RWBY: GRIMM TALES OF CHANGE
CHAPTER 4 - THIS BLOWS

This story contains the following TF content:

· INFLATABLE LOVEDOLL TF
It was almost 2am now and silence had settled over Beacon Academy. Changes had been occurring all day unbeknownst to its occupants. Like miss Ruby Rose, whom now found herself a barely intelligent sex machine or Weiss Schnee, who now found herself a frozen monster or Blake Belladonna, who was now known by the name ‘Winter Schnee’. What had become of the woman previously known as Winter Schnee? No one was sure, but of course no one had known that there had been two for a moment to begin with. 

Of course, because no one knew that anything was happening, the rest of the academy carried on like it was a normal eve. Yang Xiao Long included. All of the day’s fighting had gotten her all jittery, and she knew if she imposed on one of her teammates for a bit of company they wouldn’t have committed to anything actually relaxing. So she’d wandered over to a spa that was local to the campus. It was usually the type of place only the rich could afford ( and coming from the middle of nowhere, money wasn’t exactly something the Xiao Long - Rose family had much of ) but she’d been gifted a voucher by the faculty as a reward for one of the missions she’d cleaned up earlier in the year.

Who said being a Huntress didn’t have many perks?

“Yeah, what’s her name? Yang Xiao Long?” Having removed herself from the hot springs and stuffed herself into the white robe provided as she wandered towards the masseuse’s room for a much needed massage, Yang stopped dead in her tracks as she wandered past a room where a young man seemed to be resting after a massage of his own. He was on the phone it seemed, probably talking to another guy. “Yeah, she’s unbelievably hot!” Of course she was, Yang knew that. But she wasn’t interested in flaunting it, at least not to some dude. “Nothing like her ugly little sister, right? Yang’s like… how did she get that sexy? Is she made of rubber?”

She might have been able to forgive being talked about like a piece of meat; no, she definitely would have forgiven it. But it was the comment about Ruby that set her off. Still clad only in her robe, she slammed the door open and stomped in. “Why you…!” Common sense would suggest not to strike a fellow student on campus ( or at all ), but when the fiery blonde got worked up sometimes she let loose a little too much. 

“Hey, wait! You’re misunderstanding!” The young man had fear in his blue eyes as they went wide at the realization he’d majorly fucked up, with the girl charging at him full speed. He braced for impact, something he could only imagine would leave a brutal mark, and she practically let out a battle cry as her fist crashed into his cheek.

But there was no pain. In fact, it felt like he’d been hit by a balloon. “What the hell!?” It was Yang that had spoken up as her fist had bounced off the youth like a ball. She punched again, the same thing happened. But there was a disconnect in her senses here. She punched, but she could really feel the impact. Almost like her hand had gone numb. 

The youth took this moment of confusing to scamper past Yang and out the door, the girl herself not in the right mental state to give chase as she brought her right hand before her face. Her usually well manicured fingers looked swollen, skin pressing outward almost unnaturally. She winced without pain as she watched her fingernails themselves suddenly slid off of its surface and fall to the ground. Her stomach sank. That wasn’t normal.

Her fingers continued to swell, so much that her unchanged left hand couldn’t help but touch it. There was no pain at all, but the skin on her right felt bizarre. It had none of the grittiness human skin normal had a texture, instead there was little to no resistance to her motions. His opposing fingers slid right across its surface like it was…

Like it was plastic.

She squeeze her growing fingers with confusion, noting that they almost seemed to be boneless beneath the surface. The early thought that her punch felt like a balloon only felt more fitting now, particular as each finger had grown so large that it began to press against the ones beside it and fuse into a singular superfinger. “It’s like on a doll?” She couldn’t deny that the resemblance was uncanny. Like the kind of hand you’d see on a featureless, stuffed doll. Except her hand wasn’t stuffed with anything.

A chill having washed down her spine, Yang had involuntarily sat down where the boy had been sitting only a moment prior. When she sat it felt odd. Softer. Like her ass had inflated. It had. “WHAT NOW!?” A whiny cry of anger erupted from her vocals as she lifted a single cheek off the bench and turned her head down to look. Her butt was clearly pressing against the bottom of the robe with an unnatural circular shape, and she couldn’t help but smack her unchanged hand against its surface. She couldn’t see it, but her ass crack was now nothing more than an ornament, a sealed orifice that otherwise couldn’t be used short of a tiny hole in the center.

The sound of plastic being struck echoed through the room and it seemed to stimulate a further increase in size, so much that the robe had been pushed to the point where it no longer contained thighs that began to inflate with a slow hiss as well. They burgeoned outward as they became firmer, their size bolstered as air pressed out against the sides and her skin took on the same plastic sheen her hand and ass had. They jutted out to the side unnaturally, and Yang suddenly couldn’t close her legs as they spread outwards into a position that yearned for sexual conquest, pussy front and center for anyone that might approach.

“Stupid assholes. Leaving me alone for the night to go on dates. I bet they’re fucking right now.” Yang blinked, a bead of sweat rolling down her cheek as an unfamiliar voice murkily came into audible range. Rather, her entire surroundings had changed. No longer was she sitting on a bench at the spa, but rather the room around her resembled the type of housing quarters one might find on an airship. Yang herself was propped up against pillows at the end of an unfamiliar bed, legs still open welcoming over the edge without a robe in sight. And before her… a man. He was likely around eighteen or nineteen. A soldier? He sound agitated about something.

And then he slid off his belt. 

Panic set in Yang’s mind against as he began to pull down his pants and then his boxers, revealing her erect dick just in time to turn his gaze on her. She wanted to scream for help, but found herself sorely incapable of making any sound at all. She attempted to move her free hand, but found it no longer free as her moment of observation had left her unaware that it had changed to match the right appendage, the plastic running up her arms and giving them an unnatural sheen.

He took one step and then another, each worrying her more and more before her clutched her shoulders just as their own texture changed. His hands against them made the sound of squeaking plastic, and despite how hard he squeezed the plastic only see to push inward as air was displaced. But what was strangest about this situation was how good it felt. Yang had found her sense of touch dulling over the course of her transformation, but being handled by someone else just felt extremely pleasurable. Like she was fulfilling a role she’d been created to fill. Wasn’t she doing just that? No… 

He suddenly thrust forward, his entire dick entering her pussy as its shape was accommodate by an orifice that was now undergoing its own transformation. When the dick was in she felt full, but when it came out she felt disappointingly empty. Her vagina grew deeper and deeper with each thrust, the lining losing its natural warmth as it, too, became plastic ( though of a brighter pink shade ). He fucked her so hard and so violently that her body buckled in his grip and her gratuitous breasts, still real, bounced around. Her stomach churned as the artificial alterations finally set in and it inflated in slight. The definition of her bellybutton was lost but, peculiarly, a mouthpiece rose from where it once was so that she could be re-inflated when needed.

Yang’s terror had progressively turned to pleasure, her cheeks pink with delight as drool hung from her smiling lips. The man didn’t seem to realize that she resembled a living person more than she should of, but with each thrust she began to question the thought that she was even a human to begin with. Humans lived to die, they lived to suffer. To be a lovedoll was to exist as long as she was needed and only experience pleasure. Wasn’t that a better life?

Breasts began to bounce a little more stiffly as the changes ran through them next. Her areola stiffened as her nipples elongated unnaturally and took on a rubber appearance. Already the proud owned of a large pair of breasts, they nearly doubled in size as their fatty interior was erased and filled with the hiss of air. They were bigger than the kind you’d find on most dolls like her, but that was the personal preference of the one using her.

He eventually withdrew from her pussy, his dick wet with his own natural lube as he seemed uninterested in finishing inside of her. A creepy smile danced across his lips as he grasped her hair and roughly tugged her down, body crumpling uncomfortably as his entire dick was shoved inside her mouth.

Almost immediately, the drool at the corner of her mouth dried up. Her entire mouth dried up as the man’s musky member penetrated the back of her throat and slightly downward. She didn’t even gag, since her mouth grew featureless and became lined with a soft plastic meant for receiving a man’s genitalia. Her teeth and tongue withdrew into the plastic, and her cheeks puffed up as she could feel her own face beginning to succumb to finishing touches. 

Yang’s head rocked back and forth as she happily ate his dick over and over. The rest of her facial features seemingly sank into a face that was more plastic than skin, becoming little more than an image drawn on to its surface; her lips growing several sizes as her mouth opened into a permanent O shape. She could still see, taste, and feel when touched, but whenever she wasn’t being handled she entered a temporary dormant state. 

And her own pleasure? It was at its peak when he eventually shot his warm load into the back of her throat. It was bittersweet, knowing that she’d now be discarded until she was needed again. And as he pulled the cap on the mouthpiece and she felt the air begin to leave her body, everything faded to black.

“I cannot believe someone would just leave this lying around! It is really pretty, is it not?” The next voice Yang heard was not the man’s. It was vaguely familiar, but she couldn’t seem to place it.

“You’d think that, wouldn’t you R.U.B.Y.? But you’re programmed to be more sympathetic to objects like you and Penny.” A second voice. It was firm and informative.

The darkness began to fade into light as her body began to take shape. Air was being added to her person. It was time. And before her she saw an unusual sight. A woman with hair of white, an artificial looking human with silver eyes, and in the back of the room a woman of ice. They all stared at her expectantly. 

The artificial one clapped her hands together. “Can we use it?”

“Wash it first.” The white one responded, shaking her head. 

Ah. Yang understood. This was her new home.

