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Riley meets the Dolls!




Riley locked the skate shop's glass door, the key scraping metal. She flipped off the neon "Open" sign, its buzz dying to silence. Counters gleamed under her rag's final swipe. Sweat beaded on her skinny frame, cropped tank top sticking to small breasts, low-riding jean shorts hugging wiry hips. Toned legs, shaved smooth, flexed as she stretched. Messy red bob pulled back in a ponytail, strands escaping over green eyes narrowed in frustration. The shift had dragged on forever. Friends bailed for some party, leaving her alone again. 

She snatched her skateboard from behind the counter, phone buzzing in her pocket. She scrolled through pics—bodies grinding at the bash, skin flushed, lips locked. Heat pooled low in her belly, confusing and sharp. Fingers hovered over the screen.

"Pfft, who needs that drama anyway? Bunch of posers."

Board hit pavement outside. She kicked off, wheels rumbling over cracked sidewalk toward dorms. Cool breeze sliced through campus, leaves skittering like whispers. Distant bass thumped from parties, streetlights stretched shadows long and jagged. She popped an ollie, landed clean, shaking off the ache.

She carved across the green, grassy quad empty under moonlight. Something caught her eye—a structure, adult-sized but dollhouse cute. Pastel walls in pinks and blues, ornate windows framed like candy glass, tiny door glowing faint. It squatted there, out of nowhere, like it dropped from the sky.

Riley slowed, board scraping to a stop. Amusement twisted her lips.

"What the hell? Some art student's prank?"

Eyes widened, she tucked the board under her arm and stepped closer.

Eight tiny figures skipped around the dollhouse, no taller than her knees. They looked like off-the-shelf dolls someone’s grandma would buy for their grandkid. Yarn-like hair in a messy fashion topped their heads, Riley looked on as she saw different messy hair colors of black, brown, pink, yellow, green, and blue for each of the different dolls. All of them seemed to have stuffed bodies as they jumped and chased each other with glee around the oversized dollhouse. Riley giggled at the silver jumpsuits each of them wore, almost like these toy astronaut dolls just landed!

Riley halted, board clutched tight. Intrigue pulled her forward, feet crunching grass.

"Okay, this is weirdly adorable. What are you little guys, escaped from a toy store?"

They noticed her. Gathered fast, circling her legs with whimsical hops. Tiny forms brushed her calves, cool plastic hands sending shivers up.

"Such a lovely big doll! Look at her shiny hair!" One doll smiled as it touched Riley’s smooth leg.

The doll's bubbly remarks filled her ears, compliments lingering on her pretty hips, the curve of her ass under shorts. Riley flushed at the gentle flirtings of the dolls. They tugged her jean hems politely, cool hands grazing shaved skin, tingles racing to her core.

"Come play inside! We have the best games."

Riley's cheeks burned under freckles, a strange heat twisting between her legs. Their touches—fingers tracing her thighs—sparked something raw, intimate. Why did it feel good? Messed up, Riley thought, but her body leaned in.

"This is messed up... but kinda hot?"

The lead one, pink and pigtailed, tilted its head, eyes glowing brighter.

"We just want to see how good we can make you feel, pretty one. Fun games, no ouchies!"

Her smirk broke through, independence cracking under the lure. Heart pounded, nipples tightening against her tank.

"Alright, weirdos, show me what you've got. But if it's lame, I'm out."

The dolls jumped on top of Riley, playful chaos erupting. She reeled at the doll's individual weight as she playfully pushed her to the ground. The stuffing pressed soft but firm, as if a doll hugged up against her. Other dolls hugged her legs tightly. Riley’s face and chest blushed as they climbed all over her. Small painted mouths pressed kisses to her cheeks, arms, vibrations humming through their bodies into her skin. Cool lips nipped at freckles, yarn-like hair brushing her neck as they cuddled closer.

Riley giggled, off-balance, pleasure spiking unexpectedly.

"Hey, easy there! That tickles…”

Riley giggled, not admitting to her new friends that it felt amazing. One scaled her thigh, tiny hand slipping under her shorts' edge, grazing the seam of her panties. Another kissed her inner arm. Pleasure pulsed straight to her clit. She squirmed, arousal soaking through cotton, legs parting instinctively.

Their strength surged—collective, unyielding. Arms locked around her waist, hoisted her up.

“Oh, hey!” Riley squeaked as the dolls lifted her off the ground. They carried Riley overhead like a trophy, tiny hands gripping her ass, thighs, breasts. Her heart raced, a mix of laughs and gasps escaping as plastic touches teased her nipples through fabric, while the dolls carried her closer to the strange-looking dollhouse.

The door ahead expanded, glowing bigger, alien shimmer warping reality. They paraded her through, into blinding white light. World outside blurred, faded. Colors bloomed inside— what looks like an alien playspace mashed together with some sci-fi sex chamber, walls alive with glowing toys, oversized play mats stretching wide.

Oversized playspaces loomed nearby, restraint bars humming with faint energy that pulsed like eager heartbeats. A different-sized table with restraints huddled together in the corner, modular straps dangling from its edges, gel dispensers oozing viscous drips onto the surface. The gyno exam table dominated the center—a pastel-pink slab with stirrups shaped like chubby cartoon hands, ready to clamp and spread. Stranger machines dotted the space: humming contraptions with writhing tentacle probes that coiled and uncoiled, feather-tipped arms twitching in rhythm. The air hummed with synthetic sweetness, like candy mixed with machine oil.

Whoa, this place is like a kid's dream... or nightmare. What the heck did I sign up for? Riley wondered at the alien space.

The eight dolls gathered around Riley as if assessing their prize. Their large eyes fixed on her body, glowing with glee. Riley sat up, arms crossing over her small breasts, heat flooding her pale cheeks, freckles darkening like scattered embers.

"Such smooth legs! Pretty freckles like stars! Your hair is like fire—we love it!"

"Uh, thanks? You guys are laying it on thick. Not used to being the center of attention like this." Riley shyly smiled.

Their stares lingered on her exposed midriff, the subtle swell of her hips under the shorts. Arousal twisted low in her gut.

One lead doll clapped tiny hands, yarn-like hair bouncing.

"What game first for our pretty playmate?"

Suggestions erupted, voices overlapping in chirpy harmony.

A doll pointed to a desk station, an oversized paddle gleaming on its surface.

"Detention hall—She might be naughty!"

Another gestured to a padded bench, feathers dangling like eager fingers.

"Tickle game—make her laugh and wiggle!"

A chorus swelled.

"Let's play doctor! Check if she's healthy for all the fun!"

Riley's cheeks burned hotter, eyes widening. The thought of being spread out on the gyno table, naked and helpless, shot straight through Riley’s core.

"Doctor, huh? That... could be fun." Riley said as her voice trailed off, heart hammering, thighs clenching against the growing dampness in her panties.

The dolls shouted in agreement, bubbly chirps filling the air.

"Doctor, it is! Prep the patient!"

They swarmed her, tiny cool hands pinning her wiry arms and legs to the foam. The dolls held Riley firmly yet playfully, as others tugged at her clothes. Riley squirmed, giggles bubbling up amid the embarrassment, thrill spiking through her core.

"Hey, whoa, easy there! You little pervs..."

Shoes yanked off, socks peeled away, bare feet exposed to their touches—fingers tracing arches, sending shivers up her calves. Jean shorts slid down over shaved thighs, revealing the subtle dip of her hips and the damp patch on her panties. Tank top lifted, sports bra whisked free, small breasts bouncing into view, freckled shoulders flushing red. Riley moaned as her panties were hooked and pulled, slick folds bared to the air, her toned body fully naked, arousal glistening on pale skin.

The dolls cooed, grazing nipples and inner thighs.

"All ready now! Such a perfect patient doll."

Riley's breath caught, feeling the cool touches roaming her naked skin—fingers circling her erect nipples, others dipping between her spread legs, drawing gasps from her lips. Arousal surged, her clit throbbing under the fleeting caresses, body arching into the contact.

"Fuck, that feels good, you little pervs!"

They hoisted her up, collective strength lifting her overhead, Riley’s red hair swayed, dangling strands brushing her flushed cheeks. Hands gripped her ass cheeks, spreading them slightly, cool air kissing her exposed slit.

"Ahh! Hey!"

Riley wiggled in the grasp as they approached the table. The dolls lowered Riley onto the gyno table, its pastel-pink slab conforming to her skinny back, cool against her bare skin. Foam padding cradled her ass and shoulders. Her red hair fanned out, strands sticking to her freckled cheeks as she caught her breath. The eight dolls swarmed around the lowered table.

Handcuffs snapped shut around Riley's wrists, yanking her arms overhead and locking them to a padded bar. A rubber strap stretched taut across her lower stomach. One doll pulled the strap tight, pinning her hips down. The pressure squeezed her toned abs, forcing her small breasts to jut upward, nipples stiffening in the air.

Riley moaned low in her throat as hands gripped her thighs, spreading her legs wide. Cartoonish stirrups clamped around her ankles and calves, metallic clicks securing them in place, forcing her shaved pussy and asshole into full view. The position exposed every inch. Her eyes fluttered shut for a second, heat surging through her core.

The dolls paused their frenzy, movements turning deliberate. Low mumbles filtered through the air. Riley closed her eyes, blushing now on display for the dolls.

"Feel her skin—so soft here."

Some of the dolls agreed. Their tiny hands roamed, one set cupping her small breasts, thumbs circling the freckled mounds and pinching nipples lightly. Another pair of fingers traced between her legs, parting her slick folds, exploring the shaved smoothness of her pussy lips.

"Oh! MMM!"

Riley moaned as their cool plastic grazed her asshole, probing the tight ring with gentle presses. Her asshole puckered as the small fingers pushed and rubbed her little pucker.

"Look at that pretty hole—pink and puckered."

Riley blushed as the dolls remarked while they looked at her puckered asshole.

Riley's face burned, freckles vanishing under the flush spreading down her neck. Their touches ignited sparks, her body arching into the caresses despite herself. Being pinned like this, helpless under their whims, sent a twisted thrill racing through her veins. She bit her lip, ignoring the faint wheels scraping across the foam floor nearby, some tray rattling into position just out of sight.

The dolls clustered in a tight circle around the table after touching and caressing Riley. Two of them toddled back, emerging seconds later in bizarre nurse outfits—oversized hats perched on their yarn-like hair, aprons dotted with alien symbols, and pockets bulging with tiny latex gloves that fit their small hands like second skins.

Cheers erupted, high-pitched and echoing.

"Examination time! Patient prep complete!"

One voice piped up from the back, sharper than the rest.

"Begin the check-up—make her all healthy for play!"

The table whirred, reclining further back with a mechanical groan. Riley's head tilted, world tilting with it, her legs cranking open wider in the stirrups. Cool air kissed her dripping slit, the exposure making her clit throb visibly.

A doll in nurse garb stepped between her spread thighs, unblinking eyes fixed on her core. Its painted mouth curved up.

"Oh, look how much juice she's making—dripping all over like a leaky toy!"

Giggles rippled through the circle, Riley's mouth low at the dolls' bubbly mockery. One of the dolls dressed like a nurse snatched a thick plastic thermometer from the tray, its seven-inch length gleaming under the lights, bulbous tip rounded and oversized like a cartoon prop. Tiny hands slicked it with clear lube, the substance dripping viscous trails onto the table.

Riley's breath hitched, eyes locking on the tool. She knew exactly where it was headed, her asshole clenching in anticipation, pussy quivering at the thought.

The doll nurse spread her ass cheeks with cool fingers, exposing the tight pucker fully. It pressed the lubed tip against her hole, twisting slow. The thermometer pushed in, inch by stretching inch, filling her up with unyielding plastic.
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