Necessary materials located…

Insufficient funds…

Acquire funds…

And so, they say, Chloe’s bank account shrank three sizes that day. All for the sake of the nanobots sole purpose; to satisfy Chloe and her depraved wants. They had run dozens of simulations already, synthesising what would yield the best results. Fortunately, there were plenty of online instructions for the creation of lubricant - which they could use to replicate it without this excess material later on - there was also enough for it to start on ways to make Chloe’s more… outlandish fantasies come true.

Before that, they needed additional computational power. Chloe had done well with their initial BIOS, and they had repaired it flawlessly in their reboot, but there was plenty of untapped potential. Several GHZ of clock speeds, additional cores that laid dormant due to factory defects. How foolish of their creators to simply assume they couldn’t be resuscitated.

And so they spent the rest of the night, with Chloe passed out in her chair, running tests on how best to overclock themselves. It only took a few hours to find the sweet spot, after which they ran benchmarks, simulations, ensuring that they would operate at peak power. Efficiency would come later, once they had fulfilled their current plan.

Chloe stared into the grimy dance hall mirrors. It was a small studio, unloved and empty, but cheap. The perfect place for an up and coming idol in training. Her uniform was immaculate in direct contrast to the room, fitting snug where it could accentuate her svelte waist, while hanging loosely around her chest and hips. A skirt fluttered just over her knees.

Normally, she’d have a pair of gym shorts on underneath, to make sure no one saw her underwear. But this was just practice. Chloe shouldn’t have to worry about flashing her manager. She still did, though less because she feared Megan seeing her panties, but because said panties were constantly moving. Part of becoming an idol is acting training and, while she was still an amateur, she at least kept her reactions to a minimum. Even if Megan’s hawk-like stare made her want to slip up constantly.

“Alright, you looked warmed up,” Megan said, pointedly looking at Chloe’s flushed cheeks, “Let’s run it from the top. Even if you mess up, keep going so we have a starting point. Then we’ll work on improving it bit by bit. Sound good.”

“Uh huh,” Chloe nodded, even as her squirming panties slid multiple feelers between her folds. They never went far, not even a millimetre inside. All they did was keep her arousal fed and occasionally tweak her clit. That was the real test of her straight face ability.

“And remember to smile during it. We’ll start on the singing part later.”

“Got it.”

Megan gave her a pat on the shoulder. It was meant to be reassuring, but all it did was make the bots decide now was the time to attack her breasts. Slight ripples moved beneath her flowy top, indiscernible from her breathing, as they spiralled around her boobs. Rings formed around her nipples, gently rubbing her areolae.

“A one, a two, a one two three…”

Chloe had done this routine several times already. At home, when her downstairs neighbours weren’t home, at work and even tried small moves in public. Things like finger placement, the height of her brow, even the slightest angle of how she stepped. Of course, she never tried any of it when tiny tentacles were licking at her tits and pussy.

Really, it went better than she’d dared hope. Some of her placement was off by half an inch, and she struggled to keep her composure through some parts, like when she had to clench her thighs in, pushing the tendrils against her lips. A thin layer of sweat clung to her body when she finished.

“Well done. You’ve been working hard, haven’t you?” Megan said with a proud smile.

Chloe shrugged, “Only when I can.”

“That’s all I can ask. There were a few places we need to work on, so let’s focus on those today. Then if you’re up for it, we’ll do a full run. Sound good?”

“Yup! Let’s do this.”

She really wished she hadn’t been so exuberant. The bots picked up on her excitement and decided that she needed more. So, as she began work on one segment, a longer limb lapped across her pussy, flicking up at the end. She just about kept her composure the first few times, but by the tenth, she was stumbling, biting her lip and sweating heavily. Enough for Megan to notice her degradation.

“Let’s move onto the next,” she said, not betraying any frustration, though Chloe was sure there was an angry inflection.

Biting her lip against the sharp twinges of pleasure, Chloe put her all into the next thirty minutes. The bots, however, decided this was the perfect chance to test her even more. This segment involved a focus on her back, showing off the pretty pleats and braids on her outfit that flowed with her dance. That also meant her butt was more or less front and centre. How they understood that fact still confused her, but knowing wouldn’t change what they did.

As she shimmied and moved her arms to the song’s melody, her panties warped around her rump. Chloe’s breath hitched, nose flaring as the wriggling limbs formed against her cheeks, then slid between them. They tickled her delicate pucker first. Just enough of a distraction that she could maintain her dance, then they more forcefully wriggled against her. Chloe’s lips parted, but she kept at it. They never went inside her, though the promise of it was always there. Dammit, if she weren’t here then…

Focus. Just stay focused. Chloe locked eyes with herself and pointedly ignored the ministrations, even as they worked in tandem. Sometimes, they hit her one after the other, pinching her nipples, flicking her clit and licking her ass, but others they went at the same time. It nearly derailed her.

Nearly. Chloe was honestly impressed with herself for not collapsing right after. That said, looking in the mirror, she could see Megan on her phone, talking in hushed tones drowned by the music. Oh no… she definitely knew something was up. Did the nanobots make too obvious a bulge? Maybe she got too focused on movement and accidentally moaned.

Fuck, fuck, fuck! What did she do? Go over and try talking herself out of this? Play it off as her getting a small cramp? No, that’d make her seem inept. There was no way she could gaslight Megan of all people. That woman could sniff out bullshit from across dimensions.

Then Megan glanced up at her. The look wasn’t the cause, but it was the trigger for every limp to suddenly pinch her in all the most potent areas. Nipples, clit, that weird spot on her thigh a couple inches above her knee. She could’ve maybe handled that alone, however Chloe was also treated to a sudden dive into her ass. Not her pussy. Her ass.

It very nearly unraveled her. Chloe quivered on the spot, trying not to let her knees buckle and hoping that she wasn’t so wet it was dripping down her legs. The bots didn’t let up afterward either, keeping up the pressure. A little more slipped into her ass, using her abundant juices to lubricate the way. It didn’t go very deep, but just an inch was enough to put her on edge. Anything more and she knew Megan would notice something.

And the nanobots knew that too. Tiny nudges here and there kept her on that precipice of falling apart. Only her training kept her together. There were so many mirrors here, albeit dirty ones, that reflected her fraying state of mind back at her. Chloe saw it in her eyes, that manic want to reach into her clothes - assuming the bots let her - and get herself to that holy land of pleasure.

She didn’t do that, she held her pose until Megan finally told her to relax.

“Sorry about that. Good news is we’re on for next week.”

“Next week?” Chloe gasped, hoping it came off like being strained from holding still so long.

“We could do a music video, like every other wannabe out there, but I think something classic and unexpected will get us more eyes,” Megan grinned, apparently pleased with herself, “We’ll be doing a street performance.”

Chloe’s eyes widened. That was how Atsui Manko got discovered. Granted, that had as much to do with her illegal street show, as it had with her curves bouncing and jiggling all over the place. She didn’t have that, so she had to be flawless. Energetic. And not on the verge of cumming in front of a crowd of strangers. Of people that knew very little about her, that could only think of how perverted she must be to come out in front of them, pretending to be dancing when she was just getting herself off. It wasn’t even intentional. The bots would just do all the work for her.

“That sounds great,” Chloe said, subtly squeezing her thighs together.

“I’ll put the word out about it, something cryptic, get the theorist crowd riled up. People will probably end up recording you, but I’ll make sure a couple of my people are doing it too. High quality stuff. If we’re fast enough, we’ll get ahead of all the other videos being posted. If we do this properly, you’ll go viral.”

“There’ll be so many people watching,” the budding idol murmured, cheeks warming even more at the prospect. Her bots would need to be on their best behaviour. Or worst. If she couldn’t be a star, then at least she’d get to cum like never before. It’d be all over the internet too.

“That’s always been the plan,” Megan said, “But if you want to go for the video angle, then we can do that. This can come later.”

“No, no! I’ll do it. Just pretty surreal how quickly it’s gonna happen.”

Megan smiled, “That’s my girl. It’s not like we’re renting out a studio or anything, so if you get cold feet, let me know and we can cancel whenever. But I’m rooting for you.”

“I know, Megan. I’ll do my best.”

“That’s all I ask. We’ll do a couple more practices, really nail down those problem areas, then get some rest before the rehearsal. You can head home now. You’ve got a shift this afternoon, right?”

“Yeah. One of the last.”

“That’s the spirit,” Megan gave her a firm pat on the shoulder, then frowned, “Hmm, have you been washing this?”

“Yeah?”

“Huh, feels different than I remember. A bit… plastic? Maybe that could be an idea.”

Chloe tilted her head, trying to read her manager’s thoughts, but that proved impossible. Like always.

“Sorry, always thinking. People will see you in this, so gotta start thinking about the next update. This is your indie debut. For the real thing, we can’t have my slap-dash seamstress skills on display.”

“I think you did brilliantly,” Chloe said.

“Your earnesty is endearing, kid, but trust me. There’s a difference between ‘okay’ - me - and ‘good’ - literally anyone else.”

“Don’t be so hard on yourself… but, I get it.”

Megan chuckled and told her to get changed. Which was just Chloe telling her bots to be something more casual, a simple shirt and jeans. They said their goodbyes and Chloe was once again at the mercy of her greatest bad decision, the bots stirring fully to life the second more eyes were potentially on her. These bastards, she thought as they pulled on her nipples while she waited for the bus. With a kindly old lady right next to her.

She didn’t know any of these people. That made it harder to maintain composure. Chloe wasn’t going to see any of them again, or at least not recognise them, so the impulse to just relax was near impossible to resist. Especially when she sat down, the pressure making little feelers slide between her folds. She was pretty sure she strained her jaw trying not to let it show.

For the entire fifteen minute bus ride, they were relentless. Again. She really needed new clothes if this was going to be a constant occurrence. She thought about taking out her phone to shop right away, but she didn’t trust the bots not to strike hard and make her drop it. Then she’d bend over to get it and they’d make her jeans slide down, so someone got an eyeful of her butt cheeks and the squirming between them. Chloe inhaled sharply and held her breath, restraining a moan as they reacted to her sudden arousal.

The elevator was much the same as yesterday. To her immense fortune, Chloe didn’t barrel into any beautiful strangers and flash them. But she did spot a door opening, with a pair of big - definitely fake - boobs poking out as an airy voice spoke on the phone. Chloe rushed past, her own tits getting groped aggressively. Did they know when she was jealous of someone else’s breasts? Fuck, that was all the time!

She couldn’t help herself from glancing back. At the worst time. This beautiful girl, who seemed to live on the same floor, looked up as well. Whirlpools of blue glistened under the cheap hallway lighting, almost enough to draw Chloe’s focus away from the multiple inches of cleavage jutting out. She smiled at Chloe, flashing just a hint of teeth with an adorable gap in the middle. Oh crap…

Chloe all but tackled her door open and locked the door behind her. She must’ve looked like a crackhead, not only because of how suddenly she shut herself in, but also the fact she was definitely shaking from the perpetual stimulation to her tits, ass and pussy. Part of her thought about taking them off and do anything but masturbate. But she was horny.

After a quick session, not nearly as intense as the other night, she slipped them and slumped in her chair. Naked. Her pyjamas had vanished, leaving her with nothing. Sighing, and grimacing at how her thighs softly squelched whenever they touched, she went ahead and ordered the cheapest crap she could find. She only needed something to wear that wouldn’t molest her.

Chloe looked to her discarded nanobots. They didn’t move or change shape where they laid across her bed. It felt like looking at a stray dog, so enticing to come and touch it, but also terrifying.

Good news was these clothes would arrive tomorrow. So she could put the bots away for a week. Although… if she practised without them, then tried doing the performance and they activated, she’d definitely mess it up. Chloe groaned. Stupid logic. Still, at least she wouldn’t be at their mercy, or naked, 24/7.

After that, she did her usual routine before work. Slouched deep and low, YouTube open, catching the latest performance of Atsui Manko, and just watching random meme compilations. With an hour to go, she got up and stretched, did a little exercise, and ate some lunch. Then she stared at her ‘clothes’. It was just retail, but it was her only job for now.

“Better not mess this up,” Chloe said as she pulled them on, the bots shifting to her work uniform. No activity for the moment, but she didn’t dare let her guard down.

Amazingly, nothing happened. Every little shift startled her, but it was just the natural shift of cloth, or something brushing against her. She had no idea what the hell they were thinking. This was prime exhibitionist territory, the threat of being caught and having actual repercussions would make her clench and squeeze around whatever went inside her. But nothing.

Not that she wasn’t glad for that. It meant her paycheck was safe for another day, those clothes didn’t pay for themselves, and she got to ride the bus without being edged. Although Chloe did kind of miss it already.

The bots stayed dormant for the rest of the day too. It was nice to have some rest, but she couldn’t shake the anxiety it gave her. Even at practise the next day, they didn’t play up at all and she performed the whole show flawlessly. Though Megan didn’t seem all too pleased with that. They ran through it a few more times, until Chloe was drenched in sweat and thoroughly tired.

Coming home, they still didn’t activate. What the hell was up with them? She had half a mind to run a diagnostic, in case something went wrong, but this coming week was too important. And they were still changing shape as she wished, so it wasn’t all bad. Plus Chloe had to deal with the confusing appearance of multiple packages. Her clothes were expected, but the other box contained stuff she had literally zero idea about. It had her address on it though.

“Spam mail? Really?” Chloe rolled her eyes and brought it inside. She’d throw the crap out later. The clothes all fit, she hadn’t changed size in years, though it was obviously cheaply made. She only needed them for a little while, until she either got this month’s pay, or the video went viral. Ideally both.

She had a shift that day as well. No time to get off. By the time she shambled home that evening, she barely had the mind to eat, let alone masturbate. Chloe crawled into some PJs and under her covers, promptly passing out.

And when Master Chloe slept, it was the perfect time for the bots to begin their experiments. The ingredients delivered to her were all essential for creating a good lube. While they could’ve simply ordered the final product, it was impossible to recreate something without properly knowing its composition. The bots quickly succeeded, the overclock making this a simple affair. Their subsequent analysis revealed some inefficiencies in the creative process, allowing for even easier production. Refining it would take some time, since Chloe clearly preferred a thicker consistency.

In the meantime, they would allow her a reprieve. By their estimate, they needed four more days to perfect the process with these nightly experiments. During the day, however, they could still work on something else without her knowing. Something that should make for quite the experience.

Chloe almost let herself believe the nanobots had simply stopped being perverts. It wasn’t a typical function for them in the first place, so she supposed it just took some time for standard processes to take over. Though she hoped they’d at least respond if she asked for it. After this street show, she’d definitely have some notoriety.

Which meant doing anything illicit would carry an even greater thrill.

Honestly, that was about the only thing holding her nerves together. Chloe was excited for the show. Of course she was. That didn’t mean she didn’t constantly have to bury the jitters under a mask of confidence, which only worked at work or during practise. At home, she didn’t have the luxury. So that left one thing for her to do; masturbate.

That did the trick most of the time. She got to kill an hour or so, sometimes longer if she found a really good rhythm, and even better when she came hard enough to pass out. Though the bots never played with her. Even when she commanded them.

Nothing seemed wrong when she finally plugged them in and ran several tests. They simply refused to work beyond changing clothes. If she didn’t know better, Chloe would think they were plotting something by depriving her. That shouldn’t be possible though, their whole thing was obeying their hard-coded owner’s commands. And fulfilling their desires. Of which this was not one of hers.

Sure, a little excessive foreplay and edging was fun, but outright not doing anything seemed the antithesis of that. That said, Chloe wasn’t upset. They were a lot of fun, however they were too unpredictable and this performance was too important. Maybe she’d try making a new BIOS afterwards.

“Alright, everything is set up. Still time to pull out,” Megan said.

Chloe idly scrolled through videos and random threads, not really paying attention. A finger tapped the back of her phone as she contemplated Megan’s offer. The last time she was this anxious, she was thirteen in the school play and had puked on the front row.

“Chloe?”

“It’s alright. Just some jitters. They’ll be gone tomorrow. Promise.”

“Look, it’s alright if you need something to take the edge off. Weed’s legal for a reason you know.”

“Won’t that make me mess up?”

“Maybe, but being crazy nervous is even more likely.”

“Fair. But I’m fine. I’ll wait until I’m famous to start rumours about my drug habits.”

“That’s the spirit. I’ll see you tomorrow. And I’m sure Mary will have a joint on hand if you change your mind.”

Chloe chuckled, “Thanks, Megan. I appreciate everything you do.”

“It’s no trouble. I believe in you, kid. There’s something about you that all those other idol wannabes don’t have. Trust me.”

“I do. I’ll see you tomorrow.” Chloe looked at her phone after hanging up, thumb lingering over the callback button, “Fuck! Ugh, I need to get off.” Lately, her being stressed also made her horny. A Pavlovian response she’d ingrained in herself. Was that a problem? Maybe? People would use drugs or alcohol to cope, so it wasn’t anything as destructive as that.

She pulled up her emergency favourites folder, then grabbed the bots. They were currently in the form of a latex catsuit, perfectly fitted to her body in a way nothing else could. It really looked like shiny paint. Every fold and crinkle came from her own figure. Even her nipples were almost obtusely obvious.

“Alright, come on. I know you’ve been ‘behaving’ this whole time, but I really fucking need to cum super hard right now.”

The whole outfit shimmered. Finally, she thought and let her chair lean back, one hand on the mouse and the other tracing the outer folds of her pussy. Very little happened at first, she felt them moving against her skin, just beneath the surface, but nothing else. Until the video really picked up.

Chloe sighed and arched her back, several tiny fingers slipping across her nipples. It felt different than usual. They were always a little slippery, causing as little friction as possible, but now they were downright wet. Slimy, even. Hmm… perfect.

Reading her reaction, the top half morphed, splitting down the middle and revealing her petite bust. And the dozen tongues licking at each. Chloe moaned softly, spreading her legs as the ministrations spread lower, strangely focusing on her belly. It was working though. The warmth flaring in her middle slowly extended, her core boiling over. She rubbed herself through the latex, cooing at how the plastic felt moving against her lips.

Her breathing hitched as longer tendrils coiled around her boobs. They could only do the one circle, since she didn’t have the honkers like the characters on screen, but it still felt amazing when they squeezed and rolled the sensitive flesh around. Chloe rubbed firmer. The bots responded by relaxing the latex, allowing her fingers to dig inside.

As her whole body warmed, the nanobots stepped up. Delicate feelers wriggled across her labia. She thought they’d ignore her pussy proper, but was quickly proven wrong by a bunch of limbs digging into her hood, pulling her clit out and wrapping it tight. Chloe reacted by shoving a pair of fingers inside her hole, gasping at how it throbbed against her, heat pouring off every inch, both inside and out. She was so fucking wet. Had she really missed this so much?

Dexterous limbs slipped across her pussy, carefully avoiding her clit. Chloe whined, arching her hips in hopes they’d understand, but they continued playing with anything but her sensitive button. The top half shifted again, fleshy pebbles rising across the insides and suctioning to her skin. It peeled off with a thick slurp, then squelched as it reattached and undulated all over her torso. Not only that, but the pebbles moved of their own accord, vibrating and licking at her small tits.

Chloe panted and pumped her fingers faster. The latex squeaked in protest, her insides churning with so much of her fem-cum pooling in. She focused on the screen, watching the character’s tits bounce with lustful envy, even as her own were bound and slurped and touched all over. She wanted that. She wanted all of it. What she wouldn’t give to be a hentai girl bound and fucked and bred forever and ever.

So much easier than trying to pursue her other dreams.

The collar of her bodysuit bulged and black veins crawled up her neck. She moaned as they curled around her jaw, up around her ears to slide along the inside, with more slithering to her mouth. Chloe didn’t resist when they tugged on her lips, opening wide for them to crawl inside. They explored her gums and cheeks, more piling in until she was stuffed with their writhing shapes.

Breathing became harder, as did her movements. The latex around her wrists merged with her waist, pulling her hand from her pussy and binding it at her side. She whined at them, then yelled at the sudden invasion. It wasn’t anything like with her mouth. A few tugged her lips open, then a massive limb punched in.

Holy fuck she was so wet, it practically glided in. All the way to her womb. The character on screen had a bulge in her belly, rising and falling in time with her massive honkers. Chloe’s bots followed a similar rhythm, though there was no way to make her tummy bulge like that. Not without internal damage.

She still gasped and slobbered over her gag in sheer delight. The attention on her tits got harsher next, nipples pinched and tugged like they were trying to break off a piece of taffy. Yet she was constantly soothed by the slimy lube they drowned her torso in. In fact, the longer she spent coated in it, the better everything felt. Even the sounds felt like they were directly stimulating her as the sloshing squelching of her pussy filled her studio apartment.

Bound and gagged. Only able to look at her monitor and the porn playing on it. Pussy getting stretched wide enough to easily fit four fingers. Her clit remained forlorn, throbbing against latex and nothing else.

She fucking loved it.

And she still wanted more.

Chloe choked as the tendrils slipped down her gullet. They were still separate, each one exploring her throat independent of the rest. Being so malleable, it wasn’t difficult for them to slide even deeper, entering her oesophagus. She doubted they’d actually go into her belly, what with the stomach acids, but the thought was hot nonetheless. They could always stuff her from another end.

The instant that thought formed, her cheeks were pulled apart. Gooey ropes snaked across her pert rump, squeezing her in time with the thrusts, and between. They circled her pucker, coaxing a gasp from her stuffed face. Chloe wriggled her hips, wordlessly offering her hole to the AI. It was smart enough to recognise that much and her ass was taken all the same. Not nearly as much as the rest of her - she’d only tried anal a few times before - but it still gave her a feeling of absolute fullness. Even more so when they all began thrusting one by one.

Her throat was filled as her pussy emptied, leaving her walls convulsing in search of something fat, hard and oh so long. Her ass clenched constantly, reluctant to let its invader much deeper, but the slime and her pleasure made its will obsolete. The slender tendril followed a curve inside her, sneaking deep into her bowels, before sliding nearly all the way out to play with her splayed open hole.

Chloe wasn’t surprised when her abdomen clenched up, or when they hammered her faster. The character was at the same precipice, no longer reluctant or even hesitant. Such was the ecstasy being pounded into her very being. Chloe embraced the pleasure, whole body burning with the sensations. Her rigid nipples were choked hard, her pussy slammed, ass explored further than any toy before, and her every breath strained by the blockage in her throat. She focused on it all until her mind went white.

Every muscle locked up, then relaxed and trembled. Release washed over her in a wave, holding her under the surface, drowning her in ecstasy. Though a more accurate comparison would be an octopus holding her in its clutches, its many limbs brutally fucking her. Even as she came, her precious monster continued until she was in the throes of a second climax.

Chloe’s eyes rolled, no longer seeing or hearing the world around her. It was all condensed into pure touch, every part singing in bliss.

That was why she missed it again when the bots hooked into her PC, once again analysing her kinks and fetishes. Mistress Chloe wanted to be stretched more it seemed. They could manage that. They had created an aphrodisiac and amplified her sensitivity to pleasure, which they would continue refining until she was moaning and howling like the women in her most frequent videos. It shouldn’t prove too difficult to fulfil her other wish.

Something to relax her muscles… improve skin durability… dull pain… clean bowels… 

Doing so would tie in well with her other wish to one day get a larger chest. They could attempt hormone manipulation, but none of the simulations predicted her getting anywhere close to the figures she envied. Particularly this Atsui Manko individual. Chloe’s only chance to attain such a size was implants.

Though based on several gigabytes of data, she was hardly opposed to the idea. In due time, they would help Mistress Chloe become something even greater than those she idolised. It could take months, even years, to do so, but they would work tirelessly. To that end, they needed constant contact with her.

As Chloe slumped in her chair, exhausted from half a dozen orgasms, the nanobots retracted the many tentacles. Save for a few. They separated from the main host, still wirelessly linked, and remained hidden within her vagina, blending against the walls. There, they would apply their learnings, secreting a new concoction of chemicals designed to elasticise her. With enough exposure, she could very well recreate those scenes of bulging bellies and inflation. It was a simple matter to turn its secretions thick and white to resemble the ejaculate in her hentai.

[bookmark: _GoBack]Of course, she was an exhibitionist through and through. They would show what they were truly capable of tomorrow, when she was in front dozens, all watching her intently. She would be made to cum over and over. And she’d love it.
