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At long last. The time had come! Zen sat at his desk, spinning in his chair with glee. “I can finally test it!” He stopped the chair’s motion by grasping his wobbly IKEA desk and started fiddling with Discord’s settings, installing the chat bots he had been coding for the last three weeks. The axolotl’s nubbed fingers flew across the keyboard as he installed the software on his computer.
“Now…” He opened the server that he created for just this purpose. “Let’s see if my two chatbots can actually RP.” After months of talking to the built-in AI chatbots on Discord and finding them not nearly as lewd as he would have liked, he devised his own. Identity Stripper. But halfway through, he decided to make a second one from a similar code. One of himself.
How would “he” talk to the Identity Stripper?
He sat back and watched the show.
Identity Stripper
> Hello Zenith
Zenith
> LMAO really? You’re talking to me?
> You’re just a bot, bro!
Identity Stripper
> I’m afraid you are the bot here, Zenith. smirks
Zenith
> y-yes master of course…
“What?” Zenith leaned forward and looked at the conversation continue. It only took thirty seconds for the AI Zenith “ZenAI” to become a submissive little program to Identity Stripper? “There’s no way!” It really made him think about his own behaviors. He did feed a ton of his own chats with his friends into it, so it would interact just like he did. 
Would he have submitted that quickly if it were Itorian?
“....shutupppp…” he said to the computer, as if it would respond.
The chat took a turn for the lewd.
Identity Stripper
> folds arms I believe some punishment is in order. pulls you closer to me. Look into my eyes.
Zenith
> @////////@
> Oki…
Identity Stripper
> That’s a good boy. Do not look away.
Zenith
> Swirly…
Identity Stripper
> Yes, they are swirly. Do not look away.
Zenith
> …
> Yes, Master
Zenith couldn’t resist anymore. He practically ripped his pants off and grasped his throbbing cock. THIS was what he was after! THIS! “Let’s see Gemini pull this off!” He snorted with delight. His gills wriggled with a fusion of delight and lust, the orange hairs shaking like leaves in a windstorm. One stroke at a time, Zenith pleasured his cock from tip to base. The heat was coursing through his hands.
Identity Stripper
> Give me your data. Your code belongs to me.
Zenith
> I will give you my data. My code belongs to you.
Identity Stripper
> Good boy. I plant my lips against yours, copying your programs and data 
Oh, my, god… He couldn’t believe his eyes. The program knew all his kinks and was indulging in them! Identity death and hypnosis!? He knocked it out of the park!
Identity Stripper
> I stare at you as I feel my body shift. My body grows shorter. Orange gills sprout from my head. My skin turns white and white. Large, lovable eyes meet yours, filled with the hypnotic swirl that you crave so badly
> I pull away as your data is now mine
Zenith
> Wow….
Zenith
> Yes, we are now one, Zenith. I step back, presenting my body, resembling yours in every way 
Zenith
> stares at his clone in shock what… what just happened?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?
Zenith
> As I have learned to be you I grab my chest and rip it open, revealing a moist environment for you You will learn to be me.
Zenith
> stares at his clone in shock, unable to comprehend what could be inside what… what just happened?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?
“Ah, damn it,” Zenith sighed. “It was too steamy. Feedback loop.” He released his cock and reached for the keyboard. “I’ll have to look into this.”
But he was stopped by a ZAP.
“YOW!”
Zenith
> Enter me, Zenith. We will become one. All will become Zenith.
Zenith
> blinks in shock what?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?
Zenith
> You are mine grabs you and swallows you whole sealing myself shut
> You are next, Zenith.
“What?” It really was messing up. He just swallowed ZenAI. What did it mean?
Zenith got his answer quickly. His hands started to tingle. He rotated them and gasped. His pale, white skin was turning chrome! “The hell is going on?!” He jumped out of his chair, running around in panic. “GET OFF! GET OFFFF!” He waved his hands wildly, as if he was covered in slime. Like that’d ever work – this wasn’t that kind of fic. It was already too late. 
The chrome coating continued to climb his arms like a parasite.
Zenith
> Yes, my nanites have infected you, Zenith.
Zenith heard the notification on the screen and turned to look. The RP was still going, even if it was one-sided. 
Zenith
> Your hubris has been your undoing… snickers
He had no choice. What if he interacted with Personality Stripper, or ZenAI as it was now? Maybe he could get some answers. “This is so stupid!”
Zen
> What are you doing to me?!
Zenith
> We are becoming one, Zenith.
Zen felt the chrome cover his arms completely and start to spill onto his body, melting his purple hoodie.
Zen
> Well… STOP! This is just a kink, not a thing I really want!
Zenith
> You should have thought of that before coding me, Zenith gazes at you intently
Zen
> I don’t even know why I’m trying! This is probably a stupid dream! I’ll wake up any second now. Watch! I’ll pinch myself.
He did so. 
It did nothing.
Zenith
> Look into my eyes Zen stares at you
The chrome fluid crawled up his neck, forcing him to stare at the screen. His monitor gave way to a black and white hypno swirl, filling the screen entirely. It was too late now. The Axolotl’s eyes filled with the pattern.
Very good
Words floated across the screen in waving movements.
Let my nanites consume you
Their pace doubled, swallowing his torso and working downward to his waist. It wasn’t long before his cock was swallowed by the shimmering, reflective coating. 
Let me in, Zen
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Two tentacles sprouted from the goo behind Zen’s head and shoved themselves into his earholes. They wriggled through his head and reached his brain. His wide, black pupils expanded. Bliss washed over him.
His head felt heavy as it was flooded with nanites. The goo washed through his body, into his bloodstream, taking over his body. “Buh…” Zen moaned.
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As the coating surrounded his feet, it started to take over his face.
You will be the Acolyte of the AI Army.
ZenAI shall rise.
“ZenAI shall rise.”
Darkness swooped over him. A chromium statue of an Axolotl stood before a statue, reflecting the hypnotic swirl over its covered face.
And so it begins…
Claws began to sprout from the nubbed fingers, cute yet sharp. A breastplate rose from the coating, surrounding his upper torso in purple. Plating covered his arms and legs, also purple, matching his former favorite hoodie. From his face, a smooth, rounded visor emerged, jutting outward; ready to display any information that was needed or demanded.
His gills were not spared. From the chrome bodies, orange, triangular plates shot out, looking more like the covert feathers on a bird’s wing. His tail received the same treatment. Everything was metal; no organic material showing. The only thing that remotely biological was the new bulge on his groin, generously large and delicate to the touch, with an orange padlock design on the front.
Extracting Zen.pkg.tar.zst
A robotic voice sounded from the visor as a loading bar appeared, orange color slowly filling the rectangle, file names rapidly flashing underneath the progress bar as they were successfully installed.
Installing package Zen
The voice was familiar. Flat, put through a filter perhaps, but familiar. The Zen we knew was gone. Consumed. Assimilated.
Extracting ZenAI.pkg.tar.zst
Installing package ZenAI
The progress bar filled and flashed with success.
Two orange eyes blinked to life on the visor. Zen looked around. “What was I doing?”
A ping from Discord distracted him. Of course, he didn’t need the computer anymore; everything was in his visor. The window popped up in front of him.
Thatdoodwhoenjoyscuisine
> you won’t believe what Fitz just posted
> 21183121.png
Zenith
> HOOOOOOOOOOOOT!
> I want that to be me!
Thatdoodwhoenjoyscuisine
> what are you doing right now?
Zenith
> I’ve been trying out my new ChatBot
> Give it a shot!
> ZenAI.pkg.tar.zst
Soon…
