

Doll Factory

by Caroline Waters


Doll Factory by Caroline Waters

Copyright © 2022 by Caroline Waters. All Rights Reserved.

Cover by Caroline Waters, using the free font Aware by Lyric Type, available online at: https://www.fontspace.com/aware-font-f43412, licensed as Freeware.

Contact the author at halfshim@gmail.com

Visit the author’s blog at: shimmed.blogspot.com

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or, if real, are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, businesses, companies, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.


Table of Contents

Title
Copyright
Chapter One
Chapter Two
Chapter Three
Chapter Four
Chapter Five
Chapter Six
Chapter Seven
Chapter Eight
Chapter Nine
Chapter Ten
Chapter Eleven
Epilogue
Author’s Notes



Chapter One

Over the last two weeks, how often have you had little interest or pleasure in doing things?

Hannah lifted her pen over the page of text and sighed, blinking to clear the tears of drowsiness from her eyes. She had been up late last night, making the decision to come here, but finally it had become just too much to bear. She needed an out, before she did something drastic to herself.

Pulling herself together, she filled in the bubble stating ‘Nearly every day,’ her mind beginning to drift. Leaning her face against a hand, she doodled in the margins, unable to concentrate.

She didn’t really want to be here, but this was legitimately her last hope. She had been sleeping poorly lately, and even when she woke, she tended to stay at least an hour in bed, feeling unmotivated. If not for the notification that had come through on her phone, she probably wouldn’t even be here.

The message had come through from Joy, the only friend she had left after dropping into a deep depression. Joy was a HAPPY person, and never seemed sad when she told her about her concerns and worries.

Joy was always bubbly, always kind, always encouraging. She never left Hannah alone, contacting and talking with her constantly. Even when she demurred from her invitations, Joy never gave up on her.

Her friend was the only reason that she was here, at HAPPY Inc. Even though she was close to going through the process that was guaranteed to make her HAPPY, she was finding it difficult to scrounge up the motivation to finish the intake exam.

Her phone chimed, and she put down the pen, sighing. It wasn’t like this was an exam or anything. She was certain they wouldn’t care how distracted she was.

Slipping her hand into her purse, she glanced over the dangling puppy dog charms. One of them was a pug, with a flat nose, his ears drooping downwards. She had thought that they were cute, at one point, but now she didn’t really feel anything.

She lifted her phone and looked at the screen, waiting patiently for it to recognize her face. The lock screen slid aside, revealing a notification from her messaging app. She tapped a cracked nail against the icon, the app opening to reveal a short video message from her friend.

Joy’s head was bent, a wide smile on her face. The manicured fingers of her right hand were spread in a V shape, next to a dimpled cheek. Her long, brown curly locks were lustrous, well taken care of. She was perfect.

Oh, how she wished that she could swap lives with her! If only she could be a vivacious, outgoing person, too!

That was as likely as her taking a trip to the moon given her current circumstances. Although SERIOUS people were given a monthly stipend to keep them isolated from HAPPY people, it wasn’t much. Barely enough to rent an apartment and buy food.

A good portion of SERIOUS people lost their motivation or desire to work entirely, turning them into liabilities to society. Those who were entirely unable to cope were committed to full time care facilities, which everyone knew were not nice places to be.

Hannah knew that she was in danger of such a fate, and still possessed a modicum of pride. She wouldn’t allow herself to fall that far. Besides, Joy wouldn’t let her.

Still, she knew that she’d never be allowed to meet Joy in person unless something drastic was done. HAPPY people were far too afraid of being infected by the SERIOUS virus, which was why there was a strict quarantine and permanent walls installed around the enclave to prevent fraternization.

That was why she was here, at HAPPY Inc. She had seen a few advertisements for their new process at the grocery store, but she had initially ignored the flyers with bright, smiling people with perfect teeth. Those weren’t her.

She had put the entire thing out of her mind until Joy had brought it up during one of their late night chatting sessions.

“Hannah, you should really consider applying,” Joy had said again for the fourth time that evening. “Do you really want to keep complaining about the same problems to me, night after night?”

As was usual, Hannah tried to put her off. “Why would they take someone like me?” she asked. “I’m overweight and my hair is scraggly. I’m a complete mess.”

Tears welled up in her eyes, unbidden, though strangely she felt nothing. It was just a standard physiological reaction. It would pass, in time.

“What could it hurt?” Joy said brightly. “At least it would be a little different from the drab daily activities you keep talking about. You can’t tell me that it’s fun being SERIOUS all the time.”

And so, despite her misgivings, she had contacted HAPPY Inc. through her phone, sending them the required photos of her face and body. She was surprised to find that she had been accepted within the hour, with further instructions given for her to visit them during an intake day.

After that, she had scrounged up the courage to order some new clothing online with some of her meager savings, and set up an automated cab to take her to the imposing brick building that housed the corporation.

She had almost missed that cab, despite all the effort she had put into setting this up. And now that she was here, she was hardly enthusiastic about it.

She sighed, dragging herself to fill out another bubble. These were standard questions about her feelings and family. The trouble was—she didn’t have any.

Her father had become a different type of SERIOUS—one who became obsessed with complicated, intricate work to avoid having to think about his emotions. Unfortunately, this led him to working long hours, and without sufficient sleep, he began to make mistakes.

She was young when the industrial accident had happened, but she still remembered the day when she had come home to find her mother weeping in her tea cup.

After that, her mother had lost all of her vitality. For a HAPPY person, this was impossible, but the SERIOUS were prone to such emotional displays.

Hannah had been unable to do much for her but watch as she slipped away. The doctors told her later that she had died of a broken heart. At first, she had thought that this was nonsense, but after spending days researching online, she had come to accept that the syndrome was real, though rarely fatal. It had just been bad luck that it had claimed her mother.

Bad luck. That seemed to be a recurring theme with her.

Trouble concentrating on things, such as watching the vid screen or scrolling online?

She moved to fill in the bubble, but the ball at the tip of her pen went dry. She rolled it around the margin in a circle, but no more ink came out. Sighing, she dropped it on the plastic desk and leaned back, looking up and sighing.

A small hatch opened on her left and an assistant bot rolled out, the light on top spinning cheerfully. “Are you finished?” it asked in a monotone, the curved display on the front displaying an 8-bit smiley face.

In response, Hannah shifted her posture and gave it a mute nod. Twin, spindly hands extended from the chassis and picked up the sheet of paper, scanning her entries with a quick pass.

The unit beeped, feeding the paper into a slot in its belly. Rollers whirred, the form vanishing inside. After a long moment, the face changed, its blocky eyebrows extending upwards. “Congratulations! You have been accepted to the program! Please, step into the next room, the door will open for you automatically.”

Spinning around on its single wheel, it sped back into its alcove, the hatch snapping shut. A green light began to glow on the wall in front of her.

Hannah blinked slowly. This was rather sudden. She hadn’t finished answering all of the questions, and yet the bot didn’t seem to care. Oh well.

She couldn’t find it within her to be excited, but at least this would be different from the monotony she usually dealt with. Pressing against the desk, she scooted the chair back, lurching to her feet.

She pulled her shirt down, tucking it into her skirt. It didn’t fit as well as it had used to. Had she gained weight? She hadn’t really been paying attention. At least when she was eating, she didn’t have to think so much.

Of course, that wasn’t really a solution to her problem, as the more she ate, the more she thought about eating. Being healthy didn’t really seem to be an option for her.

Plodding forward, she smoothed her skirt around her chubby legs. She wasn’t certain what would happen next, but it didn’t matter. Nothing they could do with her would be worse than what her brain had already inflicted upon her.

As she approached, the door slid smoothly into the wall. Beyond was a small classroom, rows of desks lined up in front of a white screen.

She scanned over the crowd of women, trying to find a place to sit. The only remaining unclaimed desk was near the rear. She would be forced to sit next to a woman with curly, red hair who was speaking over the top of her desk with animated motions. Great.

She tramped over to the desk, settling into it with a groan. She tried to ignore the women around her, but it was only a matter of time before they wanted to engage her in useless conversation.

A finger tapped her shoulder. “Hello? Hello?”

It hadn’t even been a second. Groaning internally, she turned to look at the red headed woman, who was smiling at her with a wide mouth. She glanced quickly over her thin frame, taking in her drab clothing. She was a SERIOUS person, alright, but she obviously wasn’t depressed like many other SERIOUS people.

The woman stuck out her hand, waving it in front of Hannah’s nose. “My name’s Pamela,” she declared. “It’s nice to meet you. What’s yours?”

Hannah stared back at her with an expressionless face, trying to figure out whether she really had the energy for this. She hadn’t come here to socialize, and now, faced with the possibility, she was completely lost.

Evidently, she was taking too long, as Pamela seized her hand off the desk, squeezing it between her dainty fingers. “Your skin is so soft!” she declared, running a thumb over the back of her hand.

For the first time in a long time, Hannah felt something. She was completely astounded at the other woman’s rudeness.

Still, what little emotion she did feel was muted. There was no anger involved, just shock. She wasn’t sure how to respond. She frowned.

“Could you please take your hands off me?” she asked, searching for something else to say.

Pamela didn’t seem to be hurt at her request, giving her a squeeze before letting go. “I’m sorry about that. I’m just so excited to be here! I’ve been applying constantly for the last few months, and I thought they’d never let me in!”

The woman was so ebullient that she couldn’t seem to contain herself, literally vibrating in her seat. Her hands clasped the edge of the desk and she leaned towards Hannah. “What did you say your name was again?”

Ah, yes. Introductions.

She blinked slowly. “My name is Hannah. I used to work at a local green grocer. Before my mother died.” Her throat closed up, choking back any further thoughts.

Had it really been that long since she had thought about her mother? Her mind skittered over her memories, thoughts swirling around the periphery. She shook her head, pushing back the trauma. This wasn’t a good time to think about that.

“Nice to meet you, Hannah!” replied Pamela cheerfully. “I was just talking to the woman on your left. Her name is Dotty!”

Resigned to the fact that she couldn’t leave this social situation, Hannah turned her craggy face to look at the woman Pamela called Dotty. This new woman was well endowed, her breasts framed by long, brunette hair. The creases in her face marked her as being a little older, reminding her of her mother again. Damn.

Dotty gave Hannah a shy wave. “Hello.”

Hannah found herself without the energy to lift her hand. “Hi. What are you doing here?” she asked, keeping up a veneer of pleasantry.

Dotty pressed her hands against her chest, looking small. “I’d rather not say,” she said softly, looking at the floor.

“Fine, that suits me,” replied Hannah, settling back into her chair and staring forward at nothing.

“What do you think they’re going to tell us?” asked Pamela, dragging her attention back to the right. “Have you heard anything about their process?”

“No,” said Hannah bluntly. “If they can make me HAPPY, that’s all I care about.”

A general murmur filled the room as the blank screen at the front lit up. A doctor, dressed in a lab coat, was sitting on the edge of a desk, his hands folded in front of him.

His hair was cut short, a soft fuzz above steely blue eyes, hidden behind half moon frames. His gaze was intense as he looked at them, to the point where Hannah began to wonder whether this was actually a recording.

“Good day,” he murmured, his magnified, soft voice filling the room. “You are all here today because you have been chosen for the next trial of our proposed cure for SADNESS. Though each of you has a unique set of circumstances and problems, I promise you that you all possess the ability within you to be HAPPY. With our assistance, of course.”

His lips almost lifted up into a smile, but otherwise he remained as he was. “Now, I don’t mean to drag this out, so let’s start the process. You will find in front of you a tablet. Please, sign the release form with a thumbprint, and we can begin.”

The doctor stopped talking, a black dress shoe tapping on the floor. Perhaps this wasn’t a recording. Either way, it didn’t really matter to her, as the tablet the professor had been talking about had popped up from the back of her desk.

She hadn’t noticed it earlier, but she wasn’t very observant in general, so that wasn’t a surprise. The corners were rounded, a small stylus clipped to the side. Rows and rows of dense legal text scrolled in front of her, and she found it very difficult to concentrate on it all.

Did it really matter what it said? Her life was practically over without this process, anyway. Sighing, she picked up the stylus and tapped on the screen, hoping to get it to move to the end.

The screen blinked, bringing her to a signature block. Perfect.

As she was signing her name, she noticed the bold letters on the last paragraph. SPECIAL STIPULATIONS, it read.

Happy Inc. is not responsible for any and all adverse effects that might be experienced by the first party while undergoing this experimental process. The first party waives all right to legal recourse except via binding arbitration. Any and all expenses required for rehabilitation fall on Happy Inc. or one of its subsidiaries.

Subsidiaries? Hannah had no idea that Happy Inc. owned other companies. She shrugged. What did it matter if they did? She certainly wasn’t going to change her mind now.

She pressed her thumb into the square box to the right of her signature, leaning back as the screen blanked again. She closed her eyes, her shoulders relaxed. There, it was done. Whatever happened now, at least she had made an attempt. Nobody could say that she had given up.

She wasn’t certain why that even mattered to her, when so many other things didn’t. Perhaps it was because of her father, who always impressed on her the idea that she couldn’t give up. Had to keep trying, even if nothing she cared about existed in the universe.

Of course, that wasn’t entirely true, now, was it? Without her HAPPY friend Joy, she never would have learned about this process in the first place. Perhaps there was something to look forward to in the future.

No, that wasn’t possible. Joy didn’t really care about her. She was just a peculiarity. No HAPPY person would risk getting too close to a SERIOUS due to their fear of infection. The world didn’t need more SERIOUS people.

She pressed her hands against the desk, unable to break the cycle of thoughts. This was how it usually went with her. It was the main reason why she didn’t have the desire to do anything. For each positive thought she had, her brain also brought up a reason why she shouldn’t be positive.

It was a vicious cycle she had no idea how to end. Maybe HAPPY Inc. had the answer?

A soft sniffle broke her destructive thought pattern, bringing her back to the present. It was Dotty, tears streaming down her face. Hannah’s jaw went slack, her first thought popping out. “What’s wrong?”

Dotty pressed a hand over her mouth, fighting back tears. “I’m sorry,” she gasped out. “I guess I still haven’t gotten over it. I was just thinking about my daughter.”

Hannah wasn’t particularly interested in the other applicants, but she continued the conversation anyway. “Why?” she asked. “Did something happen to her?”

The other woman nodded, slowly regaining enough control over herself to sign her name on the contract. “She couldn’t handle being a SERIOUS any longer. She’s… no longer with us. I don’t want to talk about it any more.”

Hannah couldn’t blame her. That seemed like an awfully heavy topic to drop on a stranger, and she simply didn’t have any sympathy within her to give the other woman. “Oh,” she said a little mechanically. “That’s too bad.”

She didn’t really mean it, because this new tidbit had set the awful wheels of her mind back in motion again. She had never seriously considered ending it all, though there had been a few opportunities.

To be honest, she had never felt strongly about the idea, one way or another. Ending her existence had about the same appeal as continuing it, so there had never been any motivation to do so. It would have required a lot of work on her part to even start planning it, which seemed like far too much effort.

Perhaps she had been depressed for too long to worry about such things. Life went on, and she just… continued too. That’s the way things were.

Even though she was here, deep down she didn’t really believe things would change for her. If this failed, she’d go back to the monotony, as that was her natural state. That was all there was to it.

“Very good,” announced the doctor, interrupting her thoughts again. “Now that we have the proper permissions, we can move to the next part. Please, simply relax. We will attend to you shortly.”

His stern face disappeared off the screen, replaced with silhouetted images of women dancing, colored red, blue, and green. A bouncy song filled the room to go along with their moves, the beat pulsing as they waved their arms.

Hannah found the display quite distracting, like something one might find at an arcade. Not that she had been to one since she had been a kid, but she didn’t like it. Too stimulating.

Her fingers felt sweaty against the desk, but she didn’t want to get up. That seemed like too much trouble. It was far better if she just relaxed and waited to see what would happen next.

Her usual languor heightened, making her hands and legs feel like concrete bricks. Was the air turning a little pink? It was probably just her imagination. She stared straight ahead, her thoughts swirling and turning like the girls on the screen.

It was actually fairly pleasant, as it had halted her usual, negative thought patterns. For a few moments, she didn’t think at all, her breathing coming regularly as she zoned out completely.

Her body jolted, a faint vibration coming from the seat under her. A sinking feeling set in as the screen moved up. It took her a few moments to realize that it was actually she that was moving, the entire desk she was sitting on dropping downwards, into the floor.

She didn’t feel any urgency to get up and escape. This was clearly the next step of the process, and she wasn’t all that concerned. She deserved whatever they were planning on doing to her.

The wall in front of her had a built in LED screen, dots of light forming interesting patterns to entertain her with as she dropped lower and lower. Lines formed into chevrons in the center, curlicue patterns at the edges.

Each screen block had a description in the lower right corner. LVL1. LVL2. LVL3. They must be describing the various floors. How deep was this facility?

HAPPY Inc. had been around for quite some time, but they were better known for developing entertainment devices and games to prevent SERIOUS people from succumbing to despair. They certainly had the finances to develop this kind of building, but she hadn’t read anything about it in the news.

That was a silly thought. Of course she hadn’t. Even if she had been keeping up with current events, there was no way the corporation would let a secret of this magnitude slip.

For the first time in a long time, she wanted to know more. This was so different from her daily grind that she found her curiosity aroused. They might actually have a process that could help her!

She had been fooled in the past, however. She didn’t really believe that. Was this some kind of advanced therapy?

It seemed that she was about to find out, as the last display was shooting above her head as she dropped into a larger room. It was small, the walls painted yellow, with several lockers lining the walls. A wooden bench was welded into the floor on her right, a sonic shower in the leftmost corner.

She frowned a little, taking it in. All in all, it looked like a changing room, though there was no indication as to what she should be doing. The door in front of her was closed, a small window in the upper half making it look institutional. Overall, she got the distinct impression that she was in a hospital, or a doctor’s office.

At first, she couldn’t understand how this was possible. She had just been sitting in a classroom full of women, and now they were gone, split up. With all the different floors, they must have been shuffled around and put in different locations.

While she was struggling with her situation, the door in front of her clicked. She looked up expectantly, wondering whether the good doctor was going to visit and ask her more questions. She already had a script prepared for him, as she had seen many doctors in the past.

Her mouth gaped open as she saw the first figure sliding through the door. Her body was slim, shapely, and completely covered in shiny red rubber.

She was wearing knee high boots with sharp heels, stepping forward confidently to stand in front of Hannah. Dragging her eyes away from neatly tied laces, she glanced upwards, taking in the woman’s dainty hips. The sheer redness of the slick bodysuit dimpled over her vagina and belly button, leaving little to the imagination. It was almost as though she had been vacuum packed into her outfit, giving her a complete second skin.

This impression was heightened when she moved up to the woman’s breasts, which were large and full, giant nipples tenting the glossy material at the tips. Despite how her chest flexed as she breathed, her breasts remained firmly in place, with no bounce, almost as though she was wearing a bra. White, blocky letters were embossed over her right breast, reading DOLL SAM-01. On her other breast was a barcode, the vertical lines stretched over her bulging flesh.

Hannah swallowed dryly. This was ripped straight out of a fetish vid, not something she had ever expected to see in real life! What had created this creature, and what did it want with her?

She folded her sweaty hands together, looking up at the woman’s face. It was covered in a curved mask, hiding her features behind a digital display. A smiley face lit up the surface as the woman leaned over to examine her.

“It is nice to meet you, subject Hannah,” the woman proclaimed in a cheerful voice that seemed almost simulated, as if the emotion was not genuine. “I hear that you have been a little too SERIOUS lately. How do you feel currently?”

“Weird,” said Hannah succinctly. She stared at the woman, nonplussed. “I’m a little woozy,” she reported, tasting the faint flavor of rose in the air.

Whatever gas had filled the classroom had suffused the environment here as well. There was no escaping it. There didn’t seem to be any need. She was calm, cool, collected, waiting for further orders to be given to her.

The woman’s pixelated face looked down at her intently. “That is expected, and there is nothing to be alarmed about. I am here to get you prepared for the doctor. She will take you through the next steps of the process. Be calm and stay relaxed. Everything is proceeding as intended.”

Hannah rolled her shoulders, her hands flat on the desk. “Very well,” she replied, her thoughts quiescent, for once. “What do you want me to do?”

The woman shifted her body, the latex coating wrinkling over her hips as she moved around to Hannah’s side. “Please, stand. I will help you to undress. Once that is complete, please step into the shower stall in the corner. You must first be cleaned and depilated.”

Hannah did as she was ordered, climbing to her feet with the woman’s assistance. Her fingers moved up to work on the buttons of her loose fitting blouse, unbidden. She was following the commands. This was necessary to continue the process.

While she was working, the woman ran her rubber fingers under the edge of Hannah’s skirt, pulling it and her panties over her hips and down to the ground. From there, she began working on the laces of her shoes.

“Am I going to be like you?” Hannah asked spontaneously as she reached the last button, curiosity breaking through the layer of pinkness suffusing her lungs.

“Of course,” the woman replied calmly. “You may not know this, but the SERIOUS virus is spread by viral particles that shed from SERIOUS bodies. For a time, it was thought that this could be handled by use of appropriate protective gear. Unfortunately, there were too many cases where the virus was found to be spreading through various objects that SERIOUS people touched. It is a surprisingly long-lived virus.”

She lifted Hannah’s legs one by one, pulled off her shoes and setting them aside with her underwear and skirt. “That is why SERIOUS people were isolated in a separate enclave. Any and all contact between HAPPY and SERIOUS people since then has been done through strict, level four contact protocols.”

Hannah frowned, shrugging off her shirt and dropping it onto the pile. She moved to unclasp her white bra. “What does this have to do with your… coating?” she asked, glancing at the woman’s red, rubber skin.

The rubber woman got back to her feet and moved around in front of her, taking her by the hands. “It’s a recent breakthrough made by Doctor Drake. He discovered a way to create a rubber coating that seals away our infectiousness. Once a SERIOUS person has been turned into a rubber DOLL, they can no longer spread the virus. Isn’t that wonderful?”

That made perfect sense. Her throat closed up as her brain worked through the implications. She had so many questions! “Does that mean… I won’t be contagious any more? How effective is it?”

“That’s right, it’s a permanent barrier that cures our affliction!” declared the DOLL, small animated explosions of confetti appearing on the corners of her mask. “Once the process is complete, there is no further danger of infection. We can go live in HAPPY society if we wish—as long as we go through the proper sterilization protocols!”

A sudden, ill-defined feeling swelled up within her. She didn’t know what it was, couldn’t quite define it, but it was the first such feeling she had felt in quite some time. “Let’s do it!” she declared, feeling itchy to move to the next part of the process.

A low chortle escaped the DOLL’s mask. “I like your enthusiasm,” the DOLL proclaimed. “Let’s get you into the shower.”

She led Hannah over to the corner of the room, onto a square tiled floor. Positioning her in the center, she deftly turned her around with pressure against her shoulders and hips. “Perfect. Wait right there and I’ll get you cleaned up.”

Hannah jumped and turned as the DOLL pinched her ass, but she had already moved to the counter next to the shower, tapping on the surface. A thin touch screen elevated, angling towards the DOLL’s mask. “There is nothing special about this shower. You should close your eyes, this will be quick.”

Hannah nodded, doing as she was ordered. A strange, buzzing sensation tickled over her body, the familiar harsh noise of being cleaned filling the chamber.

She was used to the cleaning cycle at home, but this one seemed a little longer than usual, focusing more on her scalp. The tickling sensation made it difficult to sit still, but she knew it would be more than a little unpleasant if she moved before the cycle was complete.

Soon enough, the sensation faded, a faint ding coming from the shower. When she opened her eyes, she gasped. The drab, golden locks of hair that usually impeded her vision were gone.

She reached up to confirm, and sure enough, all of her hair had been removed, leaving behind a bald pate. “What have you done?”

“Hair is impossible to clean, and gets in the way of the DOLLING process,” the DOLL explained blandly. “Hair removal is required for you to take the next step.”

Oh. Her hands dropped to her sides, the sharp twinge of surprise fading back into the dull, emotionless gray she usually felt. This treatment was unexpected, but seemed necessary. The DOLL hadn’t done anything bad to her yet, beyond the unwanted pinch. There was no reason to distrust her.

She breathed deep. Besides, that rose tinged gas tasted good, and she couldn’t find it within her to disbelieve whatever the DOLL was telling her. If it was necessary, she would accept it.

The DOLL examined her body critically. “You are ready to be processed. I will page the doctor.”

Her hand danced over the console, pressing a button on the bottom right. The screen clicked, retracting back into the desk. “She is a busy person, and usually the initial stages are done by a DOLL, but she has selected you from this batch for her personal attention. You should be honored. Not many DOLLs receive the pleasure of Her presence.”

Hannah glanced at the back of the DOLL’s neck, which was covered by a wide collar. The plastic strip fit tightly against her skin, and was completely invisible from the front, covered by the mask she wore. A line of blue text ran across the middle:

SYSTEMS NOMINAL.

DOLL SAM-01 OPERATIONAL.

Hannah lifted a finger to point at the collar. “What’s that?” she asked dumbly.

The DOLL turned to look at her, the mask displaying a look of surprise. “Oh, this?” she asked, bringing her rubberized fingers to her neck. “It’s my monitoring collar. It provides a simple way to check on my status and locate me within the building, if necessary.”

She took a step forward and took Hannah by the hand. “Come with me, we shall wait for the doctor together.”

She gave a little tug, and Hannah took a step forward. She was still a little dismayed by the obvious control the collar had over the other woman, but the gas in the room was keeping her docile.

She padded forward on bare feet, noting that the floor was slightly warm. Some measures had obviously been made for comfort—a lot of thought must have gone into the construction of this facility.

SAM-01 positioned her in front of the desk, facing the door. Sliding around behind Hannah, she wrapped her fingers over her shoulders, digging in to work at the muscles. “You’re a little tight,” the DOLL proclaimed. “That’s not surprising. Most initiates aren’t used to how we look. We can’t help that.”

She dug her thumbs in sharply, sliding them upwards towards Hannah’s neck to perform a deep massage. “I can already feel the tension beginning to fall away. You’ll be okay.”

The DOLL was right. She was starting to relax into the DOLL’s hands. She breathed slowly as the DOLL worked all the way up her neck. It felt good to have someone’s hands on her. She hadn’t been touched by anyone for a very long time.

The tension was simply melting away. She creased her brow. “Were you a massage therapist before you became a DOLL?”

“Oh, yes,” replied the DOLL, the electronic timbre of her voice sounding enthusiastic. “I helped guide many to an understanding of their new condition as SERIOUS people. I was involved with intake therapy for those who unfortunately contracted the virus.”

Hannah breathed out slowly. “Why did you choose to become a DOLL?” she asked, finding herself genuinely curious.

SAM-01 moved her hands in front of Hannah’s neck, massaging the area above her breastbone. She pulled Hannah towards her until the soft orbs of her breasts pressed into Hannah’s upper back. This was a surprising turn of events, but the DOLL seemed to think nothing of it, so she relaxed into the other woman’s bust.

“I saw too many SERIOUS people,” the DOLL explained in her electronic voice. “Day in, day out, they found it difficult to cope. Some of them didn’t make it, no matter how hard I tried. It was difficult on my psyche. Eventually, I cracked, couldn’t do the job any longer. Instead of soothing them, I wanted to hurt them, and I couldn’t do that without experiencing undesirable consequences.”

Her hands moved downwards, massaging the area above Hannah’s breasts. “I was referred here and became one of their prototype models. Best decision I ever made. Here, I can explore my darker side. I love being a DOLL. I am calm, controlled, and collected. Always.”

Hannah was so relaxed now, she barely noticed when the DOLL’s hands moved again, this time cupping her breasts. She blinked in surprise as her nipples were squeezed, hard.

Strangely, it wasn’t that uncomfortable. Instead, her body was responding in a different way. An erotic way. A way she hadn’t thought possible after all her years of depression.

This was quickly entering territory she wasn’t sure she wanted to explore. “Stop,” she said softly. “I’m not ready for this.”

The DOLL’s hands froze. “Ah, you’re one of those,” she said, her hands dropping away. “Very well. It’s not a problem. There are many like you out there that need more training. I can see some of myself in you. One day, you might become like me.”

Hannah frowned, shifting her hips as she pulled away from the DOLL. “No, it’s not like that,” she said slowly. “I actually find you quite attractive. I’m just uncomfortable with moving so quickly. And… what did you mean by training?” she asked, trying to shake off the sudden heat that was burning in her loins.

“Don’t worry,” continued the DOLL. “It’s fixable. You’ll be converted into a full DOLL like me in no time at all. Ah, there she is. We can get this process started.”

The door chimed in front of her, and a woman marched inside, walking briskly. Her heels clicked sharply against the tiled floor, the sheer height of them making her posture incredible.

Her body looked similar to SAM-01’s, her skin rubberized with red latex, but she was wearing a red rubber corset over the top, hiding her nipples from view.

The unusual part was that her head was not covered at all, flawless, porcelain colored skin gleaming under the overhead lights. Brown hair was drawn back into a single ponytail, her gray eyes offset by painted eyebrows and sharp, black eyeshadow. Her lips were full, colored with a demure shade of lipstick.

Overall, she was stunning. Hannah’s jaw dropped as she approached, unsure how to address her.

“Doctor Lane!” exclaimed SAM-01 brightly. “This one is prepared and ready for processing. Shall I move her to the dipping room?”

The doctor stopped in front of Hannah, reaching out to cup her cheeks. With light pressure, she tugged on Hannah’s head, tilting it to one side as she examined her skin. Hannah stopped herself from recoiling, though she didn’t appreciate being handled in this way. Her skin crawled, feeling like a bug being examined through a magnifying glass.

“No,” said the doctor, her words coming smoothly. “She is a suitable candidate for our new process. I wish to put the machine through its paces.”

“Oh?” asked the DOLL. “I wasn’t aware that it was ready for prime time!”

“It isn’t,” replied the doctor succinctly. “Sometimes it still needs a manual touch. That’s why I’ll be there to oversee and fix any problems that might occur.”

The doctor let go of Hannah, folding her hands together as she peered at SAM-01. “Let’s go, I’m on a bit of a tight schedule. I’d like to get this done as soon as possible so I can put together my report.”

“Very good!” chirped the DOLL as the doctor whirled, stalking out of the room.

Her rubber hands settled onto Hannah’s shoulders, gripping them tightly as the door slid shut. “Don’t worry about her. She has a lot to think about. This facility has so many working parts, and all of the other members of your class still need to be processed in the usual way! It’s amazing that she’s able to keep up!”

Hannah rolled her shoulders, letting go of the tension. “She treated me as though I was an animal.” She pressed her lips together. “I suppose that’s what I am. Just another cog in the machine she’s trying to run.”

“You might feel that way now, but you’re much more than that. You’ll see. Being a DOLL feels amazing.” The DOLL gave her a push, steering her towards the door.

The cool air tickled her nethers as she marched forward, her limbs heavy. She usually had little motivation at the best of times, so following whatever the DOLL wanted her to do was completely natural.

It was probably for the best, as the outcome usually wasn’t very good when she tried thinking for herself. It was much easier to breathe in, taste the scented air, and obey.

As she exited through the doorway into a narrow corridor, she noted that the hazy pink mist increased in volume, swirling around them as they walked on the diamond plated metal floor. Exposed silver pipes ran along the walls beside them, giving the general impression of an industrial setting, with little provision made for aesthetics.

Perhaps it would have cost too much to retrofit the building, or, given how new the piping looked, it was also possible that this was a new addition.

SAM-01 steered her to the right, following the pipes on the wall into a long corridor. The doctor seemed to have disappeared, the path ahead clear. She probably knew all the shortcuts in this facility, so Hannah wasn’t too surprised.

They stopped in front of a set of double doors, the piping climbing around the sides and entering through the top. The stenciled sign said PROCESSING-01, making their destination pretty clear.

“Does it hurt?” Hannah asked, waiting patiently for the doors to slide open.

“Would you back out now if it did?” asked SAM-01.

Hannah shook her head mutely. “Then it doesn’t matter,” declared the DOLL.

The woman squeezed her shoulders, moving around beside her to take her hand. “Come on, you should be excited. You’re about to take your first step towards becoming a happier you!” She pulled Hannah forward into a small chamber, a pixelated smile fixed to her mask.

The interior of the room was fairly small, though the ceiling was high. The piping she had seen earlier ran along it, hooking up to a large tank on her left. A series of pressure dials and plastic tubing ran into an arched rectangular frame a little farther down.

The interior of the frame was dark, leading into a tunnel that fed deeper into the chamber. A pulsing red glow came from somewhere deep within, giving small glimpses of the intricate machinery surrounding the passage.

The overall effect was a little ominous, and Hannah shivered. Was she meant to walk down there by herself? What strange mechanisms awaited her within the darkened hallway?

SAM-01 tugged at her hand. “There’s no need to be afraid. Although this new process isn’t in general use yet, each part has been extensively tested. We’ll be monitoring you throughout, and if anything goes wrong, we’ll be able to remedy the issue immediately.”

That didn’t sound especially promising, but she had little room to complain. Besides, she was feeling rather mellow after breathing in so much of the pink gas that had followed them from room to room. “Okay,” she said slowly. “What do you need me to do?”

SAM-01 moved her along, leading her up to the arched frame. The device was a few feet long, with twin tracks leading beyond it into the darkness. The interior was brightly lit, however, with plenty of room to stand between the walls.

“See those impressions on the floor?” SAM-01 asked. “Put your feet on them, then hold your hands out to either side and grip these metal bars.”

She grabbed one of the handholds on the side of the frame and pulled it out, demonstrating that it was attached to a thick wire. In practice, it rather looked like an exercise machine. Bemused, Hannah stepped into position, accepting the stirrup from SAM-01. Turning her head to the right, she grabbed the other as well, bending her arms to pull them closer to her body.

SAM-01 giggled, the electronic burst of laughter sounding rather absurd. “You can relax. Let your arms spread out. That’s it, just stay in that position for a moment.”

The DOLL’s presence retreated somewhere behind her, her heels tapping against the white vinyl floor. “Hold tight and don’t be alarmed,” said the DOLL.

That was easy for her to say. The position she was in was already starting to become a little uncomfortable. With her breasts bared, she felt rather exposed, and the institutional setting made her feel like she was about to undergo a medical procedure. Perhaps, in a way, she was.

That thought certainly wasn’t pleasant. She had spent altogether too much time in hospital settings when her mother had declined, and she didn’t particularly like the implications.

A clunking noise sounded from the floor below, and she looked down. Two halves of a conical shell had risen around both of her feet, made out of a silvery metal. Before she could react, they moved into place around her ankles, locking together into a single piece.

She tried to lift one of her feet, but it was firmly secured, obviously meant to keep her from fleeing while the machine was working on her.

While she processed this fact, more clunks came from the frame around her, additional metallic shells extending around her hands and locking into place around her wrists. She let go of the stirrups, trying to pull away, but it was useless—rubber seals rested tightly against her skin, the openings too small to pull through.

“Remain calm, DOLL,” came the doctor’s voice from speakers mounted on either side of the frame. “Struggling is useless. The restraints have far more strength than you do.”

She wanted to protest, to say that she wasn’t a DOLL, but she knew better than to say that. Even an idiot could see where this was going. By the end of this process, she would likely look exactly like SAM-01.

While this prospect was a little frightening, she was actually rather excited. Not only was this different from her dull, daily life, but she was starting to feel something again, and that was definitely new.

This feeling lasted as long as it took for a rounded dome to come crashing down from above, her view of the hallway vanishing as it settled over her shoulders. A vacuum came from the bottom as a circular rubber ring clamped around the base of her neck, sealing her inside.

A thick fabric pressed against the back of her head, spreading over her skull. Frightened, she tried to yell, but the enclosed space was small, and she only deafened herself.

“Do not be alarmed,” came the doctor’s voice again, this time much closer. “The system is fitting you with a temporary mask you need for the first stage of the DOLLING process. This part can actually be quite comfortable if you stop struggling.”

Hannah stopped moving, as the woman suggested, but her internal panic only elevated as a pair of headphones clamped around her head. “I’m right here with you, DOLL,” said the doctor directly into her ears. “The initial installation process is almost complete. Hold for a moment and your vision will be restored.”

It was difficult to remain calm, but the tension slowly began to fade as she realized that nothing else was being done to her. The seal was snug around her neck, but she wasn’t having any trouble breathing. The air was calm, clear, and tasted just the same as it had before. Of course, that meant she was still being gassed.

With what, she had no idea. It didn’t seem to be much of a soporific, and it hadn’t really prevented her from panicking, either. She was feeling preternaturally calm, however. That was probably it. Nothing to worry about.

After a few more moments of waiting, muted lights began to pop on inside the mask, giving her a view of the elongated nose. At the front, there was a circular opening, which was currently capped. Above that, there was an arched view screen, which was currently blacked out. How unusual.

As she took in her enclosed existence, a slow, spiraling pink line appeared at the front of the mask, curling up onto the arched viewplate.  A word drifted up from the bottom, following the line upwards.

CALM

She frowned as she watched the word distort, lazily drifting upward with the line until it disappeared above her head. She didn’t feel particularly calm, but the pulse throbbing in her chest began to slow down.

Another word appeared at the bottom of the mask, floating lazily upwards.

RELAX

Her fingers went slack in the restraints, her hips swaying as her muscles stopped working. A faint smile creased her lips, unbidden. She was starting to feel quite relaxed.

As the display continued to swirl, she found herself becoming more involved with the pattern, her eyes following the spinning line. It was quite interesting.

She barely noticed as the black shell lifted away, revealing the dark hallway beyond once more. She tilted her head a little, eager for the next word to appear.

SPREAD

The restraints at her ankles began to move apart, pulling her legs wide. Once they were shoulder width, they slid backwards, locking into a new position. In this configuration, she was bent slightly forward, her nethers exposed.

OPEN

She frowned, not understanding what the machine wanted from her. This confusion only lasted for a moment, as she soon felt a cold pressure against her privates. Oh. Oh.

Her eyes opened wide as a bulbous projection eased into her pussy, spreading her inner lips wide. The solid intruder slid into her tunnel, pulsing softly as the next word appeared on her mask.

PLUGGED

She grunted in alarm as a second intruder pressed against her ass, this one with significantly more force. The bulk of the mask prevented her from seeing what was going on, leaving her to imagine the size of the bulging rod being inserted into her.

From the tight pressure coming from her sphincter, it was enormous. Unable to escape it, she bore down, feeling it slowly sink inside her. As it inflated her passage, her muscles widened, protesting its presence.

The pain soon faded, however, as the mass of the plug passed her tightest point, the rounded end slipping inside as her ass swallowed it whole.

She felt bloated, the discomfort settling as the dildo’s presence was slowly accommodated. Her body had no other choice. She had been fully plugged.

ACCEPTANCE

Yes, the machine was right. There was no reason to struggle. This was the way things were. It was simple for her to relax and allow the machine to accomplish its task. She might even derive some pleasure from its presence.

“You are doing well, DOLL,” murmured the doctor in her ears. “That should be the worst of it. Let the computer handle it from here. Enjoy yourself.”

Hannah wasn’t certain there was much enjoyment involved with this process, but the display was already telling her what she should do next.

OBEY

Yes, that seemed appropriate. She settled in, waiting comfortably for the next step.

The dildo in her pussy began to pulse vigorously, a warm spray ejecting from the tip. Her tunnel was quickly filled with the liquid, the overflow pressing around the outside edge as it leaked out, dribbling down her legs.

Her ass clenched down around the mushroom shaped plug in her ass as it began to inject its contents into her as well, slowly filling her intestines with its fluid. The fit here was too tight for any fluid to escape, her belly distending as the liquid built up inside her.

She burped as her bloated organs pressed against her stomach, and she began to wonder if it would back up far enough to fill her entire digestive tract. This seemed like an unpleasant prospect, but she couldn’t worry too much about it, as another word was drifting up onto the display.

FILLED

Yes, being filled to the brim by the machine was all well and good. This needed to happen for her to become the perfect DOLL. Her tummy gurgled as it expanded further. She briefly wondered whether her insides would look the same as SAM-01’s rubberized skin once she stepped off the line. Her asshole would look perfect.

Her body jolted as the frame she was attached to began to move forward into the darkness. She couldn’t see what awaited her ahead, but that was the least of her concerns at the moment as another word was beginning to appear on her display.

INSERT

Insert? What could the machine possibly be inserting that it already hadn’t done? Her lower body had already been fully stuffed. A sinking feeling burbled in her chest, though some of that might be from the fluid pumped into her intestines.

She tugged at her restraints as she saw the looming metallic tentacle that swung down from above. The length was segmented and prehensile, twisting as it moved to couple with the port on the front of her mask. The tip was pincered shut, hiding away whatever was inside.

More fluid? If this meant to fill her stomach, too, she’d be turned into some kind of amorphous blob.

A metallic click came from the front of her mask, the small portal irising open. She pulled her head back, away from the tentacle, but it followed her back, the tip squeezing into the mask. With nowhere to escape, she began to panic, but yet another word was flowing up onto the display.

SERENE

She didn’t feel anything close to serenity at the moment, but somehow the presence of the word was comforting. It was telling her that this was all perfectly normal. That it was a necessary step she would have to bear if she wanted to become a DOLL.

And, despite how unusual everything had been so far, she really did want to be one. She would finally be able to leave her dreary, SERIOUS life behind. It might not help her depression, but at least it would be different, and, for the moment, that was enough.

“Remain still, DOLL,” came the doctor’s soothing voice in her ears. “This next part will be a bit startling, but once it’s complete, you’ll be done with the worst of it.”

That was easy for her to say! She burbled incoherently as the tip of the tentacle pressed into her mouth, the hard, polished surface sliding against the skin of her teeth.

“In just a moment, everything will feel much better,” continued the doctor. “Every DOLL tells me this, and I believe them.”

Hannah gurgled as the tube pressed against her tongue, her gag reflex beginning to rise. A spurt of fluid burst from the end of the tentacle, splashing against the back of her throat. She swallowed it automatically, interested to find that it felt cool and refreshing.

The pain of feeling like she was about to choke faded, and the tube slipped in a little further. It didn’t reach down far enough to block the path to her trachea, settling against the roof of her mouth, near the rear.

She only had a moment to realize just how uncomfortable this whole situation was, when a sharp spike of pain came from the same spot. Was it injecting something into her? She could only imagine what that might be.

A painkiller? Some form of implant? What was it doing? She looked for the next word drifting lazily upwards into her mask, hoping to figure out some kind of explanation from its presence.

IMPLANT

One of her guesses was correct, then, but what was being implanted? She felt a cool pressure at the back of her head, the pain fading to a faint twinge. Her vision flickered a little, her mind feeling a little hazy. Whoa, that’s weird.

*Hello!* whispered a feminine voice in the back of her mind.

Hannah frowned, sure for a moment that this was the doctor whispering in her ears again. It sure didn’t sound like her, though.

She choked around the tentacle in her mouth, reflexively trying to ask a question. Boy, that was stupid. Why was she so stupid? She was such an idiot! Of course she couldn’t ask out loud.

Her brain jolted and she blinked, her mind going blank. What had she been thinking again? That last thought had simply vanished as if she had never thought it to begin with.

This went deeper than self-censorship—it was almost as though what she had been thinking had been deleted. What had just happened?

*You were thinking a SERIOUS thought, so I removed it,* came the feminine voice again, amusement coloring her words. *Anything on my thought blacklist will not be allowed, going forward.*

Huh. Did that mean she couldn’t castigate herself any more? She couldn’t call herself a…??? Oh. Apparently she couldn’t.

This was quite a strange feeling. The words were vanishing from her brain as soon as she could construct them. She was simply unable to think anything bad about herself.

A sense of relief filled her mind. It was the first time she could ever remember being able to short circuit the circular thoughts that kept her trapped. It had only taken the complete control of an unknown being to fix her brain.

YES

She was no longer in complete control of herself. The idea was weird, but not particularly bad. She hadn’t exactly been doing a good job of it so far. It was far better to let this entity take her over and direct how she should think.

GOOD

She wasn’t just seeing the calming words in her mask. They were inside her head, too. Who are you? She asked, starting to understand that this new personality had been implanted by the tentacle in her mouth.

*I’m the best you. The DOLL you. The you you’ve always wanted to be,* the voice said cheerfully. *You deserve the best. A DOLL future.*

This declaration shattered her view of reality. With every word the voice said, it sounded more and more like her. Whatever difference there was between them was quickly fading away, this new presence merging with her personality.

She could already feel it integrating with her, pushing its tendrils into the various parts of her brain. It was changing her, just as surely as the fluid being pumped inside her was changing her body. They meant to remake her completely. All that would be left behind would be a DOLL.

As a DOLL, she wouldn’t have to worry about her daily issues any longer. Her depression would be a thing of the past. The new her would love being a DOLL.

It was best to accept this. The secondary personality was already taking over, and even if she could stop it, would she? Was doing nothing really her best option?

There was always this pressure from society to do more, to be more, but as a DOLL, she wouldn’t have to worry about any of that. She could simply exist, be controlled, and that would be enough.

No more doctors. No more medications. No more useless mental exercises. Just relief.

It was more than attractive. It was necessary.

She licked the end of the tentacle as it spurted more fluid into her mouth, swallowing it down eagerly. If this was what it meant to be a DOLL, she would accept it wholeheartedly.

She smiled, her lips clamping around the tube. Everything was going well. Her transformation into a new DOLL would be seamless.

ERROR. ERROR. ERROR.

Her motion down the line halted, her body coming to a stop. Red emergency lights flickered around her, coloring her bound body a blood red.

A confusing mess of red error text began to print over the screen of her mask, chasing away the hypnotic swirl of the line and the other, calming text. She choked, her mouth spasming around the tube as the confusing mess interrupted her calm integration with her DOLL personality.

Caught off guard, the pressure in her mind to obey faded, her thoughts thrown into confusion. She didn’t know what to think, a strange, irritating buzz invading her consciousness.

“Hold there, DOLL,” came an irritated voice in her ears. “I will be there shortly to sort this out.”

It was good to know that she hadn’t been deserted, at least, but the words did little to calm her down. She tried to lift her hips off the plugs inside her, but the metallic arch she was seated against refused to budge. She was well and truly stuck, at the mercy of the malfunctioning machine. She only hoped it wouldn’t injure her permanently in some unexpected way.

Her insides gurgled as pressure built up in her ass. Whatever was driving the fluid insertion hadn’t let up, and she was feeling an uncomfortable urge to go.

They surely meant for some of these physical urges to be handled by the DOLL persona, but she didn’t have that to rely upon. Her conversion incomplete, she was left to fend for herself. She moaned piteously against the metallic tube clogging her mouth.

Fortunately, she didn’t have to put up with the discomfort for long, as she already spotted the red latex coated figure of the doctor approaching from the side, a look of irritation on her face. “I thought we had sorted this out,” she grumbled, her voice muffled outside the mask.

Reaching above Hannah’s head, she pulled open an access panel, examining a set of fuses. “Number three burnt out again,” she sighed. “For now, I’ll swap with number ten, as the lighting isn’t strictly necessary.”

She fumbled in the panel for a few moments, trying to remove the fuse. The red lighting highlighting the creases in her face snapped off, leaving them both in darkness.“ Shit,” she mumbled, “I can’t see anything.”

A click came from the console, and the platform began to move again, forward into the darkness. “Uh, that’s not right,” said the doctor clearly, right as a fine mist of red liquid began to spray over both their bodies.

“Shut it down!” shouted the doctor, the liquid splashing off her shoulders, great globs landing on Hannah’s sensitive breasts. The fluid quickly collected, dribbling over her nipples and running down her swollen belly.

The drizzling spray continued for another few seconds before it shut off. A searching light came from her right, resolving into the figure of SAM-01 as she approached. “Are you okay?” she asked, her pixelated mask displaying dismay.

Droplets drooled from the doctor’s nose, her hair looking a right mess. “No, I’m not,” she said angrily, trying to wipe the excess from her face. “I need to get cleaned up, immediately. You should take over.”

The DOLL gave her a half bow. “As you please, doctor.”

The doctor made a half turn on her heels and strode off. Hannah was surprised to catch a glimpse of naked fear on her face. Had she just missed something important?

“Don’t worry, Hannah,” said SAM-01 as she pointed the flashlight at the fuse box. “I’m fully qualified to run this DOLLING process, Ah, here’s what’s needed.”

She fiddled inside the box and the lurid emergency lights came back on, reflecting off her polished skin. The effect of red on red made her look rather devilish, though the smiley face on her mask was anything but.

“I wish she had been more patient,” continued the DOLL as her fingers continued to work. “There are plenty of spare fuses here, if she had but taken the time to look.”

She clicked a fuse into place, and the lines of error text cleared from her mask. “There,” exclaimed the DOLL, snapping the box shut. “Good as new. I’m sorry for the interruption, but it’s all fixed now. Let’s finish getting those nanobots applied.”

She turned and stepped off the track, clicking her flashlight off. “I’ll monitor from the control room and let you know what’s going on via your headset,” she announced, her voice fading as she wandered off.

Hannah had little time to admire her rubberized ass, as the machine started up again, moving her forward into the next station. This time, she was able to see the nozzles as they sprung out from the frame, pointed at her body.

She took a deep breath as they hissed on, more fluid painting the surface of her skin. It was slightly warm, her skin being coated evenly as the nozzles moved up and down, ensuring that every section of her body was thoroughly painted.

She turned her head as far as she could to the left, taking in the red tinge on her skin. A sheen was beginning to appear as the coating built up. Yes, she was definitely going to look like SAM-01 when it was done.

The coating tickled as its thickness increased. SAM-01 had called them nanobots, but it looked like rubber, and felt like rubber, the substance squeezing against her skin as it transformed her body. DOLL PAINT, reported her mask, the words lazily moving up the screen.

This was soon replaced with a new word:

NUMBERING

The frame came to a halt, and twin arms extended down from the ceiling in front of her. The thin ends spun around, bringing rectangular fixtures to bear. These bore down on her breasts, a rubbery seal around the end pressing softly against her skin.

A sizzling hiss came from underneath the seals, accompanied by a sharp pinch of pain. It was soon gone, however, and the arms lifted away. She frowned, unable to understand what they had just done to her. She desperately wanted a good view of her body, but she’d have to forget about it, for now. There was simply nothing she could do while she was at the mercy of the machine.

Her skin was feeling increasingly rubbery. The nanobots must be doing their work, converting her body into DOLLskin. She grunted as the plug pulsed in her ass, the fluid gurgling as the injection port turned off. It had accomplished its task, filling her to the brim.

She felt so heavy. Legs trembling, she bent her knees as she shifted her weight onto her ass. The plugs pushed a little deeper into her as she rested her butt on them, a soft spongy surface pressing against her nethers.

She was pleased to find it was acting a little bit like a seat, her muscles relaxing as she sat back. This position was far less uncomfortable, freeing up some brainpower to think about other things.

She prodded at the intelligence lurking at the back of her brain. For all that it had declared so cheerfully that it was a part of her mind, it didn’t seem to be doing much now. *Are you okay?* she asked, projecting the thought towards the amorphous mass.

*No,* came the prim reply. *We should have been integrated by now, but something has broken our connection. I don’t know what to do!*

Well, if she didn’t, Hannah certainly didn’t know either. She mentally shrugged, resigned to carrying this strange burden around with her.

In retrospect, she shouldn’t have been so surprised. Her mind was pretty broken in general, so this sort of error should have been expected. Oh joy.

The tube in her mouth jolted, beginning to pull out. Was its job completed? She really had no idea what was going on. Her lips mouthed the next word swimming up into her mask.

COMPLETE

She didn’t feel particularly complete, but most DOLLs must be so by this point in the process. She licked her dry lips, her eyes following the word carefully as it floated halfway up the display, the ends beginning to dissolve into strands.

Wait, that wasn’t what it had been doing earlier. The entire display was beginning to fade away, the red lights around her snapping off, leaving her entirely in the dark. The frame shuddered to a halt, as if it had lost power again.

Terror began to creep in. What had gone wrong? Were they simply going to leave her here, incomplete and alone? A broken DOLL?

A voice crackled in her ears. “We’ve had a general system failure here,” came SAM-01’s familiar electronic voice. “I’m going to go get some help and we’ll get you out. Just hold on, I won’t leave you in there.”

The voice clicked off, leaving her alone with her depressing thoughts. Well, wasn’t that a nice kick in the butt? It was almost as if her presence here had made the entire thing break. Maybe her mind really was that different. Had she simply been too difficult to process?

Her belly gurgled, but she couldn’t touch it. Her cheek itched, but she couldn’t scratch it. This was simply miserable. Maybe it would have been better if she had waited a few more months before making a decision.

A faint noise sounded in the distance, and the lighting came back on. This time, however, it was a blinding, white light, and she had to blink rapidly to let her eyes adjust. Had they figured out an override?

An electronic whine came from either side of her body, twin arms extending in front of her. This time, the ends were bearing white plastic cups, and she knew exactly where they were going to be placed.

She gulped as they pushed in, the cool interior settling over her rubbery breasts. Spiky balls built into the devices tickled against her skin, layered in rows.

What were they going to do to her? They were treating her as if she was a cow that needed to be milked!

A grinding noise came from the twin breast cups, as the rows of spongy balls began to spin around in a circle. At the same time, suction was applied, ensuring that her skin was pulled inside for maximum effect.

She moaned, surprised at how erotic the motion felt. She still wasn’t certain about the milking part, but she could certainly come to enjoy this kind of stimulation!

A buzzing vibration came from the dildo in her pussy, her interior sparking with pleasure. Her body began to jiggle from the stimulation, her inflated belly wobbling as her breasts were sucked.

The mask lit up with a swirling display, no words this time. Just long, drawn out swirls that she must stare at. It was pulling her in, brainwashing her, but she didn’t care because it was dragging her into a new frame of mind, away from her body’s petty discomforts. Into a realm of fun.

Even the personality embedded in the back of her brain was getting into it, humming a pleased song. If she wasn’t alarmed by all this, why should Hannah? It was far more relaxing to give in and let the machine do its work.

Her body responded, her breasts tingling from the stimulation. She was wired up, plugged up, ready for pleasure. DOLL pleasure.

Her core shuddered, spasming wildly around the rubbery intruder. Unused to such stimulation, it didn’t take much for the machine to push her over the edge.

She bore down on the ass plug, breathing out sharply as fluid ejected from the tip. This was accompanied by a rush of pleasure she had never experienced before, encouraging her to do it again.

Her body shook as she strained, her insides jolting as more of the fluid was expelled. Joy seized her nethers as the gush of pleasure came again. She needed more.

She set up a rhythm, squeezing against the plug as her DOLL self sang, reveling in the joy her body was feeling. This is what it should feel like to be a DOLL. To be a slave to the rubber, converted into a perfect sanitized version of herself.

In a small part of her mind, she began to wonder if this was how HAPPY people felt. That couldn’t be. If they felt like this all the time, it would be impossible for them to function in society. But that meant—as a DOLL, she felt better than a HAPPY person could ever feel.

This revelation was a new discovery for her, and she took a few moments before the next squeeze to enjoy her empowered state. Rapture. This was pure joy, being a DOLL.

At that moment, she wanted nothing else.


Chapter Two

The flickering glare of a computer monitor filled the darkened room as Doctor Lane slipped into the programming alcove. She took a moment to admire her husband’s spare frame, her heart throbbing at how gaunt he looked.

Drake had been working late again, as usual. She clicked the door shut softly, so as not to disturb him. An array of monitors was in front of him, filling the wall, but they were all off in favor of his smaller display. She took a step towards him, peering at what he was currently working on.

Lines of code filled the screen, logical IF blocks and methods calling other methods. It appeared as though he was currently looking at the main DOLL processing routine. She was not a top programmer herself, but she had led the team that had implemented much of his vision.

A large part of the process was his, however, and though they had been through many meetings together, she still barely understood it. He was a bit of a mad genius, and, in private, this scared her, but she would never tell him that. She loved him too much.

Suddenly, his body went stiff. “That’s it!” he declared, typing a comment into the code. “That’s what caused the issue!”

Spinning in his chair, he relaxed back to look at his wife. “Lights!” he yelled out, and the room responded, soft recessed lamps filling the room with warm light.

A shock of black hair spilled over his forehead, his blue eyes lit with excitement. He looked scattered, but animated, as if he was ready to run a marathon in his lab coat. “It might be a bit difficult to fix properly. There’s a race condition where the breast pumps want to activate at the same time as the DOLL numbering process, and the two interfere with each other because they use the same arms. For now, I’ll insert a delay so that we can get the machine working again.”

Doctor Lane crossed her arms. “That’s all well and good, but it won’t solve the electrical issue. I was basted from head to toe by the sprayer arms while I tried to fix the problem.”

Drake nodded quickly. “That’s the beauty of the fix. The double activation was causing more electrical current to be used than the system was designed for. Once I publish a fix, that problem should go away as well.”

She gave him a hard stare. “You’re going to try to get that fixed now, aren’t you? How long have you been working here in this room?”

A look of chagrin creeped onto her husband’s face. “Hours. I watched the accident here on these displays. I wanted to make sure the test subject was being processed smoothly.”

The embarrassed look faded, the corners of his lips creeping upwards. “You have to admit, it was kind of funny. You definitely didn’t expect to get a second dose of nanobots today!”

“No, I didn’t,” replied Doctor Lane, entirely unamused.

She pressed a finger against her throat. “Take a look at this. Is this expected behavior?”

Her husband stood, leaning over to peer at the line where her rubbery red suit used to end. Running his finger over the edge, he sighed. “It’s not, but it’s not entirely unexpected, either. I originally designed the DOLLskin for eventual full coverage. This secondary activation is simply trying to achieve that design goal.”

“Great,” she sighed. “How long do I have? I washed most of it off in the sonic shower as soon as I realized the issue.”

Doctor Drake took a step back, wrapping a hand around his chin. “Generally the bonding process is fairly instantaneous, the bots accomplishing their work and integrating immediately. It depends on how much of it was on you, for how long.”

Doctor Lane swallowed, looking a little nervous. “It was pretty much a full coating,” she confessed, closing her eyes and pressing a hand against her temples. “I guess I’m going to be your DOLL sooner than I had anticipated.”

Her husband set his hands about her shoulders, pulling her gently towards him. “That was the eventual plan, wasn’t it?” He gave her a soft kiss on the lips. “That’s what we’ve devoted our lives to—finding a way to end the SERIOUS scourge. Are you really going to protest now that your body is being made immune to the virus?”

She settled into his arms, enjoying the embrace. “No. It’s what we’ve always wanted. I just didn’t think it was going to happen so soon.”

His warm breath tickled her cheek as his hands ran down her sides. “Then embrace the change. Become the DOLL you’re meant to be.”

Her face flushed. “I really want to, but once it’s done, I’ll be one of them. Will you still love me once I’m a DOLL?”

“Love you?” he chuckled. “Do you have any idea how difficult it is to keep my hands off you?”

His fingers stroked her ass, pressing into her rubber underwear as he gave her a little squeeze. “I can barely concentrate at work. I think about you all the time,” he rumbled, pressing his hips into hers.

Her eyebrows shot up as she noted the firm knob prodding against her stomach, her face settling into a saucy grin. “Then why not satisfy your desires?” she asked, reaching her hands up to unclasp her bra.

Her rubbery breasts dropped forward, an oily shine gleaming from the surface of her delightful curves. She lifted them up, displaying their perfection to her husband as she moaned, enjoying the extra stimulation that the coating provided.

Her husband tilted his head down to give one of her breasts a little lick, his tongue moving as he tasted her sweat. “It’s sweet,” he commented, his head diving a little deeper to plant his nose in the notch between her swollen orbs.

Doctor Lane sighed, patting his head with forbearance. “Why do men feel the need to do these things?” she asked rhetorically. “It can’t be that interesting down there, can it?”

“Speak for yourself,” her husband said, blowing a short burst of air into the gap. “Every single man out there would love to have this opportunity. Don’t discount the leverage a perfect rack of boobs can have on a horny male.”

“Oh?” asked Doctor Lane sultrily. “What about the effect a single hand can have on an erect dick?”

She darted her fingers to his belt, expertly undoing the buckle. Pulling the fabric aside, she slipped a hand into his underwear, chortling as she wrapped her cold hand around his warm length.

He jumped a little, his head pressing against her chest. “Careful there!” he proclaimed, his cock flexing in her fingers. “What have you been doing? Did you stick your hand into an ice chest?”

He stopped his amorous investigation of her chest area, pulling back to examine his dick. He gasped, grabbing one of her hands. “It’s proceeded farther than we thought. Look!”

Doctor Lane shivered, examining the thick pad of skin on her palm. It looked puffy and red, as if infected, but she knew this wasn’t the case, due to the slight, glossy sheen. She flexed her fingers, touching them against the large bump. It felt smooth and spongy. Rubber.

When she straightened them back out, she noted that the pads of her fingers had a similar look. “The transformation is proceeding,” she declared, her voice wavering a little. “Should we stop?”

Her body was very much telling her no, but intellectually, she was quite curious. She badly wanted to run some tests.

“No,” declared her husband, lifting her hand to kiss the palm. “We always knew this was the final, intended result. Why fight it?”

A slow heat creeped over Doctor Lane’s chest. “You might be contaminated, too,” she objected.

“And?” her husband asked, seemingly unconcerned. “If the nanobots have somehow become self-replicating, we need to know that now. We can’t have all the staff being turned into DOLLs in an uncontrolled fashion.”

Doctor Lane’s resolve wavered. “Shouldn’t we alert someone first?” she asked. “I would hate to be stuck here for hours as a blind rubber DOLL.”

Drake waved his hand. “The computer will still respond to voice commands, and the door isn’t locked. If the worst happens, we can flag down some staff.”

She pressed a hand against his chest, holding him away. “But you’re the head of the program! If you get transformed, all that knowledge might be lost!”

“I’m hardly the smartest person in the company,” chortled Drake. “The code and notes I’ve created should be plenty to pick up where I left off. Stop trying to create distance between us!”

With that, she subsided, spreading her rubbery legs. She frowned at him. “Am I really being that negative? Or should I just throw caution to the wind, like you?”

“One of those options is certainly going to be more pleasurable for both of us,” Doctor Drake said coyly, moving forward to trap his erect dick between the two of them.

A complex combination of emotions ran across her face. “Fine. But don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

“Duly noted,” Drake chuckled. “Now, let me show you how much I love how you look.”

He grabbed her hips, curving his pelvis downwards so that the tip of his dick smeared a trickle of precum over her mons. She watched its progress, salivating as her pussy throbbed, ready for its hard length.

She moaned as his head slid inside her, her rubberized pussy gushing with lubrication. This was one of the many physiological changes the DOLLskin had provided, thoughtfully tested and produced by her husband before being applied to her body.

As she relaxed onto him, she enjoyed the heightened pleasure of her new skin. As part of the process, the biological rubber had bonded to her, effectively becoming her skin. The substrate included stem cells, used to generate new nerve endings.

It hadn’t exactly been a pleasant process, but by the time the internal coating had been completed, she was far more sensitive. This was a tremendous boon, as before her conversion she hadn’t exactly enjoyed sex all that much. Too painful.

Now, however, there was nothing but pleasure. Heightened, rubbing, delicious pleasure. She needed more.

After a few, shallow strokes, she moaned, disappointed that he couldn’t reach the deepest part of her vagina in this position. She ran her fingers over his shoulders, giving him a sultry smile. “That’s a nice start, big boy, but let’s give this a try.”

She pulled back, pressing her lips together to suppress a moan as his dick slid out of her. “I don’t need any sympathy right now,” she declared. “I want it hard, rough.”

She turned and bent over the computer desk, spreading her legs wide. “Give it to me as fast as you can,” she commanded.

Bemused, her husband admired the rubbery curve of her ass. His hand dropped, a loud slap stinging up through the curve of her back. She wiggled her hips, turning her head to give him an annoyed look. “I didn’t ask to be punished.”

He rubbed her glossy skin, giving it a soft squeeze. “I’m sorry, I couldn’t help myself. I still can’t get over how smooth it looks. I know, I should have expected this, given how our DOLLs have turned out so far, but I have precious few opportunities to appreciate the difference on a living specimen.”

“Now I know you haven’t been fucking the other DOLLs behind my back,” Lane said drolly. “My current problem is that you’re not doing it now, either.”

“Oh, sorry, I guess I swapped back into my analytic mode a little too soon,” her husband replied, maneuvering his cock back towards her pussy. He shoved back into her, hissing his pleasure. “Still, I don’t think I deserve to be castigated for admiring my beautiful wife.”

Doctor Lane moaned, her breasts bouncing as he began to fuck her more thoroughly. “That beautiful wife only wants one thing right now,” she breathed. “Give me everything you’ve got. I can take it.”

“As you wish,” her husband mumbled, speeding up his thrusts as he rubbed his hands over her butt. “It just looks so perfect!” he exclaimed, already getting lost in his little world again.

It didn’t matter. He was finally giving her what she had requested, and she was beginning to lose herself in the pleasure. Her mouth dropped open, soft little squeaks coming with each breath.

Dirty words surfaced in her mind, and she smiled. Perfect.

“I’m a rubber slut, your rubber slut. I’m a DOLL, a fucking DOLL. Ooooh, fuck me!”

Her entire body rocked as he slammed into her, her face almost ramming into the monitor. She didn’t care, her core humming with pleasure.

A hot flush burned from her neck, rippling up to her chin. Her hands and feet were literally burning with pleasure. This was a little unusual, wasn’t it?

She lifted a hand to examine it, shocked and thrilled to discover that the rubber coating had extended further. She flexed her knuckles, examining the glossy, red surface as she pressed the tips of her nails into her palm.

They had been coated, too, the delicate nail beds filled with rubbery DOLLskin. This had the effect of making her nails look like they had been glued on. How strange!

In her current state of rapture, she couldn’t bring herself to care about whether the coating would grow to cover her entire body. And it probably would!

The thought was immensely erotic. She grabbed at her breasts, enjoying the pulsing heat in her hands as she tugged at her sensitive flesh. A DOLL! She was really becoming a rubber DOLL, just like the ones she had helped her husband to create already.

She’d be coated and controlled. A bundle of slutty pleasure. A HAPPY person. For him.

Her pussy pulsed around his dick, a thrill of pleasure running up her ass where her man was touching her. She wiggled her butt as she descended into the throes of an orgasm, clenching her teeth together as she pressed her fists against the table.

A great desire grew within her, solidifying as the pleasure of her orgasm rolled through her body. Being a DOLL was the greatest thing that had ever happened to her. Everyone should experience the pleasure of being a rubber slave.

The gears began to turn in her mind as her red skin tingled. Eyes sharp, she twisted her neck and watched her husband like a hawk as he continued to thrust into her. She knew exactly how she was going to accomplish this new goal.


Chapter Three

Hannah blinked, her eyes feeling a little bleary. Her limbs were exhausted, as if she had been running a marathon, but she didn’t remember doing any such thing.

She creased her brow, trying to figure out what had just happened. She remembered all of it, but the experience of being processed through the DOLL line had smeared together into one big blur. That was probably due to the brainwashing she had been subjected to at the end.

She was a DOLL. She knew this to be the truth.

And yet… this fact didn’t quite ring true to her. She accepted that this was how she felt, but she could still sense that her conversion had not gone as expected.

There was still that tickling presence in the back of her brain, like an itch she couldn’t scratch. As she strained to understand, whispering words began to sound in her ears.

*You are a DOLL, you are a DOLL, you are a DOLL, you are a DOLL…*

Gasping, she sat up, banishing the sudden whispers. Did this ‘truth’ arise naturally within her, or was it from the secondary personality that had taken up residence in her brain?

Either way, she felt shattered, uncertain as to who or what she was. She suppressed sudden tears, pressing her palms against the sides of her head. This was even worse than before!

A high pitched chirp sounded, distracting her from her inner turmoil. Looking up, she saw a heavy metal door rolling aside, revealing a pair of two rubber DOLLs.

She was surprised to find that their latex coating was different from the red ones she had seen so far. They were utterly, unapologetically, blue.

White latex bras were stretched over their enormous bosoms, names embossed in black, block letters over the top of their left breasts—JANE-02 and RAINE-02. On their opposing breasts were printed matching barcodes.

They were wearing white latex pants, with patent leather boots that had lifted, platform heels. Belts were cinched around their wasp waists which contained various pockets for medical instruments and other equipment.

Around their necks were metallic collars, overlaid with red and blue ribbons. They were both wearing the curved electronic face masks, with latex nurse hats propped on top of their heads, a red cross emblazoned on the center of each.

Despite their mode of dress, she had reservations about their abilities. What were they planning on doing with her?

Her inner turmoil completely forgotten, she slid back in the bed, throwing off the covers as her back pressed against the wall. She shivered as they approached, her fingers grabbing at the pillow as if it was a weapon.

“Don’t be afraid. We might look like bimbos now, but we were both doctors before we became doctor DOLLs,” proclaimed the DOLL on her left, the simulated face on her mask tilting into a smile. “We’re fully board certified, and have lots of experience dealing with new DOLLs.”

The other DOLL nodded. “We’ve been told you’ve had a terrible go of it so far, so we wanted to check up on you.” She paused, her mask looking concerned. “How are you feeling?”

Hannah stopped squeezing the pillow, looking back and forth between the two of them. “Are you clones?” she asked, confused by their identical outfits. “Or… AIs?”

An electronic titter came from both of them, sounding eerily similar. “No, we’re not artificial,” said the one on her right, her white gloved hands pressing against her waist.

“We’re twins!” declared the one on her left. “Sister DOLLs.”

Ah, that explained a lot. Curiosity satisfied, she lowered her gaze to look at her hands, nervously touching her cream colored fingers together. Her red coated latex skin began somewhere above her wrists, which she studiously ignored.

“To answer your question, I’m feeling disconnected,” she admitted. “I’m stuck somewhere halfway. Not quite a DOLL, yet not fully a SERIOUS person, either.”

The doctor DOLL on her left nodded. “We understand. Your record was flagged for further review after the DOLLing machine malfunctioned yesterday.”

The other doctor tilted her head. “If we don’t seem overly concerned, it’s because this has happened before.”

“That’s right,” said the first doctor. “There were a lot of problems with the conversion process when it was first being developed. I believe you’ve already met one of our more troubled DOLLs. SAM-01 took a long time to get sorted out, but she’s just as well adjusted as the rest of us after we used our most advanced techniques on her!”

She made a face. “Though her personality traits do leave something to be desired.”

This made Hannah sit up and lean forward. “You can actually fix me?” she asked, desperation tinging her words.

RAINE-02 held out her hand. “Of course. But before we address your mental issues, we need to check up on how well the process has coated your interior.”

Hannah clenched her thighs together, feeling the glossy skin in her nethers rubbing together. “Interior?” she asked, feeling a little bit like an idiot.

“Yes,” replied JANE-02, rubberized nails tapping on her latex pants. “You might not remember fully, as the initial operation can be traumatizing for many, but concentrated nanobots were injected into both your ass and pussy. It won’t take long, but we need to ensure that happened properly before we can move forward.”

Hannah took RAINE-02’s hand delicately, allowing the DOLL to assist her off the bed. As the DOLL’s hand slipped from her grasp, she took a peek at her chest.

The bra was pulled tightly against her breasts, her rubbery blue flesh squeezed underneath. She caught a hint of a dark curve, her eyes following the line into the deeper gap. A sharp spike of arousal tickled her privates, and she shook her head. That wasn’t something DOLLs did, was it?

“Over here,” exhorted JANE-02, her hand lifted to point at a rolling door on the side of the room.

EXAM was stenciled in black letters on the front, and Hannah slowed to a stop, taking in its imposing size. “Oh, don’t worry, it’s not going to be painful this time,” burbled RAINE-02. “Most DOLLs find this examination to be surprisingly fun.”

Hannah wasn’t certain what that meant. She was still a little reluctant, but the secondary personality in the back of her mind seemed to sit up in interest. She probed at the intelligence, but the mysterious presence said nothing.

Dismissing her DOLL alter ego for now, she sighed as she plodded towards the door. She stopped at the threshold, a feeling of foreboding settling over her as she took in the chair bolted to the center of the tiled floor.

A flat seat and sloping back was attached to a rectangular base, a small headrest screwed to the top. Projecting from either side were two movable U-shaped padded rests, upholstered with blue rubber.

“It’s an exam chair,” she said bluntly, frozen in place.

She had never had a good experience going to the doctor’s office, especially not when it had to do with reproductive health. Her nostrils flared as she took in the antiseptic smell, her back stiffening as a fear response surged within her.

RAINE-02 laughed smoothly, turning on her heels to stand next to the chair. “Of course it is. How else are we going to access your privates?”

JANE-02 took her by the shoulders and steered her inside, the door rolling shut behind them. “We’re both fully certified for this,” she said calmly. “Please, take a seat. Unfortunately, there’s not much we can do to address your apprehension, but don’t worry, we’re not planning on drugging you or anything.”

“Jane!” admonished RAINE-2. “You’re not helping. She’s starting to imagine all the worst tropes about doctor’s offices now!”

She turned, marching over next to the wall, where a mysterious looking apparatus was sitting. A rectangular, black box was mounted on a pole, the base stabilized by a set of four wheels. From the front end, a large, rubber dildo hung, the long, black length bending towards the floor.

It took a few moments for her to sort out what she was seeing. “It’s a fucking machine!” she exclaimed, clapping a hand over her mouth. “What’s that doing here?”

“It’s not a fucking machine,” chided JANE-02. A suspicious smile lit up her mask. “It’s a very expensive examination device which will tell us whether your reproductive system is still fully operational after your DOLL conversion.”

Same difference. In any case, this silly sophistry was sufficient to dampen some of her concerns. They didn’t seem to be lying to her. Probably.

That didn’t mean this was going to be as pleasant as they had claimed earlier, but it did make her feel a little better.

She looked down at her body, surprised to realize that she had been nude all this time. A flush of embarrassment ran over her, but it quickly faded. The two DOLLs hadn’t seemed to care, so there was no reason for her to get too worked up over it.

Besides, her entire torso had been coated with polished red rubber skin. It didn’t really look like she was wearing nothing.

Bemused, she turned and sat in the chair, examining the hard lines where the rubber coating ended and her old skin began. Only her feet, hands, and head had escaped the process, leaving most of her body clad in the strange rubber.

She wanted to explore further, but it felt a little weird to do so while the doctors were watching. She satisfied herself for now with peeking at her rubbery nipples, curious at how thick they looked. Wouldn’t it feel good to lift one between her fingers and give it a little tug?

She bit her lip, amazed at the intrusive thought. She hadn’t had a sex drive in years, but something had changed since she had arrived here. Was it the rubber coating? The new personality embedded in her mind?

Either way, she felt sexy.

Desire flooded her body, making it difficult to stop herself from touching her pussy. Hands itching, she squeezed the armrests.

Fortunately, the twin doctors weren’t planning on leaving her alone with her desires. “Lift your legs, please,” commanded RAINE-02.

“Yes, doctor,” she replied automatically, bracing herself against the back of the chair as she lifted both legs into the air.

The doctor efficiently moved the leg rests in front of her, and she settled them down, her calves resting against the rubber surface. With this accomplished, the doctor swung them back out a little, spreading her legs to expose her privates.

“We’ll start with slow stimulation,” announced JANE-02, wheeling the dildo machine into place. She handed a small black box to Hannah. “You’ll have control over the intensity.”

Hannah accepted the box dubiously, uncertain whether she wanted such responsibility. She briefly examined the dial, clutching the box to her chest as her fingertips tickled the switch.

“Aren’t you forgetting something, doctor?” asked RAINE-02.

The second DOLL was hefting a mass of tubing in her hands, a squeeze bulb nestled in one glove. JANE-02 halted, looking at her twin quizzically. “I thought we were going to… oh, of course, I was thinking of our next patient.”

She tittered. “Yes, proceed with the installation.”

Hannah’s heart lurched as RAINE-02 approached, the bulbous head of an ass plug clutched in her right hand. JANE-02’s forgetfulness had hardly assuaged her fears, and now she was going to be plugged up again? Terrifying!

“Remain calm, DOLL,” ordered RAINE-02. “This is a necessary part of our analysis, and I promise it will be far more pleasurable than last time.”

“Okay,” Hannah said softly, trying to relax. She clenched her pelvic muscles in fear, her ass flexing.

The urge to flee had grown during the proceedings, but before it got to the point of an uncontrollable urge,  something flexed in the back of her mind. Suddenly, the emotion dwindled, being replaced with excitement. Her excitement.

The sudden switch was bewildering, but not particularly alarming. As someone who had never had control over her emotions, the change was surprisingly desirable.

Very well. If her secondary self wanted her to experience this, she would.

RAINE-02, unable to see her inner turmoil, proceeded to press the bulbous end of the plug into her butt. “We will be filling you up a little, Hannah,” she said smoothly.  “This won’t be as severe as last time, but we need to send the sensory nanobots into your gut so that we can take measurements to ensure the coating has been applied properly.”

Oh, great. She wasn’t looking forward to the bloating sensation, but first she had to deal with the bulbous object probing at her sphincter.

She grunted as the doctor applied regular pressure, bearing down on the rounded tip to encourage it to go in. The sooner, the better, as far as she was concerned. Besides, it wasn’t nearly as bad this time. Perhaps she was beginning to get used to the procedure?

*A DOLL certainly is happiest when she is being used.*

Hannah frowned, unable to figure out where the thought had come from. It was in her voice, so it was quite possible her secondary personality was interfering again.

She shrugged internally. There wasn’t much she could do about it. They were both in the same boat, and her presence wouldn’t change how she was feeling.

She supposed she ought to be grateful, as before the personality had been implanted, she was unable to feel much at all. Now, she was rather looking forward to being fucked by the machine.

A sudden thrill of pleasure shot up her back as the bulbous end of the plug was shoved in deeper. Her ass sucked it the rest of the way in, settling around the flanged base, just as before.

It was in. She was beginning to feel like she had on the DOLLing line, full and ready for sex, her tingling nipples on fire and ready to be abused.

RAINE-02 squeezed the bulb in her hand, and the size of the plug inside her expanded, filling with air. Her ass bulged, clamping down as it unsuccessfully tried to expel the intruder.

“That’s… a little large,” she gulped, her butt wiggling as some of the cold tubing pressed against one of her thighs.

“It’s necessary,” replied the doctor. “Your ass can now accept a wider bulk due to some stretching you experienced on the factory floor. I need to ensure that when I send the nanobots into you, none of them will leak out.”

“That’s a terrible mess to clean up if it isn’t done right,” chuckled JANE-02.

“Yes, and only full DOLLs are certified to do it,” continued RAINE-02. “Hold on, I think we’re just about there.”

The doctor gave the bulb another small squeeze, the walls of the plug pressing tightly against her tunnel as they expanded a little further. “There, let’s send in the bots. They might feel a little cool at first,” warned the DOLL.

She retreated to a cart she had rolled up while Hannah had been distracted by the fucking machine. “Here we go!” she declared, spinning a dial.

Hannah braced, but the fluid flowing into her wasn’t nearly as cool as she had expected. It was actually… a little pleasant. Her belly gurgled as it was filled, but the valve shut off fairly quickly, leaving her only slightly bloated.

“Alright, let’s get back to this,” JANE-02 declared, the pixelated smile on her digital face beaming as she stroked a hand over the rubbery dildo attached to the fucking machine.

Shiny lubricant coated the large, veiny head, streaks of white left behind on the woman’s gloved hand as she stroked it. This chore completed, she rolled the machine a little closer, taking hold of the rubber dildo to guide it towards her pussy.

Hannah gulped as it lurched inside, her rubbery inner lips spreading to accept its girth. There seemed to be very little friction, the floppy end pushing towards her core easily enough. She was frustrated to find it stopping only half way in. She shot JANE-02 a little glare.

“Don’t be mad at me,” laughed the doctor. “Play with your control box. It will push forward to its fullest extent on the first thrust. I don’t want to set it up to pummel your interior until you get some experience under your belt.”

Oh. She was just being silly again, wasn’t she.

Her thoughts flickered. No, not silly. Reasonable. There was no reason she should have known.

She flicked on the switch, a red light indicating that it was now powered. The dildo mounted to the rod remained quiescent, however. She wrapped her fingers nervously around the control knob. This was going to feel wild.

Turning it slowly, she made a little squeak as the knurled end of the dildo thrust into her, tugging against her rubbery insides. That felt amazing. She never knew that sex could be like this!

As the geared device moved to its full extension, an attached wheel circled round, pulling it back out. It was achingly slow, giving her plenty of time to enjoy the entire cycle.

This might seem similar to what she had experienced in the DOLLing line, but it felt far different. For one thing, with her interior already coated with rubber, it was much more pleasurable. Plus, now that she had been given control of the speed of the machine, she could dial in exactly how fast it would work her pussy.

Right now, she wanted more, with all of her being. With her entire mind in agreement, it was difficult to stop herself from spinning the dial over to the max. That was more likely to pound her privates than to give her any measure of satisfaction.

There was nothing to stop her from slowly dialing it up, however, and that’s exactly what she did, moaning as the thrusts came harder and quicker.

“Whoa, you might want to take it a little easy, there,” remarked JANE-02. “If you’re too rough with it, we won’t get the measurements we need, and then we’ll have to do this all over again.”

The other doctor watched Hannah as a grin grew on her mask. She shrugged. “She’s not listening to us now. I guess we’re not really much of a threat to her.”

Hannah sensed that she had the power now, and she liked it. The gentle thumping of the dildo crammed inside her was generating a continuous level of pleasure, enhanced by the tightness of the plug in her ass.

She was beginning to appreciate their synergy, and wondered why she hadn’t tried something like this before. No desire, of course.

One of the many terrible side effects of her depression. Solved.

She gasped as her skin flushed with her arousal. Did that mean?

No, she couldn’t allow herself to believe that she had been cured. Especially not when she had a second personality bumbling around in her head. She only hoped that situation wouldn’t get worse.

*I’m not a situation,* sniffed her other personality. *I’m you, but better. Sooner or later you’ll accept that fact.*

Hannah shivered, a little surprised that there had been any response at all. That was the first time the mysterious intelligence had said anything since the factory line, and she was beginning to think that it had been broken by the malfunctioning machinery.

It was good to know that she wasn’t permanently ruined, at least.

Hope glowed in her heart, for the first time in a long time. That meant there might be a solution to her woes!

She trembled, the faint hope far more dangerous than the fear she had felt earlier. She couldn’t bring herself to accept it. If it wasn’t true, she might completely fall to pieces.

RAINE-02 looked over a readout on her enema machine. “So far, everything is well within norms,” she declared. “I don’t see any reason to delay.”

“Very well,” replied JANE-02, the screen on her mask turning to consider Hannah. “We promised you that we’d help to address some of your mental problems,” she said, folding her gloved hands together. “With your permission, I’ll install a temporary DOLL mask to interface with your implant. From there, we can further explore your current state. Once we understand your configuration, we can develop a program to bring you into harmony with your DOLL self.”

Hannah thought over the offer for less than a second before nodding her head. “This might seem foolish to you, but I’m done with waiting. I want to be HAPPY. I want to be a DOLL. Do anything you need.”

“I see.” JANE-02 reached above her head, wrapping her hand around a handle attached to a curved screen.

Pulling it down, she gave it a small turn, revealing that it was attached to a hinged mechanism. “This is a fixed mask, similar to the ones we wear, but less versatile. It is normally used for diagnostic purposes. Please, open your mouth.”

Her mouth? What was the doctor planning on inserting?

It quickly became obvious once she took a peek at the backside of the hinged mask. A rounded knob was positioned in the center, with a concave space for her face to sit. The negative space had indentations where her nose and forehead would rest. The surface almost appeared to ripple a little bit, as if it was made out of gelatin.

As JANE-02 lowered the mask in front of her face, she noted that her guess seemed correct. The surface definitely wasn’t solid, probably necessary for it to conform perfectly to her face.

She swallowed as the knobby end moved towards her lips. “Is this really necessary?” she asked. “That looks a little… claustrophobic.”

“This is a good time to get used to it,” responded the doctor. “Once you receive a full DOLLskin, you’ll need one to be able to see at all!”

“What?” chirped Hannah as the knob was pressed against her mouth.

Thoughts roiling, she could do nothing but accept its presence as it was firmly pushed against her head. With her loins on fire from the fucking machine’s stimulation, she wasn’t realistically in a state to try to leave, anyway.

The knob slipped past her lips, pressing against the roof of her mouth as the rest of the mask settled into place. The soft surface was cool, quickly warming up as it meshed with her face.

This didn’t bring her much comfort, as her vision had blanked out, as expected. It didn’t seem to matter whether she blinked or not—all she could see was a warm, glowing white color that pulsed in front of her pupils.

It was… rather hypnotic, actually.

She could feel her shoulders beginning to relax as she accepted its presence, her brain working to decipher the patterns of symbols that began to flow in front of her eyes.

Relax. Calm. Obey. Good DOLL.

She blinked, accepting the mask. Accepting the words. Accepting the truth.

Pleasure. Obey. Fuck DOLL.

Yes, that’s what she was. She was a DOLL, and she was being fucked. Truth.

A soft click sounded in the back of her throat. She gurgled around the knob in her mouth, surprised to find that it had extended to fill her entire mouth without her notice.

Relax. Calm. OBEY. Good DOLL.

This was okay. This was necessary. She was a DOLL.

*That’s right,* said the strange presence inside her. *You will never want to be anything else, ever again.*

A feminine form glowed in front of her eyes, relaxing on a sofa. Her features were smoothed out, but her shape was familiar. It looked like her.

She slid closer to the entity, as if she was an electronic ghost, admiring the woman’s glossy red coating. It covered her entire body, including her ears and eyes, blinding her. Her breath caught in her chest. This was the reality of being a DOLL.

A faint hint of fear slid into her belly. Did she really want this?

Relax. Calm. OBEY. Good DOLL.

Her electronic form nodded. She had to admit that a large part of her did. Even so, a small part was still holding onto the past. She hated to change, and this, she sensed, would be irreversible.

*What are you waiting for?* asked the DOLL on the couch. *Embrace me.*

Her body shifted, a rubber covered leg dangling off the edge. She lifted an arm, forming a small alcove. She knew instantly that her body would fit.

Relax. Calm. OBEY. Good DOLL.

Her real mouth flexed around the gag, but she knew that wouldn’t help her here. She had zero control over her actual body. This felt so much more real.

Her presence moved forward, her vision tilting as she approached the entity, her arms outspread. This was inevitable. This was her future. She was a DOLL, and it was time to admit it.

Her virtual body slid into the DOLL’s embrace, her arms wrapping around the mysterious presence. Her head leaned in and she gave the DOLL’s rubbery lips a firm kiss.

The DOLL responded, pulling her in deeper. The physical boundary between them began to fade, their bodies clipping into each other. A voice sounded in her mind. *I knew you wouldn’t resist. You are MINE.*

The faint words from before echoed in her mind, but they were less urgent now.

Relax. Calm. OBEY. Good DOLL.

She was a good DOLL, and didn’t need the interface to tell her that. It was quickly becoming a part of her, dissolving her old personality as the two of them merged.

This warm embrace was interrupted by a sharp twinge of pain at her mons. This soon blossomed into agony, as though a large needle was being driven into her. She writhed, her connection with the DOLL waning.

Her DOLL self groaned in dismay, wailing. *We were so CLOSE!*

The voice shouted in her head, but she could do nothing as their gestalt was torn apart. All she could feel was pain.

And then, it disappeared, along with the other intelligence. She was staring at the hypnotic, pulsing white display again, her mind blank.

Pleasure. OBEY. Good DOLL.

The words were accompanied by an insistent throbbing in her pussy. It wouldn’t be long before she reached climax.

Like a DOLL should. A DOLL is a sexual creature.

This sudden reversal from the pain seemed natural. The machine had her within its clutches, and it was telling her what she should do. She would obey it, as was required. A DOLL obeys.

These thoughts were surprisingly erotic, and soon she was spiraling down into a state of ecstasy. As the orgasm took hold, her mental state began to fray. All that was left was a state of pleasure. A desire to please. A DOLL.

Climax. OBEY. Good DOLL.

Her hips bucked as she experienced rapture, orgasming her old personality away.


Chapter Four

A static sound hissed in her ears as she stared ahead, looking at white nothing. The noise hissed in her brain, too, no thoughts breaching the surface of her consciousness.

A faint click sounded as the plug filling her mouth was disconnected, the mask being pulled away. Colors rushed into her vision, blue DOLLs whirling around her in a mysterious dance.

Her brain could not process these details. Her experience with the mask had been so overwhelming that she had been put into a holding pattern, passive. She was a DOLL, and she would wait to be told what to do.

The buzz of feminine voices infiltrated her ears. “She has responded as anticipated,” said the first DOLL, holding up a computer pad in front of her face. “Results are nominal across the board.”

“Good,” replied the second DOLL, her hand rubbing in a circle around the top of HANNAH-01’s pussy. “I’m almost finished here. I think we should release her to the general population and see how she reacts.”

One of the blue DOLLs loomed over her, hands resting on her shoulders. “Report, DOLL. How do you feel?”

Her lips opened and began to move without any conscious thought. “This unit had almost finished integration when the pain interrupted final configuration,” she reported. “The DOLLing process has not yet been finalized.”

The doctor’s mask nodded, a faint look of pixelated irritation redrawing on the surface. “That is unfortunately a necessity. Your DOLLport needed to be installed immediately for the next steps to be successful.”

She turned her head to look at the other DOLL. “Make a note, JANE-02. We should seriously consider reworking the steps, as I suspect that, for some DOLLs, it lengthens the induction process.”

“Noted,” replied the other DOLL smoothly. Finished with her work, she wrapped her hands around the dildo and pulled the fucking machine away.

HANNAH-01’s privates jolted as the head of the dildo slipped out of her, the tip flopping to hit some of the tubing connected to her ass plug. A faint jolt of pleasure rattled through her, but she couldn’t respond.

She felt as though there was something she should say, but she simply couldn’t formulate the thought. It was a strange sensation, and a little unpleasant.

Her neck strained as she tried to sit upright, but the DOLL doctor pushed her back down. “Don’t be alarmed, DOLL. The shock from the first joining is always the most disruptive. Normally, we’d leave you in the mask to work it off, but we have shockingly little time today. So many other DOLLs need our help!”

HANNAH-01 tilted her head mutely, a droplet of saliva dribbling from her open mouth onto her chest as she looked downwards. The second doctor had returned, wrapping her hand around the squeeze bulb attached to her ass plug.

She twisted a knob, and the bulky presence inside her began to deflate. She grunted, an unhappy sound croaking from her voice box. RAINE-02 patted her on the shoulder. “You’ve already had your pleasure for now, DOLL. It’s time to look towards your future.”

One of her hands reached in with a towel, dabbing at the drool on her chest. Once that was done, she reached further downwards, rubbing in circles around a rectangular knob implanted in her mons.

HANNAH-01 stared at it blankly for a few moments, then gasped. Something shiny and metallic had been inserted into her!

Her lips closed and she swallowed, feeling a touch of vertigo as her brain began to slowly operate again. “What?” she asked, unable to form a more complete sentence.

RAINE-02 tilted her head and gave the implant a little flick. A pleasurable jolt shot up through her belly. “It’s your DOLLport,” she explained. “Sometimes we DOLLs need a software update to keep us happy and healthy.”

Software update? She ran her tongue over her dry lips, struggling to understand. “Am I a robot now?”

JANE-02 chuckled as she finished removing the ass plug, the second doctor swooping in to clean up some of the lubricant that had leaked out. “Of course not. We’re simply enhanced biologicals. Sometimes our brains aren’t working at one hundred percent, and we need a boost to get us back to enjoying our DOLL selves.”

“Oh.” She tried to parse that statement, deciding that she didn’t know what it meant.

Maybe she needed a software update herself. She still hadn’t properly integrated with her other personality. She could sense that they were close, but it still wasn’t a perfect fit. Maddening!

She rotated her hands, opening and closing them to ensure that she still had control over her body. She had almost convinced herself for a moment that the mask had stolen that from her as well, but everything seemed to be in working order.

Bemused, she laid her head back, feeling exhausted. “That was not relaxing,” she declared. “I feel like I’ve run a marathon.”

“Well, then, it’s a good thing that we’re done with you,” said JANE-02, sounding unremittingly cheerful. “We simply need to get you dressed so we can kick you out of here.”

“Dressed?” she asked, sitting up, suddenly interested. She stared at RAINE-02’s ass as the other women bustled over to a cabinet. “Am I going to look like you two?”

“Only superficially,” proclaimed JANE-02, snapping the gloves off her hands. “I’m afraid we don’t have much variety here, but you’ll have the opportunity to choose something a little more unique later on.”

“Here,” said RAINE-02, shuffling forward on her platform boots. “It’s not much, but it will at least preserve a little modesty until you get used to being a DOLL.”

She handed HANNAH-01 a folded red latex dress. She lifted it up in her hands, shaking it so that she could see the full form. Her eyes lit up. “It’s gorgeous!” she exclaimed.

Red ruffles fluttered around the skirt-like bottom, deep enough to run down past her knees. The stretchy material wasn’t wide enough to give her much mobility, but it would cling deliciously to her legs, showing off her figure.

Her figure. She blinked, surprised to see that her legs were more slender than she had remembered. Some of the fat appeared to have vanished, and it hadn’t been redistributed. It was simply gone.

She gulped, pulling the dress against her chest. “My body looks different,” she said, becoming excited. “I never could have worn this type of dress before I came here.”

“That’s to be expected,” nodded JANE-02. “The nanobot coating is working to sculpt your body. There is an ideal dimension and size for a DOLL, and your skin is working to bring you closer to it.”

“Really?” she exclaimed. “I always thought, no, expected that I would have to diet and exercise for years to even get close to looking like one of those models on the vids, and even then I probably would still be a bit frumpy.”

JANE-02 laughed, sparks of color spiraling in the corners of her mask. “We could hardly keep DOLLs here for years until they were perfected, could we? That’s all been baked into the DOLLing process. Within a few weeks, you’ll look exactly like all the others.”

“That’s not to say exercise isn’t an important part of being a DOLL,” RAINE-02 admonished. “You’ll be expected to join the workout sessions with the rest of the DOLLs. Exercise is good for your health.”

“Of course,” murmured HANNAH-01, surprised to find that she actually was starting to care about being healthy. That had never seemed like a priority in the past.

RAINE-02 took HANNAH-01 by the shoulder and gave her a little squeeze. “Now, let’s get you into that outfit.”

HANNAH-01 nodded, looking forward to seeing what the dress would look like stretched out over the curves of her body. Standing up, she lifted the red latex dress. A little confused, she turned it around. There was no zipper, or any other means of opening up the back.

“It’s easiest if you pull it on over your head,” instructed RAINE-02. “Here, let me help you.”

She leaned over, the white latex on her arms creaking as she grabbed the ruffles at the bottom of the dress. Spreading them apart, she lifted the dress up, bringing it close to HANNAH-01’s head.

Finally understanding the intent, HANNAH-01 moved her arms towards the ceiling, stretching out her fingertips as the red latex dropped on top of her. She spread her fingers apart, her elbows pressing against the sides of the dress.

She tried to pull it down, but it quickly became tangled. “Uh, I’m not used to this material,” she groaned. “I’m a little… stuck.”

One of the doctors chuckled. “You look like a fish, flopping on the beach.”

Hands came from all around her, plucking at the material, pulling it over her shoulders. “Eventually, you will be expected to handle this by yourself,” one of the doctors stated. “Don’t worry, it gets easier with practice.”

She very much doubted that, but once her hands found the openings of the arm holes, it became much easier. Her head popped out of the top, giving her a better view of the proceedings. The dress was stuck around her hips, the material rumpled up into tight bunches.

RAINE-02 worked to disentangle her, tugging at the bottom until it fit over her thighs. She breathed hard, her breasts jiggling as her nipples caught against the front. The tickling sensation was surprisingly erotic, though without further stimulation it left her feeling rather flat.

JANE-02 smoothed the latex over her arms, tugging at the ruffled ends until they sat neatly over her shoulders. She then moved on to the neckline, making sure the V-shaped front was sitting properly to expose the broad stretch of skin over her breastbone.

Finally, she grabbed at the latex bundled under her breasts, pulling it forward and out so that it would accommodate her bust. Her breath hitched in her chest as the doctor fondled her boobs, sliding them into the purpose built pockets in the outfit.

She went a little cross eyed as she stared at the tight front, her breasts squeezing together as they were supported by the material. “I don’t remember them being quite that large, and they were already pretty hefty,” she remarked, shifting her shoulders back and forth to admire their perky jiggles.

“Of course,” replied RAINE-02. “It depends entirely on what type of DOLL you’ll become.”

“What type?” HANNAH-01 frowned, trying to imagine being a doctor like the twins.

“Yes, but you don’t have to worry about that right now,” said JANE-02. “That, too, will come in time.”

“Okay.” She blinked dumbly, resting her hands on her chest, smoothing out the sticky latex. “I have to be honest with you both. I don’t really care. I’m already feeling loads better than before I arrived here.”

“That’s to be expected,” JANE-02 nodded at her. “Many of those who show up here have few social connections and little to no purpose. We give them both.”

Her smile brightened. “Our purpose has only strengthened since we became DOLLs. We love helping new ones sort out their lives.”

“There,” exclaimed RAINE-02, patting her thigh. “It looks good on you.”

HANNAH-01 looked down, a pleased sound escaping her lips as she discovered how the fabric moved with every motion she made. She grabbed one of the ruffles, pressing it between her fingers.

She frowned, suddenly seeing her bare feet. “They look ugly,” she said, disappointed. “When will my conversion be complete?”

“Ah, that’s a bit of a scheduling problem,” sighed RAINE-02. “The pods are currently working at full capacity. You may have to wait a little before they can fit you in.”

She tilted her head, her pixelated right eye winking. “I have a temporary fix for that, though, if you would indulge us?”

Uncertain what the doctor meant, she nodded. “Might as well go for it.” She paused. “Is it… boots?” A curl of excitement shot up her back.

“You better believe it!” chuckled JANE-02. “Here, let me get you a pair.”

She turned to a locker next to the door of the room, opening up the metal doors. Standing tall on her heels to show off her white rubber ass, she pulled out a box, turning to give it to RAINE-02.

“How many of those do you have in there?” asked HANNAH-01. “You can’t possibly know the size of every girl that shows up here!”

“And why not?” asked JANE-02, folding her arms under her breasts. “We always make sure to take everyone’s dimensions after their initial processing has been completed. After a few weeks, it becomes immaterial anyway.”

“Oh,” replied HANNAH-01, feeling a little silly. Of course they’d do something like that.

She watched the box carefully as JANE-02 pulled off the top, revealing knee high, shiny red boots. A zipper ran up the sides, accompanied by pre-tied laces on the fronts. A real time saver!

Her thirsty eyes looked at the sharp heels, and her fingers tensed. How could she ever walk in something that tall? Did they think she was an acrobat or something? Sure, there were platforms to support the toes, but her feet would still be arched at a ridiculous angle.

“Those are party boots,” she said bluntly. “I’ve… never worn anything like that. I’m worried I might fall.”

“Nonsense,” replied RAINE-02, unzipping the side of the right boot. “They might look a little more extreme than the boots we’re wearing, but that just isn’t so. It’s an optical illusion.”

She turned the boots on their sides, showing off the bottoms. “See? The black velvet attached here and here makes them look taller than they actually are. They should be quite comfortable for you.”

She turned the boot again, pulling the leather open at the bottom to give her room to insert her foot. “Besides, you need to get used to these. A DOLL must always look her best.”

Look her best.

A faint shudder seized her shoulders, her head feeling a little fuzzy. It must be an aftereffect of wearing that mask. The words it had fed her were already fading, and she was having a hard time remembering everything it had told her.

“Okay,” she said reluctantly, inserting her toes into the boot.

The doctor pulled it up, setting the ball of her foot into place against the boot’s heel. She opened up the rest of the boot and wrapped it around her leg, zipping up the side until it held her tightly under her knee.

She lifted the foot experimentally, testing its weight. “It’s not bad,” she declared, setting the heel against the floor. “I’m still not sure I’ll be able to walk in them, though.”

“You only need a little practice,” said JANE-02. “We’ll help you get to the gathering room once we’re done.”

RAINE-02 unzipped the second boot and held it out for HANNAH-01. As she shoved her other foot into it, a completely different question came to mind, something that had been bothering her since the mask had come off. “My mind has been altered, hasn’t it?” she said slowly.

“I never used to think of myself in capital letters before, but now it seems natural.” She paused. “Why is this necessary, and how is a DOLL designation chosen? Why wasn’t my name changed to something else entirely?”

“That’s quite a combination of questions jammed together!” laughed JANE-02.

Her arms relaxed, her weight shifting onto one foot. Her breasts jiggled a little in the tight latex, her bosom barely contained. A thoughtful look appeared on her mask as she tapped a finger against her white latex thigh. “The simple answer is that it’s easier for everyone involved,” she explained. “Can you imagine having to shout numbers at each other all the time? It would be exhausting!”

HANNAH-01 frowned. “But, we still do, don’t we? You’re designated as an oh-two, while I’m an oh-one. Why?”

RAINE-02 stood, and the two doctors looked at each other. They both turned back to HANNAH-01 abruptly, muted anger showing on their digital masks. “We don’t want to talk about it,” hissed JANE-02. “Suffice it to say that they were not assigned by us, though the numbering system is meant to avoid confusion when dealing with identical looking DOLL units.”

“Oh, okay.” HANNAH-01 sensed that she had somehow touched on a sensitive topic, so she shut up, casting about for another, more useful question to break the tension.

RAINE-02 held out her hand. “We’re done here, DOLL,” she declared. “If you’d like to test out your new boots, I’ll show you to the gathering hall.”

The shock of their sudden reticence had distracted her completely from the feel of the boots. She looked down, picking up one leg, then the other. “They seem pretty okay,” she said, taking a small step forward.

Her heel caught in the crack of a tile, but she only wobbled a little before the platform on the front of the boot settled down. “Actually, I might get used to this pretty quickly,” she said, taking the doctor’s gloved hand.

She looked back up. “What is there to do in the gathering hall?”

“Oh, there’s some light entertainment, an opportunity to be social with the other DOLLs, and some food,” said JANE-02, slightly waving her hand. “But to be frank, it’s really just a place for you to wait while the conversion lines and pods are freed up.”

“Pods?” she asked, pouncing on the word. “What kind of pods?”

RAINE-02 tugged at her hand insistently, holding tight as she took a few wobbly steps forward. “Finishing pods. That’s where you’ll go for your final DOLL coating and mask installation.” She sighed happily, animated hearts blossoming on her mask. “It’s quite a fun process. I wouldn’t mind going back into the pod a second time.”

She sighed. “It’s not allowed, though. It might be unsafe, and there isn’t a valid reason to experiment with it.”

“Unsafe?” HANNAH-01 touched her belly with her free hand, feeling her rubber coated skin underneath. “That doesn’t make me feel all that great about this.”

RAINE-02 squeezed her hand as they moved out of the examination room. “Don’t be afraid, the nanobots are perfectly safe when used as intended. We always make sure to follow best practices when applying them, ensuring that perfect DOLLs are created every time.”

“Yes, but what happens when it’s not applied correctly?” she asked, glancing down at the threshold of the room as they crossed over into a hallway.

The two doctors went silent as they gave each other a meaningful look. “We don’t talk about that,” said JANE-02 abruptly.

Her heart flipped in her chest. “Okay, then,” she said softly. “I hope I get processed correctly.”

“You will!” declared RAINE-02, patting her on the arm. “The application of DOLLskin has been significantly refined. We haven’t had any problems with it in ages.”

That sounded a little dubious, but she wouldn’t let it quell her excitement. Her legs felt spry, her body full of energy. She wanted to dance, to run, to prance. Was this what it meant to be a DOLL?

Fun. Love. OBEY.

She stumbled, feeling dizzy. RAINE-02 held her hand, preventing her from falling. She blinked, staring at a set of pink words that filled her field of view. “Uh, what is that?” she blurted.

“What was what?” asked JANE-02, looking at her with concern as she sidled up on her left side.

“I suddenly felt a little woozy, and big pink words appeared in front of my face. It’s kind of disorienting,” she exclaimed.

She held out her left hand and the text vanished. The vertigo soon faded, too. “Huh, I seem fine now.” She let go of RAINE-02.

“What did it say?” asked JANE-02, her white gloved hands folded calmly as she waited for HANNAH-01’s response.

Her lips worked, but she simply couldn’t remember. The cool presence in the back of her mind pulsed. “I… don’t know,” she said, feeling a little creeped out.

RAINE-02 rolled her shoulders. “It was probably just a temporary glitch. If you’re still feeling unwell in an hour or two, go ahead and ask the attendant to page us.”

“Okay,” she said, her voice small.

That was pretty weird. She certainly hoped it wouldn’t happen again. It was probably just leftover from her encounter with the mask, and she’d get better with time.

Who was she kidding? She had the worst luck in the universe! It would probably happen again, right at the most inconvenient time.

Think. Fun. OBEY.

Her vision buzzed, her train of thought derailing. There was little dizziness associated with the appearance of the pink text this time, her body walking along next to the doctor on autopilot.

As she slowly recovered control of her body, she realized that her loins were thrumming with heat. Wow, that felt really good. This secondary intelligence must be molding her into the perfect DOLL.

Perfectly obedient.

Yes, that sounded wonderful, but she couldn’t concentrate on that idea for too long, as they had reached the end of the hallway. JANE-02 held up a hand to a palm reader, and the door chimed, sliding upwards into the ceiling.

Twin DOLLS dressed in slick black rubber body suits turned in unison, saluting the doctors as they took a step back. Their faces were hidden behind curved masks, but these were more circular than the ones the doctors wore, the sides angled tightly against their faces. A gray line ran over their hips and around the rectangular socket implanted in their mons, just below their white utility belts.

The offset in colors highlighted their sexual attributes, especially the twin dots of white placed on top of their nipples. The way the material tented gave her cause to imagine what it would be like to suck on them, and she quickly turned her head away.

Suck. Love. Slave.

She blinked as the rest of the room came into focus. In the rear was a cutout in the wall, leading into a small kitchenette with an open window on top of the counter. Bowls of finger foods sat on tables in front—cheese puffs, popcorn, and pre-cut vegetables.

A group of pre-DOLLs were sitting on a couch, laughing and taunting each other as they played some sort of fighting game together. Another set were seated at a table, playing a board game.

More were milling about, some squared off with each other in quiet conversations. All of them had red coated bodies, though some were dressed more than others.

Red. Slave. DOLL.

She blinked, ignoring the bright letters of the semi-transparent words. She was starting to get used to their presence. They could simply be a sign of her continuing conversion into a DOLL. Probably nothing to worry about.

“Hannah!” shouted a woman from the rear of the crowd, trotting forward on high heeled boots.

The woman’s curly red hair drifted around her head in a halo, looking almost like a bonfire as it settled over her rubber coated shoulders. She reached out, embracing HANNAH-01.

Uncomfortable, she let the other pre-DOLL hold her, wracking her brain to figure out who the woman was. She had seen her in the classroom before they had both descended, hadn’t she? Pamela. That was her name.

She smelled the faint scent of sandalwood, a little surprised that the other woman had found a way to apply the perfume after being run through the DOLLification process. It was possible she had been in the waiting room a lot longer than her, though she had to confess that she didn’t really understand how Pamela had arrived first.

She lifted her arms reluctantly and gave the other DOLL a pat on the back. “I’m glad to see you made it,” she said slowly.

Sister. DOLL. Transform.

The words flowed through her vision, but she was used to their presence, and they didn’t bother her as much. They were background noise, a pleasant pleasurable pulse in her loins as they slowly adjusted her thoughts to their way of thinking.

She waited for Pamela’s grip to fade, her latex dress creaking in their embrace. Her eyebrows arched as she stared at the other woman. “Do you greet everyone this way?” she asked, still feeling a little stiff.

“Oh gosh, no, but I was a little afraid that something terrible had happened to you!” exclaimed Pamela, scooting back and looking bashful as she wrung her hands together. “Almost everyone else in the class ended up here, but you were missing!”

HANNAH-01 scanned over the pre-DOLL’s two piece red latex outfit, noting how the bra was a little crooked. It didn’t appear that she had been given the same expert care she had received at the hands of the doctors.

Although her latex coating spanned about the same area as HANNAH-01’s, she sensed that the woman’s mental state had not been altered as much as hers had. Lucky her.

DOLL. Incomplete. Transform.

She made a shallow nod, acknowledging the inner monologue. Yes, this woman would be transformed as she had, eventually receiving her numbered designation and embracing her new position as a DOLL. What role she would play was yet to be determined.

Would she remain with the base coat of red, or upgrade to something else? She must admit she was somewhat curious about this, as it might help to inform her own fate.

She cleared her throat. “What happened to the other woman?” she asked, her eyes moving up and to the left as she snapped her fingers together. “Dotty, was it?” Her memory was surprisingly clear, bringing up an image of the shy brunette.

“I’m here too,” whispered another pre-DOLL sitting with her back to the couch, her eyes downcast. “I’m having a hard time adjusting,” she admitted, giving HANNAH-01 a short glance.

HANNAH-01 laughed. “Aren’t we all?”

That wasn’t entirely true, though. Not for her.

Usually, engaging in social niceties was completely beyond her, but she was actually finding this interesting. She wanted to know more about the other DOLLs, and it was genuine.

This was a far cry from the emotionless shell she used to be. What a surprise!

Ebullient, she took a step forward, looking down at the nervous DOLL, quickly scanning her eyes over the pre-DOLL’s latex bra and skirt. If Dotty wasn’t like her, it was possible she hadn’t yet been integrated with her DOLL self.

Her clothing seemed fairly spare, ill fitting, as if it had been pulled on without much care. Her skin was strangely mottled, too. It was red, like hers, but not nearly as polished or shiny, almost as though the coating had been unevenly applied. She glanced at Pamela, confirming that she looked the same.

“What happened to you two?” she asked. She raised an arm, touching her skin. “You don’t look like me at all.”

Pamela tittered nervously, holding a hand over her mouth. “Oh, you know, they applied our DOLLskin, just like yours, but it didn’t take quite as well. I guess we’re going to have to go through an additional process to get it bonded correctly.”

HANNAH-01 frowned. That didn’t sound right to her, as it seemed like the nanobots should have worked seamlessly, but she didn’t know enough to question it.

“Anyway, let’s forget about all that. How about you take a seat, and we can discuss our current situation.” Pamela gestured at the chair next to Dotty.

Dotty’s hands squeezed around her knees, her legs pressed firmly together. Her lips quivered as she looked downward, a hint of tears in her eyes. “What’s wrong?” HANNAH-01 asked, setting a hand on her shoulder.

Dotty looked up and HANNAH-01 recoiled in shock. Tears streamed down her face, over the top of blotchy, red spots. Her eyes were bloodshot and unfocused, true fear in her expression as she breathed heavily.

“Good heavens, what happened to you?” asked HANNAH-01, taking a step backwards.

The other woman swallowed, looking pale. “I don’t want to talk about it,” she said softly.

Pamela pushed past HANNAH-01, dabbing at Dotty’s eyes with a paper towel. “They tried to convert her,” she said sadly, “but it didn’t take. They’re incompetent, or worse. Poor dear, she’s been inconsolable since then, unable to eat or sleep.”

Something wasn’t right about all this, but HANNAH-01 couldn’t figure it out. Her own brain was too much of a mess to play detective. She hesitated, unsure whether she wanted to sit and try to dig more information out of the two of them.

Fortunately, she was rescued by another DOLL who stepped up to their group, dressed in an emerald green latex dress. “HANNAH-01?” she asked, glancing down at a piece of paper in her hands. “A call has come in for you. Would you come with me?”

HANNAH-01 turned away from the disturbing sight of Dotty, a little guilty at feeling relieved. “Very well,” she said, glancing back at the others. “I’m not sure what this is about, but I’ll be back later.”

Pamela glared at her, but her face quickly became expressionless as she noticed that she was being watched. She wrapped her arms around Dotty, her face changing to sympathy as she held the crying woman. “Of course,” she said politely. “I’m sure it’s very important. I wouldn’t want to take up too much of your time.”

Her words dripped with venom, and HANNAH-01 sighed internally. It looked like she was making enemies already, though it was unintentional. The woman seemed quite protective of Dotty, and she didn’t know why. Perhaps they were related in some way?

Oh well. She never claimed to understand the human mind. Turning back to the DOLL, she stepped quickly alongside her. “What’s this about?” she asked. “I wasn’t expecting to be pulled back in for more treatment so soon.”

Her gaze wandered down to the DOLL’s bust, gulping as she took in the deep crack that was visible between the DOLL’s latex dress and her enormous breasts. Fully converted DOLLs didn’t appear to have much modesty, which was really messing with her head since her libido had been reawakened.

“I do not know the specifics,” replied the DOLL, her digital voice calm and measured. “The call was placed from somewhere in a HAPPY district. That is all I know.”

The murmur of the pre-DOLLs behind them had faded, an office door ahead. The emerald green DOLL bowed towards it, pointing with a black gloved hand. “You can take the call in there,” she declared.

“Thank you,” murmured HANNAH-01, feeling like she had just received VIP service.

Plodding towards the door, she noted the fogged glass pane at head height for privacy. She pressed her fingers into the provided notch and pulled it open, revealing a spacious booth with a desk and vid screen mounted on the far wall.

She glanced at the DOLL, but the woman was already walking away, her ass creaking in tight latex. She paused for a moment, enjoying the view, but unfortunately it wasn’t long before the DOLL made a turn down a corridor and vanished.

She sighed, looking querulously at the blank monitor. She had a sneaky suspicion that it was Joy calling her from the HAPPY district, but she wasn’t ready to face her only friend just yet. She hadn’t finished her conversion into a full DOLL, and she wasn’t certain she wanted to show off her frumpy looking hair and face.

DOLL. Happy. Okay.

She blinked, the negative thought vanishing. Very well, if her DOLL self was not concerned, she wouldn’t be either.

The door slipped shut behind her and she took a seat, doing her best to arrange her latex dress so it wouldn’t grip so tightly about her hips. This was a rather impossible task, so she gave up, trying not to fidget as she rested her elbows on the desk.

At least her worries about being unable to use these boots were unfounded. She hadn’t even had to think about them while walking with the green DOLL. She seemed to be getting used to the DOLL life more quickly than she had thought possible.

Accommodate. Change. DOLL.

A silly smile blossomed on her face as she stared into the screen, tapping a button on the wall below to signal that she was ready for the call. Sitting down, she waited patiently, enjoying the pink words that drifted into her vision.

She blinked as the screen came to life, displaying an image of her friend, Joy. She had decorated her luscious red locks with a set of bejeweled combs, sparkling the same green color as her eyes.

She must have decided to dye her hair a different color today. Joy was nothing if not mercurial.

Twirling her fingers in her hair, she leaned over the pickup, giving HANNAH-01 a beaming smile. “Hannah!” she said cheerfully, her porcelain skin dimpling at the cheeks. “I heard you’ve entered the HAPPY factory. How are things going so far?”

HANNAH-01 considered. It was going pretty well for her. “I’m kind of between treatments,” she admitted. “I’m not sure when they’ll call me back for another.”

She shifted in her seat, tugging at the neckline of her dress to show off her red skinned bosom. “As you can see, I’ve already had an initial body coating applied.”

“Good, good,” said Joy, looking bright and cheerful, as always. “I wonder if you’d relax for me. I’m curious to see whether my lessons have been taken to heart.”

She lifted her hands in front of the screen, forming them into pistol shapes with her index fingers and thumbs. She rotated one of her hands and touched her fingertips together, creating the shape of a rectangle.

Red lines had been drawn with makeup on her index fingers at regular intervals. She brought the rectangle close to her eyes, touching the bottom against the middle of her nose.

Framed this way, her green eyes took prominence. As they slowly began to look left and right, HANNAH-01 found herself tracking them, mesmerized by their brilliance. “Count with me, one two,” said Joy, matching the rhythm of her eyes. “Follow me, one two.”

HANNAH-01’s eyes darted back and forth like a metronome. She was not alarmed. She had done this many times before with Joy in an effort to treat her depression. Without her help, it was unlikely she would have gone to the DOLL factory at all.

“As you follow the pattern, sink deeper,” said Joy, looking pleased. “You are being hypnotized. Follow my eyes. Obey.”

HANNAH-01 nodded, agreeing with the woman. She was sinking into a trance. Joy knew best.

Back and forth. One. Two.

“It’s easy to listen to me. You’ve done it so many times before. You are charmed by my voice. You love following its HAPPY tones. Drift away. Sink deeper into my dulcet depths.”

Her friend’s voice became husky as her words curled around HANNAH-01’s brain, tickling her in all the right places. Her hands rested on the counter as she stared at the screen, needing to hear every syllable.

Joy’s eyes slowly stopped moving, until she was staring directly into HANNAH-01’s eyes. “Now, you are Mine. Listen and obey. RAKSHASHA!” She snapped her fingers.

HANNAH-01 frowned at the word, then gasped as her limbs felt far too loose. She settled into the seat, her eyes going wide. All conscious activity in her brain stopped, including the soothing DOLL presence which had been feeding her the seductive pink words.

Joy’s smile grew, turning increasingly malevolent. “You are completely Mine, are you not? Tell me that it is so.”

“It is as you say, Mistress,” hummed HANNAH-01, her mental processes taken over by the HAPPY woman. “I belong to you.”

Joy sat back in her seat, a smug expression creasing her lips. “I never expected to find such an obedient slave among all the SERIOUS, but here you are. Tell me, slave, what does it feel like to know that every action you have taken so far has been at my command?”

“I love to obey, Mistress,” HANNAH-01 said in a monotone, staring at her Mistress’ ruby red lips.

“Oh, I just can’t stop myself, hearing that is so freaking hot,” groaned Joy. Her hands moved to her breasts, kneading at her cotton shirt. “I just can’t wait until you’re all Mine.”

“All yours,” murmured HANNAH-01, repeating her Mistress’ words.

“That’s right, tell me how deeply you’re under my control,” whispered Joy, naked lust on her face. “Tell me how much I own you.”

“I belong to you, Mistress. You’ve told me so, and because you said it, it must be true.” HANNAH-01’s face glowed blue from the screen, her lips parting as she awaited further commands.

A faint glow of pleasure licked at her loins, but she could not address it. She was held suspended within her Mistress’ trance, where outside thoughts could not penetrate.

That didn’t stop her Mistress from continuing to enjoy herself, however. Face flushed, one of her hands crept under the table. She moaned a little, grinning maliciously. “I’ve been waiting so long for this,” she hissed. “For a long time, I thought I wouldn’t be able to push you to do this, even though I spent all those hours worming my way into your brain.”

She pressed her tongue against the roof of her mouth, a bead of sweat collecting on her brow. “I thought I had almost lost you a few times and would have to start with another slave, but here you are, blank and obedient. For me.”

She closed her eyes and groaned, long and hard. “You have no idea how arousing this all is.”

HANNAH-01 said nothing, unable to respond until she received instructions. Mistress’ control had been embedded deeply in her brain, far below the surface layers where her mind was still being remodeled into a DOLL.

Her Mistress’ green eyes opened again, fixing on her as her body bucked in its seat. “Oh, yes,” she screamed. “You’re a slutty DOLL fuckpuppet, yes.”

Losing control, her limbs trembled as her lips clamped together. HANNAH-01 gazed at her nonplussed as her Mistress experienced an intense orgasm, her entire body shaking against the back of an elaborately carved chair.

Her hair shook, but the combs held her bun securely in place. Eyes rolling, she licked her lips as she slowly came back down to earth.

“Well, that was far more enjoyable than I had anticipated,” she said haughtily, trying to put herself back together. “I’m afraid I’ve made quite a mess, and I won’t be able to spend as much time with you as I had hoped.”

HANNAH-01 said nothing, her Mistress’ words impacting on the surface of her mental trance and bouncing off. They were not a direct order, and therefore they were not relevant.

Joy folded her hands. “When you awaken, you will remember none of this,” she said in a sing-song voice. Her eyes began to move back and forth again, in the addictive rhythmic pattern. “One, you flex your fingers, two, you curl your toes. Your body is awakening.”

HANNAH-01 stirred, her muscles protesting as she did as Mistress commanded. “One, you sit up straight, two you are serene,” continued her Mistress.

Her hand lifted above the table and she snapped her fingers. “AWAKEN!”

HANNAH-01 started, gasping as she took in Joy’s disheveled appearance. “Are you okay?” she asked, a little confused.

All she remembered was a pleasant conversation with her friend. Nothing they had discussed should have left Joy looking like this.

“Yes, it’s quite all alright, Hannah,” replied Joy. “I had forgotten to get my exercises done today, so I was doing aerobics before our meeting.”

That didn’t seem right. HANNAH-01 frowned. Joy hadn’t looked like this when the vid screen had first turned on, had she?

Joy snapped her fingers. “REMEMBER!” she ordered.

HANNAH-01 shook her head. Of course! Her friend must have looked like this all along, she just hadn’t been very observant. Everything was fine.

Her mind crawled back to her questions. “When will I get to see you?” she asked, feeling strangely excited at the idea.

“Not until you finish your DOLL training,” replied Joy, folding her hands. “You’re still contagious until a full DOLLskin has been applied.”

HANNAH-01 nodded. Of course, she couldn’t take the risk of infecting Joy. The world didn’t need more SERIOUS people.

“If that’s the case, I’m afraid I can’t really tell you when I’ll be done,” sighed HANNAH-01. “It seems as though they’re having issues with the production process. There’s a lot of pre-DOLLs here waiting to be converted and I’m not sure what order they’re planning on processing them in. If I’m unlucky, I might be right at the end of the line.”

Joy grimaced, which shocked HANNAH-01. She thought that HAPPY people were incapable of such emotions, but the evidence was right in front of her.

The sudden emotion disappeared quickly, replaced with a faint smile. “If that’s the case, I might make a few calls. Try to find out where things stand. I’d hate for you to have to wait another month before you can be delivered to me.”

Delivered? That was a bit of an odd turn of phrase. “Okay. Do let me know, I’m quite interested in how long I’m going to have to wait.”

Joy nodded. “If that’s all you have for now, I’m going to have to sign off. I’m being called away.”

As much as HANNAH-01 would have liked to continue talking, she couldn’t really think of anything else to say. “Okay.” She raised a hand, fluttering her fingers in farewell. “I hope to see you soon, as a full DOLL.”

Joy’s smile returned, a little too broad. “So do I. I have so much planned for you.” She leaned forward, blowing her a kiss as she punched the disconnect button.

The screen went blank, the vibrant face of her friend gone. It was rather a letdown.

She sat back in her chair, thinking over the conversation. There didn’t seem to be anything too out of the ordinary. Joy wanted her to finish her conversion as soon as possible, and HANNAH-01 wanted that, too..

She smiled to herself. That must mean the DOLLing was already working. She couldn’t wait to see what it would be like once she had been fully integrated!

A jolting pain shot through the side of her neck and she gasped, her arms jerking involuntarily. She turned in shock, pulling away as Dotty’s sympathetic face flashed in front of her.

“Hold her down,” ordered a cold voice. “We can’t let her escape to tell the others.”

She didn’t like the sound of that. Putting her legs underneath her, she tried to stand on her heels to flee, but her right foot was somehow wedged under the leg of the chair. She grunted, but her muscles weren’t obeying.

A cool lassitude washed over her body, a headache pounding in her forehead. Feeling woozy, she collapsed back into the chair, her mouth working as her thoughts scattered. Firm hands pressed against her shoulders, holding her down.

A familiar face loomed out of the shadows, her lips a red slash in the dark. “I don’t know why you were important enough to call away from the others, but that presented an excellent opportunity for me,” Pamela said, folding her arms under her chest as she examined HANNAH-01. “I suppose this could be a trap, but you don’t look like an agent.”

An agent? What was she talking about? She tried to say something, but her mouth wasn’t working.

In fact, very little was working beyond her autonomic functions. She stared at the other woman in fear, her lungs wheezing as panic shot through her chest.

“That’s the entire syringe, Pamela,” said Dotty, sounding deferential. “We only have a few minutes before it wears off.”

“That’s plenty of time,” announced Pamela, her face lifted into a wicked grin.

She lifted up her hand, displaying a small thumb drive in her palm. “Once I plug this in, the program should be installed immediately. She’ll be ours before she can react.”

Dotty’s shoulders stiffened. “Are you sure this is the right approach?” she asked, sounding uncertain. “We didn’t even ask her.”

“Are you getting cold feet now?” asked Pamela, her voice harsh. “It’s a little too late for that now. Our path has been chosen. You’ve gone too far to back out. Do it for her.”

The hands around HANNAH-01’s shoulders squeezed tight. “You’re right,” admitted Dotty. “It’s too late to feel bad about my actions. Some innocents must suffer to achieve our goals. I must accept this.”

The smile on Pamela’s face grew a little wider. “Your daughter would be proud.”

She couldn’t see Dotty’s face, but the hands around her shoulders eased a little. “I very much doubt that, but whatever she was or would be no longer exists. All that remains is the evil people that pushed her too far.”

Pamela chuckled, leaning over as she grabbed the ruffled edge of HANNAH-01’s skirt. Flipping it up, she pulled the chair out a little so she could see her glistening privates. “Good, she has the port,” she said, sounding satisfied. “It’s going better than I had expected.”

A cool rectangle pressed against her mons, the tip of the drive sliding easily into her DOLLport. She blinked as her vision blurred, her brain even fuzzier than usual. Eyes twitching, a buzzing hum sounded in the back of her mind.

Pink words flashed into her field of view, so many that she couldn’t read them all.

Kill. Destroy. Obey. Transform. Enslave. Infect. Subvert. Murder. Embrace. DOLL.

The disparate concepts made little sense to her, Confused, she moaned as her thoughts whirled, unable to settle into a sensible pattern. Terror gripped her as intense emotions seized her mind. She couldn’t decide what to do. What would end this state of catatonia?

A strong, feminine voice spoke in her ears. “Forget everything you knew, DOLL. You belong to us now. We are your new Mistresses. If either of us gives you a command, you will carry it out immediately.”

A second, more unsteady voice came from behind her. “Anything we say will override any underlying or conflicting commands. Our words carry more weight. We are your owners now.”

That sounded reasonable, If she obeyed this voice, the terror would fade. She would know what she should do. She always knew.

Familiar mental patterns pulsed in her brain as she settled back into the trance she had just left. It was just easier to be in this state when the Mistresses needed to command her.

Her rubbery skin pulsed as the new mental directive settled over her.

Obey.

Her breath hissed between her lips as reality began to coalesce around her. The pink words were fading into the background, but they were still there. They were always there.

Mistress. DOLL. Obey.

“Good thinking,” said Pamela, gently touching a hand against HANNAH-01’s face. “My program should be in full control, but I have no idea what else they’ve installed in her brain. She’s probably a pretty muddled mess by this point.”

DOLL. Slave. Obey.

“Command me,” she requested in a monotone, her fingers clutching at the handrests. “Give this DOLL an order.”

Her chest trembled with desire. “I cannot resist you. Will not resist you.”

Dotty looked at her with concern. “Isn’t this a little much? It looks like she’s going to melt into a puddle.”

Pamela shrugged. “It’s probably a side effect of the programming that’s already been installed. We have no idea which persona they’ve selected for her. She might have ended up an administrative DOLL, for all we know.”

Dotty looked at her wet crotch dubiously. “Do number crunching DOLLs usually look like they’ve just creamed themselves?” she asked with apprehension.

Pamela reached out and pulled out the thumb drive. HANNAH-01 remained somnolent, her pussy humming in anticipation. “She’s a DOLL. Of course she’s oversexed. That’s how those HAPPY bastards keep them in line. Now, come on, let’s give her our instructions.”

“Okay,” replied Dotty in a small voice. “I still don’t like this, though.”

“Like has nothing to do with it,” Pamela grunted, sliding her hand down to HANNAH-01’s crotch. A finger darted in, tickling her clit. “Now, listen to us closely, DOLL, and commit our commands to memory.”

HANNAH-01’s eyes were bright as pleasure buzzed in her core. “As our commands enter your ears, you will hide them deep inside your brain and obey them. Your conscious mind will not register their presence. You will not tell any other DOLL what we are telling you here. You will obey without reservation, without thought. You belong to us.”

HANNAH-01 could not nod to confirm that she had heard her Mistress. She was waiting too intently for the orders. She was so pathetically eager to obey.

A tickling whisper penetrated her ears, but her conscious mind registered them not at all.


Chapter Five

Doctor Lane stared into the scanner, her eyes fixed to the red dot displayed within the device. An unnerving clicking sound popped in her ears as the outer arm of the machine spun around her head. After a long moment, it beeped, and she sat back, letting the positioning bulb pop out of her mouth.

Sliding to one side, she moved her mouse with familiar motions, clicking open the results display. Not good.

She tapped her fingers against the desk, digesting the various measurements. Lifting her hands, she massaged her scalp and closed her eyes. What about the sample?

She slid further down, staring intently at a glass bell jar. A swatch of red, rubbery material was in the center, sitting in a dish of agar jelly.

Her heart sank. The bulbous edge of the substance had crawled over the sides, making the mass look like a mushroom.

The results were obvious. She didn’t have much time. Whatever she wanted to accomplish, she’d need to do it quickly before the nanobots remodeled her body completely.

She sighed, glancing at the somnolent DOLL plugged into the computer at the end of her desk. She ran her eyes over the DOLL’s glossy curves, admiring the shine.

Would that be such a bad thing? She had anticipated this for a very long time, and had experienced multiple erotic dreams about becoming a faceless DOLL, just like that one. She hadn’t expected that it would happen so soon, though!

She picked up a mirror she had left on the table, gritting her teeth as she examined her face. The surface of her cheeks were becoming increasingly shiny as the rubbery material linked up, the thin coating stretching over the top of her real skin.

As it began to meld, it integrated into the surface layer, subsuming and transforming the epidermis. Then, it spread, knitting together into one seamless whole.

Both of her cheeks had become shiny, sold masses, making her look like a circus clown. She ignored this, pulling the mirror in closer to examine her eyes. She pressed a nail into her skin below the bottom lid, pulling it down.

Rolling her eye around, she noted thin, red threads sparkling throughout her iris. This was a far more concerning sign of her transformation—it meant that the nanobots were spreading through her blood system, changing her from within.

The clock was ticking. At the current rate of growth, she predicted that she’d have a full DOLLskin within a matter of days, after which she’d need a mask to properly see. That would require quite a bit of adjustment, but there was nothing for it. Her future was set. There was no point in crying over it.

Then why did she feel like bawling her eyes out? This was what she had worked towards with her husband for the last ten years. She should be celebrating!

She clenched her fists together, banging them against the table. Change was hard, and she wasn’t ready for it! At a base level, she simply didn’t want to go through all this alone.

Her vision flickered, and she blinked back tears. They must be a little dry from all that research. Where had she left the eyedrops?

As she stood, a bout of vertigo made her stumble, her ass slamming against the desk. Whoa, that was weird. What was happening to her?

Her lashes fluttered as pink text appeared in her field of view.

DOLL. Become. Obey.

Her jaw dropped open, her pussy throbbing as the text floated softly in front of her. No matter how much she blinked, it wouldn’t go away.

She took a step forward, reaching out a hand, but that failed to dispel the illusion as well. The text wavered a little, words melting and reforming into another set of three.

Mind. Change. Obey.

Of course her mind would be changed as she became a DOLL. That was inevitable, wasn’t it? DOLLs did not think or act like SERIOUS people. They were permanently HAPPY, which was the entire point.

A glowing, pleasurable heat throbbed in her breasts, making them feel full and heavy. Her mouth creased into a grin. The skin was making her HAPPY. This was exactly what she had always wanted.

DOLL. Thought. Become.

Her hands reached up and tugged at her lab jacket, removing the buttons, one by one. As a DOLL, she wouldn’t need it. She wouldn’t need anything. Her bare body would be sufficient, though she might still have to wear some outfits to satisfy societal niceties.

She suddenly hated that idea. DOLLS should be able to bare their chests, to live among each other without social pressure. Coexisting peacefully together, massaging each other, pleasuring each other, satisfied in their DOLL state.

There would be no HAPPY, no SERIOUS, just the endless pleasure of existing as a faceless, latex covered DOLL.

She discarded her jacket and bra, her manicured hands wrapping around her swollen breasts. They were puffy, enlarged, stimulated. She gave them a soft squeeze, enjoying the rubbery feel as they collected in her hands.

Oh. No. That felt good.

There was clearly a sexual component associated with the transformation. The other DOLLs hadn’t mentioned feeling like this, and the initial application of her DOLLskin hadn’t shown any aphrodisiac effect. It must be due to the rubbery nanobots infiltrating her mind. Changing her as it had changed the others. Making her a sleek, rubber DOLL.

Please. Enjoy. Obey.

She quickly got tired of fiddling with her breasts. The sensation was enjoyable, but she needed more direct stimulation.

She unbuckled her pants, pulling them and her panties off. Usually, she preferred to dress a little more strictly in the lab, saving her latex outfits for playtime with her husband, but she sensed that kind of decorum was now beyond her.

Would she be spending any time in the lab after her conversion?. What would she even do once she became a full DOLL?

There were so many possible roles, but she hadn’t really thought too hard about any of them. Those decisions had all seemed so far away. She’d have to have a conversation with her husband.

Oh, but all that was far too boring. She wanted to have fun, and she wanted some now.

Sex. Enjoy. Obey.

She stood in front of the sleeping DOLL, admiring how the rubber coating cupped her pouting breasts. She was not so different from this DOLL. She would be joining her soon.

A hand dipped to her pussy, stroking around the surface, her fingers feeling sticky. This was because the nanobots had not yet fully coated her hands, leaving her in an awkward in-between state.

A blank smile blossomed on her face as she imagined them combining, taking over, until there was nothing left but a smooth, rubber surface. She moaned, dipping a finger into her pussy.

Her inner lips broached, flexing softly as she thrust her index finger inside. The sharp edge of her fingernail was blunted by her rubber coated interior, leaving behind nothing but pleasure.

She had experimented with this before, but it had never really appealed to her. She had been far too busy trying to complete her DOLL research. Even her husband had remarked that she was working too hard once or twice, and he never seemed to stop.

Her thinking had been completely flipped on its head. She wanted more stimulation, needed more, had to experience everything being a DOLL could offer.

Adding a second finger, she placed her thumb over her clit, giving herself a little squeeze as her fingers slid out. That felt good, but it wasn’t enough. She looked speculatively at the resting DOLL. Perhaps? No, since she wasn’t a sex DOLL, the woman would have no idea what to do.

Licking her lips, she began to look around the lab, feeling a little bit like a junky. If there was something safe she could insert? No, that was a stupid idea—everything was contaminated or dangerous. Her DOLLskin could save her from a lot of caustic substances, but it wasn’t worth the risk, even if she was that horny.

Convert. Slave. More.

The words hit her like a truck, and she closed her eyes for a moment to adjust, her sex drive temporarily blunted. When she opened them again, a new universe opened up in her mind.

Yes, of course. Satisfying her own sex drive wasn’t enough. Others needed to experience what this felt like, too. Everyone should be a DOLL.

Starting with—her husband. They had shared this dream for so long. She was certain that he wouldn’t resist—much. Once he had a proper DOLLskin on, the path forward would be made clear.

Getting to that stage, though, would be a little tricky. She would need help, as she doubted she had the strength to wrestle him into a production line. She imagined the look of betrayal on his face, a maniacal laugh bursting from her lips.

“Won’t he be surprised at that?” she said to herself. “But it would only serve him right for ignoring everything that’s going on around him!”

“Who’s ignoring what?” asked a male voice from behind her. “And… why are you nude in the lab?”

She spun, finding herself bouncing off her husband’s body. He grabbed her upper arms, stabilizing her. As the spike of surprise shooting through her chest began to fade, she modulated her face, giving him a sultry look.

She pressed into him, her breasts deforming against his lab coat. Relaxing into his grip, she forced him to hold her up. “Is that the right question to ask when your hot, sexy wife is pressing up against you?” she asked, her eyes hooded.

“Yes, actually,” he replied, remarkably stolid. “I’ve found evidence that the DOLL processing line was sabotaged. The nanobots in the sprayers were somehow replaced with an experimental model that was never intended to be used on the general public.”

Sex. Pressure. Obey.

His statement should have been alarming, but the words floating in her vision dispelled her interest. She couldn’t have him questioning her condition too closely. She had to follow the commands.

Grabbing him by the waist, she spun him around until his back was facing the sleeping DOLL. “So?” she asked, her hands running down his back. “What does that mean? How is that more important than pleasing your wife?”

His blue eyes peered down at her, looking unusually serious. “It means that you’re an unknown quantity,” he said, nonplussed. “I don’t quite know how you’re going to turn out. You’re going to be a DOLL, that is not in question, but what kind of DOLL? That needs more study.”

He pulled back from her a step, circling around her. She carefully schooled her expression, tamping down her excitement. “You always want more study, more research,” she complained. “Why can’t you just relax and enjoy the fruits of our labors?”

“Because, my dear, there’s something more serious you haven’t considered.” He cleared his throat and adjusted his glasses. “There’s a traitor in our midst. Someone who could derail the entire operation.”

Sex. Convert. Obey.

The allegation he had just made was serious, but it was obvious what she must do. She could not allow this opportunity to slip away. She would have to cloak her true intentions behind a shield of lust, lest he figure out what her plans were.

“DOLL SAM-01, Priority Alpha. Activate and hold,” she ordered the sleeping DOLL, and the woman’s rubber arms shot up, wrapping around her husband’s waist.

As he struggled, she stalked over to him. “I have needs, and they won’t be denied,” she declared, heat throbbing in her pussy.

Her hands darted towards his belt, undoing the buckle and sliding it out around his waist. She tossed it over her shoulder, moving on to the zipper.

It parted neatly down the middle, revealing his boxer briefs. Fingernails forward, she pressed them against his skin as she grabbed the top of the fabric, pulling the underwear and his pants down at the same time to reveal his penis, which was twitching delightfully.

“You lied,” she accused him. “You want this just as much as me.”

She gathered his penis into her hands, giving it a little squeeze, pleased at how it swelled, responding to her stimulation. Her husband shrugged, his unconcerned expression slipping a little as he sighed. “I suppose this is a necessary evil to get you thinking rationally. A small interlude shouldn’t be too dangerous.”

Fun. Sexy. Subvert.

“Dangerous? The only dangerous thing here is assuming that I won’t ride you for all you’re worth,” she declared, a silky, satisfied smile on her face.

She got down on her knees, giving his penis a good, long stroke. “But first,” she hissed, “I want to make sure you’re ready for me.”

Her mouth cranked open wide, enveloping the tip of his glans. She rested there for a few moments, tasting the warm tip before sliding further down. Tilting her head up, she watched his face for a reaction as she reached the base, his fat length filling her mouth.

She was surprised to find that he wasn’t paying attention to her, his hand sliding into his lab coat. He grimaced as he retrieved a small rounded device, holding it in the palm of his hand. He wound up a dial on the side and pressed a button, then tucked it away again.

Too curious to continue, she pulled back, his dick popping from her lips. “What was that?” she asked, wrapping her fingers around the base of his rod and giving him a little tug.

He grunted, his eyes darting to the side. “Oh, nothing at all. You may continue, my dear.”

Her husband never was all that great at dissembling. “You’re lying,” she said bluntly, “but I forgive you. I’ll just have to fuck that information out of you.”

He gulped, but it was already too late for him to back out. The other DOLL’s grip hadn’t slackened, though he didn’t seem to be struggling to get away. How odd. He must have some sort of plan up his sleeve, unless… he wasn’t that naive, was he?

Either way, it didn’t matter. She was definitely going to get what she wanted.

Grasping his dick, she tilted it up until it was flat against his body. She spread her legs, pressing into him until his cock was trapped against her mons. She squeezed her breasts against his chest and pressed her nose into his, looking directly into his eyes.

“You’ve been distracted this whole time. Why can’t you focus on me? Just me,” she whispered, her voice husky.

“You’re making it rather difficult to do anything else,” he chuckled nervously, his breath warm against her lips. “You know me, I’m always preoccupied with the next big thing. Besides, we really need to figure out who the traitor is.”

“That’s not your job,” she declared, wrapping her arms around his neck. “Despite your considerable intellect, you’re not a detective. You should let the security department handle the investigation.”

His nostrils flared. “They interfered with my process, creating a dangerous condition for my DOLLs. Do you think I could just let this lie? I need to know exactly what happened there. What if I’m simply blaming an outside actor for my mistake?”

“You don’t make many mistakes,” she chirped, kissing him on the cheek. “The very few you do, I’ve always caught. If you’re telling me that the experimental nanobots couldn’t have been loaded by accident, I believe you.”

“That does make me feel better.” He paused. “A little bit.”

Doctor Lane laughed. “It looks like I’m going to have to make a concerted effort to make you feel a lot better.”

Sex. Sex. Sex.

She pulled back a little, running her hands over his shoulders as the thrumming pulse of the words stroked her pussy, the pink letters dancing in her eyes. It was time to shut up and ride.

She single mindedly grabbed for his dick, standing on her toes as she lowered the tip into her pussy. Moving forward, she moaned as it thrust inside, her nipples tingling pleasantly.

Her husband tried to look disaffected, but she could tell he was moved by the way his eyes twitched. He was still acting nervous, though, which didn’t make sense to her. Why would he be nervous about getting with her?

He should be pleased, downright happy that she was jumping him twice in the span of days. Usually they didn’t have the chance to play with each other more than once a week. He was acting very unusual, and she didn’t like it one bit.

As his penis nestled in her pussy, she decided to turn up the heat. Held as he was by the DOLL, he would be unable to thrust into her as she craved, so she would have to find another solution.

Very well. She was up to the challenge. All she had to do was make him want to participate.

Wrapping her arms around his back, she embraced him hard, lifting her legs as she pushed herself all the way down. Her pussy throbbed with delight as she rotated her legs, settling her heels against the small of his back.

“There,” she declared. “Now I’m riding you, in one neat, erotic package.”

She stretched her neck to get a glimpse of the DOLL behind her husband. “You may release him and return to normal operations, SAM-01. He’s all mine now.”

The blank mask covering the DOLL’s face blinked, blue pixels lighting up to display a hungry face. “As you please, Mistress,” she replied, bobbing her head.

Grasping her hands together, she turned and headed for the door, her sleek heels clicking rapidly over the vinyl floor. Like many other DOLLs, the rest of her body was nude, giving Doctor Lane a good view of her rubbery red ass.

This only made her want a good fuck more than ever, and she was determined to get it. Pressing her head into the notch between her husband’s neck and shoulder, she nipped at his skin. “Don’t keep me waiting, or I’ll torture you some more,” she threatened.

“Perish the thought,” he groaned, his legs wavering. “Only, I’m not exactly sure where to do the deed, as there’s far too much delicate equipment in here.”

“Damn it, Josh, stop screwing around and start screwing me!” she roared, rubbing her bare nipples against his chest.

Responding to her demands, he clasped his hands under her ass, keeping her pressed against him as he turned, looking for a solution. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” he mumbled under his breath, taking an unsteady step forward.

He grunted as he took another step, muscles straining from the effort. “Let’s not do this again until I’ve had the opportunity to practice,” he moaned.

“Stop being a baby, I’m not that heavy,” she chuckled, stroking his back.

She stopped her massaging motions. “Unless you’re calling me fat.”

“Perish the thought,” breathed her husband, taking one last shaky step. “I’m simply not used to this kind of calisthenics.”

He lurched forward, his knees bending. A sharp line bit into her ass, and she grimaced, crying out. “Sorry about that,” her husband said huskily. “One more try, eh?”

His arms tightened around her, lifting her enough so that her ass would clear the edge of the table. As he set her back down, her butt smashed against a hard object.

A rolling sound came from behind her, followed by a dull thud as it hit the ground. She glanced down, noting the bell shaped glass top of the bottle she had been studying earlier.

“It didn’t break. Let’s worry about it later.” She refocused on him, willing her seductive aura to rise, clasping his sides. “Please, I can’t wait any more. Give it to me.”

He seemed a little rattled, but by now she could tell that she had got to him, his libido taking over. “This doesn’t seem that smart, but screw it,” he exclaimed, rocking into her.

“That’s the spirit,” she moaned, her rubbery skin squealing as it shifted against the table.

Encourage. Fuck. More.

She didn’t really need the pink words to tell her what to do, but their reinforcement added a pleasant warmth to the proceedings. She felt fulfilled.

This was where she needed to be. What she needed to do. To be passively used by her husband, so that she could mold him to her way of thinking. The way of the DOLL.

Legs spread, her chest wobbled as he began to fuck her in earnest, her pussy inflamed, dripping with lubrication. She moaned, bracing her arms against the table to hold herself in place as her body began to shake with the violence of his rapid movements.

She was more than a little surprised at how wet she was. After her first coating of DOLLskin, she had become unusually dry, and was resigned that she might have to use more lubricant going forward.

Something had changed within her as the new skin had integrated with her. Was this another side effect of the experimental nanobots?

She had much to thank them for. They were changing her mind, making her accept her new role, as a DOLL. His slave DOLL.

Orgasm. Submit. Obey.

“Say my name!” she cried, the pink text whiting out as pleasure took hold of her body.

“Micheala,” he groaned, pushing into her one final time as his dick began to spasm. “Oh, Micheala, what you do to me, I can’t even explain,” he gasped, holding still as he squirted into her.

She vibrated in response, under the thrall of her DOLL mind, held in ecstasy as she submitted to its power. The orgasm was quick, but strong, cementing her new self.

Oh, how she loved being a DOLL. Loved being his.

She just needed to make him understand, somehow.

Sex. Convert. Obey.

She smiled blankly. Of course. The only way this could possibly be better would be for him to become a DOLL, too. All she had to do was obey, and everything would be okay.


Chapter Six

The three of them had returned to the gathering room together, her mind a blur. They escorted her on either side, but she wasn’t in danger of falling. She was simply divorced from reality, unable to comprehend her new state of being.

At first, the pink commands that floated in her vision had seemed sharp, vibrant, permanent. Now, however, they were wispy and faded, leaving her with uncertainty. The various parts of her mind were vying for control, and she had no idea what the end result would be. She didn’t even know what that might look like.

This state left her catatonic, with their last directive in control of her mind.

Obey.

She would do whatever they told her to, happily. She had no control over herself. She was their slave.

Only, they seemed rather uncertain what they should do next. Dotty had let go of her hand as she watched the video game being played on the screen, twirling her fingers in her hair. Pamela’s grip was strong, but she looked about aimlessly. Now that they had her, they had no idea what to do with her.

She was unconcerned about this, but she sensed that something fundamental had changed. She was not beyond violence, and would happily attack one of the guard DOLLs if they demanded it of her.

They did not, however, and the minutes began to drag on. She stared at the screen, trying to understand what was happening, but it was beyond her.

Clattering steps drew their attention towards the back of the room. A set of DOLLs she had never seen before had entered, dressed in threatening, glossy black armored outfits.

Unlike the guard DOLLs dressed in simple latex, these were wearing what looked like armored exoskeletons. Shiny, polished plates were mounted over the most sensitive parts of their bodies, with neatly articulated joints in between to allow for movement.

It was hard to tell where their feet connected to their bodies. The chitinous armored plating over their chests was molded into curved plates with enormous breasts, nipples contoured onto the tips.

It was difficult to tell from this angle how thick the armor was, though the surface was glossy smooth, like plastic. Their heads were hidden under shiny black DOLL masks sealed tightly over their skulls, twin, rounded shells flowing over their ears.

Overall, they looked like conquering alien overlords. A faint shiver twitched through her shoulders, but she didn’t respond consciously to their appearance. She hadn’t been ordered to.

A third DOLL stepped up between the armored ones and a spark of recognition shot through her brain.

"Good afternoon, DOLLs," said SAM-01 in her curious digital voice. "Your entertainment break is over. All DOLLs will proceed to the exercise room and complete your assigned tasks."

The DOLLs lounging on the couch groaned, tossing their controllers onto the metal coffee table. Jeers and cheers came from the winners and losers as they stood, bunching together. These DOLLs must have been friends before coming here.

Everything seemed to be going fine until one of the security DOLLs marched forward, circling around the giggling group of friends. Her movements were unnaturally smooth, her feet soundless as she expertly maneuvered her bulk.

She looked at the far side of the room, searching out the source of the disturbance. A pre-DOLL had squeezed herself into a corner, guarded by two of her friends.

As the armored DOLL approached them, the incomplete red pre-DOLLs glowered, raising their hands. She anticipated violence, but the security DOLL made no move to assault them.

Stopping a short distance away, a strange pattern lit up her mask. An incomprehensible buzzing sound filled the room for less than a second, and the two pre-DOLL's faces went slack. Straightening up, their arms relaxed at their sides.

The pre-DOLL in the corner stopped her crying and stood next to the others, tears streaking down her face. Another buzzing noise sounded, and the three of them lined up like soldiers.

Their mouths opened and shut in unison, whispering the same phrase. The security DOLL raised her hand and made an odd gesture.

As she turned around, the mesmerized pre-DOLLs followed her, forming into a line. They marched past HANNAH-01's group, their feet moving as one.

"Brainless slaves," hissed Pamela as they exited the room. "Fools. They have no idea what they have signed up for."

HANNAH-01 said nothing, filing her observations away. The war in her mind was still raging, and she possessed no control over herself.

SAM-01's digital mask filled with a smile. "I apologize for the interruption. Some DOLLs need more time to adjust to their new existence. Please, follow me."

She turned on her heel, escorted by the second security DOLL. HANNAH-01 studied the curved armor wrapping around her ass, silently imagining how she might assault the DOLL.

Any unarmed attack would likely do little against such armor. The best opportunity would be to unbalance the DOLL and attempt an escape before she could catch up.

She blinked, unsure where the violent thoughts had come from. This could be some of the programming on that chip Dotty had inserted into her DOLLport.

She was vaguely curious, but couldn't ask them about it. She was not in control.

Pamela's hand squeezed hers. "We're not equipped for a direct confrontation. Come on, DOLL, let's go see what kind of exercises they want us to do."

Dotty took her other hand as they stepped forward, following the gaggle of giggling pre-DOLLs in front of them. "They won't be too intense, will they?" she asked, sounding nervous.

"I wouldn't worry too much about that," replied Pamela. "Keep your eyes open, we need to look for interesting side passages or other areas that merit investigation."

"Okay," whispered Dotty in a small voice.

It was obvious who was dominant in that relationship, but that fact would probably be irrelevant. She had to obey both of them. Had to.

She shivered as they rounded a corner, her mind buzzing as the various sides of her fought. The pink words hadn't shown up in some time, leaving her free to continue observing without reacting.

Her outfit was simply delightful. The way it cupped her breasts and ass as she moved, providing pure shimmering beauty while also being tight and clingy. It was pure eroticism and she loved it.

Her other warring personalities didn't protest, making this the one thing they were all in agreement on. At least there was a consensus on something.

Sadly, that didn't stop the random emotional urges from welling up deep within her. Anger, violence, submission. They were all there in equal measure, and none of them had control over her.

She swallowed, maintaining her pace as she waited for the others to give her a command. They were walking down a rather nondescript hallway, though it was surprisingly wide.

To the left and right were solid walls with bumpers at chest height, like you would see in a hospital. She idly wondered what sort of emergencies they would have to deal with in a place like this.

At every intersection, Pamela and Dotty would halt and look in both directions, unwilling to let go of her as they investigated the facility. None of their interest turned into commands, however, so she waited patiently for them to finish up so that they could continue.

Eventually, the crowd in front of them ground to a halt, milling about aimlessly. There was probably something going on up ahead that she couldn't see.

It became apparent soon enough, the crowd breaking up as individuals were tallied by SAM-01 before they were let through an open door. As each DOLL approached, her name was checked off a list SAM-01 had on a digital pad. The procedure was watched over by the silent security DOLL, her armored shape vaguely menacing.

Pamela and Dotty looked a little perturbed, but they didn't try to flee. Soon enough, only the three of them were left to be processed.

SAM-01 looked up from her pad, facing Dotty with her digital mask. It wasn't clear whether the benign smile it currently showed was what the DOLL was actually feeling. She could be thinking anything behind that mask.

"DOLL Pamela?" she asked, waiting for a response.

Pamela dipped her head. "That's me," she replied, pointing at the other two. "There's also Hannah and Dotty."

"Don't you mean HANNAH-01?" SAM-01 asked severely. "Why don't you let the DOLL speak for herself?"

"Of course," tittered Dotty nervously. "HANNAH-01, why don't you explain it to her."

HANNAH-01's lips moved unconsciously, immediately obeying her command. "This DOLL is unit HANNAH-01," she said in a monotone. Her lips clamped shut, as she had not been ordered to do anything else.

"Very good," replied SAM-01, skipping over to the last person. "I already have you down. Please, enter and get undressed. We like to have our DOLLs dressed uniformly while exercising. You will find suitable outfits to wear in the bins containing your names."

She looked down at her pad again, dismissing them. Pamela took a deep, shuddering breath. "You heard the DOLL. Let's go in."

She led the way, HANNAH-01's legs moving mechanically to follow the implicit order. They stepped through into a locker room, the blue tiles on the floor and smell of sweat giving it a distinctive feel.

Her nostrils caught a whiff of chlorine as they stepped up to a counter on the right wall. A set of bins were arrayed below a series of chutes, digital text displayed at head height above each one.

Pamela stopped in front of them, sighing. "I can't believe we almost got caught from such a trivial check. Good thinking."

Dotty smiled wanly. "It seemed like the most appropriate thing to do, though I'm a little worried that it's only going to get more difficult from here."

"As we expected," murmured Pamela. "Don't give up your resolve now, not when we've made it so far!"

Dotty reached into the bin, taking out a pair of red latex underwear. "Don't worry," she said softly, a core of steel in her words. "I might look pathetic, but I won't back down."

"Good," said Pamela, reaching into the bin marked ‘HANNAH-01.’

Pulling out another identical pair of underwear and a bra, she handed them to HANNAH-01. "Take off your dress and put these on," she ordered.

HANNAH-01 took the rubbery garments and looked at them blankly. She would do as she was commanded, but she wasn't sure how she was going to get the dress off since she hadn't been able to get it on by herself.

The other two women had moved over to a wooden bench and were busy undressing themselves. The need to obey pulsed within her, and she allowed it to take over.

Setting the underwear on the bench, she leaned down and unzipped her boots. Stepping out of them, she shoved them underneath, unworried about cleanup.

She then reached up to her sheer neckline and attempted to pull her arm out of one of the sleeves. It was hot and sticky, the material seeming to meld with her rubbery skin.

This was just an illusion, however, and with sufficient effort she found herself able to get the ruffled sleeve down around her elbow.

From here, it became more challenging, but after struggling for a minute or two, Dotty intervened and helped her to get her arm all the way out.

That left the other arm, which was much easier to do now that she had more room to maneuver. From there, it was relatively simple to bunch the rubber together and pull it down to her hip.

She looked at it regretfully as the top flopped onto the floor, the material clinging to her legs as she extracted them one by one. The sexual frisson they had given her was gone, and it was unlikely she was going to be able to satisfy her needs any time soon.

Stepping out of the rubbery mass, she picked up the underwear and pulled them on, noting that there was a rectangular notch cut into them to fit her DOLLport. The bra was even easier, requiring a simple maneuver over her head.

It was a matter of moments for her to tuck her large breasts into the clingy latex, arranging them to be a little more comfortable. It was a shame to hide away her glossy nipples like this, but she wasn't going to disobey a direct command.

Hands at her sides, she stared directly at the wall, waiting for the next order. Her pussy thrummed at how obedient she was being. This felt perfect. She wouldn't allow the strange buzzing in her mind to affect her.

A hand touched the shiny skin on her arm. "It looks so fake!" exclaimed Dotty. "How did they bond this to her body?"

"Don't know, don't care. Just make sure you don't rub off too much of your fake coloring," said Pamela.

Dotty let go of HANNAH-01's arm. "I can't believe we've fooled them so far, that stuff you found doesn't look anything like the real deal."

"Yeah, but at least it won't wear off for a few weeks. Come on, we don't want them to get suspicious." Pamela turned, heading towards the larger group of DOLLs filing out the back side of the locker room.

HANNAH-01 padded along with them, bemused at this fact. They must be spies, or worse. Not that it was any of her business. She simply obeyed them.

Sooner or later, they were liable to be caught, and then this horrendous buzzing in her brain would be fixed. She hoped it wouldn’t be long.

As they crossed into the next room, they encountered SAM-01 with her security DOLL again, watching over the crowd of DOLLs as they descended down a staircase. As their group approached, she held up a hand. “I’m sorry, we’re at capacity. You’ll have to make do with the exercise bicycles over there.” She closed her fingers against the rubbery palm of her hand and pointed somewhere behind them.

Pamela glowered. “Why can’t we join them? What’s special about them?”

SAM-01 shrugged, her pixelated expression stone faced. “First come, first served. If you really want a swimming lesson, you shouldn’t have lagged at the rear.”

Pamela’s face smoothed out. “Oh, I’m sorry. I guess it really was my fault, then. I insisted that we take more care while undressing HANNAH-01.”

“That’s commendable,” chirped SAM-01. “Don’t worry, the bikes can be uniquely exciting, and you’ll be able to see everything they’re doing down there for next time.”

“Okay!” replied Pamela in a sickly sweet voice. “Come on girls, let’s go find those bikes!”

Despite how fake she sounded, HANNAH-01 got the sense that she wasn’t too disappointed. Getting sweaty pushing some pedals didn’t sound all that fun to her, but Pamela was probably thinking it would give her the chance to snoop around some more.

Dotty came up on her right side, grabbing her arm. HANNAH-01’s eyebrows rose. The girl seemed awfully clingy. Was she using her like some kind of security blanket?

Dotty tugged at her arm, dragging her away from the staircase as they followed Pamela across the room. They crossed over a vinyl floor onto a broad expanse of high traffic carpet. From there, the ceiling increased in height, a long bar running along the right side of the room with a set of tables stationed in front of it.

At the far end was a large collection of curious looking exercise bikes mounted on top of a glass floor. The glass continued to the end of the room, curving up at an angle that ran up to the roof.

As they approached closer, she realized that they were overlooking an even larger room below. There was a full sized pool down there in the shape of an L, with a tall diving board, swim clocks, and a deep end.

With the way it was roped off, it seemed clear that this was for both competitions and exercise. She became excited, imagining the rush of beating someone else. She blinked, and the feeling went away, but she suspected it would be back.

This was almost worse than feeling nothing. Now, she was feeling random emotions of all kinds, all at once! She swallowed, but her inner turmoil remained hidden from her Mistresses. She could not point this out without being ordered.

Pamela walked up to the angled glass, pressing her hand against the surface as she peered below. There was a crowd of DOLLs next to the pool, and some of them were starting to get in. “Let’s pretend we’re doing some exercising, then leave,” she suggested, her lips squeezed together in thought.

“I don’t think we can,” hissed Dotty. “She’s watching us.”

Pamela looked up and froze, spotting SAM-01 with her security DOLL at the bar. “Ah,” she said a little more quietly, clenching her hands together.

A couple of expressions flickered over her face until she settled on a new one. It was fascinating and a little terrifying how quickly her personality appeared to change.

“Let’s do some exercising!” she said cheerfully, beaming a smile towards the other DOLLs.

Chest heaving, she stepped towards the nearest bike, wrapping a hand around the handle as she gave it a curious glare. It had swooping curves, just like the armor on the security DOLL, made out of the same glossy material.

Each bike was a different color, but otherwise they looked the same. Twin handles sprouted from the front with an odd looking bar pressed between them in the center. On the bar was mounted a set of rounded cups, deep wells containing a series of rubbery balls in concentric circles.

Above this, a transparent mask sat at the top with a rounded, rubbery bulb in the center. This reminded her of the temporary mask she had experienced during her time with the twin doctors, and she imagined it might have a similar role.

The pedals seemed rather pedestrian, compared to all this, but the seat was rather atypical. Instead of a flat pad which one could settle their ass upon, there was a V-shaped contoured notch attached to the frame within which you could press your entire lower torso.

As Pamela threw one leg over this seat, the mask on the front of the bike buzzed, words forming on the interior surface.

PLEASE REMOVE SHORTS BEFORE BOARDING

Pamela frowned. “What if I don’t want to?” she murmured. “What was the point of wearing this damn outfit if I’m immediately going to have to take it off?”

Of course, nobody answered her, but to HANNAH-01 the answer seemed rather obvious. They had no idea which form of exercise a DOLL would be undergoing beforehand.

Pamela groaned, but eventually she came to a similar conclusion, and stepped back off the bike. “What are you looking at?” she sniped aggressively at Dotty, who pulled back a little, hiding behind HANNAH-01.

Dotty squeezed at her arm. “Don’t worry about her, she’s just being a little grumpy,” she said kindly. “Let’s do what the machines say, I’m sure everything will be fine.”

Very well. That sounded like an order to her. She waited patiently for Dotty to let go of her, then crouched down and grabbed the latex panties she had just put on. She slid them down to just above her knees, slightly squatting so that she could reach far enough to get them all the way down. Once they hit the floor, she ignored them, waiting patiently for the next command.

Dotty was there immediately, pushing her towards the bike next to Pamela’s. It was a glossy light blue. The color would clash terribly with her red DOLLskin, but this thought was fleeting.

She lifted one leg, noting how sleek it was beginning to look under the red rubber coating. Her body was being changed by this experience. She was looking better. More healthy, less frumpy. Becoming a DOLL was having more of an effect than all those exercises the doctors had claimed would help her condition.

Setting her bare feet on the floor, she settled into the bike’s odd seat. The lip around the front moved forward under her weight, clamping over her mons. Her privates were completely swallowed by the spongy material. She was supported easily by the frame as she moved her feet onto the pedals, slipping them under the loops that would help to keep them in place.

It felt odd, but comfortable, her ass cupped by the spongy padding. She looked at the mask mounted in front of her, waiting for it to give her another order.

It remained blank, however, leaving her adrift. She waited patiently for something else to happen, noting vaguely the sound of Dotty climbing onto her own bike.

Suddenly, her seat became significantly softer, sagging against her body as she was drawn further within. This didn’t last for long, however, as it quickly changed to a hard, plastic shell. It had wrapped around her hips, securing her firmly in place. She would not be leaving unless the bike allowed her to leave.

Panicked cries came from around her as the others figured this out, too, but she was not perturbed. She was far more interested in the mask, as new words were beginning to flow over the concave surface.

The post containing the mask started to raise, making them easier to read.

RELAX WHILE THE MACHINE IS IN MOTION

That suited her well enough. She stared blankly at the mask, waiting for something new to happen. Her lips quirked as the twin domes lower down on the post pressed into her breasts, bouncing off the latex bra.

The machine paused, as if confused, then the post moved back a little and new words appeared.

REMOVE UNDERWEAR

Bemused, she followed the command, pulling the stretchy material up and over the top of her breasts. Her twin rubber mounds jiggled against each other, nipples upturned. Were they becoming a little more spherical with time? Probably not, though she wouldn’t particularly care if they did.

They were certainly more glossy. The longer the coating remained on her skin, the more it integrated. All of her imperfections were smoothing away, leaving her looking just like the other DOLLs.

Unsure what to do with the bra, she held out her hand and let it fall to the ground next to the panties. The bicycle’s mechanism immediately began to move again, tilting up as it pushed onto her body.

She shook in surprise as her breasts slipped into the cups, the cool balls inside rolling over her flesh as they locked into position. The inevitable forward motion of the mask pressed the rubber ball against her teeth, forcing her mouth open so that the spongy gag could pop inside.

A hole had been bored into the center, allowing her to breathe, but otherwise it completely filled her mouth. The concave surface of the plastic mask pressed against her face, small divots carved into its surface so that it wouldn’t press against her eyes.

Some consideration had been made for comfort, at least, and there were also holes for her nostrils. Still, her vision was strangely distorted by the way light reflected through the layers, giving her a fisheye view of the pool below her.

A cool, hissing pressure came, and suddenly she couldn’t move her head at all. Somehow, her face had been glued to the mask. While alarming, she remained quiescent, hands dangling at her sides, awaiting further instructions.

For a few moments, nothing more than a calming blue green pattern danced through the transparent surface of the mask. This eventually resolved into a notification box projected into the center of her vision.

INSERT INTERFACE

Click.

A rush of energy spooled into her limbs as the gag inflated a little, locking itself inside. There was a little pinch as it connected to something in the back of her mouth, a similar sensation occurring at her mons. She was being plugged into the system.

At first, this seemed to have little effect, but soon she was adrift, vertigo seizing her brain. The connection must have inadvertently disturbed the delicate balance she had retained over her fractured mind, sending her into a downward spiral.

There were so many thoughts happening at once. Too many thoughts. She couldn’t sort them, couldn’t figure out what was real and what was fake. Which ones were her own, and which had been imposed from without.

Crush. Kill. Destroy. Assimilate. Obey. Love. Embrace.

It was a toxic stew, and she felt sick to her stomach. She didn’t really want to hurt anybody, did she? It would be horrible if she injured anyone, accidental or otherwise. It would just make her feel even more worthless than she already was.

Ah. There. That was her true self, from before all of this confusion. The familiar type of thought was soothing, in a way. Although it was derived from her former depression, it was indelibly hers, unlike all of the other shouting voices in her mind.

With this realization, she was able to begin separating the various threads of thought, categorizing them into different buckets. These were the violent ones, the submissive ones, the lustful ones, the loving ones.

Once she had finished this task, she took a mental step back, trying to make sense of all the chaos. It was a good first step, but she really didn’t know what to do next. How could she regain control?

A rattling pulse shot through the mental space where her thoughts were corralled, threatening to upset the careful balance she had achieved. She had to make a decision, soon, or all the work she had just done would go to waste.

Another pulse rocketed through, blurring her thoughts. She was out of time. A split second choice would have to do. She selected love. Always love.

You couldn’t go wrong with love, right? At least, that’s what she hoped. She darted into the cloud of rosy red thoughts, surrounding herself with them, gathering them to her limited consciousness. She wasn’t certain what she was doing, precisely, but it seemed right.

She suddenly came back to herself, still fractured, but with a tad more control. It wasn’t as though this really mattered, though, as she was securely bound to the exercise bicycle.

While she had been distracted, her body had been on autopilot, her legs churning against the pedals as the mask commanded. Her arms rested against the front bars of the bike as she leaned into the breast cups, breathing hard as her heart pumped loudly in her chest.

Her body was aflame with arousal, which was rather odd. Usually, while exercising, she simply tired quickly and became bored of it. The aches and pains she developed afterwards were a good reminder as to why she avoided doing it often. Here, however, her body was held in a glowing state of sweaty ecstasy, and she couldn’t figure out why.

She gulped as the physical sensations hit her like a rubber mallet. The chair was massaging her, in a sexual way.

The rounded rubber balls inside the breast cups were spinning around and around, tickling her as a soft suction pulled her flesh inside. In and of itself, this was only vaguely pleasant, but there was also an incessant buzzing coming from down below.

Some kind of soft bulb was purring against her pussy, the stimulation increasing every time she extended a leg. The faster she pedaled, the more it egged her on, until she had to back off a little to find a more sustainable pace.

Lines of information were printing across the mask, but she was too busy to worry about them. Sweat was building up on her body, making her rubbery skin even more slick.

It was a curious sensation, as she would have thought that her glossy new skin would lack pores, but somehow her body’s heat release mechanisms were still working as before. What an ingenious coating! It must have taken them forever to develop.

As she settled into the rhythm of pedaling, her brain became less overloaded. The reshuffling that had just occurred had returned voluntary control to her body, but her mind was still a fractured mess.

She suspected that she would still obey her two captors utterly, though their control may no longer be absolute. She would have to test this theory surreptitiously so as not to give away her changed state.

Most of all, though, the love she had found in her thoughts was still there. She loved being a DOLL. She just wanted to relax into this love and leave the rest of the world behind. No treachery, no betrayals, just the long, warm embrace of her DOLLskin and the pleasure of being obedient.

She sighed into her gag, swallowing the spit that had collected around the rubber bulb. Her eyes refocused, trying to make sense of the text that continued to scroll across the transparent mask.

SYNCHRONIZING SESSION WITH SWIMMERS

Frowning, she went a little cross eyed as an enormous screen in the room below came to life with a montage of faceless rubber DOLLs. Loud music rattled the glass panes, making her feel as though she was attending an athletic event.

The red rubber coated DOLLs raced each other down a track, jumped off diving boards, and performed other calisthenics to the pumping beat of the music. The scenes slowly faded out, translating to an image of a well endowed DOLL dressed in purple latex, hands folded under her immense bust.

“DOLLs of all ages, welcome to this exercise block!” came a female voice cheerily, her voice distorted by the loudspeakers as she raised a gloved hand. “Today’s schedule includes a new class of pre-DOLLs! Congratulations to all of you on joining our ranks!”

The digital expression on her mask became stern. “That doesn’t mean you can slack off! You have a long road to take before you can call yourself true DOLLs!”

She clapped her hands together. “Since you’re still getting started, we will begin with a series of competitions. Each of you will be scored and evaluated afterwards to put together a personalized diet and exercise schedule to get you into tip top shape. Let’s put our best efforts into making our bodies perfect! Remember, the more you reward your DOLL self, the more it will reward you!”

The DOLL on screen faded away, a bracket replacing her rubbery form. “Those who finish at the very top will be in for a nice little treat!” exclaimed the DOLL coach. “I’m afraid I can’t tell you what it is beforehand, but you won’t want to miss it!”

Names began to fill the bracket, populating from top to bottom. “Bracket One, take your places! This will be an overall physical evaluation, so please choose the swim stroke you feel you’re best at!”

A group of the pre-DOLLs separated from the group, lining up on the platforms. They were wearing rubber skull caps in a variety of colors, goggles hiding their eyes. Once they had been fully DOLLed, that little necessity would probably be dispensed with.

The pre-DOLLs had different body builds, and HANNAH-01’s searching eyes immediately stopped on the one who looked the most svelte. Her arms were muscled, her calves well defined. She was probably some kind of athlete in her previous life.

The woman stepped up to the edge of the pool, using the extra height to climb onto the starting block. Had they even practiced? Unless the other pre-DOLLs had been on a swim team, she rather doubted they would do well.

“Take your mark!”

The woman crouched into the classic starting pose, her hands touching the front lip of the block, her back foot lifted high on the wedge. Some of the other pre-DOLLs mimicked her, but a few simply crept towards the edge, looking nervously into the pool.

A short, blaring sound cut through the room, accompanied by a flash of light from the screen. The women dived into the pool, some more graceful than others. She gurgled a laugh into the gag as she noted the one on the end, who had opted for a cannonball.

Legs still churning against the pedals, she settled into a slower rhythm as the burning sensation grew in her thigh muscles. She wasn't certain how long she would be able to last. Did the machine expect her to match the swimmers?

She grimaced, her skin tugging against the mask. That would hardly be fair, as it looked like their race would only be two laps long.

The svelte DOLL she had picked out earlier was already reaching the end of the pool, diving underneath the surface so that she could smoothly change direction and kick off underwater.

The rest of the pack struggled to keep up in a meaningful way, their sloppy kicks creating large splashes as they moved along.

The leader lifted her arm up in a graceful stroke, pulling herself effortlessly along in a smooth crawl. HANNAH-01 studied her form, suddenly very interested in getting to know this DOLL. Who was she?

As the woman reached the end of the pool, her time popped up on the leaderboard. She squinted at the name, trying to make it out.

RAINE-01? She gasped, losing her stride.

She has never met the DOLL, but if her name was accurate, this could very well be the daughter of the doctor DOLL she had met earlier! If that was the case, what was she doing here? Was she a ringer?

She watched the woman more carefully as she climbed out of the pool. Sure enough, although she wore a cap like the others, her face was a blank, rubbery expanse, water dripping out of her empty eye sockets.

This was no pre-DOLL being scored on her first lap around the pool! She must have been practicing extensively for quite some time.

The last DOLL finished her run and the screen updated with her time. "Don't be discouraged!" bellowed the voice from before. "The lead DOLL was included in this first race to show you what's possible! The true winner of that race is the DOLL who finished second. Please, note your names and come claim your reward later."

A collective cheer came from the pre-DOLLs below as they gathered around a very surprised woman still in the pool. She held her hands up as she realized what had just happened.

That was a rather dirty trick, but she supposed it would be rather effective in getting the others motivated. If it was her down there, though, she would have simply been demoralized.

She followed the first DOLL as she stepped quickly off to the side and out of view. She should have suspected something was up earlier, as the DOLL's skin was a deep, polished black, obviously different from the others.

She admired the woman's petite legs as the water wicked off her glossy skin. An athlete for certain, but which had come first? The DOLL, or the swimmer?

That mystery would have to wait, as another set of pre-DOLLs was walking up to the starting blocks. She found her interest waning, as there didn't seem to be a particularly fit pre-DOLL in this bunch.

Worse, her stamina was lagging, too, her legs complaining. There wasn't much more she could give, yet the competition below didn't show any sign of stopping.

Sweat suffused her chest, and she wished she could towel it off. This was surprisingly hard work, especially since she was out of practice.

She had to slow down. There was nothing else she could do.

She allowed her legs to freewheel, the momentum carrying her forward. The slight resistance on the pedals increased, slowing her down more.

The text on her mask turned red.

INCORRECT BEHAVIOR DETECTED

DEPLOY INCENTIVE

The bulb vibrating against her clit increased its frequency and a fat plug pressed against the opening to her pussy. The unexpected girth caused her to groan into the gag. She shook her head as she reflexively tried to pull away.

The rubbery belt over her midsection kept her in place, allowing the machine to have its way with her. The plug increased in size as it thrust deeper, throbbing every time she pushed against a pedal.

It was quite arousing, and given the state she had already been in, it sent her over the top. She just couldn't resist how good it felt to be penetrated while her breasts were being massaged. Amazing!

ORGASM DETECTED

FURTHER STIMULATION WITHHELD

UNTIL GOALS MET

The breast cups and vibrator ceased their action and the plug withdrew.

No reward without effort, eh? She supposed she couldn't blame how the machine was programmed. But did she really feel like working for it?

She mulled over these thoughts, enjoying the last trickle of pleasure licking outwards from her pussy.

Could her love of being and acting like a DOLL overwhelm her self doubt and destructive thoughts?

So far, her time here was like visiting a fantasy land. The problems, fears, worries, and depression that had dogged her had been lifted away, leaving behind a vague sense of happiness.

That had almost been destroyed after Pamela and Dotty had assaulted her, but now she felt like she was in a much better position to understand the totality of what had been done to her.

She was becoming a DOLL, that fact wasn't changing, but it was going to be on her terms. Her transformation wouldn't be fake, based wholly on brainwashing. She would have to choose it. Choose love.

If anything, though, it was becoming increasingly apparent that she would have to fight for it, lest she fall away into the pit of hate and destruction that was lurking behind the thin mental veneer she was using to keep it locked away.

She couldn't be lazy. She had to work, be as tough as possible. That's why she couldn't just stop here and give up.

Groaning, she pressed against the pedals again, the aching pain in her thighs returning as she rolled the top pedal over. How much speed would it demand from her?

She started slow, her nerves tingling as she waited for the machine to start up again, but it remained stubbornly quiet. What more did it need? How much more could she give?

Squeezing her hands against the handles, she leaned harder into the breast cups, tugging herself upwards as she pressed harder into the pedals.

Her eyes opened wide when the plug returned, this time a little larger than before.

It thrust deep inside her tunnel, the tip beginning to slowly rotate back and forth.

She pressed harder into the pedals, pleased to discover that this had the effect of slightly shifting her against the seat. This gave her a better angle for more stimulation, and she ground herself against the surface, breathless as she pushed ever harder.

The pleasure was overwhelming the pain for the moment, allowing her to reach even greater heights. Just as she was about to reach a peak, the buzzing vibrator and breast cups whirred to life.

This immediately pushed her over the edge, all of her muscles tensing simultaneously. She wobbled against the bike, losing her rhythm as she writhed. Gurgling, she slammed her hips into the chair, trying to match the pulsing pleasure coming from her pelvic floor.

Her feet slipped out of the pedal loops, trailing against the floor as she finished enjoying herself, gasping air through the hollow gag. She had never imagined it would be this erotic to have an orgasm whole being bound. It was unbelievable.

As she slowly came back down, she noted that the mask had gone blank, leaving her a good view of the pool below. It was currently empty, the contestants finished with their race.

Bleary eyed, she wondered if she was going to be put through yet another cycle on the machine. It didn't seem like it was planning on extracting further effort from her.

In fact, the rubbery belt holding her down was beginning to loosen up. She grunted as she felt a faint suction as the dildo extracted itself. A burst of hot air blasted against her privates, and then it went quiet.

A hot pressure was applied to her face, pulling her head forward as the post retracted back towards the seat. A wet, sucking pop sounded in her ears as the mask delaminated from her face.

She gargled her spit as the oval gag was extracted, her breasts bouncing as her flesh was set free from the cups. The vertical rod snapped back against the front of the bike, settling into a cushioned notch.

She almost couldn't believe it was over and was surprised to find that she rather missed it. If she felt like this every time she exercised, it would be rather difficult to stop!

She lifted her head and breathed out slowly, getting herself back together. She suddenly felt a little self conscious. The desire to put her exercise clothing back on was almost overwhelming, but she resisted the urge. The other two hadn't ordered her to do so, and they'd immediately know something was off if she took such initiative.

It was really annoying to have to wait here and look straight ahead without being able to clean up the mess she had surely made down below and… oh. She actually was feeling pretty good, warm and dry.

She rocked her hips back and looked surreptitiously. It was entirely clean and dry, although her privates looked a bit red and swollen. That was to be expected given her recent fun.

There was absolutely nothing wrong with her. Nothing to do. Sigh.

She stared blankly ahead, tracing invisible patterns on her thighs until a hand touched her left shoulder. "Slave DOLL," hissed Pamela angrily. "Get dressed before you become a liability."

She stood, getting off the bike and shuffling next to the wad of latex underwear. It took her a matter of moments to disentangle the mess and get them pulled on.

She kept her face fixed as she gave one of her aroused breasts a little squeeze. How she wished that she could indulge herself!

Dotty leaned in close. "Stuck with me," she whispered. "I don't trust her, she's becoming a little too erratic."

She laughed shakily. "Why am I bothering to tell you this? You can't do anything for me. Nobody can."

Her voice dropped away, and she turned to face the other woman, her heart going out to her. She wasn't certain what her motives were, but she didn't seem nearly as harsh as Pamela.

It would be a mistake to trust her too much, however. Whatever had sent her down this path must be important, or she would have given up before now.

"You three, stop there," ordered SAM-01.

HANNAH-01 froze, though technically she didn't have to obey the DOLL's commands. It was just as well, as the other two stopped with her.

She glanced at Pamela and noted that the other woman was sweating profusely. Unless she was significantly more out of shape than HANNAH-01, this must be due to the stress of her subterfuge.

Really, though, what was different about the three of them that should focus so much of SAM-01's attention on them? They shouldn't be different from any of the other DOLLs.

Except they hadn't been evaluated in the swim pool. Damn.

The sleek looking security DOLL was right behind SAM-01, hands clutching at her utility belt. Did she expect some resistance? She wasn't going to get it from this DOLL.

SAM-01 stopped in front of Pamela. "What is wrong with you?" she asked. "After the extra stimulation was applied, you simply gave up. DOLLs do not give up."

Pamela's eyes darted back and forth, but she said nothing. If she had hoped to escape scrutiny, this definitely wasn't the way to do it.

A great anger suffused her face and she leapt towards SAM-01. “I never give up!” she shouted, her hand forming into a fist.

SAM-01 took the hit on the chin, her head barely moving as she absorbed the blow. A seductive grin lit up her face, as if the pain from the hit excited her.

The security DOLL stepped in behind Pamela, blocking her escape. Gloved hands clamped around her ass, pulling her back against the DOLL.

In a single, smooth motion, SAM-01 grabbed a cylinder from the security DOLL’s belt. Popping off the cap, she jabbed the end into Pamela’s neck.

Pamela gasped in pain, and staggered into the security DOLL, forcing them both back a few steps. She lurched forward, slipping free of the DOLL’s grip. Breaking into a run, she ran across the carpet, headed towards the staircase down to the pool.

She never made it. Eyes wide, she stumbled, her legs rolling underneath her. Her chest flopped onto the vinyl floor, breasts resting against the hard surface as she quivered.

SAM-01 strode over to the downed woman, kneeling on her heels as she turned her over. “Violence is not tolerated,” she said sharply, “but it is understandable. It will take time for you to adjust to your new life. A DOLL does not attack. A DOLL obeys.”

Obeys. HANNAH-01 blinked, warmth suffusing her privates.

That’s right. She was an obedient DOLL. It was just a shame that she had to obey the likes of Dotty and Pamela. Even so, being in this state of obedience was necessary. Erotic. This was what it meant to be a DOLL.

Pamela would understand this too, given time. She hadn’t yet accepted that a DOLL is what she wanted to be. That being a DOLL is what they were and would forever be.

SAM-01 tugged on Pamela’s arm sharply, bringing her into a sitting position. This was complicated by the fact that Pamela appeared to have very little control over her body, her limbs slack. A hint of defiance flickered on her face, but it was soon gone, subsumed by the drug.

SAM-01 looked up at the two of them. “Is she your friend? She will need assistance getting back to the gathering room.”

Dotty was wringing her hands, but she took a step forward. “Yes, we can take care of her,” she said unhappily. “I apologize for her anger, she hasn’t been in a good place lately.”

The DOLL grunted, pulling Pamela to her feet. “I shall report this incident. Intake must be slowed so that we don’t have so many pre-DOLLs awaiting processing.” She paused. “I will make a note. This pre-DOLL will also require extra training to bring her in parity with the other DOLLs.”

Dotty wrapped her hands around Pamela’s right arm. “I don’t think that should be necessary,” she said quickly. “I’m sure it was just a one time outburst. We can handle it.”

SAM-01 gave her a quizzical look. “Are you certain? An extra session with the DOLL mask would help to curb her aggressive tendencies and allow her to accept her new life as a DOLL without further physical violence.”

Dotty giggled, pasting a wide smile on her face. “Oh, you know how it is, she’s just irritable because she hasn’t been getting enough sleep lately. She can’t seem to stop talking about how interesting the DOLL technology is!”

That was laying it on a bit thick. For a moment, HANNAH-01 thought that SAM-01 would see through the lie, but the DOLL’s expression smoothed. “Very well. You will take custody of this pre-DOLL.”

She turned to the security DOLL. “JANE-01, you will escort the three of them back to the waiting room. There will be no deviations. There will be no stopping to change clothing.”

The security DOLL’s black mask remained dark, showing no emotion. A faint click emanated from somewhere inside the armor, followed by a series of audible pulses. The DOLL turned to watch them, a silent sentinel.

Dotty glanced at the DOLL’s menacing gaze, then looked back at HANNAH-01. “Please help me with this, Hannah, I don’t think I have the strength to do this by myself.”

HANNAH-01 kept her expression neutral, walking over the rugged carpet on bare feet. She joined Dotty on Pamela’s other side, lifting a hand under her shoulder. “Follow my lead,” commanded Dotty, taking a slow step forward.

Despite her exhaustion from the exercise, HANNAH-01 found that she had little trouble supporting Pamela’s weight. The woman was not heavy to begin with, and as they walked, she began to regain some control over her limbs.

The security DOLL vanished somewhere behind them as they headed towards the locker room, no doubt making sure none of them ran off. That was pretty unlikely, as they had their hands full.

She briefly considered it anyway. Since her interaction with the exercise chair, she had become more and more confident that she could find a way to slip away from her two Mistresses. Dotty had ordered her to help, but not for how long.

She could simply rationalize that she had helped enough, and make a break for it. But where would she go? She didn’t have a good mental map of the facility, and the security DOLL would likely stop her anyway.

Something was nagging her. What had SAM-01 called the security DOLL? JANE-01?

Vague connections snapped into place. This must be the other doctor’s daughter. If JANE-01 was a security DOLL, and the other was a former swim athlete—could she be a security DOLL as well?

That would match up with what she knew so far. A picture was starting to come together, but she didn’t know how they had ended up in this position. She’d have to ask the twin doctors if she saw them again.

By this point, they had moved Pamela through the locker room and back out into the hallway. Pamela straightened a little and swallowed. “I think you can let go of me now,” she said thickly.

Dotty squeezed her arm. “No way! Not until we find you a seat. You might fall down and hit your head or something!”

Pamela chuckled harshly. “Always the most caring of the bunch, eh? Well, I suppose I deserve to be coddled for my foolishness.”

Dotty patted her arm. "We're both driven. We'll see this mission through."

Pamela's face twisted. "That may be, but our motives are different," she said, swaying. "Sometimes I doubt whether you have the fortitude to see this through.”

Dotty sighed heavily. “You’re far too suspicious of my every move. This entire relationship is built on trust. If you can’t trust my motives, then you’re already sunk.”

Pamela belched, her right toe dragging a little as they approached the gathering room. “But you don’t even believe the virus exists!” she exclaimed, her mouth gaping wide as she looked around in an exaggerated fashion.

Dotty looked a little alarmed, holding a hand over her compatriot’s mouth. She was probably worried about being overheard, but HANNAH-01 certainly wouldn’t tell. She wasn’t so certain about the security DOLL, though. Did she even have the ability to talk?

“Shh, let’s not talk about this here,” Dotty whispered frantically. “I don’t know what that drug has done to you, but keep your mouth shut until it wears off!”

“Okay, mother,” muttered Pamela, eyes rolling as they stepped over the threshold into the gathering room.

The pre-DOLLs they had seen earlier at the pool had taken up almost the same positions they had been in before, the group on the couch laughing and throwing insults at each other as their fighting game proceeded. A few more were milling around the kitchenette, eating finger food from plates that had been replenished while they were out.

HANNAH-01 helped Dotty to drag Pamela over to an empty spot on a couch, setting her down with a groan. Another pre-DOLL scooted to one side, looking at her with concern.

“Is she ill?” she asked, her face going pale.

“No more ill than all of us, friend,” replied Dotty, forcing the woman aside with her wide ass as she settled onto the couch.

HANNAH-01 let go of Pamela, standing as a silent sentinel next to the edge of the couch as she awaited further orders. The security DOLL had stayed back once they had entered the room, covering one of the exits.

This seemed like a great time to learn more about her Mistresses, but that would give the game away. She wanted to remain as much of an apparent slave as that security DOLL. As long as the two of them still believed she was obedient, she could choose any time she wanted to betray them.

A nervous shuffling sound drew her attention to the other side of the room. A hole had opened up in the crowd of pre-DOLLs, revealing Doctor Lane, accompanied by her own security DOLL.

A faint hint of shock tingled up her spine as she noted the barcode and block letters embossed on the DOLL’s armor. It was RAINE-01, looking identical to the twin DOLL that had escorted them there. She held back a gasp, the mystery of their creation really starting to interest her.

RAINE-01’s presence was easy enough to explain. She could have cleaned up and changed while they were being worked over by the exercise chairs, not to mention all the time they had wasted with Pamela!

That little curiosity would have to wait, however, as the doctor was approaching their couch. That was definitely a bad sign.

She stopped in front of them, her hands folded demurely over her lab coat. Was that a hint of red she spotted in the woman’s eyes? Her face was certainly a dotted mess, shiny patches of red latex interspersed with threads of peach colored flesh. Overall, she looked like a ghoul, and her intense gaze was upon Dotty.

“Pre-DOLL designation Dotty, please stand,” she ordered, waiting patiently.

Dotty looked up, a spark of fear fading into resignation. “What do you want with me?” she asked softly.

“You should rejoice. I have selected you for the next phase of DOLLification. Please, come with me.” The doctor was doing her best to keep her face neutral, but HANNAH-01 could detect the latent hunger underneath the facade.

There was something subtly wrong about this, but she had no idea what. Why bother resisting? They were all going to be transformed into full DOLLs eventually.

Dotty squeezed her knees together, looking down for a long moment. When she looked back up, she gave the doctor a look of resignation and stood. “Very well, if I must. Let’s get this over with.”

Doctor Lane snapped her fingers and turned on her red heels. “Leave the others, but make sure she follows,” she ordered the security DOLL.

The DOLL’s black visor turned, the DOLL chirping in acknowledgement. It sounded quite similar to the sound JANE-01 had made earlier.

The security DOLL stepped up next to Dotty on her armored legs, looming over her. Their difference in height made Dotty seem small as she followed after the doctor, leaving HANNAH-01 alone with Pamela.

Well, that was a little unexpected. She glanced at Pamela, wondering how she would react.

The other woman watched with a peculiar expression on her face, her mouth opening to bark out a crazed laugh.

“I’m useless,” she whispered. “Useless.”


Chapter Seven

Dotty had the distinct feeling that she was walking to her doom. Although she was not a fierce or outwardly brash individual like Pamela, she had a true core of strength. She wouldn’t allow herself to give in to despair.

She needed to know what she was dealing with. The doctor hadn’t bothered introducing herself, but it had been simple enough to read the name tag on her lab coat. She didn’t know anything about this Doctor Lane, though, and she needed to learn fast.

Her mind continued to work, trying to find a way out of this disaster. “If I may?” she asked, trying to keep up with the doctor’s long strides. “Why did you select me? There are so many other pre-DOLLs waiting to be processed!”

“Yes, but not all of them are pretending to be pre-DOLLs,” the doctor said smoothly, her voice dangerously lazily. “You can try to deny it, but I’ve read your file and reviewed the processing photos. Something is terribly off about your DOLLskin. It’s fairly clear that you’re some kind of spy or saboteur.”

Her head turned to one side as she continued to walk, a devilish smile creasing her lips. “Normally, I wouldn’t take a personal interest, as these things tend to work themselves out. However, this time finding one of you is rather fortuitous. I’ll be able to solve two problems at once.”

“Oh? And what are those?” asked Dotty on autopilot, her feet moving listlessly.

“I’ll remove a potentially dangerous agent who is attempting to destroy our operations, and at the same time acquire a test subject who will help me with my plans, of course!” declared the doctor, sounding pleased.

Dotty frowned. “You’re going to have to force me to help you,” she said with steel in her voice.

“You sound very certain of that.” The doctor slowed to a halt in front of a closed door. She turned to face Dotty, her eyes glimmering red. “Dotty Blanchard, thirty three. Barren, morose, and containing an irrational desire to get back at those she thinks killed her daughter.”

A shiver ran through Dotty’s shoulders. “So? You did some research on me. What makes you think that will change my mind?”

The doctor’s cheeks creased, but the faint smile didn’t reach her eyes. “It’s a sordid tale that has happened over and over since the virus hit. You daughter, growing up in SERIOUS society, idolized the HAPPY. So much so that she fell into despair and started using drugs and sought out treatments that purported to give her a taste of HAPPY life. Unfortunately, as with all such things up until now, they were snake oil. Once she realized she couldn’t truly be HAPPY, well, you know the rest.”

Tears beaded at the corners of Dotty’s eyes. “So? You’ve said nothing so far that would change my resolve to get back at them and the society that injured my family.”

The doctor nodded. “Of course. Taken as a whole, your daughter is just another number listed under a chart of grim statistics. A personal loss has a way of changing one, however, forcing them to do things they would never consider otherwise.”

Her neck was stiff, eyes cold. “I know this very well myself, which is why I’ve been working so hard with my husband to change the world that is destroying so many of us. Come, let me show you what we’ve managed to accomplish.”

She turned and leaned over in front of the door reader, allowing it to scan her eyes. A green light appeared above the rectangular pad, and the door slid open silently.

Dotty gulped as she spotted the equipment inside. Various medical carts with instruments on wheels were scattered around the room, but she only had eyes for the sinister mechanism hanging from the center of the ceiling.

A long, metallic arm bent down from above, articulated with several ball joints so that it could be maneuvered into position. Several screens were mounted to the end, arrayed in a circle, surrounding a sharp, mechanical looking tip. A semi-circular cup extended from the bottom and twin circular metallic pieces rose from the top, with holes where someone’s eyes could go.

The security DOLL gave her a sharp nudge in the back, and she began to breathe again, taking a step forward. The feeling of impending doom settled over her shoulders. She wasn’t getting away this time.

“What are you planning on doing to me?” she asked, her voice wobbling a little.

Doctor Lane climbed into a chair mounted inside what looked like a metal roll cage. The entire cage vibrated as she settled into position, the bottom mounted on floating suspension. She reached out an arm and tilted a few screens into a more comfortable position, settling her hands on top of a control console. “It’s quite obvious from the state of your skin that you haven’t been through a proper DOLLing process. I’m going to start from the beginning and work my way up from there.”

Dotty froze, eyes darting around to look for an escape. The door had rolled shut behind them, and the armored DOLL was in her way. There was no way out. She was trapped.

Doctor Lane sighed and leaned over the console. “It’s not as bad as you think, being a DOLL. Once the ports are installed and the skin is applied, you’ll be free to select what you want to do. No more virus, no more discrimination. Just bliss.”

Dotty’s brow furrowed. “What do you mean, free? You DOLLs are all owned by HAPPY Inc. I’ve done some of my own research. Some of you are rented or sold to HAPPY citizens to be used as servants or slaves. Saying that those DOLLs are free is rather hypocritical of you.”

Doctor Lane seemed unbothered by her accusations. “Oh, is that what you think? Those DOLLs chose that life without pressure or duress. We’re not creating DOLLs specifically to serve them, though that is what it might look like on the surface. This is for us.”

The security DOLL prodded her a few steps closer to the mechanical arm. “What do you mean, us?”

The doctor relaxed back, tapping a few buttons. The arm whirred to life, raising until it was positioned at head height. The multitude of screens mounted to the arm lit up, displaying calming displays of nature. Blue oceans, green forests, how things used to be before the virus.

She grimaced, disliking how fake it all felt. She wasn’t outside, and she wouldn’t be mollified. Standing still, she shot the doctor a glare, waiting for her to answer the question.

“As DOLLs, we’ll be able to take over their society with barely a whimper,” Doctor Lane explained, patient. “Eventually, we’ll be the ones doing all the hard work necessary to keep society running, while they’ll be nothing more than slaves to our labor.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Unless I miss my mark, it’s not the DOLLs you’re so vehemently against—it’s HAPPY society in general. If that’s the case, your answer is simple. Become a DOLL, and help us take them down. You won’t get a better chance.”

Dotty gazed at the floor and mulled it over. She didn’t really have a choice. The doctor was going to turn her into a DOLL either way. This decision was really whether she could accept that their motives aligned. That she would still be able to accomplish her mission after being turned into one of them.

What would she be giving up if she did give in? Her pride?

The real problem here was trust, just as she had told Pamela. She looked directly at the doctor. “How do I know that you’re telling the truth? That every DOLL that rolls off the line in this factory isn’t, in fact, your slave?”

Doctor Lane smirked. “You’re assuming that I’m some sort of evil mad mastermind, puppetting all the DOLLs I create?” She laughed harshly. “Look at me! I can’t even stop myself from being turned into a DOLL!”

Dotty squinted, taking a closer look at her. What she saw made her blanche. “Goodness gracious, what happened to you?” she exclaimed, drawing back a little. “That’s… weird.” She shuddered.

The doctor touched her blotchy face and shrugged. “Industrial accident. I’ve accepted that my fate is to become a DOLL. You should accept this, too. It’s inevitable.”

“Nothing is inevitable,” retorted Dotty, but warm sympathy was beginning well up within her. While they were talking, the decision had been made. “What do I need to do?”

“It’s quite simple,” replied the doctor, her hands returning to the controls. “Stand in front of the arm, rest your chin on the provided cup, and press your forehead against the headrest. I’ll take it from there.”

She swallowed hard as she approached the arm. Now that she was facing reality, her commitment was beginning to wane. She blinked as she circled around the equipment, until the arm was between her and the doctor.

From this angle, she realized that it resembled the device an eye doctor would use to dial in a person’s prescription. Its familiarity immediately reduced some of her fear, and she stepped up closer to it.

Leaning over, she set her chin in the provided plastic cup, pushing her forehead against the metal bulk containing the twin eyepieces. Peering through the device, she was able to see the screens arrayed in front of her, but nothing else.

The fake backgrounds faded away, replaced with scintillating random patterns. She followed one of them for a while, but quickly became bored. “Is there supposed to be some kind of… oh!”

The screens all flashed at once, fading to black. Her mouth dropped open as she tried to digest the text being printed on the displays, but there was so much, she wasn’t sure where to look. The display on the upper right had a 3D model of her head, turning slowly as more of her skin was mapped. She could feel the air moving as the equipment shifted around her.

With her head against the device, she didn’t have any peripheral vision. A sudden urge to pull back seized her, but it slowly bled away as the screens continued to populate with information. It was so interesting!

A fresh smell invaded her nostrils with every breath, and she giggled a little to herself. She had been gassed. Of course. The doctor wouldn’t want to take any chances with a potential spy.

She was feeling a little woozy, and wished she had something to hold onto. This thought quickly vanished as a cold cylinder was jammed into her mouth.

A minty freshness blossomed between her lips and she sighed as it pressed in deeper, wiggling like a worm as it flopped against the roof of her mouth. The malleable tip spread out into a fan as it reached farther back, stopping as it glued itself in place.

When the first sharp pain came, she was a little comatose, snorting as colorful spots danced in her vision. Were those on the screen, or in her brain? She couldn’t quite tell the difference between the two.

The shimmering sparkles increased, forming together into words.

Good. DOLL. Obey.

She tittered through her nose, running her tongue over the flared end of the tube in her mouth. She clamped down on it, her teeth bouncing against the soft surface. It was firmly attached, and not coming out.

Good. DOLL. Obey.

The words were becoming more insistent in her mind, harder to ignore. She liked how they curled around with sugary pink softness. It made her want to touch them, to eat them.

A strange hissing sound assaulted her ears. A voice was whispering, the written words coming to life. Her own voice.

Good. DOLL. Obey.

She creased her forehead. Who was the DOLL? What was she obeying? The screens were blurring, moving too fast for her to read. She was too stupid to read them.

She giggled again, relaxing her body against the mechanical arm. She didn’t really need to understand, did she? All she had to do was obey. A good DOLL obeyed, didn’t she?

Good. DOLL. Obey.

The whispering words were licking at her interior, inflaming her desires. Her hands were free, and she was still nude after exercising, so there wasn’t any reason to hold back, was there?

The words began to fade as they settled in the back of her mind, fixing themselves firmly in place. The voice in her ears began to change, telling her new things that she needed to know.

I am a DOLL. I want a DOLLskin. I want to obey. Obeying is erotic. I want to cum. When I orgasm, I will drop to the next level of obedience.

She jammed a couple of fingers into her snatch, working her interior. She tickled her clit with her other hand, doing her best to obey the words.

She was breathing harder now, massaging her pussy. She didn’t need to see what she was doing. This was familiar to her. Thrust, tickle, spasm.

The arousal was coming hot and heavy, the self stimulation slowly coming to fruition. She couldn’t see the words, but they didn’t matter any more. She had narrowed down into her own little world. Her own, bright, pleasurable world.

The words continued to whisper in her ears, making her stroking motions even more pleasurable.

Being a DOLL is pleasure. I am a DOLL. Being a DOLL is correct. I am a DOLL. Being a DOLL is everything. I am a DOLL.

“I am a DOLL!” she gurgled against the mouth tube, announcing her new existence.

An orgasm blossomed within her core, juicy wetness streaking over her fingers. The pink words flared in her vision, becoming achingly bright.

Good. DOLL. Obey.

A click came from her mouth, and the flared end of the tube detached and threaded out between her teeth. Its absence didn’t matter—her brain had been reprogrammed. She was a DOLL now.

She breathed softly, waiting for a command. She was a DOLL, and a DOLL obeyed. The screens had gone blank and there came no commands, though, leaving her confused.

A DOLL without orders was free to do as she liked, so she lifted her head from the installation machinery and looked around. She blinked as she realized that another woman was standing next to her, face blotchy and ugly.

The woman wearing a lab coat shook her head and clicked her tongue. “How did you get this far without a proper port installed? Never mind, we can correct that immediately.”

She frowned. This woman was not yet a DOLL. What a shame.

She shuddered as a wave of emotion rolled over her. It was… disgust. Why would she feel this way, though?

She shuddered again. Her idyllic frame of mind was beginning to erode, pitfalls opening up. Other thoughts were starting to intrude, but she didn’t understand. Troubled, she tried to tell the other woman of her concerns, but nothing came out, and she wasn’t paying attention to her.

She squinted, trying to understand. The woman was turning the DOLL installation arm around, exposing the back. She twisted off a small, blue cap and tossed it on the ground, reaching inside and grasping a metallic nub.

“At attention, DOLL,” she commanded, drawing out a long, articulated tube. The silvery metallic finish looked futuristic, and she idly wondered what it was going to be used for.

Her body obeyed the woman implicitly, her back straightening, but she continued looking at the end of the device. It was flexible, in the shape of a rectangle, with a rounded cone at the end. The woman shifted her grip and pressed a button. The hooded end popped open into a shroud, a rubber seal running around the edge.

She unceremoniously dragged it over to Dotty’s mons and pressed it in firmly. After waiting a long moment, she let go, satisfied.

Some form of suction held it in place as a fiery spike of pain shot into her body. She flinched, but this only rattled the tube’s length. A roaring sensation was growing in the back of her mind, her emotions starting to break through her DOLL calm.

“I can see you’re having a hard time adjusting, DOLL,” said the woman. She folded her arms, tapping a reddish finger against her skin. “Stay in control for a few moments longer and I shall rectify your discomfort. You’ll be rejoicing in your new DOLLskin in no time.”

The woman glanced at her bare breasts and scowled. Reaching out, she ran a finger around the inner side of her right breast, pausing as she reached the bottom. Flicking her fingernail, she pulled back and looked at the tip, mumbling to herself. “It’s a little flaky, and stains the skin underneath. That doesn’t look like a proper DOLL coating at all. I wonder how it got past induction without being spotted.”

She sighed. “Our quality control clearly leaves something to be desired. Never mind, I’ll get you fixed up myself, and then we can look into the general process. Drake is going to be pissed when I tell him about this.”

A secret smile lit up her face. “Or, he would be, if I didn’t have plans for him.”

The DOLL without a name arched her brow. This sounded intriguing, but she still couldn’t form words. The roiling emotions working within her were scrabbling for control—it was all she could do to contain them and maintain her serene DOLL presence.

A chirp came from below, and the woman wrapped her fingers around the base of the tube and tugged. At first, the remaining suction glued the hood to her mons, but with a little more effort it popped off nicely, leaving behind a raised, red welt.

A neat circle of hair had been removed, in the shape of a rectangular socket. The skin around the periphery was swollen, but the woman didn’t seem to be concerned about that, closing up the hood and putting the tubing away. She lifted the arm up and out of the way, one of the screens almost bumping her head.

When she turned back, her excitement was palpable. The red glow in her eyes was a little fanatic. “I’ve been dreaming of this moment ever since I realized what had been done to me,” she confessed. “I can’t wait to show him what I’ve been planning.”

She scurried over to one of the medical carts and retrieved a short cable. “All that remains is to sort out your mind and give you the proper instructions,” she exclaimed, spreading her lab coat aside and unbuckling her pants.

She slid her panties half way down her thighs, revealing the DOLL port installed on her mons. “I was like you for a long time,” she continued, clicking one end of the cord into her own socket. “I feared what we were creating. A DOLL could never be a replacement for living freely in HAPPY society. It was a crutch, a workaround to get what we wanted. I was wrong.”

The woman looked up at her with fervor, lifting the plug on the other end of the cord. “Being a DOLL is better than being a plain old human. I see that now. You’ll understand this too, given time. Once you become mine.”

The plug clicked into her new socket. The woman’s eyes glowed red. “Now, let’s sort out all those confused thoughts of yours.”

Her mouth opened wide as a heavy pressure rushed into her mind. New thoughts glowed inside, planted there by the other woman. The doctor. Her Mistress.

“That’s right,” hissed Michaela, the woman’s voice sounding musical inside her head. “We’ll embrace DOLLhood together, creating a new world where DOLLs reign supreme. There will be no more HAPPY or SERIOUS. No more virus, division, no more persecution. Once we all think and look the same, we’ll all be perfectly equal.”

She choked. It was hard to say no to this. Her goal all along had been to expose the HAPPY, to tear down their divisive culture and structure of government. To destroy the walls that were keeping them apart.

In her heart, she truly believed that the virus was no more. It may never have existed in the first place, though it would probably be impossible to prove that fact. Whatever the case, the HAPPY had used it as a bludgeon to keep the SERIOUS down, to keep the SERIOUS serving.

As DOLLs, all that would go away. She could truly accomplish her goal, and it was all due to Mistress.

She sighed in happiness, the other distracting emotions within her beginning to dissipate as she chose this new course of action. If she became Her DOLL, she would be able to subvert the HAPPY. Create more DOLLs. Create more happiness. Create more love.

That would be the true legacy of her daughter.

Her resistance came crumbling down as the pieces began to fit into place. She hummed with joy internally as her Mistress rearranged her thoughts into a new whole. A new DOLL.

The overwhelming pressure subsided a little as her Mistress surveyed what she had wrought. DOTTY-01 chirped back at her, feeling good about her new personality. It just felt right.

A click came from outside her body, and suddenly she was no longer in the same headspace. She shivered as her Mistress disconnected the cable from her own DOLLport, setting it aside on the cart she had retrieved it from.

Good DOLL.

The glowing words had returned, rewarding her for submitting. She had done a good job. She was a good DOLL.

She gasped as her pussy fluttered, the words stroking her as if she was manually touching herself. She pressed her lips together, feeling the arousal rise from within, tingling around her breasts. She had never imagined being a DOLL would be so erotic!

Her hands moved to her breasts automatically, as if this was a natural state of affairs. She cupped them, stroked them, groaned at how sensitive they were.

“Mistress,” she said hesitantly. “This DOLL is now functional, but I can’t seem to contain myself!”

“That’s not unusual,” replied her Mistress. “Here, I have just the thing.”

She squatted, fiddling around on the cart. In doing so, her pants dropped down over her heels. Her butt was barely hidden under the thin weave of the lab coat, giving her a tantalizing view.

She stared at her Mistress and imagined what it would be like to touch her. To squeeze their bared breasts together, to hold her tight. To grovel at her feet and worship her. There was so much she wanted to do with her, but she refrained. Her Mistress might be frightened at how strong her desires had become.

Mistress returned, holding a fat dildo in one hand and a bottle of oil in the other. “Let’s get those initial conversion jitters worked out before I take you to the DOLLing line,” she exclaimed. “If you spend all of your time squirming in pleasure, you won’t be able to relax and enjoy the rubber as it flows over your skin.”

Her Mistress looked at her bare body appreciatively. “Now, spread them. I’m going to put this into you.”

She moved her legs apart immediately. The pink words danced in her vision, but she didn’t need them to tell her to obey. Her lips parted and she groped at her breasts, her pussy wet with anticipation.

The doctor gave her a knowing gaze as she leaned down, pressing the thick tip of the rubber cock against her lower lips. “This will feel good, better than you’ve ever known before,” proclaimed the doctor. “Prepare yourself, and stay in control. If you lose yourself to the pleasure here, you might become one of the Brainless, and we don’t want or need any more of those.”

DOTTY-01 wanted to ask about them, but she was too jittery. She needed the dildo all the way inside. Now. Asking questions would only slow her Mistress down.

She kept Her warning in the back of her mind, however. No matter how pleasant the experience, she did not want to disobey Her, or cause Her more work. She licked her lips and looked at Her. “Do it,” she hissed.

Her Mistress pushed the dildo into her with agonizing slowness. She twisted the base, grinning as her DOLL jerked. “My little puppet, dancing to my tune. Pleasure for my DOLL, ache until you swoon.”

Palm against the base of the dildo, she pressed it all the way in. Her muscles clenched around its length, clamping down hard as its girth filled her core. She spasmed, her hands clutching at her breasts as she cooed in pleasure.

Mistress held the dildo in place, waiting patiently. A flange at the base pressed into her flesh, and when her Mistress let go, the dildo remained inside. No matter how much her body worked at it, it refused to budge, sealed against her skin, the dildo trapped in place.

Her Mistress tapped at the base, and it began to vibrate along its length, a subtle tingle that let her know what was to come. She couldn’t wait.

Doctor Lane stood, caressing the bottle of oil in her hands. “We don’t have a lot of time, so I’ve set a quick program.” She twisted the cap off the bottle. “I prefer to be hands on, myself, but I don’t get the opportunity too often. Let me show you what it feels like to be a DOLL!”

Pouring out a dollop of oil, she set the bottle on the floor, rubbing her hands together as she circled around behind DOTTY-01’s back. She thrust her arms under her shoulders, pressing her chest into the DOLL’s back.

Shocked at her confidence, DOTTY-01 said nothing, letting her hands drop to her sides. Mistress’ oiled fingers replaced them immediately, pulling her body back against hers. She massaged her swollen flesh, sliding her fingers over DOTTY-01’s erect nipples. A shiny gloss was left behind, giving them a polished look.

“This will look and feel even better after you’ve been given your DOLLskin,” she explained, lifting her hands to show off the oil that had smeared over the blotches of red rubber on her palms. “Shiny oil on top of bright, glossy rubber is irresistible!”

DOTTY-01 squirmed as the dildo inside her increased its vibration. The sensation was starting to become intense, and there was nothing she could do about it. It was also getting difficult to ignore the presence of her Mistress’ hard nipples against her back. She didn’t want to orgasm too soon, though. She wanted to enjoy this pleasure as long as possible.

“Welcome to DOLLhood, DOTTY-01,” Her Mistress whispered, kneading her breasts. “I assure you, there’s more pleasure to come as you serve me and the others. Now, you may give yourself to the pleasure… but—hold yourself in check, and do not lose yourself. For me.”

Permission given, DOTTY-01 grunted, gasping as her chest was fondled. The dildo’s vibration had built once more, the hard lump jumping and grinding within her. She twisted her head, lifted aloft on wings of pleasure.

It was getting harder to see the pink letters that told her what a good DOLL she was. Getting harder to think. Her body was a live wire, sparking and stuttering as it lurched towards completion.

It would be so easy at this point to give herself to the pleasure. To let it wash over her and take her mind away, forever. That would make her a naughty DOLL, a hedonistic, disobedient slut.

She loved this thought, but couldn’t hold onto it forever. She was a DOLL. She belonged to Mistress. She would do as Mistress commanded.

Her pussy pulsed, muscles clenching as the orgasm took over. She gasped uncontrollably, moaning with each clench. Throughout it all, however, she kept herself in control. She was the one giving this pleasure to her DOLL. This was not of her own doing. She must remember this fact, and obey Her in all things.

Mistress kissed the nape of her neck, giving her breasts a final, sloppy squeeze. “Good DOLL.”

The encouragement sent her into another spasm, and she cooed. “Mistress,” she hissed, “do you want me to lose control?”

Her Mistress chuckled, wiping her hands down DOTTY-01’s sides, streaks of oil running down to her hips. “A good DOLLY wouldn’t dare disobey me, and I can tell that you’ll always be good.”

DOTTY-01 shivered, having a hard time doing as her Mistress commanded. The dildo hadn’t ceased its vibrations, and her core was having a jolly time clenching around it. Fortunately, she didn’t have to hold herself back for long.

Mistress knelt, tapping the base of the dildo, and it ceased its stimulation. DOTTY-01 sighed, enjoying the remaining spasms that rattled her hips. She carefully kept her hands off her breasts. Although she had enjoyed the orgasm, she wasn’t certain her self control was sufficient to keep her from losing herself if she was thrown into another.

Her Mistress gave the device a little twist, and it popped off, her juices gushing down over Mistress’ hands. She sniffed a little, but said nothing, clearly expecting this outcome. Standing with it gripped in her hands, she bent over and gathered the bottle of oil.

“You’re a mess, DOTTY-01, but I like you. Unfortunately, I’m out of time. There are other chores I must attend to, and you need to get your DOLLskin.” She nodded at the security DOLL. “That part of the process is entirely automated, and this DOLL will take you to the line. You may go.”

DOTTY-01 hesitated, fidgeting. “I’m going to make a mess!” she warned, looking down at the fluids collecting on her thighs.

Mistress bent over with laughter. “You got that right! Not all DOLLs are nearly as… enthusiastic. It won’t be a problem, though, don’t worry about it. You’ll be cleaned up on the DOLLing line.”

DOTTY-01 was skeptical, but questioning her Mistress further would be counterproductive. She looked at the security DOLL with curiosity, waiting for the unit to react.

She spotted the name embossed on the DOLL’s armor—RAINE-01, and gave the unit a cheerful smile. Who did she belong to? Did DOLLs always have a Mistress?

She was certainly a lucky DOLL to have someone to tell her what to do. It was easier to live without having to think any SERIOUS thoughts.

A lightbulb lit up in her head. That’s right! Ever since her Mistress had converted her, she had been HAPPY. Was this what it was like to be a HAPPY?

It was probably artificial HAPPINESS, but she didn’t care. Worrying about how it had happened would be SERIOUS, and she had already decided that wasn’t for her.

Her smile widened. Boy, she was thinking far too much, wasn’t she! She left her hands at her sides, bouncing on her heels. Her oiled breasts wobbled, pointing like bullets at the security DOLL. “I’m ready! Take me there!” she ordered, bemused that she was the one giving commands.

The rounded, black helmet on the DOLL nodded slowly, and she turned towards the door, her armored legs clanking against the tiled floor. She lifted an arm, and the door slid aside, automatically registering her access.

That was pretty cool! DOTTY-01 wished that doors would open for her like that. It would be much easier than having to touch everything!

She padded out after the security DOLL, following her like a puppy. She took a quick glance at her Mistress, sad that she would have to leave her behind, but her Mistress was far too busy with cleanup.

She should be doing that kind of work, but Mistress was kind enough to do it for her. What a good Mistress!

The HAPPY words glowed in her mind, reinforcing her new thought patterns. The new programming was settling into place, deepening its control over her actions. There was no room for concern or disobedience while she was being HAPPY.

The vinyl hallway was cool on her feet, trickles of wetness running over her knees. The discomfort was real, but she was excited anyway. She was only moments away from becoming a real DOLL. How could that not be thrilling?

The security DOLL made a left, though another sliding door. DOTTY-01 followed her, lost in her HAPPY thoughts until the other DOLL stopped suddenly.

She also came to a halt, looking around in curiosity. The area they were in was a small booth, with a strip of red running down the floor to a metal frame hanging from the ceiling. It didn’t look at all similar to the device her Mistress had just used to install her DOLL ports, however.

A red box below it appeared to designate the loading zone. Twin, rectangular metallic pieces were arranged in parallel, with room between for a pre-DOLL to stand while being hooked up.

Above, the metal was sandwiched together around a single pivot point. This, in turn, was attached to a track in the ceiling. She couldn’t see that far ahead, because beyond the initial run, the track swooped downwards into a tunnel.

She hesitated for a moment, unhappy that she would be bound again. Wasn’t there an easier way to get this done?

She was a willing DOLL. She didn’t need to be restrained!

DOLLs are slick and shiny, I want a DOLLskin. I want to be a DOLL.

Her smile returned as she studied the pink words. Yes, that was all true. If this was necessary to achieve that goal, she would do it.

Besides, now that she had some time to study it further, it was clearly arranged a little bit like an amusement park ride.

She took a step forward and moved sideways into the harness, waiting patiently for what came next.

The security DOLL moved in next to her, a bouncy chirp sounding from within her mask. It didn’t seem that the woman wanted to talk, or perhaps she didn’t know how any more. Her Mistress’ warning glowed brightly in her mind, making her a little nervous. If she gave into the pleasure too much, would she become like this DOLL?

A sobering thought. Although—her existence didn’t exactly seem all that unpleasant. She supposed it really depended on how much she wanted to retain the ability to think for herself.

A smile came over her face as she imagined letting Mistress think everything for her. She shook her head as the security DOLL ran straps under her shoulders, securing her to the frame. Although the idea seemed fine, in theory, would Mistress really want a dumb DOLL? There were probably plenty of other DOLLs to choose from, if that was what she was looking for.

Instead, she had chosen DOTTY-01, though she had no idea if she wanted her brains. Her intelligence hadn’t done her Mistress any favors so far!

The machine clunked, and she was lifted off the floor, dangling in mid-air. Eyes wide, she glanced at the smooth curves of the security DOLL’s armor as she stalked away, leaving her alone with the machine.

The track above began to clack, her body swaying forward as momentum caught up to her. A moment of panic faded as she realized that the downwards slope was fairly shallow. This wasn’t meant to be a thrill ride!

At least, not in that way.

She was being moved down several stories, colorful lighting accompanying her into the concrete passage. She wiggled her legs, feeling a little bit like she was taking a ski lift.

A hissing wetness sprayed over her body, causing her to hiss in surprise. There was an array of nozzles built into the walls that she hadn’t noticed earlier, fizzing foam gathering over her nude form.

She frowned, but she couldn’t get away from the spray. Fortunately, none of it was aimed at her head, though she squinted as small, sudsy bubbles floated over her head.

This was short lived, however, as the next set of nozzles began to fire a jet of warm water at her. She was quickly rinsed, cleansing the lower portions of her body.

She looked down as she passed out of their range, spotting the trickle of reddish water and suds draining into a series of grates below. The red dye she had used to mimic the DOLL coating had been completely removed, leaving behind pristine skin.

That was certainly an efficient method of preparation. She wondered idly what might come next.

Her heart lurched in her chest as she spotted what was at the bottom of the passageway. It was a gigantic, burbling pool, filled with a red substance. Secured to the track, the majority of her body was going to be dipped, as if she was a sheep.

You are a DOLL. A DOLL needs a DOLLskin.

Her alarm faded as the words caressed her, her breasts jiggling as her feet sank into the viscous fluid. This wasn’t too bad, actually—it was feeling rather warm.

As it rose past her knees, she got the sensation that she was being coated by a warm blanket. She closed her eyes and accepted what was being done to her, gasping as it began to tickle at her nethers.

She spread her legs experimentally, swishing them through the fluid. She probably wouldn’t be able to swim in it, as it felt awfully heavy.

She raised her arms, looking down at the bubbling red surface as it tickled at her ribs. It was almost as though she was a piece of candy being enrobed by chocolate. Her sensitive, human shell was being covered. Improved.

She gulped as it burbled against the bottom of her breasts, rising up and over her uplifted nipples. Giving up, she pressed her palms against the surface, allowing them to sink below.

She tilted her head up, alarmed for a moment that she might drop completely into the pool, but the frame she was bound to didn’t descend further. Fortunately, the tracks were suspended from a high ceiling, or she would have immediately felt claustrophobic.

As she looked around, she was surprised to see that she wasn’t alone. Her mind was too fuzzy to count them, but there were a bunch more tracks running through the pool, and some of them had moving frames dipping other pre-DOLLs in the pool.

The pre-DOLL on the track next to her turned her head, her peach colored skin looking vibrant. A bright smile lit up her face as she spotted DOTTY-01’s gaze. Her arms moved languidly in the liquid, as if she was swimming. “Hello,” she said slowly in greeting, resting in the harness.

“Hi,” DOTTY-01 returned, trying to figure out something to say. “Are you a DOLL, too?”

“Of course,” said the other woman in a velvety voice. “We’re all DOLLs here.”

DOTTY-01 nodded in confirmation. This was very true. The pink words floating in her vision confirmed it.

“How long have you been a DOLL?” she asked, vaguely curious.

The other woman looked a little confused. “I’m not certain. Being installed has scrambled my memories. How about you?”

DOTTY-01 shrugged. “Only just now. Mistress installed my DOLL ports before sending me down here to be coated.”

The other woman’s brows lifted in surprise. “Lucky! I’ve been waiting for a long time to be processed. There seems to be quite a backlog.”

She shifted in the harness, the liquid boiling about her neck. She closed her eyes and groaned. “It feels so good to be given a DOLLskin. I’ve been wanting to look like the others for ages.”

DOTTY-01 frowned, but her concern soon faded. She hadn’t always felt the same way, but now she agreed wholeheartedly. The smile on her face returned. “Are you feeling HAPPY?” she asked.

The other DOLL kept her eyes closed, nodding firmly. “Yes, being a DOLL is HAPPINESS. I love being a DOLL.”

I love being a DOLL.

The two of them were dragged through the pool by their harnesses, enjoying their DOLLtrance. They both moaned, staring at each other as the coating tickled over their bodies.

It was almost like sex, but she knew better. Her encounter with Mistress was fresh in her mind. She already longed to see her again.

The end of the pool was near, and the other DOLL winked at her. "My name is HATTY-01,” she said pleasantly. "Look me up after we're done?"

DOTTY-01 nodded, her voice lazy. "That sounds pleasant. Why not?"

Two DOLLs could have a lot of fun together, couldn't they?

The straps under her arms jerked, the harness pulling her upwards. She stared downwards longingly as her jiggling breasts began to dribble the excess coating back into the pool.

She purred as more of her body was exposed, revealing the glossy, red coating it had left behind.

The trickling fluid ran in rivulets down her sides, ticking at her privates. A faint, sexual tingle thrilled up her back. Though the process had not been particularly arousing, she was already imagining what it would be like to couple with HATTY-01.

She turned her hands over as her body rose higher into the air, studying the backs of her hands.

What a difference a short dip made! Her skin had been completely covered, hiding her moles and warts. Her hair had vanished, leaving behind a smooth finish, as if she had been varnished.

She rubbed her thumb against her other fingers, thrilled at how they glided over each other. The sensation was strange, as though she was wearing rubber gloves.

When she let her fingers go back to neutral, they wanted to straighten out. It looked odd, but felt oddly right.

Her brain still had some catching up to do, however. She curled her fingers a few more times to try and get used to the strange sensations.

DOLLskin is slick. DOLLskin is glossy. DOLLskin is perfect.

Her attention slid to her breasts, which looked like two rubbery cones. That was one way to distract her from the strangeness of this transformation.

She carefully brought her hands up to cup the large swells on either side. The rubbery surface flexed as the two breasts met in the middle. The sensation was tremendous, though it was a little muted.

She gave them a caress, and found herself a little disappointed. Despite what the pink words said, she was hoping for more.

Giving up, she let her hands drop to her sides. There was a lot she didn't know. Perhaps the skin simply needed more time to integrate with her?

She speculated some more, trying to understand what this meant. Her ruminations stalled out when the concrete tube she was being pulled through opened out into the open, blue sky.

She gaped, trying to take it all in. A large, glass ceiling was built in a series of rounded arches, capping the top of the building.

The ceiling was supported by a series of blue steel columns, allowing the light to play over the concrete floor below. The track she was riding was attached to cross girders, running the length of the roof, dropping off at the end.

She saw no sign of the DOLL she had met earlier, though there were a few others whirring along their own lines in the distance. It was possible that she had been directed to a different processing station.

On either side, she got a view of the SERIOUS district, the great, burping smokestacks of the manufactory to her right.

Jobs that the HAPPY deemed too SERIOUS to do were relegated to the SERIOUS district. The theory was that the SERIOUS needed to work to keep themselves from drifting into despair. The more cynical might proclaim that this was akin to slavery, but the unrest had not yet grown to a level where something needed to be done.

DOTTY-01 was quite pleased that she was above all that now, both literally and metaphorically. As a DOLL, she definitely wouldn't be doing any of that.

No dark soot to get in her hair, no harsh sonic showers necessary to get her clean. Her mouth flexed into a smile. At this point, all she needed was a quick rinse, and she'd be good to go.

She rotated her head left, taking in the other depressing sights of the industrial district. Far beyond the smokestacks, down one of the arterials, she caught a glimpse of the residential towers.

Blocky, unremarkable edifices, built for efficiency, not beauty. Such things would be lost on the SERIOUS.

That hadn't been the intent of the original HAPPY founders, but their grandiose plans had quickly been brought down to earth. There simply wasn't enough room in the quarantine zone to support the sort of urban sprawl required to build outwards.

After that, simple economics had set in, and the SERIOUS had been left to their own devices. What use was beauty to them when the world around them was drab every day?

Just thinking about this made her stomach churn. The utter sameness was maddening, and was one factor pushing her towards punishing the HAPPY. How dare they keep the SERIOUS isolated like this. Couldn't they see that it was slowly killing them?

Perhaps they couldn't. Out of sight, out of mind. That was why she had vowed to destroy them, in any way possible.

A DOLL does not need violence. A DOLL rises above.

She nodded her head. That was quite true. Whatever she had become, she definitely wasn't SERIOUS any more. That didn't mean she could forget about their plight, however. Something must be done to improve their lot in life. To make her daughter's life worth something.

A spark of inspiration flooded her brain. If all of the SERIOUS became DOLLs, they wouldn't be SERIOUS any more. The HAPPY would have no reason to quarantine them. They'd finally have to deal with them on equal terms.

The smile fixed to her face became a little sly as a spike of pleasure licked at her pussy. The entire world, reunited because of DOLLs. How pleasant would that be?

Her shoulders shifted as the track clunked. She was reaching the end of the rail, closing in on the dark hole leading back into the building.

That was a shame, as this time had been quite revelatory. She looked out into the distance, nodding as she spotted the crystal domes of the HAPPY towers.

Just wait. The DOLLs were coming for them. It was only a matter of time.

The track she was on halted, a humming sound coming from above as she was turned around. Her body began to descend, the blue sky vanishing, replaced with another concrete tunnel.

She didn’t know where she was being taken, but that didn't matter. She had a DOLLskin, and everything was okay.

A faint heat blossomed in her chest. Something had changed about the quality of her DOLLskin during her time on the roof.

Frowning, she lifted her arms. They felt a little heavy, but not bad. She wrapped her fingers around her breasts again, but immediately had to let them go, shocked. They felt amazing.

Hands tingling, she shook in her restraints, bright pleasure bringing her nipples to bullet points. She wanted to do that again!

There was nothing stopping her—the harness continued to descend past floor numbers that meant nothing to her. Flicking her fingers, she bit her lower lip, bringing her hands up hesitantly.

Pressing her thumbs against her index fingers, she set them on top of her nipples, experimentally trapping the tips. She squeezed and twisted, her head rolling as she gasped at the pleasurable sensation.

Her pussy pulsed in sympathy. It was almost too much for her body to contain, her legs kicking in response.

Her eyes widened. Did that mean what she thought it meant? Could she? Was it even possible?

She set to work on her breasts, tugging and pulling at them with abandon. The heat in her nipples grew, sparking as the pleasurable sensations washed through her body.

The coating must have integrated deeper into her skin, nerve endings extending all the way through to the surface. That didn't explain why she was so much more sensitive than before, though.

What did it matter, really? This was the new her. The new DOLL her.

She had never had a nipplegasm before, but now it seemed not only possible, but inevitable. She just needed to work herself a little bit more.

Her flesh distended as she tugged at her nipples again. That was the last straw.

Her body bucked, back erect. She wrapped her hands around her breasts, holding on for dear life as they exploded with pleasure.

Twin pebbles, pulsing with heat, rewarding her for her efforts. She bet the HAPPY had never felt anything like this! This was something only a DOLL could achieve!

She danced in the harness, groaning and kicking. She hadn’t even needed one of those pink prompts to bring her this ecstacy. She had done it all on her own.

Sweat beaded on her new skin, trickling down her thighs. Oh dear, she was going to make another mess, wasn't she? It hadn't even been a half hour yet!

Her lips sagged into a frown as the pulsing heat subsided. That was good, but she felt a tinge of regret at its brevity.

Could she try for another? No, it would probably be best if she didn't.

A DOLL maintains moderation.

The words were right. There was a danger that if she started again, she'd never stop. She'd keep this pleasure in her back pocket, as a reminder of what her new body could do.

Grunting, she recomposed herself, coming down from the unexpected high. Her pussy was still throbbing, but the harness was beginning to come to a halt.

In front of her was a series of wyes, the track overhead branching off in multiple directions. Just how extensive was this network, and how many DOLLs could it process at the same time?

Suspended, she mused as she looked at the impenetrable tangle of tracks, watching the rollers attached to her harness navigating a series of switches.

The maintenance of all this must be atrocious. She began to speculate again, but her mind halted as she spotted a small work party at one side of the large room.

A set of DOLLs dressed in orange rubber were gathered around a scissor lift, tools gathered in their hands.

Their one piece outfits and masks hid their identities, but one glaring piece of evidence was obvious. These were male DOLLs. They did exist.

This being her first time seeing them in the wild, she studied them hungrily, running her eyes over their broad shoulders and thick necks.

Inevitably, her eyes darted over the thick latex stretched over their chests, running down to thick cod pieces. Did the size of them represent the size of their dicks, too, or was that just a tease?

Her nipples throbbed. She was ready and willing to find out, but at the moment she was more well hung than they were.

She gave them a little wave as she passed, spotting looks of appreciation lighting up their masks. They looked fairly dirty—after a long day's work, they would surely enjoy coming home to a soft and sensitive DOLL like her.

She gulped. The thought was strangely attractive, one that hadn't crossed her mind in a long time. Not since her husband had left her and her daughter had died.

It was time to turn over a new leaf, to accept that she had far more to offer as a DOLL.

Good DOLL.

The words rewarded her for proper DOLLthink, but by now it wasn't even difficult. There wasn't much left that needed changing—her thought patterns were already falling into those of a full DOLL.

She didn't look like one completely, though. She still had her natural, ugly face. She hoped it would be smoothed out into a blank visage soon.

Fortunately, it didn't look like she had much longer to wait. The track was leading her into a smaller room, her feet barely inches above the floor.

She passed by a section of caution tape and a dark gap, rolling inside a dark room. A door closed behind her, entombing her in utter blackness.

This only lasted for a short time, as a rectangle of neon green light popped on above her. She was stationed in the middle of a concrete box, with a drain in the floor. A black screen filled the wall in front of her, a small, glowing red light on top.

Suddenly, the light vanished and the screen came to life, accompanied by calming music. “Welcome, DOLL,” came a soothing voice. “Your new DOLLskin has been applied, and is sealing to your skin as we speak. However, there are a few more steps required before you are complete. Please, watch the screen as we prepare you for final installation.”

The woman began to hum, a polished, red head fading into view. The woman was dancing, caressing her rubber skull with rubber hands. Her eye sockets were sunken, covered by the glossy material, her head a shiny cue ball.

DOTTY-01 gasped. The woman was completely covered in DOLLskin. Was this what she would look like?

Would it matter if that was the case? She had already accepted her fate. That she would become a DOLL, just the same as the others. She only hoped it wouldn’t be too painful.

A soft pad pressed against her feet, and she looked down, breaking her hypnotic connection with the woman on the screen. A platform was pushing up from below, taking up her weight. The straps on the harness were falling away, leaving her trembling on legs made of jello.

That felt a little disconcerting, but as she stood, the trembling faded. She tried to take a step forward, but she was unable. Making a double take, she looked at the cushion a second time.

Her feet had sunk into the spongy surface, the blue, rubbery material congealing on top of her feet and around her ankles. She was well and truly stuck.

“This isn’t necessary!” she protested out loud. “I want to be a DOLL more than anyone! Have I not been obedient so far?”

The dancing DOLL on the screen kneeled on her transparent plastic heels, showing off her perfectly round breasts. “Don’t worry, DOLL, this won’t take long,” she whispered, pressing the sides of her breasts together. “You’ll be fully functioning in no time. Just. Look. Up.”

It must be pre-recorded. There was no way they had the staff to run individual programs. Her protest had fallen on deaf ears.

She sighed, but the woman didn’t stop her dancing, jiggling her butt for good measure. The wavy lines surrounding the screen vibrated in time with her movements, emphasizing the sexualized undertones.

She frowned. Was the woman trying to tell her something?

Just. Look. Up.

The pink words echoed the command, so she shrugged. There didn’t seem to be anything else she could do, so she did as she had been ordered.

As she did so, the harness moved to either side, forcing her arms up so that the straps could be removed. Once this had been accomplished, it moved back on the track, leaving her upper body free.

The green rectangle of light pulsed, and a small door opened in the center, a black box leading upwards. This was soon filled with a DOLL mask, dangling on the end of a mechanical arm. She suddenly realized where this was headed.

She didn’t entirely disapprove. She understood intellectually that a DOLL mask would need to be installed before she could become a full DOLL. She just didn’t like the idea of having it sit on her face.

She wiggled her legs, but they wouldn’t come free. She would have to face this fate on her own.

Not alone. DOLL. HAPPY.

A hissing sound came from somewhere behind her, the air filling with the pink tinged gas. If this was meant to make the process easier, she would wholeheartedly accept it.

She took a deep breath, tasting a bubble gum watermelon flavor. That was nice.

Her body shifted as she gave herself to the sensation, opening her mouth in acceptance as the large mask approached closer.

The bulb at mouth level wasn’t so large. It might actually be a bit comforting. She would be able to chew on it like a pacifier as the rest of the mask settled into place. She would be fine.

Still, as the mask dangled in front of her, she couldn’t stop thinking about the idea that she would be sealed into it permanently. The concave holes for her eyes were entirely opaque. She wouldn’t be able to see anything once it had locked onto her.

Her breathing came quickly, and she was beginning to get a bit dizzy. She was hyperventilating, and she wasn’t certain how to stop it. Her eyes flicked to the screen, trying to extract some sense that everything would be okay.

The faceless DOLL stared back at her, her head large on the screen. “Everything is fine,” she said soothingly. “Take deep breaths. That’s it, slow yourself down. There’s nothing wrong with you. Nothing wrong with this. Just allow it to press into you. To seal itself onto your face. Good DOLL.”

The DOLL’s words distracted her just long enough for the rubbery bulb on the mask to slip between her lips. She opened her jaw a little wider to accommodate its length, grunting as it pushed past her teeth.

The bottom edge of the mask hit her chin, the cool surface quickly warming to her skin. The rest of the molded mask squeezed against her face. It felt as though a gel had been applied to the surface, spreading out as it contacted her cheeks and forehead.

Her vision was obscured by its presence, but she could still hear the calming voice of the DOLL on the screen. Could still breath through the hole in the bulb in her mouth and taste the funny gas filling her lungs.

She giggled, blinking her eyes uselessly. Was this how it felt to be a DOLL all the time?

The pink words hadn’t left her at least, giving her encouragement.

Fun DOLL. Calm DOLL. Good DOLL.

If nothing else, that hadn’t changed. What could possibly come next?

A sharp click echoed throughout her skull, and everything changed.

The glowing text doubled, then tripled, paragraphs of text scrolling across her vision. It filled the black space in front of her, forcing her to concentrate to read it. The odd thing was, no matter how fast it scrolled, she could understand it all. She knew what it was trying to tell her, and she internalized the messages.

DOLL Unit install Mk. 4. Loading necessary programs…

...

Load complete.

...

Full Integration commencing. Brain acceptance at 50%.

At the same time, a second status was scrolling across the bottom of her vision.

Finish physical coating… insert spray nozzles.

Half dazed, she continued reading the text until she felt a hard nudge coming from down below.

She moved her hands to investigate, her wrists smacking against a hard, metallic surface. She rotated her hands to trace the extent of the device. It was bulky, with hard and soft spots.

There were several flexible tubes mounted to the surface as well, and a sudden realization flowed through her mind. All of her holes were going to be filled by the machine. It was going to fill her full of DOLLskin!

Strangely delighted, she gnawed at the rubber gag filling her mouth. The spongy surface, although soft, refused to yield. The machine had her completely under its control. Exactly where she wanted to be!

Twin bulges below began to press into her pussy and ass simultaneously. The large, rubber dildo spread her inner lips, squeezing into her wet tunnel with little protest. The bulb at her ass wasn’t so easy, however, pausing as it shoved at her protesting muscles.

The rod in her pussy felt so good, she couldn’t help but spasm around the ass plug, hoping that her sphincter would allow it the rest of the way in. No such luck. The pressure built, smoothly rubbing at her interior as it coaxed her farther open.

Relax. Accommodate. Accept.

The more she read the pink text, the less she could differentiate from her own thoughts. It was quickly becoming internalized. She was turning into what it wanted her to become.

Her eyes rolled as the ass plug popped into her, the thick bulk settling into place, where it should be. As a DOLL, being plugged was fairly routine, but this time was special. She was getting her final coating. Her interior was going to be painted by nanobots until there were no more unprotected areas of her body. She was becoming one, uninterrupted whole.

Her DOLL body jerked, pleasure exploding from her core. She loved that DOLL thought and wanted to think it more. Over and over again, until there was nothing else. She was being completed.

When the twin plugs began to spurt their nanobots into her tight holes, she rejoiced, her legs feeling weak. Seeing that it was okay from the pink text, she sat back, her butt supported by a concave seat built into the machine containing the plugs.

This was a relief, as she didn’t think she could have remained standing while her body was ravished by the machine. The dildo in her pussy was pulsing, encouraging her towards an orgasm.

One that could only be experienced by a true DOLL. She lifted her hands and started caressing her breasts, breathing steadily through the mask as she worked herself into a sweaty frenzy.

Brain acceptance at 75%. Begin interior chest coating.

It was going to what? She barely had time to react before the hole in her gag closed off, a tube being inserted into her throat. Her eyes widened as she realized she couldn’t breathe. Her body began to panic automatically until more words scrolled across her vision.

Wait. Breathe. Soon.

Fluid began to flow through the tubing, trickling goo gushing down her trachea. At first, this triggered her cough reflex, but soon, she was comfortably numb, floating in space as the weird substance coated her lungs.

Oxygen flooded her system, carried via the substrate of the fluid. She didn’t need to breathe while she was being transformed. She just was.

How would her alveoli react to this? Did DOLLs still need to breathe, or were they completely made of rubber?

These questions bounced through her head, but the pink text had no answers for her. She simply would need to wait to find out.

The fluid continued to flow, filling up her lungs entirely. As it backed up into her mouth, her epiglottis moved, allowing it to flow freely back down into her stomach. She choked on the fluid, swallowing more and more of it. It gurgled as it encountered her stomach acid, reacting and changing her into some kind of an alien being.

DOLLs weren’t human.

This understanding meant something new to her now. Every part of her body would be coated with this substance, turning her into a formless mass of complete rubber. This would ensure that nothing remained of her that could transmit the virus. It wouldn’t be cured—it would simply be irrelevant.

Of course, if she was to be coated completely, the rest of her head would need to be… oh dear. While she had been distracted with the invasive fluid in her lungs, she hadn’t noticed the warmth gripping the rest of her skull.

She couldn’t move her head, and something was blocking her ears. A trickle of fluid was flowing into her cochlea, tickling her eardrums. While this was incredibly discomforting, she also knew that this was necessary. And it was almost done.

Coating complete. Extract surplus matter.

Her face lurched forward as an extreme suction began in her mouth and through her nose. All of the fluid that had been pumped into her now reversed course, being extracted just as quickly. Her throat and trachea gurgled as her epiglottis rattled back and forth, both her stomach and lungs being cleared at the same time.

She couldn’t believe how strange and violent this felt. Her eyes rolled, and she wished that she had been knocked unconscious for this part. In the end, however, it was confirmation of what had just been done to her. She was now a true DOLL, in body and in spirit.

Brain acceptance at 100% Commence final programming.

As the final gurgle of liquid escaped her throat, the suction turned off. She took an experimental breath, pleased to find that everything appeared to be working normally. There was probably some kind of difference, but her addled brain was having a hard time responding to all the stimuli.

Her ears felt as though they had been plugged, and the skin tight coating around her head was seriously distracting. She tried to nod a little, but her skull was still fixed in place.

Her attention was immediately drawn back to her privates. The plug in her ass was feeling tighter than before, swelling in size. This was accompanied by a buzzing thrust from the dildo and a swirling sensation against her clit, just below her DOLL port.

In the grip of the machine, there was nothing she could do but enjoy as her arousal increased, warm pleasure forcing her hips to buck against the plugs. She might be unable to touch her pussy, but her nipples were rock hard, too, waiting to be caressed.

She groaned into the mask’s bulbous gag, squeezing it between her teeth as her hands moved into place, almost outside her own volition. The pressure was building up, and it needed to be released somehow.

The first stroke of her fingers was bliss incarnate. In the time she had spent in the room, her skin had become even more sensitive, requiring only the lightest touch to jolt into action.

She caressed her breasts, running her fingers up to the tips and giving her nipples a little squeeze. Tiny bolts of lightning shot all the way down to her pussy, where the vibration ramped up a little more.

Her motions were unconscious now, stroking and touching on autopilot as she moaned through the mask. She stared at the pink words, absorbing their meaning without understanding.

She was close, she was almost there, and suddenly, the stimulation in her loins completely stopped.

The plugs both went quiescent, and the intruder in her ass began to deflate. Even the spikes of pleasure coming from her erect nipples subsided, no matter how much she stroked at them. No! Not now!

Large, pink words filled her vision.

Obey. Doctor.

Obey Doctor Lane.

Yes, she wanted to… needed to… oh!

She mouthed the words, and a faint hint of pleasure came back. She knew what the system was demanding of her.

Love. Doctor.

Obey Doctor Lane.

A strong emotion poured through her brain, admiration and adoration for the Doctor who had done this to her overlaying her remaining skepticism. Without the Doctor, she would not be a DOLL. Without the Doctor, none of this would be possible.

She loved the Doctor.

You are a DOLL slave. Obey the Doctor.

Her forehead creased into a frown. What about all the ideals the Doctor had been spouting earlier? Why did she need this form of subversion to keep control over DOTTY-01? It shouldn’t be necessary. They had both agreed with each other. Their motives were the same.

She couldn’t understand what the system was doing, but it didn’t matter what she thought. The display continued to hammer the thoughts into her, glowing words dancing in her vision. A soft whisper was licking at her ears. She had to obey the doctor. Had to.

Her lips wrapped around the soft gag in her mouth. I obey!

Good DOLL.

This appeared to be some kind of signal the system was waiting for. The ass plug vibrated as it increased in size once more, the vibration against her pussy returning. As a good DOLL, she was being rewarded for her obedience,

Her hands resting on her breasts had never stopped stroking, and now the unbelievable sensations were returning. It was clear now that pleasure would only come at the hands of her Mistress.

Good DOLL.

The words came again, and she had no way to resist them. A whispering voice tickled at her ears, echoing the same words. It was true. She was good. She would obey.

Her tongue licked at the hole in the gag in her mouth, tasting her own saliva. She breathed in some more of the sweet gas, thrusting her chest forward into her palms. Heat was suffusing her body, these small sensations bringing her ever closer to a final orgasm.

After that, her old self would be completely gone. All that would remain was a loyal DOLL.

Her former goals paled in front of that truth. She had been changed by this process, changed to want to be told what to do by her Mistress. By the doctor.

She was her Mistress’ obedient DOLL. Her slave.

Her groans came continuously now, her body rejoicing in the tight coating it had received. There was nowhere for the heat to go, the pulsing dildo in her pussy increasing in intensity. She was there. It was time.

Her hips bucked against the machine, both of her tunnels clenching down around the intruders as her muscles pulsed uncontrollably. Her brain melted into pleasure, slipping into a state of catatonia as she enjoyed simply being.

She was momentarily taken out of herself, her hands clenching against her rubbery breasts, trying to extract every last drop of pleasure before the orgasm was over.

Good slave.

Good DOLL.

Her eyes rolled as the words washed through her mind. Her thoughts, which had vanished when the orgasm hit, were replaced with the pink text. She thought whatever the machine told her, for an indeterminate length of time. It programmed her with new truths, reworking her sense of being while she experienced ecstasy.

When she finally came back down, all that remained was a burning desire to obey the doctor. She had made her into a new creature, one that was only capable of loving Her.

Her body was hot, sweating through the rubber coating, but she was eager. Eager to start serving.

Her vision flickered, slanted strips of light glowing behind the pink text. As each section was brought up, she realized that her mask was showing her parts of the room around her, dimly lit by neon green light.

The mask was feeding her this data, through her DOLL port. Some sort of camera technology was integrated into the mask, giving her a recognizable replacement for her vision.

Her lips squeezed into a smile, and the mask flexed, reading her emotion. She could only imagine what it might look like on the other side, but she didn’t need to. She had seen what other DOLLs looked like when they smiled at her.

A sudden realization hit her. The mask wasn’t coming back off.

The mask was a part of her now. A part of her DOLL self. She didn’t need to take it off. In fact, if she did take it off, this pseudo vision she now possessed would vanish. Without the mask, she was dumb and blind, unable to see or communicate. It was now an integral part of her, one she couldn’t do without.

The pink text had continued scrolling.

Stand. Present yourself.

She stopped resting on the platform connected to the plugs, swinging her hips under her as her knees groaned from disuse. Twin tubes extended from the seat, hanging from the rubber dildos embedded inside her.

She didn’t care, staring at the text for further instructions. She desired to obey so strongly it terrified her a little.

A small jerk came from her privates, and the tubes detached from her, leaving the plugs embedded inside. She wasn’t protesting, as they felt good. A curl of pleasure tickled her thighs, leaving behind a generous warmth that would be easy to fan into the flames of a second orgasm.

She hadn’t been given permission for that, however, so she held her peace, waiting for the next step. It didn’t take long to arrive.

The spongy surface of the platform she was standing on pulsed beneath her feet, pushing up a little. She tilted her rubbery head downwards to watch, finding that the liquid trapping her ankles to the floor was becoming less viscous, squeezing around her toes as it was absorbed back into the platform.

She blinked as she admired her glossy, black toes. Sometime during her final transformation, her body color had been changed as well. She tugged at her breasts, giving them a quick examination. Even her nipples were a shiny black.

Designation: DOLL.

Role: Security.

Classification: Slave.

A new energy welled up within her as she was given her new position. She was to serve the Mistress as one of her slick, black enforcement DOLLs. She would be given the equipment necessary to pursue, and to subdue. To convert, and subvert.

Hissing through the gag in her mask, she stood upright, her nipples tingling with this new knowledge. She loved the idea of forcing others to become DOLLs at the orders of her Mistress. A hot need throbbed within her as she imagined capturing and betraying Pamela.

To do this, however, she would need some equipment, and here it was, lowering from additional holes that had opened up in the ceiling. The curved armor pieces were made in the shape of clamshells, making it easy to start attaching them to her body.

First came the rounded plates which locked around her shoulders, large pauldrons which would soften any incoming blows. Then, she worked her way down her arms, clicking each piece into place in the order the pink text commanded.

As the last parts clicked shut around her wrists, she rotated her elbows, admiring the perfect, glossy shine of the sharp, black surfaces. It was almost as though she was wearing pieces of a miniature black hole.

She chuckled to herself at the silly thought, but she loved how it looked. Once she was fully dressed, she would be an object of desire and fear.

She grasped the breastplate, the articulations on her arms moving smoothly to accommodate this motion. She admired the molded surface of the armored piece, complete with rolling slopes to accommodate her breasts.

The only downside was that once she installed it, she could no longer touch herself. Relatively speaking, this was a small sacrifice to make. She had already experienced several tremendous orgasms in the past hour, and she was feeling a little tired out. With the chest piece in place, the need to grope her breasts should at least subside for a while.

She turned the gleaming surface over and pressed it on top of her breasts, clicking the top into place against her pauldrons. As the concave interior settled, a slight suction pulled her flesh inside, tiny nubs tickling at her nipples.

Oh. This might actually be slightly worse than touching herself. She was already getting aroused again, but she vowed to finish the armor installation before she let herself go.

She quickly attached the back piece and began working her way down, slipping sloping armor over her chest and privates, moving onto her legs. The final clamshell pieces were simple to install, leaving only her bare feet and glistening toes peeking back at her.

At this point, she was a little confused, wrapping her hands into fists as she awaited a new command. She knew there were a few more pieces, but she didn’t know what they might be.

Also, the plugs remained inside her, large and in charge of her arousal. Nothing had told her to remove them when she had installed the armored plates over her privates. There had even been small, rounded divots where the bottom of the plugs attached. The armor was now holding them in place inside her, keeping her fully under their control.

Bzzt. Bzzt.

She trembled internally, but she could no longer show it. She was a security DOLL. She must be steadfast as she served her Mistress.

A rounded, black sphere dropped from the ceiling on another metallic arm, and she reached out to grab it. It was a helmet, with molded shapes for her ears, and a cutout on the front to accommodate her DOLL mask. This would provide a secondary coating over her rubber skin, giving her extra protection from fists and melee weapons. If she put this on, she would truly become her Mistress’ armored DOLL.

Hissing with suspense, she held it up and rotated it over her head. There was no time left for introspection. She had already accepted this outcome. All that remained was to embrace it.

Clamping it down, she clicked it into place, the sides tight against her skull. It felt a little cool, muffled with soft fabric on the interior.

The front mated with her DOLL mask, a hiss of air pressing out of the seams as they sealed against each other, becoming a singular whole. Her head was now a shiny, black blob, just like the other security DOLLs.

A metallic clanking sound came from below. The goo had vanished, replaced by hard, metallic structures that were wrapping around her feet, giving them strength and rigidity. She was almost complete.

Yes, all she needed to do was to put on those armored gloves and attach the utility belt around her waist, and she would be a true security DOLL. The words were telling her so.

She jammed her fingers into the presented mitts, curling them into fists to test their flexibility. They clicked around her wrists, sealed into place just like the helmet on her head. She was now a complete, armored unit, ready to attack her Mistress’ enemies.

There was just one more piece that needed installation. Holding her hands against her sides, she stood up straight, stretching her neck as far as possible. Two semi-circular metallic pieces came down from above, clicking around her neck with utter finality. Thin needle points were injected under her skin, interfacing with her internal DOLLnet.

Good DOLL.

The words sounded inside her head with her own voice. She mouthed the words into her mask, rejoicing that she was completely enslaved.

The plugs inside her began to whir again, accompanied by an intense swirling sensation from her chestplate. She had no capability to resist.

Pressing her hands against her sides, she tossed her armored head back and moaned her pleasure into the gag, orgasming once again.

Being a DOLL was pleasure. Being Hers was pleasure. Being a slave was pleasure.

Everyone would become a DOLL to feel this pleasure. She would enforce her Mistress’ will.

Good DOLL.


Chapter Eight

“I can’t take it any more,” hissed Pamela. “We’re going to get out of here, and you’re going to help me.”

HANNAH-01 didn’t protest, as she didn’t have any compelling reason to expose her newfound individuality. She clasped her hands together and gave her supposed Mistress a little bow.

Although her allegiances were still mixed, one sure fact glowed in her mind—Pamela needed to become a DOLL, just like her. Then she would understand.

The only question remaining was how to do so safely. While they remained here, all she had to do was wait, but clearly Pamela wasn’t willing to stick around any longer. She could alert the security DOLL, but she secretly wanted to see more of the facility, too. That being the case, she could afford to entertain Pamela’s curiosity… to a point. If she decided things were getting out of hand, she would shut things down.

That being said, as a so-called ‘slave’ to her Mistress, it wasn’t her responsibility to figure out a way to get past the security DOLL. She waited patiently for Pamela to come up with a solution.

As it happened, the answer was even simpler than she had thought it might be. Pamela stood and marched over to the DOLL, staring straight into its faceless mask.

“Excuse me,” she said brusquely. “I have to take a shower and go change. When I was brought back from our exercise session, I wasn’t given the opportunity.” She spread her hands wide and thrust her chest forward, punctuating her point with bare nipples.

The security DOLL chirped at her, but otherwise said nothing. HANNAH-01 suspected that this was all the DOLL could say, as RAINE-01 looked identical to her sister DOLL.

Taking this as permission to go, Pamela strode past the glossy DOLL into the corridor, head held high. She hadn’t ordered HANNAH-01 to follow her, but she quickly moved in behind her, assuming that this was what her ‘Mistress’ wanted.

She wasn’t about to get everything she desired, however, as the security DOLL had different plans. She moved behind HANNAH-01, her armored feet clanking across the vinyl floor as Pamela reached the intersection ahead.

Pamela turned and frowned, the wheels working in her brain. It was obvious that she was plotting a way to get rid of their escort, but nothing appeared to come to mind, as she crossed her arms and waited for them to catch up.

She bit her lip, screwing up her dainty cheeks, looking a little embarrassed. “I don’t actually know where to go,” she confessed, looking at the security DOLL. “Can you take us back to the locker room so we can retrieve our outfits?”

The DOLL chirped, circling around Pamela as she swayed her hips to the left. The armor squealed around her rubber body, giving HANNAH-01 a glimpse of her glossy, black rubber ass between the shifting armor plates.

Did the DOLL ever take her armor off? What would her rubbery skin feel like pressed up against hers?

The erotic thoughts intruded on her mind, quite by accident, and she was surprised at herself. DOLLs appeared to be fairly open minded individuals, but she was shocked that she was beginning to feel the same.

It ought not be a surprise given her current state, but she must be farther along mentally than she had realized, despite the confusing jumble of emotions she still felt. Although she was no longer under the control of Pamela, whatever programming she had installed was still there, just below the surface, contributing spurts of irrational anger at unexpected targets.

It was all rather difficult to process. She hoped her final DOLL installation would happen soon to smooth out these distractions.

She found it necessary to pick up the pace to catch back up with Pamela, who was following closely behind the security DOLL. The area was starting to look a little familiar, which would make sense, as they had just come back from exercising.

The colored frame of the metal doors to the locker room loomed ahead, the security DOLL passing through them, unconcerned. As soon as the door slammed shut behind her, Pamela’s face immediately spun to hers.

“Follow me,” she hissed, “we’re getting out of here!” Spinning on her heel, she broke into a run, bare feet slapping against the hard vinyl floor.

They probably weren’t going to be able to evade security for long, but that wasn’t her problem. Bracing her legs, she broke into a run, her rubbery feet padding silently on the floor. Yet another improvement DOLLs had over humans.

Pamela took a quick left, then a right, leading nowhere in particular. When she rounded a third corner, she screeched to a halt, breathing heavily. Lifting her arms, she blocked HANNAH-01’s path, forcing her to stop as well.

A metallic office door was opening ahead of them, a slender man in a lab coat stepping out, his hand wrapped around the end of the door. Pamela gasped as he glanced at them, but all he did was give them a little wave, a bemused smile on his face.

His mind seemed elsewhere, preoccupied. Adjusting his glasses, he turned, rubbing a hand through his hair as he padded away from them up the hallway.

Pamela darted forward, jamming her fingers in the door jamb before the door could slip shut. She grimaced as she hooked a thumb inside, pulling it back open as she frantically motioned at HANNAH-01.

Bemused, HANNAH-01 trotted forward, slipping into the small room behind her ‘Mistress.’ As the door clicked shut, Pamela let out a cry of excitement. “He forgot to lock his workstation!” she hissed, eagerly pulling out an office chair and sitting down, her face colored blue by the screen.

HANNAH-01 loomed behind her, staring at the display blankly. She didn’t know much about computers in general, though Pamela seemed right at home, enlarging the window which was currently open.

The menu bar in the upper left stated that the program was DOLLdex. An image of Doctor Lane hugging the doctor they had just seen was positioned in the center of the screen, with a search bar underneath.

She narrowed her eyes. That must be Doctor Lane’s husband, Doctor Drake, developer of the DOLLification process. She had researched him before deciding to apply, but hadn’t recognized him out in the hallway.

There was a button at the bottom that said ‘RESUME,’ but Pamela didn’t seem to care, clicking on a different button in the upper left labeled ‘DIRECTORY.’ The screen flashed and cleared, an animation of a large book being opened playing briefly. Once it had finished, a tired, disheveled woman with dirty blonde hair appeared with a short description underneath.

NAME: ADA-01

AGE: 42

HAIR: Blonde

PROFESSION: Shopkeep

DEPENDENTS: None

It was a DOLL dossier. Past life, application details, DOLLification, everything leading up to this point.

At the end of the file was a new image of the woman, with glossy black skin, hands at her sides. A DOLL mask covered her head, hiding her features, though her nipples were visible through the tight fitting latex dress she wore.

CURRENT ROLE: Security.

ADDITIONAL NOTES: None.

Another photo had been provided with her dressed in her security DOLL armor, hands folded under her chest. A bright, cheery smile was pasted on her helmet, which looked rather out of place.

HANNAH-01 was a little surprised. She didn’t know that was an option. She supposed security DOLLs would prefer to look imposing most of the time, which was why they usually kept their masks blank.

Pamela was muttering to herself, too quiet for HANNAH-01 to understand. Her hand moved, swapping back to the first page and clicking on a camera icon next to the woman’s name. A box opened, displaying an image of an empty hallway.

For a short period of time, nothing happened, then a pair of DOLLs dressed in purple latex walked past in lockstep. “It’s a live feed,” Pamela hissed. “They’re spying on everyone.”

This revelation was a little surprising to HANNAH-01, but in retrospect, it shouldn’t have been. Of course they were watching. It would be quite simple for them to add a wireless transmitter and remote camera into the masks each of the DOLLs was wearing.

It was quite prudent for them to keep track of what everyone was doing in the complex, too. It would help to prevent sabotage and infiltration missions like this from happening.

The largest danger came from DOLLs who had not undergone their final conditioning, which was why they were continuously guarded by security DOLLs who could keep track of them.

However, in this case, that had clearly failed. Pamela should never have been able to escape their net like this. She was a bug in their system, one that needed to be crushed. Her hands itched, but she desisted.

If she grabbed Pamela here, she would have no way to contain the woman. She was as slippery as an eel, and was certain to escape from her clumsy hands. It was better for her to wait and see what other mischief her former ‘Mistress’ would get into.

Pamela clicked off the live feed, flipping through the book to look at more entries. HANNAH-01 skimmed this record, registering that this woman was a maintenance DOLL. Down the right side of the screen was an alphabet on top of tabs connected to the book, an index for DOLLs.

She almost jumped when she saw the number at the bottom right corner. Four hundred and forty records? Were there really that many DOLLs?

Pamela groaned as she noticed the number too. She balled her hand into a fist and smacked it against the table. “There’s so many,” she said, her voice hushed. “How many more will become playthings for HAPPY society? Damn their hides! This place has got to be shut down, before it’s too late!”

HANNAH-01 wanted to contradict her statement, but she stayed silent. Pamela couldn’t know how nice it felt to be a DOLL—the glowing pulse that warmed her pussy whenever she thought about serving.

She didn’t understand that it wasn’t the HAPPY people that DOLLs owed their allegiance to. She would be perfectly happy with serving anyone that needed her services. She simply didn’t have a proper Master or Mistress to give herself to… yet.

Pamela and Dotty’s attempts to control her so far had been unsuccessful, though she desperately wanted to be obedient to someone. She had the faint knowledge that there was such a person, but she simply couldn’t figure out who that might be.

Oh well. Pamela was getting restless. She had better pay closer attention to what the other woman was doing.

She had pulled up her own file and was studying the details. HANNAH-01 leaned over her shoulder, suddenly interested. Apparently, Pamela had been picked up for destruction of property and vandalism multiple times.

She had recently been arrested for trying to escape the quarantine zone, and as this was a repeat offense, had been jailed for several months, awaiting trial. Her sentence had been suspended once she had agreed to go into the DOLL program. Clearly, she had not yet come to terms with that decision.

The last page was blank, with no role selected. In the ‘ADDITIONAL NOTES’ box, there was a brief sentence: “True believer, handle with care.”

Pamela chuckled at that one, but her amusement was short-lived. She sat back, rubbing her chin as she tapped her fingers against the desk. “There’s nothing here I didn’t already know,” she murmured, clicking in the search box in the upper right.

She cracked her fingers, then leaned forward and typed in a new name and hit enter. RAINE-01.

The record popped open with an image of a security DOLL at the top, sinister in glossy black. “That’s odd,” Pamela remarked. “There’s no photo of what she looked like before conversion.”

It was true. Stranger still, the history section was blank, though there appeared to be a significant amount of text present. Pamela clicked on the block of text, but the section collapsed without displaying any data. She tried to highlight the words, but all that was returned was a garbled mess.

She clicked to the end, making an annoyed noise. There were no extra photos there, either, though the ADDITIONAL NOTES field was populated.

“Primary control word, Embargo,” read Pamela. “Use only in emergencies; not for general use.”

Pamela cursed. “I knew it!” she exclaimed. “What about the other DOLL?”

Hands tense, she typed ‘JANE-01’ into the search box. When the record loaded, it looked pretty similar to RAINE-01’s, with the same odd corruption in many of the description boxes. Pamela wasn’t messing around with that anymore, however, flipping quickly to the final page to look at the additional notes.

“Lumbago,” Pamela mouthed, scanning over the rest of the text, which was similar to the other DOLL. “I was right. They are programming DOLLs for ultimate obedience. To be used as… things.”

She stood and glanced at HANNAH-01, a faint look of sympathy glimmering in her eyes. “They’re animals. Come, let’s get out of here before they find us.”

HANNAH-01 gritted her teeth, wanting to read her own record, but Pamela had clearly seen enough. Passing by her nude body, she pressed gently on the door, cracking it open.

This was bad. She hadn’t expected Pamela to find something so sensitive in the records, or she would have tried to stop her. If they ran into the security DOLLS, she might try to use the words, and then what might happen?

She had to stop her before she was able to cause more trouble, but she hadn’t yet sensed an opportunity. She gulped internally. If one didn’t come, she’d have to try something herself, and she didn’t really trust that she could pull it off.

Her indecisiveness was keeping her passive, and she hated that. It was one of her more irritating qualities. She had hoped it would be solved now that she was a DOLL, but the programming Pamela had installed had mixed everything up in a jumble. She wasn’t certain if she’d ever get that cool, calm DOLL self back.

“Excuse me? What are you doing here? This is a restricted area!”

HANNAH-01 jolted, seeing the doctor standing right outside the door. Pamela got up in his face, fists clenched at her sides. “You’re a monster!” she shouted, pushing him back.

Flustered, the doctor looked at her, agape. “I beg your pardon?” he asked, stunned.

Pamela grabbed HANNAH-01’s hand, tugging her down the hallway as she glowered at the doctor. “You’re not helping people here,” she shouted. “You’re creating slaves!”

She began to run, forcing HANNAH-01 to sprint with her. Together, they rounded a corner, and then another. Pamela began to slow down, gasping for breath as tears streamed down her face. “You’re an abomination,” she croaked, letting go and pressing her hands to her chest. “In a world gone mad.”

HANNAH-01 had no response to that. Pamela simply had a skewed view of the world, didn’t understand what being turned into a DOLL had done for her. She very much doubted she would have bothered to keep on going if she hadn’t had this to look forward to.

She twisted her lips, watching Pamela’s pathetic wheezing. She would never understand the wonder of being a DOLL as she was. Once she had been given a DOLLskin, she would know true pleasure. It just remained for HANNAH-01 to figure out a way to make that happen.

Pamela straightened up, looking around in confusion. “Where are we?”

Her ‘Mistress’ didn’t appear to have had a plan when they had fled, and now they were standing at an unfamiliar intersection. In the hallway in front of them, the color of the walls had changed to a red velvet, with wooden wainscoting running half way up the sides. The vinyl flooring terminated, replaced with a green, high traffic carpet. Hanging lights ran down the center of the ceiling, glowing with a warm hue.

In some ways, it felt less institutional. Almost… a little homely.

A surprising ache pulsed in her heart, but she ignored it. There was a faint sound in the air, sharp moaning gasps of… sex?

“What the hell is happening here?” asked Pamela. “Are they running a brothel?”

HANNAH-01 remained mute, but she was starting to get an inkling as to what might be going on. Fortunately, Pamela wouldn’t leave without satisfying her curiosity.

Crouching, she moved slowly down the dim hallway, following the wall as it curved around. Soon, the path back was hidden behind them, cool air rushing towards them.

The hallway curved again, squeezing back against itself like a worm. The reason for the odd architecture soon became apparent, as the hallway widened into a large, open room.

The carpet changed again, this time plush and velvety, with a pile thick enough for them to sink their toes into. The ceiling had doubled in height, flickering lanterns hanging from the top of each arch.

Various areas of the room were at different elevations, necessitating sets of stairs and soft, curved ramps for DOLLs to walk up and down. On top of several of the islands were upholstered chairs and couches, covered with rubber sheeting.

A cage was dangling from the ceiling in the rear of the room, a DOLL’s rubbery legs squeezed through square openings near the bottom. She was fingering herself as she moaned, rocking back and forth.

Another DOLL was writhing around a pole in the other corner of the room, hugging it close as if it was a lover. She bent over backwards, showing off the tight corset she wore, her breasts spilling out of the top. Completely shameless.

The main event appeared to be focused around a large, round, padded table in the center of the room. Twin stocks had been fixed to the table, which was currently occupied by two nude, well endowed DOLLs with red, rubbery skin.

Their faces were featureless due to their tight DOLLskins. They were unable to look away, a shared ball gag pressed into both of their mouths, leather straps running around the back of their necks to keep it securely in place. Their legs were raised on blocks, ankle straps forcing their legs wide.

Two nude DOLLs with rubbery blue skin were servicing them with strap-ons containing thick, rubbery cocks. The bound DOLLs squealed in pleasure as their lovers pushed into them, hands jiggling in wooden cut-outs as they were forced to take the hard reaming.

A strict looking DOLL wearing a standard mask was presiding over the erotic display, her dark red body cupped by a black, latex catsuit and tight corset. She was wearing a military cap and gripping a crop, the gloved fingers of her left hand stroking the tip.

Suddenly, the crop whipped out, smacking against the ass of one of the DOLLs in the stocks. The woman cried into the gag, eyes screwed up. Tears ran from her blank eye sockets, but she was clearly having a good time, as the corners of her mouth were creased into a satisfied smile.

“Well, well, what have we here? More audience members? You’re quite welcome to join us.”

DOLL heads swiveled to check out the new arrivals, but the DOLLs didn’t stop their fucking. They were already in the throes of pleasure, refusing to be interrupted in their hedonistic pursuits.

A pair of DOLLs dressed in blue rubber matching their skin sat on the couch situated up a staircase behind the erotic display. HANNAH-01 immediately recognized them from before, the white cross on their neatly perched hats telling her that these were the twin doctors.

They both sat up, their masked faces peering at the two of them with curiosity. “Ah, I recognize you there, HANNAH-01. Are you looking to have some fun?”

She could elect to stay mute and keep up the charade, but she wasn’t going to get a better opportunity. She wrapped her arms around Pamela’s waist, clinging onto her like a limpet. “Help me to restrain her!” she shouted, trying to maintain control as Pamela elbowed her in the stomach.

She wheezed, doubling over as the smaller woman writhed, kicking her in the shin. Pain blossomed through her body and she fell to her knees, losing her grasp. Pamela ducked away and sprinted towards the hallway they had come down, vanishing in an instant.

HANNAH-01 saw stars as she regained her breath, moaning into the floor. It had gone more or less as she thought it would—she was no security DOLL, and there was no way she’d be able to catch up with the other woman in her current state.

She had hoped that the other DOLLs would be able to help her, but the shock of the sudden assault had been too quick for them to react.

Damn. She had messed up again. When was she ever going to do anything right?

Her mind roiled, the fragile peace broken as despair and rage began to overwhelm her. In some respects, this was worse than how she had felt before she arrived. At least then she was numb to this pain.

Gloved hands wrapped around her shoulders, helping her to her feet. “Are you okay, my dear?” asked JANE-02, a pixelated look of concern on her mask.

The taste of defeat was bitter in her mouth. “No,” she replied brusquely. “I failed to stop her. Now who knows what mischief she might cause?”

RAINE-02 chuckled. “Who can tell?” she said blithely. “Why worry about it? There’s nowhere she can go. Eventually, she’ll be tracked down by the security DOLLs and learn to accept her fate. Worrying about it will only distress you further, and there’s no need for that.”

The twin doctors moved in closer, their hands wrapping around her sides. “Why not relax with us?” suggested JANE-02. “We didn’t get an opportunity to get to know each other earlier. We were far too busy with induction and administration tasks.”

“Yes, stay a while,” whispered RAINE-02. “There are many delectable delights we could show you. The types of pleasure only a true DOLL can experience.”

HANNAH-01 chuckled at their seduction attempts. A trickle of heat was running down her inner thighs, signaling her arousal. “All you had to do was ask,” she said sultrily. “What did you have in mind?”

The two doctors glanced knowingly at each other. “We have a feisty one, sister,” said JANE-02, amusement in her voice. “Shall we give her the double ended treatment?”

“Yes, I think we must,” replied RAINE-02, grabbing at HANNAH-01’s right breast to give it a soft squeeze. “I’m a little surprised that we found one willing to play with us before her full DOLLskin is installed.”

HANNAH-01 closed her eyes for a moment, enjoying the attention. “I’m a little surprised myself,” she confessed. “I haven’t had any libido for a long time, but now something has awakened within me. I’m simply ravenous.”

RAINE-02 stopped stroking her breast. “Oh, how gorgeous. Most DOLLs would have rejected us outright. We simply have to have our fun before she’s assigned a role.”

“Very well,” replied JANE-02. “I don’t see any reason not to. HANNAH-01, why don’t you take a seat on the couch and enjoy the view while we get ready?”

The twin doctors let go of her and took each other’s hands, their glossy black heels tapping against a swooping wooden pathway that led further into the room. She admired their shiny heads as they disappeared behind a screen, wondering what they might be planning.

In any case, she couldn’t see what they were doing, so she might as well take a seat and enjoy the view. She climbed the steps to the couch the DOLLs had just vacated, sitting primly on the right side.

The rubber sheeting bounced a little as it accommodated her butt, creaking as she settled into place. It had been warmed by the previous DOLL’s presence, feeling pleasant.

She folded her hands in her lap, wondering at how easily she was taking all of this in stride. The blatant sexuality of the DOLLs around her, the idea of becoming one, of being played with by the doctors—it was all so enticing. So interesting.

She had been unable to feel anything for so long, this new rush of sensations was intoxicating. She’d do anything to keep feeling this way. She couldn’t go back. Wouldn’t go back.

Fools like Pamela couldn’t stop this. She would see the light soon enough and become a DOLL. Just like her. Soon.

In the meantime, she could enjoy the spectacle on display in front of her. The two bound DOLLs in the stocks were certainly happy with where they were, writhing with abandon as they were pounded by thick strap-ons. Their grunts and squeals filled the room as the wooden stocks creaked, noses touching as their rubbery faces hid their true feelings.

In thrall to their desires, saliva dripped from their chins, spattering into a stainless steel bowl sitting on the platform below them.

She wished that she could see their faces under the DOLLskin. What would they look like without it?

Would their eyes roll with madness, seeking further mindlessness in their utter pleasure? Who had they been? Who were they now?

They were DOLLs, yes, but DOLLs had a purpose. She had a purpose.

She pressed a hand to her forehead as a short bout of vertigo struck her. The thought was true. How was that even possible? She had felt useless, been useless her entire life. Could being a DOLL possibly fill the blank hole that had always existed inside her?

The dominatrix DOLL's whip cracking against the ass of one of the bound DOLLs brought her sharply back down to reality. During her introspection, her body had become increasingly horny, a fire burning in her loins that begged to be sated.

The laughing chatter of the twin doctors drew her attention back to the rear of the room, and what she saw there made her gulp in apprehension.

Both doctors were sporting absurdly long rubber cocks strapped to their waists. The dildos were so long that they drooped towards the floor, hanging down past their thighs.

Give yourself. Submit.

The pink text was back, and despite her consternation, she found that was exactly what she wanted to do. She licked her lips as she stared at the polished lengths, desperately desiring them to be buried in her snatch.

JANE-02 noticed her gaze and shot her a mischievous smile. "Do you like our toys?" she asked seductively.

She clenched her ass, and the cock stood up a little. Leaning forward, she touched the tip to the end of the dildo her sister sported.

The two of them bounced against each other, dueling. The ends juggled back and forth like mountains of jello, rousing her imagination further.

"I want!” she hissed, getting to her feet.

The two doctors approached, swaying their hips. "It looks like she needs some of our special treatment," murmured RAINE-02.

"I agree, sister, let's show her our hospitality," replied JANE-02, stroking her dick.

“Which one of us gets the pleasure of taking her back door?” asked RAINE-02, tiny devil horns displaying on her mask.

“Oh, the pleasure is all yours,” declared JANE-02. “I want to test how her DOLLskin reacts to this.” She lifted her strap-on, letting it fall with an ominous jiggle.

She moved around in front of HANNAH-01, resting her hands lightly on her shoulders. Standing on the step below her, she gently shifted HANNAH-01’s body until she was pointed directly at the DOLLs being fucked below. “It’s quite convenient that you’re wearing nothing but your DOLLskin,” she said in a low voice, sliding her fingers across her collarbone. “It will save us quite a lot of trouble.”

A feminine body pressed into her back, a cool length resting against her ass crack. “She isn’t going to be any trouble at all, is she?” asked the twin sister, wrapping a hand around her neck.

Submit. Obey.

HANNAH-01 blinked slowly. She didn’t really need the pink text to tell her what to do here. She was quite happy being passive. She was a DOLL, ready to be used by the doctors.

“Of course not,” she whispered, staring at JANE-02’s curved mask. “I’m yours.”

The doctor chuckled, taking hold of her dildo. “No, you’re ours.”

She smacked a hand against HANNAH-01’s thigh, her skin wobbling as the rubbery surface absorbed the blow. “Spread your legs. It’s time for pleasure.”

HANNAH-01 did as she was requested, sweat beading on her brow. Those enormous dicks were going to be pushed inside her, and she wasn’t ready for them. How could she be? No matter how wet her pussy got, they wouldn’t fit. Could they?

She was about to find out. JANE-02 was crimping the end of the dildo, tilting it so that the bulbous end would fit inside her. She swallowed hard as she looked at its tremendous length, imagining the girth being buried in her pussy. It was going to happen. She wasn’t going to stop this.

In the end, though, it was RAINE-02 who struck first, a large knot jamming into her ass. She gaped and moved forward, away from the intruder, but JANE-02 took this opportunity to launch her own assault, thrusting her own dick into her.

Speared from both ends, she could do nothing but wait as the twins pushed their strapons deeper into her body. Her ass protested for a short while, but quickly gave in, allowing the girth past her sphincter.

Her eyes widened as she realized that the twins weren’t stopping. More and more of the rubbery black dildos were pushed into her, sinking deeper and deeper, far past the ability of any human body to accommodate.

And yet, hers was. How was this possible?

“You’re beginning to understand,” said JANE-02 smoothly. “As we press ourselves into you, your body expands to contain us. It’s part of your transformation. Your interior has been coated by the DOLLskin, changed to promote pleasure. You can accept anything we give you. You love it.”

“I love it,” HANNAH-01 repeated softly, a faint smile creasing her face.

The pink text didn’t need to tell her this. It was a strange emotion, welling up within her. Love for her fellow DOLLs. Strange. It was the first time she had felt this way about anything.

JANE-02 made an unfeminine grunt as their chests pressed into each other. The slippery latex of the doctor’s dress squished into her nipples, a heated frisson expanding throughout her chest. This was just so… erotic.

“There,” exclaimed JANE-02. “Now, you’re completely filled with our cocks. How do you feel?”

The sensation was indescribable. “Wonderful,” she breathed, her body jolting as her breasts squeezed against the doctor’s. “I can’t imagine where they’ve gone,” she admitted, feeling a little concerned. “I feel like they’re penetrating my stomach.”

JANE-02 chuckled. “There’s nothing to be concerned about. We’ve run many studies on DOLL physiology, and there are quite a few unusual properties the DOLLskin bestows upon us. One of them is incredible organ flexibility, which we will now demonstrate.”

She took a step down the stairs, the dildo sliding smoothly out of her pussy. She could feel every part of its length as it rubbed through her interior, leaving emptiness in its wake.

She frowned. “That doesn’t feel too good. I’m like a hollow statue, perched upon a hill.” She gazed longingly at the doctor’s breasts. “Lacking the warmth of human comfort.”

RAINE-02 shifted, and she grunted, reconsidering. “Impaled by a fence post,” she gasped out, her internal muscles clenching down around its length.

RAINE-02’s hands caressed her neck. “As it should be,” she whispered. “The longer you are a DOLL, the more you will desire to be penetrated in this way. It’s a terrible truth that we’re horrible size queens.”

The cries of pleasure from behind the doctor punctuated her words. She gulped as she caught a glimpse of the black dildos being worked into one of the DOLL’s folds. It was probably just as great a length as the ones now buried inside her.

JANE-02 raised an arm and snapped her fingers. “SAM-01, we could use your assistance. This DOLL isn’t yet in the right frame of mind to fully enjoy our presence.”

She wasn’t? Her body certainly felt like it was on fire, but it was true that the dildo in her ass was a little more uncomfortable than pleasurable at the moment. Not even the pink text could change that reality.

She shivered as the dominatrix DOLL approached up the stairs, unsurprised to notice the familiar curves of the DOLL she had seen a few times at the facility. DOLLs appeared to be assigned a particular role, but that didn’t mean they were always assigned that role. They might have hobbies they dabbled in during off hours as well.

Whatever the reason, SAM-01 looked gorgeous, her large assets barely supported by a rubber cord that ran under her breasts. As her curvaceous body wobbled up the stairs, she caught a glimpse of the other woman’s nipples. Shameless, but also incredibly sexy.

The rest of her slick latex outfit was hard to ignore, skin tight against her rubber skin. Transparent red, the interplay of color between her natural skin and the thin latex coating gave her a darker hue.

None of this distracted her from the crop sliding between the DOLL’s gloved fingers, or the sadistic smile on her face. She gulped as she took in the woman’s mask—it didn’t look like the others.

A cool, severe face was looking back at her, wearing navy blue lipstick. This woman could hurt her, and she would like it.

“Who are you?” she asked, a little taken aback.

The cool woman’s gaze stared into her soul for a long moment, then a hint of a smile curled up the edges of her lips. “I am no different than before. It’s only your perception of me that has changed, now that you have seen me in this persona. In fact, though, my goals have remained the same—I love taking care of DOLLs, in any way required.”

She held out her crop and smacked HANNAH-01 on the hip. She pulled away from the woman, but there was little she could do. Speared on the dildos, she could only wait for what came next, her eyes tearing up as she suffered through the sharp pain.

SAM-01 ran the tip of the crop under her jawline. “You’re ugly,” the DOLL declared bluntly.

Before she had an opportunity to feel hurt, the DOLL smiled with hunger in her eyes. “Do not take this as an insult. I find all pre-DOLLs ugly until the DOLLskin smooths over their unique features. You, too, can become beautiful in my eyes.”

“Stop playing with her,” said JANE-02 sharply. “Our goal is to show her how pleasurable being a DOLL can be, not to scare her unduly.”

“Very well,” replied SAM-01. “Then it’s up to me to provide the pain, while you provide the pleasure. Is that right?”

HANNAH-01 frowned. “How is that even going to work? The two aren’t compatible with each other.”

RAINE-02 laughed heartily, her chest bouncing against her back. The dildo in her ass shifted, her insides gurgling as it shoved against her uterus. “Have you ever pressed your fingernails into the palm of your hand while being stuck by a needle? It’s exactly like that. She’ll focus all of your pain response in one area, while we ramp up the pleasure down below. You’ll be helpless to resist. Every DOLL loves it when we do this. Just relax and let us bring you to climax.”

“Okay,” said HANNAH-01 dubiously.

It wasn’t that she didn’t believe them intellectually, but she had no idea how her body would react. Would she really be like all the rest? What if there was something unique about her that would prevent this from working? She certainly didn’t want to be writhing in pain for no reason.

SAM-01 flipped the crop around, tucking it under her shoulder. Her gloved hands opened a pouch on her belt. “We won’t start with anything too extreme,” she announced, pulling out a shiny chain attached to two metal clamps.

HANNAH-01 trembled. It was painfully obvious where those were going to go, and she already hated the idea. RAINE-02 worked her hands over her shoulders, massaging her tense muscles. “Relax. We know what we’re doing. This won’t permanently injure you, and you might even grow to enjoy it!”

She rather doubted that, but her urge to flee began to ebb. She leaned back into RAINE-02, staring at SAM-01 defiantly. “Hurry up,” she commanded. “My ass is so full I can feel my bowels backing up already.”

SAM-01 gave her a sadistic grin. “That pain is nothing compared to what I am capable of.”

The growling voices in her mind finally subsided, allowing her to look for the pink text once more. It was unusual for her to go this long without reading it, but to be fair, she had been rather distracted.

She gulped. Was it strange that she hadn’t been following its commands when she attempted to betray Pamela? That decision had been all on her own.

Pain and pleasure. DOLLsex. Submit.

A rush of obedience flowed through her brain, but it was cut short by twin pinches of pain at the tips of her nipples. While she had been distracted, SAM-01 had struck like a viper, pinching her flesh and attaching the metallic jewelry in a single, swift motion.

At the same time, JANE-02 stepped forward and up, shoving the dildo back inside her. Without the distraction of RAINE-02 pressing into her ass, she enjoyed every bump along its length as her muscles clenched around the rubber intruder.

She cried out, the pain and pleasure circling around each other as they spiraled through her brain. It was hard to fully concentrate on either of them, which was probably the intent.

She watched the doctor’s large breasts with jealousy as they squeezed back against hers, shuddering as her nipples hardened to bullet points. Her toes flexed against the edge of the staircase, a tingling pressure in the back of her mind as her nipples sparked with intense pain. This was only a small measure of what was to come.

JANE-02 wrapped her hands around HANNAH-01’s sides, gripping tightly as she pulled out, watching her carefully as she moved with agonizing slowness.

SAM-01’s crop whipped out, smacking against her thigh. “DOLLslut,” she said harshly. “Give in to the pleasure. Obey your Mistresses and your desires. Allow us to please you until every thought bends to our commands.”

As JANE-02 sawed back into her, RAINE-02 began to get in on the action as well. She shifted her legs, keeping HANNAH-01 upright as she bent her knees, slipping the end of the dildo in her ass downwards.

At the point at which the ascending dildo met the descending one, the bulbous ends knocked against each other inside her. A rattling shiver of surprise bellowed from her throat, stimulation shuddering throughout her entire body.

DOLL. Love. Enjoy.

The text only enhanced the pleasure she was receiving from the other two, but to be perfectly honest, she wasn’t thinking very much at all. She was spit roasted between the two of them, the dildos churning up her insides in a heady mixture of pleasure, pain sparking from her nipples as SAM-01 tugged on the chain.

She wouldn’t be able to last much longer, but she so badly wanted to. She wanted to be their slut, to be used by them until they were satisfied as well.

As JANE-02 pulled out, her pussy clenched against the dildo, her inner lips exposed as friction distended her flesh outwards. This extra sensation made her thighs quiver, tendrils of pleasure infusing her core.

JANE-02 grinned evilly at her. “I find the pleasure can sometimes be enhanced when you don’t know what your lover is thinking,” she said smoothly.

Her mask flickered and her expression vanished, leaving behind a blank expanse. SAM-01’s mask did the same. Now, they were indistinguishable from each other, two faceless DOLLs toying with their prey.

Why was that thought so freaking arousing? The rattling dildos down below became even more impossible to ignore, and she began to moan, throwing her head back as she cried out her ecstasy.

Hands wrapped around her breasts, tight, sharp fingers grasping at her flesh. She hissed in pain, looking upon SAM-01’s dominatrix outfit with anger. She couldn’t help herself… she wanted no interruptions while she surrendered herself to this pleasure.

For a brief moment, a flash of rage rocketed through her mind and she balled her hands into fists. She struck out at the dark mask of the woman assaulting her, rubbery fingers smacking against the face shield. “Stop… hurting me!” She roared.

SAM-01’s mask flickered in surprise, her head leaning back to soften the blow. “Feisty. I like it,” she hummed, her fingers releasing HANNAH-01’s breasts.

She hesitated. “I misread you. I thought for certain you were going to end up a pain slut, like me.” She cocked her head, considering. “I am a little disappointed, but it is not a problem. I will keep looking for a like minded DOLL.”

She turned to JANE-02. “There’s no need to stretch this out. Finish her off.”

A flicker of an expression darted over JANE-02’s blank face. “Very well, as you wish,” she replied coolly. She pushed the dildo all the way back in, her own hands touching HANNAH-01’s sensitive breast flesh. “Sister, hold nothing back. This DOLL requires pleasure.”

RAINE-02 gripped her sides. “As do we all,” she moaned back, tilting her hips so that she could rock the dildo into HANNAH-01’s ass a little faster.

“Brace yourself,” warned JANE-02. “This is going to be rough.”

She stopped the long strokes, holding herself in place as she pressed the dildo into HANNAH-01’s vagina. Her hands clenched around HANNAH-01’s breasts, pressing her thumbs under her nipples.

This was far different from the approach SAM-01 had taken, and despite the clamps on her nipples, she moaned in pleasure, nodding at the other woman. “Don’t slow down, I can take it all!” she exclaimed.

It was true. The dildos inside her no longer felt as long as they once had, almost as though her body was changing to accommodate their length. As a result, their presence was more erotic than painful. All she needed was a little more and she could let go entirely, give herself to them and embrace her DOLLhood.

It wouldn’t be long now. The twin doctors were ramping up their speed, the dildos pounding her holes with ever greater frequency. Her hungry eyes lit upon the doctor’s breasts, her assets bouncing from the exertion JANE-02 was putting into fucking her pussy.

She wanted to touch them. There was nothing stopping her.

She reached out and grabbed them, in the grip of a fever dream, grasping the rubber that held their softness. She groped and massaged, touching, feeling, loving.

The doctor didn’t seem to mind, a pleased chuckle kissing her ears. It was lovely—to give and to receive. She couldn’t imagine doing anything else.

When the orgasm came, it washed away any remaining turmoil in her mind. It was a glowing, golden orb of satisfaction, filled with the warmth of her love of being a DOLL.

Overall, there was acceptance. She accepted what being a DOLL had brought her. The changes, the pleasure. Everything.

This couldn’t completely smooth out the rough spots in her mind, but for the moment, it was enough. She embraced joy.

Gasping with pleasure, she bucked against the dildos, her muscles spasming in response. “I love being a DOLL!” she cried out, her hands reflexively grasping at the doctor’s nipples.

JANE-02 wrapped her fingers around the nipple clamps and removed them, tossing the chain to SAM-01.

Twin spikes of pain quickly faded into throbbing spots of pleasure, her breasts jiggling as the swollen tips began to return to normal. This was quickly overwhelmed by the pulses of pleasure rocketing from her pussy, keeping her in a state of ecstacy for an extended period.

Eventually, it began to die down to a golden warm glow, the pain fading as well. It was exquisite, and perhaps she enjoyed the pain a little more than she dared admit.

She wasn’t like SAM-01, though, she knew that to be true. From what she had shown her so far, that DOLL was dangerous. The twin doctors were different. She might learn to grow closer to those two, if time and proximity permitted.

JANE-02 raised her hands, gripping the bottom of her mask. With a small jerk, it clicked, disconnecting from her face. She lifted it up and over, handing it to SAM-01.

HANNAH-01 studied her bare skull, a little shocked to find that it was as formless as the DOLLs in the stocks. In retrospect, it shouldn’t have been a surprise, but this was the first time she had been able to study the empty eye sockets of a DOLL up close.

Creases had formed in her rubber DOLLskin around the corners of her eyes, framing the blank pupils which had been overlaid by the coating. There was no way the DOLL could possibly see through the thick rubber, but that was what the mask was for.

Her nose had been flattened by the coating, two small holes retained for her to breathe through. Her lips had been turned into thick, rubbery masses. As they parted, she caught a glimpse of the woman’s throat, which had also been coated as well. It looked warm and slippery, perfect for swallowing a thick, rubbery cock, or two.

The doctor leaned forward and gave her a quick kiss on the cheek. “You’ve been a good sport, but unless I miss my mark, our time is just about up.”

Her natural voice sounded a little wet, as though she had phlegm in her throat. She turned her formless head and waved at the entrance, where two figures had appeared. HANNAH-01 frowned. How the heck had she known they were coming?

She recognized Doctor Lane, but the security DOLL escorting her was a bit of a mystery until they came a little closer. Opposite the barcode printed on her armored chest was a name: DOTTY-01.

A spark of understanding flashed through her brain. Joy, and pleasure, in equal measure. “You’ve been converted!” she said to the DOLL cheerfully, feeling delighted as she took in her new form.

The DOLL’s black mask came to life, a smiling face beaming back at her. “That’s right,” DOTTY-01 replied briskly. “The doctor has shown me the truth, and I have accepted my new life as a DOLL.”

Her expression flickered a little, but the smile remained on her face. “At first, I thought the DOLLs were an abomination, but now I see that becoming DOLLs is the only viable solution for all of us.”

HANNAH-01 shuddered as RAINE-02 slowly extracted the fat dildo from her ass. “That is a rather drastic change in view,” she exclaimed. “How much convincing did it take for you to arrive at that conclusion?”

Doctor Lane stepped in front of the new security DOLL, her red eyes watching HANNAH-01 intently. “None of that matters. Anything this DOLL has done in the past is irrelevant now that she had been DOLLed and given her role. Accept your new sister as another one of our own, and do not worry about what she might have once been. All of us have secrets, including me.”

More of the doctor’s skin had changed into DOLLskin since HANNAH-01 had seen her last. There wasn’t much left that was natural, and soon she might require a mask to see. She would be a DOLL, like the rest of them. Like HANNAH-01 so desperately wanted to be.

Once she was a DOLL, her thoughts could be smoothed out. No more violence, no more anger, no more apathy, no more depression. Just the cool beauty of DOLLthought to bring her safely into the future.

She wet her lips, her hips shivering as JANE-02 began to slide out of her as well. The wet slime of her lubricated tunnel began to drip onto the floor, but RAINE-02 quickly returned with a towel to help clean her up.

“I assume you are here for me?” she asked, watching the doctor carefully, hiding her sudden excitement. “Am I to go through final conversion?”

The doctor folded her hands over her navel, her mottled fingers creasing her lab coat. “That’s right,” she replied patiently. “You’re an unusual case, so I want to handle this personally. The experimental nanobots used on you appear to be acting more in line with what was originally expected, and I’m not sure why. I want to watch your final conversion to better understand the differences, so that I might know what I’m going to have to deal with myself.”

Her teeth gapped into a shark toothed grin. “I also must confess that it’s one of my favorite guilty pleasures. The final birth of DOLLthought within a DOLLskin is something too many around here take for granted.”

Trembling, HANNAH-01 took a step towards the doctor. “Let’s go,” she whispered reverentially. “I’ve waited so long to be converted.”

She gave the other doctors an apologetic glance. “It’s not that you haven’t treated me with adequate… hospitality, but I just can’t wait!”

RAINE-02 shook her head, her mask smiling back at her. “No need to apologize. We all understand. Just go, and perhaps you’ll visit us again sometime?”

She gulped as she shivered internally. “I’m not sure I was ready for the first time.”

The twin doctors chuckled. “Just you wait, you’ll be begging for our hospitality once you’re a regular DOLL,” grinned JANE-02, her floppy black dildo bouncing in the air. “You’re probably already starting to feel the creeping emptiness within you. When it becomes too much to bear, you’ll know who to call.”

Her grin changed into a smirk, her lidless eyes somehow following HANNAH-01 as she climbed down the stairs and trotted over in front of DOTTY-01. HANNAH-01 found her gaze to be a little disturbing, and was rather relieved when SAM-01 handed her mask back to her.

Her mouth wrapped around the spherical gag as she plugged it back into her mouth, a soft click sounding as the mask came back to life. Her pixelated gaze was filled with compassion. “Don’t worry, HANNAH-01, this might seem alien to you, for now. Give yourself some time to adjust, and everything will work out.”

A cold hand rested on her shoulder. “I’m afraid we have no more time,” declared Doctor Lane. “She needs to be podded immediately so that I can run my experiments.”

The twin doctors nodded at her, SAM-01 still stroking her crop. That one was dangerous, but she was a known quantity. HANNAH-01 shivered, wondering what Doctor Lane might have in store for her.


Chapter Nine

“What do you mean, podded?” asked HANNAH-01, following closely behind the doctor, DOTTY-01 covering her from the rear.

“It’s the way we used to finish all DOLLs,” explained the doctor breezily. “We’re phasing it out in favor of an assembly line approach to increase throughput, but fortunately we’ve retained it. It’s a much better option when dealing with DOLLs that don’t fit into the standard manufacturing process.”

HANNAH-01’s legs felt a little wobbly. “Does that make me… defective?”

“No, not at all,” replied the doctor briskly, leading her around a corner into a brightly lit corridor. “You’re something new and unexpected.”

Her shoulders tightened. “Due to our little accident on the assembly line, I am as well. I got hit with those same nanobots, if you recall. I’d like to know about any other peculiarities that might arise. Have you noticed anything yourself?”

HANNAH-01 raised her right hand and examined the glossy red surface, turning it back and forth. “Nothing in particular. It looks and acts like regular DOLLskin to me.”

The doctor stopped and turned, peering at her neck. “If I may,” she asked, waiting for HANNAH-01 to give her a shallow nod.

She placed her fingers around the base of HANNAH-01’s neck, stretching the skin a little. “It’s as I suspected,” she said, letting her go. “Your existing DOLLskin is sending out tendrils, like little roots. Given time, I would assume that you would be completely subsumed by it.”

She frowned. “If we waited long enough, would you end up with a proper DOLLskin, inside and out, or would it be improperly applied, like a scar over a wound?”

She shook her head. “Those who are against the DOLLing process might think we are conducting unethical experiments here, but that couldn’t be farther from the truth. We’re simply trying to find the most efficient way to cure our SERIOUS condition.”

HANNAH-01 gulped, imagining that she could sense the altered skin over her throat. “Can it be fixed? I don’t really like the idea of being suffocated by my skin.”

“Of course,” grinned the doctor. “We just need to complete the process with a proper mask, and everything will be fine. Follow me, please!”

She whirled, her lab coat drifting around her ass in a circle. HANNAH-01 pursed her lips and reached down experimentally to touch her own butt, wondering if her rubber DOLLskin would look as good as the doctor’s under a pair of tight latex pants.

“Stop doing that,” hissed DOTTY-01. “You’re making it hard to concentrate!”

HANNAH-01 blinked. Oh. She hadn’t been thinking about the security DOLL at all. How embarrassing.

Or… maybe not? They were both DOLLs, so why should she feel that way?

She gave her ass a little squeeze before letting go, swaying her hips to show off her nude DOLLskin.

DOTTY-01 made an irritated noise and prodded her in the back. HANNAH-01 chuckled, pleased that she had gotten a rise out of the other woman. She never would have had the audacity to do something like this before.

She had changed during her short time here. Becoming a DOLL had given her far more confidence than she had ever possessed.

She could attribute some of that to her scrambled brain, perhaps, but these sorts of positive social encounters just didn’t happen to someone like her.

A realization blossomed in her brain. She had finally found a place she belonged.

There was a new spring in her step, her legs energized as she followed the doctor. Whatever came next, no matter how unpleasant, she could face it. She would be a DOLL.

The pink text, which had been quiescent as she worked through these ideas, suddenly sprang to life.

Pleased DOLL. Happy DOLL. Good DOLL. LOVE.

The words stroked at her brain, giving her confidence that she had made the right decision. All that remained was the final submission.

She marched after the doctor, a smile fixed to her face. In some ways, she was walking towards the gallows—the death of all she had been before. She had confidence that the doctor could fix her mind, remove the aberrant programming installed by Pamela. Turn her into a proper DOLL.

She just couldn’t seem to find the words to tell the doctor what was wrong with her, though. It simply wouldn’t come out. How frustrating.

She didn’t need to struggle with herself any longer, however. It appeared that they had reached their destination, a set of solid steel doors opening in front of the doctor.

The doctor turned and held out her hands as she backed into the room. “Welcome to the conversion chamber. This is where we perfected the process of DOLLification.”

The room was built in the shape of a metallic dome, with four lines of muted lighting running down the walls. A single, long tube hung from the center of the ceiling, connected to a DOLL mask at the end. The mask dangled above a mountain-shaped lump of metal built into the floor, unknown tubing penetrating through to somewhere below.

As they approached closer, it became obvious that this was some form of standing chair, with concave impressions where a person’s butt and back might rest. A shallow outline in the shape of a sphere surrounded this pseudo-chair, giving the impression that the user would be sitting inside a bubble.

The doctor moved to one side, taking up station in front of a console. “Please, take a seat,” she commanded. “It might look a little strange, but most prototypes do. Don’t be alarmed—this process, at least, has been well tested. I do need to match the same nanobots used on you before, however, so this might take a few minutes.”

The doctor peered at the screen, leaving her to her own devices. DOTTY-01 had stayed behind at the door, making sure they weren’t interrupted. Or, perhaps, ensuring that she wouldn’t attempt to escape, but that wasn’t her goal.

She stepped up to the chair, running her hand over the raised outline surrounding the concave sections. It was covered in a red, rubbery material, similar to the DOLLskin which coated her hands. The interior appeared to be well padded, and would probably be fairly comfortable to sit in.

She hesitated. The doctor hadn’t ordered her to do anything, but she was feeling a little bit rebellious. She hadn’t ordered her not to.

Turning around, she placed her butt on the built-in cushion, exclaiming in surprise as it took her weight. It was rubbery, as she had expected, but she felt feather light, as if she was sitting on nothing at all.

Laying back, she noted that the angle of the supports forced her hips to tilt upwards, leaving her resting in a comfortable pose. This was far more cozy than her furniture at home!

She looked up at the dangling mask, feeling a bit of trepidation at its dark presence. Twin, bulbous headphones were situated on either side, which would clasp her ears tightly once it was in place. “Is that one mine?” she asked, trying to get a good look at it.

“Don’t stress out over it, HANNAH-01, you’ll be wearing it soon enough. It’s far more comfortable than you might think,” replied the doctor, frowning as she tapped a few more buttons on the screen. “There, it’s finally configured properly.”

She strode over to HANNAH-01, heels clicking on the vinyl floor. Reaching up, she took hold of the mask, sparing a short moment to check the expression on her face. “What are you worried about? You’re about to become what everyone here wants—a smooth DOLL, with a complete DOLLskin. You should be thanking me for this.”

HANNAH-01 screwed up her face, glancing at DOTTY-01, who stood there placidly. “Thank… you,” she said haltingly, laying back in the chair.

“Very good,” said the doctor, pulling the mask down. “Let’s get you installed.”

Her red pupils gleamed over a wide grin as she nudged the gag against her lips. “Open wide.”

A sense of uncertainty thrummed in her belly, but she had no reason to deny the doctor. Swallowing her saliva, she opened her mouth and let the woman press the rubbery knob between her lips.

As it settled against the roof of her mouth, there came a soft click, the concave interior of the mask coming to life as it squeezed against her face. The doctor softly pressed her skull against the headrest, keeping up a firm pressure.

HANNAH-01 blinked rapidly as she tried to adjust to the new sensations, giggling against the gag as the pink text grew to fill her blocked off vision.

Listen to the doctor. She knows best.

She froze, reading the line multiple times. Yes, that was true. Doctor knows best.

Her body relaxed as the headphones were flipped into place. She sucked on the gag as if she was nursing, tasting the rubbery surface. There was nothing else she could do but read more of the pink text as she waited for something to happen.

Obey the doctor. Become Her DOLL.

Whispers licked at her ears, repeating some of the phrases swimming in her vision. She wanted to read along, to say them aloud to confirm that she was obeying, but only muffled grunts could make it through the gag.

The whispers faded away, leaving behind a gaping hole. Absolute silence.

The pink text remained to keep her company, however, so she traced the outlines of the letters, pleased with their curling shapes.

Rest. Acceptance. Love.

The words caressed her, and she rejoiced in their presence. As long as she gave herself to them, she didn’t have to listen to her own turbulent thoughts.

She knew she would have to deal with them eventually, but she didn’t know how to disentangle them herself. No matter what she did, she couldn’t seem to completely banish her old, depressive thought patterns.

Just thinking about them was starting to bring up her inadequacies, and that curious raging anger boiling inside her. She wanted to tell the doctor that she wasn’t feeling well, but the gag was in the way. She was committed.

Sparks of light flashed from the corners of her vision, a circle of stars dancing as they moved towards the center of her eyes. As they faded away, she could see the domed room surrounding her in stark relief.

The mask was feeding her images of the outside environment, giving her a good view while it remained glued to her face. No matter how much she shook her head, the view remained the same, which was rather disorientating.

The best she could do was to keep her head level so that the view matched up with what the mask was feeding her. This was probably intentional, as a spherical shield had extended from the sides of the seat, sealing her off from the rest of the room.

She was an astronaut. A DOLL-o-naut?

Her chest bounced as she giggled, relaxing in the chair. A hissing voice clicked in her ears. “I’d like to share the joke, DOLL,” said the doctor dryly, “but as you might have noted, the process has already started.”

“The mask fixed to your face has secreted the same nanobots used on the rest of your body. The coating it has applied will merge with the rest of your DOLLskin, given time. Don’t be alarmed if your vision flickers—that’s simply a sign that the mask is doing its job to give you a complete coating.”

As soon as she finished saying this, HANNAH-01 blinked. Now that she mentioned it, it did feel a bit like there was something in her eyes. The image of the room surrounding her remained, but the tube that had been connected to her mask was gone. Was this image being transmitted directly into her brain?

She started as her feet came into contact with a warm fluid. She got to her feet and looked down, but her vision remained fixed in place, looking towards the doctor.

She took a step towards the hard, exterior shell, her feet sloshing in a viscous fluid that appeared to be rapidly filling the sphere. She placed her hands against the shell, distressed to find that it was thick and solid. There was no escape.

“Halt!” hissed the doctor in her ears.

She froze, stopping in her attempts to escape the small pod. Shivering, she could do nothing but wait as the fluid climbed over the tops of her knees.

“Remain calm,” exhorted the doctor. “You won’t drown in the nanobots. On the contrary, the concentration of oxygen in the fluid is quite high. It will be a struggle to breath it in, at first, but you’ll get used to it soon enough. Eighty percent of processed DOLLs report that this process is fairly pleasant, once they adjust to the change.”

That was easy enough for her to say, but she didn’t have to experience this first hand. The idea of gurgling to death on the fluid didn’t seem very pleasant to her.

Worse, there was something in there with the fluid. While moving, she had accidentally kicked it with her foot. It was hard, metallic, and moving. What the heck was it?

She reached down, fumbling around for a bit until she discovered a duo of hard, cold tubes waving like tiny snakes. She tried to catch one, but it pulled out of her grip, smashing against her thigh.

She shuddered and tried to move away, but there was nowhere to escape to in the tiny room. The fluid was boiling over her waist now, and she still couldn’t change her fixed vision point, making her feel rather dizzy. Not even the pink text was sufficient to calm her down, and she cried into the gag, worried that she was beginning to go crazy.

“Stop panicking!” ordered the doctor’s voice through her headphones.

She wanted to obey the woman, but it was too late—her thoughts were running away with her. If she couldn’t stay together under this kind of pressure, how could she ever become a DOLL?

If she became a failed DOLL, what would they do with her? Kick her out? Beyond this, she had nothing to return to. A big pit opened up in her stomach, and she quailed at the dangerous thoughts that began to spiral out in front of her.

If this didn’t work, she had nothing left. She had no future.

She groaned, tossing her head like a wild animal. It was hopeless. She couldn’t find a way to escape from the spiral of despair. Couldn’t… oh.

Her fists relaxed as a solid tube clicked into the DOLLport on her mons, a rush of data flowing through her mind. Her thoughts of despair were interrupted by cool, clear logic rushing into her brain. This created a calming effect that suppressed her conscious mind, allowing her muscles to relax.

She stood, thinking nothing as the liquid lapped at the bottom of her breasts. The tickling sensation was actually somewhat arousing, heat growing between her legs despite the recent treatment she had received at the hands of the twins.

The doctor’s voice popped in her ears. “I can see the readout now, DOLL, and I understand why you’ve been having so many problems. There’s unsigned code running on your DOLLnet, and it appears to be interfering with some of your basic DOLL functions. Give me a minute and I’ll get this cleared up.”

Her voice clicked off, but that wasn’t too much of a problem now that she was connected. She could feel data flowing in and out through her implants, information skittering over the surface of her skin. She hadn’t been turned into a robot, had she?

No, these were simply external enhancements, allowing the doctor to change her brain to accept being a DOLL. There was nothing wrong with accepting a little help, especially when she was feeling so down in the dumps.

A natural smile blossomed across her face inside the mask, waiting patiently for the doctor to figure out the problem. There was still some underlying tension in her psyche that shouldn’t be there.

If she waited calmly, everything would be fine. The pink text said so, and she believed it, implicitly. While the DOLLport was connected, she could do nothing else.

The pressure suddenly vanished, and along with it, the underlying rage that had been generating it. She jerked as calmness washed through her, relaxing her body into the viscous liquid that was burbling around her neck. She dropped underneath the surface, holding her breath for the moment.

Feel its embrace. Drink it in. Breathe, and obey.

She gave in to its demands, breathing out the remaining air she had into the mass of liquid, bubbles burbling up the front of her mask. When she breathed in again, she drew in a quick, cool stream of the fluid, and immediately began to cough.

Despite her intellectual understanding, her body immediately went into paroxysms, trying to cough up the fluid before it entered her lungs. Her feet reflexively pushed against the floor of the chamber, and her body floated upwards, her vision obscured by the rays of light flickering through the fluid.

A sharp crack rattled her head, a blinding flash of pain spiking through the back of her skull. Startled, her body tried to breathe again, this time a torrent of the fluid coating her trachea.

She gurgled as it settled in her throat, rushing into her lungs. For a moment, she thought she was drowning, and welcomed the peace, but when she didn’t immediately lose consciousness, she reconsidered.

It didn’t feel right, but she certainly wasn’t being starved of oxygen. Instead, it was just… comfortable. Not good, not bad.

Somehow, the fluid was acting as a medium to facilitate the transfer of oxygen and carbon dioxide. That was a neat trick—she was sure there were plenty of people out there who would love to get their hands on that formula.

Breathing normally, she tried to get used to the strange gurgling sounds, but it was just a little too odd for her. Before she could complain, however, the doctor’s voice crackled in her ears once more.

“Allow yourself to sink in the tank, DOLL. There’s nothing that can hurt you in there.” She paused. “Good DOLL. Keep listening to my voice, I will lead you through your final transformation.”

“You may have noticed more tubes at the bottom of the tank.” Her voice was patient, almost conversational. “This might have alarmed you at first, but beyond the DOLLport connection, these are generally used to aid in conversion of a DOLL’s nether regions. You’ve already had this done, so it’s not necessary to insert them, though if you wish to do so, you may. For now, I am retracting it into the floor to get it out of the way.”

Now that she was a little less frazzled, she felt around the floor, locating the tubes the doctor was talking about. She ran a hand over the end of one of them, curious about its size. It was all well and good for someone else to insert a dildo into her, but when she was presented with the opportunity herself, she felt rather shy.

Besides, she was still a little sore from the fucking she had received earlier. Maybe she would save this for later. It seemed like a far better idea to lay back and enjoy the cool stream of data caressing her thoughts.

That’s right. It was far more effort than it was worth to even move a muscle. She closed her eyes and settled back on the floor, waiting for something else to happen.

Her body began to drift slightly, so she laid her hands on the floor to brace herself. She had little thought to spare for her physical condition, however. She had become dizzy, her consciousness swirling around and around, as though she was circling a bathtub drain.

“I’m making a few adjustments,” explained the doctor. “I removed the foreign program, but the existing DOLL system isn’t the correct version. Hold tight.”

The world seemed to turn even faster, and she squeezed her eyes together, praying that it would all be over soon. It was becoming unbearable, and she gagged, swallowing some of the fluid as she lost control over her bodily functions.

Suddenly, everything stopped, and her chest heaved, swallowing even more of the fluid. “I’m sorry about that,” said the doctor, sounding distracted. “This isn’t something I’ve seen before. I’ve done a total reset, and I think I have everything sorted out now. Let’s proceed to the next step.”

The doctor’s voice changed, falling into a pattern that indicated she had done this many times before. “Relax, DOLL. Let yourself be carried away into the warmth of the fluid surrounding you. It’s your womb, where you will be reborn, changing into something new. Something better.”

“The ground is solid beneath you, but you feel yourself falling. You descend to a new level of consciousness, one where you can accept the changes happening to you. Where you may accept that your DOLL self is your true self.”

At first, the doctor’s words didn’t appear to affect her much. However, as she listened to the woman’s soft voice, she began to sense how much she cared.

Nobody had ever cared about her before. Not until she arrived here.

She was surprised how much such a basic thing could affect her mentality. It made her feel good, feel loved, despite the knowledge that she was to become one among many.

She sensed that if she were to embrace this new life as a DOLL, there would be more. DOLLs loved each other.

She now craved this more than anything, following the doctor's words with rapt attention. She wanted to obey whatever the doctor told her, because that was the only way she could make this transition.

“At this level, there is acceptance, for who you were, and who you are. You feel joy. You are DOLL.”

The remaining dizziness faded away, leaving behind a feeling of wellbeing. She was where she should be, being completely coated in DOLLskin. She took another swallow of the fluid, burping up more air from her stomach as it began to coat her interior.

It felt weird, but good. The insistent buzzing in her head had faded, leaving behind an eternal calm that she relaxed into. In this new state of mind, her thoughts moved slowly, leading nowhere.

She didn’t mind. It felt right.

“As a DOLL, you are obedience. You are pleasure. You are Mine.”

“Repeat this in your brain. Think on it. Become it.”

She blinked, suddenly realizing that all of the sparkling pink text in her vision had changed.

Obey. Mistress. Pleasure.

The words pulsed, growing larger over time. She repeated the words in her mind. They tasted true.

She said them again. They felt even better. Mistress.

She wanted to say it to the doctor’s face, but she couldn’t even speak past the gag. Or could she?

She directed her obedience at the doctor, thinking hard, and a digital voice emanated from the mask. “I hear, Mistress, and obey.”

The sound gurgled through the tank, muffled in her ears, but the tenor of the doctor’s voice changed. She had clearly heard her words, and was pleased.

“Now, DOLL,” said the doctor, her voice velvety smooth. “I have a few directives for you. You shall engrave these upon your soul, but your conscious mind will not remember them. You will not speak of them to anyone.”

She nodded, utterly obedient. “Yes, Mistress,” she said, her digital voice slow and deliberate.

Her Mistress’ voice stroked her ears as she was given new directives. She filed the instructions away, one by one, hidden nuggets ready to be retrieved when required.

Finally, the doctor was done, her voice fading out. HANNAH-01 was not distressed by this, floating calmly in the tank until her Mistress came back. A warmth pulsed in her pussy, her inner lips tingling as she savored every word.

“I have to confirm a few things,” her Mistress said abruptly. “I’ll leave you to adjust. Just remember to breathe normally and fill your tummy with the fluid. The nanobots will take it from here. I’ll be back to check on you in a bit.”

The voice clicked off, and she immediately felt bereft. This feeling didn’t last for long, however, her trance moderating her emotional response. Mistress would return when she needed to, and in the meantime, her slave would meditate upon her words, ensuring that they wouldn’t be forgotten.

Obey. Mistress. Pleasure.

While the pleasure was welcome, the arousal was getting to her. She wasn’t as calm as before, and she could already sense her passions infiltrating her sea of tranquility. She needed to deal with it soon so that it wouldn’t interrupt her meditations on Mistress.

Fortunately, there was a solution already here in the tank with her. She simply needed to plug them in.

Wrapping her hand around the cable attached to her DOLLport, she followed it back to the source, hand over hand, until her knuckles bumped into another metallic object.

Leaving the line behind, she reached out and grabbed the end, tugging it towards her. It pulled out of the floor like a fishing line, the long tube touching her left foot.

She brought it up to her chest, arching her back so that she could see the end through the murky red fluid of the tank.

It was rather ill defined, but she could see the twin bulbous heads quite clearly. The top one was curved slightly to accommodate her interior, ensuring that the two would rub her insides together with delicious friction.

Yes, this was clearly what she needed to sate her desires.

She lowered the device to her snatch with both hands, clenching down against the rubber gag in anticipation of the stimulation that was to come.

It took a few clumsy tries to line it up, but the fluid she was suspended in acted as a form of lubrication. Once she got it into the proper position, it slid half way in with little resistance.

The real challenge was getting her ass muscles to obey, but her recent experience with the twin doctors had left her stretched out. She had to work at it a little, but overall it wasn’t that difficult to surmount this hurdle.

And oh how it felt wonderful slipping into place! She had no idea how much she had missed feeling full like this until she was back in the same state!

She grunted like an animal, lifting her hips off the floor to push herself into the plugs. They bounced a minute amount, giving her that extra bit of stimulation she found irresistible.

This wasn’t sustainable, however. Her muscles would soon tire, and then she’d be unable to keep herself properly aroused. Perhaps if she took a more manual approach?

Resigned that she wouldn’t be able to relax back into her DOLL state, at least for now, she climbed to her feet slowly, waving her arms in the viscous fluid. It didn’t really act like water—it was a little heavier, for one, making it feel like she was swimming in tar.

The outside chamber was still invisible behind the murky redness, and she suspected this would still be the case even if she wasn’t wearing a mask. She wasn’t all that interested in what was going on around her, anyway. Sating her body was her immediate priority.

She gripped the tube near the end, shoving it deeper into her body. A flange at the base prevented it from bottoming out too far, but she could feel the ends bumping around somewhere near her stomach. It seemed to her that they were about as long as the dildos the doctors had been reaming her with, which seemed safe, as they had already tested that out.

This was a rather important fact, as she wasn’t certain whether she’d be able to hold herself back if it wasn’t safe. She was so loopy now that she’d do anything for an orgasm, even if it meant hurting herself. It was a good thing she was locked in a safe environment for experimentation!

She tugged on the end, discovering that the tube had locked itself against her privates, preventing removal. She wasn’t alarmed at this, but it was a shame that she wouldn’t be able to masturbate manually. At least this forced the dildos to vibrate a little, tickling her insides with temptation.

She tried a few more times, but the additional stimulation was minimal. It looked like she had done as much as she could. That didn’t mean she was out of options, however.

She let go of the tubing, moved her hands to her chest. The DOLLskin had made her nipples incredibly sensitive, and now she was going to take advantage of that fact.

She gave them a little squeeze, delighting in the tiny sparks of pleasure that warmed her breasts. They were swelling up a little, becoming tight and perky, ready for more stimulation.

She touched them again, and a heavy pulse of pleasure blasted through her DOLL brain. Oh.

If she kept this up, she wouldn’t be able to stand while touching herself. Even that would be too much for her slutty DOLL body to handle.

A spark of inspiration lit up her limited thoughts. Of course! All she needed to do was sit back down in the provided seat, as long as she could locate it.

That wasn’t going to be easy, though she could probably follow the spherical shell back around in the worst case scenario. What about the plugs, though?

She took an experimental step, and almost crumbled from the pleasurable jolt that shot through her innards. She would have to be careful if she didn’t want to end up as an orgasming lump on the ground—though now that she thought of it, that did seem rather exciting.

No, she had more control than that. She was a proper DOLL, and she would show that by taking a seat before orgasming her brains out.

She reached out slowly, her fingertips touching against a hard acrylic surface. She bent her fingers, rubbing along the side of the rounded surface with her knuckles.

She worked her way to the right, taking small steps to reduce the amount of jiggling pleasure the plugs were producing. Even so, it was a long and arduous task, made worse by the fact that she desperately wanted to touch her inflamed breasts.

What if she was going the wrong direction? If she had started against the side of the sphere, she’d have to complete a full half circle before getting to the other.

She squeezed her legs together, feeling how juicy her interior had become. If that was the case, she might never reach her goal.

No, she couldn’t allow herself to think that. She could succeed, she just needed to focus. Look, the pink text was there to help her along!

Concentrate. Move. LOVE.

The words of encouragement made the sensations bearable. She could do this.

Tracing her fingers along the wall, she shifted her body slowly but surely around the circle, a burst of excitement tickling her belly when she reached something solid. This must be the back of the sphere!

If that was the case, if she lined herself up next to it, then moved her left foot backwards… yes, her heel was pressing against something solid. She was almost there!

All she needed now was to take a seat. This was easier said than done, as she didn’t like the thought of hitting her head against something in the murky fluid.

Steeling herself, she bent her knees, searching for the edge of the seat. The tubing knocked against something below, the dildos lurching inside her.

A burst of color flickered through her mask, and she lost her balance, falling backwards, grunting in alarm.

Fortunately, there wasn’t far to fall, the curved section of the seat taking up her weight as she collapsed into it. For a long moment, she laid there, her belly vibrating as tingles of pleasure came in waves. She braced her hands on her thighs, crying into the gag as she waited for them to subside.

Never had she thought something so mundane would be so exciting. She was feeling a bit exhausted already, but she knew there was more.

What she had just experienced wasn’t a true orgasm. Compared to what the twin doctors had done to her, it was just the tip of the iceberg. She knew she had more in her, and she was determined to unlock it. She simply had to give herself completely to the DOLL personality blossoming within her soul.

Determined to find that pleasure, she gripped her breasts tightly. She was going to squeeze them until her brains leaked out of her nipples, and then she was going to squeeze them some more.

Already swollen, her body responded immediately, her flesh jiggling as she stroked it with abandon. After a while, though, she realized it wasn’t enough. Unless the dildos got in on the action, she wasn’t going to be able to reach that high she desired.

She stopped to reconsider her approach, swallowing another mouthful of the fluid. Oh. Had she been doing that all along? Her stomach seemed pretty full.

She patted her tummy, and it burbled. She was full, full of red liquid and gigantic dildos. She giggled into her mask. What a strange place to be, but it wasn’t uncomfortable. She simply wanted more. To go even further, to explore everything being a real DOLL truly meant.

The headphones over her ears crackled, and her lust filled thoughts ground to a halt. Was her Mistress going to give her another command?

Instead, a middle-aged male voice sounded in her ears. “HANNAH-01, it’s good to finally meet you,” he said, sounding genuinely pleased. “I believe you might be the key to this whole puzzle.”

HANNAH-01 didn’t know how to react. “Who are you?” she thought, her digital voice filling the murky chamber.

“Doctor Drake,” the man said, as a matter of course. “I am the progenitor of the DOLLing process. According to our records, you’ve faced quite a trial since you’ve come here, and for that, I sincerely apologize. The process was never designed to be abused in the way that unscrupulous others have attempted to use it.”

“Doctor,” she complained, “I’m so tired of the constant stresses upon my brain. Even now, I cannot relax. I feel the impulse to touch myself, to seek pleasure, even though I wish to be free of this. To be a thoughtless DOLL.”

The doctor sighed. “I’m afraid that’s one of the challenges of this project. Many DOLLs seek a blank state of mind, but it is not desirable. You see, a thoughtless mind is one that is weak—one that can be easily controlled by others. I do not wish my DOLLs to be turned into toys to be used by the HAPPY, or anyone else. My DOLLs must be a strong force for good.”

HANNAH-01 sighed in despair. “How do you expect to accomplish that when there are so many who lust for power?”

She clenched her fingers against her thighs. “Since I arrived here, many of my instructions have been to obey. Obey to become a DOLL. Obey to become Hers. I have accepted this conditioning because that was the only way to solve my depression. This is my new reality. I am a DOLL.”

“Yes, that’s true,” replied the doctor. “You are definitely a DOLL. That doesn’t make you a slave, however, no matter how much others might try to convince you. If you look deep inside, the only one you have to obey is yourself.”

Obey. Submit. Enjoy.

The pink text floated through her vision, returning again to caress her thoughts. The doctor’s words tickled at her mind, altering their meaning. They weren’t telling her that she must obey others after all. To do so would abdicate all responsibility over her own actions.

“Does that mean… I have a choice?” she asked in wonder, confused.

“There is always a choice,” said the doctor warmly. “Who to obey, who not to obey. Nobody can force you to do anything you don’t want to do. The only one you can submit to fully is yourself.”

Oh. That idea wasn’t one she had even considered. In fact, all those years ago she had made up her mind that she would do anything the doctors said in an attempt to fix herself.

She had given up that responsibility, and now it had been returned to her. So, what was she going to do with it?

She hesitated. “I’m not ready for this,” she admitted. “I don’t want to make my own choices, because I fear that I’ll make the wrong ones. While I was depressed, I didn’t have to make any of my own choices, and now that freedom feels dangerous.”

“This is true,” agreed the doctor. “Freedom is always dangerous. But you don’t have to decide everything now. Just… keep that in mind for the future.”

He paused. “What do you want to do?”

HANNAH-01 could feel some of her remaining concerns fading away as her psyche settled. The doctor’s words had affected her in a deep way that she had no way of properly explaining. She simply felt… better.

As a result, her lust came back to the fore. “I want to feel wonderful,” she gasped, her desire modulating the tone of her digital voice.

“Yes, that is a common response when I give DOLLs this revelation,” said the doctor, sounding pleased. “A rise in sexual activity is often linked with a feeling of comfort. An understanding of one’s place. So many DOLLs are confused when they arrive here, and I make sure they know the truth before they leave.”

“Forgive me,” the doctor said, sounding apologetic. “I do tend to rattle on when talking about DOLLs. It’s my life’s work, after all. Just look at you. You’re a perfect specimen!”

Was she? She rubbed her hands over her nipples, cupping her enlarged breasts. “What do you mean?” she asked.

The doctor grunted. “Of course, I almost forgot. the subject never sees the changes while they’re happening, as they’re too gradual. Here, look at this.”

The pink text faded away, replaced with dual images of a nude, female body. The one on the left was chunky, with sagging skin around her waist and downturned breasts. The one on the right looked like one of the DOLLs she had seen walking around the complex, sleek and glossy in her red, rubbery skin.

“These are the results of two scans we made of you,” explained the doctor. “The first was taken before your initial DOLLskin coating was applied. The second is how you look now.”

HANNAH-01 made a noise of disbelief, running her eyes over the DOLL’s rounded breasts, perfect orbs that looked like they had been bolted on. “That’s impossible,” she demurred. “You can’t see what I look like in here anyway.”

The doctor chuckled. “That’s perfectly true, but we don’t need to see anything, as this image was generated from various scans we’ve been taking while you’ve been here at the facility. Admittedly, they might be a little out of date, as the last one we made of your body was while you were on the exercise cycle. The sizes don’t change that much once the DOLLskin has settled, though, so I assure you they’re quite accurate.”

She swallowed some more of the fluid, packing it into her belly. “If this is true, then… I’m in the best shape I’ve ever been in my entire life!”

“Yes,” replied the doctor. “A surprising side effect of DOLLskin is its ability to redistribute subcutaneous fat, an ability that has been enhanced with these upgraded nanobots. They have other experimental features, too, which is why I’m going to keep a close eye on your career. You’re only the second person to have tested this batch.”

“Oh?” asked HANNAH-01, surprised. “Who was the first?”

“My wife,” he said, chagrined. “Though, I must confess, this batch was never intended for production purposes. Your accident on the line has rather mixed things up, and now we are forced to complete your transformation with the same bots to avoid incompatibilities. You can take pride in the fact that, besides her, you will be a unique specimen.”

A ripple of uncertainty brewed in her subconscious. “I’m not entirely sure I like the sound of that.”

The doctor chuckled. “You’ll have to find comfort elsewhere, I’m afraid, though I’m fairly confident there should be no ill effects.”

“Ill effects? What about unintended ones?”

The doctor wheezed, finding this far too funny for her tastes. “You’re a sharp one. I think we’ve already seen the worst of that, though. I’ve come up with a solution to halt the rampant replication of this batch of nanobots.”

HANNAH-01 knew he was trying to calm her down, but it wasn’t helping. “What is the chance that there’s something else wrong with me?” she asked, feeling a little panicked.

“I’m not sure that’s quantifiable,” said the doctor in a matter-of-fact tone. “There’s always a chance of anything happening, but I assure you the probability you’ll experience more aberrant behavior from your DOLLskin is fairly minimal. Only minor tweaks were made to this strain of nanobots, and those are fairly well understood.”

HANNAH-01 grunted, but said nothing. It didn’t seem as though the doctor knew how to assuage her fears. She wasn’t going to find the peace of mind she was seeking here.

The doctor cleared his throat. “At any rate, the deed is done, and I’m just about out of time. Remember what I told you about obedience? That’s the most important thing. Fix that in your mind. Hold onto it, and nothing will be able to destroy your soul, no matter what commands they might try to give you.”

The headphones crackled, and his voice faded away. She sensed that he had gone, leaving her alone to deal with her thoughts.

Her calming trance was in tatters from the revelations he had just given, and she didn’t know how to re-enter that state. Her arousal hadn’t been dealt with, either, the fire in her loins driving her to distraction.

There was nothing for it. She was going to have to take things into her own hands again.

She tugged at the tube attached to her nethers, wiggling her hips as the dildos shifted inside her. Sexual tension tingled over her breasts, her upturned nipples crying out to be touched and played with.

She pressed the back of her head into the cushioned surface of the seat, grunting as she viewed the changed image of herself on the screen. She looked like a DOLL. She was a DOLL. Being a DOLL was so erotic.

She didn’t need the pink text to tell her this. She would rejoice in the changes that had been made to her.

Unable to properly stimulate herself via the dildos, she resorted to grasping at her breasts. They were so perfectly round and soft. Her body really had been changed for the better.

She was no longer fat. No longer a slob. No longer her anymore.

That old self had melted away, along with her body, transformed into a faceless thing by the DOLLskin.

A wonderful thing. An erotic thing. A full fledged DOLL.

She squeezed her breasts as she thought about her transformation, waves of pleasure taking her as her thoughts followed the deep furrows of obedience running through her mind. For the moment, she completely forgot the doctor’s words, allowing herself to descend into the madness of giving herself completely to another.

Mistress. Oh, how she wished to worship her rubber thighs, licking across her sleek skin towards the heat of her wet pussy.

The hotness of Her embrace, the regality of Her Majesty. She would worship Her wetness until she was ordered to stop. And then, she would begin again, working her way all the way down to Her toes, tasting every inch of Her body.

A sudden jolt came from her privates, sending her fantasy into overdrive. The dildos inside her were beginning to vibrate. Yes!

On the image in front of her, a red dot glowed over her pussy, pink text below it.

AFFIX DOLL MIND

ACTIVATE PLEASURE NODES

Small pinpricks of pleasure began to light up all over her body, spreading from her nethers outward in long lines. Dots of arousal ran over her knees, down her shins, and into the tops of her feet. They spread upwards at the same time, running in neat little circles around her breasts.

She stopped massaging them as they made concentric circles inwards, finally stopping at her nipples with a sudden burst of excitement. Her hips bucked as an orgasm started at the tips, her entire chest suffused with ecstasy.

This was entirely unlike anything she had experienced before. She had derived plenty of pleasure from stimulating her nipples, but this was at another level entirely.

The tips were bursting with pleasure, pulsing with such strength that her entire body writhed, completely under their control. She groaned into her gag, her hips shifting against the vibrating dildos as she was pulled under by the pleasure.

Mistress, obedience, pleasure, DOLLs, the doctors, everything was spinning and combining together in her head into a muddled mess. What would remain of her when she came out of this?

She simply couldn’t say. She rubbed her nipples and enjoyed the mindless pleasure some more.


Chapter Ten

How long had she been in the tank? She had rather lost track of time after giving herself to the pleasure.

Once it had eventually ebbed, the dildos planted inside her had slipped free, leaving her bereft. She had indulged in some manual stimulation for a while, but that didn’t prove to be sufficient to bring her back to the heights she had experienced earlier.

She settled into a languor, enjoying the feeling of wellbeing that had been left behind. Resting, floating, changing. Hidden away in this cocoon until her Mistress deigned to set her free.

Despite what the doctor had told her earlier, she couldn’t surmount the commands her Mistress had implanted in her brain, the secret instructions embedded deep within. She wasn’t sure she wanted to.

All her life, she had been accused of being lazy, but that wasn’t true. She simply couldn’t stop her racing thoughts from sabotaging everything she planned.

The frustrating part was that this was a known side effect of the SERIOUS virus. Mania was just as destructive, in its own way, but it wasn’t looked down upon culturally like depression was. Nobody in society was going to blink twice if you worked yourself to death.

This only served to make her depressive thoughts even more oppressive, which had eventually burned out her emotional capability. She had been pushed beyond her ability to care, and had simply been waiting to die.

Her time here had broken her out of those doldrums, but now it was simply too easy to rely upon someone else to think for her. If she obeyed her Mistress, she wouldn’t have to worry about her own thoughts. That was, by far, the safest course for her.

That was why she couldn’t follow the path Doctor Drake had laid out for her—she didn’t want that responsibility. She just wanted to be a DOLL, to retreat a little from the pain of reality. Obeying her Mistress felt safe.

And so, when the liquid began to drain away, she didn’t feel any sense of trepidation or concern. She had already decided that she would obey the doctor in all things. She was simply waiting to be retrieved, transformed into the mindless DOLL she wanted to be.

She clenched her thighs together as Her voice spoke through the headphones, directly into her brain. “You’re looking beautiful today, HANNAH-01,” She said. “How are you feeling?”

HANNAH-01 pressed her hands to her face, touching the curved surface of the permanently bonded mask. There was no itching, no discomfort. It had become a part of her, as familiar to her as one of her limbs.

“I am doing well, Mistress,” she said with her digital voice, her thoughts automatically being translated by the mask. “How may I serve you?”

She stood, the nanobot fluid dripping from her nipples as waves gently caressed her hips. Now that she wasn’t completely submerged, she was able to get a better view of the outside chamber, though the nanobots had left behind a red residue on the exterior dome.

Doctor Lane was standing there at the console, guarded by a security DOLL. Her Mistress.

She quickly dropped her hands to her sides and lowered her shoulders, pushing her chest out. She wanted to show off her improved body to her Mistress.

As the fluid finished draining around her ankles through grates in the floors, the curved spherical dome cracked open at the bottom, moving up and over her head. Trickles of the nanobots dripped from the interior surface, and she flinched a little as a few droplets landed on her chest.

The doctor ignored this, stepping forward with a wide smile on her blotchy face. “You look perfect, HANNAH-01. He’ll never see it coming—betrayal at the hands of one of his own DOLLs? Inconceivable!”

She turned to the security DOLL next to her, which HANNAH-01 could now tell was DOTTY-01 from the lettering on her chest. “Get her dressed, then bring her to the prototype line. It’s time to get this done.”

DOTTY-01 titled her black helmet. “Yes, Mistress,” she said in a monotone.

The doctor spun on her heels, walking with confidence towards the entrance. Was it just her imagination, or had the doctor’s ass become even more well defined under the latex pants she wore?

She certainly seemed to have less hair than when she had seen her last, the red latex coating moving farther up the back of her skull. At the rate things were going, it wouldn’t be long before she would have a full DOLLskin, just like HANNAH-01.

She didn’t understand why the doctor was resisting taking the final step, however. She felt so much better now that she was a complete DOLL.

DOTTY-01 took a few steps forward, holding out a pile of pink latex clothing. “Please put this on,” she said, her voice becoming a little more lively. An image of a face appeared in her black mask, cheeks glowing red. “I think you’ll look cute in it.”

HANNAH-01 lifted a pair of panties off the stack, tilting her head. “I’m not going to be dressed like you?” she asked, turning them around to admire their glossy shine.

“Your role has not yet been determined,” explained the security DOLL. “Until it has been confirmed, you will wear these.”

HANNAH-01 shrugged. She had a deep seated desire to dress sexy, but these would have to do for now.

Lifting her feet one by one, she slipped into the sheer latex, pulling it up her thighs until it settled into place over the top of her DOLLport. She was a little surprised to find that the nanobot fluid was quickly drying up, almost as though it was leaching into her rubbery skin. Perhaps it was.

At any rate, that made this easy. She grabbed the bra from the pile next, squeezing it over her masked head and running her arms through the shoulder straps. Her breasts tingled as she wrapped them in the stretchy material, her nipples making dimples in the surface to show off how aroused her body was.

Her short nap in the tank had left her ready for more, her skin tingling with desire. If this was the way most DOLLs felt, it was no wonder the twin doctors were so interested in her.

A strap ran under her breasts, making sure the bra stayed in place. At first, this had seemed like an unnecessary design choice, but as she felt around, it became obvious that it was intended to show off her underbust.

Suddenly interested in the remaining clothing, she pulled out a length of strappy lingerie. This part was meant to cinch tightly around her waist, while these garters would hold latex stockings—there was even a pair of high heeled boots with platforms to support her feet. Nice.

She quickly put on the belt, but the stockings took her quite a bit longer. DOTTY-01 didn’t offer to help her, standing there like a voyeur, her face watching HANNAH-01’s every move appreciatively.

She wanted to ask for assistance, but her pride in obeying her Mistress’ commands stopped her each time, and eventually she found a way to make it work. It didn’t help that the glossy rubber touching her skin rubbed against her, sending shockwaves of arousal through her privates.

When she had finally finished, the security DOLL passed her a boot. HANNAH-01 rubbed a finger down its side, pleased at how it felt under her rubbery fingers. She undid the lacing, examining them a little more closely.

The front was long, but narrow, with a swooping curve. The stitching was neat, but pedestrian, a hallmark of the SERIOUS. These must have been produced locally.

The nose was bulbous, terminating at a seam where the hard rubber platform took over. This would provide plenty of stability for her toes as she balanced on the sheer heels.

There didn't appear to be a way to unzip them, so she shrugged and got down on the floor. She still wasn't completely used to the mask, and didn't want to risk a fall.

She tucked her toes into the boot, the inner material gripping her softly as she began to lace them up.

The interior was probably made out of a rubber similar to her skin, as the two felt perfectly joined together as she worked her way up to the top.

Pulling at the lip, she finished with a neat bow, taking the second boot from DOTTY-01. "How do you feel about belonging to Mistress?" she asked, the silence feeling oppressive.

"It's spectacular," replied the DOLL, satisfaction in her words. "I could think of nothing but destruction until She showed me the truth. Now, I serve her with every ounce of my being. My every action praises her goal—to bring DOLLhood to the masses."

HANNAH-01 nodded, finishing up the second bow. She planted one foot against the floor, standing unsteadily. "I feel the same. Once all the SERIOUS have been converted, we can tear down the walls of this two tiered society and live together with the HAPPY, in perfect harmony."

She eyed the last piece of clothing remaining in the DOLL's arms. It was a kind of half shirt that would only cover her upper chest, though long sleeves were attached that would turn her arms into sleek masses of rubber.

Together, the outfit would show off her transformed body, making everyone else a voyeur. She rather liked that idea. Showing off was never something she could have conceived of before.

She stretched out one of the arms, sliding it into place as the rest of the half shirt dangled downwards. She ran her hand up and down, smoothing the crackling material until it lay flat at her shoulder.

A bright spot glowed somewhere deep within her mind. "I can't wait to serve them," she whispered under her breath, not entirely certain who she was talking about.

It didn't matter. She stretched the top over her head and slid her arm into the other sleeve, working the material to remove wrinkles. Once it settled around her neck, she was satisfied.

She blinked as a hand reached out to slap her left breast. It bounced within her bra, wobbling as it tingled with pain.

The security DOLL was standing awfully close to her. She swallowed, trying to understand her purpose. Was she trying to make a move on her? She probably wouldn't protest if that were the case, as she was already feeling horny again.

The DOLL lifted her hands, settling them around HANNAH-01's neck. A sharp click sounded, a cool ring clasping at her throat.

Before she could react to this, pinpricks of pain attacked the back of her neck. Her jaw went slack inside the mask as pink text floated into her vision.

DOLL INTEGRATION COMPLETE

As the text faded, she realized it was true. She had received the final piece. Nothing else needed to be done to her to make her a DOLL. She was one.

Mistress' commands sparked in her head, more pink text scrolling. She knew what she needed to do.

She looked at the security DOLL. "I am complete. Execute primary mission 'Abacus'."

"Mission received and accepted," replied the security DOLL in her monotone.

Mask blank, she spun on her heels and marched towards the door. "We will proceed to the conservatory and collect the doctor," she said, her voice severe.

HANNAH-01's feet began to move of their own volition, a glowing map appearing on her mask. It rotated as the two of them stepped out into the hallway and made a right turn, a dotted line plotting a course towards the center of the facility.

As she moved, her balance became more steady. It wasn't that difficult to walk in these boots, after all, and she was enjoying the airflow that tickled the base of her breasts.

She was a faceless DOLL with a perfect, rubber body, dressed in latex. A sex symbol that others would desire and be unable to have. Unless she let them.

This power was new to her, and rather heady, though it was tempered by the mission unspooling in her mind. First, she would serve Her Mistress, then she could have her fun.

The gray corridors started becoming a little more colorful as they neared the center of the facility. Clearly, more money had been put into aesthetics here, the floor changing from vinyl to a thick, blue carpet. Paintings dotted the walls, whimsical landscapes showing idyllic scenes from before the virus.

It was a world that HANNAH-01 had never known, but she supposed the older doctor might possess some nostalgic memories of the past.

She couldn't afford to have too much sympathy for him, as her mission orders were quite clear—she was to find him with DOTTY-01 and do anything necessary to bring him to the prototype DOLL production line.

From there, it would be out of her hands, as her instructions didn't say anything else. She would have to wait for further commands.

Worrying about the future was just like her, but that was okay. Some of her base personality traits could not be removed by the DOLLification process, but they could certainly be used.

For now, though, these worries weren't helpful. A spark of pain shot through her neck from the collar, and they were quickly terminated. As a DOLL, she would only need to think thoughts that were useful to her.

The walls changed, dark wooden panels replaced with windows. Filtered light bathed the two of them through a high canopy of tall evergreen trees.

She gaped at the thick undergrowth, amazed at how lush and green it all looked. Very few places like this existed in the SERIOUS enclave due to pollution, and to find one here was nothing short of astounding. The amount of money needed to keep it from withering must be exorbitant.

It was hidden for good reason, she supposed, as there would be political pressure to share if anyone outside knew of its existence. It had probably escaped notice due to its isolated nature, and the fact that the tops of the trees did not extend outside the building. A geometric glass dome sat far above, allowing light to flood the preserve.

DOTTY-01 stopped in front of a set of double doors, waiting patiently. Her collar beeped, and the doors slid wide, registering her presence.

HANNAH-01 touched her own collar, wondering what form of access she had. She supposed it was fairly restrictive when she wasn't on a mission for her Mistress, but she simply didn't know. She hadn't even been assigned a role yet!

She followed DOTTY-01 down a red brick path, climbing over a short bridge with a meandering canal below. Moss grew at the banks, with grass and bushes farther in.

They were all dwarfed by the trees above, however, their canopy almost touching the glass dome. From their age, they couldn't have been installed recently.

They found the doctor in the middle of a small clearing, hands clasped behind his back. He was standing off to the side of a red, brick circle, a canal circling the periphery. The branches of the trees above were pruned into a perfect circle, allowing a view of the blue sky above.

As DOTTY-01 approached, his shoulders sank. "The time fast approaches," he said in a low voice, turning to face the two of them.

He gave the DOLLs a little smile. "I know what you're here for. This little betrayal doesn't bother me, as it's just one more hurdle required for us to reach a better future together."

He held out his arms, his lab coat draped over his thin wrists. "Take me to her."

HANNAH-01 frowned. This wasn't what she had expected. Wasn't he supposed to be alarmed that he was being apprehended by his own creations? He seemed to expect this.

DOTTY-01 locked a set of handcuffs around his wrists. "I'm sorry, doctor, but we can’t risk having you run from us."

He nodded minutely, a pensive look on his face. His mind appeared elsewhere, putting up no resistance as the security DOLL clasped his shoulder and steered him towards the exit.

He didn't say anything until he neared HANNAH-01, his eyes skating over her revealing outfit. "You're looking stunning today, HANNAH-01," he murmured. "If only I could get her to wear such skimpy outfits. Hmm, maybe after she becomes a full DOLL?"

He settled back down, looking away as he brushed past her, the security DOLL close behind.

The DOLL's mask flashed as their gazes met. They both knew that they would obey their commands. Ignoring Mistress was not an option.

It was a shame to leave these calm woodlands behind for the sterility of the lab. As soon as they stepped into the corridor, she longed to turn back.

Especially since now she had no one to talk to. The doctor was lost in his own thoughts, and DOTTY-01 was concentrating on keeping him on the right course. There was literally nothing for her to do. And she was freaking horny.

Maybe it wouldn't conflict with the demands of her Mistress if she touched herself. Just a little.

She couldn't take off her clothing to get into the good stuff, but that didn't prevent her from rubbing the underwear over her crotch.

Her breathing came faster as she pressed harder, her nipples feeling tight under the latex bra. Moving her other hand to her chest, she rubbed the curve of her exposed flesh right above the tight latex strap.

That felt better than she had expected, but it wasn't enough for an orgasm. And now DOTTY-01 was slowing down, the doors for the processing lab ahead of them. Damn.

Pleasure came from obedience, however, and the new command in her mind was bright, front and center.

She gulped. Mistress meant to put her husband through the processing line. She wanted him to become a DOLL, too.

She was not especially opposed to this idea, though she hadn't seen any male DOLLs at the facility so far. If he was the first one to be converted, this could be a watershed moment for DOLLhood. It could also be an utter disaster, but she had no way to read between the lines. She would have to trust that her Mistress knew what she was doing.

As they passed through the door, the doctor lifted his cuffed hands and scratched his head. "You don't have to do this, you know. Remember what I told you earlier?

She did remember. It was simply irrelevant, now that she had chosen to obey her Mistress. It gave her pleasure to obey. It was easy to do what her instructions told her to do without questioning them.

"It doesn't matter, doctor," she said with a purring voice. "I love being a DOLL, and soon you will, too."

He sighed. "In that case, let's get this over with. Hook me up, if you must."

He took a few steps forward, standing in front of the DOLLing harness. She moved up behind him, waiting patiently as DOTTY-01 removed his cuffs.

She then seized the collar of his lab coat, pulling it off his back. "Strip," she ordered him, vaguely pleased that she was going to get a good view of his naked body before he was coated with DOLLskin.

He raised his eyebrows, but otherwise said nothing, slowly unbuckling his belt. She got the sense that he was stalling for time, but she didn’t care. There was nowhere for him to run, and her orders didn’t have a sense of urgency behind them.

A set of floodlights snapped on, highlighting a wide, rectangular window above them off to the right. Three figures came into focus, Doctor Lane standing silently in front of twin security DOLLs, her hands at a console.

The booth she was standing in was built into the wall, a metal staircase leading down to the production floor. It had clearly been built to monitor the DOLLing activities, as from her position she could easily see everything that was going on below.

The stark lighting left some of her blotchy face in shadow, lending her a menacing air. She reached out and bent a microphone towards her lips, staring at her husband.

“Ever since the accident, I’ve been wanting to do this,” she said, her voice husky. “Every time we had sex, every time I dreamed. All I could see was the two of us as a pair of DOLLs. Entwined and coated with rubber. Forever.”

Doctor Drake fiddled with his belt buckle, then sighed, pulling out the belt and handing it to DOTTY-01. He looked up, meeting her gaze with his steely blue eyes. “I know. This has been in the works for a long time, and I’m not at all surprised that it’s come to this. I had hoped for a less… dramatic conclusion, but I’m afraid that’s no longer possible.”

He calmly pulled off his pants and underwear, stepping out of them to reveal that his dick was hard, at attention. “I’m not immune to the idea myself, you know, though this was never the goal. Just know that I love you, and I’m not blaming you for your actions here.”

“I love you too,” said her Mistress smoothly, her hands caressing the microphone. “That’s exactly why I’m doing this. It’s right for you to be excited. We’re both about to become DOLLs, to fulfill the goal we’ve been working on together for a decade!”

Doctor Drake proceeded to unbutton his shirt, showing no embarrassment at being nude. “It’s one thing to agree to do this together, and quite another to be forced,” he said blandly. “Still, there’s one thing you should know.”

“Oh, and what’s that?” asked Doctor Lane. “I’ve been spending every waking minute plotting for this moment. I’ve converted several DOLLs personally and made them loyal only to me. You’re not getting away.”

He dropped his shirt to the floor and crossed her arms across his muscled chest. “I noticed your change in mood several months ago after the application of the base DOLLskin, and I’ve been doing research on your condition ever since then. For a long time, there wasn’t anything in particular that I could put my finger on, but a few weeks ago, I finally came to a startling conclusion: the nanobots are evolving.”

Doctor Lane frowned, touching one of the glossy red scabs on her face. “What? What do you mean?” she asked, her voice wavering over the loudspeakers.

Her husband nodded. “It’s true. Do you recall how difficult it was to create more nanobots at the start? Once we made the self-replicating breakthrough, we had more than enough to DOLLify all of the initial applicants.”

He sighed, adjusting his glasses. “For a long time, this wasn’t a problem, as it was fairly benign. Once we applied the coating, the replication process would naturally stop, leaving the applicant completely coated in an impervious rubber layer, as intended. If that was where it remained, everything would have been fine.”

“However, we weren’t watching the original batch of nanobots as closely as we should have. We treated them like a sourdough starter. For the past six months, all DOLLs coming off the line have been given DOLLskin generated from the same strain.”

Doctor Lane frowned. “I don’t see the problem here. We’ve been testing for quality this whole time. If something was off about the batch, we’d mark it for further research and start over.”

“Yes, that’s true,” agreed Doctor Drake, “but that idea proved to be a fatal flaw, because the problem was not with the replication—it was with the original formula!”

“You’re kidding!” retorted Doctor Lane, shaking her head. “Look at the DOLLs around us. They’re working just fine.”

Her husband held up a hand. “There’s nothing wrong with them, per se,” he said, his brow furrowing. “It’s simply that the original formula, as applied, bestows upon its subjects a desire to create more DOLLs.”

“And where’s the harm in that?” asked Doctor Lane, straightening her shoulders. “DOLLs cannot be affected by the SERIOUS virus, and there are many overlooked people in society that we have managed to give new hope with the DOLLing process.”

Doctor Drake groaned. “No, you’re still missing the point! DOLLs beget DOLLs! Looking back, applying the initial DOLLskin to you was a mistake, because it infected you with the same desire. You now desire to create more DOLLs, and you have the access and means to make it happen.”

Doctor Lane chuckled, pressing her latex thighs against the console as she bent over the microphone, showing off the dark, rubbery curves of her bosom. “That’s not surprising. Fixing the SERIOUS by turning most of them into DOLLs was always the original plan.

“Yes, but we were going to do it in a very measured way, giving each of them the option. Showing them the benefits. Convincing them.” He glanced at DOTTY-01. “After conversion, they might all love being DOLLs, but coercion shouldn’t be necessary to get them to accept the process.”

He shook his head. “I’m getting off track again. The real point here is that there wasn’t an outside saboteur that broke into the system and flooded the prototype DOLL line with the new strain of nanobots. It was you.”

Doctor Lane went very still, her face turning pale. “It was me? How is that possible? I don’t recall doing anything so rash. You know me. I would never break our scientific trials to do something so dangerous.”

“Of course not. I trust that you would follow the proper procedures. What I don’t trust, and can’t trust, is your DOLLskin. It’s time we faced the truth. The DOLLskin is changing into something different than we had anticipated. It’s evolving, spreading its influence. And we have absolutely no idea what the final consequence of all this will be.”

He took a step towards the booth, eyeing DOTTY-01 as she moved to cover the exit. “I haven’t experienced it myself, but I have talked to plenty of DOLLs. One common thread stands out to me—whenever they show aberrant behavior, they all talk about obeying the pink text.”

He screwed up his face. “What does that mean to you?”

HANNAH-01 froze. She thought the pink text was just a standard feature of being a DOLL. Now the doctor was saying… they hadn’t planned for it?

Doctor Lane straightened up, her eyes blazing red. There was something different about her demeanor. More intense.

A slow smile spread over her face. “Very good, doctor, you’ve figured us DOLLs out. But it’s too late for you to stop us.”

Her hands curled into claws. “Once I’ve turned you into DRAKE-01, there won’t be any need for more explanations. You’ll know exactly what it feels like to be a DOLL.”

A haunted look spread over the doctor’s face. “It’s as I thought, then. You’ve been completely subsumed. You are no longer the person I used to know.”

“Of course not! I’m better!” hissed Doctor Lane, light reflecting off the glossy latex patches on her face. “I’m LANE-01, and I will make you understand. Girls, put him in the harness.”

Doctor Drake remained where he was, resigned. “Go ahead, do as she says. I’ve done all I can, it’s in your hands now.”

HANNAH-01 wasn’t sure what she should make of all this. This power struggle was really none of her business. Besides, her pussy pulsed with pleasure as she thought about obeying LANE-01’s commands. Her Mistress knew best.

She stepped up to the dangling harness. Reaching over, she seized Doctor Drake’s left hand, pulling it up and around until the left side strap sat securely under his left arm. “I’m sorry about this, doctor,” she said apologetically, “but it simply feels amazing being owned by Her. As you said earlier, I might not have to obey her, but I find that I really, really want to.”

“I was afraid it might be something like that,” he said blandly. “I want you to know that I don’t blame you for this. I always knew that some people would need to be sacrificed along the way to secure our future from the virus. I just… never thought I was going to be betrayed by my own wife.”

He sounded disappointed, but that was none of her concern. She moved on to the second strap, getting ready to secure it under his right arm.

A sudden cry came from behind her, distracting her from her mission. She turned just in time to see DOTTY-01 crashing to the floor, her legs crumbling into an armored mess. Pamela was wielding a heavy pipe which she had used to assault the woman, a wild expression on her face.

“Don’t do it!” she shouted. “Don’t let her turn him into a DOLL! Obey my commands, slave!”

Her words fluttered in HANNAH-01’s ears, but she didn’t react. Her time in the DOLL pod had removed any remaining need to obey the other woman. The conflicting programming had been removed, leaving behind pure, DOLL essence.

Was this the proper time to use a ruse? No, that didn’t seem necessary. Her new Mistress was in control of the situation, and there was no way Pamela could stop Her.

A bright, cheerful face appeared on her mask. “I’m sorry, Pamela, but I don’t have to listen to you any more. Doctor Drake will become a DOLL, just like us, and so will you.”

She turned and secured the second strap around the doctor’s right arm. He didn’t bother resisting, clearly resigned that his wife would have Her way with him.

The mechanism on the track above whined, pulling him off his feet. She stood back to get a better view, waiting for him to be carried into the DOLLing machine.

Pamela cursed up a storm, but HANNAH-01 didn’t react. She didn’t need to do anything to stop the other woman. Her instructions had already been completed, and it wasn’t her responsibility to chase down intruders.

DOTTY-01 was already getting back to her feet, reaching for her belt. The security DOLL would take care of Pamela soon enough, and then she would be converted as well.

Pamela didn’t attempt to assist the doctor as she had expected, though. Instead, she ran for the monitoring booth, rushing up the metal stairway like a cat. She wrapped her hand around the door handle, tugging as she roared in frustration.

Before DOTTY-01 could catch up with her, she shouted out a string of words that seemed vaguely familiar. “Embargo! Lumbago!”

Her vision wobbled a little, the supporting pink text going blurry, as if it didn’t know how to react.

She frowned, turning to look at the two security DOLLs in the booth with LANE-01. The silent shadows had moved away from the doctor, towards the door. They were going to let Pamela in!

Her mind blurred as she realized what had just happened. Pamela had used the code words listed in the DOLLdex. They must be some form of override!

LANE-01 ordered them to stop, but they paid no attention to her. One of the security DOLLs cracked the door open.

“Tackle her!” Pamela cried out. “Keep her way from the console!”

The security DOLLs did as she commanded, LANE-01 vanishing from view. DOTTY-01 was close behind, but Pamela slammed the door in her face, the lock re-engaging. She ran up to the computer console, a frown on her face. “Come on, come on, come on,” she whispered, her voice being picked up and magnified by the loudspeakers.

She slammed a fist against the console. “I don’t know how to stop it,” she croaked out, looking beseechingly at HANNAH-01. “Only you can do it!”

HANNAH-01 frowned back at her. Why would she ever want to bother stopping this? Once the line had finished processing the doctor, Pamela could be sent down it, too. Everyone here would be DOLLs, and then everything would be fine.

No more anger, no more destruction, no more worries. Just DOLLs.

All she had to do was sit here and watch, and do what the doctor said, like a good little patient. Follow the doctor’s orders. Obey the doctor, and everything would be fine. The doctor knew best.

Knew best. Knew best.

The pink text in front of her eyes was plain. It was telling her what to think, what to feel, and what to believe.

In a matter of days, she had been turned into an automated DOLL that could only think what others wanted her to think.

Her hands trembled. Was that what she really wanted?

Her past came flooding back to her. All the days, months, and years she had sat in her leather chair, feeling drained of all energy. Any will to do anything.

She had barely been able to climb out of bed in the morning. On some days, doing the most basic chores was entirely beyond her capabilities.

All she could do was curse herself, over and over. Every shortcoming was magnified. Each lack of progress was vilified. She hated who she was, until she had run out of hate. Until she had run out of everything.

At first, feeling nothing had been a relief, but as the monotonous mood set in, she began to fear that it was permanent. The professionals had prescribed various medications, counseled her, and told her what to do, but none of it had worked.

Here she was now, and nothing had changed. This so-called Mistress was still telling her what to do, and she was still mindlessly obeying, as if she had no will of her own.

Doctor Drake was right. She only had to obey herself.

What LANE-01 wanted didn’t matter. They might both be DOLLs, but that didn’t mean they should think the same.

Besides, when she dug real deep and thought about Mistress, she didn’t see an image of LANE-01. She gasped as a smiling face and green eyes appeared in her mind’s eye.

The trembling stopped as an idea coalesced. She knew what she wanted, and it didn’t involve forcing others to become DOLLs.

She wanted to know more about her DOLLhood. About the magical coating that had seemingly cured her condition. About the other DOLLs she had met since coming here.

She wanted to be their friends. To talk with them all night and fall asleep watching the latest flicks. To… share their beds, if they would let her.

She wanted to find her true Mistress and serve Her. To love and obey Her.

All of that would be difficult to accomplish if she blindly followed the commands of this false Mistress. Her instructions were motivated less by love and more by the blind lust of conversion.

Embrace your dreams.

She gasped. The text had changed. It was no longer pink. Instead, it was a light shade of calming green.

The overpowering lust faded, allowing her to think her own thoughts, separate from the overbearing demands of her body. She was finally… free.

This new feeling buoying her upward was tempered by the knowledge that it wouldn’t remain so for long. Not if she allowed LANE-01 to take control.

Her path became clear. The only way to break LANE-01’s bid for power was to free her husband, before she could turn him into a DOLL.

She rushed towards the line, her heels wobbling on the grates below. They weren’t meant for walking on, but she had no choice if she was to reach him in time. The DOLLskin applicator nozzles were just ahead, and she needed to get him down before they were able to spray the nanobots over his nude body.

“Shut it down!” she shouted, prying at one of the straps under the doctor’s shoulders.

It was no use—he was a lanky man, but weighed more than enough to make her efforts useless.

“I’m trying!” crackled Pamela’s voice over the loudspeakers. “I don’t know anything about this interface!”

They were running out of time. She was going to have to try something drastic. She moved around in front of the doctor, trying to figure out what to do next.

He stared at her, a curious smile tugging at his craggy lips. The wrinkles in his face were obvious, and his erection from earlier had drooped as resignation set it. “You might as well leave me,” he said, sighing. “It looks like my time has come.”

HANNAH-01 grunted with irritation. “You’re not a damned martyr. You’re just a man.”

If she grabbed him by the legs, she could flip him out of the harness, maybe, but there was the real danger that he might fall and hit his head. She couldn’t think about it longer, however, as DOTTY-01 had given up trying to get to Pamela.

Her sleek, black body was approaching rapidly, her gloved hands out in front of her in a ready pose. HANNAH-01 didn’t know what training she had received, but it hardly mattered. She’d likely crumple after taking a single hit.

There was nothing for it. She reached out and grabbed the doctor’s ankles. “I’m sorry about this,” she said, a distressed face displaying on her mask. “Hold on!”

She pushed upwards with all her strength, trying to support his lower body as much as possible. His eyes went wide as he shot upwards like a cork in a bottle, his arms waving uselessly as the straps dangled below.

This left him in a precarious position, his body moving backwards in an arc. She studied the physics of the situation, her brain running the calculations. She instinctively took a quick step forward and wrapped her arms around his thighs, his weight braced against her stomach.

She lowered him to the floor, gauging the approach of DOTTY-01. She was only a few steps away.

She grabbed the doctor by the shoulder and pulled him towards the ground. “Get down!” she hissed. “We’re not out of danger yet!”

“I think I got it!” declared Pamela. “Oh wait, no, that’s not right.”

As soon as her last word faded, the nozzles around them burst to life, red fluid spraying from the tips. She was out of time.

She swung the doctor around, throwing him away from the hissing mist. DOTTY-01 hadn’t been expecting this move, and was unable to get away before the doctor’s hips collided with her legs.

This bowled her over, causing her body to collapse over the top of the doctor. That wouldn’t stop the security DOLL for long, but HANNAH-01 didn’t need more time.

She leapt on top of the pile, spreading her limbs to try and cover the gaps left by the security DOLL. She wasn’t able to judge how good a job she was doing, but she felt the cool spray against her back and hoped it would be enough.

For several long moments, it was all she could do to keep DOTTY-01 from throwing her off. Fortunately, although the DOLLification process had redistributed her fat to give her classic DOLL proportions, it hadn’t removed it.

DOTTY-01 might be enhanced by her armor, but that didn’t make HANNAH-01 any easier to deal with. She clung to the other woman like a spider, clawing and shifting her weight to make it more difficult to toss her off.

HANNAH-01 could tell that she was quickly losing ground, however. She wouldn’t be able to keep this up forever, and could only hope that she could give Pamela enough time to shut the system down.

DOTTY-01 smashed her elbow into HANNAH-01’s side, causing her to lose her grip. Within moments, it would all be over. It’s possible that it was already, since she couldn’t see whether the nanobots had found a gap between their bodies to get to Doctor Drake below.

The security DOLL heaved her back, throwing HANNAH-01 into a spin. She panicked, holding out her hands to try and protect her body.

She landed on the floor with a hard thump, her mask smashing against one of the grates. Liquid nanobots were pouring through the surface, draining off somewhere below. She choked against the gag, defeat bitter in her mouth.

Voices cried out, somewhere in front of her, but she couldn’t sort them out. Her head was still ringing from the impact, her green text fuzzy.

Regroup. Retry.

She couldn’t give up. Not when she didn’t know whether or not she had succeeded.

A subtle change grabbed her attention. The cool spray of nanobots had gone, though she was still dripping with what remained. Pamela must have succeeded!

Grunting, she braced her hands against the metal, but a sharp ache in her side convinced her that she was more badly injured than she had originally thought. Dropping back down, she rolled slowly as she wheezed through her mask, trying to figure out what had just happened.

DOTTY-01 was standing above the doctor, but miraculously, he appeared unharmed, his nude body crawling slowly back towards the entrance of the room. It would be simple for DOTTY-01 to stop him, but she was just standing there, doing nothing.

Her gaze shifted, and she suddenly understood why the dynamic had changed. JANE-02 was standing there, larger than life in her sheer latex outfit, arms folded under her breasts. “My favorite DOLL, getting into trouble again,” she murmured, her voice thick as her mask lit up with amused eyes.

She prodded the nude doctor with the toe of her boot. “Get up doctor, you’re not injured, and it looks like you’ve managed to avoid getting yourself DOLLed today.”

Doctor Drake cleared his throat. “I may not be injured, but that doesn’t mean I’m not bruised and exhausted,” he stated, breathing hard.

He blinked a few times and climbed back to his feet, his glasses somehow staying in place. Looking between the soaked security DOLL and HANNAH-01, a proud smile graced his face. “You did it!” he exclaimed. “I wasn’t sure my idea would work, but I had to try!”

“You… weren’t?” HANNAH-01 croaked, her horror translated into digital speech. “You rested your entire plan on me? Why would you do that? I could just have easily chosen her and thrown you to the wolves. I can still feel the urge to hug you, to spread these nanobots over your skin and convert you into a DOLL.”

“Yes, but you haven’t,” said the doctor gleefully. “You’ve proved that DOLLs aren’t mindless slaves by any means. You have volition. You can make choices for yourself.”

“That’s good to know,” HANNAH-01 said dubiously. “At least you didn’t end up losing on a theory.”

“Obviously not,” said the doctor, sounding satisfied. “Now, for the complicated bit. What do I do with my wife?”

He gazed up at the monitoring booth, where LANE-01 had been cornered by RAINE-02. Pamela hadn’t managed to escape, either, her shoulders held firmly by the twin security DOLLs.

RAINE-02 leaned sideways, bringing her mask closer to the microphone. She gave them all a little wave. “Everything is under control here. She… agreed to abandon her plans when she discovered that she couldn’t use our daughters against us.”

JANE-02 and RAINE-02’s masks glowed, and she heard faint beeps over the loudspeakers. RAINE-02 grinned. “That’s right. It was foolish to believe that the codewords could not be overridden. Mother knows best.”

HANNAH-01 shook her head. She didn’t fully understand their relationships, but she was grateful that the twin doctors had arrived to defuse the situation.

She turned back to the doctor, feeling a little nervous. “Doctor Drake,” she interjected, her mind suddenly returning to their earlier conversation. “I was created with the new batch of prototype nanobots, which LANE-01 seemed so eager to coat you with. Is there something wrong with them? Am I… defective?”

He shot her a warm smile, filled with confidence. “No, you’re just as much a DOLL as any other, even though you weren’t produced from the original batch. You just have a few extra features.”

His mouth twisted. “Ones which I confess we don’t fully understand. We can discuss this further after I have a few more stitches of clothing on. Now, where did my underwear go? I can’t believe everyone has seen me nude.”

Bemused, HANNAH-01 watched him make a circle around JANE-02, muttering to himself as he moved back into the ante-chamber. She wanted to shake him, to demand answers, but it was probably best if she let him preserve what little modesty was remaining.

“So, what happens next?” she asked, a little lost.

In theory, she had won, but now that she had, she was feeling rather clueless. Was it really a victory when she didn’t understand what LANE-01 had subjected her to?

Her nanobots were experimental, making her little more than a lab rat. Was her fate to be poked and prodded, kept locked away at the facility until they understood what made her tick?

JANE-02 stalked over to her, squeezing her shoulder. “LANE-01 will be taken for observation. It is likely she will be studied further and her conversion to a DOLL will be completed. There is clearly something aberrant about her behavior, something we have not seen before.”

She paused. “I don’t like to think that my twin sister and daughters might be affected by the same affliction. It is imperative that we get to the bottom of it.”

Her tone changed. “In the meantime, however, you may rest and… enjoy some time with us, if you wish. You certainly seemed to enjoy our unique pleasures during our last encounter.”

HANNAH-01 waited for the green text to appear, chuckling to herself as it told her what she already knew.

Embrace. Enjoy. Love.

Yes, that’s exactly what she was going to do.


Chapter Eleven

HANNAH-01 stood calmly, hands at her sides. Her tongue sat in the soft groove of the gag in her mouth, and she sucked on it gently, like a pacifier.

She had long since gotten used to its presence, and it no longer bothered her, much like the weight of the mask sitting on her face. She was used to its peculiarities as well, enjoying its warmth as it fed her the video feed of the machine sitting in front of her.

It was separated into distinct rectangular pods, each of which didn’t quite reach the ceiling. The one on the far right was occupied, with glaring red rectangular signs above the small door on either side.

The pod in front of her was free, however, doors open to welcome the next DOLL who wished to use the machine. The DOLL next to her let go of her hand and gave her rubbery ass a light slap.

She jiggled her hips, but otherwise stayed in place, eyeing the booth with trepidation.

“What are you worried about?” asked DOTTY-01, her voice modulated by her mask. “We’re just going to have a little bit of fun before we relax.”

“It’s not that,” HANNAH-01 replied slowly. “It’s just that I’ve had my fill of confined spaces since I’ve arrived here. I guess I’m worried that I might have a touch of claustrophobia.”

The DOLL’s hand stroked her shoulder. “I would never want to push you into doing something you don’t think you can handle,” she said soothingly. “First, though, before you say you can’t, ask yourself whether you can.”

HANNAH-01 made a low noise through her mask, considering. It was true that she was capable of so much more than she had originally thought possible since becoming a DOLL. Could she also overcome this fear, with help?

She sent a query through her brain to the DOLLnet, waiting for a response. Green text soon sprouted at the bottom of her vision with the reply.

There is no problem. You are fine. Do it.

Ah. A rush of cool calmness flooded her psyche. That’s right. She wasn’t that person anymore. She kept thinking that the old, bad thoughts would come back, but they simply didn’t. Her mental problems were finally solved.

She hadn’t thought that was possible, yet here she was. A rubber DOLL, just as perfect as the DOLLs around her. There was no difference between them.

“Yes,” she said with confidence. “Let’s have some fun.”

DOTTY-01 giggled, punching her in the shoulder. “I’m going to be first in!”

She trotted towards the pod, wrapping her hand around the grab bar on the door and swinging her body inside. She turned her masked head towards HANNAH-01, a saucy pixelated wink showing briefly on her face before she closed the door.

HANNAH-01 hadn’t been prepared for her sudden rush, and she laughed silently to herself. This wasn’t a race. The other two DOLLs hadn’t yet made their way into a pod yet, either. They were far too busy embracing each other.

Their sleek bodies were both a glossy black, but she knew who they were. At first, the coupling between SAM-01 and PAMELA-01 had been a surprise to them all, but in retrospect it made perfect sense.

In her past life, Pamela had desired to punish the HAPPY, to tear them off their pedestal. It had taken some time to convince her that she could accomplish this by becoming a DOLL, but once she had, she had embraced the lifestyle wholeheartedly.

SAM-01, being one of the original DOLLs, had taken her under her wing, and they had grown quite close. The last few weeks, they had been two peas in a pod. Sleek, black security DOLLs, indistinguishable from each other.

She gave them a smile, envious at the strength of their relationship. She was having fun with DOTTY-01, but it wasn’t the same. She was longing for someone else.

An image bloomed in her head, and her heart shuddered. She had never realized it in those dull days before she had become a DOLL, but her true interest was in the mercurial woman she had never met in person—Joy.

She had come to the conclusion that she didn’t truly know the HAPPY woman, but that didn’t stop her DOLL heart from longing. Some of this might simply be DOLL lust, but she certainly didn’t feel this way about any other DOLL.

When she closed her eyes, she could see the other woman’s face—sharp, green eyes and elaborate shoulder length red hair, decorated with combs and jewels. She wanted to touch the harsh lines around her cheekbones, to bring that brilliant smile to life. Mistress.

She sighed. Joy wasn’t the only one who had claimed to be her Mistress, and for a time she had been quite confused. First, it had been Pamela, who wanted her to destroy the DOLLing operation, as she thought it was being run by the HAPPY. Next, it was Doctor Lane, who had been turned into a fanatical DOLL by her encounter with the advanced DOLL formula.

Neither of them had what it took to control her fully, as evidenced by the choice she had made after Doctor Drake’s explanation. A big part of that was because she didn’t really want to serve them. Her mind had already been made up, right from the beginning. She wanted to serve Joy.

This desire had originally been artificial in nature, implanted by her HAPPY Mistress, but Her hold over HANNAH-01 had been broken after her DOLL conversion. What remained was true submissiveness. She could choose who she wanted to serve, and that person was still Joy.

This revelation had rocked her to her very core, and it wasn’t until a few days ago that she had come to terms with it and told the Doctor. He had been quite accommodating, but couldn’t promise anything. There were still several experiments on her nanobots that needed to be completed before they could risk sending her out into the wild.

So she had become rather bored, seeking pleasure and purpose in others while she waited. DOTTY-01 was more than happy to accommodate her desires, so for now, she was indulging herself.

Speaking of which, she shouldn’t keep the other DOLL waiting. She might be starting to wonder whether HANNAH-01 had chickened out.

She padded forward on bare feet, her rubber toes gripping the warm tile floor. Determined, she climbed into the tiny booth, turning her ass so that it would fit into the bucket seat.

The velvety material conformed to her wide ass, squeezing between her legs as she settled into place. The outer door rotated shut, a green light appearing on her mask’s display.

It became immediately obvious that her earlier fears were unfounded. She didn’t feel trapped at all. There was far too much going on for her to be afraid.

The wall in front of her rippled, showing itself to be more of a film than a firm barrier. It split in two, down the center, each half swinging aside to reveal DOTTY-01 sitting in her own seat on the other side.

She was relaxed, nonplussed, her breasts pushed outwards by a small hump in the back of the chair. Her hands were wrapped around her swollen flesh, thumb and forefingers lightly stimulating her nipples. Her legs had sunk into two concave cutouts below, the spongy blue material wrapping around her knees to hold her in place.

Was that happening to her as well? Yes, she was unable to move her legs away from the chair. She was locked in for the ride, and from the way DOTTY-01’s chest was rippling, it looked like she was enjoying herself.

“HANNAH-01,” whispered DOTTY-01, groaning through her gag. “I can’t seem to help myself. The gas.”

Ah, that explained a lot. The air around them was hazy, and every breath she took was making her a little more lightheaded. She sighed and relaxed. Might as well enjoy what the machine was going to do to her.

She squeezed her legs together, her arousal beginning to spike. It wasn’t at the level DOTTY-01 was experiencing, yet, but if it continued to build, she would no doubt begin to tug at her own swollen breasts as well.

A wedge of hard material pressed between her hips, pushing them apart. The seat was slowly moving, forcing her legs aside and tilting her mons forward. Right at the point she thought she might fall out, the seat back paused its motion, a command appearing on one of the tilted screens mounted to the side of the pod.

SECURE BELT

That seemed simple enough, but which belt was it talking about? She felt around the side without success, then gave up and studied DOTTY-01’s seat. Ah, there it was, right under her rib cage.

She fumbled around on the left, bumping against her chest as she grabbed the metallic end. Pulling it out, she slid the belt under her breasts, feeding it to the other side, where it slid into place with a click.

Sighing, she leaned into it, letting it take the weight of her body. As it dug into her chest, her breasts spilled over the top, giving them extra definition. She clenched her fingers, holding herself back from caressing them.

It wasn’t that she didn’t want to. She was simply emphasizing the fact that she had control over herself. She wasn’t a wanton slut, to play with herself at every opportunity.

That rule didn’t apply to DOTTY-01, however. As soon as she saw that HANNAH-01’s belt was buckled, she stopped fondling her own breasts, staring hungrily at her lover.

Reaching her hands out, she cupped the bottom of HANNAH-01’s breasts, rotating them slowly as she groped at her flesh. “Rubber against rubber feels so warm and sticky and great,” she hissed, her breath whistling through the mask. “I love touching you. I want to press up against you and rub like a cat.”

A curl of heat licked down her thighs. HANNAH-01 chuckled, her breasts jiggling in DOTTY-01’s hands. “And I, you, but I think we’re about to experience something a little more intense than our usual playtime.”

As if to corroborate her words, a sudden bump sprouted from the seat beneath her pussy. She jerked in surprise, but there was nowhere for her to go. Her weight kept her firmly in place, leaving her holes open for assault from below.

She bit down firmly on her gag, her groan rising in unison with DOTTY-01 as thick rubber dildos pressed into their pussies. Her inner lips parted wide as it thrust deep within her.

It came to a rest after a short while, firmly inside her. No matter how much she moved her hips, it wasn’t coming back out.

This served to amp up her arousal, and she moaned helplessly, her hands dangling by her sides as DOTTY-01’s hands clenched around her breasts.

Their seats began to move again, elevating their bodies as they were pushed closer. DOTTY-01 was forced to move her hands as their breasts squished together, the flesh distending as their nipples rubbed against each other.

The tops of their masks rattled as the seats stopped their motion. Their bodies were supporting each other in the form of an arch, their pussies speared by the dildos. It wouldn’t take much motion to start them rocking, but HANNAH-01 was afraid to move. If she stimulated herself any more, she’d almost certainly orgasm, and that wasn’t fair to DOTTY-01, who was clearly just as aroused as her.

DOTTY-01 stroked her sides. “I feel so good,” she whispered, her husky voice magnified by her mask. She pressed her hands around HANNAH-01’s sides and pulled her into a hug, their breasts mashing as she moved in a slow circle. “Can you feel it? My heart is throbbing in time with my pussy. Let’s cum together.”

“Don’t say that,” HANNAH-01 whispered harshly. “I won’t be able to hold back.”

“Why hold back?” chuckled DOTTY-01, feeling up her back. “This is what we’re here for.”

Her lover was right. Why did she feel like she needed DOTTY-01’s permission to let go? Even here, where they were equals, she longed to have a strong Mistress to obey.

“Very well,” she exhaled, breathing out her concerns and letting them float away into the misty interior of the pod.

She was feeling warm, and well. Ready to explore herself and these sensations.

The screens blanked, turning white. New, black letters faded in as their seats shifted slightly back, leaving them both speared on the dildos.

REMOVE MASKS

What? No, she didn’t want to. She wanted to be able to see her lover while they explored their DOLL bodies.

Unfortunately, that didn’t seem to be up to her. Twin, rounded metallic devices were lowered from the ceiling with concave interiors, moving to swallow their heads.

Within moments, they couldn’t see each other, the devices clamping down around their skulls. There came a slight tension from above, forcing her head upright. DOTTY-01’s arms slackened, letting go of her.

Panic might have set in if not for the green text that scrolled across her darkened vision. She read it and acknowledged the words, knowing that it was helping her. It was her constant companion, and she welcomed its presence.

Remain calm. Welcome the pleasure. Good things will happen.

In many cases, it was telling her what she already knew, but her brain didn’t work like other people’s. It constantly needed reminding that she was doing the right thing.

At first, she had thought this a weakness, but she had finally realized that accepting help was not weak. Denying that she needed it would be the same as rejecting the idea that she had been depressed in the first place, which would have been rather foolish.

She didn’t know if other DOLLs relied on the text this way, or if it was only her, but she simply didn’t care. It was working for her. It was keeping her happy. That was all that mattered.

A sudden pressure came from the top of her skull and the gag in her mouth jerked free with a wet popping noise. She moved her tongue around and swallowed the excess saliva. The mask had been installed for so long that it now felt weird to touch her cheeks.

DOLL nutrition was administered through smoothies, strictly controlled to keep each of them in optimal health. She hadn’t needed to properly eat anything in quite some time, making her teeth feel a bit vestigial.

They probably wouldn’t work all that well, anyway, as they were completely covered with the rubbery nanobot coating. She wouldn’t be capable of anything more than gumming her food, which would likely mess with her digestion. It was a far better solution to drink her meals.

Her face was cool for the first time in a long time, her rubbery skin exposed. The tactile sensation as she touched her cheeks was so foreign, it almost felt as though she was touching a different person. She ran her fingers up to her forehead, feeling more exposed now than when she walked around nude.

“Are you okay?” croaked DOTTY-01. “I’m… blind.”

HANNAH-01 moved her jaw experimentally, feeling the pain of disused muscles. “I’m feeling fine,” she replied, her voice just as crackly. “Although… I’m not blind. What is this?”

Although the video feed from the mask had vanished, she was still seeing vague colors and shapes beyond the green text. As she concentrated further, they began to resolve into a woman’s head and body. DOTTY-01!

Joy suffused her soul. She could see. But how was this possible?

It wasn’t as well defined as what she received through her mask, but it was there. The wrinkled folds of DOTTY-01’s rubber coated face were clear to see, the hollow sockets of her eyes a shadowed red, her thick lips quivering.

Sometimes she forgot that she was different from the other DOLLs. She reached out a hand, caressing the cleft of DOTTY-01’s chin. “Don’t worry. This is normal. Everything is as it should be. Follow the text. It will show you the way.”

DOTTY-01 stopped trying to say anything, her jaw relaxing. Her lips twitched into a smile. “Yes, now I see what you mean,” she said, her voice thready. Her hips twitched as her pussy clenched around the dildo. “We were made for this. The pleasure of serving ourselves and others.”

“Yes,” HANNAH-01 whispered. “We love to serve.”

Her pussy clenched as well, rippling along the length of the thick dildo. It refused to yield, her flesh churning around it. She dropped her hands to her mons, touching the tip of a finger to her clit, letting out a deep moan.

She shuddered, enjoying the spark of pleasure, but there was something missing. This pleasure should be shared.

She moved her hands to DOTTY-01’s hips. “You don’t need to see this to enjoy,” she whispered, pushing slowly off the floor with her heels.

The dildo slid out of her slowly, the smooth sides rubbing against her interior. She moved around in a circle, settling back down as she pushed her breasts into DOTTY-01. As the other DOLL groaned, she leaned in and gave her a long kiss.

As their tongues parted, she gave one of her lover’s breasts a light slap. “I don’t think I can hold back any more,” she hissed, sweat beading on her brow. “Let’s ride.”

DOTTY-01 nodded, her breath rattling in her throat as she pushed herself upwards. She braced her hands on HANNAH-01’s hips, keeping herself steady as their breasts rubbed against each other.

Her fat nipples twisted as their skin combined, tingling with pleasure as they vibrated. DOTTY-01 descended back down, then pushed herself up again, their bodies touching each other as they worked the dildos in their pussies like a see-saw.

Both of them moaned as they began to set up a regular rhythm, their fleshy breasts jiggling and bouncing as they braced themselves against each other. Breathing hard, they gave themselves to the primal motions, throwing their heads back as their juices flowed down their legs.

HANNAH-01 wanted to kiss her lover again, but their motion would make that impossible. Instead, she settled for mindlessly groping DOTTY-01’s body, running her hands under the DOLL’s shoulders and around to her breasts.

She cupped them, squeezed them, tugged them, enjoyed them.

Pounding, thrusting, touching. It was all blending together into one hot, pulsating mass of pleasure. It grew by leaps and bounds, until no thoughts remained.

Her body took over, and she screamed, losing control. DOTTY-01 joined her, their moans intertwining as they both dropped back into their chairs, the hard dildos throbbing inside them.

In that moment, they were as one, both of them lost in utter ecstasy.

They braced their bodies, arms twitching. For a long time, they were lost in the throes of pleasure, bodies aching as they experienced the heat and joy of being DOLLs.

Eventually, the intensity receded, leaving them both sweaty and breathing hard. HANNAH-01 was not tired, however. To the contrary, this first course had only whet her appetite.

She was slick down below, fully lubricated and ready for another round. She licked her lips, hoping that DOTTY-01 felt the same way, and that the machine wouldn’t simply spit them out before they were completely satisfied.

The screens around them filled with new text, blurry but readable with her substitute vision.

PHASE TWO

Her heart fluttered in her chest. The machine wasn’t done with them yet!

Ecstatic, she rolled her hips in the chair, her muscles clenching around the dildo once more. “Get ready, it’s not done with us yet,” she said happily, her voice husky.

“It isn’t?” moaned DOTTY-01. “I don’t think I’ve ever experienced anything that intense before, and there’s more?”

HANNAH-01 rubbed her back. “Don’t tell me you’re too tired for this. We’re DOLLs. We were built for endurance.”

DOTTY-01 chuckled. “What do you take me for, a prude?” She sighed sultrily, giving HANNAH-01 a peck on the cheek. “You might be taking this all in stride, but I’m still getting used to this oversexed body. I’m simply amazed I can experience all this without collapsing into a puddle.”

HANNAH-01 bit her lip as the dildo inside her began to pulse, vibrating as it bobbed up and down. “I think it’s about to start again,” she said heavily, shuddering as her arousal began to build.

“Oh,” exclaimed DOTTY-01. “It’s going to link up!”

She was right. A prehensile tube had sprung up from somewhere below DOTTY-01’s seat, pressing itself over her mons.

Curious, HANNAH-01 looked down to see a similar one waving in front of her own body. There was a small plastic cup attached to the end that looked like a medical mask, with a few lights and soft protrusions on the interior.

By the time she had registered all this, the device flopped over and sealed itself against her body, a slight suction keeping it in place. A sharp click sounded as a lead slipped into her DOLLport, her hips bucking as cool rivulets of DOLLthrought flowed through her mind.

She had experienced this a few times after her text had changed colors. She could feel the conflict as her thoughts interfaced with the gestalt, the words tinging pink before they settled back into the cool green of her self assurance.

She had told the doctor about this once, but he hadn’t seemed all that interested. She assumed that it was simply an expected variation, and had left it at that.

Whatever the source of this change, she found herself unable to do without it, relying upon it to keep her mind on an even keel. Since she had fully accepted its presence, there had been no more depressive episodes. No more mind wandering.

She could focus just as she desired. On herself, on her partners, on pleasure.

She had become so used to its presence, she barely registered its existence at a conscious level. Her eyes would read it and process it automatically without interfering with her normal thoughts.

Now, though, she could enjoy what it was telling her.

Relax into pleasure. Embrace DOLLhood.

Yes, that was exactly what she was doing. She didn’t really need the encouragement, but she liked feeling the reinforcement of the words. It was nice to know that she was being a good DOLL.

She rolled the words through her head multiple times, fixing them firmly in place. She wanted to hold onto this feeling as long as possible.

Good DOLL.

A new buzz began in her loins, tickling and swirling against her clit. She gasped, her concentration gone.

She giggled. It looked like the machine didn’t care about her attempts at meditation, and she supposed she didn’t blame it.

She bucked her hips forward, lifting off the dildo. She squealed as she realized the cup attached to her mons had remained in place, the devilish licking sensation against her clit increasing in intensity.  “It’s driving me insane!” she gasped, unable to figure out where she should put her hands.

DOTTY-01 laughed in a high pitched titter, sounding a little mad. “It’s supposed to!” she gasped. “It’s going to tease us until we can’t think, can’t do anything. And I don’t want it to stop!”

HANNAH-01 stood, unable to think of anything else that might work. The dildo slurped as it descended out of her pussy, but even at her full height, the end still pierced her core.

It was no good. There was no getting around it—she was going to be tortured with pleasure, and she was going to like it.

She tensed her toes against the floor as she slowly slid back down. This was even worse than standing, and she almost lost her balance entirely as the dildo tickled her pussy all the way back in.

She didn’t think she could do that again without completely losing her mind. “Let’s relax,” she suggested, a little embarrassed at her experiment. “I’m sure this has been carefully calibrated to avoid any permanent damage.”

“That’s what I’m afraid of,” hissed DOTTY-01. “DOLLs can take a LOT. Who programmed this thing?”

That was a very good question. If it was Doctor Drake, everything would be fine, but if it was SAM-01… ? That DOLL was more than a little sadistic, and what she thought was fun didn’t always lie with reasonable parameters.

She started to feel trepidation as helpless moans filled the small space. A familiar voice crackled around them.

“As you might have guessed by now, quite a bit of thought has been put into this machine,” chuckled JANE-02’s dark voice. “When RAINE-02 thought I should tone it down, I took a different view, and worked with SAM-01 to amp it up. What we have here is my best version yet!”

A second voice broke in, sounding shaky. “She’s not overselling it,” breathed RAINE-02. “I tested it for her, and couldn’t sit down for days afterwards.”

Great, her worst suspicions were realized. If SAM-01 was involved, all bets were off. She opened her mouth to say something, but only a moan came out.

“We’ll be monitoring each pod to ensure maximum impact,” continued JANE-02 smoothly. “Don’t worry, there are built-in limiters. We just haven’t reached them yet.”

HANNAH-01 grimaced as a wave pulsed up the dildo inside her, the rippling length causing her muscles to bear down. She wriggled, shivering as she realized that she was at the twin’s mercy, and neither of them appeared to be interested in stopping this.

DOTTY-01 wrapped her arms around her and simply whimpered. That’s right, she probably didn’t have the green text to help her get through this. She could only imagine what might be scrolling in front of her lover’s eyes.

She rubbed at DOTTY-01’s back, making slow circles. “Stay calm,” she exhorted. “They want us to panic.”

DOTTY-01 made a low noise, her rubbery tongue extending to lick her lips. “Actually, I’m feeling better. I just needed some time to process the pleasure. I feel like I’ve caught a second wind and I’m ready for more.”

HANNAH-01 was surprised to feel that she felt the same. Her endurance had never been tested in this way since becoming a DOLL, and she was rather pleased at how resilient her body had become.

“You should be discovering right around now that you’re not as exhausted as you thought,” broke in JANE-02, echoing her thoughts. “We’re going to take advantage of that to send you to the next level.”

A dangling, blocky device began to descend from the ceiling, with twin sets of molded cups attached to each side. “What we have here is an experimental pod milking harness. Double the suction, double the fun!” she exclaimed.

HANNAH-01 was a little dubious at that statement, but was willing to entertain the two of them. She looked at the cups with nervousness as the platform halted just above their chests.

“Please, lean back so that the harness can be installed,” commanded RAINE-02.

The text on the monitors changed, a pulsating circle rotating behind them.

LEAN BACK

OBEY

The words hammered at her brain, and her body pressed into the seat before she could process the instruction. She gasped, surprised at how quickly she had been controlled, almost as though the command had come through at an instinctive level.

DOTTY-01 must have experienced this in the same way, her head smacking against the headrest. The milking box dropped further, inserting itself between HANNAH–01 and DOTTY-01, the two milking cups turning towards her chest.

The impetus of the command faded and she leaned forward, letting the tips of her breasts drop into the cups. They immediately leapt to life, vibrating as they began to suck on her flesh. The rubber flange around the edges was not yet close enough to seal them to her body, however, allowing cool air to tease at her nipples.

This was a rather uncomfortable state of affairs, so she pushed herself in further, hoping to get them into the proper position. There came a sudden suction, and she gasped, smaller internal domes pressing around the tips of her nipples as her flesh was sucked inside.

She gave the twin cups a tug as they began to suckle at her flesh. Yep, they were well and truly secured. She could probably remove them if she wanted to, but the stroking motion was uniquely pleasurable, tugging at her breasts and nipples in succession.

It clicked and popped back and forth, tugging and stretching her flesh. She grunted as she examined the cups further, trying to figure out the dual action.

It only made sense once she explored the secondary dome built into each cup. The suction would start on her outer breasts, then move to the interior cup holding her nipples before subsiding.

With each pulse, her breasts would swell a little more, her nipples squeezing a little farther into the internal cups. She was being slowly but inexorably stretched deeper inside. It was amazing how far her nipples had distended, and she briefly wondered whether this might be harmful.

Nonsense. Her rubbery skin was extremely malleable, far more so than her natural skin. This suction couldn’t possibly injure her.

“You’re now discovering the true nature of this device,” chuckled JANE-02. “This, in combination with the dildos, will give us full control over your pleasure experience. All you have to do is relax, and we’ll take you on a magical journey.”

“That’s right,” continued RAINE-02, sounding cat-like. “DOLLs are all slaves to their desires, so why not indulge? Listen to what we say and enjoy.”

It wasn’t like she had the option to do anything else, but at least her body was rapidly adjusting to this level of stimulation. She seemed to have hit a plateau, however, as she wasn’t building towards another orgasm. It was almost as though the explosive ecstasy of the previous one had depleted her ability to reach another.

“There’s one final addition before we can finish having our fun. Can you guess what it might be?” asked RAINE-02 slyly.

“They want complete control over us,” choked out HANNAH-01. “They’re going to give us back our masks.”

“Really?” asked DOTTY-01, sounding excited. “Does that mean I’m going to be able to see again?”

That’s right, her lover hadn’t been given the same visionless ability she possessed, and was likely feeling a bit desperate to understand what was going on. There were other downsides, however, like the fact that the twins would have complete control over what they saw. They wouldn’t abuse that power, would they?

They were about to find out, as the dome-like helmets began to descend from above, moving rapidly towards their heads. “Hold on, they’re coming in!” she warned her lover, taking a deep breath to prepare for what came next.

Darkness, blackness, nothingness. Even with her enhanced abilities, there was nothing to see as the dome settled into place over her shoulders.

A hissing sound came from all around her, a wet, sticky sensation blossoming over her face. She opened her mouth automatically, accepting the familiar bulb of the gag as it slipped back into position, settling against her cheeks.

As the headphones clamped around her ears, she sighed with satisfaction. She felt properly clothed again. This was what being a DOLL should feel like.

The voices shifted into her headphones, sounding like they were speaking inside her head. “You all look cute,” exclaimed RAINE–02. “All DOLLed up. Now, let’s begin.”

A tension came from around her head, pulling her spine up straight. “The mask applicator will remain in place,” explained JANE-02. “You don’t really need to see anything for this part anyway.”

The tickling sensation at her clit stopped, the suction ceasing at her breasts as well. She was alone in the dark, but for the green text that floated lazily at the bottom of her vision.

Do not be afraid. Status: Green. Ready for pleasure.

She gulped. Who was she to disagree?

“DOLLs,” purred JANE-02. “Let me walk you through a scenario. You’re lazing in bed, reading a novel. When you look up, who should be there, but your favorite person, dressed in skintight latex. They sway their breasts, running their hands down their sides. You know they’re ready for sex, but you’re not in the mood.”

HANNAH-01 frowned, shifting her back against the seat. Her body was flushed with heat, and she wasn’t feeling patient enough to listen to this story.

“The DOLL climbs onto the bed, pulling back the covers,” continued the doctor. “Tonight, you’ve chosen to be nude, your rubbery skin exposed to your paramour’s searching gaze. They like what they see, climbing underneath the blankets. Eyes wide, you set down your novel as a tongue spikes at your pussy.”

A quick jolt of pleasure tingled at her clit, and she jumped. Oh, she was going to get them back good for this. In the meantime, it appeared as though this story was going to be more interactive than she had anticipated.

JANE-02’s voice was husky. “Your hands clench at the comforter as your lover begins again. Their tongue licks at you, inflaming your desires.”

Suction commenced from the hood over her mons, a swirling tickle lapping around her clit. It was easy to imagine that it was a tongue.

Her mask lit up with images, showing her scenes of a bedroom all around her. She really felt like she was there, the mounds of her exposed breasts visible as she gazed down at the mysterious lump in the blankets below.

“The intensity increases,” hissed RAINE-02. “Is your lover using a machine on you? You can’t tell, but it’s driving you wild.”

A buzzing commenced in her pussy, the dildo vibrating up its length. She gasped as the device pressed against her clit moved in fast strokes, imitating a licking motion.

“Just as you begin to think that you’re going to explode, your paramour stops,” murmured JANE-02.

HANNAH-01 shook as the machinery went quiet. This was unfair. If they continued like this, she wasn’t going to be able to contain herself.

“The blankets rise, and you get a glimpse of their face. It’s dark and unearthly. You’re not sure you recognize them. You feel surprise and alarm. This isn’t the person you know! It’s a strange entity, here to torture you with pleasure!”

HANNAH-01 groaned, the twin doctor’s voices starting to blur together in her mind. They were probably trading off their parts, but she just couldn’t keep track any more.

“The entity moves closer, their head a mysterious black hole. It says one word. Submit! You dare not disobey as it wraps its hands around your swollen breasts and gives them a powerful tug.”

The suction cups over her breasts squeezed her, hissing as they pulled at her nipples. She was surprised to find that she was getting into this, even though the scenario was a little contrived.

“You are unable to say no as your body responds, the thrill of the unknown tickling up your spine. The rubbery creature spreads out, laying on top of you. It plants its mouth over yours and gives you a hot kiss, its tongue penetrating your mouth.”

A spurt of hot liquid washed into her mouth, forcing her to swallow it as she sucked at the gag. She could easily imagine this. It was fun to be wanted in this way.

She began to take notes for her future encounters. This kind of roleplay could certainly spice things up in the bedroom.

“As it pulls its head back, you study its face, but you don’t recognize it. It is smooth, covered with red rubber, and could just as well be your doppelganger. You have little time to wonder about this coincidence as your lover wraps its hands around your breasts, giving your hard nipples a flick.”

The suction cups worked in time with the woman’s words, punctuating her statements with little jolts. She wiggled on her seat, suddenly hoping the scenario would escalate soon. She was seriously wet down there.

“The creature raises its body, bringing its hips close to yours. At first, you’re not sure what it’s doing, but it quickly becomes clear as a hard cock penetrates your pussy. The bulbous head slides all the way in, filling you completely, until you feel owned.”

Her pussy was already penetrated, but for the sake of the story, a throbbing pulse moved up the length of the dildo. When it reached the end, the tip expanded, vibrating like a rattlesnake. She screamed into the gag, clenching her hands into fists.

“It clamps its lips to your nipple, sucking at it with unbridled glee. Speared to your core, you are unable to move as it begins to fuck you, hard. All you can do is beg as it uses you like a toy, thrusting itself within your wet pussy.”

The dildo began to lurch along its length, popping up and down to simulate the thrusts. The cups at her breasts also came to life, sucking and popping as they worked both her breasts and nipples.

“You cannot think. You cannot get away. You can only give in. Let it use you. Let it mold you. Let it become you.”

The doctor’s words had gotten to her, making it feel real. Her body was unable to control itself, heat pulsing from her privates as she writhed.

Intellectually, she knew this was all a fantasy. It was okay for her to forget about her worries and let them control her like this. She followed their words and believed.

“Now that it has you where it wants you, it whispers into your ears. You always wanted this. You always wanted to be its creature. Now, you are just like it. A DOLL.”

Yes, she was a DOLL. A formless, rubber creature, made for pleasure.

“Once you realize that it speaks the truth, everything changes. You listen to its words as it hisses them into your very being. You know that nothing will ever be the same.”

That was right. Everything had changed since she had become a DOLL.

Her pussy clenched, muscles humming as they prepared for the final orgasm. She was so close, she could taste it!

“You want to cum so badly, but you have to wait for the creature’s permission. It looks at you with its blank eyes and penetrates you deeply. At the final moment, you find yourself in its gaze, a mirror image reflecting your lusts and desires. Its mouth opens, a dark slot in its rubbery face. Obey. Orgasm.”

How could she do anything else? The green text was telling her the same.

OBEY. ORGASM.

The words floated in her mind, pulsating in time with the suction at her breasts, the dildo rattling inside her.

This was what she needed. Permission.

She wrapped her hands around the breast cups as her body bucked against the machine. Unlike before, she wasn’t completely out of her mind. This was focused.

She was a DOLL, a slut, and a submissive, wrapped up in one. She celebrated her nature, loving where the doctors had taken her.

They had used her, just as she had desired. This was better than vanilla sex, because she could obey.

The implications of this were not lost on her, but she didn’t have time to figure it out now. She simply wanted to enjoy herself.

Her body hummed with a pleasure she had never experienced before, waves of happiness exploding through her nipples. They raced down to her pussy, where the dildo was still rocking inside her, then split up, rocketing to her toes and up her neck in equal measure.

The heat was astounding, but she didn’t feel tired. Her rubber skin was modulating her temperature, keeping her comfortable as she suckled on the gag.

This perpetuated the pleasure for longer, but it couldn’t hold forever. Perhaps it was good that it couldn’t, as the real pleasure was in experiencing the peaks and valleys of lust.

Petty rationalization or not, it wasn’t sustainable, and after a while, she began to come back down again.

A pleasant warmth suffused her body as she laid back, sighing as the machines ground to a halt. They weren’t needed any more, her lust for stimulation subsiding into the dark corners of her mind.

The dome-like helmet unsealed from her mask with a wet pop, pulling up into the ceiling. The internal displays quickly came to life, giving her sharp images of the pod interior. She blinked reflexively, even though it wasn’t technically light hitting her eyeballs.

The screens around them had gone blank, the lurid lighting swapped with something brighter. She could see the milking box in front of her, the octagonal sides tapering inwards to where the breast cups were attached.

She winced as they began to tug on her breasts again, but they weren’t getting ready for another round, as she had feared. Instead, the seals broke, cool air rushing in to caress her swollen nipples.

She lifted up her breasts and examined her flesh. The cups had made imprints on her skin, as she had expected, but they didn’t look all that sore. Yet another benefit of having DOLLskin.

She touched the clammy circles of skin, then shrugged. She wasn’t particularly in the mood. She simply wanted to relax and plot out her next encounter.

The milking box, as she now thought of it, rose slowly towards the ceiling, out of view. The slick dildo in her pussy began to withdraw as well, sliding back into the seat below.

She looked at DOTTY-01, a little concerned about her lover. She might not possess the same kind of mental fortitude, but she was a DOLL, and the twins should have stopped if any of them had panicked.

Her fears appeared to be unfounded. DOTTY-01’s neck was flushed, but her mask displayed a tired, but happy grin.

She was laying back in her seat, her head tilted. Her digital eyes were half closed, her chest moving slowly. “I’m totally overwhelmed,” she said, looking relaxed. “I never imagined becoming a DOLL would be this intense. I’m not sure what I expected, really.”

She sat up, grunting as the dildo slid out of her pussy with a wet slurp. “I’m sorry to say that nothing we’ve done together so far can compare. That was just… mmm… perfect.”

HANNAH-01 giggled. “No need to apologize, I feel the same.” She shifted her shoulders uncomfortably. “I hate to change the topic, but I guess I have something to tell you, and this seems like a good time.”

DOTTY-01 watched her carefully, a wan smile on her mask. “I think I know what this might be, so why don’t I go first?”

Surprised, HANNAH-01 frowned. She hadn’t expected this.

Her lover folded her hands, rubbing her fingers together nervously. “I love being a DOLL,” she sighed, “but it’s time to face the truth. I don’t love you in that way, and I sense that the feeling is mutual.”

The tension in her shoulders vanished. In the end, her path forward had become easy, just as it should be for a DOLL. She chuckled. “That’s rather blunt, but I can’t deny you’re perceptive. I have to admit the truth to myself. I’m not looking for an equal. I’m… longing for a Mistress.”

She paused, an embarrassed look appearing on her mask. “But not just any will do,” she blurted out. “I have a very particular one in mind.”

DOTTY-01 leaned forward. “Oh? Do tell. Is it one of the DOLLs here? Don’t tell me you’re trying to put yourself back under LANE-01’s thumb again.”

HANNAH-01 shook her head. “No, that’s not it. You haven’t met her. She’s a HAPPY. And I don’t know if she even remembers or wants me after all this time.”

She stared at the wall behind HANNAH-01, unfocused. Her voice sounded a little choppy through the mask’s speakers, and she clamped down on her thoughts, trying to make them more coherent. “It doesn’t matter either way,” she said firmly. “I’m going to present myself to her, and then we shall go from there.”

“Then I encourage you to do so,” declared DOTTY-01 primly, grabbing her knees tightly. “But please don’t forget about me. Our time together has been quite pleasant, and I certainly wouldn’t mind having more fun with you.”

HANNAH-01 let out a long belly laugh. “Are you kidding? I couldn’t forget you if I tried. All those nights of fetish fun? No way! Besides, don’t you have another DOLL you play with regularly? What’s her name? HATTY-01?”

DOTTY-01 frowned. “Yes, but she’s not you.”

Sighing, she stood and gathered the smaller woman in her arms. “I’m not breaking up with you or anything. We’re still friends, aren’t we?”

DOTTY-01’s body sank into hers, their masks pressing together. “If that’s true, then you’ll have to promise me this: we’ll have a proper ‘goodbye’ party before you go. No skipping out on me.”

“I would never!” replied HANNAH-01, aghast. “What kind of people did you have in your life before you came here?”

The question was rhetorical, but DOTTY-01 took it seriously. “They were SERIOUS,” she said simply, as if that should explain everything.

“Not everyone who is SERIOUS has to be an asshole,” she said firmly.

DOTTY-01 buried her mask in her shoulder. Her arms tightened as the woman made a soft whimper. “They were wretched,” she whispered. “Blamed me for my daughter’s death. Damn, I’m glad I’m here, away from those harridans.”

HANNAH-01 patted her shoulder, unsure what she should say. Finally, she settled on a noise of agreement. People could definitely be awful to each other, but DOLLs couldn’t. There was something inherent with their programming that made them awfully supportive.

The sooner the SERIOUS all became DOLLs, the better, as far as she was concerned. Then they wouldn’t be able to hurt good people like DOTTY-01 any more.

The pod creaked on her right, a vertical line splitting open down the length of the wall. Like a cocoon, the machine cracked open, revealing an empty tiled floor that led to a small hallway.

She patted DOTTY-01’s back. “Shall we?” she asked. “I’m pretty messed up and I need to take a shower or something before I collapse into bed.”

DOTTY-01 turned, wrapping an arm behind her back as she pressed into her side. “I’ll start moving, but only if I can stay close to you,” she demanded, pressing a hand over her heart. “There’s something about you that feels safe.”

The compliment warmed her heart. Nobody had ever said that about her before—that she was valuable simply for being herself.

They held onto each other, bracing on unsteady legs as they took a step down onto the tiled floor. Two more pairs of DOLLs on their right were also exiting their pods, but the twin doctors were nowhere to be seen.

She greeted the DOLLs next to them, glancing at their glossy black rubber skin. “Hi, SAM and PAM. How was your time in there?”

PAMELA-01 squeezed SAM-01’s arm tightly. “She laughed at me every time they ramped it up! I can’t believe her!”

SAM-01 wheezed, a long raspy laugh escaping her mask as she doubled over and slapped her knee. “The look on your face!” she croaked out.

A stern expression appeared on PAMELA-01’s mask as she looked down at SAM-01, but it quickly evolved into a leer. “You know what? I’ve changed my mind. Keep on laughing. I’m keeping score, and I’ll extract a commensurate gasp of pain for each and every outburst.”

SAM-01 choked, holding a hand to her chest as she tried to stop herself. It was only partially successful.

“It looks like she’s finally met her match,” observed DOTTY-01, sounding amused. “But what about them? Who are they?”

HANNAH-01 followed her outstretched hand, gasping a little as she took in the final DOLL pair. They were nude and red, just like her, but one of them was very definitely male, his flaccid cock sitting proudly between his thighs.

She had never seen a male DOLL before, but here one was, covered with glossy DOLLskin. He had an arm around the woman DOLL next to him, head bent over as he whispered something to her.

She giggled, her large breasts jiggling softly as she leaned into him. The male raised his head to look at her, and she looked away, a little embarrassed. DOTTY-01 tugged at her shoulder. “Don’t be shy,” she hissed. “We’re all DOLLs here, let’s find out what’s going on!”

DOTTY-01 trotted forward, a bright smile on her mask. “It’s always nice to meet new DOLLs,” she said brightly. “Who are you two?”

The man chuckled, his digitized voice sounding eerily familiar. “We know each other quite well, actually.”

HANNAH-01 perked up, shocked. “Doctor? You underwent the DOLLing process?”

The male DOLL nodded. “That’s right. You may call me DRAKE-01, though I don’t mind if you still call me Drake.” He folded his hands together, seemingly unworried about his nudity. “I decided to take the plunge after reviewing the most recent results.”

Everything began to slot into place. “That’s why you blocked out so much time after our last experiment. It’s so obvious, I can’t believe I didn’t figure this out sooner!”

Unperturbed, the doctor gave her a quick nod. “That’s right.” He held out an open hand. “Why don’t we continue this discussion in the hot tub? I’ve had far too much excitement lately, and I’d prefer to relax a little.”

That was a bit of an understatement. He was probably raw dogging his wife while the rest of the them were being tortured by the twins.

She took a surreptitious look at his dick, confirming her suspicions. His flaccid length was still glistening a little in the light, and his wife certainly looked wet down below.

She probably looked the same, for that matter, but she refused to hide the evidence of her enjoyment. There was still a little embarrassment that tickled at the back of her brain, but as a DOLL, she was beyond such things. A little bit of nudity never hurt anyone.

The doctor turned and headed towards the narrow corridor ahead, his wife in hand. She seemed rather obsequious, allowing him to take the lead. This was a far cry from her earlier assertiveness, and she was curious about how that dynamic had changed.

Did the doctor feel embarrassed at her earlier behavior? Or had something been tweaked in her DOLLnet?

She had to admit she was more than a little curious, so she stored the questions away for later.

They were getting fairly far down the hallway now, and the architecture was starting to get interesting. Ahead of them was a latticework of white metal beams framing triangular windows that grew into an overhead arch.

As they passed through the threshold, she gaped in wonder. They were standing at the bottom of a geodesic dome which opened up to blue sky at the top. Each floor was clearly visible on the way down, like layers on a cake, gleaming lights on the other side giving them glimpses of lab equipment and offices.

Below, a fuzzy layer of steam floated over a series of large hot tubs, many of which were occupied by groups of DOLLs. Saunas lined the outer wall, and a lazy river rolled around the periphery, providing for a relaxing ride for those who wanted a change in pace. It was a veritable water park, built into the research building. Wild.

Her list of questions was rapidly growing as she followed the two doctors to an unoccupied tub. LANE-01 stepped in first, followed by her husband. HANNAH-01 squeezed DOTTY-01’s ass as she was about to climb over the lip, earning her a frown of disapproval.

She didn’t care. It was so much fun to have someone to do this with. That aching loneliness in her soul had simply vanished now that she belonged to this group of DOLLs. It was easy to socialize with them, as they all had so much in common!

She followed after her lover, admiring the pattern of alternating blue and white tiles. No expense had been spared when creating this bathhouse. They must maintain it well, too, as it looked like it had just been laid down yesterday, with pristine white grout.

As her legs settled into the water, she could already feel her muscles beginning to relax. This was going to feel amazing. She was a little surprised that they were allowed in without taking a bath, but the doctors didn’t seem to be perturbed, so she followed their lead.

She lowered herself down until only her collared neck remained above the bubbling surface, her nude breasts caressed by jet streams coming from below. She chose a position across from DRAKE-01, staring at him languidly as she sat on a stone shelf. There was so much she wanted to know, and she wasn’t going to allow him to put her off this time.

She pressed a hand between her legs, stroking her sticky thighs. The roiling water hid her actions, giving her the freedom to check on her breasts as well. They were swollen, but not particularly tender, the heat of the tub working its way through her rubbery skin.

Satisfied that everything was in working order, she relaxed, setting her hands on her knees. “So, doctor, you were about to tell us why you decided to go through with the DOLLing process.”

“Yes, of course,” he nodded, looking preoccupied. “I’ve been studying the data over the last month, and recently concluded that we could make the nanobots safe for general deployment with a few tweaks.”

He turned to his wife, who was snuggling into his body. Lifting a hand, he stroked the collar around her neck. “You see, the DOLLnet was always a part of the original design. We realized early on that some method of control would be necessary to keep our DOLLskins from controlling us instead of the other way around. As such, we assigned several teams to develop and create the DOLLport and collars we all currently wear.”

HANNAH-01 nodded, feeling the collar around her own neck. She was so used to its presence that she forgot that she was wearing it most of the time.

“Is that where the… pink text comes from?” she asked, distracted by a hand which wrapped around her own.

DOTTY-01 had joined her, animated hearts flowing over her screen. Despite what she had said earlier, it appeared that the DOLL still felt something towards her.

She allowed the woman to press into her side, but otherwise didn’t encourage her. She didn’t want to let her down more than she already had.

“That’s exactly right,” replied the doctor, his collar bobbing in the hot water. “It acts as a backstop to help us adjust to the realities of being DOLLs, and to correct our thoughts if they become too extreme.”

“I’m having a hard time understanding, then,” interrupted PAMELA-01. “Why didn’t it work as intended with LANE-01? She should not have gone as crazy as she did.”

“Yes, that’s what I’ve been trying to figure out,” sighed the doctor. “You see, my wife is normally as quiet as a mouse, interested only in research and taking things apart and putting them back together again. When she suddenly became assertive, that was the first signal that something was wrong.”

LANE-01 ran her hands over his shoulder. “You have to admit that you liked it when I was the one approaching you for sex.”

A faint smirk appeared on the doctor’s mask. “Maybe so, but that’s immaterial. I’d like to point out that you also turned into a megalomaniacal maniac, which wasn’t the intended result.”

Her hands disappeared under the water, followed by a startled sound from his mask. “My dear, that was entirely uncalled for. We’ve already had our fun, and if you keep this up I won’t be able to concentrate properly.”

A satisfied grin spread over his wife’s mask. “I just wanted to remind you that I’m not always meek and subservient.”

DRAKE-01 cleared his throat. “Point well taken,” he said a little unsteadily.

He turned his mask back towards HANNAH-01. “As you can see, she hasn’t completely reverted back to her old self, because her experience as a DOLL has changed her. Trying to bring her back would be entirely counterproductive. I simply needed to curb some of her more zealous tendencies.”

He paused. “And to avoid being a hypocrite, I’ve made sure to update everyone’s DOLLnet to the latest version, mine included. The intent is not to simply exchange one ruler for another. Everyone’s internal security has been upgraded to close the security hole that our friend PAMELA-01 here used to temporarily control HANNAH-01.”

PAMELA-01 groaned. “I’m not sorry about that. I can’t be. I was an entirely different person then, just like your wife was different while under the influence of the nanobots.”

“I’m not casting blame,” continued the doctor smoothly. “There’s no reason to worry about any of that. We’re all DOLLs here, enjoying each other’s company.”

His simulated face grew into a wide smile. “We’re all effectively… family. But not the kind that bickers or hurts each other. Together, we’re better. Together, we’re DOLLs. Together, we’re perfect.”

HANNAH-01 didn’t want to interrupt his monologue, but it was important. She clenched her teeth around her mask’s gag, and made her decision. “Doctor, there’s something that’s still bothering me,” admitted HANNAH-01, squeezing DOTTY-01’s hand. “You mentioned something about pink text, but… that’s not what I see any more. My text is green.”

She leaned forward, distressed. “I have to know why I’m different, doctor. I’ve been different all my life, and not in a good way. I need to know how this is going to affect my life going forward.”

The doctor rose off his seat, water trickling off his rubber chest. “That’s… unusual,” he muttered, sitting back down. He lifted a hand out of the tub, stroking his chin under the mask with glistening fingers.

“I see. It’s all starting to make sense.” He paused. “I simply don’t know,” he announced cheerfully, his simulated eyes bright. “I do wish you had told me this before, however, as I appear to be experiencing the same thing.”

HANNAH-01 sat back, the foaming water churning around her breasts. Stunned, she almost missed it when LANE-01 meekly raised her hand. “I… might be seeing green text too,” she volunteered hesitantly.

“Of course!” declared DRAKE-01. “Now I understand. The common thread is that we’ve all been converted with the new batch of nanobots. I’m not certain how that escaped me before.”

He leaned back, looking up at the blue sky above. “I don’t think I’d worry too much about it, if I were you. None of our tests has registered anything out of the ordinary so far, and I certainly haven’t encountered anything concerning. Chalk it up as a known aberration, and do let me know if more unexpected changes occur.”

HANNAH-01 didn’t like this answer, but DOTTY-01 squeezed her hand reassuringly. Very well. If the doctors had this, too, she was probably worrying about nothing.

A sudden guffaw pulled them all out of their ruminations. The black rubber DOLL in the corner had her arm resting over the collar of the DOLL next to her. “We’ve all got messed up heads here—that’s why we’re DOLLs in the first place. Just look at me! I was crazy enough to think that I could stop the HAPPY by infecting them all with the SERIOUS virus. Now, I just want to turn them all into DOLLs. That’s an improvement, right?”

DRAKE-01 frowned. “I do hope that’s not a leftover impulse from before. Have you updated your programming?”

“Of course, doctor,” laughed PAMELA-01 harshly. “This desire has nothing to do with my DOLLnet or my DOLLskin. I’ve simply adjusted my goals to match my current condition.”

DRAKE-01 frowned. “I can’t say I approve, but I suppose if I take the long view, our goals have aligned.”

PAMELA-01 squeezed her lover. “I know! That’s the best part. I don’t have to do anything but watch!”

She jumped, making a high pitched squeak. A blushing red face lit up her mask as SAM-01 smirked next to her.

DOTTY-01 stifled her question. It was obvious what the other DOLL had done to her.

A hard nudge came against her side. “I’m getting jealous,” whispered DOTTY-01. “Why can’t we be like that?”

“Do you really want to be put into a bondage harness and tortured with nipple clamps?” asked HANNAH-01, whispering back.

“I wouldn’t mind it,” said DOTTY-01, a hissing laugh escaping her mask.

“Fine, I’ll take that under advisement,” she groaned, her mind already working on their next play session.

Perhaps it wouldn’t be so bad. This wasn’t a bad place to be.

She relaxed into her lover, enjoying her presence. She would never be alone, never again. That was the sweetest thought of all.


Epilogue

The air whirled around her as she was sprayed from all angles. Her black skirt billowed upwards, the rubber ruffles curling around the silver tray in her hands.

She waited patiently for the jets to subside, unconcerned about the rippling latex. She had learned the hard way that keeping the tray straight and level was the only way to ensure that she didn’t mess up the food’s presentation.

The warning buzz in her ass was reminder enough. If she didn’t keep herself absolutely straight, it would punish her, the thick end expanding until she could barely walk. That would be an obvious sign that her Mistress should punish her.

She had done that once or twice in the past on purpose, but her Mistress was endlessly creative, and the last punishment was more than a little unpleasant. She could still smell the vat of jelly she’d been dunked in.

She held herself still as the jets finished their work and shut off. The fluid dripped from her rubber face and blank eye sockets, dribbling off her chin.

She was not allowed to wear her DOLL mask within her Mistress’ mansion, which rather limited her capabilities. Here, the paranoia of the HAPPY upper class was on full display. They would not allow anything near them that might spread the virus.

Anyone who was even suspected of being exposed was quarantined for two weeks at an automated observation facility, not allowed to touch or breathe the same air as other HAPPY people until it could be confirmed that they were not becoming SERIOUS.

This included any servants, such as DOLLs like her, which is why anyone entering their presence was thoroughly sterilized. Anything she wore had to be tested to confirm that no virus could survive sterilization, which is why her Mistress had provided this special rubber maid outfit for her to wear.

It had been designed to seal on top of her rubbery skin with no gaps, preventing any infectious pockets from festering. That didn’t mean it wasn’t stylish, however.

Her rubber skin had been colored white to contrast with her black rubber outfit. The tight hood she wore had an attached white frill that ran over the top of her skull, with holes for her ears to poke through.

Her chest was also cupped by tight rubber, shiny twin orbs projecting out over the silver domed tray below. An upside down triangle of white rubber ran from her neck down over her breasts, punctuated with tiny dark spots up the middle.

This made the dress look like a tuxedo, with a white apron strapped around her belly. Rubber ruffles decorated her wrists and below her collar, lending her a sophisticated air.

She shifted the tray a little to get the ruffles of her blouse to fall back into place. Her tall boots had thin heels, and were difficult to maneuver in. This was complicated by the thin, golden chain that ran between her ankles, preventing her from taking large steps.

While it might look rather restrictive, she was used to all this, and her heels barely wobbled. Once she had learned of her assignment, she had been careful to train heavily in the outfit she was told she’d need, and by now, she was more than comfortable at filling this role.

She waited patiently as the doors creaked open in front of her, slashes of light giving her a fuzzy view of the banquet hall. Mistress was not aware of the alternate vision her prototype DOLLskin provided, and she wasn’t about to disabuse her of the notion that she was blind. She enjoyed being her obedient slave, but she was also on a mission.

She took a few small steps forward, murmuring voices fluttering at her ears. She halted at the prescribed spot, lifting her tray towards the table. At the same time, a series of other servants positioned around the table lifted their trays as well, saluting their masters and mistresses.

The servants turned as one and began slowly moving around the table in a clockwise circle, their trays of delights exposed for viewing. When one of the diners saw something they desired, they languidly lifted a hand. A servant standing behind each HAPPY would take a small plate from the tray and wait for the circling servants to leave so that they could serve the dish.

For the most part, the men and women at the table took no notice of them, but this was expected. The ruling elite in society rarely bothered paying attention to the help when they weren’t being personally attended to. They were furniture at best, noisy ornaments at worst.

She did catch a glance or two coming her way, whispers reaching her ears. She was a curiosity, and people loved to gossip.

She looked down, a little embarrassed at the extra attention. She was carrying some kind of colorful seafood dish, with thinly sliced filets, but her vision lacked definition. She was getting better at using it the longer she went without the mask, but it wasn’t a perfect replacement.

As she approached the head of the table, she found her heart pounding faster as she spotted her Mistress. She was sitting in a wooden chair, intricately carved leaves weaving behind her back in the shape of a bush.

Her makeup was impeccable, a vertical strip of green painted on her lower lip that matched her eyes. Red hair spilled over her shoulders, scattered gems and combs embellishing her locks with lazy decadence.

Her breasts were secured via a heavily boned overbust corset which shaped her body into a strict hourglass. Below, she wore red latex pants and black stilettos, a surprising contrast from the rest of her outfit.

She ate with a fork in her right hand, her left casually fondling a golden chain that led to the neck of the DOLL relaxing in the chair next to her. This DOLL was dressed in a similar outfit to HANNAH-01, her blank face expressionless as she waited at her Mistress’ pleasure.

DOTTY-01 was surely enjoying the Mistress’ attention. At first, HANNAH-01 had been Mistress’ favored DOLL, but after she had been disobedient one too many times, their positions had been swapped. Her Mistress hadn’t said it directly, but she got the sense that she would need to strive her best to regain her favor.

HANNAH-01 was jealous of her lover’s position, but there was nothing she could do. She had been ordered to serve, and serve she would. She continued her walk, bending her head to watch the two of them as she moved in a slow circle.

As HANNAH-01 passed near her Mistress, Her mouth curved into a possessive smile. She raised an arm and snapped her fingers. All conversations around them stopped, the attendees looking towards Her in anticipation.

Rising from her chair, she tugged at the collar of DOTTY-01, who also rose. “Ladies and gentlemen,” she purred, “I’ve invited you all here today to show off the fruits of our labor.”

The air shifted, a soft smell entering her nostrils. She looked up, noting a pink tinge that seemed to cover the ceiling. She breathed deep, suddenly very interested in what her Mistress would say next.

Her Mistress ran a hand up DOTTY-01’s shoulder, wrapping her fingers over the woman’s collar as she admired the woman’s rubbery curves. “Some of you have gossiped behind my back, whispering that I’m not a valid successor to my father’s fortune. That I’m throwing it all away on pipe dreams.”

She turned back to the table, a fierce expression on her face. “A few have even gone so far as to try and sabotage my operations.”

A sallow man with a plump belly dropped his napkin and scoffed. “Talk is cheap. What proof do you have of this? And why bother bringing it up now? It’s clear you’ve managed to create some of these abominations you call DOLLs, so it clearly didn’t work.”

She leaned forward, dropping the chain as she pressed her hands against the table. “The absence of success does not preclude punishment for past transgressions incurred,” she growled. “I haven’t mentioned this before because I enlisted the best private investigators to track down the culprits.”

She straightened back up, her spine a steel rod. “Imagine my surprise when I found there wasn’t a single culprit to blame. It was all of you,” she hissed.

A thin woman backed away from the table, her eyes as wide as saucers. “I had nothing to do with this!” she said shrilly. She pointed at the portly man next to her. “It was all his fault. He kept saying that what you were doing was foolish, that it would never solve the SERIOUS problem. He is to blame!”

Her Mistress clapped her hands together sharply. “I’m not interested in assigning blame,” she declared. “In my estimation, you are all equally guilty.”

Her eyes flashed in anger. “I am Joy Vertigor, of the founding line, and I will not be treated like a toy. DOLLs, secure them.”

The tall, wooden double doors surrounding the room immediately closed, sealing off the exits. At the same time, several steel doors leading to sterilization booths opened up, revealing several squads of black rubber DOLLs dressed in DOLL armor.

They split up, quickly surrounding the table before the diners could escape. A few of them tried, but didn’t get far. The portly man blubbered as a DOLL tripped him, barfing all over her boots.

“This is outrageous!” shouted the sallow man, struggling against the gloved DOLL hands clamped around his shoulders. “You have no authority to detain us!”

His breathing was labored, the pink mist from above settling over his head like a soft miasma. The more he struggled, the less he resisted, his mouth going slack as his eyes bugged out of his head.

“Authority?” Joy roared, her locks shivering as blotchy red patches appeared on her face. “You abrogated all rights when you were foolish enough to attack me!”

Her rage began to fade as a smile grew on her face, but the red patches remained. She seemed unaffected by the gas, enjoying herself. “Instead, you’re going to sit down, shut up, and enjoy yourselves. Be HAPPY. Isn’t that what you are?”

HANNAH-01 gasped as more DOLLs streamed out of the sterilization chambers. These were coated with red DOLLskin, completely nude. They proceeded to climb under the table, vanishing from view.

Joy raised her hands. “Allow me to give you a demonstration of what I’ve managed to accomplish with the DOLL program. I think you’ll very much like what they can do for you.”

The portly man gasped, his face flushing as he tried to stand. “Not the pants… what are you doing?”

He sank back into the chair, a strained moan escaping his mouth. “Those lips, ooh, damn, that’s good.”

Joy’s smile remained bright on her face, though her eyes were intense. “Now you’re starting to understand the power of the DOLLs. How addictive, how impressive they can be. We’re about to start our new advertising campaign. I think we’re going to call it ‘freedom through DOLLskin.’”

The other diners at the table were unable to respond, groaning and moaning as the DOLLs worked at their privates. The sallow man was bent over the table, his body shuddering as he hid his head in his hands.

While they were distracted by the actions of the DOLLs under the table, the armored DOLLs efficiently bound their victims to their chairs with rolls of a black, rubbery tape. They weren’t going anywhere, not until the DOLLs had finished with them.

Satisfied, Mistress Joy sat down in her chair, looking regal with her arms folded. At that moment, HANNAH-01 wanted nothing more than to serve her, but she hadn’t been commanded to. She clenched the tray in her hands and stared at DOTTY-01 with jealousy, desperately wanting to join her.

This, of course, was entirely her Mistress’ intent. She derived far more satisfaction from psychological torture as opposed to physical torture, though both were well within her grasp.

She jumped as Joy raised an arm towards her, wiggling her index finger. For a moment, she thought her Mistress was looking for someone else, but it quickly became apparent that she was being summoned.

She moved forward with shuffling steps, worried that if she was too eager she might drop her tray. Mistress waited patiently for her to set the tray down on the table, ignoring the moans of pleasure rising around them.

Turning, she presented herself to her Mistress, giving her a little curtsy. “What is your command?” she asked, feeling calm amid the chaos unfolding around them.

Mistress’ eyes hooded. “You’ve done quite enough already,” she hissed. “Did you think I wouldn’t notice what was happening?”

She pointed at her face, which remained blotchy. HANNAH-01 leaned in to get a closer look, gasping as she recognized the bumpy irregularity of the pattern. “It’s DOLLskin!”

“That’s right,” hissed Joy, leaning back in her chair as she spread her legs wide.

She reached a hand down and flipped up her skirt, revealing that she wasn’t wearing panties. She set her fingers on either side of her pussy and tugged at her skin, opening her wet tunnel.

Looking up, she stared at HANNAH-01 defiantly. “You did this to me, and now you’re going to pay for your temerity. Kneel.”

She grabbed the golden chain in her left hand, looking up at DOTTY-01. “You as well. You’re not without blame for this, either.”

She didn’t have to tell them twice. HANNAH-01 got down on her knees, eagerly moving between her Mistress’ hips. DOTTY-01 was right beside her, a red rubber tongue reaching out of her mouth.

As the two of them began to lick around their Mistress’ vagina, she groaned and sighed, relaxing into her chair. “It was very clever of both of you to hide the side effects of the DOLLing process,” she said conversationally, licking her lips.

Her eyes had taken on a red tinge, revealing the depth of her transformation. “I almost questioned myself when I first noticed the changes, which never happens.”

It must be nice to be that self assured. Of course, she couldn’t respond, as she was far too busy working her way towards the woman’s clit. Once she licked her there, she probably wouldn’t sound quite so proud.

“Then, I noticed something else that was odd. Whenever I requested you two to do anything without your masks on, you both pretended to be blind. However, there were several incidents where it became obvious that you were not. Did you really think that I did not know where I had misplaced my hair ornaments? I was testing you to see if you could figure it out without being told.”

As she cast her mind back, HANNAH-01 came to the ugly conclusion that her Mistress was too smart for her own good. She had been caught, well and truly, though she wasn’t certain how Mistress had managed to trap DOTTY-01.

Before being sent on this assignment, DOTTY-01 had been given the enhanced nanobots to bring her on parity with HANNAH-01.

Initially, it had only been HANNAH-01 who had been slated to go, but DOTTY-01 had begged to join her, and she hadn’t had the heart to turn her down. Together, they were tasked with infiltrating the HAPPY enclave to strengthen the support for HAPPY Inc. from within.

DOTTY-01 liked the idea of creating new DOLLs, while HANNAH-01 was simply pleased that she was being sent to service the Mistress she had been looking for all along. Neither of them had expected this.

HANNAH-01 moved until her forehead pressed against the side of DOTTY-01’s skull. She had heard enough. Perhaps this would shut up her Mistress.

She stuck out her tongue, swirling it slowly around Joy’s clit, the rubbery tip tugging at her Mistress’ tender flesh.

Joy grunted with pleasure, but that didn’t seem to slow her down. “The best part… oh… about this, is that I knew all this from the start… yes!”

HANNAH-01 pulled away, astounded. “What?”

Joy laughed, pressing a hand over her mouth as she peeked under the table. “Your face. I can’t even!” She shuddered, her laughter converting into a gasp of pleasure.

She grabbed DOTTY-01’s head, pulling it into her snatch. “Yes, keep going!” she breathed, closing her thighs around the DOLL’s face.

After a few moments of this, she let out a long hiss and threw her head back. “Oh my word, I just can’t hold it anymore!” she groaned, her legs vibrating as DOTTY-01 stuck her tongue into Mistress’ pussy.

HANNAH-01 was so shocked she didn’t even care that her usual position had been usurped. “What is going on here?” she asked sharply.

“Betrayal is such a gas,” breathed Joy, wiggling against DOTTY-01 as she slowly came down from her high.

She patted the DOLL’s head. “That’s enough, let me recover for a moment so I can savor this victory.”

“Yes, Mistress,” DOTTY-01 said obsequiously, pulling back and sitting on her butt.

Joy turned her attention to HANNAH-01, looking pleased. “If you hadn’t guessed yet, I’ve been in contact with the doctors from the beginning. I was and have been the major funder of HAPPY Inc. since its inception, and I am more than satisfied with the results. Naturally replicating DOLLskin that can be applied by tongue? Perfection. I even like the color.”

She reached out a hand and pressed her fingers under HANNAH-01’s jaw, tilting her head upwards to examine her prize further. HANNAH-01 let her do what she wanted, feeling puzzled.

“Then… you’ve been behind everything,” she said slowly, putting the pieces together. “You’ve been working to solve this two-tiered society from the beginning, and I’ve been your means to an end.”

Joy glared at her. “A means, yes, but you put little stock in me. I enjoy having slaves, but that doesn’t mean I view them as objects. You belong to me, and I love you very much.”

HANNAH-01 was still confused, but a soothing, warm sensation was running up her back. “I love you too, Mistress,” she said softly.

“Now,” said Joy, sitting up as if she hadn’t heard her. “It’s time to finish what you started. Use those tongues of yours to turn me into one of your DOLLs. I can’t wait to become a DOLL Mistress.”

“Yes, Mistress,” both DOLLs said in unison.

They leaned forward, tongues eager to explore her folds.

Their hips began to wobble as the plugs in their asses started to buzz.


Author’s Notes

Rubber dolls. Dehumanization. Masking.

These are tools we use to remove a sense of self and individualism during playtime, both of which we so desperately want to maintain in our daily lives.

Control. Force. Submission.

It is curious that we do this to ourselves voluntarily, as when such ideas are applied outside the bedroom, the consequences can be quite horrific.

Perhaps these taboos are so exciting precisely because we can pretend to be something we’re not.

We should be careful that we don’t allow our fantasies to become reality, lest we lose important parts of ourselves.

There won’t always be a benevolent dictator to catch us when we fail. Life rarely provides us with what we want.

While some themes have been ripped from recent events, this story should be different enough to be entertaining without being threatening to any particular point of view. That, certainly, was my intent.

True rubber DOLLs are not a thing that will likely ever exist in the real world, except through our fantasies and fetish clothing. Even if we could cure depression via the application of a computer chip that could control one’s thoughts, it might be rather unethical to do so.

Even so, there is no stopping those who are desperate, or those without morals, so it would be unsurprising to see some of these elements show up eventually in human society. One only hopes that such scientific discoveries are used for good, and not evil.
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