“So, what have you found?” Michelangelo asked Donatello after he finished a comic issue that he brought from his room. 
“Well, I know they do some charity to organizations concentrating on brittle bone disease and epidermolysis bullosa, which I find oddly specific” he told him. 
“Uh… what?” he asked. 
“Brittle bone disease is basically a disease in which your bones are like glass and EB is a sking disease in which the skin is extremely fragile and can fall off from touch,” the genius explained. 
“Ew!” the jokester reacted. “Those sound like things from horror movies.” 
“If you see the videos of EB, you would think they came from a horror movie alright,” he responded. “Highly disturbing.” 
“Uck,” he said as he looked his skin over and imagined it just falling off from touch to reveal the flesh beneath. It was a highly disturbing thought. 
“Be glad it is extremely rare. Most don’t make it to adolescence,” The purple-masked told him. 
“Okay, so… why do they donate to those organizations?” he asked. 
“A written statement from the owner said that it’s something they really cared about. I checked the organizations they’re donating to and they appear to be on the up-and-up, so nothing we can use there,” he told him. 
“Anything else?” Michelangelo asked. 
“Well, not really, aside from the obvious things that connect them to the foot, so I went to check on the previous building’s purpose, which was… strange,” he replied. 
“Why?” 
“Well… I couldn’t find anything about its original purpose, despite it being put up five years ago. There’s absolutely nothing about it,” Donatello told him. 
“Really? What the heck does that mean?” Michelangelo questioned. 
“My guess is that some shady stuff was going on there before the toy factory bought it,” he told him. “If we can find something out about the old building, we might find a reason for the toy factory for buying he place.” 
“Well, who’s the owner of the toy factory?” he asked. 
“Well,” Donatello muttered, “the name of the owner is Norfolk Voss, but I can’t find any information about him either. Not even a picture. Just like Aeternum Toy Factory, he came from out of nowhere. Hell, he might not even exist.” 
“So… we basically have nothing,” Michelangelo confirmed. 
“Yeah, basically, although we have another source to search, that being the old building, whatever that used to be,” he told him. “I’ll see if we can find a way to get information on the building.” 
“We need it. Otherwise, our bros are screwed.” 
Leonardo hung another piece of garment on the clothing line after washing it and wringing the water out. He was on the rooftop garden of the foot building doing this chore. One might say it was unsafe to leave a prisoner on the roof, but he was in forced mobility mode right now, so he wouldn’t be attempting an escape during his chore. He wasn’t planning on doing so, anyway. Not because he was loyal to Shredder, but because he couldn’t handle the reactions of his family members if he let them see him like this. His two younger brother have technically already have seen him but they don’t know that’s him or the humiliating things he’s done. That, and, well, the Foot will use him as his new form is intended for. He liked that.
He kept on doing his chore, being a couple hours in and near the end of the load, when the Shredder returned, the other foot ninjas entering the building while he walked on over to Leonardo, decked out in his armor. “And how are you doing, Leonardo?” Shredder questioned him as he took his helmet off. 
“I’m near the end of the load, maaaaster,” he replied as the plug in his ass hit a sweet spot. All talks of loyalty aside, he was growing to like being his servant, as much as he didn’t want to. He knew it wasn’t natural, but he had to just roll with it. Besides, he still had hope that there was a way to revert back to his original form, despite Shredder’s claim of being irreversible. He geared of him being right, but if there was a way to make him this, then there had to be a way to make him normal. He just had no idea what. Until he can find that answer, he had no choice but to reluctantly accept his fate for however long it lasts. Besides, he did say to Shredder he would serve him. 
“Good,” Shredder said as he walked on over and examined him. It was clear he was going to make sure he finished his chore before moving on to his brother. “How do you feel about serving me?” he questioned him, which Leonardo found as smart to do. A leader has to know how the people he’s leading feel about him. He likes to ask his brothers about how he does as leader. He was a bit self-conscious like that. 
“I enjoy it, master,” he responded and he was being honest. Something about serving and servicing the Foot was quite enjoyable to him. Shredder nodded and asked another question as Leonardo hung another garment up. 
“Why do you enjoy it?” 
“Because I feel good. I feel pretty. I feel completed,” he told him as he got to work washing the last piece of clothing. “I feel like I’ve always should’ve been like this.” 
“Like a sexdoll,” Shredder prompted. 
“Yes, I believe. Being a sexdoll and a maid just feels so good,” he responded as he took the garment out and hung it up. 
“Two more questions,” he said as he walked over to him and Leonardo stood expectantly, his job finished. “How do you feel about me?” Leonardo hesitated. How did he fell about him? Well, he was his master and his mind says that being the master was wonderful. 
“I love you. I love all my masters,” he responded and Shredder smirked as he leaned in and embrace him in a kiss. The maid gladly let him press against his glossy lips, letting him stick his tongue inside him. After several seconds, he disconnected and Leonardo felt happy before he asked a next question. “What was the final question?” 
“How do you feel about your brother working here?” he questioned and that made him think before answering. 
“I feel sorry for him. He likes being manly and he was proud of his muscles. He hates girly bullshit. I want to make him happy, you know,” he told him. 
“Well, don’t you worry. I’ll make sure Raphael settles in and loves his new life here. Soon enough, he will feel happy to be pretty and will love ‘girly bullshit’ that he used to despise,” Shredder told Leonardo. “Now then, Raphael has to service me today. I’ll make he understands that this is his new life and there is no way of being his former self.” 
“Is that true? Is there no way I can look normal again?” Leonardo asked, which caused to Shredder to raise an eyebrow. 
“Why do you care? I wasn’t lying. As far as I know, the process is irreversible. You are made to serve people forever,” he told him. 
“Oh… okay,” he said. 
“Don’t feel sad Leonardo. This is the perfect life for you,” Shredder said, thinking dark thoughts. A life of absolute servitude shouldn’t be what anyone wants. Yet, all the chemicals inside his maid made him think he wants it. Shredder loved having his mortal enemies under his thumb, modified to a more fitting form. Leonardo was never meant to serve that lowly rat. He was meant to be his servant. He was meant to be his fucktoy. And he will be his forever. All the turtles will be his forever. 
“I know this is the perfect life, Master. I’m sorry for thinking of another life I could have. I was made for this,” he apologized. 
“Good,” he said as he lightly rubbed his finger against his cute cheek with the heart on it. “Now follow me. We have to find Raphael.” 
Raphael felt humiliated as his body forcibly dusted the area with a plug in his mouth and the duster in his ass, making him crouch down to clean a stand in the last room, a meditation room. It was an extremely demeaning position to be in. Which isn’t to say that everything about his position was demeaning. Being so feminine was humiliating. This was just the sprinkles on his shitcake. What he wouldn’t do to be able to stick this duster up the Shredder’s ass….
The door to the room opened up and he could hear two pairs of feet walking in. He could tell by clacks that one of them was his brother in those ballet boots that he wore. “Raphael, your service is required,” Shredder said and Raphael was forced to stand back up and walk on over to them, being able to see that Shredder was wearing his robes now. “Follow me,” he ordered as he left the room and followed behind him with Leonardo next to him. The three of them walked on over to another door which the Shredder opened to reveal a simple room with a wide bed and a dresser there. Shredder removed the plug from Raphael’s mouth, giving him the ability to speak, and stick it in Leonardo’s mouth before taking the duster out of his ass and placing it in Leonardo’s hands. “Take care of the areas that Raphael couldn’t reach.” Leonardo gave a nod before leaving and the Shredder and Raphael entered the room, the monoglove still on the maid. 
“Alright, what do you want, Shredhead?” Raphael said his first words since becoming a doll. He was surprised to note how feminized his voice was. “Shit. What did you do to my voice?” 
“That normal voice of yours simply wouldn’t work as a maid. That had to be changed, as well as everything else about you if you were going to serve me,” he told him. “Oh, and maids are not allowed to curse. That deserves a punishment,” he said as he walked over to behind him and brought his hand down roughly on his ass to spank it. 
“Fuck!” he shouted, which earned another spank from Shredder. With how sensitive his new body was, this hurt a hell of a lot. 
“If you keep cursing, I’ll keep spanking you,” he chided him. Raphael gave it his all not to curse him out, but those spanks were so painful. “That’s a good maid,” he praised as he went over to the bed. 
“I’m not your maid, Shredhead. Change me back to my old self,” the maid ordered as Shredder took his sandals off and proceeded to disrobe himself. 
“Change you back? I’m afraid that’s literally impossible,” he responded as his robe feel to the floor, revealing his muscled body, making Raphael jealous. 
“Why are you flaunting your muscles? Wasn’t taking mine enough?” he asked him. 
“Muscles are not what maids should have. They need to be lithe and feminine,” he told him as he took his undergarments off, revealing his penis to him. Raphael couldn’t help but feel queasy at that. Having sex with the Shredder was something out of his worst nightmare. “Come over here,” he ordered and his body forced him to move over to his controller. “Bend over the bed,” he ordered and he did so, exposing his sexhole to him. 
“Please, you don’t have to do this,” Raphael begged. 
“This is your new life, Raphael. Get used to it,” he said as he inserted his cock into his ass, making Raphael gasp loudly. 
“No, please, this can’t be my life,” he said as Shredder grinded inside of him. 
“Do you not understand? This new form of yours is permanent. You are a beautiful sexdoll now, meant to serve and be used. Leonardo understands this and you will as well soon enough. Consider this your initiation,” he said as his dick became erect in his ass and he started thrusting. Raphael wanted to cry at feeling violated, but he couldn’t anymore. Sexdolls didn’t have biological functions. 
“Please… stop!” he yelled as his master continued to thrust, his pulse accelerating. 
“Why? Don’t you like this?” he asked and Raphael did feel something inside him that liked this, just like something inside him liked being fucked by all of those Foot, and something inside him liked it when Leo kissed him. There was something wrong with him and he loved it.
“Yes… I like it,” he whispered. 
“What was that?” Shredder asked as he was nearing climax. 
“I love it! Please, fuck me harder!” begged and Shredder spank him on the side at his curse. 
“What you want, you shall receive,” he said as he proceeded to fuck even harder, making the sexdoll gasped loudly at each thrust, loving this. He wanted to orgasm and this was best way to do it, despite the chastity ball making sure he wouldn’t ever do so anymore. “Say it again, do you love it?” 
“Yes!” he yelled. He loved all the rubber on his body and the tight latex of his clothing. He loved his makeup. He loved getting fucked. He really did, which he knew he was wrong. He had to fight it! Later…
“Guah!” Shredder yelled as he cummed straight into his ass. The maid groaned as he felt the cum coating inside him. It felt so good to be used like this. He didn’t know why he was like this, but he was pleased at having to fulfill his duty. He hadn’t orgasm, but as long as his master was happy, he was happy. Raphael thought that through. Did he just called Shredder master? That felt wrong. He’s not going to say that out loud. “That felt good?” Shredder asked him and with the sex done, Raphael couldn’t admit that. 
“Guah, no. That didn’t feel good at all,” he replied, amusing Shredder. 
“Really? Than what was all that? Don’t you remember when you said ‘fuck me harder’ or are you just lying,” he said as he rubbed his side down, making him shudder at that. 
“I was just giving you false satisfaction. I was faking it. You’re terrible in bed,” the sexdoll told him and Shredder gave a sigh of disappointment at that. 
“Leonardo realized resistance was futile early on. Why can’t you?” Shredder questioned him. 
“Because I know my brothers will save me,” he answered. 
“Save you or join you?” Shredder questioned him. 
“No, look, please don’t convert them. They don’t deserve this fate,” he begged him. 
“I don’t decide that. Novo does. He’s the one who can change you,” he told him. 
“Novo. Who the fuck is he?” he asked and deserved a slap from Shredder at that. 
“Hmph, you want to know?” he asked as he removed himself and went over to the other side of the bed. 
“You said they did this to me?” Raphael questioned him. 
“Yes, he did,” he answered as he inserted his dick in his mouth, making Raphael want to gang at that. He can’t believe he had to give Shredder a blow job as well. “Suck and I’ll talk about him.” He didn’t want to, but he wanted to know about him. He puckered his lips and began sucking him off, making his master smile. “Good. Novo is the owner of the toy factory. He makes all kinds of toys for all the children and for adults,” he said. “Suck faster.” The maid did so, sucking him off at a high pace, making him grin. “Good. Novo contacted me once about helping him buy the facility in exchange for taking care of my greatest enemies. I had no idea what he meant at the time, but this is a satisfying way of taking care of you.” If Raphael had teeth, he would’ve been down hard, but instead, he continued to suck. “Yes, a little more. Yes!” he yelled and soon enough, he cummed in his mouth, making him gag at that, but he enjoyed it all the same. The Shredder removed himself, cum dripping down the sexdoll’s mouth, and spoke up again. 
“So, who is he? Have you even met him?” Raphael asked, trying to get the guilt of having service Shredder off him. 
“No, he only talks through phone calls and robotic avatars. I’ve never met him in person, but the results speaks for themselves,” he grinned. “By the way, he’ll be coming over tomorrow with one of those avatars.” 
“Can I kill him?” Raphael asked. 
“No,” he replied bluntly. “The cleaning box is by the entrance. Use it.” Raphael’s body forced himself up, went over to the box, and let himself get clean, The tentacles went to work penetrating his ass and mouth, continuing to make him gag, before removing himself. When he was done, he stepped off and saw the Shredder still naked in front of him. “Listen, you gave already broke. All that screaming when I fucked you proved it. You enjoy me and I enjoy using you, so go ahead and say you’ll serve me like Leonardo did.” 
“He said he would serve you?” Raphael asked, shocked. 
“Yes, he did,” he said as he rubbed the side of his finger against his bulge, making him shudder. “Let me tell you the truth. You are never going to be a turtle again. You are nothing but a sexdoll and a maid. You will never be a ninja in the service of the Hamato clan. All you will be, from here until I say so, is a servant for the Foot. You’re free will is forfeited. Just pledge your allegiance to me and you’ll start enjoying your servitude greatly,” he told him the honest truth and Raphael felt his heart plunge. He can put up a good front, but he knew Shredder was right. He was doomed to working for Shredder from now on unless his younger brothers perform one hell of a miracle. It was better if they just leave New York and leave him behind to the Shredder’s mercy. 
“Fine. I serve you,” he replied. 
“I’m your master. You will call me that,” he ordered. 
“II will serve you, Master Shredhead,” he said, showing he still had defiance with him. 
“Alright, I guess that’s good enough, even if it is colloquial. You have pledge you loyalty to me and now work for the Foot,” he told him and Raphael felt guilt at that. He did, didn’t he? He was no longer a part of the Hamato clan now. “Now, in the throne room, there are sharpeners in a cabinet. Take those and go sharpen the bladed weapons.” 
[bookmark: _GoBack]“Hai, master,” he said as he walk on out, taking his first step as an official servant of the Foot. 
