A few days ago…

Melissa sat in her room, rocking back and forth. The mole muttering the words ‘wormy and hexy’, ‘kitty’, and ‘robot’ over and over. Guards that would occasionally see her give her a pitiful glance.  Once upon a time she was intelligent, gifted, and destined for greatness. How could it have all gone so wrong?

Though their usual concern takes a backseat to an approaching vixen. Covered in crimson fur and wearing a dark-red suit, Rogue approaches Melissa’s cell. She always visited her friend every Saturday at 3:30 pm. Each time was to restore even a tiny bit of sanity Melissa had left. It was also a failure each time. Today would be different.

This time, Rogue had something she knew would help her.


Peaking into her room, Rogue smiles at the back of Melissa’s head. Melissa, having immediately caught onto Rouge’s scent, turns to face her. 
“Rouge?” She mumbles.


“Yes. I’m here for my usual visit. Except I’m not alone.” 


“It’s been quite some time, Melissa. It’s rather unfortunate we meet again under these terms,” spoke a blue sphere that hopped onto Rouge’s shoulder. Melissa, who honestly didn’t care much for Rouge’s visits, sharply turns to stare the ball. It pops open into a small figurine/ball hybrid. Its no, his, design was different than how Melissa remembered him but she couldn’t deny who was before her.

“Siege?”


“Aquos Warlock Siege at your services.” Mage Siege said. 


“But how…robot-” Melissa’s immediately cut off by Rouge.


“I even brought two special friends for you, I think you’ll remember them well.” Rouge tosses a brown sphere and cylinder towards Melissa. In her dazed state, she didn’t catch them. Once on her bed, they pop open. Just like Siege they also had a different figurine design but she knew who they were.


“Wormy? Hexy?” she asks as she gently takes them into her paws. Though Wormy, the sphere, didn’t speak it still nodded to its former partner. After a quick sniff, it was all but confirmed to her. Wormy and Hexy had returned to her. Staring at Rouge with joy and confusion, she asks once more, “How? Robot kill Wormy and Hexy.”

“That’s what I came to speak to you about. A new contact of mine has revived our partners on two conditions. One: you help a colleague of hers with a project.”


“The second?”

“Oh, you’ll love this. We have…” 
Present Day


Brian Griffin had woken up to find himself on the floor of a random room in the facility. He’d intended to write the entire experience with the hippo a dream or some overly elaborate prank from Peter. Although the mole, Melissa, staring directly at him indicated that it wasn’t. This is his first time meeting her, but even he could tell she seemed to be recovering from something. 

“Toy.”


“Huh?” 


“Hippo want toy. I make you toy. Make you toy, keep Wormy and Hexy” Melissa mutters to herself. With the thought of keeping her precious friends for motivation, she slowly advances on Brian. Each step she takes forward, he takes a step back.

“I dunno what you’re trying to do, but can you let me go?”


Melissa didn’t answer.


“Listen, I’ve got a kid at home who’d be really sad to find out his dad died.” 

Melissa stops for a moment to tilt her head. He had a kid? None of the research provided that to be true. For another few seconds, she contemplates her next move. It’d wrong to do what she was told to do to him. Then again, if he did have a kid, a plushie of their father would be great.

Mad laughter echoes throughout the room. Throwing her claws up high, she slices off Brian’s left paw. He holds his arm, recoiling and gasping from the pain.


“WHAT THE HELL YOU BITCH?! WHAT THE ACTUAL HELL?!” Brian shouts, covering his arm to slow down the bleeding. Melissa’s response is her insane laughter. After all, she was gonna get Wormy and Hexy back. With each hack and slash of Brian’s body, she’d be closer to her goal. 


He lost both his arms first. Followed by his nose. His legs were next. A final swipe came, his head rolling over the floor. Moving those limbs to the side, she messily inserts a claw into Brian’s former upper chest. Periodically, she’d withdraw her claws to lick them clean of his blood. She’d do this until she’d reached his still-beating heart.

She clenches it in her paw, staring at it. Gently placing it on the ground, she gathers up Brian’s severed limbs. Taking a gentler approach, she skins Brian’s limbs. Each strand of shredded fur is dropped over his heart. With each cut, she could hear the agonizing cries but chose to ignore it. 

After all, she’d get her Wormy and Hexy back. Leaving behind a bloody corpse, she carries his skin and heart over to a sewing station. As she sews his back together, her nose picks up a familiar scent. 

It was another dog.


“Dog must become toy.” Melissa scurries from her spot to the glass window. Though she couldn’t see them, she knew it to be Deborah and Fu-Dog. Face cracking into a crooked smile, she says, “Puuuuppppyyyy.”


Then she and Deborah share a series of growls, hisses, and barks. In the end, Melissa turns her back to the canines, mumbling to herself. Returning to the table, she continues to sew Brian back together. Whilst she did her part, Melissa could only count on the other one to do their part.
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Brian awoke to in a pale white room. Rubbing his head, he swears to never do drugs again. By the time he’d truly realized his situation, a distorted feminine voice speaks, “So you are a victim too?”


“HUH?!” Brian looks to see something lurking closer to him.  A black sock puppet wearing a white mask crawls closer and closer to him. Three white stripes adore its arms and legs. Lifting its face, hollow eyes stare at him. Even without eyes, he could feel this thing staring into his soul. 


“I will give you what I’ve given many.”


“What are you?” Brian rubs his eyes as if to verify if this creature is real. A lengthy, plush, finger reaches out to his mouth. Perhaps it was fear that kept Brian from running away. This was a decision he would always come to regret.

“Don’t worry, you won’t die.” The puppet ‘s finger touches the right corner of Brian’s mouth. He shrieks in agonizing pain, the finger burrowing in and out of his mouth. Drenched in his blood, his screams muffle as his lips tighten. He feebly attempts to undo the stitches; however, it wouldn’t budge. The Puppet wouldn’t allow a toy to interfere in their work.


He hadn’t been given the gift of life yet.

The Puppet’s finger continued its mission in stitching together his mouth. Except, Brian was frowning, tears and snot dripping onto its body. The Puppet couldn’t allow that. No one wants a sad toy. To rectify that the initial corner stitching of his mouth is forced upwards into a smile. Now it could finish in its mission.


Once its finger finished stitching Brian’s mouth in a bleeding smile, it withdraws its finger. Although, the thread of finger that stitch his mouth together slithers down his throat. Drips of blood and vomit ooze through Brian’s stitches. In a last-ditch effort, he puts every ounce of strength into ripping off his stitches. 

His efforts are successful.


Blood and vomit pour out his muzzle. Fresh air enters his lungs and he takes deep, long, breathes. Though they would be his last. Halfway through another exhale, the bits of thread still lingering around his mouth burrow into his lips. Continuing onward until they reconnect, giving Brian back that forced smile.

He didn’t have long to worry about that. The thread that slithered down his throat found its target. The thread latches and squeezes his voice box. Brian clenches his chest, desperately trying, hoping, that he could force the thread to let go. It didn’t matter. It was almost over anyway.

Falling over to his paws and knees, something was pounding against his spine. The thread, having done part of its job, now sought escape. Each instance of pounding into his spine, the dog would howl in terrible pain. His pathetic spine soon easily broke from the increasing force of the thread, Brian now laying limb on the nonexistent floor.


The thread, now free, loops into a ring. The string cord slowly lowers itself until it lays limp on Brian’s back fur. The Puppet lifts Brian’s head, those hollow eyes staring back at him. He couldn’t tell but, it was very happy with what it had done.


The last thing it said was, “You will make a little girl very happy.”


Brian then passes out, unable to bear the tremendous pain he’s experienced.

xxx


For a while, it was nothing but darkness. Brian hadn’t realized what had happened to him yet. He would soon.


Brian tried to lift his limbs, move his head, and even wiggle his toes. None of his limbs responded to his commands. On the other hand, he could feel the weight of a dozen or two worth of something over his body. A muffled voice soon clarifies what was over top of him.


“Pick a plushie?” The lid of the toy chest opens, light penetrating the darkness around. Overtop of Brian was just that, plushies. Some of copyrighted characters, some generic animals like cats, dogs, pigs, etc. Peeking into the chest was a cat in a yellow bonnet, her paw searching for something in the chest. 


Their eyes eventually lock, and Brian hopes that she picks him. If he could chuckle, he would. He recognized her as that cat from earlier. Besides her bonnet, she wore an identical yellow dress with white ruffles. She had…was that a diaper? Yup, it was a diaper. One that looks it left her with an awkward waddle. 

Take a picture, it’ll last longer. Brian thought as she examines him. Upon finding the string cord, Rita pulls on it. The thread that’d attached itself to his voice box squeezes it again, forcing Brian to speak. 

This was his chance. Somewhere in the deep corner of his mind, he wonders if this cat in a diaper could save him. Worth a shot.


“SOMEBODY SAVE ME-” Brian shouts, stopping midsentence. The thread around his voice box knew what he’d intended to say. It couldn’t allow that. The dog was meant to be a good toy. A faint rainbow miasma appears around it, altering Brian’s sentence. “from being lonely. What’s your name, little girl?”


Naturally, the color drains from her face. In fear, she drops him back into the chest. If Brian could move, he’d flick her off. As fast she’d dropped him, Rita picks him up. She cradles him close to her chest, his sole protector until they could escape. 

She yelps as a plush, larger than the cat, carries her in its arms. Plush-Runt takes them over to a tea party set. There were four chairs, one occupied by a plush bear slightly shorter than Plush-Runt. The remaining three, Rita and Brian quickly realized, are meant for them.


Are they expecting us to have a tea party? They thought in unison. Plush-Runt takes Brian from his charge to drop into a chair, then taking a seat on his own. He places her next to him with one paw, the other holding the teapot. Rita blinks, eyes shifting between the pot and Plush-Runt.


“Wait, I’m supposed to host this?”


Plush-Runt nods.


“I dunno how to say this but…” Rita pauses. Mechanical hands loom over her head. As if waiting for a dissenting opinion. Her eyes now lay on Brian. To her knowledge, this was probably the punishment for disobedience. Considering her circumstances, she’d rather play host for a bit then risk being stuck as a baby kitten plush.

After all, no one would ever know about this right?


“I dunno what to say but…I’d LOVE to have a tea party!” Rita grabs the teapot with glee unknown to her character. Humming happily to herself, she pours tea in each of the cups for her guests. She takes her seat, offering a plate of crumpets to her guests. 
“How’s everyone?” Plush-Runt pulls the string on Brian’s back, forcing him to speak. 


“Well, I’m doing swell little girl! How about you?”


“Absolutely wonderful, thanks for asking,” Rita replies. She responds to the bear the same way, pretending it was able to talk. Plush-Runt lifts his teacup to his muzzle, confusing Brian and Rita at the sound sipping with a pinkie up. Holding it high as possible to prove fanciness. 


It more or less went about this way. Rita continued to play host to the best of her abilities. Brian, against his best efforts, would be forced into sounding like a good toy. Soon there was a loud preschool bell, signaling the end of teatime. 


Rita hops to her feet, curtsying for her ‘guests’, “Thank you for your time and I hope we can do this again.”


A set of arms come to receive the bear, leaving the two plush dogs and the padded cat. Again, if Brian could have control over his limbs he’d blink. Plush-Runt’s seams come undone, sprinkling a bright blue powder over Rita. She covers her mouth and nose, blocking the powder.


She yelps from a hand yanking on her tail, now catching quite a bit of powder. She didn’t outright go to sleep. Dozing off, Plush-Runt slips a bottle of milk into her mouth. Whether Rita was aware of it or not, she’s casually suckling away on her bottle. She’s tugged into a crib, happily sucking on her bottle with one paw, Brian close to her chest in the other.

Someone fucking kill me. Between his inability to act or speak freely and Rita’s suckling, Brian would gleefully accept death. At this moment, he realizes that he had a way out a long time ago. If he’d simply used a cutaway gag to get home, he wouldn’t be in this situation.


Oh well, too late now.


Randomly, Plush-Runt, who had sat at the base of the crib, inactive, reactivates. Looming over Rita, he withdrew her empty bottle then proceeds to lightly shock her. Afterward, he leaves the room with Brian. Strolling past the rooms, Brian gets a brief look at one of his fellow test subjects. Or at least, he thought was a test subject.


Walking past both plushies is a female Golden Retriever, a male German Shepard, and a female sheepdog in a 50s style housewife dress. The Golden Retriever and German Shepard wave to Plush-Runt, smiling at the plush in his arms. The Sheepdog, also waves to Plush-Runt, somewhat failing to hide her fear of Brian’s situation.

Past them, they arrive at their room of destination. Inside there’s not much. The only thing that stands out is an opened box. Next to it, a plastic cutout about Brian’s size. If he hadn’t wanted to move again, he definitely wished he could now. Being fully aware he couldn’t, Brian struggles and squirms in Plush-Runt’s grip.

Just give up. You are just a toy. We are all just toys.
 

Plush-Runt presses Brian’s limbs into the plastic cutout. He slides the plastic cutout into the box then drops it down a nearby chute. 

Brian, completely baffled, lands in the display window of a toy store. The baffling part wasn’t the toy store. It also wasn’t the fact that where they’re being held captive at is connected to this store. It’s that he saw various furs walking past the store, some taking note. A few cubs, pups, and kits go by the store with their parents, each disappointed their parents wouldn’t buy the Brian plushie.
All the while, Brian wondering whether he’d be freed from this fate. 

“You will make a little girl very happy.” The puppet’s voice repeats through Brian’s head. Alongside the puppet’s repeating voice, the thread around his voice box pulsates a bright pink. Something, somewhere, in his mind cracks with each pulse.
“You will make a little girl very happy.” 

Another crack. 

“You will make a little girl very happy.” 

Another crack, his mind wonders briefly. 

“You will make a little girl very happy.” 

Another crack. That little girl must have been Rita.

“You will make a little girl very happy.” 

As a plushie, it was his duty to make sure his little girl was very happy. Exactly how Rupert was for Stewie. Just as he will now do for Rita.
“You will make a little girl very happy.” 

A part of Brian shatters and his vision becomes dark.
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Light returned to Brian, who’s patiently waiting for his little girl. More cubs, kits, and pups had come by, but no parent was willing to buy him. A sad fate for a toy. At least until…


“Auntie Rita and Uncle Gareth, can I have that?” A familiar voice asks. The Golden Retriever and German Shepard from earlier, along with Rita and a cute little puppy girl stop in front of the store. Rita, the Golden Retriever, glances at Brian then the price tag. No wonder no one had brought it prior, no parent would a grand on a single plushie.


“Eh….” The Golden Retriever trails.


“If ‘e don’ ge’ it we’ll never ‘ear t’e end of it,” Gareth said. Rita the Golden Retriever sighs. That also met they’d have to buy one for Fuella. It wouldn’t be fair otherwise.


“Alright fine. Let’s go and get you that toy. Gareth, take Fuella and find her a toy too.” She orders. Gareth, nodding, leans down to unbuckle Fuella from the stroller.

“Alrig’t princess, et’s find ya a nice dragon plus’ie to play wi’h.” Gareth carries a giggling Fuella into the store. Both Ritas join, the feline Rita staring at the Brian plushie. She didn’t know why she wanted it. She just knew he’d be better off in her care than anywhere. Something that Brian knew too.


He was going to make his little girl very happy.
