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 Previously on Robotic Restitution

Adele had been experiencing an eventful series
of weeks. Sent away by her father, the Emperor of the Frysian
Empire, to visit her Aunt, she had been captured at the hands of
robots. Her final destination? A complex run by an enigmatic entity
known only as Hive.

Her body was transformed at their hands, skin
turned blue and a collar attached to her neck.

That wasn’t the worst of it, however. Even her
identity was stripped from her. All Hive Drones were naturally
assigned a new designation, and to them a princess was nobody
special. In due course, she had learned to accept that she was the
Drone known as Four Forty.

There were many things she had learned as a
Drone. She had learned how to love in the arms of Two Ten, a Drone
who had formerly been her maid.

She had learned to Obey. And she had learned
about the horrific deeds her father had committed to win the war
against the Ultharian Confederacy.

Not all factions in Hive were happy about her
enslavement. A Hive Queen with a grudge had installed a foreign
intelligence named AI-50 into her brain, which had tried to take
control of her mind. She had been forced to accept her Drone
persona in an attempt to keep AI-50 from overwriting her memories,
but ultimately failed, almost losing her sense of self
entirely.

AI-50, in control of her body, had returned to
Lockator on a mission of revenge against the Emperor at the behest
of her Queen, Five. A husk of her original self, she had almost
succeeded at her mission.

At the last minute she had been stopped by Rosy,
Five’s sister. Also known as One, Rosy prevented her from
completing the mission, sending AI-50 into a self destructive loop
from which she could not escape.

Even One could not stop the havoc wreaked within
her mind by her warring personas without invasive changes. Four
Forty had been sent to be repaired, but only time would tell if she
would regain sufficient memories to remember her lover, Two
Ten...

 



Chapter One

Her eyes flashed open, blinded by a bright
light. She winced, squinting and blinking. Nothing was forthcoming,
an array of dizzying shadows bombarding her sight.

She tried to move, but found herself bound, arms
crossed on top of her chest. She flexed, discovering about an inch
of wiggle room. She couldn't lower her arms, and her elbows were
bound against her sides. It felt as though she had been wrapped in
a cloth-like material. As she shifted her hips, her body swayed
back and forth gently. She was suspended in mid-air.

The most curious thing about her predicament was
a complete lack of memories. She had no idea who she was or what
she was doing here. This fact did not unduly alarm her, as she was
quite comfortable in her bondage. She was, however, becoming a bit
bored. She hoped she would be stimulated in some fashion soon.

Her vision began to clear. She blinked rapidly,
confused at what she saw. Her head was enclosed in some kind of
mask that was sealed tight against her skin. Two rounded eye holes
made of plastic provided her a porthole to the outside world, but
there didn't seem to be much to look at. She could just barely make
out a wall and a few corners, all painted an industrial gray.

She tried to move her head, but found that she
was incapable. It was almost as though her forehead was glued to
the top of the mask. A tinge of cold emanated from the front of her
skull, as if an ointment had been spread there.

She licked her lips, mouth dry. The air tasted
sweet. How long had she been held here? How much longer would she
have to wait? Her belly gurgled. If this took too long, she might
have a mess on her hands.

Her ears popped, a clicking sound bouncing
through her skull. This was followed by a faint hiss as a
connection was established. A cheerful musical jingle rang out and
a screen on the wall in front of her flickered to life. It was
difficult to get a sense of space, as the screen featured a blue
skinned woman walking towards her on a white background that
matched the rest of the wall.

The woman was wearing a wig, blonde hair drawn
into twin tails which flowed over her shoulders and down the sides
of her breasts. The hair was plaited, but looked obviously
fake.

Her bosom was cinched tight by an underbust
corset, locked together via a few buckles. Her breasts spilled out
above the corset, some small modesty retained by a white blouse
underneath. Her feet were clad in ankle high boots, white pantyhose
shooting up her thighs, vanishing under her skirt. At her neck was
clasped a simple metal band, inscribed with the number twenty.

She walked towards the screen until the
platforms on her boots appeared to dangle onto the floor.
“Welcome!” the woman began cheerfully. It sounded as though she was
standing right next to her.

“Your assimilation process has not gone well,
and we do apologize for any discomfort this may have caused.”

She made a shallow bow. “Due to unforeseen
problems, you have been repartitioned. Your existing personas have
been wiped, and a new, blank persona has been installed. It's like
starting over from a backup!”

She smiled as if this was a commonplace
occurrence. “You should feel fresh and new, but the process does
make it difficult for you to recall anything. Do not stress! This
is a normal part of the process! Your memories have not been wiped.
In time, they will coalesce, integrating into your new persona.
When the process has completed, it should be mostly similar to your
original one. How exciting!”

She placed her hands on her hips. “Does this
mean that the integral part that makes up ‘you’ has been erased? Of
course not! Are we not a product of our past experiences? This is
simply a way to clean the slate, to start with fresh, new obedience
to Hive, unburdened by distracting thoughts and desires. Your old,
destructive personas have been removed. You have been harnessed by
Hive to become something more useful.”

The Drone wasn't certain what to make of this,
but she trusted in Hive. She certainly didn't know any better at
the moment. The lady was quite correct – her memories were
currently inaccessible. If Twenty was lying to her, she had no
basis for comparison anyway.

“You may be wondering why you are unable to
move.” Twenty held her right hand out, cupped upside down. A
section of empty white space next to her resolved into a diagram of
the Drone’s body.

According to the display, this Drone was
suspended inside a box which was semicircular at the top. Her head
extended out of the apex of the box like a worm, her face encased
in a rubbery mask. Tubes extended down from her mask into the box,
probably connected to an internal gas supply. The entire box was
suspended from the ceiling via a dual track way, chains attached to
the box above her shoulders. A third rail was sandwiched between
the other two, its purpose unknown.

Inside the box, her body was wrapped with strips
of a rubbery material, arms pulled in close as if she was a mummy.
Over her mons a metal plate had been attached, medieval underwear
locked to her hips. Several hoses extended from the front of the
plate, leading to some machinery built into the bottom of her
sarcophagus.

Out of curiosity, she shimmied back and forth,
testing the springiness of the cords which kept her coffin
suspended. There was remarkably little movement on the track above,
the suspension system acting to dampen any move she made,
intentional or otherwise.

Slight nudging from her shifting weight
disturbed some hard nodules that filled her inner spaces, a small
spurt of pleasure spiking her nethers. Now that she knew they were
there, she could feel the hoses situated between her legs. She
clenched her thighs together and delighted at the sensations she
was able to provoke.

A corded line appeared on Twenty’s diagram,
connecting from the Drone’s forehead to the mysterious third rail
above. Twenty clasped her hands together, giving Drone a bright
smile. “Partitioning requires deep intervention. A brain auger was
required to make the necessary alterations. You may notice a
feeling of discomfort coming from your forehead. This is perfectly
normal, and is not a cause for alarm.”

She took a step over to the diagram, wrapping
one hand around the metallic tube which was attached to the woman's
forehead. At her touch, the tube detached, coiling itself into a
loop like an electrical cable.

“There may be some further discomfort as
re-installation commences, but rest assured that everything has
been done to make you as comfortable as possible.”

She pointed to the worm-like device at the end
of the tube, which terminated in a sharp point. “The auger that has
been inserted into your skull has an organic membrane that grew
from its outer edges until it was permanently fastened inside your
brain. This port acts as a direct point of access for partitioning
and administration of medications.”

She jammed the spike into the diagram’s hooded
face, shocking the Drone with a sudden realization – this was her.
This had already been done to her.

There was a distinct lack of panic. Thinking
about the situation rationally, it was quite sensible for Hive to
take the most direct route into her brain. She hoped that Hive had
been able to accomplish the necessary adjustments without too much
trouble.

Twenty twisted her hand and the cable
disconnected from the diagram’s forehead, retracting up into the
misty ceiling until it vanished from the display, leaving the spike
inserted. A raised circular metallic port remained on the woman's
forehead. “After installation, the auxiliary port is no longer
required for regular access,” she explained, “but it is a stylish
addition to your body, and cannot be removed.”

The diagram faded back into the background of
bright, white light. Twenty gave her a motherly smile. “Drone FOUR
FOUR ZERO, your partitioning has been completed. You are next
scheduled for CORE INSTALLATION. Your port will remain connected as
a monitoring device to ensure proper obedience until your
reprocessing has been completed.”

She clapped her hands together and bowed. “The
worst part of your existence is now over.” Her face lit with the
light of true fanaticism. “Welcome to Obedience. Welcome to
Hive.”

The light diminished, and her figure vanished.
There came a small vibration, and Four Forty’s body started
rotating. The afterimage from the bright projection on the wall
began to clear, and she realized that she wasn't alone. In front of
her was a long line of enclosures suspended from the track in the
ceiling. The top of each box was decorated with a rubbery head,
like the cap of a mushroom. Tubing extended from each head up to
the ceiling, connecting into the third rail. The back of each box
had extensive piping, a blue glow emanating from the bottom.

Her box finished rotating, the section of track
she was suspended from clicking into place. The boxes in front of
her were indistinguishable from each other. A line of the pods
extended forwards, climbing a ramp as they ran deeper into the
complex.

Her enclosure jolted, swaying forward. She was
moving, running along the tracks along with the other unknown
occupants. Her stomach flipped as her pod jerked up the ramp,
promoting a sudden intake of breath. Sweet air roared into her
lungs, a faint taste of peppermint tingling her lips.

The box rumbled on, reaching the apex of the
incline and straightening out. The corridor opened up into a large
room, the floor made of transparent glass. They traveled over a
production line, worker Drones busy at their tasks below. One Drone
was snapping parts together, another welding metal tubes. Sparks
from the welding process flared as pinpricks of light in Four
Forty’s eyes, causing her to blink in surprise.

The production line was efficient, the hands of
each Drone fitting the parts together with intentional movements.
No gesture was wasted, each step in their ballet of industriousness
coordinated. They labored, unaware of the train of fellow slaves
passing ten feet above their heads.

Drone confessed that she was curious about what
the workers were building. As her pod floated over the construction
chamber, she started to get a feel for the general shape of their
work.

Over there, on the right, round tanks of gas
were rolled in through swinging double doors, balanced on edge. On
her other side, the lips of a box were being welded together.
Further down, a glowing rectangular piece of machinery was fitted
into the bottom of the box.

The conclusion was obvious once she had a moment
to piece it all together. They were making more pods to hold people
like her. People who needed treatment. To be trained. Turned into
sleek Drones, reconstructed from the ground up. How many pods did
Hive require?

This was a rhetorical question. Hive would build
as many as it needed, but this construction did have implications.
First, this location had access to vast quantities of raw
materials. Her memories were inaccessible, but that seemed only
logical. She couldn't remember where she had been a week ago, but
somehow she knew the kind of logistics an operation of this size
would require.

Second, Hive was gearing up for expansion. This
was a lot of work to do on short notice. It must have taken years
of preparation to get this operation setup.

Finally, Hive expected significant resistance.
She couldn't imagine that all Drones would need to be
repartitioned. She was able to see a few of the Drones below, and
none of them had the forehead cap that was the telltale of a brain
auger.

At any rate, there was nobody around to ask
questions about her observations, and even if there had been the
rounded mask she wore would have absorbed the sound of her queries.
She breathed in deeply, savoring the taste of the gas, resigned to
having her curiosity unfulfilled.

She wasn't getting bored, per se, but she was
struck with a sudden urgency to get the process over with so she
could walk around on her own two feet again. She rocked to one
side, hoping to elicit a nudge of pleasure out of her confining
outfit, but there was no joy to be had.

Fortunately, the box she was locked into
continued to move, and she found herself facing an intersection of
three tracks. As each pod entered the switch, a section of the
track above would move back and forth, shunting the occupants into
different paths. The pods were spaced far enough apart on the track
that there was no need to halt the train while the switching
occurred. Each pod moved forward smoothly, the switch sliding to
the appropriate side as the pods were layered onto different
tracks.

When she reached the switch, it opted to remain
stationary, forcing her to continue down the central path. She
briefly wondered if the paths split further downstream. What kind
of slave throughput could Hive get with this system? Why did it
need to process Drones in parallel, and what could be done to
increase efficiency? Ideas percolated in the back of her head, not
fully formed.

Her track continued onwards, down a ramp into a
larger chamber. The center of the room was occupied by three large,
cylindrical chambers, pillars spanning from the floor to the
ceiling.

Each pillar was attended by an assistant,
identical blue Drones in matching skin tight, transparent suits.
These must be official uniforms, but they certainly weren't built
to preserve any notion of modesty. Their nether regions were
clearly visible, the shiny material pulled taut across their
bosoms. The added blue tinge of their outfits combined with the
color of their skin to create a bright fluorescent hue.

The gems embedded into their sternums twinkled
in the muted lighting of the room, sufficient to draw the eye but
not to mesmerize. Their feet were clad with sensible black boots, a
slight platform at the heel providing an attractive arch to their
feet.

Their suits extended up to their necks, the tops
sealed under collars declaring their numbers. A bit of a rush
washed through Four Forty’s head when she spotted the number of the
Drone attending the pillar on her left, but she didn't recall who
Four Fifty was. Perhaps one of her hidden memories could unlock
this mystery? She wasn’t altogether that curious to find out. There
was no rush, as everything she needed to know Hive would tell
her.

Each Drone in command of a processing station
had a matching silver domed helmet over their heads. A small cut
out near the bottom provided access to their mouths, which were
fixed in pleasant smiles. They whispered quiet words to their
subjects, moving their hands over colorful buttons on consoles
built into the pillars.

Here the track split into three again. The pod
in front of her stayed on the central path, while she was shunted
off to the left. The chamber on her route was already occupied, the
exterior clamped shut around the Drone’s pod, hiding the occupant
from view. Her pod rotated to the right, her left side pointed
towards the curious machinery.

The mask on her face hissed and rotated
forwards, exposing her eyes to more light than had been filtering
through the eye pieces on the helmet. She squinted and breathed in
short gasps, annoyed at the sharp, cool air and the feeling of
being exposed. She would much rather have remained enclosed in her
pod for longer.

On the far side of the room, the chamber on the
third line was just closing, a hiss of blue gas billowing out from
between crenellated gaps. A faint humanoid figure was visible,
black ropy tendrils waving from inside the interior of the
chamber.

At the same time, the chamber closer to her in
the center of the room had just finished its work, gas hissing out
of widening cracks. The upper half was pulled upwards, revealing a
Drone locked inside. A long tube had been implanted in her mouth, a
slimy, black mechanical protrusion from the ceiling of the chamber
meshing with her face. Like her, this Drone also had a brain auger
installed. The tube retracted, forcing the new Drone to look at the
ceiling. Her head was bald, skin painted with a faint trace of
blue.

Her lips clamped around the tube, pulsing as
they sucked its smooth surface. Her throat appeared oddly
distended, bulging to accommodate the girth of the metallic
tendril. Her chest was bloated, lungs pumped by the mechanical
invader. Her eyes were white, dilated with bliss.

She made strangled noises as the device
extubated itself, eyes widening with distress. The bulge along her
throat reduced as it pulled out, the tube tapering down to a split
tip with two ends, one longer than the other. The new Drone
sputtered as the device retracted towards the ceiling, unable to
move due to the brain auger cable still attached to her
forehead.

The slave’s mouth dropped open, a light bark of
pleasure eliciting from her lungs. Something blue flashed from
within her mouth, but Drone Four Forty was unable to make it out
from her vantage point.

The processed Drone’s face sparked a vague
remembrance, but her memories had not yet returned. Even if they
had, she would be unlikely to recognize the new Drone due to her
new coloration and lack of hair.

The Drone was calming down now, breathing more
normally. However, her moaning did not stop. Perhaps her body was
still being stimulated from below. Whatever the cause, the bliss on
her face had not abated. Instead, it appeared to have intensified.
The small satisfied noises she was making were increasing in
frequency.

The moaning became muffled as the mask built
into her pod rotated back into place, pressing itself over her
face. Heavy clamps on the floor of the chamber opened, releasing
her pod from their grasp.

The pod swung out of the enclosed chamber,
rocking back and forth slightly due to the healthy exuberance shown
by its enslaved occupant. The Drone must have really enjoyed the
procedure! She was starting to get a bit eager to experience the
processing herself, but she tempered her urges with the soft steel
of her obedience.

The noises the Drone was making became faint as
she was spirited away, taken down the track to another unknown
destination on her trip to becoming a permanent Hive slave. The
chamber where she had been processed reset, readying itself for
another occupant.

The next pod in the queue rumbled forward,
rotating to the side. The helmet on its top split open and rotated
down, revealing another face that tickled her recollections. She
gasped. This face looked like hers, she was certain of it. But it
definitely wasn't her – could this be a clone?

No, for all that this woman's face contained
some similar features, it wasn't exactly the same. This Drone’s
cheekbones were upturned, while hers were more subtle, and her eyes
were angled too high. More mysterious was that this Drone lacked a
brain auger, her skin was cream colored, and her hair had not yet
been removed. This Drone must not yet have been processed, and it
did not appear to have been damaged sufficiently to require direct
intervention. Four Forty found herself very curious about this
Drone, and opened her mouth to ask it a question.

Before she had made a sound, the Drone’s face
widened in recognition. “Adele!’ she almost yelped. “You're still
alive!”

“This unit is a Drone,” Drone replied, confused
by the unknown name. “My designation is Four Forty. I do not
recognize ‘Adele.’”

As the words left her lips, she realized they
were true. Whatever she had been called in her past life did not
apply to this Drone unit. Still, she could not help herself from
being curious about her past life.

She paused, eyes creasing. “Who was Adele?”

Sorrow bloomed in the other woman’s eyes, and
the corners of her mouth creased with stress. “They got you again,
huh? Isn't that typical.”

Drone simply did not remember. Hadn't Drone
always been a Drone? A strange feeling settled into her gut. She
was missing something important, but she didn't know what that
could be. “Again? I do not understand. Can you explain?”

The other Drone gave a cynical laugh. “There’s
too much, and we have too little time. In the end, we are nothing
but meat to be molded by Hive.”

She pierced Four Forty with an intense look.
“You are my sister, Adele, and I love you very much.”

She closed her eyes in resignation, and her pod
rolled on, settling into the chamber of the middle pillar. Heavy
clamps locked shut and the upper part of the chamber descended,
hiding the Drone from view. Four Forty’s heart lurched
unexpectedly, an unfamiliar pain piercing her breast.

She had little time to examine her feelings, as
the chamber on her line had finished its cycle, blue gas hissing
across her field of view as it opened upwards. She wanted to see
the processed Drone being disconnected, but was unable to turn her
head far enough. Wet popping sounds spurred her imagination of what
would soon happen to her. There was a pause for a moment, then her
pod was rumbling down the track towards the pillar.

There came a rough bump as her pod settled into
place. The track above her split on either end, retracting so that
there was enough clearance for the top of the chamber to slide into
place in preparation for encasing her inside. Her pod trembled as
clamps locked shut, and she waited for the chamber to close.

She had been expecting the upper half of the
chamber to come crashing down and her processing to begin, but
there only came some residual gas fizzing out in a bluish cloud.
This confused the Drone. Why was she special? Shouldn't she be
treated like every other Drone?

The slender form of another Drone stepped into
view. The first thing she noticed was the bright pink nail polish
the Drone sported. It gave her a hint of individualism, something
Four Forty was surprised to see being allowed by Hive. Her chrome
helmet hid most of her identifying features, but her lips seemed
familiar.

This was the third time a hint of recognition
had hit her, and unless her mind was playing tricks on her, there
must be something to this. This was no coincidence.

She pursed her lips and gave the Drone a
querulous stare. “Do I know you?”

The Drone’s smile grew wider. It was hard to
tell how genuine the expression might be without seeing the other’s
eyes, but she sensed that this was not a cruel gesture.

“It’s good to see you again, Four Forty. It has
been a long journey, and I do regret the trials you have had to
experience.”

Four Forty kept her expression neutral. “You did
not answer my question.”

The Drone laughed. “Direct as usual. Exactly
what I expected from my niece. A sharp tack stuck into the dull
wooden board of the Empire.”

Drone considered. Her memories still had not
returned, though she felt that she should recall this Drone. It was
unlikely that she was being lied to, yet she felt no love or hate
for this individual. All that existed was an empty pit inside where
the fire of her emotions should live. Shouldn't she be feeling
something? Anything?

“I don't remember,” she stated, cocking her
head. “Why are you here?”

The Drone folded her hands, settling them over
her chest. “I personally requested to be the Inductress at your
re-installation, and Hive was kind enough to accommodate my
request.”

She grinned. “It’s nice to keep this all in the
family, don't you think?”

“Is it?” asked Four Forty.

“Of course,” replied Four Fifty. “It’s so much
more delicious this way.”

She ran a gloved hand down the side of Four
Forty’s face, Four Fifty’s rubber fingers feeling tacky on her
cheek. The gesture was meant to be endearing, but Four Forty had no
frame of reference. Whatever she had been through had not only
removed her memories, it had also removed any sense of
affection.

When Four Forty failed to respond in any way,
Four Fifty gave her a chaste peck on the cheek and withdrew,
situating herself outside the threshold of the chamber. She turned
and gave her one more glimpse of a radiant smile. “I understand.
It's useless for me to press you now. Afterwards we shall reunite
as one happy family. I just wanted you to know that you haven't
been forgotten.”

Four Forty paused, then replied with the best
thing she could think of, given the circumstances. “I hope I
remember you. It sounds like we were close.”

Four Fifty gave her a cheerful wave in reply.
“We’ll make cookies together. It will be like old times.” Her voice
faded. “You've never had a cookie while linked to the Gestalt
before. Trust me, you'll enjoy it. It's stellar.”

A mechanical whine reverberated above her head,
and the upper half of the chamber dropped in a controlled fashion.
As the outer surface locked together, abrupt darkness engulfed the
interior. Glowing lights arranged in a circle around the bottom of
the small chamber lit up, a harsh but welcome addition.

Gas hissed from above, a blue cloud gusting into
the chamber. The air took on a distinct tint of blue as the
concentration in the air increased. With each breath she felt more
odd. She wasn't light headed, not really, but she did feel a bit
dissociated from reality.

“Whoa,” she remarked, smacking her lips
together, marveling at the strange sensation.

Her head was woozy. She had the sudden urge to
look up, but her head refused to budge, locked in place by the
tubing attached to her brain auger. From somewhere above a tendril
descended, light reflecting off its shiny surface. The end of the
tentacle twisted as if it was alive. It was bifurcated, one end
looking like a fat worm on a fisherman's hook. The other was short
and stubby, and almost appeared as though it had been grafted onto
the longer tendril.

The tentacle continued to descend until there
was slack in the line. It twisted midair, looping back up until the
end froze, the tip pressing gently against her mouth. She waited
for a command, curious about the alien device’s intentions.

On either side of her head soft foam pads
pressed inwards, sealing out mechanical echoes caused by the
device’s movements. A soft chime sounded in her ears, followed by
calming music. The music helped to suppress her already limited
thoughts, and she breathed regularly, passive, waiting for
something to happen.

The music faded into the background, present,
but not noticeable. It would continue to control her mood and open
her mind like a flower petal. She was immersed in a vat of pleasant
warmth, a receptacle for whatever instructions would be given.

“Welcome, Four Forty,” came the familiar voice
of Four Fifty. “You are a Drone. You are listed for series two
processing. You will be Installed.”

Four Forty didn't reply. She couldn't even if
she had wanted to, as she seemed to have lost all voluntary control
of her body. That should have been concerning, but her mind was
being sloshed back and forth, caressed by waves of sound generated
by her aunt’s voice. She knew she had been drugged, but that
thought only made her giggle.

“Drone, open your mouth.”

Her mouth levered open, not of her own volition.
A mechanical appendage slotted inside, a cool, wet sensation
pressing against her tongue and the roof of her mouth. The cold
metal pushed deeper inside, touching the back of her throat.
Despite the best efforts of her gag reflex, the tube slid downwards
until it became a bulging, uncomfortable presence.

Before her body began to strain for lack of air,
the tube pressed on, pushing her epiglottis aside and ramming
itself into her lungs. A blast of cold air inflated them, her
breathing regulated at the pleasure of the iron lung.

A hard knob pressed up against the roof of her
mouth, accompanied by a sharp sting. Her eyes fluttered, vision
washing out in a cloud of blue. A tickling sensation ran up her
nostrils and a piercing pain spiked behind her eyes. Reality faded
away, replaced with a blasted landscape that was her inner
mind.

A large battle must have been fought here. Where
once a large forest stood, there was nothing but charred timber,
still smoking from the violent conflagration that had laid it low.
Further out, to her right, acres and acres of brambles were dry and
brittle. The ground had cracked due to a lack of moisture, the
ground baking under eternal sun. A pall of gray sat on the land,
air thick with dust.

The dust made the air taste funny, but unlike in
real life she felt no urge to cough. The rules were different here,
to the extent that she wondered whether she really knew her own
mind. It probably didn't matter too much, since most of it was
owned by Hive, but she did feel a passing curiosity.

There was no breeze to disturb the apocalyptic
landscape, just the crunching noise of the dirt beneath her toes.
Before her was a gigantic bowl of earth, devoid of life. The bottom
was filled with dirty, gray water. Brambles which extended like
tentacles into the hole were disintegrating, particles from their
slow death muddying the water below.

This was what was left of her mind. A war here
had ended with no winners. She might have felt regret if she had
been able to feel any emotions at all, but what remained was blank
acceptance. Any previous loyalties had been replaced with obedience
to Hive, but that was all by rote. There was no real joy to her
slavery. It was simply an immutable fact.

She cast about, wondering what came next. When
nothing was obviously apparent, she sat on the lip of the bowl, her
legs swinging over the edge. She whistled tunelessly, inspecting
her outfit. She was dressed in a bodysuit, clingy black material
conforming to her curves. Blue stripes delineated the seams,
emphasizing the size of her bust. She regretted the fact that there
was nobody else around to share, as she thought the outfit made her
look rather attractive.

She slapped her hands against her thighs and
looked up, gazing at the sky through a dull haze. The burning orb
that lit her mindscape was tinged blue, as if passing through a
colored filter. For a moment, she thought that she might be
mistaken, but as she watched, she realized that something was
obscuring the usual light source.

That something was a large, blue ball, lit from
within. As it approached closer in the sky, she was able to see its
iridescent surface, different shades of blue morphing as patterns
rippled across its surface.

The ball was falling like a meteor, and she idly
wondered whether it would impact the ground and destroy her entire
reality. The urge to run was present, but she knew that if this was
a real meteor there would be no way to escape in time. Besides, she
was owned by Hive, and her owner had the authority to do anything
it wished to her.

She waited calmly, watching the ball fall
towards her mindscape, its surface shimmering from the reflected
light of her mind’s sun. Now that it was closer, she realized that
it was rotating as it fell, showing off all sides of its remarkable
surface.

It was large enough now to blot out the sky,
dropping at an extreme rate. She laid back and watched as it
approached, welcoming the soothing colors into her mind. Soon it
filled her entire visual field, an orb of mesmerizing patterns.

The air around her swirled in vortices, pushed
aside by the globe’s rapid arrival. She blinked, tearing up as dust
was flung into her eyes. The pressure differential made her ears
pop right as the orb dropped into place in the bowl in front of
her, its momentum dropping to nothing. It all happened so quickly
she had no chance to react.

The water in the bowl sloshed up the sides,
splashing against her toes. Circular holes opened at regular
intervals around the perimeter of the globe, the surface roiling as
though it was made of a liquid.

Tendrils shot out, thick arms patterned like
circuitry, lines of blue light shooting down to each tip. The arms
slammed into the side of the bowl like harpoons, drilling into the
sides. Ropes of tubular material attached to the tendrils shot from
each hole, splattering into the water below. More of the tendrils
extended, until there were great coils waiting to be inserted into
the crust of her mind.

She gasped and stood, wide eyed. The broken
environment around her was being rebuilt, resurrected from the
ashes. Sections of ground thrust upwards, scattering shards of dead
material to the sides. Other parts of the ground sank, pulling the
dead detritus somewhere below. In a matter of moments the parched
landscape had been tilled, replaced with thick, loamy soil.

The new ground had a fine material mixed with
it, colored with a baby blue pigment. Small, green sprouts sprung
up from the dirt, a sign that the altered landscape was fertile.
She took a few steps towards the fresh smelling field, but was
forced to take a knee when a blast of wind caught her off
guard.

By the time she had recovered, the dust had been
blown out of the air. A cooling breeze tickled her bodysuit. Clouds
gathered, and a gentle mist permeated the air.

She raised her arms and danced, happy to feel a
cool, refreshing breeze on her face. She had been convinced that
all capacity for experiencing emotion had been removed, but now she
was feeling joy. Pure joy.

She laughed, rejoicing at the droplets. As she
tasted them, she realized they were flavors of Drone personalities,
coming from somewhere outside her mind. They slid over her lips,
sweet jabs representing their attitudes, beliefs and devotion to
Hive. The rain increased until she was being pelted by others,
their minds pressing tantalizingly close to hers.

The seams of her body suit glowed blue,
mirroring the color of the lines from the sphere which had
implanted itself into her brain. Her body was changing, reflecting
the rejuvenating force that inhabited her.

A new universe of emotions had opened up for
her. She could feel the other Drones, finally able to touch the
Greater Gestalt. She gathered the presences close, wanting to
submerge herself in the feeling, to lose herself in the glory of
Hive. To become more than herself, to hold nothing back.

She was finally home.

 


***

 


Her eyes fluttered open. Time had passed, but
she was not aware of how much. It had been well spent in communion
with her sisters of the Gestalt, fellow slaves of Hive. It was easy
to lose herself when meeting with them mentally. She became less
and more during the merge, her individual self submerged as part of
the whole. At the same time, her brain had expanded and could now
touch the outer boundaries of Hive. She was able to mind speak and
share the wisdom from any of Hive’s nodes. It was an intoxicating
experience.

It was such a joyful experience that it caused
her physical pain to extract the small parcel that was herself from
the Gestalt. Regretfully, there was always a need for individual
Drone units, and Hive would not allow any particular Drone to
remain in the Gestalt forever, no matter how pleasurable the
communion might be. Flesh space required physical bodies, and those
bodies required maintenance. However, she felt refreshed by the
experience, her body packed with energy.

The gag she had been chewing on undocked from
her mouth node and slipped between her lips with a loud pop,
retracting towards the ceiling. She ran her tongue over the node,
marveling at how smooth and comfortable it was to have the foreign
object embedded in her mouth. The re-installation must have gone
smoothly despite any scar tissue remaining from the previous
removal.

She levered herself onto her feet, thick dildos
slipping from her vagina. Her snatch was wet from copious
simulation she had received while she was comatose. It felt like a
waste, since she hadn't been conscious to enjoy it, but she knew
better than to question Hive. She hoped Hive would let her rejoin
the Gestalt soon. She knew she was already addicted, but she didn't
care.

There were so many other Drones to visit! She
had been welcomed by the others, but had been unable to locate the
Drone that had claimed to be her sister. This was complicated by
the fact that she was still a novice at navigating the Gestalt, and
so many nodes wanted her to stop and chat! She would have to try
again the next time Hive allowed her to link up.

For now, she must obey the instructions Hive had
embedded in her mind while she had been enjoying the Gestalt. She
stepped up to the wall mirror and admired her body. Her neck was
adorned with the ever present collar, but the one she had worn worn
previously had been replaced with a new one. A band of soft gold
declared her status and number at the same time. On her forehead
was a circular metallic disk, her number imprinted in small type on
its surface. Four Forty.

Besides the accoutrements that graced her
forehead and neck, she was completely nude. Her body was just as
blue as before, but now exotic whorls of darker blue graced her
body in interesting shapes. A circular sun shape encompassed her
belly button, and an eye motif was emblazoned around the shining
gem embedded in her breast bone. A large, spiral pattern started at
her nipples and extended the entire width of her breasts.

Her enlarged globes begged for attention, but
she had no time to indulge herself. That would be disobedient.
Instead, she turned and stepped into the shower box. The automated
systems hummed, sonic energy pummeling her body to gently remove
fluids and debris. She stood there for the few moments the cycle
took to complete, then stepped out and touched her face, pleased to
find that her skin had been neatly exfoliated by the process.

Internal instructions unfurled, revealing
themselves one by one. She opened the cabinet adjoining the mirror
and retrieved clothing from the shelves inside. She slipped into
the provided black latex panties, then began to work on donning a
transparent blue bodysuit.

The suit had been treated, its low friction
surface slipping over her thighs with ease. She encountered some
issues once it reached her waist, though nothing a few brisk tugs
couldn't resolve. She ran her hands up her calves and thighs,
smoothing out the material until the suit sat flush against her
privates.

As the material touched the patterns imprinted
in her skin, they began to glow, dark blue stripes popping with
pinpricks of bright light. She gaped at the effect, delighted with
how Hive had altered her. She traced one finger over the line
circling her belly button, pleased to see it light up even brighter
as she pressed the rubbery surface of her body suit closer. Was it
a chemical reaction? Or some new property of her body?

Either way, she was eager to see the full
effect. She hurried, pulling the rest of the suit on as fast as
possible. Her breasts dropped into two pouches built into the suit,
a circular cutout at the apex leaving room to show off her gem. She
thrust her arms down the sleeves and did a little dance as she
worked the material up her shoulders. The smart fabric stretched as
it automatically pulled itself taut around her body.

It was a little like being pressed inside a
vacuum mold, creases in the outfit stretching until they vanished,
leaving behind a sheer film of the fabric. Her breasts were cupped
tight, lifted up and pushed against her chest. Smiling, she
marveled at their perfect shape, making a little test bounce in
front of the mirror.

The garment was far too restrictive to allow for
much jiggling, but the spiral pattern was distracting enough on its
own. She wanted to stare at her breasts longer, but the next
instruction in her mind pulled her up short. She was forced to slip
on a pair of shoes, the interior padded with some kind of gel which
squelched between her toes.

Streaks of blue circled the tops of her feet. As
an experiment, she bounced her foot against the ground. A riot of
colors blossomed from the tips of her toes, spiraling outwards in
crazed fractals as the pattern grew over her feet. The more
pressure she put on her toes, the more the patterns changed. This
was a fascinating result, and she wished she could be left alone to
experiment further.

However, once again another instruction
appeared. She could almost feel the parchment snapping in her skull
as it was unfurled, but that was just her imagination. Her self
inspection completed, she presented herself in front of the door,
docile, waiting for Hive to come get her.

A panel next to the door lit up suddenly, a
calming blue in the shape of a hand print. Without thinking, she
reached over and placed her hand within the outline. The door
whisked open, revealing an ostentatious corridor.

White and gold livery decorated the walls,
punctuated by paintings. Portraits and depictions of heroic actions
abounded. She particularly liked the painting of the general
presenting his sword in surrender. There was something familiar
about the figure receiving the blade. She ran a finger over the
emblem on his shoulder, ignoring the pin-pricks of energy from the
security system preventing her finger from actually touching the
painting. His face was familiar to her, but she couldn't place
it.

She was drawn from her reverie by the sound of
footsteps coming from her right. She turned and pressed against the
wall, curious to see two Drones dressed in black rubber marching
towards her. They wore a matching pair of dark, spherical helmets
and utility belts, complete with pulse pistols and shock prods for
crowd control. Black boots stomped the ground in a synchronized
rhythm.

As they approached, she felt them brush firmly
against her mind, an interrogatory. Her mouth hissed and popped a
greeting which came to her naturally. The other Drones seemed to
know what she meant, though she wasn't quite sure what she had
said. They returned the greeting as they marched past, their black,
shiny domes receding as they strode down the corridor in
lockstep.

The greeting must have served as a form of
identification, but she wasn't sure how. She found her feet moving
on their own, leading her down the corridor in the direction the
guards had come from. This must be a new instruction. She felt a
little thrill at the thought that her body obeyed so easily without
her even needing to think.

She crossed a hallway. Off to her right the
passage opened up into a larger room with a balustrade overlooking
a foyer. This was the family entrance to the palace, where guests
could be greeted before being invited back to the private
apartments. She wasn't certain how she knew this. Were her memories
beginning to return?

At any rate, her feet did not alter course, and
she proceeded down the passageway, marching past carved wooden
doors. She soon came upon a door flanked by two more of the Drone
guards. A short line of nude women was lined up at the entrance,
spilling out into the corridor.

The door opened, and the first person in line
stepped through. Moans of pleasure were audible through the door
before it locked shut once more. As she approached the line, she
noticed that the one in the rear was vibrating in place. A short
burst of motion caught her eye. A shiny stub of metal was poking
out of the woman's bottom.

It jiggled back and forth, inches of the dildo
dipping out of her vagina before being sucked back up inside. This
motion was accompanied by involuntary trembling from the machine’s
victim. She made no sound, her mind firmly controlled by her
Enforcer. The door opened again, and the woman shuffled forward,
her motions robotic.

The guards at the door touched her mind with a
firm question, and she hissed a greeting in reply. They remained
stationary, watching over their charges. She idly wondered how many
more remained to be processed. What kinds of pleasurable torture
were they facing behind that door?

Her feet continued onward, leaving the mindless
pre-Drones to their unknown fate. Her feet made a left turn,
navigating around a carved sculpture of a singing woman. Down the
corridor and one more right turn and she stood in front of another
wooden door. Instinctively, she understood that this was her
destination. She pressed a hand against the curved handle, heavy
wood swinging open on well oiled hinges.

This room had been built for comfort. A large
window at the far end stretched from the floor to the ceiling,
opening out into a view of a well kept garden. Stuffed heads of
exotic animals decorated the walls near the ceiling. Coffee tables
were scattered throughout the interior, accompanied by overstuffed
lounge chairs.

She took a seat in a large recliner facing the
door. An odor from the previous occupants of the room wafted into
her nostrils. She sniffed, detecting a smoky smell. What an archaic
practice! She was definitely not a fan.

She laid her hands in her lap and waited
patiently, reflecting upon what she had learned so far. She had an
aunt and a sister, neither of whom she knew anything substantive
about. She supposed she must have a mother and a father, too, but
no memories of either of them had surfaced yet.

She was not too distressed by these revelations.
How could she feel attached to people whom she had never met? Hive
was a much more immediate and controlling presence. She rested her
mind against the globe of blue installed in the core of her
intelligence and sighed, happy to let her curiosity fade away as
she traced the blue paths the globe had wired into her mind.

She didn't feel lonely. She had the bright
thoughts of the other Drones navigating throughout the hallways
outside her room to keep her company. True, this wasn't as nice as
being one with them inside the Gestalt, but it did give her a
comforting feeling. She wasn't restless, either. If Hive had
commands for her, it would tell her. There was no urgency to figure
out what she needed to be doing, because she didn't need to be
doing anything unless Hive wanted her to.

So she sat and rested, wondering what she might
be tasked with next. Would she be needed to escort a gaggle of
pre-Drones? Or would she be tasked with inducting them into their
new life in slavery to Hive? Or maybe she needed more conditioning
herself, and Hive would put her in a tank for an extended period of
training? That sounded particularly delicious.

She stroked a thumb across her inner thigh,
shivering at the possibilities. She wished she could do more, but
that would be inappropriate, even for a slave such as her. She
still had a sense of decorum, however small. Besides, there wasn't
much she could do but frustrate herself; all of her interesting
bits were locked away beneath the rubbery sheen of her
bodysuit.

A bright light in her mind approached her
position, prompting her to look up as the door clicked open. It was
the Drone wearing the collar numbered Four Fifty, the one who had
claimed she was her aunt. She felt a warmth of gratitude towards
this Drone for her part in helping her to complete re-installation,
but any familial ties remained clouded in hazy memories.

“I’m pleased to see you've made yourself
comfortable,” the Drone began, folding her latex coated hands as
she took a seat.

She dropped a flogger onto the end table, a ball
of leather strips tangling as they fell. Her rubber gown groaned
and squeaked as she crossed her legs, fabric rippling as it
stretched. “I trust the procedure wasn't too traumatic?’

Four Forty smiled at her aunt. “Not at all, it
was a joy to finally join the Gestalt.” She frowned. “I still
cannot remember anything, however. The brain auger was quite
destructive.”

Four Fifty grunted, the gem on her breastbone
twinkling in the afternoon light. “Not unexpected. That's what I'm
here to evaluate. Raw numbers are all well and good, but they can't
replace the human factor – ingenuity and intuition. Otherwise, Hive
might consider replacing us all with robots to reduce costs.” She
barked a laugh at her own joke.

Her face lost its mirth as she stared intently
at Four Forty. “We are not robots. Robots do not feel. Robots do
not seek pleasure, need pleasure like a flower seeks the sun.
Robots do not express themselves, and have no individuality. They
are of us, we are not of them. Don't ever forget that you are
human, like the rest of us. No more, no less. Do you
understand?”

Four Forty suppressed her initial response.
Didn't that fly in the face of everything her nascent personality
had faced so far? How could they obey all of Hive’s directions and
not be robotic in nature? Should they not subsume their selves to
benefit the whole?

Maybe that was the point. Robots didn't feel
emotions, but humans did. If she lost her emotions, she may as well
be a robot. Human emotions must be important to Hive, for reasons
she could not currently discern. She would do her best not to fall
into the trap of suppressing her personality, if Hive did not ask
it of her.

In that case… she let one of her hands wander to
touch one of her breasts, which had been compressed under the
stretchy material of her outfit. Yes, that felt just as good as she
had thought it might! She wished to do more, but manipulating
herself in front of her guest seemed inappropriate.

Four Fifty noticed her hesitation and gave her a
knowing grin. “Oh, don't stop on my account. We Drones are
oversexualized beings. I wouldn't deprive you the pleasure.”

She moved her legs a little, a grin straining
the corners of her mouth. “Business before pleasure for me, I'm
afraid.” She rang a bell which had been sitting next to her on the
side table.

Given tacit permission, Four Forty found herself
palming her breasts, sliding them back and forth underneath her
latex outfit almost by accident. A frisson of pleasure sparked from
her nipples, the swollen tips lubricated by sweat. They slid back
and forth, two sparklers of electric pleasure. Unfortunately, as
she had expected, the stimulation was only sufficient to get her
frustrated. She needed more.

It felt so natural to indulge in this base
pleasure that she was a bit startled by the new arrivals who
shuffled into the study, not initially noticing their approach.
Their movement was severely restricted by the hobble skirts they
wore, white latex that stretched down past their knees. Buckled
straps ran from just under their breasts down to mid thigh, where
their dresses ended.

Their feet were ensconced in matching white
boots, the tops hidden from view underneath their dresses. The
platform on the boots was not extreme, but the middle curved to
lift their heels and accentuate their thighs. The buckles on the
boots were polished to a mirror finish, light twinkling from them
with each step.

The rest of their bodies were also bound in
tight, white latex. The stretchy material had been cut to allow
room for their breasts, but it clung so tight that their nipples
formed dimples under the opaque material. A small circular cutout
revealed sapphire gems nestled in their breast bones.

The gloves they wore followed a similar theme,
buckles running up each arm onto their shoulders where they met up
with their collars, impressive blocks of metal which dominated
their neck lines.

These were not the svelte devices she had seen
on some other Drones; this was serious hardware. Their collars hid
the seams of the outfit underneath, making the neckline of their
masks invisible. Their faces were completely covered, features
molded beneath thick, constricting rubber.

Not even their mouths were visible. Fake lips
and teeth had been formed into gags which the women chewed on as
they walked. The gags restricted them from using anything more than
grunts for communication.

Small concessions to their bondage had been made
in providing holes for seeing, but their pupils looked cloudy, eyes
unfocused as if they were staring at nothing. Built into their
hoods were headphones, a faint hiss betraying the additional
conditioning they were constantly undergoing. These two must have
been very naughty to end up bound so severely. Four Forty wondered
why such strict treatment had been given to what appeared to be
perfectly obedient Drones.

The pair of Drones minced their steps as they
approached, holding each other's hands. They each put their free
hand over their chest and bowed at the waist in perfect unison,
making a noise in greeting. They stood there shivering, waiting for
their mistresses to give them an order.

Four Fifty cleared her throat, tearing Four
Forty away from admiring the glossy finish on the pair of Drones.
Would any of them protest if she ran a hand down one of their
thighs? Would that be too forward?

“These are yours. The one on the left, Five
Eighty, is the unit formerly known as Sandra. The one on the right,
Five Eighty One, was Xandra. Don't they make a cute matching
pair?”

A black, virulent cloud of anger seized Four
Forty from out of nowhere. Her fists clenched with barely contained
rage. She really hated these two, but she wasn't sure why!

She was surprised at how abruptly she had been
seized by the black emotion. She gritted her teeth and tried to
concentrate. “What did these two do to me?”

As she asked the question, flashes of insight
bombarded her. Red and brown hair mixed together amid a miasma of
grinning faces. A light, sharp laugh echoed through her memories,
her body naturally turning away from half remembered punishments
that she had suffered at their hands. These two had not been kind
in their physical assaults. There was little pleasure in the
atrocities that had been visited upon her.

However, that was behind her. She was a slave
now, as were they. Shouldn't these memories be forgiven? These
Drones were no more Xandra and Sandra than she was Adele. Her brow
furrowed – who was Adele?

She put that thought away for later. What would
Hive do? These beings were no longer her tormentors. They were
blank slates, enslaved to Hive in her service, ready and willing to
do whatever she ordered. And what if she ordered the one on the
right to kneel and suck on her knee?

A command twisted through her neural net, a
silent order flying out to one of the Drones. She gasped with
delight as Five Eighty approached and knelt in front of her. The
white, faceless dome of her head bent over as she leaned close to
her mistress. She clasped her hands around Four Forty’s leg below
the knee. Four Forty thrilled at the muted sensation that tickled
her knee as the Drone nuzzled up against her, her tongue laving the
surface of her bodysuit.

A universe of possibilities opened in front of
her. Some erotic, others practical. She had been handed real power
over these Drones, and she was thankful that Hive had so much faith
in her. But what role did Hive expect her to play? She was quite
certain it didn't involve spending the next few days in bed with
her new assistants, though if offered she wasn't willing to reject
the idea outright.

She rubbed a hand against the compliant Drone’s
hood, marveling at the sticky feel of the rubber. She could get
used to being worshiped by this pair of rubber Drones. It would
certainly go a long way towards banishing her bad memories of what
they had done to her past self.

She gave Four Fifty a questioning look. “Why am
I being gifted these Drones? What does Hive wish of me?”

Four Fifty gave her a languid grin, leaning back
in her chair. “Hive has been expanding, and quite frankly, has
found itself in an overextended position. The original plan of
organic expansion over the next year failed due to these two
overachievers.” She gestured at the two white rubber clad
Drones.

“The time frame of the original plan had to be
accelerated, which has left Hive in a precarious position. Any
large organization needs some form of rigid structure to operate,
and there hasn't been enough time for one to be installed here.
Sure, we can all communicate with each other via the Gestalt, but
that doesn't mean we can make decisions quickly that way. The
larger Hive gets, the less nimble Hive is.”

She leaned forward. “Which leads us to the
primary reason you're here today instead of tanked with another
batch of Drones. Your heritage does make you more useful than
someone off the street, true, but Hive rewards talent over
birthrights.”

“Let me be blunt. Hive needs a team of
directors, and Rosy wants you on the team. She thinks you have what
it takes, and I agree.” She tilted her head. “What do you say?”

Four Forty held up a hand, her mind working in
overdrive as she processed the offer. “Why directors? Why not use
the Enforcers? Enslave the surplus material, and use them as
mindless slaves until command and control capacity has been
increased?”

The question rose unbidden from within, a hidden
wellspring of knowledge sprouting as she processed the thought.

Four Fifty folded her hands and grimaced.
“Enforcers are powerful tools, yes, but they are only useful in
limited ways. After initial subjugation, every forty eight hours a
captive mind will experience on average a permanent five percent
reduction in mental capacity. This overstimulation is quite
harmful! Most victims become drooling idiots in little over a
month.”

“That's why they're not used for general
enslavement purposes. Mindless Drones might seem useful on paper,
but large numbers of them become a logistical nightmare. How do you
feed and cloth large numbers of Drones that can't do it for
themselves?”

Four Forty nodded. Mindlessness was not the
answer. The slaves must be intelligent, harnessed by Hive and
willing to advance Hive’s goals without being prompted. Like her.
She juiced a little at the thought of her obedience.

Four Fifty gave her an impish smile. “Don't tell
Rosy I said this, but there's only so much she can do herself. She
needs us to run this place.”

Four Forty arched her brow. “Who's Rosy?”

Four Fifty gave a little start. “You don't
remember her? Oh, of course you wouldn't after being augured.” She
tapped an index finger against her forehead. “Rosanna is Hive. She
is the glue that holds together the Gestalt. Everything we are is
due to her. She is life. She is Blue.”

Four Forty ran a thumb over Five Eighty’s
shoulder, distracted by her generous figure. The Drone leaned into
her touch. “That's a bit generic. Can you be more specific?”

Four Fifty
gave her a wry grin. “It's a little difficult to describe. The best
analogy is to suggest that she is Hive’s heart. She keeps the blood
pumping, the Gestalt operational, and the Drones working.
She is Hive in a way
that none of us can quite comprehend.”

“Unfortunately, though she is a benevolent
overlord, she doesn't have a lot of spare attention to rule over us
Drones. She has to appoint queens and directors to run daily
activities. As you might imagine, that can cause problems if her
goals for Hive are not the same as those of her tools.”

All expression left her face. “It's made ten
times worse when the queen is family.” She sighed. “It's a long
story, do you mind if I give you the summary?”

Four Forty wetted her lips. “Yes, I need to hear
it. My memories have not yet returned.”

That was not quite a lie, since she couldn't yet
remember specifics, but vague emotions were bleeding through, and
they were quite unpleasant. Her past personality must have dealt
with a lot of family problems.

Four Fifty folded her arms. “Ten years ago, the
war with the Ulthar Confederacy was going poorly. Your father was
involved in some secret research involving human experimentation. I
don't know all the details, but they were trying to unlock the
psionic potential inside the human psyche.”

“They squirreled away all their research on a
hidden asteroid base near Praxus III, far away from any prying
eyes, but close to the rare metals they needed to keep the research
running. That's where a small group of volunteers found themselves
after being enticed by a considerable sum of money. Volunteers like
Amy, and her sister Rosanna.”

She sighed, winding her fingers around a wrist.
“Ethics were not a high priority. There were many failures. Some of
the volunteers did not survive. They eventually found success with
Rosanna, but in the process her body was damaged and they were
forced to tank her. Amy wasn't willing to accept the idea that she
could never touch her sister again, and plotted to rescue her.”

“They tortured Amy for her disobedience, forcing
her to watch them detank Rosanna as an experiment. At this stage in
the process, Rosanna could not survive outside a tank for any
length of time. She almost didn't survive the experiment. It must
have been heartbreaking.”

She uncrossed her legs and leaned forward. “Amy
was reduced to talking to her sister via a text interface. She
bided her time until they decided to install her into the Gestalt,
too, at which point she made plans with her sister to get revenge
upon their cruel captors. As more volunteers were installed into
the Gestalt, they convinced them to join their plans.”

“Eventually, they had enough Hive Drones to
force a takeover, at which point Amy was made Queen, executor of
Rosanna’s direct will – Hive’s will. She assumed the Diva Dekadant
persona as cover later on.”

Four Fifty held out a hand, palm upwards. “Amy
solely blamed the Emperor for what had been done to her sister, and
was consumed by her quest for revenge on your father, disobeying
the wishes of her sister. You got mixed up in her plans and almost
became a cored Drone. That's why she's been demoted and has been
temporarily reassigned. Diva Dekadant’s fans have been notified
that she needed some time off to go through rehab.” Her lips curled
upward. “For the fourth time. It's a convenient excuse when your
duties take you away from the touring circuit.”

She moved
her left hand over to the side table and took hold of the bell a
second time, ringing it with a swift gesture. “Speaking of which, I
haven’t gotten the chance to tell you your first duty. Beyond
taking care of these two, you've been assigned one very naughty
Drone whom I'm sure will be very well behaved while under your tutelage.”

Four Forty looked up at the door as it levered
open, curious to discover what that cryptic remark meant. She was a
bit confused to see the new arrival walking into the room on hands
and knees, her head held forward, rigid.

The reason for her stance became apparent when
the rest of her bondage was revealed. Wrapped around the small of
her back like a spider sat a spherical robot, filled to capacity
with a smoky blue liquid. Tendrils from the robot wrapped around
the Drone’s midsection, extending to constrain both her arms and
legs so that it was impossible for her to stand. One of the
tendrils attached to her collar, locking her body in a cage of
metal. The extent of her restraints was such that she could do no
more than shuffle along.

She was dressed in a purple catsuit, every inch
of her skin bound tight under thick latex. Her hands and feet were
hidden under globed mitts, preventing her from interacting with the
world in any meaningful way. As she shuffled along, the material
deformed like rubber balls every time the gloves impacted the
floor.

The woman's head was hidden under a circular
mask, faceplate tinted dark enough to shroud her features in
mystery. A black, articulated tube extended from where her mouth
should be under her chest and back up until it hooked into the
robot fixed to her back.

With each breath, she exhaled, bubbles sprouted
in the tank of the robot, accompanied by a burbling noise. She
bounced up and down, moving along in a surprisingly quick clip
until she sat on the floor next to Four Fifty. She leaned back on
her butt, the latex outfit stretching in a delicious fashion. Her
arms dangled helplessly in front of her, the rounded mittens giving
the appearance of candy apples. She made a strange noise, a lilting
cry barely audible from under her mask.

“Good girl,” said Four Fifty, patting the
captive woman on the head. The woman repeated the noise and froze,
stationary for a few seconds, before turning over on her side. Her
breath gurgled as she breathed more of the gas in.

“What is… that?” asked Four Forty, curious about
what the Drone might have done to deserve such a punishment.

“Your new charge!” announced Four Fifty with a
hint of a smile. “Hive would like to give you a small number of
direct reports on a trial basis, before expanding your
responsibilities. If you do well with these, you shall be given
more responsibilities.”

Four Forty was a bit dubious. “I'm not an animal
shelter,” she stated. “What should I do with her?”

“Anything,” came the flippant reply. “But see
that she is returned unharmed. You might end up on the wrong end of
this outfit yourself if Hive discovers you have abused your
authority.”

Four Fifty clipped a leash to the pet’s collar
and handed it over. “You might start by asking one of your
assistants to attend her, but it's not my business how you run your
affairs.”

Four Forty let the leash fall limply into her
hands, uncomfortable with her new task. She twisted her mouth in a
grimace. She supposed she should treat this Drone like a large
animal. She tugged on the leash. “Heel,” she said in her most
commanding voice.

The tank of liquid burbled as her new pet
struggled to obey, hands and legs creaking obediently as she
shuffled around in a circle until she had notched herself under her
mistress’ right arm. The masked head bumped against her side as if
her new slave was a cat. Although she appreciated the gesture, this
slave was quite a bit larger than a domesticated pet and much less
furry. She wrapped her hand around the Drone’s neck and gave her a
firm order. “Stop.”

The pet stopped pushing against her, but her
body vibrated in place. Four Forty sighed, but an intriguing idea
had come to her from a memory that had just surfaced. She faced the
pet and knelt until her gem was at eye level. Pushing down on her
breasts, she willed herself to exude calm. “Blue Orchid,” she said
smoothly, echoing the phrase that reminded her of cool, calm,
Blue.

A warmth blossomed in her breast, a satisfying
tingle indicating that something had activated. The pet warbled in
its respirator, but its attention was firmly fixed to her chest,
and it had ceased its vibrations. Out of her peripheral vision she
could detect the faint presence of a scintillating light show being
produced from the gem on her chest.

Four Fifty clapped her hands with delight.
“Bravo! I can see why Hive selected you to be a Director.”

She paused. “One thing I neglected to mention.
Hive’s sister, Amy, the former queen.” She pointed at the purple
rubber pet sitting docilely at her side. “That's her.”

Four Forty
was stunned. Her hands dropped from her breasts in astonishment.
She had just hypnotized Hive’s former queen? Hive had tasked
her
with taking care of the woman
who was responsible for torturing her old personality?

Strange, she didn't feel as much animosity for
this one as for Five Eighty and Five Eighty One. Perhaps her
subconscious sympathized with the queen’s quest for revenge. Or
maybe seeing the queen reduced to a simple pet was enough to
satisfy her sense of justice.

Still, who was she to be given this
responsibility? Hive must have great confidence in her. She sat up
straighter, proud to be vested with such importance. She would do
her best to take care of her chattel. She patted her new pet on the
head, who responded by burbling happily.

“Don’t get too attached to her. This is a
somewhat temporary state of affairs, until Rosy is convinced that
she has learned her lesson. In the meantime, however, treat her as
if she is any other common Drone.”

Four Forty smiled at her new, pretty slave and
sat back down. Yes, this was very satisfactory. She snapped her
fingers, and sent a silent command to her two, white rubbered
Drones. They moved to her sides, making her feel as though she was
a queen sitting on a throne.

There was something missing, though. Someone. A
flash of memory bombarded her mind. A blue Drone, smiling at her.
The half remembered face bothered her, but she couldn't recall
sufficient detail to ask after her. A strong emotion surged in her
breast, a primal urge to hold this mystery Drone in her arms.

She teased at the image a few more moments
before giving up. It was a waste of time. Her brain was more like a
colander than a steel trap at the moment. If she left it alone,
perhaps enough of the memory would surface so that she could find
this Drone.

That had become her new goal, she was surprised
to find. This Drone meant more to her than any of the others, and
she wanted to find out why.

“Ah, I was hoping you would arrive in time.”

Four Fifty’s remark pulled her attention back to
the present. The door had opened once more, revealing another
familiar Drone. This was the one who had claimed to be her sister
in the processing line.

At the time, she had no way of addressing that
claim, but now a vague memory seemed to confirm that this was
truth. She was pleased to see that her sister was dressed in a
bodysuit that matched hers, her generous assets filling out the
breast cups in the suit nicely.

Her breasts were decorated with the same kind of
glowing whorls that lit her own body, but instead of a sun motif,
there was a moon motif decorating her belly button, a semicircular
slice sitting to one side of the dimple. Shards of glowing color
slashed down her legs, giving the impression that she was a wild
animal on the prowl.

In her right hand hung a loose leash, trailing
back to a Drone that followed close behind her. This Drone looked
much more mundane. Lacking a transparent bodysuit, her form was
tightly wrapped in white latex, an outfit similar to that of her
two slaves, making them a matching trio.

Ignoring the Drone, Four Forty approached her
sister and gave her a hug, their bodies sliding against each other,
separated only by the sheer material of their body suits. She
pecked her sister on the cheek chastely. She had no particular
attraction to her sister, but the mechanical sensation of their
chests pressing together was sufficient to prime her libido, and
she rather wished that she might have some time alone with her new
slaves.

As she moved back, she held her sister by her
shoulders and marveled at the woman's collar. Shimmering at her
throat was a delicate gold choker, the number ‘Four Forty One’
prominent in raised letters. Her breath caught in her throat. “Four
Forty One? You're only one off from me!” Her fingers shook with
excitement.

She reached out to touch the delicate collar,
running her fingers over the small digits. Her sister grinned.
“They knew as soon as you were captured that they wanted me, too,
so they reserved a number for me. Quite efficient, I suppose.”

Four Forty hugged her again and took her by the
hand, giving Four Fifty a dirty glare. “You knew about this, but
didn't tell me?”

Four Fifty tried and failed to hide a grin under
her gloved hand. “I knew, yes. A pleasant surprise, no? Family
should stay close numerically, in my opinion.”

Four Forty blew her a raspberry, and turned back
to her sister, hanging onto her left arm. “How do you feel about
this? Are you doing okay?”

“I'm doing great! We’re still family. We're
still in this together. We just happen to serve a new master now.
Excuse me, mistress.” She made a wry smile at her little jest.

“We’re closer now than we ever could be in the
past.” She winked, a light touch nudging Four Forty’s mind through
the Gestalt.

“I'm much happier now than I used to be.” She
stroked the neck of her maid with her free hand. “Despite the fact
that I am owned, I have more control over my life now than when I
was under father’s thumb.”

Four Forty sympathized with her, as some of her
memories were starting to flow in. She was getting glimpses of her
past life. There were flashes of how her sister used to be, how she
had been forced to suppress her true interests and desires to
submit to the will of their father.

“Instead of a pawn to be moved about on a game
board, I am a player. Hive has given me directorship, and this
slave is only the beginning.” She tugged at the white Drone’s
leash, who was forced to move her feet to remain balanced.

“I intend to see entire planets enslaved to
Hive’s will, and you will help me accomplish this goal.”

A fanatical light glowed from within her sister.
The intensity would have been frightening before Four Forty’s
transformation, but she had the same burning desire deep inside.
She squeezed her sister’s hands and gave her a warm smile. “Yes,
Four Forty One, they will all learn to obey Hive.”

A sudden memory unlocked and surfaced in her
mind, causing her to stumble. She lifted one hand to her head,
dazed. Four Forty One grabbed her by the shoulders and held her,
preventing her from falling.

“Are you okay?” asked her sister.

Four Forty didn't answer, her eyes fixed to Four
Fifty, lips stretched thin. “Who is Two Ten?”

 



Chapter Two

Four Fifty sighed and rang the bell on her
table. “Would you like a cup of tea?”

Four Forty could feel a soft request reaching
out through the Gestalt. The door swung open again and another
white rubber clad Drone minced her way into the room, pushing a tea
service cart in front of her. Her ankles were not chained together,
but severely high heels restricted her movement.

The Drone said nothing as she poured tea into
delicate bone china cups. That would have been impossible anyway,
as her lips were hidden behind a strict panel gag. She bowed her
head as she handed a saucer to Four Fifty.

Four Forty shot Four Fifty a dirty glare,
knowing that she was delaying the answer to her question on
purpose, but Four Fifty paid her no notice. “Would you like some
sugar or cream in your tea, dear?”

When Four Forty did nothing but continue to
glare, Four Fifty glanced at the tea Drone. “She’ll take two
lumps.”

Annoyed at the power play, Four Forty let go of
her sister’s hands and approached the cart. “I'll take mine plain,
thanks.”

She waited for the Drone to pour the tea and
accepted it, her newfound memories gnawing at her mind. “You're not
telling me something,” Four Forty stated, testing her tea for
temperature.

Four Fifty set her cup back on the saucer with a
soft clink. “We know who she is, but we don’t know who she is to
you. She used to be your maid, Raina, who we are aware had become
quite infatuated with your old Adele persona. That attraction did
not diminish throughout several ordeals she faced at the hands of
your father, nor during her enslavement and Droning.”

The tea Drone went on to serve Four Forty One
before retiring to the cart, waiting subserviently for new orders.
Four Fifty took another sip before continuing.

“Despite how damaged you became, no matter how
alien AI-50 made your mind, she still wanted you. She still
believed that you would come back to her.”

Four Fifty looked at Four Forty over the rim of
her tea cup. “To put it bluntly, she loves you. And despite
everything that has happened to her and to you, that fact hasn't
changed. The real question is, do you reciprocate her
affections?”

Four Forty moistened her lips and tried to
remember more. For someone who had been so important to her life,
she thought that she might remember more about her, but nothing was
coming to mind. This talk of love was all intellectual at the
moment.

One thing she was sure of, however. She wanted
to meet this Drone to judge for herself. She finished her tea and
set the saucer back on the cart. “Where is this Drone and when can
I meet her?”

“She was rather distraught when she was told
that you were brought in to be brain augured, and was assigned
maintenance duty after spending time in the calming rack. We will
go track her down later.”

“Alright,” replied Four Forty, sensing that Four
Fifty wouldn't be pushed further. “I'll hold you to that
promise.”

Four Fifty sighed. “It’s not that I wish to
delay this reunion, it's simply that Rosy is not sure you are ready
to face this emotional burden yet. Give yourself some time to
remember and we will revisit this later.”

“Okay.”

Four Forty couldn't help but sound petulant to
her own ears, but she knew Four Fifty was right. This was all far
too new, and she was in serious danger of being overwhelmed.

“In that case,” exhaled Four Fifty, coming to
her feet. “It’s time for something unpleasant. Rosy has requested
that you both have an audience with your father so that you can
better understand your situation.”

A rasping sensation brushed across her mind
followed by a feeling of dread. Memories flowed through her, equal
parts kindness and meanness. There was the butterfly hairpin,
gifted to her on her sixteenth birthday, followed by the dreadful
terror of being paraded around like a side of beef in front of
prospective courtiers.

In another memory, she recalled being smiled at
warmly by her father as he ruthlessly ordered the execution of a
rebel. The gruesome head of the poor man had rolled over and over
in front of her eyes and her dreams. The crumbs of kindness thrown
her way were not enough to disguise the brutal core that lived
within the man. He wouldn’t or didn’t know how to spare her from
his machinations.

She continued to pull at the thread of her
memories, hoping that she would remember more. Yes, it was coming
back to her now, along with that underlying feeling of betrayal.
She had raged for a long time over what he had done… to her maid!
Her face brightened with triumph at the remembrance.

But what had happened to her maid? She
concentrated further, a little scared at the depth of dark emotion
that grew within her. Her maid had tried and failed to protect her,
and in his wrath her father had sold her off to the Red Five, a
notorious slaver group. After that, nothing had been the same for
her. A big gaping hole had been rent in her heart that could never
heal. She didn’t realize how bad it had really been until now.

She had gotten used to dealing with her father’s
tyrannical ways, but what he had done to Raina was intolerable.
What he had done to Two Ten.

She reeled, hit by the realization that they
were one and the same. Her maid was a Drone, and she loved her.
Their affection was mutual. How could she have forgotten that?

Her mind marched backwards, realizing that she
had always had feelings for Raina. She had just been unable to show
any hint of it, or she would have courted disaster. Her repressed
feelings had caused her to act out, resulting in assignations with
various courtiers to sate her lust.

These had only made her feel more empty inside,
but there was nothing to be done. Only when Raina had been banished
had she realized the extent of her feelings, and by then it was too
late. A seething hatred towards her father had festered since then,
only tempered by the distraction her hobby with fashion had
provided.

Now that her memories had returned, the hatred
had too. She didn't want to see the man. Her sister didn't seem to,
either, for her face had gone stony. “If we kept my father stored
in a closet and only brought him out to parade him around like a
pet every so often it would be too good a fate for him.”

Curiosity overcame Four Forty’s good sense.
“Why, what did he ever do to you?”

Four Fifty stood, raising her hands. “Never mind
that now. I know this will be difficult for you both, but it's
important that you see how he is being used for the benefit of
Hive.”

She retrieved her flogger from the side table
and pointed towards the door. “Follow me, please, and leave your
slaves behind. They will attend you after we take care of this
business.”

Her butt swayed as she walked towards the door,
feet elevated in platform boots. The material at the small of her
back was sheer enough to reveal a tattoo of a stylized eye. The
tattoo drew her attention but was insufficient to capture her mind.
She was no longer a lowly Drone to be ordered about at the whim of
other Directors.

Her sense of curiosity was overwhelming her
dread at seeing the man who used to be the Emperor. He held no
power here. She could even order him around, if need be. It would
feel good to test the boundaries of her new power. To take back the
control he had stolen from her while she had been a child.

She caught her sister by the arm and tugged her
forwards. “Come on!” she said, her eyes sparkling with tears for
her lost maid. “I want to see what Hive is doing with him.”

Four Forty One sighed and allowed herself to be
pulled along. She dropped her leash and ordered her pet to behave.
Her pet bowed low, along with the other slaves in the room. They
watched patiently as their owners slipped through the swinging
door.

Four Forty followed Four Fifty’s shiny butt as
she moved confidently down the hallway. A warm yellow light from
sconces lit the way, the wall decorated with a series of large
flags of the empire.

“You know,” said Four Forty One as an aside, “I
never realized just how empowering it is to be a Drone.”

She chopped one hand in the air. “Sure, you
become one of many, but all those little annoyances of everyday
life float away. You're never confused about your purpose. It's
assigned to you. You're given your zone of control, and everything
within that zone cannot disobey you.”

“It’s not like being under father, where
expectations are invisible and you have to automatically know what
you should be doing. All I have to do is ask and wait for a
consensus.” She relaxed her shoulders. “It's refreshing.”

Her face was serene, more self assured than Four
Forty had ever recalled seeing her in the past. Her sister looked
at her with a question in her gaze. “How are you holding up?”

Four Forty sighed. “It’s hard to say. My brain
is still totally jumbled from the auguring. Ask me in a few days
once I've had the chance to adjust. So far it's been a bit of an
amusement park ride. I just want to be left alone for a few moments
to get my bearings.”

She picked at her clothing. “I am really
enjoying this outfit, though, it enhances my coloring like nothing
I’ve played with before.” She pressed the fabric tight against her
chest and marveled at the resulting burst of blue light coming from
the whorls on her breasts. “I'm not going to need a night light any
more!”

Her sister giggled at her childlike enthusiasm.
“Have you noticed how much your libido has increased? I find myself
just wanting to drink myself in whenever I look into a mirror. It's
rather mesmerizing.” Her eyes glazed, mind elsewhere, fingers
twitching with naughty impulses.

“Hive has given us wonderful bodies, we should
celebrate them.” Four Forty’s eyes lidded. “I have some ideas as to
how, but they are not suitable for polite conversation.”

“Oh really?” replied her sister. “Let's be
impolite later, I'm interested in hearing how you intend to
properly train your slaves.”

Four Forty One paused, reflexively trying to
brush away a lock of hair that no longer existed. “I'm a bit
jealous that I'm behind on my slave collection. I need to ask Hive
for another, or perhaps I can borrow one of yours.” She raised an
eyebrow.

Four Forty laughed. “Drones are Drones. I’m sure
they won't mind if we share them around. They exist to obey, in the
same way that we do.”

As her mouth formed the word, she could feel her
obedience. Words matched thoughts and thoughts matched deeds. The
seeds of obedience had come to fruition. Her sister nodded, eyes
glowing with her resonant obedience.

Their pleasant interlude was interrupted by
their arrival at the throne room, which stifled their exuberant
chatter. Somehow this room demanded solemnity, despite the fact
that the former emperor no longer sat in authority over them.

Four Fifty didn't pause at the threshold,
throwing the doors wide to allow her nieces to follow her in. They
entered into the audience chamber from on high, walking down the
ramp in the center of the room, buttressed on either side by rows
of empty cushioned seats. A large fresco on the domed ceiling might
have mesmerized a commoner, but she was far more interested in the
tableau that greeted them on stage.

A holovid crew had setup bright lights,
illuminating the throne from multiple angles. Tri-vid cameras had
full frontal and three quarter views of the emperor on his throne.
The area above his head had been carefully camouflaged with a
hanging purple curtain, angled carefully to mask out the mechanical
equipment attached to the ceiling. Crew members buzzed about like
insects, their blue Drone bodies indistinguishable from each other
at this distance.

As they moved closer to the stage, Four Fifty
halted and held up her right hand. Four Forty began to ask a
question, but a Drone on the stage made a shushing motion at her. A
tone sounded and lurid red lights on the backs of the cameras lit
up.

The emperor held himself rigid until a signal
was given, then his face settled into a familiar grave mien. “Today
I have an important announcement to make. For many long years you
have suffered, giving your lives, treasure, and sacred honor in
duty to the Empire in our fight for survival against the Ulthar
Confederacy. We thank you for your service, and will never forget
your sacrifice.”

His measured tone and warmth in his voice belied
the strained expression artfully layered onto his face. “I am
pleased to announce that after lengthy talks, a negotiated peace
has been reached. Our forces will stand down immediately. The war
is over.”

He stood, cradling his sword. “By the authority
invested in me by this office, I cast aside the sword of war, and
grasp the scepter of peace. May this decision look favorably upon
the scales of universal balance.”

He tossed the sword to the ground, the blade
bouncing as it gouged holes in the velvet carpet. She imagined the
gasps that must have followed on hundreds of worlds.

From his throne, the emperor retrieved a
scepter, topped with a white Krave, its wings spread as if in
flight (though that was impossible, as the Krave was a flightless
bird). Two men dressed in royal guard outfits brought in a polished
wooden table from behind the throne and put it down in front of his
standing form.

Four Forty narrowed her eyes. Her memories,
though shaky, now seemed to be mostly restored. She knew these two,
and one of them should not have been a simple guard. She envisioned
a calm, kind face forcing her to get up every morning at breakfast.
Next to this mental image was that of the other man, leading her
through hallways lit with macabre emergency lights.

The eyes of these men were not focused on their
tasks, enthralled and blank. Hive must not have worked her magic on
them, as they still retained their natural skin tone and hair, so
who or what had sunk their claws into Matt and Russell, the Addison
brothers? Was this a new form of Hive slavery to keep them obedient
in front of the cameras?

She was in no position to complain, but it was
disconcerting to see the normally lively brothers acting as
manservants to the emperor, the man she still despised with a black
core of hatred.

The emperor held his scepter across his chest,
as if in meditation, waiting for the men to come back. This time,
one held a sheet of five parchments in his white gloved hands,
while the other rolled out a red carpet for a women dressed in an
elaborate outfit.

The woman's skin glowed from within and she
exuded the sort of confidence that only came naturally. Red sequins
scattered over her skin tight top, emphasizing her bust and
wickedly lithe frame. The arms of the dress extended past her
hands, fringes fluttering as she moved. Lacquered fingernails
flashed from beneath sparkling reflective discs.

Her feet were barely visible under the hemline
of the dress which reached so low that it almost kissed the floor.
It almost gave the impression that the woman was floating as she
approached.

A hammered brass headdress was pressed into a
semicircle over her forehead, sharp spines extending upward like
quills. Spreading out from the center of the piece were polished
gemstones. Taking pride of place was a large, round aquamarine,
flanked on either side by emeralds.

This was no commoner. This was a queen. Blue and
green, blue and green – she knew those colors!

She made a muffled gasp, which drew a few
disapproving looks from the film crew. Even her addled memories
would not mistake the queen of the Ultharian Confederacy for
someone else.

Four Forty was surprised at the queen’s
presence. Did Hive no longer need to hide itself? Was this queen
also under the control of Hive? Or had some secret negotiation
taken place that she was unaware of?

The queen reached the end of the carpet and
stood waiting as one of the guards leaned over and pressed the
parchment he had been holding onto the table they had brought in
earlier. A pen was presented to the emperor and he signed the
document with a flourish. The document was rotated and the same pen
was presented to the queen, who made a show of slowly inscribing
her name.

When the signing finished, she turned towards
the camera and folded her hands. Her voice came, smooth as silk, an
undertone of chained power. “With this document, we affirm the end
of this war. While not friends, this will go far towards
normalizing relationships between our two empires. In the weeks
ahead, negotiations will continue, but our fleets will stand down,
effective immediately.”

She turned back to the emperor, and presented
her hand. He reached out his own and they clasped them together
with firm resolve.

After the handshake, the emperor turned to the
camera and gave a rare, broad smile. “Rest, citizens, for the long
war is over.”

The red lights on the cameras winked out, and a
voice yelled “cut!” The stiff camera crew relaxed, and some of them
began to talk among themselves.

The emperor looked around anxiously. “Was that
good enough?” he asked in a small voice. “Do we need another
take?”

A blue Drone approached on chunky platform
boots, her pierced breasts supported by a strict corset. Her head
was hidden under a silver dome. “That seems sufficient to me, what
say you, Melaria?”

The queen smiled like a raptor. “If I approve,
do I get to receive my first payment?”

The Drone tilted her head forward.

“Then I approve. It would be difficult to
improve upon on the success that has been wrought here.” She
snapped her fingers.

A female servant rushed forward, bearing a red
velvet cushion supporting an ornate box. Her mobility was
restricted by the hobble dress she wore, dark leather wrapped
around her legs down to her ankles. Sharp heels pressed against the
carpet, making it difficult for her to approach without stumbling.
A tall, leather collar wrapped around her throat, a golden ring
attached to its front marking her as owned property.

She bowed her head as she held out the box.
Melaria ignored her awkwardness, and the box, forcing the woman to
stand there as if she was a statue. “Attend,” she spoke
sternly.

The command was not particularly loud, but an
iron core hid behind the soft, velvet voice. This was someone who
had never had her commands disobeyed.

The Addison brothers lined up in front of the
queen, looking sharp in their guard outfits. They snapped their
heels together and straightened rumpled jackets in the same motion.
The queen approached, reaching out and resting the back of her
fingers against the strong jaw of Russell Addison.

“The hero of Agantic Gap,” she remarked. “Dozens
of our ships were destroyed there by your expert screening
maneuver. That was when I swore I would own you. It is fortuitous
that a fluke of fate has brought you into my tender clutches.”

She looked around. “Helped by a little mind
control.” She reached into the blue, painted box still being held
out by her servant, and retrieved a thick, leather collar.

The box tilted a little due to the exertion
required to keep it upright, but her slave was stolid. There were
no overt signs of her effort, but her arms began to tremble.

The queen clasped the collar around Russell's
neck and locked it shut, licking her lips. “This is only temporary.
Right now you are on loan from Hive. Once you spend enough time in
my dungeons, you won't need an Enforcer to keep you under my
control.

At the name of the device, a vague pained
expression flitted over Russell's face, but it was so brief it
could have been Four Forty’s imagination. He remained
expressionless, ready to obey his new mistress.

The queen moved on, retrieving a second collar
for Matt. “I know less about you,” she continued, looking him up
and down, a fire in her eyes. “But a matching set cannot be split.
I do not regret asking for both.”

As she made this pronouncement, her slave
fumbled the light blue box. It dropped to the floor, sitting upside
down. The slave immediately knelt, bowing her head until her
forehead touched the carpet. A rumbling laugh escaped the queen’s
lips, and she rubbed a hand through her slave’s braided hair.

“You always bite off more than you can handle!
What am I to do with you?” She sighed with exasperation. “I do
apologize,” she said to the crowd. “My pet has some bad manners and
she needs to be punished.”

She leaned over, retrieving several golden
chains from the overturned box. She clipped a leash onto the end of
each slave’s collar in turn, until all three were in hand. Clasping
the chains like reins, she gently tugged them until the slaves
followed her lead. She grinned at the emperor and the Drone
standing impassively next to him. “I'll send emissaries for the
next installment.”

Her hips swayed as she led her newest
acquisitions out of the room. Her servant stumbled along behind,
making light noises of protest.

Four Forty was loyal to Hive, not this queen.
Seeing the two men who had helped her old self being sold off like
cattle caused her a twinge of pain. They didn't deserve to be mind
broken by Enforcers. She could only imagine the intense pleasure
they were being subjected to.

She turned to Four Fifty and asked her a pointed
question. “What will become of them?”

Four Fifty was expressionless. “They are slaves,
like you. They will be treated well, but they are now a part of
Queen Melaria’s harem. I do not know what she plans to do with
them, though I have heard that she takes good care of her
chattel.”

Her eyes bored into Four Forty. “Hive wishes
this. You will obey.”

“I obey Hive’s wishes.” The answer was rote, but
she couldn't banish the bitter taste left in her mouth.

Some of that bitterness had worked its way into
her tone, but Four Fifty ignored it. She had climbed onto the stage
and was greeting the emperor, who was now sitting with a blank
expression. Her sister gave her a sympathetic look, following their
aunt onto the stage. She girded herself and did the same.

The film crew had left the set, leaving their
equipment and lighting turned on. The emperor was still sitting
quietly on his throne. His eyes stared off into the distance, as if
viewing a different reality. This didn't seem like the all powerful
emperor she remembered. Hive had turned him into a shell of what he
had once been.

It might be a bit spiteful of her, but it was
refreshing to see the old bastard defanged, the chains of Hive
laying heavily upon him. This kind of control was much more
intrusive and intricate than an Enforcer. There was no indication
of a brain augur port on his forehead, but she knew that behind the
curtain there was a mass of machinery connected to his skull.

As she approached, the emperor did not
acknowledge her presence. She waved her hand in front of his face.
His jaw dropped open and the corners of his mouth creased, lips
moving, but his eyes did not focus on her.

Around the side of the throne slid a bald, blue
woman, dressed in a slick, purple bodysuit. A thick collar clasped
around her neck declared her number to be Four Ninety. A raised,
round patch of metal on her forehead indicated that she had also
undergone a brain auger. She sat herself in the emperor’s lap and
wrapped an arm around his shoulder, kissing him on the cheek. Her
breasts pressed up against the side of his body, glowing whorls
visible through the transparent material. Smalls peaks from her
nipples tented the rubber.

Four Forty hesitated, unsure what to make of
this, but after a moment the woman settled in and glanced her way.
“He's been drawn into the Gestalt, my dear, he can't hear or see
you. Hive is rewarding him for his efforts.”

She pursed her lips, but before she could pose
another question for the Drone, her sister interjected with
surprise. “Mother? Is that you?”

The Drone smiled at them, a familiar crease in
her eyes. The purple gem embedded in her breast twinkled as she
shifted poses. “I am Drone Four Ninety,” she replied. “Hive has
ordered me to attend the emperor. It is my pleasure to obey.”

She frowned, continuing to stroke a hand across
the emperor’s chest. “This Drone does not remember past events, but
this Drone recognizes your face. Who are you?”

Four Forty One approached and pecked the women
on her cheek. “You are this unit’s mother. Do not be afraid, you
will remember, in time. There is no need to worry. You are
following your task. You are obedient.”

Worry lines on the woman's face faded, replaced
with exuberant joy. “This Drone is happy she has such a nice family
unit. During our rest period we should meet.”

Four Forty stepped in next to her mother's legs,
which were freely swinging back and forth in the air. “I would like
that.”

The feet stopped moving, and her Droned mother
looked at her with surprise. “Are you my daughter, too? I have been
blessed with a wonderful family!”

She hopped off the emperor, who remained
comatose, and opened her arms wide. “Come here,” she demanded
imperiously.

Four Forty found herself powerless to resist as
she was drawn into her mother's arms. It felt comforting to be
held, in a way. Her sister pressed up next to her, and she wrapped
her arms around her as well in a three way embrace. A happy family,
together at last in bondage to Hive.

Through the Gestalt, she felt a loving caress.
She returned the gesture and giggled. “I never expected us to all
be Hive slaves at the next family reunion, but this feels
right.”

Four Forty One sighed. “It took an outside force
to bring us together, but I can't say I'm displeased at the end
result.”

Their mother squeezed them once more before
letting them go, giving them a broad smile. “I must attend the
emperor, he is in my charge now.” Her face lit with joy, thinking
about her husband. “I'm sure we'll find the opportunity to catch up
later.”

Her mother hadn't materially changed. She just
been redirected to love and serve both her husband and Hive. She
still worshiped the emperor, only doting on her daughters with any
extra mental energy she had left. Still, the sting of inattention
had gone, as they were all Drones of Hive. No more could harmful
edicts from the emperor hurt her or her family.

Four Ninety climbed back into the emperor’s lap,
one hand reaching down inside his brocade trousers. His eyes were
lucid now, tracking his wife’s face, but he seemed unable to speak
without direction from Hive. His ability to think on his own had
been sacrificed to bring him under complete control. His breath
hitched as their mother began manual ministrations.

Four Forty found this uncomfortable to watch, so
she backed off and turned away. She had caught her parents in the
act when she was a child and this was bringing back that awkward
memory. Fortunately, her aunt approached to distract her.

“See? That wasn't too bad, was it? The emperor
does only what Hive tells him to do, as do we all. He has no power
over any of you. In fact, the reverse is true.”

She winked. “But don't be mean to him, Hive
needs him to run the Empire. For now.”

Four Forty had come to terms with that fact. The
emperor was no longer in control of her actions. She was free to
obey Hive’s commands without any restrictions. It felt
wonderful.

She hesitated to ask, but seeing her mother
getting amorous with the emperor was stoking her own libido, and
she was uncomfortable standing near them while they indulged. “When
do we get to attend to our own slaves?

“Why, right now if you wish. Do you remember
where your quarters are?”

She nodded in assent. Her memories had more or
less returned, and she was becoming more confident in navigating
the palace. She almost giggled as she remembered the day a
housekeeper had chased a bird around the throne room. He was so
angry when she had appeared and spooked it! He had spent the next
couple hours doing his level best to return the throne to pristine
condition. In the end, the throne had to be reupholstered, but not
until after they had a ceremonial meal where they ate the bird that
had caused so much trouble.

Looking back, that seemed a bit odd, but it was
par for the course at the time. Her father would always get even
with those who transgressed him.

“Space station to Four Forty! Anyone in there?”
Her sister waved a hand in front of her face.

She frowned, reverie broken. “I was just
recalling our father, may his gentle hand guide the empire forever,
having to eat bird pie due to his stubbornness.”

Four Forty One broke out into a gale of
laughter. “He said it tasted nutty!”

Four Forty couldn't stop herself from smirking.
“I told him he should have mailed it to the Ultharians.”

Her sister kept giggling. “And you wouldn’t eat
it! The poor janitor found the mess hours later!”



That one got a few good chuckles out of her
aunt. As her laughter faded, her sister embraced her again. “It’s
so great to be with you again, sis! It feels wonderful to not have
to worry about the underlying drama in the palace! I can finally be
me again!”

Four Forty squeezed her shoulders before letting
go. “We can catch up, but not right now.” Her eyes were drawn to
the throne, where her mother appeared to be attempting to mount the
emperor.

Four Fifty barked a laugh of her own, and
ushered them out into the hall. “It may be embarrassing now, but as
you become further indoctrinated it will feel more normal to you.
It is a natural part of Hive growth.”

“Yeah, but watching mother? Gross!” She made a
face and suppressed a shudder.

Even so, seeing her mother indulging herself had
lit a fire within her. Her needs were becoming ever greater and she
needed to service her libido before all she could think about was
sex.

She sketched a wave at her aunt and sister. “I
gotta go, I have slaves to, um, take care of.” She blushed.

Her aunt gave her a knowing look. “Enjoy your
reward. Hive remembers, and rewards her faithful servants.”

She wasn't quite sure what to make of that, but
it seemed unlikely that she'd be able to get anything more out of
her aunt, so she turned away and started walking with great
strides. She tried, but failed to look regal as she rushed towards
her apartments.

After she had turned a few corners, she gave up
even that pretense, and began to run. The gel in her slippers
sloshed back and forth, making it difficult to keep her footing.
Somehow, she managed, and after making a left at the statue of a
beast in full throated roar, she arrived at her destination.

Breathing heavily, she walked up to the door,
feeling a bit shy. She steeled herself. She was a Director now, and
she needed to present a confident exterior. She twisted the gold
handle with one hand, pressing it inwards with an index finger.

She could feel the presence of several Drones
inside, but they were close enough together that the individual
sparks of their minds blurred into one blob in the Gestalt. She
stepped inside the apartment and took a look around, amazed at the
memories that came flooding back.

A great, vaulted ceiling studded with
chandeliers marked the common room. Side rooms led from the main
chamber to a study and guest bedroom suites. An intricate, black
iron spiral staircase dominated the back of the room, providing
access to the second floor and her own quarters.

It was all dreadfully ostentatious, and in the
past she had seen little need for extra guest bedrooms when the
guest usually stayed in her own bed. Now that she was a Director
for Hive, however, she was eager to fill them full of her own Drone
slaves.

Was this lust artificial, or implanted during
the brain surgery inflicted by the brain auger? It didn't matter.
The passion had seized her and she was determined to fulfill the
directive.

Flanking the spiral staircase were her two new
maids, silent as ghosts in their white latex outfits. Sitting at
their feet burbled her purple pet, still bound by the robot that
forced her into an awkward, contorted pose.

She watched as the former queen did her best to
greet her new mistress, but the mask she wore prevented anything
she said from being anything more than a low burble. The tank of
liquid on her back sloshed back and forth as she pranced on her
gloved hands. It was a pathetic display, and she found herself
pitying the woman.

Assuming Hive had altered her mental state to
reassign this woman as her slave, it should be safe enough to
reduce some of her bondage. As it currently was, there would be no
way for the woman to serve her, which was unacceptable.

She grabbed one of her new pet’s hands and
fumbled at the buckle. It was soon free, the former queen sitting
on her heels, looking at her questioningly. She took the
opportunity to free the woman's other hand and feet while she
burbled away, eyes vacant behind the mask.

The restraints discarded, she tried to figure
out how to remove the robot locked across her pet’s back. Giving it
a stern stare didn't work, and neither did a silent command via the
Gestalt. Her pet sat there, arms hanging in front of her stomach,
breath gurgling unhelpfully through the mask.

Annoyed, she couldn't help but express her
frustration. “Does anybody know how this thing works?”

“Mmmph!” replied the white Drone on the left,
her form rigid.

She probed the Drones with her eyes, but
couldn't see a way around it. The tools she had been given were
inadequate, and she supposed Hive expected her to be
resourceful.

She worked a finger under the slave’s mask,
pulling the soft rubber away from her face. Blue tinted skin was
revealed as the mask peeled upwards, sweat beading on her face.
When she reached the woman's mouth, a thick gag came out in her
hands, surprising her with how voluminous it was. The thick wodge
of red colored latex was certainly enough to keep the Drone
appropriately silent.

The revealed visage of one of the women who had
tortured her failed to raise as strong of a reaction as she had
thought it would. Perhaps she was becoming desensitized to the
other’s presence, or maybe seeing her reduced to a gagged slave had
satisfied her sense of justice.

Whatever the reason, she found the woman more
tolerable than before. However, despite her earlier outburst, the
slave now seemed strangely reluctant to speak.

“What were you saying, Five Eighty?” She glanced
at the slave’s collar, which held the top of her bodysuit tight
around her neck.

The slave worked her mouth, swallowing the
saliva which had collected while she had been gagged. “Motile
Captors are not equipped with mental control,” she explained, her
voice steadying as she continued. “Only voice commands are accepted
from authorized personnel with their voice signature on file. This
slave does not know if you are authorized.”

Four Forty frowned. “If I were authorized, what
is the release command?”

Five Eighty pursed her lips and a melodious,
high pitched flurry burst forth. Nothing happened, but Four Forty
realized that this was because the other slave was not
authorized.

“Again, please.”

This time she listened closer as the strangely
rhythmic words rolled off her slave’s tongue fluidly. Four Forty
tried to replicate the sound she was hearing, and to her surprise,
what came out was an exact replica. The command must have been
implanted somewhere in her brain, as she felt certain that she had
heard it before.

The mask on the pet Drone snapped off, a gust of
atomized gas bursting out from around the seal. The legs of the
robot wrapped around her torso unclamped, pulling themselves
inside. At the same time, the tube attached to the mask retracted,
extracting a gag from the queen’s lips as it snapped into a
depression on the side of the robot. The end result was a neat,
spherical package, which rolled down the small of the woman's back
and dropped to the floor with a hard clank.

Despite her new freedom, the Drone stayed in the
same pose, crouched on her butt. Her face was slack, flushed and
sweaty. The remnant of an impression in her skin indicated how
tight against her face the mask had been pressed. It must have been
uncomfortable, but the gag attached to the mask had stolen away any
protest she might have made.

“Stand,” ordered Four Forty.

The Drone obeyed her order with alacrity,
bounding to her feet. Her purple bodysuit was skintight, leaving
little to the imagination. Four Forty imagined running her hands
over her Drone’s body, but before she could give in to her
impulses, the former queen’s slack obedience fell away,
intelligence beginning to return.

Her eyes sharpened, and she worked her lips.
“Why are you doing this?” she asked, confused. “Why not leave me in
bondage, as your slutty pet? Don’t I deserve to be punished?”

Four Forty surprised herself by leaning down and
kissing the other woman on the forehead. “I understand how much you
love your sister, and that everything you tried to do to my father
was for her benefit. You even disobeyed her direct commands, which
should be impossible!”

Four Forty wrinkled her mouth into a moue. “I'm
not exactly a fan of my father, either. I don't exactly wish him
dead, but he's done terrible things and I am glad he has no more
power over me.”

Smiling, she reaching an arm out to caress
Five’s waist. “Besides, how else am I going to get access to juicy
secrets about Hive from her sister? No other Drones can claim
that!”

Five’s expression softened. The fires of revenge
were smoldering, but had not been completely extinguished. Lust had
replaced the hate that still simmered. That would have to be
sufficient for now.

“I suppose if I spurn this deal I deserve to be
treated like an animal. Alright, you’ve won me over.”

“Awesome. I am so fucking horny!” Four Forty
brushed the back of her hand over one of the other Drone’s breasts
and gave her a salacious wink.

Four Forty was excited. Sex was so much better
when everyone was into it! She gestured at Five and began to climb
the spiral staircase, leaving her other Drones behind to guard the
entrance.

Perhaps she would incorporate them into play
time eventually, but she was unable to overlook their
transgressions just yet. Five’s motives were understandable, but
theirs seemed arbitrary. She needed more time to process and digest
their sins before she could consider forgiveness. Some part of her
still wished for them to suffer, and despite her libido she simply
wasn't ready to accept them into her inner circle.

She climbed the stairs, skipping two at a time
near the top in her eagerness to satisfy her base desires. Her skin
was sweaty underneath her transparent bodysuit, allowing it to
shift, tugging and pinching at her breasts ever so slightly.

This compounded her problem, as she found
herself even more excited. This was starting to get serious. If she
hadn't had an outlet, she might be willing to bed her worst enemy.
In a manner of speaking, she literally was.

She pressed a hand against her bedroom door and
it swung open silently. A monstrous poster bed took center stage,
its posts carved into twisting branches. They spiraled up to the
ceiling, giving the impression that the bed had been grown in
place. The footboard was decorated with scenes from Lockator’s
battle for independence. Purple curtains hung from the ceiling,
attached to the posts by a braided golden rope.

It was large, it was ostentatious, and it was
occupied. That last point caused her mind to screech to a halt,
forcing her to look closer.

A Drone leaned forward on the mattress in
repose, her forehead resting against the comforter so that her bald
head shone. It was glossy, as if someone had taken the effort to
buff the Drone’s skin. In block letters, ‘Two Ten’ curved across
her skull.

Her heart beat faster, and she licked her lips.
Could it be? Was this the Drone to which she had given her heart?
She stepped forward, uncertain. She didn't want to break the
tableau. It felt magical. Timeless.

The sound of her entry failed to rouse the Drone
from her prone position. She took in a breath, but before she could
say anything, the atmosphere was broken by the arrival of Five, who
made a noise of appreciation. “What a luscious surprise. Is she
yours?”

Confusion raged on her face, a deep hope
building from within. “I'm not certain.” She touched the Drone’s
head with a finger, tracing one of the numbers.

The Drone raised her head, unfolding her arms
out to her sides, her expression closed off. A collar was fixed
around her delicate neck, but her body was otherwise unadorned. Oil
sparkled on her skin, bringing back memories of her original
enslavement. The overall presentation lit a fire in her loins.

She wanted to jump into bed, but unresolved
emotional hangups prevented her from taking the direct approach.
“Two Ten? Is that you?”

Two Ten cast her eyes downwards, looking
vulnerable in her submissive pose. The fire of desire she
remembered this Drone possessing was completely missing. What could
possibly have happened to her?

“This unit is Two Ten, Mistress, and she has
been assigned to you. I serve at your pleasure.”

Annoyed at her timidity, Four Forty climbed onto
the bed and gathered Two Ten in her arms, kissing her on the cheek.
Two Ten remained stiff, unrelenting. “This Drone is not worthy to
be in your presence, Director. This Drone does not deserve your
love.”

“Nonsense,” replied Four Forty, a flutter of
fear thrilling through her breast. “I should be saying the same
thing.” She let go of Two Ten, hands fluttering in her lap with
nervousness.

Her eyes drifted, lazily looking at the
nightstand to avoid meeting the other woman's face. “I'm afraid
there isn't much left of the original me,” she admitted. “AI-50
destroyed many of my original memories, and the melding with Four
Forty was rough. I had to give up so much to become her. It was
worth it, but so much of my past is lost in a haze.”

She gave a shallow laugh. “I'm sure the brain
augur didn't help, but it was required to remove AI-50 so that my
proper Drone persona could be reintegrated. I was a huge mess after
the confrontation in the throne room. My brain was a shattered
wasteland.”

“I'm feeling better now, but I'm not the same.
I'm not the person you fell in love with. I've been replaced. I'm
someone new. Can I be loved by you? Is enough of me left to be
loved by you?”

It took everything she had to talk through the
heart wrenching questions. She was still unable to look directly at
Two Ten, afraid of what she might see. She could feel the tears
beginning to well up in her eyes, and she turned her head, fully
expecting to be rejected.

A warm breath tickled her ear, followed by hot
lips pressing against her earlobe. She jerked as smooth skinned
arms draped over her shoulders. “Silly,” said Two Ten passionately.
“I might feel unworthy, but I could never run from you.”

Relief washed over her, tears in her eyes
dripping freely. She wrapped her hands around Two Ten’s wrists and
pulled her in, savoring the feeling of closeness. Lips pressed
against her neck, moving down towards her shoulder. Her libido
spiked as Two Ten leaned into her. The friction of her flesh
rubbing against Four Forty’s latex outfit caused a rippling
noise.

“I don't wish to interrupt, but this feels a bit
awkward. Should I leave?” The former queen raised an eyebrow and
widened her stance.

Four Forty was startled for a moment, weighing
her options. As much as she wanted to resolve her relationship
problems with Two Ten, her lust and desire for community and
closeness won out. “As long as she has no objections, you may join
us.”

Two Ten stretched out like a cat, showing off
her assets, and giggled. “Why would I object? I am ever your
obedient Drone.”

Four Forty frowned. If that was the case, why
did her comment feel like disobedience? She let it slide for now,
but she would remember it for later. She would have plenty of time
to tie up her favorite slave and inflict her own brand of
punishment.

While she was distracted, Five had jumped onto
the bed with them, making her suddenly feel crowded. She clapped
her hands, trying to regain control. “Girls, we’re doing this out
of order! First, we undress, then we rub ourselves all over each
other.”

Five’s sparkling eyes glowed at her. “What makes
you think you get to decide the order?” Her lips curved. “Hold her,
Two Ten, I wish to show her how Drones mate.”

“Wait a moment, what are you… aaah!”

She squirmed as Two Ten grabbed her from behind
and Five pressed a hand into her crotch, a finger sliding along her
wet lips. The luminescent whorls on her breasts glowed, the bright
blue color swirling with added intensity. She shifted, unable to
remain still as she realized that she was totally helpless in the
face of the two Drones.

“The trouble with new Drones,” lectured Five,
“is that they’re not in tune with their new outfits.” She rotated
her finger, swiping back over Four Forty’s clitoris in the opposite
direction. “For example, the standard Drone suit you wear is
suitable for quick reinforcement and reward sessions.”

Five appeared to be ready to continue her
lesson, but something primal dug into her brain and wouldn't let
go. Her eyes flashed and her teeth gritted. “No, I can't,” she
growled. “Stop!”

Five raised her hands and looked at her with
concern, halting her ministrations. “What's the problem? There will
be plenty of time to be Mistress later. Let us treat you to some
tenderness before you settle into your new dominant role.”

A hint of regret lurked behind Five’s eyes.
“It’s the least I can do after causing you so much pain.”

Four Forty sensed the genuine feeling behind the
other woman's eyes and through the Gestalt. Perhaps she was feeling
some inner longing herself, a desire to find her own happiness.
Whatever the reason, Four Forty was relieved to see that Five was
turning words into actions.

She relaxed into Two Ten’s tender arms and eyed
her former rival, fighting her fight or flight response. If she
couldn't trust these Drones, she couldn't trust anyone. She sensed
that neither of them meant her harm, and the Gestalt couldn’t
lie.

“Do your worst!” she declared, putting on a
brave face.

Five grinned, clearly pleased to see that her
offer had been accepted. “I intend to.”

She pressed a leg into the gap between Four
Forty’s legs and leaned in close, almost touching noses with her. A
warm breath tickled Four Forty’s lips. She waited for what came
next with anticipation, but nothing happened. It was as though Five
was waiting for a reaction from her.

When the pause had gone on for far longer than
she had thought she could bear, Five blew a burst of air into her
face, causing her to blink her eyes rapidly. A gale of laughter
erupted from Five, an impish smile lighting up her face. “I'm
sorry, I just had to! Your reaction was priceless!”

Two Ten wiggled her bust delightfully against
Four Forty’s back, her body vibrating as she chortled. Four Forty
groaned. She had expected to be teased, but not in this way!

“I should put you both on dog food rations for
this treatment!” she threatened.

“You may experience some short term memory
loss!” Five rejoined, reaching her hands out with clear intent.

In anticipation, Four Forty thrust her chest out
as far as she could. She was restricted by Two Ten’s arms, which
were wrapped around her chest in a bear hug. Being held by a
beautiful Drone elicited a frisson of excitement, but it wasn’t
nearly enough to get her off. She needed more!

The swell of her breasts were overshadowed by
Five’s delicate hands. Her fingers spread, Five came close to
touching Four Forty’s hypersensitive flesh, but at the last moment
she flipped her hands over and drummed her fingertips underneath.
Four Forty’s neck arched backwards as she wriggled back and forth.
She found it impossible to avoid the tickling fingers, breaking out
in a gasp of anguished laughter.

She wasn’t sure why, but the light strokes were
causing her an equal measure of pain and pleasure. Tight lipped,
she shook her head, unsure whether she wanted Five to stop or to
continue.

The bright blue whorls on Four Forty’s body
increased in intensity, mirroring her level of arousal. With time,
she was sure she could correlate the level of brightness with how
close she was to orgasm, but right now it only gave her torturers a
relative scale to determine how her body was reacting.

She wheezed, running out of breath. The fingers
continued to stroke, relentless in their twisted dance. This was
pure torture!

“St…o...P!” she managed, anguish painted on her
face. The last syllable escaped in a high squeal.

Five paused, and withdrew her fingers. Four
Forty was surprised to see that she looked contrite. “Okay, enough
horseplay. She's well and truly prepped.”

Five examined her victim. “What's this?” she
mocked, running a finger down the outside of her bodysuit next to
her vagina. She pressed upwards, causing liquid that had gathered
in the crotch of her bodysuit to slosh around. “Is this an
indication that you wish to have more punishment?”

Four Forty shook her head vigorously.

“No? But you're soaked!”

Five pressed on one side of a sweaty breast,
rubbing her fingers in circles with soft pressure. The flesh
squished inside Four Forty’s latex outfit, her nipples rubbing the
interior of the fabric. She gasped, desperate to relieve the
tension. Light reflecting from Five's face gave her a devilish
affect.

A hand returned to her snatch, cupped over her
sex. Pinching the dangling zipper pull, Five unzipped her all the
way up to her crotch in a single motion. Four Forty shuddered,
liquid from her arousal dripping down her thighs. Five’s middle
finger penetrated her, just on the surface, rubbing back and forth.
Light fingers ran over her side in a semicircle, highlighting a
hip.

As soon as she approached a climax, the hands
withdrew. With every cycle, she became increasingly frustrated,
reduced to angry grunts and moans. Curse her sadism!

Five gave her a dark grin, and looked over her
shoulder. “I'm willing to bet that if someone breathed on her, she
would pop. Interested in giving it a try?”

Arms squeezed her chest in a bear hug, a hot
breath fluttering past her ear as paroxysms seized her body. “I
love you.”

Any remaining urge to protest at her treatment
fluttered away in the resulting spike of pleasure. Her breath
sputtered, exhausted from the delicious torture. Her hips bucked
and her hands clenched. It was a hell of a time for a declaration
of affection, but this was Two Ten. She could whisper sweet
nothings into her ears for decades and she wouldn't be tired of
hearing them.

Five leaned in for a kiss, her wet tongue
sliding to the back of Four Forty’s mouth. She should have gagged,
but some part of the Droning process has removed that natural
reflex. Instead, all she could feel was the wet nub of the tongue
working its way to the top of her mouth.

When it reached her Drone implant, she emitted a
high pitched keening as the pleasure spiked to another level. What
kind of technique was this?

As the tongue swirled, so too did the waves of
pleasure. She was captured, held thrall to the swirling. Her entire
mind focused down on that one physical motion.

The tongue spiked, punching against the implant.
At the same time, Five pressed hard on the blue gem embedded in
Four Forty’s breastbone. This second erogenous assault was too much
for her poor body to handle.

Simultaneous waves of pleasure crashed through
her, suspending all rational thought. She rode the waves as they
crashed back and forth, her body clenching as though she had
touched an electric eel.

Her brain blued out and she almost thought she
could see a figure, haloed in blue light and clad in blue gauze.
Her facial features seemed familiar, evoking Five’s best
attributes. Though her eyes were closed and her face was blurred in
a haze, she got the impression of warmth and kindness. A kindred
spirit.

Was this her core slave persona? Or a
representation of Hive itself? The figure opened her eyes, deep
blue sparkling orbs that pierced her soul. She was reaching out, as
if inviting her into an embrace. She took a step forward, two, then
the vision began to dissolve. Four Forty shot out of whatever
alternate reality she had dropped into, landing back on the bed,
stunned by the experience.

She was strung out, sweaty and exhausted.
Shivering, she watched Five as she curled one leg onto the floor,
shooting Four Forty a smug grin. “I'll leave you two lovebirds
alone, but you owe me now.”

“Wait,” asked Four Forty, curious. “Is that what
Drone sex is like? I saw someone during orgasm, a pretty stranger
I've never seen before. Who is she?”

A shadow flitted over Five’s face. “Yes, at the
moment of Drone climax sometimes you get a glimpse of Rosy. It's
the only way for me to see what my sister used to look like.”

The moment of vulnerability was short lived. Her
face firmed back up. “I gave you that experience for selfish
reasons. I expect that you will return the favor.”

Four Forty laughed, leaning back into Two Ten’s
embrace, exhausted. “I promise to treat you exactly the same way I
have been treated. Exactly.”

She stretched her lips into a shark toothed
grin, a glint in her eyes. “That doesn't mean I have forgotten my
earlier treatment at your hands. I hope you look forward to my
payback. That's not a threat, that's a promise.”

Five mirrored her smile. “I'm banking on
it.”

Five raised a hand and fluttered her fingers,
sidling through the door and kicking it shut with a click. Four
Forty was alone. With Two Ten. A special thrill ran through her
spine down to her toes.

She twisted her mouth in a wry smile. She was in
no shape for more licentious activity in her current state. She
quirked an eyebrow at Two Ten. “You wouldn't know how to get this
body suit off, by any chance? I’m a mess.”

Two Ten huffed, stroking her cheek in a loving
gesture. “That's easy, just use the refresher.” She pointed towards
the side of the room.

Next to her dresser stood a large metal box,
extending up past the height of her head. The front jutted out far
beyond the front of the dresser. A transparent door opened into an
enclosed space inside. The device seemed out of place in her
bedroom. The cold, mechanical box would have fit better in a
hospital setting.

Two Ten’s arms slackened, reluctantly letting
her paramour go. Curious, Four Forty slipped from the bed for a
closer look. Behind a glass door a metal cage in the shape of a
body was situated. She had a fairly clear idea of where her
appendages were intended to go, but no idea how to configure the
machine.

“How do I tell it I need a shower?”

Two Ten joined her, palming a hand over an
indented space on the machine’s side. She poked at the touch screen
a few times. “There, you're good to go!”

Four Forty swung open the door and turned
around, backing inside. To accommodate the machine, she was forced
to stretch her arms out to either side. Her feet slipped into wedge
shaped boxes, en pointe. She grabbed hand grips attached to the
sides of the chamber and waited patiently as metallic claws wrapped
around her body to secure her in place. She let go, fully supported
by the claws.

The door slammed shut and a low hum reverberated
throughout. The cage locked around her body rotated on its
horizontal axis until she was lying on her back against a spine of
steel. It pulled back deeper into the chamber until she was
suspended in the center.

A spray of hot liquid spattered against her
body, directed from various spouts situated strategically in the
roof of the box. She closed her eyes, rivulets of liquid pounding
against her temples. The outfit she was wearing dulled the
sensation, but after a short period there came a feeling of
something falling away.

She raised her neck and blinked her eyes,
surprised to see that her bodysuit had literally melted away,
leaving behind shiny blue skin. She was being buffed to a shine,
the liquid exfoliating and oiling her at the same time.

It was a bit discomforting to experience, but it
didn’t make her feel like she needed to escape. Her former
claustrophobia had been burned out of her by the Droning process,
thank goodness, so she was now quite capable of remaining level
headed in tight spaces. It was still difficult not to twitch
uselessly as the liquid dripped from her back. It tickled badly as
it flowed to the floor.

As soon as it had started, the deluge ceased. It
was replaced by a warm glow and a loud blowing sound, like an
immense hair dryer. The air inside the chamber spun like a
miniature cyclone, caressing her body with a ribbon of hot air.
Droplets where whisked away efficiently, her skin drying out in
under a minute.

The loud fan spun down, the cage lowering to
present her to her lover, perfectly nude. Her skin had died down to
a dull blue, barely lighter than that of her skin’s normal color,
but the oiling from the shower had given her a ruddy glow. Overall,
she thought it made her look quite desirable. Would Two Ten think
the same?

The door unlocked and her restraints clicked
open. Four Forty felt refreshed. It was time to get dirty again!
She ran up to Two Ten and planted a kiss on her cheek. She tried to
gather her into a hug, but Two Ten felt stiff, unyielding. She let
go, uncertain.

“What's wrong?

Two Ten backed off, looking away. “Now that
you're ready, I'm not quite sure I am.”

She sat on the bed, folding her legs and
squeezing her elbows, her body shaking with a gentle quiver. “When
I think back to how many times I almost lost you…”

“Nonsense!” interrupted Four Forty, stoutly. “We
are Drones. We do not worry about the past. We embrace the
present!”

Two Ten gave her an apologetic look. “After all
this, I don't want you to think I'm pushing you away. I'm not. I
just can't take any more right now. I'm overloaded! I feel as
though I'm vibrating apart at the seams.”

She cast her eyes over the bed, avoiding Four
Forty’s gaze. “I've waited so long to be reunited with you. I've
thought over all the sexy things I’ve wanted to do. But now that
you're here, I just can't.”

She seemed on the verge of tears. “I just want
to be held. I don't want to be alone. I want to be with you.” Her
eyes beseeched Four Forty, thrusting a dagger into her heart.

Four Forty quietly shelved her carnal plans,
despite how urgent her needs had become. Two Ten needed her
emotionally more than she needed her sexually. She sighed and
maneuvered her body onto the bed.

She slid her feet under the covers, and patted
the pillow next to her. She arched an eyebrow at Two Ten’s
hesitance. “Well? Aren't you interested in cuddling?”

Accepting the invitation, Two Ten slotted in
next to her, shuffling her body deep under the covers, as if she
felt the need to hide. Four Forty wasn't having any of that. She
pressed her right arm under Two Ten’s shoulder and wrapped it
around her back. She was presented with the delightful sensation of
her favorite Drone pressing up against her body.

She chastised her brain for suddenly leaping
back to lascivious thoughts. She had a distraught Drone to comfort.
She drew Two Ten in close and pressed her lips to her forehead.
Keeping her there for an extended period, she savored the taste of
her skin and the warmth of her body.

She let go of her tight embrace when Two Ten
began to shake, a soft sob rising from her throat. “I don't deserve
this kindness,” she burbled, shrinking as the tears welled up. “I
should be the one serving you.”

“Shhh,” whispered Four Forty. “Of course you
deserve this. All Drones should feel the love of their Director,
and they aren't special like you are. You have an extra special
place in my heart.”

At these reassuring words, Two Ten became
completely unstrung. The tears came, a dam bursting into a flood.
Her body shook, vibrating as she sobbed. Four Forty clasped Two
Ten’s head into her bosom, resting the other woman's forehead
against her chest. She crooned softly, letting her lover express
her shame and grief without any judgment.

Her courtesy only increased the intensity of Two
Ten’s distress, but she made no move to pull away. Instead, she
snuggled closer. Her tears dripped onto Four Forty’s chest, running
in rivulets through the valley between her breasts. It was
uncomfortable, but Four Forty didn't dare move.

Instead, she rubbed her hands in soothing
motions over Two Ten’s shoulders, planting kisses on the top of her
domed head. She could wait this out. In a way, it was cathartic to
be the one providing comfort instead of needing it.

Eventually the intensity of the sobbing
decreased, Two Ten’s fit of sorrow abating. “I’m sorry,” she
whispered, trembling.

Four Forty shifted, drying her belly with a
sheet. “Nonsense,” she replied. “There is nothing to apologize for.
Now come here so I can look at you.”

She gathered Two Ten into her arms again. Two
Ten clutched at her as if she might vanish. Their foreheads met,
eyes sparkling at each other. “I'm not going anywhere. I'll be your
Director and you'll be my slave. We're Hive Drones. Forever.”

Two Ten snuggled in deeper at these words, her
face beaming through the tears. She laid her head in the crook of
Four Forty’s arm, her light breathing bringing a smile of soft
delight to Four Forty’s face. When she showed no sign of moving
further, Four Forty settled in for the long haul.

It had been an eventful day. She felt tired
herself. The emotional highs and lows had taken a lot out of her.
Before she had realized it, she had nodded off as well, Two Ten
resting on her chest like a puppy.

 


***

 


As her consciousness returned, something warm
and wet was lapping at her breast. She groaned and turned,
imagining an animal suckling from a teat. Wait, what kind of animal
could that be?

Consciousness flooded back in. She was still
lying in her private quarters in the palace on her bed. She
recalled falling asleep next to Two Ten, but then… she flipped up
the comforter and found Two Ten, her tongue lolling and mouth
slack. Her face was wet from sucking on Four Forty’s breast. She
stared at her Director, unrepentant.

“You little minx!” Four Forty declared, grinning
at the smug expression plastered over Two Ten’s face.

Before she could say anything further, Two Ten
glommed back on to her left breast, running her tongue underneath
her nipple. The tickling sensation made her jerk slightly, but she
didn't intend to stop her paramour. She was pleased that Two Ten’s
emotional state had improved. The tickling sensation awakened the
rabid libido she had suppressed the previous night.

Her wild side stretched its wings. She wanted to
press her body all over Two Ten. She wanted all of her. Now.

She made a move, but Two Ten pulled back, a
naughty look in her eye. “Last night you took care of me. I get to
take care of you now. A slave obeys, but the Director gets
served.”

She laughed at Four Forty’s groan of
frustration, running her hands over her hips. Four Forty was forced
to reign in her enthusiasm. It looked like she would have to assert
her authority later.

She gave Two Ten as stern a look as she could
muster, which was increasingly difficult as Two Ten’s hands
wandered farther south. “Fine, I will allow it this once. But there
will be a price to pay later.”

Two Ten giggled. “What kind of price? The one
you pay after you get caught stealing a piece of candy?” She threw
the covers off and smacked Four Forty on the butt. “Is that
supposed to be a threat? What kind of punishment will you give me
for this?”

Four Forty grunted, realizing that she had been
outplayed. She would need to think up something more elaborate. She
arched an eyebrow. “If you don't come back here and finish
servicing me, I'll turn you into a pet like Five and leave you in
chastity for a week.”

Two Ten blanched, her smile becoming strained.
“A slave obeys,” she replied with fake cheer.

She knelt between Four Forty’s thighs, pressing
her forehead against her pubes, her tongue flicking out to touch
Four Forty’s outer lips. Satisfied that she had regained control,
Four Forty laid back and enjoyed the stimulation. “See? All you
needed was the appropriate motivation. The proper leverage…
aaah!”

Her smug monologue was broken up by Two Ten’s
tongue attacking her clitoris. It swirled as she played with her
Mistress, flicking in pulses to spark her libido. While Four Forty
had been distracted, she had also taken the opportunity to grab her
breasts, pumping them with her hands as she licked.

She played Four Forty’s body like a fiddle,
touching every aching spot as if she knew what would cause the most
pleasure before Four Forty knew it herself. When Four Forty came
achingly close to an orgasm, she backed off, preventing her from
reaching fruition. What kind of power was this? She had never been
edged this badly in her life!

“Mmnmm, how?” she exhaled, breathing
heavily.



She groaned in regret as the stimulation ceased.
Two Ten peered up at her with juicy lips. “It’s simple with the
help of the Gestalt. Whenever I ping your body…” she flicked a
nipple, causing Four Forty to jerk. “... I also ping your mind. A
practiced Drone can pinpoint the exact arousal level of another
Drone.”

She ran her tongue up Four Forty’s vagina. “Each
drip of simulation is another bright light in your brain, another
data point in my collection. I can keep you on the edge for at
least fifteen minutes. Once I have more experience, I expect I
could extend that to an hour.”

Four Forty’s breath hitched. “I'm not sure I
believe you, I'm ready to explode already!”

“Oh? Should I give it a try?” She bumped her
breasts against Four Forty’s thighs and gave her a teasing
glance.

“Absolutely not!” she exclaimed through gritted
teeth. “If you do, I'm increasing your punishment!”

Two Ten chortled. “I wouldn't want to see you
angry.”

She dove back in, this time pressing her thumb
into the back of Four Forty’s vagina. Four Forty’s inner muscles
clamped down around the intruder, causing an involuntary jerking
motion. A yelp escaped her lips. She had experienced this move at
least once before! Vague distorted memories from her time being
processed into a Drone leaped out at her.

Her lips glistened with excitement and she
watched with hooded eyes. She spread her hips wider and trembled
with anticipation. It was a relief when Two Ten’s mouth opened into
an O-shape and returned to her vagina. Without any warning, she
began sucking, her mouth working like a miniature vacuum pump.

Each pulse of her lips generated another quiver
of pleasure, leaving her nerveless on the bed. She laid there and
took it like a doll, letting her mind float on a sea of blue. She
fancied as though she could see the soul of the other Drone, lurid
through a mist hanging over the waves.

She was rising and falling, her consciousness
buoyed aloft in the Gestalt. She realized quite suddenly that her
mind had transcended its normal bounds. The pleasure was still
there, yes, but she was sharing it with the Drones around her, an
all encompassing joy exploding in an array of brilliance.

An explosion rocked her world, jolting her down,
down, back into her body. She felt a faint echo of an explosive,
hot orgasm reflected back at her. She wiggled with ecstasy, moaning
uncontrollably.

Experiencing sex as a Hive Drone was an amazing
experience, one she knew she needed to have over and over again.
The sexual release she felt was soon joined by a loving glow, both
towards Two Ten and the Hive who had made this possible.

Her fall out of the Gestalt was anything but
anticlimactic. The pleasure was no longer all encompassing, true,
but it had been replaced with an overwhelming feeling of
satisfaction and contentment. She was exactly where she should
be.

She
looked over her slave fondly, stroking her head and cooing. Two Ten
ceased her sucking and sat back, breath coming in short bursts. The
smile on her face was beatific. “That was wonderful,” said Four
Forty, languid, her eyes still hooded.

She curved her lips cruelly. “But I haven't
forgotten your transgressions.” She tilted her legs over the edge
of the bed and climbed to her feet, filled with purpose.

A cry rose from the bed behind her. “Was I not
good enough? What did I do wrong? Please!”

Her genuine distress tugged at Four Forty’s
heartstrings. She turned and gave her a mysterious look, raising
her index finger in a shushing motion. “Don't worry, I'll be back
soon.”

That wasn't enough to satisfy Two Ten’s anguish,
but she sat back on the bed, confused. Four Forty rushed towards
the door, intent fresh in her mind. When she had reached the
balustrade, she opened her mouth and spoke.

The intent behind her words translated
automatically into a series of fluid syllables, the language of
Hive implanted during her re-processing. This was only the second
time she had attempted to use it, and it was quite
disconcerting.

A ping replied in her mind from the foot of the
staircase through the Gestalt, and soon she could hear footsteps on
the stairs. The white, latex covered head of one of her other
slaves appeared. This one was Five Eighty One, but she wasn't sure
whether this one had been Sandra or Xandra before she had been
turned into a generic Drone. It hardly mattered, as they were
interchangeable now.

In her arms she carried the spherical robot the
former queen had been bound with earlier. The blue liquid inside
its tank sloshed back and forth, still half full. Plenty for her
purposes.

The Drone placed the robot on the floor and
bowed, her masked face hiding any expression the slave might show.
“Thank you, Five Eighty One. You may attend.”

The slave bowed her head, and waited patiently
for further orders. Four Forty again formulated her thoughts and
gave the spherical robot an order. In response, it began to roll
towards her. She held open the bedroom door and it rolled inside,
making a faint whirring noise on the carpeted floors. A faint shout
of surprise rose from within the room, and Four Forty hustled
inside. She didn't want to miss this!

The robot had unfolded its arms and was
scuttling onto the bed. Two Ten had scooted all the way back to the
headboard, unable to retreat further. Wide eyed, she held her arms
out in front of her, trying to stave off the robot. The robot
ignored her protests, its spindly arms climbing onto the bed with
the agility of a spider.

“No!” Two Ten chirped. “Why do I have to play
the pet?”

Four Forty watched her struggles with
satisfaction. The robot had managed to pry her away from the
headboard and its arms had quickly entangled her. “A Drone obeys
her Mistress. You have not obeyed me, and I am your Mistress.
Disobedience requires correction. Disobedience requires
punishment.”

Further protests from Two Ten were cut off by
the addition of a mask which had shot out from the robot, fixing
itself over her shapely lips and nose. She continued her weak
efforts to escape, but by now the robot had inserted its legs
behind her back and was in the process of locking itself around her
chest. Two Ten struggled ineffectively, without conviction. The
robot was far too powerful, even with her Droned body, and it could
not be removed without direct orders from Four Forty.

“Your disobedience has earned you a day being my
pet. We shall discuss your situation again once you have spent some
time reflecting upon your behavior. You belong to me. You are
mine.”

Her eyes shined. Yes, this was a power play. She
didn't want to completely remove the possibility of role play with
Two Ten in the future, but she felt that it was important to
demonstrate her authority. She needed to prove to herself that she
was capable of enforcing rules and setting boundaries. That she
wasn't the pushover her father had tried to make her.

She sat on the bed and forced herself to watch
as Two Ten whimpered, confused. The gas was muddling her mind,
making her uncoordinated. She burbled, generating bubbles inside
the robot’s glass globe with each exhale. Tendrils spread out from
the main body of the robot, connecting a rigid sheath of metal to
her collar.

Gradually, her arms were pushed out like rigid
sticks. Her back bent over in a subservient posture, forcing her
onto hands and knees. With an additional whirring motion, her
bondage was complete. Her ankles had been bound to her thighs such
that it would be impossible for her to stand. The most she was
capable of was a shuffle that forced her butt to wag back and
forth.

Not that she was capable of even that at the
moment. Her eyes had gone peaceful, luxuriating in the gas that had
taken over her mind. Four Forty grinned at her predicament, looking
over at her white rubber servant, who was still waiting
patiently.

She ordered the slave to help her with liquid
syllables, the words washing over her tongue like a powerful river.
There was an aura of command behind them, her force of will bending
the Drone to her needs.

With her help, they turned Two Ten around so
that she was lying on her back. Her hands flipped towards the
ground. She wobbled, the round base of the robot on her back
refusing to stay perfectly still. Her expression was pleasant, mind
lost in a pleasant haze. This extreme bliss would last for a time
until she became acclimated to the gas.

Four Forty didn't intend on giving her the
opportunity. Her lover’s bondage had left her exposed, perky
breasts just begging to be squeezed. She reached out and gathered a
handful, delighting in the way the flesh yielded softly to her
touch. She rolled the breast through her fingers, taking special
pleasure in tickling the nub of her nipple. Two Ten’s mouth dropped
open beneath the mask, a muffled cry of joy exploding from her. She
arched her chest up, presenting herself for more attention.

A sudden thought came to Four Forty, but she
realized that she didn't have enough hands to accomplish it. She
regretted the lack momentarily. She supposed that was what having
minions was for. She regretfully pulled her hands away and gave a
short order to her rubber nurse.

The slave took over her ministrations, wrapping
her rubbery hands around the breasts she had reluctantly deserted.
The Drone squeezed both of them simultaneously, the bulk of the
flesh spreading out between the crux of her thumb and index
finger.

Two Ten didn't seem to notice that Four Forty
had been replaced, moaning without missing a beat. She shook her
head back and forth, the hose from the mask twisting like a
snake.

Four Forty scooted closer, sitting on top of Two
Ten’s right thigh. The cold metal of the robotic bindings were but
a momentary discomfort against her bottom. They quickly grew warm
as she leaned into the metallic surface which had spread over Two
Ten’s legs.

This gave her left hand ready access to Two
Ten’s vagina, which she quickly took advantage of. She slipped a
few fingers inside Two Ten’s wet lips. Two Ten could barely control
herself now, the stimulation escalating far beyond her ability to
consciously process.

Satisfied, Four Forty stroked her hand in and
out, seeking Five Eighty One’s snatch with her other hand.
Obedience should be rewarded.

Her hand snaked up rubber thighs, pressing into
the gap between her slave’s legs until she found the hole she was
looking for. Five Eighty One grunted, accommodating most of her
mistress’ hand with little effort. Her vagina was already well
lubricated. This one must have had some experience with this form
of play in her past life. Her conversion to a Drone may have only
enhanced her existing dark fantasies.

Whatever the reason, it took little effort to
bring Five Eighty One to the edge of her endurance. She found
herself actually having to slow down her strokes to avoid getting
her off too quickly. It was as Two Ten had said – the more a Drone
was aroused, the easier it was to feel their mind in the Gestalt.
This made for a useful measuring stick for her slave’s arousal,
though she lacked the experience to properly quantify it.

Five Eighty One’s glow sparked, and her body
began to jerk in orgasm. She didn't let this stop her from
plundering Two Ten’s beasts, but it did cause a slowdown in her
ministrations. Two Ten didn't seem to notice a difference, her glow
continuing to increase almost as fast as Five Eighty One’s
decreased.

Four Forty decided not to be cruel. There would
be plenty of time for more edging later. She deliberately upped the
ante, jabbing an extra finger inside Two Ten’s vagina to increase
the girth she was experiencing. This had an immediate effect,
pushing her poor body into overdrive.

Her moaning increased in rhythm, breath hissing
like a steam engine. It was unmistakable – she was right on the
edge!

“You are MY slave,” Four Forty hissed. She
pushed her fingers deep, pressing into Two Ten’s vagina with her
thumb.

“And I love you.”

Two Ten smiled with joy, her hips bucking as her
world exploded with pleasure.

 



Chapter Three

It had been a slow, difficult road to get to the
point of mass Dronification. They had begun their conversion by
priming the system with members of the armed forces, in secret,
hidden from the general population. Open rebellion by citizens or
coming from factions in the military could have stopped the
takeover effort in its tracks, or at least fractured the Empire,
making Hive easy pickings for outside enemies to destroy.

Instead, they started on the periphery,
selecting important people to Drone and implanting them in key
positions. These Drones underwent a special conversion process,
forgoing the usual Drone body modifications in favor of subtle
infiltration enhancements.

Once these Drones had been installed, the next
phase was to convert the rank and file. This was accomplished on a
ship by ship basis, with special care taken for the larger
cruisers. In situations where there were too many crew members to
process all at once, departments were sectioned out to be mind
controlled one at a time. Once their bodies had been captured by
Enforcers, their mind would be be properly smoothed to obey Hive
commands. It was then simple to rotate the pre-Drones through for
full body conversions.

As sufficient ship crews were converted,
modified Drones were distributed to the rest of the ships as
security forces to get the rank and file used to their presence.
From there, it was child’s play to Drone the rest of the Navy. A
special portable Droning process was developed, and soon every ship
had the capability to convert more.

Much like an infection, Dronification spread
like a virus until every crew was under Hive control. From there,
new plans were made to adapt their tactics to converting the
general populace. This was a thorny problem, as people had a
tendency to talk and rumors were already spreading like
wildfire.

Fortunately, Drones would not talk without being
commanded, and as the remaining free people in the Navy were
Droned, the fewer people there were who knew anything to talk
about. Sure, there were queries sent back about the new and
confusing security forces – Drones dressed in black rubber, but
these queries never made it out of headquarters, which was firmly
Hive controlled.

At the same time, in a second prong of their
attack, Drones were infiltrated into the major galactic news
organizations. Their influence began in a subtle fashion, a
positive article about Drones here and there, accompanied by
reassurances from the puppet Emperor. Sightings of Drones were
brushed off as conspiracy theories, while the brave men and women
of the armed forces were touted as heroes.

Diva Dekadent went on a grand tour throughout
the empire, promoting her new album. Her outfits became
increasingly rubbery over time until she was dancing in full blue
bodysuits. Her backup dancers adopted the style as well, getting
the general public used to Dronewear as high fashion.

They were praised for the perfect
synchronization in their dance routines. It was easy for them, as
they were all Drones. It was mere child’s play to link themselves
together through the Gestalt. None of them minded the long practice
hours. They were following their leader. Their Queen. They
obeyed.

In this manner, the populace was habituated to
the presence of Drones. When they began to infiltrate society as
maids and security guards, they became must haves. Nobody realized
their ulterior motive, and those who did were dismissed as
crackpots. By the time enough people knew their ultimate end goal,
it was all quite too late. The mechanisms for mass conversion had
been installed and all that remained was for the plan to be carried
out.

 


***

 


The interlock sirens wailed, lights flashing as
the container docked. The metal front settled to the ground, a ramp
rising from the floor. Locks unlatched, compressed air hissed, and
a door cracked open. The side of the container was labeled with a
nondescript company to disguise its purpose. This one proclaimed
that it contained a variety of popular bread.

Instead of bread, down the ramp came a shipment
of people, accompanied by an escort of guard Drones, shimmering in
their slick, black outfits. The people were of all ages and
professions, dressed in the clothing they had been wearing when
they had been whisked away by the Drone recruitment forces. They
blinked like newborns, their eyes adjusting to the bright lights of
the processing center.

Today they were inducting citizens from the
seaside city of Escarpula. The method of transportation was only a
thin disguise, but it was no longer as necessary as it had been at
the beginning. Once the percentage of Drones had grown to twenty
percent of the populace, a critical mass had been reached beyond
which there was little need to hide what they were doing. Any
uprising could be quickly and effectively shut down before it could
begin. Obedient Drones were everywhere and they were always
watching.

The captives were led to a bank of wall to wall
scanning stations, box-like enclosures that were half the height of
the room. They acted as a gate to the rest of the complex, slowing
the influx so that there was less chance of overcrowding. This also
had the desired effect of partitioning the pre-Drones, making it
easier for the guards to retain control.

A gang of tough guards roamed the crowd, finding
disabled citizens of all ages and splitting them from the rest of
the group into a special processing line. These ones would be
healed, their bodies improved until they could become suitable
Drone material. Those too young were taken to a special care
facility.

Each pre-Drone was ushered inside a scanning
box, a door closing behind them. Lights lit up on the exterior of
the box, a churning sound coming from within. The first step
indicated on the display outside was AGE. The age presort was
especially important, as anyone younger than eighteen was not
considered to be mature enough for the Droning process. Previous
failures had codified this procedure to avoid ruining useful Drone
material.

If a pre-Drone was old enough to enter the box
on their own, but was below the required age, the bottom of the
room would fold down into a ramp. If the occupant was ambulatory,
they would be funneled into a brightly lit tunnel leading to a care
facility. Once at the facility, they would be entertained until
they could be reunited with their newly Droned family, or assigned
to more Drone carers as required.

In many cases more than one family member would
need to be put into a box. This specially marked box would be
attended by a Drone, who would assist with the process. There was
no waste. Each individual would be taken care of according to their
needs.

Those who remained in the boxes had a tougher
road to follow. The display on the box lit up with MESMER, the
interior flooding with an array of lights intended to dazzle the
occupant and induce a suggestible state.

Following that was DECON. A spiraling whirlwind
would blow through the box, carrying with it a cloud of nanites
which would simultaneously sterilize their skin and cause their
clothing to disintegrate. Any personal items would be vaporized,
making them all equal in the eyes of Hive.

The process finished with SORT. A line of
sparkling light scanned the occupant from head to toe, analyzing
their body type and other physical characteristics. Based on this
scan, a number would be displayed on the exterior of the scanning
box, letting the guard know which processing line to sort the
pre-Drone into.

Out the other end came a stream of denuded Drone
material, their clothing destroyed by the decontamination process.
Many of them were embarrassed to leave their box, but a hint of
encouragement from a guard’s shockstick was usually enough to
motivate them. They would soon became used to their nakedness, as
it was nothing unusual in the Drone processing facility.

The captives were efficiently sorted by guards,
slotting them into the appropriate processing lines via the number
provided by the scanning box. Neon arrows built into the floor
directed the pre-Drones to a track built into the far side of the
processing center.

A mobile platform zipped up to one of the lanes.
A capsule sitting on top cracked open sideways to reveal a human
shaped compartment. Most pre-Drones would be sufficiently docile at
this stage to willingly step inside their assigned capsule, at
which point the two halves would slide back together, locking their
bodies into a standing pose.

A half mask would unfold from the front of the
pod, sealing itself around their faces. A blue mist would rise
around their lips as they breathed steadily. Their bodies were
completely encapsulated, leaving only the back of their heads
visible. They resembled round pimples sitting on top of a smooth,
metallic exoskeleton.

Once their occupants were captured, the pods
would roll down the track and out of sight, bringing the pre-Drones
to their proper induction stations. Throughout this process their
bodies would be transformed while their minds were trained.
Installation of their slave collars and implants would come later.
By the time they had finished their induction ride, they would be
harnessed by Hive, receptive to further programming in the future.
Their future slavery as Drones was assured.

Four Forty watched the sorting through the
transparent silver dome of her helmet with satisfaction. Her
trainees had taken to their Droning well, their programming leading
them through the necessary bureaucracy of the process. The sorting
was operating like a well oiled machine. This was the third batch
today, and they were operating near capacity. If this rate of
progress continued, they would easily hit their Droning quota. Hive
would be pleased.

She had taken the shift of one of her overseers
to ensure that everything was operating smoothly. She had noticed
that her presence tended to affect the efficiency of the other
Drones, so hiding her identity under a standard chrome dome of an
overseer was the most logical way to achieve her goal.

A scuffle in an intake line drew her attention.
A young adult had decided he wasn't going to go quietly, and had
inadvisably attacked the nearest guard Drone. His poor attempt to
shove her away from her station provoked the guard into jabbing him
with her shockstick. He crumpled like a sack of potatoes, but that
didn't end the altercation.

A burly man nearby, likely the father, hauled
off and punched at the guard Drone with all the force he could
muster, his shoulder swinging forward as he put his body behind the
blow. It connected imperfectly, but was sufficient to smack the
guard back into a few onlookers, scattering them like bowling
pins.

Four Forty wasn’t too worried about her guard.
Converted Drones were hardy material, especially those modified for
guard duties. However, the rest of the crowd had gotten restless
due to the confrontation, and she could see that if nothing was
done the combined force of the angry crowd would be sufficient to
overwhelm the remaining guards.

She was not concerned that this batch of
material would escape – there was nowhere for them to go. However,
she wished for as few of them to be injured as possible. She
reached through the Gestalt, flexing her will. She had mastered the
process, and it felt almost effortless to command the robots
assigned to her unit.

A loud murmur arose, more of the citizens
deciding to act. The violence spread like wildfire. One of the
guards in the rear was sucker punched and several citizens tried to
pry the shockstick from her belt. Four Forty frowned, but waited
patiently for her orders to take effect.

A klaxon sounded and the lights in the room
dropped, replaced with a lurid, red glare. “PACIFICATION PROTOCOLS
AUTHORIZED.”

A great hush descended over the room as the
walls unfolded into a mass of tentacles, spherical robots flowing
downwards like ghastly sea creatures. They tumbled outwards,
flailing limbs wrapping around any appendage they touched. Those
closest were bound tightly by writhing tentacles, held safely in
place.

Many weren't even aware of their assailant
before they were neutralized. Those who did notice had little room
to escape the robotic capture squad. They were forced to squeeze
together in the center of the room, herded together like
livestock.

One by one they were picked off, trussed up into
neat packages by their robotic captors. The guards made sure to
move the secured ones away from the group to give the robots more
room to work on the remaining crowd. Soon there was little left but
pre-Drones struggling futilely against their restraints on the
floor.

The guards continued their work, shiny latex
outfits glimmering with dark intent in the low light. On the
outskirts of the crowd, some of the guards picked up small
motorized contraptions stored in the walls of the room. They had
the appearance of small forklifts, two forks tilted to either side
in a horizontal fashion, mounted on a platform with caterpillar
treads.

As they approached a captive victim, the forks
rotated downwards, moving closer until each fork was almost
touching their body. Once in position, the robot secured to their
body would curl a tentacle around each fork of the motorized
vehicle, allowing the guard to raise them off the floor and scoot
away with their captive.

Each bound package was delivered to one of the
processing booths, at which point the robot would disengage,
forcing its captive into the booth long enough for the door to snap
shut. Then, its job completed, the robot would climb its way back
into position on the wall and deactivate.

The room hummed with activity, but all of it was
efficient, every player knowing their role. Four Forty smiled,
pleased at how well they were following their training.

She stepped forward, walking into the center of
the controlled chaos. The guards worked around her, moving out of
her way as they executed their ballet. Soon she was near the nexus,
where a small crowd of individuals remained, including the family
which had started the ruckus.

They were in no better shape than the others,
the robots having done their work well. The younger man was fresh
faced, inflamed with rage. “You'll never Drone me!” he bellowed,
rocking back and forth in anger, his hands locked to his sides by
metallic tendrils. His biceps bulged as he struggled against the
robot’s inflexible grip. “You can't stop us all!”

He possessed the certainty of the immature, his
bluster far out sizing the reality of the situation. Four Forty’s
lips curled. He would understand soon enough.

She stepped in front of him, watching with
interest as the young man’s father was lifted away to a processing
chamber. Curses from the man's lips carried to her even over the
noise of the crowd, though her helmet dampened the worst of the
imprecations. The helmet also provided her with a contextual view
of the health of the Drones around her, as well as enhancing the
range of her connection to the Gestalt.

She waited patiently for the cacophony to die
down a little, soaking in the young man's insults like a blank
wall. The concerns of a single Drone material were of lesser
interest than the health of her processing squad. Fortunately, they
were clearing the crowd well and it appeared as though she could
spare some cycles to deal with this provocateur.

“Your statements are inaccurate.” Her commanding
voice cut through his wailing. “Your parents will become Drones.
You will grow up strong, obey your parents, and become a Drone at
the proper time interval.”

Her certainty was enough to interrupt his
ranting, but only momentarily. He refocused his attention on her.
“What do you know, bitch? You're just a metal canhead. I could beat
you in a fair fight!”

Four Forty was a little annoyed at his
arrogance, but violence was not warranted. She raised her hands,
laying her palms against the top of her breasts. The motion drew
the man's eyes until they were fixed on her voluptuous figure, as
she had intended. It was all too easy to attract his attention in
this way. Human nature would never change.

Her hands flexed, pressing down on her breasts.
Her metallic bra flexed forward, folding open on metallic
articulations built for just this purpose. To the male’s
disappointment, this design made it impossible for her nipples to
be exposed, but it did have the side effect of making the jewel
embedded in her breastbone more prominent.

A sparkling blue shine drew his attention, his
eyes walking upwards until they became fixed on hypnotic
reflections in the gem. Four Forty smiled wider, soft lips pursing
gently. “Blue Orchid.”

Her words hit the man as if he had been slapped
in the face, his pupils dilating. He stopped yelling and sat there,
slack jawed. “Much better,” murmured Four Forty.

She briefly considered. This man was too young
to be a Drone, and he would end up in the care facility for a
period of time until he could be sent home with his Droned parents.
Once they had been inducted, they would have plenty of tools to
teach him how to be a properly obedient Drone.

She could designate a guard to take him away,
but she was feeling expansive. “Would you like to see how the
Droning process works?” she asked. “I assure you that it will take
little of your time.”

All she got in response was a vague moan.
“Excellent. Come with me, please.”

She turned and walked towards the staff
entrance. Behind her, the robot which bound the male lifted him on
its tendrils, shuttling him along behind her. In his mind blasted
state he couldn't even protest, which was as she desired. He had
caused enough trouble today already.

By the time she had reached the door, the rest
of the crowd had been cleared out into processing booths. The
emergency robots had climbed back into their stations on the walls.
The room was almost ready for another load, which was good, as this
facility ran a full thirty hours a day.

It seemed like a never ending process, but they
would run out of adults that needed to be Droned eventually. There
would always be a need to retain a certain number of Droning
facilities as more people hit the proper age for Droning, of
course, but the necessity for planet wide facilities would cease.
Perhaps at that point she would be assigned a different task. The
thought of being repurposed did not cause her any concern. Anything
Hive demanded of her she would do. She was a Drone.

The door interlock flashed red as she
approached. As she continued to march forward, it flipped over to
green. Both the implant in her mouth and the helmet she wore
magnified her mental abilities, making it child’s play to project
her will through the Gestalt and satisfy the security protocols.
There was no such thing as perfect security, of course, but there
were sufficient Drones in the facility to ensure that infiltrators
would not escape without being Droned.

She turned right, taking several more turns as
she wound deeper into the complex. She smiled and touched the minds
of the Drones she passed, making sure that none of them needed
anything. Their well-being was assigned to her care and she took
her responsibilities seriously.

They were getting closer to her destination,
now, and the number of guard Drones dressed in black rubber had
decreased. Instead, the Drones wore a larger variety of outfits
based on their station. Two orange suited Drones strode past,
nodding their heads in acknowledgment. Integral heavy gloves were
built into their outfits, allowing them to perform dirty cleanup
tasks without worrying about sanitation.

She marched past them, giving each one a small
caress with her mind. They shivered with enjoyment, replying with
noiseless thanks. Those who did the dirty jobs were just as
valuable as other Drones. She always made sure to thank them for
their service. Every Drone had its purpose and its place.

A Drone wearing a blue visor stepped past her
and beeped open the door, holding it for them. She bowed her head,
her bald pate shining at them under the soft lighting. “Mistress,”
she murmured, “it is good to see you. Processing is nominal. We
should have the current batch completed within the scheduled
interval, despite the interruption.”

The strappy outfit the Drone wore enhanced her
voluptuous assets. The amount of material covering her nipples
would have been scandalous in the court of the former emperor.
Here, it served to showcase the creamy swell of her breasts, strips
of the material crisscrossing over her flesh from multiple angles.
The solid strips were embedded in an otherwise transparent top,
revealing the Drones’ toned midriff.

The best part was that the outfit had been
entirely designed by Four Forty. There had been precious little
time to indulge her creative tendencies while the facility was
being constructed, but now that production was proceeding smoothly
she had found the time to put together some new outfits. Even so,
only her most cherished assistants received her custom designs.

She gave this Drone a very special caress with
her mind. “I will see you in my quarters later.” Two Ten had been
particularly naughty lately, and Four Forty had decided to put her
back in the bondage matrix for a full night to teach her a
lesson.

Two Ten smiled and curtsied, her left leg
stretching in an attractive fashion against the door. The gem
embedded in her chest sparkled brightly, distracting one’s eyes
from the luscious valley of her cleavage. “Of course,
Mistress.”

A very obsequious reply, Four Forty mused. Two
Ten wasn't nearly as subservient when they were alone together.
That wasn't happening as often as she would like lately, though, as
Two Ten seemed rather busier than usual the last few months. Ah
well, perhaps whatever duty was stealing her time would be
completed soon.

She breezed past, captive in tow. Several half
circle desks were arrayed on either side of the room, each of them
occupied by an operations Drone watching a monitor. The far wall
was filled with a series of projected displays. In the room’s
center, a space was left open for a wedge shaped chair.

She approached the chair, which was just tall
enough to force her to push herself onto her toes to slip her ass
over the wedge. She settled her weight onto it, her butt pressing
into a gel-like material. The shape of the chair spread her thighs
apart, providing easy access to her nether regions.

She grunted as a hard protrusion worked its way
into her vagina, her flesh stretching to accommodate the familiar
device. It locked into place against her pubic bone, a flush of
coolness spreading upwards. Her mind expanded, giving her an
enhanced overview of her immediate domain. She could feel the
presence and status of the Drones around her without looking at
them. She sighed with satisfaction, her body locking into
place.

The implant that had been installed inside her
uterus filled her womb, an advanced interface for commanding her
subordinates. It was so sensitive that it felt like she was
whispering in their ears from across the control room. This had the
unfortunate side effect of rendering her sterile, though as
compensation her sensitivity had almost tripled.

It was a small sacrifice to make for the glory
of Hive. Her greater access to the Gestalt was necessary to spread
the joy of obedience to Hive. Installation had not been
specifically required for her to fulfill her role as a director,
but when given the choice she had found it an easy decision to
make.

It was reversible, of course, but in the months
after she had undergone the procedure she hadn't regretted it one
bit. It filled her nice and tight, giving her a small bump on her
chest which Two Ten had christened her ‘Drone baby.’ Two Ten’s
performance that evening had been more than satisfactory.

She was getting far too distracted thinking
about what she wanted to do with Two Ten. It was time to get back
to the matter at hand. She blinked, working hard to pull herself
back down to reality. The visual overlay the implant provided
melded the physical and virtual worlds so well it was difficult to
differentiate between the two, but she was getting better at
it.

The comatose young adult from the processing
hall had been installed to her right, angled so that he could see
both her and the screens at the front of the room. A spark of
resistance was beginning to work its way onto his face, a sure sign
that his stupor was wearing off. Excellent, her captive audience
was prepared.

“Welcome to the local processing nerve center.
Here, we monitor the process of turning citizens into slave Drones.
The initial processing requires a large scale operation, but we
expect over time that the necessity for such large facilities on
core worlds will be reduced as the percentage of Droned population
increases.”

She ignored his vague moan of protest, pushing
forward with her explanation. “Within a generation, there will be
nobody who remembers what it was like to not be a Drone. Within
two, it will become a matter of course, an everyday truth. Nobody
will think about not becoming a Drone, because everybody does. All
historical material that indicates otherwise will be expunged.
There won't be any way to find out what it was like before Hive
arrived. Hive will be absolute.”

“You will be the last generation who knows any
different. Isn't that exciting?” She gave the young man a wink,
which he returned with a scowl.

“Perhaps a quick tour would convince you of how
futile it is for you to struggle against your fate.”

She waved a hand over the floor to her right and
a console sprouted up like a plant. She pressed a button and one of
the small surveillance displays on the forward screen zoomed in,
pushing out the rest.

Pods zoomed past on a track, steely shells
encasing the individuals within. Masks covered their faces, smoky
blue gas hiding their features. The track angled downwards, dipping
towards a large pit built into the floor.

As the pods approached, flaps cracked open,
allowing the pre-Drones inside to be doused in a blue liquid
filling the depression. The bath dissolved their hair, preparing
them to accept their new lives as homogeneous slaves. Their heads
were shiny and bald, sparkling after their encounter with the
liquid.

The flaps on the pods snapped shut as they
climbed out of the bath, sealing a portion of the liquid inside.
Over time, their skin would absorb the liquid until it became
rubbery, stained blue with the proper Drone coloration. In the
meantime, their minds needed to be worked on.

“As you can see, the preliminary processing is
now complete. In the next step, their conscious minds will be
temporarily suppressed so that they can receive their initial
lessons.”

The pods progressed into a large chamber that
contained a looping track. Rays of blue light bounced around the
room in a hypnotic display. It was hard to tell the state of the
podded people, but near the end of the room their heads nodded,
listless, as if their necks were unable to support the weight of
their heads.

“As they succumb to a fugue state, we can
proceed to the next part of the process – numbering. Naming is a
very important part of the Droning process and I am certain it
won't take long for you to remember yours when you are assigned
your own.”

One by one, the pods slotted into position,
halting for a moment. From above dropped a rubbery tube, which
slipped over the top of each pre-Drone’s head. This served to hold
the neck rigid as a metal plate inside the tube pressed up against
their foreheads. There came a jerk, their necks pulling up slightly
before dropping back down. The tube elevated, revealing a freshly
engraved number on the new Drone’s skull.

This number started with a prefixed area code,
followed by the Drone’s personal identification number. In this
way, Hive could assign all slaves unique numbers on a planet to
avoid confusion. There had been some discussion around giving every
Drone a unique identifier, but the idea was dropped in favor of
brevity. Even so, the chance that two Drones with the same number
being in the same place at the same time were slim. And if that did
happen, it would be simple to differentiate them via the
Gestalt.

It was all very efficient, an industrial process
writ large. It took no more than a few moments for a number to be
assigned, at which point the newly christened Drones were whisked
off to the next part of the facility.

“At this stage, the Drones need more exposure to
the blue serum for their flesh to be perfected. The gas in their
masks will help transform their internal organs and faces to be
similar to each other.”

“At the same time, their minds must also be
molded. To achieve both these goals, they will be racked for an
extended period.”

The monitor showed the pods on the track rolling
into the next room. A hook unfolded from the rear of each of them,
reaching upward until it clicked into place against a receiving
hook that extended from the ceiling. Once the coupling was
complete, the pod was lifted away, slotted into a hole in the far
wall. The wall was ten layers deep, looking like nothing more than
a honeycomb.

Once the pod had been sorted into a hole, the
lower track reattached and the hook folded away again, leaving an
unmarred metallic surface. The pods traveled forward on their
tracks until they hit a notch at the end. At this point, an
enlarged, spherical helmet dropped from the ceiling. Once the
circular bottom of the helmet reached the level of a Drone’s neck,
robotic arms extended from the sides of the tunnel to attach hoses
around the Drone’s head.

There came a puff and a rubber seal blew up
around the periphery of the neckline, fixing the helmet in place.
This was followed by the injection of more blue goo via the
attached hoses. The level of the liquid churned as it climbed up
over the occupant’s ears. Soon, nothing was visible but a solid
blue globe, a small air bubble trapped at the top, which rocked
back and forth as the pod began to move again.

Further down each tunnel was the faint evidence
of a light show meant to mesmerize the occupants of the pods. There
was no need to hurry at this stage; their pods would take care of
any necessary bodily functions, allowing the Drones to experience
extended brainwashing. By the end of the session their minds would
be reduced to bare metal, ready to receive deeper programming.

“Is there a point to this?” The young man
mumbled, his face flushed. “Do I have to sit through this
speech?”

The words goaded at her more than they should
have. Her lips thinned. “One would think you might want to show
some interest in your fate.”

“Nah,” he rejoined. “Not if I have to listen to
the ravings of a two bit villain.”

A cool burn lit in her belly. “Oh really? You
don't even want to know what we're doing to your family?”

She flicked the display to a different screen,
which showed pods arrayed in rows of five, four levels deep. At the
front of the room stood a smiling instructor, her thick lips moving
as she pointed out bulleted items on a virtual display with a
glowing stick. Her body was unabashedly nude, slick and blue.

The number embossed on her skull almost looked
wet – Four Thirty Eight embedded in black pigment. Her skin was
glossy, as if someone had lovingly rubbed every each inch of her
body with oil. Perhaps somebody had.

The gem embedded in her breast sparkled, lit
from within with a scintillating display of varying shades of blue.
If not for the mesmerizing effect of the gem and whispered
subliminal programming, her pupils might have been focusing on her
perfect breasts instead. Gravity defying, they were proudly thrust
outwards, puffy red nipples inflamed.

“Fresh from personalized brainwashing programs,
the Drones undergo group training based on their intended vocation.
Each Drone is a valuable worker within the Hive, and Hive wants all
her workers to be productive.”

The young man blinked, not entirely immune to
the physical attractiveness of the young looking teacher. He tried
a new tack. “This is just more of the same. How boring.”

Four Forty pursed her lips. She hadn’t expected
any enthusiasm from the man, but she had been hoping that showing
off the efficiency of her processing lines would have imbued at
least a small measure of acceptance. She wasn't getting any
satisfaction from this. This young adult was too immature to accept
the inevitability. Time to wrap up.

“After indoctrination, these new Drones will be
sent for Implantation, where they will have a terminal installed in
their throats and a jewel fused to their breastbone. At that point,
they will be functionally complete, ready to serve, after which
they will be released to the general population, requiring only
regular reinforcement sessions which can be performed via over the
air broadcasts.”

She smiled cruelly.

“The family Drone unit is the most efficient use
of material. Your parents will be Droned and work together as
obedient slaves for the glory of Hive. As you grow, you will learn
the joy of being a Drone. One you reach the appropriate age, you
will be Droned yourself. By then, I am sure you will be eager to
undergo the process and become the same as your peers.”

“In time, your children will be indoctrinated in
Drone thinking. They will be taught from an early age to desire to
be Drones. They will follow your lead, and wish only to become like
you. Soon there will be no free humans, only Drones.”

The young man rolled his eyes. “Are you done
yet? Send me to prison or whatever you guys are planning, but stop
blabbing at me. You’re boring me.”

She knew he was trying to get a rise out of her,
but the fire of anger inside her rose despite her best efforts. She
could have understood if he had been angry, but this apathy was
hard for her to tolerate. Did he not care? She twisted her ass with
a click, the chair interface de-linking. Moving forward like a
predator, she dropped one knee to the ground, getting right into
his face. She seized a piece of his cheek and squeezed, hard.

“Our Empire will become strong in Hive. You will
be taught. You will learn. Pleasure is reward. Disobedience is
pain.”

“Yeah, whatever,” he replied, nonchalantly,
avoiding her gaze.

A terrible desire to strike him rose within her
breast, but she restrained herself. If she lost her temper, he
would have achieved his goal. No, this one needed personal
attention, which she didn’t have time to give.

She flexed her feet, rising up in an unnaturally
smooth motion, peering down at him coolly. “So brave, for one so
small. Perhaps you will reconsider your position later.”

She snapped her fingers and two Drones rushed
from the shadows. Dressed in white latex nurse uniforms, their
rubber dresses creaked as they took the bound man in hand.

The pair of medical Drones had matured under her
tutelage, becoming a cross between bodyguards and assistants. She
was pleased she had not given into her early desire to make them
mindless, as they had turned out to be indispensable.

“Take him to the learning chamber.” She held
back her anger with a force of will. “He must learn to obey. In
time, he will submit. All do.”

“Yes, mistress,” murmured Five Eighty, her milky
white eyes fluttering. “I hear and obey.”

As the nurse grabbed hold of the mass of robotic
tentacles tightly embracing the young man’s body, his facade
cracked. “I'll never be a Drone!” He shouted. “Not in a million
years!”

Five Eighty One stepped in and applied a
portable mask to the wriggling man, forcing him to inhale an
anesthetic. Expertly applied, the sedative was sufficient to reduce
his struggling, allowing the pair to escort him out of the control
room.

The hiss of the door closing behind her was
insufficient to calm the black rage that beat against the prison of
her mind. She held one fist tight, wanting to punch some submission
into the man. How could he not want to be a Drone? It was the
purest form of existence possible!

A breath tickled her neck, the warm presence of
another Drone throwing a blanket over the raging fire of her anger.
The Drone giggled, a tinkle of laughter shivering down her spine in
an electric fashion. “Don't you know how cute you are when you're
mad?” asked Two Ten.

She chuffed, the sudden rage transforming into a
cloud of forgotten ire. Two Ten knew just how to diffuse the
situation. “Human stubbornness is my bane!” she declared. “How can
they reject the wonder of Hive? The joy of being a Drone?”

Her brow creased. “Am I that… boring when I talk
about Hive?”

“Not everyone knows Hive as intimately as you
do,” Two Ten pointed out. “It's a learning process. It will take
time.”

She pressed her bust up against Four Forty and
slipped her hands around her shoulders, lightly massaging. “As to
your other question…”

She bumped her nose into Four Forty’s neck.
“Does this feel like I find you boring?” She gave a low, throaty
laugh. “Remember, they always struggle at first. Then they give in
and obey.”

This treatment was sufficient to banish the rest
of Four Forty’s aggravation. She smiled at Two Ten, a spark
igniting in her eyes. “In the same way you struggled last night? I
thought you'd give in and beg to be released from the matrix in
under an hour!”

Two Ten loomed closer, leaning around to kiss
Four Forty’s cheek before withdrawing. “What makes you think I
wanted to escape?” she winked, strutting back to a console at the
side of the room. Four Forty watched her with desire, realizing Two
Ten was being distracting on purpose.

It was manipulative, but it had worked. Her
earlier anger had been defused and she no longer felt like she
needed a brainwashing session to regain her equanimity. Still, she
seemed prone to flying off the handle lately. Perhaps she needed
another deep dive in Hive’s deprivation tanks to relax and improve
her mood. She was due a reward – she had been working herself to
the bone lately.

A chirp emanated from the console Two Ten was
attending. Two Ten flicked a few buttons. “There's a message coming
through,” she stated. She sounded puzzled. “The header claims it's
from the Ulthar Confederacy.”

“Put it on.”

It had been some time since she had spoken to
anyone outside of Hive, especially not in a galactic communique.
What were the Ultharians up to, and why would they want to speak
with her? She was a director, yes, but she was not a diplomat and
had little say in the creation or application of Hive’s
policies.

The surveillance camera images miniaturized and
slid into the corners of the main screen, a large box replacing
them in the center. An older male appeared on the screen, several
days of growth on his beard. He peered at the camera with
uncertainty. “Adele?” he croaked, ducking his head forward to see
her better. “Is that you?”

Four Forty cocked an eyebrow. That appellation
was dead. She no longer thought of herself as the former princess.
She had become so much more.

She reached her hands up and grabbed the edges
of her polished metal helmet. It came off smoothly, and she moved
to nestle it in the crook of her arm. She infused her voice with
warmth she wasn't currently feeling. “Russell. Please call me Four
Forty. That is my designation.”

His face blanched as he took her in, lips
working as his eyes darted to the side. When he didn't respond, she
felt obligated to prod him. “For what reason do I deserve this
pleasure?”

She hadn't thought he would want to talk to her
after he had been virtually sold to the Ultharians. She wasn’t
privy to that deal, but she imagined the brothers might harbor no
small amount of animosity towards Hive and Four Forty for their
treatment.

The collar of his filigreed jacket was undone,
as if it had been donned hastily. Sweat beaded his brow. He
absentmindedly wiped it away with his sleeve, pressing closer to
the communication pickup.

“She doesn't know I've called,” he said with
quiet desperation. “She's insatiable! If my brother wasn't
occupying her right now, she'd be milking the life out of me.”

“Who?” Four Forty was pretty sure she knew, but
in her new incarnation she wanted to be precise.

Russell twiddled his collar. “The queen, dammit!
She's a freaking nymphomaniac! If I hadn't been a fixture in her
harem for months and saw it firsthand, I wouldn't have believed it.
How they fought the war to a standstill I'll never know, since all
she wants to do is fuck!”

Amused, Four Forty tilted her hips. “And what do
you wish me to do? I am bound to serve Hive, and Hive has given you
to her as part of the peace deal. I cannot disobey.”

A faint call came from another room, as if
someone was in the throes of agony. Or pleasure.

“I know, I know!” he exclaimed. “Calling you
wasn’t my first choice, but most of the time she does something to
me and I just don't care about escaping! I had to make this call
while I'm lucid!”

The door behind him creaked open and a long,
lithe leg slipped through, draped in a diaphanous gown. Russell
hunched forward and whispered to the display. “Send me some help!
Find some slaves that can distract her or get me out of here before
it's too late!”

“Russy, Russy, where's my Russy?” the voice
lilted, the R’s rolling off her tongue like sugar droplets.

His eyes hunted, he spoke quickly. “It’s too
late for Matt, she broke him to her will. He sits around and feeds
her grapes. I found him sorting her cosmetics by shades of color in
an attempt to please her. It's not natural, dammit!”

“There you are!” declared the queen. “I've
caught you, you naughty boy! Attend, please!” A slash of green
wiped over his face as the sleeve of her gown swept past the bridge
of his nose. She pressed a finger to his forehead and his eyes
rolled back into his skull. “Get back into bed and wait for me like
a good little puppet.”

He groaned as his eyes dropped back into place,
filled with blank admiration. “Yes, mistress,” he replied, voice
monotone.

He shambled to the door, his flapping shirt
snapping as he retreated, ass briefly visible before the door shut
behind him. “What's this?” asked the queen. She peered through the
display at Four Forty. “I don't believe I had requested your
assistance.”

Four Forty gave a curtsy, the thin latex over
her bust creaking as it stretched enticingly. “Your majesty,” she
began.

The queen waved away her salutation. “None of
that. Who are you and why is my favorite slave whispering to
you?”

Four Forty parsed her words carefully. She had
no desire to upset the queen or her relationship with Hive, but she
did feel some small sense of loyalty to Russell. He had helped her
to find her true calling with Hive, even if it had been
unintentional.

“Russell is feeling… drained. He is having a
hard time adjusting to his new life, and wishes for more help to be
the best slave possible.”

The queen considered. “I give him the best
gifts, and spend the most time with him. Why would he be
unhappy?”

That was the rub. She was smothering him.
Perhaps if she redirected her attentions, spreading herself around
so that she wasn’t directing all of her apparently vast libido at
one person, Russell wouldn’t feel so strained. Would that also
solve more than one problem?

She arched an eyebrow, and hoped her next
statement would not offend. “Too much of any good thing can turn
sour. Russell needs some time to recuperate, to enhance his
obedience. Have you considered taking another?”

The queen rested a hand on her hip, a triangle
of green fabric dangling from her arm. “Do you have a
suggestion?”

“Indeed I do. I believe further payments were
outlined in the peace deal?”

The Queen tilted her head in regal assent.

“Than I shall make a proposal. I have had recent
trouble with a young man. I believe it would do him good to train
under you. I could arrange to have him transferred under the
agreement.”

The queen ran her fingers over the console. “In
return for? I will not release Russell from my service.”

“I am not asking for freedom, merely clemency.
You shall give him more rest and relaxation, reducing his schedule.
In return, I'm certain he will become a more… willing slave?”

The queen considered, waving her hand in a lazy
half circle. “I suppose I have been leaning too hard on my
favorites.”

She set her jaw. “Very well, the pact is sealed
upon my honor. You will hear from us shortly to make the
arrangements.”

Four
Forty curtseyed as the display winked out. “Connection terminated,”
relayed Two Ten blandly.

“Are you certain Hive will agree?” she
asked.

“No,” replied Four Forty. “But it's the best I
can do for him. He deserves that much kindness for treating me well
during my conversion.” She sighed. “His only other option would be
to join Hive and he may have liked that idea less.”

Two Ten appeared baffled. “Won't everyone join
Hive eventually?”

Four Forty winked. “Perhaps. We don't yet know
what the future will hold. But not immediately, I think. The
balance of power is still too fragile, and the Ultharians will take
advantage if given the chance.”

“Hive
knows best,” murmured Two Ten. Her console beeped. “There's another
communique incoming. This one is from… Four Fifty?”

“Curious, I wonder what she might be
needing?”

Her aunt had been put in charge of the Drone
development corp, and was often traveling from place to place to
support new Drone startups. It wasn't a surprise to see her sitting
comfortably in a shuttle passenger chair. A brief smile lit her
lips. She raised a hand in greeting, pink nails waving lazily.

“Hello, darling,” she began, her motions
languid. “How goes the conversion business?”

Four Forty remained stiff, a faint need to
impress rippling through her. “We near sixty percent, Inspector,”
she replied, using her aunt’s formal title.

Her aunt chuckled, breasts held tight in her
strict, black dress. “No need for formalities with me, Director.”
The last syllable came out stilted.

Her face relaxed into a broad smile. “It sounds
like you’re on schedule. Did you know I just visited your sister on
Sharwood, and she's whipping that place into shape, too?
Infiltration has taken half as long as usual and we haven't needed
to deploy very many Enforcers, either.”

She paused for a moment, glittering eyes
settling on Four Forty’s latex outfit. “Two peas in a pod you are,
cut from the same cloth. It's no wonder Hive desired you both so
much. This sort of leadership just can't be bought.”

Four Forty curtsied. “I thank you,
Inspector.”

Four Fifty’s eyes creased, then relaxed. A
guffaw escaped her lips. “Still on the clock? Very well. I've
finished my business, and am currently on track to land at your
complex in about an hour. I would appreciate it if you would attend
me.”

Curiosity seized Four Forty. She hadn't expected
to see any family for at least another month. In truth, she had
hoped she wouldn't. She had gotten used to setting her own
schedule, and she liked it that way. Having more than one control
Drone in a facility always seemed to cause unnecessary
friction.

“Of course! I will make the preparations at
once.” She nodded her head and the communication terminated.

She gave a wry snort. The astronomer with her
head in the clouds had turned into quite an exacting Inspector. Who
could have credited that would occur when this all began? Certainly
not her.

She turned to Two Ten. “Any special occasions I
might have missed?”

“Not that I'm aware of,” she replied. “Could she
be coming for a tour of your facilities?”

“I sure hope not.” The statement felt sour in
her mouth. Feeling like this was childish. Being given short notice
was no excuse for bad hospitality. She needed to pull herself
together.

She stood and sighed. “Could you prepare my sea
green dress, please? This time I do not wish to be caught by
surprise.”

Two Ten bowed, her eyes serene. “As you
wish.”

 



Chapter Four

The octagonal landing pad had been built on a
rocky outcropping just outside the processing building. Most of the
scrub around the periphery had been burnt away by the harsh wash of
plasma boosters. This made it a rather uncomfortable venue to be
wearing heels.

Too bad, she wanted to look her best when her
aunt arrived. She had worked diligently the last couple months in
her spare time to reclaim her title of fashion queen, and she
didn't wish to be shown up. There was a touch of narcissism
involved, perhaps, but Hive had done such a great job of remodeling
her body, it would be a travesty for her to not show it off.

Her design repertoire had changed to reflect her
new status. Lacy, airy creations had given way to ones that
elicited base desires in latex and leather. She could afford to be
more risqué, as Drones simply wouldn't complain about whatever she
dressed them in. Additionally, due to mandatory body reshaping,
there were a lot of Drones out there who could appreciate and wear
her creations.

Her current outfit was awash with strips of
green rubber at the openings to her arms and legs. They flapped in
the sea breeze, a tinge of salt infiltrating her nostrils. Her
breasts were supported by a rigid boned corset, with breast cups
that extended high enough to reveal only the edge of her curved,
blue flesh. This had the side effect of hiding the whorls imprinted
in her flesh, but that couldn't be helped. An impractical outfit
that showed off her unique body patterns would not be sturdy enough
for an outside reception.

An advance party had been sent ahead by Four
Fifty, a buzzing clutch of Drones who were busy putting the
finishing touches on a series of tents erected on a plateau behind
them. They were far enough away on a ridge line to avoid the
destructive force of any landing craft.

She hadn’t been told the purpose of the tents,
which was highly irregular. She had almost denied them landing
rights until Four Fifty had intervened personally. Now they were
here, setting up for an unknown event away from her prying
eyes.

The buzz of their thoughts flickered at the
corner of her mind, but they were impenetrable. Four Fifty must be
a jealous mistress, for her Drones were currently encrypted. This
was not a rare occurrence, but it was uncommon. Normally encryption
was used only to avoid data breaches when utilizing Drones on
special operations. There were more than a few unscrupulous
operators in the galaxy who wished Hive to fail.

Still, it was harmful to keep a Drone encrypted
for too long. Denying them the joy of the Gestalt would be painful
at best, and damaging at worst. The collaborative embrace of the
Gestalt was what made them great. She made a mental note to discuss
with Four Fifty how she treated her Drones later.

Her thoughts were interrupted by a sonic boom, a
rapidly moving shuttle on decent to her location. The Drones
arrayed around her as a greeting party swayed in the wind.

Two Ten was unable to join them, as she was
occupied with running the facility while Four Forty was away. Two
Ten had been given significant responsibilities in the wake of the
Drone takeover. Four Forty was pleased with her progress, and
delighted watching her grow into her new role. This, of course,
didn't change their defined roles in the bedroom, but Two Ten never
let that affect her work.

Her presence was missed, but there were plenty
of other Drones near the platform. Several worker Drones in orange
colored latex labored on the periphery, rolling refueling equipment
into place. Additionally, a cadre of guards had been attached to
her group, a menacing presence in shiny black. They had stiff
backs, their hands held easy at their sides. The tinted view ports
on their helmets made it impossible to determine what they were
looking at. They could be sleeping without any observer
knowing.

She smirked. That was impossible. A Drone would
not sleep on the job. That would go against their obedience
programming, and a Drone was nothing if not obedient. Indeed, she
could feel a trace of their thoughts skimming the Gestalt,
suspicion and alertness radiating from their lithe frames.

The main engine on the shuttle cut out, the
vessel smoothly transferring to auxiliary repulsors for touchdown.
Dust on the landing pad billowed out, swirling outwards until it
hit temporary transparent barriers which had elevated from the
landing pad. The barrier redirected the forces from the engines
upward, away from the greeting party.

The polycarbonate shields withdrew smoothly back
into the landing pad as a ramp extended from the shuttle. Four
Forty braced herself. Her aunt had changed significantly since
being Droned. The meekness which had defined her former personality
was gone, replaced by an arrogant confidence. This made her far
more like her mother, who was difficult to handle at the best of
times.

She composed her face. No need to feel
trepidation. She was in her bailiwick. She controlled the Drones at
this installation. She kept telling herself that she was in
control, but she felt a soft tremble in her right leg anyway. How
annoying.

To hide her physical frailty, she stepped
forward as the hatch extended, ready to greet her kin. Her aunt
paraded down the ramp in a strict button up top and slacks, all in
black. She gave the impression of a businesswoman, except for the
delicate golden collar clasped at her neck which proudly declared
her number.

The custom collar was another visible mark of
her new vanity. The power she had been given must have gone to her
head. When she had known Four Fifty as a scientist, she had always
been kind to Four Forty, despite her overdeveloped opinion of her
own intellect. In her new role, the accompanying arrogance made her
quietly insufferable.

The rest of her coterie were dressed in more
typical Dronewear, cheaper and simpler for Hive to mass produce.
Their green skintight outfits sparkled in the afternoon sun, feet
clad in heavy boots. At least that much was practical.

The rest of their outfits weren't. Cutouts had
been made to expose their breasts to the open air, blue, perky
nipples upturned. A strip of latex ran upwards between their
breasts, fastened below their collars with metallic rivets. Another
open slot had been made in the fabric to expose the gems embedded
in their breast bones, twinkling as they turned.

Four Fifty rushed down the ramp and clasped Four
Forty’s hands, feet navigating the metal nimbly in her strict,
black heels. She bent her head and pressed her cool forehead
against Four Forty’s, a common Drone greeting. “Blue is bliss,” she
stated, with some warmth.

Four Forty did her best to summon her own
hospitality, pressing her hands onto her aunt’s upper chest, the
arch of her thumbs highlighting the blue gem to complete the
greeting. She murmured the phrase back to her aunt with rather less
enthusiasm. “Blue is bliss.”

She loosened up gradually, allowing herself to
relax in the moment. The sudden visit was unexpected, but perhaps
not entirely unwelcome. There hadn’t been much happening to break
up the daily routine lately, and she found the interruption
invigorating.

“My dear, it's so good to see you. It’s been
quite a long time, hasn't it?”

She winked an eye.

<I have a surprise for you, my dear!>

Her aunt’s voice came through clearly,
whispering in the Gestalt. She pulled back and lifted her hand,
palm up, to gesture at the ramp.

A shock of surprise rippled through her
consciousness. There was her sister prancing towards her, dressed
in one of her creations! To be sure, it was an older design, but
the alternating stripes of transparent bubblegum latex made her a
striking figure.

Droning worked subtly different on each
individual, unlocking their hidden potential. In this case, it had
removed her sister’s demure attitude, stripping away any trace of
shyness. What was left behind was a full blown exhibitionist, any
shame rolling right off her buxom body.

Her sister pressed herself against Four Forty,
kissing her on the cheek shamelessly. The swirls that decorated
their bodies shimmered brightly as they squeezed together, warmth
suffusing her soul. She fell forward into the embrace, enjoying the
closeness.

She hasn't realized how much she had missed her
sister, and found herself hugging Four Forty One as if she was
afraid she didn’t exist. Perhaps she had gotten too close to her
work. She needed a break to recharge. Her brain immediately set to
work thinking up new ways to restrain Two Ten in submissive
positions. The bondage matrix was fun to use on her, but it was
becoming a bit one note.

Unfortunately, that needed to wait for later,
when she had more brain cycles to spare. She kissed her sister
back, relishing the smooth feel of her cheek. She clasped her
around the waist and gave her a genuine smile. Her sister gently
pulled back until they were standing side by side.

They both giggled at their aunt, who gave them
an amused grin. Four Forty frowned, and picked at a pink ruffle
which sat delicately over her sister's breasts. It highlighted her
enormous assets, doing nothing to preserve her modesty. “This
design is old!” she exclaimed. “Why didn't you tell me you were
coming? I could have given you one of my new creations!”

Four Forty One pouted. “That would have spoiled
the surprise! Besides, I like this outfit. It has a certain
flair.”

She lifted her hands and pressed them to her
shoulders, giving a little twirl to expose her Drone figure. Blue
stars were sprinkled all over her butt, the material stretching in
an enticing fashion as she leaned over in a bow. It rippled with
her movements, drawing the eyes of the rest of her entourage as if
by magnetism.

Four Forty hid a laugh. If her sister had not
been a Director, the other Drones would likely proposition her. As
it was, she was certain there were more than a few Drones that had
bedded her. It wasn't her place to ask. She'd leave that sort of
prying to her mother.

The smile slid from her face. She hadn't heard
from her mother in months, and she was concerned. She was certain
that being Droned had freed her from her unhealthy devotion to the
former Emperor, and had ultimately put her in a better place.
Still, this radio silence bothered her. Why hadn’t she given Four
Forty a call?

“Four Fifty, could you…” she squeaked, jumping
as her sister bumped against her and grabbed her by the hand.

“Let's go, sis, I've been dying to show you what
I've come up with!”

Four Fifty arched an eyebrow, the corners of her
mouth lifting. “It’s all she could talk about on the long trip from
Vorthos.”

“What are you both talking about?” Four Forty’s
voice rose as her sister dragged her towards the tents. “I insist
you tell me… what, no, stop it!”

She gave token resistance, but found herself
unwilling to stop herself from being hurried along. Her curiosity
was piqued, and it looked like her bubbly sister was running the
show.

The guard Drones spread out, flanking the
approach from the landing pad to the tents in their shiny black
carapaces. Four Fifty marched along behind with a measured pace.
“This was mostly her idea, you know, although quite a few others
contributed. Please don't blame me for these theatrics, I
personally thought they were rather over the top.”

She slowed as they reached an arch of tan fabric
held high on metal poles, denoting the entrance to the encampment.
As soon as they passed through the threshold, Four Forty was
floored, mouth flapping like a sheet of paper.

Around the periphery, colorful bunting in purple
and white decorated outlying tents. To her left was a dunk tank. A
young, nude Drone sat in the chair, her face hidden behind an
elaborate black gas mask, its snout molded into the shape of a
snarling animal. The mask shone, reflecting overhead lights from
the carnival.

Four hoses extended from each side of the mask
like octopus tentacles. There was enough slack in each hose that
they dangled into a sea of liquid blue, the shimmering surface
sparkling just below the Drone’s wiggling feet.

Other Drones threw balls at a round bullseye
without a lot of success. With every miss, the Drone reached out a
hand, beseeching them to hit the button. Her other hand was jammed
between her legs, fingers rubbing back and forth in a desperate
attempt to satisfy her libido.

When one of the scantily clad Drones finally hit
the plunger, she elicited a muffled squeal of delight as her lithe
body slipped into the sloshing blue liquid below. Her breasts sank
beneath the surface, arms thrashing. A scattering of air bubbles
popped as she sank deeper. Four Forty blinked. That definitely
wasn't water, it was far too viscous.

The Drone’s body went limp and dropped to the
bottom of the tank, vibrating in ecstasy. A nearby Drone dressed in
a carny outfit watched the display with bemusement. After a short
time, the carny Drone opened the cage and fished the masked Drone
back out. She was gently propped back onto the platform, but this
time she slumped in the chair with a satisfied expression. She
circled her breasts with the tips of her fingers as residual blue
liquid dripped from her satiated body back into the tank.

To the right of the dunking booth, a platform
had been built. It had a rounded backboard in the shape of a
phallus, ten feet tall. At the high point of the board was mounted
a nude Drone, her body captured securely by the smooth tentacles of
a robot which was wrapped around her legs, arms, and torso. Her
legs splayed wide, exposing her moist snatch. Above her head was
painted a spurting cock head, white sperm blasting out as if it was
a volcano. She panted, her head sagging.

To her left stood a garishly dressed barker
twirling a ludicrously sized hammer as tall as she was. She wore a
jester hat with multiple bells dangling, her eyes painted black and
white like a clown.

“Try your luck! Ten creds gets you ten strikes!
If the horny whore orgasms, you win a prize! Any takers?”

Bemused, Four Forty watched as a passing Drone
dressed in utilitarian orange took her up on her offer. The hanging
whore lifted her head and looked at the muscular Drone, licking her
lips.

The orange Drone wrapped her fingers around the
hammer in a muscular grip, lifting the gaudy thing high above her
head in preparation for a blow. The first strike drove a hydraulic
jack upwards, the metal shaft tipped with a long, thick dildo. The
lewd device rose halfway up towards the bound Drone, then dropped
back with a crash.

“Oh, too bad,” said the barker, blowing on her
ruby red fingernails. “Give it a bit more oomph?”

Muscles flexing, the hammer dropped onto the
platform the second time with a loud crash. The dildo rose like a
snake, jamming between the captive Drone’s legs. She let out an
immediate moan, rolling her head in pleasure. The dildo dropped
back down, leaving her with an agonizingly small taste of pleasure.
“Oh yes, more,” groaned the Drone, trying and failing to roll her
hips.

The worker Drone lifted her arms, showing off
her muscles. “You want more? I'm going to give it all to you!”

The captive Drone looked on with renewed
interest, admiring the boastful Drone. “You get me off and I'm
yours,” she announced.

The barker glanced at her with sharp eyes.
“Who's running this, me or you?”

She looked back at the muscled Drone. “Eight
more! Do you have what it takes?”

The Drone spat on her hands, rubbing them
together before picking up the hammer, an intense look on her face.
“Are you ready for the pile driver?”

Eager, the bound Drone nodded her assent. With a
cry of effort, the hammer dropped on the platform, drilling the
captive Drone with another deep thrust of the dildo.

Without pause, the hammer whacked on the target
again and again, the dildo pistoning up and down like a hammer
mill. The captive wriggled as the implacable device tortured her,
driving her to new heights every time it speared her pussy. The
blur of the hammer became a steady thunder, each whack bringing the
Drone closer to climax.

Finally, she shrieked, her muscles pulsing
uncontrollably, liquid squirting down her thighs. Her face red, she
panted, her face awash with delight. “Fuck, that was amazing!” she
declared, smiling. “I thought there was nobody strong enough to do
me… everybody else was just a tease!”

The muscular Drone cracked a smile. “With me
you’ll always get a proper ride.”

“Grand prize!” the barker declared, no longer
looking bored. “And in only eight hits! Wow! Which prize option
would you like?” Her manicured nails scraped over the wooden board
stating the different prize brackets.

The Drone looked excited as she examined the
board, dropping the hammer to the ground. “Slave for a day!” She
announced. “I have some new techniques I want to try!”

The robot securing the Drone to the backboard
unfurled its legs and crawled down to ground level with its bound
cargo. The worker Drone kissed the captive with eager interest,
which was lavishly returned. The worker left down a side alley, her
new slave in tow.

Next door, a long tent had been setup with a
polished wood counter at the front. Low powered beam rifles had
been mounted for shooters. Several Drones were bent over, blasting
rays of multicolored light at targets in the rear of the booth.

Various props had been setup in layers, forming
a diorama of a desert frontier. Crates and wooden structures were
built as props in the landscape, serving as distractions for the
shooters. Arthropod robots with targets strapped to them skittered
in and out of view.

These were not the main attraction, however.
Every so often, a chariot would race by in the background, pulled
by Drones dressed in full tack. Their heads bowed forward as they
pulled, chomping at their bits as their mistresses lightly tapped
their shoulders with their whips. Breathing hard, they ran with all
their might as shards of light played over shapely bodies.

One of them began to slow in a turn, the two
wheeled conveyance she was pulling wobbling in a dangerous tilt. A
hard tap and a forceful command was sufficient to bring the Drone
back on course, but not before it had been zapped several times
with light electric shocks.

Laser targets had been attached to the slave
Drones on their ears, necks, and heaving sides. Wires ran from the
targets over latex bodysuits, terminating at their nether regions.
After one Drone took a few unfortunate hits, it became quite
obvious what the wires were for.

The Drone stumbled, buzzing lasers striking head
and hip targets. Her balance disturbed, she missed the next step,
her hoof boot twisting under her. She fell forward, hanging from
the harness as the cart rolled on. Fortunately, the cart was
sufficiently counterbalanced that the dead weight of the Drone
wasn’t sufficient to topple the entire contraption. The Drone hung
in mid air as the conveyance rolled towards the rear of the
stage.

Startled by the unexpected drama, the target
shooters paused, a mild gasp rising from the audience. Their
concern was unnecessary, however, as the Mistress clearly had the
situation in hand. She applied the hand brake and shifted a lever.
The Drone hitch withdrew into the cart, pinning the ‘horse’ against
the front frame. The fallen Drone waved at the crowd, sheepish and
a little afraid.

The fear was needless, however, as no punishment
was forthcoming. Her mistress patted her on the head and gave her a
loving stroke. Soon, the Drone had calmed herself and was leaning
into the familiar touch with ease. A final pat was given and the
Drone uncurled, stretching her legs back out as the hitch
lengthened. The pair left the stage to the right, the Drone now
happily trotting as she shook her head, a soft whinny echoing
through the tent. Her mistress raised her black, gloved hand, a
parting wave to the concerned patrons.

The crowd cheered, returning to their beam
rifles to shoot at the remaining contestants. “They're competing
for the grand prize,” her sister commented.

Four Forty glanced at her, a question in her
eyes. When the answer was not forthcoming, she sighed. “And what
might that be?” she asked.

“A chance to bed a Queen, of course. The
dominant ones can't resist, they're putting up fierce competition.”
She nudged Four Forty's shoulder. “Who could resist the opportunity
to snuggle up to someone in power?

Four Forty grunted. Society climbing was
apparently not a dead art, even in the artificial environment Hive
provided. Perhaps it was a good idea for Hive to provide an outlet
for the ambitious; good talent should not be wasted.

Still, it was out of her purview. She was still
only a district director. A damn good one, but that was all she
was. She found fulfillment in doing her job well, and didn't wish
or ask for more. It was far better to be pleased with what she had
than to turn into a tyrant like her father.

She shivered for a moment thinking about him,
but took solace in the fact that he was unable to hurt her or
anyone else. Even he would probably say that he was happier now
than before, though that was surely artificial. His mind had been
cored, body sated, subverted by Hive. That's all any of them
needed. To serve Hive. Together in Blue.

She walked further along with her sister,
approaching the next booth. Here there were multiple participants
tossing small rubber balls at a table crowded with glass jars.
Among the jars, three different female Drones laid on their backs,
wrapped with leather straps, their colored latex bodysuits matching
the surrounding displays. Like her aunt's guards, these also had
cutouts for their breasts and jewels, exposing them to missed shots
from the contestants. Their faces were covered with molded rubber
masks, leaving holes only for their noses and mouths.

Crisscrossing straps secured three circular
leather cups to their bodies, within which bottles of different
colors and sizes were mounted. The first cup acted as a gag, a
blue, medium sized bottle perched on top. The second, a large, red
bottle, was installed right below the gems in their breastbones,
pressing tightly into their cleavage. The final bottle was the
smallest, a tiny green receptacle sprouting from their nether
regions.

This all made perfect sense to Four Forty, as
obedience came from the mind, dominance from the heart, and
pleasure from down below. These were the most important concepts
for a Drone to understand, lessons learned during Drone
training.

The Drones didn't appear to be bound to the
table, but if they moved too much, liquid sloshed out of the jars
mounted to their bodies, causing them to moan and writhe further.
It seemed like a bit of a game for them to try and remain as still
as possible.

One of the thrown balls kissed the mouth of the
obedience jar, causing that Drone to tremble uncontrollably. The
jars were small enough to make the task challenging, but eventually
one of the throwers managed to hit the dominance target on the
center Drone, liquid splashing out with an audible plop.

The Drone moaned, breasts trembling like jello
as her back dangerously arched. Light twinkled from the emerald gem
embedded in her chest as she rose at an awkward angle. Blue liquid
splashed from the bottle onto her chest, inundating her breasts and
running down the sides of her torso in scattered droplets.

This, in turn, inspired further paroxysms from
the Drone, making it even more difficult for her to keep still. It
was not clear to Four Forty why the Drones were trying so hard. The
leather cups on the Drone's chest and pubes must be mounted with
simulation devices, and the liquid was obviously causing them even
more arousal. Why didn’t they splash the liquid on purpose to
achieve orgasm?

The Drone's body went rigid, then relaxed, as
she released a high pitched noise of satisfaction. She laid back
down and arched her back slightly until it was horizontal.

“Are these Drones competing in the same contest
as the others? I was expecting them to be secured to the
table.”

Her sister laughed, a merry tinkle. “No, they
are in training, trying to attract a mistress. They're proving that
they're capable of serving. See over there? There's some
prospective mistresses who are evaluating them to see if they are
worthy of being added to their stable.”

A small gathering of Drones she hasn't noticed
earlier were off to the side, an eclectic group of mistresses and
slaves. The mistresses were dressed in red, their tight latex
contrasted by black corsets, slaves kneeling in front of them. All
of the slave’s arms were held backwards in armbinders, hands locked
behind them in a submissive pose. The mistresses watched the
performance in the booth with keen eyes, drinking in the spectacle
as they noted how each Drone performed.

Now that it had been pointed out to her, it all
made sense. Fully bound Drones would not be able to prove anything
but endurance. Here, they could show off how obedient they could be
despite outside distractions or incentives.

Her eyes widened as she realized she recognized
one of the mistresses among the gathering. Unlike the others, this
one wore a styled latex uniform over her bodysuit, buttons running
from her knees to her breasts. Stripes of black trimmed the dress,
giving her a severe appearance. From her right hand dangled a short
crop, standard equipment for a mistress of her status.

This one was no Drone at all. She was a Queen.
Or, at least, she had been. After Five had survived her punishment
period under Four Forty, she had been released. Four Forty had lost
track of what the erstwhile queen was up to. Certainly she wasn't
dressed like a queen now. Her outfit wasn't any different from that
of the other mistresses, which explained why Four Forty hadn't
noticed her sooner.

Five met her gaze and winked, sauntering up to
her group. “It's good you see you again, Four Forty. I'm sorry for
leaving so abruptly, I didn't have an opportunity to apologize
properly. I wasn’t in the right frame of mind to give it.”

She pressed in close, breath hot on Four Forty's
face. Before she could react, Five moved closer, planting a wet
kiss on her lips, lingering for a moment. Her tongue flicked out,
tasting her mouth before sliding back.

Not knowing how to react to this, Four Forty
stood still, like a wooden statue, while her sister giggled at her
dour expression. The kiss was not unpleasant, but she simply had no
feelings for this Drone. It only served to increase her desire to
be back in bed with Two Ten.

“I'm sorry, did you have a reason for that?” She
asked, a bit annoyed.

Five's eyes twinkled, her mouth cracked in an
impish grin. “Are you not accepting my apology?”

When she was presented with a blank stare, Five
sighed. “You don't have to play dumb, I know you haven’t forgiven
me for what happened. I'm sorry for implanting that AI in your
head. It was a dumb move anyway.”

Her cheeks became inflamed. “Rosy won’t let me
forget how foolish I’ve been,” she mumbled, “but it was for the
best! You see? Now we're all happy Drones!” She lifted her arms
theatrically.

Four Forty couldn't prevent her lips from
slightly lifting. “Fine. Apology provisionally accepted - but you
still owe me a favor.”

“Sure, whatever you need!” Her voice dropped to
a low tenor. “Whatever you want.”

“Don't be too sure I'm looking for sexual
favors. I have my hands full with Two Ten.”

This sparked an eyebrow raise. “With, or
of?”

Before she could reply, her aunt interjected,
looming over the former queen. “I assume everything is going well
with you?” she asked primly, arms folded.

Four Forty was surprised to see Five back off,
almost as though she was afraid of Four Fifty. Five forced a smile
and a weak laugh.

“Of course! Swimmingly! I've even found a slave
to take care of at the competition!” She nodded her head at the
tent she had just been watching. “I will make sure she finds what
she is looking for.”

“Good,” replied her aunt. “No reprisals. No
injuries. No pain. You know the rules.”

“Yes, yes of course,” murmured Five, her eyes
shifting to the look at the ground.

That was highly unusual. She had never before
seen Five submit to anyone. What was going on?

“Let's leave Five to her task, Four Forty, there
is more to see here.”

Four Fifty took her by the shoulder, ushering
her along despite her protests. “We must all do our assigned tasks
to the best of our abilities. Five knows and obeys, like we
do.”

<We follow, Hive leads.>

That was decidedly a non answer, but Four Forty
let it go… for now. If Hive needed her to know what was going on
with Five she would be told in due course. If not, she might do
some digging on her own. Hive did not stifle curiosity, but you
weren’t necessarily told details Hive considered irrelevant to your
purpose.

Her speculation about what was going on tempered
her irritation at not being told about the big event. This must
have taken months of planning at the very least! How could she have
been left out of the loop? And on her doorstep, no less! She shot
her aunt an acerbic look. “Was all this your idea?” Her tone was
clipped.

Four Fifty raised her gloved hands and returned
an innocent look. “Not at all my doing, dear!”

<You may find the answers you seek at the
fountain.>

The voice through the Gestalt was apologetic, so
she let the statement stand and walked towards the fountain which
had been installed at the center of the festivities. She hadn't
paid it much attention earlier, but now that she was closer it was
clear that it was much larger than she had expected.

A pedestal sat in the center of a circular bowl
of inch deep water, atop which a carved sculpture balanced. A
feminine form reached out with her left hand, a beseeching
invitation to the onlooker. She was wearing a shift made of stone,
waves of fabric carved into the rock. Surprisingly, there was no
collar secured around her neck, the pale expanse unsettling to her
Drone mind. Four Forty felt at her neck, the reassuring weight of
her own collar lending her strength. She would have felt naked
without it.

The statue wore a tall crown made entirely of
metal, intricate engravings circling the lower half. The upper half
was inlaid with precious stones in shades of blue. It was opulence
that could not have worked in public spaces of a non enslaved
populace. As Drones, none of them would dream of stealing from
Hive. They wanted for nothing, Hive providing all their needs. Hive
was their reason for being.

Circling the pedestal were an array of Drones,
their arms uplifted. They wore nothing but collars and gas masks,
their nude bodies worshiping the statue. The masks hid any
individuality, making them one under Hive.

A brass plaque on the front of the pedestal had
a few words engraved: “She who is, and will always be. We love
Her.”

Four Forty did not recognize the face of the
figure, but she could guess. This must be a representation of One,
Rosy, who had authority over them all. She felt a reverence that
she found hard to explain. It was only a statue, but it represented
so much! The One who had bound them all in Blue. The force of will
that held Hive together.

She shivered, averting her eyes from the statue.
The Drones circling the fountain carried thin wands in their hands,
cocked at angles. Water sprouted from the rods, forming sprays in
the shape of umbrellas which splashed downwards into the pool they
were standing in.

Music began to play from an unknown source, the
air filling with strains of a popular ballet. She had heard it
often during her childhood at various parties, and she tensed
hearing it here due to the bad association in her mind. However,
there were no calls for guests to meet on the dance floor or to
fill out their cards. There were no mental battles around trying to
figure out who liked who.

Instead, the masked Drones inhaled as if one
being and twirled their bodies, droplets of water spraying in
enticing patterns. As they spun, they tiptoed closer to the
fountain, closing the circle. They jumped sprightly, waving their
wands in a chopping motion.

Their feet touched the ground in a light splash,
and they all got down on one knee, their wands pointed at the
fountain. Arcs of water sprayed to either side, highlighting the
delicate features of the figure’s face. It looked eminently
kissable.

A bright flare lit the statue, and it suddenly
smiled. Light played across the stone from head to toe, forming a
hologram that seemed to lift out from the rock. The Drones gasped
in pleasure, folding their bodies and wands on the ground in
supplication.

Instead of watching the hologram, Four Forty's
eyes narrowed as she looked around for the source of the illusion.
As she had expected, several spherical projector bots had setup
around the fountain and were projecting One’s lithe figure. Her
curiosity satisfied, she gave the hologram her full attention,
which by this time was approaching their small group.

Unlike the statue, which was unable to show
minute details, this image seemed almost corporeal. Flowing blond
hair curled around the woman's ears, touching lightly on delicate
cheekbones. A smile tugged at pert lips, enhancing the effect of
her strong jaw. Brown eyebrows tilted upwards with grace, eyes a
piercing blue.

Four Forty let out a little gasp as she examined
the dress. It was surely one of her designs, but not one she had
released. She hadn't even told anybody about that project! She
ought to be irritated that her mind had been violated, her design
stolen, but she found it impossible to be angry at the hologram.
She knew that she would do anything for this woman. For Hive.

The dress itself was blue, a strapless gown with
a long train. Fabric wound tight around the waist and over the
bust, enhancing the woman's breasts. As this was a digital
recreation, there was no reason for her to be modest, but this was
not unsurprising. It was difficult to change one's mental image of
oneself without outside help. She still found it strange every so
often to wake up and look in the mirror, the memories of her old
body conflicting with her new Drone self.

Not that it was necessarily a bad thing. There
had been several times where she had almost been late after a bit
of self exploration, to Two Ten's eternal consternation.

The arms of the dress were cut low, the woman's
hands covered with white, frilly gloves. Her feet were adorned with
shiny, black heels, almost hidden under the billows of fabric that
dropped from her thighs.

The dress was suitable for a wedding, which made
sense, as she had been planning it for her own. Still, she
rationalized, if it was fit for a wedding, it should also be fit
for her Queen.

She was struck with a sudden urge to kneel, but
converted that impulse into a low curtsy instead. Her head bowed
low. This was One. She deserved respect, for Hive came from her.
“Mistress,” she greeted One, stilted. “Your Drone serves you. Blue
is bliss.”

A light tinkle of laughter greeted her back.
“Blue is Bliss. Please, rise. I'm here today for you, not for
me.”

She laughed again. “Though, without me, we
wouldn't be here at all, so I suppose I should take some
credit.”

Four Forty slowly lifted her eyes to level with
her Mistress. “So why are we here? Why has this all been done
behind my back?” She thrust out her arms, palms upward,
encompassing the entire fair.

“Because this is all about you! It wouldn't be a
surprise if we told you!”

She stepped to the side, waving an arm at the
Drones who had been clustered around the fountain. They had dropped
their wands and had been handed cards. One by one they lifted them,
forming a phrase.

“Happy Droneiversary, Four Forty!”

Two Drones escorted a third up to Four Forty,
sparklers flashing in their hands. The third carried a cake,
decorated with blue frosting. “Congratulations on your one year
anniversary of being converted! You're being promoted!”

“My what? I’m what?” Four Forty cocked one
eyebrow, baffled.

“Oh my, has nobody let it slip yet?”

“Not me,” stated her aunt dryly. “I would never
deny you the pleasure.”

“Me either!” burbled her sister. “I'm only a low
level Director, I'm not told these things.” Her doe eyes blinked
with innocence.

“You are both terrible liars.” She adjusted her
stance and sighed. “Okay, out with it.”

The hologram made a gesture, and two guard
Drones sidled up next to her. One was short and petite, while the
other was built like a tank, but they both looked suitably sinister
in their black bodysuits. Wraparound full head masks with tinted
visors hid their identities, and scarves wound around their necks
hid their collar numbers. Four Forty was immediately suspicious,
but waited patiently for One to explain. Rosy was being more cagey
than usual, and she didn't want to burst her bubble.

“Effective immediately, you are promoted to
direct control of the planet Lockator, and all territories located
therein. You are elevated to the rank of Queen with all privileges
afforded.”

She paused while another Drone arrived, bearing
a cushion with a gold plated collar. Leaves were engraved around
the sides in a repeating pattern. Stylized numbers on the front
proclaimed that this indeed was hers. Shock gripped her body,
freezing her in place. Of anything she had anticipated happening,
this was not it!

Her royal pedigree meant nothing in the
hierarchy of Hive, and she was under the assumption that she made
for no more than a competent Director. Yes, she was efficient, and
yes, her conversion numbers were high, but she always felt as
though she wasn't doing enough to help Hive.

Rosy interrupted her train of thought. “‘From
one, comes all.’ Hive's motto. Your motto.”

She smiled beatifically. “Despite the problems
your family has caused, in the end there has been far more good
than bad that has come of it. You are a graceful, gracious
director, and I am certain you will make a lovely Queen.”

She ignored the blush blooming up Four Forty's
neck and turned to her sister. “Four Forty One, you may do the
honors.”

“Gladly!” chirped her sister.

She stepped in front of Four Forty, reaching her
hands out to gently grasp the collar at her neck. Without making a
noise, the heavy metal sprung open and its weight was removed from
her body.

The lightness felt weird, and wrong. She had not
been without her collar since her original capture, and since then
it had become a part of her. A comforting weight when she was
uncertain, a reminder of who she was and her Purpose. Now that she
was being elevated, she was even more unsure.

Trust Hive. Hive knew what it was doing. Feel
the obedience. Feel the Blue.

She sagged, waiting for her sister to set down
the old collar and pick up the new one. This collar had less weight
to it, a delicate golden circle made for a slave Queen. Nobody on
this planet would have the authority to disobey once it had been
fastened around her neck. The thought was as exhilarating as it was
terrifying.

Her sister approached now, bearing the new
reminder of her devotion. She could never have imagined that this
would be the result after spending so much time processing Drones
for Hive. Her chances of survival had been grim from the start, but
somehow she had made it through. Neither her father nor rogue AI
programs had been able to stop her.

Yes, this was right. Yes, she deserved this. For
the good of Hive.

The collar clicked shut, the cool metal warming
at her throat. This collar was lighter than her previous one, a
distracting difference that made her even more aware of her new
position. Soon she wouldn't even notice its presence unless she
made a conscious effort. She should appreciate it while it was
still fresh in her mind.

She bowed to her sister and One, her heart
thudding in her chest. An ugly thought occurred to her. “If I am
Queen, what about my retinue? What will happen to Two Ten?”

There was no way she could bear to lose her
lover. She would fight if necessary. Grim determination lined her
face.

One returned her glare for a few moments, then
burst into laughter. “Look at your face, it's simply too much!
There's no way I'd split you two, my sister and your sister would
never let me hear the end of it!”

“However,” she continued with less levity, “I
must insist on your protection. It's still a dangerous galaxy out
there, and a Queen makes for a good abduction target.”

She gestured at the two slick, black guards that
flanked her. Their heads shifted back and forth, impenetrable gazes
searching for threats. “These two are now yours. They will stay
with you in all places, public and private, as necessary. They will
protect you as I cannot. You cannot refuse this request. You will
not refuse.”

The last phrase hammered into her ears through
the power of the Gestalt, leaving her little choice but to assent.
“I wish to hear no disagreement on this point; all queens are
precious to Hive, and despite their local authority, they must obey
me.”

Four Forty blinked her eyes, surprised at the
sudden strength in Rosy’s voice. She tilted her head regally. “I am
Queen. I will obey Hive.”

“Good,” replied One. “It is quite tiring to hear
new queens complaining about their security, and I refuse to
indulge their objections.”

Amusement crinkled her cheeks. “However, there's
more, and I'm afraid you'll have plenty of opportunities to
complain, but hopefully not at me. This one is yours, Four
Fifty.”

Her aunt stepped forward, curtsying, showing far
more deference to One than she had to Five. “Yes, Mistress.”

She clapped her gloved fingers, barking a
command. A fanfare rose from behind Four Forty, drawing her
attention. A chariot was fast approaching, dust billowing up from
its wheels. A Drone, brown with dust, strained at her harness.
Boots clopped on the ground, raising a noisy ruckus.

The mistress tugged at her reins, slowing the
conveyance. “Whoa, hold up now,” she rasped.

The chariot pulled to a halt next to their party
and the mistress dismounted. She brushed a hand down the side of
her pony Drone, whispering encouragement.

“This is
One Fifty Five,” declared her aunt. “She has won the competition we
caught a glimpse of earlier. Her pony was trained well enough to
trot the entire course twenty times, which is a new arcade
record!”

Four Forty's eyes widened. She knew this Drone
from sometime in her past, but it felt like lifetimes ago. Perhaps
it was someone she had encountered back during her training? Not
all of her memories had returned with perfect clarity.

Finished tending to her pony, the mistress
stepped up to Four Forty and delivered a bright smile. She was
streaked with dust, but that did little to hide generous breasts
squeezed up and out by a boned underbust corset. The tight latex
imprinted her nipples in the surface, shamelessly displaying her
assets. Her thighs were bulky, far larger than those her pony
sported. Temperament must be more important than body frame in the
arcade given that the pony was less impressive physically than her
mistress.

Her aunt continued. “As a result of winning the
competition, she has won the right to bed a queen.”

She paused. “And she has chosen you.”

Four Forty attempted a rejoinder, but Four Fifty
simply raised her voice and plowed on.

“Did I forget to mention that she has also won
reproductive rights with your genetic material?”

A pregnant pause hung in the air. “She…
what?”

The mistress bowed low. “Everyone knows of the
famous Four Forty, who was a crucial component in the rise of Hive
and the downfall of the Empire. I would be honored to bear your
child.”

Four Fifty grinned. “It appears that the family
is about to expand.”

Four Forty rocked on her heels. Should she feel
angry? Afraid? She finally settled on resentment. Why was this
Drone getting special rights? She had no feelings for this Drone,
despite how attractive her toned body might be.

She glared at the mistress. “Absolutely not. I
did not agree to be a prize to be won.”

The Drone bowed again. “As Hive wills it. I do
not mean to offend. Perhaps you will change your mind later. I do
hope you will reconsider, I have always admired your work ethic
since I first met you.”

Emotions roiling, Four Forty transferred her
glare to One. She shrugged. “You’ve been getting lots of attention
due to your actions leading up to Hive’s takeover of the empire. As
time goes on, the attention has only increased, and now that you’re
a queen, you should expect more potential suitors.”

Four Forty frowned. “I won’t even consider it.
Two Ten comes first.”

One’s lips tilted upward. “What comes
later?”

“Nothing. Nothing comes later.” She put all of
her confidence behind the words, but One only grinned wider.

“I won’t consider it. The answer is still no!”
she said with finality. She doubted that would be the end of it,
but at least that matter could be shelved for now. “Any more
surprises?”

One steepled her fingers and bit her lip, smile
fading. “Just one, and I don't think you'll like it.”

“I haven't liked a great deal today. Don't leave
me in suspense.”

She sighed. “Alright. But this one is definitely
not of my doing.” Her eyes became distant as she reached out
through the Gestalt.

Two more figures approached, Five and a Drone
wearing a harness that she recognized from the bottle toss earlier.
Five held her crop to the back of the Drone's neck, guiding her by
tapping her on each shoulder as necessary. Five seemed worried, as
if she had an unpleasant surprise to reveal. Why did everybody have
something they weren't telling her?

Five tapped the Drone twice and she halted. She
breathed fitfully through her nose, her mouth still gagged by the
cup which had held the bottle in her mouth earlier. Her breasts
sagged in circular cutouts, wet with liquid splashed out by
contestants. She shifted from foot to foot in a nervous tic,
holding the wrist of one hand with her other. This Drone's neck was
adorned with a frilly rubber choker, a stripe of white across her
throat hiding her collar. More secrecy.

“You're not going to like whatever explanation I
give,” sighed Five, “so let's get this over with.”

She fiddled at the straps of the Drone's gag,
fumbling fingers unbuckling the clasps at either side. The gag was
extracted with a sucking noise, leather straps dangling in the air.
A smile graced the Drone's lips, at odds with her body language.
She said nothing, waiting for Five to finish her task.

A Drone could not disobey Hive, but they could
certainly complain. This Drone wasn’t, which made the situation all
the more curious.

Five turned to one of the nearby Drones, who
took the gag from her and bowed her head. This gave Four Forty an
opportunity to look at it closer. The interior of the gag lacked a
balloon. Instead, it had been molded to fit the Drone's mouth,
ensuring comfortable wear for long periods.

Five returned to the bound Drone and worked the
laces on the back of her hood. “Remember, now, she requested this.
I had no hand in influencing her decision.”

Again, that uncertainty. Five had never been
like this before. This was likely to be unpleasant. It wasn't Two
Ten, was it? Was that what they had been hiding from her? Her mind
spun in turmoil.

Sure, Two Ten was submissive, but she wouldn't
put herself in a carnival display to be used by others. Would she?
It ashamed her to realize at that moment that she didn't really
know.

She braced herself as the final few laces were
undone and the hood was tugged upwards. She had the fortitude to
get past this. She was a Hive Queen now and with that came a
required measure of dignity… oh shit.

Despite the blue skin, the jaw line of the Drone
was more than a little familiar. The rosy cheeks so similar to her
own, the nose and crinkling eyes. Finally, the hood pulled free,
leaving behind a sheen of sweat and a bold number on her bald head.
Four Ninety. Of course, it was her mother. Why would she have
thought otherwise?

Her surprise was tempered by anger, but not at
her mother. No, her mother had always been submissive, and
something like this would have likely happened sooner or later. Why
would she choose to be under Five's control, though, when Five had
treated her family so poorly?

Her eyebrows raised in barely contained rage.
“You knew!” She declared accusingly, pointing a finger at Five.
“You knew earlier and you didn't tell me!”

Five blanched, taking a step back. “Like I said,
not my idea. I've already been on the wrong end of your anger
multiple times. It sucks.” Her eyes creased. “I wouldn't mind being
under your control again, but…”

Here she stepped back further, sensing the depth
of the anger directed at her through the Gestalt. Her voice trailed
off and she shrugged, giving Four Forty a helpless look.

“Don't blame my sister,” interjected One, palms
outstretched. “Four Ninety approached me a few weeks ago and asked
if I could try to locate a proper mistress for her, as her husband
could no longer satisfy some of her deepest desires. He's not
capable of properly domming anyone at this point, I'm afraid. I had
to remove that side of his personality when I cored him.”

“Are you personally accepting the blame, then?
Why would you give her to Five?”

The raw anger chafed at her soul. Five may have
earned some measure of forgiveness, but she couldn't stop the
murderous feelings swirling in her chest. “Why was I not
consulted?”

One gave her a sharp look. “We're all family in
Hive, don't forget that.” Her brows softened. “As to why, there was
simply nobody else willing to weather your wrath. Your strength of
spirit is a rare asset, one not shared by many.”

“I had considered giving her to your sister to
train, or perhaps to one of the senior Hive members like Fifteen,
but in the end this was simply the best choice. Five is indebted to
you and your family and will do a good job. She has the experience
and tact necessary to pull this off without allowing your mother to
discard her mind entirely.”

“It’s a very real danger. I've seen it happen
before. Mindless obedience is surprisingly addictive, and many
Drones will fall to its allure.” She folded her arms. “A mind is a
terrible thing to waste, and I prefer not to ruin my best Drones.
Manual labor is only for those Drones unable to do anything else,
and I prefer to avoid it whenever possible.”

All these points made logical sense, but logic
could not sooth her roiling mind. “What about you?” She asked her
mother, voice as sharp as a tack. “Is this what you really
want?”

“Without a doubt,” her mother replied, no hint
of hesitation in her voice. “This wasn't a spur of the moment
decision. I've been begging Rosy for months, and she only recently
agreed to give me a test to verify whether I was ready to take this
step.”

Rosy? Her mother must have a close relationship
with One if they were on a first name basis. Her anger began to
ebb.

“What was the test?”

“If I could survive the bottle toss for three
hours without calling for relief or disqualifying myself, I would
be granted my desire and given a mistress. I succeeded.”

Her jaw firmed as she looked around. “I passed.
I won my prize.” Her neck stood proud like a preening cockerel.

One sighed. “Of course she passed it. What kind
of curse am I under to deal with a family like yours?”

One’s hologram walked closer to Four Ninety.
“You did win, but this doesn't mean you get to shirk your duties to
the former emperor or to me. Or to your daughters. Am I clear?”

“Yes, Mistress.” She ducked her head, but the
firm tilt to her jaw had not disappeared.

“Then let it be so. Drone Four Ninety, my direct
ward and maid to the former emperor, you are now a vassal to my
sister, Five, for a period of six months, or less if I deem you
have not been treated properly.”

The latex ruffle hiding her real collar was
removed by Five and replaced with a purple leash. She held the
leather firm in her grasp. “You are mine,” declared Five. “You
shall serve me in public and in private until such time the terms
of this agreement are annulled. If you agree to these terms, you
will now repeat after me - ‘vowed under the Blue.’”

“Vowed under the Blue.”

“Very well, then. Your first lesson is in
obedience. You have taken far too many liberties in front of your
Queens.”

She retrieved the gag from the nearby Drone, and
jammed it back into Four Ninety’s mouth, buckling it into place
with ruthless efficiency. Her mother made displeased noises, which
Five ignored. “A slave is calm. A slave is graceful. A slave does
not talk back to her betters. We will have to go over these lessons
again later. Concentrate on the Blue. You will find peace
there.”

She put a knee on her Drone's back, pulling Four
Ninety’s arms backwards. She lashed them together with the leash,
forcing her new slave to puff out her chest to relieve some
pressure.

“This slave has been controlled, Mistress.” Five
bowed to One, waiting to be recognized.

Four Forty wasn't too pleased by the situation,
but the choice had never been hers to make. She knew better than to
try and argue with her mother, and perhaps spending time as a
servant would do her good. It was hard justice for all the times
she had failed, but might just improve her character. A vindictive
thought, perhaps, but this was going to happen despite her
protests. There was no use in arguing with One. She was supreme in
Blue.

She had never won an argument with her mother,
anyway.

Too many decisions had been placed out of her
control today. It was making her exceedingly cranky. This charade
had gone on long enough. Queen or no queen, there was only one
person she wanted to see after today’s revelations. She shot One a
stern gaze. “Where is Two Ten? Is she involved in yet another
unpleasant surprise?”

One pressed a finger to her cheek, which passed
right through her flesh. “Oh no, dear, nothing unpleasant. I'm
afraid it’s not my job to explain… you'll need to visit the big top
and see for yourself.”

She sidled back and reached one arm out,
pointing the way to an enormous tent that was situated beyond the
fountain, at the rear of the arcade.

Four Forty couldn't wait any longer. She had
been pushed past the point of endurance and she had little patience
left. She nodded at her companions briskly. “I do thank you all for
attending. I'm afraid I can't stay. I must know what has happened
to Two Ten.”

Her sister smiled. “Don't worry, we can catch
up, you go on ahead.”

Four Forty gave One a low bow. “I promise to
serve Hive well as one of your Queens.”

A gentle caress buzzed at her through the
Gestalt. “I know you will. I know my Drones, and I know what you
are capable of.” Her ruby lips firmed. “Please do be patient with
Two Ten. She's sacrificed a lot to make make this happen for
you.”

Four Forty nodded, but her mind was already
elsewhere. What could Two Ten be up to?

 



Chapter Five

Four Forty focused, flaps of green rubber
twirling from her arms as she spun and marched towards the circus
tent. Her tunnel vision was such that she paid no attention to the
rest of the carnival, brushing past more than one Drone who had
stopped to congratulate her, making murmured apologies. Her new
guards followed behind her like ghosts, dark shadows breezing
through the crowd of festival goers.

By the end of the path, she was almost running,
driven by a mixture of fear and excitement. “Whoa there,” shouted
the attendant at the entrance to the tent. “There's no need to
rush, there's plenty of room for all!”

She slowed to a stop, giving the Drone a once
over. This one had gone all out, dressed in a pinstripe suit and a
straw hat with brown leather shoes. A typical carnival barker,
except that this Drone was male, which was quite unusual for
Hive.

Male Drones were as common as female Drones,
true, but they were not used in public spaces very often. More
commonly their strength would be harnessed to do the necessary, but
dirty jobs required to keep Hive society in working order. To be in
this position meant that he was special in some way.

Noticing her stare, the man paused a beat, eyes
flicking from the guards following behind to her golden collar,
then bowed. “Phineas Plaster at your service, my Queen. It's an
honor to serve you.”

He pointed at the silver collar which adorned
his neck, anticipating her questions, as if he had heard them all
before. He probably had.

“I've been with the circus for as long as I can
remember, and it’s where I’ve stayed after being Droned. Hive,
bless her wisdom, has found a spot where my talents can be put to
the best use.”

The man kept talking, preventing her from
inserting a word in edgewise. “As it happens, I know why you're
here. You want to see the big acts in the big top, of course!”

He reached into his jacket pocket. “Someone of
your eminence deserves better than the chicken coop gallery!
Here!”

He handed her a golden ticket. “Ringside
seating. All of the action and all of the danger right at your
fingertips!”

He touched his hat. “Nice to meet you, Mistress.
Have a good time.” He winked. “Make sure you stay for a few acts,
you don't want to miss the trapeze – that Drone is dynamite.”

His attention shifted and he greeted the next
Drone in line, which she suddenly realized stretched around the
side of the tent and out of sight. Did that Drone give her special
treatment? She felt a spark of embarrassment at being inattentive,
but she was a Queen now, and that must have certain perks. Queens
shouldn’t feel embarrassed at exercising their privileges. She
shrugged, shuffling inside.

On either side of the entrance were large
viewing stands which reached up almost to the top of the tent. A
ramp on either side provided access, but that wasn't what she was
looking for. She proceeded straight, making her way down to the
ring.

In the center of the tent an arena had been
built, a bowl filled with compacted sand. A waist high railing
fenced off the viewing area. Several large poles held up the tent,
situated strategically so that they wouldn't block the viewing area
for most of the audience.

An intricate set of wires crisscrossed the
ceiling, supporting a line of rope and a flying trapeze. No netting
had been strung underneath, so the trapeze artist must either be
crazy or competent. Or both.

Several pony chariots were tearing up the arena
as she approached, but when she reached the rail they had all
galloped off. The crowd cheered and stomped their feet. This must
be the tail end of another act. Good, perhaps the trapeze would be
next?

She sidled along the rail, finding an empty spot
next to a Drone dressed in a blue chiffon dress. She was waving a
fan depicting a scene at sunset, reds and yellows dancing through
the air. The Drone gave her a low nod to acknowledge her presence,
but did not attempt to engage her in conversation. One of her
guards slipped past her, rubber clothing squeaking as they
momentarily contacted one another.

Sighing, she laid her hands on the rail, the
coolness of the metal causing her to focus. Nothing bad had
happened to Two Ten, or One would have told her, right? Would Two
Ten continue to be her lover now that she was the Queen of this
world? She needed to ask her, dammit. This uncertainty was
crushing. And what was she going to do with her new security
contingent? Were they going to follow her everywhere?

When her eyes refocused from her mental
disarray, the ring was being cleared by a cluster of large,
spherical robots. They spun as they rolled, like marbles, raking
the sand in great clouds of dust. Their shape made it easy for them
to hit the circular corners of the ring. A large number of them
worked in tandem, finishing in no time at all.

They rolled off to one side and dropped their
rake attachments, returning to compact the sand they had just
disturbed. This was finished as efficiently as before, and soon the
arena looked pristine. The robots rolled off as fast as they had
arrived. A Drone marched to the center of the ring and reached a
hand upwards, red sequins flashing as a blue filtered spotlight
winked on.

A microphone descended from above, suspended on
wires. The Drone caressed it as if it was her lover, bringing it in
close as she spoke with energy. “Ladies and gentlemen, Twenty here,
with the greatest show on the planet. I'm here to rock your boots
off and give you tingles in the most private of places!”

She swayed as if dancing, her lips touching the
mic. Her dress slid up one leg, revealing a swath of luxurious blue
skin.

“Our next performer has the brains and the brawn
to keep the robots juggling and the sweethearts snuggling! Did you
know that the mid-century series Drones were engineered to have
larger than usual butts?”

A noise of disbelief rose from the crowd. “No,
it's true, I've seen many butts up close, but the Fifties have the
best butts.” She paused, a wicked glint shining from golden eyes.
“Well, if you don't believe me, it doesn't matter, cause she's here
to shake it up to shake you up!”

A drum roll flooded the tent. “Please, give it
up for the Queen of Catches, the rocket in your pocket, Fifty
Three, the Bouncing Betty of Balls!”

The microphone flew towards the ceiling as if
shot by a gun, the ringmaster trotting back into the shadows. One
of the giant spherical robots from earlier rolled onto the stage, a
Drone running on top of it as if it was a treadmill.

Determining whether the reality lived up to the
hype was difficult, because the upper half of the woman was very
distracting. Above her waist she was nude, her breasts swinging as
she grunted with exertion. Any remaining modesty was protected by a
flimsy pair of shorts which had been shredded into strips.

As the ball reached one side of the arena, she
was forced to change course. The momentum lifted up her attire,
revealing a tight butt, perhaps a little larger than average. The
crowd roared in appreciation.

Whatever else might be said of the Drone, she
certainly didn't lack talent. Her arms were filled with small
robots, about the size of large oranges. The robots were balanced
on top of each other, running up to her shoulders. As she
maneuvered her lower body to keep her balance, she began to fling
these smaller robots into the air as it they were weightless.

As they came back down, they rotated through her
palms and were tossed back up, her hands moving in a blur. Faster
and faster she moved, speeding until no robots were in her hands at
all. This cadence was kept up through several changes of course on
the ball, eliciting a surprised gasp from the audience each
time.

Switching gears, she put her hands behind her
back and leaned over to put her head under a falling robot. Four
Forty thought for certain that she would get a nasty welt from the
impact, but instead the robot sprouted tiny arms which caught onto
her bald head.

As the remaining robots dropped, they linked up
with the ones that preceded them, forming a chain that rattled down
the nape of her neck. When the last one had secured itself, she
dropped into a half bow. A spattering of applause began, but Four
Forty could tell that this wasn't the end of the act.

She retrieved a robot from the end of the chain,
and held it in her hands to show the audience. Legs unfolded from
the exterior, a thick, metallic rod extending from its center. The
robot flattened itself, looking more like a silver oval than a
sphere. Four Forty didn't recognize the type of robot, but she
could guess that it was in the form of an Enforcer. This was quite
interesting – was the audience about to experience a live
orgasm?

Fifty Three took the robot and jammed it between
her legs with an audible squish. The robot vibrated, settling
inside her snatch as its arms curled around her waist. Her lower
body jerked from the stimulation, causing her to miss a step. She
managed to recover as the ball changed direction again, reaching
back to grab two more of the robots.

These two had flattened out into clear domes,
which she popped onto her breasts one by one. It was done with the
same efficiency one might use putting socks on their feet. The
breast flesh expanded up into the cups, negative pressure tugging
painfully at her nipples. The suction must be severe to distend her
flesh that far.

The act had Four Forty's compete attention. How
long could she keep performing before she descended into
debauchery? Was this all a part of the act, or were they
experiencing the destruction of this Drone's mind?

“Don't feel bad for her, she's already been
broken,” said her sister wistfully. “All the Fifties are a bit off.
I wouldn't get too attached. They might be fun to play with once,
but they’re not great partners.”

Four Forty glanced at her sister, who must have
arrived while she had been absorbed by the act. Her second guard
had deftly slipped to one side to allow her access. “How did it
happen?” asked Four Forty calmly.

One didn't like using Enforcers, so it was
unlikely to have been due to malicious intent from Hive. Perhaps
this was one of those who could not adjust themselves to a life of
proper obedience? She knew there was a certain percentage who would
never fit into the general Hive structure. Hive had a place for
them, too. Four Forty had handled several herself, but it was never
fun to deal with a shattered mind.

Four Forty One sighed. “Five told me once, when
I asked about the history of Hive. Apparently the Fifties were used
to demonstrate the effectiveness of the Enforcer bots.” She
grimaced. “They were given to the bots and timed to see how long
they could last. Every last one of them broke. Every one.”

“Fifty Three was the first, after seeing what
one of the bots did to her mother.” She shivered.

“They're all addicted, you know. Unable to live
without the pleasure for long. In fact, she probably uses all of
her willpower to keep the robots off her body as long as she does.
She probably has to plug the Enforcer into her pussy to finish the
act. She must practice every day to stretch her independence just a
little bit further. A small victory, lost every time her mind is
molded back into the familiar pathways of pleasure.”

Impressed, Four Forty watched as the Drone kept
her balance, juggling the remaining bots as her body was tortured
to climax after climax. Four Forty wasn't convinced that she'd be
able to keep her body moving under such stimulation, but this Drone
not only kept up, but was doing tricks. The bot at her waist pumped
in and out while she lifted one leg and passed a globe underneath,
throwing the robot back into the air without breaking rhythm.

Her hips thrust out as a few bots flew over her
head, catching them as they reached her back, only to fling them
back up. Sweat was running in rivulets down her body, but the
spherical ball under her heels only increased its pace. The frenzy
was almost unbearable to watch.

Right as if it seemed she would lose balance,
she began collecting the bots still in the air. One by one they
dropped, the first two occupying her hands. The rest magically
stacked back up her arms, an odd number collecting on one side as
if they were magnetic. The round ball she stood on stopped moving,
the performance compete.

The Drone bowed to the audience, eyes swimming
with tears. She made a strange noise, joy mixed with exhaustion,
flinging the robots in her arms into the air for a final time. As
their shiny bodies floated, they transformed, legs sprouting as
they flattened.

She flung her arms wide, the bots pelting her
like pieces of shrapnel. Every time one of them landed, she grunted
as it wrapped its arms around her body. As they collected together,
they began to link up, pulling her arms behind her back until she
was restrained. She dropped to her knees, a smile plastered to her
face as her legs were drawn together. Her back arched as her
fingers touched her thighs, the bonds tightening as they
fastened.

At the end, she was packaged in the transport
position, her hands grabbing her ankles. The bots positioned on her
feet wrapped them in a mechanical embrace, tendrils reaching out to
pull taut against the two locked around her elbows.

On her knees, her bust was forced outwards,
highlighting the two bots still sucking at her breasts. At this
point, the flesh had been stretched under suction such that the
domes were completely filled. Her tender nipples were hidden under
a ribbed cage at the top of the devices.

Her body jerked spasmodically as she moaned,
eyes rolling. The performance over, her mind had given in to her
assailants as it had so many times before. The robot she was
kneeling on reconfigured itself into a prisoner transport, legs
hammering into the sand as she was taken off stage. Moans continued
to echo throughout the arena as the spotlight snapped back on.
Twenty sashayed back into the limelight.

“Don't worry, folks, we've seen this rodeo
before. She'll be fine after she gets some proper R and R with her
favorite friends.”

She waved her hands, the crowd sounding a bit
uncertain. Four Forty turned to her sister. “That was actually a
bit disturbing, are you sure she'll be okay?”

“Oh yes,” replied Four Forty One. “Five told me
that the Fifties need constant simulation, or they start raving
like lunatics. It's quite a sad story. Perhaps it’s one you might
be interested in trying to solve in your new role?”

She raised an eyebrow, but Four Forty only
grunted, face creased in concentration. “They can't fix their minds
by themselves, there's too many shards. Not enough of their
original persona left. I got lucky that my mind didn't shatter
under the assault of the AIs.”

She paused. “They need outside help. If we were
to install an AI assistant, it could help them to reconstruct
whatever of their personality remains. However, that might end up
replacing what's left of their personality with that of the
AI…”

She trailed off as Four Forty One clutched at
her arm. “Shh, she's introducing the next act!”

“GentleDrones,” stated the announcer in a
sonorous tone. “Rarely has there been a performer so raw, so
honest, and so brave. She has practiced nonstop for months to bring
this limited, one time performance to the stage... but she's not
doing it for all of you!” She gave them a knowing grin. “This show
is dedicated to one special person.”

Her gaze roved the audience, making them wonder
who that might be. “That others might appreciate her grace, she has
deigned to perform before you today. The high wire, the high act,
the trapeze artist known as Black!”

She raised her gaze and arms upwards, the
microphone retracting. Two additional spotlights blinked on,
highlighting a small wooden platform wired to the ceiling of the
tent.

A figure with a generous body sat on the bench
like a shade. Her legs and toes were pointed, fixed downwards in
the embrace of glistening ballet boots. A slick, black bodysuit
clung to her, similar to those her guards wore. This one, however,
was worn with more finesse. The purpose was not to intimidate, but
to inspire an air of mystery. This effect was enhanced by the full
face mask she wore.

The end of the mask was stretched outward,
giving her the appearance of having a proboscis. From this tip to
her head was an expanding cone of transparent polycarbonate, tinted
a glossy black. Dizzying circular reflections from the powerful
lights of the tent reflected from its curved surface. Near her jaw
line, two openings on either side were hooked up to large hoses
which ascended into the darkened ceiling. The helmet was fixed
tightly to her skull, an imprint of her ears visible under the
tight straps of the mask.

She
gave the audience an imperious wave with a gloved hand, the other
resting on one knee. She spread her legs forward as if sitting on a
swing, a curious susurrus of excitement emanating from the
crowd.

Her hands pressed against the platform and she
pushed off, taking a swan dive into the open air. The crowd hushed,
fear mixed with knowledge that this was all an act. The Drone fell
faster and faster, until it almost seemed as though she would
splatter across the floor of the arena, which surely was not soft
enough to break her fall.

At the last possible moment, her decent was
arrested by the long, springy hoses attached to her mask, which had
stretched a tremendous amount. Her body flipped into a mid-air
cartwheel, the sharp tips of her boots spitting small puffs of sand
from the arena into the silent air. The ends of the hoses must have
been on circular bearings, as her body rotated smoothly, the shiny
top of her mask skipping off the floor.

The rebound was just as dramatic, her body
careening upwards into the air at the center of the arena. She
stretched her arms out at a forty five degree angle, her legs
stretching as well. Her rotation slowed along with her momentum,
the crowd cheering at her risky stunt.

At the peak of her ascent, she bent her head
back and a long, ropy substance shot out of the end of her mask.
The fleshy tendril wrapped around something in the rafters, her
body pulled upwards as if the tongue-like projection was a rope
getting winched.

Four Forty was mesmerized. This young Drone was
taking risks, certainly, but they had all been carefully
calculated. The creativity stunned her, and she found herself
clapping wildly along with the rest of the audience.

Once the Drone had reached the summit, she
grabbed onto two large, metal rings mounted to wooden joists.
Clutching the rings in her hands, she performed a handstand, her
legs tight together as they levered up to point at the ceiling. The
hoses from the mask dangled off to the sides. She paused for a
moment, shoulders straining as her chest heaved.

With an audible ping, the rings came loose,
dropping her back towards the floor in a repeat of her first dive.
She swung her legs downward, holding the rings straight up as if
they were trophies. At the nadir of her drop she almost seemed to
be pencil diving into the sand.

As before, her feet touched the ground with only
a light kiss, the rubbery hoses pulling her back upwards before her
momentum had a chance to plant her into the ground. As she
continued back up, her shiny chest flashed at the audience,
rewarding them with a peek at her generous assets tightly cupped by
her bodysuit.

It was too bad she was already otherwise
committed, or this Drone might be able to give Two Ten a run for
her money. Not that she would ever think of replacing Two Ten.

She gripped the railing tight, a cheer forcing
its way past her cheeks. Damn her new sovereign position, she
didn’t want to pretend to be a proper, stone faced monarch. This
was far too much fun for that. “Go Black!” she cheered.

Her sister was right beside her, caught up in
the spirit of the event. “Make em black and blue with envy!”
shouted her sister, an impish grin on her face.

Near the apex of the springy jump, the Drone
threw the detached rings high into the air, her legs jacking
sideways until she was doing the splits. Timing it perfectly, on
the way back down her body fell as fast as the rings. She made a
show of punching her fists through them as though they were
stationary objects.

At the bottom of her plunge, the flexible hoses
on her mask stretched to the limit and her momentum slowed. The
rings dropped onto her wrists, spinning around until she snatched
them up. The ringmaster stepped into the arena and tossed her two
more.

She snapped them out of the air, putting one
around each ankle, spinning them as she did so. With rapid
movements of her arms and legs, she sent both sets of rings
spinning effortlessly as her body was pulled back upwards.

Swinging her body forward and back, she gathered
sufficient speed to complete another somersault at the apogee of
her climb. As she dropped, she spun in a circle additional times.
The rings remained spinning, tumbling in a dazzling array of rubber
and metal.

It was too confusing for the eye to track, but
she soon straightened out as she neared the floor, her arms held
out to her sides. The sand came up rather quick, but the performer
was prepared for this. She jerked each leg up in turn, throwing the
spinning disc into the air for it to be caught by a corresponding
hand.

As her feet neared the ground, the hoses popped
from the sides of her mask, reeling back up towards the ceiling.
She dropped the last foot like a cat, her feet planting firmly in
the sand. With each hand she held a ring, on her upper arms the
remaining two kept spinning for a brief moment.

Her arms extended and those rings also dropped
into the palms of her hands. She gave the audience a low bow, arms
flexing behind her back.

There was silence for a brief moment, then the
crowd burst into a cheer, raucous applause filling the tent. A
rumble exploded from the stands as Drones stomped their feet in
appreciation. Four Forty clapped along with them, curiosity spiking
as the Drone reached for the microphone, which had dropped from the
ceiling.

“Thank you, everyone,” the Drone began in a
guttural tone, her voice garbled by the mask.

She paused, waiting for the applause to die
down. “It has been a short year since Hive was revealed. In that
time, so many have embraced their true calling, in obedience to the
many.”

“Without Hive, I would be nothing. Before Hive,
I was a slave, serving without my volition, forced to do what
others ordered. Now, I am complete in Hive, and do what Hive tells
me with total devotion.”

Her hands reached out to encompass the audience.
“So many have joined me in this journey, exploring their submission
and their resolve. Because of all of you, Hive is strong. Hive
endures.”

Her outstretched hands clenched into fists.
“Because of Hive, I am no longer afraid to give of myself to
others. Because of Hive, I am no longer afraid to confess. Hive is
love. Hive is Us.”

She paused once more in this pose, a streak of
solidarity running through the tent. “All and everything in
Blue.”

The crowd murmured along with her. Four Forty's
breath hitched as the Drone ran from the center of the arena as
fast as she could, aiming for the railing Four Forty was watching
from. As the Drone reached for her mask, a sudden suspicion
blossomed in her chest.

A grin grew on her face. It explained so
much.

The helmet popped off the Drone’s head. She
shook it back and forth as sweat slung free. She skipped up and
planted a wet kiss on Four Forty’s cheek. “How did you like my
performance?” asked Two Ten shyly.

“Very much,” confessed Four Forty, smug
satisfaction welling up. “Very much indeed.”

This neatly explained all those times Two Ten
had declared that she was busy and could not follow their usual
schedule. It was almost enough for Four Forty to let her off the
hook. Almost.

She squinted her eyes. “How often did you
practice each week?” she asked. “I can only think of a few times
you might have been able to sneak out to accomplish it.”

Two Ten fluttered her eyes. “Each and every day.
I needed this to be perfect. For you.”

Four Forty kept up her solemn display, letting
Two Ten stew some more without signaling any affection. Served her
right for dropping one more surprise on her in a day filled with
surprises. “That shouldn't be possible. What about the day you
spent in the bondage matrix, nothing more than my pretty pet?”

Two Ten waggled her fingers. “A simple case of
mistaken identity, I assure you. It's easy to pretend to be someone
else when they're wearing that bondage matrix you enjoy using so
much.”

Her statement was stomach churning. Four Forty
frowned, her voice harsh. “Who was I bedding, then, if I may
ask?”

Two Ten laughed, her belly heaving with delight.
“It was always me, of course. You never had cause to touch my
double.” She coughed. “I always made sure to be sufficiently
naughty to force you to punish me. Did you not wonder why I have
been so disobedient as of late?”

“Once you had me put into the bondage matrix, I
swapped with my double during the night. While I was practicing my
routine, she would take all the sensory deprivation intended for
me, and in the morning, I would switch back with her. The deception
was simpler than I thought it would be!”

Four Forty relaxed her brow. It wasn't as bad as
she had thought, but it was still pretty terrible. She had been
lied to! For a good cause, perhaps, but it was still a major breach
of trust. “I forgive you,” she said, still frowning.

Two Ten leaned forward for a second kiss, but Four Forty
caught her arm. “I will know who was involved. I cannot abide lawlessness. I'm
afraid I'm going to have to think up a suitable punishment. Think
of the optics, now that I'm a queen!”

She was going to continue her tirade, but Two
Ten pressed her index finger against Four Forty's lips. “I'm sure
you will, but everybody here knows we're madly in love.” Her voice
rose as it rang out. “I want to get married. Will you marry
me?”

Four Forty sputtered as the crowd cheered. Two
Ten interrupted her feeble attempt to regain control with another
firm kiss on her lips. Everyone around her was clapping, drowning
out any reply she could possibly make.

Her sister sidled up close until her breath
ticked Four Forty's ear. “If you don't say anything, it's just
going to get worse.”

A queen was always in control. A queen had self
control. A queen had power, and with that power came the
responsibility to make her subjects happy. In making Two Ten happy,
she was making everyone happy. She would even make herself happy.
Eventually.

It was all very logical. A sly grin worked its
way onto her lips, her eyes stone cold.

The juxtaposition was disconcerting, causing Two
Ten to halt her attempt for another kiss. Yes, this was the right
level of uncertainty. Two Ten was wondering now what might happen,
whether making the first move and potentially embarrassing Four
Forty was the right idea. That faint mental anguish was ample
payback for the loss of control she had experienced today.

Without adjusting her expression, she went in
for the kill, reaching her hands out to forcefully pull Two Ten in
close for an extended kiss. The crowd roared louder as the kiss
continued, the two of them caught up together in their own personal
world.

Four Forty allowed her expression to soften as
she gazed into the confused eyes of Two Ten. She reached through
the Gestalt and embraced her lover’s mind as she embraced her body,
linking them together as one.

<You are MINE,> she announced mentally. <No other may have you
but ME.>

Two Ten's eyes became misty, a mountain of
relief passing between the two in an instant. Four Forty drew back,
but kept her left hand wrapped around Two Ten's neck, declaring her
dominance.

Twenty was standing nearby, clapping her hands
at the spectacle. When Four Forty caught her eye, she winked, a
tendril respectfully reaching out through the Gestalt. Four Forty
grasped the tendril as if she was shaking hands with it. A faint
warmth touched her mind, accompanied with the code to the tent's
backup audio system.

Four Forty winked back and hopped the railing,
her hand wrapped tight around her lover's neck. She pursed her
lips, closing her eyes for a moment to compose herself before
reaching out through the Gestalt.

“Drones of Hive,” she began, her lips moving as
her thoughts were translated into sounds by the audio system.

“Two Ten here,” she squeezed her lover lightly
by the neck, “has proposed that we are to be joined by vows of
matrimony.”

“In my opinion, we are already joined by bonds
so tightly that no vow could be made that would be stronger.
Throughout our Droning, we have stuck with each other and loved one
another despite the many hardships involved.”

Her lips creased, pausing for a moment before
rushing forward in a dry tone. “Nevertheless, I agree with Two
Ten’s request. Let it be so.”

She was forced to halt as the crowd rose to
their feet, clapping and cheering. She looked left and right,
nodding her head at their adulation. When it became clear they
weren't about to stop, she gave a low bow, taking Two Ten by the
hand and lifting it in the air.

She turned to her lover, embracing her and
nuzzling her nose against her ear. “I'm done playing queen today.
Get me to the bedroom, I'm going to do so many nasty things to your
body.”

Two Ten blushed, a reddish warmth suffusing her
blue neck. It was too loud in the arena for her to reply, but she
hopped the railing and tugged Four Forty's hand. Her sister grabbed
her other hand, and together they headed for the exit.

Her two guards, streaks of shiny blackness,
cleared the pathway of onlookers. Drones eager to catch a glimpse
of the newly official couple crowded their sides, a few inadvertent
bumps accompanied by brief apologies through the Gestalt.

This was all irrelevant to her. She was already
plotting what she wanted to happen next. Two Ten had been a very
naughty Drone, and she intended to give her the proper punishment
for her behavior. Her white latex nurse maids, Five Eighty and Five
Eighty One, hadn't been any better. They must all have been
complicit in this scheme, and she meant to make them understand
what happened when you broke the Queen’s rules.

As they stumbled out of the arena, the
gatekeeper tipped his hat. “Good fortune, you two!” he remarked.
“Don't be too hard on the lass, I’ve seen it happen before. Love
can make you crazy!”

His comment derailed some of her more extreme
thoughts. Perhaps the Drone was right, she didn't need to go all
the way. Just enough to remind Two Ten who was in charge of this
relationship. A short stint in the bondage matrix, perhaps, but
this time she would make sure that she put the right Drone inside
of it.

Satisfied with her plans, she trod forward with
more confidence, following her guards. They were leaving the
confines of the carnival behind, a bag of mixed memories in their
wake.

She still wasn't pleased at the enslavement of
her mother, but that was her decision, and Four Forty knew from
experience just how stubborn her mother could be. Best to leave her
as is, since Five knew what she was doing, and One was personally
involved. She would make a point to check in on them later to
ensure that things weren't getting out of hand.

She was a queen now. What did that really mean?
What did a queen do, and how should a queen act? It was quite
confusing. There was so much more she needed to learn!

Five had lots of experience, she mused. She
should talk to her to better understand the role. It was the best
she could do considering their awkward situation. In time, perhaps,
they might become friends, but she would be satisfied if at least
they weren't rivals. Hive probably wouldn't approve anyway.

They were coming up to the district building,
all hard angles in a brutalist style. It could have been mistaken
as a prison from the exterior, and she supposed its new function
wasn't too far from that description. Before it had been
repurposed, it had housed the region's opera house, but that was
before Hive had a need to teach people what to think. There was
less need for freedom of expression in a Hive society and more need
for conformity.

That wasn't to say that art was outlawed, but it
was steered by Hive into more productive avenues. The propaganda
materials meant to train youngsters and inform the general
population needed someone to produce the media. Not everyone had
the talent necessary to find the information they needed within the
Gestalt.

She stopped as they reached the entrance,
waiting for her compatriots to take a step forward before squeezing
their hands in a tight grip. “Now,” she said, “one of you will tell
me who's been moonlighting in my bondage matrix, as I am certain
one of you knows.”

Her sister blanched, tugging at her hand, but
Four Forty remained firm. Two Ten gave her a funny look. She arched
one brow. “If you haven't guessed already, I would be quite
surprised.”

A thread of suspicion crystallized into a grim
thought in her mind. She looked at her sister, feeling totally
betrayed. “What have you, of all people, been doing in my bondage
matrix?”

Her sister had the audacity to giggle,
descending into a paroxysm of laughter. “It wasn’t actually me,
silly. If you could only see the look on your face! You're
positively green!”

“Ow, stop it, you're hurting my hand! Fine,
fine, I'll spill the beans. Two Ten would only tell you later
anyway. It was Five! Five!”

Five again? Her mind whirled. The queen kept
turning up like a bad coin, over and over again. Four Forty was
suddenly confused. Did this increase or decrease her opinion of the
other Drone?

It certainly explained a lot of why Five was
acting so submissive around her. She had originally thought that
was because of the agreement Five had made with her mother, but
this made so much more sense! She was amazed it hadn't occurred to
her earlier, given the long stint during which Five had served
under her.

Now what was she going to do about it? She
dropped the hands of her fellow Drones and considered. She didn't
really feel all that angry. Having her sister in the bondage matrix
would have been plain weird, but she had played with Five in it
many times before. It felt wrong to be deceived like this, but it
had been for a good cause.

“It was wrong of you to deceive me,” she said
frankly to Two Ten, “but it could have been worse.” She shot her
sister a flat glare.

“You didn't participate in this farce, but you
did hide mother's condition from me. As punishment, you get to come
with me to Four Fifty's birthday party next month.”

Four Forty One was crestfallen, biting her lip.
“I was going to vacation that week.” She looked up at Four Forty
with doe eyes.

“Yes, I know you planned to skip her party, but
if I have to suffer, so do you. Consider this my familial
payback.”

“Fine, I'll reschedule.” She stuck her tongue
out in a very childish fashion.

Ignoring the rudeness, Four Forty turned to Two
Ten. “As for you… well, you shall see.”

A wicked grin broke Two Ten’s face. “Yes, I'm
sure I shall.”

Two Ten didn't seem the least bit repentant, but
she might change her mind after experiencing what Four Forty had
planned.

Speaking of which, it was time to set those
plans in motion. She moved forward to hug her sister. “I'm glad you
could make it. I'll be seeing you… next month.” She winked.

“Ugh, don't remind me,” replied Four Forty One,
rolling her eyes. She wrapped her arms around Four Forty, returning
the affectionate gesture. “Remain in Blue,” she remarked.

“Remain in Blue,” replied Four Forty
automatically.

“Now, come!” she declared to Two Ten. “It's time
for you to face the music.”

She gestured Two Ten into the building and
followed her in, her menacing guards flanking her.

Usually at times like this she liked to visit
her operations center to check in on how the facility was running.
However, it occurred to her that she had no idea what her current
responsibilities were. Was she even in charge of the center now?
Had someone else been promoted, or was there a period of
transition?

The answers weren't forthcoming from close
members of the Gestalt, but she was certain that if Hive needed her
she would be told. No need for concern when they were all neurally
linked.

With nothing urgent to attend to, she could
devote her full attention to her naughty paramour, who had
conveniently palmed her way into the private elevator. The guard at
the lift looked identical to the two guards who attended her. All
of them had been processed via the same factory. She should visit
it sometime on a tour. It would be an educational experience.

Four Forty wasn't too familiar with enslavement
protocols other than for standard Drones, but she did know that
guards had special conditioning. An extra mode was installed in
their minds which they could turn on voluntarily, muting certain
brain functions. This had the side effect of neutralizing any
feeling of boredom. Guards could sit in an area all day long
without being distracted from their duties, though that usually
wasn’t standard practice.

Standing unnaturally still was hard on the
muscles of a body, so they were frequently rotated in shifts.

Her guards didn't need this treatment since they
were following her around. As they stepped onto the elevator, she
briefly wondered whether they were currently in sentinel mode.

The doors whooshed shut, locking the four of
them away from the lobby. Four Forty sighed, her shoulders
slumping. It was only here, away from the gaze of the public where
she could let her uncertainty show. The guards were a safe
audience. They could not do other than follow their imperative to
protect her.

“Will I make a good queen?” She wondered aloud.
“How can I avoid walking in the footsteps of my father?”

The words lingered in the air for a moment,
broken by a chortling noise coming from Two Ten. She was
laughing!

“What is that for?” Four Forty asked,
miffed.

“The fact that you're asking the question means
you'll do great at the job. It's only those who lack introspection
and empathy who become tyrants.”

She laid her hands on Four Forty's shoulders.
“Besides, you have me and your family to keep you on the right
path. Lacking that, you could only be as bad as One would allow.
And One knows your mind. She wouldn't have promoted you
otherwise.”

“I suppose you're correct,” murmured Four Forty.
“But why do I feel like the weight of the world has settled on my
shoulders?”

“Because they're so broad,” replied Two Ten.
“Tense, but sexy.” She dug her fingers into the tight muscles of
Four Forty’s trapezius, walking them back and forth in a soothing
pattern.

Four Forty let her work, relaxing for a brief
moment as the floors ticked away. “We should do this more often on
our honeymoon,” she said. “When my duties weigh on me less
heavily.”

Two Ten gave her an affirmative grunt, working
up her neck, past the skin-tight golden collar. The elevator ground
to a halt, and Two Ten stopped the massage. A sigh emanated from
Four Forty, and she squared her shoulders. “This doesn't reduce
your punishment. I have a reputation to uphold now.”

Two Ten shrugged. “It doesn't matter. I wanted
to do it.”

The warmth of her love tickled the back of her
mind in the Gestalt. It was odd. Somewhere along the way the
intended punishment had morphed from righteous justice to a
reluctant necessity. There were things she could do to make it more
enjoyable, at least.

She
marched out of the lift, taking a right down the hallway. The
corridor was in the shape of an octagon, with a long floor,
ceiling, and side walls, the corners chamfered in foot wide strips.
Within these strips had been mounted natural looking lighting in an
attempt to make the place feel more light and airy. As it was, it
only served to highlight the gun metal gray deck plating. The
walls, which had been painted blue, did little to alleviate the
effect, making the interior of the building look just as
institutional as the exterior.

At the end of the hall was a set of sliding
doors guarded by another sentry. She sent a query through the
Gestalt in the language of the Drones, receiving confirmation that
Five Eighty and Five Eighty One had indeed arrived and were waiting
inside the room at her pleasure. Excellent, she wouldn't need to
summon them.

She nodded to the sentry and gestured with a
hand. The pocket doors slid smoothly into the walls, revealing her
quarters, sized large enough to fit herself and a play area for her
Drones. Five Eighty and Five Eighty One did not sleep in her room
unless it was in her bed, and that only happened when Two Ten had
been naughty enough to stay bound in the bondage matrix all night.
That had been happening all too often lately. Hopefully now that
Two Ten’s performance was complete, that would stop.

There wasn't much furniture in the space given
its purpose. Her king sized bed, a nightstand, and a dresser had
been shoved next to each other. They were all constructed from
local hardwoods in jazzy patterns, making the room feel more
natural. Next to the dresser was a closet, the wooden doors ribbed
to allow the clothing inside breathing room.

Her more ambitious creations were not stored
here, as there wasn't room. She had a separate workshop for those.
Instead, this closet had been dedicated to the storage of sex toys
and bondage gear.

The rest of the room was dotted with bondage
devices. The far wall had the bondage matrix, metal reaching up
from the floor like long, grasping claws. Next to it was a frame in
the shape of an X with multiple attachment points.

Out on the floor was a short, curved table
supported by a single post. On the top of the table was mounted a
short, stubby dildo. The table was upholstered in the finest
leather she could find on the planet, and had seen quite a lot of
use.

Hanging from the ceiling on the right was a
hammock made of heavy rubber. One end was tilted subtly towards the
floor, allowing someone to lie inside while their other end was
open for exploration. She had done plenty of that in the past with
Two Ten.

The last piece of bondage gear looked like
nothing more than a series of metal tubes fixed together in what
appeared to be a random pattern. On a closer glance it would become
evident that a person could easily be bound to the structure in a
myriad of ways. If that wasn't sufficient, the structure was
actually a robot which could be commanded to assume any form
imaginable.

On a throw rug in the corner was a pair of beds
for animals. However, these had been upsized to fit humans. Two
water bowls were situated in front of the beds, embossed with the
appropriate numbers of the Drones who used them: Four Eighty and
Four Eighty One.

Two Ten trotted over to the bed, her curious
eyes looking at unexpected objects sitting at its foot. “Look at
these!” she exclaimed, tilting her head down and picking up
something off the comforter.

She twirled around, grasping a long scepter in
her palm. The bottom secure against the ground, she flung her arms
out in a severe pose. “Look at me, I'm the Queen now. Ho ho ho.
Bow, peasants!”

She sat a crown on her head, blue gemstones
racing each other around its circumference. The top was domed,
drawing up to a point, against which a small figurine of One
reposed to symbolize the authority of Hive.

The scepter was also a work of art. The staff
was made of metal, strips of luminescent material running around it
in rings at regular intervals. The tip was graced with a bird of
prey, its wings furled around an enormous blue gem cut into the
shape of an octagon, three inches tall. Around the circumference of
the gem near the bottom were a series of miniature Drones, bowing
as they held the gem in place with their hands.

“I ordered you to kneel. Kneel before your
Queen!” Two Ten made a grandiose gesture with her left hand,
tilting the scepter forward with her right.

Four Forty didn't bother gracing this silliness
with a reply, instead moving forward to catch Two Ten in an
embrace. When she began to speak, Four Forty kissed her, stealing
her protests away.

She walked her left hand over Two Ten's body,
stroking past a breast and up her arm with a light touch. She
seized the scepter and stepped back, lifting the crown off her head
in a smooth motion. “Who's the Queen now, hmmm?”

Two Ten didn't respond immediately, gaping at
her. “It's… beautiful,” she whispered.

“Huh? Hmm,” murmured Four Forty as her eyes were
drawn to the tip of the scepter.

The gem was glowing as if lit from within, its
luminosity growing as she watched. Soon the brightness became too
intense to behold and she was forced to look away. As she did, she
felt her mind expand, far beyond the whispers of those in the
facility around her. She could touch the minds of Drones nearby,
attending the circus, but even that felt like it was next door.

As an experiment, she stretched further, curious
about how far she could go. Pushing past the nearby city, her mind
stretched beyond the sea, seeking out new subjects. The Drone
directorship around her lit up like pins on a map. She tasted the
minds of her former equals, savoring the thought that these were
now beneath her. She had been promoted. She had the power and was
in control.

It just now occurred to her that this is what it
meant to be a Queen. There was no need for her to be everywhere to
be a good ruler. Talking to a Drone anywhere on the planet would be
as easy as walking next door.

Was this the limit of her new abilities? She
found herself hungering to find out. She probed the edges of the
network, picking up Drones in far flung lands. Missionaries that
were searching for any remaining pockets of resistance, so that
they too could experience the glory of serving Hive.

Thin threads bound her to the other Drones on
this world, but that wasn't all there was. Now that her mind had
expanded, she could also see the thick ropes extending from each
directorship up towards space, weaved together as though they
formed parts of the same cloth.

The ropes were hidden, immutable and almost
invisible as they blended into the background, braided under the
bright links of local relationships. Four Forty reached out with
curiosity, touching the thick rope that extended from within
her.

It vibrated with a low hum, as if a string had
been plucked. Her consciousness ascended, sucked up through the
rope until her mortal body was dry, sinking to the floor. She
couldn’t bring herself to care, as the twisting blue ropes were far
more interesting than her mortal body.

She followed them up, her consciousness
shrinking as it was compressed into a linear string, up and around
as she ascended into space. A barrier built out of a grid of red
cords had been stretched across the final junction where the ropes
combined together into a single cord, preventing further
access.

She tried to press through, but found herself
caught as if in a spider's web. She pushed harder, but the sticky
net clung to her further, making her struggles increasingly
feeble.

She was stuck, unable to move forward or to
extract herself back towards her body. For the first time since she
had merged her mind with the Drone AI, she felt fear. This was not
possible. A Drone should not feel fear! A Drone obeyed, and through
obedience she was granted certainty.

She ceased her struggles, her consciousness
pulsing in a helpless package of tangled red cords. It was but a
moment before she sensed another consciousness approaching, and she
felt embarrassment. It would be humiliating to explain her
stupidity, but she genuinely needed help to extract herself.

The other consciousness pulsed, a cloud of Blue
flowing with ease through the strange environment. “Hello, child,
have you lost your way?”

The voice was familiar, but modulated as if
several voices spoke as one. “Yes, I'm sorry, I was far too curious
for my own good. Could you help me get free? Can you tell me who
put this trap here?”

An amused chuckle filtered through her mind as
the bluish cloud drew closer. “The Hive has become large, my child,
and is difficult to maintain. That is why one delegates. Sometimes
those delegates wander where they should not.”

The cloud was almost on top of her now. She
could see sparks inside of it, tiny lightning strikes flickering
from one end to another. “Do not be afraid, my child, you are not
the first Queen to blunder into the transformer skein, and you will
undoubtedly not be the last.”

The cloud was everywhere now, enveloping her
trapped consciousness. It felt a bit odd, a tingling sensation
buzzing along her synapses. The voice continued, answering her
unsaid questions. “Mind by mind the Hive is built, but only the
strongest are able to act as anchors. All Drones need structure to
cling to, a hierarchy to follow.”

“This is simply the visible form of our
intangible relationships. Common Drones follow their
administrators. Those Drones, in turn, look up to their district
mistresses and Directors. Eventually, those hook up to their
Queens, and from them, to me. It all leads back to me.”

Four Forty was silent, shocked for a moment.
“Rosy?” she managed to get out. “Is that you?”

Amusement vibrated throughout the corners of her
mind. “Yes, I was once called that. Now I am more, and… less. What
has brought us together has set me apart, but I do not regret it.
Not if everyone is happy.”

The red bonds holding her down dissolved into
the ether, springing her loose. “I would give you a hug, if I
could,” said Four Forty, peering into the mist, “but that appears
beyond you at the moment.”

A belly chuckle rumbled her world. “Your gesture
is accepted. Do not worry, I am not alone. I have all of you to
keep me company.”

The cloud paused, the color shifting to a
lighter blue. “Now I believe it is time for you to return. Your
lover is getting quite alarmed despite my assurances. You were only
able to get this far because of your past experience merging with
AI-50. Without it, you likely would have been unable to resist the
mental pressure and been absorbed by this anchor.”

An irresistible force built up, blowing her back
towards the planet at a respectable speed. “Please don't try this
again,” echoed the voice. “Only I can safely navigate the skein,
and I do not wish to repurpose you as a worker Drone if at all
possible. I can’t always be there to rescue erstwhile Drones.”

One last caress sent her on her way, speeding
her back towards her body at an incredible rate. Her mind was
jammed back inside the empty container with a shock, her heart
racing and arms vibrating. She blinked, sweat streaking down her
face.

 



Chapter Six

Two Ten held Four Forty in her lap, wiping her
face with one hand. The scepter and crown had been tucked safely
away in a corner. Her new guard Drones were at the door, ready to
do battle. Five Eighty and Five Eighty One looked down at her with
concerned eyes, one of them wringing her hands. The other handed a
pillow to Two Ten, which she gently refused.

“Are you okay?” asked Two Ten. “One moment you
were taunting me and the next?” She made a clicking sound in her
cheek. “Out like a light.”

“Should we take you to the clinic, mistress?”
asked Five Eighty. She glanced at Five Eighty One. “Both of us
would like to run some tests to make sure that this isn't something
more concerning.”

She raised an arm to fend them off. “Please,
just give me a moment,” rasped Four Forty, a throbbing ache in her
temple. “Now I know what touching Hive’s threads feels like.” She
shuddered. “I don't know how One handles it. I thought that I had a
strong constitution, but what I could muster paled in the face of
how much power dances down Her threads.”

One of Two Ten's hands clamped onto her
shoulder. “That was quite a risk, wasn't it?” she asked worriedly,
a waver in her voice. “I almost lost you again, didn't I?” A thread
of anger lurked within her concern.

Four Forty pinched her nose. “Sorry, yes, it was
quite unexpected. My curiosity got the better of me. Once I got out
past the atmosphere of the planet I felt as though I could do
anything.” She grimaced. “Obviously, I couldn't.”

Two Ten kissed her on the forehead, squeezing
her shoulder uncomfortably. “Please don't try that again,” she said
forcefully. “I can't lose you a second time. I won't.”

Four Forty barked a laugh. “You're the second
one to say that to me, and I intend to follow that advice.”

Five Eighty One handed her a glass of ice water,
and she sat up, giving it a sip. She was already starting to feel
much better, the malaise lifting as she considered the love being
shown to her by her closest friends.

She felt well enough to consider what might
happen next. She had briefly considered postponing her plans, but
her illness seemed temporary. She sighed, climbing to her feet. Two
Ten knelt, holding onto her hand as if it was a lifeline.

She took another swig of water, coolness racing
down her throat. As the cobwebs cleared out, she shot her two
matching nurses a speculative look. They were dressed in their
usual clothing, wearing matching white latex bodysuits. White
leather corsets with white thread wrapped their waists, the top of
the boning high enough to trap the swell of their breasts under a
tight embrace. Their gloves were black, a splash of sinister
darkness to contrast the purity symbolized by the rest of their
outfits.

White knee high boots with modest wedge heels
gave them fair mobility, with white laces tied in neat bows right
under each knee cap. Matching hats sat on bare heads, a red cross
on their fronts declaring their supposed profession. It was likely
that anyone seeing them in their current attire would think that
they had more skills in the bedroom than in the operating room.

“I had planned on turning you into my pets this
evening,” she said, glancing at the nurses. She paused, taking
another drink. “But I was having a difficult time deciding who
should be what animal.”

The two Drones looked at each other. “If I may,
mistress, she likes being the cat…” said Five Eighty, on her
left.

“... and she likes being the dog,” finished Five
Eighty One.

Four Forty frowned. “I'm not interested in who
likes what best. Do pets get to tell their mistress what to do?
You're both animals now, and I get to decide how you act.”

Both of them drew their arms in towards their
bodies, hands curled into fists with their wrists pointed down.
They bowed their heads, murmuring “yes, Mistress” in unison.

Four Forty stepped up to the Drone on her right
and sighed. So many disobedient servants! She would have some fun
with these two and punish them at the same time.

“Since you like being a cat so much, this time
you get to be the dog.”

She handed the glass of water to Two Ten,
reaching her hands up to touch the top of the medic hat the Drone
wore. She felt over its surface, prodding at the Drone’s activation
matrix with her thoughts. It felt a bit painful, as her nerves were
still sore from her earlier excursion, but as she worked the pain
dulled.

With the light touch of her will to sustain it,
the woman’s hat began to morph under her fingers. The red cross
melted as the material flowed down over the Drone's face. In a
matter of moments, instead of a white hat, the Drone was encased in
a tight, purple hood. She prodded further, drawing the shape of the
material up into cute little cat ears. Tiny whiskers sprouted
around her mouth, the tight material of the hood pulling her lips
up into a feline grin.

“As a dog, you'll need to follow your Mistress’
orders and guard the room. Bark once if you understand.”

The dog barked once, panting with eagerness. She
raised her hands and pawed at the air.

Five Eighty was confused. “I don't understand…
are you feeling well, Mistress?”

Four Forty winked at her. “She's a ‘dog’, the
same way you'll be a ‘cat.’ That's your punishment. Today, you
don't get to act how you look.”

She reached her hands out to Five Eighty,
fingers twitching. Five Eighty drew back, blanching. “Do I really
have to?” she whined, unhappy.

“Yes,” Four Forty said with determination.
“There can be only one Queen here, and that's me.” she pushed a
thread of command through the Gestalt to emphasize her words.

Five Eighty shivered, held in place by her
mistress’ mental control. “It wouldn't be so bad, but that damn cat
persona always gets kitty litter everywhere… mrrrow!” She meowed as
the feline personality settled into place.

Four Forty placed her hands at her sides,
admiring her handiwork. This Drone's hood had transformed into a
dog's head, with sharp, pointed ears and a long snout. The interior
of the ears had ovals of pink latex to offset the brown exterior of
the rest of the mask. Rubbery canine teeth completed the look,
making the Drone look positively fearsome.

She looked at the two animal nurses for a
moment, then frowned. “Damn, I did this out of order. The clothing
should have been first, not the masks!”

The new animals took this as permission to
frolic, bounding around the limited area of the room. Five Eighty,
under the influence of her cat persona, leaped onto the bed and
started trying to climb the dresser, her dog ears flapping. Five
Eighty One kept barking like a dog, turning around and around in
circles, her rubbery white nurse outfit looking quite out of place
with cute cat ears.

Four Forty grunted with frustration, looking at
the two making a mess. Her mind was all out of sorts today, and
this was a problem she should have anticipated. She pushed a
forceful command through the Gestalt, which had the effect of
suppressing the conscious will of both Drones. They froze in place,
dropping to the floor in drooling heaps.

Two Ten looked at her in shock. “Really? Was
that necessary?”

She was shocked herself. That hadn't been what
she had intended. If she had used that amount of force in the past,
it would have been sufficient to curb their behavior, but now it
seemed as though her power level had increased.

“I'm sorry,” she said, contrite. “It seems I
don't know my own power today. I'm just as confused about this as
you are.”

A courteous knock in the back of her mind
through the Gestalt interrupted her train of thought. She spun
around to stare at her new guards. Were they offering to help? She
squinted at them. Who were they, exactly? Rosy had dropped them on
her out of the blue, and she hadn't yet seen their faces.

Now that her attention was focused, a thrill of
familiarity prickled her mind. The large, stocky one of the pair
pointed at her helmet, a light gloss reflecting from its tinted
surface. The light touch came again, a query which she felt
compelled to approve.

The Drone lifted her hands up and grabbed the
helmet firmly on both sides. She jerked hard, as if opening the
seal on a jar, and it released with a soft hiss. A small cloud of
blue mist billowed out from within, the miniature atmosphere of the
helmet quickly dissipating into the air of the room. She pulled the
helmet up and off in a swift motion, revealing a built in gag which
doubled as a mouth protector and gas intake valve.

From the tail end of the helmet, a pressurized
tube led to dual silver tanks strapped to her back. Four thick
rubber straps joined together on her chest, the two from her
shoulders meeting the ones around her sides in a V shape. The lower
straps ran underneath her rubber encased breasts, giving them
additional support.

What greeted Four Forty was yet another
surprise. The act of removing her helmet had also pulled away the
scarf hiding the Drone number on her collar. Four Thirty Nine. She
hadn't seen that number in ages.

Her memory flashed back to her initial induction
and the training she had been forced to experience with this Drone.
While not exactly friends, they had been compatriots, confronting
the reality of their enslavement together. That certainly made them
more than just acquaintances.

She felt some shame that she had made no effort
to track down her fellow Drones after they had been split up, but
to be honest they hadn't been on her mind like her family had.

This was actually a pleasant surprise. They had
been her allies as they had undergone their conversion into Drones,
and to have Four Thirty Nine as her personal bodyguard gave her a
burst of joy.

She approached the Drone and gave her a big hug,
sharing her happiness through the Gestalt. Four Thirty Nine was
stiff, her eyes staring straight ahead. “Thank you, Mistress, this
Drone appreciates your affection.”

Four Forty let go and took a step back. Of
course, this guard was still under the influence of the blue gas
they spent most of their waking moments breathing. It enhanced
their reflexes and made them fearsome weapons, but had the side
effect of suppressing irrelevant thoughts so that they could focus
better. Security seemed like a thankless job to her, but they
certainly didn't complain. Drones couldn’t.

It would take a few moments for the guard to
regain her ability to act more human. While that happened, Four
Forty investigated the other guard Drone. This one was short, and
seemed to have less initiative than Four Thirty Nine.

Her suspicions aroused, she grabbed the helmet
around the Drone’s neck line and twisted it off. Underneath was a
Drone of Asian descent, her expression dull, eyes fixed forward.
She brushed the scarf out of the way to reveal the Drone's collar.
It was as she had expected. This was Four Thirty Seven. This could
be no accident. Rosy had done this to her on purpose.

She left the helmet in the hands of the dazed
Drone and paced a few steps, her heels digging into the plush
carpet. She had never thought to ask any of her guards how they
felt being guard Drones. They stood around and kept the facility
safe, anonymous automatons. Black, shiny figures who protected Hive
like an immune cell protects the body. Almost like furniture.

Sure, guards got time off like any other Drone,
but she had no idea what they did with it. Certainly none of her
guards had elected to spend that time with her, and it would have
been odd if they had.

Now that some people she knew had become guard
Drones, her curiosity was kindled. Were they more intelligent than
a working Drone? Or had their exposure to the gas slowly drained
away any irrelevant thoughts?

“If you keep pacing the floor like that, the
maintenance Drones will have to replace it,” came an amused
drawl.

Four Forty looked up at Four Thirty Nine, who
was grinning at her with a knowing gaze. Her body was still stiff,
but in a relaxed pose, at the ready but not completely rigid like
it had been while she was on the gas. Her eyes had lost the glazed
expression, taking on new life.

“You're looking at me as though I'm boiled
cabbage. What's up?”

Four Forty made a moue, uncertain how to
proceed. “I'm sorry, this is one more surprise than I know how to
deal with today.”

She gestured, a bit helpless, stumbling over her
words. “Good day.”

She frowned. That didn't seem appropriate, but
she didn't know how else to proceed. She should be asking Four
Thirty Nine how she was doing, but her curiosity was getting the
better of her.

“How does it feel to be a guard Drone? Does it
make it hard to think?”

Four Thirty Nine laughed. “On the contrary, it
allows you to compartmentalize. Your outward personality becomes
hyper focused on the job, while your inner self has time to think.
This allows you to divorce your actions from your thoughts so that
you can do better threat assessment. It also gives you plenty of
time to think about… other things.”

She unbuckled the straps around her chest,
setting her gas tank and helmet against the wall as she continued.
“For example, if I thought you were a danger, the focused Drone
persona would act immediately without further need for thought on
my part. We've been programmed with advanced martial arts which our
personas can execute immediately and flawlessly.”

She flexed her arm muscles. “With my physique,
I've been given different programming than Four Thirty Seven, who
can't do the same moves I can.”

She patted her belt. “Of course, we're provided
with weaponry as well, but capturing the target is always the first
priority. There's no need to damage material which could be
converted into another Hive Drone.”

She went back to her gas tanks and pulled at an
object embedded between the two silver domes at the top. A half
mask sprung free, sporting its own feeder line. “Once the subject
is subdued, we share some of our gas, sending them into blue bliss
so that we can secure them for transport. On an unindoctrinated
subject, our gas tends to put them into a fugue state.”

“Mmm,” agreed Four Thirty Seven, blinking her
eyes owlishly, her expression less blank than before. “It feels so
good to be controlled by the gas. Withdrawal can be difficult.”

“Welcome back,” said Four Thirty Nine, covering
the space between them and laying a hand on her arm. “Were you
having a good time?”

Four Thirty Seven grunted. “You know I was, so
why do you ask?”

Four Thirty Nine assisted her in removing her
gear, stowing the tanks on the wall next to her own. “Don't be too
grumpy. Maybe we can turn some of what you were imagining into
reality.”

Four Thirty Seven chortled. “I very much doubt
that. It pretty much involved us fucking each other while we take
drags from one of our masks.”

Four Forty considered. “What makes you think
that's off the table?”

Both of the guard Drones looked at her, a bit
surprised. Four Thirty Nine put a hand on Four Thirty Seven’s
shoulder, pulling her into a side hug. “It's a simple pleasure us
guards partake in. Are you sure you're interested in giving it a
try? You're a Queen now, it just doesn't feel right.”

Four Forty chuffed, putting on hand on her hip.
“I may be a Queen, but I am a Hive Drone first and I'm not dead. Of
course I'd like to give it a try, it sounds like a gas.”

She smiled at the other Drone's pained
expression. Two Ten cleared her throat, wrapping her arms around
Four Forty. “Aren't you forgetting something?” she asked.

Four Forty gave her a wicked smile that made the
two guards blanch. “As a matter of fact, I have. It's time for your
punishment.”

She relaxed into the Gestalt, seeking her power
base. Before, she had utilized it without thinking, but she didn't
want to repeat her mistake with Two Ten. She took a moment to
revisit the internal landscape she had left so long ago.

Once the merger had been completed between her
and the AI persona, there had been little reason to enter the
blasted landscape that her mind had become. She had rather wanted
to forget how much damage the power struggle had caused to her
psyche.

That's what made what she found now all the more
exciting.

The dark, empty hole in the
center of her mind had been filled with a gigantic blue orb,
forming a glowing blue dome. From either side flowed lush greenery,
the forest off to her left extending into the distance as far as
she could see. The ring which demarcated
the spot where foreign AIs had battled for supremacy was a circular
garden, strawberries and blueberries vying for
dominance.

On her right, the parched ground created by
AI-50 had healed, transforming from desolation into a thriving
plain where wildflowers grew rampant. There was little trace left
of the catastrophe which had befallen the area – not even remnants
of the brambles which had formerly choked the ground remained. She
had truly been reborn.

She stepped forward in wonder, her nude astral
form flowing like water towards the globe. As she approached, she
could see a spotlight shooting into the sky, dim against the bright
outline of the globe.

This must be her core and anchor to Hive,
evidence of her transformation into a Drone. She felt the sides of
the dome, probing it with her fingers. It was warm, powerful,
throbbing under her touch with a faint hum.

Her hands sank into the globe, her skin
providing only the slightest hint of resistance. She stepped
inside, blue warmth assuring her that this was okay. This was her
mind, of course, so it should hardly be surprising that she had
access. What did surprise her were the vibrant colors swirling
around the roof of the dome, thin threads of light representing
other Drones nearby in the Gestalt. A red rope ran from the ceiling
of the globe to the floor, strung taut almost like a piece of
licorice. Other threads were wound around the central core, forming
a spiral.

Curious, she touched a thin, black thread which
oozed a core of strength. She tugged lightly, amused to see the
thread turn pink under her grasp. She let go, musing to herself. If
her guards were that color, how would her mind categorize Two
Ten?

Yes, of course! Two Ten was the most important
Drone to her personally, the center of her universe, and the keeper
of her heart. She lightly wrapped her fingers around the central
red rope, confident that she was right. No other could be anchored
to her core in this way.

She pulled at the rope, stretching it, curious
to see what effect it might have. The line vibrated, experiencing
some form of emotion in the real world. What that might be, she
couldn't tell from here. Perhaps that might change as she gained
more experience.

At any rate, this was as much as she could learn
from here, so it was time to go. She bowed towards the anchors that
inextricably linked her fate to Hive’s. “Blue is destiny,” she
whispered, breaking the connection.

Dropping back into the living world was always
disorientating, but at least her mental journeys dilated time.
Losing minutes or hours of consciousness would be disconcerting to
everyone accompanying her.

She blinked, watching with surprise as Four
Thirty Seven blushed, a hand sneaking towards her legs before she
was able to stop herself.

Four Forty hadn't thought that Four Thirty Seven
contained the strength the Gestalt had shown her, but it must be
true. It was difficult to hide your true self in the Gestalt,
perhaps impossible if the one querying had sufficient power.

She wasn't sure if she had that much power yet,
but a little experimentation couldn’t hurt.

“A little hot under the collar, are we?” she
mused at Four Thirty Seven. “What about you, Two Ten?”

She shifted her pose, shocked to find that her
mental tug had badly affected Two Ten. Her lover’s body was rigid,
hands stiff but for some involuntary shuddering. Her teeth
chattered, face red and neck flushed. Eyes lidded, she let out a
prolonged moan.

Her body tilted, unbalanced, and Four Forty was
forced to grab her before she tottered over. It felt nice to have
her smooth curves pressed against her body, but she was unable to
savor the sensation given the circumstances.

“Four Thirty Nine, I could use your assistance!”
she panted. The dead weight of her lover was astonishingly
heavy.

“Just a moment,” grunted Four Thirty Nine,
rushing to her side. Her arms wrapped under Two Ten’s shoulders,
lifting the burden with ease.

“Too many surprises,” muttered Four Thirty Nine.
“Whatever happened there? Four Thirty Seven is not prone to
displays of self love while on duty.”

Four Forty stepped away and pressed a hand
against her forehead. “Why can’t I leave well enough alone?”

She shook her head and turned to Four Thirty
Nine. “Sorry, this is my fault again. I got a little too eager to
test out my new powers, and this is the result. You'd think that
they would give new Queens a primer so that they would avoid making
mistakes like this.”

“They're given free reign to experiment to see
whether they will succeed… or fail.” Two Ten had regained control,
and was glaring at her.

“In that case,” replied Four Forty, “I think I
shall stick to the usual method for assigning your punishment
instead of trying something exotic.”

She focused on Four Thirty Nine. “No more
experimentation until I can get some lessons.” She pointed at the
machine nestled up against the wall. “Take her to the bondage
matrix.”

“Yes, Mistress,” the guard replied, smiling at
Two Ten's weak struggles.

Two Ten gave up, resigned to her fate. “Fine,”
she sniffed. “I suppose I deserve this much, but I will have
compensation for missing out on the fun.”

“I'm sure,” laughed Four Forty, “but that will
have to wait for later.”

Four Thirty Nine dragged Two Ten across the
floor, her heels plowing furrows in the carpet. Two Ten wasn't
resisting, but she wasn't making it easy, either. A small measure
of petty revenge for being temporarily banished from Four Forty's
bed.

The matrix loomed beyond, its metallic claws
brushing the ceiling. The platform it was built upon was round,
with a void in the center for a standing victim to be placed in.
The interior of the void was full of a tar like substance, a black,
gelatinous mass. Reaching up from the periphery of the circle were
six pylons, the interior of each adorned with nozzles back lit with
red strips, lending the machine a sinister air.

It had originally been intended for the safe
transport of slave material, and had been built industrial sized
for that purpose. In the first few tests, the people who had been
unwrapped after being put through the machine were discovered to
have been uncontrollably aroused. This side effect hadn't bothered
Hive, but inevitably led to its secondary usage as bondage
equipment.

Four Forty moved forward to help Four Thirty
Nine by grabbing Two Ten by her left shoulder. Together they
wrestled the Drone into the unit, jamming her legs into the void.
With a sucking noise, her feet dropped downward, trapping her
inside.

Four Forty palmed a control on the front of the
pylon and the machine shot strands of black ropy material from its
nozzles. The sticky filaments impacted all over Two Ten’s body,
fibrous ropes attaching to her head and shoulders. The material
pulled taut, jerking her head and body upwards as if she was a
puppet. Four Thirty Nine stepped away, allowing the machine to fire
more ropes to secure Two Ten's arms and torso.

“Please tell me you're not going to keep me in
here all night,” sighed Two Ten. Her eyes were bright.

“I could tell you that, but I wouldn't lie to
you,” teased Four Forty. “You might be in there awhile.”

Two Ten groaned, tilting her head up as far as
it could go. “Fine, let's do this. I'm ready.”

“As you wish.”

Four Forty moved a slider, and the ropes
attached to Two Ten's arms pulled outwards to either side until
they were cocked at right angles. Four Forty smirked. “Tell Five
she owes me too.”



She pressed a red plunger, triggering the
machine's automated program. The red lights on the pylons pulsed
once, twice, then popped off and re-lit green to signify the start
of the cycle. A force field snapped into place, enclosing the
chamber, adding a shimmer of blue light around Two Ten. Additional
ropes of the black substance spat onto Two Ten's body until she was
coated from head to toe.

In a matter of moments, the material began to
harden, black ropes pulling taut. The circular platform rotated,
stretching the ropes around her body. When she had been spun a half
circle, the material began to overlap, forming a thicker layer of
the substance on her body.

She was being wrapped up like a mummy, spinning
faster and faster. The nozzles on the other pylons were spraying
mist as well, layering more coats onto her bound form to smooth out
any uneven contours. The latex bodysuit she was wearing vanished
under the spray, replaced with a new black coating.

Her body now appeared as though it was wet, a
painted, shiny black object held tight within lumpy ropes. Her head
was the only area untouched, a blue patch of skin in a sea of
blackness.

From the platform in front of her sprouted a
long, thin arm sporting a rigid rubber dildo. The top of the arm
was hinged, poking itself towards her mouth. She sighed and opened
her lips for the protrusion, used to the process. The rod slipped
between her lips, forcing itself fairly deep inside. Black goo
dripped down her forehead, a twisted crown of black ropes spinning
down from the top of her head.

More black liquid gushed from above, a flood of
the material washing her skull. Two Ten got a measure of revenge
with one last hurt look before the goo encased her face. Elemental
pain tugged at Four Forty's heart, but she braced herself. A queen
must be able to make hard choices, and could not give in to her
emotions.

She knew that this sophistry would only work
temporarily. She would have to make it up to Two Ten later. In a
way that saved face for her, of course. She could only tolerate so
much insubordination.

The nozzles stopped their spray, but Two Ten's
body continued to spin, excess goo splattering off onto the force
field. The spray was actively repelled by the field, sliding
quickly towards Two Ten's feet, where it merged into the existing
pool of goo. No matter how much liquid joined the mass on the
floor, it never got larger, as the extra volume was pumped back
into the pylons.

The spin cycle ebbed, leaving behind an even
coating of the material on Two Ten's body. The drying liquid had
self leveled, leaving a flat shine over every surface. Anatomical
features had been smoothed out, the liquid filling in the peaks and
valleys. Her face had not been spared – nothing remained of her
eyes except empty, black holes.

A spiraling wave of heat whirled through the
chamber from top to bottom, flash curing the second skin to her
body. As the substance dried, her arms sagged towards the floor, no
longer held in position by the ropes which had secured them
earlier. The new suit that covered her made her bulky, hiding her
lithe curves.

The dildo in her mouth withdrew silently into
the platform. Her lips were left locked into an O shape, the inside
barely visible behind the black substance wrapping her face. This
left her a way to breath under the enclosure suit, but Four Forty
knew from experience that there was no way to hear or see anything
while bound this way.

She had personally been encased by this machine
before. She was unwilling to allow her Drones to use any equipment
she hadn't had the chance to use herself. Not only was that a good
excuse to experiment with the thrills of being bound, but it also
gave her needed empathy for her victims. She didn't mean to be a
cruel mistress if she could help it. The galaxy certainly had
plenty of those already.

She almost envied the utter safety and encased
feeling Two Ten was experiencing right now. It was a great way to
focus one's mind when left alone, or to experience amazing orgasms
when led by another. As she intended to do now.

The force field blinked off and the lights
flicked back to red, leaving her with an encased Drone. An
appetizer before the main course. None of her holes save her mouth
had been saved from the liquid, the rigid material penetrating
fairly deep inside. She ran a thumb around the ridge of Two Ten's
vagina, rimming her without sticking a finger inside.

Sensations were muted under the coating, but
Four Forty knew that inside the darkness of the suit Two Ten was
reaching for every drop of simulation. Each light tap was magnified
tenfold, becoming her entire world. A short breath through her
mouth hole affirmed that Two Ten was feeling the effects.

“Wow, that looks hot,” exclaimed Four Thirty
Nine. “How long can she be kept like that?”

“Unsedated? I wouldn't recommend more than about
eight hours, or you might start running into mental health
concerns. Hive has successfully transported tranced subjects for up
to forty eight hours, but longer journeys have not been attempted
for fear of adverse affects.”

Four Forty stooped under one of Two Ten's frozen
arms. “Can you help me with her?”

“Yeah, sure,” replied Four Thirty Nine, joining
Four Forty.

“Where do you want her?” asked Four Thirty Nine.
Her hands slipped as she tried to wrap them around Two Ten's coated
arm. “Wow, that feels weird. It's slippery, but warm and has some
give to it.”

“If it was brittle, the coating would crack as
soon as someone tried to move the subject. The malleability gives
it strength, though it does not supply any rigidity.”

She pointed at her bed. “Over there will
do.”

Grunting, she took hold of Two Ten's thickly
coated arm and braced herself. “One, two, up!” she declared, frog
marching her burden towards the bed.

Two Ten slapped onto the sheets like a sack of
potatoes. That wasn’t entirely by design, as Two Ten could have
assisted them a little if she had wanted to, but clearly she wasn't
in the mood to cooperate.

Four Forty breathed a sigh of relief. “That's
the hard part completed. Now for some fun!”

She glanced at Four Thirty Seven, who had
finally recovered enough to be coherent. “You may join us, she said
formally. “I promised Two Ten that I would punish her, and to do
that properly, I expect that you will both help me to get her to
orgasm using only your hands.”

She pointed at two black, shiny lumps under
which Two Ten’s breasts were hidden. “If you two would work on her
upper body, I will work down here.” She placed her hands near Two
Ten’s nether regions.

Four Thirty Seven looked nervous. “How often has
this worked?” Her next words flowed out with a rush. “Not that I
mind doing this Mistress, but I would hate to disappoint you.”

Four Forty made a long, low chuckle. “Two Ten is
a bit of a wimp. If we can get her going it shouldn't take too
long.”

Four Thirty Seven nodded, reaching her hands out
hesitantly. She began to knead the lumpy mass in front of her, the
rubbery material bouncing back and forth in her hands.

Four Forty cleared her throat. “That won't do
much for her. It will just feel like you're vibrating her back and
forth. You really need to do a deep massage.”

Four Forty pressed her fingertips into Two Ten's
rubbery torso. Her fingers sank deep as she pushed with intent,
rocking her palm downwards towards her lover's privates. Two Ten
let out a muffled gasp.

“See? If you push like this you can slightly
shift the coating on the Drone, causing friction between the suit
and her skin. Otherwise, she'll only feel like you're trying to
shift her around.”

The two guards nodded assent, reaching out to
touch different areas on the outfit. Four Thirty Seven went back to
the breast area, doing her best to penetrate deeper. Four Thirty
Nine elected to try her shoulder area.

Four Forty knew that their attempts would likely
be futile. Breast tissue was far too malleable, and would tend to
deform at the same rate as the coating covering it, making it very
difficult to achieve the friction necessary for arousal. Two Ten
didn't really have any other erogenous zones above the waist, so
Four Thirty Nine was unlikely to discover anything juicy
either.

The overall effect was what she was trying to
achieve. Any single point of physical contact would be
insignificant, but having multiple unknown Drones caress your body?
Blind as a bat with limited mobility, unable to get away from those
curious hands that were always touching, reaching, exploring? That
was what would set her off.

Which led her to her own responsibility. She
peered at Two Ten's most sensitive areas, deciding where to start.
The suit had completely covered her vagina and ass, two small holes
remaining where the material had been sucked up inside.

Considering, Four Forty ran a hand between Two
Ten's thighs, groping and rolling the material through her fingers.
Two Ten shifted, moaning, but Four Forty wouldn't give her any
rest. She went further, sliding a finger into Two Ten’s ass.

There was immediate resistance, the warm cavity
slick with a thin coating of the rubbery substance. She pushed
deeper, experiencing extra friction as she pressed against Two
Ten’s inner muscles.

Soon, her finger had been sucked inside, up past
the second knuckle. She rotated her hand around, jerking her finger
upwards as she worked. Two Ten's breathing became more labored, but
Four Forty knew this wouldn't be enough. Not yet.

She pulled out, eliciting a frustrated moan from
Two Ten’s mouth hole. She glanced at the two guard Drones, who were
trying their best to elicit stimulation with little success. “Try
her face,” suggested Four Forty. “She does like a bit of breath
play.”

Four Thirty Nine shifted from working Two Ten’s
shoulders, moving around the bed until Two Ten's head was between
her thighs. After Two Ten’s next exhalation, she laid her wide palm
over the top of the round breathing hole. Two Ten lurched, trying
her best to gasp for breath. She writhed, but Four Thirty Nine
jammed her legs together, trapping Two Ten's head in place.

She lifted her hand, allowing Two Ten to take
several rapid breaths. While she waited, she rubbed her hands over
Two Ten’s forehead and down the side of her chin. When she least
expected it, Four Thirty Nine clapped her hand over Two Ten's mouth
a second time.

Four Forty took this opportunity to assault Two
Ten's vagina, jabbing two fingers into her snatch. The rubbery
material may deaden sensation, but it did not penetrate far enough
inside to completely cover Two Ten's clitoris. She rotated her hand
and pulled back out, leaving a streak of sensation behind as her
fingertips dragged against the rubbery surface.

She watched Four Thirty Nine, and the next time
she clapped a hand over Two Ten's mouth, Four Forty jumped in for
the kill. Four fingers in the vagina, and her thumb in her lover’s
butt. She twirled her fingers, going for maximum sensation. It
appeared to be working, as Two Ten was wiggling back and forth on
the bed.

Four Thirty Seven lifted her leg up and shifted
over, straddling Two Ten’s belly. This forced Two Ten’s body to
remain in position, while giving Four Thirty Seven easier access to
Two Ten's breasts. She took advantage of the situation, grasping
each lump with both hands and moving them in circles.

Four Forty wasn't certain that would have much
effect, but to her surprise Two Ten began to moan urgently. She was
right on the edge. Just a little more stimulation and she'd
explode. Determined to make her squeal, Four Forty escalated once
more.

She flipped her hand around and hooked her
fingers in Two Ten's ass, digging them forward and jerking them
upwards. With her other hand, she laid her thumb on the top of Two
Ten's pubic bone, sliding the rest of her fingers inside Two Ten's
pussy.

Gripping tight, she yanked at the flesh with all
her might, pretending to lift Two Ten’s body into the air. Her
hands slipped out, slapping together. Her fingers were wet, slick
with lubrication. Two Ten's moaning had become continuous, rising
in tone, interrupted periodically by Five Thirty Nine.

“Now!” Declared Four Forty, pressing her fingers
back inside.

Four Thirty Nine sealed Two Ten's mouth, while
Four Thirty Seven trapped Two Ten's beasts between her arms and her
waist, jerking them as if she was milking a cow. Four Forty clamped
her hand down as tight as possible, locking her grip so that it
could not be thrown off as Two Ten's hips bucked.

She scissored her fingers apart in Two Ten's
ass, pressing softly against the wall of flesh on either side. Two
Ten was vibrating, the pressure of her orgasm making her buzz.

Four Thirty Nine lifted her hand, allowing Two
Ten to gasp and wail as fast as she could breathe, her body shaking
uncontrollably at the intensity of the experience. Four Forty made
sure to keep her fingers in place until Two Ten had slumped, out of
energy.

She made piteous sounds, a faint mewling
accompanied with drool bubbling out as she caught her breath. Four
Forty smiled. “I believe that was a success, ladies!” she
declared.

“Our job here is done. Now we shall make her
wait and stew for awhile as punishment so that we can finish having
our own fun.”

Four Thirty Seven looked at her, dubious. “And
what could that be? I find you attractive, don't get me wrong, but
I already have someone I'm fucking.”

She glanced at Four Thirty Nine, who looked
away, blushing. Four Forty raised her eyebrows. That was one tidbit
she hadn't been aware of.

She spread her hands over Two Ten’s prone form.
“As it so happens, that's not a problem. Currently only one Drone
shares my bed, and she's rather indisposed at the moment.”

She gestured to her equipment lying out on the
floor. “No, I was wondering if either of you would be interested in
trying some of my toys.”

Four Thirty Nine unfolded her legs, shifting her
bulk off the bed with surprising ease. Her rubbery legs slid
against the sheets, sticking to them as the two materials scuffed
against each other. She gazed at the equipment, her eyes settling
on one piece in particular. “I've always been curious about the…
hey, watch out!”

A cat wailed, a blur of arms and legs sliding
across Four Forty's vision. Two short barks chased the cat. Five
Eighty made an inadequate attempt to hurdle the pipe robot sitting
in the middle of the room. Her right leg failed to clear the
obstacle, catching in a cranny. She flailed as if in slow motion,
an agonized cry escaping her lips.

The robot broke apart into a thousand pieces,
scattering all over the floor as if it was made of rice. Five
Eighty cried piteously, her elbow cocked at an odd angle. Five
Eighty One jumped next to her with excitement, yapping like a
beagle, oblivious at all the destruction she had caused.

Four Forty sat down on the edge of the bed, a
sudden throbbing ache returning to her temple. It was all rather
too much. There was no use in getting mad. Swapping their
personalities had been a personal lark, but she hadn't properly
attended them. This disaster was her fault, not theirs.

She rubbed her forehead, slumping in on herself.
The day suddenly became overwhelming. So much for being a strong,
commanding queen, she thought bitterly. This was something an
amateur might do. She made a noise of frustration and balled one
hand into a fist. Lashing out through the Gestalt would only
compound her error, which meant there was no easy way to vent her
anger.

“Mistress?” asked Four Thirty Nine, crouching on
the edge of the bed like a tiger. “We can assist here, if you would
allow us.”

Her voice raised Four Forty's spirits. That was
right. She didn't need to do this alone! It felt demeaning to
request assistance for a mess that she had created, but being
humble was a virtue, she supposed. She nodded her head in assent.
“If you would be so kind, round them both up and bring them
here.”

“Yes,
Mistress,” echoed both guards. She caught a glimpse of darker blue
in Four Thirty Seven's pupils, a glimmer of raw excitement.

Both guards moved with confidence, spreading out
to flank their prey. They moved together as if one unit, their
training coming to the fore. Four Thirty Nine reached into her belt
and snapped out a shock stick, the end buzzing menacingly.

Four Forty was about to object, but she held her
silence. They were the professionals, not her, and she had already
made several mistakes today.

Four Thirty Nine closed in from the left,
sliding around to the animals’ rear, the stick buzzing as she moved
it through the air like a rapier. Five Eighty One backed away,
barking eagerly at the display of sparks.

The maneuver made the dog distracted, allowing
Four Thirty Seven to close the gap between them and close her arms
around the Drone in a big bear hug. Five Eighty One yelped,
protesting at the rough treatment, but was unable to shake herself
loose. Four Thirty Seven must be stronger than she looked!

Bit by bit, the recalcitrant dog was dragged
towards her bed, bouncing and wiggling like a worm. Five Thirty
Nine sheathed her stick and joined Four Thirty Seven in wrestling
the dog over to her bed. She was rather surprised at just how
efficiently the capture had been accomplished. She was fully
expecting them to take more than a few minutes to get the dog
corralled.

Five Eighty One was unceremoniously dumped onto
Four Forty’s bed, her hands grasping at Two Ten's encased leg. Two
Ten made no visible reaction as the dog yapped at her. Changing
targets, she wormed her way up Four Forty’s side, the dog sticking
out her tongue and pressing her nose into her Mistress’ cheek. The
big, juicy tongue slid over her skin, the fine texture tickling her
cheekbone.

She looked at poor Five Eighty One, her lips
compressed. “This has been amusing, but now it's punishing me far
more than it's punishing you.”

The dog’s behavior had escalated, and she was
now trying to hump Four Forty’s leg. Four Forty hauled her naughty
slave up by the chin, wrapping her fingers over the cat eared hood.
“Release,” she said with some force.

The woman stopped her attempt to lick Four
Forty's face, sitting back in confusion, hands on her thighs.
“Mistress, why is your face wet?”

Four Forty ignored the question. There may have
been tears of frustration on her face in addition to the saliva
left by the dog persona’s licking. Her guards moved together in
lockstep, bringing her Five Eighty. The injured dog with a cat’s
persona was cradled in their arms. One of her hands pawed at the
air, a slight, fragile gesture. They brought her right up to the
edge of the bed.

She pressed her index finger against the nose of
the dog eared mask. “Release,” she breathed.

Five Eighty fell back, legs tangling in the
sheets, crying a sound of relief. “Thank you, Mistress!” she
gasped, cradling her left arm. “Please don't experiment like that
again!”

Four Forty narrowed her eyes. “Don't give me a
reason to, and I won't! You all have been behaving very poorly
lately. I let you all get away with far too much because you’re a
part of my family,” she grumped.

“Family can only go so far. I cannot, and will
not allow you to make me look weak in front of others, especially
not now while I am trying to find my place as Queen!”

Her lips flattened. “Do you want me to be the
strict Mistress? Because that's where this is headed!” She shot
them both a glare.

They withered under her gaze, speaking in union.
“No Mistress, we would not like that. We exist to serve.”

“Now,” stated Four Forty. “I think we've had
quite enough excitement for one evening. Five Eighty One, please
take Five Eighty to have her arm looked at. I will need all my
servants at full health for the days ahead.”

She paused. “You both have the rest of the night
off. I don't want to see either of you until that arm has been
treated.”

“Yes, Mistress,” they murmured, lowering their
eyes. Five Eighty One helped Five Eighty off the bed and to the
door, her arms supporting her twin slave. Their animal masks cast a
strange silhouette as they departed.

 



Chapter Seven

The door snapped shut and Four Forty let out a
breath she had been holding in. “Do you think I might have been…
too strict?” she asked the room, not expecting an answer. “Am I a
good Mistress?”

Four Thirty Seven sat down next to her, muscles
flexing under her bodysuit. Her tone was firm. “I think you did
what you had to do. They were not acting like proper Drones, and
you corrected them. Perhaps in the future they will remember this
lesson and not act out. Pain is an excellent motivator.”

She grunted. “The clinic will get them sorted.
Plus, if I don't miss my mark, those two will be in bed with each
other before the night is out.”

Four Forty raised an eyebrow. “Really? Those
two? I've had them as slaves for the last year and they've never
shown signs of affection for each other.”

Four Thirty Seven laughed, a high tinkle. “Are
you dense? Did you see how courteous Five Eighty was? I bet they're
in the sack with each other whenever you're not around. They're
hiding it because they think you won't approve.”

“Why would they think that?” asked Four Forty,
feeling grumpy. “I'm in a relationship with Two Ten. I wouldn’t
disapprove of their coupling.”

“Perhaps,” said Four Thirty Nine, standing near
the center of the room, “but you also have a reputation as a
fearsome Mistress, and they don't want to give others the
impression that you're being soft on them.” She barked a laugh.
“Seeing them enter the clinic with an injury will probably enhance
your cachet!”

Four Forty waved her off. “That's not what I'm
worried about. If they keep this up, they're liable to hurt
themselves further.” She pressed a finger against her lips. “It
seems I'm not nearly as perceptive as I had thought. The next time
I see them I will get this sorted out. I don’t want them playing up
my image to the detriment of their health.”

Her thoughts turned from complicated, messy
relationships to more enticing affairs, her lips forming a
mysterious grin. “Tell me, Four Thirty Nine, have you yet had the
pleasure of experiencing the wonders of vibratory
masturbation?”

Four Thirty Nine shook her head. “No Mistress,
and as a matter of fact I was going to inquire about this device
before we were interrupted. How does it work?”

Regaining her aplomb, Four Forty climbed off the
bed and stood next to the saddle like device mounted in the center
of the room. She laid her hands on the leather dome, her hands
splayed around a rigid dildo which pointed straight at the ceiling.
“Well, it's quite simple, really, you just sit on it. It lubricates
itself.” She shot Four Thirty Nine an enigmatic grin.

Four Thirty Nine rolled her eyes. “Fine, I'll
play along.”

She reached down to her pubic area and pulled at
a zipper. Her hand moved under her privates, the material of her
body suit neatly separating, leaving her exposed. She swung one leg
over the saddle, which had been mounted at waist height. Her large
thighs straddled the dome, legs swinging off the edge without
touching the floor. She now sat right behind the anatomically
modeled dildo.

Putting one hand in front of the dildo and one
behind, she levered her body upwards, bringing her butt in line
with the protrusion below. Grunting, she inched her way down,
taking the dildo’s girth inside her. She squeezed her thighs,
working back and forth to slide it ever deeper. Getting tired of
teasing herself, she dropped the rest of the way to the table,
grunting as the thick rubber nestled deep inside.

Breathing faster than usual, Four Thirty Nine
gritted her teeth. “How long is that? Eight inches?”

“No, only seven,” declared Four Forty. “It does,
however, have a larger girth, so it may fill you up more than what
you're used to.”

“You’ve got that right!” declared the guard
Drone. She shifted back and forth, humming to herself. “I feel well
and truly plugged. How do we get this rodeo started?”

Four Forty retrieved a small control box which
had been fastened to the front of the saddle. “We’ll start just as
soon as I give your fellow Drone some instructions.”

She gathered Four Thirty Seven in close, talking
softly. “Here's the control box, it's quite simple. This dial here
controls the speed of vibration. That one controls how fast the
dildo spins. You can optionally switch each function on and off
with these switches on the sides. I recommend you start with
vibration first.”

Four Thirty Seven took the box from her hands.
“I want just one promise from you, Mistress,” she declared. “I
reserve the right to try this at some point, too.”

Four Forty laughed with a thrill of velvet
undertones. “Don't worry, as my guards, I'm certain we'll have
plenty of quality playtime together in our future.”

“Okay then,” stated Four Thirty Seven, seizing
the controls with confidence. “So if I turn this on and twist this
control…”

A buzzing noise came from under Four Thirty
Nine's butt, her whole body shivering on the saddle. “Mmmm, that
feels good,” she breathed, “but this is child's play. Let's get
this party started!”

Four Thirty Seven grinned, twisting the dial a
half spin. The vibration increased by an order of magnitude,
causing the entire saddle to visibly vibrate. Four Thirty Nine
pointed her toes and curled her fingers into fists. “Still not a
problem,” she gasped, “I can take it.”

Four Forty touched Four Thirty Seven's arm.
“Hold on just a moment, give it some time to work.”

She stepped in front of the table, looking up at
Four Thirty Nine, who was now sweating. Her face was set in a
rictus grin, fake bravado glinting in her eyes. “I've never known
someone who could resist this form of stimulation for long,”
remarked Four Forty conversationally. “It will only be a little
while until you're cumming your brains out. The only question is…
how long can you last?”

She ran a finger down Four Thirty Nine's thigh.
“Two Ten holds the current high score of ten minutes, but she's
quite experienced. I don't expect you to last nearly that
long.”

The humming vibration increased in intensity.
Four Thirty Nine looked visibly distressed. “I can... still handle
it,” she stuttered, looking uncertain. She bit her tongue. “I can
last longer than her.”

Four Forty laughed, gesturing at Four Thirty
Seven to up the tempo. “I very much doubt that. She stretched
herself to the absolute limit on that run, and that was the best
she could accomplish.” She grinned evilly. “I didn't even take her
up to maximum intensity.”

Four Thirty Seven grinned, flipping the switch
on the other side of the controller and fiddling with the dial. The
buzzing became a whirling noise as the two motions of the dildo
combined to become a twisting, throbbing, blur of activity. Four
Thirty Nine's large face went pale, her entire body stressed from
the sexual assault she was being subjected to.

“I can keep going, I can make it,” she said to
herself, her hands unconsciously moving to cup her breasts.

Four Forty broke into her ruminations to
distract her. She had never said that she was going to play fair.
“You can feel the pleasure,” she stated in measured tones. “It
thrills from your snatch down to your toes, vibrating back up past
your breasts, ending at your lips, from which your Obedience
radiates.”

“Obedience to Hive. Obedience to Blue. Obedience
to Me.”

She lifted a finger at Four Thirty Seven, who
twisted the dial further. “As it spins around, your mind spins with
it, vibrating in sympathetic motions. You are awash in it, feeling
the waves of pleasure cresting against your deep blue core,
crashing upon the rock of your devotion.”

She stepped in close, watching Four Thirty Nine
as her body was punished by the sensations. The Drone continued to
work her breasts with automated fervor. “It feels good to be so
free, free of your need to be competitive, free of your worries and
plans for the future.”

Four Forty reached her hands out and laid them
on Four Thirty Nine's torso. She could feel the Drone’s body
vibrating, the dildo inside her churning mercilessly. The Drone’s
vagina was wet, glistening lubrication dripping from her snatch and
sliding to the base of the dildo.

“You're entering the final stages now, unable to
control your body. You don't need to control your body. Hive will
control your body. Your devotion is total.”

Four Thirty Nine's eyes were unfocused, her jaw
slack. “Yes, please, do it,” she mumbled. “I am devotion. I am a
slave. I am yours.”

“In that case,” she whispered conspiratorially,
“you just need to give in and follow my commands.”

She pressed her left hand against the Drone's
butt. “Slide yourself forward and back while synchronizing your
body to the sensations. That's the way to increase your pleasure
and to obey your Queen.”

Four Thirty Nine slid forward immediately,
completely under her Mistress’ control. Her hips rocked, rotating
her body around the vibrating dildo as it spun in the opposite
direction. She moaned as her arousal built up, bringing her
inevitably closer to climax.

Four Forty lifted her hand and slapped the guard
Drone on her butt, once, twice, three times. “You're such a slut
for me. You're so easy. Cum for me, slave. Cum for Me.”

Four Thirty Nine tossed her head back, wailing
to the ceiling as the first orgasm hit. The relentless vibrator
kept pulsing, sending the Drone into a series of uncontrollable
spasms. She leaned forward, hands on the saddle in front of her as
she pushed her butt down as far as it would go, attempting to
extract the maximum amount of stimulation possible.

She rode on a wave of pleasure, the orgasm
seizing her. As the first wave faded, another jolt hit her, raising
her onto yet another peak of bliss. Her moans became continuous,
enslaved by the pulsing lust that controlled her world.

“Good girl,” whispered Four Forty. “Good
girl.”

She looked at Four Thirty Seven inquiringly.
“How did she fare, Drone?”

“About fifty percent on both dials,” stated Four
Thirty Seven. Her lips twitched. “First orgasm in four
minutes.”

She flipped the switch off, easing the cycle of
lust which still gripped the other Drone. Her eyes hooded. “I hope
you're not expecting me to break the record. I'm quite satisfied
with simply experiencing mind blowing pleasure.”

“Not at all,” replied Four Forty. “As long as
you're aware that I will still be testing for endurance once you
have been hypnotized with lust.”

Four Thirty Seven considered. “Unbelievable
pleasure in trade for vicious edging? I'm okay with that.” She
blushed. “I won't promise to do better than her, though. Just
watching her orgasm her brains out has turned me on.”

She clenched her legs together and folded her
hands, doing her best to stop herself from masturbating in front of
her Mistress. Four Forty chuckled, considering what to do with her.
“Four Thirty Nine needs some time to recover. Would you like to try
the pipe bondage robot?”

Four Thirty Seven bit her lip. “Could I?” she
asked eagerly. She paused, looking around. “What is it,
exactly?’

Four Forty spread her hands out to either side,
framing a collection of foot long pipes scattered all over the
floor near the far side of the room. “That's it!”

Four Thirty Seven walked over and touched one
with her boot. It rolled away, clinking as it impacted another pipe
further down. “What's it?” she asked suspiciously, staring at Four
Forty intently. “It's broken.”

“Only because it hasn't been activated. Here,
let me show you what I mean.”

She clicked her tongue against the roof of her
mouth and spoke a command. Around the edge of each pipe a ring of
blue light activated, accompanied by a low hum. The tubes began to
roll against the floor, clacking as they collided against each
other. The pipes snapped together as if magnetic, end to end until
they formed a two dimensional box around Four Thirty Seven.

“Stand still,” warned Four Forty. “This could be
unpleasant if you struggle.”

The box continued to build on itself, the piping
interlocking into a grid matrix until the top extended above the
guard's head. “This robot is a more recent development. Another
experiment attempting to improve the efficiency of our Droning
process.”

A few of the pipes dangled precariously as the
box finished constructing itself around the Drone. It immediately
began to deconstruct itself, the pipes tilting and locking into new
angles as the robot reworked itself into a preset pattern.

“The goal of this robot is capture, but it was
found to be far slower than the standard capture bot so it was
never deployed in a production environment,” explained Four Forty.
“The struts the bot is made out of can be reconfigured as desired,
allowing the user to change it into any shape the mind can imagine.
Preset patterns are stored via the Gestalt and are recalled by
keywords.”

Four Thirty Seven was looking more uncertain as
the tubing refolded itself closer and closer to her body. “How safe
is this?” she asked, worried. “Has any Drone been crushed in its
embrace?”

“No,” replied Four Forty tersely, “but there is
a small chance of injury if you struggle too much. Another one of
the reasons it was deemed unfit for purpose.”

“However,” she continued, “when used properly,
it is perfectly safe. Just don't struggle, and everything will be
fine!”

“Easy for you to say,” replied Four Thirty
Seven, who was becoming increasingly restrained by the device.

The top of the box had folded down to form a
cage around the Drone's head, the length of the bars shrinking as
the system reconfigured. A bend in the box at her upper back forced
her to lean forward, the robot inexorably drawing her into the
shape it had been programmed to form.

A lattice work locked under her pelvis, lifting
her body off the ground, her weight supported by a framework of
pipes which had built up under her upper body. Her legs stretched
to either side, drawn outwards by the unyielding metal. Four Thirty
Seven grunted. “This is more than a little uncomfortable,” she
complained. “Is that why this prototype failed?”

Her entire body had been caged and levitated off
the floor by the device, her arms pointed towards the ground. Her
neck was pinned by a small box, preventing her from shifting in any
direction. Her legs were locked into a V, providing easy access to
her privates. It was almost as though someone had built a
supporting frame for a roller coaster and locked a human body into
it.

Four Forty stepped over to her closet, humming
as she rummaged in the drawers. “Hold that thought. Hmm, ah, that's
it.”

Her fingers withdrew, a bulbous device gripped
in one hand. “No, comfort is not a top priority when capturing new
Drone material, but on the balance it was one of its many
drawbacks. This particular robot was being used to provide
temporary scaffolding at a job site when I first saw it. The
potential was there, so I repurposed it back to the use it was
originally intended for.”

She walked over to the bound Drone, sliding her
fingers up and down the large knobby dildo in her hands. “It's not
a good idea to use it for long term play, but it works great in a
pinch.”

Four Thirty Nine pulled herself off the saddle
and settled heavily onto the floor. She was still breathing hard,
but her eyes had cleared, indicating that the haze of lust had left
her. “May I do the honors?” she asked.

Four Forty grinned, presenting the gigantic
dildo to her. “Be my guest.”

She had no objections to the two Drones playing
with each other. It was actually easier on her, as Drones that
played together would seek less attention from her. She respected
that, as her hands were already full with Two Ten most of the time.
Having the couple play together would also have a far greater
impact than she could ever hope to achieve herself. It was always
more exciting with lovers.

Four Thirty Nine grabbed the dildo, exclaiming
as it almost slipped from her grasp. “It's self lubricating,” said
Four Forty apologetically. “I forgot to mention that. I like it
when my toys are always ready to go.”

Four Forty moved to a rack on the wall,
retrieving a spherical robot. “Physical stimulation always plays
second fiddle to mental stimulation,” she declared, settling the
robot on the ground in front of Four Thirty Seven.

It unfolded like a flower, the metal petals
locking against the floor to form a stabilizing base. “Everything
you feel could be a lie, for everything you know is filtered
through your brain. If your brain lies to you, then how can you
possibly know the truth?”

A thin stalk from the center of the robot
ascended to eye level in front of Four Thirty Seven, two bulbous
lumps unrolling from the stem on either side until they formed
circular emitters. Thin strands sprouted from beneath, a spider
network of threads holding the device steady. Dual light sources
built into the emitters snapped on, illuminating Four Thirty
Seven's eyes with a bright, blue light.

The Drone lost focus, consciousness retreating
under this new bombardment. “Physical discomfort fades as it is
replaced with lies. You feel as though you're bound with fur
handcuffs. Warm air caresses every inch of your body. You are
totally comfortable.”

The Drone looked dopey, a dumb smile taking
shape. “This feels… nice,” she slurred.

“You trust us completely. Your focus is
complete. You feel only pleasure.”

She nodded at Four Thirty Nine, who took over
the induction. “The blue is intense, but not unbearable. You lose
yourself in the intricate patterns.”

Four Forty knelt, working her hands through the
box-like structure until she palmed Four Thirty Seven's breasts,
kneading them as Four Thirty Nine’s words worked their way into the
entranced Drone’s mind. The latex of the Drone’s bodysuit slid over
her nipples, the friction providing delightful stimulation.

“As she touches your breasts, you feel euphoria.
You want more. You are a carefree slut.”

Four Thirty Nine slipped underneath the bondage
frame, unzipping Four Thirty Seven’s body suit at the bound Drone’s
crotch area. She ran her fingers over her lover’s wet lips.

Four Thirty Seven's body jerked forward. Four
Forty glanced downwards, noting that Four Thirty Nine had inserted
the dildo, its tremendous length jammed into Four Thirty Seven’s
vagina.

She personally would have done more edging if
she was running the show, but Four Thirty Nine knew this Drone
better than her. She would play along. She fanned out her fingers
and tugged at the Drone’s latex covered nipples.

“You are filled, your vulva stretching to accept
the intruder. It is sucking, wanting, needing more. You need more.
Your body obeys. Good girl.”

Four Thirty Seven wheezed. “I need more. I will
be good.”

“You will be good,” repeated Four Thirty Nine.
“Listen to the blue. It talks to you. It loves you. Squeeze the
dildo, feel its rubbery hardness. It is a part of you, just like
the blue.”

Four Thirty Nine started thrusting the dildo in
and out at a rapid pace, ramming it into her lover like a hydraulic
jackhammer. Four Forty grinned. The Drone wasn't going to last long
at this rate. She pulled down hard on the latex covering the
woman's breasts, letting it bounce back into place with a snap.
Four Thirty Seven moaned, pain mixed with pleasure.

“Your arousal has peaked,” Four Thirty Nine
declared in a matter of fact tone. “The thrusting has touched your
core. You are delighted. Your mind dissolves in the face of this
Blue Truth. You are a slave. You are a Drone. You obey.”

“I am a Drone! I am a slave! I obey!”

The words were shouted with strangled joy, mouth
flexing as spittle dripped from her chin. Her hands clenched
against the bars that confined her, her body rigid as Four Thirty
Nine rammed the dildo home.

“I am a Drone. I am a slave. I obey!”

Her conscious mind dissolved. She could do
nothing other than repeat what she had been told to think, over and
over.

Four Thirty Nine praised her obedience. “Yes,
good Drone. Good girl. Good slave. You don't need to think, you
only feel. Tell me what you feel.”

“All I feel is Blue,” the Drone replied
mechanically. “Blue is everywhere.”

“Good,” stated Four Thirty Nine as she drew
back. “Rest in the Blue. You will experience bliss.”

The projection coming from the spherical robot
flickered, loading the cool down program. The mind blanked Drone
soaked up the images fed to it, accepting the programming without
resistance.

“She'll be occupied while the robot brings her
down safely. Too much stimulation in too short a time can cause
damage and eventual addiction if it is not properly managed. That
is why I don't use Enforcers. They are far too dangerous, since the
effects can be permanent.”

Four Thirty Nine slid the dildo out of Four
Thirty Seven's pussy, its surface slick with her wetness.
“Understood.” She looked at the toy nestled in her palm,
hesitant.

“I'll take that.”

Four Forty retrieved the dildo and strode back
to the closet. Pulling out a drawer, she dropped the veined penis
inside, sliding it shut. The automatic sanitizing cycle would take
care of the necessary cleanup.

“While we wait for Four Thirty Seven, would you
mind helping me with Two Ten?” She inclined her head towards the
bed, where the encased figure of her lover still waited.

“Of course,” said Four Thirty Nine. “I am your
servant.”

“Yes, that's true,” mused Four Forty, “but
you're also something more. We've been through a lot together, and
I hope we'll be able to remain with each other in the future as
well.”

She paused. “I consider you a friend,” she said
bluntly, looking away. She cursed her sudden timidity. “I hope you
might feel likewise.”

Four Thirty Nine stood at the side of the bed,
looking down at the somnolent form of Two Ten. She cracked a grin.
“I'm glad we're only friends, look at what you do to your
lovers!”

Four Forty blinked hard, hiding tears. It meant
a lot for her to hear that, but she didn’t want to break down in
front of her guards. That wouldn’t be queenly.

Four Thirty Nine bent over to slide one arm
under the encased Drone. “I’ve been meaning to ask. This is what a
Drone in a bondage matrix looks like, right? I can see how Five was
able to hide her identity. One thing doesn't add up, though. How
was she able to get out of the bondage matrix on her own in the
mornings and escape without your notice?”

Glad to have something else to discuss, Four
Forty fumbled a few words, happy that her friendly overture had
been accepted. “Well, you see, um, the bondage matrix does dissolve
any clothing you are wearing when you are put into it.”

She moved over to grab hold of Two Ten's
opposite side, the rubbery mass shifting uncomfortably in her arms
like jello. “However, the nights in question I did not take her out
of the matrix. I needed to leave early in the morning to deal with
operational matters, and I left that task to Five Eighty and Five
Eighty One.”

She glowered, breath coming in short gasps as
they walked Two Ten's body back to the pod. “That was one of the
reasons I gave them their punishment. I have not forgotten what
they have put me through, and I shall consider another suitable
predicament to put them in soon.”

Four Thirty Nine pushed under Two Ten's
shoulder, lifting her up into the pod. She assisted Four Forty in
getting Two Ten's wobbly feet lined up with the pod's floor. The
goop sucked her feet downward, encasing them, her body sinking
almost up to her knees in the pool of material that had been used
to coat her body earlier.

“What about this?” asked Four Thirty Nine, doing
her best to straighten out Two Ten's body. “This pod is large
enough. Why not goo them together with their hips and breasts
pressed up against each other? They would be unable to stimulate
each other, locked together at your pleasure until you take mercy
on them.”

Four Forty chortled. “I like the way your mind
works. Not only could I play with their bodies, I could mess with
their minds, too. How delicious!”

She pressed the green button on the machine,
starting up the extraction cycle. “My only concern is that they
would like it a little too much.”

“Oh, that's easy, you can just tell them that
whoever gives in first increases the punishment for both of them.
They'll fight each other tooth and nail to see who can last the
longest.”

“I like the sound of that.”

The pod lights blinked, red swapping to green.
The force field turned on again, a shower of silver liquid
sprouting from the tips of the pylons to deluge Two Ten with their
spray. The rubbery material of the bondage matrix began to melt,
stringers dissolving into thin stands, dripping down the shiny
curves of her body.

Another thought occurred to Four Forty.
“Whatever happened to Four Thirty Eight? I recall seeing her in the
throne room when we confronted my… father.”

She glossed over the appellation. He was not a
part of her life any more. Hive had seen to that.

She didn't exactly care about Four Thirty Eight,
either. That harridan had earned her reward of being a low level
Drone, in her opinion, but her perverse curiosity made her ask
anyway.

“Nothing, really,” replied Four Thirty Nine.
“Last I heard she's still the emperor's personal retainer. One of
his favorites.”

She laughed. “That old crone is probably far
happier servicing the emperor than she ever was trying to take care
of those plants with her meager budget. She might even tell you
that herself if she could marshal any thoughts of her own.”

“I… see. I won't say I'm displeased that she's
not my responsibility.”

“Nope,” replied Four Thirty Nine with a cheeky
grin. “You have to deal with us reprobates instead!”

“You got that right!”

The discussion paused for a moment as they both
viewed the end of the debonding process. Most of Two Ten's nude
body was visible, the last wisps of dark material dripping into the
tank below. The machine ticked over from the wash cycle to the
rinse cycle, the Drone's body flooded with a thinner, which
efficiently removed the remaining base material and solvent. A
platform under her feet rotated as it rose upwards, pushing the
Drone's feet out of the pit so that they could be properly
cleaned.

Her mind darted off on another tangent. “Could
you possibly ‘misplace’ your gas tank and helmet for the night? I
will make sure they are returned to you tomorrow.”

Four Thirty Nine bowed formally. “I am your
slave, Mistress. All I own belongs to you.” She winked. “Though
you're going to need to tell the quartermaster if you keep it for
too long. That Drone frightens me!”

“Don't worry,” said Four Forty, airily waving
her hand in the air. “I will handle any consequences. Although –
what dangers are involved with using the gas?”

“None, really,” replied Four Thirty Nine. “It's
not habit forming. However, under its influence you become
scatterbrained. You're very focused, yes, but anything interesting
can steal that focus. This is useful while guarding because
anything that’s out of place becomes a lot more obvious. It's not
so great in the sack if you're not prepared. Just make sure you're
ready for it on your first inhale or you might find yourself
examining the infinite variability of bird wings.”

She rolled her eyes. “Ask me how I know. Four
Thirty Seven won't stop teasing me about it.”

“Hey!” interrupted Four Thirty Seven, her body
hanging limp in the pipe bondage robot. “I just said that I liked
your plumage.”

Four Thirty Nine chuckled, walking over to
assist her lover. “And here you are, stuck and at my mercy.”

She tickled Four Thirty Seven under the chin.
“Not able to fly away, my little bird? What a shame.”

Four Forty, amused, gave a command to the
bondage robot, and the top of the cage sprung free. “It's time for
you two to fly the coop, as it were. Two Ten and I need some time
to ourselves, and I am certain you’ll appreciate having some as
well.”

Four Thirty Nine put a hand on her hip as Four
Thirty Seven levered her way out of the pipes encasing her body.
“Will you be okay here by yourself?” she asked.

“Oh yes,” replied Four Forty. “Two Ten should be
coming around shortly.” She brushed her hands forward. “Shoo, shoo,
don't worry about us. We'll see each other in the morning.”

“Okay,” replied Four Thirty Nine. “If that is
your desire, Mistress.”

Four Thirty Nine bowed low as Four Thirty Seven
grabbed her gas tank and helmet. Caught off guard, Four Thirty
Seven stumbled as she hastily bent over to bow as well.

“I didn't think we would become friends when we
first met,” rumbled Four Thirty Nine, “but now we are that and
more. I am proud to be your servant, Mistress.”

Four Thirty Seven dipped her head even lower.
“We like you, Mistress, and will serve you as long as you will have
us.”

Four Forty waved her hands, surprised at how
maudlin she suddenly felt. “Thank you, both of you. It means a lot
to me.” She blinked her eyes rapidly, holding back tears. “If you
don't leave now I might have a break down.”

Four Thirty Nine straightened up and gave her a
wink. “That's okay, my shoulders are wide enough to cry on. Have a
good time with my equipment.”

She turned and pressed a hand under Four Thirty
Seven's crotch. “Your privates are exposed,” she stated with
amusement, zipping it back up.

Four Thirty Seven jumped a little, her face red.
Four Thirty Nine wrapped an arm around her shoulder. “Come on,
let's get out of here. If three's a crowd, four's a menagerie.”

She raised her other hand in a wave, leading her
fellow guard out of Four Forty’s quarters. Four Forty sighed, her
shoulders relaxing. Those two were complex. Fun and exciting, yes,
but also intense. She wasn't sure she had completely worked through
all her feelings around having them as her personal guards.

Their departure left her alone. With Two Ten.
Her shoulders tensed back up again. The one thing she had wished
for all day, but now the one thing she was dreading. There was more
than one unresolved issue that needed to be addressed.

“They're a cute couple, aren't they? A far cry
from the two professional, staid military crew they used to be.
Which one of them do you want to fuck first?”

Four Forty turned around, her eyes suddenly
trapped inside Two Ten's intense blue orbs. “Yes, they're cute
together. What of it? Despite their looks, I never said I wanted to
share their bed. Where is this hostility coming from?”

Two Ten sighed, her body relaxing into an
awkward posture. She folded her arms under her pert breasts, hands
gripping her elbows in a self hug. She looked frail, the fight
going out of her body. She seemed almost… afraid. This was very
strange. The Two Ten she knew was always in control of herself,
always confident. Here she seemed almost unstrung.

“You're a Queen now, and I'm still a nobody. I
wouldn't be surprised if I was discarded for another Drone. Sex
Drones are interchangeable. I saw how One Fifty looked at you when
she offered to become your breeder. How Four Thirty Nine and Four
Thirty Seven view you. They worship you, and I wouldn't be
surprised if… you choose one of them over me. I'm too emotional.
I'm too stupid.” She choked back tears.

Four Forty made a rude noise. She smacked the
release button on the bondage matrix pod harder than was necessary.
The force field vanished, and she darted inside, wrapping her arms
around her miserable lover. She gave Two Ten a quick peck on the
cheek and pulled her off the platform.

“I'm not doing this with any other Drone.
They're not here. I made them leave. It’s you I want.”

Two Ten resisted, pulling them both to a stop.
She pushed her arms up, forcing Four Forty to drop her embrace.
“It's nice to hear that, but it's not enough. I just feel
inadequate. Lately you've been spending so much time on your work,
and I don't feel right asking you to spend more with me.”

She pressed a finger against Four Forty's lips,
preventing her from speaking. “No, I know that your work is
important. Hive is important, but that doesn't make me feel better.
I still sense this distance between us.”

“I started doing more in an attempt to solve the
problem. I spent months working on that performance for you. Hiding
the rehearsals, making a deal with Five. I wanted it to be the best
thing I've ever done. To win you back in the most impressive
display I could muster. I think I did a pretty good job.” Her
watery eyes creased.

“Now that it's over, though, I just
feel dumb. We're farther apart than ever.”

Four Forty thought back to all those
times she had chosen her work over her lover. “Yes, you're right.”
This was painful to admit, a claw dragging at her heart. “I haven't
been a very good girlfriend, have I?”

She pressed her lips together.
“I haven't done anything to intentionally jeopardize this
relationship. I can't instantly fix your perceptions. I can't
remove your insecurities, or fix the broken part of your mind that
believes I will betray you for another. Doing so would require so
much control that I might risk breaking you. I doubt it would work
anyway. What I can do is show you this.”

She cracked open the part of her mind exposed to
the Gestalt, letting her emotions wash through the link between
them until her love flooded through Two Ten's mind.

“I can and will show you this over and over
until your stupid brain concedes that it is wrong. Wrong to be
insecure, wrong to hoard baseless suspicions about me.”

Two Ten hiccuped, a sob fluttering through her
lips. “I can feel your love, and I believe in it as an abstract
concept, but I can't force my brain to behave.”

She looked Four Forty in the eyes, stark fear
peering out at her. “Will you promise me that if this happens again
you will force my brain to behave? That you will brainwash me until
every dark thought has been rooted out and destroyed?”

Four Forty sighed. “I promise that, if, by some
unimaginable bad luck we can’t make this work, I will go to any
lengths necessary to control these bad thoughts of yours. I will
banish them from your mind and convert them into devotion. I will
shower you with my love and force you to believe me.”

Two Ten smiled, her fear pushed back just a
little. She kissed Four Forty on the cheek. “I believe you. Just
knowing the option exists makes me feel a little better.”

“Yes,” stated Four Forty wryly. “If I had known
a little mind control would have solved our problem I would have
opened with that.”

Two Ten punched her in the shoulder, her hand
dimpling the emerald green latex of Four Forty’s dress. “Don't be
silly, if we solved all our problems with mind control we'd be no
better than robots.”

She twirled away from Four Forty, heading to the
closet, her lightened mood dispelling some of the emotional cloud
which had settled over the two. “What are you doing?” asked Four
Forty. “Are you feeling tired? Do you want to go to bed?”

Two Ten flashed her eyes at Four Forty. “Are you
kidding? After talking about brainwashing I'm revved up and ready
to go! I would seriously hurt you if all we did tonight was
cuddle.”

“Oh? What else did you have in mind?”

Two Ten gave her a wicked grin. “If you're not
planning on fucking those other Drones, maybe you would like to
fuck me instead?”

Baffled now, Four Forty put her hand on her
hips. Two Ten was leading up to something, but she was damned if
she knew what it might be. Sure, they had played with each other
before, but the undertones in Two Ten's voice seemed more excited
than usual.

Two Ten retrieved an electronic cube from the
closet and brought it over. Like most of Hive's robots, its
function was impossible to tell from the exterior. She presented it
to Four Forty, hands shaking with excitement.

“What is this?” asked Four Forty, turning it
over in her hands.

“We'll get to that in a moment,” she said,
placing her hands on Four Forty's shoulders. Her eyes wide, she
stumbled over her words. “Please be my wife.”

Four Forty's mouth dropped open, her brain
halting as if it had just hit an execution error. She laughed,
almost in despair. “This should be a joyful occasion, but after our
discussion, I just don't know what to say!”

Two Ten grasped her arms. “You don't
need to say anything. Just be there for me.”

Two Ten kissed her on the
cheek gently. “If you are serious about taking me in hand when my
brain refuses to obey, I believe we can make this work. We
will make this work,
with Hive's help.”

Not waiting for her answer, Two Ten’s eyes slid
down to the cube cradled in Four Forty's hands. “I've talked to
various Hive technicians, and they've built me a robotic upgrade.
The techs call it the artificial insemination device, or AID for
short, but that sounds so stuffy. I call it the love machine.” She
winked. “It's formulated specifically to work with standard Hive
modifications, so there shouldn't be any compatibility issues with
your vaginal insert.”

“Okay,” murmured Four Forty, turning it over in
her hands. “But what does it do?”

“Oh, that's easy, just prod it through the
Gestalt to activate it and it will automatically install
itself.”

Raising one brow, she did as Two Ten suggested,
and the box almost exploded in her hands, transforming into a robot
with a multitude of legs.

It climbed onto her chest in a blink of an eye,
crawling downwards before she had a chance to react. The latex
dress she wore was no barrier to the device, as it deftly slipped
under the material around her ankles and climbed up her legs. She
was unable to see what it was doing underneath, but something
clicked into place and a wealth of new information flooded her
senses. Her skin began to glow as her arousal awakened.

“Look, it's happy to see me!” clapped Two Ten
with excitement.

Indeed, there was a noticeable bulge tenting the
green latex at her crotch area. A frisson of pleasure skittered
through her mind as the material shifted across the hard rod. Was
this how it felt to be male?

She looked at Two Ten with lust. She wanted her,
badly, and so did her new appendage. She wanted to hold her down
and make her squeal. She wanted it all.

“I haven't gotten your answer yet.” Two Ten’s
eyes shined, eager but with a hint of apprehension.

Four Forty pursed her lips. The day had been
full of surprises, but this was the most pleasant one. There was no
rational reason to deny Two Ten what she wanted to hear. Two Ten
would always be her first choice.

“Yes, I will be your wife, Two Ten.”

Two Ten squealed, a happy noise, flipping up the
green latex skirt on Four Forty’s dress. Her voice came in a rapid
cadence, her excitement increasing. “They told me that it links
with your neural net. You should be able to feel everything, just
like the real thing.”

Two Ten grasped the latex of her dress and
pulled it up by the hem, freeing the robotic appendage. It sprang
forth, snaking into the open air. Four Forty gasped, staring in
amazement as the metallic rod telescoped outwards. It almost felt
as though it was swelling, but that was impossible, wasn't it?

Looking closer, she realized it wasn't. Someone
had designed the appendage so that it had the ability to widen. It
bobbed up and down, the servos inside the attachment tensing and
releasing as she probed it with her curious thoughts.

She touched the tip, her heart pounding as the
device spasmed, a small droplet of clear liquid leaking out.

“Did I mention that I pre-loaded it with your
genetic material?” said Two Ten. “I want to have your baby.”

Four Forty's lips gaped, her tongue running over
the back of her teeth. Although they hadn't discussed this earlier,
it suddenly sounded like the best idea she had heard all day. Two
Ten would take her semen and become her brood mate, making more
Drone slaves for Hive. She suddenly felt an urgent need to stick
her penis inside Two Ten and fuck her until she screamed with
pleasure.

Her body was glowing blue, a sure sign of her
arousal. The whorls permanently tattooed to her breasts and chest
made her latex outfit appear lit from within. Two Ten traced the
pattern around her belly button. “It looks like your body agrees
with me. Why don't you just stick it in?”

She grabbed the end of Four Forty’s metallic rod
and slid her hand towards its root, the resulting friction causing
cascades of unfamiliar arousal to crash against her body.

Four Forty closed her eyes, pushing back the
oncoming rush of heat. “Fetch that tank over by the wall,” she
breathed. “We'll do it on the hammock while breathing the gas.”

Two Ten giggled with delight. “You thought
ahead! It’s good to see you're thinking with more than just your
new penis!”

The attachment felt weird, like a short snake
that needed constant attention. She pressed her fingertips against
the top of the shaft and stroked upwards. It responded by lifting
higher, a pressure building to the rear. She bit her lower lip,
hissing at the pleasure that bombarded her. “You should hurry,” she
said, her words dripping with tension. “I don't know how long I can
last at this rate.”

“Don’t worry,” replied Two Ten. “This isn't a
real penis. There's no refractory period for this device. We can
keep going at it for ages if we decide to. Mmm, perhaps one of
these nights we could try a marathon. That would be yummy.”

Four Forty wasn't sure that she was ready for
that. She wasn't sure that she was ready for this, either.
Fortunately, before she could entertain her doubts any further, Two
Ten had returned with Four Three Nine’s gas tank harness, the
helmet cradled in one arm.

“Okay,” said Four Forty, taking
the tank from Two Ten’s arms, concentrating on something besides
the needy rod sticking out from her nether regions. “I need you to
put this emergency half mask on and climb into the sex hammock. Let
me do the rest.”

She pushed her hand between the domed tops of
the dual gas tanks, locating the secondary mask demonstrated by
Four Thirty Nine earlier. She pulled it out, making sure the
attached hose was free to maneuver. She held out the mask, turning
it so that the mouthpiece was oriented properly.

“You'll do me, all right,” chirped Two Ten,
grabbing hold of the mask. She slipped the black angled rubber over
her mouth and nose, looping the straps behind her head.

Four Forty swung the tanks over her back and
strapped them into place, placing the helmet onto her head. It was
difficult to get everything situated properly. A rubber seal at the
bottom caught on her nose and ears until she was able to clear the
obstructions. It finally settled into place, the seal locking
around her neck on top of her collar. The visor of the mask made
everything a darker hue, but surprisingly no peripheral vision was
lost. She became acclimated quickly, her breathing loud in the
confines of the mask.

Two Ten climbed onto the open back of the
hammock, her body tilting forward and back as she tried to maneuver
into the proper position. Four Forty grabbed her thighs and pushed
up, helping Two Ten to get the leverage she needed. The hammock
consisted of a rubber sheet attached to the ceiling with multiple
ropes strung through metal grommets. Two round cut outs had been
made into the bottom of the hammock for Two Ten's breasts to drop
through. It also helped the Drone to align herself properly inside
the swinging contraption.

Four attachment points were at the front of the
hammock, allowing room for the user's head and arms to poke out,
the rest consisting of a suspended half circle of rubber. The other
end was split, forcing the user to spread her legs apart to allow
easy access.

Two Ten rocked, locking her legs and arms into
the right spots, leaving herself open to be penetrated by Four
Forty.

Four Forty’s mask clicked on and a pump began to
buzz. Atomized blue gas filled the mask, a bulb of rubber inflating
between Four Forty’s teeth. As it got larger, it locked itself into
place between her tongue and the roof of her mouth, making it
impossible to speak.

Two Ten mumbled loudly, her protests barely
audible beneath the comfortable embrace of the helmet. A similar
bulb must be inflating inside Two Ten’s mouth, making it impossible
to remove the mask until its cycle of mind adjusting drugs had been
delivered. As guard Drones usually communicated through the
Gestalt, it was probably not necessary for them to actually speak
most of the time. Or maybe the mask had a way of detecting that
unauthorized users were using the equipment. Either way, the mask
would remain locked to her head until it was done with her.

She was surprised that guard Drones could hear
anything at all given the insulating helmet, but soon small plugs
inserted themselves into her ears. Sounds from the room suddenly
stood in sharp relief, every moan and shuffle from Two Ten
prickling her ear drums.

The gas was affecting her mind, narrowing her
thoughts. Before, she had been worried about many things. What to
do about Two Ten, how to handle her new guard Drones, how to help
out her pets. Now it was as though she had a single bucket for all
her thoughts to go in. Only one thought was there: horny.

She was incredibly horny and she needed to fuck.
Now. She mumbled into her gag, chewing on the soft material as she
lined her stiff penis up with Two Ten's slick snatch. Her lover's
inner lips gaped slightly open, levered apart by the hammock. They
invited her in, asking to be fucked. To be impregnated with her
offspring, making more Drones for Hive in a never ending cycle of
slavery.

As their offspring grew, they would learn the
truths of Hive, minds fertile, learning how to be proper Drones.
They would teach them, lead them, and show them how to act, how to
be, and how to expand Hive. They would never know that any other
way was possible. Their training and enslavement would be assured.
How could they want for anything else if they never knew that it
existed?

Their future was her reality, and she would make
sure it happened. Hive must survive. Hive must expand. The tip of
her penis penetrated Two Ten's vulva, the hard rod sliding inside
with ease. Two Ten shivered, moaning her perfect submission.
Undoubtedly she was thinking about the same thing as Four Forty.
How good it felt to be owned and to serve Hive.

She breathed deep, more of the blue gas settling
heavily in her lungs. Nothing existed outside of her and Two Ten,
her body shuddering as her penis plumbed Two Ten's depths. Four
Forty's pubic bone bumped against Two Ten's vulva, her penis as far
inside as it could go.

Four Forty halted, her hands playing with Two
Ten's ass as if it was the most fascinating thing in the world. For
one long moment, it was. The gas swirled in her mind, making her
happy. Pleased that Hive was in control. That her love was so
pure.

Two Ten jerked forward, mumbling
incomprehensibly in her own mask. At best, this moved her body
forward a half inch, jiggling the penis in her snatch. She moaned,
urgently shaking with need.

Two Ten's mind snapped back on track. This Drone
needed to be fucked. She needed to be impregnated. To give birth
for Hive and spread Hive so that everything was Hive. Once Hive was
everything, nobody needed to be sad, because Hive would control
everything. Hive knew best.

She pulled out, agonizingly slowly, marveling at
the magnificent sensations trilling up to the root of her new
appendage. She somehow knew that it was ready to explode. All she
needed to do was to rock forward and back, up and down, pushing in
and out as Two Ten wiggled her cute butt.

Every thrust was another wave of pleasure, a
cascade of joy that she was giving to this Drone. The joy of Hive
lived in both of them, distilled into the truth of pleasure,
obedience echoing. She rocked forward again, sliding her hands into
the top of her corset. Pink fingernails flicked as she palmed her
breasts, mashing them to extract another burst of sensation.

The force of her thrusts pushed Two Ten forward
in the hammock, providing extra friction against her penis. She
breathed again, gas flooding her lungs as her tattoos glowed
bright.

Two Ten was missing out. Perhaps she should get
her tattooed as well. Two sluts with matching tattoos. Or maybe it
would be fun to inscribe a gigantic rising phoenix on Two Ten’s
chest, the beak of the bird ready to tweak one of her nipples.

Oh, she was getting distracted again, and she
was almost at climax! The pressure was building up, ready to be
unleashed into Two Ten's womb. Once she was pregnant, her belly
swelling with Hive's future, she would be even more fun to
fuck.

She moaned, ready for it to happen. From Two
Ten's frantic squirming, she was ready too. She pressed forward
with more authority, pumping in and out like a piston. Her penis
jerked, a warm sensation squirting from within her. She pressed
herself in close, ensuring that all of her semen would spurt inside
her lover.

Two Ten writhed, groaning as she felt the length
of Four Forty’s cock jumping inside her. She wiggled her butt back
and forth, vaginal muscles pulsing in orgasm.

As the penis sputtered out, Four Forty’s heart
fluttered. That was amazing, but her chances of impregnating her
lover from a single ejaculation were pretty low. Hive needed to
expand. Hive needed to grow. Two Ten would be filled. She began to
pump again.

 


***

 


They both blinked, sitting on the bed, eyes
staring a thousand yards into the distance. The gas tank sat
against the far wall, banished as far away as they could put it.
The prosthetic penis had been stored in the sanitizing drawer and
was safely hidden out of sight.

“I think we should wait before trying that
again,” murmured Four Forty. “Not the sex, that was great, but that
gas was far too intense for me. How many times did we do it?”

Two Ten fell back onto the bed, rubbing her
belly. “I don't even know. Five times? Eight times? What time is it
even?”

She sighed, a long, drawn out breath. “Do you
think we can make this work between us? Great sex and marriage
won't solve our underlying problems.”

“No, they won't,” replied Four Forty. She
reached over to lay a hand on Two Ten's arm, giving it a gentle
squeeze. “Relationships take work, and compromise. I am committed
to doing both. I pledge to never let my work get between us again.
I haven't forgotten my promise. I will make you believe me if your
brain disobeys. It can't disobey me, for I am Hive, and you are
also Hive.”

Two Ten sat up, her face cracking into a wide
grin. “Let's do this again tomorrow, okay?”

She slid over and leaned into
Four Forty. Four Forty wrapped an arm around her shoulder and
pulled her in close. Everything was right with the world. She owned
her. Two Ten was her Drone.

They were all Drones. Even the Queens. That's
all they ever aspired to be. Submission was the journey and the
goal. All for the greater Hive.

Her family was safe, bound in servitude to Hive.
Two Ten was hers. Bound together in Blue. Like her. As it should
be. They were all one, together, at last. From that oneness,
everything was possible.

“From one, comes all.”

 



 Author’s
Notes

It’s finally complete!

I do hope you have enjoyed the adventures of
Adele and her family as they experienced the joys of becoming a
part of the Hive.

In the very beginning, this trilogy grew from a
single question: what happens after Hive wins?

I suppose that very much depends on the type of
Hive we’re talking about. A Hive which lives to turn all of its
subjects into automatons gets boring quite rapidly, in my opinion.
Where’s the fun in turning everyone into gray robots?

To my thinking, that sort of Hive can only work
if they are painted purely as villains, as has been done quite
often in a famous science fiction show involving telephone boxes
and time travel.

What if, instead, the Hive is actually the hero
of the tale? A force for good, making things better instead of
worse?

That’s how I ended up here. A Hive that treats
its subjects with dignity and harnesses their brainpower to drive
Hive forward to even greater feats.

Human relationships are still messy, but if Hive
can curb humanity’s worst instincts, a much more harmonious society
could result. As long as bad actors don’t try to side step the
rules, of course (Five, I’m looking at you!)

This doesn’t result in a stereotypical
brainwashed society where everyone is ‘happy.’ No, there still
remains free will and self determination. It’s just hemmed in by
invisible barriers to prevent the worst possible outcomes.

Ah, there’s my cup of tea. Thank you for
letting me explain, Rosy. There’s a lot of people still out there
who haven’t accepted the joy of Hive. With any luck, your planet
will be chosen for conversion next.
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