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Welcome to The Dollhouse 
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The Dollhouse place for fantasies to come true and where beautiful women are waiting to be used for your pleasure. Dress them, kiss them, play with them. They are completely devoted to being your doll. They are willing to obey and not say a word. All they ask in return? These living, willing girls just want one thing, to be made sure they are used exactly how they deserve to be. 

The Maker has the perfect dolls ready for you to use. So what are you waiting for. Come play out your fanasties no matter how dirty or sinful they are, your dolls are waiting for you. 

This Bundle contains 5 stories

Ava

There's nothing better than having a woman sat prettily on her knees waiting for you. It's even better when you are free to use her as you please. Dress her up in a cute dress only to ruin it as she takes every inch you have down her throat. Push her against the mirror and give everything just trying to make her break. But for Ava this is what she wants. She wants to be used like a doll and objectified. The question is, how long will you play with her?

Briar

Jilted at the altar? The only way to get over it is to take another bride. And Briar is waiting for you all dressed up in her perfect white wedding dress. The anger, though... seeing someone who is nothing about a reminder of your heartbreak pushes you to a dark place. Luckily, Briar is willing to be your doll, taking everything you throw at her. Every hole is yours. And even as metal dances over her skin she will take it. She's a good doll, but will you go too far?

Clara

Having a woman waiting patiently and taking everything you have without saying a word... it's a dream come true. Especially if it's one girl you have been lusting for. Tease her, edge her, rough her up and torment your pretty little doll. See if she can break. Because if she does, well. All the power is in your hands.

Daisy

What do you do when you're nervous about your first time? Go to The Dollhouse and claim a doll as your own. And that's just what Daisy is. A beautiful girl trying her best to obey her commands and be silent. Pose her. Use her. Do anything you want to grow your confidence because when the door shuts, there's nothing to stop you.

Ellie and Emma

Having a woman waiting patiently and taking everything you have without saying a word... it's a dream come true. But having two, well that’s unbelievable too. Even better when they look so much alike and are willing to be used for nothing but your pleasure. Just don’t get too carried away, or do. Even a surprise explosion in a forbidden hole is not off-limits at The Dollhouse. 

Before you go anywhere, here’s a steaming hot tip just for you. Join my newsletter https://subscribepage.io/SweetKitty

Wait, why?

You will be get updates, special deals and EXCLUSIVELY FOR MY NEWSLETTER SUBSCRIBERS all bundles will be 50% off. https://subscribepage.io/SweetKitty 
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AVA

Dear Maker,
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My name is Ava and... well, I don’t know what to say. I saw your advertisement on a naughty website and there was something about it that was intriguing. At first I thought it was silly, but here I am applying for the opportunity, as you called it of a lifetime.

There’s nothing much about me. I came to the city from a small town longing for a dream career that always seems to be too far away. Blond. Petite. Oh, and I like pilates. If that’s helpful. And a bra size DD. On the application you asked about sexual experiences. I guess the best way to sum them up is lacking to say the least, which is probably why even the thought of this makes my skin tingle.

Anyway, I would love to be a doll in The Dollhouse. I can’t stop thinking about how it would feel like being used and treated as nothing but an object of a man’s desires, and a stranger no less. It makes me... excited. I’m sure if there is anyone who can understand it’s you. So, I would be very grateful for this opportunity.

Yours willingly,

Ava xxx

Oh, by the way. I saw on the application there is an option to take a pill to make the experience easier. But I kind of like the idea of the challenge. I promise to be silent for your client and do my best to resist all urges. If I don’t, I am happy to take the punishment.

Anyway, thank-you Maker!
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The Dollhouse - Ava
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There’s something about the way the woman in front of me walks. Her ass swings rigidly from side to side in a tight pink pencil skirt. Her high heels click and the tightly pulled back bond hair gives her an air of authority. And yet, from our limited interactions it’s clear she’s almost in a blissful trance.

Is this what the doll I paid for will be like?

The woman stops to a dead halt in front of a plain right doll. With a graceful turn, her blue eyes catch mine and her smile beams. “Here’s your room, sir. Your doll will be waiting inside. We ask that you remember the rules you signed.”

“Thanks.” I dig my hands into my pants pockets.

“Is there anything else I can help you with?”

My eyes flick down to the t-shirt pulled so tight over her large breasts it almost looks like it’s plastic.

“Your doll is waiting.” She smiles, voice chirpy but robotic.

“Yes. Thank you.”

“We hope you enjoy your time at The Dollhouse.”

My gaze follows the woman as she walks away. The walk still hitting a near uncanny valley. It’s hot though. Something powerful almost begging for me.

I swallow, running my hands down my pants and push the white door open. It hits me straight away why this place is called The Dollhouse other than the obvious reasons. The room is perfect. A white clean four poster bed, make-up table, an immense wardrobe. Everything a room for a doll house could need. And yet under the perfection there is something about it. Little hints of its true intentions—sex.

But the most stunning thing in the room is the girl sat beautifully on her knees in the middle of the floor on a pink shaggy rug. Her flawless skin contrasts with the baby pink lace lingerie and a matching bow tied around the neck.

I make my way to her, but hesitate, taking my time to soak her in. The beautiful blonde curls rest on her shoulders as if each one was placing their on purpose. Her blue eyes are on me, but it’s like she’s walking past me. If it wasn’t for the calm, shallow breaths pushing her chest up and down, I would be sure she might be a doll.

Crouching down, I brush her cheek. The warm skin floods into me and sends a tingle down my spine. She’s definitely real.

“You’re very pretty.” I whisper.

There’s no response. Not even a glimmer in her eye. Good. Weird, but good. My eyes fall to the ribbon on her neck. It’s holding something against her chest, an elegant name card with The Dollhouse logo on it. I tug the bow undone and read the simple message on the back. My name is Ava.

“Well, Ava.” I say, standing up. “I think we are going to have some fun.”

I walk around the room, my gaze never truly dropping away from her. The wardrobe catches my attention. It’s full of outfits business suits, causal wear, a wedding dress. But it’s a blue and white stripped sundress that draws my attention.

“Ava, come here, please.”

Ava stands and elegantly walks toward me as if she is on a catwalk. She stops dead in front of me, her expression blank and not a word spoken. This is part of The Dollhouse which has made me curious. The girls obey basic commands. They don’t speak, or argue just simple obey. A real life doll under your command is what they sold. And it’s what I have.

I take the dress off the hanger. “Put this on.”

Ava obeys. She slips the dress off the hanger and almost mechanically places it on the floor, steps inside it and shimmers it up her body. Our eye contact breaks as she turns around.

The zipper roars in my finger, and the soft material pulls tight around her body. I can’t help myself. My hands fall down her sides and I move into her gently. The sweet scent of apples and strawberries teases my nose. And all I want is to rip the zipper back down and fuck her.

“Turn.” I whisper with a hard swallow.

She turns again, and I fix the belt, pulling it tight to cinch around her waist. Ava is stunning, and the dress fits her like a glove.

“Turn around so I can look at you.”

Ava spins on her tiptoes slow like a ballet dancer in a jewellery box. I scan over her, taking it all in. She’s a dream girl. Not a hair out of place.

I grab a pair of white heels out and fall to my knees before her. All it takes is a tug for her to lift a foot into my hand. The shoe slips on, letting the cute pink toenails contrast with the white. There is something so wonderful about this and I don’t know how to describe it. It’s sensual in a way I could never expect. My hand dance up her thigh and back down. The soft curves make my stomach hard.

I switch legs, fitting the shoe on Ava as if she was a princess. This time, though, my hand creeps up her leg and behind her knee. The soft muscle is relaxed almost willing me to continue.

It takes too much effort than normal to stand back up. The glorious eyes find mine again. There but not there. On me and only me, but not at the same time. Something pulls in my chest.

“Beautiful, Ava.” There’s something miss though. Just a little something. “Stay. Just like that.”

I move to the vanity table and pull the drawers open. You’ve got to hand it to The Dollhouse. They know what you want. I grab a small bottle of lip gloss and return to Ava. The sticky wand pops out of the glass, and like an artist I color Ava’s lips, taking my time as if she’s my masterpiece. Light pink shines onto the plump lips, bending against the wand’s touch. The flesh moves and bounces. It’s too much.

The lip gloss drops onto the carpet. My hands take both sides of her head and my passionate kiss crashes down onto her. For a split I swear I can feel Ava, the real Ava sigh. It fuels my kiss, making it wet and frantic. My tongue slips against the seam of her lips and pushes in. Everything about her just makes me want to make her mine.

And she is mine.

Oh fuck. The thought spins my mind around. The taste of the cherry lip gloss proving it. She’s mine, fucking mine. My cock hardens, and I deepen the kiss. There’s not an even the idea of my mind of pleasing her or being nervous Ava is here no matter what.

I suck in a breath and return to the kiss even hotter than before. My fingers run down the sleek plastic zipper, leaving it done up and down to the small of her back. The material ruffles under my fingers drawing more of my desire for.

My kisses cover her cheek, her jaw, her neck. The warm heartbeat pounding under my sloppy hunger.

“You’re gorgeous Ava.” I groan, fingers shifting to the hem of her dress. “Fucking perfect.”

The delicious thigh meets my touch and the lace panties cry out to be removed. Fuck, if this is how good her lips are I can only imagine what is waiting for me. My cock strains, and I push her back against the wardrobe. Our bodies clash together her tits pushing against me.

I round my hand under her ass and massage it, playing with her and the submissive body.

“You were made for me.” I groan, kissing her back on the darling lips.

I take her hand and push it against my crotch. Even that is perfect. Not good enough, though. I shove Ava’s hand down my pants and onto my bare cock, guiding her elegant fingers to take hold.

“Fuck, you’ve made me hard.”

The compliant hand rubs up and down with my hand directing her. Heat rises in my stomach, and I lick and kiss her neck, falling into a slice of heaven.

“Fucking made for me. Aren’t you?”

My hand let goes of her ass, and I shove my pants down. My shirt rips off and flutters down to the floor as if it’s on fire. Ava doesn’t let go. Her soft hand under mine holds onto my cock and jerks it up and down.

“Your hands are amazing. You know that, right? So fucking good. If only every woman was like this. Get on your knees.”

It’s still strange how she obeys. There isn’t even a flicker of questioning in the gorgeous face. Ava drops to her knees and sits prettily on her heels. The addicting hands lay on her knees. She’s exactly the same way I found her.
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