Billy and his little sister Emily loved their toys.  On rainy days, such as it was this day, the spent all their time in the nursery, where every surface, every nook, and every cranny was a toy.  They loved each and every one, from the lowliest toy soldier to the hand-made wooden train set that wound its way up, down, and around the play room.  Their parents were wealthy and well-respected members of the community, so the children wanted for nothing.
The children brought their toys to life every day with limitless imaginations.  Billy has led his toy soldiers to victory in countless battles.  Emily has entertained the King, Queen, and a dozen nobles at her tea parties.  The world-famous Teddy Bear Band has played hundreds of concerts for the rest of the toys, and also for Emily’s imagined Faerie court.
That all happens while the sun is up and the children are awake.  When Billy and Emily are sleeping soundly in their cozy beds at night, not even their vivid imaginations could guess at what goes on in their nursery.

Once the door closes for the night, a few special toys wake from their own rest.  These toys were given to the children by a toymaker who had been visiting from a nearby village.  He had stayed with Billy and Emily’s family for a week, and as a gesture of gratitude, he gave the children a set of dolls he had crafted.
There were four dolls in the set, two couples.  One couple that Emily called the White Couple was dressed in the most exquisite white and silver velvets and silks.  The White Lady, whom Emily had named Ariana, wore a gown that was the most beautiful Emily had ever seen.  Blond hair that felt as silky as real hair was piled elegantly atop her head.  The detail of the faces were remarkable, as if they would smile at any moment.  Eric, the White Lord, was handsome and looked as if he’d stepped right out of one of their storybooks.  There was an air of kindness and compassion about the White Couple that Emily felt from the first moment.  She cherished the White Couple, and has taken them on many an adventure, and danced with them at countless balls.

The Dark Couple was the opposite of the White.  Though equally beautiful, Cersei and Jaime wore the darkest black velvets and deep red silks.  The Lady’s hair was black and straight, flowing in an ebony waterfall down her back.  While the White Lady’s gown was high-necked and proper, the Dark Lady’s was cut low to expose the smooth, pale mounds of her breasts.  Ever since she saw the Dark Couple, Emily had felt uneasy with them.  She only played with them when she needed “bad guys.”
It was because these four dolls were so life-like that they were different than the other toys; however, it wasn’t an illusion in these four.  When the nursery door closed at night, The White Couple and the Dark Couple awoke from their slumber.
The White Lady’s eyelids fluttered open and she found herself lying upside down with her feet up on one of Billy’s wooden blocks.  Flushing with embarassment, she scrambled to straighten herself before anyone could get a glimpse of her legs.  Eric lay sleeping soundly next to her.  She placed a soft kiss on his lips and beckoned him from his slumber.  He woke with a smile on his lips as he looked up at his beautiful wife.
“Good morning, my Love.”

“Good morning.”  The reply that came wasn’t Ariana’s voice.  It was darker, more sinister than his angel.

“Cersei,” he said with a scowl.  

With her husband in tow, the Dark Lady stepped out from behind a wooden block.  She sauntered over to where the White Lord still sat while Jaime stopped to stare lecherously at the White Lady.  Standing up to confront his wife’s counterpart, the Eric blushed deeply when he looked down into the dark, deep cleavage before him.  It was scandalous the way she flaunted her chest – simply despicable.  Yet, he was having trouble meeting her eyes.

“Are we going to have a productive day today?” Cersei asked with a smirk.  She didn’t miss the way the White Lord had looked at her chest.
“Yes,” Ariana said urgently.  She was trying futilely to cover herself more than she already was.  The Dark Lord’s eyes were cruel and piercing.  “We’ll cooperate.”

Eric didn’t like the tone of resignation in his wife’s voice.  They couldn’t just give up and let these evil people get what they wanted.  It would mean the end for them all.

“Good,” Cersei said and turned toward Ariana.  She walked the few steps to the White Lady, rolling her hips seductively, and ran her fingers up the length of Ariana’s arm.  The Dark Lady pushed her husband back and stood before the uneasy woman.  Cersei had always thought that Ariana was a beautiful woman.  Not nearly as beautiful as she herself was, but she was definitely attractive.  Cersei stood so close that her breasts almost touched Ariana’s.  The Dark Lady’s large, black eyes met and held Ariana’s light blues.  The White Lady was transfixed by the gaze.  She couldn’t look away despite the growing discomfort.  She felt terribly exposed.
“Leave her alone,” Eric warned.  He took a step toward the women, but Jaime intercepted him with a firm hand on his white-clad chest.

“Not so fast, my friend.”  Jaime’s voice was just as dark and insidious as Cersei’s but the depth made it harder to ignore.  He didn’t make it any easier for Eric to resist when he smoothed the command into a seduction, either.

The Ladies may have not even heard the men.  Ariana stood entranced by Cersei’s eyes.  The White Lady had always been a little afraid of Cersei, and with her standing this close, she was terrified.  The fear was far away though.  The beauty of her face was intense, but serene at the same time.  Cersei’s angular features, sculpted eyebrows, and those eyes were filling her field of vision, drawing her in.  Before she knew what was happening, Ariana felt the soft whisper of lips on her own.  A rush of excitement flooded her before she realized what was going on.  She tried to fight, tried to pull away from the Dark Lady’s kiss, but her body would not obey.  Cersei pressed the kiss more firmly, let the tip of her tongue ghost over the White Lady’s lower lip.
Suddenly the lips were gone.  There was a moment before she realized it in which her eyes were closed, face tilted up, and her lips slightly parted.

“Ariana!”  The urgency in her husband’s voice broke her trance.  She wanted to flee in embarassment, but her body would still not respond.  Had Cersei cast some sort of spell on her?

“This is what I want to happen,” the Dark Lady was saying as she stepped over to where Eric stood.  The White Lord was fuming in impotent rage.  “You two are going to forget about everything but each other.  Your world will narrow to each other, nothing more.”
Before either of them could protest, Cersei snapped her fingers.  The looks of anger and embarassment on the White Couple’s faces vanished.  Their eyes met and they drew together like magnets.  All they could focus on was each other.  They were aware that their surroundings were there, but anything other than their mate simply slid off their mind, forgotten.

What Cersei hadn’t mentioned was that their senses of touch would be heightened as well.  She was grinning broadly as she pulled herself up against her husband’s body and kissed him passionately.  She turned to watch the White Couple.

They’d come together and were gently exploring each other’s bodies, almost shyly.  No doubt they were puzzled by the vividness of the sensations, but they voiced no concerns.  Cersei was growing excited thinking about the possibilities of her latest spell.  She wanted to stay and watch, but there were other things that needed her attention.  The White Couple’s current plight would give her the distraction she needed to initiate the next part of her plan.

“Come,” she said to Jaime and led him away from the White Couple.  “We have much work to do.”

“Not just yet,” came the seductive voice.  Cersei turned to look at her insolent husband.  Before she could utter a sound, he pulled her into his arms and closed his mouth over hers.  She could feel the energy in him and it aroused her.  He held her narrow waist for just a moment, making her feel small and fragile in his powerful arms, then his hands traveled to her back where the lacing of her corset was knotted.
“No,” she breathed into their kiss.  “Don’t bother.”  As she spoke she reached between them and nearly tore open his breeches.  As she freed him, Jaime’s hands pulled up Cersei’s voluminous skirts.  One leg came up and curled around the Dark Lord’s waist and with a few small maneuvers, he was pressing into the slick warmth of his wife’s body.  A gasp escaped her lungs as she held onto him.  His face was nearly buried in her cavernous cleavage as he eased into her; the warmth of his breath on her breasts made the pull between her legs even stronger.
“Lie down,” she commanded him, the words forced out between labored breaths.  The Dark Lady loved sex.  It was as simiple as that.  She loved to feel the warm, hard flesh of a man’s erection inside her, to have it in her mouth – she even enjoyed it when Jaime forced himself into the tight, puckered hole of her ass.  Cersei had to chuckle aloud as she settled on top of Jaime, looking down at him while she settled onto his magnificent member;  who ever would have thought a simple doll could have such a voracious sexual appetite!
With her husband buried deep within her, the Dark Lady began moving her hips in slow circles.  Normally she would be able to take it slow and draw out the sensations.  It usually drove her husband insane with desire, but when she finally did allow release, it was always well worth it.  This time however, she needed a quick release.  She was more turned on than usual, and she had things to get done.  Leaning forward, she lifted hips until Jaime slipped out of her hungry cleft.

“Hard!”  The word came out in a growl.  A heartbeat later, she was filled again – an instant later, she was empty.  Jaime had always been her favorite, and this was the reason.  He made her feel things no other had.  His manhood was massive and he knew how to use every inch of it, just as he was then.  The sensations that were flooding her were overwhelming.  Before long they overcame her and she was thrown into a vicious climax.
