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Chapter 1.
The inn, The Crooked Screw, was crowded, raucous, bustling with men and women gathered to trade rumours and illicit wares, drink and laugh and dance and flirt.  In one corner a group of men were playing cards, a pile of coins in the middle of the table.  Behind the bar May, the bar’s owner, stood surveying her domain, her keen brown eyes watching for any breach of her laws—no blades, no children, nothing stronger than her liquor.
As Finn entered, pushing the heavy wooden door open with more than a little effort, the bar hushed.  Faces turned and looked up and as they recognised him they turned away, ignoring him, returning to their games and chatter and bartering.  Only May made eye contact, her mass of dark black curly hair tied up, her blouse low cut to show off her ample chest, but it was her smile and her eyes that most people stared at.  Finn made his way to the bar and May set about pouring him a drink, a tankard of ale, the head of froth dense and dark.
“Been a while Finn.  I was beginning to worry.”  May said.
Finn stopped at the bar and dropped a single worn coin down onto the bar.  He lifted the tankard and drank, deeply, before putting the cup down.
“Spot of trouble so I had to lay low for a while, but nothing I couldn’t handle.”  Finn said.
He was grinning, the same smug, almost arrogant smile he always wore, cocky and charming and full of mischief.  May laughed, shook her head.
Finn had not long been a regular of The Crooked Screw, May’s rule on no children preventing him entering until his recent birthday, but ever since that day had been a regular and had quickly become a welcome patron, finding a home of sorts amongst the thieves and pickpockets that used the inn to sell and buy goods and gossip.  He was wily and guileful, agile and cunning, and the skills he had picked up living on the streets as an orphan had seen him quickly rise through the unofficial ranks of the city’s thieves.
“I keep warnin’ you, that confidence will get yous in trouble one of these days.  End up bitin’ off more than you can chew, mark my words.”  May said.
She was smiling, grinning, and she shook her head.  Finn laughed.
“You don’t need to worry about me.  Now, has Deacon been in?  I hear he’s got a good job on offer.”
May nodded.  She tipped her head towards a door at the back of the bar.
“Back room as usual.  He’s had a few visitn’ him today so might be the job he has is gone, but no one tells me.”
Finn dipped his head in an informal bow, a sign of gratitude.  He dropped another, smaller coin on the bar and May slipped it into the pocket of her dress with a smooth, well-practised gesture.
“Thanks.”  Finn said.
Finn turned and stepped back from the bar, moved towards the back door.  On the far side of the room, from the table where the group of men sat playing cards, shouts erupted.  Chairs were kicked out and several men stood and the shouting grew louder.  Finn glanced in their direction and moved quickly, eager to avoid any violence that was about to occur, painfully aware that he was, women included, one of the smaller of May’s patrons.
One man threw a punch, and several others joined in.  The table was overturned and cards and coins were spilled.  Others joined the violence and May just watched—no blade no problem, and pay for any damage was an understood rule of The Twisted Screw.
Finn hurried through the crowded room as it heaved.  He had always been short and scrawny, thin and lacking any real muscle, and where that was a bonus in his line of work—he’d learnt at a young age how to avoid the larger, older boys who preyed on the weak and slow, developing quick reflexes and even quicker wits—it was not something he had ever been comfortable with.  Other men were tall and broad, strong and firm and handsome, whereas he was small and lithe, petite and dainty and, to his utter dismay, almost pretty.
As the fight reached its peak Finn reached the door.  He did not wait to see the conclusion, pulling the door open he slipped inside and trod the now familiar path to Deacon’s unofficial office.
 

“Enter.”
Deacon’s voice reverberated through the narrow door, a low, weathered grumble, and Finn turned the handle to push the door open, entering as instructed.  The room was small and dark, barely enough room for the desk behind which Deacon sat, looking over papers, and the chairs around it.  One either side of the door stood two large, burly men, both them massive compared to Finn, ominous masses of muscle, Deacon’s body guards and enforcers.
“I heard you were looking for me?”  Finn said.
The door swung closed with an ominous click and Deacon looked up.  He was old, grey hair and rheumy eyes, but he was shrewd and smart and well respected.  He nodded, smiling.
“Yes, yes I was.  Sit, please.”  Deacon said, gesturing to one of the chairs opposite him.
Finn took a deep breath, the room reeking of stale dust and old tobacco smoke, and moved to sit though he preferred to stand closer to the door and the exit.  Behind him he could almost feel the two guards watching him, waiting for some small sign that might unleash their barely constrained violence.
Deacon watched, eyes narrow and scrutinising as Finn sat.  Finn felt awkward and nervous but tried not to let it show.  He was easily the smallest person in the room and the lack of escape routes set him on edge.  He glanced around the room and Deacon appraised him, his long red hair swept back out of his face, his big, bright green eyes taking in even the smallest details, his freckled cheeks flush from the humid, close heat of the small office.  He kept his smile up, a mask, hiding his uncertainty.
“I’ve been keeping an eye on you Finn, and I like what I’ve seen.  I’ve heard nothing but good things about you.”  Deacon said.
Finn turned to face Deacon and widened his smile.  The old man watched him, curious, his grin almost lecherous as he studied the fine details of Finn’s face, his high cheek bones, full lips, soft jawline.
“Thank you.”  Finn said.
“Praise where it’s due.”  Deacon said.  “Now, I have a job offer, if you’re willing?”
Finn sat up and leant forward.  Deacon handled the biggest contracts and the largest scores.  A job offer from him was nothing to sniff at.
“I’m willing.”  Finn said.
Deacon grinned, nodding, his smile subtle.
“Fair warning though, I’ve set others this job before but none of them were able to complete it.  Are you sure you’re still interested?”
Finn nodded.  One big job like this would make his name and line his pocket.  His days of living job to job and struggling to survive and get by would be behind him.  He’d have the security he’d always craved.
“Absolutely.”  Finn said.
Deacon’s smile widened and he chuckled.  He turned to one side of his desk, opened a drawer and pulled out a bundle of papers.  He looked up at Finn.
“You’ve heard of Pierre Nochi?”  Deacon asked.
“The toy maker?”
Deacon nodded.  He pushed the papers over the desk towards Finn.
“The very same.  You see Pierre is an artisan of unrivalled skill.  His toys are not just for children, and his wares are highly sought after.  Some of his more… quality pieces sell for very good coin.  However, his methods of manufacture are a closely guarded secret and he has never taken an apprentice.  I have a client who will pay handsomely for a better understanding of how Pierre manages to produce such masterpieces.  I want Pierre’s notebooks, and as a bonus you’ll be able to sell any small items you are able to carry out.”
Finn nodded.  A simple burglary, stealing some books from a simple toy maker.  It was almost too easy.
“I’ll do it.”  Finn said.
Deacon chuckled, a dry, throaty laugh.  He nodded, obviously pleased.
“Excellent.  I’m pleased to hear you’ve accepted my offer.  These papers are the rough plans of his workshops.  Feel free to look them over.  I’m afraid I’m unable to advise you on security matters though, so you’ll need to think on your feet once you get on site.”
Finn turned his attention to the crudely drawn plans.  They seemed simple enough, a shop front, some living quarters, storage rooms, a set of workshops.  A cold shiver ran up his spine.  It was too easy.
“You said no one had been able to complete the job before.  What happened?”  Finn asked.
Deacon laughed again, the same throaty chuckle.  Finn was aware of the two large, burly enforcers behind him, men more than twice his size.  He’d agreed, a verbal contract, and it was too late to back out now.
“It’s hard to know.”  Deacon said.  “Seeing as how none of them returned.”
 

The city streets grew quiet as the crowds dispersed, the market traders tidying away their wares for the day, the shops locking their doors.
Finn wandered a varying, winding, circular route around the streets and alley of the city’s upmarket commercial district, passing bakeries and butchers and dress makers and tailors, pausing every so often to browse the goods on offer through the windows.  Around him the last of the day’s shoppers, pretty women in fancy dresses and men in smart suits, wandered, chatting and giggling and laughing, oblivious to what troubled the slim, young man.
He had passed Pierre’s toy shop five times so far, had stopped outside twice to survey the premises, only once daring to look in through the windows at the wares he sold, aware that he might well be observed and his interest noted.  So far he had seen nothing that alarmed him, nothing that might explain the disappearance so many talented thieves and burglars, and that scared him.
It was true that Pierre’s toys were remarkable, the dolls he had on display many and varied, all of them of exceptional beauty and craft, their clothes outfits immaculate and their faces almost human—like fair maidens on a bright summer day in the full bloom of youth—but nothing about the shop suggested at any extraordinary security.
As the sun set Finn passed the shop once more, noting that the doors were locked, the windows shuttered, and the lights were out.  As the day darkened so too did his mood.  He was committed to the job but was no closer to knowing what lay in store for him.
As night settled and the street emptied utterly, becoming full of shadows and silence, Finn made his way by the back alleys to the rear of the toy shop.  He moved quietly, keeping to pools of darkness, dressed in loose black clothes so he blended with the gloom, his bag of tools slung over one shoulder.  He had the floor plan memorised, he was skilled, smart, and he knew that his small stature allowed him to take advantage of access routes others could not.  If anyone could carry out this job it was him, and afterwards he’d be a legend.  Finn smiled at the thought of the coin and reputation and praise he was about to earn.
Finn stopped outside the back door, down a narrow alley, and watched.  He waited for a good ten minutes but there was no movement, the workshop and storeroom windows dark, the shop silent.  As the moon became bright and the stars emerged Finn slunk across the street and, like a cat, jumped up onto the roof of the wood store to the back of the main rooms.  He moved to the upper windows and, pulling a tool from his bag, set to opening them.
The windows opened easily, no lock holding them closed, and, before he could be observed, Finn slipped inside.  He paused, the room was quiet and dark, but there was no noise, no pad of footsteps or rasp of tools, not even the muffled sigh of breath.  Finn moved through the room, his hand outstretched, navigating the close darkness by feel, until he found the door.
It opened silently, on well-oiled hinges, and Finn felt his spirits lift for the first time.  The other thieves had obviously been cocky and had been caught.  They were obviously rotting forgotten in one of the city’s prisons.
Finn descended the stairs down to the workrooms at the back of the shop and as he turned the corner he stopped.  From the closed door at the foot of the steps came a soft, dull, blue glow.  Finn was not alone.  He dared not move, barely dared breath.  The light from the door ahead was constant, though there was still no noise.  Finn waited, the light did not change, no shadows moved, and he smiled, began to relax—a lantern left burning, that was all.
Finn made his way down towards the door on silent feet, no noise or sound betraying him.  He stopped at the door, put his ear to the wood to listen, but there was only silence.  He reached out, grasped the handle, turned it and pushed the door open.  The hallway brightened as light flooded out and Finn peered into the workshops and his heart stopped and he froze.
In the middle of the room, turned to face him, staring at him, was the most beautiful woman Finn had ever seen, naked, her skin pale blue, her hair the colour of the early night sky.  The woman smiled, as though glad to see him.
“Ah, a visitor.  It has been so long.”  She said—her voice like music.
Finn could not move, his breath caught, his mind racing, panic, lust, terror.  The woman’s feet floated several inches above the floor.
“Come in.”  She said.  “I insist.”




Chapter 2.
Finn wanted to turn, wanted to run, escape, but he was frozen, his body rebelling against his will.  He wanted to scream, to shout, to act in some way to break the spell that had been cast over him, binding him in place, but he could not.  He stood frozen, impassive and inert until, slowly, his legs began to move on their own.
He stepped forward, into the room, obeying the woman’s instruction against his will, his body beyond his control.  As he walked forwards the woman made a simple hand gesture and the door behind him swung closed, the click of the lock a loud metallic punctuation in the quiet.  The woman smiled, a wide grin, her eyes, a bright luminescent blue, lit from within by their own fire, roaming Finn’s body, and she nodded.
“Yes, yes you are just perfect.  Better than any of the others.  I’ll be able to do wonderful things with you.”  She said.
Her voice was soft and smooth, cream and honey, but within it there was a confidence, a surety that sent a tingle running up Finn’s spine, her complete lack of doubt making him feel small and weak, trapped.  The woman raised a hand, palm facing Finn, and Finn stopped just in front of her, stood stationary, silent, as though waiting further instruction.
Finn railed against the prison of his flesh, his mind racing with questions, escape plans, desperate to break free of the strange woman’s influence.  His body remained stubbornly locked in place, unwilling to cooperate, held by the woman’s aura of power.
“So, let me guess, from the looks of you you are another thief come to steal the secrets of my Master?  Learn how he makes such wonderful toys?  Or perhaps you have just come to take a few valuable trinkets to sell?  Tell me no lies.”  The woman said.
The woman’s words seemed to hover in the air for a moment, almost mesmerising, her voice almost a song, sinking slowly into Finn’s subconscious.  Something in Finn’s mind shifted and his mouth opened almost without thinking.  His deception was already prepared and, though it might not be convincing, there was no way they could prove he was a contracted burglar.
“Yes.  I am a thief.  I was contracted to steal the toy makers notebooks so that others could learn his secrets.”  Finn said—his voice was flat and emotionless.
Finn paled, fear rising.  Why had he so willingly admitted the truth?
The woman laughed and the sound of it was bright and lovely.  She nodded, still smiling, as though amused, as though pleased, and as she looked over Finn, as though surveying him, he shivered, afraid.
“As I thought, as I thought.  Not that I’m complaining.  You thieves have supplied me with plenty of wonderful raw materials, though none so lovely as you.  We’ll be able to achieve great things together you and I, once I get my Master’s permission of course.”
The phrase raw materials set Finn’s skin crawling, needles of ice prickling the back of his neck.  He understood now what had become of those who had gone before him, even if their precise fate was still unknown.
“Now, why don’t you stay there while I go fetch him.  He’ll want to get a good look at you to decide what I’m to do with you.”  The woman said—she sounded eager, almost excited.
Finn’s body remained inert unable to move or shift, his head locked in place, feet stuck to the floor.  The woman, still levitating several inches off the floor, turned and floated around Finn, out of sight, her hair billowing as though caught in a strong wind though the air in the room was still.  There was the quiet click of the door opening, then, after a moment, the louder heavy click of it falling closed, the lock falling back into place.  Finn was alone, trapped, his fate unknown.
 

The room was cold and dim, though large, the walls and floor stone, the ceiling bare wood.  There were no windows and the only door was behind him.
Finn looked around the room as best as he could manage, his body help rigidly in place by the strange woman’s command.  There were no tools, and only one table, though there were many shelves, filled with old books and bottles full of strange coloured liquids, cases with odd trinkets inside, jars of dried flowers and preserved organs.  On the table were an array of bowls, pages with scribbles that seems to glow, a single spool of pink ribbon, and a single small brass key, as might wind a mechanical toy or clock.
Time passed, Finn’s body ached, pins and needles, yet still he could not move, his entire body bound by some invisible force, his mind racing, heart thundering.  From behind came the soft pad of light footsteps, the click of the door opening, a subtle breeze.
“Here they are, waiting for your inspection just as I instructed them.”
The woman’s voice was as soft and sweet and enchanting as Finn remembered.  The footsteps approached and a man moved around Finn, stepped into view.  Pierre, the toy maker, grinning, his grey eyes bright and sharp.
“Ah, I see why you were so excited by this one.  Yes, I think there’s real potential for something truly remarkable.”
Pierre spoke slowly, his gaze examining Finn, eyes narrow.  He was taller than he had seemed from the street, and broader, his arms and chest muscled from hard manual work, his hands skilled and capable.
He moved around Finn, slow steps, barefoot yet still considerably taller than Finn even in his boots.  He wore a simple pair of dark trousers and a white shirt, while the mysterious blue woman remained naked, her body lush and full, lithe and slim and beautiful.
“Yes, yes.  Really wonderful.  You’d think to look at them that you’d already begun your work.”  Pierre said.
He circled Finn and came to stand in front of him, looked into his face, eyes narrowed with scrutiny.  He was still smiling, nodding, his chin coarse with salt and pepper stubble, his hair swept back out of his face, deep red with hints of grey, his face weathered but still handsome, fine lines around his mouth and at the corners of his eyes.
“The face especially is wonderful, such lovely eyes and lips, such a remarkable bone structure.  Naturally pretty even if they don’t realise it.”  Pierre said.
Finn blushed.  He tried to look away but could not, his face and throat and chest suddenly hot with embarrassment and humiliation.  He knew he wasn’t classically masculine or handsome but to be called pretty to his face so brazenly while held against his will left him feeling powerless and small and shamed.  A hot coal blazed in his gut and, worse, his cock throbbed, as though aroused by the emotions Pierre’s words provoked.
“Yes.  I see no reason why you can’t work with this one.  You have my full consent.”
“Wonderful, wonderful.  Thank you!  It’ll be so much fun and I’ll make you so proud!”  The woman said.
Pierre turned to her, grinning.  The woman, dazzling, beautiful beyond words, was beaming.
“You always make me proud Kae, and I’m sure this time will be no exception.”
The woman, Kae, smiled wider, clearly happy with Pierre’s praise.  Her eyes were bright, her expression devoted.  Pierre turned back to face Finn.  Finn was still frozen, unable to move or speak.
“Now, how about you free them a little so we can explain the situation and begin.”  Pierre said.
“Of course Master.”  Kae said.
Kae turned her attention to Finn, her feet still floating above the floor, and raised one hand.
“Relax a little pretty thing, though no struggling.”  Kae said.
 

Finn’s body relaxed, suddenly free, and after so long held static he almost fell as his limbs unlocked.  He breathed hard, stepped back away from Pierre and Kae, but though he wanted to scream, to shout, to turn and run or to attack, he could not, and so he retreated to a far corner of the room.
“Now, I assume you know me.”  Said Pierre.  “But I’m sure you have lots of questions about my lovely assistant.”
Pierre gestured to Kae.  Kae smiled, dipped her head in a formal greeting.
“For the sake of brevity I’ll give you the short summary.  Kae is a fairy, and it is with her help that I am able to make such wonderful toys.”
“She’s a slave then?”  Finn asked.
Both Pierre and Kae laughed.  Kae shook her head.
“No, never.  I am with my Master because I wish to be.  He offers me the chance to have fun, with toys like you, and he is kind and cares for me as no one else ever has.”
“Kae is free to leave whenever she wishes.  That she chooses to stay with me means more than I can ever express.  Together we work to make a range of rather special toys, dolls, for unique collectors.  You might have heard rumours, or maybe not.  I’m sure it was my notebooks pertaining to those that your client wanted.”
“Dolls?  What’s so special about dolls?”  Finn asked.
Pierre chuckled.  He shook his head.
“You’ll see.”  Kae said.
Finn frowned, Kae’s tone full of a mischief and humour that set the hairs on the back of his neck on end.  Pierre turned and moved towards the table, picked up the reel of pink ribbon and the brass key, turned and moved closer towards Finn.
“They’re really quite unique dolls, and I’m sure you’ll appreciate that soon enough.  For now though I have an offer for you, one you need to listen to carefully.  You see, what Kae and I have in mind for you requires your consent to work, and the alternative is I release you to the city’s law enforcement, where, and trust me on this, you’ll be treated very, very unfairly, since many of my best clients sit in positions of considerable power, and they have an interest in helping me keep my secrets secret.”
Finn shivered, a cold chill running up his spine.  The city’s guards were notoriously harsh on thieves already, and the threat of being treated with extra severity left him cold.  Is this what the others had chosen?  Were they all rotting in a forgotten cell somewhere or perhaps even in a shallow, unmarked grave?
“So… what… what’s the offer?”  Finn asked.
Pierre smiled and Kae, levitating, her blue hair flowing around her shoulders, her body flawless and hypnotic, moved to her Master’s side.  The pair seemed almost charitable, willing and ready to forgive if only…
“I want you to help me make my next doll.  I think you have just what we’ve been looking for to complete a rather special project I’ve had in mind for quite some while.”  Pierre said.
Finn frowned.  The offer seemed too simple.
“Just a doll?  Help you make a doll and then… I’m free to go?”  Finn asked.
Pierre and Kae laughed.  Their amusement set Finn on edge.
“I suppose… why not.  If, when my doll is complete, you want leave, you may.”  Pierre said.
“I’m sure you won’t want to though.  Doll making is so much fun.”  Kae said.
Finn’s expression did not change, still frowning.  He took a deep breath, aware that he was still held by Kae’s spell, unable to flee of or cry out of act out in violence.  Finally, slowly, reluctantly, he nodded.
“I guess I don’t have much choice.”  Finn said.
 

Both Pierre and Kae broke into wide smiles, both clearly ecstatic.  Finn felt the coal in the pit of his stomach grow heavier.  The act of submitting, willingly, sent a thrill through him, his cock aching at more than just the sight of Kae’s perfect body.
“I’m pleased to hear it.  Now, a final act to commit you to the project.”  Pierre said. 
Pierre unravelled a length of ribbon from the spool.  He pulled a knife from his pocket and cut the ribbon, help the length of pink silk out to Kae who took it, grinning.
Kae turned to Finn and floated across the floor towards him.  Her smile was unnerving, dazzling, mesmerizing, beautiful, her blue eyes pools in which he could drown.
“Now, this is simple enough.  You just need to agree for the magic to work.  Is that understood?”  Kae asked.
Finn nodded, confused, but accepting.  There was no other choice.  He just needed to go along with them for now, help them make this one doll and then he was free.
“Do you agree to bind yourself to me and my Master, to help us in producing a pretty, obedient doll of exceptional beauty?”
Finn nodded.
“Yes.”
Kae and Pierre both smiled.
“And do you agree to obey us, mind, body and soul, to commit yourself utterly to the tasks we set you, to follow our command without question, to commit yourself absolutely to us?”  Kae said.
Finn nodded again.  There was no other way out.  It wasn’t forever.
“Yes.”  Finn said.
“Then step forward and bow your head.”  Kae said.
Finn paused for a moment.  He considered his options but found them lacking.  Finally he stepped forward, lowering his head, submitting to Kae and Pierre’s will.  Kae lifted the length of pink ribbon to his neck and wrapped it around his throat.  The silk was soft, a sweet gentle caress.
Kae spoke a word in an unfamiliar language and the ribbon pulsed, warm, tightened, sealing itself around Finn’s neck.  Finn lifted his head, raised a hand to the ribbon, tugged at it, but it held firm, as though part of him, a pretty silk collar.
“There.  The magic is done.  You are bound now.  It is not as bad as you feared, no?”  Kae said.
Finn shook his head.  Pierre stepped forward.
“Now, I’ll be leaving you in the care of Kae, so that she might prepare you.”  Pierre said.
He lifted his hand, the small brass key between his fingers.  He gave the key to Kae.
“Bind her to this.  A little clockwork thing I think seems fitting.”  Pierre said.
Pierre turned back to Finn.  He was smiling, lecherous.
“I look forward to seeing my doll once she is finished.  But, I suppose before I leave, I should at least ask your name.”  Pierre said.
Finn took a deep breath.  The collar around his throat, silk ribbon, pink, snug, seemed too tight, clouding his thoughts.
“Finn.”
Pierre smiled.  Kae smiled, an odd look in her eye.  Kae and Pierre both shook their heads.
“That’s no name for a pretty doll.”  Kae said.
Finn frowned.  Pierre laughed.
“No, it’s not.  I think I’d much prefer something more obviously feminine.  Something prettier.  How about… Fiona.”
“Oh, just perfect.”  Kae said.
Pierre looked into Finn’s eyes.  He smiled.
“Now, what is your name?”
Finn opened his mouth but no words came.  Around his neck the collar throbbed, a strange warmth that spread from his neck, filling his whole body, his cock swelling.  His mind became cloudy, foggy.
“Fi… Fi… Fiona…”  Fiona said.
Fiona’s face fell and she shook head, as though trying to clear her thoughts.  Pierre grinned and Kae clapped, excited.
“Good doll.  You’re already proving your potential.  Submitting so willingly.”  Pierre said.
“Now, say thank you to your Master for your new name.”  Kae said.
Fiona frowned, pouting.  She struggled for a moment and the pink ribbon collar around her neck tightened.  Her head throbbed.
“Thank you… Master.”  Fiona said—there was a swell of pleasure as she obeyed, almost knocking her from her feet, the room spinning, her thought hazy.
Pierre grinned, turned to Kae.  They were both smiling.
“Yes… I think this one is going to make quite the special doll.”  Pierre said.
Fiona froze as she realized the truth.  The doll she was now bound to make was her.




Chapter 3.
“Say goodbye to our Master Fiona.”  Kae said.
Fiona stiffened for only a moment, resisting.  The pink ribbon around her neck, her collar, grew hot and tight, choking her, pain radiating out.  Her body ached.
“Goodbye… Master.”  Fiona said—her voice was ragged, soft, little more than a hissed whisper.
She had obeyed in the end, relenting, giving in to the command, submitting, and the collar around her neck rewarded her.  She whimpered and bit down on her bottom lip as the slip of pink ribbon hummed with a soft, warm pleasure that made her cock throb and swell.
“Good girl.  I look forward to seeing the progress you and Kae make on my new doll.  And of course I am a man of my word.  If, at the end of all of this, you want to leave, you may… but I’m quite confident that you’ll willingly choose to stay.”  Pierre said.
Pierre turned to Kae.  Kae was beaming, grinning, clearly eager to begin her work in transforming Fiona into a pretty, special doll.
“You have fun too.  I have high hopes for this one, and I’m sure you won’t disappoint, since you never have.”  Pierre said.
Kae giggled.  Her face lit up, bright and pretty, clearly excited by Pierre’s praise.  She floated over to him and he reached out, put a hand on the back of her neck, and pulled her towards him, kissing her firmly and with passion.  His other hand ran down to Kae’s butt, the firm, round softness of it, squeezing.
Fiona watched, staring, Kae’s naked beauty and Master’s firm strong confidence, the both of them breath taking, and she felt her body respond, her pulse quickening, her cock swelling, hardening, becoming stiff, aching.  She could not help but admire Kae, her curves, her beauty, her subtle breasts and wide hips, narrow shoulders and flat stomach, curved butt and legs, her radiant face—Fiona wondered what it would be like to touch her, to caress her, wondered what it would be like to be as beautiful as her, as sexy and pretty.  She watched the way Master took what he wanted from his willing fairy servant, holding her body, squeezing and kissing her, his desire and lust obvious—Fiona shuddered as she imagined how it might feel to be wanted like that, to be touched like that, to be taken and claimed like that.  The thought both appalled and excited Fiona, her cock becoming almost painful.
Master released Kae and the fairy floated, grinning, buzzing with a quiet joy.  He turned to Fiona and dipped his head.
“I look forward to seeing what you two achieve.  Now, be good for Kae, not that you have a choice.”  Master laughed.
Fiona was mute, lost for words.  She watched and as he turned and left, the door swinging closed behind him, leaving her alone with Kae.  The fairy turned to her, naked, beautiful, smiling.
“Now, how about we begin.  We have a lot to do, but I know we’re both going to have so much fun!”  Kae said, clapping her hands together.
Fiona swallowed the lump in her throat.  She had no choice.  She had agreed and now she was bound, by magic, until the task was complete.  She clung to Master’s words, that she would be free to go once the work was done, once the doll was finished, once she was transformed.  Still, something in his confidence intimidated her, his certainty that she would not want to leave, and she wondered just what lay in store for her.
“Now, why don’t you strip for me.  Completely naked.  I’ll need to see just what we have to work with if we’re to make you in to the best, prettiest doll possible.”  Kae said.
Fiona paled.  Her heart skipped.  She could not remember the last time anyone had seen her naked, let alone a beautiful, sexy woman like Kae.  The thought of exposing her dull, skinny, scrawny body to the curvy, glamourous fairy made her feel small and weak and humiliated, ashamed and embarrassed—her cock throbbed harder, as though her arousal were feeding on the indignity.
“Now Fiona!”  Kae said—her voice was firmer, commanding.
Fiona struggled for only a moment before submitting, obeying.  She lifted her hands and began to pull off her loose black clothes.
 

“There, that wasn’t so hard now was it?”  Kae said.
Fiona shook her head, stood naked in front Kae looking down at her feet, her hands in front of her hard cock to hide her shame.  The room seemed almost to spin, heaving as her thoughts and emotions swarmed.  It had felt almost impossible as she stripped yet she had no choice and so she had removed everything she wore except for the pink ribbon collar around her neck, and she wished that the ground would crack open and swallow her whole—the sensation of being so exposed, so vulnerable, in front of so beautiful a woman, made Fiona want to cry and she bit down hard on her bottom lip to quiet herself, her cheeks burning with shame.
She stood silent in the middle of the room, waiting for the laughing and the insults to start.  She knew they were coming, and only hoped that they would be over quickly.
“You don’t seem so sure.  Still, I suppose a little embarrassment in your situation is to be expected.  It’s all still new to you, but you’ll get used to it, and I’m sure soon enough you’ll enjoy being seen and exposed as much as I do.”  Kae said.
Fiona could not imagine every being even comfortable being naked, let alone enjoying it.  Her body was small and unappealing, scrawny, and she longed to dress in her baggy, loose clothes to hide it.
“Now, move your hands please.  I want to see all of you.  Stand proud, hands behind your back, head up.  You’re a pretty doll and you need to be confident.”  Kae said.
Her tone was again commanding, her words compelling Fiona to obey.  The pink ribbon throbbed and Fiona moved her hands slowly away from her cock, exposing herself, her cheeks growing hotter as her swollen, hard dick jutted out, her arousal at her situation humiliating her.
Kae’s words settled into her mind, confident, pretty doll, and seemed to lodge there, sinking into her subconscious, becoming part of Fiona’s new identity.  She was a pretty doll, she needed to be confident.  Fiona lifted her head and took a deep breath and forced a smile even as her mind rebelled at her shame, her exposure.
“Much better!  Such a good girl.”  Kae said.
Fiona blushed at the praise but it warmed her, a soft euphoric joy spreading through her, enhanced by the collar.  She stood a little straighter, shoulders back.
“Now, time to get a good look at you.”  Kae said.
Kae floated around Fiona, nodding, smiling, studying her.  She remained quiet, only small murmurs, circling, never touching.  Fiona stood still with her hands behind her back, head up, eyes forward.
“Yes… yes… very nice indeed.  Even better than I expected.”  Kae said.
Fiona smiled despite herself, Kae’s words making her heart swell and her belly flutter.  She stood, naked, in only her pink collar, blushing, biting her bottom lip, her bright green eyes sparkling.
“You are already so pretty!  Your body is trim and cute, with subtle curves, and your face is naturally pretty, even beautiful, though you’ve clearly done your best to hide it.  I’m sure all the boys like you.”  Kae said.
Fiona blushed a deeper shade of crimson.  She thought back to her days on the streets, before she had fully developed her skills as a thief and a burglar.  The other boys had been cruel and taunting, vicious, mocking her, and as she had grown their ire had only grown and she wondered now if perhaps they had not resented her—did they find her pretty, did they desire her, did her presence confuse and anger them because of the emotions she provoked?
“I think we’ll go for innocent beauty to start, as that would suit you best.  Perhaps later we can change you, go for more voluptuous and brazen, but girlish and cute seems a fun way to begin given your already substantial natural charms in that area.”  Kae said.
Fiona could only nod.  Girlish and pretty already seemed impossible.  She could not imagine being a voluptuous, sexy, womanly.
“Good.  Now stay still, this won’t take a moment, though it’ll take a day or two for the full effects to be seen.”  Kae said.
Kae floated away, levitating a distance from Fiona.  She raised both hands and held them palm out in front of her.  She spoke slowly, in a language Fiona did not know and did not understand, her voice like a song. 
The air in the room shifted, stirred, potent with magick and power, and the ground beneath Fiona’s feet began to glow with strange, arcane sigils.  The collar around her neck began to throb.
 

A tingle ran up Fiona’s spine, spreading out.  The ground beneath her feet grew warm.  Her skin flushed, her heart racing, and the air around her moved with strange currents.  She bit her bottom lip to keep from moaning as an unknown pleasure spread out from her core, warm and hot and aching.  Her cock grew harder, her balls tightening.
Kae smiled.  She lowered one hand, her words ceasing, though the magic in the air remained.
“First the hair I think.  You won’t need any yucky boy hair anymore.”  Kae said.
Kae lifted one hand and waved it in a deliberate gesture.  Fiona moaned out loud at the sudden tingle that ran over her body, as though her body were doused in ice water.  Her skin shimmered and as she looked down she saw her body hair dropping away, her arms, legs, chest, even her cock and balls and ass all suddenly smooth and soft, flawless, like porcelain.  Fiona reached up to her face and even there found herself smooth, her jaw and cheeks and chin softer and smoother than they had ever been.  Only her eyebrows and the hair on her head remained.
“Next I think we’ll work on those curves of yours.  Develop them just a little more to give you the girlish figure you deserve.”
Fiona could not speak, her emotions racing.  Her body, now so soft and hairless, smooth, seemed pretty, feminine, girly, and she was smiling.  The thought that there was more to come, that she was to be further changed both excited and terrified her but she could not deny that she was suddenly curious to see what was to be done to her, to experience how it would feel to have a soft, pretty, sexy, girlish figure.
Kae raised both hands and made a gesture in the air as though to mimic the shape of a woman, the curves of her chest and hips and butt.  The air shimmered.  Fiona’s body was suddenly light, and began to float.
An ache began in her chest, spreading out, filling her, a pain in her bones and joints, a fire under her skin.  Her shoulders, already narrow, grew thinner.  Her ribs shifted slightly and her nipples were lit by bright pleasure, sensitive, expanding as her chest filled out, small, pert breasts blooming, swelling until they were just barely enough for a handful. 
The pain moved down, to her belly and hips, her hips widening so that her thighs were further apart, no longer able to meet even were she to stand with her feet together, her waist cinching in.  Her butt swelled, becoming rounder to compliment her wide hips, and her legs became fuller, curvy.
The pain became a pleasure, dull, vibrant, and Fiona could not help but smile as she looked down her new body, now obviously girly, feminine, sexy.  She was suddenly pretty, desirable, and a bright euphoria spread out from her collar.  Finally, her cock and balls twitched, shrinking slightly, though still hard, aching, pulsing with need.
“I think finally the face and hair.  This might hurt a little, but there’s no risk.  I’m sure you can be brave for me can’t you?”  Kae said.
Fiona nodded, suddenly keen to see what the transformation would look like when complete, eager to see how she would look as a pretty girl, a sexy doll.  Kae gestured with one hand and Fiona felt her head lifted.  Electricity ran up her neck, through her skull.
The bones of her jaw, cheeks, and skull seemed to vibrate.  Her lips swelled, becoming more sensitive, and her chin shifted, cheeks lifting.  Her scalp became hot and a tingle ran down her neck, shoulders, tickling.
Fiona gasped, exhausted, breathing hard, the room spinning.  Kae smiled.
“I think that is enough for tonight.  Just one more touch, but I’ll save that for a surprise when you wake.  For now you need rest.”
Kae raised one hand, her thumb and middle finger pressed together.
“So I suggest you sleep.”
Kae clicked and Fiona obeyed, falling suddenly limp as she floated in the air, collapsing into a deep, restful slumber.




Chapter 4.
“Wake up Fiona.”
The words were a soft command, sweet, enticing, and Fiona obeyed without thinking, rising from her blank, restful, dreamless sleep.  She was standing, her body warm, naked except for the pink ribbon collar around her neck.
She opened her eyes and blinked, the light dull but still too bright after her slumber.  The room was different, the walls painted, soft pinks, and the floor was covered with thick rugs that were soft under her bare feet.  In front of her there was a table covered with fabrics, cottons and linens and silks and lace, needles and thread, a seamstress’s work-station.  Behind the table were a series of wardrobes, some with doors closed but most with doors open, and within hung a series of dresses, pink and red and white, elaborate feminine constructions of lace and silk, beautiful gowns and petticoats.
Fiona tried to move, to turn her head, to spin to look around the room, but could not.  Even her eyes remained fixed on a point ahead so that she could only just make out the rest of the room in her peripheral vision.  She could only blink, and breathe, her heart beating quickly now in panic.  She tried to scream, even a muffled cry, but she was silent.
“It seems the magick is working well, you’ve undergone quite the transformation while you slept.  I’m sure you love the result once you get to see.”  Kae said.
Kae moved round to stand in front of Fiona, looked up into her face, calm and smiling.  Fiona blinked, quickly, in an attempt to communicate.  Kae laughed, light and kind.
“Ah, yes, I forgot to mention that didn’t I?  While you slept I went ahead and added an extra feature to our new doll.”  Kae said.
Kae lifted her hand to her neck where, attached to a thin silver chain, the simple brass key hung.  She touched the key lightly.
“You see, it would not be fitting for a toy, a doll, to move about and talk of its own volition, so I’ve bound you to this key.  Like a wind-up doll, you will be unable to move, speak, or react without your key.  You’ll have to stand, still, posed, until someone wishes to play with you.”  Kae said.
Fiona blinked, her heart raced.  She was a prisoner in her own body, powerless to resist, at the complete mercy of whoever held her plain, brass key.  Her pink collar was tight around her throat, her transformed body naked.  She was vulnerable, exposed, and her skin tingled, a fizzing at the back of her skull.  Something in her situation excited her, thrilled her despite the precarious, terrifying nature of it.  Her balls tightened and her cock throbbed, swelling, growing hard.
Kae looked down, watched as Fiona’s dick engorged, then laughed again, a light, pleasant fluttering.  She shook her head.
“My, you are incorrigible aren’t you.  You’re going to make a most entertaining doll!  So excited and it’s only just the beginning.”  Kae said.
The heat in Fiona’s cheeks grew, her skin turning rosy, humiliation and embarrassment and shame only feeding her arousal.  She wanted to look away, to hide her face, to cover herself, but she could not.  She was frozen, bound to her key, exposed, at Kae’s mercy, and she could not deny now that it excited her.
“I could enjoy myself with you, but we have a lot to do today to get you ready, so for now I’m going to have to control myself.  Now, this might feel a little… strange, but you’ll get used to it soon enough, and I’m sure in time you’ll come to enjoy it.”  Kae said.
Kae pulled the chain over her head and floated around Fiona, moved to her back, swept Fiona’s hair to the side.  Something cool and metallic pressed against Fiona’s flesh and there was a sharp, sudden pain that vanished almost as quickly as it began, then a tingle running out from her throat.  Kae floated back into her line of vision and the key was gone.
“Give it a moment, but with the key in place you should now be able to move and talk, though with a few little changes that will become apparent with time.”  Kae said.
The tingles ran along Fiona’s spine, through her skull, radiating out into her limbs, her feet and hands.  She tested her neck, fingers, legs.  She could move, a little stiffly to begin, but she again had control of her body.
“Thank you, Miss.”  Fiona said—her voice was soft and girlish, polite with a subtle innocence, a tone of deference.
Fiona had not meant to say thank you but the words had come almost without willing, the manners ingrained.  She lifted her arms, but the moments were just slightly awkward, poised and graceful and deliberate, an almost imperceptible stiffness, like a toy doll.  Her head spun.
“Now, why don’t I take you to look at yourself, then we can get you dressed into something suitably pretty.”
 

Kae turned Fiona around, guided her to the other side of the room to stand in front of the large, floor to ceiling mirror.  Fiona blinked, her head spinning.  The reflection seemed unreal, almost impossible.
There was a girl stood in front of Kae, the blue fairy floating several inches above the floor, her hair flowing, face radiant.  Fiona lifted an arm to her face and the girl in the mirror matched her movements precisely—the girl, the young, innocent, pretty girl in mirror—was her.
“That’s really me?”  Fiona asked—her voice still soft, feminine, sweet.
Kae nodded.  She smiled, staring at Fiona’s reflection in the mirror.
“Yes.  That’s really you.  You’re not quite finished but I think you might already be my finest work.  What do you think?”
Fiona stared, wide eyed, her mind racing, pulse quick.  She smiled, and her hand touched her face, her long, curly red hair.
“I’m pretty.”  She said—her voice full of disbelief and wonder.
Around her neck was the pink ribbon collar, the only thing she wore.  Her face was still her face, but enhanced, the jaw line softened, nose thinner, eyes larger, still bright brilliant green, lips plump, pink and inviting.  Her red hair was longer now, the colour bolder, falling in soft curls down over her shoulders to just below her collar bone.
“More than pretty Fiona.  You’re beautiful.”  Kae said, grinning.
Fiona’s smile widened.  She could not disagree.  Her hand shifted down to her neck, caressing the collar, her throat.  Her skin was soft and pale and flawless, smooth, lacking any trace of body hair.  As she caressed herself her skin tingled, more sensitive, the sensation a bright, brilliant pleasure that made her whimper.
Her shoulders were narrower, arms lithe and thin, hands dainty.  Her chest was full now, two small pert breasts, her nipples soft pink like a summer rose, large and stiff.  She reached down to touch one and there was a jolt of bright, hot pleasure unlike anything she had ever felt before.  Fiona moaned out loud and Kae laughed, grinning.
“I see you’ve discovered one of the less obvious fun little changes I’ve given you.  You’ll be a lot more sensitive in places and you’ll find there is quite a lot of pleasure to be had in being played with like a good doll.  You’ll need to be careful you don’t become addicted.”  Kae said.
As she spoke Kae ran a hand round to Fiona’s other breast, pinching her other nipple.  Fiona cried out again, arching her back to press her breast into the fairy’s hand, the pleasure overwhelming, dulling thought and resistance.  She stared at her reflection, her face flush, expression hazy with pleasure.
The way she moved, wiggling as Kae molested her, made her cock throb, small and cute and hard, shrunken from its former size but still obvious now, erect and aching.  Her waist was narrower, her hips wide and curvy, her thighs plump and shapely, obviously feminine, girlish.  As she wiggled she caught sight of her butt and her smile became wider, a gasp of surprise and delight—her ass was round, full, plump and inviting, a womanly curve that wiggled as she shifted, pressing her breast hard into Kae’s hand.  Her cock ached, hard and throbbing, her body sexy, sensual, brazen.  She was desirable and the site of herself filled her with a deep sense of worth and joy and euphoria that is made her almost weak.
“Do you it like then Fiona?”  Kae asked.
Kae still squeezed Fiona’s nipple, teasing her, the pleasure building, a bright seed in her belly that germinated and spread.  Fiona looked at herself, so pretty, so beautiful, so much more than the bland old self that seemed now almost like a distant memory, and she nodded.
Kae released her grip on Fiona’s nipple and pulled her hand away.  The loss of contact was sudden and Fiona whined as the pleasure faded.  Kae gigged.
“There will be more later, and better, I promise.  For now though we need to get you painted and dressed.  Are you ready?”  Kae asked.
Fiona stared at her reflection, her face flush, her naked body, her pink collar.  She had already changed so much, become so pretty, so sexy.  The thought of changing further scared her, excited her, the way her body was so much more sensitive, the pleasure addictive, intoxicating, the way it was changing her mind, her willingness to submit, her eagerness for more.  She just had to persevere.  Once the doll was finished, once she was finished, she’d be free.
Fiona nodded, smiling, eager to see what more Kae was going to do to her.  Kae grinned.
“Good doll.  Now, follow me please.”
 

Fiona sat in a plain, comfortable chair in front of a smaller mirror, staring at her reflection, still mesmerised by it.  She was pretty and the thought that others would think her beautiful, would desire her, thrilled her.
“Hold that pose please.”  Kae said.
Fiona kept still, the pink ribbon rewarding her obedience.  Kae moved around behind her and a hand rand through Fiona’s hair.  There was a pinching on her neck and then a sudden cold pain, a sense of loss, her body settling. Fiona tried to move but could not, was frozen where she sat, limbs rigid like an inanimate toy sat on a shelf.  She stared at her reflection, her expression fixed now, impassive, calm and neutral even as her mind raced.  Some small undefinable quality in her had changed, her face still beautiful, body still sensual, but lacking vibrancy.  She was a doll, lacking agency, a thing to be played with and posed and touched as others wanted, with no will of her own.
The thought terrified her but, undeniable now, excited her.  She was at the mercy of Kae and whoever else might enter the room.  They could do with her as they wanted, play and touch and tease her and she was powerless to resist.  Her cock throbbed, still hard, still aching, small and cute.
“Now, we’ll do your face first, then nails.”  Kae said.
Fiona blinked.  She had no say in what was to be done to her.  Kae floated in front of Fiona to the side, studying her face.  Fiona stared at her reflection, her pretty face, long hair, wide eyes, plump lips.
Kae took a deep breath and spoke several words in her strange, song like language.  The air shifted, cracking with power.  Her face tingle, like cold rain and a fire’s warmth at once.  Kae lifted one hand and made an odd, deliberate gesture.
Fiona watched as her face was coloured—like make-up drawn on by an invisible hand.  Her eyelids were shadowed, pinks and blacks blending to draw out the green of her eyes, dusky, seductive, provocative.  Next her lashes were changed, becoming thicker, longer, darker, so that they seemed almost unnaturally beautiful.  Finally her eyes were outlined with black, emphasising their shape.  Fiona blinked, her eyes so much more dazzling, the lashes fluttering, the sensation and weight of them adding to her sense of sensuality and femininity.
Kae’s hand moved again and a layer of blush was added to her cheeks, a subtle colour that made her seem rosy cheeked and innocent, but that did not hide her freckles.  Finally, with another flourish of her hand, Kae painted Fiona’s lips—they became bright pink, a glittering wet look that sparkled, inviting and eye catching, daring and brazen.  Kae smiled.
“Wonderful.  Just wonderful.”  She said.
Fiona stared at her reflection.  Unable to move, unable to resist.  She looked even more like a doll, even more like a pretty girl, and she liked it, her mind fuzzy with a haze of joy and euphoria, her silk pink ribbon collar thrumming with pleasure.
“Now, as a last touch, your nails.”  Kae said.
She lifted a hand and spoke one word in her strange language of power.  Fiona’s hands and feet tingled and, in the edge of her vision, she watched as her fingernails changed to a bright, shiny immaculate pink, matching her lips.
“And a final touch.”  Kae said.
There was one small gesture.  Fiona’s fingernails grew, slowly, steadily, until they were half an inch longer, curved, feminine, dainty, pretty.  Kae smiled.  Fiona’s head buzzed and she would have smiled, had she been able.
“Perfect, just perfect.  You make such a pretty doll, and you’ll be pleased to hear that, because it was all done by magic, that it’s all permanent, unless Master requests me to change it.  Those nails won’t grow or break, and your make-up will remain immaculate no matter what happens.”  Kae said.
The word permanent made Fiona’s head swim.  She was like this now, forever… did that mean that once she was free to leave she’d be stuck as she was, pretty, made-up, sexy?  The thought terrified her and thrilled her, her heart racing.
“Now, I suppose it’s time we got you dressed into something pretty.  Don’t you?”  Kae said.
Fiona was frozen, still, a naked, pretty doll.  She stared at her glamourous, beautiful reflection, and in the back of her mind there was one word—yes.




Chapter 5.
There is the same sharp pain in the back of Fiona’s neck, the tingle, pleasure, electricity running down her spine, out through her skull, her limbs, her hands and feet.  Her body relaxed, softened, and she could move again, speak again, the key that bound her back in place to animate her like an obedient, pretty doll.
“Now, follow me and I’ll show you how to dress.  It’s important you know how to dress and undress to look your best.  Like any good, pretty doll part of the fun of playing with you will be dressing and undressing you in lovely, girly outfits.”  Kae said.
Fiona nodded, agreeing without thought.  Staring at her reflection, her sexy naked body, her pretty pink ribbon collar, her beautiful face, she wanted to see how she looked in glamourous dresses—though part of her resisted the desire to look feminine, desirable, another part, a part that was growing louder, stronger, understood that as a doll it was her place to look cute and pretty dressed in lovely outfits, that as a doll she should want to be played with, to enjoy being played with, and if part of that meant dressing and undressing then she looked forward to it.
Fiona rose to her feet and turned, reluctantly, away from the mirror.  Kae floated across the room towards the wardrobes and Fiona followed, her bare feet padding softly on carpets, Kae’s feet several inches above the floor.  Fiona’s gaze travelled down the fairy’s bare back to the curve of her hips and ass, the swell soft and full and inviting.  As Fiona walked she felt her new hips swaying, rolling, her butt wigging and she smiled, the sensation pleasurable and Fiona put more effort into it, a deliberate sway now, more exaggerated, more sensual, more brazen.
Kae stopped by one of the wardrobes and Fiona stopped behind her.  Kae opened the doors and rummaged inside, selecting specific items and laying them across her arm—pinks and whites.  Fiona waited.
With Fiona’s outfit chosen Kae turned around to face her.  She was grinning, her bright blue eyes alive with their strange internal light, mesmerising.  Fiona’s skin pricked as she looked at the clothes, so much pink, so much silk, so much lace.
“Now, we’ll do underwear first.  Remember the order I have you put these on as it’s important.”  Kae said.
“Yes Miss.”  Fiona spoke without thinking, a subtle nod of her head.
The pink ribbon collar around her neck thrummed, rewarding her good behaviour, and Fiona moaned quietly, grinning, savouring the tingle that radiated out.  Kae grinned, picked up a pair of silk suspenders, bright pink.  She offered them to Fiona.
“These first doll.”  She said.
 

Fiona took the suspenders and slipped them on.  The silk caressed her soft, smooth, flawless skin, wrapping round her narrow waist, sitting just around her hips, emphasising the swell of her ass and hips, her legs.
Fiona fastened them in place and looked down, the pink silk decorated with lace and ribbon, pretty, feminine, girly.  The sight of the lingerie on her new body, her pretty, sexy body, made her heart swell, a rush of euphoria at how lovely and desirable she was.
“Now the stockings.  These should always go on before your panties.”  Kae said.
Fiona nodded without looking up, still admiring her new underwear, her butt and hips and legs, smooth and flawless and feminine.  Kae held out the white stockings, lacy tops, and Fiona took them.
Fiona bundled one stocking up and, lifting her left leg, slipped her foot in.  The silk was tight, caressing, the sensation sending a bolt of pleasure through her making her shiver and moan.  Fiona pulled the stocking up her calf, her thigh and she grinned, biting down on her bottom lip, the caress erotic, making her cock ache, the way the white silk shaped her leg, emphasising the soft feminine curve, hugging her smooth skin.  Fiona’s cheeks blushed, flush with excitement and arousal, the way the lacy top wrapped around her upper thigh, her cock twitching.  With one stocking in place she pulled the other on, delighting in the way the silk ran smoothly over her flesh, pulling it up to match the first.  She looked down and could not stop grinning.
“Clip your stocking to your suspenders now to keep them in place and looking neat.”  Kae said.
Fiona obeyed.  She fumbled briefly before getting the knack of the fasteners.  With her stockings attached to her suspender belt her hips and ass seemed even more feminine, and the pink and white silk and lace and ribbon framed her cock, hard and, small and cute and smooth.  Fiona bit her bottom lip and she wiggled her hips, giggling to herself.
“Panties now.”  Kae said.
Kae handed over a small pair of pink silk panties.  Fiona pulled them on, the sensation of them running over her smooth stocking clad thighs a delight.  There was little material yet still they covered her hard cock easily and she flushed at the humiliation, but also, relishing it.  She was pretty, now, girly and feminine, and she wanted to be the best doll she could be.
As she pulled them into place, the material barely enough to cover her ass, leaving much of each cheek exposed, her smooth pale flesh inviting, she wiggled, smiling at the way the panties shaped and defined her butt, showing off the full round swell of her cheeks, the new, firm plumpness.
“I’m pleased to see you’re enjoying yourself.  But we need to keep going.  The bra comes next.”  Kae said.
Fiona looked up and blushed.  She could not stop smiling.  She nodded, took the pink silk bra Kae offered.
She fastened the bra in front and then rotated it, pulling the straps up over her shoulders.  The material cupped and lifted her small, pert breasts, shaping them and offering them up, creating an inviting cleavage that was sexy, alluring, and Fiona wiggled to make her breasts bounce, delighting in the feel of them moving, the way the silk caressed her sensitive nipples.
“Now the dress and heels.”  Kae said.
Fiona turned to look at the dress Kae help up.  Her head spun.  It was pink, and cute, girly and sweet, decorated with white lace and pink ribbons, the petticoats white.  The thought of wearing it should have appalled her she knew—she should have resisted, should have complained—but the sight of it only made her smile, her head giddy at the prospect of wearing it, of looking cute and pretty, like a good doll.  Fiona reached out and took it, excited, eager.
She slipped the dress on, the silk and lace caressing her, and it fit snug around her breasts and waist and hips, emphasising and displaying her womanly curves. 
“And the heels.  Then you can have a proper look at yourself in the mirror.”  Kae said.
Fiona nodded, biting her bottom lip.  Her cheeks were flush from excitement, her heart racing, head giddy.  She was floating on a cloud of euphoria, eager to see how pretty she was.  She took the heels Kae offered her, cute pink leather, closed around the toes, with a strap that fastened around her ankle, and slipped them on.
She wobbled slightly at first, precarious, unused to the way they felt and the way they made her stand but she soon found her balance.  The heels forced her to stand with in a way that made her legs and ass stand out, provocative and exciting.
“Now, come with me and you can have a look.  I’m sure you’ll be as delighted as I am by what you see.  Just remember to walk heel to toe, one foot in front of the other.  It’ll help show of that lovely, sexy butt of yours with a cute wiggle.”  Kae said.
Fiona nodded, smiling.  The thought of showing of her ass with a sexy wiggle, having people watch her, admire her, want to play with her like a good doll, excited her and her cock throbbed.
“Yes Miss.”  Fiona said—her voice quiet and soft and girly.
 

Fiona walked carefully, as instructed, glad to obey, to be a good doll.  Her feet fell one foot in front of the other, heel to toe, her hips swaying, ass wiggling.  The sensation was a joy, the way her body moved, so much more sensual and appealing, and the thought of others watching her move, of being a good doll, of pleasing others, made her belly flutter and her cock ache.
“Very good.  You are becoming quite the perfect pretty dolly.”  Kae said, grinning.
Fiona blushed, bit her lip.  The praise made her squirm, her blush deepening.  She knew that before the words would have been an insult but now, now they were a pleasure—that she was pretty, a good doll, made her happier than she could remember being.
“Stop there.”  Kae said.  “And turn, face the mirror.  Have a look at what a lovely, pretty, beautiful toy you are becoming.”
Fiona obeyed, the act of submitting to the fairy’s command a joy, her body moving almost on its own, her mind floating on a tide of arousal and joy and pleasure.  The ribbon collar around her neck was warm, a sensual, pleasurable caress.
As she turned she froze, the image in the mirror mesmerising and hypnotising her.  The girl, the doll, her reflection, was stunning, pretty, cute, innocent, sweet.
Her face was beautiful, her make-up perfect, and her nails were long and pink and bright.  Her green eyes were bright, emphasised by her make-up, the pinks and black, the heavy lashes.  Her long red hair fell in immaculate soft curls around her shoulders.  Her dress hugged her body, showing off her girlish curves, her breasts and hips and ass, her narrow shoulders and thin waist.
The hem was cut high and the petticoats made it flow out, dainty, the tops of her white stockings visible, a slight glimpse of her ass.  Fiona grinned, unable to contain the swell of joy she felt.  She was a perfect doll. A toy eager to be played with, and the pink ribbon around her neck was just the final, perfect decoration.  Fiona’s cock throbbed and ached, hard and stiff in her panties.
“I look amazing.”  Fiona said.  “Thank you.”
Kae grinned, nodding.  There was a sparkle of mischief in her blue eyes, her soft, womanly body floating naked just behind Fiona, sexy, beautiful.
“There’s only one problem.”  Kae said.
Fiona turned to face Kae, her eyes wide, worried, almost panicked about what she had done wrong.  She wanted to please, to be good.
“What Miss?”  Fiona asked.
Kae smiled, she nodded down towards Fiona’s skirt.
“We’re going to need to do something about that bulge.  A pretty doll like you can’t go around with a tiny little bump in their pretty clothes, now can they?”  Kae asked.
Fiona blushed, biting her lip to keep from moaning, whimpering, as the implication of Kae’s words.  She shook her head.
“No, Miss.”  Fiona said—her voice quiet, a whisper full of lust and desire.




Chapter 6.
“Now, how about I show you one of the extra little perks of your transformation?”  Kae said.
She looked down at Fiona, floating just above the floor, her blue skin shimmering, eyes bright and her face beautiful, mesmerising.  Fiona look up into the fairy’s kind, commanding expression and wanted more than anything to please her, to be good for her, to show her what a pretty doll she was, what an obedient, fun toy she could be.  Around her neck the pink ribbon collar thrummed, a soft constant pulse of pleasure that made her cock ache, painfully hard.
Fiona nodded.  Kae smiled.
“Please.”  Fiona whispered.
Kae’s smile widened and, slowly, she drifted down until her feet were on the floor.  She was still taller than Fiona, but only just.  Her body was soft, perfect, the swell of her breasts, not large but larger than Fiona’s, her wide hips, her round, pert ass.
“Drop to your knees then.”  Kae said—her voice was colder, commanding, forceful.
Fiona obeyed without even thinking, the pleasure in doing as she was told immediate and overwhelming.  She longed to please, to be good, to be played with like a good, pretty doll.
“Now, watch.  I think you’ll like this.”  Kae said.
Kae raised one hand and moved it to just over her crotch.  She spoke two words in her language of power, grinning, and her eyes flashed a brighter shade of blue.
Fiona turned her attention to Kae’s crotch, her pussy, smooth and hairless.  A sigil of bright blue blazed across Kae’s flesh and then faded.  Her flesh shimmered and, slowly, her lips parted as a shaft of soft blue flesh grew, extending.  Fiona blinked, dazed, hypnotised, as the length of flesh engorged, a cock emerging, blue and beautiful, the head prominent, the shaft ribbed with veins.
Kae’s cock swelled, becoming larger and larger, pulsing, the slit on the head wet with precum as it throbbed, painfully hard.  Fiona stared, fixated, her mouth tingling, watering, her belly fluttering.  She licked her lips without thinking, a reflex, and something in the back of her head tickled, a compulsion she had never known before, a desire that she struggled to express.  Something about the thick, long, hard blue cock in front of her called to her and it was all she could do to resist it.
“Do you like it?”  Kae asked.
Fiona nodded without thinking, admitting the truth.  She did like it, longed to touch it, to taste it, to worship it.  Part of her was horrified at the reaction she was having to the sight of the beautiful fairy’s cock but it was a small, quiet part.
“It’s… beautiful.”  Fiona whispered, her voice quiet, full of need and hunger.
“I thought you’d think so.  I’ve been looking forward to showing you, to seeing your reaction, and I must say I’m very pleased.  You are proving to be such a good doll.”  Kae said.
Fiona smiled, the praise tickling something in the back of her mind, some need to be obedient, good, willing, a deep and growing desire to please.  Her mouth felt empty and wet, her lips and tongue aching, heavy, potent.  Beneath her skirt her cock was hard as steel, throbbing, aching.
“Would you like to touch it?”  Kae asked.
Fiona nodded.  She wanted to touch it, lick it, suck it, taste it, and more.  More than she had ever wanted anything.  Her heart was racing and her mind was blank.  The sight of the hard, long, thick cock in front of her had her mesmerized.
“Then reach out.  Touch it.  See how it feels to be a good doll.”  Kae said.
Fiona’s hand moved on its own, lifting, her fingers extending.  She caressed Kae’s dick, fingertips running along the smooth, soft, blue skin, like velvet.  Her whole body tingled with shudders of bright pleasure and Fiona moaned.
She wrapped her fingers around the shaft, thick and warm and soft, and began to stroke, her hand sliding slowly up and down.  Kae looked down at the pretty, red haired doll, green eyes, made-up face with pink lips, and she grinned.
“Do you like it?”  Kae asked.
Fiona nodded.  Her lips had parted and her mouth was almost drooling.  Her mind was a mess, her thoughts and emotions a jumble, and she could only focus on the cock in front of her.  The beautiful, hard, thick, throbbing cock.  She wanted it.  Needed it.  She craved it.
“One of your little perks.  You’ll find even the sight of a nice, thick, hard cock fills you with pleasure and desire, and the touch… well, as I’m sure you’re experiencing, touching one will be an utter delight.”  Kae said.
Fiona could only nod, the words filtering into her mind though she was not listening.  She was too intent on the cock in front of her, attached to the beautiful, glamourous, sexy fairy—it was perfect.  As her hand slid up and down her body shuddered, buzzing with a subtle but growing pleasure and desire.  Her hand and fingers tingled, her mouth watering.  She never wanted to let go.
“There are other ways for you to enjoy yourself though, other ways to be a good doll that will give you more pleasure.  Your new body is quite the gift.  Why don’t you give in and taste my cock Fiona, use your tongue and lips to show me what a pretty, obedient toy you are.”  Kae said.
Kae’s suggestion made Fiona moan.  The thought of taking that perfect, beautiful cock into her mouth, pleasuring it with her tongue, wrapping her lips around it, made her mind go blank from the bliss.  It was all she could think about.  Fiona smiled, nodded, and leant forward.
 

Fiona parted her lips, extended her tongue and held Kae’s cock out, her hand still caressing the soft flesh.  She whimpered, shaking, nervous, excited.  She was about to suck her first cock, she was about to take it between her lips, to pleasure it with her mouth, and it was all she could think about.  It was what she wanted, needed—to be pretty, to be a good doll, to be a sexy toy that was played with.
Fiona’s tongue lapped once over Kae crown, tasting the salty bitter-sweet precum.  The skin was warm, soft, smooth.  Fiona leaned forward, opening her mouth wider, and pressed the head of the fairy’s cock against her pursed, pink, wet lips.  The contact was electric, a shudder of pleasure running down Fiona’s spine.  She pressed harder, her lips parting, tight, and the head of Kae’s cock popped into her mouth, Fiona’s tongue caressing the tip, the shaft. 
Kae moaned in lust and desire and thrust forward, pushing more of her cock in to Fiona’s mouth and Fiona submitted, utterly.  She was a toy to be played with, a pretty, sexy doll.  Kae thrust deeper, her cock slipping between Fiona’s light, wet, pink lips, Fiona’s tongue lapping, her hand caressing, stroking, and she sucked, the cock in her mouth throbbing and pulsing, hot and smooth and hard.
“That’s… that’s a very good doll.  You are very good at that.”  Kae said—her voice was hoarse with pleasure.
Fiona moaned, the noise muffled by the cock in her mouth.  The sound of Kae’s lust, the knowledge that her lips and tongue and mouth were the cause of such delight, made Fiona’s head spin.  She sucked harder, pulling back, her lips tight, tongue lapping, pulling almost entirely off Kae’s cock, sucking at the prominent head, tongue teasing, sucking, lips pursed on just the tip.  She bobbed her head on the very end of Kae’s dick, grinning as she teased the beautiful, sexy fairy.  Kae moaned, shuddering, her delight fuelling Fiona’s lust and pleasure.
Kae reached up, her fingers tangling in the hair on the back of Fiona’s head, gripping her.  She held the pretty doll, took control, forced her back down, slowly, thrusting into her mouth, her hard, throbbing cock between her lips, her tongue lapping, tasting, caressing.
“Yes… that’s it… you like that don’t you doll?”  Kae asked.
Fiona murmured, nodding, her head spinning.  She loved it.  The way the cock felt between her lips, on her tongue, in her hand, the head now pressing at the back of her throat.  It was a divine pleasure, more than anything she had ever known, her lips tingling, tongue aching, needing more.  She pushed forward, suppressing the urge to gag as Kae’s cock pressed at her throat, then took her deep, the prominent head slipping into her throat, choking her, her lips bright with pleasure.
“A new benefit of your pretty… doll… body.”  Kae said, breathless, her hips thrusting, her did slipping in and out of Fiona’s mouth.
“Those lips and your tongue will be so much more sensitive.  Just a simple kiss now will be enough to send you into bliss.  But when it comes to cock… well… you’re experiencing it.  Pure joy, addictive and intoxicating.  Every time you suck cock you’ll experience this.  You’ll never be able to resist a hard, thick dick again… just seeing one will make your mouth water.  You’ll be begging to pleasure, begging to suck, to taste, knowing that when you wrap those beautiful lips around a hard cock you’ll be in bliss.”  Kae said.
Fiona moaned.  The words should have scared her, terrified her, but they only excited her.  Knowing there would be more cocks for her, that she would get to suck them, experience again and again the pleasure she was experiencing.  She craved it and more.
“And just wait till you taste cum, swallow it… it’ll be pure overwhelming joy.  You’ll never be able to get enough once you have that first taste.”  Kae said.
Fiona moaned, the thought of Kae cumming for her, filling her mouth with her spunk, made her belly ache and her body quiver.  She wanted it more than she wanted anything in that moment, even if it meant becoming addicted, craving it constantly.  She wanted to taste the beautiful blue fairy’s cum.
Fiona sucked harder, lips wrapped tight around Kae’s shaft, Kae’s fingers tangled in her long, curly red hair.  She slipped down, sucking more of the perfect cock into her mouth, taking as much as she could, the head pressing at the back of her throat, slipping deep, the tight confines of her throat milking Kae’s cock.  Kae moaned, groaning, pressing her dick deeper.
“My you are… an eager… doll.  Such a perfect fuck toy.  Such a pretty, slutty mouth.”  Kae said.
Fiona worked harder, wanting Kae’s cum, needing to taste the fairy’s semen.  Her head bobbed up and down, over and over, lips and tongue and throat a maelstrom of pleasure and delight.  She was whimpering, her cute little cock hard and swollen and throbbing beneath her skirts, oozing precum.  She sucked, drunk on the pleasure of her new doll body, floating on a cloud of bliss.
“You’re so… good it’s almost tempting… to let you… taste me… to just cum…”  Kae said.
Fiona moaned at the thought, tasting the fairy’s jizz.  She sucked harder, more urgently, head bobbing, the crown of Kae’s dick slipping in and out of her tight, hot, wet throat.  Her lips and tongue were alive with pleasure unlike anything she had ever know.
“But… no.”  Kae said.
Kae pulled Fiona’s head back, pulled her cock free of the pretty doll’s mouth, her pink lips wet.  Fiona moaned, tried to chase Kae’s cock, whining, wanting it back in her mouth, desperate for the pleasure to continue, not wanting it to end.
“Enough of that doll.  More later, perhaps, if you behave.  Right now we have a problem to take care of, and I want to show you something even better than the pleasure of sucking my cock.”  Kae said.
Fiona stared up and the beautiful fairy, her green eyes blight, glazed with bliss and lust.  She smiled, her pretty pink lips gloss, her permanent make-up sill perfect, pretty, sexy.
“Now, take your panties off and bend over.”  Kae said.
 

Fiona obeyed, eager, knowing what was to come and barely able to contain herself.  She was about to be fucked, like the pretty, sexy, slutty girl she was, like a perfect doll.  She was about to be fucked by the beautiful fairy, to be played with like a good toy.
The thought should have scared her, appalled her, the idea of bending over and spreading her legs to take the fairy’s cock, but it didn’t.  Any last trace of resistance was gone, erased by the bliss of sucking cock, the joy of submitting, the delight of obeying.  She pulled down her panties and knelt, bending over to rest on the floor on all fours, her head down, ass up, back curved to lift her butt higher, offering it to Kae, eager for her to take it, for her to claim it, for the sexy fairy to make her the pretty, sexy doll she wanted so desperately to be.
“Lift your skirts Fiona.”  Kae said.
Fiona obeyed, lifting her skirts to show her ass, shaped and framed by her stockings and suspender belt, her round pert cheeks, her cute smooth cock and balls, her wide hips, her puckered hole, twitching, aching.
“My, someone is eager.  Why don’t you tell me what you want Fiona.”  Kae said.
Fiona grinned.  The thought of confessing what she desired made her head spin with potent cocktail of shame and humiliation that only made her cock swell harder, throbbing, leaking pre-cum.
“I… I want you… Miss… I want you to fuck me… make me a good doll… a good girl… a pretty sexy fuck toy…”  Fiona said—her voice quiet and nervous.
Kae smiled, moved forward.  She stroked her long, thick, hard cock and stepped in behind Fiona.
“Good girl.”  Kae said.
Kae knelt behind Fiona, ran a hand over her ass, squeezing.  She slipped her fingers in towards her crack, caressing down, teasing over her hole, pressing gently, toying with the sexy doll.  She whispered a word of power and her hand became wet, slick, running smoothly over Fiona’s sensitive flesh, lubricating her.  Her finger stopped at her hole, teasing, pressing.  Fiona moaned out loud, biting her bottom lip in an attempt to muffle her eagerness, her pleasure.  Fiona pushed back, pressing into Kae’s finger.
“Such a dirty little fuck doll.  You are going to be lots of fun to play with!”  Kae said.
Her words excited Fiona, provoking her lust.  Fiona arched her back and wiggled her hips, inviting more of the fairy’s touch, easing back into her finger, wanting it inside of her.
“And it seems you like your new body.  How much more sensitive your hole is.  How eager it is to be filled and played with.”  Kae said.
Fiona could only nod and moan, lost beyond words.  The sensation was bliss.  Kae’s finger, slick and wet, pressed on her entrance, stretching, teasing, then, suddenly, as Fiona arched her spine and pressed back, it slipped in.  The sensation was more than pleasure, Fiona’s whole body shuddering.
“Quite addictive isn’t it?  I think you’ll find being a good doll has its benefits.  As sexy and pretty as you are people will love to play with you, and you’re just going to love being played with.”  Kae said.
Fiona nodded, no words.  Her cute little cock was hard, throbbing, aching, drooling pre-cum.  She shifted her hips to take more of Kae’s finger inside her, the sensation overwhelming.  Kae pulled her finger back, slipping it out of Fiona’s hole, and Fiona whined in need.
“Don’t worry doll, I have something much better.”  Kae said.
Kae reached down and took hold of her cock, working her slick hand over it, lubricating it, then aimed it at Fiona’s puckered rosebud and moved forward.  The prominent head of her cock pressed against Fiona’s hole, gently but firmly, and teased.
Fiona wiggled, leaning back as Kae pressed forward.  The head of her dick stretched Fiona’s entrance, the sensation of her hole opening for the massive cock like nothing she had ever felt and she moaned, loudly, in hunger and delight.
“Please… fuck me…”  Fiona whispered.
Kae smiled.  She pushed forward, Fiona’s hole opening, stretching, the pressure building and then, suddenly, her hole opened and the thick, prominent head popped past her outer ring and the hard, long cock slipped deep, slipping into the tight, hot confines of Fiona’s ass.
“Yes…”  Fiona moaned.
Kae pressed in, stretching Fiona, splitting her, fucking her.  She pressed the entire length of her hard, thick, long cock into her, her hole squeezing as Fiona writhed, wiggling her hips and ass, body moving on its own, desperate for more.  Kae pulled back, slipping her cock almost the entire way out, tugging at the entrance, then thrust back in, burying her massive cock in the pretty doll’s ass.
“Such a sexy, good fuck toy.”  Kae said.
Fiona moaned, drunk on the pleasure.  Her cock was throbbing, hard, aching.  As Kae fucked her massive cock in and out of her ass, slowly, gently, but insistent, taking her, she felt a bright pleasure growing in her, the prominent head rubbing over a knot of joy inside her as it slipped in and out, fluttering, her little smooth cock straining, balls tight.
“Yes… more… please… fuck me… fuck me harder…”  Fiona whimpered.
Kae obliged her gladly.  She reached up to squeeze Fiona’s ass, grasped her hips, and began to fuck the sexy doll hard.  She thrust in and out, cock slipping easily into her ass, her tight, slick hole.  Fiona wiggled, thrusting back, wanting more, needing more.  She wanted to be a good girl, a pretty doll, a perfect fuck toy.  She wanted to be claimed, fucked, to be filled with the beautiful fairy’s cum.
“So tight and hot… you are so good.”  Kae said.
Fiona only moaned, giddy, lost on the tide of pleasure, the storm of sensation.  Her hole was sensitive, hot, the knot of pleasure inside her growing.  Her tits bounced with each thrust, her round ass and wide hips grinding back onto Kae, fucking herself on the massive, thick, hard cock that filled her over and over, fucking in and out of her ass, her tight, slick hole.
Kae thrust hard, panting, sweating.  Fiona’s heart raced, mind giddy with pleasure, hooked on the joy that coursed through her, her hole alive with new pleasures, the knot fluttering in her belly, expanding with each thrust, becoming intense, urgent, hot.  She fucked back as Kae fucked her, riding the pleasure, wanting more, grinding her hips and ass back onto the thick cock that filled her, her cute little cock swaying with each thrust, drooling, hard and throbbing, aching.
Kae gripped tight, thrust over and over, harder, faster.  Fiona moaned, lost in a haze of addictive pleasure.
“I’m close… so close… do you want it?  Do you want me to cum in you, to make you a good, pretty doll?”  Kae asked.
Fiona nodded, murmured he agreement, beyond words.  She needed it.
“Once you have this though there’s no going back.  Just once and your new body will never be able to forget the sensation, the pleasure… are you sure?”  Kae asked.
Fiona nodded again, her agreement more enthusiastic.  She wanted Kae to cum inside of her, to fill her, to make her a good girl, a perfect fuck toy.
Kae thrust hard, deep, burying her cock inside Fiona’s tight, round ass.  The knot of pleasure blossomed.
Kae gripped Fiona’s hips and her cock swelled, throbbed, erupted, cumming, filling the pretty dolls tight, slick hole.  The sensations sent Fiona over the edge and the knot inside of her belly, the bright spot of pleasure, burst.  As Kae came inside of Fiona’s ass, filling her with spunk, the pleasure beyond words, rewiring her body, forever changing her, making her a doll, a fuck toy, Fiona came. 
Fiona’s cock swelled and throbbed and she came, dribbling cum from her cute, smooth, hard cock as Kae’s massive dick filled her.  Fiona knew there was no going back and she did not care, she wanted more, she wanted the pleasure again, over and over.  She wanted to be fucked, filled, played with like a good doll.
Kae’s massive dick throbbed and filled her ass and Fiona came without ever touching her cute little cock.  Kae smiled, pressing into Fiona’s hole, Fiona pressing her ass back, savouring the sensation, wiggling her hips.
“I see someone enjoyed themselves.  Like a good fuck doll.  I’m impressed.”  Kae said.
Fiona grinned at the compliment, her orgasm subsiding, cock softening, her ass full of hot, sticky cum.  Kae eased back, teasing Fiona’s hole, sliding her cock out of her ass.
“Now, since the problem is resolved, I say we make sure it doesn’t reoccur.”  Kae said.
Before Fiona could react Kae pulled back, slipping her cock out of her ass.  Her cum began to ooze out, hot, sticky, the sensation delightful, but before it could leak out Kea spoke three words of power, the air stirring, shimmering, and something cold and hard and heavy pressed into Fiona’s hole. 
Around her soft cock and balls something heavy and cool, running up to her ass, her hole, filling her, keeping the fairy’s cum inside of her.  Fiona shifted to look down, saw her cock caged, limp and useless now, attached to a heavy metal plug in her ass, the head decorated with a bright pink jewel.  As she shifted the plug moved inside of her, pressing against her sensitive walls, tugging on the cage on her cock, her hold full of cum.  The sensation made her moan, made her caged cock throb, try to swell, though it could not, caged by bright silver metal.
“There, now you’ll look much prettier in that dress, and you’ll be kept full of my cum, so your body will get the full benefit of the gift I gave you.”  Kae said.
Fiona looked up, ashamed, humiliated, but floating of a tide of pleasure unlike anything she had known before, the cage and plug twin pleasures.  She was a good doll.  A pretty, sexy fuck toy.
“Thank you.”  Fiona said.
Kae grinned.
“You’re welcome.  Now, I think it’s time a pretty toy like you really went on display.”  Kae said.
Fiona’s head spun.  Display.  The implications of the words made her ache, her cum filled hole clenching around the heavy metal plug, her smooth little cock throbbing in its cage.  She smiled, and her freckled cheeks blushed pink.




Chapter 7.
Kae lead Fiona up the stairs, her panties still off but her skirt back in place to cover her caged cock, her round, pert, full ass.  As Fiona walked the plug inside her shifted, rubbing against her sensitive inner walls, pressing on the bright spot of her pleasure, stirring the cum that was still inside of her, the hot stickiness pleasant, a slow buzzing euphoria spreading through her as though her body were becoming addicted, craving more.  Fiona’s cock stirred but could not harden, remained limp and aching in her metal cage.
“Just through here doll.”  Kae said.
Kae stopped at the head of the stairs and pushed open a door to the side, stepped back and held it open, waited for Fiona to step through first.  Fiona crossed the threshold and stopped just inside the room.  Kae stepped in behind her and the door swung closed, the lock clicking into place.
“This is…”  Fiona’s voice was meek and quiet, a pretty feminine whisper—timid, uncertain.
Kae reached out, put a hand on Fiona’s shoulder, squeezed to reassure her.  The contact was warm and Fiona was glad for it.
“The shop, yes.  Of course.  Where else would we put such a wonderful doll as you on display?  We want people to see you, don’t we?  We want all our customers to be able to see what pretty, beautiful, sexy dolls we have for sale.”  Kae said.
Fiona was still, suddenly cold, a pit of dread in her stomach.  The front of the room was a single window that looked out onto the main street.  It was dark outside and she could see the ghost of her reflection in the glass, a beautiful, pretty girl in a glamourous pink dress, toy like with her red curls and the pink ribbon around her neck, her face painted, nails long and pink, body feminine.  She smiled, her heart skipping, a swell of joy.
“I… I thought that when the doll, when I, was finished, that I’d be allowed to leave?”  Fiona asked.
Kae gripped Fiona’s shoulder, turned her round to face her, tearing her gaze away from her lovely reflection.  Kae smiled, nodded.
“Yes.  When you are finished, if you really want to go, you may.  But you’re not finished yet.  We have a few final touches, and Master needs to inspect my work.  For now though you are of a standard that we can display, to show the quality of toys we produce, to demonstrate how lovely and pretty our dolls are.  Aren’t you glad that you are already so beautiful and lovely that we want to display you?  Don’t you want people to see you looking pretty, all dressed up and made into such a perfect doll?”  Kae asked.
Her words settled into Fiona’s mind.  The thought of people seeing her as she was, transformed into a pretty, beautiful girl, a doll, a plaything, a toy, excited her.  Her cock twitched painfully in her cage and she shifted, wiggling her hips, her plug moving about inside her ass.  Fiona bit her bottom lip to keep from moaning, from whimpering.  Her green eyes were bright and her freckled cheeks blushed.
She imaged the looks that men and women might give her, admiring, lustful, eager to touch her, play with her.  She smiled.  She wanted to be admired, to be wanted, to be desired.  She wanted people to think her pretty, beautiful, sexy, to think her a good doll.  She wanted to be a good doll, a pretty toy that people wanted.  Fiona nodded and Kae grinned.
“Good doll.”  Kae said.
Fiona’s smile became a grin and her cheeks blushed a deeper pink.  The words stirred something in her and the ribbon collar hummed with pleasure, rewarding her submission, her good behaviour.
“Now, how about we get you in your display case.  The sun will be up soon, and we can’t have people seeing a doll like you moving about on her own now, can we?  It would give away all our little secrets.”  Kae said.
Fiona smiled, nodded.  Her heart was racing, her belly in knots.  She was nervous, almost terrified, but excited.
“Yes Miss.”  She said.
 

Kae opened the door the large glass case that stood empty in the middle of the room and she held the door.  Fiona stepped up, into the box and stood still, awkward.
“Try to look pretty.  Strike a pose.”  Kae said.
Fiona obeyed.  She shifted, her hands falling to the hem of her skirt and she crossed her ankles and moved as though to curtsey, a slight bend of her knees, her back curved to make her butt stick out, round and full and firm.  She smiled, bright eyed, long dark eyelashes fluttering, and held that pose.
“Perfect!  You are such a natural.  Now, hold that for just a moment.”  Kae said.
Fiona did as she was told.  Behind her Kae leaned forward and a hand brushed Fiona’s hair away from her neck.  Fingers ran down her spine and then there was a sharp pain, a cold, and her body locked in place, frozen.  The key that she was bound to had been removed.  She was unable to move or speak, a doll fixed in place.  Kae rearranged her hair and took a moment to fuss over her dress, arranging the hem and pleats in a precise way.
“There, just perfect.  Master will be delighted I’m sure when he sees you.  And I can’t wait to hear what our customers make of you.”  Kae said.
Fiona did not move, did not speak, could not.  She was frozen, locked in place, no will of her own, vulnerable and pretty.  Her heart raced, body throbbing.  Inside her the plug shifted, her inner walls clenching, still slick with the fairy’s cum.  Her caged cock was agony.  Without panties on she was exposed, her ass, her cute little cock hidden only by the petticoats of her skirt.
Fiona stared ahead, her reflection just barely visible in the glass, pretty and sexy, feminine, a stunning girly doll.  Behind her the door to the glass case swung closed, and Kae locked it.  She floated around to hover in front of Fiona, looking up at her, her bright blue eyes shining, her face kind and calm.  She smiled.
“You do look so lovely!”  Kae said.
“It’s a shame I have to go, but I’ll be back once the shop is closed.  And don’t worry.  Master will be around to look after you.  You just need to stand there and look pretty, and I know you can do that.”  Kae said.
Fiona’s mind was racing with thoughts, fantasies, images, emotions.  The dawn was not far away and soon after the shop would open.  People would arrive, would see her.  They would stare at her and the thought of what they would say thrilled and terrified her.
Kae held the bonze key to which Fiona was bound in her hand.  She smiled, turned away, and floated off towards the door.  She opened the door, left, and the door swung closed, leaving Fiona alone, frozen, a pretty doll on display, to wait for her fate, powerless to stop what was to come.
 

Master arrived first, entering the shop just after dawn to get ready for the day.  He moved to the glass case and stopped in front of it, in front of Fiona, and looked up, smiling.  He seemed pleased, nodding as he appraised his newest doll.
“Yes, Kae told me you were lovely but this… well you’ve exceeded my expectations.  You make such a lovely girl and such a beautiful toy.”  He said.
He moved slowly around the case, stopping to inspect Fiona, to appraise her, surveying every inch of her.  She squirmed inwardly, while outside she remained inert, impassive, powerless.  Behind her the door to her case opened and Master stepped in behind her, close, his warmth tangible.  He moved round her, close, his hands brushing against her, caressing her, feeling the swell of her curves, her legs, thighs, hips, ass, waist, arms, breasts, barely felt, examining every inch of her.
Fiona was on fire, burning from within, frozen, unable to resist.  Master moved round in front of her and stopped, taller than her, looking down in into her lovely face, strong and handsome and commanding. 
“I’m very pleased with you Fiona.  You’ve made me very, very proud.”  He said.
His words blazed, branding her.  She was elated, filed with joy, glad that she had been good, that she was a doll that pleased her Master.  Her hole clenched around her plug, tight, her caged cock throbbing, painful.
“I think after the day is done we’ll have to see about the final touches for my newest doll.”  Master said.
Fiona’s head spun.  One more day then she’d be free.  She just had to endure, to resist.  No matter how wonderful it felt to be full, no matter the pleasure of her plug, the hot cum inside of her.  No matter that all she could think about was Kae’s cock, Master’s cock, sucking it, being fucked.  She just had to endure one more day.
Master smiled, looking down at his beautiful, pretty, feminine doll, dressed in pink, pretty lingerie, no panties, her long nails pink, dark full lashes, her face painted, body transformed.  He grinned.
“I’ll be looking forward to inspecting the final product, and I think you will be too… imaging all day just what I’m going to do to you.”  He whispered.
Fiona would have whimpered, moaned, but she was frozen, a doll with no will of her own.  Her mind raced, heart thundering.  Master only grinned, leaned forward, and pressed his lips to Fiona’s kissing her once, softly—his kiss was firm, demanding, hungry, his lips warm and soft. 
Master stood up and looked down at Fiona, grinning like a hungry wolf.  His eyes sparkled with a newly kindle arousal.
“For now though, I have a shop to run.  I do hope you’re excited to meet an admiring public.”  He said.
 

The shop grew quickly busy, many customers, men and women and children all bustling in to look at the range of wares Pierre, Master, sold—the small dolls, the toy soldiers and cute infants, the larger figures, all of them breathtakingly detailed, ornate, each a work of art.  Fiona stood in her case, locked away, watching, a toy on display for excited customers.
She drew much attention, not a single customer entering without noticing her first as they passed through the doors, their eyes alighting on her, going wide with wonder.  Many of them approached the case to stand and stare at the figure on display, the beautiful, pretty red haired doll with dazzling green eyes.
“She’s really quite something, perhaps your finest work yet Pierre.”  A woman—beautiful, full figured with light blonde hair and deep red lips—spoke in an awed voice as she looked up at Fiona.
Fiona felt hot, her mind racing, the words exciting her.  People admire her, thought her pretty.
An older man and a woman stopped in front of the case, a lord and lady, well dressed in fashionable finery.  They examined every inch of Fiona, circling the case many times, nodding, whispering, their gazes admiring.
“Excellent work Pierre.  I shall look forward to seeing more of this one, once she is ready.”  The man said.
“Perhaps.”  Said Pierre.
“It would be a shame for a toy like this to go unplayed with.”  Said the woman.  “And it is my birthday soon.”
Pierre only smiled.  Fiona’s mind raced.  They spoke about her as though she were property, to be bought and sold, a thing to be owned, played with as they wished, and she could not deny that it excited her.
A group of boys entered, in their late teens and early twenties, and all of them stopped as they saw Fiona in her case.  They moved to stand and stare up at her, wide eyed, lecherous grins.
“Wow… I see what you mean about the dolls here.”  Whispered one.
They all nodded.
“This one is new.  It was a pretty blonde one last time I came in, not as good as this one but still amazing.”
“I don’t think I’ve ever seen a girl as pretty as her.  I mean, just look at her face, and her body… it’s… it’s almost like she’s real.  Like you could reach out and touch her and she’d be flesh and blood.”
“I wouldn’t mind reaching out and touching that body.”  One of the boys whispered.
The boys all laughed, none of them taking the gazes off Fiona, locked in her case.  Beneath her dress and her petticoats her caged cock throbbed painfully and her hole clenched around her plug.  She was hot, her body aching, full of longing and desire.  The way the boys looked at her made her mind race with fantasies—the things they might do to her, the things they might make her do, the games they might play, her as their doll, their toy, the pleasure of submitting, serving, the way her body would react, the aching, desperate need that blossomed within her.
“Have any of you heard about the rumours?”  One of the boys said, his voice hush.
They all went quiet.  Around them the shop bustled.
“Apparently some of the dolls here are… special.  If you can afford them you can get ones that you can play with in more… adult ways.  Dolls that can move and do as you tell them.  Dolls that want to please you…”
One of the boys laughed, almost dismissive, but the others were all quiet.
“I’d heard that too but I didn’t really think…”
“I heard my father talking about one he’d seen.  It sounded amazing.”  Another boy said.
They boys all looked up at Fiona.  Their gazes were hungry, admiring, lustful.  They wanted her, as more than a doll, and she knew that part her wanted them to claim her, play with her, use her.
“You think if we were to put our money together we could afford…”
“Dolls of this quality are quite expensive I’m afraid boys, and aside from that, this one is not really for sale, at least not yet, and perhaps not ever.”  Pierre said.
He moved in close behind the boys, grinning, glanced at Fiona and winked, a knowing smiled, as though aware that she craved the boys, that she wanted them to play with her, that she wanted to be a good doll, that she longed to pleasure them, to be pleasured by them.  The thought of them touching her, using her made her hole clench around her plug, cum still warm and sticky inside of her, the heavy metal pressing on her sensitive inner walls, her caged cock throbbing uselessly.  Her mind was full of desires, thoughts of cock, cum, sex, the thought of being played with, used, of submitting.
“Oh… we’re… sorry…”
Don’t apologise.  It’s a compliment that you are so fascinated by my latest toy.  However, a little more discretion is advised.”  Master said.
The boys all nodded.  Fiona felt her heart swell, the control he showed, his quiet authority, his skill, the way he protected her, guarded her.  She was powerless, at his mercy, but he kept her safe, his toy, his doll, pretty, beautiful, sexy.
“And now I’m afraid I must ask you boys to make ready to leave.  I will be closing soon.  I have work to do.”  Master said.
He looked at Fiona, smiled, his grin lecherous.  She had not forgotten his kiss, his words from earlier.  All day her mind had raced with the possibilities and soon, she knew, her Master would be inspecting his doll.




Chapter 8.
Fiona stood in her case as the shop emptied, the last customers leaving, the day outside darkening.  She watched, unable to move or speak, trapped in the pretty doll body that was not her own, her hole aching, pulsing around the plug inside of her, her cock throbbing in its metal cage.  Her breasts and lips and hole tingled with desire and need.
Master moved about, tidying, finishing up for the day, then crossed to stand in front of the glass case, looked up into Fiona’s painted face.  He grinned.  Fiona’s heart fluttered, her mind racing with thoughts of what was to come, cock and cum, her body craving more.
“So, how did you like your first day with the customers?”  Master asked.
Fiona could not answer, could not even moan, fixed in her curtseying pose, expression a pretty smile, green eyes staring straight ahead, freckled cheeks blushed.
“Did you like the way they looked at you?  Hearing all those whispered comments about you?”  Master said.
Fiona had enjoyed it, the way the men and women had eyed her, the pretty, beautiful, sexy doll, with envy and lust and desire, craving her, wanting to own her, touch her, play with her.  The things they had said while they had been studying her, about what they thought of her body, her face, of what they would do for a girl who looked like her, of what they do to her, had made her hot with pleasure, unable to react or respond, powerless, a pretty toy on display.
“I heard some of what they were saying… it was really quite provocative.  You certainly seemed to capture their attention.  But I can’t blame them.  You really are quite beautiful, quite sexy.”  Master said.
Fiona would have smiled but could not.  Inside she was elated, overjoyed at Master’s words.  Master stepped off, moved around the case, studying her.  His hand went to his pocket, slipped inside, pulled out a simple brass key.
“And I spoke to more than a few customers today, in private.  A select group, powerful and wealthy.  They were all asking how much you were, and when you might be ready to purchase.  I’ve never seen them so keen.”  Master said.
Fiona’s heart fluttered.  That she was so desirable, that people wanted her, wanted to own her, play with her, made her happy—that she was simply a toy, a piece of property to be bought and sold scared her as much as it excited her.
Master moved round to the back of the case and the door opened.  He stepped up behind Fiona, stood close, let a hand slide down her back caressing, slipping under the petticoats of her skirt to her butt, squeezing, hard, her full, round ass soft and warm.
“I told them all that you weren’t for sale.”  Master said.  “Yet.”
Fiona’s mind was a mess, emotions and thoughts a jumble, her belly fluttering, hole clenching around her plug, caged cock an agony.  Master’s fingers slipped in towards her crack and his fingertip pressed gently on the head of her plug, pushing it into her, teasing her, the weight of it rubbing against her sensitive inner walls.
His other hand slid up her arm, caressing, teasing, the contact electric.  Fiona wanted to moan, to press back into him, to beg him for more, but could not.
“Now, how about we see to your inspection.  Make sure my latest doll is up to standard.”  Master said.
His hand slipped under the hair that fell around her shoulders, his fingers brushed the back of her neck.  There was a tingle like electricity down her spine, through her limbs.  She could move again, speak again.  Fiona arched back and pressed her ass into Master’s hand, squirming to make the plug inside of her press on the bright spot of her pleasure.  She moaned out load, in delight, in joy, glad to finally be free to experience more.
“Yes… please Master.”  Fiona whimpered.
 

Fiona headed up the stairs to the top floor above the shop, the bed rooms and bathrooms, and Master came behind her, his steps heavy and loud compared to the sharp click of her heels.  She made a deliberate effort to follow Kea’s instructions, walking heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, her hips rolling, butt wiggling.  The sensation of the plug shifting with each step was a delight and made her wiggle more, her skirt brushing against her stocking clad thighs.  She glanced back over her shoulder, saw Master staring as her ass, and she grinned.
“Second door on the left.”  Master said.
Fiona nodded, stepped up into the hallway and headed along to the door which hung open and stepped in.  She stopped and Master stepped in behind her closing the door.  The click of the lock was loud in the silence.
“Hello doll.  I heard you had a very exciting first day.  I’m proud of you.”  Kae, sat on the bed in the middle of the room, said.
Fiona blinked, dazzled by the bright light, the vast array of pinks.  The room was large, decorated in only one colour—pink.  The floor, walls, ceiling, bed sheets, furniture were all various shades of pink so that the room seemed like a dazzling imagining of a doll’s bedroom.
“And do you like your room?  Or what might be your room… I made it according to Master’s instructions.”  Kae said.
“And you did a wonderful job.  Didn’t she Fiona?”  Master said.
Fiona nodded.  The room spoke to her, called to her, the colour so bright and girly and cheerful, feminine, playful, pretty, like her.  She felt at home and she smiled, a bright, broad grin.
“This… this is really my room?”  Fiona asked.
Kae and Master both nodded.  They were both smiling.
“If you want it, if you agree to stay.”  Master said.
The idea that it could be hers, her own bedroom where she could be safe and protected, where she could be pretty, beautiful, where she could be a good doll, a sexy toy, where she could be played with, made her heart skip.  She had never had a room that had been her own, had grown up on the rough streets, sleeping wherever she could find shelter.  The bed was massive and plush and covered in pink cushions, soft and beckoning.  She could sleep there, night after night, a pretty girl, a good doll.
“But you don’t need to make that decision just yet.  First we need to make sure you’re finished.”  Master said.
Master stepped around Fiona and moved to the bed where Kae, naked, beautiful, sat.  He sat beside the fairy and turned to her, grinning.
“Would you like to take charge of the first part?”  Master said.
Kae grinned, nodded.  She seemed eager, clapped her hands together.
“Really?  You’ll let me show her off for you?”  Kae said.
Master nodded, once, a small movement, more self-constrained but still obviously enjoying himself.  Fiona’s cheeks blushed, pink, and her heart was racing, a sense of excitement and anticipation at what was to come.
“Of course.  Now, why not show me what my newest doll is capable of.”  Master said.
 

Kae rose to her feet and hovered a few inches off the floor, floated across the room to Fiona.  Fiona’s caged cock throbbed, eager to see what was to come, aching with anticipation.
“Are you going to be a good girl for me Fiona?  Help me show our lovely Master what a perfect doll we’ve made for him, what a pretty, obedient toy you can be?”  Kae said.
Fiona nodded without hesitation, willing, submissive, excited.  The pink ribbon around her neck thrummed with pleasure at her obedience.
“Take off your dress, let Master see the body we made for you.”  Kae said.
Fiona nodded.  She lifted her hands, shaking slightly, nervous but eager.  She pulled at the laces and buttons of her dress and tugged it off, dropping it to pool at her feet, a mass of pink and white.  She pined, sad to no longer be wearing such a pretty dress, but as she turned to Master her heart swelled.  The way he looked at her, stood in only her bra and stocking and suspenders and heels, no panties, her cage cock linked to her plug clearly visible, made her smile.
“My, you are such a delight.  You’ve turned out so pretty, so sexy.  But how about you lose the bra too.  I want to see all of my doll.”  Master said.
“You heard Master.  Bra off.”  Kae said.
Fiona obeyed.  She slipped her bra straps off, unclasped it, let it fall to the floor.  She stood proud, pleased and confident with her new body, feminine, pretty, sexy. She stood with her shoulders back, her butt out, head high, her small, pert breasts a pleasing weight on her narrow shoulders.  The cool air made her nipples stiffen, the sensation pleasant, her breasts sensitive, and she bit her bottom lip to keep from moaning.  In her cage her cute, smooth cock throbbed.
“Wonderful, just wonderful.  It’s like you were always meant to be a pretty doll.”  Master said.
Fiona blushed a deeper pink.  Master’s words made her squirm but she could not deny the way they made her feel, the truth in them.  She had always been small, cute, but now she was more than she had ever been before—she was beautiful, pretty, feminine and sexy.  She was better now, reborn, remade as something better, a pretty girl, a beautiful doll, a perfect toy made to be desired, wanted, played with.
“Thank you.”  Fiona said.
“Now, why don’t you show me how sexy you can be as you move.  Strut up and down for me like a sexy doll.  Wiggle for me.  Show me you know how to please me.”  Master said.
Fiona smiled, nodded.  Kae floated back, out of Fiona’s way and Fiona stepped off.
She walked slowly, deliberate steps, one foot in front of the other, heel to toe, her hips rolling, butt wiggling, breasts swaying.  The way her body moved, the way it felt, to be sexy, desirable, beautiful, her narrow waist and shoulders, the swell of her hips and breasts, skin smooth and soft, stocking clad thighs rubbing together, made her caged cock throb, agony, the plug in her ass pulsing as her hole clenched around it.
“Very nice.”  Master said.  “I think perhaps later we can a few little enhancements.  I like her in heels to I think it would be fun to make so she can’t walk without them on, and her nipples would look lovely pierced, but I have to say I think this is your finest work yet Kae.”
Kae clapped, clearly elated.  Fiona’s heart swelled, joy and euphoria.  She had pleased Master.  She was a good doll, a pretty toy.
“Now, I suppose I have a question to ask you Fiona.”  Master said.
Fiona circled the bed and came to stop in front of Master, turned to face him, her freckled cheeks blushed, green eyes sparkling.  Master smiled, confident, handsome, assured, and Fiona bit her bottom lip, feeling small, pretty, her pink ribbon collar snug around her neck, comforting.
“I promised that once you were done you could leave, if you wanted.  Do you still want to leave?  Think about it for a moment.  You can leave, be free, return to your old life, or you could stay, here, in this room, your room, with me and Kae, your Master and Miss.  You could stay here and be our doll, our pretty, sexy toy.  We could play with you, make you better, prettier, dressing you up, enhancing you in ways you can’t even imagine.”
Fiona’s head spun.  It was here, the moment she was holding out for.  Freedom was just in front of her, her chance to return to her old life, to what she had had before.  Her emotions were a jumbled mess.
She turned to look back over her shoulder to Kae, the beautiful blue fairy who had made her into the sexy doll she was, looked back to Master.  Both of them were quiet, smiling, waiting.  She turned to look around the pink room, the room that could be hers.  Her gaze alighted on a mirror and she paused.
She stared at her reflection, the pretty redhaired doll with freckled face and green eyes, her small, pert breast, wide hips and round butt, her narrow waist, long curvy legs.  She was pretty, feminine, sexy, dressed in pink heels, stockings, suspender belt, a pink ribbon collar.  Her nails were long, pink, her lashes full and dark, face made-up to be stunning, full pink lips, dusky eyes.  She was breath taking, brazen and sexual.  She felt a swell of euphoria see what she had become and at the thought of returning to her old self, the dull, drab, dreary life that even now seemed like a bleak and distant memory, her heart stalled.  She knew there was no choice.
“I want to stay.”  Fiona said.  “I want to be your doll.”
Master smiled.  He nodded.
“Good girl, I knew you’d make the right decision.  Now, I suppose it’s time for your reward.”




Chapter 9.
“Kneel.”  Master said.
Fiona did not question, did not doubt.  She obeyed without hesitation, willingly, gladly, eager to be a good girl, an obedient doll, a submissive toy.
Master rose to his feet and approached her, tall and broad and handsome, and at Fiona’s side Kae floated, blue and naked and beautiful.  The pair and of them were smiling, happy, and Fiona smiled with them, full of joy.  She had made her decision and she was glad.
“You know what’s coming, don’t you?”  Master asked.
Fiona nodded, grinning.  Her eyes dropped to Master’s crotch, the bulge there that was swelling, his cock engorging at the sight of her, almost naked, beautiful and submissive, his collared doll, pretty and feminine and sexy.  She was arousing him and he wanted her to pleasure him, wanted to play with her, his special toy.
“And you want it, don’t you?”  Master asked.
“Yes.  Please.  I… I want to be a good girl for you.  I want to be your special doll, your pretty toy.”  Fiona said.
As Fiona spoke she felt a flood of joy at admitting the truth, a sense of freedom and release in accepting herself, in finding her place.  She wanted it and she was glad to admit it and the shame and humiliation that came with her confession only fed her desire, her pleasure.  Her hole clenched around the plug in her ass and her cock throbbed in her cage.
Master grinned.  Kae reached out and put a hand on Fiona’s head, ruffling her hair.  Master stopped in front of Fiona and looked down into her beautiful green eyes, her stunning face, made-up, pink wet lips, long dark lashes.  She was beautiful—his perfect toy.
“Undo my trousers then doll.  Show me what a good toy you want to be for me.”  Master said.
Fiona nodded, biting her bottom lip.  Her belly was fluttering, heart racing, her freckled cheeks flushed pink.  She dropped her gaze to Master’s trousers, the bulge there now massive, thick and long and swollen, his cock, the cock she was going to pleasure, the cock she wanted to submit to.  She reached out, hands trembling, nervous, excited, and undid his belt and his buttons, pulled his trousers and his pants down.
Master’s cock popped free, his shaft long, thick, ribbed with veins, the head prominent, the slit glistening.  It throbbed, hanging in the air in front of Fiona, the scent of sweat and musk, and her mouth watered.  As she stared at it it seemed to strain, excited by her, and she smiled, licked her lips.
“Why don’t you put those lovely hands and that pretty mouth to use doll?  Kae had only the highest praise for your skill and enthusiasm so I’m looking forward to experiencing my toy for myself.”  Master said.
Fiona looked up, met his gaze.  Master was staring down at her, grinning, breathing hard, clearly excited.  Fiona’s cock throbbed uselessly and painfully in her cage, the agony a delight.  She nodded.
“Yes Master.  Of course.”  Fiona said—voice soft, girly, willing.
She looked back to Master’s cock and reached out with one hand to grasp it.  It was soft, skin like velvet, warm and thick, hard for her.  She stroked slowly as she let her saliva pool in her mouth then, parting her lips only slightly, the tip of her tongue poking out, leant forward.
 

Fiona held Master’s cock straight out, pointed towards her mouth, her tongue ran over the tip, the slit slick with precum, salty and warm and bitter, but pleasant.  She teased around his head and the way he moaned, thrusting into her hand, made her belly squirm and her hole clench around her plug.
“Such a pretty tease.”  Master said.
Fiona smiled, kissed the tip of his cock.  Tingles ran down her spine, her belly fluttering, a knot of pleasure in her gut growing brighter.  Her head buzzed, the joy of being set free, of admitting who she was, what she wanted, the release of submitting.
Fiona opened her mouth and leant forward and pressed the tip of Master’s cock to her wet, pink lips.  There was a gentle pressure and suddenly his cock popped in, entering her mouth, hot and wet with her pooled saliva, her tongue caressing the underside of his shaft.
“Fuck!” 
Master’s exclamation was pure joy and it made Fiona squirm, proud of the pleasure she was giving him, of the power she had, of how sexy she was, how beautiful, how pretty, how much he enjoyed her mouth.  She pressed forward, took more of his cock into her mouth, her lips locked tight, sucking, tongue lapping, working the thick, hard length of his dick into her warm, wet mouth. 
She sucked, pulled her head back until only the very tip of Master’s cock still remained in her mouth.  She circled her tongue, sucking gently, bobbing her head as her hand worked up his now slick shaft.  She teased, toying with his cock to elicit more moans.  Master thrust, gently, craving more of his doll’s mouth.
Kae, stood to the side, her luminescent blue eyes watching Fiona.  Her hand ran through her pretty, red curls, fingers entangling.  Kae gripped Fiona by the hair on the back of her head, held her tight, began gently but forcibly to control the sexy doll’s motions.
“That’s it, show Master what a good doll you are.  Show him what an eager little pretty cock sucker you are.  Show him how wonderful that lovely mouth of your is.  Show him what a fun toy you are.”  Kae whispered.
Her words stung, blazing, scalding Fiona but she could not deny the truth of them.  They branded her, set her free, and she sucked harder, pink pretty lips locked tight around Master’s cock.
Fiona forced her head down, tongue lapping at the underside of Master’s cock, Kae’s fingers tight in her hair.  The plug in her ass pressed on her sensitive inner walls, on the bright sport of her pleasure, and she moaned, the noise muffled by the cock in her mouth.
Master thrust forward, the head of his dick pressing at the back of Fiona’s throat and she suppressed the urge to gag, wanting more, needing more.  Her throat stretched, opened, and Master’s cock slipped deeper.  The way he shuddered as he sheathed his length in her tight throat, the way he moaned, made Fiona’s head spin.  Her cock throbbed in its cage, leaking a thin trickle of precum onto the floor.
“She is quite remarkable.”  Master said.
Kae grinned.  Fiona’s hand gripped the very base of Master’s cock as her throat massaged his pulsing crown as she swallowed over and over, tongue teasing, lips tight and wet.
“I told you.  She is a natural.”
The words, the praise, made Fiona blush, her belly and heart fluttering.  She sucked harder, pulled her head back, gasping for air, then pushed down again, taking Master’s cock back into her throat, hungry for his dick, his cum.
“She is.  Such an eager doll, so willing to obey and serve, so keen to please.  Her mouth really is quite… wonderful.”
Master’s words made Fiona’s head spin.  She moaned, in pleasure in delight, full of joy, the cock in her mouth and throat muffling the noise.
“I’m almost tempted… to let her… taste me… now.”  Master said.
His words thrilled Fiona.  That he might fill her mouth his cum, let her swallow it, let her please him, excited her more than anything she could remember.  The thought that just that act, that tasting him just once, would have her hooked, addicted to the sensation and the pleasure, her mouth craving more, made her lips tingle.  Her mouth watered, so sensitive, and she sucked harder, faster, the pleasure of serving her Master with her mouth making her cute little cock droll.  She wanted his cum.
“I think someone wants it more than you do.”  Kae said, her whisper teasing.
Fiona did not stop, worked harder, almost ferocious, fevered, hungry for Master’s cum.  Her lips were tight, mouth wet, hot, throat massaging as she swallowed the thick, hard length over and over.
“But… I want to try her pretty ass.”  Master said.
His words made Fiona shudder.  Master wanted to fuck her.  He wanted to use her.  Though it pained her to think she would not taste his cum the thought of him filling her hole with his cock, fucking her, filling her with his cum, breeding her like a pretty, sexy, feminine doll, made her head spin.
“Your wish is our command Master.”  Kae said, grinning.
Kae pulled on Fiona’s hair, pulled her off his cock.  Her lips were tight with suction so that they left his head with and audible pop and Fiona whined, wanting more.
“Quiet now doll.  Master wants your pretty ass.  You’ll get more cock later, greedy toy.”  Kae said.
Fiona fell quiet.  She watched as Master stripped off his trousers, pants, shirt, standing naked in front of her.  He was much larger than her and his height and obvious power made her feel small and weak and powerless, her belly fluttering, cock aching.
Kae’s hand slipped down Fiona’s back, ran over her ass squeezing, and pressed lighting on her plug, pressing it into her, making the doll moan in delight and surprise.  Master smiled, amused.
“We’ll need to do something about this though.”  Kae said.
She whispered a single word of power.  The plug and the cage pulsed hot then seemed to dissolve, melting away to nothing, leaving Fiona empty, desperate to be filled.  Her cock swelled almost immediately, though it was still small, cute and girly compared to Master’s length and girth.
“Since she seemed so hungry, and you did such a good job, how about we sample her together.”  Master said.
He looked at Kae and Kae broke into a wide smile, nodding, obviously excited.  Her fingers still gripped Fiona’s hair.
“You mean it?”  Kae asked.
Master nodded, smiling.  He looked to Fiona.
“I think she’d enjoy it as well.  Serving both of us.  A suitable thank you for the work we put into her.  And she’d get to sample what she’s been after all this time.  She’d get to fully commit herself as our doll, our toy.  Taking both of us at once, allowing us to use her, play with her, claim her.”
Fiona’s heart skipped.  The words stung but she could not deny the effect they had on her.  She wanted it.  Wanted all of it.
“How do you want her?”  Kae asked.
Master smiled.  He watched Fiona, watched her squirming, her cute little cock hard now and throbbing, her breasts heaving as she panted, desperate for more, desperate to be a good doll, a pretty toy.
“On the bed on all fours.  I’m going to show her the pleasure of being my toy.”  Master said.
 

Fiona climbed up onto the bed and crawled to the middle on her hands and knees.  She kept her ass high, wiggling it, her hips rolling, her ass framed by her stockings and her suspenders, her breasts swaying beneath her, nipples hard.  Master moved around behind her and Kae floated around to the front.
Fiona watched as Kae moved a hand to her crotch and spoke a single word of power, the air shimmering, her flesh shifting, her cock reforming, long and hard and thick, and Fiona’s mouth watered at the sight of it, her eyes wide.  Kae giggled.
“You like what you see, don’t you doll?”  Kae asked.
Fiona only nodded.  Her hole clenched and she licked her lips, as though starving.  The bed shifted as Master and Miss climbed up onto it with Fiona, both of them approaching her. 
Fiona looked back over her shoulder, saw Master move up behind her, his massive cock stiff and long, pointing at her ass.  Her cock twitched at the sight of it, and the thought of what he was going to do to her.  She curved her back to lift her ass up to him and spread her legs.  Master smiled.
“What do you want doll?”  Master asked.
Fiona grinned, blushing.  Her green eyes sparkled with lust and mischief.
“I want you to fuck me Master.  I want you to use me like your toy, your doll.  I want you make me your pretty girl.”  Fiona said.
Master nodded.  He stared at Fiona’s round, plump, pert ass, reached out with both hands to grasp both cheeks firmly.  Master squeezed, hard, and Fiona whimpered, wiggled her butt, wanting more.  Master raised one hand and slapped Fiona’s butt playfully, her round cheeks wobbling slightly.
As she watched he shifted one hand to his cock and gripped it, aimed it between her cheeks, and shifted forwards.  He ran the crown up and down her crack, her hole still slick and gaping from the plug, and Master’s cock quickly became lubricated.  He ran it over and around her hole, pressing gently, teasing her, and Fiona whined.  She pressed back, wanting him to sheath his dick in her hole, aching, desperate, but he denied her.
“Beg me.”  Master said.
“Please… please put it in… I want it… I need it… I want your cock inside of me… inside my tight hole, my pretty ass.  I want you make me your doll, your toy, your slut… just please… fuck me…” 
Fiona moaned as she spoke, aching.  Master pressed the head of his cock at her entrance, gently, spreading her hole wider.  Fiona gasped, moaned, spread her legs and lifted her ass up, pressing back as Master pressed forwards.  Her hole was stretched, wider and wider, opening for Master cock.
There was pain, pleasure, an aching need.  Fiona arched her back, desperate to be a good doll, a pretty fuck toy.  Master pressed forward, the head of his cock opening her ass, splitting her wide and then, suddenly, her entrance opened, and his cock slipped in, the large, prominent head popping past the ring of her opening, his cock sinking deep, slipping into her tight hole.  Fiona moaned in pleasure and satisfaction, shuddering in delight.  Master gripped the round, full cheeks of her butt, squeezing, pressing his cock deeper, her slick, tight, hot walls gripping his massive dick.
Master stopped, pulled back, pulling his cock almost all the way out of Fiona’s ass, teasing at her entrance, pulling.  Fiona moaned, pining, wanting again to be filled, to be fucked.  She wiggled her butt and looked back over her shoulder, green eyes begging, freckled cheeks flush, breathing hard.
“Please… don’t stop… put it back… fuck me… fuck me like your toy…”  Fiona whispered, pleading.
Master smiled.  He held his cock just inside of his doll’s tight, hot hole, squeezing her ass.  His hands slipped up to her hips, gripped her.
“You’re sure?  You want me to fuck you, to claim you, to make you my doll?”  Master asked.
Fiona nodded, smiling, heart racing.  The feeling of the head of Master’s cock inside of her, spreading her, made her belly flutter and her cute little dick ache, her hole clenching, squeezing, milking.  She wanted more, needed more, needed him to fuck her like the slutty, sexy doll she was.
“Please…”  Fiona whispered.
Master nodded, gripped Fiona tight, then thrust deep, slamming his hips into her, his belly slapping hard against her ass.  His thrust knocked the air from her lungs and sent her mind reeling.  The sensation of being so suddenly filled, his thick, long cock sheathed entirely inside her ass, made her dizzy with euphoria. 
Fiona’s arms gave out and she lifted her ass, her legs wide, allowing Master full access, offering herself to him.  He pulled out, thrust in, over and over, fucking Fiona deep and hard, his stroke slow, forceful, the ridge of his crown rubbing over her inner walls, rubbing over the bright spot of her pleasure, making it grow and blossom, her dick throbbing, drooling precum.
“Yes… more… please… more… just… don’t stop…” 
Fiona submitted utterly.  She was a doll, a toy, a pretty girl.  It was her place to obey, to pleasure, be pleasured, to be played with as Master wished.  Around her neck the pink ribbon collar thrummed, dulling thought.  There was no more resisting.
Master fucked her, gripping her tight.  Fiona moaned, gasping, short of breath, head spinning, Master’s cock slipping in and out of her hole, stretching her, fucking her, claiming her, her inner walls and entrance alive with pleasure unlike anything she had ever known.  Master’s balls slapped against Fiona’s pulsing dick, her hole clenching.  She wiggled her hips, grinding her ass, thrusting back, eager to press Master’s cock against the sensitive spot within, chasing her pleasure, the knot in her belly growing, her cock aching, drooling.
“Someone does seem to be enjoying herself.”  Kae said.
Fiona looked up, eyes glazed, grinning, lost on a tide of pleasure.  She nodded, dazed, thrusting back onto Master’s cock, spreading her legs and her hole to allow him to thrust deep, hard, fast, his hands gripping her hips tight.  She did not stop grinding back onto his magnificent dick, could not stop.
Kae smiled.  She reached down and entangled her fingers in Fiona’s long red curls.
“I’m glad, but really, that’s no excuse for forgetting about me.  Now, doll, how about you put that mouth to work while Master takes care of you pretty ass.”  Kae said.
Fiona’s eyes fell down to Kae’s crotch, her magnificent blue cock hard, long and thick, and her mouth began to water, her sensitive lips tingling.  She nodded, eager, and smiled as Kae moved herself forwards, aiming her cock at the sexy doll’s mouth.
 

Fiona lifted her head, opened her mouth, extended her tongue.  Her mouth felt suddenly empty, wet.  Behind her Master shifted his hands, stroking Fiona’s sides as he thrust slowly, still deep and forceful but more controlled, teasing.  Fiona’s head spun, drunk on the sensations.  Kae’s grip in Fiona’s pretty hair tightened.
“All of it doll, take all of it.  Show me how much you want to taste my cum and if you’re good then maybe I’ll reward you with it.”  Kae said.
Fiona looked up into Kea’s eyes, smiled.  She wanted to taste it, to feel it in her mouth, on her tongue, coating her throat. 
“Thank you Miss.”  She said.
Kae grinned.  Fiona leaned forward, pressed her lips to the head of Kae’s wonderful cock, and took it into her mouth.
Both Kae and Fiona moaned, almost as one, both relishing the sensation, Kae enjoying the tight seal of Fiona’s pretty doll lips, the hot, wet, tight confines of her mouth, the ministrations of her tongue, Fiona savouring the thick, hot, hard length in her mouth, sucking, sealing her lips tight, teasing with her tongue over the velvet skin, allowing the head to brush the back of her throat.
“Such a good doll.  Letting us both play with you at once.  And you certainly seem to be enjoying it.”  Kae said—her voice hoarse with lust and pleasure.
Kae nodded, her mouth full of cock, sucking, up and down, her lips tingling with bliss as they ran over the velvet flesh of Kae’s dick.  She wiggled her ass, her hips, riding Master’s cock, thrusting back into him as he thrust into her, taking all of him, thrusting forward to take Kae cock between her lips.  Her head was spinning, lost on an ocean of submission, pleasure, joy.  She was a doll, a toy, and she only existed to be played with, to obey, to serve.
“I think she’s ready to fully commit herself to her new destiny.”  Master said.
Kae and master both smiled.  The looked down at Fiona, their doll, pretty, sexy, feminine, her ass raise, a cock in her hole and in her mouth, lost on the pleasure they were both offering her, thrusting back, hips rolling, her lips locked tight, sucking, tongue lapping.  
“Is that right doll?  You want us both to claim you?  Mark you?  You know that… ah… once we both cum in you, fill you, that once you taste us, you’ll never be able to go back.  You’ll be hooked on the pleasure, always wanting more… our perfect, slutty, eager toy.  Is that what you want?”  Kae asked.
The words made Fiona’s head spin, but she wanted it, more than anything.  There was no hesitation, no resistance.  She wanted to be a doll, a toy, wanted to submit, wanted to be played with.  Fiona nodded, murmured her agreement, the cock in her mouth muffling her answer.
Master thrust into her, deep, his cock rubbing over the knot of her pleasure, her cock aching, drooling, throbbing, balls tight.  Kae pushed her cock into Fiona’s mouth, the head slipping deep, pushing into the tight hot confines of her throat.
“I think that’s a yes.”  Master said.
“Yes… I think… it was… may I claim her for you… Master?  May I make her ours?”  Kae said.
Master nodded.  He smiled at the beautiful blue fairy, looked down at this sexy, pretty doll.
“Together.  We’ll claim her together.”  Master said.
Kae and Master thrust, harder, faster, hands on her hips, gripping her, in her hair, controlling her.  Master’s cock fucked in and out of her ass, while Miss’s fucked in and out of her mouth, impaling her, pleasuring her as she pleasured them.  She was lost on a wave of euphoria, endorphins, pleasure.  The moment was perfect and she was happier that she could ever remember being.  She belonged, was wanted, desired, and she never wanted to leave.
“Fuck… yes… more…”  Master said.
He fucked into Fiona hard, his cock swelling, throbbing, splitting her wide.  Fiona gasped as he fucked her with force.
“I’m… so close…”  Kae said.
Their words, their desire, their pleasure, the thought that she was responsible for pleasing them, that they wanted her, desired her, thought her beautiful, that she pleased them, sent Fiona spiralling into bliss.  That she was going to make them come, that they were going to fill her, claim her, make her theirs, forever, binding her to them, her mind and body addicted to their cocks, their cum, drove her over the edge.
She sucked hard, ferocious, desperate, thrust back, riding Master’s cock.  Her cute dick swelled.  As Master fucked her his dick pulsed, hard, and then he was cumming.  He thrust deep, held her in place as his cock swelled, throbbing hard, filling her with his hot, thick, sticky cum.  Kae thrust into Fiona’s mouth, into her throat, and then she too was cumming, her cock swelling, pulsing, erupting hot gushes of cum straight down Fiona’s throat, filling her mouth with the thick, salty-sweet nectar.  Fiona moaned in delight, the magic of her new body taking hold, binding her, branding her.
Her little cock swelled and then she too was cumming, the pleasure of having her ass and mouth filled at the same time driving her into realms of pleasure she had never thought possible.  There was no going back, no returning to her old life.  She would never be able to resist again, the thought of cock and cum, of being pretty, of being a good doll, a perfect slutty toy imprinted perfectly onto her mind and body.
Master and Kae and Fiona all came, hard, panting, gasping.  As Fiona’s orgasm subsided, she felt the magic take hold.  The pleasure of cum in her mouth, in her ass, unlike anything else, and she knew she could never have enough.
Master’s cock was still throbbing inside her, the last of his orgasm, his cum warm, and Fiona swallowed as Kae’s orgasm faded, her cock softening in her mouth, the lingering taste of her semen pleasant so that it left her wanting more.  Kae pulled back even as Master shivered, his cock softening inside of Fiona’s ass.  Fiona looked up into Kae’s eyes, looked back over her shoulder at Master.  She smiled.
“Thank you.”  Fiona said.
Master and Kae both grinned.  Kae reached out to ruffle Fiona’s hair.  Master stroked Fiona’s back, her round, pert butt.
“You’re very welcome doll.  Now, how about we get you settled into your new bedroom.  We have so many dresses for you to try on and then, when we’ve all recovered, we could see about playing again.”  Master said.
Fiona beamed. 
“Really?”
Master nodded.  He pulled back, his cock slipping from Fiona’s ass, his cum dripping out of her gaping hole, hot and sticky, the sensation wonderful so that Fiona shivered in delight.
“Of course.  Afterall, I’ve yet to cum in that wonderful mouth of yours, and something tells me you’re not going to say no to a little more reward.”  Master said.
Fiona bit her bottom lip, blushing.  Already just the thought of Master cumming in her mouth was making her squirm, her cock twitching.  Fiona nodded.
“I’m your toy Master, your doll.  I’ll never say no to you playing with me.”  Fiona said.




THE END
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