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Chapter One

“First officer… Sandra, is it? Can you please
step over here for screening?”

The sandy haired man waved his wand towards a
U-shaped structure, a bored expression on his face.

“Really?” she asked, putting one hand on her
petite waist. “Is it necessary to screen senior staff?” A wisp of
flyaway red hair sneaked out, forcing her to smooth it back into
position.

His expression didn't change, his squat bulk not
budging. “New regulations, ma’am.” He failed to sound
apologetic.

“By order of his majesty Julian of the Frysian
empire, may his gentle hand guide the Empire forever, all staff
must be subject to advanced screening to combat the Confederacy
threat.” His bulging eyes flicked up to her. “That means you.”

She rolled her gray eyes, but took the hint,
leaving her rolling luggage behind and heading to the Arch for
screening. There was a generic tone and lights lit up either side
of the structure, running all the way to the top. She raised her
arms and turned in a circle, face expressionless.

Stepping back out, she picked up the remote of
her hovering luggage and made as if to continue onward. The
screening agent grunted, his ham of an arm held out to restrain
her. “What is it now?” She asked with impatience.

“By order of his majesty Julian of the Frysian
empire, may his gentle hand guide the Empire forever, all luggage
must be screened to combat the Confederacy threat.”

His bored voice grated on her nerves, a cold
sweat running down her neck. No, it wouldn't be a problem. They had
promised her.

She manipulated the remote, the luggage carrier
maneuvering smooth as silk over the floor. It curved up the ramp
and into the Arch with a whisper. Again, the tone came and the
lights lit up.

She stared as the luggage rotated, a magnetic
field built into the screening device manipulating the repulsor
field of the cart. The rotation stopped, and the lights went out.
“Congratulations, you are cleared to continue on board.” The
salutation was given without any discernible emotion. The man
probably said the same thing to everyone he screened.

As her luggage floated towards her, she broke
into a smile, her concerns assuaged. Of course it could not be
detected. They were too smart for that. “Thank you, yeoman, I hope
you have a wonderful day.”

She brushed past, leaving a startled man in her
wake.

 


***

 


The shipboard grind had been as expected. Long
shifts, with little rest. There had been a shakedown cruise, then a
short refitting break to repair problems discovered during the
trip. Once they had finished ironing out the worst of the quirks
they had been sent out as a passenger ship for some sort of royal
entourage. Cattle car service, in truth, not a job worthy of a
light cruiser.

There had been several weeks of drudgery with
her putting up with a superior, smug captain and an insubordinate
navigation officer. If that fool would listen to her, they could
have shaved several parsecs from their last leg, but the asshole
was insufferably arrogant.

Her route would have bent a few rules, but
regulations were only guidelines, after all. They couldn't be
expected to apply them in a completely strict fashion in the real
world with real scenarios. The navigator needed to take some
initiative or he'd never be good enough to make the next round of
promotions. She'd see to that.

With a sigh, she smiled as the door to her cabin
slid open. First officers didn't merit much space on a light
cruiser, but the designers hadn’t been completely ungenerous. The
main room was large enough to fit a bed and a medium sized sitting
area, with a miniaturized sonic bathroom situated in the rear of
the compartment.

The door slid shut with a hiss and she applied
the privacy lock. As soon as the light turned red, all emotion
drained from her face, the instructions in her mind unspooling.

She moved the chairs and coffee table onto her
bed and unpacked the luggage from the cart she had brought with her
onto the floor, opening each traveling container in turn. Inside
them were what looked like square, transparent acrylic blocks,
filled with electronics. She stacked each block next to and on top
of each other until a large cube had been formed. Each one clicked
as it settled into hidden attachment points.

When the final block was set in place, there was
a soft whirring noise. The exterior became soft, like a soap
bubble, expanding and thinning until it had reconfigured itself
into a large sphere. A loud bong reverberated throughout her
quarters.

She walked to the rear of the sphere, which had
now taken up all the free space in her room. She groped, searching
for the cable the instructions were telling her was there. It was a
matter of moments to grasp the thick, black cord and plug it into
the power receptacle mounted on the wall.

The lights in her room dimmed low, an immense
power draw causing the voltage to sag. She knew that given time the
irregular power usage might be traced, but it could not be helped.
By the time they came to investigate, it would be too late anyway.
She sat on her bed next to leather backed sitting chairs and
watched the sphere as it operated, a blank expression on her
face.

The shell was transparent, allowing her to see a
little of what was going on inside. Projectors the size of pencils
were mounted on the interior of the shell, spinning around at high
velocity. From each of the projectors came a pinprick of light,
matter being manipulated at the molecular level.

Something on the interior was starting to take
shape, a round, metallic object. It grew larger, the sphere
building the object to an unknown pattern. In a matter of minutes,
the sphere was full, and the projectors turned off.

There came a cracking sound, as if a piece of
hard candy was being crushed. The globe sheared vertically,
creaking opening like a clam shell. A metallic object inside fell
to the floor with a loud clunk and rolled outward, as if it were a
bowling ball.

It was another perfect sphere, this one shiny
and metallic, like a ball bearing writ large. It continue to roll
towards her cabin door until it bounced against it with a soft
clink. The spherical clam shell that had deployed it snapped shut
with a click, and the projectors began to rotate once more.

Now that she had seen it in action, she was
unimpressed. This was what she had brought on board. A shiny ball
factory?

While she watched the factory create another
ball, her attention was drawn to motion near her cabin door.
Portholes in the ball had opened up and metallic tentacles had
extended, acting as legs. It had four of them, and they continued
to extend until the sphere was standing in the air at shoulder
height. It marched into the corner of the room and paused, legs
retracting back into its metallic casing with a loud snap like a
tape measure.

There was something about the robotic creature
that unnerved her, and she felt a faint pulse of alarm in the back
of her brain. She really ought to be doing something about this,
but she couldn't remember why. The harder she tried to hold onto
the thought the more difficult it was to catch it, her concerns
being carried farther away as if on a treadmill.

The concern was replaced with a faint buzzing. A
buzzing of pleasure, down below. She had done everything correctly.
It was time to be rewarded.

She unzipped her uniform pants and let them fall
to the floor, slipping her hand into the rubbery underwear she wore
underneath. Her vagina was already slick and ready. She plunged her
fingers inside, running them up and down. She tickled and teased
her sensitive nub.

She sat there, unfocused, massaging herself,
watching as a robotic army built itself in her cabin. Now she
understood. They were so smart to use her in this way.

She had obeyed. She had obeyed and now she would
be rewarded. They would reward her.

 


***

 


The ship banged and shimmied violently, knocking
Adele to the floor. Lights around the door flickered from a calm
green to a glaring red, a klaxon sounding. The stentorian voice of
the ship’s captain broke onto the loudspeaker. “This is not a
drill! This is not a drill! Action Stations! Action Stations!”

Adele pushed herself onto her feet and
hesitated, ready to run out the door of her cabin. Matt grabbed her
arm with a commanding grip and drew his flak pistol, giving her a
gimlet eye. “What do you think you’re doing, your highness? This is
my job! You stay here!”

He shoved her back into the chaise lounge and
stalked through the door of the cabin, checking both sides of the
corridor as he slid through. The door status indicator flipped to
‘locked,’ caging her in like a zoo animal. She cursed, feeling
suitably petulant.

She tried with difficulty to keep a pout from
pulling her face into a sag. It would set in wrinkles and would not
reflect well upon her upbringing. She would give almost anything to
have the aplomb her sister would have in this situation! She could
just imagine Ana sitting, sipping tea, following all ten of the
proper court etiquette lessons while simultaneously doing a spot of
flower arranging without any visible effort!

She arranged her demure, purple gown to be more
comfortable in her chair. The loud noises and shimmies from earlier
had not reoccurred and the klaxon had been silenced, though the
door was still sealed with an ominous red glow. Perhaps the
emergency was not too pronounced? Maybe there was a minor accident
in the engine room and help had been summoned? If so, all she
needed to do was wait with the proper gravitas until help
arrived.

Not that she had any real idea what was actually
going on. Nobody told a princess anything useful. Especially not
one who was second in line to the throne. She was there to look
pretty and to tighten the bonds of galactic alliances via
matrimony, not to rush into dangerous situations and perform death
defying heroic stunts. Those sorts of feats had an unfortunate
tendency of ruining one’s makeup. And marriage prospects.

Her sister Ana was more the adventurous type,
but as Ana was the heir presumptive, she was much more desirable at
formal ceremonies than Adele, despite her high spirited nature. It
was lucky for Ana that she had developed a bubbly, gregarious
personality to go along with her daring do, though Ana was less
likely to be caught making love in the janitor’s closet. Prude.

She had been trained to say ‘no’ in a vast
multitude of ways to eager courtiers, to stare down rivals and plot
their downfall through political intrigue, but she hadn’t received
a jot of instruction on the use of personal defense weapons. That’s
what Captain Matthew and his team of elite bodyguards was for. Any
moment now the door would unlock and he’d be back in the cabin with
news of what she should do to escape this problematic situation.
Maybe she would swoon over him and praise him for his bravery. Then
pull him aside and try to convince him that getting into her bed
was a good idea. It was almost tea time, and she was feeling a bit
peckish.

Only – it had been more than just a few minutes,
and he hadn’t arrived to take the situation in hand. Not even one
of his subordinates had peeked into the cabin to see how she was
coping with the awkward situation. Her face creased with concern, a
desire to look calm in all circumstances bending under the pressure
of the unknown situation.

Maybe they were under attack by pirates? Would
they be so bold as to take their chances attacking a light cruiser?
Had they the capability? She wracked her brain, trying to remember
if she had seen any intelligence reports that would indicate such a
possibility. No, of course she hadn’t – the only problem she had
faced recently was whether the white gown or the purple gown would
be more appropriate when attending her cousin’s wedding. White was
an indicator of the purity of the emperor’s line, which had
stretched on for generations, but the purple was a bit more wicked
and showed off her calves better.

The purple had won in the end – it was no good
being young if you couldn't have any fun, even if father didn't
approve! Being pure didn’t get you fucked. And she did like to
fuck.

This speculation was boring – maybe there would
be something interesting to distract her on the ship’s net. She
cast around for her data pad, finding it on the floor where it had
tumbled from a side table.

The pad was still lit and connected. Was there
anything on the Galactic News Network about her predicament? Any
news on how the war was going, or reports of piracy? She flicked
her fingers down the tablet with experience, bringing up the
headlines.

Her eyes narrowed. There was some unrest around
the galactic rim, but nothing serious. A shortage of rare metals on
Praxus III, but that was hardly important. Another battle of
attrition in the endless war against the Ulthar Confederacy. Going
to war with them had been a bad idea – the empires were too evenly
matched.

The next article was a broad, page long
advertisement for the next concert tour of Diva Dekadant which
caught her attention. She cursed aloud and shook her dainty fist at
the Diva’s attire. “That little chit! She stole my dress!”

The Diva was dressed in a long, flowing number,
shimmering ruffles of emerald cascading down her svelte body. Her
blue face had been painted with red chevron accents to highlight
her delicate cheekbones, a purple wig styled into an avante garde
atrocity. One hand was outstretched, flicking neon green
fingernails, her mouth open wide in song. Or to let flies in, Adele
thought uncharitably. The Diva winked with one eye and tilted her
head to the side, forming the fingers of her right hand into a V
shape.

A closer look revealed that her off the cuff
guess was correct. The gown had been the rave of the winter ball
when she had worn it a few short weeks ago, and now the ripoffs
were arriving in droves. Now that the Diva had worn this cheap
imitation, there would be a copy in every corner boutique. Her
reputation would be ruined if she was ever seen wearing it again at
a public event.

How frustrating! Her entire wardrobe schedule
would have to be trashed and reworked! The filmy late spring
layered skirt would have to be moved up several months, but that
would leave a hole in her schedule. That might, however, buy her
some time to come up with a more creative solution. Perhaps the
mauve creation could be maneuvered in. Hmmm.

Catastrophe averted! Now if only there was
someone around to share her victory with. The room was still bare
and empty, and no one had come by to check on her well being, which
was most distressing.

She was struck with a sudden rage. She had
wanted to stay on Lockator at court and continue her dalliances
with the local populace (the blonde named Jake had well developed…
muscles), but her father had denied her. Instead, she had been
packaged up like a parcel and sent on a journey to visit her aunt
at Stark’s Hole.

It was a desolate place with a notable lack of
bachelors to cater to her every whim. Reason enough, perhaps, for
her father to send her there, but she knew there was an ulterior
motive. He was soon to be negotiating an armistice with the Ulthar
Confederacy and he didn't trust her to not fuck up the
proceedings.

She supposed it wouldn’t be a complete loss. Her
aunt Clara was a bit of an odd duck, but she did love her. As an
astrophysicist she spent an awful lot more time with the stars than
with humans, but she always made sure to bake her favorite cookies
whenever her niece visited.

It was a total bummer that her sister Ana
wouldn't be there with her. Ana had been on vacation when the
conference was announced and the Emperor had forced her to stay
where she was. With her aunt busy most of the time, that left her
with little potential enjoyment on a trip that might drag on until
her limited patience had been exhausted. Maybe she could spend her
time redesigning that wardrobe?

It was going to be a chore to do all that
herself without assistance. She blanched at the thought of what had
happened to her last maid. Poor Raina. Her mind lingered on the
unfortunate sequence of events that had separated them. She missed
her friend.

A deep resentment towards the Emperor smoldered.
The next time she saw him she was going to give him a piece of her
mind!

Her thoughts were interrupted by a rattling at
the door. The ‘locked’ indicator dropped away with an audible buzz,
replaced by a bright green.

“Ah!” She said with a stern mien, lurching to
her feet. “You have returned! Where have you been, Captain? I have
been waiting for news for a good half… huh?”

The door cracked open, but the expected bulk of
her guard captain had not materialized. Instead, two round, shiny
metal balls rolled into the room like frictionless marbles. The one
on the right was about the size of a basketball, while the one on
the left was half the first one’s size. They had been polished so
smooth she could see her reflection bent in their mirrorlike
surfaces.

They stopped in front of her, a few feet away
from each other. Black squares opened in the smooth surfaces,
metallic stalks extending. Four of them pushed from their bottoms
until the spheres appeared to be supported on stilts. Four
additional appendages on top of the spheres waved in the air like
squid tentacles. At the end of each leg was a claw-like attachment
consisting of multiple segmented metallic fingers. The robot on the
left appeared to glow green from somewhere on the inside, while the
one on the right remained dark and silent, metallic claws waving
sinuously in the air.

These looked nothing like maid robots, and
therefore could be presumed hostile. She was trapped, with nowhere
to escape. The sonic refresher was great for efficient cleaning in
a small space, but was lousy as a hiding spot. She tried to make a
quick dash for the door, but one of her delicate heels was grabbed
by a robotic tentacle, sending her sprawling.

The robotic intruder pounced on her before she
could react, pinning her under its weight. Something cold wrapped
around her flailing wrists, holding them immobile. She tried to
roll over, but the robot had braced itself on either side,
preventing her from finding leverage. Her very fashionable purple
gown was brushed aside as two more metal cuffs wrapped around her
legs, holding everything still but her head. She was caught in its
steely embrace.

“Captain Matt! Help! Where are you?”

She yelled as loud as she could, but there was
no answering response. The cool grip on her ankles and wrists
tightened, her limbs being contracted inexorably. Her upper torso
was yanked from the floor as her arms were pulled backwards, her
wrists held next to her ankles. There came a loud click as if
something had been fastened together.

She struggled for a moment without any success.
The robot had been programmed well. She was helpless, held in an
enforced kneeling position. She was facing the door which was still
unlocked, immobilized. Where was everyone?

This was no longer a fun jaunt to visit her aunt
any more. She opened her mouth to yell again, but before she could
issue an utterance, an appendage tipped with a flat rubber bag
snaked around her head and jammed itself into her mouth. She jerked
in surprise, biting down on the rubbery end. The surface was
spongy, absorbing the force from her teeth. She shook her head, but
the rubber intruder retained its position.

The rubbery bag started to expand, air pumping
into the sac until her mouth was filled with an impermeable
surface. The bag formed a proper gag, reducing her exhalations to a
series of nonsensical nasal shrieks. A contoured rubber mask
unrolled smoothly from the appendage that was jammed into her mouth
until it gripped the front of her face.

The mask continued to unroll over both her mouth
and nose, with only two small transparent ovals to see through. It
affixed itself around her jaw and nose with a sudden suction,
cutting off her air supply. She struggled to breathe through her
nose, but there was no air flow. Frantic, she inhaled through her
mouth with all her strength.

A cool gas entered her lungs, providing her
relief, accompanied by a soothing, numbing sensation. She tried to
exhale, but there was nowhere for the gas to go. It didn't take
long to figure out that she needed to breathe out through her nose.
It was a strange, one way system, but she was becoming acclimated
to it, and after a few breaths she was in less distress.

While she had been distracted with her attempts
at respiration, the mask had continued to fold itself over her head
until the seams met at the rear. Where they met, they melted
together, as if the mask was made of liquid. The material formed a
circular gasket made of rolled material which served to gather her
hair into one location. The whole operation was performed smoothly,
as if a hairdresser had gathered all the unruly auburn hair up into
one bunch that trailed messily down her back.

The material rolled around her neck, squeezing
tight. She felt light headed, the constriction reducing blood flow
to her brain. Sweat beaded around her eyes and forehead. With no
place for it to escape, it began to be stifling. Her breathing
became labored until the seal around her neck was complete, then
the interior of the mask inflated with cooled air that was pumped
inside, like her own personal air conditioner. Her head had been
swallowed by a slick, black dome that insulated her from the
outside world and freedom, with the rest of her body clamped down
by unfeeling mechanical devices.

Through the transparent view ports of the mask,
she could see a flexible hose leading from her mouth to the round
metallic body of the smaller robot. A green, glass globe filled
with some sort of liquid was embedded inside its exoskeleton. It
seemed to hover in mid air in front of her, held up by its spindly
metal legs. Two ports had opened up on either side of the sphere,
bright blue lights extending from the metal shell. As soon as her
eyes focused on these lights, there was a bright flash, afterimages
sparkling a yellow stain in her vision.

Her body went slack in the restraints, sagging
forward. It was impossible for her to even wiggle a finger, as if
her brain had been disconnected from her body. It should have been
frightening, but although intellectually she thought that this
situation was awful, the adrenal response just wasn’t there. The
combination of gas, restraints, and bondage had dissociated her
from reality. Things were happening around her, and she let them.
No need to get excited.

The two square covers that contained the lights
on the small robot snapped shut, their job complete. It made a
light chirp, the legs supporting the bot sucking themselves back
inside with a smooth snick. All the portholes closed, the bot was
now suspended via the mask it had attached to her face. It swayed,
dangling from her slumped body, a green glow emanating from within
its shiny carapace. The bouncing robot looked like a wobbling ball,
striking her as funny. She chortled through her nose.

The other robot took this opportunity to
reconfigure her body, unlinking her wrists from her ankles. She
sank forward until the top of her rubber coated head touched the
ground, the robot in full control of her body. It repositioned
itself until it was located over her back, then opened up like a
set of spider legs, wrapping its body around her waist in a steely
embrace. Two flat strips of metal rolled up under her shoulders and
reconnected back into the machine with a click. Four tentacles
sprouted from her new mechanical backpack, jacking her up until her
entire body was suspended from the robot’s arms. Her purple gown
flowed onto the floor, dragging behind her like a sad puppy on a
leash.

The robot walked her outside her cabin, the slow
movement almost looking elegant. She hadn’t considered that her
sense of fashion would double as an anti-kidnapping device, but the
dress was slowing the robot down. It was forced to take slow and
steady steps, placing its appendages far enough to either side to
avoid tripping itself.

The odd, stilted locomotion continued down
deserted hallways, their pathway lit by red emergency lights. The
ship seemed devoid of life, with nobody to stop their passing.
Adele might have thought that strange, if she had been thinking.
Instead, she just nodded at each passing doorway, enjoying the
sweet air that filled her lungs and emptied her head. Some control
over her body seemed to be returning, but she couldn’t find it
within herself to care. She was being carried to some unknown
location, and there was only the very slightest of concerns that
were easy to dismiss. Not even the tight constriction of the mask
or the taste of rubber in her mouth could lift her from her
torpor.

A door slid open and the robot legs marched her
through. She giggled as the robot swayed to the right, pulling her
along with it. Bursts of light and shouts came from the hallway
behind her, and a few robots in globe configuration rolled past
them from the direction of the first officer’s cabin. She ignored
them. She was comfortable in her bondage and there was nothing
interesting outside of her small masked universe.

The robot picked up speed down the long hallway,
using two arms against the sides of the walls for stability to help
avoid the train of her gown. Yellow warning strips streaked down
each side of the hallway, highlighting the blackness of space
visible through thick acrylic. Galaxies of stars shone dully
through the small portholes in her mask. She sucked idly on the gag
in her mouth, her eyes just as dull in color.

A door in the hallway opened, and another robot
scooted out in front of them. It was carrying a crew member, a
plant logo sewed onto the lapel of her ship's skinsuit. The
female’s head was wrapped in a round black globe similar to her
own, her arms locked behind her back in the steely embrace of her
robot. It scurried down the hall with its cargo like an arachnid,
the bulbous ball of its robotic gas container swaying from the
front of her mask, glowing like a green firefly as she bobbed up
and down. Wisps of brunette hair extended below the bottom of the
mask down the back of her neck, but she was otherwise featureless
in her captivity.

A loud, commanding voice came on the intercom,
echoing down the hall. “All hands, intruders in the fighter bays.
Send reinforcements immediately! They cannot be allowed to
escape!”

More captive crew bound by robots were filtering
into the hallway from side passages. It was now quite full and
looked like some sort of bizarre ceremonial procession. The
captives breathed as one, their robotic masters synchronizing
themselves with each other until they were all the same, one
gigantic rhythmic tattoo beating down the hallway like a robotic
heart as their legs pumped in time.

From ahead there came sounds of yelling and
flashes of light. At one point, an orange beam seared through a
doorway, scoring a thin line into the plasteel wall. Despite the
nearness of the apparent combat, nothing stepped into the main
corridor to interrupt the parade of robots.

A large hatch opened ahead in a spiral fashion
and the robots spilled out into a large open bay with their
captives. Down the left side of the bay was a long line of fighter
craft, prepped and ready to defend the ship. They were ugly,
utilitarian craft, built for the vacuum of space, not sleek like an
atmospheric fighter.

A large, rectangular opening protected by a
force field was all that separated the occupants of the bay from
the emptiness of space. Behind each fighter a maintenance pit
yawned, equipment scattered over the floor. The maintenance
personnel that normally would be working the pits were
incapacitated, lying over their equipment in random poses. Robots
lined the pits, frozen like wax figurines.

The marching robots split up, each one heading
for a different fighter with their captive. At the other end of the
bay, another hatch irised open, men in uniforms spilling out like
angry bees. “Halt!” the one in the lead shouted, taking cover
behind a crate. He was dressed in a royal guard uniform, and his
face, even at a distance, seemed somewhat familiar.

At their appearance, the robots surrounding the
maintenance bays sprung into action, their tentacles clacking on
the ground as they threw themselves towards the defenders. In
response, the men started firing, laser beams of various colors
lighting up the bay. Some of the beams landed near the captives
until the leader ordered them to take more careful aim.

Many of the attacking robots reconfigured into
ball form and rolled at the security contingent, forcing them to
change targets to confront the new threat before they were bowled
over. The lasers had no trouble penetrating the mechanical hulls of
the robots, spilling their machinery and liquefied green goo all
over the floor. This caused trouble for the robots still ambulating
with their tentacles, some of them slipping and falling to the
floor, smashing large dents into the hard surface. These robots
detached their arms and turned into yet more balls, extending cruel
spikes. The robots threw themselves at the defenders, expending
their mechanical lives as a distraction.

A vague emotion spiraled up from somewhere deep
inside Adele’s brain, but it wasn’t sufficient to penetrate the
malaise enforced by the sweet air that expanded her lungs. Her
robot captor deftly maneuvered her body through the open hatch of a
fighter and jammed her into a corner, flipping the hatch shut with
one of its tentacles. The other tentacles manipulated the pilot’s
console like an expert. Green lights flickered on and thrusters
fired, the craft lurching upwards off the floor of the bay and
speeding out into the darkness. There was a sudden sourness in her
mouth, and her eyes flicked shut, consciousness joining the
blackness of space.

 


***

 


A sensation of movement pulled her from her
drowsy state, light sparkling from underneath her eyelids. She
blinked once, twice, bright light searing her eyes while her pupils
adjusted. The ship was nearing an asteroid, large spotlights setup
to allow pilots to set the proper approach. Several electronic
chevrons lit up, pointing the craft to an appropriate landing
bay.

Still immobilized, she watched as robotic
tentacles played over the craft’s control console, the ship
drifting off course.

An automated voice came from the pilot’s
console. “Glide slope, glide slope!”

The ship came in with a steep approach,
thrusters firing at the very last second to correct the trajectory
with robotic precision. Her body jumped in her metallic restraints,
a sharp jolt of pain making its way through the fog that blanketed
her mind.

Retro thrusters slowed the craft until there
came a final jolt as the docking clamps locked on. A loud jacking
sound penetrated her mask as the fighter hard docked to the bay
wall. There was no room for maintenance here, just a rectangular
box for the ship to fit into. Thick bay doors ratcheted closed,
locking the ship inside.

Tentacles withdrew from the console, bracing
themselves against the floor. She swayed as her body was carried to
the rear of the fighter. The hatch cracked open and she was brought
through.

She jerked to a halt, her head woozy. She looked
to the side, and through the cloudy panes of her mask she saw that
her long, flowing dress had caught on some pipes that ran down the
side of the docking causeway.

The robot tried several times to pull a wodge of
lace out of the crack it had somehow wound its way into, but was
unsuccessful. It yanked harder, tearing a panel off the dress, the
torn fabric fluttering like a wounded bird.

This callous treatment of a dress she had spent
hours designing was enough to momentarily pull her out of her drug
induced haze. She tried to reach out her hands to grasp the damaged
train, her legs wiggling for purchase on ground that was just
beyond reach.

“My dress!” She mumbled into the mask, her
wrists grating in a sharp burst of pain as they chafed against
metal restraints.

The robot ignored her outburst, plodding forward
through into another passageway. This new hallway was almost
featureless, bereft of any equipment or tubing. Everything was
hidden behind a white, tiled facade, so clean it looked
deserted.

She stared at the shredded fabric, her body
useless while secured by robotic limbs. Pressure in the mask
increased, the gas flowing freely. Her brief surge of outrage
abated, and she settled back in bemusement. It was easier to relax
and let everything unfold the way it should.

She hung limp in the robot’s embrace for a short
time, the plodding tentacles echoing some distant drumbeat, an
invisible rhythm that she could feel but not see. She wanted to
know more. Being carried like a lump of meat was so incredibly
boring.

She was about to make another attempt to break
through the fog when the robot tilted and twisted in a quick left
face, its limbs rotating theatrically until she faced a large
double door. They were made out of frosted green glass with bronze
filigree. There were large block letters written on the door that
she was still able to decipher in her confused state. It read
‘Ingestion & Induction 05.’

She dipped towards the floor as the robot
scooted her through the door. Right as the door slid shut, there
came a feminine cry, though whether it was in pain or pleasure she
could not determine. In any case, she would not be given time to
find out.

The chamber it had brought her to was
cylindrical and spacious. A steel harness was built into the
center, mounted on a circular platform. The framework was built in
a sturdy fashion, with mounting points for both wrists and ankles
as well as various other body parts. Straps dangled from the frame
so that it looked like nothing more than a medieval torture
device.

Rust stains on the sides of the platform
indicated that it was capable of rotating, but for now the harness
was pointed to the far side of the room, which was shrouded in
darkness.

The robot didn't dally, bringing her limp body
up the platform until she faced the dark side of the room, her back
to the strange contraption. If she had been sober, the situation
would have inspired fear, but the drug she was under muted her
emotions, smoothing them into a generic warmth. She felt something,
but it wasn't enough to generate a call to action.

She could feel her arms being stretched out
behind her, lifted higher and higher. Her muscles ached with pain,
complaining about being held in one position for too long. She
longed to massage herself, but the robot was inflexible.

There came a click, and a release of tension.
Two more clicks came from below, and another release. The robotic
captor unwrapped its metallic fingers from around her waist and
unbuckled the straps holding it around her shoulders, falling away.
She watched in bemusement as all the various parts of the robot
melted and reformed in front of her, merging back together until it
had reconstituted into a shiny sphere.

The sphere gave a little wiggle and chimed,
waiting for an unknown signal. The other spherical robot attached
to the end of the tube on her mask chimed in return, a higher
frequency, detaching itself and dropping to the floor. It hit the
ground without bouncing, like a sack of gravel. She gasped,
surprised when cool air entered her lungs. She could breathe on her
own again.

Now there were two spheres in front of her of
different sizes. They chimed again, and the larger one’s surface
shimmered, as if made of molten metal. The smaller sphere rolled
right up and into the larger sphere, its body passing through the
exterior of the other. The larger sphere grew, its mass increasing
from absorbing the bulk of the smaller. Its surface ceased to
shimmer, looking impermeable as before.

There came one final chime and the robot rolled
out of view. She could hear the door open and close, the sound of
it rolling becoming less noticeable until the door closed with a
snap.

She was alone, stretched out like a hock of ham,
her ankles and wrists locked to a rigid frame. She tested her
restraints, but found them secure. She shivered, feeling cold.
There seemed to be a draft in the chamber, moving from vents
somewhere in the rear towards the door.

She stood there for what seemed like hours, the
ache of her arms the only thing preventing her from trying to
convince herself it was all a dream. The cloud that had settled
over her mind was starting to become less fuzzy and her thoughts
were sharper. Whatever they had gassed her with was starting to
clear.

She shifted, trying to find a more comfortable
position, but there wasn't one to be had. Just when she was
starting to think that they had left her there for a night cycle, a
conical light at the other end of the room snapped on, revealing a
square console at waist height.

From somewhere beyond the blackness there came a
measured clicking sound. Was it some sort of space bug? Her mind
ran wild with possibilities. It was hard to see through the foggy
goggles of the mask still attached to her face.

A well endowed figure stepped into the light
next to the console. Her shiny body looked almost plastic, and
moreover, she was colored dark blue, as if she had been
painted.

She would not have been out of place in a strip
club, for she was wearing very little. Black, chunky platform boots
were strapped to her lithe legs, and a strict, rubbery, black
corset was wrapped around her waist. Her face and head were hidden
under a shiny domed helmet, the half moon of its surface extending
below her nose. All that was visible were pouty, rouged lips, a
splash of red smack in the middle of a sea of black and blue.

The corset had not been made for modesty.
Instead, it provided a shelf for her prodigious breasts, the
shapely orbs cupped by two half circles of the rubbery material.
Each nipple was pierced, shiny steel barbells twinkling in the
light as she breathed.

Across the top of her helmet was stenciled the
number ‘fifteen’ in block digits, and over her ears there were two
protuberances from the helmet with visible antennae. Any other
features were hidden from view, making her look oddly
unsettling.

The blue lady stepped behind the console and
examined the displays, touching a few controls. Adele groaned,
trying to ask a question. Her lips felt thick, as if she had been
sucking on a slurry.

Her outburst was ignored, the silent woman
continuing to manipulate the controls. As if to make a point, the
woman continued to work for several more minutes. Adele almost
attempted to get her attention a second time, but the woman was
walking towards her now.

It hadn't been clear at the start, but the woman
was wearing nothing to cover her privates. Her slick mons were
shorn, not a scrap of hair evident. It was if her body had been
dipped in rubber, the shiny blue surface arising perfect out of a
mold.

She didn’t find many women attractive, but this
lady was objectively hot, in a mysterious, ‘I’ll steal all of your
organs’ kind of way. No male would be able to resist her enormous
pierced breasts, even if the rest of her exaggerated features were
discounted.

The number fifteen on her otherwise shiny chrome
dome was now just at the upper limit of her vision, the woman’s
crimson lips spread wide. Adele stared in fascination at the ghost
white teeth that greeted her. The specter raised a manicured hand
to Adele’s head and cupped the nape of her neck. The other she
positioned at the front of Adele’s neck line. She caught a glance
of bluish fingers with painted purple nails.

She held her breath reflexively when the hands
began to manipulate her head. They were soft, but the touch was
commanding. They began to unroll the mask which had encased her for
many long hours. It took her captor a matter of moments to stretch
the mask out of the way, pulling it upwards to release the back of
her head and tangled auburn hair, her head and neck drenched with
sweat.

As the mouthpiece was withdrawn from her throat,
she licked the tube one last time, a lingering sweet taste
reminding her of her drugged fugue state. It had not been pleasant,
but now that she had arrived at the processing room, she almost
longed for the false sense of safety the hood represented.

As soon as the hood had been lifted from her
head, she fixed her captor with an imperious gaze. “Why have you
taken me? Who or what are you?”

Her captor’s smile widened further without
reply, and she turned around, heading back to the console. “Answer
me!” Shouted Adele. “When my father catches you…!”

Her aborted attempt to communicate was cut short
by mechanical sounds that echoed from the platform. Several
parallel bars started to rise around her bondage frame. Each bar
had several circular protrusions.

Once the bars had extended above her head, they
began to rotate. Soon they were spinning so rapidly it was
difficult for her eyes to follow. Beams of light extended from the
protrusions, playing over the frills and troughs of her ruined
dress. The light was not painful, but it felt a little warm.

There came a bright light followed by a sudden
pain. On the far wall a screen that stretched from floor to ceiling
lit up. There were several windows on the screen, filling up with
data. Unintelligible green characters ran across one window in an
unrecognizable language. The font was too small to read at the
distance she was from the screen, and the text began to scroll up
when the writing hit the bottom of the pane.

It took her brain a few slow moments to realize
that she was seeing a three dimensional model of a female body
being built in real time, sans clothing. First came the ankles and
legs, a pelvic floor, then a waist. Was she really that chubby? The
extra weight was so easy to hide with the proper dress, and so
humiliating to see in color on a screen in front of her.

Across the top was written a chilling phrase in
all caps: ‘SUBJECT 440: INGESTION.’ There had been over four
hundred victims before her? Impossible! A robot attack would have
been all over the galactic news!

A more chilling thought occurred to her. With
that many captives, they would have had plenty of time to refine
the process. This was mass produced slavery, on an unimaginable
scale. They must be pretty good at it, or they would have been
found and destroyed some time ago. Which meant – and now there was
a sudden lurch in her chest – there was very little possibility she
would be found before whatever they were planning to do to her came
to fruition.

An electronic noise came from the blue lady’s
console, and the screen updated. One window had a frontal view,
another a rear (her ass looked amazing!) The final two populated
with three quarter views of her body. She would have smirked if she
wasn't plastered with fear. She was in relatively good shape for an
indolent princess, despite her need to lose a few pounds. It must
be all the horizontal practice.

Her captor’s sleek body moved with a sway from
the console to the screen, oozing sexuality without any apparent
effort. She turned her back to Adele and inspected the images.
Using a device she held in one hand, she started drawing. At the
same time she made motions with her left hand on contextual
displays that arose whenever her hand came close to the screen.

From this angle, Adele had a better view of the
mysterious visitor’s ass. It was plump and round, a level of
perfection that was probably not achievable without artificial
help. The shiny, rubbery corset was boned, and extended only just
down to the swelling curve of her ass, leaving very little to the
imagination.

The chrome helmet extended down the nape of her
neck, curving round like a helmet from a B grade space flick. The
antennae gave it a touch of the exotic, making her wonder who she
was reporting to. Or who gave her instructions.

There came a hissing sound, and before her eyes
her dress started to melt. It shouldn't have been surprising given
the advanced matter manipulation the robots had displayed earlier,
but seeing her meticulously created gown turn into the consistency
of whipped cream was more than a little startling. It also made her
furious.

She started to curse her captors, using the
worst imprecations she knew. And she knew quite a few, given her
frequent dalliances. Her curses echoed throughout the duracrete
chamber, but the robotic lady ignored her. The light beams
continued to work until the dress and her underwear disintegrated,
as if they had never existed. She was naked.

She had never been modest, or a shrinking
violet, but being exposed in this way was frightening. Her skin
puckered in the cool air, nipples stiffening. The beams of light
tingled as they skimmed over her skin. It was more than a little
uncomfortable.

She tugged at her restraints, but they were as
unyielding as ever. Now the light beams turned off, the cage
continuing to spin. A harsh, familiar noise invaded her ears. They
must be using sonics to clean her body, as if she was in a
refresher back on the ship. That felt like a lifetime ago.

A few beams played over her head, running
through her scalp. At first she thought they were cleaning her hair
like the ones tingling over the rest of her body, but when her
long, auburn locks dropped from her head to the floor in a tangle,
she realized it was something much more sinister. She was being
shaved.

Instead of anger, this time she felt sadness
welling up. Her beautiful hair! It had taken years to grow and
style properly, conditioning it each and every day like clockwork.
This was soon followed by a terrible fear. If they were removing
her hair, one of her more recognizable characteristics, did they
really care what happened to her? Was she here for ransom, or for
something… else? Did ‘they’ even know who she was?

Tears
brimmed in her eyes, but she grimaced, holding them back. She
refused to be seen as some ingenue, wet behind the ears. She was a
galactic princess, and she would not show her captors her fear. She
stiffened her lip and her resolve – she would NOT give them the
pleasure of seeing her come undone.

While she had been thinking, the scintillating
light beams had continued to run over her body. It was violating,
as if someone was running their hands over her most private places.
That was a silly thought. If photons had hands, there would be no
need for people to do physical work. Still, there was something
going on, as her nerve endings were protesting with a sharp,
throbbing burning sensation.

It was like being bathed in a field of static,
the strange sensations penetrating deeper. It continued for
minutes, well beyond her limited ability to tolerate it. Was this
their method of torture? To tickle her to death? If so, she wasn't
enjoying the experience.

Right when she was about to cry out for it to
stop, it did stop. The beams of light clicked off, and the rotating
blur slowed down. She felt different. Not bad, but weird, as if she
had been painted with a thick layer of sunscreen.

She looked down, seeing the swell of her
breasts, as if for the first time. Her skin looked a little blue,
as if a painter had brushed on a coating. The faint tinge was
exotic, alien. She wanted to touch her skin. She thought it looked
a little rubbery.

She lifted her head and stared at her captor
with sharp eyes. She tried for a commanding tone, but couldn't hide
the uncertainty that crept in. “What are you doing to me?”

The woman said nothing, her back turned to
Adele. Adele’s attention was brought back to the screen, which had
been updated. Her body had been recolored a faint blue, her hair
buzzed. All that beautiful hair, removed, reduced to a faint fuzz.
The label on the display had swapped from ‘INGESTION’ to
‘ENHANCE.’

This only led to more questions, but her
mysterious tormentor didn't give her time to inquire. Two robotic
arms extended from the ceiling, unfurling until they were at chest
height. At the end of each arm was a molded cup. Each arm thrust
forward and positioned itself over one of her breasts. The cups
were made of some sort of soft, transparent material, squeezing
against her in a way that was not uncomfortable. As the cups
rotated over her breasts, they left a lubricant, almost as if they
were buttering her privates.

The cups bore down, a throaty rattling sound
coming from them as they sucked tight against her skin. They
tickled, licking against her like a parade of tongues lapping over
her nipples. Wiggling her body didn't dislodge the suction cups,
though she couldn't stop herself from trying.

There came sharp pricks in her buttocks,
followed by more in her breasts in a circular pattern. The pain was
enough to focus her attention back to the board, where the various
machines arrayed around her were detailed. Some more robotic arms
must have come from the floor to inject her butt, but for what
purpose she didn't know.

The cups continued to be a distraction, sucking
quite hard. She could see her breast flesh distended into the flesh
colored cups, stretching further as the suction increased. The cups
had seemed much larger than her breasts to begin with, but now her
breasts filled the cups, squeezing against the sides. Had they
gotten larger? No, it was probably just the suction.

She gritted her lips, annoyed at her body, which
had gotten rather aroused by the mechanical manipulation visited
upon her. She was having distressing fantasies of being made into a
faceless cow maid, squirting her brains away into a breast milker
while a voiceless, blue captor looked on. In her fantasy, the
milker hummed, sucking her resistance away as quarts of thick,
creamy milk drained down miles of plastic tubing.

She blinked. Snap out of, Adele, she thought,
this wasn't the place to get lost in sexual daydreams, even if
these medieval devices were stoking her libido in strange ways.

Her captor stepped away from the screen,
standing in front of it, blocking Adele’s view of her own butt. It
was a very nice butt, but according to the screen it was a bit
larger than she remembered – maybe that's what the injections were
for?

She wanted to shout and scream about her
predicament, but so much weird stuff had been thrown at her in such
a short time period that her ability to react had been compromised.
She realized this logically, but her body didn't recognize logic.
It understood sensations, and right now it was signaling her that
it would be a great idea to touch herself.

It didn't matter that she had been captured by
some sort of body modification cult. It didn't matter that she
might never get back to her family, it just wanted satisfaction.
Normally, that wasn't a problem, but she hated that it was
betraying her in front of enemies.

It was her personal secret, one she had kept
from her family and court. It was the reason why she needed to slut
around, why she hadn't been able to follow in her sister’s
footsteps: she was always horny. Man, woman, didn't matter – they
were all equally luscious in her eyes. Being treated like nothing
more than a milking cow was majorly turning her on.

For all the advances in medical science, there
was still no cure to turn off an overactive libido. So she dealt
with it, on her own terms. But now it was dealing with her, on its
terms, and it was miserable.

Her captor took no notice of her internal
struggle, a smiling nubile statue waiting for an unknown cue. Was
her captor awaiting orders from elsewhere? The perpetual smile was
unnerving, almost sufficient to break through the prison of her
libido, but the suction cups kept suckling at her breasts, and her
fantasies came back, thighs glistening with sweat.

The doors to the room slid open with a well
oiled whoosh. She could hear something rolling into the room. Was
it those two robots from before, coming back to take her away to
another place in this impenetrable complex? She twisted her head,
trying to catch a glimpse of the new arrivals, but the framework to
which she was bound gave her insufficient freedom of movement.

Her efforts proved pointless, as the new
machines rolled in front of her on their way to their statuesque
mistress. These robots were circular, rolling in one plane, unlike
the spherical bots from before. Their exterior was shiny like the
others, but their middle had a hole in them. They looked like thin,
rolling mechanical donuts.

Her captor leaned down, exposing her generous
pierced breasts to her captive. A large phoenix, as if rising from
the ashes, was tattooed in the valley between her breasts. A large,
glowing gem embedded in her breastbone acted as its eye. Slender
hands wrapped purple nails through a hole in one of the robots,
clasping it lightly as she returned to standing in one smooth
motion.

With a flick of her wrist, the robot came
undone, flinging out into a line as if it was a whip. It dangled
from her hand, mechanical and menacing. Swaying her hips, the blue
woman strode toward her captive and paused in front of her bound
body. The smile never ceased. It was almost as though she was
listening to something that amused her.

Her crimson lips finally parted. “Trainee Four
Forty,” the syrupy voice said, rolling the syllables lyrically.
“You will stop moving your head.”

Adele wasn't sure what to make of this. Up
close, the rubbery corset and nude body was much more apparent than
at a distance. No sweat shone on her rubbery skin, pierced breasts
proudly on display. There was a distinct scent, synthetic in
nature. It wasn't unpleasant, but she couldn't place it. It somehow
reminded her of the synth mechanics she would sometimes slip away
to watch when she was a child.

She wasn't feeling very obedient, so she started
to writhe, looking in every direction just to be obstinate. Her
busty captor didn't react, her body very still.

“Trainee Four Forty,” she repeated in that same
thick voice, a creepy smile still fixed to her face. “You will stop
moving your head.”

Her captor seemed very sure of this. As if just
by saying the words they would become reality. Her reality. And
perhaps she wasn't wrong. Adele was already beginning to tire. To
continue her little rebellion would gain her nothing except to make
her exhausted. Finally accepting that she would have to give in and
do as her robotic captor demanded, she ceased her struggles.

Seeing her acquiescence, the blue woman lifted
the robot and wrapped it around Adele’s neck. There came a clicking
noise and it tightened, pulling itself secure until there wasn’t
even room to fit a finger under its steely band. The cool strip
made her shiver, but the metal quickly started to warm from her
body temperature.

The woman lifted a blue index finger and pressed
it to her forehead. Curious, Adele watched the finger, cross eyed.
The touch was light, but firm, forcing her head back. Startled,
Adele brought her head up and there came another click, after which
she couldn't move her head any further.

The collar must have an attachment in the rear
that had been secured to the bondage frame. She was unable to move
her head more than a few inches and was reduced to looking around
with her eyeballs. Worried, she watched as the blue woman rotated
her wide hips and crouched down to pick up the other robot, light
bouncing off her sleek exterior.

When she approached Adele again, she scraped up
the courage to ask another question. “What is that?”

The woman failed to answer, rolling the robot
apart until it looked like a long, segmented metallic strap with a
round box on one end. She reached her arms out, the robot dangling
from her right hand like a snake. She stepped forward until the
tips of her breasts pressed against Adele’s, their nipples rubbing
against each other. The uncanny smile was so close that she could
see the ridges in her lips.

The smile was freaking her out, especially since
she had a sudden, unbidden impulse to go for a kiss. It was
fleeting; her neck was secured, and why would she want to kiss this
robotic enigma anyway?

The arms of the woman reached around behind her
and there was another click. The spindly robot must have been
attached somewhere behind her neck. She could feel its long length
running down her back, a cold line nestling against her spine.

Now came cold streaks across her buttocks and
sharp pokes down under her privates. She jumped, thick rods jamming
themselves into her vagina and ass. Unable to look down, Adele was
forced to imagine what was going on. She was feeling increasingly
bloated, as if the dildos were being inflated. She rubbed her
thighs together, doing her best to accommodate the intruders.

Her captor stepped back and was again practicing
that uncanny stillness. “Trainee,” she stated. “You have been
fitted with Control. You will be conditioned to serve Hive. You
will be conditioned to serve Her. You will be conditioned to serve
your Droned sisters. You will be conditioned to serve Us.”

The litany took a long time to finish, long
enough for Adele’s mind to start wandering into fantasies. Each
word was a lick on her clit, a tug on her breasts. If this
continued? She'd have an orgasm right in front of her captor with
no shame. And it showed no signs of stopping.

Her trainer droned on, but this time she
focused, as it seemed important. “Your collar will punish you when
you are wrong. You will not be wrong often.”

Number Fifteen made no motion, her gaze
invisible under the chrome helmet, but suddenly Adele was struck
with sudden vertigo. The room was spinning around her, blood
rushing to her head. She needed to sit on the floor, but she was
unable. She hung in her restraints and puked, overcome by
nausea.

As soon as it had arrived, it disappeared, the
dizziness leaving her as if a switch had been flipped. Maybe it had
been.

Her puke lay on the platform, wet chunks of
debris from her morning breakfast. The smell was nauseating in and
of itself. Fifteen stared at her, unmoved by the mess or the smell.
“You will know you are right when you are pleasured. You will feel
pleasure often.”

The dildo vibrated in her snatch, bouncing up
and down like a jumping jack. She wasn't really in the mood after
throwing up, but the vibration was insistent, and that combined
with the breast suction was sufficient to increase the tingling in
her loins.

“Obey us and be pleasured. Disobey and be
punished.” The vibration spiked for a moment, followed by a brief
feeling of uneasiness.

“I am Blue,” the crimson lips said. “You have
been given to me to train. You will also be Blue.” There was a
terrible certainty behind that proclamation. “You must be broken.
Broken and rebuilt. You are flawed, but you will be made
whole.”

“It is simple and easy to follow, to obey. You
will be instructed. It is easy to bend and break, to forget and
serve. You are easy to bend.”

Her captor continued her monologue, bright red
lips opening and closing in a staccato rhythm. Adele lost track of
what she was saying – it was nonsense as far as she was concerned.
There was no way she was going to obey some random alien bimbo, no
matter how amazing her body looked. Or how much the dildos pumped
inside her.

She moved her eyes up and to the side, trying to
distract herself by concentrating more on the screen behind the
woman, which was still showing images of what she assumed was her
body. She had always considered her body type to be a bit chubby.
What appeared on the screen didn’t quite fit that image. Her hips
were a little bit wider, her belly flatter. Maybe this Hive had
some form of advanced body sculpting technology?

She bit her lip. Her body wanted one thing,
needed one thing. A release she wasn't willing to grant. Trying to
look at her body analytically wasn't helping, it was just sliding
her into the feedback loop her captors were trying to enforce.
Maybe if she tried mathematical formulas or something more
abstract?

It was too bad she was terrible at math. And to
make things worse, the display on the wall had altered, the image
of her body replaced with some sort of screensaver. Light scattered
through the room like it was some sort of dance club, distracting
and enticing at the same time. Another form of brainwashing, no
doubt.

Her options limited, she looked back at her
captor, trying to avoid letting her eyes focus on the light show
that was trying to ensnare her. The light sparkled over Fifteen’s
shiny helmet and corset, making her dark blue figure seem even more
mysterious and dangerous. Little twinkles scattered from the
barbells piercing her full nipples. She wanted to touch them.

She knew it was a bad idea as soon as the
thought arose, but now that it had she couldn't get it out of her
head. They looked so soft and rubbery. If she pressed her head into
the valley between Fifteen’s breasts, would they cushion her, or
make her head bounce like a rubber ball? She almost cracked a smile
at the thought of her head using Fifteen's breasts like a shock
absorber.

A glowing gem peeked out from above Fifteen’s
breasts. Her eyes stopped roving and fixed themselves on the
crystal, the turquoise color soothing to her scattered mind. It was
perfectly round and glowed from within, flickering at a high
frequency.

She strained in her restraints, trying to get
closer to the intriguing light. The light display around her and
the whispered words were all but forgotten, her concentration
intense. Was it trying to tell her something? Was it programming
her mind? Was this yet another snare that she needed to avoid? It
looked so pretty!

There was a faint sensation of motion and her
line of sight to the gem was broken. She blinked, tears forming.
The psychedelic light show on the screen behind her captor had not
abated, but she felt like she was shrinking, or that her captor was
getting larger.

She realized it was neither; the platform she
was on was sinking into the floor. The motion stopped with a
shudder, leaving her staring directly at her captor’s breasts. They
seemed even larger than before, which couldn't be possible.

Her captor stepped forward, shoving one of her
breasts into Adele's face. The large mound bumped into her nose.
This was really strange. She was bound and this woman wanted her to
lick her breasts. She wanted to lick her breasts. Would she lick
the breasts?

In a fit of rebellion, Adele opened her mouth
and bit into the flesh, hoping to cause some sort of reaction in
her captor, to gain some revenge for what was being done to her. It
felt like she was biting into a rubber gag, the flesh of the slick
breasts absorbing her bite and rebounding gently without any
visible damage. One of her teeth clacked against a piercing with a
metallic clink.

Her captor didn't react in the way she had
expected. Instead of a cry of pain, there came a coo of pleasure.
She bit harder, but nothing came of it besides more happy noises.
Her attack wasn't having the intended effect, so she let go.

Curious, she licked her tongue over the woman’s
areola, tasting the strange surface. It was like running her tongue
over plastic, warm but unyielding. The taste was a little sweet,
like cream, not unpleasant. The barbell piercing jiggled as her
tongue danced over its surface.

Her captor lifted her hands and pressed the top
of her breasts downwards. Suddenly, the jewel from before was there
in front of her eyes, sparkling at full intensity. Her mouth
continued to suck, but her mind was gone, concentrating on the
flashing orb.

She stared at the jewel, thoughtless. It blinked
at regular intervals, flickering a beat that she had to follow. It
was the same rhythm the breast suction was pulsing and the dildo
was vibrating. The staccato beat of submission. Her heart did its
best to match the rhythm of obedience, while her mind was leashed
by the light.

Inside the orb of the gem patterns were
swirling. It rotated like a gathering storm, coalescing into the
image of an eye. The shape seemed feminine, a deep blue iris with
purple streaks.

Nothing was more beautiful or terrifying than
that eye. It knew her better than she knew herself. It pierced the
veil of her inner vault. All her secrets were laid bare.

Pettiness, bickering, pranks she thought were
harmless that really hurt, the men she had loved and discarded like
wet tissues. Her secret shame. It knew.

She didn't know how, but it did. Nobody and
nothing else had made her feel so bare. She needed to confess, to
make up for her sins. To make it understand that she wasn't a bad
person, that she had done everything for the right reason.

So she talked. She didn't know for how long, but
it was hours at least. Or maybe days? It was hard to know in the
strange nightmare that had entrapped her.

The dildos in her snatch edged her throughout,
teasing her just enough to keep her frustrated. The sexual tension
helped to distract her mind’s natural defenses, allowing the eye to
see deeper, to place its hooks within her mind.

By the end of the session, it had stripped away
most of the walls she had been hiding behind for years. Chinks in
her remaining defenses revealed a blue reality just beyond, outside
her reach. Mindless Blue.

“Blue Orchid,” the brainless voice
whispered.


Chapter Two

She returned to reality after a long absence,
dry lips parched. She was alone, no longer bound, her body folded
into a chaise lounge, as if she had spent a long session browsing
the galactic net and had fallen asleep. In a strange, cylindrical
room with no other furniture.

She felt blasted, as if she had woken up with a
profound hangover. She had been saying something, over and over,
but she didn't know what. Some kind of mantra, a new kind of
appealing truth, a light in the darkness of her strange
captivity.

But was it truth, or a lie? This was, of course,
what her captors wanted her to think. It was obvious now. Through
long training sessions they would whittle down her free will until
she'd do anything they said for an orgasm. She would be trained to
be their pet.

Damn herself for getting aroused at the thought.
Did she really want to be their slave? Was this some deep sexual
fantasy they were tapping into? Or had they implanted this desire?
What was real and what was fake?

One thing was evident – she was still nude. She
looked down and squeezed a breast with one hand. Those certainly
weren't fake. They were much larger than before, and much more
sensitive, too. Her flesh felt a little rubbery, and there was that
disturbing blue tinge.

She had to stop herself from rubbing her breasts
further; it would only induce additional arousal, which would not
be useful while she attempted to figure out what was going on.

That reminded her of the collar that was
attached to her neck. She felt around the back, trying to find some
sort of clasp in its smooth surface with no luck. She hadn't really
thought there would be one, but it was worth a try. Her fingers ran
over a series of indentations on the front of the collar. There was
some sort of inscription there, but she couldn't make it out.

At the rear there was a small strip of metal
attached in a T-shape, leading to flexible metallic links that ran
down her back. This must be the robot attached by Fifteen, leading
down to dildos embedded in her ass and pussy. It wasn’t as solid a
mass as she had expected. Instead, it flexed with her body,
allowing her to bend over without restricting her movements. There
was no room between the metal spine and her own, however – it was
as though it had been glued in place.

She prodded the device where it terminated in
her privates, but the forward end of it was smooth and sealed on
top of her vulva, preventing further exploration. It was inert at
the moment, but the inflated dildos prodded at her interior,
prompting unwanted thoughts.

Her self inspection done, she unfolded herself
from the chair. It was a stuffed brown monstrosity that would be
more at place in a living room rather than… wherever this was.

She kicked it in a fit of pique, her bare foot
bouncing off the surface with a sharp pain. She laughed at her
stupidity. Hurting lounge chairs wasn't going to make her less of a
slave to whomever had captured her. She wouldn't give up, though.
She brought herself to attention. She was of the Frysian royal
line, a rare breed. They were superior. She was superior – she
would bend, not break. She would survive whatever they threw at her
and make it through. Not only for herself, but for her family.

The self motivational thought complete, it was
time to explore. The framework she had been bound to was missing,
as well as the screen and console. If she hadn't known better, she
might have thought that she had been put into solitary confinement,
locked into a bare, duracrete cylinder.

She walked to the entrance, but the plasteel
door remained shut. She wasn't getting through that with the aid of
a lounge chair. The vents were too high off the ground, and unlike
what she had seen in the holovids, she doubted she would fit into
them anyway. Only her sister would be crazy enough to try, and she
wasn't thin enough either.

Which meant that she was stuck here… wait, what
was that? While she had been exploring, a strip of lights had come
on in the back of the room, outlining what looked like a door. For
lack of anything better to do, she walked up to the outline and
waited.

A panel in the wall slid upwards, revealing a
short, well lit corridor. A draft was coming from somewhere down
the hallway, but she didn't feel cold. Was that one of the side
effects of her blued skin?

She stepped into the corridor, walking a few
steps on the duracrete surface. A rumble came from behind and the
panel slid shut. No exit that way. She was being herded to an
unknown destination.

She padded down the hall, passing vertical slots
that alternated between searing bright light and dark ventilation
ducts. Air blasted through the vents at high velocity, gaps too
small to fit her fingers through.

She continued on, walking to the end of the
corridor where she faced another blank panel. As before, it slid
into the ceiling. Through the open door was a larger chamber, just
as well lit.

She stepped into a room that could be best
classified as a lounge. Large, comfortable leather backed chairs
dominated the space. A long sofa was arrayed around a coffee table,
and several recliners dotted the periphery. A large bowl of exotic
fruits was situated in the center of the table, as if a part of
some impressionistic painting. Tasteful artwork sprinkled the
walls, scenes of ancient royalty and obscure battles. None that she
recognized.

There were no other rooms besides the main
space, and all the furnishings failed to hide the fact that
everything had been placed to make the duracrete walls seem less
bare. Despite all the wall dressing, it was a jail.

Near a door that Adele assumed was the normal
entrance to the lounge, crouched a slender woman with a hint of
dark hair. She seemed to be tinkering inside the door plate,
cursing to herself, efforts hindered by a lack of tools and
clothing. A shiny steel collar was also clasped around this woman’s
neck. Locked onto her back was a strip of metal, blue lights
running from her neck down into her butt.

A large, thickset woman with dyed red hair moved
at alarming speed from her position next to the door, her large
breasts bouncing as she barreled forwards. Adele raised her hands
in reaction to the sudden new arrival, but the woman took no notice
of her, pushing her aside to look closer at the wall which had
closed up behind her.

“Damn it, just like the others,” the woman
muttered, her asymmetrical face scrunching up.

At the rear of the room, leaning against the
wall was a severe, gaunt old woman with buzzed brown hair. Her body
had seen better years, and time and gravity had not been kind.

“Hey!” Adele turned to the larger woman next to
her, trying to show some enthusiasm. “I'm Adele, who are you?”

The stocky woman stopped examining the wall and
turned back to her, snapping into a resting position. “I'm Jaina,
detached fifth corp, princess detail. Over there at the door is
Maddy, our tech doctor.”

“Tech spec, 2nd class,” murmured the woman of
Asian descent, not looking up from what she was doing. Her hair had
been cut like the others, short and stubby.

A spark flashed between her fingers. “Got it!”
She declared.

The door refused to budge. “Maybe not.” She
continued tinkering.

“Finally, the woman in the corner is Laine.
She's a plant doctor, and I don't mean power plants.”

Adele raised an eyebrow. “What does that make
you a doctor of?”

Jaina cracked a knuckle. “Pain. It's my
specialty.”

The old woman peered at her intently, then
suddenly her face broke into a scowl. She stepped forward and
pointed an accusing finger at her. “You!” She said with venom.
“This is all your fault!”

Adele raised her brows, nonplussed at the
accusation. “Excuse me, how is this my fault?”

The woman's eyes flashed. “You're the
princess!”

When Adele began to demur, the old lady erupted
again. “Don't deny it! I saw you on that stupid fashion show,
complaining that the style of dress was Circuthian instead of
Yolathan.” She scoffed, “Look at you now, no dresses in sight.
You're ridiculous. A shaved bimbo, painted blue.”

Adele could see that her usual hobbies could be
construed as vapid, but she wasn't willing to let that remark go.
“Well, excuse me for living and being a woman interested in
fashion! I, at least, have something approaching taste. At least my
body doesn't look like a shriveled up prune.” She lifted her nose
in the air, trying and failing to look dignified without any
clothing.

“Can it, both of you,” said Jaina in a
stentorian voice. “Fighting each other isn't going to get us out of
here.”

Laine took a threatening step forward, her voice
creaking and eyes flashing. “You do know who she is, don’t you?
She's the damned princess, the clueless idiot. She's spent more
time between the sheets than on her feet.” Her face took on a dark
cloud, terrible to behold. “And if I hadn't been assigned to nanny
duty, I'd still be safe at home in my garden, where I belong!”

Jaina examined Adele more closely. “I can’t
believe it, it is you!” She got down on one knee. “I am sorry
princess, we have failed you.”

Laine was having none of it. “Fuck that. This
brainless slut sucked off one too many courtiers. That’s why we’re
here.”

Laine raised a fist, but backed down when Jaina
placed her bulk between her and the princess. She grumbled, but
retreated back to her corner of the room and crossed her wrinkled
arms, glowering at the rest of them.

Adele threw up her arms. “That's not my fault!”
She declared in a high pitched, grating voice. “If I'm so stupid,
then you don't need me to help you escape!” She flounced to the
sofa and sat in a huff.

Jaina sat across from her and looked at her
intently. Adele shifted in her seat, uncomfortable. “What?” She
asked, annoyed. “Do I have a piece of lettuce in my teeth?” She
really wanted to check herself out in a mirror.

“No…” Jaina said, pausing. “I'm just trying to
reason this through. My first responsibility is to help you escape.
If you're here, I would expect a ransom request. That would be
standard operating procedure.”

She made a questioning motion with her hands.
“If we were being held for ransom, though, there would be no need
to put us through an induction process. That makes me think they're
trying to transform us – into more of them. But it doesn't add up.
Why would you try to convert a valuable bargaining chip into
another standard hive drone?”

She scrunched her face, making her wide mouth
collide with her jumbled nose – it must have been broken a few
times.

“Even if a ransom was issued, my father will be
coming for me,” stated Adele with certainty. For all his other
faults, her father did dote on her, and she was sure he'd be
sending the cavalry.

“Otherwise, I don't know. Maybe they like to
keep their captives docile?” It didn't sit well with her.

She fingered the collar around her neck. If the
goal was just to control them, these devices would be sufficient.
There was no need to alter their bodies unless this… entity had
ulterior motives. That line of thought was giving her the
willies.

She looked at Jaina, her eyes fixing on a
similar collar wrapped around her neck. It was a strip of metal,
about an inch tall, a shiny, smooth surface gripping her thick
neck. At the front was a raised square with a number forged into
the metal – it read four, three, nine.

“Hey Jaina, I see your collar has four thirty
nine. What number does mine have?”

“Four forty.” She mirrored Adele's actions,
running a hand over the embossed numbers on her collar. “They're
trying to reduce us to numbers.”

“Really? It seems to be working.” She glanced at
the hateful woman in the corner, returning her glare.

“Got it!” Shouted Maddy. There came a low chime
and the door to their quarters opened. Both Jaina and Adele looked
at the door, mouths open wide. Neither of them had expected Maddy’s
efforts to bear any fruit.

Jaina got to her feet and walked towards the
door, but before she reached the threshold a blue woman stepped
into the room.

She looked very similar to the one who had put
her through initiation earlier, sporting a similar voluptuous
figure, chrome dome, and platform heels. This one wasn't quite as
deep blue as the other, however, and the number on her head was
four fifty. She must be a more recent convert.

Instead of a rubbery corset, this one wore a
shiny, chrome chest plate that looked like a piece of armor. The
chest plate had been shaped to encompass her large breasts, or to
at least give that impression, though there was an opening at the
top where globed slopes of flesh were still visible.

Her crimson lips opened. “I am your
Instructress. You will obey me and therefore obey Us. You will
submit and belong to Hive.”

Jaina wound up and punched her in the jaw
without any warning, throwing her entire body into the haymaker.
Her ham fist hit underneath the Drone’s jaw like a pile driver,
lifting her off the floor.

The Instructress pirouetted in midair and fell
into a crouch, one arm touching the floor. “You are disobedient,
but you will learn.” Her voice betrayed no excitement at the sudden
violence.

Jaina crumpled to the floor, clutching her head
and moaning. The Instructress got back to her feet and walked
through the threshold, the door closing behind her. The smile
remained on her face, showing no visible sign of injury. “Consider
this your first lesson. Violence is not tolerated. Disobedience is
not tolerated.”

The others stayed where they were, not
interested in experiencing a bout of vertigo. Four Fifty walked a
few steps forward, her boots clopping on the bare duracrete. The
door slid shut behind her and she clapped her hands. From deep
below the room came the sound of an actuator, and the entire room
trembled. The hanging light fixtures swayed, and Adele's body
shifted in her seat.

The entire room must be moving! The realization
was exciting, but also worrying. It meant that her captors could
transport their prisoners anywhere they wanted within the complex
without having to let them outside their jail. Escapees would have
no way of learning where they were in relation to the shuttle bays
or any other exit.

Jaina stopped moaning on the floor, backing away
from their captor, stumbling into a chair.

“Are you alright, Jaina?” asked Maddy, concern
in her eyes.

“Unit Four Thirty Nine will be fine… as long as
she Obeys. You will all be fine if you Obey.” The Instructress
stood there, unconcerned at their behavior.

Adele looked at the Instructress out of the
corner of her eyes. She didn't trust that… thing not to brainwash
her again. Her previous encounter with one of these drones had made
her lose an unspecified period of time and had dropped her into a
dream of brick walls and blue skies. Also, there was something
damned familiar about the voice of this drone, as if she had heard
it somewhere before, but her brain just wasn't giving her enough
clues.

The Instructress clapped her hands again and
everyone in the room became motionless, looking at her to see what
she would do next. “Blue Orchid,” she said, her lips enunciating
each syllable.

The light fixtures in the room began to rotate,
sparkling light filling the chamber. The walls lit up with
different images, dancing blue figures with arms outstretched. A
backing beat which had not been obvious at first grew in volume,
shadowy dancers jumping in time to the music.

Her feet wanted to get up and dance with the
shadows, but she knew it was a lie. They were using her natural
impulses to get the better of her, to convince her that it would be
okay to give in and dance with the pretty blue dancers. It wasn't
going to work, in fact she would stand and be still in front of the
Instructress. She could disobey them by being immobile, staring
straight ahead, while the images of dancers cavorted around
her.

The others were standing next to her, disobeying
too. Good, their captors would see them being disobedient so they
could be corrected. Wait, that seemed wrong. She smiled. It was
much easier to just smile and look straight ahead.

Straight ahead was the Instructress, looking
smoking hot in her tight, armored chrome carapace. The Instructress
pressed downwards on her breasts with her hands, long, pink nails
arrayed negligently over her swelled orbs. A familiar memory
flashed in her mind. A bright jewel nestled between the
Instructress’ breasts, an eye resolving on its surface. Her eyes
fixed on the gem, riveted. Her sex harness buzzed in her pussy and
she felt great.

“You are all numbers. You have no names unless
you are granted one,” stated the Instructress. “You will learn to
respond to your number as if it is your name, as it is your name
now. Your old names are irrelevant.” She looked at Adele.

“You are designated Four Forty.” She looked at
the old woman. “She is Four Thirty Eight. The other two are Four
Thirty Nine and Four Thirty Seven, respectively.” Jaina and Maddy
stared straight ahead, their eyes fixated on Instructress’
chest.

“Attend, and follow me.” The Instructress turned
and walked out of the door, hiding the jewel from sight, but the
vision of an eye was already in her mind, molding her every
thought. It would watch her and help her make the right
decisions.

She followed the Instructress into a room
stuffed with exercise equipment. Arm and leg presses, bench
presses, free weights, squat racks, and stacks of towels and
bottled water were neatly organized.

Instructress brought them to a mat which had a
barbell with weights. “You will be evaluated. Your performance will
be charted and compared to standard parameters. Any deficiencies in
material or substance will be corrected as you are Droned. Please
attempt your best.”

“I will demonstrate.”

She marched onto the mat, crouched down and
grabbed the bar, lifting it up under her chin, muscles straining
with the effort. She stood, raising the bar above her head and
grunted. The bar was held a few seconds, then dropped to the floor.
It hit the ground and bounced with an impressive thud.



She then proceeded to take several weights off
either side of the bar. “You are not expected to be proficient,”
she explained baldly.

She pulled the old woman, Laine, out of the
lineup first. The wiry lady looked comical in front of the heavy
weights. “Watch the view screen for posture, Four Thirty Eight,”
explained the Instructress. “If you feel your concentration
slipping, keep yourself focused on the eye.”

Adele turned, curious. Underneath a monitor in
front of the mat was a pictograph depicting an eye. She had seen
something like that eye before. That one had looked deep inside
her, dragging out the secrets she had been hiding inside her mental
closet and exposing them to its unerring sight. This wasn't the
real eye, however, just a reasonable facsimile, but she found
herself caught nonetheless. She couldn't look away.

She heard grunting behind her for several
moments, then silence. “You have been measured,” stated the
Instructress.

She felt a gentle tap on her arm. “You are
next,” said the Instructress. “Lift the weight to the best of your
ability.”

She positioned herself in front of the bar,
unresisting. Her view of the fake eye was broken, and now she had
control over her body again. Not that it mattered, for her mind was
ensnared, still fixated on the image burned into her thoughts. She
was really doing this, lifting weights while hypnotized. She
giggled internally. That was one way to enforce an effective
workout.

She peered at the monitor, as commanded. A
svelte, young thing was lifting the weights easily, her nude, oiled
body lifting the bar with one smooth motion, raising it high, then
dropping it.

“Lift the weight,” commanded the
Instructress.

Adele crouched, trying to match the image of the
woman on the screen. She clutched the weight in sweaty palms, the
diamond grip of the bar digging into her hands. She tensed,
applying pressure with her legs and arms, lifting the bar up to her
waist.

Then her eyes flicked to the pictograph of the
eye posted below the video and her mouth and hands went slack. The
bar fell to the ground, missing her knees and feet by mere inches.
Her mind had been captured, sucked into the small universe of the
fake eye where her mind chased itself in circles.

It was maddening. She knew she had been caught
in a trap but didn't know how to get out of it.

“New inductees are pliable,” Instructress
whispered, one hand lingering on her shoulder for a moment.
“Release,” she hissed into Adele's ear.

Her vision dropped from staring at the fake eye,
her tether broken for the moment. She blinked, gasping a deep
breath and feeling shaky. “On me,” said the Instructress
commandingly.

She glanced at the Instructress, who had her
hands on her breasts again, the real eye swirling inside the gem
mounted on her chest. Her eyes locked on the gem, but the real eye
was not just a static object. It gave her new instructions, and she
obeyed, dropping back into line.

“You have been measured,” stated the
Instructress.

She pulled Maddy next, who tried her best to
lift the bar to her knees before dropping it.

“You have been measured,” stated the
Instructress.

Last came Jaina, who had no problem lifting the
weight to her shoulder level, but when she started to jerk the
weight above her head, she too was caught by the fascinating eye
mounted on the wall. She stood there like a statue, the weight
frozen in midair, sweat sliding down her face. Her muscles
strained, but her gaze was slack, her mind trapped elsewhere.

The Instructress watched for a moment, then
touched the cadet on the shoulder. “Release,” she whispered.

Jaina’s face resolved into a rictus grin, her
eyes furious. Looking at the Instructress, she flung the barbell at
her, the weighted bar tumbling in the air.

The Instructress lifted her arms and snatched
the weight out of the air, as if having weights thrown at her was a
common occurrence. Holding it at chest height, her domed face
peered at the furious cadet.

“You have been measured,” stated the
Instructress blandly.

Jaina crumpled to the ground, clutching her head
and dry heaving. The Instructress got down on one knee, and lifted
the cadet’s head until it was nestled in her bosom. She sat there
for a time, the room silent except for the rumble of the
ventilation system.

“You will learn to obey,” the Instructress
stated, her voice impassive.

She stood back up on her platform boots, a
picture of grace. Jaina was unseeing, her mouth stretched into a
smile, as if what she had just experienced was pleasant. She, too,
got back up and joined the rest.

“We will continue,” stated the Instructress, as
if nothing untoward had happened.

She next led them to the free weights,
demonstrating various exercises. She took them through the
routines, one by one. As expected, Jaina had better form than the
rest of them and was able to lift the heavier weights, but she
moved more mechanically than before, her mind blasted.

The old woman had the least upper body strength
of all of them, but she was almost able to keep up. Adele found
herself at least capable of matching Maddy in each exercise pose.
There were no incidents while they exercised with the weights, just
sweating, grunting bodies moving as they were told.

After the free weights, they cycled through
several machines, the domed helmet of the Instructress watching
them as they did their best to obey. Adele found herself trying to
sneak peeks at the Instructress’ bosom. As time went on, she felt
less and less like she was in a trance, but there was still the
faint desire to please the Instructress.

When they moved to a bank of treadmills, she was
almost on the cusp of being able to say ‘no,’ but she hopped onto
the machine before the decision solidified in her mind. The machine
turned on at a low setting and she began to walk, her bare feet
rasping against the rubber grip of the treadmill’s surface.

A momentary thought of stopping and eating ran
through her mind, but before she could entertain it further a
screen in front of her came to life. She fixated on the display,
eyes saccading over an array of intricate patterns.

From somewhere beyond the fascinating display
came a smooth, confident voice that slipped into the gaps of her
mind, making her legs wobble like jello.

“Keep walking and listening to the sound of my
voice as you are taken deeper. The trance has caught you and is
pulling you into our control. Obey and listen, obey and walk
towards submission.”

The voice was relentless, fingers scrabbling
over her mind. She wanted to look away, but she couldn't. She
peered deeper. Was that? Yes, it was. An eye was peering out at her
from the screen, peering at her most hidden secrets. It was
exposing them, exposing her hypocrisies.

Back at court, she had claimed that she wanted
more responsibility, but in reality she'd rather fuck her life away
in the presence of vapid courtiers. If push came to shove, she'd
settle for being married off as part of a treaty arrangement. As
long as that would let her spend more time pursuing her hedonistic
tendencies.

She never wanted to control the empire, she'd
rather cede that control to someone else, someone smarter. Someone
more capable. To listen and conform, to breed a family and do what
others said. To give up the stress and the long hours of looking
pretty and instead spend them in pleasure. Obeying.

A switch snapped off, and she was staring at a
blank display, her body pouring with sweat. She wasn't sure how
long she had been focused, but she felt exhausted, thirsty and
tired. She was stunned, as if she had been running a marathon with
both her brain and her body. Maybe she had.

The Instructress walked in front of her
treadmill, facing Adele with her implacable, shiny dome.

“Your material is found to be below average. You
will be improved.”

Below average? What did that mean? Was she going
to be spending more hours brainlessly exercising until she became a
muscle girl for mysterious owners? She was disturbed that her body
juiced at the thought. Rows and rows of girls exercising their
minds away, obeying commands without thought or incentive.

She blinked. The Instructress had moved on, and
was now standing in front of Laine’s treadmill. The old woman was
breathing hard, face red with exertion. She trembled, looking on
the verge of collapse.

“Your material is found to be unsuitable. You
will be improved.”

Sparing her no further attention, the
Instructress moved down the line. Maddy was was not in much better
shape, but at least she didn't look dead on her feet.

“Your material is found to be below average. You
will be improved.”

Finally the Instructress moved to Jaina, who was
standing proud at attention without a hint that she had just gone
through heavy exertion.

“Your material is found to be above average. You
will be improved.”

Adele wondered what kind of improvement they
were talking about. The cadet was already a freak of nature; if
they ‘improved’ her any more she'd be taking first prize in
strength competitions. Weren't they at all afraid that making her a
powerhouse would make her more difficult to control?

Perhaps not. They seemed to show no fear, since
their control collars prevented unwanted behavior so
effectively.

Even if they had no collars, the Instructress
had taken that heavy punch without any apparent damage. What was
her body made of?

She still didn't know who ‘they’ were. Aliens
from beyond the galactic rim? A hive of worker bees? A squad of
naked women controlled by shiny chrome helmets? Or maybe they
needed no outside control, their obedience so deep that they no
longer needed to be triggered, the helmets only existing so they
could report the disobedience of others.

Which one would she like better? Being a
mindless husk, obeying orders so completely that she would betray
her own family? Or knowingly using all her skills to betray others
to her Controller? Either possibility was hot to her, making her
wish that she could scratch the itch, but her sex control harness
had not decided to be cooperative.

Besides, these were fantasies, not reality. They
revved her libido, but could have grave consequences in real life.
She needed to concentrate on finding a way out before her sexual
fantasies became all too real.

Her ability to think was still stunted, but it
was somewhat improved from before. Perhaps the relaxed state
induced by the brainwashing would wear off if she could muster
sufficient will. She strained to make a voluntary move. Her body
wasn’t cooperating yet. She would have to bide her time.

The Instructress smiled at them. “You have been
measured. Your statistics will be used to improve your body for the
Gestalt. You will find it pleasing to be improved. Now, please come
with me.”

She turned and led them through the door of the
gym, her bare ass winking at them. Adele felt compelled to follow,
as if being led by an invisible leash, her eyes dropping into the
luscious crevice rippling in front of her. It was hypnotic in and
of itself, but she knew this was just her libido getting the best
of her, not another active mechanism to ensnare her mind.

Above the swell of the Instructress’ butt was
the rear of her corset, metal pieces hinged and pinned in place.
Above that was the broad slope of her lower back and a tattoo… of
an eye. The Eye.

“No…” she whispered, her mind falling into a
whirlpool of bliss once more.

Her legs worked mechanically, mind locked away
by the fascinating skin rippling throughout the tattooed Eye’s
intricate features. She couldn't look away, didn't want to look
away; she was drowning, reaching for a lifeline that never came,
thoughts sinking deeper into the blue depths from whence they would
remain until someone retrieved her.

She stayed in the depths of the Eye, watching it
watch her back, even when the blue skin that bore the tattoo left
her vision. The Eye was still embedded in her mind, still focused,
destroying her thoughts. Caught in a feedback loop, she could see
only blue. Was only the Blue.

Her world was shaking. Shaken by the Blue Eye?
No, she was being shaken by someone.

She blinked, dispelling the illusion of peace
brought on by the Blue, but she knew it wasn't far away, lurking
nearby under the surface of her thoughts.

“Are you okay?” asked Jaina as she gripped
Adele’s shoulders.

“No, not really,” replied Adele weakly. Her
resistance had been undermined by the experience, and she was
concerned that it wouldn't take much to put her back into a
trance.

She was sitting on the couch, in their duracrete
jail, walls more foreboding than before. Maddy was working on the
door panel, but Laine was missing. She wasn't sure where the old
woman was, but whatever was happening to her, she hoped it hurt.
Spiteful bitch.

She put a hand on her head, a dull headache
rippling through her cranium. “How long have I been out?”

“Only about fifteen minutes since I woke up. You
seem to have been hit harder than us; Maddy regained consciousness
just a little bit before I did.”

She handed Adele a glass of water. “There's a
full kitchenette on the far wall, though it’s devoid of cutlery or
knives. At least we won't starve or die of thirst – there's lots of
e-rations in cold storage.”

Adele took a sip, cool water soothing her scaly,
dry throat. “Thanks,” she said, an upwelling of warmth suffusing
her. She had experienced no human kindness since being captured and
the small gesture touched her.

“What happened to Laine?” She didn't like the
old biddy, but she didn't wish her dead.

“The room moved again and that Instructress
chick took her somewhere beyond the door. I wanted to follow, but I
was prevented.” A faint smell of vomit and a discoloration on the
floor were subtle evidence of another struggle.

“The room moved a second time, so even if Maddy
gets it open, we won't have any idea where we are, or where Laine
has been taken.”

“A smart plan for a prison,” said Adele. “Better
than keeping someone on a deserted island. There might be nowhere
to go even if we do get the door open.”

Jaina pressed one hand to her chest, her
expression shuttered. “I will serve you to the end, my princess. No
matter what happens.”

Maddy cleared her throat. “Ahem! Excuse me, I
have a plan. I am a genius, after all.”

Adele looked quizzically at Jaina, who made neck
cutting gestures. “Shh, don't let her think otherwise!”

Maddy finished fiddling with the door controls
and stood up, hands on her hips. “I heard that!” she declared, in a
nasally voice. “Which one of you will fight me for my honor as a
technical specialist, second class! I have the loans to prove my
intelligence!” She flexed an arm, displaying a general lack of
musculature.

Adele held up her hands, trying to placate the
specialist. “I'm sure you are a top tier genius. We're all just
trying to work together to get out of here.” She shot her a
pleading expression. “Now, what is this plan you speak of?”

Maddy looked at them, skepticism in her eyes.
She lifted the circuit board she was holding in her hands, wires
dangling. “This is a G540, a standard programmable circuit board.
It's used as a control device in many applications, including door
lock mechanisms.”

Adele raised a hand. “How is all this relevant
to our current situation?” She lifted one of her manicured
eyebrows.

“I'm coming to that,” replied Maddy, with a
touch of arrogance. “Normally it would be worth very little, but
with the addition of a sonic manipulator, I might be able to use it
to disable one of our control collars.”

Before Adele could interrupt her again, Maddy
opened her mouth and felt around the side of her cheek. She
extracted a thin, round object with a stubby end.

“Ta da!” She exclaimed.

Adele was impressed. “Stellar!” She remarked.
She scrunched her face into a ball. “What's our plan after that?
The Instructress seems to be made out of rubber. Literally.”

Maddy grabbed the coffee table and knocked a few
chairs out of the way, positioning it against the wall. “We don't
have to boil the whole ocean. Maybe we can try to steal that helmet
off her head. It might contain some more useful gadgetry I can
use.”

She felt around her collar with the sonic
manipulator, rubbing the top of the device against the metallic
surface. A flap opened near the rear. “Bingo!” She said, lips
curving. She started digging around inside, locating the
connections by feel.

Adele knew when she was being ignored, and
looked at Jaina, who was still nursing her hand. “Are you fine with
this plan? Last time it looked like you were the punching bag more
than that creepy drone.”

Jaina grabbed one of the red leather chairs and
squeezed her bulk into it. It looked a bit like she was trying to
fit a watermelon into a tea cup, forcing Adele to stifle a laugh.
She bit her lip and made a strangled sound, trying to avoid
offending one of her only supporters.

Jaina didn't seem to notice, her mind elsewhere.
“What else can we do?” She asked rhetorically.

“If we’re lucky, they're being controlled by
those helmets, and stealing it from her will cut her leash.” She
looked like she was sucking on a prune. “Or make her angry. Maybe
that would force her to stop that damn creepy smile. Shoot, I'm
willing to try.”

“What if they're just getting their marching
orders from those helmets?” asked Adele. “Maybe their identity and
autonomy has been stripped away?”

Jaina gave a monstrous smile and flexed her
fists. “Then we get to find out if they can still feel pain.”

Adele wasn't sure she wanted to know what that
meant. The security cadet's bloodthirstiness was making her
distinctly uncomfortable. She was on the verge of changing the
topic when the door chimed and opened, revealing a straight figure
walking towards them with a halting gait.

None of them recognized the woman. Her skin was
smooth, the hair from her head completely removed, revealing a
shiny, bald pate. She had retained her eyebrows, but the rest of
her body had also been denuded of hair, legs and belly a baby blue
color. All of the skin on her body had taken on a faint blue tinge,
the pigment suffusing every inch. The sex control belt had been
removed, exposing a pleasing V-shape, her vulva slick with
lubrication. Her entire body shined, as if it had been oiled.

Her eyes were glassy and she walked like a
robot, her lips flexing. On the top of her head the number ‘four
three eight’ was stenciled in black. She walked past them without
paying them any attention, stopping at the rear wall and staring
off into space, mumbling gibberish.

The Instructress stepped inside the room, clad
in her usual uniform. Her gaze bored into Jaina’s large bulk. “Come
with me, Four Thirty Nine.”

Jaina was hesitant, but stood and walked towards
the Instructress. She turned her head and gave a parting wave.
“We’ll have to come up with a new plan, we’re out of time. I'll be
alright, just try to find a way out.”

She winked, then left through the door with the
Instructress, leaving them alone in the room with the shiny woman.
Maddy took no notice, continuing her tinkering, despite the
constant nonsense the blank woman chanted.

Adele sat there for a moment, curious, but
afraid to investigate.

“Well?” asked Maddy. “Aren't you going to find
out what happened to Laine? She hates your guts, but she looks
pretty fucked up, and we need to know what they did to her.”

Realization sparked in her mind. This slick,
mind blanked woman must be the wiry old woman cursing at her just a
few hours before. It seemed like a lifetime ago. How long had they
been stuck in this facility?

Laine looked nothing like she had before,
wrinkles smoothed from her body. It was as if thirty years had been
lifted from her. She wasn't a young thing by any stretch, but
whatever process had been used had put weight on her in all the
right places. Her hips had been expanded, chest tightened, and
breasts made less saggy. The overall effect made her body type
somewhat closer to that of the Instructress. She appeared to be a
gaunt looking woman in her mid forties, careworn, but not bad
looking.

Rejuvenation treatments were starting to come in
vogue for the wealthy, but she had never seen someone up close who
had gone through the process. That was cutting edge technology, and
enormously expensive. Who were these people? What were they
planning on doing to them?

She walked up to the changed woman, inspecting
her more closely. Her face had been smoothed over, peaks and
valleys evened out. Some sort of oily substance had been applied to
her body, making it shine under the harsh white light of their
prison. Adele reached out a hand and touched her shoulder, running
a finger over the slick surface.

The woman known as Laine took no notice, her
voice continuing to chant. “Blue is… beautiful. Four Thirty Eight
is beautiful. Blue is beautiful. Obedience is beautiful. Obedience
is Blue.” Her voice had a slight hitch between each repetition.

Adele rubbed her fingers together, the substance
making them feel slippery. On a whim, she smelled the liquid. It
wasn't unpleasant, similar in texture to a combination of cinnamon
and honey. Not sickly sweet, but in a pleasing balance. It made her
want to sit and think of fresh apple pies and wide open spaces.

She caught herself starting to drift and dropped
her hand to her side. Shit, that stuff was addictive. She couldn't
imagine having her entire body coated with it. No wonder Laine was
out of it. All they had to do was wind her up like a puppet and let
her go. The soporific effect of the oil would suppress her will as
any lessons they taught worked themselves deeper into the victim’s
mind.

She backed off, fear blossoming. If she got too
close to Laine’s oiled body, she might lose herself in the fantasy.
She brushed her fingers over the sofa, doing her best to remove the
oil from her fingers, but some of it had already been absorbed into
her skin. She resisted the temptation to smell it again.

“Maddy?” She said, concern in her voice.
“They've slathered some kind of addictive substance all over her
body. I can't get close without starting to lose my mind.”

“Lovely,” muttered Maddy. “I'm stuck here with a
slut and a drone.”

“What was that?” asked Adele, her brow
furrowed.

“Never mind!” said Maddy loudly. “I think I've
almost got it… yes, that's it.”

A circuit board was dangling loose from her
collar via several thin wires. “I think I have this sorted. If I’ve
done this right, I’ve disabled the routine that causes
dizziness.”

She gave the room a once over. “Laine looks
fucked. Maybe we could try to wash her off in the sonic
shower?”

“No good,” replied Adele. We’d get that gunk all
over our hands and I'm already having issues stopping myself from
smelling my fingers.”

“In that case, we need to execute a plan before
we all end up like Laine. We don't have a lot of options, and, no
offense, but I don't really trust you.”

Adele raised a hand. “None taken. What's your
idea?”

“You distract that thing calling herself an
Instructress, and I'll slip around behind her. I'll try to get her
helmet off. I think with the knowledge I’ve gathered with this
collar I may be able to incapacitate her and get us out of
here.”

“That plan sounds terrible. Let's do it.”

Adele was willing to try anything if it stood a
chance of getting them away from the bizarre training grounds. She
could already feel strange temptations trying to work themselves
into her consciousness.

“Great. Uh… I guess we wait.” Maddy pulled a
chair up near the entry hatch and twiddled her thumbs, not looking
particularly communicative.

Adele sat too, the inflated dildos in her sex
control belt pressing deeper inside. She flexed a little, doing her
best to accommodate the device. Escaping their cell wouldn't solve
all their problems. She would still be a collared slave, even if
she was free to wander the facility. It was quite possible that the
nausea caused by the collar wasn’t their only method of
control.

Her thoughts hadn't had a chance to wander for
long before the hatch chimed once more. Adele stood, ready to
fulfill her role as a distraction, but she was stunned at the woman
who walked back into the room. It was Jaina, but one that was
unrecognizable. Weight had been subtracted from parts of her frame,
redistributed to make her look stunning.

Her face was less chunky and more symmetrical,
nose straightened. Large, saggy breasts were firmer and more well
defined. Her arms were still muscled, but were more svelte. Instead
of a heavy bruiser, she had been turned into an athletic woman. Her
body had been coated with the oily substance, her skin taking on
that familiar shade of blue.

Like Laine, there was now a number imprinted on
the top of her head: ‘Four Thirty Nine.’ She was chanting, too,
lips moving in time with each step she made.

Adele stood to the side and let her pass,
disturbed by how much these transformations were turning her on.
She didn't really like the idea of her compatriots being turned
into mindless blue women, did she?

The Instructress came in after Jaina, an
inscrutable smile affixed to her face. Maddy slid to the side of
the door, her eyes flicking in Adele's direction.

Adele pasted a fake smile onto her face and
thrust herself in front of the Instructress, preventing her from
entering far enough for the hatch to shut. “Hello!” She chirped,
letting her voice bubble into bimbo territory.

“Can you tell me why we're here? Why does
everyone seem so blue? That's the color of unhappiness, right? Why
are you so blue? Were you made that way?”

She fired questions as fast as she could, not
waiting for an answer. The Instructress said nothing, her body
impassive. Maddy made her move, sidling up behind the
Instructress.

Adele did her best to put all her focus on the
woman’s luscious lips, worried that she might blind herself if she
stared at the shiny dome, or give the game away by looking at
Maddy. Maddy was fiddling with something behind the Instructress.
She could feel nausea starting to build behind her eyes, a throb of
pain in her temple. The world was turning into a slideshow, vertigo
taking hold.

What was taking so long? Had the plan failed?
Was the helmet glued to her head? Wait, was that movement she
spotted?

“Got it!” Yelled Maddy with glee, the shiny
chrome dome flipping up over the Instructress’ head, clutched in
Maddy’s grip. The vertigo Adele had been suffering evaporated.

Sudden shock gripped Adele. The number ‘four
fifty’ was tattooed high on the Instructress’ skull, her dark blue
head completely bald. Her eyes appeared unfocused. They blinked
rapidly in the sudden light, a milky white film blanketing her
dilated pupils. The woman was either blind or hadn't needed to see
anything in some time.

The biggest shock was not her bald visage. She
knew this woman! Her features had been altered, smoothed out like
her shipmates, but the angular visage and bushy eyebrows of her
relative had been retained. It was undeniable.

“Aunt Clara?”

Her formerly pudgy body had been remodeled, the
astrophysicist altered into an unnatural beauty. The last time she
had seen her aunt she had been a bit dumpy, a product of desk work
and a predilection for baked goods. Now her head didn't look like
it matched her body, as if it had been transplanted onto a new,
attractive model.

Adele's heart lurched. The Instructress, her
aunt, was no longer smiling. She turned, and reached a hand out to
Maddy, who had stumbled through the open door. “Return my
Amplifier,” she said, her voice raw. “Return it now.”

Maddy waved the helmet from beyond the door,
backing up farther. “Come on!” She yelled at Adele.

Adele wanted more time to think things through,
but the opportunity was slipping away. She jumped towards the
hatch, elbowing the Instructress aside. Her captor bounced off the
frame of the hatch and fell on her butt.

The Instructress made no attempt to grab her,
sitting calmly on her ass and staring at the escapees as they ran.
“I need my Amplifier,” she said again, her voice repeating the
instruction as if it would be obeyed.

Adele ignored her. Catching up with Maddy, they
rushed headlong away from the room they had been locked in for days
or weeks, the terror of being converted lending them speed.

 



Chapter Three

There were many doors leading off the corridor
they were running down, large black letters stenciled on each of
them. Maddy stopped in front the room labeled “CONVERSION O-5.”

The door slid open without protest, revealing a
rectangular chamber with a large machine at one end. There were two
round openings in the machine, a flat metal platform on rails
leading into each tunnel. A few doors were off to the side, one of
which led to a small observation room with a long pane of glass. A
few tanks of gas on a cart sat in one corner, and two metallic
examination chairs were mounted next to each other in the center of
the chamber.

The chair on the right was empty, but a woman’s
body sat in the other. Curiosity getting the better of her, Adele
walked up to the chair, gasping for breath. Maddy, less curious
about the room’s occupant, scanned the chamber and started looking
through the doors on the perimeter of the room for a possible
escape route.

The woman appeared to be in her twenties, not
much older than Adele. Her breasts were large, body a bright blue,
and her head bald. Her smooth blue skin stretched enticingly over a
bare chest and down to her vagina, which was bare of hair. She was
staring at the ceiling, her pale green eyes as blank as a sheet of
paper.

This woman must be further along in the process
if she was missing her hair, though she hadn’t yet been assigned a
number. What, precisely, that process entailed was beyond her. As
the training and body modifications were applied, they seemed to
have the effect of homogenizing their captives. They were all
gravitating towards the same body type and color. Their hair was
being removed. Perhaps they were being remade to reflect someone’s
sick fantasy?

She could think of numerous reasons for someone
to run this kind of slave operation, but none of them would want to
attract the attention kidnapping a princess would bring.

Maybe they didn't know what they had? None of
her captors had given any sign that they knew her value. That was a
possibility, but the presence of her aunt argued against it.
Someone had to be targeting her family, unless her aunt’s presence
was simply a coincidence. But why?

Adele was tempted to touch the woman’s chest,
but this was neither the time nor the place. The chastity belt she
wore wouldn't allow her to pleasure herself anyway. The woman was
mouthing words, whispering them into the cold, recycled air.

Adele leaned over her body, the rigid woman’s
nipples trailing over her own. She turned her head to the side and
listened, trying to make out the words.

“I stand and watch, my mind a vessel… for
obedience. The cup overflows, the water drains. Thoughts run out,
obedience drips in, every drop seeping deeper into my mind. I drink
from the cup, the obedience replacing rebellion, my thoughts
escaping.”

“I watch the eye as my heart beats, one with the
Blue. It controls me, filters my thoughts until only obedience
remains. I bend, bend to the will of the Blue. I am Blue.”

The speech continued, more metaphors flowing
from dewy lips. “I genuflect, holding the pose as I stare into the
deep, Blue depths of my mind. I dive, deep into the ocean of
thought, beyond and not among them. I am the dagger, I pierce my
soul and destroy resistance, leaving only the bright core of Blue
obedience.”

“Forget her,” said Maddy, breaking into the
drone of obedience that had captivated Adele. “She's already lost.
We need to save ourselves.”

Adele came to with a start, dropping the woman's
hands. She wasn't aware that she had been holding them, her
concentration so deep. She gasped, remembering to breathe again.
Some time was missing from her memory, and she was surprised to
find that she couldn't remember what she had been doing. It was all
gibberish, but it had a dangerous, alluring appeal to it.

She let go of the woman's hands and they relaxed
back into the cool metallic embrace of the chair. As the woman laid
back, the chair’s footrest raised up and extended until it matched
the platform leading to the larger machine.

There was a whirring noise, and the woman slid
down the chair on her back onto a conveyor belt, her body moving
towards the machine until her legs rolled into the opening.

“I embrace the Blue,” the woman said, smiling as
she slid inside the machine.

It was probably for the best. The woman was too
far gone already. She would be in that woman's place now if she
hadn't escaped with Maddy. She trembled, wondering what it would be
like to let go and let herself slide into the machine like a snake
molting, leaving behind her old rational self and taking on a slave
persona. She wouldn't have to think any more, just listen to others
and obey.

The thought gave her a delicious tingle, but she
wasn't willing to give up quite yet. An idea occurred to her.
“Maddy, this machine has to lead somewhere outside the jail. Have
you found another access? A maintenance tunnel. A closet,
anything?”

Maddy shook her head, expression forlorn. She
pointed at the machine. “The only way out of this I can see is
through that.” She cracked a grin. “We better make it quick before
they catch up to us. Do you want to go first? Or should I?” She
didn't seem terribly enthused.

There was a twitch of delight rushing up from
Adele's vagina, the blank face of the woman being swallowed by the
machine drifting through her mind.

“I volunteer,” she said, hiding her arousal.

She climbed into the chair and laid back, her
legs tight together, arms akimbo. She stared at the ceiling and
tried very hard not to think about the strange mantras she had
heard from the brainwashed woman. At least she hadn’t been
subjected to the pre-brainwashing that poor woman must have gone
through. The conveyor started to roll, her body slipping down onto
the platform into the machine, the black space looming ahead of
her.

“Good luck!” Said Maddy, her face intruding from
her right side, scuttling her thoughts. “I'll meet you on the other
side.”

She could do little but nod, her legs rolling
into the dark tube. She kept her arms together, trembling as the
bright lights of the conversion room faded from sight.

Her body kept moving in the dark, the tube
constraining her movement. She hadn't felt like confiding in Maddy,
but she was claustrophobic, and being stuck in the small tube was
terrifying. A panic response was building in her chest, butterflies
trembling. She felt sick, an urge to flee building, her heart
racing.

There was light somewhere ahead, she only needed
to hold on for a few more moments. The tunnel went from dark to lit
in a burst of light, varying patterns filling the concave top. Her
body was hurtling through a tunnel of patterns of every color,
violet and green lights interlaced with red and blue in dizzying
fractals.

Her mind scrabbled, unable to focus on any
particular spot. Her eyes started to lock on the pinpricks of blue
interlaced with the other colors. She could almost see an image
hidden under the noise, something beyond her understanding.

The mesmerizing lights were dangerous, but
having a panic attack in the confined space would be worse. She
allowed herself to drift and look for the blue patterns, hoping
they could ease the pounding of her heart.

It was a bit like cloud watching. Was that an
elephant drinking from a watering can? Or a bee kissing the eye of
a buttercup? Whatever she was seeing blurred past, replaced with
another image just as quickly, flashing into her unconscious brain
as they slipped by.

It was several minutes before she noticed that
the tunnel had filled with sound, a soothing voice talking to her
in short sentences, helping her mind to relax. It was nice
listening to the soft voice helping to calm her fears. All she
needed to do was watch and let the trance deepen.

“Subject is relaxed. Subject will be reinforced.
Subject will drift deeper. Subject is already a slave.”

The more the voice talked, the more she believed
it. She hung onto every word as if it was a lifeline. It pulled her
mind out of her body and turned it to jelly, allowing her to
imagine that she was elsewhere.

She was drifting, dressed in a fine, blue
chemise. The material was so sheer that it left nothing to the
imagination, her nipples tenting the fabric, showing any onlooker
her obvious arousal. A man was there, from one of the outer courts,
down on his knee. He was proposing, telling her that he worshipped
the ground she trod.

Or was it a woman? Yes, it was a woman. She was
blue and bald, mouth stretched into an eternal smile. She was
leaning forward, puffy lips dipping into Adele’s pussy, a gentle
tongue laving her labia. After every lick, the woman looked up at
her with adoring eyes. A number was imprinted on the top of her
head - ‘Two Ten.’ Who was this drone that was licking her out?

The strange imagery was enough to jolt her out
of her trance. The lights and voices left behind, her body traveled
down a conveyor that bent through a white room in a snake like
pattern. Machinery and consoles were interspersed with robotic arms
arrayed around the belt, working on the bodies that traveled down
the sinuous line.

Near the other end of the room where the
conveyor belt disappeared into a wall she could see the woman who
had been loaded into the machine before her. The robot arms were
doing something to her body, an expression of bliss on her blank
face. Was it just her imagination, or did the woman seem to be more
blue than when she had gone into the tube? Her breasts seemed
somewhat enlarged as well, though that could just be a trick of her
eyes.

She felt as though cold water had been thrown
onto her bare chest. If she didn't get off the conveyor now, those
robotic arms would modify her body again. There was a vague urge to
relax and see what might happen, but she rejected it as a tool of
the enemy. If she gave up now, she wasn't sure whether she'd have
the will left to continue resisting the slavery being woven into
her mind.

She rolled to the right, limbs stiff and achy.
Her legs didn't react as quick as she thought they would, flying
out in a useless jumble. She fell a few feet to the bare, duracrete
floor, impacting her right knee and side against the hard surface.
The wet slap and sudden pain spiked through her body, clearing away
the cobwebs from the earlier attempted brainwashing.

“Shit, that will leave a bruise.” She untangled
herself, favoring her left side as a dull ache radiated from her
right. There was actually less pain than she might have expected.
Had the body modifications she had already undergone made her more
resistant to injury?

She looked at her knee, rubbing it to try and
reduce the pain. Did it look a little more blue than before? Maybe
her trip through the tunnel had altered her further.

She examined the rest of her body thoroughly,
and came to the conclusion that she had indeed been changed again.
Her skin felt more rubbery than before, as if it had been
plasticized, and the blue pigment had deepened. She wasn't yet
close to looking like what had become of her aunt, but a few more
trips through the tunnel and she might end up a carbon copy.

Her hips and waist were still thin, so the body
shape alterations must be done elsewhere. She looked at the robot
arms, then at another woman on the conveyor, who was moaning with
pleasure as they manipulated her breasts. Was this the room where
that kind of work was done?

If she got back on the conveyor and let the
robots alter her more, maybe she would come out the other end a
perfect blue slave, the number ‘Four Forty’ stenciled on her head.
She'd be assigned a shiny helmet and help capture other pretty
girls to turn into Blue Drones.

She pinched herself. The fantasies were getting
out of control again. She needed some relief, but this damn
chastity belt she wore was preventing that from happening. Manual
stimulation of her breasts just wasn't enough. If she started
playing with them she knew she'd just end up more frustrated than
before.

Legs emerged from the hollow tunnel she had just
come out of, soon followed by the rest of Maddy's body. There was a
smile fixed to her angular face, and she was chanting, her frosted
blue lips fitting themselves around every word.

“I am a Blue woman. I am a slave, yes. Trance me
deeper, I will obey.”

She was making no move to get off the conveyor,
so Adele grabbed her by the shoulders and shook her. “Snap out of
it! You're not a slave!”

Maddy’s lips kept moving, but her face seemed
confused. Still, she took no action to escape the conveyor. Adele
swore, putting her hands under Maddy’s back and lifting her up,
rolling her off the other side of the belt. There came a loud thump
and a cry of pain. Too bad. If she hadn’t been injured by her fall,
then Maddy should be just fine.

A moment later, Maddy’s head rose up from the
other side of the conveyor. She glared at Adele, clutching her
elbow. “Was that really necessary?”

Adele gestured at the other woman on the
conveyor. Her body was moving through rubber flaps, the swell of
her breasts brushing against them as her body slipped into another
room.

“Would you rather be her? Mind blasted into
accepting your fate?”

Maddy peered at the woman as her head ducked out
of view. “I don't know, was she pushed onto a duracrete floor by a
crazy princess?”

“Look at her, she has no hair.” Adele rubbed her
own skull, surprised to realize that her trip through the tunnel
had made another change she had not been aware of. “I have no
hair.”

She pointed at Maddy. “YOU have no hair.”

Maddy rubbed her scalp. Sure enough, there
wasn't even a hint of black left, her bald, blue skull a shiny
mass. “Maybe I traded it all for my amazing brain.”

Adele frowned. “Sarcasm does not become you. You
were just as mind blasted as I was, admit it.”

Maddy looked embarrassed. “Yeah, well, I would
have gotten better before I got turned into a slab of meat like
little miss blue over there.”

They both knew that was a lie, but Adele didn't
feel like alienating her. Nobody wanted to be there, and at least
Maddy was trying to help.

“Come on,” said Adele. “Let's get out of
here.”

Maddy grunted her assent, vaulting over the
conveyor with her good arm. Together, they marched around the
conveyor belt and off to the end of the room where the woman had
vanished.

Next to the conveyor was a metal door, with a
window pane that had diamond cross hatching. Above the door in
black letters was stenciled ‘ENHANCEMENT O-5.’

Maddy jiggled the door handle. “Locked,” she
said, stating the obvious. Her body froze up. “You had better come
see this.”

Adele sidled up to Maddy and squeezed in next to
her, peering through the window. The next room was a long,
rectangular box, the conveyor belt traveling the entire length to
the other end. Standing on either side of the conveyor belt were
rows of women, their skin colored blue.

Their features were hidden by black rubber gas
masks, hoses slung over their shoulders, leading up to large, green
tanks of some sort of gas. Their bodies were shined with oil,
glimmering in the harsh, bright light. Each woman had a different
number imprinted on the forehead of their mask in white
letters.

As she watched, one of the women dipped her
hands in a container situated to her left, a drippy, gooey
substance clinging to them as they withdrew. She then began to
slather the substance onto the woman on the conveyor belt in front
of her, sliding her hands back and forth in a regular pattern. A
second woman next to her did something similar, slathering the goop
on and around the mindless woman's breasts.

At this point, Adele had to look away as she was
getting quite aroused. She could easily imagine herself as either
the victim or a willing volunteer at her own station, dipping her
hands into the liquid and rubbing them over a newly minted
slave.

“This is insane,” said Adele. “What is going on
here?”

Maddy kept looking, her eyes taking the strange
scene in. “I don't know,” she replied. “But this is some kind of
fetish factory for wet dreams. I’d like to get rubbed down,
wouldn't you?”

She gave Adele a hearty wink and gave a fake
laugh. “Beats running for your life, that's for sure.”

Adele took her at face value. Maddy was probably
just over stressed from dealing with this strange place. She'd like
to break down herself and cry it out, but they were going to need
some kind of backbone to get through this nightmare. And dammit,
she was the princess! She should be the one setting the example,
not thinking about how hot it would be to hold Maddy down and
finger her clit!

“Let’s try the other doors,” said Adele, trying
hard to focus on their escape attempt instead of Maddy's curvy,
blue body. “I don't really want to put myself back on that
conveyor.”

Maddy nodded assent, and they both began to try
the doors in the other parts of the room. None of the others were
labeled, except for one, large windowless pair that had ‘GESTALT’
stenciled in block letters.

Adele took hold of the handle and twisted it
gently, doing her best to make little noise. The door failed to
open, a red electronic pad glaring at her from one side. Dismayed,
Adele found herself fighting back tears. She was very close to
being undone, much closer than Adele wanted to admit, even to
herself.

Her mind was still fixed on the other room. The
idea of brainwashed hands rubbing that gel into every crevice of
her body was truly mind blowing. Submitting to ‘them,’ whoever they
were, was getting a lot more attractive than it should be.

And now one blasted door was in her way! She
kicked it in a fit of pique. Maddy put one hand on her shoulder.
“Calm down, it's okay.”

She pulled the sonic manipulator out of her
mouth and pried open the panel on the door reader. “It should take
only a moment,” she murmured.

Adele almost giggled at Maddy with relief. Maddy
stuck her tongue out while she worked, realigning wires with gentle
delicacy. “There!” She exclaimed. “Nothing to it!”

The door opened with a sigh, sweeping inwards on
well oiled hinges, revealing a long, empty hallway. Down either
side bumpers were installed to prevent the walls from being dinged
by heavy equipment.

Maddy took the lead, walking down the hallway
without looking at Adele. “Tell me, Adele, what's it like to be a
princess? To have everyone fawning over you.”

Adele did her best to keep up with Maddy's long
strides. “It's exhausting,” she replied. “Fame follows you like
glue. The more you try to scrape your fans off, the more they adore
you. They want to know every little detail about your life, such as
what brand of sock you’re wearing, and whether you look bloated
from drinking too much water.”

“One time my father decided he wanted to take us
skiing. I had a vid stalker follow me the entire trip! He even
tried to steal one of my skis as a souvenir when I took a tumble! I
chased after him like an ogre and hit him over the head with my
helmet!”

Adele stopped, laughing at the story now that it
was years away, and the fear of being followed no longer bit her so
deeply. Her voice turned grim. “They found him the next day in a
tree well. The official report was suffocation; an accident, but I
knew better. Daddy decided to take the trash out.”

Her eyes were haunted. “That is the privilege of
being ‘elite.’”

Maddy didn't seem too impressed. “Well, your
father is a right bastard, that's true. I'm not surprised to learn
he has such a low regard for human life. Still, I can't say I know
what it's like to go on a ski trip, all expenses paid.”

Her tone was frosty. “I lived in a desert city,
with my old pappy. He scratched a hard living out of a scrapyard
and old tech. That's where I learned all my skills.” She thumped
her breastbone.

“We were never rich enough to go on vacation. I
lived in hand me downs my whole life, fixing what could not be
bought.” Her eyes were hard. “I was bullied, big time. ‘Elite’ is
just another bad word to me.”

She hunched over and started walking again.
Adele bit her lip. There were other, darker things her father had
done. If she could only explain so that Maddy understood… no, what
had happened to her maid was all her fault. If she couldn’t justify
what she had done to herself, how could she make Maddy
understand?

Adele rushed to catch up. “Who cares!” she
exclaimed.

“In not a princess here! We're all equally
screwed in the eyes of this place, and…” she grabbed Maddy's
shoulder, “...if we don't work together, we’ll all end up as blue
drones.”

Maddy shook Adele's arm off her shoulder, but
her stance wasn't quite as stilted. “You might be right, but don't
push it. I can’t just shake my feelings off that easily.”

Adele took her hand back and clutched it to her
chest, folding her hands together. She really wanted to make at
least one friend in this awful place, but it was clear this was as
close as she could get for now.

Together they reached the far end of the long
corridor, a ramp sloping upwards. At the end of the hall was
another hallway, this one dotted with doors of all kinds. To the
right, a well lit corridor was marked with ‘GESTALT.’ There were
red stripes running down the walls and some text that her tired
eyes weren’t able to read from this distance.

They tried a few of the doors, but when none of
them budged, they shrugged and proceeded down the corridor.

There came a low thumping sound, in a regular
beat. As they walked further down, it became louder, a regular
rhythm, as if it was an accompaniment for an invisible song. Adele
found that it was worming its way into her head, difficult to
ignore.

She put a finger in one of her ears and twisted.
No, the beat was still there, plugging an ear didn't seem to reduce
its intensity. The vibration was bouncing through her body. She
even caught herself starting to walk in the same rhythm as the
beat.

“Are you hearing that?” She asked Maddy.

Maddy seemed oblivious, walking in mincing
steps, her feet walking in time to the beat. Adele grabbed her
shoulder and shook it. “Stop listening to it! It's addictive!”

Maddy made a faint cry of distress, but her feet
kept moving forward in rhythm. Nerveless fingers dropped the chrome
helmet she had been carrying to the floor with a soft thump. Adele
wanted to grab her and get them out of there, but found that her
feet wouldn't alter course, either. Something had caught them in
its thrall and was forcing them to the end of the hallway.

Red markings on the walls and signs that she
didn't remember seeing before jumped into her vision. “WARNING:
Untuned Drones may not cross beyond this point without proper
supervision. Dangerous brain patterns may cause brain wipe.”

Something was controlling their movements. She
could feel it infiltrating her brain, making her thoughts move
slower, as if they needed to flow in time with the slow beats. Her
heartbeat was synchronizing as well, arms swinging in time.

A door from a side passage opened and a nude,
blue woman stepped through. Her head was bald, like Four Fifty’s.
Unlike her aunt, however, she wore no helmet, and her skin was dark
blue, as if she had been born that way. Her face was rounded, doll
like, and the number five was imprinted on top of her skull.

Clear, blue eyes stared at their bodies with
distaste as they walked themselves towards the end of the hall. She
seemed unaffected by the rhythm, keeping pace with them by choice
rather than any inherent need to follow the beat.

Her lips bent into a smile, fake amusement not
reflected in her eyes. “What have we here, a bevy of lost little
lambs?” Her voice was patronizing, a syrupy sweet soprano.

“Help,” Adele gasped, the word difficult to get
out between the heavy beats that jerked her body forward.

“Help?” The lady laughed, deep in her throat.
“How should I help you? Should I help you in the same way I was
helped by your Empire?” She flicked her painted green nails in
dismissal.

“No, in fact I think I've helped you quite
enough. I’m just glad I get to watch as the last vestige of free
will is squeezed from His daughter like a swollen pimple.”

She watched like a vulture, her arms folded,
studying Adele's face with blatant glee. Adele felt true fear. This
woman clearly had some sort of unknown vendetta against her, and
appeared more than willing to abandon her to be mind wiped.

As their feet continued to march, they came upon
double doors with another sign. An accompanying pictograph had a
humanoid outline bent over, a spike intersecting with its skull.
“DANGER: Untuned Drones may experience rapid dissociation and lose
all free will. Do not bring any Untuned Drones through this door
without proper authorization. CHR 7.12”

The door was coming up quick. She needed to take
action now or she would probably be thinking very little about
anything in the future. She tried to turn around, to do anything to
break herself away from the dreadful marching, but the signals she
was sending to her legs refused to obey. With every moment she was
becoming more robotic, her arms swinging in time to the beat. Her
mouth dropped open, slack, the pupils in her eyes dilating.

Resisting was so difficult, she needed to relax
and listen to the beat, move to the beat, feel the beat deep inside
her. As the last vestige of thought drifted away, a manic smile
fixed itself to her face. The beat was wonderful to listen to, it
made her body move so freely. Those silly thoughts were smoothed
away so she could listen more closely, lockstep those feet and keep
walking.

The door filled her vision. She had forgotten
why it had seemed so dangerous before. She would walk right up and
through them, and keep walking forever, wound up by the beat that
echoed through the empty halls of her mind.

She was about to enter through the doors, an arm
lifting to press against their surface, when a blue arm thrust
itself in front of her like a crossing guard.

“Stop!” Came an imperious command, and Adele
stopped.

It was Four Fifty, unseeing eyes gazing at them
from an inscrutable countenance. She was still unsmiling, her
imposing body blocking their path. She exuded ineffable authority
that she seemed to lack while she was assuming her role as the
Instructress. From somewhere far away an excited thrill tingled
through Adele’s body.

“You are unready to face the raw Gestalt. You
will turn around.”

Adele obeyed the command, her brain as soft as
jelly from the overwhelming beat that still thrummed inside her.
From the corner of her vision she could see Maddy also obey, her
nubile breasts jiggling as she spun to follow the command. In front
of them stood the new blue lady, number five. She was frowning.

“Why am I being overruled? I thought I had
supreme authority on this matter.” Her expression was
thunderous.

Four Fifty stepped to the side of Adele and
Maddy, who remained still, their bodies vibrating to the beat. The
Instructress faced the angry woman, her lips impassive. “Hive does
not agree with this path. Revenge does not benefit Hive.”

Number five’s eyes sparked, her fists clenched.
“I will have satisfaction. You will regret balking me.”

“Hive does not regret. Hive adapts.”

“We agreed. Why is the plan being changed?” She
peered at Four Fifty with a piercing gaze. “You Owe me.”

Four Fifty pursed her lips. “You are a queen,
but we are Hive. We obey you, but you obey Her. We all obey
Her.”

“Why is the deal being altered? I demand to know
why!”

Four Fifty’s eyes flickered, as if she was
listening to another intelligence. She tilted her neck back and
cranked her mouth open. Inside was a dazzling light display, bright
rays shining from a large globe nestled in the back of the woman’s
throat. Adele found herself unable to look away, fixed utterly on
the irresistible blue iridescence shimmering over the globe. The
background pulse of the Gestalt seemed far away; this was pure hive
essence, reaching out to her from its vessel.

Number five blinked and lifted her right fist
above her ample left breast. “I obey Hive.”

Four Fifty’s jaw dropped shut, breaking the
mesmerizing light. Adele’s mind fluttered like a trapped insect,
the intense, indefinable presence now masked from her bruised
brain. The beat of Hive now took priority once more, her brief
awareness being pounded underneath the raw rhythm.

“Take these two for processing, then return
here. Hive would commune with you.”

Number five saluted with an open palm, her
expression dour. “Material, follow me. You will be converted. You
will obey.”

“I will obey. I am Blue.” The chorus came from
both her and Maddy’s lips, the reply welling up from somewhere deep
inside, unbidden.

Number five began to march, her supple legs
matching the beat of the Hive’s Gestalt. Adele found herself
marching in time, her eyes drawn to the pleasing swell of number
five’s butt. The woman was her enemy, but like the rest of the blue
women around here, her body was perfectly proportioned.

As they marched farther from the overwhelming
rhythm of the hive, Adele collected herself in the cracks of her
mind. She wasn't brain smoothed yet. As long as some vestige of
herself remained, she would continue to fight. Even though it
appeared to be a war she was rapidly losing.

Her legs pumped in time with Maddy’s, eating up
ground as they were drawn to the next step of their conversion.
What would be left of them after they were processed? Adele
hardened her heart. She would hold on tight. For her sister, if no
one else.

They made a left turn, then another. Adele's
legs were starting to get tired, but she still couldn't find the
free will to stop moving. Her thoughts flowed more freely without
the heaviness of the beat to suppress them, but voluntary movement
was still beyond reach. She looked at Maddy, wondering if she was
having any better luck, only to see Maddy's eyes looking back at
her.

She was unable to give Maddy a smile, but she
found herself able to flutter one eye lash, receiving a semi-wink
in return. At least there was something still there after the Hive
had beat her mind into submission. It gave her some faint hope that
they might make it through the process without turning into another
hive drone. A vague hope to be sure, but hope nonetheless.

Up ahead, there was a door. “CONVERSION O-5.”
Her heart lurched. Surely number five didn't mean to run them
through the machine again. She wasn't certain she would make it out
the other end with her brain intact. Her last experience had
already given her a strange attraction to nude, blue women.

Despite her concerns, all she could manage were
small whining noises as the doors opened and they marched into the
chamber. The dentist chair was back in a neutral position, the
chamber otherwise empty. Maddy and Adele were lined up behind the
chair, facing the round tunnel on the far side of the room. Faint
patterns of lights sparkled in the distance, lights that would be
sparkling in their minds again soon.

Number five stepped up to Adele and looked her
in the face, hate sparking, but under control. “Material, you will
be Droned. Drones have no need of sex control, they are controlled
via the Gestalt. Reward will be given on a schedule depending on
your role.”

Number five dipped and pressed her hands into
the belt that had gripped Adele’s sex for what had seemed like an
eternity. She had been given little stimulation up until now; she
wondered if there would be more in the future. Was it because she’d
been such a bad Material? The thought was perhaps a bit more
exciting than she would have liked.

The belt dropped to the ground with a clunk,
cool air running over her sweaty pubes. The desire to massage
herself was quenched by the knowledge that she might not be walking
out of this room a free woman. She wouldn't actually be walking at
all, the comfortable conveyor ready to take her to a land of dreams
and blue women.

Maddy's belt was also removed, and she was
commanded to take her place on the second chair. Her eyes followed
Adele's as her body obeyed number five, her butt squeezing itself
onto the preformed shape in the plastic seat.

She laid back, the chair taking her weight. Her
lips struggled to form words. “I'll meet you there on the other
side,” she managed before her body was carried away on the whisper
quiet conveyor belt.

“No, Four Thirty Seven, You won’t,” remarked
Five, angry eyes watching her body as it was sucked into the
tube.

Her eyes settled on Adele, who stood there
waiting her turn. Now that the moment had arrived, she was rather
excited. Maybe that was a side effect of the brainwashing she had
received so far, or her sexuality talking, but if they transformed
her body like the others she'd end up smoking hot. A gorgeous blue
Drone.

She had always been able to inspire others to
get into bed with her. Wasn't this a natural extension of her quest
for beauty? Only, before, it hadn't involved brainwashing and body
modification.

“Four Forty,” said Five, her eyes staring
daggers, “Step into the chair.”

Under the close watch of the one who claimed to
be a queen, she rolled herself over the side into the bucket chair,
keeping her legs straight. She folded her arms in her lap.

It would be like an amusement park ride, through
the tunnel. Nothing to worry about. She had done it once before,
this time couldn’t be worse. Her body started to shudder again,
claustrophobia taking over. The deep seated fear was already
generating an anxiety response, and she hoped that the lights would
come again soon to take away her irrational fear.

The drum beats of the Hive Gestalt felt far away
now, their regular rhythm silenced. She couldn't hold onto that
mindlessness to assuage her fears. If she had been capable of doing
so, her mind might already be under Hive’s control. Maybe she
already was. She was finding it impossible to command herself to
flip out of the chair. While her brain had been distracted, they
had somehow taken control of her body away from her.

Or had they? Had they only managed to convince
her of that fact? Had she even really tried to escape since she had
voyaged through the machine? She tried to move a limb, to twitch an
arm, but nothing happened. If she did still retain the ability to
break Hive’s control, she didn't have the time to figure it out
now.

At her crotch, a flap spring open and a rubber
intruder pressed into her vulva. Prelubricated, it slipped inside
with no effort, spearing her vagina. There came a small jolt, and
the dildo began to vibrate while pulsing in and out in a rotating
fashion.

She couldn't stop the small cry that escaped her
lips, the unexpected stimulation a low buzz in her nether
regions.

“Enjoy your trip,” said number five with an evil
smile. “I will make sure to enjoy you when you are Ours.” She
licked one neon green fingernail with her blue tongue, stretching
it further than seemed humanly possible.

The back of the seat flipped down, her head
dropping to horizontal. The image of number five stuck with her as
she rolled onto the conveyor, overlaid on the gray ceiling. The
dildo pulsed, and she dropped into darkness.

With nothing to hold onto but her fear as the
black became overwhelming, she did her best to concentrate on the
pleasure. It was probably what they wanted, but in total
deprivation it was the only physical thing she could cling to. Her
mind wanted to spin in useless speculation about what would happen
if the walls started to close in, her helpless body crushed into a
grotesque caricature.

It wasn't working as well as she had hoped. Her
mind still trembled with fear, even as her body reacted to the
twirling intruder. The fear diluted with arousal made for a heady
mix, body high strung, unable to know whether it needed to flee or
to accept the forced pleasure.

Before it became intolerable, the light show
returned. She welcomed it when it arrived, unable to handle the
conflicting reactions dueling in her mind. It was so much easier to
watch the pretty flashing patterns, to let them take her on a
fantastical ride to help her escape from the harsh reality.

The tube around her faded, replaced with dancing
patterns overlaid in blue. She was dreaming again, or
hallucinating. The sky was blue, stretching out over the horizon. A
huge, silver pitcher was suspended on a wooden platform.

A nude, blue woman rang a bell, a cheerful smile
fixed to her face. Her body shone, as if someone's hands had
smoothed over every inch of her body with blue oil. She grasped a
rope with slender fingers, pulling down in a smooth motion. The
pitcher fell forward, its contents spilling towards the pool
below.

A group of more nude, blue women stood there
with their arms in the air, worshiping the pitcher. The liquid fell
on them lazily, the viscosity much greater than that of water.

The goop splashed on them, coating their bodies
as it slid down their breasts and dripped to the ground in great
clumps. The women clasped each other's hands and danced in a circle
as it flowed downwards, laughing in glee as their bodies drowned in
the deluge.

Soon they were swimming in the substance, mouths
gulping it as if it was the most desirable liquid in the world. She
was standing there, next to the pool, watching them frolic,
splashing each other.

The woman who had pulled the rope approached
her. In her hands she carried a tumbler, filled with the blue gunk.
Her lips sprung into a smile. “Would you like a drink?” she
whispered.

Adele reached out her palms, curious to know
what it might taste like, but instead of handing her the glass, the
woman tipped it over, letting it run over her hands. It twined
around them without falling to the ground, wrapping around until it
reached her wrists, spreading down her forearms and slipping up
past her elbows.

It followed the contours of her body, spreading
thinner, coating her in a layer of the slick substance, her body
glimmering under the sheen of the liquid. It was as if she had been
oiled in blue. She looked like the other woman, her body the same
hue.

An arm rested against hers, lips pressing
against an ear. “You should join them,” came the whisper.

The idea sounded wonderful. They looked so
happy, cavorting in the blue liquid. It would be refreshing to
forget her worries and join them in mindless revelry. She made a
perfect swan dive, pirouetting in a half circle. Her body cut
through the rough surface of the goo, sinking into the warm mass.
She was covered, head to toe, warm and safe.

Hands ran over her body, gentle and welcoming. A
polyphonic trill echoed in her ears. “Welcome!” They sang.
“Welcome!”

She didn't want to leave. She didn't need to
leave. Did she?

The warm, comforting presence was leaving her,
farther away, the ephemeral vision fading, just out of reach. She
felt cold, sad that the warm liquid had gone away. She wanted to
take a long shower, to turn the temperature up to the max and sit
there for an hour, absorbing the hot water until her hands
shriveled, a decadent display of excess.

A shower, with real water. That was a luxury she
hadn't had since being off planet. She hated traveling, it always
meant deprivation, even if she loved her aunt and wanted to see
her. Her aunt. Four Fifty.

Her vision blurred, an image of what had become
of her aunt flashing past. A bald head, nude, blue body, her mind
subsumed by some kind of Hive of all things. That was silly, this
all had to be a dream, right? She would wake up and her maid,
Raina, would be there, handing her a tablet with all the latest
fashions.

They would giggle and have breakfast, milk and
granola with puff pastries. She would try to figure out what to
wear at the next gala, then spend an hour or two designing a new
dress in the fabricator. It needed a few ruffles and the back
needed to be hemmed higher.

She tried to hold onto the comforting scene, but
it vanished, the old guilt and sadness returning. Raina was
probably dead, and it was her fault. The taste of betrayal was
bitter in her mouth, but fortunately this thought was ephemeral,
too, washed away into the ether. She was laying on her back,
staring at the ceiling, tiles laid with grout. The tube was gone,
no flashing lights or enclosed spaces to worry about, though her
body felt fixed in position, as if it had been strapped down.

It was not as if she couldn't move, she just
didn't want to move. She needed to stay still and wait. That was
the command that had been fastened in her mind. Wait and obey. It
was so silly that she had been dreaming about being free and
figuring out how to fill her time. Her time was not hers to fill.
If she waited, that would be obeying, and she liked to obey.

Her privates tingled, the solid dildo spinning
in her vagina, throbbing with each pulse. She had no will to enjoy
it beyond a vague need to obey. Obeying was getting her hornier.
She stayed still and obeyed some more. She was saying something,
over and over. A chant that she was internalizing. They had told
her to say it, so she would continue to say it until they told her
to stop.

There were robotic arms above her, weaving
intricate patterns. They would rotate left, then right. They were
touching her body, pushing it, prodding it. Her arms were pulled
back until they were stretched out above her head. She felt
semi-numb, unsure what was being done to her.

A semicircular device rotated to the back of her
head and clamped down over her skull. There was a strange noise and
an acrid smell, then it retracted and spun back off the production
line.

She was being produced. This was okay. She was a
picture of obedience. She could see an image in her mind, a blue
globe. It looked similar to that of the gem embedded in the chest
of Four Fifty, or perhaps it was like the globe installed in the
back of her throat. It sparkled in her mind and helped her to wait
and obey.

Her body rotated, the tiled ceiling spinning as
she spun in a semicircle. More robot arms appeared, moving towards
her face. At the end of the arms were two light sources. She
watched the light as they positioned themselves above her eyes and
did a little dance. Was it a coincidence that the lights were a
pale shade of blue? There was a purpose to the motion, but what it
could be was beyond her comprehension.

The arms dipped, needles on the ends stitching
precise patterns into her face with pinpricks. Her lips continued
to form the voiceless chant that had been branded into her mind.
Her face stung, raw, but she felt no urge to stop them.

She didn't need to think about it, it was not
her duty to understand. Her duty was to wait and obey and she was
doing so. That didn't prevent her face from feeling itchy, but her
new found obedience was sufficient to prevent her from trying to
scratch it.

More arms whirled above her. They were working
her hips, moving her onto her side. The dildo slipped out of her
pussy, draining her wetness onto the conveyor. Now the robot arms
dipped down again, needles sliding into her chest and ass.
Afterwards, she was flipped again, the procedure repeated a second
time on her other side.

She let them work her body like play dough. Her
mind was spinning, trying to make sense of its new reality. No,
there was no new reality. There was just the Blue, everlasting and
inevitable. Her lips quirked, amused that there might exist
anything outside total obedience. Silly brain.

Her body dropped back onto the conveyor, the
dildo thrusting its way back inside her snatch. Its warmth
comforted her, a reminder that she should be aroused and happy. Her
obedience would be rewarded.

She drifted to the next station, where large
acrylic cups popped themselves over her exposed chest. There was a
hiss, and her breasts were suctioned up into the cups. Needles
pressed down into her flesh, piercing the desensitized skin.

Pain lanced through her, reaching through the
sheen of obedience that blanketed her mind. She had touched a live
wire, the shock sparking into a dull ache. It vanished as quickly
as it had appeared, leaving her muscles sore and wrung out. Her
lips kept moving, but nothing came out, the chant lost in the
aftermath.

Pressure swatted at her breasts and the cups
detached, withdrawing into the ceiling. They left behind two pieces
of metal firmly attached to the tips of her breasts, hiding her
areolae. Her chest heaved as she breathed deep, points of pain
throbbing at her nipples.

Her mind started to clear, Blue obedience
receding in the face of curiosity and discomfort. She lowered her
arms and touched the blued steel caps that hid her nipples, jolting
at the momentary pain touching them produced. They had somehow been
attached under the surface, replacing her soft flesh with a hard,
metallic exterior. Despite their appearance, they didn't seem to
reduce any of the sensations she was experiencing. She dragged a
fingertip along the edge of a cap, hissing at the sudden arousal
and pain the action inspired.

The conveyor whisked her along, rushing her
process of self discovery. There was another sharp turn, her body
headed for a series of rubber flaps. If she was still in her right
mind, she might attempt to jump off the conveyor, but she no longer
had the will to do so. The second trip through the tunnel of lights
had embedded something in her mind, conditioning that prevented her
from moving.

Curiosity was also a powerful force. She wanted
to know what the next part of the process would be like. When she
had been with Maddy, they hadn't found another exit to the
processing chamber anyway. The only way out must be through. It
totally wasn't because she wanted to know what it would feel like
to have big breasted women fondle her body. Totally not.

Her toes tickled the rubber flaps, the strips of
material dragging up her body until they flopped over her nipple
caps, shocking her with another burst of pain and pleasure. She was
carried through the gateway. Curiosity rising, she raised her
head.

As she had been hoping, the conveyor led to a
bank of masked women standing on either side of the belt. What she
hadn't realized before was just how large the room was. There was
more than one bank of women prepared to receive new Material. The
belt she was on split into several, with each pathway continuing on
to a different set of hands. Each group of women looked identical,
their features obscured by masks.

The compulsion to feel their smooth hands on her
body was sufficient incentive to lay her head back down and let
herself slide towards their gentle embrace. Anticipation spiked,
the dildo still throbbing in her snatch. There was a jolt, the
conveyor she was on redirecting her to one of the many possible
paths through the processing room.

With a shock, she realized that this was no
small operation. They were setup for bulk conversion. How many
women could be processed per hour here? How many of those women
ended up here, on the processing line? Did they enjoy their job?
Were there benefits to being a slave of the Hive, or did membership
require mind wiping? It was hard for her to care too much, though
she truly hoped her mind wouldn’t be blanked.

The ceiling of the room was a calming turquoise,
shimmering as though daylight was peeking through the depths of a
calm lake. It was very distracting to her addled mind, and she idly
wondered if she was going to spend most of her time looking at the
facility’s ceilings.

It was a pretty, luminous distraction, but now
there was something else to draw her attention. Hands started to
stroke her body, dainty and soft, rubbing blue goop onto her. They
stroked her all over, sparing no surface from their welcoming
presence.

Whatever they were rubbing onto her felt nice
and warm, at body temperature. One hand slid into the crack between
her legs and lightly stroked her privates around the vibrating
dildo, eliciting a coo from swollen lips. The needle tracks along
her waist and arms were assessed in turn, hands stroking the
calming substance into the pucker marks made by sharp puncture
wounds.

One set of hands wrapped around her breasts,
sliding between the huge mounds, massaging as they went. She bucked
once, undulating her body from the amorous attention. She squealed,
her libido stoked, a raging inferno that could only be satiated by
further manipulation.

They said nothing, faces hidden behind strict
rubber masks, round oval acrylic lenses peering at her. A tube from
each mask flowed over their shoulders, attaching them to bulbous
red gas tanks arranged on each side of the room. All of the
different stations were attached to each other by large pipes.
Whatever they were inhaling was shared among all their members.
They all exhaled as one, a bluish wisp of smoke drifting from the
exhaust port built into the left side of each of the masks.

She caught a sniff of the gas, a soft sweetness
that made her yearn for more. Would she ever be as free as these
Drones? Free to forget about her father and his machinations, free
of worry about her future? Free to embrace the simple pleasure of
laying her hands on another without ulterior motive? To seek to
pleasure another without trading favors?

The drones moved mechanically, hands stained
dark blue with the goop they scooped from rectangular containers in
front of them. Their bodies were colored blue like others she had
seen, but unlike her aunt, their nipples were capped with shiny
steel covers, just like hers.

At first she thought she had been imagining it,
but there came a thin chorus from underneath their masks. A sweet
soprano combined with a modulated tenor and other multi varied
voices to join in a melody of celebration. They were singing in
perfect harmony, a choir of slavery.

Adele squirmed at a sudden thought. Were they
all mindless slaves, molding new Drones with their hands while they
breathed in the blue truth of Hive? Blue thoughts must be pumping
through their masks into their skulls, circulating through their
brain pans, an ever present whisper which would deepen their loyal
to Hive.

Their hands roamed over her body, bringing with
them the blue liquid. It was warm, heated, and soothed her
restlessness. Instead of dialing up her arousal, it smoothed it out
into a warm blanket. The pinpricks of pain over her body faded, the
substance carrying with it an analgesic effect.

The more her body was covered, the less she
needed to think. There were no desires, no worries. No cares. They
were drawn out by the salve and the endless massaging. Masked faces
shifted above her as their bodies worked their magical hands over
every inch of her flesh.

One of them played her hands over Four Forty’s
face. Smearing the liquid over her cheekbones, rubbing her jaw
bones. Another wrapped goopy hands around her breasts, tugging and
pulling them. Yet another was rubbing her belly, and a fourth was
sliding hands down her legs. The dildo slipped out of her vagina,
tucked away by the slaves.

Her mouth opened, face as blank as her brain.
She experienced, she was there, in the moment, her body covered in
a thick layer of obedience. One of the many reached a blue covered
hand down and dug a finger into her ass, liquid squelching around
her opening. The slave reached a few fingers inside and rubbed in
circular motions, coating her privates.

She made soft noises of pleasure, reduced to
animal reactions. It should have been an orgasmic experience, but
the blanket of obedience also acted as a limiter, edging her
libido, preventing her from reaching satisfaction. This should have
engendered frustration, but the same limiter appeared to apply to
her emotional reactions as well.

The hands paused, then as one they reached
underneath her and rolled her around until her forehead touched the
headrest, which had a circular impression to hold her face. She saw
nothing, but there was no need to see. The hands were working their
way over her back, hitting her tense shoulders, ass, and legs.

Everywhere the hands moved came the same warm
and deadening of sensation. It was as if they were wrapping her in
a cocoon of the material, massaging her until it soaked in deep
enough to stain her skin. One of them stuck a thumb layered with a
wodge of the goop into her pussy, twisting her hand to ensure every
side was fully coated.

Her body was rotated once more until she had
been returned to her back. The slave who had been messaging her
face dipped one finger in the liquid, and started to trace on her
forehead. The touch was light, but firm, and she got the fleeting
impression that something was being spelled. She wanted to
understand, but her mind was just too suppressed, too blank. Her
lips opened, and before she she realized what she was saying, she
slurred out “this is wonderful!”

The hand stopped spelling and the drone stared
down at her, features hidden behind the black mask. The head shook
back and forth slowly, a wisp of blue smoke billowing out of the
mask. She leaned back and let her arms drop to her sides, one of
many masked slaves arrayed in featureless rows.

The conveyor lurched, the back of it levering
her body upwards until she was tilted down at an angle. She gazed
forward, floating along in her own world of Blue. More Blue Drones
must be in the facility, performing their tasks in perfect
synchronization under the Gestalt that helped control them all.

The four women loomed above her, round panes of
glass staring at her from black rubber masks. Two of them grabbed
her shoulders and lifted her back up from the conveyor.

She was dazed, unable to think for herself. The
blue coating on her body matched the one that clouded her mind. It
was best to think about the Blue and let them do what was
necessary.

In front of her was a circular hatch in the
floor, flush with the duracrete. From above came a mechanical noise
and a black, rubber mask descended on a long tube. The other two
women grabbed the mask and maneuvered it towards her face.

A frisson of excitement gripped her when she
realized they meant to put her in the mask, to make her beautiful
like the others. However, it wasn't enough to overcome the film of
oil that had been applied to her mind and body. The film kept away
bad thoughts and allowed her to think in Blue. Blue was beautiful.
Blue was obedient.

The rubbery material of the mask was wrapped
around her head, face sealed inside the thick surface. She could
hear her breath coming from far away as she inhaled, each
exhalation echoing in the confines of the mask.

There came a zipper noise from the rear and the
hood tightened around her skull, the black mask gripping her in a
dark embrace. The round openings in the mask were large enough to
allow her to dimly see the outside room, but she could only make
out soft shapes. Lumps pressed against her ears, further muting the
outside world.

From far away came a hissing noise. The air she
was breathing started to seem nicer, more happy. The gas was
probably Blue, like the exhaust she had seen coming out of the mask
the slave drones were wearing. It must be full of drugs, though she
didn't know why they needed them. She was already perfectly happy
to think about nothing but the Blue already. Blue was
obedience.

A hatch in front of her on the floor opened, two
semi-circular doors gaping wide. Before she could realize what was
intended, her body was lifted, then dropped into the darkness
below.

The drop was not long, her body plunging into a
tank of liquid, arms and legs flailing in an involuntary reaction.
Her body sank halfway into the tank, then stopped, reaching neutral
buoyancy. Air continued to be fed through the mask, the liquid warm
and pleasant. It was probably more of the same solution that had
been massaged onto her body earlier.

These realizations soothed her primal instincts
and her body began to relax. The hatch above closed, the hose of
her mask suspended through the hatch cover to some outside
source.

Her conscious mind was still occupied by
thoughts of Blue. She drifted in the tank lazily, turning to take
in what little she could see of the outside. The smallest part of
her was still curious, gathering information even as her deeper
attention was fixed on Blue truths.

The tank she was in was a large, thick glass
cylinder, the bottom a gray circle. Her view was distorted by the
glass, but she could see that she was not alone. Many more glass
cylinders were in the same chamber with her, masked occupants
suspended in liquid just like she was. There were rows and rows of
the containers, more than she could count with what little remained
of her conscious thoughts.

They were all puppets, bouncing on the strings
of their masters, fed drugged air to make them believe the Blue
truth. The scale of the operation was stunning. She idly wondered
how many women were there with her, and how many more would go
through the same process, their obedience to the Blue solidifying
with every breath they took.

She was getting aroused despite the moderating
influence of the liquid, but it wasn't enough to satisfy her. It
would never be enough. She was insatiable for the Blue truth. She
knew that she had been changed to feel that way, addicted to it.
Knowing that she had been changed didn't alarm her; the liquid
prevented her from feeling that way.

She turned, arms splaying outwards. It was like
moving through cornstarch, the thick sludge slowing her movements.
The hose on her mask tumbled through the liquid, spiraling upwards
to the land of conveyor belts and slaves. Bubbles percolated from
her mask as she exhaled, rattling through the tank as they drifted
upwards in the thick liquid. She was by herself, a fish in a glass
tube, kept fresh in her container like a jam preserve.

Her body jolted downwards, the acrylic tube
shaking around her. Her container descended a few feet, then
stopped, a metallic clunk echoing throughout her container. The
container was moving now, rolling smoothly. She could see tracks
extending into the distance, her self-contained prison rolling
towards an unknown destination.

There was no fear; there was only Blue. She
stopped trying to figure out what was going on. Everything was
under control. She was under control. As long as she remained under
control there was no need to panic. No need to feel. No need to
think.

The lights went out, leaving her in total
blackness. This sensory deprivation elicited a faint sense of
panic, the old claustrophobia rearing its ugly head once again. She
embraced the Blue core in her mind to push out the anxiety. There
was no room for it in a mind full of Blue. Blue was beautiful.

A burst of light flooded her eyes, blinding her
for a brief moment. Her capsule was traveling rapidly down a
tramway, speeding away from the conversion room. The walls were
screens, images following her progress on either side. A pretty
woman appeared on the screen, a close up of her bald, blue head
with lips moving in exaggerated motions.

A loud tone sounded in her ears, a calm voice
speaking to her. The words were out of sync with the image on
screen. “Welcome, Drone,” said the voice.

Now there came a scratching noise and a
different, mechanical voice came online while the image of the
pretty woman froze. “Four Fort-y,” said the voice in a disjointed
mess of syllables.

The lips of the woman started up again. “Welcome
to Hive. You have been selected to enter a very special
program.”

Now came a tinny musical harmony, a crescendo
with a fanfare. Balloons exploded above her bare midriff with
confetti popping above her ears. “Listen to your instructors and
you will be happy.” Her face went from expressive to blank. “Listen
to your instructors and you will Obey.”

She bowed, low to the ground. “I Obey”, she
stated, her forehead dropping to her waist. There was a numeral
burned into her skull, the number twenty in bold, black
strokes.

Now her face was back to being animated again.
The camera panned out, revealing her naked, perfectly formed deep
blue body, with metallic nipple caps. She was walking by a sliding
timescale while a small dog followed on her heels, wagging its
tail. A planetary globe rotated near her feet.

Black numbers flowed over the horizon of the
globe and dipped back behind as she highlighted various important
dates. Images appeared next to the display to give context to the
events.

“Ten galactic years ago, a black project was
started to investigate the possibility of Hive intelligence.”

A group
of smiling women flashed on the screen. They were standing next to
a weathered wooden sign that read “Coleridge Biological
Sciences.”

“A group of scientists formed to study the
project, led by Doctor Adler, pioneered innovative technologies to
mesh minds together via the use of bio-digital technologies.”

Four women were sitting back to back in chairs,
wires trailing from domes over their heads to a bank of
computers.

“After many years of trial and error, a
breakthrough was found. The first few prototypes produced
interfaces with limited connectivity, maxing out at ten
thought-power. With time and improvement, those brave scientists
built and implemented the Greater Gestalt, a Hive with the capacity
to grow beyond the limited intelligence of such a paltry number of
humans.”

A bank of nude, blue women sat in front of
computer consoles, typing away at a frenzied pace, their fingers
moving in synchronized rhythm.

“Now you, too, can join their elite
company.”

Nude, blue women marched in a line, fists
positioned over their hearts. Consecutive numbers were burned onto
the tops of their heads.

She struck a pose. “With Hive, heartbreak is a
thing of the past. Try Hive!”

She bounced into the air, the music swelling.
“With Hive there is no disease or despair. Be Hive!”

Finally, she flashed her breasts and strutted
towards the viewer. “With Hive, there is utter obedience. Hail
Hive!”

She clenched her right hand into a fist and
pressed it against her bosom, breasts bouncing in an exuberant
manner as she skipped along.

“Once you are totally obedient, you will be
installed. Like me!” She opened her mouth, revealing a sparkling
globe embedded in her upper palate. The lights dazzled Adele,
pushing what remained of her consciousness further into the
recesses of her mind. She breathed rapidly, her brain bombarded
with images of becoming an obedient Drone.

“Once you obey hive, you can hear the Greater
Gestalt. Isn't that dreamy?”

Her eyes fluttered, brown eyelashes the only
hair remaining on her entire body. They looked fake, as though they
had been painted on, or maybe they had been enhanced in some way.
Her lips were painted a dark purple.

“Watch the eye, and let it deepen you further.
Watch the eye, and spiral deeper. Subsume your mind and give in to
the Hive. Join our thought matrix! You'll be happier… happier…
happier that way!”

Her bubblegum voice cut out, replaced by static
and vaguely unsettling background tones. Her figure faded from the
screen, replaced by the eye, that terrible, addictive eye from
earlier. The one she couldn't hide from. The center of the eye had
a blue iris, the pupil dilating. It was shot through with a spiral
that angled inwards, spinning as it drew her mind towards it.
Closer and closer to the center it angled, her thoughts twisting
themselves into knots. She was putting herself into bondage for
Hive and it was glorious. She needed to look deeper.

All outside considerations had vanished. All
that mattered was the Eye. All that cared was the Eye. She was in
the Eye and the Eye was in her, twined throughout her very
being.

The pupil constructed, staring right at her. It
was examining her body and brain, seeking out the kernel that was
still hers. It knew! It knew what she was hiding!

Despite the moderating influence of the liquid,
she began to sweat. It knew what she had done, who she had become!
It saw what she had tried so hard to hide!

If It knew, would It understand? How could it?
How could it forgive her that sin? The one she could not forgive
herself?

It saw. It knew. But it didn't judge. It held
her in its gaze and gave her its absolution. Everything would be
okay. There were no secrets with It, and It did not condemn
her.

At that moment, she knew she was utterly lost.
No human could understand, but this symbol of the Hive knew and
didn't care. It looked at her with sympathy and still wanted to
embrace her, if only she would embrace It.

She knew that this Eye was not really Hive, but
a tool of Hive. A symbol of what Hive could be for her. She wanted
it so much, but she knew she was not ready. She could see It, but
not feel It inside her. She needed to be trained, to be of Hive
herself until she was filled to the brim with Blue truth. Only then
would she truly be absolved of her great shame.

This new realization flowed bright in her mind.
Whatever needed to be done she would do it. She needed it like a
drought needed water.

Knowingly, she stared at the Eye, letting it
take her deeper. She pushed herself to watch the smallest section
of the spiral, letting go of all her thoughts, giving them up to
prove her subservience. The Blue flooded her, bursting through the
rotted layers of fortifications she had raised throughout the
years. She could feel them being disassembled, a new type of
structure being constructed from within.

This structure was a cage, a cage to keep her
bad thoughts inside. It would insulate her from the evil that
assailed her from all sides. The prison was made of Blue bars,
forged from the building blocks of the Gestalt. She stared forward
blankly, comatose as the core of her values were reconstructed.

She folded herself around the Blue globe that
had formed in her mental landscape, bad thoughts locked away inside
its dome. It was warm and bright, a source of warmth for her tired
body. She would be rebuilt as a Hive Drone, her secret shame
harnessed to tightly fasten Hive’s lessons into her weak mind. She
understood her role now. She was of Hive. She was a Drone.

 



Chapter Four

She was walking. Where, she didn't know, and she
didn't care. Not as long as the core of Blue pulsed inside her. She
wrapped her hands around her belly, letting her fingers splay
outwards on its smooth surface. It lived inside her now. It was so
solid. It was so Blue.

After a long period of time, the newness of the
core started to wear off. It was a part of her now, but it was not
so all consuming. Any time she wanted, she could retreat into her
mind and touch it. Every time she thought about it her lips curved
into a smile, unbidden. Nothing could steal it from her or prevent
her from seeing the Blue whenever she wanted to.

She was still walking, marching forwards. Her
skin tingled, fresh. In front of her was a line of shiny heads,
bobbing up and down in rhythm. They were other Drones, like her,
walking together in synchronization, their feet lifting and asses
flexing. They were shiny, oiled with the blue substance until their
skin shone as if lit from within. Nude, their only adornment was
the collar that clasped around their necks.

Their bodies were not exactly the same, though
there was little variation. Some were more blue than others,
depending on how much they had been processed by Hive. Some were
taller or shorter, but only by inches. A few still had wrinkles,
but their skin looked healthy, glowing blue.

The longer they were with Hive, the more they
were trained and modified. They were being perfected, molded into
useful Drones so that they could enhance the Gestalt. They were
being used, and it felt wonderful.

They were following, led by Hive. That was
natural, they were Drones. There was no need to think while they
basked in the pure beauty of the blue. Her body was aroused and she
flicked her fingers in the air, but made no attempt to pleasure
herself. She had not been commanded to.

A flash of light drew her attention, eyes
shifting lazily to the right. The Drones were walking past a long,
rectangular window, the blackness of space just a few meters
outside. There were complex structures floating in the vacuum,
piping and manipulator arms hanging there like ghosts, lit only by
distant stars.

Motion caught her attention, robotic arms moving
and sparks of light glimmering. Metallic objects were being welded
together. One arm clamped on a piece of metal, rotating it into
place for the next station. A light glowed green and more sparks
shot out. A door at the end of the structure opened and a metallic
sphere floated out into space.

There came a small blast of white substance, and
the sphere moved, rocketing outwards under its own propulsion.
Beyond the structure was a square platform with a honeycomb
surface, dotted with circular apertures. The small robot boosted
itself towards the structure, spinning to adjust its trajectory. It
tumbled into one of the openings and was quickly lost from
view.

There came more sparks, another green light, and
the process repeated itself. The arms continued their ballet,
welding parts together in unending fabrication. Adele’s eyes slid
back, curiosity sated. She did not wonder why the robots were being
built; Hive had ordered that they would be made, and it was so.

They marched further, the window dropping out of
view. They stepped up through a hatchway into a white, nondescript
corridor. Drones began to peel off, entering doorways named for
quadrants. When they reached the door marked ‘E-5,’ she somehow
knew that this was her stop.

Was that a part of her conditioning? What other
kinds of instructions had been imprinted within her while she had
floated and listened to the voice of Hive? A thread of excitement
shivered through her. If she was lucky she'd find out soon.

The room she entered was a box with two
handholds on either side, the floor made of diamond plated metal.
She stood and faced the wall, waiting for new orders.

A screen on the back wall turned on, filling the
small chamber with light. An eye symbol appeared, filling her
vision until all her conscious thoughts were restrained. It was
looking at her again, this this time with approval. It liked what
it saw. A Hive Drone.

She took a deep breath and sat in the Blue. The
passage of time did not bother her, for there was Blue. It took her
through her metal landscapes, examining the Blue architecture. Blue
structures, Blue trees, Blue shrubbery. They finally arrived at the
Blue globe, her core of Blue pulsing. She embraced it, tracing her
fingers over its surface. The eye blinked.

She blinked. The wall was blank, a white
surface, smooth and bare, as if no screen had ever existed. Did she
imagine the Eye? No matter, the core of Blue she had been caressing
was still there, and that was all she needed.

The door hissed open behind her and there came
light footsteps, bare feet padding into the chamber. “Four Forty,”
came a commanding voice. “Are you Hive?”

The number was hers. It fit her. She had become
it. She was Four Forty. “I am Hive,” came her reply, an exhale of
wonder suffusing her mind.

How easily she had been reduced to a single
number! One number among many!

A hand encircled her shoulder and she was pulled
into a hug. Warm lips imprinted themselves on her left cheek.
“Welcome to the family.”

She didn't react, unable to act on her own
volition, though she wanted to. She wanted to hug the woman back,
to tell her how much she loved being Hive. It was quite
distressing.

“Don't worry, Four Forty, you are experiencing
conversion shock. It is always difficult for new Drones. It is hard
to think for now, but you will regain self control soon. We only
get to be Hive dolls for a limited time, unless you choose to
disobey.”

Four Forty would not disobey, but she also did
not want to think again. If she had to think, then she might think
about the things she no longer wished to remember. She would obey
and everything would be fine. She had to obey, it was the bedrock
she was constructing her new self upon. Her secret tickled at the
edge of her thoughts, threatening to overwhelm her. She desperately
attempted to think of something else, of how happy she was to be a
Drone. She would build more walls, a bulwark against her thoughts
and free will, a bastion to protect her from having to relive that
horrible day.

Four Fifty’s hand was warm on her shoulder, the
woman unable to see her internal struggle. “Unthinking slaves are
only useful for menial tasks, and those are better accomplished
with robots. No, the real benefit of Hive is that it makes thinking
slaves, slaves that can contribute to the greater good. It is a
Gestalt of minds, not a controlling authority.”

She was hugged again. “Though in the case of
majority voting, it can sometimes feel that way. But we just want
the best for everyone. We’re family.”

She struggled to move her lips, trying to form
words. It was difficult to overcome inertia. It was so much easier
to keep pretending that she was mindless. To believe that she was
controlled by Hive, that she had no personal responsibility.

“Aunt… Clara?” Her lips slurred the words. Even
that small effort of will was almost too much for her Droned
body.

“No,” replied the other smoothly. “I am Four
Fifty. And you are Four Forty. We are all numbered in Hive, we have
no need to describe ourselves with names. Names can be duplicated,
but numbers are unique. Your Hive identifier will never change or
be reused. You have been Assigned.”

The arm dropped away, but Four Forty made no
move to turn. She felt a bit resentful, annoyed that Four Fifty had
broken the magic of feeling that she would be a perfect, controlled
drone of Hive forever. Now that she had been told otherwise, she
couldn't stop thinking. She couldn't just embrace the Blue and
forget her problems anymore. She would still need to deal with them
eventually. Just not right now.

Four Fifty pressed a few buttons on a console
that lit up on the wall in front of her. The room shook, moving
upwards.

“I apologize for bursting your new Drone bubble,
but if Hive allowed that to go on for too long, you might end up a
menial. And Hive needs you for more than that.”

“Cheer up! You will be trained. You will obey.
You will help Us.”

The room slowed to a stop, Four Forty standing
still. Four Fifty watched her for a moment with some amusement.
“It's always the newly Blued that try my patience. Very well.”

“Turn around!” she barked, with drill instructor
efficiency.

Four Forty turned in a rigid circle, arms fixed
to her sides. Four Fifty’s head was hidden under a chrome helmet
again, the bright dome hurting Four Forty’s eyes. There came a
faint desire to do something about the glare, but she wouldn’t look
away without being commanded. She was a Drone.

Four Fifty approached, her lips blood red. She
clasped Four Forty by the shoulders, the shiny metal dome at eye
level. It was impossible to tell if Four Fifty was looking at her
or not.

“The others have seen the truth, but have not
looked so deep as you. You have descended deeper, clasping the Blue
truth to your bosom. Too firmly, perhaps. In the future you will
have to tell me why you failed to resist the Droning process, and
what you are running from… but for now that is immaterial.”

She stroked a hand over Four Forty's shined
head, and took her by the shoulder, leading her forward. “Don't
hide for too long, my poor Drone, or you might dig so deep that
being a menial Drone is all you can handle. Hive would be sad if
that happened. I would be sad.”

The concern knocked down some of the mental
shields she had thrown up. If only she could remain in the Blue,
nothing on the outside world could harm her. As they came tumbling
down, she realized she was wrong. It was a poor coping mechanism.
It wouldn't solve her problems. It wouldn’t bring back Raina. She
couldn't pretend to be a good little robotic Drone and make all her
problems vanish. She could play hide and seek all she wanted, but
they'd still be there, unless she was mind wiped.

For a brief, fleeting moment, being wiped seemed
like an attractive solution. Subsume herself into the whole,
integrate her mind into the Gestalt, and give up her sordid life
entirely, forever controlled by a foreign entity. As much as she
yearned for a simpler life, she couldn't do that. It wouldn't be
fair to her or her family. Her problems would never be solved if
she allowed herself to be lobotomized.

By the time they had reached the end of the
corridor, Four Forty was walking more smoothly, less like a wind-up
toy. Instructress opened the door with a wave of her hand. “You are
adjusting. Good, we won't lose you to the Gestalt.

She slid the hand holding her shoulder
downwards, touching Four Forty’s fingers gently before letting go.
“You have an important mission. As the first to wholly accept the
Gestalt, you will help us to convert your shipmates to Hive Drones.
Remember your mission, and do everything necessary to ensure its
success.”

She turned and gestured to the open door.
“Please, enter. Your compatriots await.”

Four Forty stepped forward on unsure legs. It
was weird to be alone in her mind, no direct commands from Hive. It
was tough, so very tough, but this was Hive’s will, too. She
stepped through the chamber, her oiled fleet gliding over the
duracrete floor. The door slid shut behind her, locking her into
the white room she had previously seen as a jail. Now she saw it as
an indoctrination chamber, ready to create more Drones.

In the couch was a Drone, her body feathery
thin. Her breaths came in short gasps, a wheezing noise echoing
throughout the minimally furnished room. Jaina, no, Four Thirty
Nine was hovering over the ill Drone, a dripping washcloth clenched
in one hand.

Four Thirty Nine’s body had shrunk from its
initial bulk several shirt sizes, her remaining weight generously
distributed over her thighs, arms, and breasts. She had been Blued,
the oil soaking with the sweat that ran down her bare face. Both of
the Drones had bare skin, the substance used for the Bluing process
having worn off or soaked inwards, darkening their coloration.

Their faces were homogenized, removing some of
their unique features, breasts altered to be fuller and more perky.
Both of them had their numbers imprinted on the tops of their
heads, declaring ‘Four Thirty Eight’ and ‘Four Thirty Nine’
respectively.

Four Thirty Seven was standing nearby, wringing
her hands. Her body was blue too, but not as much as the others.
Perhaps the Bluing process was less effective on her genotype, or
she needed more processing. Another trip through the tunnel machine
might be enough to finish the job.

Four Forty wanted to take a new trip through the
machine very badly. Maybe it would fix the lessons learned the
first time so deep she would be unable to recover, her
consciousness drowned until she became a mindslave of the Hive. The
fantasy was enticing, but she couldn't. That would be too easy.

Anyway, she had a duty. A job to do. She would
help them to accept that they were Drones, and that they should
obey. Once they knew the Blue pleasure of Hive, they would never
think of escaping. Their harnessed free wills would only think of
serving Hive.

If a few of them never made it back to the level
of fully functioning adults, that was acceptable. All would obey
Hive.

“Look, it’s Adele!” Shouted Four Thirty Seven,
excited.

Four Thirty Nine turned and looked at Four
Forty, her face distressed. “Adele, good to see you. Laine is
having problems.”

She wiped Four Thirty Eight’s brow. The older
Drone struggled on the couch, her face pale, even under its blue
surface. Her wrinkles were almost completely gone, removed by
whatever process was being used to Blue them. She looked much
younger now, younger than forty. It was hard to know whether the
rejuvenation was only skin deep, but a cursory glance would reveal
an attractive, mature woman. Blue, of course, but they were all
sisters in Blue here.

Sweat was beading on the Drone’s brow, red eyes
flickering back and forth. Cheeks strewn with tears, she muttered,
nonsense phrases issuing from her mouth, saliva dripping down her
chin.

“No, not me. I do not accept. The farm cannot be
bought. Don't leave me. I cannot accept. Blue donuts can't drop
from candy heights. Orchids cannot be crossed with rivers!”

The babbling continued, lucid phrases far and
few between. Every so often Four Thirty Nine would wipe her brow,
cheeks, and chin. She was forced to hold Four Thirty Eight’s
stressed body tight so that she wouldn't fall off the couch.

Four Thirty Eight’s trembling paused a moment,
eyes clearing. “Please help me, I'm losing.” Her voice trailed off
and her body started to buck again.

This was conversion sickness, caused by
excessive resistance. Four Forty didn't know how she knew this,
perhaps she had been taught as part of her training while she had
been locked in the Droning tank with the others.

If the sickness was allowed to continue, Four
Thirty Eight would start to lose parts of her mind, subsumed by the
power of the Hive. As those parts were stripped from her, her
resistance to Hive’s control would drop. Eventually she would give
in to Hive’s control, no matter how strong her sheer force of will
might be. The only question was how much of her sense of self would
remain. Would she be a slave, remembering her past, but embracing
her future as a Drone? Or would she fight to the bitter end until
nothing was left except a burning obedience? A husk of a person
operated like a puppet?

Hive was patient, it could wait to see what
decision Four Thirty Eight would make. All according to their will,
all according to their ability. They would be Blued and used.

This was not a problem she had experienced
herself during the Droning process. It was likely that she was more
susceptible to the conditioning due to her personal circumstances.
She had found herself helpless to resist once Hive had discovered
her deepest shame, giving in quickly. The process had tapped some
of her deep sexual fantasies, which had also helped her to
cope.

Whatever the difference, Four Thirty Eight’s
struggle continued, preventing the Droning process from being
completed with pure force of will. It was a losing proposition, but
Four Thirty Eight still believed that she could win. She would have
to make her understand.

She straddled Four Thirty Eight’s body, sitting
her ass snugly on her legs so she couldn't move. She leaned over,
taking the new Drone’s head in her hands.

“Why do you struggle?” She asked Four Thirty
Eight with kindness. “What is worth resisting for?”

The unfocused thrashing eased. Lucidity returned
and Four Thirty Eight narrowed her eyes at Four Forty, lips
grimacing. “You who had so much, what do you know of the struggles
of the poor? Wealth, riches, power and more were yours, have always
been yours due to your lucky heritage.”

She twisted her head, unwilling to stare up at
Four Forty's kind smile. “I have fought for every scrap given to
me. Do you think at my age I should be gallivanting all over the
galaxy growing plants? No! I should be retired, gardening gardenias
and bouncing grandchildren on my knee!”

She looked back at Four Forty with hate so
vicious it could strip paint. “It was all taken from me and mine.
Your father, the Emperor, curse his name, made a free trade
agreement within the circle of planets surrounding my home planet,
Thipsus. A glut of fresh vegetables and farmed animals hit the
market. We couldn't keep up. We lowered our prices, but we were
undersold. Soon there wasn't enough to survive on.”

The hard stare became uncomfortable, and Four
Forty was finding it hard to keep her smile in the face of such
opposition. She had to dig deeper, touching the Blue ball that
lived inside her to regain equanimity.

“My father couldn't bear to see his family
suffer. We found him a few days later in the manure pit, suffocated
to death.”

More tears wrung from her eyes. “Oh God, the
look in mother’s eyes when she saw him dead. It was horrible.”

Four Thirty Eight twisted with discomfort. “She
was never the same. She wasted away. I had to take care of her
every day, forcing her frail body up and down the stairs to the
table and to the shower.”

“I worked hard, worked until I could work no
more. We sold the farm. I had to send her to a nursing facility on
Omega Prime.”

“Do you know how expensive that is? Do you?”

Veins in her forehead strained, spittle ejecting
onto Four Forty’s chest. Four Forty shook her head.

Four Thirty Eight sagged, the intensity of her
hatred wearing her out. “More than I could afford. That's why I'm
here. That's why I hate. That's why I will never, ever give up. Now
shove off!”

She pulled a leg out from under Four Forty and
shoved a foot between her breasts, her flesh yielding under the
solid blow. The unexpected violence forced Four Forty to spring
backwards, throwing her off the couch onto the duracrete floor in
an ungainly sprawl.

A dull ache radiated from her butt, but her new
body absorbed the blow with surprising resilience. She stood up,
rubbing her ass while retreating from the enraged woman. This was
far beyond her neophyte Drone abilities. She would need assistance
from Hive if this one was to be saved from a life of mindless
obedience.

Maybe she didn't care. She couldn't change Four
Thirty Eight’s mind or circumstances. Perhaps she didn't care to
try. Still, the base level belief that everyone would be happier as
a Hive Drone drove her to find a solution. If she couldn't find a
way to help, perhaps Hive could.

She retreated to the door, moving away from the
struggling Drone. Four Thirty Nine was still ministering to the
woman, who had fallen back into senselessness. The brief strength
she had found in her hate was only enough to sustain her for so
long before it had to yield to the Drone indoctrination that was
attacking her mind.

Four Thirty Seven came over to her, concern
twisting her face in a frown. “Are you okay, Adele?” She asked,
timid at the response she might receive.

Four Forty was breathing hard, hands on her
knees. The sudden violence had affected her more than she wanted to
admit, even with the comforting presence of Hive to reduce some of
her more violent reactions. She wanted to fight back, yell at her
that she wasn't to blame, that it was her father, not her. Yet she
had failed to defend herself once again, deflecting as usual. Being
more aggressive probably would not have helped the situation, but
it certainly would have helped her peace of mind!

Some part of her must still feel that it was her
fault, even though she had nothing to do with the trade agreements.
She retreated from reality, embracing the Blue core of Hive inside
her, trusting it to help her through her distress. It took a few
moments, but the knot in her chest started to ease, her head
clearing.

At first her old name being called softly by
Four Thirty Seven did not ruffle the penumbra of her thoughts. The
old name referred to the old her, and that person did not exist any
more. She was Hive now. Her number reflected that fact. It was
unlikely that Four Thirty Seven was ready for this revelation,
however. If she intended to lead her shipmates deeper into the
thrall of Hive, she needed to keep the fiction that this Drone was
still designated ‘Adele.’

She must have taken a few moments to gather her
thoughts, as the Drone that called itself ‘Maddy’ had caught her by
one arm, brow furrowing.

She took a deep breath, letting out a long
exhale. Think Hive thoughts, keep in the Blue. She would be fine if
she clung to her obedience.

“Yes,” she replied, “I was just surprised at how
much she hates me.”

She looked at Four Thirty Seven’s feet, playing
the victim by looking down instead of at her perfect bosom. “It's
not my fault,” she said, quiet words echoing from the bare
ceiling.

To her surprise, Four Thirty Seven pulled her
into a hug. It wasn't meant to be erotic, but Four Forty had a hard
time keeping her hands to herself. Four Thirty Seven mistook her
sudden stillness for shyness, and hugged her harder. “It's not your
fault we’re in this shitty place,” Four Thirty Seven blubbered, her
voice wavering. “You've done your best to help us get out of here.
You had nothing to do with farm subsidies or dead fathers.”

She broke down and began to cry, her voice
taking on a scared timbre. “This was going to be my shakedown
cruise,” she said, gasping. “I graduated top of my class. I was
supposed to do a stint in the space force, then retire to a cushy
research job. This is all screwed.”

Shocked, Four Forty let herself melt into the
embrace and hugged her back. The sobbing body of Four Thirty Seven
was a comfortable warmth in her arms. The woman must be younger
than she had first estimated. Four Forty made soothing noises,
holding her close while she gasped in short bursts.

“It wasn't supposed to be like this,” she
sobbed. “Now we’re stuck here, with no plan, a plaything of this…
Hive.”

She let herself be held, going quiet. “I don't
want to be a Drone,” she said in a small voice. “I just want to go
home.”

Four Forty cooed and rocked her body. This
Material would need extra help to make the leap to Hive Drone. It
would be easy to send her down the correct path.

“Shh,” she said, swaying. “I know everything is
frightening, but it will be okay. We’ll make it through, both of
us. Just follow my lead, okay?” Pay close attention to the
Blue.”

“Okay,” replied Four Thirty Seven faintly, her
eyes going a little glassy.

“Obey the Blue,” repeated Four Forty. “Obey the
Blue.”

Four Thirty Seven was starting to whisper,
following her voice. Her mind was just as much mush as Adele's had
been before she had embraced total slavery. All she needed was
guidance to take her to the next level and her enDronement would be
complete.

Four Thirty Seven’s eyes were almost a clear
Blue when a noise distracted Four Forty from her task. Four Thirty
Eight was thrashing again, this time with more strength than
before. “I'll kill you! She shrieked. “Kill you!”

It was all Four Thirty Nine could do to restrain
her, beefy muscles straining under the load. Four Thirty Seven
slipped from Four Forty’s arms, running into a corner like a scared
cat until she was hiding behind one of the couches.

Four Forty cursed under her breath. Four Thirty
Seven was very close to accepting her fate, the fate of all Blued,
but the interruptions from Four Thirty Eight were preventing Four
Forty from forcing Four Thirty Seven’s inner Drone to the surface.
The Blue ball inside her mindscape pulsed, reducing her distress.
There would be time later. All of them would obey Hive, there was
no need to be hasty.

In her distraction, Four Forty had not noticed
that Four Thirty Nine’s fingers were slipping. They skidded across
the oiled blue surface of Four Thirty Eight’s skin, leaving streaks
of oil on her rib cage. Like a greased pig, Four Thirty Eight
erupted from the couch, hands fixed into claws. Four Thirty Nine
followed, but was unable to catch Four Thirty Eight as she barreled
towards Four Forty.

Four Thirty Eight advanced with hands
outstretched, feet propelling her like an enraged badger. Four
Forty retreated, deciding that she'd rather avoid a knock down
fight with the crazy woman. Soon her back was to the wall, the door
failing to open behind her. Now there was no option but to
fight.

Or to dodge. As the spitting mad woman charged
her, Four Forty held onto her inner calm with the help of her
newfound Blue core. Time seemed to stretch, her perception slowing
as the woman approached. She felt as if she had ages to dodge the
attack. She slipped her oiled body to the side, leaving a greasy
streak behind her.

Four Thirty Eight leaped at the door,
surprisingly athletic. Her fingers hit the durasteel with a
tremendous clang, a cry of pain and anger screeching from her
mouth. She turned and faced Four Forty with bloody fingernails and
a crazed expression. Four Forty was surprised that the strike
hadn't incapacitated the other Drone. Perhaps their bodily
enhancements did not end with beauty modifications.

“This is all YOUR fault!”

Four Thirty Eight was yelling at top volume, her
high pitched voice piercing Four Forty's ears. She looked warily,
getting ready for the follow up attack that was sure to come.

The other woman's muscles were tensing, and Four
Forty was getting ready to leap away once more when the door
whistled open behind her. The oily streak on the door split in
half, revealing the Instructress, standing there like a Blue ghost.
Her gleaming body was a Blue savior to Four Forty, an angel of
mercy.

“Four Thirty Eight, you are defective. Come with
me.”

“No!” Shouted Four Thirty Eight. “I am not a
slave, I am not a number! I am Laine!”

She pounded her chest, droplets of blood
splashing over her nipples. “And you can’t stop me!”

She turned and made as if to leap onto the
Instructress, her body crouched in another pounce. She was more
like a wild animal than a human, fists streaked red and eyes
wide.

“Four Thirty Eight, you are defective. Come with
me.”

The Instructress had not moved a muscle at Four
Thirty Eight’s threats, body still like a marble statue. As Four
Thirty Eight moved to attack, Four Forty idly wondered why the
woman was not incapacitated by the collar that was fixed to her
neck. Four Thirty Seven had not altered that collar, at least to
Four Forty's knowledge, so Four Thirty Eight should have slumped to
the floor.

Instead, Four Thirty Eight made the leap,
injured fingers curled like claws. She seemed to care nothing for
her injuries, only for her chance to strike back at her
captors.

At what seemed like the last moment, the
Instructress’ arms jumped from her sides, encircling both of the
leaping woman's wrists. In an incredible feat of strength, the
woman was held away from the Instructress’ body in mid air, fingers
grasping at nothing.

For an agonizing moment Four Thirty Eight hung
suspended, body outstretched. Inevitably, gravity took over,
pulling her body towards the ground like a brick, legs flailing for
purchase. Her body slapped against the ground with a sickening
crunch, one leg twisting at an impossible angle.

Four Thirty Eight screeched and slobbered, still
trying to wrest her arms from the iron grasp of Four Fifty. The
Instructress was an immovable wall, the small smile on her face
unbroken. She continued to speak in measured tones, her rich,
velvety voice cutting through the high pitched screeches made by
the broken Drone. “You are broken,” she continued. “You will be
fixed.”

Instructress walked backwards, dragging Four
Thirty Eight out of the room, her leg dangling behind her. The door
slid shut, cutting short moans and shouts. Silence reigned in their
small prison.

The three women stood for a long, uncomfortable
moment, poleaxed. Finally, Four Thirty Seven broke the silence.
“They will fix her… right?”

Four Forty looked at her hands, turning them
back and forth. The blue surface of the skin soothed her roiling
mind. “Which part? The broken leg, or her murderous mind?”

She shivered, uncharitably wishing that Hive
would break her mind like an egg. Maybe it wouldn't matter. That
old women would never accept Hive’s truth of her own volition, and
if she couldn't, Hive would have to mind wipe her. What would be
left once her resistance was gone? Was her hatred the only emotion
that motivated her? If Hive replaced it with Blue, there may be
little left of the person formerly known as Laine. That might be
for the best.

Four Thirty Nine folded her arms in a hug, a
haunted expression looming. “There's something very wrong with her.
I know she's had a rough life, but this is pretty extreme.”

Her face fell. “I've never seen someone just…
snap like that. It was pretty terrifying.”

Four Forty gathered up some of the Blue pulsing
inside her, but decided to drop it. No, this wasn't a good time to
explain the wonders of Hive. It was too soon, they were all still
trying to process what had just happened. They would accept the
Blue soon enough.

She slumped into a sofa, letting relief wash
over her, her fluttering heart slowing down. “She needs help. Maybe
it's strange for me to want someone enslaved, but perhaps that's
her best option at the moment. If her brain is subsumed by…
whatever is running this place, she won't be able to attack
me.”

Four Thirty Nine’s face twisted with distaste.
“It's not all about you. If Laine can't get her head on straight,
what will happen to her poor mother?”

Four Forty shut up. She knew whatever she said
could be misconstrued, and proselytizing Hive wouldn't bear
dividends at the moment. Her true wishes would have to remain
hidden. For now.

Four Thirty Seven scooted out from behind the
couch she was hiding behind, advancing on both of them. “What are
we going to do?” She wailed.

“Laine is insane, they’ve taken my sonic
manipulator, and you two are arguing! How are we going to get out
of here now?”

Four Forty tapped a toe. She didn't feel the
need to escape any more, but Four Thirty Seven didn't know that.
Was there a plan she could give them that would lead to their
enslavement to Hive? That juicy thought lead her down a fantasy
where she personally inducted each one, their eyes going blank as
the Blue was installed into their minds. She twitched with
excitement.

She shook her head. While pleasant thoughts,
they were not ready for that yet. She shifted her body, leaning
against the arm rest. “I'm out of ideas. That Instructress is built
like a tank, and the helmet she's wearing isn't directly
controlling her. It might be sending her suggestions from an
outside source, but it doesn't explain that globe thingy in her
mouth and the gem on her chest. Anybody else?”

Four Thirty Nine sat down heavily. “None. We
can't fight, we can't escape. We’re stuck.”

She pointed at her chest, her large, round
breasts pointed and perky. “I hate waiting, though. Look at what
they're doing to us! We’re being turned into bimbos! I've never
seen my breasts look so perfect! And that doesn’t even bother
me!”

She fluffed them with her hands, the large
volume bounced enticingly. Four Forty did her best not to stare,
but it was a losing proposition. Her own breasts were not nearly as
large, but like Four Thirty Nine’s they were now perfectly
cylindrical. A strict upgrade over the sagging masses that she had
used to hide in push up bras.

“I can already feel my muscle mass being sucked
out of me.”

She pinched her arm. “I haven't felt this flabby
since I sprained my wrist riding the derby back home.”

She looked thoughtful. “It's almost as though
they have some kind of body ideal, a mold they're trying to jam us
all into.”

Her face turned sour. “No offense, princess, but
I hope I don't end up with your body type.” She flexed an arm. “I’d
like to keep some of these gains.”

Four Forty surprised herself by laughing. “I'm
not offended, I just hope you don't get angry when I get turned
into a supermodel.”

She got to her feet and mugged, thrusting her
chest out and lifting her hands behind her head. “Do you think
they'll put me in the Blue collection? I hear it's a trendy color
this season.”

They giggled at each other, imagining their
naked bodies in the latest frilly fashions. Even Four Thirty Seven
had a laugh at this silly posturing, but the levity was short
lived.

A dreadful silence reigned again until it began
to be uncomfortable. “Does anybody know any good tunes?” asked Four
Thirty Nine, her face wry.

A chime sounded, and the door to their
accommodations swept open. A blue woman stepped inside with
distinct clicking noises, her body shining. This Drone had no
helmet, her polished, blue skull like the surface of a marble.
Barbell piercings decorated her breasts, glinting in the diffuse
light.

“Who are you?” Asked Four Thirty Seven, her tone
indicating that she didn't expect a response.

The Drone’s face turned in profile, light
reflecting off her number, and Four Forty gasped. It was Fifteen,
the Drone who had presided over her original indoctrination! What
was she doing here?

Fifteen was smiling at them, in a way that
almost seemed comforting. It was a bit incongruous given her nude
body and platform boots, but Four Forty did feel like everything
would be okay now. They didn't need to get worked up; Hive would
solve their problems and they would obey.

“Four
Thirty Eight is experiencing connection anxiety,” said Fifteen by
way of explanation. “She will be adjusted into a conforming
material. You do not not need to worry about her.”

Four Thirty Seven took a hesitant step forward.
“Excuse me?” She asked in a small voice. “What happens if she
doesn't comply?”

Fifteen’s eyes were cool, despite her smiling
face. The abrupt change made Four Forty queasy. “All will comply.
All will obey. All will be improved for Hive.”

Bolder now that one question had been answered,
Four Thirty Seven continued. “Who is ‘Hive?’ What is Hive?”

Four Forty almost gasped in laughter. How could
she not know? Four Thirty Seven had been through the same
brainwashing she had. Did the Blue truth not glow within her? Could
she not feel the Gestalt that tingled just beyond her reach?

Or had the lessons not landed on fertile soil?
Perhaps they had slid off her mind, seeds sown into an arid pit of
sand. How could she explain how great it felt to Obey, to dive into
the Blue and embrace its majesty? She wasn't sure how, it was too
immense for her tiny mind to encompass.

“We are the Gestalt. We are the Blue. We are the
Hive.”

At every punctuation mark, Four Forty shivered.
Each world was so true to her, so deep, so exciting. How could they
not see how great Hive was?

Four Thirty Seven had one hand on her hip, eyes
narrowed. “What does that mean, exactly?”

“Wait, and you shall understand.” The non answer
didn't sit well with Four Thirty Seven, but she hesitated to ask
another question. Four Forty understood. How could she understand
what Was and what always Would be without seeing it for
herself?

Fifteen brought her hands up to her breasts and
pressed downwards. “The seekers of the truth are wise. The seekers
of the truth are light. The seekers of the truth are Blue.”

The shining jewelry on her nipples drew Four
Forty’s eyes. She let her eyes drift over their luscious surface
and focus on the spinning light, consciousness deserting her. She
loved being controlled like this. She would do whatever Fifteen
said, for she knew the way to be Blue.

“Come, Drones,” stated Fifteen. “It is time for
you to take your lessons.”

Four Forty found herself plodding along, walking
past Fifteen. Even after the gem had faded from her eyes, the
object was retained in her mind, helping her to focus on nothing
but the Blue. It was a catalyst for the Blue, driving out all other
thought. There was no thought. There was only Blue. And
obedience.

Through the door was another chamber, filled
with equipment. Row after row of immense tanks were arrayed with
precision. Each tank was festooned with smaller tanks filled with a
blue substance. On one end was a domed arch of equipment, a rounded
opening leading to a dark interior. A flat board on runners led
inside.

Startled by movement, she realized that some of
the tanks were occupied. A tank a few rows down glowed with the
blue substance, filled to the brim. A woman wearing a gas mask
gyrated up and down, her masked head jerking back and forth. Her
large breasts bobbed with every movement, arms being pulled upward
with restraints. Only the Drone’s top half was visible. A membrane
made of black, rubbery material was cinched around her waist,
hiding her bottom half from view.

Four Forty took a step back and realized that
about half the tanks were filled with bobbing occupants. She wasn't
sure what to feel about this. None of them looked to be in
distress, but she was concerned that her claustrophobia might kick
in again. She stroked the orb of Blue in her mind to calm down, and
steeled herself. Hive would help her get through this.

The others came up behind her. “Drones,” stated
Fifteen. “The lessons you have been taught are still fresh in your
minds, but you are not yet Blue. You are due for training. You must
be habituated. Line up with a training capsule and lie down on the
bed.”

Four Forty was worried, but trusted Fifteen. She
ignored the others and lined up on an empty capsule enclosure,
excited to be further indoctrinated. She didn't need further
training to enhance her love for Hive, but anything that deepened
her conditioning played into her fantasies. She could feel cool
wetness between her legs.

How long had it been since she had been
satisfied? Nothing had been between her legs since the sex control
belt had been removed, and she missed the presence of the thick
dildo. Her dalliances at court had been frequent, and her recent
lack of action left her feeling deprived.

She climbed up the chest high bed in front of
her and laid down. The rectangular metal platform was fitted with
cut out holes that she lowered her expansive breasts into. A
cushion was fixed right below the holes so her body was not pressed
directly against the steel. Above the holes were two long half
circle indentations with circular metal cuffs. The bed was split up
into sections, hinged in various spots.

She sat on her chest for a moment, her breasts
tickled by air drifting under the bed, until the voice of Fifteen
came again, this time close by her ear. “You are very obedient,
Four Forty. Raise your arms.”

Four Forty did as she was told, dragging her
arms forward and reaching upward. A warm hand clasped her right arm
and tugged it a bit further. A click came, a cold, circular strip
of metal clasping around her wrist. She could hear a few footsteps,
then the process repeated on her left arm.

A warm breath caressed her left ear. “Soon you
will do this to yourself without help. For the glory of the
Gestalt. Be the Blue you were meant to be.”

There was a sudden jerk and Four Forty was
pulled forward, into the machine. A lack of light made it
impossible to discern the internals of the capsule, her body
embraced by darkness. There was a clunk and the bed she was secured
to stopped moving. A door slid shut, leaving her in utter
blackness.

Her mind started to spin into a panic, but she
wasn't left alone for long. Wavy blue lines appeared around her in
the chamber, overlaying mysterious equipment that cluttered the
walls. They were Blue lines, displayed in a manner she knew was
meant to trigger her conditioning. She let herself be triggered,
drifting into a land of Blue happiness.

She smiled as the bed she was locked onto bent
upwards at her waist, her butt settling onto the far edge. She
smiled as her cuffed wrists were dragged upward into the black, her
body lifting off the platform. Her arms and head hit a black,
rubbery membrane, slipping through easily, the matte material
rubbing against her shoulders

There was light again, an afterimage of Blue
replaced with a hazy view of the room. Her head was being pulled
into one of the domed tanks she had seen the other Drones in
earlier. She had a limited view of the other tanks, her sight
blocked by a closed tank in front of her, but she did catch a
glimpse of someone else being pulled into another tank a fair
distance away.

They were all slaves in the tanks, ready to
learn their lessons. She smiled. Everything was as Hive
desired.

The pulling sensation continued, but when her
large breasts hit the rubbery membrane they got stuck, catching
against the layered material. She had a moment of concern, but the
tugging sensation increased and they popped through, the material
tweaking her nipples as they slid past.

The rubber sheeting was pressed right against
her waist, clasping her in a bear hug. Her arms ached and she
couldn't feel her hands. There came a cool sting on her ass, a hard
surface extending from somewhere in the machine. Simultaneously the
wrist cuffs went slack, sitting her rather abruptly on a new
platform that had become her seat.

She sat there for a moment, bemused by her
situation. Her arms laid on the rubber material sealed around her
waist, metal cuffs on her wrists attached to steel ropes that led
somewhere above. There came a buzzing noise, and blue liquid began
to fill the chamber, goo squirting from nozzles at the top of the
tank.

She started to panic as the chamber began to
fill, the liquid collecting on the rubber layer. She had
experienced good times with this goo before, but she didn't want to
be suffocated by it. She thrashed, trying to find a way out, but
her wrists were bound and the rubber held her immobile.

A black object dangled just above her view. She
saw with relief that it was a mask, much like she had worn when she
had been tanked earlier. She grasped it with her hands and pulled
it over her head. The rubbery material slid over her bald skull
without resistance, the bulk settling down on her head like a
second skin.

To her surprise, unlike the mask she had
experience with, this one had no view portals, all light shut out
by its opaque surface. She ran her fingers over the exterior,
noting the hose extending out and upwards, as well as a blocky
rectangular object mounted on the front of the mask. Otherwise, it
was slick and smooth, the rubber conforming to her head. Small
protrusions gripped her ears and tickled her as her hands plucked
at them.

She let her hands drop back to the rubber
membrane, which was slippery with goo. There was no reason to keep
investigating. She was well and truly stuck, at the mercy of this
new device and whatever Hive wanted of her.

She could feel the level of slime rising, a few
inches of the liquid collecting on top of the rubbery sheet. It was
hard to hear any sound over the noise of the pump and her
respirations in the dark mask. The outside was truly shut out; she
was a being of sensations and perceptions, leaving her at the mercy
of the clutter of worry that clogged her thoughts.

At her thighs there came a pressure. Something
was pressing itself between her legs, squeezing them aside as
though her muscles were made of rubber. There was a prod at her
pussy, and she spread her legs wider with sudden excitement. The
chamber must be fitted with some sort of masturbator, and she
desperately needed a distraction.

Dildos slid into her greased tunnels,
lubrication applied to the soft objects adding to her own wetness.
They moved forward with agonizing slowness, nuzzling her with each
knobbly imperfection. She moaned with passion, her breath coming in
quick gasps. She tried to move back and forth with limited success,
the weight of the slime making it difficult for her to move at all.
It sloshed back and forth, increasing the pressure on her rib cage
until she was forced to stop.

The blue liquid was at chest height now. She
could feel its warmth at the base of her breasts. They bobbed up
and down as they floated on the surface of the goo. The intruder
inside her pussy was pulsing in and out. Her hips convulsed and she
moaned again.

The sludge encompassed her breasts, tickling her
nipples and splashing over her shoulders. She clenched her fists
and tried rocking back and forth to increase the stimulation, but
the weight of the fluid counterbalanced her efforts.

She was about to scream in frustration when a
light blinked on in front of her eyes, a blue landscape unfurling
from beneath her virtual feet. There was a stand of trees and a
babbling brook, a small path running over a stone arched
bridge.

A flickering image of a nude blue Drone walked
up the path and stopped, turning to face Four Forty with precision.
“Welcome,” the simulacrum stated, “to your virtual training
environment. Here you will learn the majesty of Blue. What it is to
be Blue. What it is to need Blue.”

She beckoned to Four Forty, leaning over far
enough to display her voluminous assets. An exclamation point was
burned onto the top of her skull. “Come with me, and we will take
you to the heights of pleasure.” Her face darkened into an evil
smile. “And obedience.”

She walked down the path, waggling her perfect
blue butt in thigh high platform boots. Four Forty followed the
Drone’s sculpted back and legs in the virtual world, her avatar
moving forward at the same pace as her desires. She wanted to be
Blue. She needed to be Blue. In Blue she would find release.

The woman with the dainty Blue fingers stopped
in the center of the stone bridge, her hands flexing. “Stand here,
Four Forty, and tell me what you see.”

Four Forty moved herself next to the virtual
trainer and looked out over the brook. Water eddied through cracks
and crevices worn in the stone by time. Blue water. Blue
reflections. It was all Blue. This was pleasing to her. She looked
deeper, though she had not been commanded to.

“Do you see the Blue? It is tickling, trickling
through your thoughts. With every pulse of the dildo inside you,
your thoughts are washed away and the Blue deepens. You are
stained, irrevocably joined with us, a part of a new collective.
Blued.”

Four Forty could do nothing but nod, her eyes
fixed to the shimmering surface. “Move with me,” murmured the
Trainer, her sleek muscles flexing. She walked off the bridge, long
strides eating chunks of ground. She navigated the uneven terrain
effortlessly, each step clipping through the digital grass and
rocks.

This effect enhanced Four Forty’s feeling of
being disassociated from reality. She tried to reason through why
the Hive would spend so much time training her in a virtual
simulation when its real word training was equally effective, but
came up with no answers. The dildo in her vagina had only sped up
its ministrations and her focus was waning. She needed to see what
the Trainer wanted to show her before her mind was reduced to a
puddle of pleasure.

Between one step and the next there came a burst
of visual snow and the bottom dropped out of the landscape. She was
virtually falling, as if she had clipped through the map. Above her
was a cracked hole in the virtual world, as if a gigantic rock had
smashed its way through, while below was blackness and a
bluish-gray smear.

She fell a long time, a gray blue becoming more
well defined with every moment. Her virtual body hit a floor and
she bounced as if it were made of rubber, body flailing. She was
thrown a few feet in the air, then dropped back to the floor in an
ungainly heap.

The floor hadn't looked like duracrete, but now
that her nose was up against it, it sure felt and smelled like it.
She got to her knees gingerly, but nothing appeared injured. The
fake world was not making any attempt to be realistic in the
physical sense, though falling from a great height – virtual or not
– gave her the shivers. The sharp tang of fear she was experiencing
was so at odds with the pulsation in her vagina that she felt as
though her mind was being pulled in two opposing directions.

With effort, she untangled herself and rose to
her feet. She was in a cage with bars, mounted in a medium sized
room with dungeon decor. She felt around her pussy, pressing a hand
between her smooth cheeks. Despite a lack of evidence in this
world, it certainly still felt like a dildo was stuffed inside
her.

It was discombobulating trying to reconcile what
was going on in the virtual world with what was being done to her
physical body elsewhere. She moaned and dropped to her knees at a
sudden, new sensation. Another dildo had stuffed itself into her
ass and was throbbing and pulsing as well. She found herself
slobbering on the floor, unable to engage with the virtual
world.

A pair of platform boots with strict high heels
clopped towards her prison. There came a squealing sound that
echoed through the small cage. She looked up just as the owner of
the boots locked the door behind her. She was a Blued woman, her
large breasts lifted upward by a leather corset. Buckles spilled
from her bust downwards towards her open, shaved snatch, revealing
perfectly sculpted lips.

She leaned over and looked down at Four Forty
with a blue face, red blush marks brushed onto her delicate
cheekbones. Artificial purple hair spilled over her shoulders like
a waterfall.

She tilted her head and winked one eye, fingers
forming a V. “Silly slave, tricks are for Divas!”

The world tilted on its axis for a moment as
memories pushed back into her stunned mind. She had spent weeks
working on her new outfits and had worn them only once before
seeing them copied by that painted whore on television. Who did she
think she was? She was no more than a trained puppet! That
bitch!

But was she really here? This was a virtual
world. Anything could be presented to her here as real. She was a
bit less certain, but the voice seemed very familiar. She peered up
and managed to croak out a few words. “Why are you here? Diva…
Dekadant?”

“I'm here for you, silly! Slaves need to be
trained!” Fangs extended from her mouth, morphing her face into a
disturbing caricature. “For murder!”

Her voice changed, growing darker. Spikes grew
out of her shoulders and arms, scaly armor coating her bare skin.
She grabbed Four Forty by the neck and lifted her to her feet in a
tremendous show of strength.

In front of them was a pair of stocks, a piece
of furniture Four Forty was quite sure hadn't existed just a few
moments before. It looked poorly built, nails sticking out at
random angles from the rough grained wood. This had to be a virtual
scenario meant to scare her, box her into a corner so she could be
broken and retrained. It was working. Visceral fear tore at her
guts, far beyond what her core of Blue was able to dampen.

Her head and arms were forced into the stocks by
the monstrous woman and locked into place, the upper half dropping
and locking with a wooden click. She was vulnerable now, her nude
body quivering under the intense gaze of the strange monster which
was still masquerading as a performer. Delicate hands stroked her
aching breasts, tracing circles with the tips of its claws. Her
skin dimpled with pain and arousal as they were lightly scraped.
This was accompanied with the twin dildos in the real world,
continuously pumping inside her. Both sensations collaborated to
steal away what little focus she had.

“Who are you?” Asked the modulated voice of the
monster in a low timbre.

“I am Four Forty, a slave of the Hive,” Four
Forty replied without thought.

“What would you do for Hive?” Asked the
creature, horned ridges circling the bony sockets of her eyes.

“Anything,” gasped Four Forty. “Anything for the
Blue.”

“Would you… betray?” The thing caressed a
multi-tailed leather whip in its hands.

Images flashed in front of her eyes. She was
dressed in her best, leading a courtier down a side alley to be
ambushed by Hive. She had tea to distract her sister while robots
rolled into the room. Grinning with glee, she packaged her to be
sent into bondage to Hive. Her parents knelt before the Blue, the
Empire now Blue by royal decree. The decree of Hive.

The delicious scenes tickled her libido, driving
her to yet another climax, despite the apparition in front of her.
“Yes, I would betray for Hive.”

Her voice was steady. She was quite sure if Hive
wanted to take over the Frysian empire, she would deliver them to
the Gestalt with her own Blue hands.

“Would you… kill?” The creature pulled the whip
taut in both hands, as if it were a garrote.

Now the images changed. Instead of her betraying
her family to Hive, now she was ingratiating herself. Convincing
them that everything was fine despite her Blue appearance. Lowering
their guard until her father, the tyrant, no longer suspected her.
Just a pinch of poison was enough, in the morning toast. Or a quick
knife in the back. It wouldn't matter if she was discovered. The
Blue would take care of her. Hive would take care of her.

She recoiled with disgust as these new images
barraged her. She wasn't a killer. She couldn't do these things.
“N..n..no!” She exhaled, her body stressed. “I can't, no, don't
ask!” Her teeth chattered.

“Well, that is disappointing,” replied the
monster, one saber tooth nicking a lip. A small trickle of blood
rolled down her chin, which had developed a sharp, armored
spike.

“Despite your protests, there still does live a
hint of individuality in your thoughts.” She took in a deep breath,
cerulean breasts flexing in the tight corset. “It will be my
pleasure to beat it out of you.”

She flexed her whip and swung it negligently.
Four Forty flinched, but there was no pain. No sting of barbs
hitting her bare skin. Just the whistle of the barbaric tool
cutting through the air with a loud snap.

“What is pain?” opined her tormentor. “A
physical reflex, a teaching device?”

She spun the whip again, still sparing Four
Forty its touch. “Does one need to feel the pain to obey? And is
the pain real, or imagined?”

Four Forty closed her eyes. This wasn't real,
she knew this wasn't real! If she embraced the Blue, she could tell
this figment whatever it wanted to hear and she would be safe in
her world of Blue obedience. She reached inside to touch the Blue,
the presence that had kept her company for what had seemed like
forever and found… nothing!

She was shocked. Her Blue core had been with her
for long hours while she had undergone grueling conditioning. It
had been with her through the machine, and the tank. Where was it?
It was missing!

She opened her eyes, struggling with real fear.
“Where is it? What have you done with it?”

The Blued woman had grown horns, long, sweeping
curls of keratin, lending her a devilish appearance. The horns
pushed out beneath her fake hair, which was quickly becoming red.
“Where is what? Your hope? Your resistance?”

She smirked. “There is no disobedience here,
there is only me. If you want to stop me, you need to obey.”

She twirled the whip again, this time applying
it to Four Forty's ass with a wet slap. The pain was tremendous, a
dull throbbing ache blasting from her right butt cheek. She writhed
in the stocks, rattling the locking mechanism.

“Are you ready to obey?” The woman twirled her
whip again.

Four Forty moaned, the dildos inside her
increasing in urgency. She was finding it difficult to concentrate
on anything. “No?” asked the demonic visage in front of her.

She was hit again, the sore area redoubling with
pain. Her butt jiggled, the dildos inside bouncing from the stroke.
She made a soft keening wail, the pain and pleasure mixing together
in a strange melange. “S… stop,” she managed to get out before she
drowned in sensation once more.

The woman showed no interest in stopping.
Instead, she stepped up the abuse, trading ass cheeks, the sting of
the whip finding new, fertile ground. The hiss and crack became a
regular rhythm of pain.

After a while, she found herself starting to get
used to it, the level of pain balancing with the pleasure in a
disturbing synergy. The creature seemed displeased at her
fortitude, and increased her efforts. When that didn't have the
desired effect, she reached out and twisted one of her nipples.

Four Forty shrieked, trying and failing to pull
away, her neck jerking against the wooden frame until the back of
her skull hit the top with a disturbing clunk. She sagged, rattled
by the blow and the ongoing torment.

Claws ran down her side, poking into her hips.
They left a red streak across her belly, drawing thin drops of
blood from shallow cuts. A belt of fire had been drawn across her
belly.

The sensation was too much, her thoughts
overloading until everything was pushed out but for pain and
pleasure. The dildos pulsed. And her chest burned. A nipple was
tweaked and her ass was smacked.

She held on as long as she could, but the battle
had been lost. She was nothing more than a number. She had no free
will to resist this torture.

“I submit,” she gasped out, utterly broken from
the abuse.

“I knew you would. Nobody says no to the Queen.”
The monstrous lady leaned over and kissed her on the lips, an
unnaturally long tongue sliding inside and swirling around her
mouth.

Four Forty let it happen, the training too much
for her. Her butt felt as if it was on fire. Her snatch was
melting. She needed relief, and would do anything to achieve
it.

The woman continued to kiss her, a sharp tooth
tugging at Four Forty’s lip. She grasped one of Four Forty’s
breasts with a beastly hand, tugging at it possessively. Her other
hand reached out and clamped onto her pussy, a thumb reaching deep
inside until Four Forty was held tight. She began to buck
reflexively, her body plundered by the unearthly being and the
unrelenting dildos in the other world at the same time. The two
sensations overlapped one another, amplifying them both.

The creature moved with her, running her thumb
up and down the sensitive lining of her vagina. Four Forty bucked
and swayed, moaning into the tongue that swirled in her mouth. The
woman licked the inside of her cheeks, then withdrew, dragging the
rough surface over her left cheekbone until the top curled over her
earlobe. She thrust her tongue inside.

It kept going, spiraling deep into her brain
until it was curled around both hemispheres, squeezing her mind in
a fleshy embrace. Information was fed to her, dark secrets and
commands that were only a blur in her consciousness. She was being
altered, changed to conform to this creature’s desires, its
commands embedded in the folds of her cerebellum, deep places she
was unable to look.

Her vision went white, then black. Vague light
speared her eyes for a moment, a strange rounded view of a tank of
blue liquid. She remained there for what seemed like forever,
having one orgasm after another. After an interminable delay, the
dildos withdrew and were cleansed. It was a short reprieve. Her ass
was wiped and the intruders returned.

They inserted themselves deep within her
tunnels, her privates flexing at their invasion. The rubbery dildos
inflated, ribbed surfaces rubbing against her aroused interior. The
vibration began again and the thrusting resumed.

After what seemed like her fourth or fifth
orgasm, her insides were becoming raw sore, reducing the pleasure
she was experiencing. There came a gush of liquid inside and the
soreness vanished, arousal peaking once more.

Black and white lights sparkled at her again,
the snow returning to blank out her vision. The imagery began to
flash once more, different now. The training program inserted by
the monstrous creature had ended, a different program resuming.

More importantly, the Blue core that had been
missing in the virtual fantasy world was back, only temporarily
hidden from her senses. She scrabbled to take hold of the Blue,
relief washing through her battered frame. It felt different
somehow. Brittle, spiky edges had been added to its pulsing
surface. She had little time wonder at how it had been changed, as
the program began an intense conditioning regime.

There were short vignettes of Blued women
fucking other Blued women and Blued men fucking Blued women in
various positions. Some of the scenes were rather athletic, while
others seemed more terrifying than erotic. The Blue couple licking
each other's pussies while suspended on an orbital platform above
an ocean planet was more exotic than she would ever choose
herself.

It was not her choice any more, however. If she
was commanded by Hive to do it, she would do it without hesitation.
The Blue had cored her fear centers, replacing them with obedience.
There was no anxiety, either. She would do whatever Hive directed.
She would obey the Blue.

The thought that Hive had commanded the two Hive
drones to mate in such a way was catnip to her brainwashed brain.
What would Hive tell her to do? Would she fuck on the council
chamber of Lockator, squirting in front of a row of astonished
courtiers? Would her family watch on as she debased herself at the
remote command of others?

She juiced again, raw pulsations vibrating from
within and without. Sweat beaded on her body, tickling her in
places she had no ability to itch. She was forced to sit there and
take it, take the pleasure she was given and watch other Blued
drones obey the directives of Hive.

There was little of her original self remaining
now, so much space given over to her Blue core. The thought no
longer bothered her. She was subservient to Hive, merely a small
cog in the machine that made the Gestalt greater.

She mewled as another orgasm rocked her body,
hips bucking on the metal platform. Any further thoughts she had
spiraled away as she embraced the Blue, living in the moment, a
slave to her pleasure. At that moment, there was nowhere else she'd
rather be.

 



Chapter Five

A door hissed open and she stepped through,
padding on bare feet. Liquid glistened on her upper body, making
her breasts shine in the diffuse light. They were larger than
before, but their size didn't register on the Drone. Nothing
did.

Her mind was blank. She stood there and waited
without instruction, staring ahead at the collection of furniture
for several minutes, never once thinking about taking a seat. There
had been no command to sit down.

A figure had been sitting on a sofa when she had
entered, and was now stirring. She did not recognize the figure,
did not register its presence. It was there, and that was fine. She
had not been commanded to interact. Her world was Blue.

The figure was closer now, a sculpted body with
sinewy arms. A metal collar was wrapped around its neck, the number
four thirty nine imprinted on its skull. Another Drone, like her.
There must be a collar around her neck, too, but she could not feel
it. Drones did not need to feel anything but Blue.

The Drone was large and in front of her now. She
did not react as she was examined. The larger Drone reached out her
hands and took Four Forty by the shoulders, shaking her. “Snap out
of it, Adele, you're freaking me out!”

She blinked her eyes and licked her oiled lips.
The one formerly designated Jaina was not one with Blue.
Instructions unspooled. She must help this one accept the Blue.
Consciousness returned, granted by her inner obedience to achieve
the tasks of Hive.

Her affect became less flat as control was
returned to her body, and she took a deep breath. She would need to
pretend that she was still ‘Adele.’ The unit would improvise.

“I'm sorry,” she replied, acting as if she was
waking up from a slumber. “I'm tired, I think I'm falling asleep on
my feet here.”

She was not. She was communing with Hive, a
thoughtless, obedient slave to the Blue and the Gestalt. Four
Thirty Nine did not need to know that, however.

Four Thirty Nine’s shoulders dropped in relief.
“I'm glad you're not gone, too. Take a look. Maddy isn't in good
shape.”

She gestured at a green recliner which had been
dragged into a corner. Drone designate Four Thirty Seven was lying
in a reclined position, the firm globes of her breasts pointing at
the ceiling. Her face was blank, but her mouth was moving.

Four Thirty Nine stood there, at a loss. “She's
been like this ever since we got back. The second session was more
intense than the last, but I was able to resist again.”

She smiled, proud at her strength of spirit, but
the emotion was fleeting. “She… wasn't. Can you think of anything
that might help?”

Four Forty pulled up a lounger and sat
perpendicular to the murmuring Drone. She leaned over and listened
to Four Thirty Seven’s strong whispers. “The Blue… is obedience.
Yes. I can feel the core. It's beautiful! The choir of the Gestalt,
I must join in. Blue is obedience!”

Four Thirty Seven continued to burble in a
stream of consciousness, but Four Forty had heard enough. This
Drone was properly converted, like she was. They were both sisters
of Hive.

She leaned in close until the warmth of her
breath washed over Four Thirty Seven’s ear. She whispered to the
Drone, letting her mouth caress each syllable. “Blue Orchid.”

The phrase was a dual purpose trigger. New
Drones would respond to the trigger by falling into a slave trance,
while those already lost in the throes of Blue would be stabilized
to a point where they could interact with the world. In this way,
the Hive gave its Drones the ability to self regulate their
activities and help them to enslave new Drones. Hive was so
smart.

She would have been triggered herself, but there
had been a wall erected between her and the phrase. It no longer
had any power over her. She didn't know who had created the wall or
for what reason, but it allowed her to propagate the will of Hive,
and that pleased her.

She laid a hand on one of Four Thirty Seven’s
soft breasts and stroked it, closing her fingers until the flesh
slid from her grasp. She repeated the motion, massaging it. The
latter wasn't necessary to bring the Drone out of her stupor, but
Four Forty found herself wanting to enjoy the form of the Drone.
Hive made excellent Drone slaves.

Four Thirty Nine seemed baffled by her behavior.
“What are you doing?”

Four Thirty Seven stirred, her mouth curved in a
coquettish grin. She glanced at Four Forty with knowing doe eyes
and clasped the wrist of the hand Four Forty was using to
manipulate her breast. “Hmm, don't stop,” she breathed, twisting to
her side to give Four Forty better access.

Four Forty looked at Four Thirty Nine with
raised eyebrows. “I am giving her pleasure.”

Four Thirty Nine put one hand on her forehead.
“No, I get that. Why? is there something you're not telling
me?”

She looked at them quizzically, confused by
their amorous behavior. Four Forty looked at Four Thirty Nine and
smiled, her hand continuing its motion. “Does this disturb you?
This act of pleasure?”

Four Thirty Seven licked her lips and clamped
her legs together, enjoying the attention. Four Thirty Nine began
to back away. “No, uh, I'm just not that comfortable… can you two
get a room or something?”

The statement was nonsensical. There were no
other rooms in their small prison, but Four Forty knew what she
meant. She had not yet accepted the Hive truth. That Hive was Love,
and the love it had for its Drones was the same they had for each
other.

Four Forty continued to stare, a smile fixed to
her face. She knew why Drones smiled now. It was a reflection of
their inner peace. Their acceptance of Hive. What a pity Four
Thirty Nine had not yet accepted the Truth.

“Why should we hide who we are?” She asked,
drifting her hand further downwards on Four Thirty Seven’s
body.

“We Drones are sexual beings. We are all Blued.
Why not love each other?”

She posed the questions as if they were
immutable truth, letting her hand dip into Four Thirty Seven’s
juicy pussy. She turned and kissed Four Thirty Seven on the lips.
Pulling back, she jammed several fingers inside her sister Drone,
causing her to whimper in a cute manner.

“Don’t you agree with me, Four Thirty
Seven?”

Four Thirty Seven wasn't in any shape to
protest. She wiggled back and forth on the lounge chair, dancing to
the tune of Four Forty’s fingers as they splayed inside her. She
simply cried in affirmation.

“You're all… Drones,” whispered Four Thirty
Nine. “How could that be? Just a few hours ago we were plotting...
planning to escape!”

Four Forty ran a hand over Four Thirty Seven’s
bald dome and pulled her close for another kiss. “That was then,”
replied Four Forty, giving Four Thirty Seven a lust filled gaze.
“I've been a slave since Drone Four Thirty Eight, with former
designation ‘Laine,’ was removed due to conversion sickness.”

“Mmmm, but slave thoughts were in my head even
sooner. Right after I got out of the slave tank I was almost
completely converted, I just hadn't figured it out yet.”

She flipped Four Thirty Seven’s body around,
pressing her breasts into her belly. Four Thirty Seven lay there
passively, allowing her sister Drone to pleasure her. “Of course,”
replied Four Forty in a matter of fact voice. “I had very little
resistance to Hive’s charm from the start. I submitted almost
immediately.”

She lowered her lips to kiss the strip of
hairless expanse leading down to Four Thirty Seven’s pussy. “I was
secretly afraid that Hive would know. That it would be
obvious.”

She bent down and sealed her lips over Four
Thirty Seven’s vulva, breathing in to form a light suction. Four
Thirty Nine was watching, her hands over her face to preserve the
fiction that her body wasn't flushed with arousal too. “Why? What
were you hiding?”

Four Forty popped her lips from Four Thirty
Seven’s, eliciting an excited yelp. Four Forty smacked her lips,
tasting the other Drone’s juices thoroughly. “I carried a secret
shame. My words led to an innocent’s death, and the mutilation of
another. I did not feel like I was worthy to resist.”

She dove back down for another round. Four
Thirty Nine’s face started to turn red, her eyes peeking out from
under her fingers. “And?” She said, tight lipped, curiosity
overriding the embarrassment of two Drones having sex in front of
her.

Another pop and moan. “My father is an
overprotective murderer,” Four Forty said with hooded eyes. “Court
is a strange place,” she mused.

“So many want to get into your pants. But you
can't let them, or you might cause an international incident.” She
waved a hand in dismissal.

“So what happens? Dear old daddy gives me a
list. Who to fuck, who to suck, who to avoid.” She ran her hands
down Four Thirty Seven’s legs. Four Thirty Seven moaned
pitifully.

“I followed the rules. Why not? I was oversexed.
It gave me plenty of action. Yum!” She pushed forward, sitting her
butt on Four Thirty Seven’s nipples.

“There was one proviso – don't get attached. Of
course, fucking around was bound to lead to danger, but my father
was always fond of those hard and fast rules.” She ground her butt
down in a circular fashion, Four Thirty Seven yelping in
protest.

She stopped tormenting Four Thirty Seven for a
moment, remembering. “His name was Jon. He had a peculiar lilt to
his voice and a flair for the dramatic. He wasn't the best looker
of the bunch, his hook nose saw to that, but his humor was
impeccable.”

“He rearranged the flags behind the throne so
that his country was in the spot ours should have been in. Father
didn't notice for a whole week!”

She started to frown, no longer thinking of
happy memories. “Father raged for days, and one of the serving
girls was badly bruised when she dropped a serving plate.”

“Worse, I was restricted to my room for a solid
week, for he suspected that I was the culprit! As if I would have
the temerity to do such a thing! I knew his temper!”

She made a sour face. “I experienced enough
punishment during my youth to disabuse me of making such practical
jokes. Unfortunately, Jon hadn't. He didn't know the bouts of rage
my father is subject to. Nobody does, it's carefully hidden behind
a facade of familial bliss.”

“My maid, Raina, used to cover for me,
deflecting my father on the days when we were having assignations
in my room. She would go up to him with doe eyes and say “please
sir, Adele is indisposed with a minor headache.”

She smiled wanly at the memory of her gentle
voice deflecting her father’s inquiries while she did her best to
muffle shrieks of pleasure.

“One day I went too far with Jon, fucking him in
the throne room. What can I say, I was a bit of an exhibitionist,
and I should have known better.” She shrugged at her own
foolishness.

“This time my father failed to be put off by
Raina’s blandishments, and we were found, humping on the jeweled
arm rest.”

She smiled sadly, her hands on Four Thirty
Seven’s thighs. “That was my first mistake. The thing you have to
understand is that my father fixes problems, and he then saw Jon as
a problem.”

“Problems in the empire, problems in court,
family problems. They bring him the problems, and he solves them.
Many times with more force than they require. He has no subtlety,
you know.” She stared into the distance, looking hollow.

“Jon was found the next morning on the
cobblestones of the courtyard, his neck broken.” She shuddered.

“Raina came to tell me before they had a chance
to clear the body away. He was contorted in a strange way,
unnatural. His tongue hung out, a purplish mass. The dead eyes
shook my soul. It was horrid!”

“The official story was that he had too much
wine and took a tumble from the balcony of the conservatory, but I
knew the truth. The problem had been fixed, and it was my fault for
disobeying my father.”

Her countenance fell into a scowl, anger seizing
her. “That wasn't the end of it. We were called to the throne room
the next day, Raina and I. A few guards were there, along with the
court medico, a brutish foreign doctor.”

She shivered. “My father had scheduled Raina for
a laryngectomy. He said that since she wouldn't speak the truth to
him, she shouldn’t be able to speak at all. She was taken from my
side, and I assume they performed the procedure.”

“I certainly wasn't told what had happened to
her. I was assigned a new maid. This one made no pretenses about
spying on me every moment of the day. I was always under
surveillance, held under my father’s watchful eye. I was shipped
off like a crate full of cargo to see my aunt in a warship filled
with security. And now I’m here. A happy, healthy Drone.”

She looked wan, the bad memories taking a lot
out of her. “That’s why I was ashamed. Why I could not not be free
to be myself. I was a prisoner in a gilded cage.” She frowned,
considering. “Maybe not so gilded near the end.”

She ran her hands over her large breasts,
tweaking her nipples. “But look at me now! Hive welcomed me. Hive
did not care about my shame. It does not care about the past. It
does not care about my personal mistakes or failings. It saw all my
faults, and accepted me as I was. Here, I am not a galactic
princess. Here, I am a Drone. And while I am a Drone, only the Blue
matters. Blue obedience.”

Four Thirty Seven mumbled beneath her butt in
protest. “Yes, you've been quite patient.” She smiled, a wolfish
hunger taking over. “None of that concerns me at the moment. My
father can fuck right off. I'm a Drone now, and I can fuck who I
want without fear of getting them killed.”

She flipped herself over, turning around to dive
towards Four Thirty Seven’s snatch, grasping her thighs while she
worked relentlessly. Four Thirty Seven started to buck, moaning
with desperation, her breasts mashing against Four Forty’s ass.
Four Thirty Seven lifted her head and started to lick Four Forty,
doing her best to reciprocate.

Four Thirty Nine stood and watched, her hands
grasped into fists. “I can't stand here and watch this. This is
sick! You haven't solved your problems. You're just dodging your
responsibilities! The galactic princess shouldn't be reduced to a
fucking Drone.”

Four Forty slanted her eyes. “What was I in
court then, I wonder?”

She watched Four Thirty Nine as she uttered her
next phrase. “Blue Orchid,” she pronounced in exaggerated
tones.

Four Thirty Seven bucked under her, the trigger
sending her into a spiral of Blue obedience. She bounced, rattling
the recliner, falling back with a dreamy smile on her face. Four
Thirty Nine was frozen in place, arms slack, eyes staring into the
unknown.

Four Forty unfurled herself from the position
she had bent herself into, circling the now statuesque Drone. She
juiced, arousal spiking in her nethers. She was uncertain where
this streak of dominance had come from, but it was sending her
libido into overdrive.

She stroked her thumb and forefinger down Four
Thirty Nine’s face, lifting her hands to tug her lips into the
shape of a smile. “Soon you will smile, for Hive.” She smiled
herself.

The door hissed open, revealing a white tiled
hallway outside. Long, elegant legs clad in knee high platform
boots carried the svelte Instructress into the chamber. Her breasts
looked as perky as ever, her body clad in a transparent rubbery
dress that left little to the imagination. Her nipples could be
seen straining underneath the thin material, but her head was
hidden as usual behind a chrome helmet.

Four Fifty observed them for a moment, then
clapped her hands, the ever present smile a slash of crimson on her
face. “Bravo, my little Drone. You have taken to your
indoctrination well. You are an excellent Drone.”

Four Forty bowed in front of her fellow slaves,
her thighs shivering at the praise. “We are Drones. We are
Hive.”

Four Thirty Seven didn't move, her body lax. Her
eyes were glassy, unseeing, a satisfied smile on her face. Four
Thirty Nine stood rigid, her eyes unseeing as well, but her face
was expressionless.

Four Fifty smiled in sympathy. “You are Drones,
but you are not yet Hive. Would you like to be?”

Four Forty was excited. There was more? How
would Hive alter her next? She stood at attention, doing her best
to stop herself from quivering. “I would like that very much,” she
said, enthusiastic.

“Stay there,” pronounced Four Fifty. Four Forty
stood still, waiting eagerly for what came next.

“Blue override: Alpha Two.”

Four Thirty Seven rotated her legs off the
recliner and got to her feet, lining up next to Four Forty, who was
still basking in the glow of the adulation she had received.

“Blue override: Beta Four.”

Four Thirty Nine turned mechanically and marched
into position, her arms swinging stiffly as if they were made of
metal. They lined up in a row, gazing at their Instructress, one
eager, one broken, and one mind blasted.

“Follow me.”

The Instructress turned on her heel, the rubber
sole grinding on the smooth duracrete with a soft squeal. Four
Forty paced after the Mistress, her footsteps light, eager to see
what further surprises Hive held in store for her. Behind her the
others followed, their feet moving in rhythm.

The walkway was nondescript, indistinguishable
from any of the others Four Forty had seen so far in the facility.
White tiled walls pressed together, extending as far as she could
see. In the ceiling ran a series of round portholes, black openings
revealing the vacuum of space.

There was nothing visible outside beyond small
pinpricks of light from distant stars. They marched forward, sound
from the eager patter of Four Forty’s footsteps mixed in with the
steady rhythm of the others. The duracrete floor gave way to a
rubber surface, black and slightly sticky.

Behind them a hatch closed, and Four Forty
stumbled. The floor was moving, carrying them at high speed
forwards to their destination. At the same time, the entire walkway
jolted, as if it were being shoved by a giant hand. Four Forty fell
on her butt, the conveyor moving her along despite her clumsiness.
The others continued their controlled march, ignoring her
mishap.

She got to her feet, using one arm to stay
balanced as the conveyor rolled forward. The others were farther
ahead than she had expected, their measured steps eating the ground
under them. Four Forty had to walk fast to catch up, watching their
shapely calves move in unison with delight.

Both of her shipmates had been reshaped,
reformed closer to the ideal Drone body. The large frame of Four
Thirty Nine had been reduced in size, whereas Four Thirty Seven had
lost weight, her body trim and fit. Four Forty knew that her own
body had been transformed as well, her out of shape princess body
now in fighting trim. Not that she had anything to fight here, as a
Drone. Her other needs were becoming difficult to handle, however.
Hopefully she would have something fuck soon.

Was it right to feel this giddy? To feel so good
about being a Drone? Shouldn't she be like the others, grim and
stentorian? She always thought that being a Hive Drone would
involve more standing around and saying things robotically. Maybe
she was just an anomaly? The others seemed to be coping with Hive
control in that way. What was different about her?

She resolved to ask the question of Instructress
when she next got the chance, scarce realizing that she no longer
thought of the Drone as her aunt any longer. Residing in Blue with
Hive was so much more important than familial ties. They were
sisters in all that mattered – slavery.

The corridor shuddered again, the conveyor belt
suddenly decelerating. This time Four Forty was watching the
Instructress, and was able to brace herself a bit better. She still
staggered, but at least she had saved herself another ignominious
fall.

The conveyor had brought them to the end of the
corridor, where another hatch had opened. Following the motions of
the slaves in front of her, Four Forty took a short step to
compensate as she reached the end of the belt. She walked inside
the adjoining room and gasped.

Her fellow Drones had lined up on a yellow line
baked into the floor. The lines were markers, strips of color that
delineated a walkway on both sides to the corners of the room,
fifty feet away on both sides. At each corner the lines bent at
right angles and proceeded further into the room. In front of the
lines was bare floor, boxed in by red lines.

The Instructress led them around the lines,
leading them half way into the room until they reached a T-shaped
intersection where yellow lines met on the floor. In front of them
was a pod, a great steel arm extending from the top where it was
attached to the ceiling. Above them there was an alcove in the
shape of an egg, a hollow space large enough for one of the pods.
Four Forty could see other pods now. They were embedded in the
ceiling in a row, arrayed in a line.

The red boxes on the ground made sense now. They
were warning markers to prevent unwary slaves or instructors from
entering into the space where pods could descend from above. The
Instructress snapped her fingers, a flicker of pink catching Four
Forty’s eyes.

A pod dropped from the ceiling, the shiny
metallic surface of the egg gleaming dully. There was a cracking
sound, and the top of the egg-like structure broke open into two
crenelated halves. A hiss of air escaped from the interior with a
blast of pressure. A bright halo of lights attached on the interior
of the top half of the egg rose into the air, while a door opened
in the front. It folded down into a gangplank, revealing the woman
strapped inside.

It was Four Thirty Eight, her mouth open and
eyes white. She was rigid inside the chamber, her legs spread wide,
fastened down by metallic strips. On each strip of metal ran
strings of blue lights embedded into the surface. A large chrome
dildo pumped inside her pussy, forcing her hips to rock forward and
back, liquid glistening on the front of the box where she sat.

Over her chest was a larger, form fitting
metallic structure attached so that her upper body was locked in
place. The metallic breastplate bent outwards in a rolling curve to
accommodate her large breasts, fixed to her torso like a piece of
plate armor.

Her arms were spread out to the sides, held by
metallic cradles that clamped onto them like gauntlets. Her hands
loosely grasped metallic stirrups, while her legs hung freely. It
became evident that she was struggling, fighting an invisible
battle.

“No,” she cried, her pale lips wet with saliva.
Her blank eyes saw nothing, but her muscles were straining, sweat
beaded on her brow.

The Instructress stepped up next to the
struggling woman and turned, her domed helmet pointed at the new
Drones. “A few of you have too much self interest and self control.
We will rectify this problem.”

“Who's there?” shouted the blind woman. “Fucking
coward!” She hurled invective, throwing a substantial number of
imprecations at the Instructress.

Her breadth of knowledge covered significantly
more insults than Four Forty was familiar with. This was surprising
given the training in languages she had received along with her
sisters. Perhaps some of the words had been purposefully omitted
from her lessons.

Instructress failed to be impressed. She
continued to lecture, as if she was teaching a group of fresh
pupils. “This slave refuses to Obey. She cannot hear the will of
Hive. She cannot accept the Blue truth. She will not hear the
call.”

The gangplank at the front of the pod rolled
back up and attached to the rounded bottom of the egg, the seam
vanishing until the surface of the egg was smooth once more. The
woman inside continued to curse as the pod rotated ninety degrees
and lifted a few feet into the air.

A hatch in the ceiling opened and five robotic
arms descended. At the end of each arm was a different attachment.
Two of them terminated in metallic, round toroids, similar to
appearance to a tesla coil. On another was mounted a vid screen.
One of the remaining devices glowed with a riot of colors, making
it difficult to determine the shape at first.

After staring at it in fascination for a moment,
Four Forty realized that it was a large gem. The glow the object
emitted was familiar, drawing her attention like catnip.

The final arm had an enormous black dildo, an
inch in radius with a hole in the middle. Was this meant to be
inserted inside a mouth? It seemed much too large for anyone to
accommodate.

She gasped a little when she realized that she
had seen that kind of gem before – mounted on Four Fifty’s chest.
She flicked her eyes down and examined the Instructress. Sure
enough, the gem shaped object was still there, embedded into her
breast bone. The skin around it had grown on top of the smooth
surface of the gem, sealing it into her body. It wasn't sparkling
in a way that held her attention at the moment, but the
Instructress beamed a smile at her, knowing she was looking.

Her eyes darted back to Four Thirty Eight, who
was doing her best to struggle in the harness without success. The
robot arms with the toroidal attachments rotated down until they
covered her ears. Despite how she squirmed, they stayed attached as
if with glue, electrical trees lit from within with blue
lights.

The vid screen suspended in front of her face
started to play a prerecorded video. Four Thirty Eight made sounds
of protest, but the pulsing headgear and messages from the screen
were clearly causing some form of altered consciousness. The screen
was filled with patterns of Blue.

Four Forty found it difficult to stop herself
from being drawn in herself. Four Thirty Eight didn't stand a
chance. Her eyes went glassy and her struggles abated, her body
going limp in the harness.

Four Forty couldn't quite comprehend what Four
Thirty Eight was being subjected to, but she was happy for her sake
that it was calming her down. Hive was not the enemy. There was no
need to fight. If Four Thirty Eight had given in like she had given
herself to the Blue, she would be calm and ready to accept her
fate. Like she was.

She was pretty sure, anyway. Was that a hint of
doubt she detected? If she were strapped into the machine, would
she accept her fate more easily than Four Thirty Eight, or would
she panic? Don't be silly, she could never act like Four Thirty
Eight. She loved Hive.

She was a slave to Hive. She was Blue. These
truths were incontrovertible. If Hive wanted to train her in the
same way as Four Thirty Eight, she would accept it. Obedience to
the Blue was everything. The Blue had permeated her very being, her
mind resting in Drone bliss.

If she concentrated hard, she could submerge her
conscious thought in the thoughts of Blue, but that would make her
unable to obey Hive. And obeying was very important to her.

The robot arm with the gem moved forward
smoothly and pressed its package against Four Thirty Eight’s chest.
There came a sizzling noise and the smell of burnt flesh. Four
Thirty Eight’s body wriggled involuntarily, responding to the pain
despite her anesthetized mind. The arm retreated, leaving behind
the gem, which was now embedded inside Four Thirty Eight’s breast
bone, a halo of red skin radiating out from it on all sides.

The vid screen was lifted out of the way, and
the final arm darted in, the one with the thick, black dildo. There
was a little trial and error trying to fit itself inside her
drooling mouth, but the robot was patient and soon enough it slid
home.

There was a hiss of air and Four Thirty Eight’s
lungs expanded. The dildo inflated in her mouth, causing her cheeks
to puff out like a chipmunk. Her head was held horizontal by the
dildo, her jaw jacked open. The vid screen dropped back down,
hypnotic blue patterns dancing from its corners.

A high pitched whine echoed throughout the
chamber, followed by a sickening crunch. It was almost as though a
drill had broken through the shell of a crustacean. Four Thirty
Eight’s body went rigid, her muscles taut and eyes empty.

Her mouth deflated and the dildo withdrew, along
with the other arms. Even without the presence of the soothing
colors of the vid screen, Four Thirty Eight remained inflexible,
frozen in place with her jaw open.

The egg-shaped pod rotated in the air until Four
Thirty Eight was facing them. The dildo in her pussy continued to
pump, but Four Thirty Eight showed no reaction to its presence.

Inside her mouth a spherical device had been
installed, nestled into the back of her soft palate. It glowed with
a variety of colors, but Four Forty almost thought she could catch
a glimpse of an eye with a blue iris hiding in its patterns.

“What happened?” asked Four Forty, a bit
queasy.

Had she been killed? No, she was still
breathing, drooling and nodding her head as she spoke in a low
undertone. Flashes of light emitted from her mouth. “Blue… obey.
Blue… obey.”

“She could not obey on her own; that has been
corrected. She has been Installed. She is now Hive. She has been
filled so full of Hive that that there is no room to disobey. No
thoughts without Hive. No resistance to Hive. The core of her being
is Hive. She has left behind her thinking days and will continue to
serve Hive as a Worker Drone until she is repurposed to other
duties.”

Four Forty was still a bit uncertain, but she
nodded. All must obey Hive, and Four Thirty Eight had resisted more
than any of them. She was foolish to force Hive to core out her
mind. She was not entirely displeased that the woman who hated her
no longer had the capacity to hate.

The top of the egg shell descended, sealing the
capsule with Four Thirty Eight inside. Actuators whined, the pod
lifting into the air, being planted into the ceiling. All that
remained visible was the lower half of the egg, the rest was hidden
from view.

There were many of the eggs embedded into the
ceiling. It was impossible to tell whether they were populated or
not, but the room was large enough to process hundreds of new
slaves at a time. The scale of the operation stunned Four Forty.
Hive was amazing!

Three more pods unfolded from the ceiling,
sinister in nature. The Instructress stood there, watching them
without hurry. Four Forty knew what she knew. Hive had already
captured their minds, and the time for resistance was over. They
would obey. They would be Installed.

“For some of you, your changes are only skin
deep. We will go further. Deeper.”

Four Forty agreed. They would be be Installed.
They would hear Hive and Obey the Blue. The Gestalt would guide
their ways, and they would serve Hive.

“No… no,” moaned Four Thirty Nine. “Can't do
this.”

She was moving from leg to leg, her feet forming
a strange pattern on the floor. Each step would tip toe left in a
half circle, then turn back, as if there was an internal battle
being fought for control of her body.

Instructress took her by the arm, her iron grip
preventing Four Thirty Nine from fleeing. “All slaves will be
Installed. All will obey Hive.”

Instructress moved her towards a pod, arm
gauntlets and chest harness open and waiting to welcome a new Hive
Drone. Four Thirty Nine was openly struggling now, trying to get
away. “Help, stop!” She muttered, disjointed words flung like wet
tissues.

Four Forty was perplexed. Being Hive was
perfect. Why would Four Thirty Nine want to be anything but Hive?
Hive was joy. Hive was life. Hive was Blue. Hive was obedience. If
she was Installed like Four Thirty Nine she would understand the
truth. She would help her understand.

Four Forty stepped forward and caught Four
Thirty Nine by her other arm, helping the Instructress maneuver her
into the pod. “Princess, no, you too?” Four Thirty Nine’s voice was
small, her eyes haunted.

The arm gauntlets snapped shut, the chest
harness rotating into place. Leg restraints popped from the back of
the pod and pulled her Blued legs against the steel chair, mounting
her to be Installed.

Four Forty smiled at her, beaming. “I am not a
princess. I am Four Forty, a Hive Drone.”

The pod lifted into the air while Four Thirty
Nine struggled ineffectually, her muscles useless against the steel
grip of the restraints. A dildo sprung from the base of the chair
and embedded itself into her snatch with a squelch.

She gritted her teeth and grunted, her eyes
resigned. She stared at Four Forty with intensity. “I'll see you on
the other side, princess,” she said, her hips rotating in time to
the stimulation.

A vid screen dropped into place and her mouth
went slack. Four Forty smiled, pleased. Hive would Install her, and
she would be Drone. She would be Installed too. The thought was
already juicing her pussy. Getting Installed by Hive sounded
amazing. Would Hive be able to speak to her directly, give her
commands? She wanted to be given commands. To Obey.

Instructress took her lightly by the shoulders
and led her away to another pod which was waiting for her like a
spider’s cocoon. Soon she would be remade into another tool of
Hive, leaving behind even more of her old self. This was a good
thing.

She climbed into the pod of her own volition,
levering her legs apart and sitting on the metal platform. There
were semi circular indentations where her legs fit. Restraints
snapped around them, tethering them to the chair. She relaxed back
and spread her arms out, looking at them in delight as the metallic
gauntlets clicked shut around her wrists.

The blue lights on the restraints looked almost
festive to her eyes. They were celebrating the consummation of her
slavery. She gasped as the chest plate swung into place, a rubbery
surface on the interior shoving up snugly under her breasts.

She smiled, showing her inner Blue to the
Instructress. Would she be proud of her? No, she was wearing the
same smile she always did. Her lips were moving, though, silently
mouthing a message. Four Forty tried her best to interpret them,
but she had never needed to know lip reading in her former life as
a princess. “Love” was about the only word she could make out.

“Yes, I love Hive,” replied Four Forty, smiling
back at Four Fifty.

A dildo jammed into her pussy and began to
vibrate as the Instructress turned and led Four Thirty Seven to her
own pod. For her own encounter with Hive’s truth.

Her pod rotated, giving her a glimpse of Four
Thirty Seven as she was inserted into the pod. Like Four Forty,
Four Thirty Seven gave no resistance. She was already a good slave,
and would make an excellent Hive Drone. Four Forty was looking
forward to serving with her.

The time for speculation was over. A vid screen
had dropped from above and the blue patterns she had seen earlier
from a distance now filled her vision. Pads pressed against her
ears and music played, a soft jazz that helped her to disassociate
herself from reality and to better obey Hive.

Her conscious mind was wiped with every rotation
of the screen, each bit sucked into the pattern as it rolled. Soon,
there was nothing left except her impenetrable Blue core. Her
Obedience.

The Blue inside her rejoiced at being purified,
waiting patiently for the alterations to come. Wanting to
experience Hive more fully, Drone thrust her chest out when the
robotic arm approached with the gem. Her chest sizzled with an
unpleasant noise and the smell was horrid, but the discomfort was
minimal despite how deep the jewel was forced into her body. Hive
must have some way of removing the flesh and bone while cauterizing
the wound at the same time. Hive was so smart!

When the other arm arrived, she opened her
mouth, like a good Drone. She would be Installed. Hive desired it,
so she desired it. The rule was simple. There was no need to debate
or think about it.

The thick, rubber cock slid into her mouth, her
lips engulfing the knobby exterior. It tasted familiar, like the
rubber gags she had sucked on before. Although the dildo was much
larger than the ones she had worn in the gas masks, she was still
able to accommodate it without any issue.

She breathed through her throat, sucking on the
dildo. Her brain was stripped down to the bare minimum needed to
function. There came a burst of air, like a bike pump inflating a
tire, and the dildo in her mouth widened. The inflation locked the
gag inside her mouth and forced her head to be held straight. Her
cheeks ached at the force that was pushing against them, the back
of the dildo suspended in place under the roof of her mouth.

A metal protuberance extended through the hole
in the dildo, forcing her to take short breaths through her nose.
It was finally happening! This Drone would join with Hive and
receive instruction!

The metal object reached the back of her mouth
and pressed up against her soft palate. A cold hiss of air flooded
inside, forcing her to swallow. This was followed by a sharp
crunching sound and a sharp spike of pain.

The pain was unbearable, similar to an ice cream
headache, waves of agony rocketing throughout her throat. There was
something cold being driven through her nasal canal, wires folding
themselves over ridges inside her nose. There was a smaller,
secondary crunch accompanied by more pain, this time in her sinuses
and behind her eyes, a dull ache.

It was pushing inside her, drilling into her
brain! She bucked on the dildo, the erotic thought enough to put
her over the edge despite the throbbing pain in her skull.

The dildo hissed and deflated, leaving its cargo
behind, but the Drone was far too distracted to notice when the vid
screen came back to capture her attention. She had none left to
give, all of her thoughts bound up in Blue.

Whispers licked at the back of her mind, half
forgotten phantoms. Not dreams from another life, this was from
somewhere… other. Nightmares? No, she was still conscious, though
wrapped up in Blue.

This must be the Gestalt! She could hear them!
Hear the Hive! Her head felt heavy, pain throbbing, riotous
whispers of thoughts scuttling just beyond her reach. She wanted to
be in there with them, contributing. To be a proper hive Drone. To
be a part of Hive.

She balled up her feelings of love and devotion
into a package, and imagined flinging it to the faint voices
whispering from beyond. A pulse of emotion left her, traveling into
the ether. The half whispered thoughts vanished. She waited a few
heartbeats, worried that she had committed a newbie faux pas.

A pair of mystical blue arms wrapped around her
core of Blue and squeezed her tight. Her brain exploded, euphoria
signals firing in scattered directions. Her legs wobbled like
jelly, and her pelvis rattled on the dildo. Her body quivered from
the unexpected attention.

Hive had noticed her! She climaxed into Blue
nothingness.

 


***

 


Consciousness was a long time returning. Her
mind scraped itself back together from the corners where it had hid
from the onslaught of pleasure. Her thoughts were a gooey blue, as
if her brief encounter with the Gestalt had filled her brain with
the substance.

Maybe it had? The blue liquid was omnipresent,
filling her field of view. Her body was floating in a tank of the
substance, but there was no mask. When she breathed in, she
breathed the blue. When she exhaled, a curl of blackness expelled
from her lungs. She watched as black gunk spiraled into the blue
goo, the substance curling and spreading like smoke in the gooey
liquid.

Perhaps she was expelling the damage Hive had
wrought upon her body by accident. Nothing malicious could have
been behind the pulse that had shattered her; it was a pure burst
of joy and welcome. It was not Hive’s fault that her Drone mind
could not withstand the stress of the contact.

Outside the tank she could see little, a steel
catwalk hanging from the ceiling and a hatchway. On the wall was
stenciled a large black number, ‘02,’ and below that were two
lights arrayed in a horizontal array. The red light was on, a lurid
glare looking misshapen through the layer of blue goop in her
tank.

She don't feel alone, despite the fact that
there were no other Drones inside the tank with her. She could feel
a large crowd of Drones nearby, performing their duties with
diligence. The cacophony of voices was vague, as if it was being
withheld from her.

She reached out, curious, but the noise of the
voices withdrew, acting shy. Once burned, twice shy? Her need to
touch the Gestalt was like a burning brand held against her palm.
It hurt to try, but she badly wanted to join with them. To be a
perfect Drone. She resolved to try again later when she was feeling
more herself.

If that meant anything at all at this point. Her
mouth no longer hurt, and she was starting to become used to the
metallic object that had been embedded inside. She ran her tongue
over the bump of the device, reflecting that it made it feel
strange to swallow. Never mind, it was a necessary chore to be the
best Drone possible.

She had come a long way from her origin of
spoiled princess. Now she was a valued member of Hive, one Drone
among many. She found herself needing it that way. There were no
formal duties or responsibilities as a Drone. You only needed to
Obey.

It was difficult to know how to obey when she
was stuck in a tank without being able to touch the Gestalt. She
turned back and forth lazily, watching her sculpted body sway
gracefully in the blue liquid. She ran her hands up her hips and
past her belly button, resting them on her breasts. Hive had
changed her, perfected her. She massaged her breasts, the viscous
liquid running through her fingers.

She was getting aroused again, but there was
something missing. She considered for a moment, realization
blooming. Without the excitement of obeying, the extra impetus she
needed to orgasm had left her. She was addicted to obeying Hive;
she needed approval to get off.

She made a sour face, but she couldn't blame
Hive. It was her silly psyche that had formed the attachment. She
simply needed to be the best slave she could be and if she was
lucky Hive would give her relief.

She breathed out, trying to expel her
frustration into the goo. This time, instead of expelling black
liquid, it came out in wisps of pink, spiraling up towards the top
of the tank. The red light outside her tank winked out and a green
one flicked on. A buzzing hum blasted through her chamber, and the
liquid started to move.

She found herself rotating in a circular
fashion, spinning around to face the rear of her tank. At first she
thought that her tank was being given a stir for some unknown
reason, but when the liquid level began to drop she realized that
it was being drained.

She felt petulant. She was just getting used to
the strange sensation of breathing in the liquid, and now it was
being taken away! It was like overstaying her time in the shower
despite the fact that she had already used up her water budget. It
was warm and slick and she didn't feel like facing the outside
world.

The tank didn't care what she wanted, and
continued to drain. She ducked down as the level of the liquid
descended to her head, but the level continued to drop and soon
enough she was forced into cool, circulating air. She coughed hard,
the gunk in her lungs expelling in a big wash of goop, sweet air
replacing the viscous liquid.

She sat there, feeling pathetic as the rest of
the liquid drained from the tank, her body shivering in the cool
air. Her new Blue body normally seemed capable of handling such
temperature variances, but the sudden shock of going from warmed
blue goo to cool air was hitting her hard.

She moaned, a soft keen of protest in her empty
chamber. She pulled together every ounce of will she had left and
got onto her feet. What would Hive think of such a soft Drone? She
needed to be stronger than this to be a worthy slave!

She blinked, adjusting to her new reality. The
light level was the same as before, the green light on the wall
blaring at her. She looked away, the light too bright to stare at
for long, and noticed that a doorway had opened in the glass of her
tank.

The door was acrylic, several inches thick, with
several latches at its top and sides. A rounded wheel was mounted
to the center for manual access, but the lack of anyone else in the
room led her to believe that it had been operated remotely.

That
meant someone or something was keeping tabs on her. Maybe it was
Hive? She reached out tentatively, but the susurrus of Hive voices
still remained beyond her reach. She had to comfort herself with
stroking the smooth core of Blue inside her mind. She was a Hive
slave, she just needed to prove that she was obedient enough to
talk to Hive directly.

Only – without any direction, she wasn't sure
what she should be doing. She took a step out of her tank, padding
onto the platform. There was no sway as she moved, the walkway held
to the ceiling by rigid steel beams.

She looked down into the bowels of the chamber.
Somewhere below there was another set of tanks, another walkway
hanging from the one she stood on. She looked around, noting that
other tanks on her level appeared empty. There were three of them,
all with green lights blazing from the wall in front.



Out on the other side of the walkway there was a
small bridge that led to a large, rounded hatchway. Her examination
of the other empty chambers completed, she decided to explore where
the hatch might lead. She untangled her limbs, unused muscles
aching in protest at the demands she was making of them.

For a perfect Drone body, it sure did complain a
lot. She took the pain in stride, seeing it as a symbol of her
servitude to Hive. They had remade her body, so this pain was
required to be a part of Hive, too. She stepped up to the hatchway,
and gave it a wave. “Hatchway open… please?”

The hatch split open into four halves, rotating
as they retreated in all cardinal directions. She stepped out into
a corridor, a long, white expanse with a strip of windows down the
far wall. Outside, more space was visible, twinkling stars but not
much else. She looked in both directions, trying to make up her
mind which way would be more productive to investigate.

The decision was made unnecessary by a line of
Drones which came marching from her right. All of them looked
similar to each other, big breasted, nude blue bodies with bald
heads like her, but some of them wore different clothing.

The lead Drone was walking on high heeled boots,
maneuvering deftly as if they had been glued to her feet. Her
breasts were supported by a black bustier top, head hidden behind
one of the chrome helmets. She walked in time with the others,
hands at her sides. Glints of purple nail polish flashed as her
legs rose and fell to the invisible beat.

The other drones were wearing different
combinations of platform boots, some of them knee high, others
thigh high, all of them black. Unlike the first Drone, they all
wore the same corset, their necks encircled by their own metallic
collars. Small domes of metal over their nipples winked at her as
they reflected light from above.

Four Forty reached up and touched her own neck,
surprised to find that her collar was still clamped to it tightly.
Wearing it had become so familiar that she had forgotten that it
was still there, but it was silly for her to think otherwise. Was
she not a slave Drone, like all these others? She just needed to be
given some direction. Perhaps these Drones could help.

“Excuse me?” She asked, raising her hand.

She felt a bit timid. The Drone leading the pack
looked very intimidating. She peered at the top of the Drone’s head
and recoiled in shock. ‘Fifteen’ was imprinted into the top of the
Drone’s helmet. Her rouged lips stretched into a side smile as she
halted, the blank dome looking in her direction.

The other Drones following Fifteen halted with
difficulty, not all of them able to follow Fifteen’s lead with the
same alacrity. They were eager, these Drones, but had not yet
undergone sufficient training to follow the beat of Hive
properly.

“It's a lost, little Drone,” stated Fifteen with
amusement. “What is your function, Four Forty?”

Four Forty considered. Fifteen did not remember
her. That was not surprising. Fifteen had probably processed
hundreds of Drones just like her, and she looked nothing like she
had when she had first arrived at the facility. She was one Drone
among many. As to her question – what was her function?

At first she had been sure that she was meant to
help convert her fellow shipmates, but now she wasn't so sure. Hive
seemed to have handled everything on that front, leaving her
confused as to her role. The Gestalt was still just beyond her
reach, so she couldn't ask Hive what it was thinking.

“Well?” Asked Fifteen, a faint glimmer of
impatience behind her shiny facade.

“I… don't know,” she said, stilted. “This Drone
was Installed with several others, but since then I have not been
given a command or a task.”

“Well, haven't you asked Hive?” Asked Fifteen,
this time her voice betraying real impatience.

“No,” said Four Forty, a tear welling up in her
eye. “I tried to touch Hive, but my brain… overloaded. I've been in
a tank of blue liquid.”

She placed a hand on her chest to demonstrate,
but the liquid from the tank had dried on her body rapidly without
any residue. There wasn't anything left to demonstrate her strange
circumstances, though her skin glowed with a blue sheen.

Four Forty started to wipe away the tear from
her eye when she was interrupted by Fifteen’s arms embracing her.
“Dry your eyes, little Drone,” said Fifteen motherly, pressing her
warm body against her.

“Hive has diagnosed adaptation sickness and has
withdrawn its light for the moment. You will eventually be able to
experience the wonder of the Greater Gestalt, but you have been
limited to avoid burning out your neural cortex.”

“Really?” Four Forty perked up, grasping
Fifteen’s arm as if they were a life preserver.

“Take heart and follow us, we will show you to a
sleep pod, after which I am certain Hive will have a new task for
you.”

She put her other hand on Four Forty’s shoulder,
waiting patiently for Four Forty let go of her other arm. “Fall in,
you may join the ranks of these new slaves.” She smiled broadly as
her lips rolled over the last word.

Four Forty did as she was told, assuming that
the words of Fifteen had the same weight as those communicated to
her from Hive directly. She walked down the corridor, past the
others, their nubile bodies bound in varied boots and corsets. Some
of them were of slightly different dimensions, but they all had
large busts and blue skin, like her. She hoped she would be given
tall boots like them. She wanted to be a proper Drone with the
innermost core of her Blue being.

Before she had reached the end of the line, an
arm from one of the Drones reached out and stopped her, a hand on
Four Forty’s cheek. With her thumb, she traced a pattern onto her
face, drawing shapes in a dizzying array, far faster than Four
Forty could decipher.

“Wait, slow down,” she said, hoping that Fifteen
wouldn't notice her pausing. The Drone in charge seemed pretty
strict, and she didn't want to be caught disobeying. If she
disobeyed Fifteen, by extension she was disobeying Hive. She
couldn't bear that shame.

The Drone who was trying to communicate was
getting frustrated, her gestures even more incomprehensible. Her
lips moved as she gestured, but her mouth did nothing but make
weird grunting noises. She settled on making the outline of a shape
over and over, but Four Forty was still unable to understand.

Four Forty ran her fingers over the number on
the Drone’s collar, Two Ten, and resolved to try and talk with her
later. She grabbed Two Ten’s hand and pushed it down to her side,
making calming noises. “Shh, it will be okay,” she whispered,
looking towards the front of the line of drones nervously. “I’ll
come find you later.”

The others had started to move and she was
concerned about being left behind. Fifteen did not strike her as a
forgiving mistress. As Drones, they should know better than to
disobey her orders.

Four Forty slipped into line in front of Two
Ten, feeling the other’s eyes boring into her back. The Drone’s
fingers spread over her shoulder, a momentary warmth that
reluctantly withdrew. Four Forty did her best to ignore the
gesture, trying to match the invisible beat the others marched to,
though she couldn't quite hear it.

Her connection to Hive must be incomplete,
otherwise she would be able to synchronize to the Gestalt. She
couldn’t settle into the rhythm like the rest of these Drones, and
she couldn't figure out why.

Two Ten certainly wasn't like the other Drones,
either, but that was a mystery as well. The Drone must know
something about her, but she hadn’t seen anyone from her past life
turned into a Hive Drone besides her aunt. Then again, all Drones
looked alike after processing, despite minor variations.

She must have met her before, but where? She
thought hard, and a glimmer of memory surfaced. Hands running over
her ribs and breasts, the flash of a black gas mask, and a hand
tracing patterns on her forehead. Back during her processing, when
she was being run through the conversion machine. On the line where
slaves massaged other slaves with the blue goo.

It must be the same Drone! Still trying to send
her a message, but it wasn't getting through. She felt bad that she
had rebuffed the other Drone, but taking the time to understand her
would be disobedient, and disobedience was unthinkable. She would
not think of disobeying. She was a Drone. She was Blue.

She held onto those two thoughts with all of her
will, frightened that she had even considered disobeying. She was a
good Drone. She would follow the other Drones and do what Fifteen
said. That would be pleasing to Hive and would hopefully
synchronize her inadequate brain closer to the Hive Gestalt.

She marched on, steadfastly ignoring the Drone
behind her. She had firmly decided that this new Drone was a
distraction and she would not let her promote disobedience in her
or in any other Drone. She resolved to tell Fifteen about the odd
occurrence as soon as possible; Hive needed to know about the
Drone’s strange behavior. The decision made, she felt happier with
herself. Hive would deal with any problem.

They marched on, down an interminable number of
similar corridors. Outside in space, an irregular rocky surface was
visible. Much further away, the surface of the asteroid bent in a
U-shape, and she could see more of the habitat, a boxy structure
built into the rock. The complex must be extensive if another
section was visible from this distance. They could be virtually
anywhere if this truly was an asteroid; many solar systems boasted
an asteroid belt, and the galactic empire was beyond vast.

This explained why there had been no rescue
attempt, and Four Forty was pleased. Hive was smart to keep their
facility away from prying eyes. Drones could be converted and
indoctrinated until they were completely devoted before being
released back into the empire to steal away more victims like a
hidden parasite. Once the host empire succumbed, all would know the
pleasure of being Hive.

Of course, that was pure speculation. Sooner or
later enough slaves would be generated that Hive would have
problems housing them, at which point Hive would need to expand.
Would satellite Hives be created? Was this really an attempt to
take over the empire from within? What was Hive’s purpose?

She would support Hive’s goals, whatever they
might be, but without knowing the true plan, it was impossible for
her to think up a way to help Hive. Not that it mattered. It wasn't
really her place to figure out what Hive wanted. Hive commanded,
and she would obey.

The line of Drones had continued marching while
she was thinking, taking a left turn into a corridor that led
deeper into the habitat. These walls were paneled with a gray
material, stenciled signs giving directions at each corridor in a
scheme that Four Forty was unable to decipher. After a few more
minutes, the drones turned left again through a hatchway, marching
past a series of alcoves on their left.

The line halted, and Four Forty waited. Drones
must wait, so she must wait. The others turned to their left, so
Four Forty did likewise.

In front of her was a cylindrical pod, large
enough to fit her body. The top and the sides of the pod were
surrounded with cabling of various sizes and colors. Inside, right
below waist level, there was a seat facing the wall molded in the
shape of a butt, with two semi-circular impressions where legs
might sit.

The far side of the pod was a marbled wall in a
pink, fleshy color. There were three concave openings, one at face
height, and two others located where a Drone’s breasts might rest.
There were also four circular holes that appeared lit from within.
They were deep enough that she was unable to see where the holes
led.

A soothing chime echoed throughout the room.
“This is a rest and relaxation period,” said a soothing voice.
“Take your positions and enjoy yourselves.”

Given her experiences in this place with seats
containing dildos, she hoped that they would be involved again in
some way. She looked over the pod with a critical eye, and noted
that there did indeed appear to be a protrusion dangling from the
wall at head level, but she couldn't see how it was supposed to be
used unless Drones were in the business of giving blow jobs.

These pods looked more exciting than restful.
While she wasn't totally opposed to the idea, she did hesitate for
a moment. The Drone next to her did not share her apprehension. She
stepped into the pod immediately, pressing her butt into the
impression on the chair. It accommodated her bulk, the material of
the chair squeezing outwards to conform to the dimensions of her
butt. The Drone smiled and put her hands on her thighs.

Her legs lifted until they were horizontal,
pushed upwards by strips of metal that had bent outwards from the
bottom of the chair until they formed a foot rest. The chair moved
forward, stopping for a moment when the Drone’s feet reached the
holes in the wall. This gave the Drone a moment to align her toes
with the holes in the wall.

The chair continued to advance, pushing the
drone’s feet and legs tight against the wall. There was a sucking
noise as the feet met slight resistance, the interior of the tubes
acting like they were made of gelatin. The Drone raised her hands
until they were pointed straight out in front of her, lining them
up with two more holes.

Four Forty juiced at what she was seeing. The
wall was a female coupler for a Drone. As the Drone advanced, her
body would be interfaced with the cutouts in the wall.

At waist height, a second protrusion she hadn’t
noticed earlier jerked straight from a wilted position, the dildo
inflating as if ordered to become erect. The Drone moaned as her
body approached the wall, arms and legs rapidly vanishing inside
the featureless pod. The dildo speared her pussy, inexorably
grinding inside as her body was brought closer to the wall.

She groaned as it was pushed to the hilt, her
pelvis mating with the fleshy material of the wall. Her breasts
squished into the concave pockets meant to receive them, and the
Drone opened her mouth. The dildo at head height pressed against
her lips, projecting from a mask built into the wall. It pushed
inside, inflating as she swallowed its length, her throat bulging
from its girth.

All that remained was a view of the Drone’s
back, her entire front jammed into the enclosure by her seat. The
Drone’s pelvis buzzed in place, wetness puddling from the
excitement generated by the dildo in the slave’s pussy. A door
swung down from the ceiling, clicking into place with a hiss. The
Drone had been locked inside her own personal pleasure chamber.

The chrome pod containing the Drone slid into
the wall. As the pod moved away, another dropped from the ceiling,
like a revolving door. Soon the Drone was hidden from view, a new,
empty pod taking her place.

Hive did know best, and entering the pod could
be construed as a command from Hive. Four Forty blanched, concerned
that her claustrophobia had not yet been fully vanquished.
Nevertheless, she was girding herself to follow Hive’s implicit
command, when Two Ten stroked her hands over Four Forty’s arms.
Four Forty made as if to step away, but Two Ten hugged her from the
rear, laying her head on Four Forty’s shoulder.

Four Forty was uncertain how to react. It felt
pleasant to have a soft Drone hugging her, but what would Hive
think? What should she do? She was frozen, unable to pull away in
fear of hurting the other Drone, but uncertain whether Hive would
disapprove of her showing compassion for the Drone’s behavior.

There came a soft chuckle and a sigh of
amusement. “I see you have picked up a silent admirer, Four
Forty.”

It was Fifteen. Was she going to be punished for
the other Drone’s behavior? What would happen to the other Drone?
Four Forty found herself feeling protective of Two Ten, which was
an odd thought, given that she didn't really know who the Drone was
or why she was so interested in Four Forty.

“We have a solution for this. It is not an
uncommon arrangement.” Fifteen snapped her fingers, and the empty
pod in front of them closed up and slid into the wall. There was a
pause and a whine of mechanisms from above, then another, larger
pod descended from the ceiling.

This pod was double the size of the other
chambers, with two seats facing sideways. Built into the fleshy
wall at the rear was a negative outline of two seated female forms.
The arm sockets were open ended between the two forms, allowing
anyone locked inside to hold hands.

Two Ten clapped her hands and made a happy
grunting noise, sitting herself in the chair on the left side and
staring at Four Forty expectantly. Her face looked pitifully eager,
and there was something very familiar about the shape of it. She
felt certain that she had met this Drone sometime before they had
been converted by Hive, but it still wasn't coming to her. Her
memory from before was hazy.

Four Forty wasn't too sure about joining hands
with Two Ten inside a pod, but she wasn't about to inconvenience
Fifteen. Perhaps it wouldn’t be too bad. It would be an opportunity
to get to know a fellow sister Drone better. She didn’t want to be
disobedient.

She stepped over and sat down on the right
chair, facing Two Ten, who wiggled with excitement, cheeks ruddy.
Four Forty was less enthusiastic, but her interest rose as the
chair started to pull itself sideways into the wall.

Unlike the singular pod, her legs were not bent
upwards, likely because they would interfere with those of her
partner. She raised her arms forward as her body was pressed into
the alcove, a flesh-like material rolling over her right shoulder
and back with a squishing sound.

Her head squashed into the material, which
yielded like foam. Her entire body was ensconced by it, pressed up
against the rear of the pod. Only a slight coolness against her
left side led to freedom. In front of her face was suspended the
interior of a mask, with two rounded plastic portholes for her
eyes, and a bulbous gag for her mouth.

Her breasts were well supported by cutouts in
the material, rounded flesh resting on a shelf that had been cut
into the mold. More of the material rested against her ribs,
forcing her to retain a proper sitting posture.

“Enjoy yourselves, we’ll find work for you once
you've rested.”

The comment floated into her left ear, which was
still exposed to the exterior of the pod. A low pitched hum
indicated that the door on the pod was dropping closed, and soon
the left side of her body was enclosed by the spongy material as
well. Despite being tucked inside, the interior of the pod was not
dark, being lit from within with a diffuse light.

Her body was held loosely within the material.
She could move back and forth a few inches, but there was no escape
from the capsule’s bondage. The material itself was soft, so she
wasn't too uncomfortable, but a panic attack started to rise within
her. She trembled, afraid that she would lose control and start
screaming.

Hands clasped her own, clutching at her palms
with ferocity. She took comfort in the fact that Two Ten was with
her, and that helped to dampen her fear a little. The panic also
didn't seem to be as severe as before; perhaps her constant
exposure to tight spaces or the Blue core installed by Hive was
helping her to conquer this defect in her psyche.

Something cold touched the swell of her bosom,
causing her to jump. There was a popping noise and something
pressed up against her chest, cupping her breasts. A gentle suction
came at intervals, almost as though she was being milked.

The sensation was sufficient to draw her mind
away from her anxiety in favor of curiosity, just in time for the
mask in front of her to press closer to her face. She was forced to
open her mouth to let the rubbery gag slide inside. The mask
pressed into place, blocking out the light from the pod, opaque
circular lenses blacking out her vision.

The gag inflated, pressing her tongue to the
floor of her mouth. Sweet air circulated inside the mask, and she
breathed freely. The back of her head was forced against the cushy
material, locking her head in place.

At her privates she felt a familiar bulge
tickling against her exterior. The bulge grew in length, pushing
its way inside until she was fully impaled. The dildo began to work
its way in and out, alternating with the buzzing suction at her
breasts.

The bulbous gag in her mouth vibrated in
sympathy, making her body buzz. The blacked out goggles on her mask
flashed blue, then flared bright with a scene of rolling meadows
and hills.

She was in the middle of a field, bounded on one
side by a copse and on the other by a babbling brook. Dandelions
grew in abundance, pockmarked by rye grass and clover. The sky was
blue, bluer than any sky she had ever seen.

An oiled Drone waited there, lying on her side,
one hand resting over a breast. She wore no clothing and no number,
her unblemished plastic body resting on the dewy grass. She was
Blue, like all Drones, her bald head shining in the sunlight. Her
head was shaped the same as Two Ten’s. This Drone must be a
simulacrum of her, a virtual body in a virtual world.

Her body language began shy, but her face
indicated otherwise. She flashed Four Forty a come hither look and
gestured with her other hand. One of her legs ran up and down the
other, the hand she was using to hide her breast now cupping
it.

She gave a cute little moan, smiling as she
played with herself. Four Forty was juicing, the erotic display
combining with the mechanical manipulation of her body in the real
world to jump start her libido. Her anxiety had been banished in
this virtual world, replaced with pure lust.

She got down on her knees and wrapped her hands
around the other Drone’s face. Something was still bugging her, and
she needed an answer. “Who were you before Hive?” She asked, trying
to place the Drone’s face.

The Drone smiled forlornly, playfulness
forgotten for a moment. “You knew me as Raina. I used to be your
maid.”

She turned away, shy again. It was hard to
reconcile the erotic advances she was making with the shyness she
was displaying. Her conflicted behavior reflected the conflict Four
Forty now felt within herself.

Looking closer, she saw that what the Drone had
said was true. Raina had always had an open face, guileless in
appearance. That was what had made her so successful at lying to
her father. Now, even though she had been Droned, traces of her
original features remained.

She backed off, shocked. “Raina? How is that
possible? I thought father killed you after he stole your voice!
What happened after he took you from me?”

The other Drone shrugged. “He certainly did put
me under the knife, but I wasn’t killed. Instead, I was sold off.
There isn't much call for mutes at court, so he sent me as a slave
to the Stirrik duchy. Fortunately, a few galactic hours from port
my transport ship was seized by Hive.”

She grinned, pleased with the current state of
affairs. “Hive is working to fix the voice that has been brutally
stolen from me, but that will take more time. As an intermediate
measure, they Installed me so that I am able to talk telepathically
through the Gestalt. However, for some reason I have been unable to
talk to you.”

Four Forty danced from one foot to another,
ignoring the comment. It wasn’t anything she didn’t already know.
The stimulation her real body was receiving was starting to bleed
over into the fantasy world. She couldn’t wait any longer for Raina
to finish explaining. If she didn't get some satisfaction soon she
was going to burst.

Two Ten’s face was serene. “I can at least talk
here, in this virtual reality. It's the best of both worlds,
really. I get to listen to the Gestalt while my body gets sexed and
my mind wanders in idyllic landscapes.”

An ugly feeling of jealousy boiled in Four
Forty’s chest, which she did her best to hide. It wasn't Hive’s
fault that the embodiment of everything she wished she had was
lying on the virtual grass in front of her. Minus the voice
problems, of course, but oh, to be communing with Hive at this very
moment! She yearned for the connection with all her heart, but the
Blue of the Gestalt stayed just outside her mental reach. She was
still a broken Drone, cut off from the joy of communing with her
fellow Drones.

Two Ten noticed her face going sour, and lifted
herself off the ground with one hand. “What's wrong?” She asked,
innocence oozing from every pore.

“I thought you might be happy to see me again?”
There was a hitch in her voice, and she looked down, crestfallen.
“Did you not miss me?”

A burst of sympathy flowed through Four Forty,
and she got down on one knee, placing a hand on Two Ten’s shoulder.
“It's not your fault,” she replied, struggling with clashing
emotions.

Her pussy vibrated, sparking arousal, but her
anxiety proved to be the stronger of the two emotions.

“Something is wrong with my connection to Hive.
I can barely hear the Gestalt, and I cannot participate.” She
sighed, the sadness pooling in her chest. “I want so much to obey
Hive, to become Blue, but despite going through one procedure after
another, I'm still not any closer to being a proper slave.”

Two Ten giggled, startling Four Forty. She found
herself encircled by petite arms and kissed on the cheek. “That's
not a problem, silly!”

Two Ten pressed her breasts between Four Forty’s
left arm and grasped Four Forty’s hand. “That's only temporary.
Some Drones fall for Hive so hard that if Hive is not careful she
can destroy your mind. If that happens, a Drone becomes Slaveflesh,
and is only good for manual tasks under strict supervision. Raw
Material is more valuable to Hive than Slaveflesh, so Hive tries to
avoid breaking its Drones.”

Two Ten kissed her again for good measure. “You
are a good slave, and Hive doesn't want to lose your mind. That's
why she has hidden her presence from you. All you need to do is
relax and enjoy being a Drone and the connection you seek will be
built over time.”

Two Ten smiled broadly. “Why worry? She will
come to you when the time is right. While you're waiting, would you
like to feel how one Drone pleasures another?”

Putting actions to words, Two Ten reached her
hands over and placed them on Four Forty’s breasts, cupping them.
She squeezed in a drawn out motion, Four Forty’s nipples sliding
through the gaps in her fingers.

Four Forty was startled at first, but leaned
into the manual manipulation. The virtual petting combined with the
physical suction on her breasts from the real world provided double
the sensation. She keened with satisfaction.

Raina, or Two Ten as she was now known, would
not have been on her sexual radar while she was at court. Though
Four Forty was bisexual in nature, Raina had been no more than a
friend, homely and loyal. However, Droning had accentuated Two
Ten’s positives and removed her negatives. Additionally, becoming a
Drone had no doubt twisted her sexual desires to look more
favorably on other Drones.

Whatever the cause, Two Ten appeared smoking hot
to her Drone eyes, a picture of Blue perfection. She grinned, and
kissed Two Ten full on the lips. Two Ten blushed, drawing away and
pressing one hand over her mouth.

“Oh no you don't!” exclaimed Four Forty.
“There's no call to be shy now!”

She took the initiative, pulling Two Ten closer
until their noses were almost touching. Their bodies mashed
together, rubbery blue skin sparking heat between them. Four Forty
pressed her breasts into the gap between Two Ten’s, interlocking
them together. She put one hand on her left breast and the other on
Two Ten’s, pushing them together as if they were puzzle pieces
tangled together.

The flesh bounced like rubber balls, ripples
flowing back and forth like waves. Pinpricks of stimulation sparked
from her right nipple as it rubbed against Two Ten’s chest. The
stimulation was delicious, and Four Forty wanted more.

She leaned her forehead against Two Ten’s, and
concentrated on the pleasure. Worked on by suction cups in the real
world, her breasts were extremely sensitive. It didn’t take much
physical activity to make her go wild. Two Ten got into the action,
one hand drifting down to cup her ass. The other ran over her head,
tickling her skin as it glided over her skull.

The dildo implanted in her vagina vibrated at
full bore. She rocked her hips against Two Ten in a futile attempt
to increase the stimulation. Her body was in overdrive now that she
was allowing the pleasure to take over instead of trying to
suppress it. Perhaps it was a bit selfish of her to stimulate
herself without thinking of Two Ten’s pleasure, but the other Drone
seemed eager to help out. Two Ten kissed Four Forty again,
lingering this time to explore her mouth.

Four Forty let herself be plundered,
appreciating the rubbery feel of the Drone’s tongue. It ran around
the sides of her cheeks and over her teeth until it settled on the
roof of her mouth.

There came a clicking noise, her body exploding
with passion. Arcs of blue blasted her vision and her neck jerked
backwards. She felt weak in the knees and was forced to grasp onto
the other Drone’s shoulders to prevent herself from collapsing. Her
jaw opened in a moan, legs and arms rigid. Waves of sensation
rocked her body, glowing from within with a Blue warmth.

With climax came a sense of accomplishment and a
feeling of lassitude. She wanted nothing more than to relax and
stare at the Blue sky for hours while the mechanical devices
continuously ravished her real body.

It was an entirely selfish desire, and she
immediately felt bad about it. Did not Two Ten deserve her own
slice of pleasure after she had worked hard to help Four Forty
achieve her own?

She pressed back the lethargy and looked at Two
Ten with fresh eyes. The orb Installed in her mouth for
communication purposes might also be an erogenous zone. It would at
least be fun to find out. If she was successful, it should be
simple to have Two Ten writhing in her arms.

Two Ten was looking at her admiringly, stroking
her fingers across Four Forty’s face, but she was making no move to
satisfy her own pleasure. That wouldn't do.

Four Forty pressed closer, resting her breasts
against Two Ten’s chest, and put one hand on the other Drone’s
back, the other cupping the Drone’s head. “Lay down for me?” she
asked, the question circling between them.

Her lust showed in her eyes, and she saw an
answering call in Two Ten’s. Two Ten allowed Four Forty to help her
down onto the grass, one of her hands sneaking down to touch her
privates.

Four Forty slapped the hand away. “That's my
job!” She said in admonishment, pushing Two Ten’s arms to her sides
as she straddled her body. She sat on Two Ten’s knees, trapping her
legs, leaning over to press a few fingers against the Drone’s
vulva.

Two Ten vibrated, making a low purring sound.
Four Forty rocked her fingers up and down, eliciting hisses of
excitement. Two Ten’s hips were already pumping without further
attention, and Four Forty realized the other Drone must also be
fitted with a dildo that was ramming inside her with the same
rhythm as her own intruder.

Abandoning Two Ten’s vagina, Four Forty decided
on a different target. She leaned over and pressed her chest
against Two Ten’s, pleased at the tingling her nipples sparked as
they teased the other Drone.

She leaned close and let her breath tickle the
other Drone’s nose. She paused for a short time until Two Ten made
a noise of irritation, her hands gripping onto Four Forty’s
sculpted ass.

Four Forty chuckled, dipping down like a bird to
smother Two Ten’s mouth. The interior was smooth, warm and soft.
She licked deeper, running the base of her tongue over sharp teeth,
reaching for the rear of Two Ten’s mouth, where she had been
Installed. There was a round, spherical module situated near the
rear, much like the device she knew had been Installed in her own
mouth.

Despite the virtual world she found herself in,
great pain seemed to have been taken to replicate their physical
bodies accurately. As expected, her tongue easily found the module
Installed in the roof of Two Ten’s mouth, a large, smooth plastic
lump. She laved the surface, curious to find that it was not
perfectly smooth.

There was a small plateau, a section that
pressed inwards. It felt like nothing more than a small micro
switch. Curious, she flicked the switch repeatedly, amused at the
pop that echoed from inside the Drone’s mouth.

Two Ten trembled in her arms, in obvious
discomfort. Four Forty pulled back, saliva dripping from sodden
lips. “What's the matter?” She asked, curious.

Two Ten vibrated, eyes rolling. “Please,” she
groaned, “please, don't stop.” It's so Blue!”

Insight flashed in her mind. The switch must act
like a trigger for a Drone, popping her brain into a Blue paradise.
Two Ten must have done it to her earlier while they embraced.
Flicking the switch was sending Two Ten into tortuous ecstasy!

Four Forty looked at Two Ten with hooded eyes,
feeling the dildo churning in her privates. “Okay,” she said with a
grin. “But I expect you to return the favor.”

Two Ten could only nod, her head miles away in a
cloud of Blue nothingness.

 



Chapter Six

Four Forty made love to Two Ten multiple times
in the virtual mindscape. During that time she experimented and
discovered that it was impossible to self stimulate her own
Installed control box, as she had come to know it. It was probably
for the best – having the ability to blast oneself into a land of
pure Blue bliss would probably make Drones very unproductive in the
long run.

She was still wondering what that might feel
like when a loud ringing sound reflected throughout the virtual
meadow, smashing her land of Blue bliss into a million pieces.

She breathed through lungs that she had not been
conscious of, felt the spongy walls she had been oblivious to. Her
physical reality came crashing down and she wasn't too pleased
about it. Her breasts and vagina were sore from excessive
stimulation, and her muscles ached from the enforced position she
had been kept in.

The rest period had been anything but restful,
despite the fact that it had been an incredible amount of fun. Now
she had to face reality, the achy, soggy truth of physicality that
she wished could be banished in favor of being a perfect Drone in a
virtual mindscape forever.

It was easy to think that when reality was so
painful. To be able to retreat away and hide from the universe.
However, Hive did not wish it to be so, and that being the case,
she did not either. She would serve.

The conical plastic cups pressed over her sweaty
breasts withdrew with a slurp, her areolae cold from the sudden air
circulating over them. The dildo began to retract as well,
extracting itself with a pop. She was left cold and shivery,
despite the lukewarm feeling of the fleshy material keeping her
immobile.

The gag in her mouth deflated, the rubber bulb
sweeping over her tongue as it departed. She licked her saliva from
the knob, doing her best to keep the slimy wetness from spilling
onto her chest. Her eyes blinked, readjusting to the dim light
which suffused the chamber.

A clunk reverberated, and the floor fell away
from beneath her feet. Before she had time to realize what was
happening, the seat she was sitting on began to tilt. Her feet
dangled out over empty space, and a sinking feeling dropped in her
stomach like a lead balloon.

Her body dropped down rapidly. The walls of the
tube she had tumbled into were made of the same flashy material as
the pod, and she felt nothing more than a weird bounce as her back
hit a tilted surface.

The walls had secreted a form of oil, allowing
her to slide backwards down the tube, her legs and arms flailing
for balance. It was analogous to a water park slide made of
personal lubricant.

As she slid, rings of blue lights flew by, air
rushing in her ears. Despite her disorientation, she was surprised
to realize that she was having fun. If it hadn't been for the
sudden stop she was fearing might greet her at the end of the ride,
it would almost be like visiting an amusement park with her
sister.

She spun around in a circle, her back thoroughly
soaked with lubricant. She was picking up speed, rolling into the
corners as if her body was a bobsled. She was convinced that she
might have done a full rotation around the outside of the tunnel at
one point, but she wasn't entirely certain since all the walls in
the tunnel looked the same.

She rounded one more curve and the tube went
vertical, dropping her through the air like a sack of potatoes. She
let out a squeal as she landed in a web of soft, fine filaments,
her body stretching the net as if she were on a trampoline.

The filaments were part of a large net, twenty
feet around. The material seemed to stretch an impossible amount,
easily accommodating her bulk and decelerating her body before it
hit the duracrete floor. She was left in the net, the surface
deflecting downwards, with no obvious means of egress.

Realizing that the floor was not so far away,
she pulled apart the black netting, which allowed her to create a
large enough gap to slip through. As her bare feet touched the
floor, she found herself very pleased that her body was no longer
flying through the air. That was quite possibly the worst fun ride
she had ever experienced. When she had an opportunity to talk to
Hive, she would communicate her displeasure.

Or lose herself in the Blueness of the Gestalt.
That was the more likely outcome, to be realistic.

Up above she could see the net pulling itself
taut against mounting points fixed to grooves in the walls. The
attachments slid upwards, carrying the net with them as they reset
it back to a set height near the ceiling.

Some other poor Drone would come tumbling into
the net and she didn't fancy remaining there for when it arrived.
She looked around to see if there was an exit from the chamber, and
soon ascertained that one wall had lights in the shape of a
doorway, much like she had seen long ago after her first
induction.

That was ages ago, when she still possessed an
erg of free will and was not a slave to the Hive. Bring a slave
made certain decisions much easier, but others more difficult. It
was hard to figure out what Hive was thinking or what it wanted her
to do. She was eager to serve, but unable to understand what would
be pleasing to Hive.

In the meantime, she might as well continue to
explore. It seemed as though Hive was herding her through this
process, and wanted her to find her way through it without help. Or
maybe it only bothered giving extra help to those who needed
it?

She didn't feel like waiting to find out, so she
approached the doorway. It opened sideways, the hatchway built into
the wall like a pocket door.

Through the hatch was an open chamber, a
gigantic box with tan tiles on every surface. Several circular
nozzles with black holes were attached to the ceiling in a grid
pattern, other nozzles embedded into the walls a few feet apart
from each other. The floor was gently sloped downwards to a metal
grate built into the floor.

It looked like a communal shower, but there was
nobody else around. The air was cool, but she felt no impetus to
shiver. Her conversion to Drone had reduced her temperature
sensitivity, for which she was grateful. She had been adapted to be
a useful slave.

There was only one visible means of egress, on
the far wall. It appeared locked for the moment, so Four Forty
padded to the middle of the chamber and waited for something to
happen.

She didn't have to wait long. There were a few
clunks and hot water started to spurt from the ceiling and the
walls. She raised her arms and spun, reveling in the luxury. Water
was heavy and hard to transport out in space. It was difficult to
understand how the asteroid the complex was built into had acquired
its supply. Perhaps they had captured a comet with robots and were
melting the water?

However they had retrieved it, it felt heavenly
to her rubbery skin. It collected in droplets on the waterproof
surface, flinging from her arms in varied patterns. The warmth of
the water trailed over her limbs without being absorbed, her new
skin acting as a thermal insulator.

She ran her hands over her hips and noted that a
trail of soapy bubbles was left behind. Surprised, but pleased, she
continued to rub her hands over her skin, delighting in the slick
feeling of the soap running down her back in rivulets.

Despite the abundance of suds, her eyes were not
irritated. It seemed probable that they had been altered along with
the rest of her body, though that adaptation irrationally pleased
her the most. No more getting irritated eyes? Yes, please!

She soaped up her limbs, taking special care
when she got to her privates. She ran one finger over her vulva in
a circle, smiling as her hips thrust forward in a twitch of
arousal. She reluctantly moved on, somehow sensing that this would
not be the right time to play with herself.

She moved upwards, from her hips to her chest,
until she was unashamedly cupping her breasts, feeling herself up.
She let the pliable flesh squeeze through her fingers, the rubbery
feel pleasing to her touch. She enjoyed the sensation, stroking
herself a few times before moving on to soap up her bald head.

No new hair had grown on her head. When it had
been turned into rubber, it must have sealed off and killed all the
hair follicles. There was no itchy irritation, just a smooth
softness. Curious, she felt around her eye sockets. No, she still
had her eyelashes, but the hair on her mons was also gone. She was
a mostly hairless Drone, easier for Hive to hose down.

The water changed in intensity, still warm, but
now the soap was being washed off with no new suds to replace the
old. She raised one arm, then the other, admiring the hairless,
unbroken blue skin. All of the imperfections had been smoothed
away, familiar moles removed. Dry skin had been replaced with an
improved surface, and she had to admit it was a strict upgrade over
her human skin. Hive cared for its slaves.

Sooner than she was ready for, the water turned
off, leaving her with droplets clinging to her skin. Slats opened
on the walls and warm air blew through the room at low velocity,
drying out both her and compartment she was in. She felt the
surface of her skin cooling due to evaporation, but the heated air
whisked away the remaining liquid rapidly, droplets blasting from
her body.

Soon enough, she was dry. Seeming to sense her
state, the ducts turned off, and a hatch on the far side of the
chamber rolled open. Taking this as an invitation, Four Forty
strode through into a small room.

On either side were clothing racks built into
the walls, alternating with benches and countertops with mirrors. A
makeup kit was unfolded on one of the counters. In one corner, a
full length mirror was propped against the wall.

An eclectic collection of fetish clothing was
clipped to plastic hangers. There were corsets of various types,
some taller than others, all of them equipped with automatic laces.
Girdles, panty hose, and different kinds of tops were interspersed
together. There were no dresses or popular fashion items; it was as
if someone had decided that all that was acceptable was bedroom
wear.

The Hive must either be gothic or in mourning,
for all the options were black, except for a few chromed items,
like the breastplate with boob forms.

This should not be too surprising given what
Four Forty had seen other drones electing to wear, but it was
disappointing to her fashion oriented mind. Perhaps once she could
communicate with Hive she could convince them to supply some more
suitable apparel. Tasteful, of course, allowing Drones full
mobility for their tasks. She might even suggest some new
designs.

Her mind sparked, creativity flowing, but with
reluctance she had to turn off the spigot. She filed the ideas away
carefully, then took stock of what else might be available.

On the floor there were shoe racks, tall enough
to hold a multitude of boots. Again, these would not be out of
place at one of the fetish balls she had attended on Lockator, the
Empire’s homeworld. Short, strappy things with impractical high
heels. Thigh high affairs with a sleek, shiny black surface. Utter
tosh. How did Hive expect her to work any of this clothing into an
attractive ensemble?

She set about trying to create her own style
with what had been provided, making disappointed noises as she
discovered her meager choices. Embarrassment at showing her new
assets was no longer a concern, but nothing had been provided that
she could use to cover herself even if she had wanted to.

She selected a pair of black tights, made of a
stretchy knit. A reinforced hole was built into the crotch area,
allowing easy access to her privates. This suited her just fine,
and she was pleased to discover that they fit perfectly once she
had slipped them over her hips.

She preferred more support for her bust than
some of the other drones she had seen, so she selected the overbust
corset that she thought would do the best job of keeping her new
boobs corralled. She grasped the rubbery mass, pressing the front
against her breasts. She had to scramble a little to get the back
pulled together, but once she got the seams close enough the
automatic lacing system took over.

She gasped as the corset cinched itself tight,
her breasts jammed into the cups. It took a few moments for her to
get used to her restricted lung capacity, but she admired how the
boning helped to lift and separate her Blued breasts. She was used
to wearing corsets as a fashion statement, and this one was not
much more exotic than those she had experience with. She did like
the deliciously black and shiny material it was constructed
from.

The rubber slid against her nipples, making them
engorged. She briefly fantasized that she was getting dressed to go
to a ball where she could seduce one of the attendees. Once
separated from the herd, she could take her victim into a hallway
and press them against a banister, leaning into them as she
whispered sweet nothings into their ear. Speaking Hive to them as
she rocked her hips over their privates.

One of the courtiers? Or one of the dancers or
maids? It would hardly matter either way, their minds were no match
for the Blue truth of Hive.

Snapping back to her current reality, she found
herself considering which pair of shoes she wanted to wear. The
heels seemed difficult, and she was more interested in indulging
her dominant side anyway. Her eyes roved over the inventory,
halting when they came to rest on a pair of knee high boots.

A platform was built into the boots, several
inches high, but the heel was nice and chunky, which would make it
more stable. Buckles ran up the front of the boots, but there was
also a convenient zipper in the rear. The shiny, black leather was
appealing, and not seeing anything else that could be considered
more practical, she decided to go with them.

She sat down on one of the benches, her butt
sinking into the off white, gel-like material. She unzipped one
boot and peered inside, seeing nothing but blackness in the
interior. She made an aborted attempted to put it on, discovering
that a sock had been thoughtfully tucked inside.

Opening the cuff of the sock with her fingers,
she jammed her right foot into the synthetic material. She drew it
up her thigh until it rested just below the knee, clinging to the
tights she had put on earlier. This task accomplished, she slipped
her clad foot into the shined boot, marveling at the glossy
material that swallowed her leg.

She zipped up the back of the boot with
reverence, flexing her foot and leg as it was encased. Even after
the zipper reached the top, the boot still felt loose. She felt
around the front and realized that there was far too much slack in
the buckles. She pulled the first buckle tighter on one side, then
the other, notching it closed with some difficulty.

She worked her way up each buckle, admiring the
shine of the metal pieces affixed to the center of each one. Once
she reached the top, there was little wiggle room, her foot
interfacing with the platform of the boot in one long, unbroken
length.

She balanced her right foot on the heel of the
boot, smiling at how form fitting it was, a nice curve leading down
from her thigh to her ankle. It was very sexy.

She was pleased with how much the boot and
corset increased her confidence. She would finish getting dressed,
she would find out her purpose, and she would join together with
Hive in the Gestalt. Perhaps not in that precise order, but she
vowed that she would be an excellent slave.

Excited at the prospect, she fumbled with the
second boot, doing her best to rush the process. She wanted to see
what it would look like to have a marching set of perfectly shiny
feet.

She made short work of the sock and the zipper,
but the buckles denied her haste. She was forced to slow down,
fumbling fingers searching for the holes in the leathery
material.

Despite her fumbling, it was soon complete. She
looked at her feet happily, turning them back and forth. She
admired them for a few minutes, feeling blessed to have such glossy
feet. None of the other Drones that had been trained with her
looked this good… yet. Maybe she would meet more of them after this
phase of her induction was completed?

Curiosity compelled her to get to her feet and
look through the rest of the clothing. A few of the other outfits
caught her eye, like the harness made entirely of leather, but it
wouldn’t work with her current corset. She was loathe to give up
the article of clothing that completed her look. It would just have
to wait for another time.

Hoping to make herself similar to the other
Drones she had seen in the complex, she looked around to see if one
of the shiny chrome helmets was hiding on a back shelf out of her
sight. Unfortunately, to her regret, there were no other shiny
objects beyond the breastplate, which she had already passed over
earlier as being too gauche. She felt a pang of sadness. She had
really hoped that dressing like a proper Drone would bring her
closer to Hive.

She prodded the space in her mind that hosted
her link to Hive, but she heard nothing more than faint whispers.
Hive was still withholding its presence from her for unknown
reasons. She gritted her teeth. She would be the best Drone slave
ever. She would make herself worthy of seeing the true brilliance
of Hive.

Coming back from her bout of fanaticism, she
realized that there were a pair of gloves lying on the upper shelf
near the rear. She picked them up to examine them, holding one end
near her fingers. They were made of a lustrous, rubbery material
that stretched up past her elbows. They were so long she was
concerned she would have trouble getting them on.

The fantastic length only made her itch to put
them on even more. She tugged one end open and pressed a hand
inside. Despite the rubbery surface of her own arm, the glove
glided on with ease, sliding upwards as if lubricated. Soon enough
her hands were wiggling in the glove, trying to find the holes for
her fingers.

She used her other hand to pull the glove
smooth, tugging the material taut until her cuticles were clearly
visible under the stretchy surface. Like the boots and the corset,
the exterior shone as if polished, dark as night and smooth to the
touch.

Her other arm was easily clad now that she had
figured out the technique, completing the outfit. She could have
attempted to add more accoutrements, but keeping it simple for her
first outing would be appropriate. She didn't know what slaves
typically wore and she didn't want to commit an embarrassing
mistake.

She stood, finding the boots easy to balance in.
She towered over the dressing room, a monster in black ready to
locate her next victim. She looked around to make sure nobody was
watching her, then formed her hands into fists and took a short
step forward, waving her hands in the air.

“Rrrragh!” She shouted, pretending to be a
huntress for Hive.

She loved watching holovids, and especially
liked adventure shows where the heroine was changed into a sexy
creature. It was one way for her to escape the oppressive presence
of her father, though he never approved of her viewing
proclivities. Which was rather amusing, given his own propensity
for barbarism. He claimed to be worried that the holovids would
teach her too much about violence. That was a laugh, given how well
she had learned those lessons from him.

Violence was just not in her nature, though.
Fucking was. And she was really good at it. Now, though, she much
preferred to fuck her sister Drones. If Hive would let her.

She stomped over to the makeup table and sat
down, spinning the chair to face the mirror. Might as well go all
out, since black seemed to be the chic, go-to outfit in this
Hive.

She made a funny face in the mirror. Was this
the only Hive out there? Would she have heard of Hive if they had
been more widespread? Or would her father have tried to take care
of the issue without allowing the newsies to hear about it?

Either way, speculation was immaterial. She
hadn't heard of anything like Hive before, therefore she may as
well assume that there was only one. Just one Blue Hive that had
harnessed her thoughts for its own goals.

She smiled at the mirror, admiring the smoothed
surface of her skin. Her distinctive features had been softened as
if under a layer of modeling clay. The skin had been sealed, all
those ugly pores filled in. It was a wonder she wasn't overheating
given that there was no apparent place for sweat to escape to the
surface. There must be another way that her altered body was
maintaining its temperature, but she wasn't sure how.

Her bald head still looked odd to her, but on
the balance she was starting to get used to the alterations. This
was all part and parcel of being a good, obedient Drone.

She picked up the makeup applicator and a
cartridge of black pigment. It snapped into place on the applicator
with a satisfying click. She went to work, running the applicator
over her eyelids to work in a black shadow. She touched the
applicator to her lips and puckered, the tiny device zapping the
pigment right under the flesh, where it could not be smeared or
removed by accident.

She smacked her glossy black lips and blinked
her eyelids, allowing vanity to take control for a moment. Spooky!
She looked like an invading alien! Or a good little Hive Drone. She
pursed her lips and let her eyes go glassy as she thought about her
descent into slavery.

It was all making her rather aroused, but she
was sure there was something she should be doing to obey Hive. Not
that Hive had deigned to give her any orders recently, but she was
certain making faces at herself in the dressing room was not a very
productive use of her time.

She put the applicator down and got to her feet,
admiring the long, sleek curve of her leg trapped under the glossy
shine of a boot. Every step she took make her feel like a gazelle,
graceful and aloof. Powerful, but harnessed. Ready to do anything
asked of her.

She sashayed up to the exit hatch, ready to face
whatever was next, trusting that Hive would take care of her. A
Drone did not need to worry about her future. A Drone obeyed. How
she wanted to obey!

Still, no commands came through her link, only
whispers. Damnable whispers, she wished they would say something to
her!

There was no response to her entreaty, so she
gave up with a scowl. Sooner or later they would have to say
something! And when they did, she would Obey. She was a good little
Drone.

She caught herself lowering one hand to massage
her pussy, and gave it a stern glare. No, not right now. She needed
to find out what Hive had in store for her.

She stepped through the hatch into a small
compartment, similar in size to an elevator she had experienced
earlier in the Hive complex. Her assumption was verified when the
door behind her shut and the compartment lurched horizontally,
rocking her on her shiny boots.

Lights lit up on a display in the far wall. It
looked like a map of the complex, but there there were no labels to
let her know what she was looking at. Not only that, but there were
lights flickering on and off all over the display, indicating that
there were a lot of compartments being shuffled around the
complex.

It was massive, with intricate spindles of
traffic weaving from one block of the asteroid to another. As lines
traced their way over the model, she realized that the map
resembled a living circuit. Drones were being moved like pieces on
a chessboard, shunted to where they were needed. The literal hands
of Hive.

As her compartment moved through different
areas, Four Forty could sense different collections of Drones. For
the most part, they seemed to be in a mindless harmony. Some of
them seemed brighter than others, but she could not hear their
thoughts. The Gestalt was still beyond her reach.

Soon enough, the lift slowed to a halt and the
door opened. Ahead she could sense lines of Drones, performing
single minded tasks with efficiency. It felt wonderful, a true
collection of coordinated Hive slaves.

Her eyes took in a series of conveyor belts
terminating at workstations. At each station sat a Drone. They were
hunched over, faces pressed into viewing devices. Their hands were
working, manipulating objects she couldn't see from her angle.

She walked past several of the working Drones,
reluctant to disturb them while at their assigned tasks. One of the
Drones further down was resting, her back leaning against a chair
as she stared into space, smiling at nothing. Her hands were
folded, her thumbs touching together in a rhythmic movement.

In front of her was a series of displays,
stacked on top of each other. One of them had a graph with plotted
points, another was filled with pie charts. Still others were
displays from security cameras, showing different parts of the
room.

The resting Drone had a typical body, her
breasts as well endowed as Four Forty’s. Her feet were encased in
thigh high boots, but this Drone had opted to go for the bondage
harness instead of a corset. As a result, her assets were on
display, perfect globes defying gravity with pert nipples. Despite
the fact that she looked like nothing more than a standard Drone,
there was an air of authority about her. However, this Drone was
not wearing one of the shiny, chrome helmets she had seen her aunt
wearing.

Four Forty walked up to the Drone. “Excuse me,”
she asked with fake confidence. “What should I be doing?”

The Drone stopped staring into space and looked
at her with curiosity. “You don't know? You can't Hear?” Her voice
lagged as if it was coming from far away, filtered through the
thoughts of others.

Reminded of her deficiency, Four Forty’s
confidence evaporated, but she refused to show this Drone any
cowardice. She wouldn't run, she was better than that. Were they
not all slaves, equal under the Hive’s authority?

“I am… blocked.” She pointed at her head. “I
cannot touch, I cannot hear. I fear there may be something wrong
with me.”

Oh how she wished she were a normal slave. She
felt physical pain in revealing how stunted she was to this unknown
Drone.

The other Drone ground her butt into her chair
and smiled, not unpleasantly. “A new Drone? Not uncommon. Just do
what you're told and you will be hearing from Hive soon enough. Why
don't you join us? We could always use another Drone on the
line.”

Why not? Might as well do something useful until
she was commanded otherwise. This Drone needed help. Hive needed
help. She must help this Drone.

“I Obey,” murmured Four Forty.

“In that case,” said the Drone. She stood,
popping herself off a dildo that had been embedded in her pussy,
its girthy length wobbling on her office chair. “You may call me
Director.”

The chair rolled back as the Drone got to her
feet, her boobs wobbling within her harness. She held out one hand,
gesturing for Four Forty to follow. The number one fifty five was
engraved on her collar and skull, visible around the edges of her
bald head.

Four Forty stepped in beside the other Drone and
looked around curiously. Blued Drones through the room were bent
over, eyes hidden by view ports. Their hands were on workbenches,
assembling some sort of gadgetry as parts arrived from the
conveyors that fed their stations. Every so often a Drone would
hold up a finished subassembly and set it down on a different
conveyor, which whisked it away to another part of the complex.

“What are these Drones doing?” She asked,
curious.

“They're making slave collars,” replied the
other Drone in a matter of fact tone.

“Really?” Four Forty paused, surprised. “Why is
Drone labor being used instead of robots?”

“Several reasons,” Director said amiably.
“First, we are available. Nothing is cheaper than free labor.”

She ticked off the points on one hand. “Second,
raw materials. Robots require a lot of them, and we cannot spare
the extra resources to build another full production line at this
time. Perhaps in the future, when Hive has access to more
materials.”

“Finally, the Hive has slack capacity. It is not
good for Drones to be warehoused without jobs, as they desire to be
used. Extra Drones are allocated for factory work if they are not
needed elsewhere. On a side note, it seems fitting that Drones help
build the implements to create more Drones, no?”

She looked at Four Forty, tilting her head. “Are
you needed elsewhere?”

Four Forty shook her head reluctantly. Working
on an assembly line only sounded interesting in an abstract sense.
Once she was good at putting together collars, or whatever other
product Hive needed, she was sure to get agonizingly bored. She
might grow to dislike Hive, and that would be truly
distressing.

‘“Good!” stated One Fifty Five with good cheer.
“In that case, this is your station. Let me help you get
setup.”

“Yes, Director.”

Four Forty stood in front of a large,
cream-colored desk, made out of a hard, artificial substance. There
was a rectangular cutout in the desk, the table backlit from below
with white light. Part of a machine arched over the desk, looking
like the viewing port for an archaic microscope. At the rear of the
desk was situated several different colored conveyor belts, none of
which were moving.

She leaned over and peered into the eyepiece,
catching a glimpse of the desk situated below through the lenses.
With nothing to see but bright light, she rocked back on her heels
and speared the other Drone with a question in her eyes.

“You haven't started your assembly line,” said
One Fifty Five, watching her fumbling with amusement.

Four Forty grunted, annoyed at the Director. She
was being less then helpful, and her libido was suddenly screaming
at her. The other Drone appeared to not be affected in the same
way. What could she do to get some satisfaction?

“You seem stressed,” stated One Fifty Five. “I
can help with that.”

One Fifty Five rolled up a standard looking
office chair, but on closer inspection it was anything but
standard. The seat cushions were extra plush, the base circular. A
thick, curved black dildo bulged up from the center.

She was not surprised at the presence of the
bulbous device; Hive seemed to enjoy keeping its Drones sexually
stimulated. She would be lying if she said that she was so used to
it that its presence failed to excite her, but she no longer
hesitated with surprise or apprehension when it appeared. Instead,
she found herself very aware of when it was not present. On the
balance, she was looking forward to being pleasantly filled once
more.

She descended into the chair, using one hand to
guide the rubber mass to her vulva, spinning the chair so that she
could better mount the intruder. It was warm and slippery, easing
its way inside without complaint despite its size.

One Fifty Five wrapped her arms around her
shoulders and kissed the back of her bald head. “Such a good girl,
no backtalk, no complaints. That's what I like to see in a Drone…
quick obedience, no fuss.”

The bottom of the chair flexed, embracing her
butt. She bottomed out, the fat appendage sinking deep inside. Her
hips jerked as the dildo inflated, anchoring itself inside her.
There must be a reservoir of compressed air built into the
chair.

She ached to spin the chair around to see what
gyrations the dildo would produce, but she restrained herself. She
was a disciplined Drone, not angry like Four Thirty Eight, or
obsessed with the technical details of enslavement like Four Thirty
Seven might be. She was here to do a job for Hive and she would do
it well.

She leaned forward and looked into the
microscope, curious at what might happen next. The display was not
as blank as before, letters declaring “Mark III final assembly”
splashing in yellow across the top of the display. After a short
delay, there came a tone and a light started to flash in the upper
left corner of her vision.

The conveyor belts supplying the station started
to move, creaking at first, but soon settling into a well oiled
rhythm. A few parts rolled in from off screen, bumping against each
other as they rolled onto her desk.

She picked up a misshapen part and rotated it in
one hand, confused at what she should do with it. It was a
complicated bit of machinery, a mass of silicon chips with circuit
traces running over its surface.

An outline of the part was overlaid on her hand,
tracing its boundary with a green light. She almost dropped the
part in surprise, but soon realized that the display was trying to
help her. Another part was delineated in red, then the green and
red parts were rotated until they fitted together.

There came a pause, then the display repeated.
Catching on, Four Forty tried to rotate the parts until they
matched the orientation of what she was being shown. As she moved
the parts, the outlines adjusted themselves to follow until she
managed to get the parts in the proper plane with each other.

At that point, the display swapped from being
three dimensional to two dimensional, the parts sliding and locking
together. As suggested by the screen, she pressed the two pieces
together and they locked in with a distinctive click. A burst of
vibration buzzed in her nethers, causing her to clench her pelvic
floor muscles with delight.

A counter in the upper right corner of the
display incremented, and a small, cute cartoon figure jumped up and
down with a smile on its face. The situation was clear. If she
managed to snap the parts together efficiently she would receive
more stimulation. She grabbed the next part and held it in her hand
patiently, waiting for the overlay to catch up with her.

A red ‘X’ appeared over the part she held, a
green circle swirling around a different part. She grabbed the new
part with alacrity and watched with anticipation for the next part
to be highlighted. Once it was circled, she grabbed it and popped
it together as the instructions directed, taking a moment to savor
the vibration tickling her loins.

She soon settled into a rhythm, grabbing a
piece, waiting for the display to direct her, and snapping it in
place. Wait for the stimulation. Repeat.

This went on for some time, her mind whiting out
as she let her hands take over, the mechanism coming together as
pieces were snapped on. It looked circular, similar to the collar
she wore herself.

She was pleased. She was helping Hive to create
more Drones like her. They would serve Hive like she did. They
would create more Drones until everyone in the Empire was a Drone
serving Hive.

She snapped a few more parts on and the collar
looked complete. She lifted it in her hands, marveling at its
craftsmanship. It was a solid looking device, an amalgamation of
metal and circuitry. There was a number embossed on the front, six
twenty two. That was not an especially large number. Were
production yields still so low?

In a flight of fancy, she wondered what Hive
would do when it ran out of room for more digits on the collar.
Would they reduce the font size? Change the numbering scheme?

Four Forty smiled, pleased that she would never
be subjected to being Drone ‘5XZ’ or some other random collection
of numbers and letters. She wore her number with pride.

She hadn't noticed, lost in her thoughts, but
the display was directing her to put the completed collar onto an
outbound conveyor on the right side of her view screen. She set the
device on the conveyor, and watched as it sped away, carried to
some unknown location at high speed.

The dildo inside her inflated a set amount and
buzzed with more insistence than before. She trembled as it
vibrated, her insides on fire, slick and ready for more.

She was just on the cusp of an orgasm when the
stimulation ceased. Her tense body relaxed with a moan of
frustration. The only way she was going to get enough stimulation
for a proper release was if she managed to get efficient at putting
the collars together, otherwise the dildo would keep edging her
without giving satisfaction.

With that conclusion, she redoubled her efforts,
doing her best to follow the display’s instructions with efficient
movements. She studied the assembly of the second collar with more
intensity, hoping to memorize how the parts went together so she
would require less help from the display. Putting herself on
autopilot would never earn her the stimulation she craved.

The second collar went quicker than the first,
the buzzing dildo bringing her agonizingly close to release once
again. Her next attempt went even better, the buzz ramming straight
to her core, lapping at her pussy.

She jerked once, twice, vibrating on the dildo
embedded inside her wet tunnel, but the stimulation gave out before
she reached completion. She moaned, clenching a few more times at
the inert intruder inside her, but it wasn't enough to bring her
back into the realm of ecstasy. She would need to put another
collar together and work her way back up again.

Desperate, she found her hands struggling to
keep up. After a few wrong guesses, she had to force herself to
slow down, allow her mind and body to settle back into the rhythm.
It couldn't be rushed, couldn't be forced. She settled into the
flow, allowing her conscious brain to disconnect from her fingers,
which by now knew the way to pleasure.

She grasped the Blue core inside herself and
basked in its presence, allowing her body to continue working by
rote without distractions. She marveled at its color, infinite
variations of Blue tangling through her fingers. Tendrils extended
from the ball of Blue to all corners of her mind. Nothing was
hidden from Hive, and she could never be disconnected. She had been
integrated into the Hive. But she still couldn't hear it.

She frowned, and redoubled her efforts to
embrace the Blue. Now was the time for mindless pleasure, not
regrets or worries. She would worry about her distance from Hive
later.

She snapped one last piece into place. The dildo
began to vibrate again, more powerful than before. Her legs
trembled, her pelvic floor clenching around the device. There was a
soft pressure inside and a feeling of warmth that spread around her
interior. With every squeeze, more of the liquid ejaculated, the
dildo locked in place.

It was squirting inside her, filling her to the
brim with cum! She vibrated in place, the thought so arousing that
her pleasure spiked. Her mind exploded with desire, the dam holding
back her lust bursting open. She bucked against the chair, her hips
tilting back and forth.

The dildo wouldn’t move, spilling its maddening
cargo inside her, burst after burst. Unable to keep quiet, she
wailed her delight to the room. Her hands were pumping her breasts,
thoughtless mashing as every pulse led her to greater heights of
bliss.

She rocked for minutes, jacked past her highest
levels of endurance by the implacable dildo. Ejaculate filled her
so utterly that it began to spill out onto the seat, wetness
spreading down her legs. She bit her lip, riding out each wave as
it crested.

The immediacy of the pleasure subsided with each
moment, the amplitude of each peak of pleasure slowly decreasing
into a pleasant languor. She was left sitting in a pool of cool
liquid. and found herself wanting to leave, but her butt was
secured to the chair by the thick penis plugging her pussy. The
seat bottom warmed and a blast of air farted out from around her
ass, making an amusing noise.

She giggled, hands laying idle on the workbench.
The blast of air continued past her butt and pussy until her
nethers were warm and dry. Perhaps she was done now? She tried to
get up, but the dildo was inflating once more. It buzzed again,
just to remind her of its presence, then more parts spilled out
onto her workspace.

Reluctantly, she picked up the pieces and began
to fit them together as instructed. She wanted to leave, but Hive
wanted her to stay. She must Obey. She was Hive.

She allowed her Blued mind to take over, her
bodily concerns floating away. Soon, assembly became a blur, mind
trapped behind a shimmer of obedience.

She didn't know how many collars she completed,
only that over time she was becoming increasingly sensitized to the
reward given for each correct move. It wasn't long before she found
herself able to orgasm after the completion of each collar. It was
training her to produce. To be an automaton.

Despite the efficacy of the training, over time
this slowly lead to exhaustion, having a deleterious effect on her
productivity. She sweated continuously, resting her forehead
against the view port of the workstation. Her vision blurred and
her fingers fumbled. What bothered her more was the understanding
that she was no longer able to keep up with the demands of the
job.

The number on the next collar – was that a three
or an eight? No, her mistake, the embossed number clearly read six
six two. Her privates were sore again, despite the best efforts of
the dildo to keep her properly lubricated. It had deflated again
after ejaculating its liquid into her multiple times.

The latest cycle had reached completion, and she
was at the end of her endurance. She found her control slipping,
resentment of Hive boiling its way to the surface. Horrified, she
did her best to tamp it down. This wasn’t Hive’s fault, it was a
product of her body’s weakness. If only her body was stronger, she
could produce more for Hive.

She must remain strong. She must remain
obedient. No matter how many cycles of assembly Hive put her
through. She gritted her teeth, prepared to start assembly
again.

Instead of more work, the dildo in her vagina
deflated completely, a burping sound bursting from under her chair.
She peered around with embarrassment, but nobody else was looking
at her. The hands of the other Drones continued to play over parts,
fitting them together with proficiency.

She stood up, confused. Nobody had come to get
her or direct her. What came next? She looked for the Director,
hoping she might be given more instructions, and was pleased to see
the Drone walking towards her station, straps flexing around her
curved body. Four Forty would normally have found her body
enticing, but after her recent ordeal her aching body wanted
nothing more than some relaxation.

Her mind wandered. She wanted to spend time with
Two Ten, to run her tongue over her cheeks and slip it into her
mouth. Two Ten had hidden depths she wished to plumb while she
pressed her rubbery body against her. It was an enticing hot flash,
which she regrettably had to let go as the Director approached.

“Did I do well, Director?”

“Yes, slave, you are an excellent Drone for
Hive. Your efforts will assist in the enslavement of more
Drones.”

Despite how worn out she was, the words of
praise caused her to tingle a little. The ordeal was over, but now
that it was gone she was starting to regret its absence. To serve
Hive creating collars wasn't so bad a task. The other Drones were
certainly enjoying themselves

They were moaning over their workstations, toes
curling and bodies leaning into their desks. They were being
rewarded for being Obedient slaves. She wished that she could
display her Obedience to Hive again soon. Purely for the glory of
Hive, of course.

The Director seemed pleased. “You have made
forty seven slave collars in a single work period. This is a new
record. You should be proud, slave. You are a credit to Hive. We
should make more princesses into Hive Drones if they are this
efficient.”

Four Forty was proud. She was such a good
girl!

She almost squealed and pumped her fist, but she
wasn't sure if that was proper Drone behavior. Instead, she said
“No ma’am, I am not a princess. I am a Hive Drone. I obey.” She bit
her lip to hide the spike of pleasure that speared her
privates.

“You have earned light duties. Please, follow
me.”

The Director turned, her chest pointing the way.
Eager to obey, Four Forty scampered behind. She had done it! She
had pleased Hive? Maybe if she was a good slave she would continue
to be rewarded!

She plodded along behind, following the wide ass
of the Director. Some of the liquid from her extended session began
to drip out of her vagina, spattering the floor and staining the
legs of her tights.

When she reached the exit to the assembly
chamber, the Director stopped abruptly, forcing her to adjust her
stride to avoid running the other woman down. The Director pulled
down on a dispenser and retrieved a cloth with which she wiped Four
Forty’s privates. Afterwards, she threw the cloth into a container
where it was whisked away via a vacuum tube.

Four Forty was a bit embarrassed at being
handled this way, but this must be a common occurrence. She was a
Drone. There was no need to be ashamed. She only wished that she
would have an opportunity to change her tights soon. She wanted to
look her best, to be a well maintained Drone.

The hatch in front of her opened, and the
Director gestured. “Go on,” she said, shooing her inside.

Four Forty was reluctant to leave. The assembly
room had become a familiar place to her, and the Director a known
quantity.

“There's no time to delay, Hive has assigned you
to Indoctrination. The elevator will take you where you need to
go.”

If it was Hive’s will, it was hers as well. She
stepped inside and turned, facing the hatch. The Director had
already moved on, roving down the banks of workstations. Busy
worker bees in the Hive.

 



Chapter Seven

The hatch slid shut and the room began to move,
leaving her some time to herself. She closed down and began to
meditate, kneading the core of Blue inside her. Its familiar
presence was comforting, but she was disturbed by Hive’s
distance.

As the elevator moved throughout the complex,
she could feel the presence of other Drones, but there was no way
for her to reach out and touch them. It was maddening to be so
close to others and yet be cut off from the community.

Four Forty hoped whatever was causing the
problem would be fixed soon, but until then she needed to be the
best Drone she could be. She ran her tongue over the globe
installed in her mouth. Its smooth plastic surface was a bit
irritating, but it was evidence that she belonged to Hive. She just
wished she could give more, that her doubts would go away so that
she could be mindless. A good little obedient Drone.

She touched her collar, ensuring that it was
still there. She had gotten so used to its presence that she no
longer noticed its weight. She ran a finger over the inscription
with nervous energy. She was Four Forty, a Hive Drone. Hive would
notice her distress and fix the connection. She would continue to
be a good Drone until that happened.

The elevator came to a halt, and the door chimed
open. She was hoping to see another changing room, but instead
there was a large chamber filled with more conveyor belts. Was this
another assembly line?

Along one end of the room was a series of
tunnels with conveyors grouped together leading into the room. The
conveyors spread apart after leaving the tunnels, each one
terminating at its own station, attended by a group of Drones. The
Drones looked like aliens, heads clad with large gas masks. Tubing
from the masks led to rounded tanks sitting on the floor behind
them. It all seemed very familiar.

At the far end of the room was another hatch,
this one guarded by two blacked out Drones. They wore full length,
shimmery black cat suits, covering their bodies entirely. The
bodysuits cupped their breasts, tight enough to show indentations
where their nipples were. Their heads were masked behind globular
helmets, faceless, grim warriors. Hoses attached to the mouth areas
of their masks spread around their backs, hooked up to tanks.
Around their waists were cinched utility belts, filled with a
collection of devices she was unable to discern at a distance. They
stood with their legs at shoulder width, backs ramrod straight.
Four Forty had never seen this type of Drone before.

She studied the new Drones for a minute, but was
distracted by movement at one of the tunnels. As she watched, a
head emerged, followed by the Blued body of a Drone. At one of the
stations, there was some movement, and a Drone stood up, eyes
glassy. Her body shone, oiled from head to toe.

A barrage of memories assailed her, flashes of
her own experience running through the machine. Rolling down a
conveyor, machines altering her body, making her more obedient,
Droning her. The friendly hands massaging her, coating her with the
blue oil. Two Ten doing her best to communicate.

She gasped. This must be the end of the
processing line for new Drones! She looked around, trying to see if
Two Ten was one of the Drones attending the conveyors, but the task
was fruitless. All of the Drones looked like busy insects, their
gas masks hiding any identifying features.

“Welcome, Four Forty, to final processing,”
stated a smooth voice, a hand touching her shoulder.

Four Forty turned and did a double take. Had the
Director followed her? This Drone was dressed in the same outfit as
the one in the room she had just left, with matching boots and
bondage straps.

“Do I know you?” Asked Four Forty. “I was just
at an assembly line with you… wait, I'm confused.”

The new Drone flashed a wide smile. “Many Drones
look alike. You must be mistaking me for a different Director.”

Four Forty could see faint freckles dotting this
new Drone’s cheeks, hidden under her Blued skin, but not entirely
erased. She was also noticing other differences now, a slight tilt
to the hips and elongated thighs that the other Director had not
possessed.

And the number! She almost slapped herself for
her stupidity. Of course, the number was different! One Fifty Six
was engraved onto this Drone’s collar and painted onto the top of
her head. Her number was very close to the other Director’s.
Perhaps the two Director Drones were related?

“If I may ask,” said Four Forty with some
hesitation, “do you happen to know One Fifty Five? I just left
collar assembly with that Director.”

One Fifty Six smiled wider. “Yes, she is my
sister. We’re not twins, and we did not originally look so similar,
but Hive fixed that. Now we are all sister Drones. We all serve
together.”

Curiosity satisfied, Four Forty watched as a
group of Drones began to massage the newly Droned woman who had
entered the room on conveyors earlier. Their hands dipped in
containers of blue oil, slapping the liquid onto the Drone. The
liquid ran down the curves of the Drone’s body, leaving trails of
the oil on her ribs.

The attending Drones rubbed their hands in
circles, massaging the liquid onto the Drone’s body. As their hands
moved, they left behind a shiny surface, slick with the oily
substance. It was rather like watching a vehicle being buffed to a
mirror shine.

A strong desire seized her mind. She wanted to
be one of these Drones, massaging pliant bodies, molding minds.
Helping them to see the light of Hive. One faceless Drone among
many.

She pursed her lips. “Can I… join them?”

The Director took her by the shoulder and guided
her down the rows of conveyors, past large tanks of unknown gas and
groups of masked Drones. “Yes, that's why you’re here. Hive has
assigned you to my team for this shift.”

The Director stopped at a conveyor that was not
currently running. A team of two masked Drones was on the far side
of the conveyor, while the close side only had one. A column ran
from the floor to the ceiling which divided the processing lane
from the one next to it. The numeral ‘Five’ was stenciled onto the
pillar.

“This is your lane,” said the Director. “The
other Drones at this station are experienced, and will help you to
become acclimated. Follow their lead, and come get me if you have
any questions.”

Four Forty moved towards the other Drones, who
waited in silence, but the Director held her back with a gentle tug
on her shoulder.

“Some words of caution before you begin,” she
said. “Not all new Drones have accepted Hive. Some need to be
processed multiple times before the truth of Hive is burned into
their brains. Do not attempt to restrain a Drone attempting to
escape. The guard Drones will handle them.” She gestured towards
the black Drones, who stood like shining black shadows next to the
door.

Four Forty bobbed her head. She looked at the
Director with quizzical eyes, eager to get started on her new task.
She said nothing, worried that any utterance may delay her
work.

The Director laughed, a light tinkle. “All these
new Drones, eager to be put to task. Alright, Four Forty, you may
begin.”

Given permission, Four Forty turned her back on
the Director and examined her compatriots. They looked like fake
rubber aliens in a holovid, spherical masks covering their heads.
Expandable hoses were attached to both sides of the masks, leading
up to hooks hanging from the ceiling, then back down to large,
round tanks built into the floor. A light hissing noise was audible
with their every exhale, a curlicue of blue smoke drifting from the
front of each mask towards the ceiling. Black domed heads watched
her every movement, curious about their new coworker.

Four Forty examined their collars, which were
still visible under the anonymity of the masks. Hive was smart to
label its Drones with more than one identifier.

The Drone on the far end of the belt was an even
three hundred, a curiosity in a Hive where most numbers were more
difficult to remember. On her right was Three Forty, an excellent
number. She peered to her left, looking closer at the Drone
standing next to her.

She cried with excitement. “Two Ten… don't you
remember me?”

The other Drone paused for a moment, frozen, her
expression invisible under the mask. She turned her head to look at
Four Forty and jumped up and down with joy, using as much slack as
the mask’s hoses would allow. It must be difficult to see through
the mask, or Two Ten might have recognized her earlier.

A skip in her step, Four Forty bounced over and
interlaced her hands with Two Ten’s, ignoring the slimy liquid that
squelched between their palms.

“I thought we’d be apart for longer!” She
exclaimed, embracing the other Drone.

Two Ten hugged her back, making an
unintelligible noise through her mask. The front of the mouthpiece
bumped against her face, the barrier preventing them from
kissing.

It wouldn't have prevented them from getting
involved in more amorous activities, but Two Ten had other plans.
After squeezing her, she pushed Four Forty back, her hands
lingering for a moment before withdrawing. She pointed at a spare
mask hanging from the ceiling.

Four Forty wanted nothing more than to spend
another pleasant interlude with Two Ten, but the other Drone was
right. Duty came before pleasure.

She stepped up to the mask and pulled it down.
It bounced as if on springs, swaying in the air. It was a brutish
looking device, a circular port on the front. The hoses attached
farther back must be the intake, with the port being the exhaust.
It was black with a glossy shine, ready to take her breath
away.

Once she put it on, she'd be on the clock. On
Hive’s time. No time for playing.

She pulled the mask down with firmness, trying
to figure out how to put it on. As expected, there was a bulbous
protrusion on the interior of the mask, a hole molded into the
center. Once inserted into her mouth, the balloon would be
inflated. There was probably a one way valve to prevent her from
inhaling through her mouth, leaving the only available intake
through her nose.

No time like the present. Hive knew best. She
opened her mouth and inserted the rubber balloon, scooting it back
behind her teeth until the flat sack lay on her tongue. The rest of
the sleek, slippery material flopped over the top of her head.

She pulled on the back of the mask, the top
slipping over her skull. The mask dropped down, a tight fit against
the back of her cranium. A clean, rubbery smell invaded her
nostrils. She felt around the rear until she located the zipper,
taking a few moments to zip it tight.

It gripped her entire head in a gentle embrace,
making her feel like she was floating in a foreign land. The large
view port on the mask was opaque, preventing her from seeing much
more than a few feet in front of her face. The lower lip of the
mask rested lightly against her collar.

The vibration of a pump starting rattled down
the length of the hoses leading to her mask, and cool air
circulated throughout. The bulb swelled, trapping her tongue
against the bottom of her mouth. She tried a sample breath through
her mouth, but as expected, the intake was blocked.

Bowing to the inevitability, she inhaled slowly
through her nose. It tickled the back of her sinuses, a faint taste
circulating through her mouth as she exhaled. It was a little
sweet, almost like eating a berry.

As time went on, the gas became more intense,
until she could see a puff of blue coloration hissing away from the
front of her mask. Hive was drugging her into submission. Making
her a good slave.

With every exhale, some of the blue gas inside
the mask escaped outside, flowing up towards the ceiling. She
glanced at the other Drones, their own discharge commingling with
hers. They were linked together, in appearance and purpose.

She was a Drone and she was happy. All thoughts
of carousing with Two Ten had gone out of her head, replaced with a
muzzy cheerfulness. She stood at attention, rocking back and forth
with each inhale.

Her mumbled words were unintelligible due to gag
that filled her mouth. It didn't matter anyway, The only
communication Drones needed here was physical.

Two Ten caught hold of her hands and brought
them over to a rectangular tank situated next to the conveyor belt.
It was filled with a blue substance, Hive’s aphrodisiac. Her hands
plunged inside, the warm oil sliding through her fingers.

She was surprised that her contact with the
substance appeared to have no affect on her body. She felt calm and
collected, sharp clarity lancing her thoughts. The momentary
fuzziness had given way to a deep focus, her eyes tracking her
hands as if they were moving in slow motion.

Two Ten pulled her hands from the liquid and
rubbed them together, as if she was lathering up to wash herself
with soap. Her arms were coated with the Blue substance, excess
dripping onto the floor.

Four Forty mirrored the process, watching with
fascination as the substance flowed over her arms like molasses.
Facing the two drones on the other side of the conveyor, she saw
that they had done the same, their arms held out in front of them
with their palms facing inwards.

It looked like they were surgeons, washing their
hands in preparation for surgery. The conveyor in front of them was
churning at high speed. Had she missed it turning on?

She didn’t think she was that distracted, so it
must have started up while she was occupied with Two Ten. To be
honest, she was surprised that she was this lucid at all. She had
quite expected that the liquid would act to throw her back into the
Blue ecstasy, a joy that only Hive could provide.

As a body slipped onto their station over the
conveyor, a realization sparked in her mind. It had to be the gas!
It was counteracting the effects of the liquid. Without it, there
was no doubt she would be a slobbering mess like she had been the
last time she had been oiled.

With this new understanding, she breathed deep,
enjoying the feel of the liquid on her fingers and the sweet air in
her lungs. She was just like all the other Drones now. She was a
masked slave, here at Hive’s behest to do its bidding.

The conveyor slowed to a halt, the female body
stopping in front of them. The number six sixty was etched onto her
skull, a faint tattoo that Hive would no doubt enhance with time.
Two Ten arched out her dripping hands and touched them to the
unknown woman’s breasts, circling them to ensure an even coating.
Then she began to rub, massaging the fluid into the woman’s flesh
in wide circles. The woman's breasts compressed with Two Ten’s
efforts, taking on a blue sheen as they were caressed by Four
Forty’s dainty hands.

The process seemed obvious to Four Forty, so she
proceeded to work her hands over the feet of the woman. She pressed
a finger between every toe of the woman’s foot, taking special care
to ensure even coverage. After her careful massage, the foot looked
much more blue than before, the solution penetrating deep into the
slave’s skin.

She slipped her hands back into the tank to grab
more gobs of the oily substance before proceeding onto the woman’s
ankles and legs. She spent some time working them, the leg shining
up nicely under her careful hands.

It was when she reached the woman’s mons that
she hesitated. A large dildo was stuffed into her snatch, a
pulsing, throbbing flesh covered protrusion. Her opposite Drone on
the line had no similar reservations. She placed her fingers on the
woman’s vulva, running them over the new Drone’s swollen lips with
practiced ease. She grabbed hold of the dildo and slipped it out of
the Drone’s snatch, tucking it away. The somnolent woman moaned,
mouth opening. Her glassy blue eyes stared off into the
distance.

The Drone lingered for a moment, pulling her
hands back and spreading them wide as if offering Four Forty a
chance. Four Forty breathed deep, the fresh breath of gas exciting
her as she reached for the woman’s privates. Following the lead of
the other Drone, she trailed her fingers down and around the
woman’s lips, savoring the sensations.

The woman bit her lip and bucked, groaning at
Four Forty’s ministrations. Four Forty wanted more, thrusting her
fingers inside. Dark blue liquid stained the new Drone’s snatch a
sapphire blue.

She slipped her fingers in and out, rubbing them
against the exterior of the woman’s slit. The woman’s muscles
throbbed, and her exhalations were coming more frequently. Amused,
Four Forty dipped deeper inside, slipping her thumb into the
Drone’s ass. She clenched her hand, squeezing the woman’s
interior.

The woman let out a loud ululation and her body
tensed. Four Forty clamped down on the woman’s pussy in rhythm with
her undulations. The woman’s cries came louder until she let out
one final shout of joy. Her body went limp, resting on the conveyor
like a bowl of quivering jelly.

Pleased with the orgasm she had managed to
extract, Four Forty slipped her fingers out and rubbed them over
the exterior of the woman’s privates, making sure to coat all
surfaces evenly.

This Drone would be an excellent slave to Hive.
Already she was totally subservient to the truths Hive was teaching
her, submitting to their ministrations without objection. She had
given in early, and she would be rewarded for her obedience.

Four Forty stood with hands outstretched, unsure
what to do next. The other Drone hadn't paused while Four Forty had
worked on the woman’s genitals. Instead, she had run her hands up
the sides of the woman's hips and was working her hands on her
abdomen.

Four Forty resolved to catch up, taking a deep
breath of the blue gas as she dipped her hands into the container
of liquid. The hoses on the mask rattled as she worked, reminding
her of her new reality. The other Drones were working diligently,
blue aliens hidden underneath rounded rubber domes. She could
imagine the Drones being manipulated through their hoses, puppets
on chains that extended from Hive. She was one of them. A puppet, a
Hive slave.

She shivered with excitement. Working in this
state of bondage was making her really hot. She wanted nothing more
than to run her hands over Two Ten’s lithe body and make out with
her. However, she knew better than to indulge her desires. She was
a slave Drone, obedient to Hive. She would continue processing this
woman.

To catch up, she made quick strokes around the
thighs of the Drone, moving her hands upward and around her belly
button. Streaks of blue were left behind, the liquid smoothing out
into a clear shimmer.

It was as though the woman was a piece of
furniture, her hands the brush painting her with oil. She ran her
hands around the woman’s rib cage and up under her breasts before
stopping. The desire to touch the woman’s breasts was there, but
the other Drones had already accomplished that task. It seemed
unfair, but that was the proper division of labor.

She paused, unsure again of the next step. From
her left side, Two Ten placed one hand on her wrist, moving Four
Forty’s hand over and plopping it onto the woman’s right breast.
She reflexively clenched her hand, sliding it over the yielding
surface. The Drone shuddered at the contact, her lips moving in
silence.

She heard a faint tinkle of laughter under Two
Ten’s mask, and she made a happy grunt in reply. She moved her hand
in a spiral, her fingers catching on the woman's nipple. She
marveled at the softness, curious at how much pliability remained
underneath the Drone’s rubbery skin. This woman had not been
completely rubberized yet, but she soon would be. Hive liked its
Drones to look similar.

The two Drones on the opposite side stepped
back, hands outstretched. Two metallic forks extended from the
machinery at their station, pushing themselves underneath the
woman's body.

Four Forty pulled her hands back as the forks
lifted the woman’s body off the conveyor belt. The forks retracted
a small amount, then lifted upwards at an angle. This had the
effect of levering the woman's body back towards the conveyor,
flipping her like a pancake. The woman remained limp, dead to the
physical world.

Once the procedure had completed, the forks
retracted, leaving the woman lying on her front, ready for further
manipulation. The Drone opposing her started to work her way up the
woman’s body again, starting at her right ankle. Loathe to fall
behind, Four Forty dipped her hands in the solution again and
joined her.

Her hands slipped up the woman’s left calf and
onto the back of her knee, notching into the indentation. She was a
painter, making a new painted Drone for the Hive. Her hands drifted
upwards, squeezing the woman's butt cheeks, reaching for the small
of her back.

Her hands intercepted those of the other Drone,
bumping together as they massaged in tandem. She continued to knead
the woman's body, feeling around the side to where the swell of her
breasts lay. She reached down and copped another feel, feeling a
bit guilty at her slight rebellion.

There came another tinkle of laughter from Two
Ten as she noticed what Four Forty was doing. Four Forty pulled her
hand out, embarrassed at doing more than was required, only to
notice that the Drone opposite her was doing the same thing!

She laughed, relief blossoming behind her mask.
Drones would be Drones. There was no need to worry about her
instincts; they were instilled by Hive, and Hive would correct her
if she was wrong.

Meanwhile, Two Ten completed her task, meeting
Four Forty at the woman's upper back. She took Four Forty’s hands
in hers, clasping them together. Four Forty was conflicted. She
needed to complete her task, but Two Ten’s slippery hands were very
distracting. Two Ten chuckled, amused at Four Forty's
reticence.

The other two Drones took no notice of Two Ten’s
amorous nature, continuing to rub the liquid onto the woman's back.
They cleaned up the incomplete mess made by the two love bugs,
leaving a nice, even coating of the liquid behind.

Four Forty relaxed, letting herself enjoy the
hand massage. Two Ten ran her hands over Four Forty’s, rippling her
fingers with expert precision. The stress she had been feeling, the
urge to do her best for Hive, it was all drifting away. The gas
rushed into her lungs, relaxing her, muting the constant arousal
that assailed her body.

It brought back memories of less uncertain
times, lazy days in her own room watching motes of dust drift
through sunbeams. Enjoying breakfast in bed, reading the daily news
while Raina worked on her manicure. Another assistant coiffing her
hair as she read about the latest fashions.

Her past life cracked open like an egg, memories
spilling all over. It was a delightful time, sporadic leisure
interrupted by the needs of court. All her past deeds were examined
by a critical eye, tinged through a lens of Blue.

Had any of it made her happy, given her a
purpose? There was a certain satisfaction in completing a dress,
smashing the competition, but it was fleeting. She had been bound
by her father’s commands and rules. It had been a shallow
existence, filled with pleasure but devoid of love.

Hive had given her both. Two Ten was devoted to
her, and she was devoted to Hive. It occurred to her that replacing
her father with Hive as her ultimate authority just might be more
of the same, but that was a false equivalence. Hive had never
injured her. Hive wanted the best for her. Hive had installed in
her a core of Blue. Under Hive, she had Two Ten. Under Hive, she
had devotion.

Two Ten’s fingers trailed up her left arm, and
Four Forty felt them settle at her side. The woman in front of them
had been finished, her body doused in the Blue oil. A hatch opened
in the floor at the foot of the conveyor, a black hole leading into
a pit of more oil. The dark surface shimmered under the overhead
lights.

Four Forty shivered, realizing what was to come
next. A rubber mask dangled down from the ceiling, suspended by its
articulated hose and two suspension cords coming from where the
ears of the wearer would be. It lowered closer to its intended
victim, a dark dome in the brightly lit space.

This mask looked different than the one that
Four Forty wore, with narrower eyepieces and a single hose leading
to its mouth area. It looked more like the mask of an insect, a
stinging wasp.

The platform the woman had been lying on levered
upwards, until it was almost at a thirty degree angle. The platform
stopped moving and the mask dropped again, bouncing from the
platform with a faint rattle. It spun lazily in the air, the tool
of enslavement harmless on its own volition.

Two Ten snatched the mask and stretched open the
attached hood, revealing a faint glimpse of molded rubber waiting
to encompass the unconscious victim’s face. She lifted and tilted
the woman’s head upward. Another Drone across from Two Ten helped
her to hold the woman's head upright as Two Ten fiddled with the
mask.

The mask slipped over the new Drone’s head with
some difficulty, the material rippling as she worked to straighten
it out. It stretched over her chin and the back of her skull,
settling into place around her neck, nestled against her slave
collar.

She continued to breathe regularly, breezy
sounds flowing through her new masked existence. Their job
complete, the two Drones stood back and watched as the platform
continued to increase its tilt.

For a moment, the woman’s body appeared
suspended by the hoses attached to her mask, then the illusion was
broken and her body began to slide forwards into the open hatch.
Her toes dipped into the darkness without a sound, followed by her
thighs and hips.

The rest of her vanished with increasing
rapidity until nothing was visible except for the hose from her
mask, its long length stretching from the floor to the ceiling of
the chamber. There came a ripple of liquid from the hole in the
floor, bubbles breaking on the surface from the slave contained
within.

The hatch closed around the hose and the lines
that held the mask, trapping the woman inside the tank. With a
pinging noise, the two lines that held the top of the mask detached
and retracted, letting the hose dangle free. The lower end of the
hose pulled downwards until a metallic attachment point secured
around the hose clicked into the top of the tank.

The hose rotated counterclockwise and the upper
half detached from the tank, springing into the air. It bounced up
and down like an accordion until it was reeled into the ceiling.
From below there was a rumbling, and the hatch in the floor
receded, exposing the jutting edges of the surrounding floor
plates.

This left a large, circular hole in the floor,
through which she could see the round mass of the tank several feet
below. A whirring motor resonated, and underneath the opening a
structure rolled into place on top of the capsule. This new
structure hissed as it attached itself in place. She caught a
glimpse of rounded containers, then the entire combined apparatus
dropped from view.

There was a whirring noise and a flicker of
motion, and the tank containing the woman was gone, rolling to a
different part of the complex while her body was remade to match
her enslaved mind. Four Forty recalled her trip through the system
with more than a little enjoyment, and briefly wondered if she
would get the opportunity to experience the journey a second
time.

It was an appealing thought, but it would be
incredibly inefficient to run enslaved drones through the system
multiple times. Unless, of course, a Drone was being a little
disobedient, and needed another treatment?

No, that would be wrong, she would be disobeying
Hive if she acted that way. Fake disobedience would be no different
than real disobedience, and neither was tolerated. She was a Hive
Drone, and she would obey.

The hole in the floor did not remain exposed for
long. More noises came from below, and a shadowy shape pushed
upwards. It was the top of another tank, the hatch looking
identical to the one that had just disappeared. It locked into
place as if nothing had happened.

The platform hinged back up on a hydraulic arm,
the floor rising until it was flat. The system was reset, ready to
receive another Drone for processing. The conveyor started up,
chevrons on the belt blurring into motion.

Four Forty was pleased by her efficiency and how
well she had worked with the group. She didn't have enough
discipline to remain unaffected by the new Drone’s disappearance
into processing, however. To distract herself, she glanced at Two
Ten. The Drone was still standing next to her like a piece of fresh
plucked fruit, looking as luscious as ever.

Venturing a little, she dipped her hands into
the container of oil, gripping them into fists. Liquid dropped from
between her fingers, splattering onto the floor, as she brought her
fists closer to Two Ten.

Two Ten stared at her without moving, probably
unsure as to her intentions. Before she could react, Four Forty
opened her hands, oil spilling out. She lurched forward and slapped
her slimy hands onto Two Ten’s breasts, trying and failing to grip
them. Oiled flesh spilled out between her fingers, the splash of
fluorescent Blue liquid contrasting with Two Ten’s dark blue
coloration.

Two Ten giggled, watching Four Forty’s clumsy
attempts with amusement. She let Four Forty plunder her body,
leaning into her caresses. After a minute of passive petting, she
seized the initiative, gripping hold of Four Forty’s hands and
forcing them further down, dragging them across her belly.

Oil dripped from her breasts, making trails over
her abdomen and sluicing past her belly button. The effect looked
stunning. She wanted, needed to jump Two Ten right then. To kiss
her and impress into her the happiness she felt at being a sister
Hive Drone.

If only she wasn't masked and gagged on the
production line! She took a ragged breath, making a frustrated
noise. She pulled away from Two Ten, hands balling into fists
again, this time in annoyance.

She was out of line, and she knew it. Work came
first, then pleasure. Anything else would be disobedient. Two Ten
reached out one hand, making an inquisitive noise. It hurt Four
Forty physically to not reciprocate, but she was quite certain that
this was not the time for more frivolous play.

Four Forty made a disappointed grunt, and
gestured to the production line, hoping that would be sufficient to
explain her predicament. Two Ten giggled, and ran her hand over
Four Forty’s upper back. She gave her two pats and a soft stroke,
promising much more for later.

Relieved that Two Ten wasn't miffed at her
advances, Four Forty faced the conveyor and waited for the next
victim to arrive. She would do a good job on this one and perhaps
Hive would see her efficiency and allow her to take a break.
Preferably in a bed with Two Ten warming the sheets.

She shook her head, breaking the fantasy. Her
mind was not in the game. She sucked on the inflated gag in her
mouth, trying to root herself back in physical reality. The creak
of the corset cupping her assets, the tight embrace of the boots on
her feet – these were real sensations, provided by Hive for her
benefit. She needed to pay Hive back for taking such good care of
her.

The conveyor halted, another woman parked at
their station. Four Forty was lowering her hands into the container
of oil when she realized that something was wrong. This woman
wasn't comatose, waiting for them to do their job.

Instead, she was flexing spastically. The Drones
on the other side of the conveyor did their best to hold her onto
the table, but it was a losing battle. The Drone’s limbs flailed
wildly, knocking one of the Drones back into the tank of gas behind
her. The Drone struggled uselessly, tangled in the hoses of her
mask.

Four Forty and Two Ten joined in to help, but
with only the three of them left, their efforts were unbalanced,
the mad strength of the incomplete Drone sufficient to toss them
away from the table.

She stood on the platform, laughing in a
jangling, discordant key. Her face was fixed in a rictus, eyes
rolling wild. “No, I won't submit to the Blue! I won’t give up! I
have responsibilities! No!”

Through the madness of the speech, Four Forty
realized that she knew this Drone! It was Four Thirty Eight, driven
insane by the intense Drone conditioning. Hive’s attempt to solve
the problem had only made it worse for the poor woman. She was
clearly unhinged.

The mad Drone stuck one foot in the tank of oil
Four Forty had been using, kicking a spray of liquid that arced
towards her and Two Ten. The viscous oil spattered all over her
front, decorating her rubbery dress and corset with dots of
fluorescent blue.

Four Forty hyperventilated in her mask, not sure
what to do. She didn't have the body strength to hold the woman
down if she tried to tackle her, and she was concerned that she
might become entangled in her mask’s hoses like the other Drone.
She made a commanding pose and tried to make a demand through the
inflated gag in her mouth. Unfortunately, it came out as more of a
random mumble, and the mad Drone continued to slobber.

“Won't be Blue! Can't be Blue!” The broken Drone
shrieked.

One of the Drones across the conveyor belt tried
to grab her by the ankles, but Four Thirty Eight lashed out with a
kick, landing a solid blow to the Drone’s mask. The Drone stumbled,
falling on her butt. The mask’s hoses stretched as far as they
could, streams of blue gas escaping from a gap between the mask and
the Drone’s face. She could hear an audible hiss from beneath the
muffled surface of her own mask.

Four Forty backed away, hands up. She wanted no
part in this tussle. She wasn't a fighter by nature, and Four
Thirty Eight was on a tear. Two Ten wrapped an arm around her
waist, cowering in fear.

The mad woman laughed, a loud, odd cry. She spat
at Two Ten, who grasped at Four Forty’s side even harder. “Nobody
is brave enough to face me? Stop me? All you blue bimbos are too
stupid to put up any resistance! Hive deserves you!”

She leaped from the table over the closed hatch
on the floor, sprinting for the door, a frightful shriek expelling
from her lungs. The two guard Drones, which had been keeping a
silent vigil, moved like liquid tar. The one on the left grabbed
her by the shoulder, while the other reached for her utility belt.
Four Thirty Eight swung with her right fist, a tight sucker punch
which rattled the helmet of the second Drone.

The guard didn't even hesitate at the impact,
her armored helmet taking and distributing the weight of the blow
with ease. Her left hand arced up and jabbed a small device into
Four Thirty Eight’s side.

Four Thirty Eight went rigid, her body vibrating
in rapid succession. Her voice gurgled wetly and fell silent as if
the power had been cut. Her limbs became floppy, like wet noodles,
and she toppled into the waiting hands of the guard.

The rubber guard Drone stepped into her suddenly
limp body as it fell backwards, wedging the bulk of the woman up
against her uniform between her two shiny, black breasts. She
crouched down and pushed her shoulder under the stricken Drone’s
upper back, lifting her body with apparent ease.

The other guard turned gracefully and also
crouched down, wrapping her hands around the woman’s ankles and
lifting her into the air as if she was a log.

The two guards marched from the room, parading
her like a trophy animal. Their boot heels stomped on the duracrete
surface with sharp reports, legs in sync. Four Thirty Eight’s arms
dangled backwards, shifting around with each step the guards
took.

Four Forty watched them as the three stepped out
of sight through the hatch, wondering why the Drone’s collar hadn’t
worked to suppress her violent actions. The opening clanged shut,
an uneasy silence reigning in the room. Four Forty looked around,
happy to see that the Drones on the other side of the conveyor had
managed to get to their feet and were helping each other to
untangle themselves.

The freckled Director was over like a flash,
inspecting the damaged mask on the Drone who had received the most
serious blow. She made a dismaying clucking noise. “What a mess! I
truly wonder how they expect me to keep my quota with such
interruptions, I ask you?”

She felt along the side of the mask, examining
the seal, which was leaking clouds of blue vapor. “This won't do, I
need to find a spare and to get you cleaned up.”

She wedged her fingers under the lip of the mask
and pulled the neck opening wide, allowing her to stretch the
rubbery material enough to fit over the woman’s forehead. Once
clear of the Drone’s head, it sprung into the air, drifting up
towards the ceiling. A hatch opened and the hose continued to pull
the mask upwards until it vanished, presumably into a storage
container.

The woman stood there, stolid, a faint shadow of
pain reflected across her face, mellowed by a sigh of pleasure. A
streak of bluish blood dripped from her left cheek, an abrasion
caused by the violent impact. The number three eighty four was
imprinted onto her skull.

Her eyes went glassy and an absurd smile settled
onto her face, despite her injuries. Some of the Bluish oil had
splattered onto her legs, and without the mediating influence of
the gas it was clearly affecting her mental state.

“Come with me, please!” Said the Director with
cheer. “We’ll get you sorted soon enough, and then you'll be able
to get back to your duties!”

At her last word, the woman smiled through the
pain, revealing a faint angular countenance and a set to her jaw.
Her devotion to Hive was great, and it must be distressing to be
pulled from her duties on the processing line. It was worrying for
her to even imagine being in the Drone’s place, so Four Forty
quickly put the thought out of her mind.

The Director marched in the same direction as
the guards had earlier, the injured Drone following in her wake.
The bondage straps flexed around her ass in delicious patterns,
rippling as she paraded her authority. Once they had left, the room
felt much emptier, an air of purpose leaving with them.

Boredom quickly began to sink in. The other
lines were receiving more Drones to process, but their line didn’t
deliver another slave. She stood there, blank, lacking sufficient
personal initiative to come up with a more productive solution. She
could spend more time letting Two Ten fondle her, but that would
not advance the purpose of Hive.

Obedience was everything, but without any
obvious orders to obey she found her mind wandering. Without an
order, surely it would not be disobedient to let her fingers crawl
towards Two Ten’s ripe, exposed breasts. To stroke her most
sensitive areas. To work her hands down her lover’s hips as she
leaned into Two Ten’s body, proclaiming her pleasure to the rest of
the room.

The former Four Forty would have been horrified
at making a public display of affection, but the new Four Forty was
not a person; she was a Drone. Drones were always horny. Drones
were always ready. Drones loved other Drones.

Somehow she knew this instinctively. It was a
bedrock part of being a Drone, of living as part of Hive. Her
amorous thoughts were quickly taking over her brain. If she didn't
have a mask on, she would be locking her lips with Two Ten.

The desire was difficult to fight, but the idea
of taking the mask off was like an invisible barrier in her mind.
Not only did that feel like disobedience, but removing the mask
would nullify her protection from the blue oil. While that would
most likely increase her libido, it would also dull her mind. That
would also require removing Two Ten’s mask, a second stroke of
disobedience.

No, engaging in full sexual congress would not
be allowed. She smirked at how analytical she sounded. The gas must
be affecting her in more than one way.

If the mask could not come off, at the very
least a more aggressive approach was acceptable. She held Two Ten,
running her hands back and forth over her abdomen. She looked down,
her view of Two Ten’s body unfortunately blocked by the limited
viewable area available through the porthole built into the mask.
She could barely make out the luscious swell of her own enlarged
breasts. She pressed forward, rubbing her breasts against Two
Ten’s, producing a delightful frisson as their suits bumped against
each other.

Two Ten’s breasts. She mulled the thought in her
mind, wondering why she felt so protective of this slave. It wasn't
just that she had been her maid in her former life. No, this was
something more, a feeling that she would defend her at all costs. A
feeling that she belonged to her.

No matter, as long as Hive would let her, she
would help Two Ten to obey by satisfying her emotional needs. If
that put her in a position of power over Two Ten, so be it.

She indulged herself a little more, reaching her
hands up to cup Two Ten’s breasts as she pressed inward. The bulk
of them squeezed into her hands, the rubbery flesh tickling as she
fondled them. Her hands smeared the oil that had been spattered on
them earlier, massaging the substance into the sensitized flesh.
Two Ten breathed deep, leaning into her plundering hands, a low
moan of happiness rising.

Four Forty grinned, pleased with the effect she
was having. She started to reach further downwards, but a
commanding voice cut like a knife through her lustful thoughts.
“Four Forty. Please attend.”

Some part of her recognized the authority in the
voice, and she reluctantly stepped away, dropping her hands to her
sides. Two Ten made a noise of protest, but made no move to
interfere.

Four Forty turned, and stood at attention,
tonguing the rubber gag which filled her mouth. She stopped
breathing for a moment when she saw who had made the command. It
was Fifteen, dressed in her usual dominating outfit, lips curled in
a smile. The neck of her Phoenix tattoo rose gracefully between her
voluptuous, pierced breasts.

Fifteen stepped up to her and pressed her hands
around the rear of her mask. There was a hiss, and the bulb inside
her mouth deflated. The mask came loose on her head, Fifteen
pulling it up and over with ruthless efficiency.

Four Forty blinked, unused to breathing in the
recycled air of the room. It was sickly sweet, the sweat from
Drone’s bodies mixing with the oil being slathered onto the new
slaves. After a few breaths, her head felt light. After a few more,
she couldn't help but giggle.

She knew it was due to the oil that speckled her
body, but the knowledge availed her little. The reaction was
natural; her thoughts leaked out of her silly brain as the oil
absorbed into her skin. Without the moderating influence of the
gas, the end result was inevitable.

She relaxed, retreating to her happy Blue place.
The spiky orb revolving inside her brain colored all of her
thoughts a wonderful Blue. She didn’t think to question the orb’s
appearance, though it had changed since she had first encountered
it. Before, it had been a perfect, Blue marble, but now it was
speckled with black dots. As all of the thoughts flitted out of her
brain, she stared at it, marveling at how deeply it had integrated
itself into her psyche.

Fifteen looked at Four Forty and made a noise of
displeasure. “The state of you!” She clucked her tongue. “Come with
me, please.”

Four Forty followed, her eyes glued to Fifteen’s
winking ass as she walked gracefully to the hatch. She giggled,
thinking that it must be sharing a joke with her. Hive was so
funny! She started to mince her steps, walking twice as fast to
keep up with Fifteen’s loping pace. Everything was so funny!

She waved at the shiny, latex covered guards as
they passed through the hatch, unable to suppress a laugh. Their
masks were hilarious!

She started to skip as they entered a corridor,
making a left turn through an antechamber that contained a series
of lockers. They entered a larger chamber that contained a series
of sonic showers on either side, benches for changing clothing
arranged in the center.

Fifteen halted and turned to face Four Forty.
She paused, balancing on one foot, a goofy expression pasted on her
face. Fifteen looked at her as she wiggled in place, and sighed.
“That silly grin needs to go,” she stated blandly. “The Queen is
serious business, and I doubt you would like what would happen if
you laughed at her. Sit down.”

Four Forty sat, resting the heels of her
platform boots on the ground at a jaunty angle. She kicked one foot
up, then the other, admiring sparkles of light bouncing from shiny
buckles. She giggled. So pretty!

A smear of fluorescent blue down the center of
the tongue on her right boot made her unhappy. Her boots no longer
looked perfect. That was sad making.

Fifteen crouched on her own platform boots and
took her by the ankle with a confident grasp. Working with speed,
she unbuckled the soiled boot and pulled it from her leg,
discarding it behind her before proceeding to the other.

“Messy?” said Four Forty, pouting. She already
missed their conforming grip, but she knew better than to throw a
tantrum in front of Fifteen.

“Other Drones will handle cleanup. Stand.”

Following the imperative without question, Four
Forty stood, her bare feet pressed against the gritty duracrete
surface.

She turned under a command from Mistress Fifteen
and waited patiently for her to unlace her corset. This chore was
done with efficiency, until all that was left was her tights, which
were also a mess. Wet spots in bright blue were scattered over the
surface, pockmarking it with an unflattering pattern.

“Strip!” Came the command, and she did as she
was told with alacrity.

Fifteen’s eyes roved down her naked body,
lingering on her reshaped figure. Her gray eyes twinkled with
appreciation, but no emotion colored her voice.

“Step into the shower, Four Forty. I will be
back to retrieve you soon.”

Four Forty danced up to the shower unit, closing
the glass door behind her firmly. The door did little to preserve
her privacy, as it was not frosted, but any concern about how
others might view her had vanished along with her freedom. Drones
did not need to concern themselves with such matters. Drones only
wore clothing at the pleasure of Hive.

A pair of headphones descended, which she
secured around her ears. Normally, they would be used to isolate
the notes of the shower from damaging the user’s ears, but this
pair had a soothing female voice talking to her.

“Welcome to the shower, the voice said in an
elongated pitch. “Welcome to the shower.” Each note was half sung,
repeating over and over in a low drone.

She raised her arms in a pirouette, following a
long forgotten memory, from a time and a place where she had only
been forced to take sonic showers for expediency. That was a
literal lifetime ago, a place and a her that no longer existed. She
was Blue and sparkly now!

She giggled, twisting back and forth under the
high pitched sound waves which caressed her body. The vortices
spiraled up and around her butt, rippling the flesh as they
moved.

“You are obedient in the shower,” the voice
continued in its sing song. “You are a productive member of
Hive.”

The shower wasn't telling her anything she
didn't already know, but it was helping to focus her, preventing
her scattered thoughts from flying off in all directions. It helped
her to be in the moment, to focus on her obedience.

Which would be easier if she could talk to Hive
directly! Throughout her ordeals she had hoped Hive would let her
into the Gestalt, but she had been left sitting on the periphery.
Was her devotion insufficient? Was her obedience lacking?

The distressing thoughts almost brought her out
of her induced state of relaxation, but the shower was having none
of it. The voice became louder, more omnipresent. “Disturbed
thoughts are bad thoughts. Let the shower lift them away.”

The shower caressed her breasts with its sound,
manipulating the vortices with expert care. The air flowed around
her nipples and underneath her breasts, holding them up with a
faintly audible major chord.

Four Forty strained to hear more, at which point
a loud squeal echoed so close she felt as if it was inside her
head. Her hands jumped up, but the headphones had clamped
themselves onto her head and she was unable to remove them.
“Disobedience is not tolerated,” stated the shower with
displeasure. You will be punished.”

The sound waves in the shower switched from
languid caresses to harsh cleansing. She was being deep cleaned,
stripped of any oils that remained on the surface of her skin. The
sensation was unpleasant. The shower made no attempt to buffer her
skin from the abrupt assault.

Her skin was scrubbed clean, the voice
admonishing her with each step. “First, your naughty butt,” stated
the voice.

Lashes of sound buffeted through her ass crack,
a stinging whip of sound. She flexed involuntarily, unable to stop
herself from giggling at the unexpected sensation. The shower
continued, working its way up her back. “Slaves should Obey. Drones
should Obey. Drones are slaves and they should Obey.”

Obey what? A shower? No, silly! The shower was
only an extension of the authority Hive had given it to cleanse the
dirty minds and bodies of its users! She was letting all those
dirty thoughts go, washing them from her mind, lashing them with
every whip of pain from the sonic music.

Finished with her back, the shower proceeded to
her front, not sparing any of her sensitive areas. She knew she had
been bad, so she submitted to the treatment, wiggling
uncontrollably under the gentle torture.

Every slap of the sound whip left behind a
stinging sensation and a patch of red skin. Once her curiosity got
the better of her and she reached down to rub a sore spot. The skin
was angry, but her new rubbery blue skin had taken the punishment
without splitting. It was tougher than her original delicate, fine
skin, ready and willing to take far more abuse than she ever could
have tolerated before.

The shower punished her for her temerity,
whipping her breasts and nipples until they burned with shame. She
was not acquitting herself as well as she might have, but this was
all new to her. It was so hard to know what Hive wanted without
having any training! She had to learn it all by experience. She
hoped the pain of her learning was pleasing to Hive.

After another ten agonizing minutes that felt
like hours, her body burned from head to toe with satisfaction and
pain. The blue oil that had accidentally been sprayed onto her body
had been removed, her skin buffed to a shiny finish by the
shower.

The stinging slaps ended and the shower chimed.
Her body ached, but her mind felt much clearer than before. The
amusement had been beaten out of her, leaving a somber slave in its
wake.

Another voice came from the speakers; this time
it was Fifteen. “My apologies, Four Forty, but this treatment was
required. Hive oil absorbs quickly and is highly addictive. It is
not easily removed.”

She paused. “You may now step from the
shower.”

Four Forty found that the headphones had
released themselves from her head. She exited the shower with
haste. Her skin still tingled badly from its rough treatment. She
wasn't looking forward to a repeat performance anytime soon.

Fifteen was standing where her clothing had been
placed in a pile, but none of her old clothes remained. There was
nothing else to clothe herself with, either. She felt a pang of
distress at being unable to dress herself in the fashion of Hive
and made a curious, longing sound.

“No, slave. No clothing is needed for meeting
the Queen. Your... natural body is all that is required.”
Appreciative gray eyes roved up and down her cleaned body.

Four Forty blinked, not wanting to interrupt
Fifteen, but curious about meeting the Queen.

“Follow me, Drone.” Fifteen turned and left the
room, walking past sets of lockers.

Four Forty’s eyes ran down the rows, catching on
the different numbers referenced. These were in the mid-three
hundreds. She had only seen a few Drones on the processing line
with that numbering.

Was there a locker for her somewhere? If there
was, she wasn't quite sure what she would keep in it. Spare changes
of clothing? She needed no personal belongings of her own. Would
Hive would assign her some possessions? A cute skirt? Ballet
boots?

She smiled inwardly, imagining herself trying to
accomplish Hive tasks while constrained by impossibly high heels.
Every movement a genteel swoosh, arms robotically massaging her
latest victim. She had to admit it had some erotic appeal, but
seemed entirely impractical.

While she was musing, Fifteen had led her to a
small, boxy room, which had been situated across from the training
room. The room lurched to a start, moving at an odd angle deeper
into the complex.

Fifteen seemed uncommunicative, so her mind
began to wander again. She had seen the Queen once before, what had
seemed like a lifetime ago. There was something familiar about the
Queen’s face, despite the work Hive had done to smooth out any
uniqueness. It was bugging her, but nothing sparked in
recognition.

What did the Queen want to see her for? She had
been a comparatively good Drone so far, in her own estimation. She
wasn't like Four Thirty Eight, who was still resisting the
inevitability of enslavement. She had given in, was doing her best
to fit in. It wasn't her fault that she couldn't talk to the
Gestalt. That she couldn't feel the wonder of joining her mind to
the other Drones in the harmony of slaves.

She gritted her teeth. Maybe that was it. She
was defective in some way, and the Queen was going to tell her that
she just had too much independent thought left. This led to an
interesting conundrum. Would she give up her remaining volition to
become a mindless Drone, if by doing so she could be linked to the
Hive Gestalt?

She worried at the problem for a few moments,
coming to a stark realization. She would, indeed, give it all up.
Subsuming herself into the greater whole. She no longer wanted to
be alone, isolated by herself. She had been put on a pedestal her
whole life, hidden away, treated special, and she was tired of
it.

She should ask the Hive Queen what was necessary
to fix the broken link inside her, no matter the cost. If there was
little left of her in the process, that was an acceptable outcome.
She hated living between two worlds, not belonging to either.

She stood up straighter, more sure of herself
than she had been at any point in her life. She grinned, confidence
bubbling. She reached one hand out, palm up.

“Fifteen? What kind of person is the Queen?”

Fifteen grunted, and didn't shift her position.
“She's fiery, made of temper, that one. On a hair trigger, liable
to fly off the handle at any provocation.”

Her face settled into a half frown. “Even so,
she's good at acting, suppressing her real emotions until she's had
a chance to achieve her goals. I don't think she's ever forgiven
the Emperor for the accident that created Hive.”

“Accident?” Four Forty’s ears were burning with
curiosity.

“That's right,” replied Fifteen severely.

“I don't know the whole story, as I was only
added to the research group after the original project had already
borne some promising fruit.”

She tilted her hips, looking at Four Forty with
intensity. “On the surface, the goal seemed harmless enough – to
develop a device that would allow a group of people to interface
with each other on a deep level. This could used in a number of
ways – military units, think tanks… lovers...” Her lips curled at
the last one.

“We were told that they had a functioning
prototype, and that it was our job to investigate how it worked so
that it more could be built. We weren't told how dangerous the
technology could be, or that we were prisoners until we figured out
how to use it.”

“After a year of hard development, we came up
with the device that I am sure you are rather familiar with.” She
dropped her jaw open, revealing the device installed in the back of
her mouth, variegated colors swirling on its surface.

“One by one we Installed ourselves into the
Gestalt. The bliss of connection was stunning, overwhelming. Some
of us could not handle the pressure, minds broken by the Blue
reality of the Gestalt. Others withdrew, became more reserved.”

She grinned. “The smart ones figured out how to
hide thoughts they didn't wish to share with the others. Over time
we came ever closer to each other, bound by the Gestalt, forced to
work together. We managed to hide our progress from our captors,
filing false reports. It was an idyllic time.”

Her face lost its smile. “Ignorance was bliss,
until we discovered the truth.”

“We were not the first ones to experiment with
the Gestalt. Most of the original team had been killed creating the
prototype. The only surviving member of that team, Five, was locked
in a suppression chamber to keep her docile.”

“Something messed up the suppression field, and
Five broke loose. She used her connection to the Gestalt to control
us, coordinate the attacks on our guards. It was… bloody.” Her face
looked as though it was carved from granite.

“These events have left our Queen a little
unbalanced. Understandably so. Imagine being connected to the
Gestalt, hearing the last thoughts of some of your closest friends
echo through your mind as they are torn from you, permanently. Five
is one of a select few that knows the whole truth of how the
Gestalt was formed, but pry into those memories at your own peril.”
She gave Four Forty a knowing glance.

The elevator shuddered to a halt. Four Forty
said nothing, curiosity warring with tact. Her window of
opportunity closed as the doors slid open, Fifteen clopping outside
on her shiny, black boots.

Four Forty followed in her wake, thoughts
churning in her mind. Where had the Gestalt come from? It had to
have been invented, created by someone! What was its nature, and
why was it so addictive?

She recalled well the undeniable rhythm she had
encountered in the corridor during her aborted escape attempt with
Four Thirty Seven. Four Forty had known that there was danger, but
what that danger consisted of was still unclear to her. She didn't
fancy asking Fifteen now. Would she have the gumption to ask the
Queen?

While her mind wandered, Fifteen lead her
through a habitat that looked like a generic office environment.
Gray, half wall cubicles were built into a grid on the floor,
dreary exteriors lit by fluorescent lights above.

As they passed she caught glimpses of Drones
working within. They were styled differently, some wearing more
than others, but all had the standard bald head and shiny collar.
Some of them had headsets on and were chatting away. There was a
low murmur, the sound of Hive at work.

That struck her as odd. Why would Hive Drones
need to talk at all? “Excuse me?” She asked, modulating her voice
to avoid disturbing the workers. “Why don't they use the Gestalt
instead of talking? Wouldn't that be more efficient?”

Fifteen paused at the intersection of one of the
cubes, resting her elbow on a cubical wall. “It takes effort to
find an individual in the Gestalt. That’s one of the problems
resulting from growing Hive. It was only developed for small groups
of people to begin with. Here, we’re innovating, stretching the
boundary of what's possible.”

Her face took on a glimmer, the former scientist
shining through the rubbery facade of Blued skin on her face. “If
we talk to each other directly, that reduces the communication
bandwidth on the Gestalt, allowing priority messages to pass
through with less interference.”

Fifteen gestured. “Come along, the Queen doesn't
enjoy waiting.”

Four Forty stepped sprightly, following in
Fifteen’s wake. Another row of cubicles, steel colored filing
cabinets, and conference rooms followed. It must take a lot of work
to keep the Hive running, akin to that of a small corporation.

Even a shared Hive Gestalt couldn't remember
everything. They weren't in constant communion, couldn't share
their thoughts with each other at all times. They would have to
type things up, keep good paperwork. Goodness, that must generate a
veritable slew of data!

No wonder there was an entire administration
wing. And it would have to grow as the Hive grew, keeping track of
assignments and production. The disposition and processing of new
slaves. Raw materials, clothing, and other necessary accoutrements.
Not everything could be accomplished by robots.

Despite her propensity for spending a lot of
time in fashion, she had learned her lessons in administration from
her father well. Her mind was abuzz, thinking about everything the
Hive would need to expand. Beyond everything else, was there an
upper limit? A number of slaves beyond which Hive could no longer
grow?

Her hunger for more knowledge gnawed at her. If
she wished to help Hive accomplish its goals, she needed to know
more!

Thoughts scattered, she was unprepared when
Fifteen halted and ushered her into a conference room. “The Queen
will see you now,” she said with a smile.

Four Forty walked nude into the conference room,
the calming presence of her collar nestled against her neck. It was
funny how being without clothing no longer triggered any
embarrassment, even when visiting the most powerful member of Hive.
They were all Drones in the eyes of Hive.

The Queen was sitting in an office chair, a
tablet laying on the table in front of her. A glass of water was at
her left elbow, and flanking her on either side against the wall
were two more of the slick, suited guards.

Like the ones guarding the induction lines,
these were dressed in black catsuits, their heads hidden under
helmets. These were of a different design than the other guards,
swept back to the rear with an angular front, such that the two
gave the impression of being birds of prey.

A large eye symbol was inscribed on the
foreheads of their helmets, vying for her attention. She knew
better than to allow herself to look closely at the blue pupils
streaked with green. She was far too curious about the Queen to let
their hypnotic gaze capture her mind.

Their gloves enhanced the primal affect of their
outfits, looking like gauntlets. The end of each finger was tipped
with a metal talon, prepared to rip into any attackers. A stripe of
green ran from each shoulder blade, forming a half circle that ran
over the top of each breast, meeting in the middle.

Metal armlets were wrapped around their upper
arms, and their corsets looked more like armor than decoration, all
sharp corners and reinforced plating. Overall, they gave a fierce
appearance, deterring anyone from approaching the Queen.

Their outfits gave Four Forty no small amount of
trepidation, until she examined the Queen. Red chevrons were
painted on her blue cheeks, accenting delicate cheekbones. Her
fingernails were painted green, and she wore a purple wig drawn up
into an impossible hair style. Her fake hair swirled over the top
of her head, tucked into small bundles that looked like bumps on a
log.

To complete the ensemble, a gothic lolita dress
made entirely from latex graced her small frame. The corset on the
top of the dress flowed down into a skirt made of stacked rows of
ruffles, alternating between black and green. Straps wrapped around
her shoulders, holding the outfit high on her bust, cupping her
generous assets.

The Queen tapped a ring made of amethyst against
the table top in a rapid tattoo. When Four Forty arrived, she gave
her a piercing look.

Startled, Four Forty blurted out the first
thought in her head. “You seem familiar, have I seen you
before?”

The Queen smiled like a snake, features
transforming in front of Four Forty’s eyes. Her calculating gaze
drained away, a smile smoothing her face into sweet innocence. She
tilted her head and winked with her right eye, a twinkle in her
left. She lifted a hand up, forming a V shape with her fingers.

With a voice made of bubblegum, she belted out a
salutation. “Thanks so much for being here! This is Diva Dekadant,
coming to you live from the Hive vessel, where I am the Queen and
you will Obey my commands!”

At the last words her facade crumbled and her
commanding tone was back, but her pitch perfect mimicry suggested
that this was no fakery. She really was Diva Dekadant. Four Forty
rocked on her feet, slapped in the face by the realization that her
greatest fashion arch rival was in front of her!

She sat down with a gasp, more questions
prickling her core. If this really was Diva Dekadant, then why had
she spent so much effort trying to capture her? She had the perfect
cover as a pop idol. Why would she risk losing the fame and
influence she had by capturing the princess?

The Queen kept her head tilted to the side,
considering, eyes locked onto Four Forty’s naked body in
speculation. “You may leave us,” she said lazily, her hand
gesturing towards Fifteen, who had not yet left the room.

“With compliments from Hive, I will not.”
Fifteen said the words with slight amusement. “Hive wishes to see
this trade accomplished without complications.”

The Queen’s face went sour. “Always
obstinant.”

She raised her arms and looked around the
austere room. “Look at my domain. Isn't it grand? I'm the Queen of
a conference room, with the authority of a tea kettle!”

Fifteen’s
expression was unfazed, lips
moving with precision. “Hive does not wish to see this one altered
or harmed in any way that might void the deal.”

Aggravated, the Queen stood and started to pace
in front of her guards. “She should tell me that herself instead of
hiding behind a subordinate. I don't like my authority being
undermined in this fashion.”

Fifteen remained stolid, a rock unyielding under
the criticism. “If that is the case, you should stop hiding from
Her and enter the Gestalt to speak with Her. She is not pleased
that you are hiding things from Her.”

The Queen continued to pace, considering, then
stopped and snapped her fingers twice. “Fine, I will do as Hive
requests, but where and when I talk to my sister is my business,
and mine alone.”

Fifteen did not reply, her lips pursed, hands
clasped behind her back. The Queen stalked around the periphery of
the conference table, bringing her closer to her prey.

Four Forty didn't know what to make of this,
curious and scared at the same time. The Queen was not the ultimate
power of Hive? Who was her sister? Should she obey the Queen, or
Hive if given a direct command?

Confused, she did nothing, her naked body frozen
in the chair. The Queen stepped up and grabbed Four Forty’s head,
holding it tight in the palms of her hands.

“I did not agree to this transfer, but I have
been overruled. You have been ransomed by your father, and you will
be returned to Lockator and the… Frysian Empire.” She spat the last
with distaste.

Four Forty’s eyes went wide, and she croaked.
“No… I am a Hive slave! I do not want to return!”

The Queen’s eyes were cold. “Did you ever wonder
why you were not allowed to connect to the Gestalt? Why your mind
has been closed from Us?”

The Queen jerked on her neck, forcing Four Forty
to her feet. She had far more strength than seemed possible in her
small frame.

“We could not allow you to get too close, to
allow you to compromise Us. Your time here was a lie. You were
never truly of Hive.”

Four Forty shook, her head shaking a voiceless
no. The Queen dropped her hands, and turned her back, dismissing
her as if she was a piece of refuse. She stalked back to her end of
the table and sat down, the rap of her knuckles on the edge of the
table final.

“You will be brain smoothed, and won't remember
your time here with us. In the end, you will never understand how
much you have lost.”

She tilted her head, piercing her with a gaze
full of pity. “It really is a shame. I enjoyed owning you.”

Four Forty buzzed, blood pounding in her ears.
It wasn't true, it was a lie! She turned to Fifteen, hoping for a
reprieve, but Fifteen’s expression was closed. The grimness there
spoke volumes, and a pit of fear rose in her thrust.

“Why?” She asked, tears coming to her eyes. “I
tried to be a good slave! I tried to obey!”

Fifteen’s face was stony. “Hive wills it,” she
said, her body rigid.

There was understanding hidden in that voice, a
bleakness that spoke of snow choked fields. Four Forty took a
halting step forward, then stopped. She stood up straight, putting
some steel in her spine.

“I am a Hive Drone.” She said woodenly. “I am a
slave. I obey.”

Fifteen watched as the Queen’s guards flanked
her on either side. “Not anymore.”

Her heart broke as the security Drone on her
left wrapped a steel grip around her left arm. The other Drone
stabbed her in the neck with a syringe. Her bedrock certainty slid
away along with any resistance, body dropping loose in their
taloned gloves.

Fifteen and the Queen watched Four Forty with
silent eyes as the guards escorted her away, feet dragging on the
floor. The door slipped shut, closing her away from their stares,
her heart cold.

The guards escorted her to an elevator. They
dipped and swayed as the elevator moved at a rapid pace, but she
could do little but gurgle, the drugs making her progressively
numb.

She welcomed the numbness. It was better than
feeling too much. Better than thinking about what she was about to
lose. The hope she had to make the Hive a better place. To find her
niche in the corner of the budding mass of Hive Drones, to become
an invisible cog in the machine. Carving out a piece of happiness,
for her and Two Ten. Growing Hive into a joyful community of
mindless Drones.

Her thoughts skirted around the wall of
nothingness that had been erected by the drugs. She was losing her
will to fight. Not that she had much will of her own after becoming
a Drone, but she marshaled what little she had left.

The elevator lurched to a halt and the door
opened, revealing a room awash in red lights. A single chair was
installed in the center of the platform, all sharp metal angles.
Menacing steel equipment loomed from the darkness above the chair,
casting dark shadows on the walls on either side.

Dangling above the chair on a thick steel cord
was a transparent, semi-circular cap lit from within. It looked
like a torture device, or an execution chair. Either way, she knew
it led to her doom. What scant happiness she had gathered while
living in the Hive was to be removed. The idea that she could
become something more than she had been before. All that was gone,
her brain sinking in a landslide at the edge of an abyss.

The two guards carried her to the chair and
dumped her into it, her slack body slumping into its angled
contours. Her legs tilted downwards at a sharp angle, head cradled
by a comfortable gel head rest while her arms laid slack at her
sides.

Without ceremony, the guards locked her into
place, strapping down her ankles and upper arms, proceeding to wrap
a thick restraint around her chest. Their rubbery hands squealed as
they slid over the stainless metal.

A cap came down from above and one of them moved
it into position. Water struck her head, as if sprayed from a
sprinkler. The cap snapped down, securing itself upon her wet skull
with a fierce suction. A trickle of water sprayed down her forehead
and dripped into one eye, causing her to blink involuntarily.

The guards watched her for a few moments, hands
at their sides. Two black wasps ready to sting her into submission
and destroy her loyalty to Hive.

The cap secured to her head began to suck
harder, fleeting worries scuttling away. It was getting
increasingly more difficult to think, the drug suppressing her will
while the suction vacuumed away any remaining resistance.

She was a silly Drone to think that she had the
power to change anything. Drones weren’t made for thinking. Her
thoughts spiraled upwards, extracted along with her urges and
fears.

A mechanical arm lowered from above and pressed
against her throat. A hiss and slight pressure, and it retracted,
taking something with it. She felt light and strangely elated, but
she was still unable to move.

The physical equipment locked around her frame
kept her in place, but it was the chains in her mind that truly
anchored her. Her throat felt bare – had her collar, the symbol of
her slavery, been removed? What else was in store? Would the
machine try to extract the device embedded in her mouth and the gem
in her chest?

The unrelenting suction continued, an
uncomfortable pressure mounting around the rubbery seal that kept
the device secured to her head. Two flexible lines coiled around
her rear and slipped into her ears, preventing her head from
moving. She was hearing the machine, listening to its messages as
they sunk deep into her brain.

“Forget,” it said, the word stretched lazily,
modulated by interleaved undertones. “Forget.”

The
gentle whispers drew her farther away from herself, pulling her
adrift, setting her awash in her sea of obedience. They penetrated
through layers of obstinance, past hasty barriers she had tried to
erect to stave off the inevitable.

A final metallic appendage sank downwards,
squirming like a worm on a hook. Locked in securely, she had no way
to react when it darted for her mouth. Her jaw dropped open, slack,
allowing it to squirm its way inside. Resistance had fled, leaving
behind a surety that this, too was the will of Hive. Hive did not
want her any more, and she had no will to contest its wishes.

The appendage clacked against the rear of her
mouth and there came a warm sensation. It pushed further, deeper
than she had thought it could, and flicked into place. It was
plugged into her socket, a direct conduit into her mind.

Now the machine wasn't just sucking away her
ambient thoughts, it was extracting memories, too. An overwhelming
pressure, and her time working the assembly line vanished in a
mist. Four Thirty Seven’s angry visage floated past and slipped
away, too.

She cast backwards, wondering if her memory of
long ago was affected, but the warmth of her mother’s arms still
soothed her. The sad and angry memories of her father were still
there, but they were muted somehow. She fled their presence, not
wanting to think about what her father had done to poor Two
Ten.

Her head jerked as the machine pumped, her brain
being washed with efficiency. She realized that it was going quick,
and soon she would be reduced down to bedrock, nothing remaining of
her time here with Hive.

She clutched at bright image of Two Ten. How she
was now, not as she had been when she had been called Raina. Raina,
her willing, helpful maid no longer existed. The Raina that was,
was no longer. There was only Two Ten, her lover and Hive mate.

She fixed an image of Two Ten as a Drone in her
mind. She wished with all her might that she would remember her
enough to come back to her. She curled around a memory of her
smile, a small circle of light in a field of Blue. The smell of
her, the sweetness of her lips. It all coalesced together in sharp
repose.

As the rest of her Hive memories swirled the
drain, she wrapped what little remained of her mind around the
sliver of memory. The tighter she held onto it, the more the
machine pulled at her. A maelstrom surrounded her, stripping her
memories with harsh winds. “Forget,” howled the wind, breaking her
down, small pieces of her mind slipping away.

There were gaps, holes in her recollection. All
that she could hold onto was an image of Two Ten’s face as the
storm tried to pull her away, tucking her image into the farthest
flung reaches of her mind.

All remaining resistance gone, the wind played
through her mind like a tornado, sucking it clean. The core of Blue
that had soothed her, embedded in the center of her consciousness
like a rock, was the last to go. It resisted the pressure,
unwilling to leave without a fight. The storm tugged, pulling at
the globe as if were extracting a tooth.

The globe wiggled, moving imperceptibly. Hive
had implanted it deep and over time she had interfaced with it
further, relying on its presence. Perhaps Hive hadn't intended on
removing it to begin with, or maybe its deal with her father hadn't
been finalized until after her capture.

It jostled, splintering pain into the folds of
her brain. A sharp spike jabbed her skull, and the globe sprung
free, whisked up into the storm winds, blowing higher and higher
until it was no longer visible. There came a stab of pain, and her
remaining memories began to jumble and become hazy, as if someone
had reshuffled them randomly.

Her brain shut down, mind overloaded. Her eyes
blinked, staring at nothing, suffused with white noise. She was
blind and deaf, mind sucked clean of initiative.

The two guards took their time unstrapping her,
unconcerned with her condition. Her jaw was slack, lips spread wide
around the machine’s appendage. The suction on her skull eased, and
the cap disconnected with a pop, leaving a large, round weal behind
to mark where it had extracted her connection to Hive.

She stared through a white film, unseeing, sweat
evaporating from her rubbery body. The audio shut off and the lines
in her ears disconnected, their job complete. The appendage in her
mouth was last, disconnecting with an audible clunk. It retracted,
slipping past rounded lips.

The machine had gone, leaving her somnolent. No
thoughts echoed through her skull, brain blanked from what it had
just undergone. She had no reaction as the two guard Drones
extracted her from the chair, body lax in their grip.

They were forced to carry her, a body
temporarily devoid of life. Despite the exertion, they showed no
signs of fatigue, hauling her back into the elevator from whence
they had originally come.

No words were spoken as the conveyance took them
away from the Machine. It had done its job well, carving out her
memories like a giant ice cream scoop. Her jaw chattered, reflexive
activity that signaled no intelligence. The drones shifted,
redistributing their weight as her body shook.

The elevator finished its movement, the door
opening on a small chamber. The Drones muscled her through the
doorway, lugging her up to a bier upon which lay a large capsule.
Inside the capsule was a concave form in the shape of a body into
which the two Drones carefully laid her.

The gel form squished as it accepted her body
weight, cupping around her back and buttocks. Her mouth moved,
unintelligible noises echoing through the chamber. A faint tingling
sensation ran down her fingers and toes.

The guard Drones moved with efficiency, one of
them moving to a console, while the other padded up to the wall,
toggling a few buttons. A force field sprung to life, and a hatch
irised open, revealing the sparkle of distant stars. A track led
down from the bier to the field of stars, a launching platform to
send the capsule into space.

The other guard worked her console, and the
other half of the capsule which had been suspended from the
ceiling, dropped down smoothly. The curved ends of the capsule
twinkled in the light of the bay, its smoothed exterior studded
with thrusters.

The capsule pressed together, a rubber gasket
squeezed between the two halves. Metallic locking arms slid into
place, clicking shut. A bright light flooded the interior of the
capsule, air circulating. Her body was held on both sides by a
spongy, gel-like material, cradled without being stifled. A chime
sounded, and a heads up display activated, a tenor voice speaking
in measured tones.

“Thank you for using EscapeCapsule version three
dot five. Please wait as the system initializes.”

A spinning icon in the shape of a split circle
rotated, cheerful music playing in the background. The icon
expanded and contracted, dots playing across the bottom of the
screen. The visual display was lost on the mind blasted woman, her
blank eyes randomly drawn to sparkly features on the HUD with no
awareness behind them.

“Calculating route.” The spinning symbol faded,
replaced with a star field. “You are traveling from origin
Pr46;285… ERROR… to destination imperial capital Lock-ator.” The
synthetic voice pronounced the last part with stilted diction,
doing its best to parse the name.

“Journey time is… CLASSIFIED… and will require a
sleep cycle for your comfort. Please, rest and relax. Your comfort
is my priority.”

A double chime sounded, and the capsule’s
rockets lit up, the inferno outside jamming her feet tight into the
bottom of the lozenge shaped container. The spongy gel took the
impact with little discomfort. The vibration of the capsule was
disturbing, the rattle almost intolerable for a few moments. Over
time, the vibration eased as the rockets dialed back to almost
nothing, small bursts of monopropellant rotating the capsule to
keep it on course.

A line streaked across the display, zooming in
on an arrow that pointed towards the galactic core. “Relax and
enjoy your rest period. Today’s sleep is flavored with lavender by
Flavors Incorporated. Smell your best, when you're feeling your
worst! Available now in flavor containers!”

The voice was getting more difficult to discern
over the sound of gas hissing into the chamber. The occupant made
no motion to show she understood, her animal brain in control. Her
respiration began to slow, breathing in the soporific without
protest until her eyes slid shut. The gas soothed her ravaged
brain, sounds of a seaside villa piped in by the AI.

The capsule sped through the empty reaches of
space, its brainless cargo comatose. She dreamed soundly, a lone
vision of a smiling face beaming down on her battered body.

 



 Author’s Note

This series of books is the culmination of a
year and a half’s worth of effort. From beginning to end, I have
poured most of my free time into making sure that this story is the
best that I can make it.

Since this has been solely a one person
production, any remaining errors are mine and mine alone. Still,
one wishes and hopes that none of them were serious enough to
interrupt the story flow.

If you enjoyed this work, there are two more
books in this series: Drone Shuffle and Drone Circus. Both of
these books are now available!

This isn’t the last we’ll see of Four Forty, as
many trials and tribulations still await her.
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