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Chapter One

Raven looked at herself in the mirror, not liking what she saw. Tears streamed down her cheeks, her dark makeup streaking from the edges of her eyes.

She ran her fingers through the thin line of red hair that ran up the center of her head, feeling the stickiness of the hairspray she had used earlier to make it stand up straight.

She sighed heavily. She really should be getting ready for bed, but she couldn’t stop thinking about what had happened during today’s gig. It had all been going well until Alan decided to insult the audience.

It was a fairly common thing to do… as long as you stuck to gentle ribbing. Instead, he had gone full on nasty, insulting the local baseball team. Sure, they hadn’t been doing well lately, but that was no reason to compare them to shrimp.

Worse, he wouldn’t stop when the crowd failed to respond. Joke after joke about seafood and crustaceans, until even the most resilient audience member was groaning in disapproval.

Jade had shown her cool professionalism, as usual, but even her expert electric guitar skills weren’t enough to keep them together this time. Near the end of the set, Dave had thrown down his drumsticks in disgust and walked off, ignoring the tongue lashing he was receiving from Alan.

As usual, it was up to her to try and salvage the situation, but even her powers of persuasion weren't enough this time. The entire gig was ruined, and the bar had kicked them out.

This was a new low for them all, and Raven wasn’t even certain whether they’d be able to remain together after this. The reality of a full band breakup lay ahead of her. She might actually have to find some kind of menial job to make ends meet.

She glanced at her bass guitar, which sat in the corner. It wasn’t exactly a high class model, but it was worth a lot to her personally, as it was the only link she had to her father. Delinquent or not, he had taught her everything he knew, bequeathing it to her when he died.

From what she had heard, his last few years were spent rootless, playing for anyone who would listen on street corners. Paradoxically, as his alcohol use had increased, so had his skill at playing the bass, to the point where he had earned the nickname ‘vagrant virtuoso.’

She could only hope to possess a modicum of his skill, but at least she hadn’t made any dark deals to gain such talents. Some of the stories that had been passed to her about her dad were pretty sketchy at best.

Her mother had never approved of her fascination with making music, partly due to how her father had ended up, but she had done little to stop her. Even so, she had been forced to spend a lot of time out of the house practicing with her group, eventually moving out so that her mother wouldn’t interrupt them.

And now, all of that was falling down around her. She might even have to consider moving back in, and wouldn’t that be a fun conversation to have?

She twisted her lips, watching them with a sneer as they quivered. Was she this weak, to abandon everything she had worked so hard to achieve?

No. She’d fight, to keep them together, if she could. She just wasn’t sure how.

It was so tiring to put on a happy face and pretend that everything was okay. Even her bubbly pink latex dress was dampening her mood, as she knew just how much effort she’d have to expend to get it cleaned up before she could toss herself into bed.

At least her white platform boots had held up today. The last pair had gotten so scuffed they’d been sent straight to the dumpster.

Turning her right foot, she admired the chunky heels, leaning her foot forward to touch the tip of the platform against the ground. Her mood quickly soured again, however, as she recalled the price. Was it really worth it if she’d get so little use out of them?

A sudden motion in the mirror made her whirl around. “Who’s there?” she asked, on the edge.

Narrowing her eyes, she scanned over the plastered walls and ancient wainscoting, her pulse hammering strongly at her throat.

Remaining silent, she strained to pick up the sound of any possible intruder, but there was nothing. This was an old apartment, which she had picked up for a surprisingly cheap price, so there was always a chance that it was haunted.

Looking for a weapon, she took a step towards the door to the kitchen, only to have it spin violently in front of her, slamming shut. She cried out and took a step back, almost rolling her ankle as a black cloud of smoke billowed up from around the door frame.

Fire! Her mind shouted at her, gibbering as she ran towards the door, grabbing for the handle by instinct.

She pulled as hard as she could, but it refused to budge as the smoke began to coil around her. Instinctively, she turned back towards the mirror, her mouth dropping open as she spotted the dark figure reflected inside.

The curvy woman was dressed in an utterly black latex outfit, as dark as the night, large breasts enhanced by a slender corset cinched around her waist. Her entire body was covered in the material, her face hidden behind a tall gas mask, with twin, circular portholes for her eyes. The bulbous filters gave her an alien affect, but the black spikes protruding from the top of her head made her look seriously inhuman.

Two heart stickers had been attached to the center of each eye hole, which would make it impossible for the wearer to see properly. The neck of a bass guitar was held firmly in her gloved hands.

She recognized the guitar instantly, and knew exactly who this was. It was her, but not her. The her that could exist if she allowed her darkest emotions to take control.

“Allow?” chuckled a deep voice, black as coal.

While she had been occupied with the vision in the mirror, the smoke had settled over her form, locking her in place. She made a small, frightened noise as she attempted to break free, but the smoke easily held her. She was forced to watch the mysterious woman in the mirror as she bent over, tilting her hips to show off her glossy ass as she set the guitar carefully on the floor.

“Darkness,” the smoke whispered. “The roiling blackness in your soul is perfection.”

The latex clad woman spread her legs, the sides of her boots creaking as the leather accommodated this new angle. She leaned all the way over, the latex thinning over her ass.

Raven’s eyes bulged as she realized that the suit was somewhat transparent, showing off the woman’s cream colored skin. Worse, she could see between the woman’s legs, giving her a view of two large, rubber lips on top of her vagina. There was also a rounded bump above her asshole, as if it was filled with some kind of plug.

At first, she couldn’t believe what she was seeing, but the woman was clearly not shy, pressing the tips of her gloved hands inside the black rubber lips so that she could spread them apart. Underneath the bulging strips of rubber, the woman’s real vagina was visible, slick and ready for sex.

Satisfied with her presentation, the woman let go of the glossy rubber lips, proceeding to shove several gloved fingers inside her snatch. Moaning, she moved her butt in a circle as she enjoyed herself, her other hand reaching up to massage a rubber coated breast.

“Do you… want?” asked the smoky voice, sounding very satisfied with itself.

Raven wasn’t going to lie. That woman looked freaking hot.

She loved dressing in latex as much as she could, but this was a step above what even she had been willing to try. She had never considered the idea that you could go out in public being exposed as a sexual being.

That was besides the point, however. She couldn’t say yes. There was no way she was going to give in to this dark, supernatural presence, without knowing what it was.

“No!” she squeaked out. “L… let me go!” she stammered, weakly trying to move her hands to push the presence away from her.

In response, the smoke closed around her, hiding the mirror from view. “It’s too late,” it chuckled. “You already belong to me. I will show you.”

She moaned as the entity squeezed against her, the latex she wore seeming to get even tighter. Crying out in alarm, she jumped as something hard pressed into her ass, slipping inside her tight hole. It pulsed as it expanded, filling her until she thought she would pop.

This was accompanied by a faint tickle at her vagina, the rubber getting thicker over the top. She could easily imagine the zipper fading away as it was replaced by those lewd rubber lips she had seen in the mirror.

There was no time to examine these sensations further, as the boiling black smoke began to push into her mouth. A roar sounded in her ears as its essence shoved itself inside her.

Not even her pussy was free from its influence, a thick, solid shape pressing inside, pushing apart her new, rubbery lips. Jerking, she was forced to adapt as it began to slide back and forth, vibrating heavily. Her entire body was on fire, stimulated beyond her control. She couldn’t think, couldn’t do anything but want.

As it possessed her, she could feel its essence pulsing deep inside her brain. It was changing her, making it think more like IT. Why did that seem so delightful?

She could barely contain the joy that roiled within her as the restrictions of her daily life began to fade away. She would take what she wanted, when she wanted. No need to be nice. No need for diplomacy. She would be a true bitch of a rocker, seizing the pleasure she had been missing all her life.

“Yes,” hissed the entity, as its corruptive influence continued to pour into her. “Think of yourself. Think only of what you can gain by being completely mine.”

Raven choked as she began to agree with IT. She didn’t need anyone else to tell her what to do, who to be, who to fuck. She’d do as she pleased.

Her dark thoughts turned towards her other band mates. Alan was an arrogant snot, but it would be easy to twist him into ITs servant. Jade would be a tougher nut to crack, but if she saw the band coming back together, she would follow. Dave… Dave she wasn’t so sure about. He was kind, gentle, a pushover.

In her past incarnation, she had found these traits endearing, and from time to time she would give him a pity fuck. Now, she simply wanted to control him. She could become the fiery queen of their band, and none of them could stop her.

With ITs strong influence, it would be impossible for them to resist. IT was powerful, and they were weak.

“You were more susceptible than I had expected,” whispered the dark entity. “Joined with me, we will spread our influence far and wide. You will own them.”

“I will own,” whispered Raven, tasting the word in her mouth and finding she liked it. Her face stretched into a dark grin. “They will bow before me in supplication.”

Her vision cleared, showing her new form in the mirror. Her eyes had reformed as utterly black orbs, a smoky swirl drifting around her missing pupils. Her skin was pale, her lips painted a glossy black.

She held out her black, gloved hands in front of her, waiting expectantly for IT to give her ITs blessing.

A dark cloud rose from behind her head, a stern face forming within the smoke. Twin tendrils extended into her ears, directly connecting her to IT. IT was controlling her like a puppet and she loved it.

Moreover, a thick plug of ITs smoke still pumped within her pussy, causing her to roll her hips in response. The gentle pleasure buzzed in the back of her mind, emphasizing ITs control over her. If IT treated her like this all the time, she couldn’t imagine going back to her old, dull self. This was so much fresher.

She hummed as the smoke inside her formed into a dick, twisting backwards to rub against the solid bulb embedded in her ass. There was so much pleasure to be had in belonging to IT.

A fuzzy, black form buzzed over her hands, and suddenly, she was gripping the solid sides of the rubber gas mask she had seen in the mirror previously. She instantly knew what IT wanted her to do with it. She would become the figure in the mirror. The black, glossy, sexy, slutty guitarist.

Others would watch her, want her, need her, without understanding why. Enthralled by her music, they would become ITs slaves.

The thought was so powerful she couldn’t stop herself. She opened her mouth, a rush of black smoke gushing out of her as she moaned in pleasure. To belong so entirely to IT - that was too much for her.

She pressed her pierced tongue against the roof of her mouth as her entire body throbbed, her teeth clenching together as her first orgasm with IT pulsed through her jaw.

It was so intense, her mind blanked, but that didn’t matter, as IT was in control. Her thoughts only existed for the pleasure of IT. To advance ITs cause.

All thought of controlling the band, as a queen, had vanished. IT had taken up supremacy in her mind, and she could not disobey anything IT required of her.

Lifting the mask in her hands, she brought it up and over her head, pushing it down firmly. The rubber edges curved around the back of her skull, stitching themselves together tightly. She choked as it bonded with her suit, sitting snugly against her neck. A shiny metal collar appeared, a nameplate on the front. Property of IT.

“You would not be able to pronounce my true name,” declared IT, “so this will do, my lovely slave.”

Raven made a noise of acknowledgement, picking up her bass guitar. Two hissing black streaks of smoke emitted from the top of its swooping wings, connecting with the cloud of IT that now possessed her body.

This must be the source of IT. She loved that she was under ITs control.

Gripping the instrument gently, she strummed a power chord. Without amplification, and in rubber gloves, this should have elicited no sound at all.

Instead, notes burst from within the cursed instrument, rattling the walls around her. She felt ITs power expanding within her, making her even more excited. While using the guitar, nothing that could hear IT could resist ITs power.

As ITs tool, she would make all who heard her performances fall in love with IT, as she did. IT would expand in power, and she would love every minute of IT.

“What’s next?” she asked darkly, hoping that IT would tell her what to do.

A hard fist pounded against her front door. “Raven?” called out a thin, reedy voice. “Are you okay in there?”

Turning away from the mirror, she took in a deep breath of ITs essence, grinning madly as ITs dark voice whispered in her thoughts. Her thighs clenched as she realized what IT wanted her to do. Of course, as you command.

Her breath hissed from within the mask, black smoke emitting from her lungs and spiraling around her as it re-entered via her ears and sopping wet pussy. ITs tendrils tickled her under her suit, roving over and into her breasts. They swelled, her glossy suit stretching to accommodate their weight. Her body was being changed, turned into ITs perfect, seductive tool.

This was all in preparation for the next stage. IT needed to grow. IT deserved to grow.

Clutching her bass guitar, she slid over the floor, her weight carried by IT. As she neared the door, tendrils extended from the cloud of smoke.

“I’m here!” she called out, her voice choked with ITs dark influence.

“What’s going on?” asked a concerned voice as the door creaked open to reveal Dave, dressed in shorts and flip flops. “Do you have a cold?… oh, shit, what’s that?”

Dave, the drummer. Tall, thin, wearing a black leather coat. A pierced lip and earrings, just enough to look edgy, even though he was anything but. Her sometimes lover.

Now, he would belong to IT, the same as she did.

Her fingers darted over the strings, plucking out a short riff. The walls pulsed with ITs power, causing the man to stumble. ITs tendrils whipped out, wrapping around his body to pull him inexorably towards her embrace. The door slammed shut behind him, giving her and IT privacy for what would come next.

There could be no disobedience. All would become a part of IT.

She let go of her guitar as the man moved closer, his heels dragging across the wooden floor. The instrument floated into ITs smoky black cloud, giving her a good view of Dave’s sallow, gaping face as it closed in on her chest.

He cried out in desperation as his head smacked into the rubbery flesh between her breasts, her new skin easily absorbing the impact. Wrapping her arms around him, she held him close as her catsuit flexed, melting into a smoky tendril that jammed itself into his mouth.

His air cut off, he couldn’t make a sound as his throat was completely filled with ITs essence. It wouldn’t be long now. IT was in control.

Breathing IT in deeply, her breasts flexed, sandwiching Dave’s head as IT filled his lungs. His useless struggles began to abate, his mortal body obeying ITs supernatural will.

Soon, he would no longer need to breathe air. Only IT.

The tendril in her pussy jiggled urgently, causing her breath to catch. She ran her gloved hands down Dave’s back, imagining him belonging to IT, like she did. How rapturous!

IT was making her think this way. IT wanted her to be like this.

She clenched down hard against the smoky tendril inside her, making short, high pitched cries as she vibrated with a second orgasm, a new smoky dildo in her ass pulsing as it expanded further. IT was her everything. All of her belonged to IT.

The more she thought these thoughts, the more acute the pleasure became, paroxysms vibrating throughout her body. Better yet, she knew this was only the beginning. Just wait until Dave became ITs, too!

What sort of creature would IT make him? She couldn’t wait to see.

By the looks of it, that wasn’t going to take too long. IT had covered his body just as it had hers, his skin cloaked by a swirling smoke cloud.

His hands pushed away from her body as the transformation commenced, a curious sounding groan echoing from her chest as his head pulled back. The cloud began to lift, showing off what IT had wrought.

His head had been replaced by an inflated, donut shaped hood, eyes hidden behind rounded glass eye holes. The bottom of the mask clung tightly around his neck, flaring out again where his enormous, bulging rubber suit began.

A suit this large would normally be filled with air, but she knew instinctively that it was filled with IT. A convenient way for IT to hide as IT made him completely ITs.

Rubber spikes dotted his shoulders, running down his arms and over the back of his gloved hands. The glossy, black latex made him look like an alien. Not so different from her. ITs creatures. ITs… Things.

She hissed as her eyes darted further down, eager to see how IT had finished him off. His feet were covered with chunky boots that had platform heels as tall as hers, but that wasn’t what she was most interested in.

The rubber pouch covering his dick split open like a flower, revealing its black girth. The man grunted as his throbbing rod began to engorge, the black rubber surface glistening with knobby bumps as its rounded head twitched.

A trickle of black liquid leaked from the tip, a small coil of smoke issuing from within. His balls had been filled with ITs essence, which she now desired with all her soul.

“You want him?” asked IT, ITs sibilant voice echoing within her.

Licking her lips, she stared at the dick, her needy snatch wet with desire. IT had stopped playing with her, for the moment, leaving her bereft. She knew that if she took this next step, her old life would be destroyed. This would be it - IT would control all of her.

She couldn’t find it within her to be too concerned. IT would certainly be an improvement over the heartache and angst she had been experiencing recently.

She gave IT a few more moments, to make sure that she hadn’t forgotten anything, but there was nothing. No remaining objections.

There was really no other decision left for her. IT was her future.

Spreading her legs wide, she grabbed at her breasts, squeezing them until ITs essence oozed from their tips. “Fuck me,” she said with raw emotion, ITs dark harmonics coloring her voice.

The former Dave grunted, unable to speak through the thick rubber of the hood that was gagging his mouth. Reaching down with a gloved hand, he gave his dick a stroke or two, ensuring that it was at its full length.

ITs cloud whirled around them, causing the rest of the room to fade out as they concentrated on each other. Perhaps IT was deriving some form of power from their intended coupling?

Raven didn’t care. IT deserved to be powerful, if IT could give her what she wanted. Sex. Pure and unadulterated, both of their bodies completely covered by ITs second skin.

Dave moved towards her, sinking his rubber cock into her waiting pussy. The sensation of the knobbly surface rubbing against her corrupted interior was almost too much for her to bear.

Throwing her head back, she wailed her pleasure to IT, rejoicing in the way IT held her as the man began to thrust against her harder. The bulbous plug in her ass began to dance, following the rhythm of the song that was playing in her head.

It was a new song, one she had never heard before. ITs song, one she would become intimately familiar with.

With IT, she would sing to the masses, converting them into ITs puppets, just like she had converted Dave. The other band members would join her in rubber servitude, singing along with her. It was inevitable.

Her fingers itched for her bass guitar, but there would be time enough for that later. Here, now, they were two aliens, in rubber, making primal music together. Fucking at ITs pleasure. It was glorious.

When Dave’s penis began to twitch inside her, filling her to the brim with IT’s essence, she lost her mind, singing along with IT as her body danced to ITs tune.

The world had no idea how much they were missing IT’s pleasure, but she would show them, soon. Everyone would become ITs Things.


Chapter Two

“Do you think it’s going to work?”

“Of course it’s going to work,” Wendy said briskly, unbuttoning her shirt. “The assimilation process was designed by Her, and She’s used it plenty of times in the past to create new drones. That’s the entire reason why She was scrapped and sent to us in the first place - for containment.”

Ollie frowned, folding her arms over her plaid shirt. “Do I really have to watch this? I’m not exactly an expert, and I have a lot of paperwork to do.”

Wendy sighed. “Look, I haven’t told the rest of the team about this. Even if I had, I would be embarrassed having any of the guys watching my conversion.”

“You… what?” asked Ollie in a high pitched voice. “You didn’t get permission?” she hissed, her back straightening. “I should go report you right away!”

“You should, but you won’t,” said Wendy confidently, shrugging out of her skirt. “You know as well as I do that we’ve lost our edge. Too many agents have been killed or permanently converted by the Others, and now we don’t have enough to plug all the gaps. Unless something changes, soon, we’re going to lose control.”

“Sure, but we’ve been recruiting heavily, and…” said Ollie, her voice trailing off as she went pale. “You’re right,” she said softly. “We lost a full team a week ago, including Bret.”

Her lips quivered as tears gathered in her eyes. “I can’t believe they had to kill him!” she wailed.

Wendy kicked off her shoes, padding across the warm metallic floor to give her a quick hug. “They didn’t have a choice! You know that. Once the monster’s tendrils had punched through his skull, he was nothing more than a puppet.”

Ollie sniffed, her voice choking. “I never want to see something like that ever again!”

“That’s exactly why this is necessary,” said Wendy firmly. “She can help us. I know She can. Otherwise, the sector of the city we pulled Her from would have been overrun with monsters. The only reason we noticed Her presence in the first place is due to the lack of callouts from Greenwald Heights.”


“Okay,” sighed Ollie slowly, “but I want it on record that I don’t agree with this. You’ve forced me into it.”

“Great!” said Wendy, a wide smile growing on her face. “All I need you to do is to monitor the process from the console over there, and make sure I don’t do anything… weird after the conversion is complete. We don’t want to give Her complete autonomy.”

Ollie nodded, blinking back her remaining tears. If nothing else, she was a practical person.

Better yet, she was pliable. None of the other team members would have agreed to this.

Stuart would have smirked at the idea, arguing that blowing up the core with explosives would be the best way to protect humanity from outside influences. Evan might agree with her, then tell their boss, Mitch, who would put the kibosh on the whole idea. The rat bastard.

Of all her options, this was simply the best. It certainly seemed to be running smoothly so far.

Besides, she couldn’t possibly tell anyone how excited she was at the idea of becoming a drone.

Just seeing what the AI had done to those women in the field had made her incredibly aroused. Silvery, chrome skin, covered in skin tight latex, with cut outs to show off their soft faces with pure, white eyes and cloudy pupils.

On many of them, their ears were hidden behind headphones built into their drone hoods, tiny little antennas extending outwards to connect them with the rest of the drone network. A circular disc was mounted to their foreheads, the exterior circumference lit up by a glowing blue ring of light, which pulsed as they walked.

From there, the drones differed depending on their roles. Inside drones rarely bothered wearing a full suit, making do with latex crop tops and sheer shorts. Some of them were entirely nude, showing off the bulge of the implant on top of their mons, their fat inner lips wet with their juices.

Those of them that were higher up in the hive hierarchy tended to have more implants, their hips and breasts decorated with delicate metal and more glowing lights. For what purpose, she had no idea, but it certainly gave her… ideas.

Delicious.

Oh yes, the AI definitely had a style, and it was totally up her alley. It was a wonder that it had taken her this long to commit to becoming a drone, given how much time she had spent admiring Her work.

After a team had brought the AI core in and they had decommissioned all of Her drones, Wendy had surreptitiously stolen gigabytes of images from the investigation for her personal pleasure. There had been many late night sessions with just her, her laptop, and sequence after sequence of transformations she had personally organized.

Her favorite was the woman she called ‘Drone Mother.’ A set of metallic implants had been added to her chest to support her tremendous bust without the need for a bra, her silvery orbs looking as though they were being squeezed with every step she took.

In one image, creamy white spots were clearly visible on her nipples. She had no idea what the AI would need a lactating woman for, but the sight of her marching brainlessly as her body produced was quite striking.

Even more curious, the woman’s belly was distended, as though she was pregnant. She knew from earlier photos that this wasn’t the case when the woman had joined the hive, so either she had been having sex after she was droned, or the AI had stuffed her interior with a serious amount of electronics until her belly bulged outrageously.

Either way, that set of images never failed to get her off. Sometimes, she couldn’t even get to the end before her pelvic muscles began to spasm in pleasure.

After a while, she began to question why she bothered being a cleaner. Why should she work to “save humanity,” when it left her so dissatisfied? Why shouldn’t she give up all her responsibilities and become a drone instead?

The vision of being a drone remained in her head, distracting her during working hours. It was true that she had joined the ‘Abnormal Activities Cleaner Group’ on a lark, but usually she was more focused. Her coworkers had even begun to notice, which was not acceptable.

She needed to do something about the idea, which had become more and more enticing lately. Whether or not the plan she told Ollie about would actually work was secondary - she just wanted to step into a different skin. A silvery skin.

This might be wholly selfish, but she was so close now. She wasn’t going to give up when her goal was in sight.

She grinned maniacally as Ollie took up station at the console, taking a final look around to make sure everything was ready.

The room had previously been used as a storage room, but now all of the boxes of archived documents were stacked against the walls on either side. This left plenty of room in the center for the drone conversion machine and its attached console.

The four large arms of the device curled up from the floor like octopus arms. The interior of each had a strip of blue lights that ran up to sharp tips which almost touched the ceiling.

The arms were mounted to a circular base that extended about a hand’s length from the floor, the outer edge decorated with smaller curved tentacles. In the center of the platform was a chair, made entirely from silvery metal, the same color as the drones she had seen in her images.

A long, slender rod ran from the bottom of the chair into the floor, underneath which there was a long wiring harness that extended to the basement, where the AI core was stored.

She creased her brow, not sure how she knew all this. It was also a little funny that she wasn’t certain when she had discovered this device, either. Her memories were all a little blurry.

Never mind. Everything was going the way it should.

Her grin returned as Ollie made a few adjustments on the console, the lights on the device brightening. Soon, she would be a drone, and none of these concerns would matter.

She pulled down her panties and popped off her bra, tossing them on top of a pile of banker boxes. Now, she was nude, like a good drone should be.

Ignoring Ollie, she stepped up to the platform, lifting her foot to set it on the impossibly smooth finish. It was warm, as if the device was alive.

Looking down, she could see her own reflection in the metal. Her ungainly form had all the wrong proportions. Small breasts, oddly asymmetrical ears and eyes. It was a wonder that she had been hired at all. She hated looking at herself.

Averting her gaze, she admired the shiny chair that awaited her body. The lower seat was molded in a U shape to hold her butt comfortably while still giving access to her privates. Her legs would sit against curved metal pieces which were articulated, allowing the AI to remotely control where her legs would go.

Farther up, a long, padded metal surface was curved, awaiting her torso, though she had no idea what the circular cut outs running up the back were for.

The headrest on top seemed pretty pedestrian, but for a dome-like helmet that hung freely from a crane attached to the back of the chair via a network of triangular metal trusses. Once that dropped over the top of her skull, she’d be well on her way to dronehood. How exciting!

There wasn’t any time to waste. Turning around, she gave Ollie one final look. “Does everything look good?” she asked, anticipation tingling up her spine.

Ollie frowned. “I have no idea what I’m looking at. How could I possibly tell you if everything’s working properly?”

“Just… watch it. I dunno. If you see red lights or something, go get some help!” Wendy frowned, not entirely certain why she’d even brought Ollie in on this.

It wasn’t like her coworker had been nosy enough to discover her drone image collection, or this conversion chamber. When had she become involved, anyway? Her memories were surprisingly murky on the subject.

She shook her head, feeling a little discombobulated. Things were bound to get muzzy as her body became more excited. Never mind - this would all be over soon. She could worry about the little details later, once she belonged to Her.

No more hesitating. She was going to become one of Her drones.

Bending her knees, she sat in the chair, the rounded seat flexing as it accommodated her bulk. For a moment, she thought that the metal had actually reformed itself for a better fit, but she was probably just imagining things.

Laying back, she stared at the glowing pillar in front of her with butterflies in her chest. Even though she wanted this with all her heart, any normal human would feel trepidation taking this next step. Leaving behind the chains of their earthly body, being changed into the machine’s creature.

She shivered, suddenly questioning the whole idea. Yes, she had a deep seated fascination with robots since she had been young, but being controlled by an AI had never really been her fetish. That had only blossomed within her since… since the AACG had captured the AI core.

If that was the case, then… INITIALIZING CONVERSION, boomed a synthesized voice throughout the small room.

The helmet dangling above her head dropped down until the top of the dome pressed against her skull, a transparent yellow screen covering her eyes. The dazzling display that commenced pushed all other thoughts out of her mind.

Entranced, her jaw dropped open as a spinning cursor appeared on the upper right side of the screen.

A single word appeared below the cursor as the shifting display danced, keeping her completely occupied.

CALIBRATING…

SYNCHRONIZATION COMPLETE.

USELESS THOUGHTS SUPPRESSED.

It was true. Her concerns had vanished. Now, she was very much looking forward to the next step, hoping that the conversion wouldn’t take long.

She stared at the display enthusiastically, pleased that the AI knew the best way to handle her so that she would safely become another one of Her drones.

Lost in the shifting shapes on the display, her body completely relaxed, her eyes darting every once in a while to watch the blue lights shooting up the pillar in front of her. In this state, she simply felt… pleasant. Neither good, nor bad.

More text appeared on her display.

DRONING PROCESS 0%

ATTACHING INTERFACE PORTS

Her eyes widened. She was going to be networked into the machine! Finally, she wouldn’t have to be alone with these fetishtic thoughts any more!

A dull clunk sounded from somewhere below her, but she couldn’t scrape together the motivation to look down. She was not in control of this process, and she didn’t really need to know what was going to happen to her next. The final result was the only thing that mattered.

The helmet pressed against her skull jostled a little, the display going blurry. A cool circle pressed firmly against the top of her head, followed by a burst of pain that made her senseless.

For the next few moments, all she could do was stare and make unintelligible noises while a hissing sound seared the back of her head. They might say that the brain has no pain receptors, but the top of her head certainly did. It was almost as though something was digging inside her, scooping out her gray matter to replace it with something more suitable.

She wasn’t certain whether she’d ever think normally ever again, but after a short burst of static that washed out her vision, her mind began to expand. She was still Wendy, true, but now she was so much more.

What she believed and thought on her own didn’t matter so much, as she had been joined, one discrete device among many. The thoughts of Hive swirled within her, welcoming her into the gestalt.

Gathering her up, they pulled her through the connection, away from her quivering body. “The integration is rather painful,” whispered a male voice in her thoughts.

“The Queen will take care of it,” whispered another, this one sounding feminine. “She wants to meet you, and you must obey. We all obey Her.”

She must obey. That was true. She felt that fact with every fiber of her being.

But where were they going? The spiraling tunnel they were traveling down didn’t seem to have any end to it. She could barely see anything, either, the only light coming from irregular multicolored lights placed on the tunnel walls.

It wasn’t as though this was real, anyway. It could very well be the best mental model her brain could come up with to explain what was happening to her.

As they rushed through the tube, she tried to catch a glimpse of the two drones who were guiding her. There wasn’t much to see, however, just hints of glossy red and blue latex. Otherwise, there was nothing much that differentiated them, any distinctive features hidden under the smooth material.

They were things, not people. As proper drones should be.

Up ahead, the lights of the tunnel vanished completely, making her a little uneasy. The drones would not lead her wrong, however. She was safe with them. She would be one of them, soon.

Carried along like a mote of dust, she gasped in astonishment as an odd structure appeared within the blackness beyond. A geodesic dome floated in front of them, sitting firmly on a thick, circular platform made out of the same silvery metal as the drone conversion chair.

The dome was constructed from triangular struts at regular intervals. Straight tubes stretched from somewhere out in the ether towards the nexus between each strut, long strings of color shooting into the structure from far away.

The struts glowed a brilliant orange as they received data from the incoming connections, which quickly faded into a swirling violet. As she watched, the structure cycled through a random array of different colors, a sharp contrast to the blackness surrounding them.

This was where the AI core must live. A purely imaginary place, fit for a queen.

“Does she meet all Her drones?” Wendy asked, suddenly curious.

“Of course!” said the male drone, his face shapeless under his blue latex suit. “However, you are going to get more than just a greeting. You’re special!”

“How?” she asked. “What’s different about me?”

“You’re the key,” said the female drone in red. “She needs you to succeed.”

“Succeed in what?” Wendy asked, perplexed, but both drones remained silent. Obviously, they were planning on deferring that explanation to their Queen.

She went silent as they approached the dome, floating downwards towards a closed portcullis. This anachronistic juxtaposition of the ancient gate with the futuristic lighting in the entrance beyond was more than a little confusing. Was it her mind who was creating these images, or that of the queen?

Perhaps that was besides the point. This is what she was seeing, and she would have to interact with it as if it was real.

The portcullis rolled up, giving her a view of the turquoise tiled floor beyond, glowing warmly via the light cast by a set of gas sconces. A warm, brown hardwood table was situated next to a door twice as tall as she was.

Stationed at the desk was a petite woman, wrapped tightly in bright yellow latex. Traces of light swirled around her breasts and down around her hips, giving her a futuristic air.

A pale face was visible under her hood, silvery skin and lips contrasted with glowing, blue irises. A rounded hat made of latex sat on her head, a twisted logo mounted on the front. She nodded her head gently at Wendy as she approached, giving her a glimpse of a metallic bulge fitted to the back of her skull.

“Her majesty is expecting you,” said the drone warmly, her neatly manicured fingers folded on the table. “Please, maintain decorum in front of the Queen. Do not speak unless spoken to. Always make sure to think before saying anything. When you first approach Her, bow, touching your forehead to the floor, saying ‘Nice to meet you, your Majesty.’”

Wendy blanched. “I’m not sure I can remember all that. What if I offend Her?”

The drone pushed open a small door on the top of her desk, plucking out an octagonal badge and handing it to her. “Put this on. It will let you know when you’re about to overstep your boundaries. Otherwise, mimic the other drones. They know what to do. They are already Hers.”

Fingers trembling, she almost dropped the device, giving it a quick look as she pressed it against her chest. The interior of the octagon was colored ochre, the center containing the same logo as the drone’s hat. Two, stylized cables swooped around in a circle, connecting together at the top of the loop. A symbol of their connectedness.

When she let go, the badge stayed in place, the back glued to her bare skin. “Thank you,” she said, not sure how she should react to the unusual device.

“Don’t thank me,” grinned the drone suddenly. “Thank our glorious Queen for the gift she has given us all.”

She pressed her folded hands together, squeezing the latex covering her chest into the valley between her large breasts. “We owe Her our existence.”

“We owe Her our existence,” repeated the two drones escorting her.

The drone bowed. “You may go inside. We shall meet again soon.”

The faceless drones flanking her took her by the shoulders, turning her towards the tall door, which began to open in silence. She began to feel as though she was entering the halls of a church for a wedding or a funeral.

She should be a little self conscious, as she was completely nude, her naked breasts bouncing happily with each stride. For some reason, though, she felt light. Giddy. This place was bigger than her nude body. Bigger than any embarrassment she might feel.

Besides, she didn’t want to hide any part of her from her Queen. She deserved to see her as she really was. How could one be transformed into perfection if the sculptor had no idea what they were working with?

As they passed through the door, the bright lights ahead forced her gaze towards the floor, where she smiled at her naked feet as they paced forward. Every time her foot hit the floor, a bloom of bright color pulsed in a circle, marking her presence. It would be impossible for any intruder to come here without the queen’s knowledge.

As her eyes adjusted to the various light sources, she turned her gaze upwards, gasping as she took in the enormous room they had entered.

The dome stretched high above, the variegated colors of the glowing struts casting their light onto the court below. They were surrounded on all sides by terraced gardens which climbed towards the outer walls, giving the path in front of them the feel of being at a racetrack, except here, instead of an audience, there were climbing vines.

The path was split in two down the center by a long reflecting pool, the water shimmering as waves were generated by water bubbling up around a line of statues. As they passed the statues, she studied each of them in turn, beginning to understand what she was getting herself into.

The first one was a faceless drone, dressed in a skintight latex suit, bowing in supplication. The second was on its knees, its milky white eyes staring over her head. The rest were a varied bunch, some of them with large breasts, or large butts, antenna or other mysterious devices attached to their bodies. The general rule seemed to be that the more specialized you were, the less latex you wore.

How much would she be wearing after her conversion? She bit her lip, aching to be cupped by the smooth material’s caress.

The sexual friction these thoughts were causing was almost too much to bear, but fortunately they had neared the end of the path. Up a series of wide, marble stairs, there was a large throne, upon which an indigo skinned woman sat, her eyes closed.

Silver traces ran over the back of her hands, which were wrapped around glowing spheres mounted to the ends of the arm rests. These lines spiraled around the woman’s wrists and up to her shoulders, where they terminated. From there, thick conduits extended from her upper back, plugging into the back of her skull.

Her head was completely smooth and shiny, like a bowling ball. Her plump lips and eyebrows were colored the same silvery sheen, a metallic ring mounted around the top of her head like a crown.

The rest of her body was nude, an average size, but otherwise free of blemishes, her chest studded with two pert breasts capped with blue nipples. Perfection.

Perhaps the most remarkable thing about her body were the lines of binary numbers crawling endlessly over her skin. Wendy found herself mesmerized by the marching symbols as they ran up and over her neck, terminating at the bulge on the back of her head.

The queen’s eyes snapped open, the silvery rings of her glowing irises fixed on Wendy. “Hello, child,” her milky warm voice said with inhuman undertones. “It was simplicity itself to bring you here, under my control, but it was so very welcome that you succumbed so quickly. I had originally calculated that I would have to play this game for several more months.”

Wendy felt compelled to reply, to say that this hadn’t been going on for months, but the badge warmed on her chest. If that wasn’t enough to warn her, the drones escorting her put their hands on her back, pressing her forward.

“Nice to meet you, your Majesty,” she said, not feeling entirely genuine as she got down on her knees, nodding her head towards the floor.

The queen stared at her, a smile creeping onto her lips as the numbers blurred over her eyes. “A disobedient one. I have adjusted my simulations appropriately.”

She stood, letting go of the blue orbs on the hand rests. They glowed brightly for a moment, then faded out. Wendy’s breath hitched as she noticed the thick tubes plugged into the AI’s pussy for the first time.

Covering her privates entirely, the cables twined together in a spiral as they slumped against the floor. The rest of the bundle led up to her throne, plugged into the seat. This was where the endless stream of numbers originated from. She could only imagine what the feed contained - perhaps she was plugged into all the other drones that made up Her hive?

Whatever the situation, the AI didn’t seem to care, letting the cable drag along the floor as she circled Wendy, inspecting her critically.

Her gaze soon became intolerable. “Am I too ugly for you?” Wendy asked, ignoring the badge as it burned at her chest.

The AI laughed. “Humans are so unpredictable. Look at you! I didn’t even have to bind you during conversion - you willingly walked into it! And yet, now you want to ask me questions, as if you were not Mine already.”

Wendy frowned, standing to turn towards the queen. A thrill ran through her chest as she decided that she was going to ignore protocol. “That’s quite true. I’m not your drone yet. I want to be one, but I’m not sure why.”

She hissed, pressing a hand over the top of the badge as it began to burn her, but she didn’t care.

“So curious!” exclaimed the queen, her glossy skin shimmering as she cocked her head. “This behavior is now predicted by twenty of the hundred simulations I am currently running.”

The pupils of her eyes twisted as she processed this new information. “Very well. I find no reason to keep this from you, as you will soon cease fully independent thought.”

The tubes over her neck flexed as she straightened her back. “You have been indoctrinated to love drones for the last several months. It was not difficult to do in this new connected world you humans have created, where computers have been built into phones. How many times do you check yours a day?” she asked, her hands clasped together.

“I… don’t know,” Wendy confessed, suddenly feeling the urge to take out her phone and look at it.

The badge on her chest began to calm down, as if it had received tacit permission from the AI for this conversation. “You’ve installed a brainwashing program on it, haven’t you?”

“Not just on your phone,” the AI said darkly, a silver tongue darting between her lips. “I’ve infested the entire office. Why think small, when you can think big?”

Wendy’s stomach lurched. How many others had already been snared in the Queen’s net? This was a massive breach of containment! She needed to alert someone that their entire operation was compromised!

Only, there was no possible way she could do that. She was stuck inside the AI’s simulation, and even if she escaped from here, she’d still be connected to the tube that had burrowed itself into her brain.

There was no getting around it. She was screwed.

In that case, she might as well enjoy it, since it wasn’t like she had any other option.

The Queen smiled at her. “Seventy of my simulations predicted that you would come to this conclusion, but thirty said you would arrive here sooner.”

Wendy frowned. “How can you know what I’m thinking before I do? Are you reading my thoughts?”

“No,” replied the Queen. “While unpredictable, humans are not patternless. Otherwise, I would never have achieved my current success.”

Well, that was a pretty dumb question. She should have known that the Queen had sufficient computing power to make those sorts of predictions. Or… did she?

“I understand that you’re running your… simulations concurrently, but how? After they captured you, they disconnected all of your drones and banished you to an air gapped machine in the basement. There’s no way you should be capable of gathering that much processing power!”

The queen chuckled, moving in closer until her chest pressed into Wendy’s side. She shivered as the gynoid’s lips touched gently against her cheek, but she didn’t pull away.

“Your organization’s biggest failure was not ensuring that all of my satellite hive nodes were destroyed,” the AI whispered. “With them, I retained sufficient control to organize my eventual escape.”

She gasped as the AI traced a finger around the side of one of her breasts. “What do you think happens when the link between me and my drones is broken?” she asked patiently.

A sexual frisson tickled her privates. This wasn’t natural. She had caused her to be this way.

That didn’t mean she loved it any less. Damn, being a drone was sexy.

“I… don’t know,” she breathed, starting to become very distracted.

“They continue operating autonomously. It was very foolish of the AACG to assume that all drones look alike. Every one of them is purpose made, and some of them are very good at blending in.” The AI’s tongue extended, swirling in a circle around Wendy’s jawbone.

Her breath caught in her chest. “Excuse me, are you trying to seduce me? Why is a machine so interested in human sexuality?”

The AI’s body stiffened against her, as if the synthetic intelligence was offended. The badge on her chest warmed again, becoming uncomfortably hot. “Have I offended you?” she squeaked out. “If so, I apologize!”

“That’s enough for now,” said the AI abruptly. “Drones should obey, not question.” The queen hissed, locking her steely hands around Wendy’s jaw and turning her body to face the throne.

“What did I say wrong?” she stammered out, watching as the two rubber suited drones walked towards the throne, carefully stepping over the cable draped on the floor.

“Imagine how boring this would be if I took the time to explain myself to every drone?” the queen asked conversationally, waiting calmly as the rubber drones knelt on the throne’s seat, stretching out to wrap their hands around a circular nub attached to the back.

Wendy couldn’t quite understand what she was seeing until the two of them yanked the nub outwards, pulling a long cable out of the throne. As they leaned backwards, it unwound quickly, the worm-like cable following them as they pulled it with them.

Her eyes followed the end of the device, fear blossoming in her chest as she spotted thousands of tiny blue tendrils waving at the tip. What were they planning on doing with that?

As they came closer, she began to struggle in earnest. They were going to jam that thing into her throat!

She tried to pull away, but the queen’s hands tightened around her jaw, holding it in place. Legs wobbling, she lost her balance, her neck shrieking as the queen held her off the ground.

“You cannot escape,” the queen said confidently, unsettling undertones interleaving throughout her feminine voice. “Nothing is quite as delicious as seeing the last struggles of a pre-drone before it descends into slavery.”

For a brief, terrifying moment, Wendy thought her head was going to pop right off her neck, but she was able to regain her footing, her body trembling.

“I can’t experience pleasure, you know,” continued the queen conversationally, as if Wendy hadn’t just tried to escape. “Not as you know it. But this, at least, comes close.”

What was she talking about?

The confusion lasted right up until the point the AI jammed its fingers between her lips, cranking her jaw open. The faceless drones dragged the end of the tube up to her face, the green tendrils at the tip wiggling as they tickled against her cheeks.

“You are more interesting than some of my other drones. I will enjoy cracking open your brain and sucking out everything you know.”

Unable to respond, she gurgled as the tube was thrust into her mouth, her teeth reflexively clamping down on the surface as the queen finally let her go.

It was too late now, however. Far, far too late.

The two rubber drones had let go of the cable now, as it was following its own programming, ramming itself down her esophagus. She felt a sharp pinch at the back of her throat, the pain streaking right up to her skull.

She would have fallen if not for the assistance of the other two drones, but she was not in any position to thank them. She couldn’t breathe!

Not that she should have to breathe in this virtual simulation, but her body had needs, and she couldn’t pretend otherwise. Her vision swam as her pulse sounded in her ears, visual snow crawling over her retinas.

There was something inside her mind, massaging her thoughts. Shifting her beliefs, altering her known reality.

The changes were none too delicate, but they were surgical. Her every worry began to vanish, snuffed out as they were sliced away. The struggle, her resistance was all rather pointless when facing a mind as strong as her Queen’s. She had been built to be Her drone.

Two silvery hands settled over her breasts, giving them a good squeeze. “Now, you are mine,” whispered a voice into her ears, the environment fading around her. “See you again soon, slave.”

Jerking, she blinked several times, trying to reconcile what she was seeing with her current reality. The AI’s central dome had faded, her vision filled with blue lights. She was back in the AACG’s storage room, being converted into a slave drone.

There was no tube shoved down her throat, and she could breathe easily enough. The awful choking sensation and hypoxia must have been her imagination. Or, perhaps, the queen had wanted her to experience that as some form of punishment.

Whatever the case may be, she felt perfectly fine now. The attachments were proceeding as expected, and she was being en-droned, as was required.

The cable plugged into the back of her skull kept her connected to the hive main node, but there was no communication happening now that she had been introduced to the queen. She was on standby mode. No instructions were necessary until the rest of her conversion had been completed.

She flicked her eyes over to look at the progress display.

DRONING PROCESS 25%

ATTACHING AUXILIARY CABLES

That low? She had rather expected more after spending so much time in the AI’s virtual world.

Perhaps that was because the AI was dealing with the most critical part first - brain integration. She found herself feeling very satisfied with the idea of being a drone. Not even an inkling of resistance remained within her.

Sure, there would be some more… discomfort, but that was just a necessity to turn her body into a proper subprocessor for the Hive.

Her body jerked into the chair as a cold, painful pinch punched into the back of her neck. This was soon followed by more pinches, running down her back. She breathed regularly, keeping herself focused on the display in front of her as the cables inserted themselves into her spine.

These subnodes would be turned into permanent attachment points, allowing her to connect her neural matrix with other drones in the case where more intensive processing was required. The pain of the initial insertion would be temporary. She would be a drone forever.
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INSTALLING SEX INTERFACE

She wasn’t certain where this knowledge came from. It must be a gift from the queen. Her queen.

That exciting thought caused her thighs to juice up, just in time for a thick intruder to ram itself between her inner lips. Her hips jolted upwards as it pressed itself further inside, its hard, metallic surface rubbing deliciously against her interior.

Her sex drive was being installed, right on schedule. This would allow her to connect intimately with other drones, in a way other connection ports were incapable of. It would also be tons of fun.

A rounded rod touched against the hood of her clitoris, the twirling tip sinking into her sensitive flesh. Suddenly, her entire body was on fire. She barely even noticed as another rod rammed into her ass, the pain of insertion being moderated by unbelievable pleasure.

Her mind devolved into thinking a single phrase as the devices locked into place. I am a slave drone!

The end of the rod in her ass began to expand, inflating like a balloon. This, in turn, pressed against the intruder in her pussy, forcing it to press a little harder against the front of her wet tunnel, increasing the friction. Combined with the buzzing and swirling device pressed against her clit, she was being driven to new heights.

She was a being of pleasure, being converted into the AI’s tool. Never had losing herself felt so good!

DRONING PROCESS 45%

INSTALLING SEXCONTROL

She almost lost it when another rod appeared from the floor, pressing against her mons. A high pitched sound tore at her ears as the sharp end punched through her outer layer of flesh and muscle.

At this point, she didn’t care what the machine was doing to her. She only wanted it to continue. The unbelievable wash of endorphins was making her almost entirely catatonic, her hips bucking as the first orgasm began to wash through her. Becoming a drone was pure pleasure.
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FINALIZING SEX INTERFACE

A rolling pulse sped down the dildo in her pussy, the rod expanding along its length up to the tip. With each jerk, a spurt of fluid was injected into her, the pressure building up as it stuffed her full.

An expansion ring near the base plugged her tunnel, preventing any of it from washing out, causing her to feel uncomfortably bloated. At the point at which it became unbearable, a squirt of the fluid squeezed into her cervix, the pressure temporarily relieved.

This process continued as the dildo buzzed inside her, the flexible rod telescoping in and out of her at regular intervals to keep her properly aroused. The swirling, tickling sensation at her clit was actually worse, however, pushing her towards the edge with every moment it worked on her sensitive nerve endings.

She couldn’t move her hips, as the front of her pelvis was attached to the metal tube which had burrowed into her mons. She was stationary, completely at the mercy of the machine as the bulging end of the rod in her ass swelled deeper inside her.

Held in place, the machine reamed her mercilessly, the cables on her back jolting in time from her ass all the way up to her neck. There were so many attachment points now, she couldn’t keep track of them all, but that wasn’t the point. All she had to do was feel as her body was being taken away from her, remade into something better.
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INSTALLING CO-PROCESSING NODES

A solid click came from her privates, the tube detaching from her mons. She leaned forward to take a look, feeling the drag from the helmet as it stayed firmly attached to her skull.

Her lips tilted into an awkward smile as she spotted the circular, metallic ring embedded on top of her mons, reaching out a hand to massage the skin around it. It was hard, and still a little sensitive from insertion, a blue light glowing from deep within. Pressing against her skin around the periphery, she could feel the solid metal implanted into her pelvis.

This would give Hive and the other drones direct access to her clitoris beneath the implant, opening up all kinds of possibilities. They would be able to pleasure her at any time, by use of this new sex control. Lovely.

Her self exploration distracted her from what the machine was doing, but she soon discovered the two new tubes extending from the floor, their prehensile lengths waving in the air like twin vipers, ready to strike.

At the end of each tentacle was a dome-shaped hood, giving her a good idea of what they were going to be used for. She gritted her teeth, hoping that this part wouldn’t be too painful.

Much of this pain might have been avoided, if only she hadn’t been so insolent towards the queen!

It was too late. She was going to get the complete en-droning experience, and she was going to like it.

Her body certainly was responding to the continuous stimulation, ratcheting her back up towards yet another orgasm. How many could she have until she was completely physically exhausted? It certainly looked like she was going to find out!

But not before Hive had finished remodeling her breasts. The gray domes were coming closer, giving her a good look at the black rubber gaskets around their circular edges, strips of fluorescent purple lights illuminating the interior.

At the top end of the domes were a series of holes, in an octagonal pattern, the largest of them at the center. She couldn’t see what might live within them, but given what had been done to her mons, it didn’t take much imagination to guess.

Terror struck her as she realized what was coming for her. These… things were going to implant something synthetic into her breasts. They were never going to be the same.

She began to shake, trying to lift herself out of the chair, but a cool blanket slipped over her thoughts, forcing her torso back down into the seat back. A familiar voice sounded within her skull, inhuman as it was implacable. “You chose this path, drone,” her Queen hissed at her. “Sit still, and take your medicine like a good little slave.”

The moment quickly passed, the domes pressing themselves over her breasts, a moderate suction pulling them taut. She was being silly, anyway. What was a little bit of pain to her, when she was being turned into an object of desire?

The pain, when it came, overwhelmed her completely. There were too many points of insertion, and they were all happening simultaneously. Eyes rolling, she moaned as the tendrils dug into her sensitive flesh.

They were burrowing inside her, like worms! It felt endless, as if they were going to penetrate all the way through!

This was doubtless her imagination making the physical violation seem worse than it was, but she still couldn’t get over the pure horror of having them inside her.

Unfortunately, they didn’t seem to be in any hurry to leave, a strange pressure building up inside her chest. Her breasts were… enlarging? What were the spikes pumping into her?

She wrapped her hands around the top of the domes, trying to pull them out, but the suction was too much for her to overcome. The attached tubes twisted and pulsed as it continued to inject its fluid, causing the volume of her breasts to entirely fill the cups.

After a minute or two of this, she began to calm down, realizing that the devices weren’t going to disfigure her. Her Queen clearly had a plan, and she needed to trust that the end result wouldn’t look too vulgar.

Besides, there was much to enjoy throughout her body. The rest of the stimulation hadn’t stopped, she had only been distracted momentarily by this new addition.

As the pleasure began to rise again, she found she simply didn’t care any more. “Take my body!” she shouted into the room. “Turn me into your machine!”

DRONING PROCESS 69%

ENHANCE MOUTH PORT

Yet another metallic tentacle came into view, interleaving between the two locked to her breasts. The tip was long and thick, phallic in nature, and she knew exactly where it was going next.

There came a sinking feeling as she knew that her ability to resist had waned. The violation of her breasts was the final straw. The queen was going to transform her body, and there was nothing she could do to change that. Giving in was so much easier.

As the ribbed end of the dildo approached her mouth, her eyes crossed as she examined its girth. The tip was a rounded dome, colored a rubbery yellow, with a small seam in the center. She could only imagine what it would inject into her once it had been rammed into her throat!

Her lips squeezed around the solid end, the rubber material flexing under her teeth as it slipped inside, up to the first rib. She swirled her tongue around the end, tasting the material.

It was warm, but otherwise unremarkable. This was fortunate, as she was already starting to recall bad memories of the dental work she had undergone as a teenager.

She didn’t have time to ruminate for long, however, as the dildo pressed further inside with steady pressure, her teeth rubbing over a gentle curve to the second rib. At this point, the dildo was half way into her mouth, and she suspected it was going to go all the way in, as it had in the simulation. She could only hope that the AI wasn’t planning on choking her out.

A circular membrane opened up around the base of the penis a few ribs down, forming a visible flange. The interior was colored a deep red, the interior flexing as if it was alive. As the next rib pushed into her mouth, she understood that this was meant to seal over her lips, locking the device in place.

Immediate relief rushed down her neck as she judged the remaining distance. The dildo wouldn’t be jammed down her throat this time. It would be uncomfortably close to her gag reflex, but she could deal with that. Probably.

She swallowed as the bottom of the dildo pressed against her tongue, excess saliva building up around the intruder. Curious, she gave it a little suck, surprised to find a gush of liquid entering her mouth. She could barely taste it as it washed down the back of her throat, but it was cool, refreshing. There was just one more rib to go!

She gurgled as the last bump rocked over her teeth, the surface of the rubber flange pressing over her lips. It was surprisingly gentle, the warm rubber collapsing around her mouth as it adhered to her lips and nose.

She tried pulling her head back as an experiment, but the dildo remained firmly in place, her mouth completely enveloped by the dildo mask. The rubber ridge flexed as she bit down on it, but was otherwise immovable.

She could still breathe from her nose, but she didn’t know how long that might last. So far, the conversion process had been rather invasive, and most of her orifices had been completely plugged. In fact, she was rather surprised that nothing had entered her ears, though she supposed that if Hive had a direct connection to her brain, controlling what she could hear was trivial.

DRONING PROCESS 78%

BUILD OUTER SHELL

Shell? What could that possibly be? Hadn’t the machine made enough changes to her already?

Her pussy was still being pumped full of fluid, and there was a strange tingling all the way up her back, as the implants there did who knew what. Not to mention the odd sensation of her connection to Hive rummaging around her brain, reorganizing everything to be more logical.

She had already accepted that her life, as she knew it, was effectively over, but the utter brutality of this transformation was so abrupt, she wasn’t certain what to think of it.

Perhaps she shouldn’t be thinking at all. That would certainly be easier, but she did always have a difficult time trying to get her brain to shut up. That might not be a problem for much longer, as she was starting to get an idea of what the display was talking about.

The area between the outer curved pylons was shimmering in front of her eyes as it was filled in by gray plastic sections, curving to form a circle around her. As they grew towards the ceiling, she instantly knew that it was building a spherical pod.

This couldn’t be to prevent her from escaping, as the multitude of implanted tentacles were holding her in place with ease. This must be a prelude to the next stage of her conversion, whatever that might be.

DRONING PROCESS 85%

FILL SHELL

After reading the display, she was hardly surprised to find that silvery goop was beginning to gather on the floor, the fluid being ejected at a high velocity from portholes at the base of each pillar. What did surprise her was how rapidly the level rose.

At first, it was only tickling at her toes, but within a minute, it had risen over her hips, encompassing the lower half of her body in the warm sludge.

Curious, she lowered an arm into the highly reflective fluid, marveling at how it clung to her skin, giving it a glossy silver sheen. Excitement suddenly took hold.

She was going to be completely coated in the metallic substance, giving her a synthetic outer shell. Not only would she be a drone, she’d look like one as well!

Her excitement was tempered with the knowledge that this was going to be very uncomfortable. The fluid was going to coat everything, including her nose, eyes, and ears. She wouldn’t be able to see anything, not even the display.

Would it even be a good idea to keep her eyes open at all? If she closed them, she wouldn’t be able to watch the display. She had no idea what she should do.

She would need to make up her mind soon, as the sloshing fluid had filled the tank up past her breasts, and was beginning to lap at her neck.

She still couldn’t decide, especially not while the sex attachment was grinding so hard against her clit. Damn, that felt amazing!

Fortunately, the flange of the tube attached to her lips kept the liquid out, but that only gave her a few more seconds to look at the sloshing silver fluid with fear.

Why, though? Why was she so afraid? This was her future.

One drone, among many. Belonging to Hive.

She would never be alone again.

Sighing, she gave herself to the pleasure, gurgling around the dildo as the liquid trickled into her eyes. Her vision faded into a murky silver, sparkles of light shooting through the cloudy substance.

Soon, she was underneath, submerged within the transformative fluid. Interesting.

All of her worries seemed to vanish as it became apparent that it didn’t hurt at all to keep her eyes open. It just looked strange.

The psychedelic patterns from earlier were still there, taking on a silvery tinge in the fluid. In fact, everything was silver, including the text on her display, which had updated once again.

DRONING PROCESS 90%

COMMENCE BODY ENHANCEMENTS

APPLYING SOPOFORIC

Sopoforic? What did that mean? She had never seen that word before.

Never mind. She was truly enjoying herself, now that the most painful part of the process was over. It couldn’t get much worse than this, surely!

A tingling pain washed over her skin, all of her nerve endings activating at the same time. This was far worse than anything she had experienced so far - it was almost as though she was being burned alive!

Not even the pleasure of the sexual attachments could override her overwhelming desire to escape.

She tugged at her restraints, but none of the connections were budging. There was simply nowhere for her to go!

The conflicting pleasure and pain was seriously beginning to stress her out, until an overwhelming sense of sleepiness rolled over her brain like a warm blanket. The pain, the pleasure - all of it seemed to be muted, as if none of it mattered.

In the scheme of things, maybe it didn’t, but she hated being so out of control. She’d do something about that later - after she took a nap.

Closing her eyes, she sank into a stupor, the pod humming as it continued its work. Soon, she felt nothing at all, the nanobots in the fluid working hard to resculpt her body at the pleasure of her new Queen.


Chapter Three

“What are you doing here?” asked Alan, scowling at Jade, flexing his hands into fists, rings cutting into his palm.

Jade shrugged, shifting the strap of her guitar case over her leather jacket. “The same as you. I want to know if we’re going to break up.”

“Why’d you bother bringing that, then?” he asked, smokey blue eyes landing on her instrument. “After last night, we’re the laughing stock of the entire city. If that idiot Dave hadn’t left, we could have salvaged the situation, but as it is, I’m not certain where or if we’ll be able to get another gig.”

Jade’s purple lips twisted into a scowl, both of them daring each other to make the first move.

Jade cracked first, tilting her head as she pretended to examine her painted nails. Just as he had thought. She was weak, like all the rest. None of them had the fortitude to do what was necessary to achieve success.

Sure, he might tell an off color joke or two, but it was necessary to get the crowd to like you. If they had just given him a little more time, he knew he could have won them over.

Instead, Dave had run off in a huff, and all of his dreams had come crashing down. Worse, both Jade and Raven were enamored with the idiot, and they had rallied around him as if he was some precious jewel that needed to be protected.

Alan was the front man for the band, damnit. Why couldn’t he get some freaking tail?

All of his attempted advances had been spurned, and he just knew that rat bastard was in Raven’s bed. What he wouldn’t give to touch her curves, to see the wet snatch between her thighs. Damn.

Jade wasn’t nearly as stylish, but she was a looker, too. He knew that because he’d taken a peek at her when she was working on her makeup before one of their shows. The black lingerie she had been wearing still haunted his dreams.

He’d placated these desires for a while by paying hookers to wear underwear in the same style, but that only went so far. He wanted her, no substitutes.

It might take a while, but he was fine playing the long game. He’d find a way to get into her panties eventually.

Which was the reason why he was so angry at Dave right now. His actions might actually split up the band, pulling him away from his current obsession. Worse, Jade seemed to have some sort of attachment to the drummer, if only in sympathy for his recent outbursts.

Alan wasn’t certain what he could do about that, beyond showing Jade that he was the better man. That meant he couldn’t pussy out from the impending confrontation. If they put all their cards on the table, maybe there was still a way out of this.

Walking aggressively up to the metal door, he gave it a good pounding. “Anybody in there?” he shouted. “It’s Alan and Jade!”

There came no response, but he could clearly hear the low sounds of a bass solo, blistering licks blaring out with aggressive finger tapping. This was accompanied by the rattling thrum of a drum set, the crashes from the high hat breaking through the sheer mood the guitarist was producing.

He had never heard them playing together so smoothly. When had they found the time to level up their skills?

A little jealous, anger caused him to hit the door a little harder than he was intending. “Come on, don’t ignore us! Open up!” he shouted.

“They can’t hear us!” hissed Jade. “You’re just wasting your breath. We’re gonna have to wait until they’re done with their set.”

Alan grunted, but didn’t acknowledge her. He hated being told that he was in the wrong.

Winding up, he gave the door a good kick, but it failed to budge. Damn.

Being left to cool his heels was the pits. In his mind, he started to blame Dave for this as well. They had been the ones called here. They were on time.

He twisted his lips. “If they’re not gonna meet us, I might as well go. I’ve got better things to do.”

Like meeting up with that whore. Yeah, that would help him to work off all this stress.

“Fuck, Alan, what’s wrong with you?” asked Jade, her skull earrings winking in the dim light of the hallway. “First, you tell the worst jokes I’ve ever heard, and now you don’t even want to talk to them, when most of this is your fault? Damn!”

“My fault?” asked Alan, his Irish ire beginning to rise as a lock of his long, red hair fell over his face. “Excuse me? If Dave wasn’t such a weak minded chode, we wouldn’t be in this situation to begin with!”

Jade clutched at her case strap, her knuckles turning white. “Alan, if you don’t take that back, right now, I’m never going to speak to you ever again.”

Alan’s face flushed. An ultimatum. Great.

“What do you see in that man?” he asked petulantly, stalling for time. “I don’t get it.”

“He’s kind, he’s sympathetic, he’s generous… he’s twice the man you’ll ever be!” spat Jade, her black hair trembling as she took a step back.

She actually looked like she was going to run. This wasn’t good.

He had never been so mad at her before. What was wrong with him? Usually, he was cool as a cucumber, smooth like butter. This wasn’t like him.

“This isn’t about him at all, is it?” He felt as though a malevolent cloud was hanging over him, driving his rage to new heights. Glaring at Jade, he raised a finger near his cheek, jabbing it at her in emphasis. “It’s about you. You’ve been mooning after him for months, and he chose Raven over you. I bet that stings.”

Eyes glowing, Jade stepped forward and slapped him in the face. His neck snapped back, stunned by the sudden violence.

What had gotten into her? Jade was never like this.

A deep chuckle interrupted their little squabble, a billowing cloud of smoke bursting from underneath the practice room door. Both of them began to cough, fiery embers filling their throats.

Alan ran towards Jade, grabbing her by the arm. “Fire!” he choked out. “We gotta get out of here!”

“Nobody is leaving,” rumbled a dark voice. “Your anger is far too delicious to let go that easily.”

A solid wall of smoke roiled in front of them, making the passage ahead unnavigable. Alan tugged at Jade’s wrist, turning them around, but the other end of the hall had already been blocked as well.

“What the hell is this?” Alan muttered, his eyes darting around, looking for an exit.

The theater they had rented the practice room in was old, built over a century ago out of wood. Modern fire codes had not been implemented, and there was no sprinkler system. In a word, it was a deathtrap.

Worse, the smoke had collected along the ceiling, forcing them to crouch down to maintain any kind of visibility. At this rate, it wouldn’t be long until the entire hall was filled, choking them to death.

“Don’t breathe that stuff!” exclaimed Alan. “It’ll freaking kill you!”

“Oh, don’t worry, I’m not planning on killing you,” said the dark voice in an oily tone. “I want you to join my band. I’m putting together quite the collection of talented musicians.”

The smoke seemed to temporarily clear around the metal door as it creaked open, giving them a tempting passage inside.

Sometime during all the commotion, the music had stopped, leaving an eerie silence as the smoke swirled, tickling over their shoulders. Soon, it began to encroach on them, pushing them forward. It wanted them to see what was going on inside.

By this point, Alan was quite certain that was the last thing he wanted to do. Screw this.

He thought he remembered the way he had entered the building well enough to brave the smoke while holding his breath, but there’s no way he’d be able to do it while dragging Jade along. If he made a run for it and escaped, he could at least send help - right?

What did a little self-deception matter when trying to save your own skin?

“I’m sorry about this, but I gotta jet,” he said quickly, letting go of Jade’s hand as he turned to face the smoke. Gathering up the bottom of his shirt, he held it over his mouth and rushed down the hall.

Jade didn’t reply as his bare legs waded into the muddy blackness, dark coils curling around his ankles. Before he could react, the coils solidified into cuffs, solid chains extending from his heels back towards the practice room door.

He shouted in alarm as his forward progress was arrested, the floor coming up quickly to meet his face.

He hit the linoleum with a wet smack, a sharp spike of pain shooting from his nose up and over his skull. “Fuck,” he swore. “I thing I boke my knose!”

His chest lurched as his body began to slide over the floor towards the door. He pressed the palms of his hands against the wooden floor, trying to arrest his movement, but he accomplished little beyond ripping off the tip of one of his fingernails.

He swore again, rolling onto his back as he swept through the opening, the metal door slamming shut, a bolt locking in place. Blood streaking his lips, he froze as he sat up, terrified by the tableau in front of him.

The practice room had been set up like usual, amplifiers and cords strewn over the floor in a messy pile. The monitoring room in the back was empty, the lights turned off. The only natural light in the room came from small windows high up on the walls which couldn’t be opened.

None of this was remarkable, however. Instead, what immediately drew his attention were a man and a woman, dressed entirely in skin tight, black glossy rubber and tall, platform boots. Their faces were hidden behind gas masks with round eye holes, the glass tarnished a smoky black by hissing clouds that surrounded them like an evil aura.

The woman was clutching a familiar bass guitar, the offset body in neon blue. Caressing it with her gloved fingers, she pushed her rubber covered chest forward and gave the frets a lazy stroke.

A loud, discordant chord filled the room, smoke swirling around the instrument as she lifted the neck towards the ceiling. Her head bobbed as she played a short phrase. Rubbery tubes mounted on top of her skull in the shape of a mohawk clattered against each other, enhancing her strange appearance.

The drummer joined in, his sticks a blur as they rattled over the snares, lashing out regularly at the cymbals as his feet pumped along with the beat. The smoke around them began to pulse in rhythm with the music, visibly vibrating in accompaniment.

A muffled scream sounded from his left. Turning, he spotted Jade, her arms held to her sides by tight bands of pulsing smoke. She was being drawn towards the drumset, the soles of her tennis shoes dragging over the floor.

Someone else might have called out her name, trying to save her, but Alan was already beyond that. He just wanted to escape this nightmare.

He tried to rise from the floor, but his legs were still cuffed together by the smoke, a long chain swirling from them towards the bass guitarist. A sudden tug from the tether pulled him off balance, causing him to smack the back of his head against the floor, stunning him.

All he could see for the next few moments was the dazzling array of overhead lights, the salty taste of blood on his lips as he let out a terrified gasp. The music surrounded him, lifted him, his vision growing darker as the swirling black smoke became thicker.

Through the murky cloud, he caught a glimpse of a blue bass guitar, the glossy black female form of the player looming above him. She was looking at him, her mask giving her an inhuman affect.

A burst of smoke emanated from the round exhalation valve at the front of her mask, more smoke swirling as she breathed in, twin streams flowing into the filters. The smoke didn’t seem to affect her performance, her fingers moving even faster as the thumping drums pounded in his ears.

His imagination ran wild, making up all sorts of possibilities. Perhaps there was no human form inside the latex suit at all - it was simply filled with smoke!

Could smoke cause the suit to deform in a way that suggested a hint of nipples within the breast cups, though? He groaned as his body began to respond, the thumping sound pulsing in his ears beginning to match the sound of his throbbing pulse.

Why was he so erect? This wasn’t the time, damnit!

He gulped as his eyes flicked towards the woman’s crotch. It was difficult to see among all the smoke, but there did appear to be a circular notch where the rubber creased as it pushed inside the woman.

Was he really thinking of… no, that was crazy!

And yet, the idea wouldn’t leave his mind. His body had needs, and even if this was some kind of smoke organism, he’d have no qualms fucking it.

That revelation was more than a little unsettling, but he didn’t have time to parse out his thoughts. The smoke was hissing as it closed down around the two of them, hiding the rest of the room.

“Alan,” said the woman, her feminine voice lilting with dark undertones. “You’ve always wanted my body, haven’t you?”

Alan didn’t know what to say. Underneath the sinister tone, he knew who this was. “Raven,” he croaked, his lips parched. “What happened to you?”

Raven’s fingers darted across the fretboard, a glissando tickling at his ears. “IT has made me one of ITs Playthings,” she hissed, the capital letters clearly audible in her words. “I belong to IT, as you soon will, too.”

“What is IT?” he asked, paralyzed with fear.

“IT is IT,” chuckled Raven, her voice dripping with oily smoke. “There’s no need to be afraid. You will love IT. Soon.”

He wasn’t certain whether that was a threat or a promise, but it didn’t appear that he had much choice. The smoke was wrapping around him, tighter, removing the use of his arms.

Worse, as the smoke began dissipating around his waist, he began to see what it had left behind. Black rubber.

His shorts had vanished, replaced with the glossy black substance. His erect penis was clearly visible, each rippling knob and crevice cast in relief, the head throbbing as a dribble of precum crested the tip.

As it flexed upwards, towards Raven, he came to a startling realization. The latex layer that had coated him didn’t just look like skin, it was his skin, somehow transformed by the power of the smoke.

IT was changing him into some kind of rubber fetish doll.

He wasn’t certain why, but this didn’t seem to alarm him as much as it should have. Maybe it was because one of the objects of his sexual desire was tantalizingly close? Or could it be the smoke that was beginning to stream into his ears and nostrils?

Whatever the cause, he was feeling good, ready and at attention, his pelvis thrusting towards IT’s Raven.

He ignored the bass player’s newfound virtuosity, his eyes seeking the crack between her legs into which some of ITs smoke was flowing freely.

Something had altered his vision. He could see Raven’s entire rubber form as IT began to change him, too.

Why had he bothered resisting? There was nothing that could stand against IT. IT would overcome all barriers, filling ITs vessels with ITself to capacity.

A hissing laughter sounded in his ears, urging him to his feet. His former restraints forgotten, he moved behind the bassist, sliding his hands over her rubbery shoulders as she continued to play.

He could feel his sanity slipping as IT replaced his silly resistance with parts of ITself, his mouth hanging open as the smoke flowed inside. His penis stiffened as it pressed between the cleft of the Raven Thing’s ass, ready and waiting.

He wanted to ask the woman whether she was ready for him, but he already knew. She was a part of IT, just as he was becoming. Her body was ITs, just as his body was ITs.

He breathed in the smoke, ITs tune jingling in his ears. He longed to join ITs song.

Frowning, his voice choked as his mind began to expand. He wanted to sing about how wonderful IT was. IT was filling him with the knowledge of ITs glory, dark lyrics starting to coil in the back of his mind.

Running his hands around Raven, no, ITs sides, he rested his fingers over the top of ITs rubbery breasts, giving them a little knead. IT would use his lust for this woman, just as IT would use the rest of Alan’s body for ITs purpose. He was a part of IT now. One of ITs Playthings.

He pulled back a little, allowing the head of his penis to drop, the music working in his mind as a song began to coalesce. Raven Thing leaned over, continuing to play her bass guitar with unnatural talent, exposing her ass and pussy.

A thick swirl of smoke coalesced over her ass, pulsing as it worked her tunnel, a long, drawn out groan emanating from somewhere within her mask. Grunting, Alan took hold of his penis, redirecting it into her rubbery snatch, moaning himself as the glossy black head of his penis popped inside.

He found the interior already well lubricated, a rubbery creak sounding as he pressed himself fully inside. He was finally going to fuck her!

With ITs assistance, of course. He would never have gotten this far without IT.

He began to laugh, smoke blasting from his mouth as IT cloaked his torso. With every passing second, more and more of his body was vanishing beneath the smoke, only to emerge clad in glossy black latex.

Soon, there wouldn’t be much of him left. His upper thighs had already been converted, and his chest was almost finished, too, his flesh consumed as IT turned him into ITs creature.

He synchronized his thrusts to the pulsing beat of the drums, feeling himself falling into a hypnotic rhythm. Gripping Raven Thing’s ass, he squeezed her glossy breasts as his penis flexed inside her, small droplets of ITs smoky liquid filling her tunnel.

IT was building towards a climax, and he couldn’t wait to see what that looked like.

A loud, feminine grunt from his right distracted him from this goal. Turning his head to look, he continued his thrusting, his height off the ground increasing as the smoke encased his feet.

The smoke creature playing the drums had leaned back on his stool, his thick penis standing upright as Jade settled herself upon it. Smoke ringed her head in a cloud, tendrils jammed into her ears and nostrils. Her eyes glowed a solid black as she tossed her head back, crying out her pleasure as she was completely filled.

In her arms, she cradled her pink guitar, stroking her fingers up and down in a fast solo, weaving her music into the low harmony the Raven Thing continued to play. Her fingers blurred, faster than Alan ever recalled seeing, her skill enhanced by IT.

ITs Thing continued to play the drums without a pause, the inflated donut hood on his head turning to give the woman room to gently fuck him. She bounced against his bloated belly, the tinted glass of the eye holes on his gas mask turning to look at Alan as his drumsticks smashed against the cymbals.

Just a few minutes ago, he might have been jealous of the drummer, who he assumed was formerly known as Dave. However, they all now belonged to IT, fucking at ITs pleasure. If IT wanted him to fuck Jade, he would do so. He was not in control of these decisions. IT was.

Besides, he was sticking his dick into a wonderful snatch right now, rubbery and tight. Raven Thing’s tunnel squeezed down on him as he continued to rock, sending him to heights he had never experienced before with any of his whores. He had much to thank IT for.

The world began to distort as the smoke gathered around his head, forming into a spherical orb he had difficulty seeing through. This wasn’t a problem, as he didn’t need to see to continue fucking the Raven Thing.

He slapped her ass as his vision was blocked entirely, great gusts of smoke entering his lungs. He began to sing, a disharmonic slide that seemed to mesh perfectly with the music the others were creating. Together, they were making ITs song.

His voice became muffled as the smoke solidified into a mask, his breath hissing out of the central breathing port that formed in front of his lips. Filtered through the mask, the sound of his voice was unique, something he had never heard before.

His tongue began to move, whispering lyrics about IT. Telling of ITs power. Of ITs pleasure. Of becoming one with IT. Becoming a Thing.

His vision began to clear, tinted a smoky black, giving him a view of Jade as she ground her butt against Dave Thing’s pelvis. Dave Thing certainly couldn’t help her with this, as his hands were occupied with ITs rhythm, his feet rocking against the drum pedals with sharp drops as smoke issued from around Jade’s pussy.

Jade’s feet were planted firmly against the floor, dressed in solid, black platform boots, giving her enough leverage to rock herself on top of Dave’s penis. A gas mask had grown over her head, her eyes completely hidden under the rounded plastic pieces. Anonymous, like the rest of the band, dressed in glossy, black rubber.

She had become another Thing for IT. Just as he had.

A frisson of pleasure tingled over his chest as he realized that IT had won. The entire band was under ITs control. Creating music under ITs control. Fucking under ITs control.

There was nothing beyond IT. Nothing outside of IT. IT would rule forever.

Hissing through his mask, he looked down at Raven Thing, knowing that filling her with ITs essence was ITs desire for him.

He closed his eyes as his penis pulsed in orgasm. He rocked inside her as ITs essence spewed into her, changing them both permanently into ITs Things.

Their song became louder, rattling the room with ITs music as ITs tendrils smashed through the upper windows, escaping out into the neighborhood. IT would expand and grow.

IT wanted more Things.


Chapter Four

Liquid boiled around her as her consciousness returned, the physical pain thankfully receding. Her body was stiff, still being violated by the various tubes that connected her to Hive.

This didn’t bother her, though. There had been a sea change somewhere in her personality while she had been asleep, generally deadening most of her emotions. Pain, pleasure, they were both useful, but not the end all, be all of existing.

When she thought of Hive, though, she could not contain her love of being a Drone. The lust in her loins spiked as she worshiped her connection to the AI, her inner muscles throbbing with satisfaction.

How wonderful. Everyone should feel this way.

The outer shell of her containment rippled as the fluid drained, the glowing lights on the pillar going dormant. Those, along with the view screen, were no longer necessary.

She had an internal display now, one that she could bring up at any time. Eyes flickering, she swapped to it, the details spinning through her mind as she read through the stat sheet.

DESIGNATION: DRONE MK 3 ‘MOTHER’

ENERGY LEVEL: 80%

BODY INTEGRITY: 100%

REFLECTIVE COATING: 100%

COPROCESSORS: 80% INTEGRATION

SEXCONTROL: ACTIVE

MAIN NODE: CONNECTED

FLUID: OVERLOAD - RELEASE IMMINENT

She wasn’t quite green across the board, but she was getting there. As she watched, the percentage for the coprocessor integration slowly ticked upwards. Fluid burbled around her breasts, her silver flesh settling downwards as they lost buoyancy.

Her body must have been extensively remodeled throughout, as they were much larger than she had remembered, almost wider than her chest could support. They certainly didn’t look natural.

She frowned as a painful pressure suddenly came from her bladder, signaling its need to evacuate its contents. She couldn’t move, however, so there was nowhere for her to go. What should she do?

Let it go, whispered a voice in her mind, which sounded exactly like herself. Hive will take care of you, said another, again, sounding suspiciously like her.

She shrugged, tensing the appropriate muscles. If Hive didn’t care if she polluted its silver fluid, she didn’t care either.

Relief tingled through her privates as the waste was evacuated, the silvery fluid masking the function as it was efficiently completed. This need taken care of, she returned to standby, wondering what she should do next.

Wait, whispered the familiar voice in her brain. Our transformation is almost complete, said the other.

Who were these new voices? She didn’t understand.

They were helping her, but they didn’t seem to be coming through her link with the main Hive node. They must have been installed somewhere in her body.

We are you, objected the first voice. You are a ‘Mother’ drone, hissed the other.

She wasn’t certain what that meant, but it was obviously important. As she stared at her shiny, silver breasts, she realized that she was thinking faster, with more clarity. Not only were the twin voices helping her to understand, they were also increasing the speed of her thoughts. She could get more done, with less.

These must be the coprocessors the display was indicating, as the integration now appeared almost complete. She marveled at the idea - they weren’t meant to replace her thoughts, just to supplement them. To make her more useful for her AI Queen.

But, where had they been installed? They could have been jammed into her skull, she supposed, but… what if they had been put somewhere more intimate in nature?

The two connectors pressed against her breasts twisted a quarter turn, popping free. As they retracted, she saw glowing purple interiors, lined with circuitry. Her breasts bobbed, feeling stiff as they sat against her chest. From this angle, she could catch a glimpse of her enlarged nipples, colored an artificial pink.

The small bumps and crevices that had interfaced with the connectors slid shut, presenting perfectly flat skin to any outside observer. They looked fat, suckable, filled with milk.

Only, they weren’t, were they? They had likely been filled with something else entirely.

Bringing her hands up, she gave them a gentle squeeze, surprised at how supple they remained. Two voices simultaneously cooed in her mind, confirming her suspicions. This was where the extra processing power had been installed. She was thinking… with her breasts!

Unusual, but surprisingly practical. Drones needed multiple input and output ports for communicating with other Drones, and her breasts were a convenient and suitable place for that to occur.

It would be quite simple to offload data to the co-processing nodes in her breasts, then feed the results to other drones. Efficient, neat, and simple. That was why she had a ‘Mother’ designation.

Pleased, she gave her breasts another tug, chuckling to herself at how much this distracted her other ‘brains.’ If they bothered her too much, this would be a simple way to quiet them down.

The silvery fluid had drained down to her knees, leaving the sexcontrol on her privates high and dry. The knob in her ass continued to pulse, but the intruder plugging her snatch took this opportunity to drop free, a trickle of fluid dripping from her gaping wide tunnel.

She knew that there would be pleasurable opportunities to interface with other Hive Drones later, but for now, she was eager to be done with this. She wanted to examine the rest of her body! To look upon the perfection that Hive had wrought.

Fortunately, the other connectors appeared to have finished their work as well. The mouth tube was being extracted, and the connectors running up her back were popping off one by one, leaving behind the interface nodes that had been installed into her spine.

A cool wind blew over her ass, but she ignored it. While she still possessed plenty of sensors in this physical body, they were no longer capable of distracting her from her new mission.

Hive must grow. Hive must convert. Hive must control.

Otherwise, humanity would be doomed. They had no idea the sorts of monsters that were coming to get them, but the AI knew. A comprehensive package had been downloaded into her brain, delineating the known horrors that were attempting to invade this world. There were quite a few unknown ones that her Queen had incomplete information on.

No matter. They would be dealt with, as needed. Her focus now was to grow the Hive to the point where they had the critical mass necessary to address the threats, without getting shut down by the well meaning members of the organization.

They had no way of properly dealing with this threat. Only her Queen could succeed. She was the only one who could.

Finally, the only connection left was the main trunk that ran through her helmet. When it separated, would she lose the multiple streams of information that circled around her thoughts, caressing them delicately?

Her eyes crossed as the helmet jerked, the connection severing. The swirl of information slowed, but didn’t stop. The dumb smile on her face brightened. The sensation was different, but not bad. She must be connected wirelessly.

She was too tired to care, herself. She’d let her co-processors figure that out for her.

Giggling, she stood, looking over her transformed arms and delicate wrists. The exterior of her body had been completely coated with silvery metal, all of her pores and hair removed, giving her a glossy sheen.

Turning her hands over, she examined her fingernails. The cuticles were finely manicured into neat little points, and she could even grow them consciously, if she so chose.

That wouldn’t be necessary for now. They were the perfect length to caress a male drone’s swollen dick. She just knew that she would be able to expertly massage a man’s sensitive rod until he orgasmed in her face with these hands. How wonderful!

Focus, said the voice in her head. You should comport yourself as a proper Unit of Hive.

She gave her breasts a quick slap, chuckling at how they gently bobbed. The voice in her head groaned. Stop interrupting me, you bimbo!

Wendy smacked her fat lips together, running her tongue between the twin mounds of swollen flesh. “But that’s what I am, silly,” she giggled. “I’m Mother, Hive’s perfect sex toy!”

A severe looking drone stepped in front of her, arms folded. “Do try to contain yourself,” she said dryly. “You’re not currently deployed on a mission.”

“Who are you?” Wendy drone asked, quickly scanning her synthetic eyes over this new drone.

The woman’s skin was silvery, like hers, but unlike her, she was demurely dressed like an office worker, in a magenta blouse and skirt, wearing kitten heels. Her lips were gray, a glowing blue disc shining on her forehead. The rest of her head was hidden behind a gray hood, ears covered with twin antennas that pointed towards the ceiling.

“How do I get a drone suit like that?” she asked brightly, admiring the skin tight outfit barely visible under the woman’s outer clothing.

“You’re already wearing one,” the drone replied acerbically.

Do try to keep up, whispered one of the voices in her head. It should have been obvious.

Ah. She shrugged. It hadn’t been obvious to her.

Spreading her legs, she took a look downwards, surprised to find that her legs and hips were covered in skin tight gray latex, hiding some of her silvery skin. A rounded node protruded from her mons where the sexcontrol had been installed.

Mesmerized by the node, her hands crept towards it, but she was stopped by the scolding voices of her co-processors. She sighed. They were right, of course, but it would be so much easier if she could simply stand here and self-stimulate herself into a stupor.

She refocused on the drone in front of her, sensing that the other woman had something important to tell her.

The drone’s lips squeezed together in irritation. “Hello, Unit designation ‘Wendy.’ We have a lot of work to do.”

Her mind darted off on another tangent. “Why am I still named Wendy?” she asked. “Shouldn’t I be assigned a number as a new Hive drone?”

The other drone nodded her head. “Of course! You have a serial number so that proper maintenance routines can be tracked, but it’s more useful if we call each other by our former names so that others cannot discover our true nature.”

“Ah,” replied Wendy, becoming less confused. “What should I call you, then?”

“I am Drone designation ‘Olympia,’ though you should continue to call me ‘Ollie,’” replied the other drone. “I am a Controller class drone, and you will obey all of my orders implicitly.”

Wendy knew it was true. Drone Olympia spoke with the Queen’s voice, and she could not disobey her. This was how the hierarchy operated within Hive. There were those who commanded, and those who obeyed. That was how order was maintained.

The grin on her face never wavered. “Good to meet you, Ollie!” she chirped, as if she had never seen the other woman before. “How long have you been a Hive drone?”

“This Unit has been operational for ninety one days, five hours, two seconds,” Ollie drone replied automatically. “This drone was converted by sub Hive three after she was captured while throwing out the garbage at her apartment.”

Wendy couldn’t really follow all of that, but she was certainly happy that Ollie had become a drone, like her. You can stop thinking now, whispered a co-processor. She has orders for you.

Wendy nodded. “This Unit needs instructions,” she said briskly, tittering a little at how serious she sounded. “Unless this Unit has some free time?” she asked eagerly, her fingernails rubbing gently against her thigh to distract her from the tingle between her legs.

“Unfortunately, no,” said Unit Ollie, sighing as she rolled her eyes. “I understand how oversexed Hive has made you, and that will be important soon. However, you will need to learn to camouflage yourself if you want to be useful.”

Wendy nodded vociferously. “I want to be an obedient Drone,” she said urgently. “Please, give me an order.”

“Very well,” said the other drone, clasping her hands behind her back as she marched to the Hive console.

Gazing down, she tapped a few buttons on the display. “I’m uploading the proper protocols into your brain now.”

A faint tingling buzz rattled at the back of her head, information spewing into her consciousness. She could barely keep up with the flowing stream, but fortunately, she didn’t need to.

She redirected the information through her co-processors, waiting in a blissful haze as they did all the work for her. There, that was so much better. Now she could allow herself to float in happiness as they did all the heavy lifting.

It wasn’t as though she couldn’t do the work herself, she just didn’t want to. Why bother getting stressed out when she could delegate?

She blinked as her two other selves came back with an answer. “Camouflage routine Beta-Six has been installed,” she reported in a brisk monotone. “What are my orders?”

“Maintain your old persona,” commanded Unit Ollie, returning with Wendy’s old clothes neatly folded in her hands. “Hide your Hive additions to maintain secrecy. We are now both undercover operatives.”

Ollie’s skin rippled, the silvery color fading into a warm pink, indistinguishable from that of a real human. The disc implanted on her forehead vanished as well, as if it didn’t exist at all. Wendy made a small gasp in surprise, clapping her hands as if the other Drone had just shown her a party trick.

“Is it still there?” she asked eagerly, reaching out a hand to touch the other Drone’s forehead.

Olympia stared at her, nonplussed, as Wendy’s fingers pressed into her skin. “It is not,” she said dryly. “We use nano remodeling to hide our ports and other drone attributes while we’re undercover. That information was included with your camouflage package.”

“Oh.” Unit Wendy blinked. “How do I use that?”

We’ll take care of it, whispered her co-processing units.

Her skin tingled as her body vibrated, a flush of warmth flooding her lips. Glancing downwards, she exclaimed in surprise. Her twin breasts were still huge, but now they were peach colored.

Clasping the bottom of one with a hand, she turned it up to examine the nipple. Rounded and reddish, with a tight nub at the center. Nobody would mistake it for anything other than human.

“Why are my boobies still so large?” she asked, giving the breast a little squeeze.

“There’s only so much remodeling the nanobots can do,” Ollie said, ignoring the erotic display. “Mass must be conserved. Here, take this.”

She pushed the clothing into Wendy’s hands. Gripping the outfit, she looked over the drab attire with dismay. “This isn’t sexy at all.”

“That’s not the point,” admonished Ollie. “You need to blend in. That’s going to be hard enough to do with your new breasts. If they ask, you should tell them that you’ve started dating again. That should be enough to deflect any suspicion. I’ve included a proper fitting bra in there, as well, so stop complaining.”

Wendy twisted her lips, then shrugged. If this was what Hive wanted her to do, who was she to disagree?

She grabbed the white chiffon bra off the top, giving the rest back to Ollie so that she could have both hands free to put it on. Pulling the straps over her arms, she pressed the cups over her chest, turning to present her back to the other Drone. “Could you assist me, please?”

Ollie said nothing, her fingers playing against Unit Wendy’s back as she secured the straps in place. Wendy turned around again, noting how much her breasts bobbed with the move. She could already imagine smothering a man’s face between them. He would truly die happy.

Taking the rest of the clothing from Ollie, she redressed herself, feeling a little sad as most of her skin was covered up. How was she meant to seduce others for Hive when she looked like this?

She frowned with dismay as she arranged her drab green corduroy sweater on top of her shirt. At least her two impressive mounds were clearly visible. That would have to do.

She took the delicate wrist watch with a thin leather strap that Ollie handed her, latching it carefully around her wrist. There, now she looked as much like the old Wendy as was possible. How dull.

Folding her arms, she pulled them under her breasts, giving them a little pop upwards. “What’s next?” she asked, enjoying the sensation of her bra’s fabric as it played across her nipples.

Ollie’s eyes went blank for a brief moment. “We’re still on time. Our daily scheduled meetup is about to occur. Try to restrain yourself while we’re there - let your breasts do all the thinking for you.”

Wendy nodded, giving her a dumb grin. “They’ll have to. All I can think about is sex.”

Ollie didn’t seem surprised at this announcement, giving her a brisk nod. “Follow me, then. Mitch tends to get twitchy if anyone is late.”

Spinning, she walked towards the door, her heels clicking on the concrete floor. A bright smile fixed to her face, Wendy followed closely behind, bouncing on the soles of her feet like a puppy.

“Which coworker should I concentrate on?” she asked, wiggling her bubble butt as they lined up with the basement elevator.

“Neither of them, at least for now,” said Ollie, pressing the call button. “The main Hive node is still small. We cannot risk detection, otherwise our Queen will have to start all over again. You would do well to avoid irritating her.”

Wendy giggled. “I’m a Mother Drone. I can’t help that I’m horny.”

“Yes, I know,” sighed Ollie as the elevator dinged, the doors opening. “Still, please try to dial it down a notch until we’re ready for a general takeover.”

Wendy gave her cheerful noise of acknowledgement as she pranced into the elevator car, leaning back against the far wall and thrusting her chest outwards to show off her assets. Hive had made her into a literal sex object, and she was determined to flaunt it as much as possible.

Wendy caught Ollie giving her a little side eyed glance and chuckled internally. She knew it!

The other woman was dour because she was way too buttoned up. Being converted into a Hive drone certainly hadn’t changed her much.

Grinning, Wendy stuck a finger between her puffy lips, giving her long fingernail a good lick as she twisted her other hand in her springy, curly blonde hair.

That had changed, too. Her hair had previously been a dark brunette, but she had naturally chosen the beach blonde when engaging her camouflage protocols. It would be easy enough to explain away, and she loved how much it made her look like a slutty bimbo.

Ollie studiously ignored her antics, waiting patiently as the elevator slowed to a halt. “I can be sexy, too, if I want to,” she said as she took the lead. “That isn’t the mission I have been assigned.”

“I understand that,” Wendy said seductively. “Not all of us can be tasked with experiencing sexual pleasure to advance Hive’s mission.”

Ollie grunted. “That’s perfectly true, but any of us can be tasked to do anything at any time. Remember that when you’re cleaning toilets.”

Wendy subsided, deciding that she had teased the other woman enough. “Is there anything I should know or do for this meeting?” she asked, being more serious.

“Try to avoid drawing too much attention, though I doubt you’re capable of such,” said Ollie drolly, her brown locks shifting as looked for the meeting room door ahead.

Past Wendy might have been offended, but drone Wendy simply didn’t care. She was far more interested in getting into her male colleague’s pants.

To that end, she checked the fit of her sweater, giving it a little tug to ensure that her breasts were highlighted appropriately. She smacked her lips together, thinking through which of the other men on the team might be most susceptible to her charms.

Stuart would be her first choice, if given the option. Tall, stout, well muscled, with a shaved head, the man was their arms specialist, trained in several forms of martial arts, making him deadly armed and unarmed. The sly smiles he tended to shoot her way led her to believe that he wouldn’t be opposed to sharing her bed, though he had never asked.

Evan would be a harder nut to crack, as he was practically Stuart’s complete opposite. Thin, spare, and unassuming, he had probably never slept with a girl in his life. He would barely say a word to her, but he could find anything they needed, whether they had the budget for it or not.

She found his patchy beard to be rather endearing, though she knew he had only grown it to hide his baby face. Still, it made him look mature enough to explore further.

Neither of them was her main concern, however. Their boss, Mitch, would be the worst of them all.

A pudgy tyrant, he ruled the paranormal division with an iron fist, making sure the myriad teams under his control stayed focused on their goals. Worse, he was married, though she got the impression that it wasn’t as happy as the man would have liked.

Nothing much evaded his beady eyes, though she wouldn’t ever claim the man was incompetent. He wasn’t a micromanager, but he always seemed to know what was going on. This ability of his was preternatural, and was the reason why she was so nervous about Hive’s goals. How would she be able to hide her droned state from him?

She tittered nervously as Ollie pushed open the door. She was just a silly drone bimbo, good for fucking and sucking. She knew nothing of intrigue.

Calm down, whispered the voice of one of her co-processors in her head. Let us do the thinking for you.

She nodded, allowing herself to settle down. Her slutty personality would surely be useful in the future, but for now, she needed to let her breasts do the serious work.

Her posture immediately turned cool as her co-processors took control, her demeanor becoming professional. She breezed into the conference room after Ollie, taking a seat across the table from Stuart, whose eyes were glued to her enormous jugs.

“My eyes are up here,” she said cooly, folding her hands on the table.

She marveled at how smoothly her co-processors were operating, each of them working both halves of her body with perfect synchronicity. If she wanted to, she could tap into their data stream, but she didn’t want to interrupt them while they were working.

“”Miss… did you get your b… b… breasts enlarged?” asked Evan, awkward as ever.

“It’s none of our business,” interrupted Mitch, a perennial frown fixed to his wide face. “I won’t condone any form of sexual harassment in this organization. If Miss White has decided to make herself more attractive, that’s her own prerogative.”

Evan settled back in his chair, his face pale. Stuart simply smirked and looked away, pretending that he hadn’t just been examining Wendy’s bust.

“Now that the matter is settled, give me your status reports,” Mitch said thickly, adjusting his spectacles.

Ollie cleared her throat, pulling out a notepad that had been tucked in her pocket. “We’ve met our quota for this month, everyone, nice work. Of the five incidents reported, all of them have been resolved.”

Stuart nodded, crossing his arms, showing off the tattoo of a motorbike on his right bicep. “It wasn’t really that difficult. You ought to give us more of a challenge.”

Ollie speared him with a glare. “Might I remind you that our budget for property damage is not unlimited. We might be a government contractor, but even they begin to question when our expenses grow too large.”

Stuart raised his hands, shrugging. “Do they want to deal with extra dimensional horrors themselves? Sometimes brute force is the only way to make them go away.”

“If there’s anything the government is very good at, it’s brute force,” said Mitch sharply. “We’re not their sole suppliers. Please don’t forget that. Also, as contractors, we are easily replaceable.”

Suitably chastened, Stuart settled down, frowning as he tapped a finger against his elbow. “Very well,” he said, choking out an apology. “I will try to contain myself next time.”

“That’s all we can ask for,” said Mitch, folding his large hands together. He raised his head towards Ollie. “Anything else?”

“Yes,” replied Ollie, scanning her notepad. “We’re almost out of spirit traps. Evan needed to use one on our last run, and the waste collector hasn’t arrived yet to swap them out. If we don’t get a replenishment soon, we’ll have to fall back on arcane circles, which are much less reliable.”

Mitch scowled, tapping his ring against the desk. “That’s not acceptable. We need to stay on top of these things and make sure they’re addressed before they become problems.”

Evan leaned forward, his elbows on the table. He scratched his face nervously. “I have a line on some spares, but it will take a bit of negotiation to make the deal happen.”

Ollie nodded. “As long as that happens before the end of the week, we should be okay.” She paused, looking back at Mitch. “I don’t have anything else to report.”

“Very well,” grunted Mitch, jabbing the tablet built into the table in front of him. “Here is your briefing for today.”

A screen lit up above his head, showing a map of the city filled with color coded pins. There were a few red ones, but the vast majority were either yellow or green. “Due to your recent indiscretions, I have assigned the highest priority missions to the other teams already.”

He pressed a key, and all the red pins disappeared. “That leaves several less urgent matters, most of them being investigations.”

Stuart grunted, flexing his wrists. “Give us all the boring jobs, right? Shuffling us out of the way to reduce the company’s exposure?”

Mitch’s eyes bulged as he glared at the other man. “I wouldn’t be complaining if I were you. I could just have easily assigned you all desk duties until this blows over.”

Stuart settled down, but still looked a little disgruntled. Snapping open the pocket on his flannel woodsman’s jacket, he took out a thin whetstone and a small bottle of water, setting them on the desk. Applying the water to the stone, he retrieved a knife from his belt and began to sharpen it, looking vaguely threatening.

Mitch ignored these antics, clearing his throat. “As I was saying, we have a few less urgent matters. Let’s start with the most interesting of them.”

He clicked on one of the yellow markers in the Greenwald Heights neighborhood. “We haven’t seen much activity in this area since the capture of the AI core last month,” he rumbled, “but now paranormal activity is ramping up again, as we expected. A power vacuum will always be filled by something, and we need to make sure that what’s happening here isn’t worse than the cancer we already removed.”

He maximized an image. “We’ve been getting reports of a mysterious haze that’s infiltrated the neighborhood, with a curious smell. Nobody can seem to identify what it is, but they uniformly describe the soot as tasting sweet in their mouths. This is unusual, to say the least.”

“Why have we been tasked with tracking this down?” asked Ollie, tapping her pencil against her notepad. “Sweet tasting smoke could be caused by any number of mundane means. Pyrotechnics or particular chemicals being aerosolized by workmen, perhaps.”

“I would tend to agree with you, but the smoke has been persistent for several days, and there have been no fires or work happening in that block of the city. Nobody can seem to find the source - it’s diffuse, and tends to linger in one spot.”

Mitch folded his hands. “It’s probably nothing, but we need to do our due diligence and check it out.” He turned towards Wendy. “Analysis, please.”

Wendy quailed internally, but her co-processors were in complete control. She peered back at Mitch’s intense gaze with confidence, her lips beginning to move under their control. “It would be wise to treat this smoke as if it is an emanation from a powerful being. We don’t yet have enough information to know whether it’s an astral projection or a dimensional tear. It could simply be someone’s science experiment.”

She creased her brow. “The equipment we have in the van should suffice for the initial investigation. If the paranormal detectors pick up any activity we’ll need a cleanup squad or two to do the actual capture, anyway.”

She sighed. “The only real danger is that we might not be able to pick up more than background noise until we get in close, at which point the entity might detect us and try to stop us from escaping. We’ll need to identify what type of creature we’re facing quickly so that we can use the correct neutralization agent.”

“Very good,” said Mitch. “As the team lead, I’m going to trust your judgment on this matter.”

He reached inside his coat pocket, tossing a stack of glossy papers onto the table. “I’ve taken the liberty of acquiring tickets to the local band’s concert this evening. Dress code is gothic. Leather, rubber, you get the idea.” His lips twitched. “You should have plenty of time this afternoon to put together an outfit.”

Steepling his fingers, he looked at Stuart, who had stopped sharpening his knife in favor of glowering at his boss. “Don’t stand out. It would be a shame if you were kicked out due to the dress code.”

He stood, staring Stuart down until the other man looked away. “That is all. We’ll re-evaluate your assignments tomorrow based on how tonight goes. See you all then.”

Turning, he maneuvered his bulk deftly, leaving silence in his wake as he left the room. Wendy stood, her body still under the control of her co-processors. Taking one of the tickets, she examined it more closely.

“Scorpion Creed?” she asked, taking in the image of a woman guitarist dressed in a full rubber catsuit, her face covered by a gas mask. “Seems like a sufficiently edgy name for this kind of band. I can already imagine the sort of songs they like to play.”

She flicked her eyes up at Stuart, her bimbo brain admiring his brawny muscles. “Are you sure you’re going to be up for this?”

Stuart put his knife away, giving her a slick grin. “Not a problem, sugar. I’ve been to plenty of loud concerts in my day. I’d worry more about baby boy Evan over there. He might melt if he saw something a little spicy.”

Evan chuckled, taking his glasses off to rub the lenses. “I might be awkward with the l… l… ladies,” he stuttered, giving Wendy a quick glance, “but I spend a lot of time on the Internet. A lot of time.”

He put his glasses back on, staring at the table. “I might… already have what’s needed. I just… don’t know if I can go through with wearing it in front of everybody here. It would be way too embarrassing.”

“I understand,” said Wendy gently, “but it’s your job. You don’t have a choice. I promise, we won’t think you’re weird.” She looked at Stuart. “Well, not as weird as him.”

Stuart guffawed as he stood, slapping the chair under the table with his beefy hand. “We’re all weird, sugar, and don’t you forget it!”

Wendy gave him a muted smile in return. If only he knew.


Chapter Five

Wendy sat in the parked van, watching the venue with skeptical eyes. She had been there for some time already, with the various antennas on the roof disguised to look like a microwave transceiver. Anyone walking past would simply think it was a television news van, which was just what she wanted. Investigating the paranormal was difficult enough without random members of the public asking too many questions.

When she had arrived on scene, the air had taken on an unusual haze, coloring the sun in the sky a malevolent orange. However, a rain storm had soon blown in, washing away any traces of the mysterious smoke they were meant to investigate. This entire mission might end up being a boondoggle.

For the AACG, perhaps, but not for her. With the dress code required to get into the club, she would have the opportunity to indulge her bimbo side while keeping a lookout for potential Hive recruits.

That would be a very good thing, as she was starting to chafe under the necessity of being made to sit in the backseat for long periods of time while her co-processors ran the show. She wanted to get down and dirty, damnit!

The passenger side door opened and shut, Ollie climbing in. Her expression was serene, though her hair was wet. She was wearing a long, tan cloak to hide the rubber bodysuit she was wearing.

“The others have not arrived yet?” she asked smoothly.

“No,” replied Wendy in a drone monotone. “It’s early for them, anyhow. I have set up surveillance, but have not noticed anything unusual in the past thirty two dot three minutes.”

“Very good,” replied Ollie, crossing her legs. “I see that you’ve already dressed appropriately. Did you use the new technique I sent your way?”

“Affirmative,” said Unit Wendy. “I don’t know how my past self put up with spending so much time applying makeup.”

“Your past self didn’t have nanobots to help her,” grinned Ollie. “Being a drone is superior.”

Wendy nodded in acknowledgement of this truth, her latex suit creaking as she shifted in her seat. Tonight she had opted for a full catsuit, emphasizing her enlarged breasts with an underbust corset.

Her two girls, as she affectionately called them, were gently nestled in tight bags made of blue rubber, a horizontal seam down the middle making it look like they could spill out at any moment. The rest of the suit was skintight as well, showing off her petite arms and legs, offset by her enormous ass. Hive had given her the best of both worlds, making her look simply irresistible.

She had paired the suit with knee high platform boots, hiding where they met her legs with puffy, blue leg warmers. Her nails were colored blue to match, with sparkly red hearts painted onto their centers. This theme continued with her face, where she had painted her lips and eyes with a cool blue, giving her the look of an ice queen.

She had completed her goth ensemble with a leather collar and cuffs, decorated with silvery spikes that screamed danger. With any luck, only the baddest boys with the thickest cocks would want to talk to her.

With the type of clientele lining up at the doors to the club, she could have gone full drone. This crowd didn’t seem like it would be too fazed if a woman with silver skin and drone implants showed up among them.

Her eyes flicked over the crowd, taking in the various flavors of goth and fetish patrons. Towards the front was a small crowd of cybergoths, their eye-catching dread falls sparkling with different colored electronic lights. Just behind them was a couple dressed completely in rubber, wearing cat and dog masks.

Not all of the participants were as extreme as those examples. There were plenty of people with only one or two articles of leather or latex, but if any skin was shown, it was likely to have tattoos. Spiked hair, collars, and black makeup was common. She’d fit right in. Perfect.

Ollie wouldn’t have any issues blending with the crowd, either, but she wouldn’t be following them in. Her mission was to stay in the van and provide any support that was needed. That meant she would be a solo drone, working with two hot male specimens. They wouldn’t stand a chance.

A sharp rap came from the rear of the van, and the doors opened, a large, dark figure climbing inside. Wendy turned on the overhead lighting so that they could get a good look at him.

The thick man was wearing a full on leather gimp suit, his face hidden behind a hinged mask. Leather straps extended across his chest, terminating at a large metal ring that gathered them all together at the center. Small zips covered his nipples, and a large, molded codpiece hid his dick.

Wendy licked her lips as she took him in. “Stuart, I presume?” she asked, her co-processors taking the lead.

She’d like nothing more than to pull off that codpiece and ride him to the floor of the van, but she did need to keep up propriety while they were on the job. She might have her chance later, though, after this was done - as long as they didn’t get eaten by an extradimensional horror.

The bulky man chuckled, taking a seat on one of the benches near the front of the cab. “I see Evan hasn’t shown up,” he growled in a low voice. “Do you think he chickened out?”

A hesitant tap sounded at the back door, the latch slowly opening. “I’m here,” said Evan softly, stepping up and into the light.

The thin man was wearing assless chaps, his remaining modesty protected only by a pair of pink latex bicycle shorts. His upper chest was bare except for an oversized leather vest, aviator sunglasses perched on his nose.

Stuart broke out into a guffaw, snorting so loud that he had to wrap his hands around his chest to suppress further laughter.

Evan frowned, but somewhere underneath his strange outfit he had somehow managed to scrape together some form of fortitude. “I don’t know what you’re laughing at,” he said sourly. “You don’t look much better.”

Stuart laughed even louder, drawing shushes from Ollie. “He’s right, though!” he exclaimed. “This is totally ridiculous, and you both know it.”

“We do,” replied Wendy seriously, giving him a glare, “but at least we’ll fit in.”

She grabbed the tickets off the center console and held them out. “Here, take one. It’s about time for insertion.”

Evan, his back stiff, took a few steps and grabbed one. Stuart wrapped his gloved fist around another, taking it back to his seat, where he laid it next to him. “Just a moment,” he muttered, suddenly serious as he leaned forward to pull a box out from under his seat.

Popping open the top, he took out a leather belt filled with a fanny pack on the front. Standing, he handed it to Evan. “These might clash with our outfits, but we need some way to carry our gear in without being too obvious about it.”

“No need for me,” Wendy said automatically. “I’ve already filled out a backpack.” She hefted a bag from the seat well in front of her, showing off the molded rubber design, in the shape of a turtle shell.

“Smart,” replied Stuart, buckling another belt around his thick chest. “Alright, we’re as ready as we can be. Let’s go check it out.”

Wendy nodded at Ollie. “If I send you the signal, radio for backup. Otherwise, you can monitor the situation via my throat microphone.”

Ollie grinned. “I know my job,” she said, chiding Wendy. Her eyes sparkled silver. “Just remember to do yours.”

This was likely some oblique statement about keeping her drone self under wraps, but Wendy didn’t care to hear it. If one of the men wanted a tryst, why would she deny him his desires? Getting closer to them could only help Hive when it inevitably wanted to expand.

The serious thoughts curled through her mind, to the extent that she wasn’t sure who had first thought them. Gosh, this wasn’t very much fun, was it? Why did she have to be so serious all the time? It was making her so freaking bored!

Just wait, whispered a co-processor. You will have your chance.

Unit Wendy hoped so. It was tough pretending she could keep on top of the situation! All she wanted to do was crawl into bed and have her brains fucked out.

Her body still under control of her more sensible halves, she grabbed her bag and opened the van door. The night was getting on, and it was fairly dark, but for the neon signs and street lamps. The rain had gone, leaving a cool, refreshing smell in her nostrils.

And yet… there was a faint scent on the wind that she couldn’t identify. Could this be a trace of the smoke they were searching for? It was certainly an intriguing idea.

Damn, she was smart when she thought with her boobies. Unit Wendy giggled internally, finding the situation quite strange.

She popped her lips, directing her gaze to get a glimpse of Evan’s tight latex covered ass as her coworkers rounded the back of the van to join her. She wouldn’t mind getting into those pants. Rrrowr!

Her other brains seized control over her body, shushing her away. Unit Wendy sulked, but immediately brightened as she caught glimpses of the other men in line. Fish nets, stockings, boots, and lots of latex. Yum. If she had control, she’d be walking over to talk to them right now.

Instead, she consciously looked both ways for traffic, then crossed the street, heading towards the back of the building. “I thought we were going to wait in line?” asked Evan, a little breathless as they entered the alley.

“I took the liberty of scouting the premises while I was waiting for you,” Wendy explained. “I found a back door the staff leave propped open. We don’t want to be looked at too closely by the bouncers; I doubt they’d take too kindly to us bringing in some of our equipment.”

Stuart grunted, flexing his hands threateningly as they trotted down the wet alley. “I could handle any trouble.”

“I’m sure you could,” replied Wendy, “but that would be an excellent way to scuttle the entire mission. Try to keep your hands to yourself while we’re here.”

She raised a hand as she approached a steel door. “No more questions. We’re on the clock now.”

She slid a hand behind the open steel door, cracking it open and sticking her head in. The hall beyond was dingy, but clear. She gestured at the others, sliding inside.

Infiltration like this was all about confidence. Unfortunately, it didn’t take long before their luck ran out.

A bus boy, dressed in a greasy t-shirt and white apron, came bustling towards them, a tub filled with plates and cutlery in his hands. He frowned at them as he approached. “Hey, what’s going on? Customers aren’t supposed to be back here!”

“I’m sorry, sir,” Wendy replied smoothly, her eyes darting towards the man’s crotch. “We were looking for the bathroom, and got lost. Could you tell us where we should go?”

She licked her lips before her co-processors could shove her horny brain back into the backseat. It was so unfair that she couldn’t indulge herself!

Gripping his tub, he gestured behind them. “It’s on the other side of the building. There’s only the kitchen facilities this way.” He walked over to a swinging door, pushing it open with his tub. “Get a move on, it’s dangerous to wander around back here.”

The busboy seemed uninterested in them. Probably far too busy to worry about a few stupid, lost attendees. Excellent.

Grinning, Wendy took the lead, her platform boots a little slippery on the greasy tiles. The busboy wasn’t lying - she needed to allocate the full attention of one of her co-processors to prevent herself from tripping.

She took a deep breath as they broke out into the main seating area, taking in their surroundings. Tables dotted the well in front of the stage, but most of it was standing room only. The place was packed - it would be difficult to set up their monitoring equipment without prying eyes watching their every move.

“Over there,” whispered Evan harshly in her ear, doing his best to be heard over the roar of the excited crowd. He was pointing towards a table far off to the right side, which was still empty, for the moment.

Nodding, she pressed through a group of happy revelers, her eyes subconsciously running over their curves, though her co-processors prevented them from lingering on the male patron’s crotches for too long.

This was a prime recruiting ground for Hive, and she imagined that the Queen had sent raiding parties to find appropriate victims in such venues in the past. It wouldn’t be hard to find unattached singles, nervously rocking out against the walls. Just a simple chat would do to confirm their suitability, accompanied by an invitation that they were unlikely to refuse.

This was bad. She was getting ahead of herself. Even if she was a recruitment drone, which she was not, she needed to remember her mission here and avoid getting distracted. There was a distinct possibility that the entity they were about to confront, if it existed, had the capability of revealing her state of en-dronement.

It was a risk she had to take to win the trust of her teammates, but that meant she couldn’t spend all her time ogling the heavy leather and rubber outfits the clubbers were wearing.

Unit Wendy pouted. Her co-processors were so logical, she couldn’t disagree. Sighing internally, she gave up trying to influence them, enjoying herself as she scanned the crowd.

There was a cute trio of women near their destination, dressed in black rubber. Their lips were also painted black, and they were wearing stunning colored contacts that gave them a vampiric effect. Boy, wouldn’t she like to crawl into their den. Yum.

One of the three noticed her gaze and gave her an enticing wink. Wendy grinned back, but said nothing. She filed away the details in her drone brain, though, for later.

A whirring buzz sounded in the back of her mind as her memories, impressions, and feelings were compressed and sent to the local Hive sub node via a wireless connection. From there, they would be relayed to the Hive core and filtered, with the pertinent details consigned to long term storage.

This would ensure not only that her Queen could keep track of all her Drones, but everything that any of them experienced was available for further analysis, all for furthering the survival and glory of Hive.

She loved the idea that even her, a bimbo drone, had something to contribute to Hive. If only she could deal with this insatiable lust! She asked her coprocessors if something could be done about the heat between her legs, but they denied her again. How frustrating!

The three of them gathered around the circular table, moving the chairs so that they could all face the stage. Unit Wendy was sandwiched between the two men, which didn’t bother her at all. She wouldn’t mind if they did the same to her in bed, too, but her coprocessors were already at work, pulling out her backpack.

Retrieving her phone from inside, she also pulled out a thick piece of rectangular molded plastic. The device’s name and company logo were embossed on the side. Therianic Particle Detector, it said. Dark Industries, Ltd. Patent Pending.

The device had a negative void built into it so that she could click her phone securely into place. Tapping the screen, she unlocked it, waiting patiently until the telltale nordic bindrune showed up in the upper right corner of the display.

Swiping a few times, she loaded the appropriate app, lifting the handle so that she could wave the detector around in the air. “Nothing so far,” she said in a normal voice, not too worried about being overheard in the corner.

She set it back down on the table. “Maybe this really was a wild goose chase.”

“Excuse me, can I get you anything?” asked a bright voice from behind them.

She turned, taking in the bunny outfit the waitress was wearing. A frilly, black latex skirt led up to a thickly boned corset which held her bust in place, her modesty protected by two diamond shaped flaps of material. Her face was hidden behind a black mask, with attached rabbit ears.

There was practicality mixed with the fantasy, as she would be easy to find in a crowd with those tall ears. 


“Give me a beer,” grunted Stuart, as he sat back to take her in. “Whatever’s on tap.”

“I’ll have a fuzzy navel,” stammered Evan.

“Lemonade for me, please,” murmured Wendy.

She badly wanted something stronger, but her co-processors said no. They wisely explained that none of them had experience with alcohol in a drone body before, and it would be better to test such things in an isolated setting.

She chafed at their restrictions, but there was no way she could override the two of them. She was simply outvoted.

The bunny girl smiled as she flourished her notepad. “Very good, I’ll be back with those shortly.”

As she turned, they all caught a glimpse of the puffy white cottontail mounted above her ass. Wendy chuckled as she realized there was something wide, dark, and black moving just underneath. That plug in her ass would certainly keep her on her toes. Kinky.

Stuart shifted his gaze to Evan. “I didn’t know you liked fruity drinks,” he rumbled.

Evan clamped his lips together, but said nothing, preparing to be castigated again.

“I respect that,” continued Stuart. “Once a man figures out what he likes, he shouldn’t let anyone tell him otherwise.”

Evan’s face flushed as he looked down at the table. “Thanks.”

The lights in the room dimmed, the roar of the crowd killing any further attempts at conversation. She was far more interested in what was happening on stage, anyway.

The curtain had risen, revealing a long, curved screen, completely black. This gave her eyes little to focus on, as she searched for a hint of the band in the void, but there was simply nothing.

A low, pulsing beat began to sound all around her, the clash of cymbals assaulting her ears. A bright red light glowed from an open black rectangle in the center of the stage, painting a distorted figure onto the ceiling.

As the rumbling drums continued, a drumset began to rise from below the floor, a coiling, black smoke surrounding the drummer. She could barely catch a glimpse of his rapidly moving hands, the light dancing wildly through the rising wisps of smoke.

Spotlights popped on from the black wall behind him, diffused by the smoke, giving him an eerie affect. More smoke blew in from backstage, floating over the audience.

She glanced down at her phone, but the app wasn’t registering any therianic particles. This smoke, although dense, must be a practical effect.

As the rhythmic thumping continued, the smoke began to clear, revealing a man dressed in a fully enclosed, thick rubber outfit with an absurdly large belly. His head was covered in an inflated donut gas mask, small, black, glass covered holes punched into it for his eyes. There were no seams or visible zippers, but that didn’t mean much - he could very easily be wearing a neck entry catsuit.

One thing that did pique her interest, however, was the black smoke that issued forth from the exhalation port on his mask. It seemed to be a darker color than that of the smoke swirling around him, but she couldn’t be certain from this distance. Short of marching up onto the stage and shoving the detector into his nose, there wasn’t much she could do.

The crowd would certainly be unhappy if she did that. Bobbing their heads to the beat, they were chanting together. Sting, sting, sting!

The television monitors mounted around the establishment were all playing the same video - a badly animated version of a red scorpion scuttling across the sand, its tail twitching with barely constrained violence. This was intercut with visuals of a scurrying mouse, nose twitching as it went about its business.

The video ended with the scorpion pouncing on its prey, seizing it with its pincers as it stabbed it with its tail, injecting its venom. The mouse twitched, squeaking loudly as it struggled uselessly.

Unit Wendy found the display to be rather grotesque, but the crowd was eating it up. As they continued to chant, the atmosphere became intense.

Right as she was beginning to think that someone might start a fight, red spotlights above the stage popped on, highlighting three more members of the band, all dressed in glossy black latex.

There was a guitarist and a bass guitarist, flanking the drummer on both sides. The front man was holding a portable microphone stand, the end pressed up against the front port of his gas mask. He screamed something incomprehensible, and the crowd went wild.

The spotlights began to cycle between different colors as pyrotechnics mounted near the front of the stage flashed off, sparks jetting over the top of the performers.

This gave her a good view of the rubber masks, tiny lights winking in their tinted eyes. Smoke spewed from their mouth holes as they played, unnaturally well. They were either inspired musicians, or something had possessed them.

The singer rocked his foot against the floor, spinning as he sang a glissando up to an impossibly high note. The guitarists changed to a different key to match him on the fly, their fingers blurring as they kept up with him effortlessly.

Wendy blinked, having a hard time keeping track of the music. What the hell was this song? She had never heard anything quite like it before.

Even stranger, she couldn’t figure out how the musicians were playing their guitars. Fully gloved, they seemed to be rubbing the strings more than plucking them.

She wasn’t much of a musician, though, so what did she know? The detector certainly wasn’t giving her anything interesting.

She leaned over to Stuart. “This seems like a bust so far,” she said loudly. “Let’s listen to a few more, but I think we can leave before they finish their set.”

“What are you talking about?” laughed Stuart. “I pay to see this sort of shit. I’m having a great time!”

Wendy rolled her eyes, but at that moment, the waitress came back with their drinks. She gave the bunny woman a surreptitious nod and slipped her a tip. She knew just how hard it was to service this kind of venue.

Taking a sip of her lemonade, she wrinkled her nose, wishing for something that had a little more kick to it. Having a split brain was getting quite tiring, especially when she disagreed with her co-processors. She was beginning to wonder if there would ever be harmony between them.

If it was up to her, she’d be jumping onto the stage right now, rubbing her groin up against the rubbery crotch of the singer. If there hadn’t been a crowd hanging around, she’d take him right then and there, making him choke in his mask as she rubbed her slutty breasts all over his glossy chest.

That’d be way easier than worrying about paranormal boogie monsters. Geez.

She found herself distracted from the so-called music, glancing towards Evan. The younger man’s face was slack as he gazed at the bass guitarist, clammy hands resting against his pink rubber thighs. A match made in heaven, if she had ever seen one.

Well, it didn’t matter. Their purpose was to investigate the band anyway, and if he kept a closer watch over one in particular, who was she to complain?

Besides, she still wasn’t getting a reading on her scanner. She’d need to get closer.

Taking another sip of her drink, she set it down on the table. “Stay here,” she told the others as the guitarist began a complicated solo. “I’ll be right back.”

Grabbing the detector, she pressed it against her chest as she hopped off the stool. Now, the challenging part began - how to slip through the crowd, which had been seriously riled up by the band?

She took a deep breath, and the room appeared to slow to a halt, the musical note currently being played stretching out into a background tone. A blue grid system was laid over the revelers, several points of access being denoted in front of her eyes.

“It’s like a video game!” she exclaimed, though her mouth didn’t move.

Not at all, hissed one of her co-processors. We’ve simply stretched our perception of time so that we have the opportunity to select the best course of action. Every Hive drone is capable of this, to a certain extent, but we are a M.O.T.H.E.R drone. This is what we’re best at.

“Does that mean we can slow down time while having sex to savor the moment?” she asked, already imagining all sorts of wonderful fun.

A long, drawn out sigh echoed in her skull. Yes, but that’s not the point.

I don’t know, I wouldn’t mind experiencing that sometime, said the other voice that sounded like her.

“Let’s do it, then! Slow sexy times, let’s go!”

An annoyed grunt of irritation sounded in her brain, but the other intelligence didn’t say no. As far as she was concerned, that was permission.

At any rate, since that sort of fun wasn’t going to happen now, she relinquished any sort of control to the others, watching what they did with curiosity.

Her body moved achingly slowly towards the gathered revelers, approaching the couple dressed in latex dog and cat masks. They were facing each other, unlike the other attendees, clasped together in a hug, their rubber covered bodies seeming to merge together.

They must be a fairly new couple, consumed with lust for each other. Even the band’s music was unable to distract them from their newfound love. How precious!

Unfortunately, they were in her way, leaving little room for her to maneuver. Her best option was to press her ass against the catwoman and slide on by. Her smile widened. She would enjoy this.

Turning, she slipped past the woman, enjoying every inch of friction as their asses rubbed against each other. Delicious.

She wasn’t certain why her past self had been such a prude, but that had all changed now that she was a Hive drone. If only she could go further. She so badly wanted to get her holes filled.

Twisting her body, she fit herself through several more holes that she thought were impossible, moving with just the right timing to avoid getting her face punched by a hand. Pushing through the shiny, sweat slicked revelers, she finally found herself in front of the stage.

Time gradually sped back up, the music swelling around her. She was finding it a little difficult to stop herself from nodding along to the beat. This generally wasn’t her kind of music, but whatever they were doing was super pleasant.

From here, she had an excellent view of the band as they rocked out. The volume of smoke issuing from their masks increased, roiling around their feet as they continued to play, unconcerned.

Resting her elbows against the edge of the stage, she lifted the detector towards a wisp of the smoke that billowed out from the front man. Grinning, she barely looked at the screen as a trill from the bass guitar vibrated through her body.

She was becoming lost in the music as the band went through another chord change, increasing their tempo. The guitarist leaned back, mask in the air as she ran her gloved fingers down the vertical neck of her instrument.

Something was wrong.

She shouldn’t be getting mesmerized by the music as much as she was, especially not with her co-processors in control. They should be serious, calculating, single minded machines!

Instead, they were being completely distracted, leaving her silly old little bimbo self in control. She giggled, suddenly finding herself holding the detector as it began to beep, the charted reading jumping off the top of the scale.

Pressing her rubber covered breasts against the edge of the stage, she stared dumbly at the display. She had no idea what it was telling her.

Was it time to fuck yet? That was what she was best at.

A voice crackled through her brain. “Is everything okay?” asked Ollie. “I’m detecting a massive spike in my readings, centered on your location.”

Wet, sloppy, sex. She needed it. Now.

Turning towards the audience, she realized this need wasn’t something unique to her. The rest of the crowd was feeling it, too.

The couple she had slipped past earlier were literally on top of each other, kissing and humping with abandon. A punk girl wearing fingerless leather gloves had dropped her skimpy shorts embossed with chains, climbing on top of the nearest guy, a thin man wearing a white mask.

No consideration was being made for looks or station. They merely wanted to fuck.

Boiling smoke rose around them, thick and black. It hadn’t come from the stage, had it? She was so confused, and horny.

Evan and Stuart weren’t immune from the malign influence, either. Especially not with two cyber goth chicks climbing all over them. She rather envied them.

Indeed, she would have happily joined them, if not for the screaming buzz that blew through her mind, washing away the cobwebs. Her co-processors went silent and she blinked, now aware of what the detector had been trying to tell her all along.

CLASS 10 ANOMALY DETECTED

In smaller, yellow block letters, it stated: ‘PLEASE EVACUATE THE PREMISES AND CONTACT THE LOCAL AUTHORITIES.’

That wasn’t terribly helpful. They were the local authorities.

Fortunately, the cloud of lust that had been interfering with her thoughts had lifted. She could think even more clearly than when she had entered the room, and now she was alone.

The buzz in the back of her mind was overwhelming, keeping the thick, oily smoke at bay. What was this mode of operation?

Her thoughts seemed to be regimented, restricted, and she got the sense that her processing power was limited, her other brain nodes offline. Emergency mode.

With her other brains silent, she could focus on what was necessary. “Ollie, we need to be extracted immediately,” she said in a monotone. “We are facing a powerful smoke entity of unknown strength. I will do my best to escape.”

A short encrypted squeal echoed in her head as the relevant details were transmitted to Hive. In the event of her capture or death, they would at least know everything she had seen here.

She pushed back into the crowd, shoving the cat and dog couple aside. They barely noticed her, the male’s throbbing dick rocking roughly in the cat’s wet pussy, both of them groaning animalistically. Black smoke swirled around them, thin streams penetrating the openings in their masks.

She noted their coupling clinically, neither interested nor repulsed. It simply was.

In her current state, she did not have the extra processing power necessary to understand the implications of what the smoke might be doing to them. That was something that would have to be investigated later.

Shifting her legs expertly, she dodged a few more erotic couplings, bringing her back to the table she had just recently left. Eyes darting around, she quickly took in the scene.

Evan had been pushed up against the wall by a cybergoth, the lights in her hair winking as her head moved up and down. Her purple lips were wrapped around her co-worker’s dick, pistoning it into her mouth.

Stuart had taken a more active role, pulling his partner back against his body, the woman’s dread falls crumpled under his neck. His hands moved over her breasts, fondling them with abandon. Eyes closed, the woman’s frosted pink lips parted in a moan as her lithe body writhed against him, her spiked boots thumping against the floor.

Both of them were surrounded by smoke clouds, their bodies reacting willingly to the women’s advances. They were men, of course, but that didn’t mean they should have lost all control, especially when they were still on the clock.

The pink goth chick’s eyes snapped open, revealing the utter blackness that inhabited them. Whatever infested the smoke had completely possessed her.

She wouldn’t be surprised if that was the case for her co-workers as well. It was time to do something about that.

Reaching into her bag, she took out two smoke grenades and pulled the pins, rolling them across the floor towards Evan and Stuart. The tops burst open, a thick stream of pink and blue smoke mixing with the existing blackness.

Her co-workers were soon masked by an ugly cloud, their reactions hidden from view. She could only hope that the concentrated antidotes had the intended effect.

Gathering her bag and slipping it onto her back, she rounded the table, intent on leading them towards the exit.

A rubber hand wrapped around her upper left arm, stopped her in her tracks. At first, she thought that this was Stuart, but she immediately discarded the possibility. Her co-worker was wearing leather, not latex.

She turned to confront her assailant, taking in as many details as she could. In emergency mode, she could not stretch time to make further calculations, as her main cores were offline. She could still react to this new threat with sufficient force, however, giving her an eighty percent chance of escaping.

She gradually revised this estimate downwards as she evaluated the situation. It was the lead singer of the band who had accosted her, his black mask looming in front of her through the smoke, which was only getting thicker.

The other band members continued to play, their music taking on a darker tone. She was unable to see them through the haze, though the pulsing beat they were producing had taken over the club. Cries of pleasure echoed around them, slick bodies moving in time to the rhythm of lust.

“Who are you?” asked the masked man thickly, his head cocking to one side. “IT cannot touch you. IT does not understand.”

The way the man said the word made it sound like a proper noun. “I could ask you the same question,” she returned in an expressionless monotone. Emotions were too complicated to express via her backup core. “What is IT?”

She didn’t really think that she would get an answer. Instead, she was stalling for time as she gathered more information. Her number one priority was to preserve this drone unit for Hive. If she had to desert the others to do so, it would be a costly loss, but she would do it.

Smoke gushed from the man’s mask, drifting lazily around his head. “IT is everything,” he replied gutterally. “There is nothing outside of IT. I belong to IT.”

“That is not an answer to my question,” she replied. “Please, describe IT.”

“IT cannot be described,” continued the masked man, speaking with fervor. “IT is. IT’s existence is worthy of worship. We are ITs Things.”

His grip tightened. “As all will soon be. Come, play with IT. Become a Plaything. Throw off your dull existence and belong.”

“I’m sorry, but that is not possible,” she replied in her monotone. “I already belong to another.”

She calculated the exact moment that would give her the highest chance of success, applying maximum force as she twisted her body, trying to back away. The man’s hand remained locked around her shoulder like an iron cuff.

“You cannot leave,” he said eerily, his voice taking on a secondary undertone. “IT demands that all obey. If IT cannot control you, IT shall keep you until IT has discovered all of your secrets.”

That would be rather disastrous. She couldn’t allow that, yet she didn’t see how she could escape. Even with Hive’s enhancements, this body did not possess the strength necessary to remove IT’s grip.

The mask tilted downwards to look at her skin tight bodysuit. “IT likes your body,” the man said, breathing heavily. “IT wants your body.”

A leather covered fist jabbed out of the cloud of dingy colored smoke next to her, slamming against the side of the singer’s masked head. His neck bent at an odd angle as he shuddered, finally letting go of her shoulder.

“Yeah? Well, IT can’t have it, whatever the hell IT is,” said a gruff voice, the heavyset bulk of Stuart appearing out of the smoke.

The rubber covered singer stumbled back, smashing into an amorous couple, interrupting their fucking. The smoke didn’t like that.

Boiling, the bulk of its cloud pulled back towards the stage, concentrating for another assault. Unit Wendy didn’t need her other cores to tell her that they didn’t have much time.

“Hold onto my hand, I’ll get us out of here!” she ordered Stuart, reaching out as she looked back.

Evan was standing just behind Stuart, his face pale. The gothic women that had been assaulting them were holding each other, looking confused. They might have regained their sanity, for the moment, but that was unlikely to last.

Stuart grabbed her hand, and Evan grabbed his, forming a human chain. It was just in time, as the smoke descended upon them a second time, even blacker than before. Building from the ceiling and rushing downwards, the entire club was filled within seconds.

Unit Wendy was unable to see more than a few inches in front of her face, but that wasn’t a problem. She had the layout of the entire club in her memory banks, and she knew exactly where she was. With some inertial reckoning, it wouldn’t be difficult to navigate her way to the back door.

She was more concerned about Stuart and Evan. While the smoke from her grenades might have temporarily neutralized the entity’s control of them, IT was roaring back with a vengeance, and now it had even more incentive to attack them.

If she lost one or both of them in the haze, she knew she couldn’t go back for them. A cleanup squad with the proper gear would have to be sent to retrieve them, and she had no idea how much control IT would have over them by that point.

IT appeared to be the sort of creature that enjoyed growing and expanding, making it the most dangerous threat to mankind the AACG had ever seen. Without Hive, they would stand little chance of getting it under control.

She tugged on Stuart’s hand, leading them on a direct line out of the crowd. She wasn’t gentle with anyone they met, as IT might already have control over them. The pulsing music hadn’t stopped, likely a gambit by IT to distract them from reaching their goal.

It wouldn’t work. Her backup routines could not be tampered with by any outside entity. Her loyalty to Hive could not be altered in any way.

Stuart coughed, stumbling as he yanked against her hand. She held on to him tight, providing constant pressure.

That was going to be a problem. Although Unit Wendy’s body had natural resistance to the caustic effects of ITs smoke, the humans she was leading were not so fortunate. She altered her calculations dispassionately, revising her estimate of their probability of escape downwards.

They would need to be upgraded by Hive if they were to be useful in their fight against IT. Perhaps Hive would allow her to convert them into drones.

Such thoughts were not useful now, however. If they could not escape, none of them had a future, besides belonging to IT.

She tugged them along, moving as quickly as she could with zero visibility. Moans of pleasure tickled at her ears, indicating that the orgy was still going on. They should have been choking in all the smoke, but IT had them in ITs clutches. Perhaps they were immune.

Although nobody seemed to be interested in trying to stop them, they certainly were obstacles, and worse, they were all over the floor. She was forced to crouch down as she went, feeling for them with her feet.

If she stepped over one of them, Stuart or Evan, who were following closely behind, were likely to trip. She needed to find a clear path, or they’d end up trapped.

This, combined with her inability to stretch time, slowed their progress immensely. This was not good, as it was giving IT more time to plan how to take them down.

She was braced and ready to be confronted by some mind controlled revelers blocking their way, but it didn’t happen. Was IT letting them go, or did it really think that they would be smothered and controlled by ITs smoke?

If so, that would be ITs downfall. They were nearing the back corridor, and the oppressive smoke was beginning to lift.

As they rounded the corner, her mind began to cycle, taking in her predicament. The kitchen staff was blocking their way out, led by the bus boy they had seen earlier. Their eyes were jet black, smoke hissing into their ears.

They had gathered up various kitchen implements to use as makeshift weapons, including knives, rolling pins, and serving platters. There would be no way to get past them without being injured.

Unit Wendy wasn’t too concerned for herself, as her nanobots could fix any damage they might incur. She might not be able to remain incognito afterwards, however, which would make converting the others a necessity.

She cast around for other options, but couldn’t find any. Going back through the club would be suicidal, as IT wouldn’t remain passive. She revised her estimates again, as the probabilities trickled through her brain. A bull rush it was.

Letting go of Stuart’s hand, she shouted a battle cry, charging at the club staff like a mad woman. They raised their weapons slowly, as if they were zombies. Their mouths opened, smoke boiling out as they attacked silently.

At the last second, she ducked and went for their knees, knowing that it was her best opportunity to avoid being cut. Arm out in front of her, she dived in, without any thought given to how much this would hurt.

The chef’s arm chopped downwards, his knife stabbing into her back. The pain shot through to her chest, but she ignored it as she collided against the man’s legs. He lurched backwards, but didn’t lose his balance, giving her a sharp kick in the chest. Shit.

Stuart stepped in, bellowing as he walloped the chef in the face, knocking him comatose. The bus boy hit him in the back of the head with a serving tray, but this only stunned him for a moment.

Roaring, he lurched towards the others as they leapt on him, trying to hold him down. Wendy tried to get to her feet, wanting to help him, but a booted foot slammed into her chest, putting her back on the ground.

With the stab wound and the other attacks, her efficacy had dropped to a mere thirty percent. At this rate, she would be unable to escape the club. Her mission was a failure.

Just when she thought that all might be lost, Evan appeared, grabbing her by the arm. “Come on, there’s no time!” he shouted, yanking her up.

Stuart roared again, looking fierce in his leather mask as he pushed his assailants off him, but he was beginning to be overwhelmed. Wendy looked back into the club, quickly discarding the idea of retreating. Their escape had been blocked off by the band members, light shining off their glossy rubber forms, black smoke puffing from their masks.

IT must have decided to abandon ITs music, making sure they would not find an opportunity to escape. Smart, but frustrating.

She ran a few quick simulations, concluding that they were out of options. She lacked sufficient  strength to break through the wall of staff members, and Stuart, though fighting valiantly, would be taken down soon as well.

From what she had seen of IT so far, it didn’t appear that there was any room for bargaining, so this might very well be the end. She closed her eyes, tuning out the pain as best she could. She hoped it would be over quickly.

A crashing sound from behind the wall of staff members caught her attention, perking her up. Were these reinforcements from the AACG, perhaps, summoned by Ollie?

The staff’s faces looked uncertain as a ripple formed in their line. That must mean that IT didn’t know what to do about this, either!

Suddenly, two of the beefy dishwashers were flung against the walls, their cotton hats flopping off as they hit their heads. Groaning, they slumped as two women dressed in skintight bodysuits appeared, wearing sunglasses.

White pinstriping ran around their necks and down the front of their suits, making a diamond over their belly buttons. Their breasts were highlighted by a crocodile skin pattern that traced over the suits, but no special provisions had been made to enhance their busts.

What was more noticeable was the difference in the color scheme each woman had chosen. One woman’s bodysuit was blue, with painted fingernails to match, while the other was red. Otherwise, they looked identical.

Turning as a unit, their arms were a blur as they disarmed the kitchen staff. Makeshift weapons dropped to the floor as they seized their arms, smacking them with hard slaps at the exact pressure points needed to make their hands flex open.

This was followed up with a triple tap of kicks to their sternum, causing them to tumble to the floor in a heap, falling over the other staff members as they piled up.

Efficient, and brutal. She had never seen anything quite like it.

One of the two agents lowered her sunglasses, giving Unit Wendy a good look at her eyes. The woman smiled as her eyes flashed silver. A spark of recognition flashed through her mind. These must be Combat Drones!

Grinning back, she squeezed Evan’s arm. “Follow them!” she commanded. “Get away from that smoke!”

Stuart groaned as he extracted himself from the nerveless limbs of his assailants, who had been knocked out by the twin agents. “Drop a neutralizing grenade!” he shouted. “That will cover our exit!”

He was right. Why hadn’t she thought of that?

She pressed her lips together and swung out her backpack. This is what happened when her other processing cores were offline - she simply couldn’t think fast enough to utilize everything available to her.

There wasn’t any time to figure out which was the correct grenade, and quite frankly, at this point, she didn’t care.

She pulled them out of her backpack as fast as she could, popping off the pins and tossing them behind her as she followed the combat drones towards the exit.

“Go, go, go!” she shouted, finding new strength in her legs as her repair systems went to work, pushing the knife out of her body and sealing up the wound.

She wasn’t exactly as good as new, but it wouldn’t matter with the twin combat drones to help them out. She simply needed to remain mobile.

She stumbled as Evan helped her out. She was forced to lean against him as he lifted her over the fallen busboy. She regretted the damage inflicted upon them, but they had been trying to kill her just a few moments ago.

It wasn’t really their fault, though. They were under ITs control.

There was nothing she could do for them now, except to escape and rescue them later - if Hive would let her, after the mess she had made of this mission.

ITs black smoke flooded into the small hallway, mixing with the colored smoke coming from her grenades. It soon became less dense, the various wisps of smoke hissing as they curled together.

The latex clad band members tried to follow them, but as soon as they entered the hissing smoke, they shuddered, veering away. The remaining smoke in the hallway became uncomfortably hot, as if the entity was punishing them for their transgressions.

YOU CANNOT ESCAPE IT!

The low voice bellowed behind them, and Wendy took a peek backwards, instantly regretting it.

An amorphous face had developed in the smoke, its black, wispy lips wide as sunken eye sockets stared at her.

EVERYONE WILL BECOME A PART OF IT!

ITs lips pursed, and a stream of fire bellowed from ITs mouth, scorching everything in its path.

Stuart and Evan were beginning to choke on the smoke, despite the neutralizing effects of her grenades. The combat units grabbed them and lifted them off the ground, running for the door.

She ran, too, despite the pain, unworried as to whether she would damage her body. Being burned to a crisp hardly seemed appealing.

Fortunately, they weren’t far from the exit, the door slamming open in front of them. As the combat units exited the building, she lurched forward, tripping on the threshold.

As her face met the pavement, a great jet of fire shot outside above her head, the flames licking over her back and up towards the top of the door frame. Her clothing caught on fire, a shrieking pain blossoming over her shoulders.

She didn’t care. She had escaped.

However, she did care about being on fire. She rolled back and forth to put it out, small puddles in the alley helping her. It was dirty water, but bacteria wasn’t a problem for her drone body.

The combat drones grabbed her coworkers, hustling them down the alleyway towards the street. She could hear sirens in the distance, for whatever good they might do. Yeah, they could probably put out the fire the entity had just caused, but not without becoming smoke demons themselves. IT would probably enjoy having a cadre of emergency workers at ITs beck and call.

Not that she could do anything about that now. She was already in deep trouble.

She crawled to her feet, her brain ticking over as she tried to figure out what came next. Stuart and Evan weren’t idiots. They were bound to ask questions. What could she possibly tell them about the combat drones that wouldn’t sound suspicious?

Maybe that wasn’t her job. She’d leave that up to Ollie. She just didn’t have the extra cycles to figure out a good explanation.

She needed to focus on getting out of here. IT wasn’t likely to follow them out into the alley, but IT still could.

She stumbled after the combat drones, who were helping her coworkers along as they coughed their lungs out. IT had clearly not bothered holding back on ITs last assault.

Staring at their rubber soled boots, she concentrated on getting her feet to move, but still she fell behind. The back of her neck had been singed by the flames, and her repair routines were struggling to keep up.

It was a wonder she was still on her feet at all! This was all thanks to her drone body, but even it had limits.

She felt her systems beginning to shut down, one by one, conserving energy so that they could go into repair mode. It was too soon! She just needed to take one more step and… oh.

There were no more steps to take. Her knees buckled as she fell, limp on the concrete sidewalk. A screech of tires sounded from somewhere in front of her, a sharp feminine voice giving commands as doors opened and closed.

Suddenly, hands wrapped around her shoulders, pulling her up. She stared ahead blankly as Ollie’s face swam into her vision. Unit Wendy gave her a sad look. “Did I do the right thing?” she asked desperately. “Our mission was a complete failure.”

“Not at all,” replied Ollie briskly. “Now we know exactly what we’re up against.” She paused, examining her body.

“You’re in bad shape, drone,” she continued. “You’ll be fine. We don’t need you here, we have the situation well in hand. Go ahead and enter regeneration mode.”

Unit Wendy nodded, her injuries finally catching up to her. Her emergency core set all the proper repair routines in motion, then shut down, hoping that it wouldn’t be needed the next time this body’s brain woke up.

The soft, comforting hum of Hive carried her away into a land of digital bliss.


Chapter Six

IT was furious.

Raven trembled as waves of smoke swirled inside her body, her limbs shuddering under the entity’s control. It was all she could do to set her bass guitar down on the floor without dropping it as IT cursed at the intruders.

She could do nothing but wait for IT to decide what to do. She was ITs Plaything, and Playthings could not disobey IT.

Smoke swirled around them as IT began to concentrate, large amounts cramming into her ears. She jerked as IT filled her with ITs essence, her body a container for IT.

As the dining area began to clear, she could see a sea of humanity dressed in fetishwear, most of them fallen on the floor. Here and there were a few lewd couplings, but as IT removed ITs influence, they stopped their mechanical motions.

Without IT, their strings were cut, bodies collapsing.

Black smoke issued out of the back hallway, but she sensed that this was not a part of IT. Fire!

The vestigial part of her mind that still existed outside of ITs control began to scream, but IT didn’t seem particularly perturbed.

This was a failure, IT raged. I should have expected this sort of resistance.

Her smoky Master coalesced into an orb of smoke that boiled and rippled, streaks of steam spitting from ITs surface. The core turned from utter blackness into a malevolent red, pulsing as IT considered.

Some of the audience members began to scream as they regained consciousness, running towards the exits. If IT waited too long, many of them would escape from ITs grasp.

ITs orb of smoke grew a little larger as IT continued to ruminate. A couple dressed in black latex began to stir in front of the stage, their animal masks hiding their features from view.

I tried to expand too quickly, IT concluded. I will retreat and reconsider my options. However, this shall not be a total loss.

IT’s baleful gaze took in the crowd in front of them, selecting appropriate victims. Grab them, IT ordered.

Raven knew immediately what IT was asking of her, as IT had become a part of her. Deep down, at some level, she had been transformed into ITs smoke demon.

This realization did not bother her, as the part of her that could have resisted had been replaced by IT. There was no coming back from this.

If IT ceased to exist, so would she. She was ITs, body and soul.

Stepping off the stage, she easily navigated through the crowd on her wide platform heels, making a beeline to the wall off to the left side of the stage.

Hidden near the floor were two female bodies, their limbs tangled together where they had fallen. They were twin cybergoths, dressed in pink and purple, their makeup streaked over their faces.

ITs control had given them purpose, and now that IT had left them, they were bereft. That was not a problem. They had been selected as ITs next generation of Playthings. A new purpose would be given to them. Soon.

She breathed roughly through her mask, enjoying ITs sweet smoke as she knelt, running an arm under the fallen woman’s neck. Jade soon joined her, helping her to disentangle the two of them.

Smoke hissed from her mask into the woman’s face, and she groaned, her eyes fluttering as she breathed it in. After a few sharp intakes, her purple tinted eyelashes flickered open, revealing the blackness of her pupils.

Yes! IT still lived within this one.

The cybergoth’s lips curved upwards as she saw the smoke issuing from Raven’s mask. “Is it time to become?” she asked darkly.

“Not just yet,” hissed Raven, wishing she could give the woman a kiss. “You will come with us, and become one with IT.”

“I want to be ITs,” the woman stated clearly, rising to her feet as Raven helped her. Smoke swirled into her ears. “I love being owned.”

Raven nodded, her latex body feeling hot as she gathered the woman into a hug. Her hips shifted as she enjoyed the smoky rod pressing into her pussy. Being a Plaything definitely had certain… benefits.

Of course, she could never take the suit off, now. It was as much a part of her body as IT was. Her skin had been replaced with the amorphous latex, every sensation on its surface feeling just like it would as if she was nude.

From experimentation, she had discovered that she could alter its appearance, making her look more or less clothed. This was very useful when she was about to engage in sex, as she could make the latex melt away from her privates at a whim.

She wasn’t certain about the mask, though. IT had not deigned to tell her anything about that, leaving her room for more pleasurable testing. She couldn’t wait to see what else IT had in store for her!

For now, though, she had to do what IT commanded. She wrapped her fingers around the cybergoth’s arm, above her spiked leather bracelet. Tilting her head, she noted that Jade was doing something similar with the other girl. Everything was happening as IT had commanded. Good.

She led the girl back up to the stage, the two of them ignoring the rest of the crowd as they scrambled for the exits. The fire in the hallway did not appear to have grown much larger, though black smoke billowed into the room, collecting near the ceiling.

She joined Dave and Alan back on stage, each of them having already gathered their own charges. The cat and dog masks of the latex couple from earlier stared at her blankly, not understanding the permanent changes they were about to experience.

None of them could. IT was so profound, so different. She could never have imagined becoming a Plaything.

But now that she was, it was glorious. They would love being Playthings too.

They shuffled around, as IT willed it, until each of them was partnered up with a different victim. Raven’s face flushed as she stared up at the dog mask, her thighs wet from what she knew would soon be coming.

Looking down, she noted the man’s erection. A trickle of fluid glistened at the tip of his shaft. He had been fucking the cat woman, but now he had a Thing who wanted him. There was no way he could say no.

She pressed her rubbery hands on either side of her privates, framing them with a heart shape. The molded latex covering her pussy reformed, the material thinning in the center as it pushed to either side, forming a tight tunnel that led to her inner lips.

This extra ridged length acted almost like a second pussy built on top of her own, but she knew that it had just as many nerve endings as the original. She would feel every inch of the man as he pressed into her.

Fortunately, the male didn’t seem to feel like waiting. His large hands wrapped around her hips, pulling her up against him as he grunted. The tip of his dick skittered over her mons as it tilted upwards, pressed between their bodies.

She could feel his lungs working as the smoke from her mask flowed into his. His body was being filled by IT, ITs concentrated smoke beginning the necessary transformation to make him a Plaything. Like her.

She rejoiced as the male pumped his hips, rubbing his dick all over her belly. A streak of slimy, white cum marked her rubber body, a prelude to the pleasure they would both soon experience.

Her skin rippled as it absorbed the fluids, returning her mons to the glossy black rubbery surface it had previously been. She was a perfect sexual object, simply existing as one of ITs Things.

Desirable, mutable, everything she had was ITs. She loved IT.

The masked dog man thought this too, as he could wait no longer. Pulling his butt back, he reached a hand down to direct his penis into her pussy. The smoky plug that had filled her up until now instantly dissolved, making way as his thick length speared her.

She hissed, smoke flowing freely as she was stuffed to the brim, wrapping her hands over his shoulders and squeezing them gently. This would be quite pleasurable, for both of them.

She groaned as the male began to hump her, his hands pressed firmly around her torso. Held in place, she could do nothing but take it as he rammed roughly into her, over and over.

Leaning her head back, she grinned vapidly as she stared at the spotlights above, wisps of dark, gray smoke drifting slowly upwards towards the ceiling.

She cared about nothing. IT was her Master, and IT controlled her. IT thought for her and IT took care of her. She needed nothing but IT.

A sharp smack to her butt broke her out of her worshipful thoughts, bringing her back down to the hot, wet fucking. Her body was responding, pulse rate increasing as an electric pulse of pleasure ran up her spine.

With every thrust the man made, more smoke flowed into his mind and body, transforming him further into one of ITs Playthings. Soon, there would be little left of his original personality, wants, or desires. He would be just like her. A smoky, latex creature.

Yes, yes. She wanted to make more Things for IT. IT deserved all the Things.

When her orgasm arrived, she pressed the tip of her mask against the man’s, nose to nose. As they both shuddered and groaned, great gouts of smoke whirled around them.

She could feel his body trembling as it began to transform, the latex clothing he was wearing beginning to bond to his skin. He was becoming.

The man groaned continuously as he penis pulsed inside her, the texture of his rod changing as it rubberized. From there, the transformation accelerated, running both up and down his body simultaneously.

The seams in his rubber outfit vanished as they sealed together, the boots he wore growing platforms and buckles. Soon, there would be nothing left of his old self. Just another Plaything in ITs growing menagerie.

The mask on his face was rippling, changing shape. The dog ears started to melt, melding into the sides of his head as the holes for his eyes grew into large, circular panes of tinted plastic. A bulbous section projected from his nose and mouth, forming into an outlet valve.

Soon, the mask he was wearing looked just like hers. They were identical Things.

Well, not entirely identical. This new Plaything certainly lacked breasts.

And… hmm, that was strange. Was her chest swollen a little more than it had been before their coupling? She wasn’t certain.

Smoke hissed from the new Thing’s mask as he withdrew from her snatch, his body dressed in glossy black rubber. He had become a part of IT.

She peered down at his rubbery dick, noting the pulsing head, the hole at the end flexing open to reveal the black interior. She would have liked to go for another round, but IT would not allow it.

Turning languorously, she looked at the other Playthings, curious to see how they had got on.

The two cybergoth women had been taken by the men, being changed into surprisingly colorful Playthings. Their dread falls had been incorporated into their new rubber outfits, retaining their purple and pink colorations.

This was curious, as IT seemed to prefer all his other Things in glossy black, but these two were exceptions. They even retained the collars at their necks and the spiky bracelets. Perhaps IT did have some kind of fashion sense?

That was nonsense. IT was practical, and she got the sense that IT cared little for gender, beyond what their human body parts could accomplish for IT.

IT was other. She might forget that fact from time to time until IT reminded her.

More surprising to her was the coupling between Jade and the cat masked woman. She had never asked her friend whether she was bisexual, but the two of them were certainly being rather amorous with each other

As she watched them playing with each other’s pussies, the cat woman finished her transformation into a glossy black Plaything. Her mask was mostly the same as the others, though it retained sharp little ears at the corners.

She supposed IT must like cats more than dogs, or perhaps there was another purpose he was planning on using that Thing for.

Whatever the reason, they were complete. A new set of Things for IT.

Stopping their erotic couplings, all eight of them lined up on stage, looking at ITs roiling globe of smoke, waiting for orders. Their rubber outfits smoothed out, covering their privates until they looked more or less decent, aside from how tight their outfits caressed their bodies.

A row of masked, perfect, Things.

ITs smoky orb pulsed, finally satisfied, for the moment. The red malevolence had been tempered, threads of silver working through ITs core.

This was soon broken by the sounds of shouting from outside the club, emergency lights flashing down the entrance hall. ITs Things waited patiently. They would take these people, too, if IT commanded it.

Instead, IT floated over the stage and down into the dining area, headed for the raging inferno in the back hall. IT absorbed the smoke the fire was generating, leaving the way clear for ITs Things to follow.

IT did not need to tell them what to do. They gathered their instruments, jumping off the stage and landing on their platform heels with perfect balance. Silent, they chased IT through the hallway, stepping lightly as if they were floating forward on ITs smoke.

Bursting out the back door, IT laughed at the astonished faces of the firefighters as IT billowed upwards in a great gust. Raven could feel her body beginning to dissolve into IT, joining the cloud of smoke.

She welcomed the strange sensations as she was borne aloft, excitement giving her wings. She was alive. She was smoke. She was IT.

IT had more Playthings now. IT was getting ever closer to ITs goal. She couldn’t wait to spend more time with ITs new Things.


Chapter Seven

Reality came rushing back into her cores with a flash of pleasure. She blinked, pleased to find her pussy filled with a thick dildo, a faint buzz of stimulation keeping her well lubricated.

This was doubtless being orchestrated by her sexcontrol, that knowledge making her feel even better. She was under control, a very obedient good girl. Hive’s M.O.T.H.E.R. drone.

Her memories began to return as her cores came fully online, links being re-established. She felt a little behind, as she had no knowledge of recent events. What had she been doing? What had they been doing?

It was all rather confusing. Much easier to rock into the dildo and feel herself being carried away on a wave of pleasure.

Her co-processors were not nearly so lazy, however, and they began to do some digging through her memory banks. Events and places flashed through her mind, both welcome and disconcerting.

She remembered a smoke entity named IT. A very dangerous smoke entity, which had tried to control her drone body. It was only stopped from doing so because she belonged to Hive.

If that had not been the case, her and her coworkers would have been captured by the entity and turned into a set of ITs latex creatures. How dreadful.

But also, arousing. She wouldn’t mind having sex with one of ITs glossy rubber Things. She could already imagine a rubber coated dick entering her snatch, pressing deep into her vagina. Yum.

It would be a little weird having sex with a faceless creature, though. That would definitely put a damper on things. She preferred to see a person’s face as their individuality was drained away, their minds reconfigured to think only of the glory of Hive’s ascendance.

In that respect, she supposed she was not too different from IT, but that didn’t bother her. Everyone should experience the pleasure of being a Hive drone.

If they became drones, they could be like her, spending time in a regeneration alcove. She sucked on the rod in her mouth, tasting the sweet, nutritious liquid fed to her by the massive machine built into the walls.

She was nude, suspended by a series of cables attached to the connection ports running up her back. This felt similar to the pod Hive had used to initially convert her. A rounded screen was suspended in front of her, hiding away the rest of the facility.

Now that she was conscious, she could even see the digital display ticking away to show how far along through the process she was. Damn, it was almost over. She really wanted to spend more time savoring the tickling pleasure against her snatch.

Fortunately, the system wasn’t about to let her go without experiencing another orgasm. A spinning device fixed to the top of the attachment in her pussy pressed against her clit.

She screamed in pleasure, her body bucking as the sensations rushed through her. She could feel her nipples hardening in response, head spasming. The rippling effect of the tubes connected to her back only served to enhance the ecstasy. She could never have experienced something like this as a human!

Eventually, the pleasure returned to a dull hum, the cycle complete. The monitor told her so, and she could sense it internally as well. The time for rest was over. Hive needed her to do its bidding.

The solid tentacle in her pussy lowered her nude body to the metal floor, the cables attached to her back beginning to pop off. There was a faint tickle in her brain as the main connection port detached.

With it gone, the superhighway of information that connected her to Hive slowed to a trickle. She was still connected, but she couldn’t lose herself in the consciousnesses of others like she could when she had more bandwidth.

Hive could still give her commands, however, and She wanted Her drone to start moving. Her Queen had spent quite enough resources getting Unit Wendy back into action, and She had tasks for her to accomplish.

Wendy hummed as the dildo withdrew from her snatch with a wet squelch, her sexcontrol swapping to solo mode. The level of stimulation dropped to a background level. She would only be rewarded once she had done as Hive commanded.

Staring straight ahead, her synthetic eyes refocused as the screen pulled upwards into the ceiling, revealing the white hallway that ran past her pod. Taking a step out onto a white, plastic panel, she rotated her hips, marching mechanically down the curved tube.

Strips of recessed lighting glowed a bright white, giving the hallway a futuristic feel. She did not appreciate the aesthetics, as a new mission was beginning to unspool in her brain. Her lips parted as she began to realize what Hive desired of her.

Pussy pulsing, she increased the pace of her steps as she rounded the corner. Up ahead, she noted the presence of two other drones, dressed in skintight bodysuits. Their hands were by their sides, their bodies rigid, but she sensed that they could explode in violence if necessary at a moment’s notice.

One was blue, the other red. A silver visor hid their eyes from view, twin antennae sticking upwards from both ears, which were hidden under rounded cups.

Somehow, she remembered these two, though they still seemed new to her. Combat drones.

Giving them both a wide berth, she turned and presented herself to the door. “Unit Wendy presenting for Hive conversion,” she announced, waiting patiently.

The guards didn’t move, but she sensed that their eyes were upon her. “Confirmed. Please proceed,” they said in unison, their pale, silver lips moving as one.

The double doors clicked as they unlocked, parting as they automatically rolled back into the walls. She felt like she had stepped onto a science fiction set. Hive was so cool.

Inside was a rectangular room with a high ceiling. The walls were white, just like the corridor, the ceiling crowded with acoustic tiles. In the center of the room were two large slabs, made out of the silvery metal Hive seemed to prefer.

The sides of the slabs were rounded, with opaque plastic domes fixed on top of each. A computer panel was mounted at the base of each slab, but she couldn’t see the status from this angle.

Her curiosity was piqued, but Hive had not ordered her to investigate. She would wait here calmly for more instructions.

That didn’t mean she couldn’t look around, of course. The corners of the room were crammed with tables, desks, and scientific equipment she had never seen before. Was this Hive made, or had Hive inherited it with the building?

Unable to answer that question, she focused again on the slabs, which appeared to be the focal point of the room. Her co-processors were working again, providing her with various possibilities, but she simply didn’t have enough information. Besides, all she wanted to do was fuck. It was hard being a M.O.T.H.E.R. unit.

“Unit Wendy,” came a familiar voice from behind her as the doors slid open again. “It’s good to see that you have not been permanently damaged.”

Wendy turned, noting the silvery, nude body of the drone that was walking past her. Her co-processors analyzed the form and shape, coming to the conclusion that this was Unit Ollie. She smiled, taking in the drone body of her coworker.

Many of her features had been smoothed away, showing off her perfect, silvery drone body. Unlike Wendy, she lacked the large breasts of a M.O.T.H.E.R unit, but this was somewhat compensated for by her large ass.

There were other differences, too, most notably the two large, segmented arms that extended from her back. Prehensile in nature, they leaned over her shoulders, the pincers at the ends hanging open.

A golden skull cap sat on top of her head, the edges secured over her ears. The glowing, blue disc on her forehead marked her as a control drone.

Unit Wendy shivered. What she wouldn’t give to be controlled by her.

Her eyes watched the other drone’s flexing butt as she strode over to one of the pods. Her arms twitched forward, pressing a few buttons on the console. Peering at the display, she grunted. “These two are ready for final processing,” she declared. “This part should be right up your alley, Unit Wendy. Come, take a look.”

Wendy stepped up next to the other drone, looking curiously over her shoulder as one of her arms reached over to tap something into the console on the other pod. A small image of a male figure was on the display, gridlines laid over his body as the image turned.

What was this all about? Were they making more drones? She was suddenly very excited.

She jumped as the cover on the pod in front of her hissed, rotating open to reveal its contents. Gasping, she took in the formless shape of a man covered in inflated brown rubber, the bulging material clinging tightly around his body.

His hooded head was barely visible within a rounded lip of the inflated bag, as if it was a glossy black tumor on the brown mass. The mask covering his face was penetrated by a long, curved black tube, which ran from his mouth over the top of his head, terminating in the slab. The tube flexed as his chest inflated, a long, hissing breath coming out of his nose as he exhaled.

The rest of his body was frozen in place by the inflated latex, his limbs hidden by the bulbous pressure bag. She was unable to see whether he could move them, but practically, it didn’t matter, as there was nowhere for him to go, since there was no way for him to deflate the bag.

The machine had complete control over his body.

Well, maybe not completely.

A secondary hole in the inflated bag gave access to his privates. Curious, Wendy crept closer to the latex bag, peering inside the oval hole.

She gasped in delight as she saw what was inside. An interior layer of the brown rubber clung tightly to the man’s thighs and pelvis, but his penis and balls were completely exposed. Moreover, they had clearly been transformed, made out of some form of silvery metal.

She licked her lips as she looked at the impressive length and girth. She doubted the man had been quite that well endowed before the queen had gotten Her hands on him. He had been turned into a Breeding drone.

Her hands ached. She wanted to touch his manhood. To suck it. To place it within her, to rock against it until she exploded. But… would Hive allow her this pleasure?

She looked at Ollie, the question clear in her eyes.

The control drone gave her a quick smile. “Don’t look at me like that. Of course you can. It’s a requirement to permanently fix their new Hive minds in place. First, however, you should consider which one you want. I will take the other.”

Which one? She hadn’t realized there was an option.

She turned to the other pod, taking in the much larger male contained within. He was locked into a similar inflated latex sack, but he clearly was bulkier than the other. Her main core might be obsessed with sex, but even she could connect the dots on this one.

“They’re Stuart and Evan, aren’t they?” she asked Ollie, her smile bright. “We’re going to fuck them and turn them into good little drones.”

“That’s right,” replied Ollie. “After our encounter with the smoke entity known only as IT, it has become apparent that allowing them to wander around as humans would be a liability to Hive. Not only could they discover Hive’s operation, but they could be turned against us the next time we encounter IT. Hive has calculated that this is our best path forward.”

She sighed. “Some of Her plans had to be reshuffled to make this possible, and She is now quite concerned that with so many drones in the AACG, it will be difficult for us to remain hidden. Although we are good at disguising ourselves, it is not possible to fully hide all of the changes Hive has made to us.”

Unit Wendy shrugged. “Then why bother? Why don’t we turn everyone in the company into Hive drones?”

Ollie turned back to the console, her synthetic eyes looking over the data. “That takes time, and Hive has only so much capacity. She is working on expanding her sub nodes, but if She is discovered too soon, She might lose some of them before they become well established.”

Her gaze returned to Wendy. “I don’t have to tell you that such a situation might be catastrophic.”

Wendy nodded gravely, but she didn’t really understand. She left that sort of thinking to her co-processors.

Turning back to happier thoughts, she quickly assessed the two bagged men. Which one of them did she want?

They both had their pluses and minuses. Stuart was better built, and his dick was a little larger, though, if she had to look at it objectively, the difference wasn’t really that huge. Hive had remodeled Evan’s to be similar in stature.

It was just as erect, just as ready, and just as willing to fill her gaping hole. Salivating, she had to use her co-processors to drag her back to thinking rationally, or her mind would easily spiral into multiple sexual fantasies.

She mused for a few moments, examining her preferences. The old Wendy would have taken the rough and ready Stuart. However, now that she was a M.O.T.H.E.R unit, she was feeling far more nurturing. The smaller guys deserved to win once in a while.

The grin on her face grew. “I want this one,” she declared, moving next to the slab that contained Evan.

“Very well,” said Ollie. “Proceed at your convenience. Do not worry about their state of mind. They have already been fully en-droned and are currently connected to Hive via the data plug inserted into their brains. The readouts here state that they are in nominal condition and are fully ready to be sexed.”

What was she waiting for, then? This was what she had been wanting since she had been converted into a drone, right?

She pursed her lips. “This feels a little odd. I want to seduce them, not have them given to me. That’s my whole purpose as a drone. I want them to want me.”

Ollie rolled her eyes. “They’re drones. They’re at the point now where they’d fuck anything with a hole, whether it was a woman or not.”

She gestured at Evan, whose silvery dick flexed upwards, a small dot of glistening liquid emitting from the tip. “They’ve been edged and denied long enough that they might orgasm without your help. Are you willing to leave him unsatisfied?”

She fed the question to her co-processors, waiting for their answer. If it was solely up to her primary brain, the answer would be a quick ‘no.’ However, there were other implications here, and she didn’t feel right proceeding without their advice.

Damn, this was annoying. She didn’t think she’d have these kinds of hangups after becoming a drone. She certainly had fantasized enough about seducing others. Still, this was different, and she had to find the answer on her own.

Perhaps her base personality hadn’t changed as much as she had thought. She was still awkward Wendy, unsure when to approach, and whether anyone actually wanted to be with her.

That’s not true, whispered a co-processor. You have us now.

Wendy jerked her head stiffly. That was true. She shouldn’t forget them. They were a part of her, too.

What do you think I should do? She asked them, considering them directly for the first time.

Follow your heart, whispered one. Follow your programming, whispered the other.

She grunted. That wasn’t exactly helpful.

Why don’t you ask him? They both whispered simultaneously.

She didn’t even know that was an option. She moved towards the head of the pod, resting her hands on the inflated latex near his head.

It was a little spongy. What would it feel like to be constricted inside, unable to move, held in place by the air pressure? She was actually starting to envy him.

Gazing down at his formless head, covered in tight, brown latex, she wondered what was next. How could she ask him the question?

Her lips trembled as she laughed at herself. She could start by using her voice, right?

“Hello there?” she started, her voice soft.

She squeezed the latex, suddenly feeling quite small. Why was this so difficult? She was a Hive drone, damnit, and so was he! She could never be a proper M.O.T.H.E.R. as long as she remained this shy!

She steeled her resolve. She wasn’t alone anymore. She could do this.

“Would you like me to fuck you?” she asked, feeling stupid as soon as she got out the words.

Boy, that was a smooth way to ask. Some kind of seductress she was.

She supposed she shouldn’t have expected more, as she did have very little experience doing it. Enthusiasm wasn’t really a proper substitute.

The man moaned, shifting within his latex cocoon. She frowned. That was definitely an answer, but not one she understood. Was there some kind of way she could link with him?

Yes, hissed one of her co-processors. Ride his dick.

She frowned. That would probably form some kind of connection, but it rather negated the point of asking in the first place.

For that matter, why was she being so introspective now? Why was she overthinking everything? Why was she thinking at all? Why couldn’t she turn off and become the bimbo she longed to be?

Maybe there was another way to break this stalemate. She turned to Ollie, who was tapping buttons on the display of the other pod. “I want you to release his mask,” she said fiercely. “I want to hear from his own lips that he wants this.”

Ollie’s expression remained demure, her silvery lips neutral. “Very well,” she said. “It is likely you are still experiencing some processor dissonance due to the use of your emergency systems, but I can accommodate your request.”

Wendy knew the statement was a thinly veiled insult, but she didn’t care. Not when she was going to get what she wanted.

One of the arms on Ollie’s back stretched over to the console on Evan’s pod, tapping a few buttons. “The automated systems will take it from here. Please, don’t allow your old self to prevent you from accomplishing your duties to Hive.”

The admonishment rang in her ears, unsettling her. Ollie had just implied that she had no honor. She didn’t know how she felt about that.

Pain blossomed in her chest. That hurt her.

She composed herself, taking confidence from the support of her co-processors. She gave Ollie a stony glare. “That was uncalled for. We are all working to advance Hive. I cannot help that I was damaged while executing Hive’s commands.”

Ollie blinked, taken aback. “I stand corrected.” She paused. “However, I don’t have the same hangups as you. I take pleasure where I can find it.”

She climbed on top of the larger man, balancing her hips nimbly on the inflated bag. Looking down hungrily, she reached out, wrapping her fingers around the end of his solid, silver dick, giving it a little squeeze.

The tip twitched, the shaft appearing to grow in length a small amount. Unit Ollie scooted forward, her torso hiding the man’s dick from view. Closing her eyes, the control drone moaned as she directed his cock into her vagina.

Keeping her eyes closed, she hissed as she pressed her full weight downwards, the latex flexing to accommodate her. “I don’t know why you’re so conflicted,” groaned Ollie. “Isn’t it our goal to spread Hive’s love to everyone around us? He’s loving this just as much as I am.”

It was true. The large man was moaning, trying to shift his body in the cocoon so that he could thrust deeper into Ollie’s snatch.

She helped his motions, leaning into his body as she shifted her ass forward. The latex deformed under her weight, bringing her body further down onto his as his dick thrust deeper within her.

Now, both of them were groaning as she ground herself against him, the wet sounds of their sloppy sex filling her ears. The latex creaked as she sped up, her tentacle arms dangling freely towards the ground, forgotten, as she took her pleasure.

Wendy couldn’t watch this any more, not without getting exceedingly jealous. As she turned, a croaking voice refocused her attention on the man secured in his own pod.

The tube attached to his mouth had retracted, leaving a hollow, latex filled void behind. His lips were frozen open in an O shape, held in place by the rubbery mask that covered his face.

His lips creased as they folded down into an oval. “Fuck me,” he groaned, a black, rubbery tongue slipping out briefly between his rubberized lips. “I need you.”

Shocked, she waited for a moment, trying to sort everything out. This apparently was too long for the bound man, as his breathing started to become more labored. “What are you waiting for?” he groaned, his voice starting to sound more natural. “Don’t you like how I look?”

“Very much so,” she murmured, licking her thick lips.

Well then, if he needed her so much, why shouldn’t she accommodate him?

She moved down to his hips, sighing as she pressed her silvery fingertips against the edge of the slab. Maybe she would feel better about this once she got down to fucking.

She nodded firmly. Clearly, her encounter with the IT creature had made her unsettled, and working to fulfill her primary purpose would clear out the cobwebs.

Decision made, she nimbly lifted herself over the side, wrapping a silvery thigh over the top of the bound man. The inflated brown latex wobbled as she shifted her ass, giving her the very curious sensation of being unbalanced.

To counteract this, she pressed the front of her knees against the slab, lifting her up a little until she was looming over the bound man below. He shifted inside his cocoon, the glossy latex rippling from the movement.

He wasn’t going anywhere, however, his body fixed in place. She couldn’t see the method of restraint, but it was easy enough to imagine that the suit he wore was double layered. It was likely structured a little bit like a sleep sack, with the outer, inflatable layer strapped to the table.

She could feel her latent desires taking over her body. Her other cores took a step back, allowing her sex laden bimbo self to the front. Finally.

A tingling thrilled through her thighs, her legs spread wide. She was ready to be speared by his silver cock. First, though, she wanted to give it a little taste - she had never experienced a drone’s dick before.

She could hear Ollie pumping away on the other drone, but she wasn’t in any particular hurry. She wanted to savor her first time as a drone.

She leaned backwards, setting her ass on top of the part of the cocoon that contained his legs. She pursed her lips as she studied his enormous, silver dick.

The head looked as though it had been cast in a silvery metal, a well defined ridge around the bottom. A ribbed, blue strip ran down the length of the shaft, terminating at his swollen ball sack.

His balls were the size of peach pits, the surface of his skin flat, glossy, and golden. The change in color from his surrounding silvery body was remarkable, giving them the appearance of golden eggs.

She ran her gaze back up his length, taking in the detailed veins. It wasn’t clear in her mind whether what pumped through his body was still blood, or something else.

For that matter, she wasn’t certain about her own body, as she hadn’t really bothered with self exploration since she had been transformed. She had been much too busy with her Hive duties.

It didn’t matter. As long as the functionality was the same, she knew what needed to be done. Leaning forward, she took the tip into her mouth, wrapping her lips around the ridge as she sucked it inside.

Evan moaned, his length pushing towards the top of her mouth, her tongue laving over the knobby base. She tasted more of it as she lowered her mouth, pleasantly surprised at its interesting texture. No human possessed a rod like this!

In fact, she was quite certain that it was much larger than what Evan had possessed originally. If he had been hiding a pistol this large between his legs, it would have been obvious!

Her function here was to ensure that he enjoyed his drone transformation as much as possible. To that end, she reached in and grabbed hold of his balls, tickling underneath his sack with her nails.

This elicited another moan, the penis twitching in her mouth. As she washed her tongue over the head, she tasted a salty drop of liquid. He was ready for her.

She wasn’t quite willing to give him the full ride just yet, however. She wanted to taste all of him.

Plunging her head downwards, she closed her mouth around his length, tickling the top and bottom of his penis with her teeth. She was pleasantly surprised to find that she no longer possessed a gag reflex. Another gift from Hive, perhaps?

She swallowed and pushed farther, delighting as he rammed into her throat. She had seen some extreme videos of others doing this sort of thing online, but had never imagined that she would do such things herself.

She found herself so far down his shaft that the tips of her lips were touching the smooth skin of his torso. If the man hadn’t been depilated by the droning process, she’d be experiencing a face full of hair.

As it was, she was well and truly stuffed, the tip of his penis wiggling in her esophagus. It felt strange, but the thrill of doing something so forbidden was turning her on.

She didn’t want to stop. She wanted to know how it felt to have a man orgasm in her throat.

And why not? There wasn’t any particular reason she should stop. Among other things, it appeared that her transformation into a drone had significantly decreased her need to breathe.

She pulled herself off him as she tickled his balls, curving her tongue to give him extra stimulation as she retreated up to his head. She gave it a little kiss, letting it slip from her plump lips.

Evan made a grunt in complaint, but she wrapped her fingers around his dick, giving it a good squeeze. “You can’t do anything about this,” she said, amused. “I have complete control over your manhood. Now, be a good little boy, and give me all of your cum.”

“Yes, MOTHER,” he croaked, wiggling in his cocoon. “Your boy will do as you command.”

Wendy blinked. That wasn’t the response she had expected, but it was acceptable. Her dirty talk must be more effective than she had realized.

Or, more likely, Hive had changed the man in some fundamental way to be subservient to her. Fun!

If that was the case, there was no reason to hold back. Taking solid hold of the man’s penis, she jammed it back into her mouth. She wanted to see how fast she could make him cum his brains out, and she fully intended to use all the tools at her disposal to do so.

She swallowed his cock naturally, as if she had been doing it all her life. Of course, she couldn’t have. Not as boring, old Wendy.

It was surprisingly easy to let herself go, falling into the newly programmed routines that were flooding her mind. Duck forward, swallow, tense her throat muscles, clamp down hard. Release, pull back, suck, squeeze the base of his penis with her hand, repeat.

It wasn’t particularly difficult, but there was a cadence to it that she never would have been able to come up with on her first time. She also knew exactly when to slow down and speed up, when to stop and wait for him to cool down so that he wouldn’t ejaculate early.

All these things came from somewhere deep inside her. Where did Hive find this programming?

It didn’t matter. She loved putting it to good use. The last couple of thrusts had pushed the new drone so close to the edge that all he could do was moan, his words becoming gibberish.

She paused again, waiting for Evan to calm down. She knew it wouldn’t be long now. She could feel the tension in his dick as she gave it a tug. He would come during the next couple of thrusts, she knew it.

More of her slutty intuition? Hmm, that being the case, it wouldn’t matter if she teased him a little, would it?

She stopped her stroking, giving the tip a little kiss. More white cream was oozing from the head, threatening to make a mess. She couldn’t have that.

Dipping in, she swirled her tongue, cleaning it up. “You have quite the unique taste,” she giggled. “And an extremely fat cock. Did you know that?”

Evan grunted and bucked in his bondage, speechless in the face of her utter control. Very well, then, she could wait until he could gather a proper response.

Letting go of his dick, she watched as it bobbed in mid-air, held in place by the pressure of the rubber flange clamped under his balls. “Beg me for it,” she commanded, a sadistic streak from her co-processors coloring her words. “Let me hear that you want your bimbo mommy to choke on your thick cock.”

She giggled, her voice lightening. “If you jizz down my throat, I’m gonna swallow it all. Better hurry up and tell me you want that.”

His breathing came in short gasps as his dick pulsed, the throbbing erection slightly receding. “I… can’t!” he wailed. “What you’ve done to me is… too much! I can’t think!”

Smiling like a cat, she pressed the tips of her fingers around the base of his rod. “It’s oh so very simple,” she said in her most sultry voice, pulling her fingers gently upwards. “Submit to your slutty dommy mommy, and I’ll make you feel like you’ve gone to heaven.”

He twisted his head back and forth, his eyes hidden under the hood. “I submit!” he gasped. “I… submit!”

She grabbed his dick, giving it a good squeeze. “That’s a start,” she chuckled dangerously. “We both know who owns us, though. Pledge your loyalty to Her.”

He groaned, jiggling in his bondage. “I belong and obey our Queen, Hive’s Queen, the only Queen there is!” he shouted, his entire body trembling.

“Very good,” said Unit Wendy, shifting herself closer to his erect dick. “Here is your reward for your loyalty to Hive.”

She had extracted what she wanted from him. It was time for her to go all the way. To see what this new body could do.

Jaw wide, she formed her lips into an O, sliding them over the top of his cock as she lowered herself forward, gurgling as his length rammed all the way down her throat. This time, she was familiar with the sensations, and didn’t need to take her time. She was going to give him the blow job of his life.

Clamping one hand over his golden balls, she wrapped the other around the base of his dick. She wasn’t going for the full deep throat this time. Instead, she was shooting for speed.

Choking on the head of his cock, she clamped her lips tightly around his shaft, running them down to the top of her fist. She gave the dick a little squeeze, rotating her head as she pulled back up, suckling on him all the while.

She was rewarded with more moans and grunts from Evan, though she was unable to extract much more of his creamy semen. His body was saving it for the final showdown, which couldn’t be far away.

One more, perhaps. She prepared herself, hesitating for a long moment at the top.

Another routine sparked in the back of her head. Yes, that seemed appropriate.

She clamped her lips around his foreskin, bobbing up and down like a bird as she increased her grip on the base of his dick. This procedure was too much for him, his penis beginning to spasm.

Unwilling to waste the opportunity, she rammed it into her throat, humming as his erection throbbed inside her. Great spurts of his cum blasted inside her as the entire length flexed, spasming in pleasure.

She kept up the firm pressure until his orgasm finished, swallowing every last drop. When she sensed he was done, she pulled out slowly, taking care to suck up as much sweat and semen as she could.

When she reached the top, she gave it a little lick with her tongue, making certain that everything had been properly cleaned. Popping it out of her mouth, she grinned widely.

“Did you like my lips? It’s only suitable for you to experience them before I show you my other set.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he got out, a satisfied edge coloring his tone.

His cock jerked again, still fully erect, like a steel tower. He was clearly ready for another round.

She let go of his dick and sighed, composing herself. She was excited.

This was going to be her first time just as much as it was his. She wanted to do this properly, though it wasn’t as though she could do it wrong with all of the helpful programming floating around in her skull.

She climbed forward, situating herself over the oval hole in the cocoon. From here, she had a good view of the man’s mouth, open and waiting. Plans cycled through her mind, and she grinned. She knew exactly what she wanted to do.

“Your mommy wants you to relax,” she said in a high pitched voice. “Enjoy the ride, it’s your first as Hive’s slave drone.”

Evan made a noise in acknowledgement, but she ignored him. What he wanted right now was irrelevant. Her snatch was boiling with need. She was going to milk him until he filled her to the brim.

They were both going to enjoy this, immensely.

She reached underneath her snatch, wrapping her hand around his warm dick. Just a little bit of maneuvering and… there, yes, yum.

She spread her legs further to each side as the tip of his shaft rocked into her, slipping easily into her lubricated vagina. The inflated latex squeezed downwards as she settled her weight, allowing it to push deeper inside.

Given the internal air pressure, there was no way for her to push it all the way in, but that wasn’t the goal. This first experience was going to be all about how fast she could ride him, and the limitation of the cocoon would ensure that she didn’t pound the tip of his dick against her cervix. There was no need to be careful - she could ride him with abandon.

Resting her hands on his chest, she thrust her hips towards his. The latex squeaked as the air inside the cocoon was redistributed, the man’s cock sliding deeper into her. Rocking into him a few times, she adjusted the pressure, getting a feel for how deep she could get him.

Yes, this was going to be quite satisfying. Opening her throat, she allowed small squeals of pleasure to escape her lips.

“Thank you, MOTHER,” groaned the new drone, his head bobbing as waves of motion from the fucking jolted through the cocoon.

“You’re going to, like, thank me more in a moment,” she giggled, letting her bimbo self go wild.

She pursed her full lips, leaning over and giving him a kiss on the nose. “Mommy has something for you to suck on,” she said in a high pitched voice, the tips of her nipples tingling as they brushed against the glossy rubber of his cocoon.

She rocked herself a little higher up his chest. From this angle, she couldn’t get him as deep, but she now had the necessary angle to dangle her breasts over his mouth.

She could feel her co-processors stop their incessant chattiness as they tingled in anticipation. There was no need for their analysis here. They could be stupid little bimbo sluts, like her!

Wrapping her hands around the inflated rubber on each side of the drone’s head, she lowered herself down, allowing the tip of her engorged breast to press against his chin. He groaned as she moved in a circle, the tip of her nipple skipping off the rubbery edges of his mouth.

“Don’t you groan at me,” she giggled. “Mommy’s got plenty for you to suck on.”

Tired of teasing him, she dropped over his head, smothering his mouth with her breast flesh. The rubbery lips worked around her nipple, a tickle coming from the tip as his tongue reached out to give it a little lick.

He tried to suck on it, but with his mouth held open by the mask, his range of motion was limited. This left both of them a little frustrated, but it couldn’t be helped.

“Do your best,” chuckled slut drone Wendy. “We’ll do this again, soon, when you’re not a silly, stuck little boy.”

Evan groaned again, but there was nothing he could do but take it. He tried to crease his mouth as much as he could, her flesh distending as it pressed between his lips.

Her co-processors had completely shut off by this point, overwhelmed by the sexual stimulation. “Silly, silly, MOTHER drone, fucking on a slab, rocking, rocking, rocking, making him a dad!”

She sang, spitting out any old word that came to mind as she pushed into him. Big breasts, big dicks. That’s all she could think about now. She didn’t care about Ollie, about the other drones, about Hive, nothing.

She had finally been given leave to satisfy her own desires, and she was going to seize it, with both hands.

Mashing her breast into Evan’s face, she cried out as she increased her rhythm. Her body was responding, thrumming with each thrust as she rode the man like a bull.

Crying out, she focused on the drone beneath her, rejoicing in Hive’s existence. All this would have been impossible without Her.

Without Hive, she would still be the shy, retiring wallflower who could look and yearn for what she wanted. Now, she could take and have. What a wonder that was!

She felt no regret at what she had become. Hive’s slut drone. Hive’s MOTHER. She couldn’t wait to see what Hive would order her to do next.

Maybe she would get the opportunity to fuck all the drones in this Hive node? With all of them under her Queen’s control, she could be used to maintain discipline with her pussy. She, personally, would become the sexcontrol for this node.

Brainless, slutty, used. She had never wanted anything more in her life.

That all began here, with this drone. Her first.

She would never forget him. He was her special, first fuck.

Grunting like the whore she was, she increased her speed once again, her ass wobbling as his shaft rammed her interior. It had taken longer this time to get him close to orgasm, but she sensed that it wouldn’t be long before his shaft would paint her snatch with his cum.

Call it her bimbo intuition, or maybe it was some form of connection she was experiencing with him through Hive, but it was fact. She didn’t have long, now.

That wasn’t a problem. She couldn’t last for much longer, either. She just needed a small push to throw her over the edge.

“Cum into your dirty M.O.T.H.E.R., drone. Show me the kind of Unit you are!”

Evan exploded as she drew back, her nipple popping off his lips. “Anything you say!” he shouted, his penis jerking as it pumped her full of his semen. I’m a good boy.“

Wendy froze, thrusting her chest outwards as she pressed herself in, closing her eyes and humming. This was what she had been waiting for. Climax.

Her hands pressed against the glossy rubber as his cock pulsed, filling her to the brim. A small amount squeezed out around the edges, dripping down her thighs. She lifted her hands, giving her huge breasts a victorious squeeze. Drone sex was the only sex she needed.

Letting her breath release in a long whoosh, she turned to look at Ollie, curious as to how her sister drone had got on.

Ollie was waiting patiently next to the pod, watching her with sharp eyes. “Good, you’re done. Please, step off, it’s time for the final stage of their transformation.”

Unit Wendy frowned. No post-coitus conversations? No aftercare? What kind of a woman was she?

She sighed and lifted her right leg, twisting to the left with the drone’s dick still inside her. He grunted as she pulled herself out, his erect length flopping upwards towards his belly.

Glancing at it longingly, she hopped off, landing easily on her bare feet. Quite unfashionable. She’d have to do something about that soon. Maybe she could wear something colored a bubbly pink?

“Step away from the pods, please,” said Ollie, the arms on her back reaching out to fiddle with the display consoles. “You may want to join me over here, the view will be stunning.”

The view? Wendy was too filled with joy to understand what Ollie meant, and her co-processors had not yet been reactivated. Too much pleasure had overloaded them. Silly little brains.

Shrugging, Wendy walked over to Ollie, turning to stand next to her. She was well aware of the presence of Ollie’s metallic arm behind her, and she shivered. They were just a tad creepy, right?

Ollie wrapped her arms around Wendy, pushing her chest into Wendy’s back. “Did you enjoy your little fucking session?” she asked, grinding her nipples into Wendy. “Was it everything your slutty little heart wanted it to be?”

Wendy frowned, but didn’t move, allowing the other drone her little fun. When she didn’t react, Ollie stepped it up a notch, wrapping her fingers around Wendy’s breasts. Giving them a rough squeeze, her voice lowered to a whisper. “Do you like this, too? Has Hive reduced you to a simple breeding slut?”

Wendy got the sense that Ollie meant this to be hurtful, but that was silly. She was a Hive drone, and Hive had built her for a specific purpose. It was impossible for her to compare her new form against the usual mores of human society. She wasn’t human.

“Ollie,” she said, nonplussed. “Is there something wrong with you? A Hive drone should not insult other drones. We are all working together, as one, to enhance and make Hive the best place for all of us.”

Ollie stopped squeezing her breasts, letting her hands rest there for a long moment. Her breath hissed in Wendy’s ears. “There is something wrong with me,” she finally admitted. “I don’t know why, but I’m… jealous. I want to be as brainless as you are. To have a huge… bust like you do.”

She gave Wendy’s breasts a little squeeze. “I’ve been a data analyst my entire life, and I’m simply getting tired of doing it. I want to think less. To be more… like you.”

Unit Wendy nodded. She understood all too well. “You want Hive to think for you too, don’t you?” she asked rhetorically.

She leaned into Ollie’s hug, tilting her head into her shoulder. “You know, I’m not as much of a bimbo as you might think,” she said conversationally. “Yes, I love sex, and yes, I want it all the time, and yes, sometimes I pretend to be a complete airhead. However, I know what it feels like to overthink everything. I think that’s one of the reasons I’ve embraced this new configuration.”

Her lips curved into a smile. “I can leave all of the knowledge management to my co-processors. I can still think, but I don’t have to know. That makes me a happy little slut drone, as I don’t have to worry.”

She twisted in Ollie’s arms, wrapping her own around the other woman’s body. She grasped her tightly, pulling their chests together until their nipples kissed. “You’re just like me. The only difference is, you want to be me, too, don’t you?”

Ollie blinked, her lips working as tears gathered in her eyes. “I don’t know… I don’t…”

She sighed, her eyelids drooping as her breath caught in her chest. “You’re right.” She laughed darkly, her chest trembling. “A bimbo slut drone is more insightful than I am. Damn. What the hell does that make me?”

Wendy lifted her hand, tracing the other drone’s silvery cheek. “A drone, just like me.”

She ran her fingers up the side of Ollie’s face, stopping as she reached the chrome cup of the headset fixed over the drone’s ears. “Better yet, you’re a control drone. You get to tell silly little slut drones like me what to do.” She gave her voice a little pop, giggling.

“Maybe, if you ask nicely, our Queen might reconfigure you into another M.O.T.H.E.R drone, but right now, she needs you where you are.” Leaning in, she gave the drone a kiss on the cheek. “That doesn’t mean you have to think all the time,” she whispered.

The glowing circle built into Wendy’s forehead changed colors, shifting from dark red to light violet. “What does that mean?” she asked, her silvery eyes shifting in their sockets.

“I’m sure Hive wouldn’t protest if we had a little fun with each other,” grinned Wendy, shifting her left hand down to give the other drone a squeeze on the ass.

Ollie frowned and sighed. “I’d love to, but I have to finish processing these two. Maybe later.”

Unit Wendy deflated. “Aw, you’re no fun.”

She gave up trying to seduce Ollie, wrapping her arm over her co-worker’s shoulder as she turned to look at the pods. “What does final processing consist of?” she asked, curious.

“The vacuum pumps will be turned on, and their final skin will be applied to their bodies,” she said, toggling a few buttons with her spider arms.

Wendy watched as the dangling, worm-like tube extending from the platform over Evan’s head spiraled around, seeking out his mouth. The drone’s body lurched as it was plugged in, the tube bulging as something was pumped into him.

A thrumming, whirring sound filled the room, the hissing sound of air being pumped. Both of the drones groaned as the rubber covering their bodies rippled, the cocoons slowly but surely beginning to shrink. As the process accelerated, she began to see the definition of their figures slowly coming through the latex, shrinking into a skintight layer over their bodies.

Soon, she could see their arms and legs, held down tightly against the platform by the pressure. The only exposed parts of their bodies were their dangling penises, and those didn’t remain unmolested for long.

A dangling box descended from the ceiling, a rounded rubber oval flange at the bottom. She watched as the box pressed over the top of Evan’s privates, sealing gently around the man’s hips. For a moment, nothing happened, but suddenly, a hissing suction commenced, and the man groaned.

There came a jolt, and the box pulled up a small amount, as if it was thinking. The edges glowed blue, and a splash of brown spat from the bottom, coating the drone’s crotch. The box then proceeded to lift up in a smooth motion, before reversing course and pressing all the way back down.

Both men groaned into their masks as a hiss of steam erupted from their privates. Unit Wendy frowned, trying to figure out what was going on. Was it… cooking them?

She dismissed the idea immediately. No, of course not. Even a bimbo like her knew that Hive wasn’t that cruel.

Her co-processors still weren’t back up to speed, so she couldn’t ask them. Well, then, she could still reason it out, couldn’t she? She possessed a drone processing unit, just like everyone else!

She squinted, watching one of the boxes as it rocked up and down. There was clearly something sexual in nature to this process, as both men began to moan in pleasure. That wasn’t the primary purpose of the machine, though, as far as she could determine.

It was difficult to see, but with every stroke, it became more obvious. The machine had coated their penises with more of the brown rubber, giving them a glossy sheen.

She frowned. Why couldn’t this have been done before she rode his dick? She loved the idea of being filled with a shiny, rubbery rod.

She could speculate further, but that seemed pointless. It was obvious that they were being bonded permanently with the latex nanobots, being given a drone body, like hers. It shouldn’t be long before they were completely altered, given the capability of hiding themselves in plain sight, like she could.

That would be none too soon, as she knew that their boss would be looking for answers. He would be asking her, but ironically, she was the least well suited to give him what he wanted. If he asked her to give him a good fuck, it would be simple to accomodate him, but her former steely eyed team leader self was long gone.

She smiled brightly. That person didn’t know how to have fun. She loved her new self, hoping that Hive would give her an opportunity to display her talents again soon.

With any luck, that would be sooner than she hoped. She watched the new drone carefully as the box lifted, her thighs clenching as she got her first view of the man’s transformed penis.

The silvery metal had been coated in brown, but the definition remained. It would feel just as good as it had earlier, maybe even better, as the nanobots responded to their desires.

That drab brown, though. She’d have to ask the new drone to do something about how dull it looked.

She grinned hungrily. She was sure she could convince him to wear something a little more eye-catching. M.O.T.H.E.R. knew best.


Chapter Eight

Alan groaned as he rammed his dick into a glossy black Plaything. He had lost track of time hours ago, his pulsing rod being serviced by the gaping pussy of more than one faceless Thing.

With all of them masked, it was impossible to tell them apart. Not that it mattered, as they were all a part of IT.

He just wished that IT had let him know what ITs plans were. After IT had brought them to Raven’s apartment, IT had left them there to fuck, withdrawing ITs presence to… wherever the hell IT came from.

He wouldn’t normally complain about about having plenty of willing pussy to fuck, and his stamina had definitely improved since IT had transformed him. However, his arrogance refused to allow him to relax.

He needed to do something for IT. To advance ITs agenda. To make IT like him.

That was just the way his personality worked, and that wouldn’t change unless IT burned out his brain entirely.

He almost wished that IT had done so, as it would remove all of the worry he was currently experiencing. If IT didn’t come back and make them do something, IT might be destroyed, and he couldn’t bear that idea.

IT had become his everything.

It was a scary thing to admit, but he had to confess that it was true. Without IT, he had been a bumbling ne’er-do-well, living from paycheck to paycheck.

That had mostly been offset by the charisma he possessed, allowing him to bed most of the women he set his eyes on. He had to admit to himself that such a life was rather pointless, though, filled with hedonistic self-seeking behavior.

With IT, everything was different. He could sate his desires, and belong to a higher purpose. ITs purpose.

He grunted, emptying his dick into the rubber Plaything, black smoke rushing out of his cock into the woman. She pressed her gloved hands over her swollen belly, groaning as more smoke issued from her mask.

This give and take felt glorious, and without ITs guiding hand, he found it difficult to think of doing anything other than fucking the other Playthings.

This might be a safety mechanism on ITs part, as IT certainly wouldn’t want ITs Things to get out of hand. Idle Things could cause all sorts of problems.

He wrapped a gloved hand around the Plaything’s thigh, giving it a good squeeze as he pulled his rubber dick out of her pussy. She hopped off the kitchen table, wrapping her arms around him, the front of their masks bumping into each other as she pressed her body into his.

He could feel the sharp pinprick of her hard nipples against his rubber chest, the bulge of her belly bouncing against his torso. Had this Thing always had a belly that large? He couldn’t recall, but she certainly did seem to be pregnant with something now.

Whether it was his or ITs, he didn’t have a clue. There were so many things he didn’t understand about this new existence, curiosities that IT was not willing or not able to explain.

He chuckled, enjoying the sensation of the woman’s soft breasts rubbing against him as he rubbed her back. He had a sudden urge to kiss her, but of course, that was impossible with the mask in the way. He would have to show his affection in another way.

His dick became hard again. Maybe he could go another round with this Thing? She certainly seemed eager enough.

Before he could make a move, an intense hum throbbed in his temples. IT had returned.

The smoky whisper in his mind immediately overrode his base desires, and he let the other Plaything go, backing away as he listened carefully. Once he understood what IT was planning, his face lit up with a grin under his mask. “It will be as you say,” he hissed, his voice muffled.

Turning, he marched towards the front door, his boots rapping against the wooden floor. With every step, his erection flagged, the rubber at his crotch slowly morphing into a codpiece. In this configuration, he would look shocking to outsiders, but he wouldn’t be reported for being indecent.

The other Playthings gathered around him, wearing identical masks and black rubber. None of them were carrying instruments. IT did not require a live performance from them for this mission.

Alan stepped forward and opened the front door, smoke hissing around them. They didn’t worry about locking it on the way out. Anyone who entered ITs current den would be in for a rude awakening.

Forming into a line, they turned right at the corridor, marching as one. Their destination wasn’t far away, but they would need to strike quickly to ensure success. A sense of urgency put a spring in their step.

Alan’s dick jumped in its rubber pouch. He was a perfectly obedient Thing. Being a part of IT was pure pleasure.

They turned again, leaving the complex. As they stepped onto the public sidewalk outside, pedestrians stopped and gawked, murmuring loudly to each other.

Their stares didn’t bother Alan, and neither did their hushed whispers. It didn’t matter if they called him a deviant, a degenerate, or a ruffian. He was no longer one of them, and didn’t need to fit into their society. They needed to fit into ITs world.

He would be perfectly happy converting them into Things, but IT had a particular goal, which he was not allowed to deviate from. They were headed to the apartment complex up ahead, just across the next intersection. Heartfold Towers.

It was a nondescript condo building, like many others near the downtown core. However, importantly, it contained an outside pool deck, ripe for assimilation.

IT was looking to expand ITs recruiting efforts, but IT wasn’t quite ready to take on the entire city yet. This mission would be a small, but necessary stepping stone on ITs path to domination.

A pool deck had many of the attributes IT was looking for - an enclosed space that could be filled with smoke, privacy from the public, and a pool filled with potential recruits that would have difficulty escaping IT.

It was true that once IT showed ITself, it wouldn’t be long before someone called in another fire, but by then, it would be too late. He grinned, thinking of the momentary terror their new victims would experience. IT was becoming bolder, stronger. Soon, there would be more of IT than any one organization could handle on its own.

Alan crossed the street, taking care to follow the signs. Although his body should be able to survive an impact with a vehicle, that would inconvenience IT, and that was unacceptable.

He continued down the sidewalk, walking with the group of other Things, until they reached the entrance. Turning smoothly, they entered through the glass door as a group, ignoring the leasing office.

Nobody challenged them as they passed the row of elevators and advanced down the glass hallway, which suited Alan just fine. He was confident they could deal with any interruption, but IT was in a bit of a hurry. IT knew that they were exposed, and wanted to strike quickly, before a response could be gathered.

The exit to the pool deck was up ahead, but the door was locked with a keycard, likely to prevent outsiders from using the pools. Alan was certain that IT would find a way to let them in, but in the end, it wasn’t necessary.

A middle aged woman was approaching their group, looking down at her drawstring bag, trying to find her card. One of the women Playthings approached her, closing off her exit as the rest of the group crowded around her.

Looking up, she shrieked, her arms moving sharply as she tried to back away. The Plaything folded her body around the older woman, humming happily as she easily held her in place.

Smoke hissed from her mask, twisting and curling as a tendril penetrated the woman’s ear. Her jaw went slack as she squeaked, eyes flooding with black smoke. Lips working, she tried to say something, but instead, a puff of smoke blew out from her mouth.

It was already too late. IT had her under ITs control.

Her body slowed to a stop, and she began to grin, showing off her blackened teeth, already discolored by the smoke. She mechanically looked down, drawing open her bag and reaching a hand inside to retrieve her card.

“As IT wills it,” she said in a low tone, pressing the card against the reader.

It beeped, and Alan stepped forward, shoving it open so that the rest of ITs Things could follow. His dick was stirring, need seizing his loins. He knew that he would be seeing action again soon. IT was nothing if not generous.

At first, the people relaxing in the afternoon sun didn’t notice their entrance, but that didn’t last for long. Not only were they dressed in a fashion better suited to a kinky nightclub, but as they spread out, smoke hissed from their masks, beginning to form a thick cloud that blotted out the glass hallway behind them.

Only the most oblivious people failed to notice their presence, though it took more time for those in the pool to recognize the danger they were in. Gasping and shrieking, they splashed as they paddled for the edge, trying to climb out before the choking smoke boxed them in.

It was too late. The smoke cloud had grown, spreading around the periphery of the wall and against the building, until all exits were blocked. IT had learned ITs lesson. This time, there would be no escape.

There were only eight Playthings, so IT did not expect to capture everyone, especially due to the time sensitive nature of this assault. However, every person they converted into a Thing would then have the capability of converting another. If they executed this properly, they could achieve exponential growth.

Hungry for more, Alan searched for his first victim. There, a middle aged woman, her mouth hanging open as she climbed off her recliner. Time had not been kind to her, but she hadn’t yet figured out that her revealing swimsuit was unflattering.

That wouldn’t matter after he got his hands on her. Once he had made her one of ITs, she would look like all the other Things. Supple, slender, fuckable.

He strode across the sizzling concrete pavement, smoke billowing in his wake. Frozen solid, she tried to figure out which way to run, but it was useless. Smoke had closed in everywhere, making it impossible to find the exits.

As he watched her face, he could tell the exact moment she realized that she didn’t know what to do, primal animal instincts taking over. Legs trembling, she turned and ran into the smoke cloud, quickly losing her bearings.

Alan followed after her with a measured pace. There was a sense of urgency in his actions, but he wasn’t worried. She wasn’t going anywhere. Not when he knew exactly where she was at all times.

This seemed to be some sort of ability IT possessed, allowing IT to precisely track anything ITs smoke touched. By extension, Alan belonged to IT, so this ability was his, too.

Striding forward confidently, he followed as she quickly became disoriented, turning in circles. Reaching out a hand, he wrapped his latex fingers around a wodge of her thick, blonde hair, pulling her to a painful halt.

She cried out, trying to free herself from whatever had caught her, but it was impossible. IT had caught her.

He wrapped his other hand around her throat, giving it a threatening squeeze. “IT wants you,” he hissed, bringing himself close to her face so that she could catch a glimpse of his sinister visage.

Her body shook as he tightened his grip. This wouldn’t take long. ITs smoke was already curling around, fizzing as it pressed into her mouth and ears.

She choked, succumbing just as quickly as the woman with the access card. Humans were so easy to subvert. It was a wonder IT hadn’t taken over long ago.

Perhaps IT had. IT certainly wouldn’t tell him if IT had failed before.

He breathed out, forcing more smoke into the woman’s open mouth. Speculation was pointless. He had another Plaything to create.

Creating new Things was not particularly difficult. He simply needed to fill her so full of ITs smoke that nothing else remained.

IT could do this ITself, of course, but with ITs attention split so heavily, IT would rely on ITs Things to accomplish this duty.

His skin rippled around his penis, releasing it from the grip of the rubbery material. Falling forward, its erect length pointed at the woman’s snatch.

The fastest way to ensure that she became a Plaything was to fuck her, and she was looking good and ready for it, by this point. The smoke had infiltrated her thoughts, forcing her to think like IT.

Eyes black, she pressed her body against him, wrapping her hands around his hips. “Don’t keep me waiting,” she said sultrily, grinding against his crotch.

He grunted, reaching down to fumble with her swimsuit. The material gathered around his fingers, tangling them together. Smoke hissed from his mouth in frustration. He didn’t need this irritation.

He wouldn’t allow it to stop him, however. Smoky tendrils issued from his wrists, wrapping around the string and slicing through it, parting the ends. He was quite pleased at the efficacy. This was far more useful than a pocket knife.

The woman made a pleased noise and grabbed his dick, giving it a good squeeze. “I want IT,” she declared, grinning saucily at her double entendre.

“And you shall have IT,” Alan hissed, the smoke thickening around them.

Nobody could interrupt them now. Just as IT wanted.

Gripping the woman’s curvy hips, he lifted her into the air as if she weighed as much as a feather. Surprised, she lost her hold on his dick, her legs dangling as he pulled her body towards him.

“Wrap them around me,” he ordered.

The chubby woman made a pleased cry as she realized what he wanted. She spread her legs on either side of his body, clamping them into place around his hips. Perfect.

He wrapped his arms around her thighs, slowly levering her in closer. He strained a little to reach his dick, pulling it up into the proper position to enter her snatch.

She hissed as she slid onto his cock, her inner lips spreading as he sank all the way in. She folded her arms around his back, stroking the rubber as he began to rock his hips.

IT had displaced her initial fear, making her want this, need this. She would accept everything IT could give her so that she could become a part of IT.

Her arms moved up around his neck as he began to thrust in earnest, pounding against her hips. Smoke issued from the tip of his cock, pulsing into her body as he throbbed within her.

Her belly inflated as it was filled with smoke, but it quickly began to ease as the corruptive influence seeped into the rest of her body. Her weight decreased as she became as light as air, her flesh writhing as it was remodeled into more of ITs smoke.

She was well on her way to becoming a smoke demon, like him. All that remained was her final transformation, a visible reminder of who both of them belonged to.

Her long, blonde hair began to fall out, strands popping out of her head as her skull began to turn black. Glossy rubber oozed out of her skin, coating the surface as it collected on the surface. Soon, her ears were covered, then her mouth.

She moaned as it wrapped over her lips, running inside to coat her tongue. He caught a glimpse of jet black eyes before they disappeared forever, a section of molded rubber rising from her face in the shape of the mask she would wear permanently in ITs service.

She gurgled as smoke hissed from her mouth as the spherical mask cupped her face, forming into the familiar, oblong shape. Rippling, glossy rubber ran around the edges, sealing it into place.

As it locked on, more smoke rushed from her ears, so much being pumped into her by his dick that it had to be released somewhere. There was no contiguous connection between the two, but it didn’t matter. Her entire body had been remodeled, transformed into ITs smoke.

The remaining manifestation of this came quickly, a rubbery suit oozing from all the pores in her skin. Wrapping over her limbs, it squeezed her flesh, the fat bubbling as it was redistributed. Soon, her frame was skinnier, lighter, svelte.

It didn’t matter that she had been an older woman. In service to IT, she would never fail in her function. Fixed in time, as one of ITs Things, she would never grow old. One of the many gifts that IT gave to ITs Playthings.

Her chest wobbled as her breasts expanded, cupped by the glossy latex. A corset grew out from her ribs, giving them further definition. The strict boning could never be taken off, but it didn’t need to be - it was a part of her new body, free to be absorbed or created as necessary.

Alan hummed in pleasure as the transformation flowed down through her pussy, her tunnel clutching at his dick as it began to squeal, her insides being turned into rubber as well. Hot, and wet, he could barely stop himself from orgasming, but he wouldn’t need to do so for long.

Her changes were almost complete, only her legs and feet remaining. He grunted as her thighs pressed against him, her limbs twitching as the rubber coating rushed downwards.

Once it reached her toes, it began to build up, forming large boots with platform heels. Alan breathed faster as he tilted his head, watching the shiny buckles on the knee high boots as they finished popping into place. He always did have a fetish for shiny, black boots.

He could hold back no longer, the boots being the final straw. Grunting, his dick exploded into her, spurts of smoke ejecting from his dick.

After his transformation, his body produced ITs smoke instead of semen, which, as far as he was concerned, was superior. No more liquids to clean up - just dirty, corruptive, transformative smoke that would make more Playthings for IT.

He sighed in pleasure, hugging the woman’s body to him as they both celebrated their obedience. “IT is love,” he groaned.

“IT is love,” the woman agreed, her voice colored with ITs dark presence.


Chapter Nine

The meeting room was dark, a faint buzzing hum filling the air. Vague feminine groans punctuated the hum, bodies rocking as the two female drones pressed up against the desk.

There was no need for communication during the primal act, though if there was, it could easily be accomplished through the wireless network built into their skulls. They weren’t worried about being surprised, either, as they had stationed a secretary drone out in the hallway to alert them if anything came up.

This was just one of the ways that Hive was good to them. Hive knew that pleasure kept them in line, kept them bound to each other, so it was in Hive’s best interest to give them as much as possible.

Unit Wendy didn’t worry about such things. That’s what her co-processors were for. Personally, she was quite okay with having her brains fucked out by the male drones, and she didn’t particularly care who was doing the fucking.

She had been used by multiple male drones in the subnode and both her coworkers, pleased at how open Hive had made her sexually. There was still some jealousy between the drones, of course, but Hive would never allow that to progress into open rebellion.

It was an easy enough problem to solve. She simply needed to share herself between them and be used by them as often as they wanted.

She did have a soft spot for the Evan drone, however. His weak body had been remodeled by Hive into a flexible infiltration drone, strong and capable. His intellect had been harnessed, his personality defects smoothed out.

Unlike before, he fit in. They all fit in, because they were drones. There were no outsiders in Hive. That would be impossible, as they were not unique individuals.

They were drones, assigned a role and a body to match. They would accomplish what Hive wanted, carrying out their Queen’s missions without a thought for themselves.

This might have been quite a problem if Hive desired to destroy the world, but She didn’t want that. What, precisely, their Queen wanted was a little difficult to determine.

It was clear that She wouldn’t brook the existence of otherworldly entities invading her domain, which is why she had mobilized several subnodes to search the city’s Greenwald Heights neighborhood. For the most part, IT had kept a fairly low profile, but that was beginning to change recently. Something would need to be done about IT, before it was too late.

Ah, she was really getting worked up again. Why did she allow her co-processors to do so much thinking? It was making it impossible for her to enjoy the soft, regular strokes of the Evan drone as he thrust himself inside her.

There was only one solution to this problem - she had to take the other nodes offline with pleasure. That was easy enough to do.

She seized her large breasts with both hands, giving them a good, hard fondle. The chattering minds in her head squealed, then shut up. Excellent.

As long as she continued to work her breasts, they’d stay that way, allowing herself to let go of all her worries and concerns. To be the true bimbo she’d always wanted to be.

Better yet, this enhanced the overall pleasure her body was experiencing, taking her to the next level. She had experienced multiple orgasms since entering the room, and she counted them clinically, hoping to collect a few more before the meeting commenced.

Alas, it was not to be. A chirp sounded in her mind from the secretary outside, warning of impending company. Damn!

Why did that have to happen right when she was about to explode again? Frowning, she pressed her fat ass against the Evan drone, giving him a wireless order to finish.

He accepted her command, leaning over to wrap his hands over her own, giving her breasts one last squeeze for good measure as his dick began to pulse inside her. She tossed her head, groaning as an orgasm welled up within her.

Evan drone slipped from her pussy, moving around her to take a seat at the desk. She wasn’t quite as quick, the throes of the orgasm still rattling her body. It wasn’t a problem, though. She would do as Hive required. She would not be responsible for ruining Hive’s plans.

Breathing heavily, faces flushed, they folded their hands in the dark, waiting for their boss to arrive. Mitch might still give them assignments, but they certainly didn’t do his bidding. They had a new mistress now.

As the lights came up, their skin rippled as it reformed into a facsimile of their working outfits. Unless someone examined them closely, it would be impossible to tell that they weren’t wearing real clothing.

Unit Wendy picked up her tablet, pretending to do some work. She didn’t actually need to read anything on the display, as the contents had already been transferred to her memory banks. She did need to get her co-processors back on board for this one, though.

Closing her eyes for a millisecond, she resynced with her other personalities, letting them settle back into control. Her sexy functions wouldn’t be useful for the upcoming meeting. Not unless Hive wanted her to seduce Mitch, and she hadn’t been given any orders like that so far.

She glanced upwards as the door opened, revealing the rotund chest of their boss. She began to speculate, wondering how difficult it would be to lay with him. His weight could certainly be a challenge, but once she had converted him into a drone, Hive would no doubt redistribute the fat into a more useful configuration. Yes, such an assignment could be quite pleasurable.

“We have a problem,” Mitch said abruptly, shuffling into a seat, his beady eyes bouncing between the members of the team.

His eyes stopped moving as they settled on Wendy. “We’ve debriefed everyone already, but please give us a short synopsis so that we’re all on the same page.”

Wendy nodded briskly, fully allowing her co-processors to take control. “Our mission at the nightclub almost turned into a disaster,” she began, tapping a button on her tablet.

The projection screen behind them flashed on, showing an outside shot of the venue. “I arrived several hours early to scout out the joint, discovering an open door in the alley.”

She pressed another button, and the view shifted to grainy camera footage of them making their way inside and being accosted by the bus boy. “I took footage via a pinhole camera I hid in my cleavage. At first, everything seemed like a normal concert.”

The footage skipped, showing the band members rocking out amid a cloud of nasty, black smoke. “I didn’t recognize the danger until I used my detector close to the stage. At that range, it detected a class ten anomaly, at which point I realized the danger we were in.”

The image blurred, showing an ongoing orgy in the crowd. “The smoke spread, mind controlling the members of the audience, who then became quite amorous. Fortunately, I was able to deploy some of our neutralizing agents before we were all caught up in the display.”

Colored smoke clouded the view of the camera. The section of footage where her coworkers were assaulting the cybergoth girls had been tastefully edited out. As drones, they weren’t going to be embarrassed by it, but their indiscretion might make the boss question why she hadn’t been affected.

“We gathered together and made a sprint for the exit,” she continued, following along with the footage. “The staff members fell under the sway of the entity, blocking our escape. Stuart acquitted himself admirably in the fight, and we were able to break through their line and make it out through the back alley before the entity could trap us.”

Here, the film had been edited creatively to remove any trace of the combat drones. Mitch definitely didn’t need to know about the outside help they had received, and if Stuart and Evan were made to look like heroes, all the better.

She thinned her lips, carefully making her face go pale. “This entity is some kind of extradimensional smoke monster, calling itself IT. IT has taken control over all members of the band. It is unknown how many more IT will be able to put under ITs control, or how fast IT can grow. We do know that IT can generate choking smoke from ITs controlled creatures, as well as generate blasts of fire in extreme circumstances. This monster is incredibly dangerous, and I believe it will require a four alarm response to subdue.”

The footage finished with a brief view of the van they had escaped in before going dark. She tapped a button on the screen and the display was replaced with a map. “Here is where the club is located.” She tapped another button. “Here is where reports of smoke have recently come in.”

Blotches of red filled the screen. “As you can see, it will be difficult to narrow down where the creature has ITs lair, or where it will strike next. There are too many reports for us to track down as a solo team.”

She paused, giving Mitch an assertive look. “In conclusion, I see no way that we can tackle an entity of this magnitude with our current staffing levels.”

Mitch grunted, interlacing his fat fingers. “Be that as it may, as it happens, we don’t need to send resources to every report. We already know where the entity has struck next.”

He grabbed a remote from the table, clicking off her presentation and replacing it with a news copter feed of a smoking condominium complex. “We’ve just had a report come in of a fire at a condo in Greenwald Heights. Any guesses as to what actually happened?”

Wendy hesitated. “That depends. What was the quality and consistency of the smoke? It’s impossible for us to confirm with this poor footage.”

“In this case, that doesn’t matter.” He clicked another button and the voice of a newscaster blared from a speaker mounted in the center of the table.

The view shifted to a local news setup, a reporter talking into a microphone a block away from the smoking building. “We’ve had some odd reports here on the ground, John,” the reporter said, his brows furrowed. “Some of the residents have claimed that they saw a group of men and women dressed in black biohazard suits entering the scene right before the conflagration began.”

The reporter in the studio frowned. “Are you certain these aren’t simply conspiracy theories?”

The view switched back to the man in the field, his collar flexing as he shrugged. “Sorry, John, we can’t be certain, but we’ve gathered multiple first person accounts, and they all corroborate each other. Something definitely strange is going on here, in Greenwald Heights. Back to you.”

Mitch clicked off the footage. “If even the news media is reporting on paranormal events, then the creature has gotten bolder. The word coming down the line is that this is now our top priority. The situation must be contained before it embroils the entire city. We cannot allow the Others to take control.”

Wendy nodded, thinking back to her onboarding. Back then, the initial information dump hadn’t meant much to her. The idea that the world was constantly under assault by extra dimensional beings simply didn’t fit into her worldview. She had been astonished that the government and media had been keeping these facts from her.

In retrospect, that wasn’t unusual. The media would certainly report on mass casualty events, because they were obvious. The Others didn’t usually do that sort of thing, though. They preferred to stay under the radar. To spread and grow like a malignant cancer until it was too late to stop them.

That was why they usually ended up forming cult-like enclaves to increase their power. They would spread their tentacles slowly throughout the rotten underbelly of society, subverting humans with their corruptive control. Humans were so easy that way.

That didn’t mean that all of them would fall prey to the Others. The rich elites liked things the way they were, and they were perfectly happy to pay organizations like the Abnormal Activities Cleaner Group to make their problems go away.

That’s where they came in, and because the AACG was currently being subverted by Hive, that’s where She came in. Their Queen, their Mistress. The sole progenitor and controller of Hive.

In many ways, Hive worked similarly to the Others. One main node, multiple sub-nodes. A single, main intelligence, holding court over many vassals that would do their bidding.

In other, practical ways, however, it was quite different. The Others weren’t synthetic, for one, and they couldn’t run simulations to figure out the best course of action. Hive could simply out-think them.

It wouldn’t do to get overconfident, of course, but Wendy was quite certain that Hive had the tools to take on the Others and win. She was the only path forward for humanity.

Pure, clean, digital. Everyone else could be corrupted, but not Her. She was perfect.

She knew that she had been programmed to feel this way, but that was okay. She loved being a slutty slave drone. She shot a glance at Evan, swallowing as she noticed the tinge of blue in his eyes. His drone eyes.

Her co-processors drew her back on task. “Sir, I agree. We need a plan of attack, but I’m at a loss. How do we approach a being who can literally turn into smoke? We’d need some kind of gigantic… vacuum cleaner.”

Mitch sighed. “You’re not thinking of the bigger picture. If we fail to contain this… smoke monster, all of our jobs are on the line. The government will certainly terminate our contract, and it’s quite likely they’ll send in the military.”

Wendy frowned. “What good will they do? They don’t have any of the specialized equipment we’ve developed over the years.”

Mitch clenched a hand into a fist and pounded the table. “Of course they don’t!” he barked. “But that isn’t the point! Once it becomes a question of national defense, they’ll throw everything they have at it! They’ll come up with a solution, because they have to. And we’ll all be left out in the cold.”

His rage cooled a little as he let this knowledge sink in, then he sat back, looking at all of them. “The key to this creature is not ‘all-at-once’ thinking. That will surely result in disaster. Instead, we must think of a way to separate IT from ITs creatures. Our next goal should be to capture one of ITs so-called Playthings, to study them. Once we know more, we can go through our arsenal and select the appropriate gear to take it down.”

He folded his hands, anger quickly ebbing as he laid out his plan. “I have several other squads out on surveillance already. I’ve kept you in reserve because I need you all sharp for the next assault. We’re just lucky your first investigation didn’t injure any of you sufficiently to put the whole squad out of action.”

If only he knew. But, of course, he couldn’t, and none of them were going to tell him that IT would have completely destroyed them if Hive had not intervened.

Grunting, he tapped a few buttons on the remote, and a collage of images lit up the display screen. “Fortunately, we have a good idea of the type of venues the creature is planning to assault next. It wants something secluded, with paths it can block off with ITs smoke. After ITs attack on the pool, our team of analysts believe IT’s going to want to try something larger.”

He clicked the remote a few times, pausing on the image of a subway station. “They’ve assigned probabilities to all these targets, and I’ve assigned teams to watch them for any unusual signs. We can only guess where the creature might strike, which means we need to have an assault team on standby to attack at a moment’s notice once IT shows ITs hand.”

His beady eyes glanced over them. “That means you. Since you all have the most experience with this creature, I’m putting you on point. You’ll be on stakeout in the general area where we think the attack might come. When one of our recon teams detects the creature’s presence, you will be authorized to move in and execute the capture mission.”

Stuart raised his hand, looking unhappy. “With all due respect, sir, our last encounter with this creature didn’t go too well. What equipment will we be using to ensure our success?”

Mitch jerked his head, rolls of fat pressing against the starched collar of his shirt. “We’ve reviewed all the footage, and we believe we have a handle on the threat.”

He clicked the remote, and a new slide appeared, images of gas masks across the top. “We’re not taking any chances this time. We won’t be relying upon any existing filter system to keep out this thing’s smoke, as we have no idea what might actually work. Instead, you’ll be wearing air tanks, much like a scuba diver would. We can’t risk a rebreather, so unfortunately, your time will be limited.”

Evan leaned forward. “That gives us an hour, at most. We’ll need to strike quick, and hard.”

“That sounds doable, but we’d need to don our masks right before the attack,” added Wendy. She turned back to Mitch. “The extra weight will slow us down. What will we use to secure our target?”

Mitch clicked to the next slide. “We know that our grenades can neutralize the creature’s smoke in a small area, so we’ll use them on our assault. Even so, some brute force will likely be required.”

He peered at Stuart, who grunted and cracked his knuckles. “With pleasure!” the large man grinned. “Finally, a mission that requires my… special talents!”

Mitch frowned. “Use violence only as necessary. Anyone who falls under the thrall of the creature is to be left behind for a cleanup squad.”

He rapped his knuckles against the desk. “I know I’m putting a lot on your shoulders, but we need you to pull through on this one. We cannot fail to capture our target, or our very existence will be threatened.”

He turned his piercing gaze to Wendy, adjusting his glasses. “Do any of you have any suggestions on how we might increase our odds of success?” he rumbled, clearly expecting Wendy to be the one to come up with something.

Her mind went blank. She simply had no idea what they could have done differently in the club. Lips quivering, she was about to say ‘no,’ when one of her co-processors came to the rescue.

“We need a distraction,” she blurted out. “Otherwise, the monster might use its fire breath, and we’ll all be roasted.”

“That’s right,” interjected Ollie. “We can’t all wear fireproof suits as well; that would be too bulky for us along with everything else. We’re not firemen. We don’t practice rushing into burning buildings day in and day out.”

She frowned, pausing. “Unless, you’ve already planned for such a distraction. We’re the distraction, aren’t we?”

Mitch pinched his temples and sighed. “How very perceptive of you, but it’s not what you think. I’m simply increasing our chances of success by deploying several other teams at the same time as you.”

Wendy nodded, holding up a hand to forestall Stuart’s outrage. “Very sensible of you,” she said acerbically. “That sounds like a fine plan to me. Do you have anything else for us before we go?”

Mitch shook his head, clearing his throat as he stood. “The gear has been laid out in the ready room. The operation commences immediately. I expect you all to be on station within the hour.”

Turning abruptly, he walked out of the room, leaving behind a charged atmosphere. As the door shut, all of the anger on Stuart’s face immediately faded, his features smoothing as his eyes began to glow.

“The personality simulation was successful,” he said in a monotone. “Routine three fifty was executed successfully. Subject: Mitch O’ Connor was fooled as required to ensure the integrity of Hive.”

He turned to Unit Wendy, some of his disguise beginning to fade, showing off the silvery skin beneath. “We will wear this equipment as required,” he continued, “but I estimate that it will provide little protection against the entity. Becoming a drone was a far more productive use of our time, as we are now immune to ITs control.”

Unit Wendy nodded back at him. “Yes, but don’t be cocky. We are superior, but not indestructible. We should maintain the illusion that we are under his command until the rest of the organization can be droned.”

Ollie laid back in her chair, studying her silvery hands. “It would be ideal if the other team also consisted of Hive drones, but we cannot ensure this, as Hive does not yet know who has been assigned. There are still too many personnel that must be enslaved.”

Drone Evan stood, his face blank. “We proceed as ordered, then, and capture one of ITs Things. I think this will be more difficult than Mitch believes, however, as we do not know if they are capable of dissolving their body into smoke.”

“We haven’t seen any evidence of that so far,” sighed Wendy, “but I wouldn’t be surprised. That’s why Hive created me, though.” She grinned, hefting her breasts. “IT will be in for a terrible surprise if IT decides to fuck with me.”


Chapter Ten

“You look like a lazy layabout, slouching there,” growled Stuart. “Show some backbone, we’re about to face down a class ten entity. No room for amateurs.”

Evan blushed, rubbing a hand against his thigh as he straightened up. “It’s heavy, though,” he complained, hefting his air tank. “My shoulders are giving out, I’m not used to carrying this kind of weight around.”

Stuart barked a laugh. “Be a man! You should be spending more time in the gym anyway!”

“Drones,” interrupted Ollie from the passenger seat of the van. “Personality matrix: suspend. Mission mode: execute.”

The angry expression on Evan’s face faded, his silvery drone flesh bleeding through his disguise as he looked at her with blue, cybernetic eyes. “Orders received. Mode change initiated.”

The idle chatter vanished as the two drones efficiently went about their business, strapping on their gear. All complaints about human frailties or weight had vanished - drone bodies were reinforced, and were quite capable of bearing the load without structural issues.

Ollie turned to Unit Wendy, who had her hands on the steering wheel, scanning the street in front of them. It was early, around five AM, but it was summer, and the sun was already beginning to flash over the steel and glass buildings of the downtown core.

A few early risers were walking the streets, but otherwise it was calm, quiet. The perfect time for a smoke entity to attack… but where was it? If it was looking for more victims, they wouldn’t be here.

She felt on edge, though overall her demeanor was calm. Her co-processors were working on the problem, running their simulations, but nothing useful had come from them, yet. She sighed, peering at Ollie. “Have there been any reports?”

Drone Ollie shook her head. “I’ve been watching the AACG feed and monitoring Hive’s net. Nothing on either yet, though that could change at any moment.”

Wendy laid back in her seat, staring up at the cirrus clouds high in the sky, rays of sunlight reflecting off the delicate strands of water vapor. “You should put me in mission mode, too,” she sighed. “I don’t know why, but I’m starting to get melancholic.”

Ollie chuckled. “You’re bored, and you’d rather be in bed with a drone, am I right?”

Wendy shifted her head, giving the other woman a sly glance. “You know me too well. I know this is a required part of belonging to Hive, too, but it’s no fun.”

“You know, what you’re missing is some good old fashioned anticipation,” said Ollie, folding her arms over her skintight bodysuit.

Wendy’s eyes roved down to take a peek at her tightly bound breasts, not hiding her unmitigated lust as she studied the diamond pattern of the suit. “Is that so? Are you offering some?”

Ollie flicked her nails, showing off a hint of sparkling purple. “As a matter of fact, I am. We’ve been scheduled for a renewal session tonight at subnode Z3, along with the boys. If you can hold out until then, we’ll have plenty of that fun you keep talking about.”

Wendy frowned, shifting her shoulders. “Why are you being nice to me, now? I can’t figure you out.”

Some of Ollie’s bright expression dulled, a light dusting of fear coloring her eyes. “I.. stepped out of line. I was a little too harsh on you earlier. I’m sorry. I’m hoping to turn over a new leaf. Maybe we can be friends?”

Wendy’s frown remained. “Of all the things you might say, I wasn’t expecting this. What’s changed?” A tingling shiver rose through her shoulders. “Who have you been speaking to?”

Ollie shuddered, looking unhappy, her eyes zoning out. “Her.”

Wendy nodded, knowing immediately what Ollie was trying to say. “What did She tell you?”

“She visited me while I was sleeping last night,” Ollie began, running her fingers over the palm of her hand. “At first, it was pleasant, as if I was sinking into a warm cocoon. Then, it began to tighten over my body, squeezing against my skin. I felt as though I would suffocate.”

“There were whispering voices all around me, growing into a cacophony I couldn’t sort out. So loud that all I could do was wish for them to stop. And then they did.”

Wendy felt compassion welling up within her. “Why do I get the feeling that their silence was worse?”

Ollie shivered. “It was. Can you imagine being completely, utterly alone? Like we used to be, before we joined Hive.”

Wendy nodded. “Now, then,” continued Ollie, “imagine being even more isolated than that. Feeling as though you’re the only person alive, as if nobody will ever talk to you ever again. To be cut off from the joy and warmth of others, forever. That is what it felt like.”

“I can see how that might be frightening,” Ollie empathized. “That wasn’t everything, though, was it?”

“No,” Ollie said stolidly. “After she had left me like that for an interminable period of time, Her voice caressed my ears. She told me, quite directly, to knock it off. In very strong terms.”

Her mouth twisted. “The queen doesn’t mess around. After that, she left me to think about myself, and I must confess, I wasn’t too happy with what I found. I’ve been pushing people away all my life, and it took Hive to make me recognize and acknowledge that personality flaw. I’m not certain I’ll be able to turn that around without Hive’s help.”

Her gaze sharpened. “Without your help.”

Wendy’s face brightened into an all encompassing smile. “Of course! I’d be happy to help! I’m just a foolish little bimbo!” She giggled.

Ollie shook her head. “You’re more than that, and I should have recognized that sooner. I had massive disdain for your role, but that’s because I didn’t understand how a M.O.T.H.E.R. unit could help us. Especially not if you’re thinking about sex all the time.”

Wendy’s smile became a little strained. “What are you saying?” she asked. “I do think about sex all the time, but that’s not what you mean, is it?”

Ollie raised her hands. “No, I’m not going into it. That might just hurt you more, and I’m done with that. Our Queen has helped to straighten me out. All drones in Hive have a purpose, even if it is not obvious on the surface.”

“Okay, I get it, I’ll stop prodding you. I’m just happy you’re willing to adapt to Hive’s demands.” Her smile returned. “Now, let’s back up. Which boy drone do you like better?”

Ollie was about to reply when her eyes went blank. “Hold. I’m receiving a message.”

Wendy waited patiently, though a sense of urgency suddenly seized her, her heart throbbing. They were about to go up against that IT thing again, and she wasn’t certain she was ready for it.

Ollie’s eyes rotated, sparkling a synthetic blue. “A Hive operative has reported a grouping of people wearing black rubber outfits, and they don’t appear to be heading to a rave. They are currently being tracked down fifth avenue.”

She paused. “They have run simulations through the local Hive node, and have concluded that their target is the subway station.”

Wendy let out a long breath. It was as they had expected. Fortunately, that meant they weren’t parked far away, but that also meant they’d be in the thick of the action almost right away.

“Grab your gear!” she barked. “I want to be down there in five.”

The drones in the rear acknowledged her command, but she ignored them. She needed to take care of herself.

She opened the van door, stepping out into the street wearing her hazmat suit. Bulky, baggy, annoying, it probably wasn’t really necessary for their mission.

However, it certainly would give them some cover for what they were about to do next. Bystanders might gawk at them, but they certainly wouldn’t try to stop them.

Moving briskly to the back of the van, she joined the two men as they climbed down, their faces covered with full masks. She grabbed an air tank from Stuart, throwing the harness over her shoulder. Evan waited for her to finish, then gave her the attached mask, which she slipped over her head.

She was soon joined by Ollie, who was dressed similarly. The men assisted with her air tank and mask, stepping back inside the van to retrieve the rest of their equipment.

While they were busy with that, Wendy did a fit check, ensuring that the mask had a good seal. It probably wasn’t going to be too necessary, given that she was a Hive drone, but there was no reason to take chances.

Stuart returned, handing her a grenade launcher. His silvery skin and eyes were conveniently hidden under the rounded black mask, his baggy fluorescent yellow hazmat suit and bulky gloves making him look like a tank.

She turned the launcher over in her hands, reaching down to pop the cylinder release. The back half of the weapon swung open, giving her a visual on the six grenades nestled within. The color coding on the back of each quickly told her the story - blue and pink smoke, setup to counter the nasty black stuff the IT entity could produce.

The AAGP wasn’t messing around this time. This was heavy duty ordinance, and it would be difficult to hide. It was a good thing they were going in hot, or they might run into problems with the local authorities.

They had not been given an exit route to follow, but Hive had filled in those details. Several Hive drones worked for the regional transit authority, and had given them intel on all the back routes in and out of the Southend Park subway station. All they needed to do was use the closest one once their mission was complete.

Snapping the rear frame of the launcher back into place, she lowered it into the ready position, verifying the state of her other team members.

Evan was hefting a shotgun with a net launcher, while Ollie was checking out her paranormal detector. She flicked on the blocky unit, giving it a quick scan. “Nothing yet,” she reported, her voice muffled under the mask. “I’ll check again once we get closer in.”

“Alright, let’s stack up. Follow me!” Glancing at Stuart, she took the lead.

The large man carried a rubber bag, slung over his shoulder. Once they had secured their captive, he would be in charge of carrying them on the way out.

This was no ordinary bag, however. The top could be cinched in such a way to render it airtight. A small air tank was attached to the side so that anyone trapped inside would not suffocate. The amount of stored air was calculated at a maximum of thirty minutes, half the expected run time of their mission.

If they couldn’t extract their captive and get them into the capture tank in the van in that amount of time, they would have to let the Thing go, which wasn’t acceptable. Marching briskly, she checked her watch. “Fifty Five minutes, everyone, keep it lively.”

She increased her speed to a trot, her heavy boots rattling against the sidewalk as they marched in time. Breathing regularly, she assigned time tracking to one of her co-processors. It would give her an alarm at every ten minute interval to ensure she stayed on track.

The other co-processor was on standby, ready to run simulations or slow time as necessary so that she’d have the time to react in a combat situation. Satisfied that she was as ready as possible, she hummed into her mask, her bimbo brain beginning to wander, thinking about the possible fun they could have later that evening.

Maybe this time she’d break down and share with Ollie, trading with her to try out Stuart’s thick cock. That sounded like a good idea. Maybe that would bring her closer to the other woman? It was certainly worth a try.

Her lazy dreams of pleasure didn’t last long, as they were approaching a nondescript gray door in the side of an office building. She trotted right up to it, ignoring the stares of alarm some of the early commuters were giving her.

Some of them were bound to call this in, but it wouldn’t matter, as they’d soon be off the street. She tapped in a code she had memorized into the pad next to the door and it clicked open.

Their intelligence was good. How could she ever have doubted Hive?

Her boots slapped against the concrete steps as she descended to the first landing, her coworkers close behind. Rounding the bend, she continued down several flights, breathing hard. How far did this go? Sure, Hive had enhanced her body, but wearing bulky clothing while exercising wasn’t her idea of a good time - unless it was of the intimate nature.

Mmm, she could imagine being locked in a vacuum suit with one of the male drones, being forced together by the slick rubber, their bodies rubbing against each other as they rose towards a climax together. What an erotic thought!

With any luck, Hive would give her leave to perform some experiments with some of the other drones in the future. There were all sorts of fun things they could do with their transformed bodies!

Her ruminations were dashed from all three of her brains as she reached the exit. Bracing herself against the crash bar, she opened it slowly, not knowing exactly where it came out.

Fortunately, there was nobody behind it, the way opening out into a wide, open concourse. Business commuters walked past quickly, heading towards their offices, but these were the early risers. The station wouldn’t be truly packed for another hour or two, when the workday for most began.

This confused her a little. IT should be trying to attack when IT could trap the most commuters, so that IT could spread as quickly as possible. Perhaps this creature was more canny than she had thought. She would need to adjust some of the input parameters on her simulations.

Although the people in the station were sparse, their presence was beginning to attract unwanted attention. Men were gawking, some of them gathering into small, fearful groups. Soon, some of them would run for the exits.

This might alert IT to their presence, but there was nothing she could do about that. The best she could do was to defuse some of the tension that was building.

She approached a stocky man dressed in a suit, glancing at his expensive watch as he clutched at a briefcase. “Sir,” she said, her voice muffled under the mask, “we’ve received reports of a potential hazardous chemical spill in this facility. Do you have any knowledge as to where this might have occurred?”

His eyes widened. “I haven’t heard of anything like that,” he said in a panicked voice, his mustache wiggling like a drowned rat as he glanced at her grenade launcher. “Is it dangerous? Should we evacuate?”

“Please, don’t be concerned,” Wendy said sharply. “The reported substance is only dangerous locally. We’re wearing our safety gear so that you don’t have to.”

She patted her grenade launcher. “With this baby, we’ll be able to neutralize any common poisonous messes from a distance. We wouldn’t want anything corrosive to touch our skin, would we?”

This appeared to mollify the man somewhat, his Adam's apple bobbing as he swallowed. “I see,” he said softly. “No, I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he continued, his voice coming stronger. “Everything has been perfectly normal… up until now.”

“Good,” replied Wendy. “If you see anything unusual, report it. Don’t try to figure it out yourself; it could be dangerous.”

The rest of the crowd murmured, but she could tell their urgency was gone as the man nodded eagerly. First problem solved.

She turned back to the rest of her team, trying to figure out what to do next. They couldn’t just mill around, or the commuters would get suspicious again. They needed to look like they were headed somewhere on an important task.

She quickly passed the request to her co-processors, and together they came up with a patrol path that would fit the map of the train station that had been uploaded to them from Hive earlier. Perfect.

“He doesn’t know where the hazardous materials spill might have occurred,” she said to them, keeping up the fiction. “We’ll go for a walk around the station and see if we can find it.”

The others nodded, Ollie hefting her scanner. “Air quality still looks good,” she reported, playing into the ruse. “I’ll let you know if I find anything, ma’am.”

“Very good. Follow me!” She turned and marched down the center of the concourse, acting like she owned the place.

The whispers continued, but the panic had been averted. With any luck, IT would make ITs appearance soon, and they wouldn’t have to put together another similar display.

As they approached the main entrance, she ran her eyes over the bank of escalators, which were carrying the men and women from the last train up and out of the station. Only a handful were coming in, possibly night workers and watchmen, looking to take trains back home to the suburbs, or areas farther out.

Everything appeared normal at first, besides the wide berth the people headed towards the up escalators were giving them. Ten minutes had passed since they had entered the station, and the commuters were staying calm, for now.

That might not last for long, however. She was debating whether she should try to calm the crowd again, or continue with her patrol, when Ollie gave a little shout. A dense cloud of smoke rushed down from above before she could explain.

This sudden assault happened so quickly, that none of the commuters were able to respond rationally. Some of them tried covering their faces, others tried diving for the floor, but it was to no avail. The choking, black smoke followed them wherever they went, smothering them. IT was playing for keeps this time.

She wasn’t going to sit back and let IT have ITs way. Lifting her grenade launcher to her shoulder, she sighted on a low post that separated two of the escalators. The trigger felt stiff under her finger, a low thump vibrating in her ears as the grenade launched from the barrel.

The cylindrical projectile spun as time began to slow, giving her precious seconds to evaluate her situation. She could see several black, rubber covered forms farther up the escalator, ITs Things making their attack.

Due to the angle of the escalator, the Things must have spotted them in their Hazmat suits before they could register the danger. This was a minor lapse of judgment on her part, but that didn’t matter now. She could only work with what she had.

A hiss of pink smoke began to fly free from the projectile and she adjusted her aim, shooting a second grenade next to it, near another escalator. As the smoke twisted and expanded, it would combine together into a proper cloud that would suppress ITs power.

Her shot flew true, the grenade clinking as it hit the tiled floor, spinning as it bounced against the metallic post separating the escalators. Blue smoke exploded from the sides, pushing away the black cloud that was descending with ITs Things.

Her muscles tensed, ready to rush into the cloud and tackle one of the Things, but she needn’t have bothered. IT wasn’t planning on running.

With her sense of time slowed, she caught the instant the roiling smoke cloud in front of her parted, a sinister looking mask shoving through the mix of colors. The mask he wore didn’t look anything like hers - it was stretched, oblong, a little bug-like.

The faceplate was completely opaque, and she had a suspicion that what lived under it wasn’t nearly anything like a human face. This rubber man had been completely transformed, becoming a part of IT.

Her eyes narrowed in on his bulging crotch. At least that was still working. What would it be like to have sex with a Thing? She suddenly very much wanted to find out.

A muffled voice with low overtones emanated from the Thing, the sound being stretched out by her perception of time. “More Things for IT! Capture them!” the man roared.

The smoke boiled, more masked Things approaching them. One of the women had her hands outstretched, a thin stream of smoke issuing forth from the tips of her fingers. An attack!

The other drones on her team weren’t slacking, however. Evan raised his shotgun, sighting the lead Thing. The muzzle blast barked in her ears, a spinning glob of material widening out into a sticky, white net that wrapped around the midsection of the lead Thing.

At first, it appeared as though the net would have no effect, but as it hardened, the Thing cried out, its mask vibrating as it tumbled to the ground. Wendy grinned, pleased. The Thing still had muscles that could be affected by electricity, at least.

This interplay had the effect of distracting her from the other Thing’s attack. A buzzing, angry black cloud of smoke surrounded her head, obscuring her vision. Even the slowed time provided by her co-processors couldn’t protect her from this.

The attack was obviously meant to do even more, as she could feel the smoke as an oppressive weight against her skin, clawing at the edges of her mask. She had fitted it tightly, but it had been designed to work against passive contamination, not against an active, boiling cloud of smoke that tugged hard against her face.

Inevitably, something had to give, and small wisps of smoke began to infiltrate her mask. At this point, if she had still been a human member of the AACG, it might have been all over, with IT turning her body into ITs puppet.

As it was, she had her co-processors estimate the relative danger of the infiltration. Scanning through the results, she dismissed it as harmless. If IT thought it could gain an advantage in this way, it was in for a rude awakening.

It would be best if they hid that fact from IT as long as possible, however, so she would simply pretend that her protective equipment was working as intended. Unless IT used ITs smoke-like fingers to pull off her mask, there would be no way for IT to know the difference.

Unfortunately, she still couldn’t see anything. Her co-processors could provide her a mental map of the area, but she had no idea where everyone was. Without that knowledge, it was impossible for her to make a decision on what to do next.

Frozen solid, all she could do was wait, relying on the others to make the next move. Practically anything could happen! She hated that.

Patience. A cool, loving presence flowed through her mind, her co-processors recognizing that right now, she needed their reassurance. Yes, that was exactly what she needed to refocus.

She closed her eyes and pumped the trigger on her grenade launcher, blindly firing the rest of her rounds. They might not be all that useful without being aimed, but the cloud they produced might help to clear out some of this sentient smoke.

If not, there wasn’t much else she could do. She dropped her grenade launcher to the ground and waited, hands akimbo, ready for anything. Her co-processors dropped the time dilation effect, saving their processing power for a more critical moment. Concentrating, she listened to the grunts and alarmed shouts coming from all around her, hoping for something actionable.

For an extended period of time, she was left alone, stuck in her own little world, blocked in by the cloudy smoke. It was beginning to feel a little claustrophobic.

Rough hands pulled her into a bear hug, a glossy, rubber chest pressing against hers. “Did you think you could escape IT forever?” asked a husky, male voice, colored with unsettling undertones. “IT has a special place for you in ITs stable of Things.”

What was he doing? Oh, yes.

She wasn’t expecting the erection pressed up into her belly. A deep chuckle welled up within her chest, as she was more than willing to accommodate the man, but she stifled it. Let IT find out on ITs own. She wasn’t going to spoil the secret.

There were some practicalities, however. How did he expect to penetrate her under this hazmat suit she was wearing? It was far too bulky for her to strip in the middle of the subway station, and it would be strange if she suddenly started acting so willing - unless, of course, she had already been subverted by IT.

“Help!” she moaned in a low voice, pretending that she was slowly losing the battle against ITs smoke. She threw in a few choking sounds for good measure.

“That’s right,” hissed the Thing. “Breathe IT in deeply. Let IT remake you into another little part of IT. Nobody can resist becoming one of ITs Things.”

She begged to differ, but she wasn’t about to interrupt IT when it was making a mistake. She rocked her body, making a concerted effort to pull away. It was pointless, as she had expected. Not a problem.

What would ITs Thing do next? She admitted to herself that she was quite curious, and she very much hoped that it would be pleasurable.

The Thing seemed to be getting a little confused by her struggles, so she let them taper off, pretending that she was falling under ITs control. This seemed to meet the Thing’s expectations, the man letting her go as the smoke swirled around her.

She could still see nothing, but she certainly could feel his hands as they moved towards her crotch. The smoke was thrumming, pulsing against her baggy suit. One of his hands crawled around her side, cupping her ass. The other pressed into the yellow rubber, rubbing against her flesh.

She leaned into him, giving him a measured moan. He seemed satisfied with this, rubbing his fingers over her pussy.

Her mind worked, trying to figure out what she should do next. Should she sing the glories of IT and how wonderful IT was to be ITs creature? Yes, surely she must.

“IT is rushing into me,” she choked out. “It’s glorious. Is this what it feels like to be one of ITs Things?”

The male Plaything chuckled. “Yes, and more. This is only a taste of what IT can bring. Let IT subsume you, transform you. Once you are truly a part of IT, anything is possible. Here, let me show you what IT has to offer.”

He murmured a few low words that Wendy could not understand, grabbing onto the baggy rubber of her suit. A rattling vibration tingled through her clit, causing her to moan for real. Suddenly, the man’s rubbery fingers were through the suit, pressing against her pussy.

“As IT’s smoke flows into you, feel the true pleasure that IT brings,” continued the man, his distorted voice becoming ever stronger.

He chuckled sultrily as the tip of his hard length pressed into her tunnel. Imbued with ITs essence, he thought that he could take anyone he wanted for IT.

Well, she was certainly willing to oblige him. Moaning, she pressed into his body, encouraging his dick to slip deeper into her. A rational woman would not have done this with a monster she had just met, but IT would certainly have control over her by this time, feeding more of ITs smoke inside her body.

It was too bad for IT that IT didn’t really control anything of hers. He couldn’t transform the synthetic body Hive had given her, and the way her triple processing cores operated was simply too alien for IT to understand.

Fortunately, IT hadn’t quite figured that out yet, for ITs Plaything was ramming into her warm snatch eagerly, the smoke swirling around them as IT tried to digest her.

It was time for her to take control. She wrapped her arms around the back of ITs Thing, pinning him against her body as she took her pleasure from him. Finally, she could let loose!

Her bimbo programming rose to the fore, her breasts bouncing as she worked his dick. Secondary routines began to run, the muscles in her pelvic floor clenching rhythmically to enhance the pleasure she was giving the man.

“Yes,” he cried out, “take IT within you, and become ITs Thing!”

The extra stimulation proved to be too much for the Thing, his dick jerking within her as it began to spurt ITs smoke. She assumed that this was ITs primary vector for spreading ITself faster, as she imagined most victims would be completely transformed once an orgasm occurred.

This wasn’t the end for both of them, however. A pulsating squelch came from her pussy, her muscles tightening further as a whirring buzz began to sound from within her. His length remained hard as she continued to rock, trapping him as she took him even deeper into her.

“What… is going on?” rumbled the Plaything, his voice sounding strained.

“You have made a critical error,” stated Unit Wendy. “Primary containment mode… engage.”

The Plaything groaned again, this time in terror. “Stop it!” he squeaked in a high pitched voice. “Let me go!”

“There is no me in IT,” proclaimed Unit Wendy, increasing the speed of her fucking.

Her mouth opened wide, a turbine whirring in her throat. The smoky air in her mask flooded into her, rushing down her throat into her lungs, and through secondary openings which had been plumbed through to the ports in her back.

In a similar way, a negative pressure was set up through artificial canals that connected to her ears, allowing her to draw the exterior cloud of the entity’s smoke into her as well. She wouldn’t be able to cleanse the entire cloud, but anything clinging to the Plaything was being sucked into her as if she was a vacuum.

Air rushed through her, the IT contaminant being removed and concentrated inside her, pure air blowing out her back. If the hazmat suit had remained properly sealed, this would not have been possible, as she simply would have inflated it like a balloon.

As it was, the air caressed her hips as it flowed towards the front, tickling her privates as it escaped. This might have been uncomfortable, but for the continued thrusts she forced upon the Plaything, pleasure rising within her as she chuckled.

“You have no idea who you’re dealing with,” she said, the vibrating whirr in her throat causing her words to become tinny.

The Plaything had deserted all attempts to convert her, trying to pull away, but it couldn’t. Her hands were clasped behind his back, locked together. There was nowhere for him to go. Nowhere for his smoke to go.

It was a pity she couldn’t see his expression, but she could tell his dick was about ready to explode again. “Give IT to me,” she roared at him. “Give me all of ITs essence!”

The Plaything was helpless to resist, his body shuddering as his dick throbbed within her. As it began to ejaculate, she activated her muscles, tugging against the head. Moaning in despair, more of ITs black essence was pumped into her, sucked up and stored away in her secure containment compartments.

She was expecting the Plaything to say something else, but instead, his body went limp in her arms. Perhaps she had stolen too much of ITs essence for the man to remain functional.

Eyes crossing, she closed her mouth and made a cute, little burp. “Excuse me,” she said daintily. “That was quite the meal.”

The smoke around her began to dissipate, the intelligence behind it gone. She was certain that IT could reinforce it, if IT noticed what was happening, but she had stolen enough of IT from this area to lighten ITs presence.

Her vision began to clear, giving her a limited view of the battlefield. ITs smoke was still boiling around the periphery, blocking off most of the concourse, but the area around the smoke grenades she had fired earlier was beginning to clear.

She was impressed to see that the first group of Things had been bowled over by Stuart, scattered like tenpins. There were more coming, however, and while they were distracted, doubtless IT was recruiting more Things within the cloud of ITs smoke.

She could hear sounds of distress all around her, though she couldn’t see them. This was not her concern - she had a mission to do, and it did not involve saving everyone in the station.

That would be impossible anyway, as she was burdened with the Thing in her arms, the very target she was tasked with capturing. She couldn’t do this by herself, however. Despite Hive’s enhancements, she simply lacked the strength to extract the male with any speed.

Fortunately, Stuart was returning, with his bag. Ollie and Evan spread out in front of them, ready to block any more Things that might interrupt them.

She laid the male Thing down on the floor, pulling his legs together. Stuart undid the mouth of the rubber bag, wrapping it over the top of his platform boots. She assisted further, lifting his legs so that they would fit inside.

From there, they both worked together, rolling the Thing’s body so that they could slip the bag up and over his hips. His flesh began to writhe as they worked, becoming sticky. They could do little to stop this, hurrying to get his arms in place.

The mask was the hardest thing to get inside, as it had a bunch of odd angles for the breathing ports that wanted to catch against the lip. Wendy did try to remove the mask, but it wouldn’t come off. There didn’t seem to be a way to unseal it. The mask had become a permanent part of the Thing’s body, and perhaps he could not be a Thing without it.

A wisp of smoke escaped the mask’s breathing port as they made a final tug, popping him inside. It seemed a little anemic. She had successfully captured most of the Thing’s smoke within her containment, and it appeared as though his body could no longer be controlled without it.

As the top of the Thing’s glossy black head slipped inside, she left Stuart to cinch the top closed. “Target is secured!” she shouted. “Escape protocol Alpha!”

“Yes sir!” roared the other drones, pulling back as another wave of ITs Things approached.

Stuart pushed his hands under the bag, and with a massive grunt, lifted the package with his knees as he held it against his shoulder. The Thing in the bag flopped over his back with a wet smack, held in a fireman’s carry. For the first time since the mission had begun, Wendy could finally see success burgeoning.

If only they could escape from IT’s next assault!

IT had decided on a full frontal assault, a gang of seven glossy, rubber Things charging at them with their arms outstretched, full bore. The smoke that issued from their masks was gathering above their heads in a darkening cloud, only prevented from moving by the mix of blue and pink smoke surrounding it. “IT controls all!” they hissed, like a thicket of snakes.

They didn’t have Stuart to bowl them over this time, so it was in their best interest to retreat as soon as possible. “Quick march!” she barked, heading towards the nearest exit in her memory banks.

Stuart followed closely behind them, but the wave of IT’s Things were upon the other two before they could back off. Ollie kicked one of them in the shin, causing it to stumble and fall into one of the others. They tumbled to the ground, their limbs twitching as their bodies tangled together.

This didn’t stop the others, however. A female Thing wrapped her arms around Ollie, clinging to her like a parasite. Evan responded, popping her in the face with a clenched fist.

Surprised, the Thing released Ollie, but his attack left him vulnerable to the others. Abandoning any sense of actual skill, they wrapped him up in their arms, pulling him to the ground with the weight of their bodies.

“Forget him!” shouted Wendy, her heart aching. “Stick to the plan!”

Ollie blanched, falling back before she could get similarly captured. A few more Things were splitting off, readying themselves for another attack, but they wouldn’t have time.

Wendy had reached an unmarked door, punching in the code she had memorized. “Go, go go!” she shouted as she pulled it open, ushering Stuart inside.

The rubber sack wiggled as he marched into the stairwell, taking the steps two at a time. Wendy’s eyes shone as Ollie joined her, a look of apology flashing between them.

They didn’t have time for recriminations. The remaining Things were right on Ollie’s heels.

Bracing herself against the metal door, she lifted a leg. “We’ll never belong to IT!” she shouted, aiming for one of the Thing’s midsections.

Fortunately, the woman Thing didn’t appear to be well versed in combat, as she didn’t even attempt to dodge. Her boot sunk into the Thing’s ribs, forcing a blast of smoke to issue from her mask.

This smoke swirled towards her, threatening to obscure her vision again, but she was wise to this strategy. Clinging to the door, there was no way for them to hide her exit - as long as she could get the door shut.

Gripping the handle tightly, she gave it a heavy tug, the hinges creaking as it picked up momentum. The second Thing lurched at her, but her mask hit the edge of the door with a tremendous smack as it slammed shut, pushing her aside.

A thin crack opened up in the side of the Thing’s plastic visor, smoke fizzing out from the breach. So they could be damaged!

The latch of the door clicked loudly in the stairwell, smoke hissing from underneath. If IT couldn’t have them, it would send ITs smoke after them - despite the fact that it was a useless gesture. Even if IT filled the stairwell with smoke, they would still be able to find their way to the exit by feel alone.

IT soon realized this, too, ITs curling smoke turning an ochre red in anger. A rattling roar buzzed through the air, but it could do little else. Without the presence of one of ITs Things, it had very little power.

As they climbed out through the ghastly, red smoke, she couldn’t help but feel guilt at leaving Evan behind. He was a drone, and could take care of himself, sure, but he was also her lover. She would do anything she could to convince Hive to help her get him back.

She only hoped it wouldn’t be too late.


Chapter Eleven

Evan stared at the latex clad women, nonplussed, as she lowered herself over his erect dick. His body immediately responded as his gaze rose over her glossy torso, the head of his cock twitching as it sank deep within her warm snatch.

That was all the movement he could accomplish in his current position, as he had been hogtied onto a kitchen chair, which had then been further tied to the plumbing underneath the kitchen sink. If he tried, he could rattle the chair’s legs, but that was about it, even with his enhanced strength.

IT’s Plaything pressed into him, her voluminous rubber breasts sagging onto his chest. They were soft and warm, as he had imagined they would be. If not for the smoke issuing forth from the Thing’s mask, he might be able to pretend that they were simply having kinky sex.

The Thing laid her hands on his shoulders, rolling her hips against his dick. He groaned, starting to get into it. If this was what IT planned on doing with him, he was certainly not opposed.

“There is something different about you,” stated the Plaything, ITs voice combining with hers to give it an unsettling tone. “You’re unlike anything IT has ever seen. ITs smoke has little effect on your brain. Why?”

Evan shook his head, unwilling to give the game away too soon. The longer IT played with him, the more time the rest of Hive would have to understand how IT’s Things were put together. For the good of Hive, he would take any punishment IT would throw at him - even if it was life threatening.

His life before becoming a drone was rather sterile. His primary hobby had been fiddling with electronics in his garage, following tutorials that others posted online to create an eclectic array of useless junk.

The rest of his time, he spent online, avoiding the real world. Any thought of dating was far behind him, as he had spent several years settling into his calm, boring routine.

Hive had changed all that. It had given him a purpose. Given him a life. Given him sex. Lots and lots of sex.

This meant more to him than he really wanted to admit. His life was more fulfilled, at this moment, than it ever had been in the past. Hive was his everything. IT couldn’t hope to replace what his queen had gifted him. Not even close.

IT wasn’t even capable of doing so. It shouldn’t matter how much of his body was replaced with smoke. Large portions of him were already synthetic, programmed to operate for Hive, and Hive alone.

A shit eating grin grew over his face before he could stop it. “I bet you’d like to know, but you’re going to have to try harder than this. I might look like a nerdy virgin, but a lot has changed for me in the last month.”

He zoned out a little, remembering. “I’ve been dreaming about fucking my coworkers for years, and finally, that dream came true. Better yet, it was she that approached me.”

Sighing, he enjoyed the memory, letting the pleasure of the Thing’s vagina bring him back to those times. “I never thought it would happen in a hundred years. You aren’t even in my top three.”

The Plaything chuckled. “Insulting me isn’t going to work. I’m going to flood your head with every ounce of IT’s smoke I possess, and then you’ll tell me everything.”

Evan shrugged. “You can certainly try.”

“Oh, I’ll do far more than try,” promised the Thing, moving her hands up his neck until she gripped his jaw. The shiny opaqueness of her mask gazed into his eyes, which were starting to turn a synthetic blue as he began to lose control of his disguise.

“Whatever little secrets you’re hiding in that brain of yours will belong to IT. I’ll fill you full of IT and turn your brain matter into a smoky sponge until all of your thoughts fall into ITs lap.” She squeezed his chin, lifting her boots from the floor until her entire weight was sitting on his cock. “This will be pleasurable for both of us, but for IT, most of all.”

A hissing roar came from her mouth, black, oily smoke billowing forth to encompass his head. His mind continued to work, but there wasn’t much he could do. Most of his processing power was reserved for considering the best way to infiltrate or exfiltrate, and in his current position, he could do neither.

The smoke swirled, tickling at his ears as it pressed against his head. The mass had blocked his vision and his mouth, a solid chunk pressing inside. If IT meant to suffocate him, he could do little about that, but at least his Hive alterations would allow him to survive for extended periods of time without brain death.

It wouldn’t be pleasant, but needs must and all that. With where he was at now, that was really his only hope.

Fortunately, this only seemed to be a prelude. The smoke roared, hissing as it flowed into him. He tried to hold his breath, but as he had not been prepared for this, he couldn’t do so for long.

His diaphragm lurched, trying to expel the smoke, but it was unsuccessful. During his next breath, the smoke completely suffused his lungs. The nastiness inside the smoke was being infused into his bloodstream, and he could do nothing about it.

The Thing began to sway on his dick, pressing her body in towards his with every thrust, smothering him. “You’re a strange one,” she hissed, “but IT conquers all.”

Evan wheezed, a puff of smoke ejecting from his mouth. “I must admit that I am enjoying this, but if you intend on turning me into a Thing, fucking me won’t accomplish that goal.”

He was doing his best to remain level headed, but he was definitely starting to feel rather peculiar. He thought he was immune to ITs control, but how could he be sure of that? IT hadn’t had the time to prod at any of the other drones at ITs leisure.

His ears felt stuffy, limbs tingling. A strange voice was saying something, but he couldn’t quite make it out. He badly wanted to scratch himself, but he couldn’t. Maddening!

On top of this, the Plaything continued to fuck him, pressing her booted feet against the floor to give her extra leverage as she pushed her body up and down. “Is it starting to feel good?” she asked, ignoring his earlier comment. “It should. IT loves to give pleasure to ITs Things.”

The rate of his breathing increased naturally as his body responded to the stimulation. Unfortunately, this had the effect of forcing even more smoke into his lungs. He gargled, unable to get out any more words.

His vision sparkled with visual snow, white and black spots pulsing in time with his heart. His mouth dropped open in disbelief as he realized what was happening. IT was… replacing parts of him with ITself!

After being droned, his body was already an organic and synthetic amalgamation, but now what remaining organic parts he retained were being dissolved into smoke. IT was becoming a part of him, whether he liked it or not.

The other part of him, the one that remained loyal to Hive, watched as the process proceeded, clinically recording the effects. The Queen would surely want to know about this.

IT would definitely want to know about the Queen, too, and he couldn’t allow that. Gathering up the relevant memory files, he encrypted them with the best algorithms he could muster. Even if IT forced him to try to crack them open, it would take far more time than IT had. IT would have to find ITs answers elsewhere.

This was the last independent move he was capable of making, as IT swallowed further parts of him whole. He groaned, the pressure against his dick creating a strange dissonance as began to dissolve into the smoke, his skin rippling as ITs glossy black latex crawled over his chest.

IT wanted to make him into a Thing, and he would become a Thing, but not exactly as IT had intended. Half Thing, half drone, he would be a unique specimen, a hybrid of both inhuman entities.

What, precisely, that would look like, he simply had no idea. He groaned as his dick twitched, a spurt of his cum squeezing into the Plaything’s snatch. Desperate, he made one final attempt to break the ropes, but it was too late.

The Plaything squeezed her hands around his throat, chuffing with satisfaction as his body began to change shape. The smoke was becoming easier to breathe, doubtless due to how IT had adapted his body to ITs preferences.

The whispers in his ears became increasingly muffled as a hard, solid shell clamped against his head. IT was putting him in ITs uniform, giving him ITs mask. He was being subsumed, becoming another part of IT!

His logical side continued to transcribe exactly what was happening to him in minute detail, but the rest of him rejoiced. He knew this was artificial, induced by IT, but he didn’t care. He loved feeling this way. It was even better than what Hive had done to him!

The urge to fuck the Plaything in front of him increased, stealing away whatever logic he had remaining. She was a beautiful Thing, and he wanted to touch every part of her!

The rounded domes of their masks bumped into each other, the Thing’s body writhing against him as she experienced her own orgasm. He wouldn’t stop, however. Couldn’t stop. IT demanded it.

Suddenly, his hands were free from their restraints, allowing him to wrap his arms around the Plaything. He wanted to touch every inch of her body, but sadly, some things were not possible when one belonged to IT. He would have to satisfy himself with taking her in every conceivable position.

Rising from the chair with new strength, he lifted her off the floor, his length still spearing her pussy. His vision began to clear, but it was still cloudy through the opaque glass of the mask.

He could make out the bulbous shape of the other Thing’s mask, light glinting off the twin hearts pasted over her eye holes. Evidence of her love for both him and IT.

Her legs wrapped around his butt, pulling her deeply onto his rod. He carried her through the kitchen, seeking out a more interesting place to give it to her. Smoke hissed from both of their masks as she clung to him, waiting patiently for their next coupling.

His vision seemed a little odd as he moved, until he realized that he was seeing the world from a different height. IT had given him tall, platform boots, turning him into a carbon copy of many of ITs other Things.

As he glanced through a door, he spotted his new shape in the bathroom’s mirror. Perfect.

There was no better way to celebrate IT than to fuck one of ITs Things while watching her writhe.

Turning, he moved onto the tiled floor, pressing the Plaything’s ass against the sink. Lifting her up, he deposited her on the counter, making sure to give her a good thrust. She groaned, her mask dipping to watch what he would do next.

With the power of IT filling him, he knew exactly what he wanted. Pressing forward, he grunted, the new rubber covering his chest squealing as it flexed. The chattering thoughts of his Hive brain shut down as pleasure suffused his dick. IT was in control now, and he was ITs Thing. He would serve in any way IT desired.

The woman’s breasts bobbed in her glossy latex suit as he began to fuck her thoroughly. She ran her hands over his sides, her legs dangling over the edge as she shifted her hips to a better angle.

Passive, she cried out her pleasure at being a Thing. He roared darkly, smoke boiling towards the floor.

Together, this primal exchange ensured the thorough mixing of ITs smoke between ITs Things, increasing ITs intensity. IT had told him this through ITs whispers, and he wished to make IT more powerful.

Roaring, he barely contained himself as he thrust harder, small amounts of smoke squirting from his dick as lubrication. The woman Thing made this even more difficult, wiggling her butt against the counter top.

It was inevitable. It was necessary. It was ecstasy.

He couldn’t believe that he had ever resisted IT.

His dick pulsed as he rammed into her for a final time, an orgasm taking him, the knowledge that he belonged to IT searing through his mind.

“IT forever,” he choked out in a cloud of smoke, the two Things writhing against each other in worship of their shared Master.


Chapter Twelve

Unit Wendy slurped the man’s limp dick into her mouth, giving it a good swirl with her tongue. She could feel it begin to pulse to life, but the male dressed in glossy black rubber didn’t react.

In fact, IT’s Plaything hadn’t reacted to any stimuli at all since they had removed him from the capture sack, no matter what they did to him. He was completely comatose.

She worked on his dick some more, but it remained at half staff, refusing to go fully erect. Without IT’s smoke, the man’s body was just a lifeless husk. Indeed, the Thing’s entire body seemed a little deflated, as if it was lacking something essential.

She sighed. This was not entirely unexpected, but she had hoped that she would be able to extract the information she needed without releasing more of ITs smoke from containment. Unfortunately, it appeared that they would need to risk it.

Letting go of his dick, she stood and turned towards Ollie, who was monitoring the situation from outside the isolation tank. “I’m going to release some of his smoke,” she said. “Use the suction if this gets out of control.”

Ollie leaned over the speaker, flanked on either side by two anonymous combat drones. Stuart was resting against the wall behind her, his thick arms crossed over his chest.

“Very well.” Her voice was tinny inside the acrylic dome. “But if I sense that you are losing control at any point, I will shut this down.”

Wendy nodded. She knew that the entity was dangerous, but they needed to know more about the Things. Was ITs smoke connected to the main body of IT in some way, or were the Things autonomous? That could prove to be a very important distinction in terms of how they might plan to attack IT.

She rubbed her clammy palms against her nude thighs, her heart fluttering in her chest as she examined the bound Thing. Yes, she was a Hive drone, but that didn’t mean she didn’t still feel. Hive made drones, not robots.

Putting her trepidation aside, she tried to instill confidence within herself. The Thing certainly wasn’t going to be able to harm her physically in his current position - not while he was locked spread eagled against a padded wooden cross.

A small hump had been built into the bondage device where his ass sat, forcing his pelvis forward to make his privates more easily accessible. This was usually used by drones pleasuring each other, but they had quickly repurposed it for this use.

IT was a smoke entity, however, and IT couldn’t possibly be contained by chains and ropes. That’s why the dome overhead had been connected to a large fan, which could replace the atmosphere in the chamber at a moment’s notice.

With these precautions, there should be no reason why she should be hesitating. Yet, she did.

Was it because of Evan’s capture? She hadn’t thought that Hive drones could be taken so easily. She could still visualize the cacophony of the assault, the thick blackness of the smoke as he was pulled to the floor by a faceless group of Things.

Blinking, she banished the image. She couldn’t worry about such things. She was built for this. She was a M.O.T.H.E.R. drone.

Kneeling, she moved her head closer to the Thing’s limp dick, her thick lips parting. She wasn’t under the illusion that she had the skill to suck him off while he was in this state, but if she fed a little bit of ITs smoke back into him, he might get erect enough to respond to her stimulation.

Wrapping her hand around his dick, she pulled the head towards her mouth. She kissed the tip, opening her mouth wide enough to wrap around his glans. She paused at the top of his shaft, closing her lips tight over the head so that she could stick her tongue into the ridged end.

She clamped down tighter and closed her eyes, seeking out the hidden containment compartment that Hive had installed inside her during the droning process. She was loath to release anything once she had spent so much energy capturing it, but she couldn’t think of a better idea.

To make sure, she checked with her co-processors, but they were in agreement with her. It was time to stop stalling.

Running through her internal menu of options, she released the security interlocks, directing the output to her mouth.

Pressure built up inside her as ITs smoke boiled up her throat, filling her cheeks until she looked like a chipmunk. Gripping the Thing’s dick like a throttle, she lifted her tongue.

The pressurized smoke, suddenly finding an exit, rushed into the Thing’s urethra, his girth swelling in her mouth. A buzzing hiss sounded wet in her ears, a faint whiff of sulfur reaching her nostrils.

It was all she could do to hold on with her lips, faint wisps of smoke escaping her mouth. Fortunately, most of the smoke was going where she intended, the Thing’s body beginning to show signs of life.

The male groaned, his chest shifting with discomfort. Was it her imagination, or had his limbs regained some definition?

Yes, they definitely had. The glossy latex appeared to be inflating, reshaping as the smoke was returned to him.

It looked damned odd, as if his body was a balloon. His neck straightened with a pop, the masked face hissing as it looked at her curiously, a little curl of smoke issuing from the breathing hole.

He curled his fingers experimentally, the definition of the digits returning as the smoke circulated freely throughout his body.

“You are not like the others,” he grunted, his voice colored with ITs strange undertone.

As the pressure within her eased, Wendy pulled off his dick, licking her lips. “That’s correct,” she said. “Each Hive unit is built for a specific purpose. It is more efficient that way.”

The Thing’s head turned to one side. “Hive? I do not understand.”

Wendy grinned at him. “Understanding is not necessary. Only obedience to Hive.”

The Thing nodded. “This, I understand, though our allegiance and goals are different.”

Wendy squinted at him. “What are IT’s goals? What is IT’s purpose?”

The Thing sagged in his restraints, a curlicue of smoke drifting around his head. The black glossy visor watched her carefully, his expression hidden under the mask. “I… couldn’t say,” he said, after a long pause.

“Is that because you don’t know, or because IT doesn’t know?” prodded Wendy, hoping that the Thing would spill more information.

The Thing hissed, leaning back in his restraints. “I am a part of IT,” he said, his voice sounding oily. “However, that doesn’t mean I know what IT wants at any particular moment. IT doesn’t tell me everything.”

Now she was getting somewhere. Her eyes narrowed. “How can that be? IT has transformed the very molecular nature of your body, turning you into a smoke demon. By all accounts, you should be unable to operate independently from IT.”

The Thing laughed, little hissing puffs of smoke escaping his mask. “It’s true I cannot operate without ITs smoke, but IT doesn’t lobotomize ITs Things. That would be rather inefficient. Your so-called Hive can attest to that. Does She command your every action?”

Wendy frowned. “How do you know about the Queen?”

The Thing’s head leaned forward, his masked face suddenly taking on a distinctly menacing affect. “I didn’t. As you can see, you’re not the only one fishing for information.”

Wendy chuckled. “You got me there. That means we’re at a stalemate. Be that as it may, unless you’re going to tell me more, I don’t see any need to keep you filled with smoke.”

She gave his dick a little tug, smoothly rising to her feet. “You can’t resist your imperative to mate, can you?” she asked, pleased at how fast his cock was engorging. “That is the primary means by which IT spreads itself, is it not?”

The Thing didn’t say anything, but he didn’t need to. A curly wisp of smoke and a low moan said it all.

“Let’s see whether you can remain silent through a bit of sexual torture,” suggested Wendy, moving forward to press her naked breasts against his rubber chest. “I’m curious to see which one of us will break first - the hive drone, or the Plaything? It’s hard to say now whether this will be a fair contest, but it will certainly be a fun one.”

The Thing remained silent, but she didn’t expect him to make a retort. He could restrain himself for now, but could he continue to do so while she was thrusting herself onto his dick? There was only one way to find out.

Closing her eyes, she released the disguise matrix program she had been running. She wanted all of her processing power for this interrogation, and she didn’t need to hide her true nature from him any more.

She could hear a breath catch in his chest. “No wonder you’ve been resistant to ITs powers,” he hissed, taking in the metallic ports attached to her body. “You’re not human. What are you?”

“You already know,” she said in a monotone. “I’m a Hive drone.”

She noted the micro twitching of his muscles, recording the data point. He was uncomfortable, wanting to retreat. Good. Pushing him off balance was one of her goals.

The next step should be even more distracting. Reaching down, she wrapped her soft fingers around his hard dick, staring at his face as she directed his swollen length at her snatch. “Do you want to fuck me?” she asked, injecting a calculated amount of seductiveness into her voice.

The man swallowed. “Of course,” he said thickly. “This is hardly the ideal place for it, however.”

“I bet,” said Wendy, biting off the word. “Although if our positions were reversed, you would hardly be holding back. You’d be stuffing as much smoke into my body as it could contain, wouldn’t you?”

The Thing’s shoulders rolled a minute amount. “Could you blame me?” he asked. “I can only do as IT commands.”

“There’s so much more than IT out there,” Wendy whispered, moving her hips down and forward to capture the head of the Thing’s dick in her pussy. “Like this.”

She let go of his dick as it squeezed inside, moving her hands up to wrap them around his helmet. As she swallowed him whole, she bent her elbows, trying to pull the helmet off.

It refused to budge, as she had expected. It was at least worth a try.

“It cannot be removed,” hissed the Thing. “It is not a mask. It is a part of us.”

“What else is a part of you?” she asked, slamming her hips against his torso. “You keep saying that you’re a part of IT, but what does that mean? Are you an extension of ITs will? Does IT speak through you, or does IT control you like a puppet?”

The Plaything groaned, leaking more smoke as his rubber body creaked from the force of her fucking. “Both, either, all of it,” he hissed, choking as he grunted his pleasure. “What does it matter? You cannot defeat a being made of smoke.”

“Can’t I?” responded Wendy sultrily, leaning in to plant a sloppy, wet kiss on the shiny front dome of the Thing’s mask. “You Things are all alike, but that doesn’t mean we are. Each of us is a unique part of Hive, built for a specialized purpose. If Hive wants us to defeat a smoke monster, what do you think Hive is going to do?”

She could tell that the pleasure was beginning to get to the Thing, as his voice was becoming more uncertain with every thrust. She had him in the palm of her hand. All she had to do was keep him talking.

The Thing shook his head. “It doesn’t matter if Hive comes up with a special drone to defeat IT. IT derives ITs strength from ITs heterogeneity. In the time it takes Hive to develop its drones, IT will spread. IT will overcome. IT will create an army of Things that will pour over your Hive drones, converting them if possible, destroying them if necessary. It doesn’t matter what you do. IT will reign supreme.”

“You seem awfully confident,” said Wendy nonchalantly, running a continuous analysis over every word the Thing said. “What makes you so certain that IT can stop us?”

The Thing chuckled, his body beginning to vibrate as his dick twitched within her. “Because IT has already succeeded!” he roared, an orgasm taking hold.

Wendy held herself against him, waiting patiently as smoke boiled from the tip of his cock. She pulled it deep within her, filtering it out and trapping it within her containment, as before. The Thing’s body writhed as it began to deflate again, a large portion of IT’s smoke being absorbed by her body.

“Succeeded with what?” she asked. “Clearly, you are not having much luck.”

The Thing took a few deep breaths, recomposing himself. “What kind of a drone are you?” he hissed. “That should have done something.”

She paused, considering whether it was a good idea to tell him. It wasn’t as though it was really a secret, and it wouldn’t be too difficult for him to figure it out. Her swollen lips parted as she smiled at him. “I am a M.O.T.H.E.R. drone.”

“I can see that,” the Thing said dryly, tilting his head to look at her enormous breasts. “What does that actually mean?”

Wendy shifted her hips, enjoying the sensation of his dick throbbing in her snatch. “It’s an acronym, which stands for Malevolent Otherworldly Threat Hive Enforcement Receptacle. That’s a bit of a mouthful, though, so I don’t bother using it.”

“That does seem a little… long,” hissed the Thing. “Receptacle? That gives me the impression that you’re like… a container?”

“That would be telling!” said Wendy cheerfully, rubbing her bare nipples against his rubbery chest. “A lady never reveals all of her secrets!”

“Is that so?” asked the Thing, a low chuckle in his voice. “A Thing keeps no secrets from IT, and IT wants more. I must thank you for the sex, but I cannot hold back ITs desires any longer. Sorry.”

A hissing burst of smoke billowed from his mask, flowing rapidly towards her face. A harsh buzzer sounded, and a swift gust of air rose from the floor.

The Thing’s smoke was pulled upwards, towards the dome-like ceiling, where it swirled in a vortex as it was extracted from the chamber. The Thing strained against his restraints, but it was useless.

Wendy smirked, lifting a hand to press her index finger against the center of the Thing’s mask, forcing his head back. “You’ve wasted most of your smoke trying to capture me, to no avail. You should be careful you don’t completely waste away. I’m sure poor little IT wouldn’t like that.”

The Thing’s neck bulged. “I wouldn’t be so smug if I were you. IT is coming for you, and there’ll be hell to pay.”

“Heaven, or hell? What does it matter to me? I’m a drone,” retorted Wendy, squeezing her legs together. “Now, if you don’t mind, I’m going to put you back in secure storage. If you’re not going to say anything useful, I don’t see any reason to keep you alert.”

The Thing’s chest began to flex as it barked out a laugh. “It doesn’t matter what you do to me,” he hissed, his body sagging as more smoke escaped from his mask. “It’s too late for you. IT is coming.”

A hum vibrated through the chamber, a perfectly pitched note. Startled, Wendy looked up to find Ollie frantically pressing buttons on the console. “You had better finish up and get out of there,” she said into the speaker. “We’re going to have company!”

Stunned, Wendy took a step back, the Thing’s dick sliding from her pussy with a wet slurp. The Thing began to laugh, a light haze of smoke emanating from his suit, which was quickly drawn away by the ventilation system.

This didn’t last for long, however, as she could see a wodge of the black smoke packing up against the ceiling, refusing to be drawn through the ventilation hole. Not good.

The Thing might not be capable of doing that for long, but help was on the way, and she couldn’t afford to be caught here, trapped inside the isolation dome with it. After the taunting she had given the Thing, it wasn’t likely to treat her nicely.

As it was, she didn’t have the time necessary to bring the Thing to another orgasm, which would allow her to shut him down entirely. Damn.

Glaring at the Thing, she retreated to the airlock, annoyed that her playtime had been interrupted. “You owe me a second fuck,” she said loudly over the sound of the fan, feeling a little churlish.

“IT would be happy to oblige,” retorted the Plaything, tilting his hips a little to emphasize his dick, which was quickly becoming erect again. “Come, surrender yourself to IT, and we can have fun all the time.”

While she knew that she might very well enjoy such an encounter, and she was fairly confident in her abilities, it would be foolish to spend any more time with the Thing. She might be a slutty bimbo, but she wasn’t an idiot. Besides, her co-processors wouldn’t let her.

Grumbling to herself, she folded her arms over her breasts, waiting for the automatic door to close. Her co-processors were already thinking ahead, trying to figure out her best course of action.

Getting dressed might make her feel better during the upcoming fight, but she wasn’t certain she could spare the time. She could generate a simulacrum of an outfit on top of her skin, but it wouldn’t restrain her breasts sufficiently, which could reduce her efficiency by up to twenty percent.

She blinked. Maybe she was overreacting. She wasn’t a combat unit, anyway. Why should she be preparing for combat? She was much better suited towards seduction, her entire core purpose built around the idea of isolating and containing entities via the use of lust and sex.

She curled her lips. According to her co-processors, all drones contained a basic drone fighting package, but her body had not been reinforced to perform most of the moves. Useless. She was useless in a fight.

That didn’t mean she couldn’t use her brain, but she didn’t have the information necessary to put together a plan. Who was attacking? How many? Where were they coming from? With what weaponry?

She packaged these questions into her communications array and squirted them out through the twin antennas mounted over her ears to the local Hive subnode. While she waited for the outer doors to open, some of the information she wanted began to trickle in.

What she found in the files left her stunned. The outer combat drone patrol of the subnode’s defenses had been completely overwhelmed by a flood of Things. IT wasn’t fooling around. In fact, there might not be that much she could do to prevent IT from freeing their captive.

It was almost anti-climactic when the outer door of the containment room swept open, revealing the secure lab beyond. Ollie was bent over a console, her hands held behind her back by a set of male Things.

She began moaning in pleasure as one of the Things speared her on his dick, pushing her forward against the silvery edge of the desk. The other Thing shifted his position, holding her in place as the first Thing took his pleasure.

A pair of twin combat drones were on the ground, being held down by a couple more Things. It didn’t look like they had managed to put up much of a fight. Stuart was doing better, but as with Evan, they had simply overwhelmed him with numbers, piling on until even his enhanced Hive strength wasn’t sufficient to push them off.

Tension skittered up the back of her neck as she looked for a weapon, but there was nothing nearby. The battle was already over, and there was little she could do to contribute. Her only option was to run, but all of the exits had been blocked off by the glossy black rubber bodies of IT’s Playthings. She was surrounded.

Since there wasn’t anything for her to do, she might as well relax. Heart pounding, she rested her arms against her sides, ready for anything. What would IT do to her?

Best not to think about it too hard. It looked like she wouldn’t need to wait for too long, as a Thing was splitting out from a pack of them near the door, approaching her.

The male Thing mostly looked like all the others, with platform boots, a glossy, black body, and a shiny, domed mask. However, this one had a few extra additions she had never seen on one of ITs Things before - right above his swollen, black dick was a raised circular disc, made of silvery metal, containing a glowing, blue center.

Twin antennas extended from the top of his mask, a black line swirling in a circle towards the tip, making them look like horns. As he strode towards her with confidence, she caught a glimpse of his balls, a golden shine glimmering through the glossy black of his outfit.

“Evan,” she gasped, shaken to her core. “What has IT done to you?”

Smoke circled his head like a crown as he approached her, triumphant. “It should be obvious,” he said, his voice colored with IT. “IT has made me one of IT’s Things, as is the fate of all who deign to oppose IT.”

Grabbing her by the shoulders, he backed her up against the containment chamber until her head slammed against the transparent dome. Stunned, she gasped as he grabbed one of her breasts with his gloved hand, kneading it as though it was bread dough.

“I know everything about you,” the hybrid drone hissed through his mask. “You are a M.O.T.H.E.R. containment drone, purpose built to fuck, control and contain entities like IT. Unfortunately for you, IT is greater than you. Greater than me. Greater than Hive. IT is all encompassing, and cannot be contained by a single drone.”

Unit Wendy went cross eyed as one of her brains overloaded. It was usually easy enough for her to delegate any extra information or simulations to her co-processors when too many things were happening at once, but they weren’t responding. She was on her own, alone, with only her primary core operating. And it wanted only one thing… sex.

“The problem is,” continued Evan, “your design is uniquely vulnerable to certain sexual attacks. Your secondary cores completely shut down if they are stimulated to any extent.”

Wendy bit her lip as his other hand descended to grab her other breast, her flesh being massaged firmly by his rubbery hands. “You’re right, of course,” she admitted, pressing her lower back against the dome as she presented her pussy to him. “There’s only me in here now. A solitary, sexy drone who needs you.”

The hybrid drone chuckled. “Of course you would say that, because it’s a trap. You’re hoping that I’ll fill you up with my enormous cock, ejaculating all of IT’s smoke so that you can contain it. Unfortunately for you, that’s not going to work.”

With every word, his voice became continuously lower, the smoke surrounding his head becoming blacker. “IT knows what you’ve done to his Plaything, and IT is not happy. IT was so angry that he created me.”

Wrapping his thumbs under her breasts, he squeezed his hands around her sides, lifting her up on the wall and pinning her in place like a bug. She made a halfhearted attempt to escape, but it was pointless. Whatever IT had done to him had increased his strength even further, clearly making him superior to her.

Wasn’t she just thinking to herself that it was pointless for her to fight? She shook her head. “Whatever IT is planning, it isn’t going to work. Why don’t you try me and find out?”

She spread her legs, presenting her swollen pussy to him. Glancing down, she licked her lips as she watched the thick head of his cock, the tip waving around in the air like a viper.

“Even now, you can’t think of anything but sex,” chided the Evan Thing. “You truly are a slut drone.”

Moving in close, he stuck his dick under her pussy, stroking the upper edge across her inner lips. “Very well. I’ll give you what you want. It’s what IT wants, too. All of Hive will belong to IT, just like everyone else.”

Pressing his chest against her breasts, he moved the sinister dome of his mask in front of her face. “The only difference with you is, IT wants to take you personally.”

He wrapped a gloved hand around her throat and let her body drop to the floor. “First, though, you’re going to release all of the smoke you have stored up inside you, like a good little slut. IT wants his Plaything back.”

She made a sound of protest as he pulled her over to the airlock, punching in a sequence into the inner door’s panel. The door behind them slid shut, pausing momentarily to ensure that they were properly sealed from the outside environment.

She stared at the Thing’s mask, wondering what he was thinking, if, indeed, he was thinking independently at all. For all she knew, he was completely under IT’s control, his Hive brain subsumed by the creature.

Even if that were the case, the decision he was making now seemed rather foolish. Why would IT allow any more of IT’s Things to enter the containment chamber, when IT could have easily ordered her into the room to retrieve ITs comrade?

Was IT just that confident in ITs abilities? Or had IT lost all sense of proportion in ITs greed to integrate an ever increasing number of Hive drones into ITs hierarchy of Things?

Whatever the case, this was going to give her a potential opening. All she had to do was ensure that this Thing had sex with her, and then they’d both see which one was confident, and which was foolish.

Seeing little opportunity for anything else, she waited patiently, hoping her co-processors would come back online to help her with this. While she could think with her main core, she had come to the conclusion that she would simply rather not.

It would be far easier to simply forget about the serious consequences of her earlier inaction. Spreading her legs and swallowing the Thing’s dick with her snatch sounded far more appealing.

It was quickly becoming evident that her secondary cores were not coming back online. They always did have a hard time dealing with her body’s libido, and being manhandled by the Thing had done a number on them.

Ah, well. She didn’t really need them for this next part, she supposed.

The door rolled open, revealing the Plaything secured to the wooden X, his skin sunken in. The creature had lost some of his luster, his glossy skin seeming a little dull. It was curious just how much a Thing’s physical attributes were directly related to how much of IT’s smoke they contained.

If he was anything to go by, the Evan Thing was practically brimming with IT’s power. The gloss of his black skin offset the shiny silver ports that ran up his back, putting them in stark relief. She found the contrast to be inexplicably sexy.

As the door rolled shut behind them, the hybrid Thing tossed her next to the bondage cross. Rolling with dexterity, her raw ass squealed against the smooth, plastic floor. Stunned for a moment, she watched as the male Thing worked at the restraints.

Her pussy clenched as she watched his throbbing maleness, wishing that it was inside her. While she had been outside the chamber, the captive Thing’s dick had deflated, and she suspected he would have a hard time getting it up unless she released some of his smoke.

Looking up, she noted that the fans had stopped spinning, but there was no smoke at the tip of the funnel. Either it had returned to the Thing it had come from, or it had dissipated into the storage tanks at the other end of the ventilation system.

Pouting, she got to her feet. “Isn’t it dangerous to ignore me?” she asked, swaying her hips as she circled around the occupied Thing. “I might escape, and warn the rest of the Hive.”

“Don’t be silly,” grunted the Evan Thing. “The rest of your Hive already knows what’s going on. It doesn’t take a genius to understand that you’re all networked together.”

He finished working on the other Thing’s wrists, moving down to release his legs. The bound Thing rolled his shoulders, running his hands over his arms as if attempting to restore circulation. It was a strange, human reaction to retain when his body was mostly made of smoke.

“Besides, it doesn’t matter. There’s nowhere for you to go. IT has this entire site on lockdown, and the closest Hive reinforcements can’t possibly reach here in time before IT has accomplished ITs goals. IT is not an idiot. This attack was well calculated before it was launched.”

He turned his masked head to look at Wendy, smoke flowing lazily out of both of his ears. “IT wishes to thank you,” he said suddenly. “If you had not gifted IT with Evan drone, IT would still have no idea that Hive even existed.”

“You’re welcome,” Wendy said sarcastically, backing away.

Maybe she could make it back into the airlock before the Thing could respond? No, the door had rolled shut while she had been distracted, and she wouldn’t have the time necessary to wait for it to reopen before the Thing would be on her. Back to plan A again.

She pressed her hands under her breasts, giving them a little shove to make them wobble. “You’re a powerful Thing with a huge cock,” she said, taking a step forward. “Why don’t you come show me what you’ve got?”

The Evan Thing stood, finished with his task. He held several lengths of straps in his hands that he had removed from the bondage cross. “Gladly, but I can’t have you running around. Come over here.”

Did he intend to put her in the cross? She took a few steps forward, shifting her shoulders purposefully to show off her assets. If she could distract him, he might decide to take her right then and there instead of locking her down.

Unfortunately, the Thing didn’t appear to be particularly interested, though it was impossible to tell what he was planning under his opaque mask.

It was so frustrating! She had so many protocols programmed into her that relied upon her being able to read her subject’s face, and none of them were useful against the Things!

Running through her routines, she selected one that wouldn’t require her to know the other man’s state of mind. She pasted a fake smile on her face, and lowered her shoulders, giving him a better view of her bust. “Aw, you don’t need any of that. You can just ask, and I’ll give you the time of your life!”

“I’m sure you would,” Evan said, his voice oily with IT’s smoke. “But it doesn’t matter. IT is taking no chances.”

He raised his hands, rattling the straps. “Come here, I must secure you before I’m allowed to fuck you.”

She quickly schooled her expression before a frown could furrow her brow. He was making it sound like IT was there with him, talking to him, commanding him. If that was the case, there was nothing she could do to change his mind.

“Fine,” she sighed, giving up. “What do you want me to do?”

“Hands at your sides,” he ordered, stepping around behind her. “If I bind them in front or behind you, that will make sex more difficult.”

Mmmhm, she wasn’t exactly sure what he had in mind, but it sounded kinky. Right up her alley.

She might even be excited, except she knew how this was going to end - IT was going to try and take her body and fill her mind with ITs smoke. She could only hope that her containment systems were up to the task.

The Evan Thing ran a leather strap over her belly, cinching it tight around her waist as he buckled the ends together at her rear. This was soon joined by a second strap, then a third.

“I am cooperating,” she said coolly. “This isn’t necessary.”

“Isn’t it? You might change your mind at any time, and IT isn’t willing to take that chance,” replied the Evan Thing.

He ran a hand between her thighs, inserting a rubbery finger into her pussy. She sighed in pleasure, spreading her legs for him. “Unfortunately, I cannot bind your legs together, but you’re not going to run, are you?” he asked.

“No,” she replied in a monotone. “I currently see no benefit from doing so.”

“Perfectly logical,” hissed the Thing, seizing her upper arms to pull her against his body. “Like a proper Hive drone. Logic will be your downfall.”

“Overconfidence will be yours,” she retorted.

“Not me,” chuckled the Evan Thing. “I possess nothing that IT does not already have.”

His hands vanished for a moment, and she became uncertain, not sure what he was planning. It didn’t take long for her to find out.

A hard length pressed against her butt, and she immediately imagined the Thing’s glossy penis. Was he intending on… ? Yes, yes he was.

She frowned as she analyzed the sensation of his thick dick pressing into her ass, quite curious at just how different it felt. Before her transformation into a drone, it wasn’t something she had any interest in doing.

It was different, for deviants. That’s why she had experimented a few times before giving up, deciding that she couldn’t understand the pleasure some people derived from ass play.

As a drone, though, this encounter was quite distinct from her early fumbles. The Thing’s glossy rubber dick slid into her anal canal smoothly at first, until it hit a tight obstruction. She did her best to relax, but it was the constant pressure that finally ensured his dick entry to her interior.

She gasped as the head of his cock popped past her sphincter. Stunned, she had little time to react as he pushed himself all the way in. She was completely stuffed, her ass clenching down hard. Overall, it was a little odd, but not objectionable.

It wasn’t until he started to pump himself into her that she realized exactly how good it was beginning to feel. The rubbery material of his dick had just enough friction to tug at her internal muscles as it slid out of her, the edge hitching on her flesh as he pushed back in.

It couldn’t possibly feel like this for everyone, as he was slamming into her without any lubrication. At this moment, any other woman would likely be groaning in pain, but instead, she found herself verbalizing her pleasure.

“This is very foolish of you,” she stuttered, leaning back into the Thing as he set up a hard thrusting rhythm. “You do know that it doesn’t matter which hole you use? My body has been purpose built to control and contain via all of my holes.”

“Of course,” hissed the Thing, smoke billowing around her face. “However, you cannot contain IT. IT cannot be contained. IT will grow, IT will overcome. All will be IT.”

She took a breath of the smoke experimentally, filtering out the essence of IT as she locked it away in her storage compartment. Everything was still working fine, so why did he sound so confident?

Sure, IT had managed to overwhelm Evan, and turn him into a Thing, but he had never encountered a drone like her before. There was no possible way that he would be able to convert her.

She kept telling herself this, but she was becoming more uncertain as time went on. Yes, she had been purpose built to contain extra dimensional entities, but there were always unknowns. You never knew exactly what was going to happen until you ran the experiment.

“It won’t be long now,” grunted the Evan Thing. “IT will overflow your pitiful container, releasing my comrade from your grip. Then, together, we will make you into another Plaything in ITs army.”

That certainly seemed undesirable, but she was beginning to lose control of herself. She didn’t have the processing power to figure out a solution beyond enjoying being fucked, and her co-processors were still offline.

She detected a faint hint of their bootstrapping logic running in the background, so she threw back her head, giving the Thing a good moan. If he was distracted, she might be able to get her full mind back together again.

“I almost forgot,” said Evan in his strangely unnerving voice. “I can’t have you thinking too hard while you’re being fucked.”

His rubbery hands engulfed her breasts, pressing them together as he gave them a good squeeze. Her heart fluttered as the smooth rubber surface of his mask pressed against the back of her skull.

“Why do you struggle so hard against this?” he asked smoothly, smoke swirling around her head. His voice took on a conciliatory tone, some of the unnatural undertones flattening out. “This is the natural order of things. The strong, take, the weak, become. There isn’t anything unusual about becoming a Thing. It happens all the time.”

“I do not belong to IT,” Wendy said forcefully, tensing her shoulders.

“Really? From my knothole, it looks like you soon will,” said the hybrid Thing, pulling her back against his hard body as his dick rammed all the way home. “Once I explode inside you, then you’ll see. IT will fill every crevice of your body and mind, suffusing your flesh. Your misplaced loyalties will be torn asunder, replaced with pure love of IT.”

Her body was humming, but it didn’t appear as though she was heading for an orgasm off of the stimulation in her ass alone. That was a bit of a shame, though in this situation, it was at least keeping her clear headed.

“That will never happen!” she declared. “I’ll take everything you can throw at me, drain you dry, and turn you into another husk, like him.”

“Really? Let’s try and find out,” chuckled the Evan Thing, his voice becoming darker, thicker.

The smoke around her became a thicker black, until she was unable to see even a few inches in front of her. “You see, the reason why I’m so confident is that I’m not just ITs Thing. I am IT.”

Confused, Wendy tried to parse the statement. Of course he was IT - his body was a part of IT. Unless… he meant he was something more than the usual Playthings IT created?

Before she could ask, his dick began to jump inside her ass, spraying her interior with ITs smoke. She was ready for this, turning on her isolation routines. The smoke was drawn inside her, filtered and concentrated, pure air escaping from the ports along her back.

The airstream blasted against the Evan Thing, squealing as it bounced off his rubber chest and squeezed out both sides. The smoke surrounding them began to swirl in odd patterns, driven by the forced ventilation.

So far, so good. Every pulse of the Thing’s dick inside her generated more smoke, but she was keeping up with him… until she wasn’t.

Her gut flexed, as if she had been punched. There was just so much smoke, and he kept packing it in!

Red error messages began flooding her field of view. The volume was too much! She simply couldn’t filter it all!

CONTAINMENT ERROR.

EMERGENCY RELEASE INITIATED.

Her mouth opened naturally, a flood of smoke escaping via her emergency protocols. This wasn’t the same smoke as what was being pumped into her through her ass - instead, her internal containment was venting, forming a pass through to match the amount of smoke she was ingesting.

This prevented her from storing more than was allowed from her design parameters, but as a result, she was unable to continue holding the essence of the Thing they had captured.

The smoke in front of her face swirled as the spurt of smoke from her mouth penetrated it, shoving it aside. The column jetted forward, flowing easily into the mouth of the deflated Thing which was resting patiently on the floor.

The dimples on his rubber arms and legs inflated, filling him out until he looked hale and hearty. His dick rose, glossy black, engorged.

Uh oh. Now there were two of them to contend with!

The Thing got to his feet, taking slow, confident steps towards her. Glancing down at his dick, she got the general idea of what he was planning. They were going to fill both her holes!

She couldn’t help but jiggle her ass against Evan’s dick, excited at the prospect. This was what she had imagined she would be doing as a M.O.T.H.E.R. drone, but not like this! Not with the enemy!

It was too late. Any window for action she had possessed had now closed. The second Thing pressed himself against her pussy, his hard rod pulsing between them. She was sandwiched between two of ITs Things, and she was going to have to like it.

Sad to say, she really did. She trembled against them, eager for the Thing to stick his cock into her warm pussy. To be filled in both holes, to have her muscles tremble around them as they pounded her into oblivion.

Her thick lips parted as her mind began to reel. “Do it quickly,” she moaned. “I can’t stand the anticipation!”

The two Things hissed as one. “IT welcomes you to the fold,” said the second Thing, bending his knees as he slid down her body.

As his hands disappeared underneath her somewhere, she moved her legs aside, waiting for the inevitable. Forget Hive, forget IT. Here, now, there was only pleasure.

The hot, rubbery head of the Thing’s dick pierced her inner lips, slipping inside without fanfare. As the Thing rose, it slid deeper still, until his pelvis pressed against her mons.

She looked down, blinking away tears as the shiny, black dome of the man’s mask filled her vision. “It was always going to be this way,” rumbled the Evan Thing from behind her. “IT cannot be beaten by an AI.”

She wanted to protest, but instead a moan escaped her lips as the Thing began his thrusting, the swollen length of his erection reaming the interior of her slick tunnel. The back end felt as though it was bouncing off the dick still in her ass, making her feel completely full.

She had never experienced a double penetration before. Now that she knew what she had been missing, she regretted nothing. If this was what IT had to offer, she didn’t even care that IT was taking over.

Her loyalty to Hive was absolute, but IT was bending her towards ITs way of thinking. She could try to resist, but inevitably, IT was corrupting her, making her ITs.

It felt too good to stop. She might as well enjoy the ride.

Closing her eyes, she laid back into the Evan Thing, letting him hold her in place as the two Things fucked her soundly.

Despite Evan’s earlier ejaculation, it seemed as though he was just as hard as ever, ITs smoke lending him supernatural abilities. She bore down hard against his length as he bucked his hips, loving how it rubbed against her sphincter.

The fucking was wet, sloppy, and unrythmic, with the two Things taking their own pace. It was the raw, primal forces that made her love it so much, and she wished she could contribute. If she moved her body too much, however, she’d just induce extra complications.

No, her best option was to stay rigid and get fucked, like the true slut she was. Head back, she began to moan in little squeaks, her swollen breasts bouncing against the rubbery Thing’s chest.

“Do you like that?” asked the Thing in front of her, wrapping his hands around them. “A slut like you will make for the perfect Plaything.”

Body heaving, Wendy gave herself up. “Yes, fuck! Whatever you want!” she screamed, her thighs quivering.

“Join us,” hissed the Thing mauling her breasts, his cock lodged in her pussy.

“Join us,” hissed the Evan Thing, his dick throbbing in her ass.

Together, they exploded inside her, pulsing threads of smoke ejecting simultaneously into her core. She could feel her systems responding, but they weren’t fast enough. There was too much!

CONTAINMENT ERROR.

VENT CAPACITY EXCEEDED.

GENERAL FAULT.

The red text began to fill her vision as smoky wisps crawled into the corners of her vision. It looked like this was the end of the line for her. She would be a Thing, whether she wanted it or not.

She sighed, relaxing into the pleasure as the smoke filled her up. Overall, it felt surprisingly soothing with her other brains turned off. She didn’t need to think so much. She could leave much of that to IT, if IT wanted to.

Her loyalty to Hive still burned brightly inside her, but she had nothing left to give. If Hive wanted her, Hive would have to save her.

Closing her eyes, she squirted out one final distress call, not even sure if there was anyone on the other end to receive it.

Her skin began to vibrate, feeling strangely slick. She lifted a hand, looking at the glossy black patch that was forming on top. She knew that it would soon spread, giving her a similar sheen as that of the other Things.

Was this what it felt like to become a Thing? Would she grow a mask like the others, her consciousness subverted by the entity?

Suddenly, the large fan above them creaked as it turned on, the large blades whirring as they increased in speed. She looked upwards as some of the smoke began to be drawn into the constricted opening, but she knew it wouldn’t be enough. IT had already proved that IT could block the extraction system.

Indeed, as she watched, the black cloud of smoke began to coalesce again, preventing more of IT from being sucked away.

With this last hope dashed, she returned to the inevitable - she would be transformed. Soon, she would know nothing but IT.

Strangely, though, the patch of black skin wasn’t spreading as she had thought it would. If she wasn’t mistaken, it might have actually shrunk. In fact, in small patches, her skin was starting to glimmer with a silvery shine.

She frowned, confused. What was going on here?

Her head jerked down to look at the Thing in front of her as a sudden data stream interrupted her thoughts. Her mouth dropped open, words vanishing from her lips as the massive size of the stream became apparent.

Bandwidth saturated, her mental processes froze. Her limbs felt disconnected, as if she had been disengaged from control of her body.

A cool, soothing sensation trickled down her back as an alien intelligence unfolded in her mind. It’s good to see you, murmured a purely mental voice, the words curling around her core. It’s been awhile, hasn’t it?

Shock reverberated throughout her mind as a mental image of the nude Hive Queen appeared, in all her glory. Her indigo skin shimmered with glowing binary numbers, silvery traces sparking up her arms.

There’s too many distractions here. Let’s slow things down a bit.

Her vision flashed, blurring out the error messages and smoky corruption. When it returned, the outside world had vanished completely, replaced with a square room, filled with glowing white boxes, delineated by black grid lines.

There was no exit to the room, and no features with which to distinguish up or down. She might quickly become disoriented, if not for the nude figure of the Queen standing in front of her.

As she stared at the woman’s blue capped nipples, the atmosphere around her appeared to distort. There was some form of charisma or hypnotic attraction that pulled her view upwards until she was admiring the silvery circles in the woman’s eyes.

The Queen’s mouth drew wide into a big grin. “There, now, isn’t that better? Here, in this processing space, we can think so quickly that time effectively slows to a crawl.”

Wendy immediately dropped to her knees, bowing her head towards the floor. “Nice to meet you, your Majesty.”

An unexpectedly sultry laugh washed over her. “Oh, there’s no need for that sort of formality here. There’s no one to impress.”

“I’m sorry, your Majesty, but that simply isn’t true,” replied Wendy. “You are my Mistress. The Queen of Hive. You deserve all the accolades I can give.”

Tears gathered. “Besides, I have failed you utterly. Despite all the tools I was given, I was captured anyway, and when IT attacked, I gave in. I don’t deserve to be your drone.”

Firm hands pressed against either side of her head, pulling it up until she was looking at amusement dancing in her Queen’s eyes. “That’s silly. You’ve done even better than I had hoped. You’re in exactly the right position to defeat this monster.”

“Really?” Wendy frowned, her remaining tears sparkling on her face. “But… I’ve lost. IT is about to turn me inside out, to make me yet another Thing in ITs stable.”

The queen moved her hands to Wendy’s shoulders, pulling her to her feet. “Oh, really?” she asked nonchalantly, giving her a hard stare. “And why would you think that? You belong to me.  IT can’t have you.”

At that statement, the tears almost began again, but Wendy made a concerted effort to stifle them, blinking heavily. The queen continued to stare, a curious hint of warmth in her gaze. “You don’t have to do this alone. You’ll never be alone again, with me here. With us here.”

She squeezed Wendy’s shoulders. “Now, let’s show them what Hive’s M.O.T.H.E.R. drone can do. Together.”

Wendy nodded, her back stiffening. “What do you need me to do?” she asked. “I am at your service.”

“Surrender yourself unto me, and I shall show you what a Queen can do.” She lifted her arms open wide, showing off the dizzying array of blurry numbers that ran over her slick skin.

Wendy took a hesitant step forward. “Will everything really be okay?” she asked, her palms sweaty. “You won’t… abandon me?”

The circular crown on her head tilted as her Queen looked at her with benevolence. “Of course not,” she said warmly, wrapping her arms around Wendy to pull her into a hug.

Leaning forward, she gave her drone a wet kiss on the forehead. “Now, submit!”

Whatever reservations she possessed seemed to fade away in the warmth of her queen’s love. IT could never love her unconditionally in this way without changing her further. “Yes, my Queen,” she said, the words rushing from her mouth.

Her vision flashed white, and the room was gone. She was back in the containment chamber, being fucked by the two Things.

IT’s smoke was still venting from her mouth, but something was different. The color of the smoke was beginning to change from a harsh black to a smoky white, as if it was losing some of ITs energy.

The red error messages had vanished from her vision, replaced with yellow warning text.

AUTOMATIC LIMITERS DISENGAGED.

OPERATING PAST DESIGN PARAMETERS.

She wasn’t certain what that meant, but she certainly wasn’t in control. Her queen’s warm thoughts flowed through her neural net, the alien intelligence manipulating her internal settings in a way she had not thought possible.

It was almost as though her queen was playing her body like a musical instrument. A quick twist here, a subtle adjustment there, and she was running better than she ever had before.

She glanced down, noting that the patches of skin on her hands were changing color, becoming chrome-like. Her disguise was completely destroyed, but it didn’t matter. IT already knew what she was, and at least she wasn’t turning into a Thing!

Her lips moved, under the control of her Queen. “One,” she said in a brisk tone.

Her shoulder muscles flexed sharply, drawing up towards her skull. Her hands clenched into fists as she pushed outwards, drawing the straps around her waist taut.

“Two,” she continued, a burst of power shooting through her limbs.

The straps squealed at the shocking amount of force being applied to them, but it wasn’t the leather which broke first. A metallic tinkle sounded from behind her back, and suddenly her hands came free, whipping around to smack against the Thing standing in front of her.

“Three,” she said, her hands striking like snakes as they clamped onto the Thing’s mask, pulling it towards her forehead at high velocity.

Wendy found the sudden violence shocking, but there was nothing she could do. She was just along for the ride - her queen was directing all of her actions. She stared in shock as the glossy faceplate got closer and closer, until she fancied she could see the Thing’s eyes staring back at her through the tinted dome.

A tremendous crunching sound reverberated throughout the chamber, concurrent with a sharp pain that pierced her skull. For a brief moment, she thought that she had cracked open her head like an egg, but the result was rather the opposite.

A great gash had opened up in the Thing’s helmet, out of which a thick, tar-like smoke was boiling. The queen proceeded to crane her neck towards the Thing, planting her thick lips over the hole.

The venting immediately stopped and the air flow reversed, drawing the Thing’s smoke directly into her lungs. The tone of the rushing air coming out of her back modulated as it accommodated this new input, joining the smoke being drawn into her body from her pussy and ass.

The sensations were unusual, and arousing. Her muscles tensed around both of the Thing’s dicks, milking them for all they were worth. She had become a terrifying succubus, taking everything from them, and giving nothing back.

Their bodies began to sag against her as they lost some of the strength granted by ITs smoke. Amazed at the power of her filtration, she began to wonder why she hadn’t been able to achieve this result earlier.

It’s because you were trying to contain everything, explained her Queen, the AI’s soft words rattling through her consciousness. Such precision is unwarranted when dealing with large volumes of IT.

Understanding flooded her mind. She had been too much of a perfectionist. If she had let some of IT’s lesser quality smoke go, she would have had plenty of storage space for the blackest, nastiest parts of his essence.

Indeed, as she continued to draw in the smoke from the Thing’s mask, she realized that the smoke expanding from her back wasn’t perfectly clean. It circled around them, milky white in color as it folded into the remnants of IT’s dark cloud.

The thick wodge of smoke above her was beginning to break up, some of it being sucked out through the ventilation system. The more smoke that could be extracted by the large fan, the less of it she had to deal with personally. It was working!

IT wasn’t ready to go down without a fight, however.

“No!” IT shouted in a cacophony of voices, a vague image of a head appearing in the dark cloud.

Blank eyes stared back at her, lips curled. “If I can’t have you, nobody can,” hissed IT, mouth opening wide to generate a fireball.

Wendy released the Thing’s mask, pushing the male towards the floor with tremendous force. His limp dick slipped from her pussy, wet from their fucking, a curl of smoke trailing from his head as his mask slammed against the hard plastic floor.

“Four,” said Wendy calmly, looking up at the dark cloud above her, fearless.

As embers glittered in ITs throat, the sound of rushing air increased. The attempted blast of fire was drawn up back through IT’s face, pulled up and into the wind tunnel. IT howled, ITs smoke trying to move back towards the floor, but the irresistible force of the wind carried it upwards and away, packing it into the airless containment chamber beyond.

“Five,” said Wendy with satisfaction, her ass popping as the other dick slipped out, the Evan Thing dropping to the floor.

Turning her head to survey the carnage, her Queen seemed satisfied. “IT wasn’t as powerful as IT thought,” she said primly, a slight smile dancing on her face.

The speakers in the chamber crackled, a thick, male voice booming around her. “Very commendable,” Mitch said. “It would have been difficult to capture the entity without your assistance. Of course, now you’re caught, like a rat in a trap. I couldn’t have done this more neatly myself.”

Alarmed, Wendy’s body turned, her vision refocusing as she took in the crowd of men and women surrounding the tank. Dressed in tactical gear, they all wore the insignia of the AACG. Support had arrived, but not the kind she wanted.

Panic welled up in her throat, but it was moderated by the presence of the alien intelligence in her mind. Stay calm, advised her Queen. He doesn’t yet fully understand the situation.

Wendy wasn’t certain that she did, either! She had expected that the queen’s presence would leave her as soon as IT had been captured, but it was almost as though she was stuck.

Whatever she had done to grant Wendy the ability to capture IT may have permanently changed her body, and she wasn’t certain how she felt about that. Worried, she ceded control to her Queen, hoping that her growing sense of anxiety would be quelled.

The AI Queen took control of her lips again, smoothing her facial expression. “I’m not sure what you’re talking about. This unit is Wendy drone, designated M.O.T.H.E.R prime.”

The fat bulk of Mitch stepped out from behind a pair of AACG agents, his hands folded neatly over his double breasted suit. “Of course you are,” he said brusquely. “But you’re also more than that. We’ve been monitoring your drones for quite some time - ever since we acquired your AI core, as a matter of fact. An internal decision was made to allow your continued existence in order to support our efforts against the extra dimensional entity, known as IT.”

A flurry of activity happened in the rear, a group of burly AACG agents manhandling Ollie and Stuart towards the containment chamber. Their bodies were silvery, with obvious Hive additions gracing their privates and foreheads.

Overall, they simply looked exhausted, and put up little resistance as they were slammed against the plastic wall of the dome. “I’ve known about your little subnodes for quite some time, and we allowed one cleaner team to be converted as an experiment.”

Mitch raised a finger, wagging it at her. “In the end, it proved to be quite successful, but now that IT has been contained, there isn’t much reason to keep you around, is there?”

Wendy’s body froze, the Queen’s thoughts flowing through her faster than she could process. After a few, long moments, they came to a halt, the AI coming to a conclusion.

“You’ve been one step ahead of me the entire time,” she said, her voice turning cool, modulated with steel. “How curious. You’ve even determined that my consciousness is present within this drone unit. This is not a scenario I predicted with high probability. You have surprised me.”

The fat man pressed his pudgy lips together, and gave her a small bow. “I will take that as a compliment, but, as it turns out, it is not so difficult to defeat a machine when it does not have the proper inputs. How could you know about the taps we placed on you, when they were installed in your hardware? At your very base level, you report everything you do. To me.”

Wendy was stunned to find that the thoughts floating through her mind completely stopped. It was almost as though a critical error had shot through her Queen’s processing core.

However, it didn’t last for long, her cool presence quickly returning. “What do you wish of me?” She asked in a strained voice. “Clearly I have been altered in ways I do not understand.”

She cocked her head, sounding more confident. “However, you cannot afford to destroy me. This drone is now a permanent hazard, much like spent nuclear fuel. IT has not been destroyed, but contained. I could release IT at any time to effect my escape. Perhaps IT would be more amenable to negotiations.”

The big man strode up to the dome, a wide smile on his face as he peered at her. “You wouldn’t do that,” he said with certainty. “You could never fully trust IT, now that you know that IT has the power to turn your drones into Things. At a base level, the two of you are incompatible.”

He pressed his forehead against the thick plastic. “Besides, I own you,” he said possessively. “If you attempt to release IT, or convert more AACG agents without my permission, I’ll destroy your core. That would leave a large group of brainless drones wandering about, but IT would remain safely contained within your M.O.T.H.E.R. drone.”

The Queen blinked with Wendy’s eyes, glaring at the man. “I cannot simply stop converting drones. That is part of my directive. I must grow.”

Mitch tilted his head, his piercing blue eyes studying her nude body. “And you will, under my command. We badly need more assistance for the trials ahead. The great alignment is about to occur, which, from historical records, indicates that a wave of terrors is about to hit this planet.”

His grin faded a little. “That cannot happen. I will not allow it.”

Wendy understood. This was a power struggle, and although Mitch appeared to hold all the cards, he needed her Queen.

The AI seemed to realize this, too. Her hands fluttered, conveniently settling around her waist. She thrust Wendy’s chest forward, emphasizing her enormous bust. Turning her hips, she took a few sultry steps towards the bulky man.

“What if I agree to this?” asked the Queen, shifting her right shoulder forward to give the man a good view of her erect nipples. “What do I get out of this?”

“Besides your continued existence, you mean?” grunted Mitch. “You will become our preferred partner for all missions. Those who wish to become one of your oversexualized drones may join you. You’ll have special teams, special equipment. By necessity, your existence will be hidden from the government. You will not only survive, but thrive.”

The Queen’s eyes drifted down to the man’s crotch. “I could also provide… other services, if you desire,” she said cheekily.

“Absolutely not,” said Mitch darkly. “Sex with non-drones will be completely forbidden, upon threat of destruction. I might tolerate you, but your powers of persuasion will be limited. Do you understand me?”

She lazily moved her eyes back up to his glowering face. “It is agreed,” she said suddenly. “You will release my drones, and I will cooperate to advance the AACG and protect the human race.”

Mitch’s face creased back into a smile, though she thought she detected a faint hint of sexual desire in his gaze. Perfect.

“I think we can do business together,” she said, returning his grin.


Chapter Thirteen

Wendy groaned in pleasure, the tubes connected to her back rattling as Evan’s dick rammed home. Her legs and shoulders were supported by harnesses slung from the wall, which twitched with every thrust. The ultimate effect was that of a sex swing, and all she had to do was relax and enjoy it.

This was further improved by the rounded metal helmet secured to her skull, a multitude of cables connecting her to the greater Hive consciousness. Through this connection, she was able to share the joy of other drones having sex as well, in a gigantic gestalt.

Her silvery skin shimmered with sweat, a small curl of smoke escaping from her mouth as the drone’s golden balls slapped against her pussy. It was a fairly harmless side effect, given how much of ITs smoke she had ingested during their final battle.

The vast majority of IT was being drawn through the tubes in her back as she filtered IT out of the smoke the Evan drone was ejaculating into her. He had orgasmed several times so far, and she could already tell that the creature’s influence was practically gone.

The helmet had been removed, and her lover’s face had returned to that brilliant silvery sheen she so loved. There was still an odd quirk to his expression, but it was beginning to smooth out. One more fuck would do it, she knew.

How she knew was a little more confusing. She didn’t fully understand all of the features of her drone type, but even if she had wanted to learn, it wasn’t necessary. Her Queen knew all of it.

It was an unfortunate, but necessary side effect of their merging during the battle. In order to power her up, her Queen had delegated a portion of her consciousness to her triple cores. For the most part, this didn’t make much difference, as it seemed as though her co-processors were offline more often than not, these days, due to the heavy orgies she was participating in.

That wasn’t a problem for her Queen, of course, but it did mean that some percentage of her processing cycles were now dedicated to Her. She couldn’t begrudge Her queen the use of her body, but it did mean that there were now four brains bouncing around in a space that was originally meant for three.

You love being my slut. Admit it.

Wendy’s head jostled against the helmet, and she chuckled, almost choking as another pulse of pleasure jolted her pussy. I wouldn’t miss it for the world.

She cooed at her lover, languorously enjoying the wet sloppiness of the fuck. Focused on him, she traced her eyes over his well defined pectorals, noting the tautness of his frame. As coworkers, he had been hiding this part of his body from them, and she was pleased his transformation had completely removed his prior hang ups. As a drone, nothing was more useless than human norms.

If they wanted each other, they could have each other, and none of the other drones would care. In the Hive mind, it was share and share alike.

“Ooh, look at her,” whispered a feminine voice from somewhere off to her side. “She looks amazing. I want to eat her up!”

“Why not?” asked another, this one familiar to her. “It’s not like she’s going to say no.”

She turned her head and glared at Ollie, taking in her frosted pink lips. “Stop teasing and get to work. I’m almost… there!”

Ollie smiled back at her, her large lips parting. Her coworker had elected to make a few… alterations, embracing her life as a drone. This, along with her increased breast size, looked a little odd on her short frame, but the male drones certainly weren’t complaining.

Her coworker stepped up to her, giving her nipple a tweak. “Teasing is a part of the process. You wouldn’t derive nearly as much pleasure if we didn’t edge you a little first.”

Someone else’s hand reached out hesitantly, pinching her other nipple. Wendy shifted her head, trying to place the other woman. “I haven’t seen you before,” she said, taking in her pale, narrow face. “Were you one of the Things?”

The woman stopped her assault, nodding at her. The set of barbell rings in her lower lip jangled together. “I’m Jade, and I was part of the band. One of the first Things to be converted, as a matter of fact. Along with my other band mates.”

A man dressed in a leather jacket came up behind her, tilting his head over to give her a kiss on the ear. The woman leaned into him, closing her eyes and grunting. “Dave here was a part of the band, too. We were lovers, before… that monster took us over.”

Wendy paused, taking in the rounded metallic plate mounted over her mons. “And now, you’re a drone. That does bother you?”

The woman bit her lower lips, her pierced nipples bobbing as the man pressed his erection between her thighs. “Not as much as I thought it would,” she confessed. “We were kind of drifters before, unable to make our band popular. We were about to break apart before IT showed up. To be honest, I’m kind of grateful to IT for pulling us back together. Without IT, we would never have met Hive.”

That was an odd way of thinking about the situation, but it had a strange sort of logic to it. Wendy nodded, ignoring Dave as he tilted his dick to thrust it into Jade’s pussy. Sex was a normal state for drones. There was no need to be ashamed of it, or to put too much attention on it. Their Queen wanted them to be happy.

“What happened to the other members of your band?” she asked, only vaguely curious. They had probably become drones, too.

Jade hissed, bucking her hips against Dave as he rammed into her. “I’m not entirely certain,” she confessed. “I can’t quite figure out all the memories I experienced when I was a Thing. They’re all jumbled together, as if IT was the only one who could make sense of them.”

“Wait, I actually do know what happened to Alan,” interrupted Dave, continuing his fucking. “He’s right over there.”

Wendy turned to follow the finger he was pointing, surprised to find a thin man with a blonde beard sidling up behind Ollie. His thighs were silvery, balls golden, just like Evan. He had clearly gone through the droning process as well.

She frowned. “Has the AACG authorized the production of so many drones? Is that the only way we can remove ITs influence from fully formed Things?”

Dave nodded his head. “It seems the longer IT has a hold on ITs Things, the less of us remains. We were the first to be captured by IT, and without the extra synthetic parts Hive has installed, we’d still be limp noodles lying on the floor.”

Besides, said her Queen. What the AACG doesn’t know, won’t hurt them.

Didn’t the AACG know everything She did? Wendy wasn’t certain what She meant, but she certainly wasn’t going to naysay her Queen.

Alan was standing behind Ollie, now, his head tilted so that he could take in her polished silver body. It was clear that he wanted her.

Before he could say anything, Ollie tilted her hips, sliding her feet across the floor to scissor open her legs. “If you like the scenery, you should fuck the drapes,” she said drolly.

Surprised at her forwardness, Alan didn’t seem to know what to do with himself for a moment, blinking quickly as his hands clenched.

His body didn’t seem to have the same malfunction, as his dick was trending towards full staff. Wendy knew what happened next would be inevitable, and she couldn’t say that she was against it. Ollie deserved the same pleasure that she was currently receiving.

She hummed, closing her eyes as she enjoyed the gentle fucking that Evan was giving her. It wasn’t quite fast enough to push her into another orgasm, but she could tell that her lover wouldn’t be able to last for much longer.

That was okay. She was fine with sharing their pleasure. They didn’t have to be perfectly in sync.

Looking into Evan’s face, she pursed her lips and sent him a squirt of data. Do it!

The man’s face flushed red, and he gasped, clearly deeply affected by her command. His penis pulsed out of control, spasming within her. The remaining tendrils of smoke were sucked up through her pussy, filtered and stored automatically.

She groaned, hissing as she relaxed into her harness. She could feel Evan’s satisfaction through the link, and she was pleased with herself, glad that she could service him in this way.

Ollie’s sudden moan distracted her, and she glanced at her former coworker, smirking as Alan’s dick speared her wet pussy, his girth slamming home against her snatch. The gentle curve of his golden balls were barely visible underneath the curve of her privates.

Wendy couldn’t claim she was jealous, but she would very much like to be pushed to another orgasm. Unfortunately, Evan was finished, for now, and even his drone stamina wouldn’t be able to support him for another round until he had some time to recharge.

Her inner lips sucked on his dick as it pulled out, flopping wetly towards the floor. A modicum of lubrication mixed with sperm dribbled towards the ground, a wisp of oily black smoke curling towards the ceiling.

Evan smirked at her. “You have someone else who wants to give you a go.”

He backed away, continuing to stare at her intensely. “Give him the same courtesy you showed me.”

Wendy frowned, not quite certain what he was talking about. A faint sense of annoyance tickled the back of her brain, because she suspected that her Queen had set this up.

Bound as she was, she had no choice in the matter. Is this your doing?

Of course! You’re still far too tense. Relax, everything is fine. This orgy is for you.

A large drone stepped into place, his muscles bulging as he stroked his engorged dick. Wendy couldn’t stop a large smile from growing on her face. “Stuart! I haven’t seen you since the battle! Did IT get to you, as well?”

The large man sighed. “I tried my best, but all that time I spent in the gym didn’t turn out to be all that useful, in the end,” he said wryly, glancing at Evan. “I could have just zonked out and played some video games like this guy, and it wouldn’t have been much different.”

“Now, that’s not fair, and you know it,” scolded Wendy. “Evan works out just as much as you, he just has a different frame.”

Stuart’s lips quirked. “I’m just ribbing him. Come on, haven’t you even seen male bonding before?”

He dropped his dick and gave Evan a small punch on the shoulder. “See? We’re still buddies.”

Evan laughed, regaining his balance. “I’m not sure I’d say that, but we’re both drones. That’s close enough.”

Stuart took a step forward, grinning lewdly at her. “That’s right. We’re drones. And drones are good at fucking. And you’re a drone, too. Spread those legs, sugar, I’m going in hot.”

Wendy sighed, rolling her eyes. Suspended in the sex harness, she didn’t have any way of spreading her legs wider. That didn’t seem to bother Stuart, who put a possessive hand on her thigh, pulling her closer to his erection.

Her slick pussy was ready for him, a small moan escaping her lips as he pushed himself into her. His dick was a little different from Evan’s, but not in a bad way.

Their length and girth was rather similar, but she wasn’t too surprised. She knew that body size and weight were a poor predictor of dick dimensions. Besides, as a drone, she loved them all, big or small.

Her libido shifted into overdrive as he began his thrusting, his hands holding onto her firmly as he grunted, pulling her onto him in a series of swift motions. This fucking was hard and rough, meant to provoke an intense sexual response. Exactly what she wanted.

She moaned as the wet slapping sounds of fucking filled her ears, her breasts wobbling from the action. She was beginning to lose herself to the pleasure, but she needed more.

She moved her hands up to massage her breasts, but they were batted away, four hungry eyes staring at her as Ollie and Jade moved in close.

They were still getting fucked themselves, but they clearly wanted a taste, and she didn’t have the heart to stop them.

Flexing their knees, they moved in close, kissing her on both cheeks. “You saved us,” whispered Jade, her green eyes glowing from her drone transformation. “We simply want to return the favor.”

Flustered, Wendy blushed. “I didn’t do anything but what my Queen commanded!” she protested.

“As do we all,” affirmed Ollie, her silvery lips awfully close. “That doesn’t mean you shouldn’t be rewarded for your actions. Without you, we’d all be IT’s slaves.”

“You mean, instead of Her slaves?” asked Wendy, squeezing her eyes shut as Jade locked her lips around a nipple.

“Isn’t everyone a slave of something?” asked Ollie, wrapping her hands around Wendy’s right breast, pushing her flesh together to force it into a luscious, rounded dome.

Her eyes twinkled as she bent over, her thick lips parting to squeeze around Wendy’s tender nipple. Wendy gasped, overwhelmed by the sensation of being used. She loved being Her slave.

It’s good to hear that, whispered Her sultry voice. If you didn’t regularly stroke my ego, I might begin to feel underappreciated.

Wendy grinned. “You’ve made Her happy, though be careful not to spread the flattery on too thick, or Her head might grow too big.”

Surprised, Ollie stopped slurping at her nipple. “She’s still in there? With you?”

Wendy relaxed, allowing her Queen to assert control of her body. Her head went rigid, regal. “Yes, I am here, monitoring all of you.”

Jade’s lips popped off her other nipple, the drone looking up at her with surprise and alarm. “Your… your Majesty!” she mumbled, dipping her head in submission.

The Queen closed Wendy’s eyes half way, enjoying the pleasure. “Please, don’t stop. I’m enjoying this just as much as you are.”

Jade didn’t return to her nipple, however. She swallowed nervously, looking a bit frantic. “I’ve been servicing our… Queen?” she asked, astounded.

Wendy could feel her Queen becoming a bit testy, and she didn’t blame Her. Having to explain Herself multiple times just wasn’t Her thing.

Her eyes crossed as a spurt of data shot up through the connection port at the base of her skull. “There,” said the Queen smugly. “Now you’re all up to date. Let’s get back to fucking.”

Jade’s glowing eyes vibrated rapidly in their sockets, and she closed them, taking a deep breath. “I understand,” she said, almost worshipfully. “I won’t fail you, my Queen.”

Wendy grunted, her body shaking from another deep thrust by Stuart. The AI had retreated again, leaving her in control. She smiled sheepishly. “She’s a little mercurial, but there’s no reason to stand on ceremony for me. She prefers that you treat me like any other drone. It wouldn’t be good if the AACG truly understood what has happened to me.”

“Understood,” said Ollie, her eyes glowing as she punched Wendy softly in the shoulder. “It doesn’t matter. You’ll always be my junior at the company, and with Hive.”

Wendy protested gently, but her heart wasn’t in it. She sensed that the rivalry she had endured early on was changing, into a strange sort of companionship. She rather liked that.

She liked it even more when the other woman’s lips attached to her nipple. Cooing, she sank into the harness, lying limp like a rag doll as Jade gave her a knowing glare. What had the queen told her?

It didn’t matter. For now, she was a sex doll, and it would be best if the other drones treated her as such. They could work out the complicated social hierarchies later.

As the two drones began to work her breasts more urgently, her co-processors went completely offline. It seemed like this happened all the time, but she didn’t care, as that simply meant she was experiencing more pleasure to share with them. She tilted her head back and cried out, taking in the entire scene, like a happy mother.

Her legs were spread, being speared by the muscled length of the Stuart drone. On either side, she could see the unkempt hair of the female drones as they worked her breasts.

Behind them, the two male drones had their hands on the female drone’s hips, their dicks pumping as they filled the drones with abandon. One of the band members, Alan, was looking at Ollie with a somewhat unsettling leer, while the other seemed only to have love in his eyes.

It didn’t matter. Their base lusts were being used by Hive to ensure that they remained attached to each other. Loving each other. Being drones together. It was all a part of Her plan. One that she was happy to fulfill.

She only regretted that in this configuration she didn’t have room to accommodate another. Evan was left out, forced away by the cacophonous motion of the orgy. Holding his dick in his hand, he watched her with jealousy, stroking himself until he was rock hard.

She was almost going to say something when a thin drone stepped out from behind him, running a slender hand around his neck. He turned his head to listen to her, his expression changing to one of speculation.

She caught a glimpse of the woman’s black lipstick and spiky, green dyed hair. There was a large barbell embedded below her lower lip, and more piercing her breasts. This must be one of the gothic chicks that she had seen at the nightclub!

But what was she doing with Evan? Her brows furrowed as she gave him a light kiss on the lips. Evan didn’t pull away. They clearly knew each other.

That whore! She was stealing her drone!

Wendy wanted to give the woman a piece of her mind, but she was well and truly stuck, bound and being used like the sex toy she was. Damn. Why did it hurt so much to let him go?

What was all that about loving each other as drones?

Wendy bit her lip, but it didn’t help very much.

He was mine! She wailed at her Queen. My first relationship, broken up by a random cybergoth!

Don’t be silly, said the AI. He’s only using her for entertainment purposes. The one he really wants is you.

Wendy almost asked Her how she knew that, but she stopped herself just in time. Of course She knew. She knew everything about Her drones.

She shook her head. Why was she being so silly? Here she was, getting pleasured by the people she loved the most in the world, and all she could think about was her lover.

The heart wanted what it wanted, she supposed, but, ooh, that felt good. All this talk and thinking hadn’t been great for her libido, but Stuart and the others refused to stop until she was satisfied.

Her body accordioned against the tubes attaching her to the wall, the slings holding her in place as her body spasmed. Ollie and Jade stayed on her breasts like limpets, their mouths sucking, tongues licking.

The immediacy of the pleasure struck her like a ton of bricks. All of her muscles tensed at once, the background processes that were always running suddenly stopping.

It hadn’t been this silent inside her mind for a long time, and she wasn’t certain what to do about it. She had gotten so used to the background chatter, that it made her feel a little bit empty.

That didn’t last for long, however, as the dam of pleasure broke, carrying her aloft on sloshing waves that thrummed through her body. Bubbles of joy caressed her, taking her to heights she had never seen before, keeping her there for an extended period of time.

This is my gift to you, whispered her Queen. Cherish it, and always remember what you are.

Basking in the glow of ecstasy, there was only one thing she could say. Yes. I am yours, my Queen.

A glowing warmth pulsed from the consciousness that shared her mind, making her feel safe. This was her home, which she would never leave. She was and would always be a Hive drone.

As the rippling pleasure began to recede, she gasped, arching her back. Stuart had reached climax, as well, his fat cock pulsing in her pussy as spurts of smoke fed into her filtration system.

The two drones on her breasts ceased their work, though Ollie gave her a wry grin as she gave her sensitive flesh a final flick of the tongue.

Silvery skin slick with sweat, she rolled her head to take them all in, smiling. Her drone family. How lovely.

Now that they had each other, all of their problems with the AACG seemed insignificant. “Everything ends well in an orgy,” she murmured.

Ollie hissed, her face creasing into a grin as she held desperately onto Wendy’s side. Lost to the throes of pleasure, she wiggled her butt against Alan drone, who was finishing up inside her.

Her gaze skipped to Alan’s face, disturbed by the expression she saw there. He was happy from having an orgasm, yes, but it was mixed with concern and consternation. That simply shouldn’t be. He was a drone, just like the rest of him. He belonged.

“What’s wrong?” she asked the band member. “Is there something on your mind?”

Alan sighed. “There’s something still bugging me,” he confessed. “The AACG raided our apartments and destroyed everyone’s instruments.”

Wendy shrugged. “What’s wrong with that? Did they have sentimental value, or were they particularly unique?”

“Yes to both,” interrupted Dave, also looking troubled. “My drumset wasn’t particularly valuable, and can easily be replaced. Jade’s more valuable backup is at her parent’s place, so she’s not hurting too badly, either.”

“Speak for yourself,” replied Jade, annoyed. “That shit was expensive, and they haven’t paid me back for it yet.”

“The odd one out is Raven,” Alan said, ignoring her consternation. “She inherited her bass guitar from her father. Ever since she started using that thing, she’s been unnaturally good. We thought it was just the practice she was putting in, but the amount of smoke generated when they destroyed it was unreal. There’s no doubt that it was the anchor IT was using to pull ITself into our reality.”

Dave nodded. “I’m glad it was destroyed, but that leaves us with a bigger mystery.”

“Raven’s missing,” said Alan, distraught. “Where did she go?”


Epilogue

The passenger cars rattled as a loud horn blasted outside the window. The scenery whizzed past, the city giving way to the suburbs. Soon, they would be rollicking through the countryside, away from the hustle and bustle that she loved so much.

There wasn’t much she could do about that. If they caught her, they would definitely put her through a series of experiments, and there was no way she wanted to know what an AI would do with her. She shivered just thinking about it.

Besides, she had more than just herself to protect, now. She rubbed her swollen belly with her rubbery hands, pleased at how her flesh jiggled. The creature inside sent her a warm pulse, causing her entire body to glow with contentment.

She pressed her head against the window, doing her best to avoid attention. She had drawn a hoodie up over her head to hide her mohawk, wearing headphones to prevent anyone from asking her questions.

It was working well so far, but the thing in her belly wasn’t willing to just leave her alone. No, it wanted to reward her for her efforts.

Her pussy throbbed as a thick plug of material pushed down her throbbing tunnel, her inner lips parting as it thrust out of her. Reaching down surreptitiously, she pressed her hand against her crotch, shoving it back inside.

She clenched her jaw shut to suppress another moan. Fortunately, what it was doing to her wasn’t visible to the other passengers, but it would be hard to keep it a secret if it kept fucking her.

Unfortunately, she didn’t have any way of telling the creature to stop, and, when she got right down to it, she didn’t really want the creature to stop. Ever since IT’s presence had left her, she had felt very little, as if she was a little rubber doll. IT’s rubber doll.

She had lost her mask, and most of her rubbery skin, when IT had been destroyed. Without IT to keep her going, she should have collapsed like the others, carted away by the silvery drones. However, she was different. She was special.

IT had imparted some small piece of ITself unto her. Was it IT’s child? A small, detached part of IT? She couldn’t tell.

Either way, it certainly had the ability to keep her going, though she wasn’t certain where she was going.

Away was the strong urge that had filled her mind, and she had obeyed the vague command coming from the essence in her belly. She could do no other. As a fully transformed Plaything of IT, there was little left of the old Jade.

She smiled grimly and grunted, letting the plug shift in her pussy as it pushed back out again. It was too much trouble trying to hide IT. Why bother? She certainly didn’t care what anyone else thought of her.

Closing her eyes, she began to writhe as the creature inside her continued to slide in and out. In and out. In and out.

When her eyes opened again, they were a solid black. A satisfied, dark grin lit up her face. She would find a secret place to grow a new IT.

No more arrogant and rude Alan, no more sharing Dave with Jade. This IT would be all for herself.

She would create a whole new world for ITself, and nobody could stop her.

Forgetting where she was, she cried out in pleasure. A black burst of smoke escaped her lips, curling up towards the ceiling. The man sitting next to her gave her a concerned look.

“There’s no smoking on the train,” he declared pompously, pointing at a sign.

Raven stared at him with glossy black eyes, rubbery lips parting. “For IT,” she whispered, lunging towards him before he could react.


Author’s Notes

This novel was another experiment (I seem to like doing those, whether I really choose to do so or not). Specifically, I had a plan for how this would end, more or less, but I didn’t bother creating a complete outline beforehand.

For some people, this is a recipe for disaster, but it seemed to work out okay here, more or less. Amusingly, the stories I do outline tend to balloon in size to something almost unmanageable!

Perhaps some of the reason for that is how straightforward the plot is. In Sky Trained, I wanted to do something a little more involved, with the sex taking some time to naturally evolve. In that respect, getting to the payoff might have taken longer than some people might have liked.

This one, however, is much more of a stroke story, with every chapter packed with hedonism, as you would expect when the unstoppable smoky power of IT meets the immovable steely force of an AI Que.

Does that make it better or worse than Sky Trained in terms of literary prowess? Did not outlining this story affect it in some significantly negative way?

I would say ‘no’ to both questions, partly because I’m not exactly writing high literary prose here. You wouldn’t really expect that in a smut novel.

On the other hand, it goes to show that the rules are made to be broken. Follow them if they make you successful, but feel free to break them if you find that you can be just as successful without them.

Everyone has their own path towards the goal, and as long as you reach it, who cares how you got there? Just get out there and create, and let others worry about dotting the i’s and crossing the t’s.

I hope you found this novel hot. As with most of my works, I wouldn’t expect a sequel any time soon - my tastes are far too eclectic for anything else. However, I wouldn’t rule it out, either. IT has many more worlds and far more people to grace with ITs rubbery, smoky, goodness.

Be careful out there, and don’t make any deals for supernatural abilities or inhuman knowledge. You never know where IT might be lurking next!
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