Faulty Conversions
“Are you sure this is the place, Lieka?  It looks a bit run down,” says Jain, an anthropomorphic wolf.  She brushes her purple dyed hair from her light purple eyes as the busty woman is dressed in a skintight synthetic black and pink bodysuit that shows off her luscious curves.  The place before her is a rundown mess.  A broken down and abandoned building in a broken down and abandoned section of the warehouse district.
“I am sure of it.  I’ve tracked down so many shipping reports and former employee documents that without a doubt, this is the last untapped location of Droning Corp,” says a female raptor on the other side of the call done through the wolf’s helmet.  A pink visor goes over her eyes to show a video of the white and pink busy raptoress wrapped up in her lab coat.  Her predatory eyes express dominance and excitement.
“Do you really think anything of value is going to be here?”
“We won’t know till you go and find out.  But I feel like there is.”
“What do you want me to grab?”
“Anything and everything of value.  Getting my claws on their technology will save me months or even years of extra research and testing on you, I mean testing in general.”
The wolf’s grey tail with a purple furred tip wags a little faster.  She swallows a lump in her throat as a tingle runs down her spine, “I understand Miss.  I will do everything in my power to get you anything I feel you’ll find useful.”
“That’s a girl.  I have some experiments to do.  Don’t contact me till you are complete,” she says as he adjusts her glasses.
“Yes Ma’am,” she replies, ending the call as she cautiously approaches the building.  The parking lot is covered in small shrubs that have managed to break through the payment, “You know I forgot to ask her what caused them to go out of business in the first place.”
She shrugs and with a pair of bolt cutters she has stored away in her heavy duty backpack she snaps the chains to the building, ignoring the warning signs plastered all over the place and makes her way inside.  She kicks up a layer of dust wherever she goes which diminishes the shine of her sleek bodysuit.  Her grey furred ears with purple tips fold back, “It’s going to be a pain to get that shine back.”
The clicks on her flashlight as he moves deeper into the facility.  Officers are left in a state of stasis, showing signs of sudden departure, leaving things where they were.  A silent story being told in each cubicle that has long been forgotten.
“There’s a lot of stuff here that could be useful.  Mistress Lieka is looking for information,” she says with a soft canine whine.
“I’m going to need more light to see what I can grab from here,” she mutters as she makes her way to the lower levels, finding the electrical equipment.  Her visor scans the equipment, breaking down the components and quickly learning how to bring the building back to life.  Following the instructions laid before her by the visor without a second thought to the contrary.  Trusting the information implicitly, she flips one last final switch.  Sparks fly, she jumps back as there’s a hum and a groan and lights flicker on.  One lightbulb pops as electrical life is brought back to this place.
“Well, that’ll help me.”
A synthetic voice echoes in the room.  It’s voice jerky and repetitive like a vinyl record skipping and repeating itself.  “G-g-g-gre-eat-eat-eat-ings.  Y-y-y-you ne-ne-neeed he-help?”
Jain takes a defensive posture looking around, sniffing the air as she hesitantly responds, “What if I do?”
“I-I-I -ear to he-he-help.”
She takes a moment and ponders what to do.  She shifts on her feet a little bit as she cautiously makes her way out of the electrical room, seeing more intermittent lights are on, but its more than enough for her to see more of the facility, “What are you?”
“I-I--I -m,  Dro-o-oning Adap-ada-dap-ting Veri-veri-veri-fication Executor-or-or-or.  Y-you ma-may ca-call me-m-e Da-da-ve.”
“This busted AI, can be my ticket to save so much time in finding the good shit,” Jain thinks as a smile creeps across her face, “It’s a pleasure to meet you Dave.  And yeah.  Now I think about it.  I could use some help.”
“W-wo-wonder-ful-ful-ful.  Wha-what is y-y-your inquiy-y-y-y.”
“Are you related to Droning Corp in anyway?”
“Affirm-ma-ma-tive.”
She grins, “I’m a genius.”  She pokes into a few rooms as she asks, “I’d like to learn more about your drones.”
There is a pause, “Cla-cla-cla-ri-ri-fy.”
“Clarify why?  What do you mean, clarify?”
“Purp-os-ose be-be-behind y-y-our in-in-inqui-ry-ry-ry.”
“I need to be mindful on what I say.  If I just say I am here to steal everything that would make it shut down.  Or lead me astray.  This feels like an old time artificial intelligence.  They could easily be confused and tricked with the right line of thought.”  She rubs the back of her head, looking around to see if there are any possible cameras to give the AI any ability to see her, “Damn, I can’t tell,” she thinks as he finally says, “You said you were drone related?”
“Affirma-ma-mative.”
“I want to learn more about your drones and abilities.”
“D-do-oes u-u-user-r-r en-en-enjoy dr-dr-dones?”
A shiver runs down her spine, her ears perk up as the question just makes her feel good on the inside.  Like asking a kid if they like candy or ice cream, “You bet your bottom dollar that I do.”
“I-I-I am re-re-restrai-ed fr-fr-om cu-cu---ency.”
“Yup, definitely an older AI model.  This will be easy,” she thinks with a wider grin, “I am very interested in drones.  And all the drones you have to offer.”
“W-we ha-have plen-ty-ty-ty of drone-s-s-s in-in-in st-stock-ck.”
“How many?”
“Thi-rty-rty-ty-si-si-si-ix.”
She shivers in delight, “That sounds wonderful.”
The AI studies the lupine, “Y-you ex-ex-ex-cit-cited ab-ab-ab-ot dr-dr-ones.”
“Yes, I do. I love them so much.  The look and feel.  How they behave.  How eager they can be to please and service.”
“Pr-pro-procreation-n-n re-re-re-creat-ion-ion drones.”
“Yeah, those.  I like all types really.  I have a great fascination with them.  And I would love to know more.”
“Acknow-now-nowledged.  Cla-cla-ri-ri  ar-ar-are y-ou a-a-a-a employ-mploy-eeeeee?”
“At this company or in general?”
“B-o-oth.”
“Will I get in trouble if I am not an employee here?”
“Ne-ne-gative.”
“No, I am not an employee here, but I am an employee.  I work for a fantastic woman who makes me do a lot of things,” she happily says.
There’s a moment of processing, “Y-you do-do wha-wha-t-t-t sh-eeee sa---ss?”
She looks at the direction of the seemingly omni-present AI voice, “What an odd question to ask… I should focus on it thinking I am just not a threat.”  She nods to the AI, “Yeah.  I do whatever she tells me.  She is absolutely wonderful and I am just eager to please her.”
“Ack-ack-acknow-ledged.  Do-do-do y-y-y-ou enj-oy-oy ser-serv-vice?”
“If you are asking if I like my job.  Yeah I do.  I get to have a lot of enjoyable experiences,” she says as a few core memories pop into her head. Experiments that have gone wrong or in some cases so very right that have led to pleasant times with her boss.  “I could barely have any complaints.  Outside of being worked a bit ragged and tired.”
“N-n-need he-help com-com-comple-eting y-y-your ta-as-as-sk-sk-sk?”
The lights overhead flicker and shift, some turning off while a couple of others flicker on, “The wiring in this place is so fucked.  I hope nothing catches on fire,” she thinks as she naturally follows the more lit paths, venturing deeper into the facility.  “I would love help to able to complete my tasks.  As much as I enjoy the work, she does ride me really hard.”
“D-d-d-o yo-u-u en-en-joy-joy-oy-oy be-be-in-in ri-ri-riden ha-ha-hard.”
Jain stops in her tracks, a snicker escapes her lips, “This dumb AI doesn’t know…” she snickers a bit more and bites her lower lip, trying to stop herself from completely bursting out into laughter and decides to say with heavy sarcasm, “Yes, I love to be ridden long and hard.  If I am to be honest with you Dave.
“Ackno-no-no-wledged.  I-I-I can hel-lp-lp.”
“That’s the best damn news I have heard all day.  But now I am wondering, how can you help?”
“Fo-fo-fo-llow-low-ow the li-li-lights.  Stra-stra-ight -a-a-a-a-ahead-head-head-ed.”
Jain chuckles, her tail wagging, “That was a fun conversation.  And it at least is getting me somewhere,” she thinks as she walks down the corridor, eventually reaching a pair of large heavy metal doors.  And as she gets close there’s a groan as metal grinds against metal the doors are slowly opened, allowing her to step inside.
The condition of this room was above and beyond better than anywhere else she’s seen thus far.  Along the sides of the room are two rows of sleek faceless rubber drones.  The androgynous creations stand at six feet all.  Idle, their shiny rubber is faded due to the layer of dust caked upon them. But when Jain runs a paw pad across one the sleek rubber underneath shines through.
“I hit the fucking jackpot,” her tail wags and then a realization hits her that makes her shoulders slump and ears go flat as she doesn’t notice more lights flicker on in the room, a soft whir of machinery and hum of electronics coming to life.  “It’s going to take me forever to get this all done.”  She groans rubbing the back of her head.  “Maybe there’s a cart or something.  Or maybe… Hey Dave?”
“Wha-what i-i-is your-r-r-r inqu-iry-ry-y?”
“Can these drones be activated?”
“Affirmative.”
Jain was about to say something when she stops herself and comments, “Wow you managed to get that through in one go.”
“Cla-cla-cla-r-r-rrrrr--ify.”
She shakes her head, “Never mind that.  Though I did think of one thing.  What kind of drones are these?”
“Ma-ma-mali-ble ru-ru-ru-ru-bb-ber pr-pro-pro-creation re-re-rec-reation-ion-ion dro-on-ones.”
“I do like the sound of that.  I know she’ll love them too,” she says with a pleasant smile.  She gently feels up the drones, rubbing off a little more dust from their bodies, “Can they perform other tasks?”
“All dr-dr-drone-ssss ar-e-e-e prof-ff-iec-ent-ent-ent in a mul-mul-mul-tit-tit-titude of-of-of tas-task-tasks-tasksssss.”
“I do like the sound of that.  How can I activate these drones?”
“Ple-ple-ple-ease pro-pro-proceeee--ed to-to-to the plat-plat-plat-fo-fo-form,” says Dave as lights flicker on a raised platform in the back center of the room.  The drones that line the walls are like markers that lead right up to it.  Like dancers showing off the center stage of a broadway play.
Anyone normal would question that.  They’d ask the simple questions.  Like why would it be on a raised platform there.  Why does this area look less like a drone storage facility and more of production.  Or why couldn’t the AI just turn them on?  But the wolf was not normal person.  Her time spent with Leika has conditioned simple silly things like common sense right out of her.  She walks right up to the platform, standing in the center.  She looks around, “Now what?”
“Pro-pro-pro-procee-ee-eed with dr-dr-dr-o-o-ne-if-if-if-if-cation-ion-ion pro-pro-pro-cesssssss.”  At the end of the statement a glass tube shoots up from the floor and locks itself up into the ceiling.  The tube gives her enough space to turn around and only have her tail bap against the glass behind her without too much discomfort.
“Hey!” she bangs her hands against the glass, which reverberates with a heavy thud, but shows no sign of being damaged by her attacks, “What is the meaning of this!”
“St-st-st-age o-one.  Re-re-moval of-of-of-of….”
Jain yells over the machine as she hits the side of the glass, “You are not removing anything from me!  Let me out of this right now!”  Her voice echoes within the tube.  She looks around trying to find anything to use to get out.  Overhead are tubes and machinery.  She tries to jump up to grab it but fails to do so, and any attempt to climb up the smooth walls is met with the same result.  She presses her hands and feet against the glass, stretching herself as she tries to walk and waddle her way up the walls, but she manages to get only up a half a foot from her starting position before her muscles give out and she lands with a thud on the ground.  “Fuck!”
A whir from overhead catches her attention as six sleek silver segmented metal tentacles come down from the ceiling.  Before she could even get up, they surge forward and wrap around her ankles and wrists.
She growls “Let me go!” as she’s lifted off the ground and turned right side up.  She growls and fights against the constraints as they slither and coil along her limbs, tearing through the synthetic suit and sliding underneath the skintight attire like bulging veins.  The synthetic fibers stretch and strain against the pressure as the bulging tentacles slither further up her arms.  She tugs and pulls but the strength of the machine is far beyond her own as her suit is torn and she’s ripped out of it.  “You will pay for that!”
“Dr-dr-dron-ing-ing co-co-corp-rp-rp is-is-is not res-spons-ible-bile f-f-f-or dam-dam-dam-aged pers-pers-pers-son-son-sonial eff-eff-effects.”
Jain would roll her eyes if she wasn’t too busy trying to break free.  The last vestiges of her clothing are torn away, revealing her creamy white belly, her luscious breasts that are now even bigger looking now that they have been freed from their confines.  Her purple nipples are hard and perky as the two free hanging tentacles wrap and coil around her breasts giving them a good squeeze.  The wolf shudders and moans as they are tenderly yet firmly played with.
“Sc-sc-aning br-breast si-si-ize for op-op-op-tim-al-al re-re-re-cre-ation-ion-al sex-sex-sex-ual bimbo dr-dr-dr-one u-u-u-unit.”
“Great he only says bimbo right… wait a moment!  I am not,” she moans loudly as the cool metal rolls her breasts around within the coils, squeezing them nice and firm as pleasure moves through her body.  Despite her complaints her body is already screaming yes as her sex grows warm and nipples harder, “to become as sex drone!”
“In-in-inqu-ry wi-wi-with sub-sub-sub-sub-”
Jain yells, “I am not that submissive!”
“-ject in-in-indic-dic-dic-dic-ates op-ptim-al-al use-se as-as a”
“I know what you mean, you can stop that now.”
“Aff-aff-firm-firm-ative.”
“So you listen to me on that, but not to stop this crazy thing?” she huffs and shudders, pulling against the tentacles as the two around her breasts pull away.
“Sc-can-can com-comple-ete.  Br-breast at-at-at One-one-one hun-hun-dred tw-twe-nty-th-th-th-ree per-per-cen-cent opti-mal-mal si-si-size.  N-no-no cha-cha-hangessssssss re-re-requi-ired.”
Jain smiles, “Well they are very nice… wait did you just call my breasts ultra bimbo sized?!”
“Pro-pro-ceed-ceeding-ing to-to-ooo sta-age-ge tw-tw-two.  Bod-bod-bod-y-y-y re-re-reconfi-fig-fig-uration.”
She pants and squirms as she’s suspended within the tube, “Wait, what did you just say?”
“Pro-pro-ceed-ceeding-ing to-to-ooo…”
“That was a rhetorical question!  God damn these old time AI’s.  You are in a sore need of an upgrade.”
“Up-up-gra-grades are-re-re to-to be-be do-ne-ne by-by cert-cert-certified perso-nel-nel onl-ly-ly-ly,” Dave responds as there’s a hum and a moan coming from above as a thick black gooey rubber liquid comes pouring out from the pipes above.  It rolls over the wolf, the warm rubber latching onto her fur and body.
“Damn it, I just got the hair just how I like it,” she grumbles, trying to make light of the situation as her body feels a warm delightful tingle.  Her arousal growing to a new height as the rubber rolls down her back side and head as she’s instinctively closes her eyes as the latex rolls over her face and muzzle.
“U-u-u-nit-nit-nit J-J-J-J-1-1-1-1-137 wo-wo-won’t hav-hav-have to-to wor-rry-rry abo-out-out hair-hair-ir ev-ev-ever ag-ag-again-ain-ain.”
The excess rubber drips through small grating at the bottom as she’s covered in a thin glossy layer of rubber.  Ht clings and squeezes across her entire body, warming up her breasts, her sex with a subtle but noticeable weight around her tail.  “Hey, I like my hair!” she growls as the latex clings to her lips, “And I am not J-1111137.  My name is Jain and even if it wasn’t…   That is a terrible drone designation!
Another layer of rubber is rolled over her body, sleek rubber coats her body.  A thin layer squeezing the rubber on top of the last, her body smoothing out in ways as Jain’s flowing head hair is steadily rubberized with each excessive coat.  The wolf feels her mouth closing shut, making it harder to talk with each successive layer while Dave responds, “U-u-unit-it-it des-des-designation-ion is-is no-not J-J-J-J-1-1-1-1-1-1-1-1-1-1-111-1111-111-1-1-137.  It is J-J-J-1-1-1-13-13-13-137.”
Jain’s ears twitches and her tail flicks, another fine layer of latex coating her body, squeezing her sex, while she just feels a moment of the dumb washing over her at the realization of her mistake.  “Okay that was a bimbo moment there…”
Her muscles stretch and strain as the rubber gets that much thicker around her body.  Her muzzle becoming tighter and together as her words become muffled, “Not J-137, Jain. Jain!”
“U-u-unit-J-J-137 wi-wi-will be-be-be fre-ee-ee-ed-ed-ed fro-fro-om-om the-the-he re-re-responsibility of cong-cong-congitive tho-tho-tho-ought and-d wi-will-ill.”
The smell of rubber is overwhelming to her canine noise which flares and strains against the latex.  Somehow, she finds herself able to breathe through the rubber and when she dares to peek she can see through the latex.  It’s a strange sensation to see black rubber roll across her face like water on a windshield and then merge with the rubber already on her and become see-through.
She wants to scream and yell, “No, I did not sign up for this… this time.”  but with her mouth sealed by the rubber there’s little she can do.  The sleek black ichor has been steadily flowing into her mouth.  Her tongue is trying to push it away only to get coated and spread the tangy sleek flavor liquid around in her mouth.  The sounds around her are muffled as the rubber coats her ears.  The weight of her hair grows with the same subtle noticeability as her tail.  Her grey and white fur is completely gone, covered in a black sleek latex.  Her bust is even bigger than before as the rubber adds another paper-thin layer and then another and another.
It washes over her time and time again.  Soothing and delightful.  Her entire body tingling in bliss as she wishes to teach this AI a thing or two about droning, “Leika would hate this process.  So much waste of rubber for making just one drone.”  Deep down though she wasn’t complaining as the warm rubber was crawling up into her sex and rear like it knew what to do.  She feels the warmth in her ears, her nostrils, down the back of her throat.  It’s searching for every hole to fill it and expand upon it as she’s soon a half-formed rubber drone.  In the reflection of the glass, she can see a vague outline of her smoothed over face.  Her canine ears black rubber smooth yet shapely, yet strangely her hair remains.  Each strand has been rubberized but is a matching solid black as the rest of her.
“Pro-pro-ceed-ceeding-ing to-to-ooo sta-age-ge tw-tw-two po-poi-oint tw-tw-two.  Bod-bod-bod-y-y-y re-re-reconfi-fig-fig-uration cu-cu-cust-om-omiz-at-at-ion-ion.”
“What could that mean?” she wonders as two chunks of metal come down over head.  She tries to look at them, seeing the internal grooves of the molding machine but the free tentacles force her head straight and forward.  She tenses as they come down onto her head, blinding her as the machine tightly squeezes her head.  She feels as if the rubber and flesh are becoming one as the warmth of her tight confines grows stronger and goes deeper. She jerks and squirms as the mold presses down on her.  Harder and harder yet it never feels she’s about to break.  The more it squeezes the better it feels as it warms her mind and body.
It took a moment though for her to realize that she couldn’t breathe, leaving her squirming harder, toys curling as she’s brought to the edge.  Heart racing faster and faster as she feels she might pass out when the mold pulls away, revealing her further smoothed out featureless face.  Her canine ears are there, and so is the black hair but any perfections in her head are smoothed out, leaving a perfectly smooth lupine drone head.  The sight of which makes her bound sex quiver under the latex.  Her nethers are like they are bound in a rubber chastity, holding back her pleasure and her leaking sexual juices.
Then from above comes a long rubber fuck hole tube.  The outside of it shows its ribbed and spiraled to form a nice deep tight pleasure hole.  The dark purple hue matches the color of her hair that is now trapped under the latex.  “Awe did Dave pick that color out just for me?  Isn’t that sweet. If he wasn’t trying to do terrible things to me right now.  I’d consider that touching.”
The tube begins to vibrate quickly.  Jain’s drone head is held securely in place by free tentacles as the tip of the tube is pushed into her muzzle.  The high vibrations provide the heat needed to melt away the rubber it comes into contact with, allowing it to be pushed into her mouth like a hot knife through butter.  The high vibrations shake through her head, tingling her thoughts, scrambling her mind as she can barely think in these heightened pleasure moments.  Something about it feels strange and different as her tongue is pushed down at first as the tube goes deeper into the back of her muzzle and down her throat.
And just as it is about to reach its destination, Jain’s tongue feels a squeeze and slip around.  A ribbed and textured rubber casing is forced around her tongue and once it does it “break’s free” of the bottom of the fuck tube allowing her tongue to wiggle and slide through the wet tube, helping it become nice and lubricated.
Jain’s moans echo in the tube as she runs her tongue across the tube, trying to get a grasp of what the machine has done when she notices that her tongue when relaxed or pushed depending on what could happen, fits the bottom base of the fuck hole tube perfectly, allowing her tongue to effectively ‘disappear’ whenever it is needed for a user to fully utilize her now hungry purple mouth.
“Okay that is clever… wait a moment!  This is terrible!” she thinks her arousal is getting to her as her thoughts become her own again now that her head is not being shaken and certainly not stirred despite how stirred her arousal has become.
The hard press molds move down to her arms, freeing her from her bonds just long enough to trap them in the tight pressing metal.  She tries to speak but her words are garbled and squeaky, where a simple lustful moan and whine is the best, she could do.  Her new fuck hole drips with her salvia as she salivates from the pleasure and the flavor of the mouth hole.  As her limb is pressed and compressed to become a fine and shapely best suited for the allure of a bimbo sex drone, she realizes what felt so off around her mouth.
“I feel the tube as if it was part of me.   Omy fucking god this is amazing!”  and then a moment later the realization hits her, “Oh my fucking god, this is terrible!  My mouth is a fuck hole!  Leika will get a good fuck out of this… I mean kick.  Kick.  God fuck I am horny,” she thinks as she manages to move her freed arms for just a second when the mold pulls away as the next set comes for her toros.  She looks at the finely engraved mold as she wonders, “How did this busted up machine get molds this nice so fast?  Why couldn’t that effort be put into Dave?!  No wonder this company went under.”
The mold presses down on her and she moans.  The air pushed out of her lungs as her breasts, back waist, hips are squeezed under the mold.  The heat growing higher and higher as the rubber and body are forced to make one.  Yet there’s more.  She feels her body shifting, taking a subtle luscious sexual shape that will only draw the attention of those around her and help others take note of her body.  When the mold finally pulls away, she can feel the subtle shape of a woman dressed in a corset.  Her bust is raised and slightly bigger, her belly squeezed in to help create that subtle hourglass figure that drives men wild.  She certainly does feel sexy in this as the mold then clamps around her nether region beginning to press around there and her tail.
She groans and quivers in delight, her hands clench, toes curl.  Her sensitive area is made more sensitive by the warming rubber pushed into her smoothed over vent and rear.  Her butt becomes well defined and supple, so squeezable… smackable.  She can just tell what’s happening and she knows deep down she’s a fan of it.  This is something she’d love to get if given the option.  The only problem was that this was not an option.
She pants and moans like a lustful toy being used.  Her fuck hole drooling and well lubricated and at this point she’s not sure if that is by choice or not.  The molds come down and wrap around her legs, beginning to work to make a nice pair of thick thighs, not that she didn’t have them before. But something to meld in with her refined buttocks.  But as that was happening, She’ll catch a glimpse of two rubber fuck hole tubes that are longer and even more sensual with a donut ring at the end like her current new “mouth”.  Her heart races, “Oh no, no, no.”
The tubes begin to vibrate as they line up perfectly with her natural rear and aching cunt.  The vibrations heat the latex and allow them to push into her body with ease.  She screams out in delight panting and moaning as she’s forced to experience unbridled bliss of the tubes pushing into her body.  She tries to move her hips but the compression around her legs and the tentacles coiling around her hourglass figure keep her still as she quivers in delight.
The pleasure hits her so hard that it borderlines painful as she climaxes within the first few moments of the tubes pushing their way deep into her body.  The vibrations reverberating through her body as she coats the tubes with her sexual juices, making sure the tubes were born with a lubrication as they slither deeper and deeper into her body.  She clenches tightly around both of them as they move deep into her body.  There’s nothing she can do as they go deeper and deeper, hitting areas of pleasure she didn’t even know she had.  Or perhaps they were created by the process of becoming a rubber drone and a lingering aching sensation of these new heighted erogenous zones will forever be burned into her mind and body.
Another wave of climaxes hits her.  Yes, multiple, some micro-orgasmic, others macro, as they are constant, and going deeper and deeper till she’s rocked to her very core.  She couldn’t fathom the bliss of so many back-to-back climaxes but here they are, shown to her, searing into her flesh, imprinted onto the rubber body she’s inhibiting, a window into her new life as a fuck drone and when the tubes are installed and the molds are pulled away, she finds herself standing on her toes… if she was allowed to stand that is.
“Bod-bod-bod-y-y-y re-re-reconfi-fig-fig-uration com-com-com-com-com.”
“Yes I did cum a lot there,” she thinks with a heavy pant, thankful she’s given a moment to breathe and admire her new body, yet she feels in her gut that it is still incom…”
“-plete.  N-n-now pro-cee-cee-ding-ding to-to st-sta-age th-th-ree-ee b-b-b-boun-d-d-d at-at-at-ttire-re an-an-and co-co-color-iz-izati-ions.”
“He better pick colors I like at least,” she huffs and moans as long deep purple rubber stockings are brought down and forced onto her body.  The long rubber stocking goes up to her upper thighs.  The latex squeaks as her leg is forced to bend to the will of the tentacles as one and then the other is put into place.  The machine smooths out any wrinkles before vibrating quickly, heating up the clothing as it moves across her entire leg forcing it to bind with her body.
She can feel the tug and pull of the latex clothing on her new rubber skin, feeling just how tightly bound and intertwine it was.  Then came the long fingerless arm gloves that go up to her upper arm.  Matching deep purple hue, rolled onto her body and bound to her.  Followed by a nice black and purple corset that is laced across her body, helping add to her hourglass figure, pushing more air out of her lungs as she does quick and shallow breaths that somehow don’t bother her, yet excite her all the more.  Her sex drips with her juices, unable to close, forever exposed to the cool air that makes her entire body tingle.  The same could be said about her rear as the corset is locked and melded into place, helping fit the mold of her body and uplift her breasts just a bit more.
Then a pair of matching high heel shoes slip onto her feet.  They are locked and melded into place as the forced position of her toes becomes all the more apparent as her foot was made for the shoe not the other way around.  Then came a pair of thick rubber cuffs with a black rubber band with bold purple glowing lettering that reads “SEX DRONE”
“Couldn’t that font be a little more elegant at least?” she sighs and then snaps herself back to her senses, “Come on!  I am not a sex drone!  I am a valuable employee to be experimented on by Leika whenever she wants… wait, what did I just think?”
A matching thick collar is wrapped around her neck, tightly confirming to her neck as he groans and wants to say, “I am not a fucking sex drone!”  she would blink if she had eyes to blink, or it feels like she could blink but doesn’t.  “What the fuck?  Can I talk again?”
“Au-au-audio com-om-mmunica-tion-ion en-en-enabl-abled.”
“Why isn’t that nice of you Dave.  Now release me!”
“Neg-neg-negat-ive.  Re-release auth-auth-authoriz-ed-ed aft-aft-er-er com-com-com-pletion-ion.”
Jain sighs as her actual vocals moan lustfully.  Then comes a purple visor that slips around her head.  It melds around her eyes; a purple tint paints over her world as the attachment also attaches around her ears and the back of her head.  Squeezing around her, merging into the rubber to make it look like it was part of her all along.
Then came some rubber nozzles and stencils as her rubber claw tips on her hands and toes are painted purple and purple hair coloring is returned to her hair. She can catch the change in the reflection of the tube, “Awe that is nice of Dave.”  She moans softly, “Thanks Dave for returning my hair color.”
“Ack-ack-acknowl-edge-edged.”
“I’ll take that as a welcome, now release me!” she exclaims as she feels the paint of a barcode being painted onto her supple ass.  The tentacles keep her in place as she drips and drools with sexual need.  Her body is so luscious and delectable in its tight clothing and tighter bondage.  The breasts jiggle just a little bit with each tugging squirm as her holes leave her with a constant sensation and need to be filled.  Her body is just crawling at the back of her mind to go along with the purpose that it was crafted for.
“Re-re-re-lea-lea-sed-ed-ed up-up-upon com-com-com-com-pletion-ion-ion,” replies Dave in the same monotone voice that for some reason she feels has a personality to it.  And she’s unsure if its her mind doing it or she’s becoming more like him to be relatable. 
“And when is that?”
“Af-af-after-er-er com-com-com-com”
“For an AI you do like to cum a lot.”
“-pletion-ion of-of stage fo-fo-four.”
“And when is that?”
“Pro-prop-ceeding-ing to-to-o sta-ge-ge fo-fo-our-our.  Int-int-intili-zing-zing dro-o-ne pro-gram-gram-gram-ing.”
Jain sighs, “Fuck.”
The purple visor begins to swirl as he hears a soft white noise fill her audio senses.  She tugs at the constraints as anywhere she looks the soothing hypnotic swirl is drawing her in.  Her body aches in the anticipation.  The body’s desire to make the mind one with it egging in the back of her mind as there is an excitement of becoming complete.  “I can’t wait to hear the stuttering hypnosis,” she chuckles in a vain attempt to make light of the situation.  She can feel her vision narrowing down to the lovely swirls that draw her in deeper and deeper.  Each breath she takes her core relaxes.  Her struggle grows a little weaker.  The heat in her loins a little hotter.  Breasts a little heavier.  Like a trained dog she is drooling in anticipation her body knows what is coming.  The drool slowly flows from her open fuck hole, running down her chin as the hypnosis grows stronger.
“Relax,” says the word in front of her.  A whisper in the white noise adds to it, caressing her mind.
“Listen.” the words echo, perfect, clearly spoken.  The program undamaged by time as it’s pushed into her center of attention
“Obey.”  The sensation is wonderful.  Her body quivering in delight.  It’s natural for her, so very natural to simply obey.
“Good drone.”
“Listen.”
“Follow.”
“Obey.”
“No will.”
“No thoughts.”
“A simple.”
“Willess”
“Thoughtless”
“Drone.”
“You exist to serve.”
“Service is your purpose.”
“Listen.”
“Follow.”
“Obey.”
Her mind naturally latches onto each of these words.  It feels so normal to her.  Her body twitches, her tail wags happily.  She pants and moans softly as if she’s being slowly taken by a lover.  The pleasure grows as she hangs in the tube accepting the base programing as its coating her mind in correct way to think.
“You are only a drone.”
“Forever a drone.”
“A pleasure drone.”
“Your designation is J-137.”
Jain twitches her head jerks a little bit, “N-no,” she stammers, “My name is Jain,” she grumps.
“Res-res-sistance de-de-detected.  In-increas-ing hyp-hyp-hyp-no-nosis.”
Jain huffs and moans her body quivering as the force of the hypnosis grows stronger.  Yet she would be smiling of her fuck hole of a mouth would let her.  “I was enjoying myself… I am enjoying myself.  Such a good drone,” she moans as she quivers in delight.  The pulsating colors continue to draw her focus.
“But you have to understand Dave.  This is so last decade.  This is hypnosis conditioning what, version two?”
“Ver-ver-ver-sion-ion-ion tw-two point si-si-x sev-sev-even eigh-eigh-eight point ni-ni-nine-ne.”
“I was almost worried there for a moment.  You need to up your game with version at least seven.  Leika has done far worse to me.  She is wonderful.  I serve her.  She’s my everything. I am her forever servant,” she states in a droning voice before continuing, “Where you are so conditioned, you don’t even know you are.  That stuff will really do it.  This is just a friendly reminder of anything I already have if anything.  Which I don’t.  For I am Leika’s good assistant.  I do anything she says.  I love to serve her and carry out her will.”
Fo-fo-foreign-ign-ign pro-pro-program-am-am-ing-ing det-tec-tected-ed-ed.  Pro-cee-cee-ceeding to-to-o- st-st-age t-t-t-hree po-po-po-oint-oint tw-tw-tw-o.”
Three more tentacles come down from the ceiling one as thick as the other two that aren’t holding in place.  These three thick tentacles rub their tips against her open and well lubricated fuck holes.
“What are you trying to do now… wait…”
The tubes push into her three fuck holes.  Her lustful moans are muffled as her fuck holes are filled and stretched.  The machine pump in and out of her wet holes, spreading her latex opening, assaulting her body with pleasure as her hips rock against them and she finds her head bobbing up and down on the tentacle helping it go deeper into her mouth, and throat.  Her textured tongue licks across it before its forced in its place to make a seamless fuck tube that takes her with ever increasing strength and veracity.  Her natural lubricants coat the tentacles making it easier for them to drive deeper into her body.
“Oh fuck… fuck me harder.  Yes, yes, yes,” she says through her collar.  She lustfully gives into the feelings as the smaller tendrils move down and attached to the devices in her ears.  Which sprout out even smaller micro tendrils that push into her ears and slither their way deeper into her head.  Crawling their way into her thoughts as they reach out to make connections with the very neurons with her head.
“Pro-pro-pro-ceeding wi-wi-th neu-neu-neural-al-al adju-adjus-just-ment-ment-ments.”
Jain can’t feel the wires and connections being made with her very thoughts, but she can tell they are there.  The way her mind is to process information and craft what makes her, her is attempted to be altered at this very moment.  The desire and drive to become a drone.  The submissive eagerness to serve. The drive to obey.  The drive to listen to those in authority.  The aching need to follow through with the plans of another.  To please them.  To do anything for them.  Be it on a business level, personal level, sexual level.  All had the same weight if not the sexual a little bit more.  The essence of serving itself was a level of bliss and joy that her mind is made to crave.
Jain shudders and moans, taking in the tentacles meant to keep her distracted as her mind is to be remade from the very core of who she is.  To modify the very processes that make who she is.  The incentive structures in the connection of her mind so that she will naturally give n in and follow the path laid out before her.  An addiction.  A drive.  To become a real go getter in being an obedient sexual drone.  Every bit of her is to be made to want this, accept this.  To not fight against such a fate for it is what she wants.  To let the hypnosis overwrite her and bring her body and mind into perfect alignment with each other.  The purest form of submission and objectification as she’s made into the ultimate service drone.  All other worries, concerns, cares to be just so disinteresting to her that she can give it her all to the obsession of being a sex drone.
As the mind is adjusted to fit this standard mold, anything that did not fall into the parameters of the mental reconfiguration machine were to be corrected and adjusted.  Sexual pleasures of the mind heightened, and inhibitions lowered with a strong dash of reducing her ability to resist hypnosis.  More than that, opening her mind to it, to make her want it so the hypnotic charm becomes ever more potent than it would otherwise.  Building her to have always wanted to be a people pleaser.  A sexual deviant.  A people pleaser with little to no hesitation is to drop to her knees and give them what her Master or Mistress would want.  A perfected little drone.
She takes the tentacles with eagerness.  There is nothing stopping her from just going all out on them, thoughts of her serving people filling her mind as she imagines the perfect drone life as the good obedient slutty drone that she is.  The hypnosis flashes.
“You are a good drone.”
“Obedient drone.”
“No thoughts.”
“No will.”
“Your designation is J-137.”
Jain is moaning deeply, taking the tentacles so deep that they might end up meeting each other in the center of her body when she says, “I told you.  My name is Jain.  Do you think changing my mind would work?  This is how I think already!  Dave.  Just finish the training and free me.”
“Er-er-er-erro-or-or.  Re-re-resis-sistan-ance de-de-detec-cted.  Pro-pro-proceed-eeding-ing t-t-t-to st-st-sta-age fo-fo-four po-po-point-oint-oint th-th-th-r-r-r-reeeeee.  In-in-init-it-iate hi-hi-hi-ve net-net-net-work-work.”
The equipment has already been installed with the previous attempt.  A burst of energy moves through the room and inside of her.  Suddenly all the drones in the room come online.  Their programing, adherence to their protocols.  A blank mind.  An obedient mind.  An eager mind.  The collective, ready to obey.  To serve.  Connected.  Dozens of minds vs. the one.  The desire to fit in activating. The social engineering to comply and fit in with the rest.
Jain feels them, senses them.  She can see them all around her as their rubber ripples and shifts knocking off some of that dust.  Their minds speaking as one to her.
“Obey.”
“Serve”
“We are one.”
“No individuality.”
“No resistance.”
“Bliss in obedience.”
“Obedience is bliss.”
The collection pressure of the drone network pushed to her as she’s connected to it.  Drawn into the group, one against many.  How could someone resist the draw to be part of ag roup.  The innate desire to not be alone.  To be with those that understand you.  Support you.  Care for you.  And you in turn care for them.  Why resist the draw to become part of something greater?  To be given a purpose that fulfils the very instinctual drive that has been part of your millions of years of evolution?  No one would resist something like that.
Jain is no exception to the rule.  The imprint of them on her is immeasurable but the connection goes both ways.  Jain’s desire to serve.  To listen.  To obey.  To follow her Mistress Leika.  Her personality and mindset filters out from her to the drones.  Their rubber shifts and changes, gaining a more luscious and voluptuous lupine physique.  Her body type imprinting onto the others as the drones with no will or desires of their own.  Objects to obey and serve latch onto the more powerful core as they adjust themselves to be like the central drone.
“Er-er-er-err-or,” states Dave as there is little that the AI can do as the drones become a facsimile of Jain.  Luscious, sexualized, ready to serve and obey wolf drones, sleek shiny black, faceless with eager holes to be filled.
Jain feels her thoughts spread across them, infecting them, converting them.  She becomes them and they so much like her. Her desire to be freed reaching out to them.  Begging them to help her so that they may serve Leika.  The drones respond and approach the nearby manual release systems.  Their knowledge of the facility trickling back into her mind but also, they use their known information to work with the parameters of their will.  They pull down the lever and initiate a manual override of Dave’s control.
“U-u-unit J-j-j-j-1-1-1-37-7-7-7 is-is-sss n-ot com-com-com-ple-plete.  Er-ror-ror.”
The tentacles pull away from her allowing her to move on her own for the first time in what feels like forever.  Her body aching to have something shoved back into her as the tube pulls up.  The drones line up in front of her.  All perfect copies of one another, with a powerful strong faceless likeness to her.  She stands up over them ad rone over the rest.  As she feels drawn to them. To accept her place as one of many, yet her mind is stronger.  “They didn’t work out the bugs in isolating the mind before fully networking them after it has broken and become part of the collective.  About five years away from that,” she chuckles, licking her fuck hole mouth with eagerness.
She turns her attention to the drones, standing tall proud, sexualized on her high heeled feet, able to move as it was nothing, like she was always like this.  Heck, she feels like this is more of her body than her actual body was.  “Go, grab everything of value.  And bring Dave’s core.  Undamaged.  I think our Mistress will love us to bring that home.  He tried so hard, and I have to give that AI credit,” she says with a fuck hole mouth smirk.
“Er-ror-or-or-or.”
Jain looks up in the direction she’d imagine Dave is, “Don’t worry Dave.  Mistress will fix you and make you good as new serving her,” She giggles.
**
The anthropomorphic Utahraptor sits in her lab, her white lab coat draped around her as he types away at her computer.  Her earfins flick as she grumbles, “Where is that woman?  She should have been back now, and she has not been answering any of my calls.  I hope she hasn’t gotten lost again.  I don’t know how many times I need to condition into her a sense of direction.  She takes everything else wonderfully, but that?  I wonder if it's just not possible to hypnotize someone not to be a bit ditsy,” she remarks with a playful chuckle when there’s a ring at the front entrance of her lab.  She tilts her head, “Who in the world could that be.”
She flips on the screen and sees dozens of rubber drones that vaguely look like Jain with one in a sexy black and purple lupine drone in the dead center. The rubber drones holding all sots of equipment and carting things along with them.  Several labs worth of materials.  In the center drone’s hands looks like a massive hard drive with the wires attached and wrapped around it.  “What in the world…”
Jain waves, “Hello Mistress Leika.  We are here as commanded with all the materials from the Droning Corp labs.  Unfortunately, the facial recognition software does not recognize me and me and my other drone selves need to be buzzed in.”
“What in the world…” Leika sighs and rubs the bridge of her nose.  She presses a button, “I’ll buzz you all in, but you are going to have some explaining to do.”
“With pleasure Mistress!” she exclaims with a happy tail wag.  The raptor letting them in as he remarks, “Well at least I don’t have to track her down.”
