, a quiet memory.

“How does it feel?”

Ms Heresy had entered the room without her realising.

Leela blinked. It took a moment for the sound to register. For the question to settle.

She stared at herself. Her lips parted, but no answer came.

Ms Heresy smiled.

“It’s alright. You don’t need to explain. Just look.”

So she did. Leela looked. Not with judgment, or disbelief. With awe.

Because the girl in the mirror wasn’t afraid. She wasn’t broken. She wasn’t even trying.

She was just there. Standing. Smiling. Shining.

A doll. A thing. An object. Life was easy.

She surrendered.

Leela shifted, stepped forward, raising her hand to press it against the glass. The reflection met her halfway. Palm to palm. Skin to skin. Her touch left no smudge.

She thought, just briefly, of Liam. Of shirts that didn’t fit right, of bills, stress, jobs that drained every last scrap of energy, of voices that cracked, of trying too hard to belong, of struggling to just barely scrape by, of fighting constantly only to get nowhere.

The memories hovered like old photographs, faded at the corners. They didn’t hurt anymore.

They didn’t matter. The girl in the mirror was his future. His reward. His release.

A low hum rose around her, barely sound, more sensation. It moved through the walls, through her feet, up her spine. She didn’t flinch. It felt… good. Like warmth curling around her brain. Like quiet applause.

“You’re home now.” Ms Heresy said, stepping closer.

Leela nodded.

Yes.

She was home.

She lowered her hand, let her arms rest naturally again. The pose returned. Gentle, soft, suggestive.

Everything about her was shaped to be seen. Admired. Touched. But she no longer felt exposed.

She felt finished. No more questions. No more searching. No more wanting.

Just a doll. Just beauty. Just peace.

Ms Heresy placed her hands on Leela’s shoulders and kissed the top of her head, light as breath.

“You’re exactly what you were meant to be.” She said.

Leela closed her eyes and smiled. She believed her.

“Now, let’s get you dressed. You’ve got a party to attend. Everyone is dying to meet you.”

And with that Ms Heresy led Leela to the wardrobe.


Six

The wardrobe dressed Leela in pink. Of course it was pink. What other colour was there for a pretty doll like her?

Her dress was skin tight, pastel, low cut and short. It clung to her, showing off her hips, ass, waist, and the hem of it was so high that even small movements risked flashing her ass. Given how low cut it was it flashed a lot of her cleavage too, her breasts straining the cloth so that it seemed like at any moment the seams might rip.

They didn’t rip though. Her tits were squeezed and looked ready to spill out, jiggling with each breath. Her legs were clad in pink fishnet stockings, pink high heels on her feet, and she wore a pink collar around her neck with the word DOLL on it in gold letters. Her earrings were big gold hoops and her face was painted with black and gold makeup. Even her fingernails were pink. She was perfect.

She had on no panties.

Yet, she didn’t care. That was how she’d been dressed so she knew that was how she was supposed to look. Dolls did not feel shy or embarrassed. They were not flustered by being seen. Dolls were made to be seen and if anything, Leela was just excited.

“You look adorable.” Ms Heresy said. “Better than I could have ever imagined. You’re going to gain us a lot of customers.”

Leela just smiled, beaming, eyes vacant. She felt a warm glow from the praise, the affection. She was a doll and she wanted to please her owners. She wanted to amuse people, to bring joy and pleasure, wanted to be played with. But it went no deeper than that.

She could just float in the sea of euphoria, blissful, drunk on it, and enjoy the quiet surrender. She liked how easy and how right it felt to surrender. Life was better as a doll.

“Now, let's get a move on.” Ms Heresy said. “Everyone is waiting.”

And with that Ms Heresy led Leela to the door and out of the room.
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Ms Heresy posed her just before the lights came on, moving Leela into position, making her stand in exactly the right way to show off the most of her assets. Leela could feel her heart racing, a slight tremble. She allowed herself to be shaped so that she could be fully displayed.

Her hands were at her sides, fingers delicately curved, shoulders back, chest lifted, tits proud. Her spine was held in its perfect arch by something beneath the skin, something that hummed faintly and warmed her from the inside out. Her heels clicked as they adjusted her, then fell silent as her weight settled fully into position.

She wasn’t told to smile. She just did.

A soft, vacant upward curve, lips parted ever so slightly, a hint of gloss catching the pale overhead light. Her lashes didn’t flutter. Her breathing slowed until it matched the rhythm programmed into her chest. Shallow. Quiet. Like the breath of something made to last forever.

Leela stood in the centre of the showroom, bathed in pink and gold, beneath lights so warm they felt like touch. Around her glass walls, velvet ropes, polished floors that reflected her curves like water. She stood atop a round pedestal.

Behind her, a sign glowed faintly: Model L: Premier Display.

She didn’t blink. Not yet. Not until she was allowed to.

There were others in the room, other dolls, but they stood in different poses, further back, framed in alcoves or behind silk curtains. None quite like her. She was front and centre. A centrepiece. A statement. She was the thing everyone was coming to see. She was the latest, greatest achievement of the Doll factory, all its most recent advancements put into one body, one beautiful object, one glorious toy.

Other dolls were on display, were there to show off other features or technologies, procedures the factory offered, but none were like Leela. She was unique, luxurious, the very epitome of elegance and sex.

They were all coming to see her. They were all coming to play with her.

Her thoughts, what little remained of them, moved slowly. Like honey through a glass straw. She wasn’t supposed to think anymore. Just observe. Just exist.

Buzzing excitement, eagerness, the desire to be played with, to obey, to be seen, to be loved, to offer joy and pleasure. She was a doll and a doll’s pleasure was complex and simple at the same time.

There was a flicker of movement in the distance. A soft tone sounded from the ceiling, melodic and sweet. The showroom doors opened.

She didn’t react. Not on the outside.

Yet inside, somewhere low and deep, there was a stir. Anticipation. Her systems responded with warmth. Her chest lifted slightly. Her synthetic skin flushed faintly pink in the cheeks, by design.

A handful of figures stepped into the space. They were well-dressed. Curious. Voices low and reverent, like entering a cathedral. One held a clipboard. One wore glasses and murmured to another in soft, admiring tones. Their footsteps were careful. No one wanted to disturb the air.

Leela’s gaze remained forward. She wasn’t meant to meet their eyes, but she felt them.

She felt them on her. All of their eyes.

Though the room was filled with beautiful dolls, toys of exceptional beauty, she was the one that drew their attention. They had come to see her and she could feel the lingering touch of their stares like caresses.

Their attention moved across her body like sunbeams, warming her, tracing her collarbones, her glossy lips. She felt their eyes roam over her exaggerated curves beneath the sheer pink of her outfit, lascivious eyes roaming over the flesh of her breasts, over her hips and ass, over her thighs, clad in pink fishnet.

In the back of her mind, she wondered if they could see up her dress. Were they trying to peek? Her body grew flustered and hot, her heart rate speeding up.

She was a living ornament. A toy. A doll. Perfect.

“Exquisite.” Someone whispered.

“She looks almost… aware.”

“She’s meant to. That’s part of the design.”

“May I get closer?”

“She’s exceptional.”

“Beautiful.”

Leela heard the words but didn’t parse them. Not fully. Just sound. Approval. Admiration. Praise in tones like music. Her chest tightened with each murmur. There was so much pleasure. She became drunk on it.

There was no shame. Only pride.

A strange, distant pride that filled the hollow space where her old self used to live.

They circled her slowly.

No one touched. Not yet. That would come later. Part of her yearned for that part.

One leaned in to look at her eyes.

“She’s stunning. More than I expected.”

Leela didn’t know how long she’d been standing for. Time didn’t work. There was only the light, the stillness, the gaze. She was a figure of beauty now, not movement. Not story.

And still, she felt.

Beneath the sculpted exterior, beneath the cosmetic softness and gloss, a small heartbeat of self pulsed gently. Not rebellion. Not fear.

Something like joy.

She’d never been looked at like this before. Not as Liam. Liam had slouched in his clothes, eyes down, always half-hiding from the world. But Leela was built to be seen. And they looked. Not cruelly. Not with ownership.

With awe. They admired her.

And admiration, when it was all she’d been shaped for, felt holy.

In that moment she didn’t remember being reshaped. All she knew was the afterglow. The softness in her limbs, the tight comfort of her pert body, the scent of roses and powder. The hush of the room. The approval in their eyes.

Yet… a part of her wanted to be touched. Dolls were made to be seen, to be displayed, yes, but they were also made for pleasure. That was her purpose.

She was made to be touched, to be teased. She wanted to be played with.

Dolls were made to be played with. But dolls didn’t want.

They waited. They existed. They were chosen.

“Will she stay like this?” A voice asked.

“She can remain on display indefinitely. Her posture is reinforced. Temperature-regulated. There’s no strain. It’s all comfort. And if she’s moved, she reposes herself within seconds.” Ms Heresy said. “Yet, all it takes is a single command to release her. She can be displayed whenever we need and then, when you’re ready to… play, we can release her. It’s all part of the programme.”

“A marvel.”

“Would you like to see her move?” Ms Heresy said.

A nod. A small sound of excitement.

Ms Heresy stepped forward and pressed something just behind Leela’s ear.

Softly, like a music box winding up, Leela rotated. She seemed to dance, pirouetting, yet with more sensuality than a ballerina, more femininity, more… sex. Her hips shifted, ass wiggling, and her tits jiggled.

Her platform remained static and the movements were all made by Leela. She shifted in her heels, infinite grace and poise. She moved around slowly, showing off her body, the arch of her back, the curve of her ass, the swell of her perfect, magnificent breasts, the taper of her waist.

The viewers sighed. One clapped, quietly.

“She’s more than art.”

“She’s perfection.”

“She’s everything I want.” A voice said. “How much.”

Leela stopped after one complete rotation, returning to her initial pose. Inside, something fluttered and went quiet again.

“She’s not for sale. She’s company property. However, all of the modifications that made her can be carried out on any willing individual you bring to us pending suitability.”

There was a murmur.

“But… I’ve never seen her like. I want her.” The voice said.

Ms Heresy smiled, nodded.

“I understand. She is… singular. I doubt we will ever make the like of her again, but I repeat, she is not for sale. She belongs to me, a company asset. I will not sell her. However, if you would like a demonstration…?”

There was quiet, then… agreement. Leela felt her heart leap. Time to play.
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Ms Heresy gave the command and Leela was free, free to move. She felt herself opening up, heart beating heart as she stepped off the podium. She stepped down and moved among the people, holding Ms Heresy’s hand.

“Can we touch?” Someone asked.

Leela wanted to be touched.

“Not yet. First I will demonstrate, then… then you may explore her features for yourselves.” Ms Heresy said.

Ms Heresy led Leela to the stage at one end of the room, mirrors on either side so that everyone watching had a clear view. There was a single table. Above it a screen, showing a view of the table from above. Something in the back of Leela’s mind seemed to spin, fluttering, excited and nervous.

“Up please.”

Ms Heresy led Leela up onto the stage, moved her towards the table.

“First we will show off one of my favourite features.” Ms Heresy said. “Leela’s response to pleasure. Her whole body had been enhanced to give her even more pleasure. Especially key areas. We love our dolls to be responsive and eager, so pleasure is the best way to motivate them. Obedience, praise, submission, looking pretty, even basic touch, these all cause an intense pleasure response.”

As thought to demonstrate her words Ms Heresy teased her fingers over Leela’s body. Leela moaned. Fingers caressed over flesh, plastic flesh, over the exposed skin of her thighs, up over her hips, ass, to the bare skin of her cleavage.

“See. An eager doll is a more fun doll.” Ms Heresy said. “You’re such a good doll, aren’t you?”

Leela whimpered, a soft, girly, feminine moan, exaggerated and sexual. Just the words made her hot. She wanted so badly to be played with.

“You can adjust the pleasure response up and down too. A lot of what your doll feels is controllable. Leela is currently set to our display mode. High pleasure, high desire. She wants very badly to be played with.”

Ms Heresy turned to Leela, smiling.

“Don’t you, Leela?” She asked.

Leela nodded, blushing.

“Then drop to your knees.” Ms Heresy said, tone firm.

Leela didn’t even need to think. She did as she was told.

Once on her knees Leela looked up and watched as Ms Heresy reached down to pull up her skirt, lifting it until her hard cock popped free. Leela felt her body respond to just the sight of it. Dolls were not supposed to want, but… she wanted that cock.

Ms Heresy moved forward, her cock hanging in front of Leela’s lips. Leela whined, desperate, aching. She wanted to be played with.

“I want you all to pay close attention. While Leea has been enhanced generally in her response to stimuli and pleasure, certain areas, like her mouth and tongue, have been significantly enhanced. Especially when it comes to all forms of oral worship.”

And with that, Ms Heresy pressed her cock in between Leela’s lips.

Leela’s mouth opened, parting, lips wet and soft, and she knelt, still, shaking, and Ms Heresy pressed her cock just barely in. Part of her wanted to seal her lips around the girth, wanted to suck, play, tease, wanted pleasure, but she was a doll and dolls were still. Around her she could feel eyes on her, watching, growing excited. It was like a wild dream.

Ms Heresy smeared her pre-cum over Leela’s tongue. Leela moaned, head spinning. She was a doll, a sex toy, an object to be played with and used. Nothing had ever felt so right.

The cock in her mouth grew harder, fatter, thicker. Ms Heresy thrust deeper.

Leela moaned. The pleasure pulsing out from her mouth was intense, giddy, hot. She was still, Ms Heresy doing all the work of thrusting, yet it felt so intense.

Her lips, her tongue, her entire mouth, all of it lit up with pleasure and heat. She could feel herself salivating, her body reacting. The act of kneeling, letting her mouth be used, being a good plaything, a good doll, was pure pleasure.

The waves of it washed over her as Ms Heresy fucked her cock deeper, slipping it in and out. Leela could feel it corrupting her, addictive and bright. She wanted more.

“Close your lips.” Ms Heresy said. “And show them how talented your mouth is.”

The command was the release. Leela was free to move. She sealed her lips around Ms Heresy’s cock and began to suck, teasing with her tongue and mouth, hot spit. She was free to move, free to bob her head up and down, free to play.

She wanted to play. She was a good doll and she wanted to be played with.

Leela whimpered as Ms Heresy put her hand on the back of her head, pressing her down. The tip of her cock pressed at the back of Leela’s throat. She felt her throat opening, willing, eager, and Ms Heresy slipped her cock deep.

Leela was deep-throating the cock with ease, like her body was built for it. The pleasure swelled, becoming an intense wave.

“As you can all see she is incredibly gifted. The enhancements and modifications we made have transformed her into the perfect doll, willing and eager and very talented.”

Ms Heresy worked her cock in and out of Leela’s throat and Leela could feel her body growing hot, becoming almost feral, a want and hungry. She was a doll though. A toy. An object.

She wanted so badly to be played with.

And she wanted Ms Heresy to cum again. Wanted to swallow it. Maybe afterwards others would play with her too. She wanted that as well, in the back of her head there was desire and lust and excitement, but mostly… mostly it was quiet, still surrender, pleasure. Soft warm fuzzy doll pleasure.

As Leela sucked Ms Heresy’s cock deep in her throat, she felt the waves of euphoria was over her. Life as a doll was just better. It was bliss, pure joy. This was what she was meant for. She could feel instincts kicking in, her programming, but… more than that too. It was like she was free to admit what she wanted, what she really wanted, who she was.

Leela sucked harder.

She could no longer deny the truth. She was a doll and being played with felt good. Sucking cock, having her throat fucked, felt good.

Ms Heresy fucked her face, Leela drooling, body throbbing. She sucked, teased, and moaned.

“Fuck that feels so good.” Ms Heresy said. “Such a perfect doll, such a perfect fuck-toy.”

The words made her giddy, pride and joy spreading out through her, exciting her. Leela sucked harder, working her lips, tongue, throat, swallowing.

“But… I think that’s enough for now.” Ms Heresy said.

She pulled back, pulled her cock out of Leela’s throat, out of her mouth. Leela was still, sucking gently so the tip left the seal of her lips with a subtle pop and a slurp.

She wanted more but it was a doll’s place to obey.

“Now we want to demonstrate your other features.”

Leela stared up at her.

“Now, get up and bend over the desk. Face forward, towards your audience.” Ms Heresy said.

Leela felt a tremble but before she could think her body was moving. She wanted to obey, wanted to please, wanted to be played with. She was a doll and that was her purpose.

She wanted to be seen, wanted to be watched.

[image: ]

Leela moved to bend over the desk, her legs straight, bent at the waist. Her ass stuck out, round and perky, lush, making her short dress ride up to expose her. On the screen above her and in the mirrors on either side the audience in front of her were given a very clear view of her body.

She could feel their gazes, the way they stared. It warmed her, made her feel good. She was a doll and she was made to be beautiful, to be loved, to be appreciated. She wanted them to see her, watch her, admire her, want her.

Her tits pressed on the table, squashing them, giving the audience a clear view of her cleavage, and she pressed her hands on either side, palms down.

“Look straight ahead. I want them all to see your pretty face, admire your reactions.” Ms Heresy said. “One of the best things about a doll like you is the reactions. Your pleasure is real, your desire and your joy are real. We can’t simulate that. Playing with you is more fun because you are real in a way other dolls aren’t.”

The words made Leela squirm. She was better than other dolls. Her pleasure made her better.

Leela lay bent on the table, the buzz of joy from obeying and being seen making her squirm. She could feel Ms Heresy moving about behind her.

She felt Ms Heresy step in close, press her feet inside her feet, force her legs wider. Leela let Ms Hersy force her legs wide, spreading her open. On instinct she wiggled, hips and ass shaking.

A doll was supposed to be pretty, hot, and inviting, and Leela knew just how to be inviting. She wiggled her butt, curving her back. Her ass stuck out, legs spread. She stared at the audience, big glassy eyes blinking slowly.

“Now, as you all know, our dolls come with considerable enhancements, and Leela is no exception. Her pleasure is vastly enhanced…”

To prove her point Ms Heresy ran a finger along Leela’s crack, pressing it at her ass. Her hole seemed to stretch, the plastic skin parting to allow the tip of her finger to enter her warm hole. Leela moaned, pleasure unlike anything she’d experienced before.

Her hips and ass moved on their own, wanting more. Ms Heresy’s finger sank deeper, lighting Leela’s body up with pleasure.

“And she’s fully self-lubricating too, as all our models are. Plus, as our most advanced model, you’ll find she is exceptionally pliable, able to accommodate any size, large or small, with the perfect grip.”

Leela could barely process the words. Her body was shuddering, shaking, the pleasure overwhelming. She was drunk on it, dumb on it. A doll being displayed, used, played with.

“Allow me to demonstrate.” Ms Heresy said.

Leela felt the finger in her ass retreat, slipping out of her hole. She moaned, craving more. Then… she felt more. Something thick and hard and warm pressed at her entrance.

Ms Heresy pressed the tip of her cock at Leela’s tight ass, pressing gently. There was pressure but no pain. Only pleasure. Leela could feel the seeping wetness, the lubrication, her ass stretching easily, painlessly, yet still tight. So blissfully tight.

Ms Heresy slipped the tip into Leela’s ass and Leela moaned, loudly, a soft breathy doll whimper. The cock throbbed, thick, and Leela’s hole clenched down on it without any need for her to even think. Her body was built for play.

Slowly Ms Heresy worked more and more of her cock into Leela’s hole, thick and long, slow strokes, stretching her, filling her. Leelan’s body responded, moving on its own, working back, clenching, and the pleasure grew brighter and brighter.

She could hear the audience whispering, silent awe, reverential. They were there to see her, to watch her, to admire her. She was special, beautiful and perfect and stunning. They wanted her. She was a doll, there to be played with.

She felt like she was floating.

Ms Heresy pressed her cock deep, filling Leela. Her ass clenched, milking. She was full.

“As you can see she took my considerable size quite easily. Her body is made for this. She can stretch and shrink back at ease so any size will feel quite incredible. Tight, hot, and wet, as the perfect doll should be.”

To prove her point Ms Heresy thrust, deeper, and Leela moaned.

“She’s quite lost on the pleasure too. It’s quite addictive for her, the feeling of being played with the sensation of being watched, admired, the praise… being such a good doll.”

Those words lit a fire inside Leela. She was a good doll. She wanted to be a good doll.

She worked her ass, fucking back, teasing Ms Heresy’s cock. Her body was alive, moving on instinct, programming, working to maximise the pleasure for both Ms Heresy and her.

Leela couldn’t stop. She didn’t want to stop.

She could see the faces watching her, seeing every lewd detail, but that just excited her further. She was a doll and this was her purpose.

She felt hands on her hips, gripping her, using her, the cock in her ass thick and throbbing, teasing in and out and Ms Heresy fucked her. The pleasure came in waves, the peaks higher and higher each time. Nothing in her life had prepared her for the intensity and the bliss of it.

“See how she reacts? That is all real. Her pleasure, her want, her lust, her desire to please are all real. She is perfect, a perfect example of what we can achieve with our methods.”

Ms Heresy’s voice was unsteady, hoarse with effort and desire. She fucked harder, deeper and Leela fucked back.

“And I can tell you she feels exceptional. It’s taking all my control not to cum. Her ass is even better than her mouth and her mouth is absolutely top of the range.”

Leela felt something inside her squirm. To be talked about in such terms, to be praised, it felt… good. She wanted more.

Her body kept fucking back, hips, ass, hole all working as one. The pleasure swelled, brighter and hotter. Ms Heresy kept fucking, cock throbbing, getting fatter.

“I’m going to cum Leela. I’m going to cum inside you. Do you want that?” Ms Heresy said.

Leela felt her head spin. She nodded, eager and wanton.

“Yes.” She said, voice breathy. “Please.”

The audience watched.

“Hear that want? That lust? All of it is real.” Ms Heresy said. “And that is why our dolls are special. That is why Leela is special. They are born to be dolls. They want to be dolls. This is their purpose.”

And with that Ms Heresy thrust deep. She held her cock there, the girth of it throbbing, swelling. Leela knew what it meant. Her body knew. It reacted on instinct, programming, squeezing, milking, wiggling, offering Ms Heresy, and her, the most pleasure possible.

Ms Heresy thrust and then… she came, hard. She came inside Leela, cumming over and over and over. She came hard, filling Leela’s ass, her cum warm and thick.

The pleasure of it unlocked something in Leela, something deep. She came, but not in a way she understood. Not in any way like she’d cum before.

It was her whole body, radiating out from her ass, filling her, making her float on a cloud of bliss. She came, intense, drunk on it. She came as people watched her, as Ms Heresy came inside her.

It was everything she could have ever wished for. More than she could ever have imagined. She was cumming and in that moment she knew that being a doll was just… better. It was what she’d been born for.

Slowly the climax subsided. Ms Heresy’s cock softened, and she slipped it out of Leela’s ass. Her ass clenched down in reflex to keep the cum inside her, her body craving it. Leela lay on the table, bent over, panting, heart racing. People stared at her.

She was… a doll. She was happy.

“Now, do any of you want to sample her for yourself?” Ms Heresy asked. “Do any of you want to play with our doll?”

The room burst into enthusiastic voices, movement, a sense of eager excitement, all focused on her. Leela smiled. She had a feeling she was going to love being a doll more than she could ever have imagined.

THE END
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Jamie and Riley arrive on the island expecting a harmless makeover.

What they find is a retreat stitched from silk and secrets, sweetness that lingers on the tongue, warm-lit rooms that hum with promise, and treatments that feel less like self-improvement and more like surrender.

The resort does not sculpt muscle or sharpen edges. It unravels. It softens. It teaches their bodies to open, to ache, to want.

In perfumed baths and rose-tinted chambers, something inside them begins to slip. Hips easing wider. Skin turning luminous. Lips parting with new, breathless hunger. A strange, dangerous softness blooming beneath the ribs… euphoric, irresistible.

And as their bodies shift, so does the heat between them.

A thigh brushing too long in the dark. A trembling breath caught between almost and yes.

A kiss that tastes like revelation… and ruin.

Whatever the island is doing to them, it’s working. And whatever they’re becoming, they’re becoming it together.

SOFT BODIES is an erotic metamorphosis, a tale of queer longing, dark sweetness, and the exquisite pleasure of yielding to the shape whispered by your deepest desire.

Softness isn’t a weakness.

Softness is the invitation.

The only question is… an invitation to what?


BECOMING HER MARE
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A wild, erotic transgender transformation romance

When Sam’s first love leaves him for someone “more of a man,” he runs—out of his city, out of his old life, out of the version of himself he can no longer bear. A summer ranch job promises reinvention, sweat, sunrise labour… maybe even a manhood worth reclaiming.

But what he finds is her.

Lee is sun-browned muscle and soft laughter, calloused palms and impossible kindness. Steady where he is unravelled, she loosens his shame, softens his armour, and coaxes something sweeter than masculinity to the surface.

What begins as penance becomes an invitation into service, surrender, and a femininity he never dared to touch. Lee doesn’t just see who he is, she sees who he could become.

He came to become a “better man.”

Instead he is remade, wanted, cherished, and beautifully undone.


THE WOKE AGENDA
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Daniel has always done what was expected of him. The job. The manners. The small, quiet life. But in the spaces between, he feeds another hunger. Online, under false names, he becomes a monster—spitting venom at strangers, tearing into anyone who dares to be free, feminine, or unashamed. The hate gives him something to feel.

Until someone finds him.

It begins with a message. A threat. The stranger behind the screen knows exactly who he is and what he’s done—and offers him a choice: exposure, or transformation.

What starts as blackmail soon becomes something else entirely. Daniel is drawn into a world of soft edges and hard truths, where each demand strips away another layer of who he thought he was. Makeup. Lingerie. Reflection. A slow unravelling that feels disturbingly like freedom.

The Woke Agenda is a darkly sensual tale of shame, desire, and rebirth—an intimate portrait of a man unmade and remade by the very forces he once despised, until he becomes the person he was always meant to be.


MAID SERVICE
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Kieran only wanted adventure, a few months of travel before settling into adult life. But when his bag is stolen along with all his money and passport, he’s left stranded and desperate in a foreign country. Then he sees the ad... Room, board, wages. Apply within.

The hotel is nothing like he imagined. The “interview” takes him not to an office but to a luxury spa, where his body is pampered, reshaped, and revealed as something wholly new. Kieran is transformed into a maid, a girl in silk stockings and short skirts, and is then trained to serve the guests with more than just fresh sheets.

What begins as humiliation becomes heady, intoxicating bliss. Each new task awakens cravings he never knew he had, until he can no longer deny the truth, he loves being a pretty, obedient maid, desired and adored. And under tender yet commanding guidance, Kieran’s shame melts into joy, his service into love.

Now, with his contract nearly over, Kieran faces the choice of a lifetime. Should he return to the boy he once was, or surrender fully to the girl he has become, a shameless, devoted maid, ready to give her heart and body forever.

A decadent tale of feminization, service, and unexpected romance, perfect for readers who crave transformation, surrender, and the intoxicating thrill of becoming.


About the Author

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

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

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

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