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Preface

This story has a prequel, titled Soldiers of Darkness.

It is not necessary to read the prequel, though doing so will enhance your enjoyment of this work.

You may find a copy of Soldiers of Darkness on my blog, for free, at: shimmed.blogspot.com

Unfortunately, I am unable to provide it here due to publishing restrictions.

- Caroline Waters, 4-7-2024


Chapter One

Cobwebs drifted over her sleepy mind, shadows fuzzing the corners of her vision. Pink’s heart pounded, a sheen of sweat breaking out all over her body. She felt hot, uncomfortable in her own skin, as if she had caught a virus.

There was no reason for her to be feeling this spooked. There was nothing out of the ordinary in her small room, vague light filtering through the ruffled curtains.

Swallowing to clear her dry throat, she reached over to turn on her bedside lamp. The light clicked on, revealing the cat shaped clock on the side table, its paw rubbing the top of its head.

After midnight. It had only been a few hours. Damn! Getting back to sleep was going to be a chore. She might as well get up and use the bathroom since she was awake.

Groaning, she threw off the covers and tilted her legs over the side of the bed. She was wearing a pair of pink socks, the feel of the soft fabric calming her as her toes touched the carpet.

Getting up, she slipped her feet into a pair of fuzzy bunny slippers that she always kept there for that purpose, turning to head for the door. She slowed as a shimmering glow appeared in the mirror.

She frowned. That wasn’t right. Her condo was on the second floor, so it couldn’t be headlights, and the light hadn’t looked anything like her bedside lamp.

Rounding the corner of her bed, she squinted at a murky, purple globe that had appeared in the mirror mounted over her chest of drawers. There was an image of her face inside, her clear, blue eyes piercing through the globe. The shell pulsated as spikes extended from the surface in a curious pattern, the edges of her face distorting.

Curious, she rested her hands on the edge of the dresser and leaned in, trying to figure out where the reflection was coming from. The globe expanded, then contracted, shimmering as her heart pounded.

Mesmerized, she felt as though her head was being sucked through a narrow tube, her vision distorting into twin orbs as it filled her field of view. It morphed into a pair of white ovals, the two of them combining back into one.

The convex shape curved towards her, the outline of a decorative heart appearing inside the curved top. It was colored a deep purple, tiny chains criss-crossing over the pulsating mass. Two red streaks ran down the sides, intersecting with widening cracks. A nose, mouth, and blank eyes. It was a mask!

Her body shivered as the porcelain surface glistened, the interior of the hollow mask glowing with evil intent. She wanted to pull away, but something was keeping her fixed in place. She needed to see this.

The mask wasn’t free floating—it was being worn. The head thrust itself forward, revealing the creature’s smooth head, alien tendrils floating off the sides of its skull. Ridges in the flesh ran down to the tips, which were colored a light pink.

Most of the rest of the creature’s body remained in shadow, though she could see the faint outline of armored shoulders with spikes shooting out the sides. More remarkable, however, were the gigantic breasts wobbling on her chest.

The thick nipples were hidden by heart shaped covers, the indentations leaving little to the imagination. Without a bra, the breasts appeared to be barely supported, though the glossy, pink latex that gripped them seemed to be preventing them from flopping all over the place.

The monster didn’t appear to be overly concerned about this immodesty, the swell of her hips and wide ass contributing to her oversexualized appearance. She was larger than life, a hollow clown of a being. Pink was terrified.

As the definition of the image increased, she could see her bedroom in the mirror, the creature leaning over the chest of drawers in the same way she was. Talons extended from the tips of her fingers, colored a dark pink.

Heart thumping, Pink straightened up, fearing the worst. The monster in the mirror straightened up, too, reflecting her motions as if they were one and the same. A doppelganger!

The monster didn’t appear to be threatening her, because she was her!

The glow in the hollow mask increased, the creature appearing to grin at her. This was seriously freaking her out. What did it want from her?

If it could only move when she moved, she should be safe, right? This was just an apparition, a ghost. It couldn’t harm her as long as she remained level headed. She only needed to back away, and call for help.

Except, she couldn’t! The eyes of the monster continued to glow, staring into her soul. She felt itchy, a sense of urgency rippling up her spine. Silly! She couldn’t call for help if she was trapped here with it! Damn!

The creature’s nipples lifted as she breathed in, and she could almost feel the gigantic weight of the breasts on her chest. Horrified, she looked down, but there was nothing there. This was all her imagination. It was just trying to scare her!

It was working, damnit! What could she do?

She hadn’t summoned her crystal heart powers in ages, and wasn’t sure if she even could. It had been over a year since she had last used them, and she had sworn never to do so ever again.

The last negative space horror they had faced had messed her up so badly she had been forced to go into therapy. Since then, she had tried hard to rebuild her life, but she still hadn’t been able to nail down a long term boyfriend. Unfortunately, that wasn’t too much of a surprise—too much of her was still missing.

Even though her memories of the past were swiss cheese, she had been able to utilize her college degree to become a successful businesswomen. Although that didn’t fill all the gaps in her heart, she had thought that she had set herself up for a new life, away from all this supernatural nonsense!

But now it was happening again, damn it! She wouldn’t allow herself to be pulled into another fight she couldn’t win!

Pressing her hands over her breastbone, she concentrated hard, summoning her heart amulet. Her pulse fluttered as the power coalesced, excitement tingling in her fingers. It was going to work!

Feeling the familiar shape of the amulet, she tilted her head up and gave the hollow mask a grim smile. “Crystal Heart… Make Up!” she shouted, a bright pink flash filling the room

Her pajamas vanished, replaced with skin tight rubber clothing that molded over her skin. She had gained a few pounds, but dressed in this uniform, she felt younger. Powerful, sprightly, as if she could take on the world.

It almost made her wonder why she had given it up, but then the old, bad memories began to roll back in. Damn it, she was not doing this now! She had a more immediate threat to face!

Lifting her hands, she smiled as tight gloves appeared with a shimmer, communication rings locking around her arms, just under her elbows.

The monster mirrored her motions, breasts jiggling as it lifted its clawed hands, the pink rubber flexing in parody of Pink’s uniform. It was almost ridiculous to see it in action, but Pink wasn't going to let her guard down. Make no mistake—this was a dark hearted monster, like all the rest, and she could be vanquished in the same way.

Crossing her arms in front of her, she pressed her wrists together. “Crystal Heart… Blast!” she shouted, pouring everything she had into the energy beam.

She immediately realized her mistake as the powerful flow of energy hit the reflective surface. The glass appeared to ripple, absorbing the blow and distributing it to the corners of the mirror. When it rolled back towards the center, reality twisted.

A crinkling sound bombarded her ears as shards of glass swirled around her, a clawed hand wrapping around her wrist. “Now, you're mine,” growled the monster, pulling her off her feet and into the mirror.

Hissing energy licked at her body, a cold slashing sensation that stunned her as she was pulled into a different plane of reality. Disoriented, she could barely understand what was happening to her, strange shapes and colors bombarding her vision.

The monster never let go, however, its laughing mask watching her with vicious glee as it guided her through the disorienting mess. She couldn't feel the hand on her wrist, and there was no sensation of motion. Was this even real? Had she dropped into a dreamscape?

Another blast of cold licked at her limbs, and suddenly she was flying, swooping high over a castle with numerous pinnacles. Her heart lurched as she studied the purple brick walls, a sense of dread building in her gut.

She tugged at the monster's grip, but her body felt weightless, lacking strength. The monster growled as it pulled her along, its glossy body distracting her with its erotic curves.

The doppelganger was clearly built for attraction, but the faceless mask was horrible. What kind of a monster was it, and where had it brought her?

The two of them floated gently down to a cupola, her feet trembling as weight returned. It was useless to struggle against the monster now—she had nowhere to go, and the power in her heart amulet was sputtering.

If she gave it time to build, maybe she would have the opportunity to make a single attack. She'd have to choose her timing wisely.

The masked monster let go of her wrist, folding its arms as it stood aside, smiling at her with that freaky mask. “The Queen is waiting for you,” it hissed, squeezing its arms together to emphasize its breasts.

She got the sense that the creature was proud of them. It might not be aware of how much dread its gangly limbs were inspiring. If her head was placed between those muscled thighs, the monster would be capable of popping it right off!

A wooden door creaked open, revealing another masked monster. This one had armored breasts and protruding nipples like the first creature, large wings looming over her back.

“Greetings,” she said in a syrupy voice. “My name is Archaea, a general in the Shadow Queen’s army. Welcome to the private chambers of the Onyx Queen. Would you deign to meet Her?”

Pink frowned. This monster was acting as though she had a choice in the matter. “I was stolen from my bedroom in the dark of night by this… thing,” she said, pointing at the masked monster standing next to her. “Why should I even consider meeting with your mistress?”

The energy glowing in the doppelganger’s mask swirled and it took a step back. Did it look… uncertain?

Archaea sighed. “I apologize for the mode of transport. It is difficult to hold back an Avatar of Desire once it has been summoned, but I'm afraid it’s the only way the Queen could have gotten your notice, former Crystal Heart Pink.”

Pink stiffened at hearing the name, her eyes sharpening as she stared at the monster. “That’s not me any more,” she said, holding back the sudden pain that stabbed at her heart. “I left that life behind.”

“You may have,” continued the creature smoothly, “but it hasn’t left you. Look at the uniform you’re wearing. Can you truly say that you’re not a crystal heart?”

Pink frowned, feeling keenly the clinging tightness of her latex uniform. “Okay, so what do you want with me, then? Despite my appearance, I’m not in the business of saving the world, and I don’t care to consort with evil.”

“Oh, really?” murmured the monster. “Not even if She has what you want?”

Pink’s heart throbbed, a cool tingle running down her spine. “She couldn’t possibly.”

The creature shrugged, raising her taloned hands. “You could leave now, but then you’ll never know.” Her mask swirled, purple energy tracing a hint of a smile. “Take a moment to think it through. You could be leaving behind the chance of a lifetime.”

Whirling about, she marched through a set of open doors into brightly lit chambers, her tail swishing smugly over her fat ass. A membrane between her legs stretched as her heels impacted the stone floor, gigantic breasts bobbing with each step.

Pink groaned. Her curiosity was rising, and if what the creature was saying had any basis in reality, she had to know.

Glaring at the monster that had brought her here, she stalked after Archaea, feeling trepidation in her heart. She suspected that the Queen would want to make a deal, and the terms would likely not be favorable.

A gust of heat whirled about her body as she entered a short hallway, foreboding rippling around her with each step. The lamps were bright enough, but they had been tinged purple, making the brickwork even darker.

She knew from the transition she had made through the mirror that she was in negative space. It was a horrible, shadowy reflection of reality, where dreams went to die.

More than one evil phantasm called this place home, and she didn't know them all. Which variety would this so-called Queen be? A succubus, hell bent on drinking the lifeforce of unwary humans until they became nothing more than zombies, puppets to use at Her pleasure?

That didn't seem to be the case, otherwise She wouldn't bother making deals. Pink shrugged—figuring out the motive of a negative space banshee wasn't in her wheelhouse, not any more. She only wanted one thing!

They crossed into a wider space, a magnificent chandelier with delicate crystals dangling above their heads. To the right was a grand staircase, leading up to a large painting before it split.

It was a woman dressed in a veil, her arms clutched about a smaller figure drenched in shadow. Her enormous breasts were linked with a golden chain, nipples decorated with heart shaped rings. Through the veil, purple eyes stared at Pink with intensity, golden fluted horns shooting up from the top of her head.

Archaea led her towards the stairs, but Pink paused and studied the painting further. The younger woman’s blue eyes seemed especially haunting within her gaunt frame, her hands clutched around a glowing, purple object at her chest.

Was this meant to represent the Queen with her daughter? The details weren't specific enough, leaving her to scrounge for clues.

“Come,” said Archaea, looking behind with an unnatural tilt of her neck. “She wishes to see you immediately.”

“It sounds like she's more eager to meet me than I am to meet her,” snorted Pink. “Why is that, I wonder?”

Archaea's mask froze, the energy behind the hollow gaze looking dead. “I would not advise you to dig too deeply,” she hissed, lashing her tail. “You may not like the results.”

She appeared to have hit a nerve with that one. Good to know.

Feeling sassy, she climbed the staircase. “Should I avoid asking about her daughter, then?”

The eyebrows on the creature's mask turned down, a swirl of dark energy appearing around her head. The room shuddered, the shards of glass on the chandelier above tinkling together.

“That would not be a good idea, no,” hissed the monster.

Well, then. There were some undercurrents here that might assist her, if she could figure them out before it was too late.

She didn't exactly have a lot of time, as the strange doppelganger had entered the hall behind her, its masked face looking at her with naked hunger. She shivered, increasing her pace. That thing wanted something from her, and she wanted nothing to do with it!

Her slippers padded onto a velvet carpet at the landing. Archaea took her left, past an intricately decorated balustrade. A stylized logo in the shape of an A was carved in a circle of wood embedded in the center of each section, lending it an air of ostentatiousness.

That wasn’t a good sign. The older and more entrenched an entity became in negative space, the more intricate and detailed their demesnes tended to become. If the Mistress of this place was stamping her logo onto the decorative trim, she must be powerful indeed.

Up ahead was a set of double doors, flanked on either side by a pair of rubber slaves. Both of them were male, their bodies encased in polished, black rubber. There were heart shaped covers over their nipples, gold belts secured tightly around their waists.

Their arms were braced on swords, the tips planted into the floor. Behind them, in shadow, she caught a glimpse of gem encrusted cylinders planted over their crotches. The devices slid up and down in a slow, but measured fashion, providing a low level of stimulation while the men performed their role as honor guards. If anything, at least it prevented them from falling asleep!

Their lips were exposed, the only part of their bodies visible. A glowing, purple A was stamped on their foreheads, proclaiming their loyalty.

As Archaea approached, their heads turned towards Pink, tracking her with blank gazes, hands tightening around the hilts of their swords. Clearly, they saw her as some kind of threat. Interesting.

The Queen’s general slowed to a stop by the door, her breasts jiggling as she turned to face Pink. She lifted a clawed hand towards the door, which cracked open. “The Queen awaits,” she murmured, giving her a short bow.

Apprehension seized her shoulders, and she brushed past the general without acknowledging the courtesy. Her heart sank as she began to get an inkling of what this might be about.

That was impossible, though. Whatever this entity could offer could never bring her back. She was dead and gone, killed by Karroch, and there was nothing anyone could do about it.

She kept telling herself that, but even after all this time, she still couldn’t believe it. Somewhere, deep down, she hadn’t given up hope, and she was dreading what this Queen might offer her.

She walked inside, the doors creaking shut behind her. She hesitated, pressing her damp hands against her sides as she took in the chamber, trying to locate this supposed Queen within the disparate array of eclectic objects.

There was a spinning wheel off in one corner, a distaff attached to the middle. A glossy, black thread was wrapped around the top, shimmering in an eerie fashion. She shuddered at the implication, turning her gaze to the various tables scattered about.

Various latex outfits were laid out in different states of completion. Curved shapes, measuring boards, circular cutters, and a glue pot. It almost seemed pedestrian in nature, as if this Shadow Queen was making them herself.

Pink knew that this was all just for looks. She might dabble in fashion, but there was little need to play dress up when this Queen could turn others into her slaves with her living rubber coatings.

As she stared at the incomplete outfits, she shivered. There was something about them that pulled her in. Before she knew it, she found herself leaning over one of them.

It was a bubblegum pink top, with absurdly large cutouts for the breast forms. If she wore it herself, it would extend down to right above her belly button, but the width was meant for a much more well figured woman.

That was a good thing, or she might have been enticed into picking it up and trying it out. She shook her head, backing away. Why was she thinking such things? She was in the court of a mortal enemy!

Taking a deep breath, she stared upwards, trying to clear her head. Near the top of the arched ceiling, there was a glass dome, giving her a picture of a black sky. Stars sparkled in the distance, dancing around a purple tinted moon.

This place was like Earth, but mirrored. She would do best to remember that. She didn’t belong here.

Taking a deep breath, she relaxed, organizing her thoughts. She would talk to this Queen and listen to her offer, but that was all. She would demand to be sent back, and that damn doppelganger needed to be destroyed!

“You look a lot like her,” whispered a strong, dark voice.

Pink whirled her head, her heart racing. A shadowy figure was crouched over the spinning wheel, a taloned hand clutching the rubbery strands coming off the distaff. A booted foot worked the treadle, and the wheel began to spin.

The woman's enormous breasts dangled low, a golden chain running between them over her knees. A veil covered her head, glowing purple eyes shining through the sheer fabric. Fluted horns curled above, bobbing as the woman worked.

She lifted the end of the rod, tugging at the polished threads with her other hand as they were pulled onto the spinning wheel. The bobbin churned, threads gathering with increasing speed.

Pink swallowed, noting the pile of completed spools sitting next to the woman’s legs. The glistening threads seemed to have mass, like a black hole, drawing her closer. She had to consciously force herself to stop moving. Bad brain! Behave!

“Like who?” she asked, her lips dry.

“Your mother, of course,” hissed the figure, the shadows shifting around her as she continued to work.

Pink’s heart pounded more insistently. “What do you know about her?” she asked. “She’s been dead over a year, killed by one like you.”

The spinning wheel slowed, the woman’s head lifting. “Karroch was nothing like me,” she hissed. “He had no idea what a mother’s love for a child feels like.”

“And you do?” Pink crossed her arms, taking a step back.

A deep throated chuckle escaped the woman’s veil. “Oh yes, yes, I do,” she hissed.

The room throbbed, as if the very reality around her was in anguish, and Pink gulped. It settled back down as the woman continued to spin, however, leaving Pink to draw her own conclusions.

Her curiosity was aroused, and she found it difficult to hold herself back. This creature knew what she was doing, damn her!

Tense, she watched the wheel spinning around and around, the glossy thread vibrant as it whipped onto the bobbin. She wanted to feel what it felt like, touch it and caress it.

Blinking, she shook her head. “What about my mother?” she barked out, trying to get the conversation back on track. “How do you know what she looks like?”

The busty woman sighed. “Karroch was not exactly a tidy monster, by any means. He destroyed her body, yes, but he didn't bother capturing the essence of her soul.”

Pink's breath caught in her throat. “You didn't.”

The shadowed creature twisted the rubbery strands in her hands, thinning them out. “Why not? She was nothing more than a ghost, and I had a need to fill. I gave her a position, a purpose, and now I am acting on her wishes to present this offer to you.”

An itch tickled her shoulders, and Pink spun around. The general with the huge breasts was there, golden rings glowing around her enlarged nipples. A blank grin lit her mask, eyes swirling.

“What are you?” she asked, heart throbbing in terror.

“I am Archaea,” the general said in a strong voice. “The Shadow Queen's honored servant.”

She lifted her hands to the mask, grunting as she popped it off. Pink gasped as she studied the woman's face, unable to square what she was seeing with the erotic, purple body of the Queen's general.

“I am also your mother, Violet,” the general said, her voice coming softer, a look of sympathy softening her expression as her wings twitched over her back.

Pink choked, shoulders stiff. The need to run was stronger than ever, but she couldn't leave without knowing.

She whirled back to the queen, fists clenched. “That is not my mother,” she hissed in anger.

The shadow queen shrugged, her nipple chain tinkling. “Why would I bother lying to you? I am only doing this out of courtesy to her. If it were up to me, I'd enslave you on the spot and solve the problem that way. It would be a much neater way of handling things.”

Archaea stepped towards her queen. “Please, Mistress,” she said, bowing her head. “Let me speak to her.”

Placing the ivory mask between her bulging breasts, she gave Pink an apologetic look. “I did ask Her for this, and I know this apology is late in coming.”

Her legs shifted, the membrane between them spreading to show off iridescent skin. “I know I haven't been a good mother. When we were together, we were still apart. I spent all of my time researching in the lab, and I neglected our relationship.”

A tiny smile danced on her lips. “We did share a few comforting moments. I remember every time you slipped me some candy with my coffee. I especially liked the mints.”

The smile faded, lines appearing on her face. “It's not enough, I know, but I do want to say that I appreciated the thought.”

Pink stared at her, mind spinning. The shadow queen might actually be telling the truth. This probably was her mother's soul!

She kept her expression blank, though she could feel the tears gathering in her eyes. She wanted so much to hug her mother, but not when she had been transformed into that erotic thing.

Stone faced, she released her anger, clearing her mind. “What are you offering?” she asked the queen, her tone wooden.

The intensity of the glowing eyes through the veil increased. “The offer is simple. I'll make a trade—her, for you.”

Pink's brows knitted together. “That doesn't seem very equitable. I don't have any way of knowing whether this is my mother or a shadowy copy, and if I end up taking her place, I won't be able to see her anyway.”

The Queen chuckled. “The first is easily remedied. To prove that my part of the bargain is real, I'll release her first. You'll be given proof that she is alive and well, her own creature, free of my influence. Then I will get what I want.”

She leaned forward, the wheel rasping as it increased in speed. “I want your powers.”

Pink blanched as the Queen's face pressed up against the veil, revealing the smooth, rounded holes where her glowing eyes sat. “What’s the matter? You haven't been using them lately, anyway. It would be a small loss for you. You might even consider it a kindness, as it would make it impossible for you to be dragged into another fight you can’t win.”

Taken aback, Pink reflexively clasped her hands over the heart amulet that nestled near her throat. “I might not miss them, but how will they benefit you?” she asked. “I would need some guarantee that you won’t come steal me off the street at some later date!”

A barking laugh echoed through the room, and the Queen let go of her thread, reaching up to pull off her veil. Beneath was an oval, ivory mask, the glowing eyes sitting deep in the hollow eye sockets. Purple streaks ran down the mask from her eyes, running through her gaping lips and over her chin.

“I wear the mask to hide my pain,” she wheezed, folding her arms over her bobbing breasts. “I do not do it to deceive. If you make this deal with Me, your family will be safe. I pledge it, on My honor.”

The fright of the reveal was quickly wearing off, the analytical mind she had inherited from her mother beginning to work. She didn’t know enough about this queen to fight her directly, and without help, she was unlikely to secure her mother’s release without making a deal. On the other hand, she didn’t know if she could trust this enemy. Time for a test.

She turned towards the Queen’s general. “Tell me, if I go through with this, will she keep her end of the bargain? If I give my powers away, will she use them to destroy my world?”

Her supposed mother pursed her lips, familiar lines in her cheeks appearing. “The Queen's hunger knows no bounds. She is unlikely to stop her recruitment efforts. However, given her current power base, there is little danger that Earth will be significantly affected in the short term.”

Pausing, she sighed as she looked to the upper left. “Adding your powers into the mix is unlikely to change the equation. She already has several Dark Hearts in her roster, and so far She has been unable to dislodge her opposition. I estimate that the crystal hearts will be able to continue thwarting Her plans.”

A dark look passed over her face. “For now.”

She gave Pink an apologetic look. “I'm sorry, Pink, but I can't do more for you than that. I am in Her service, and am bound to not reveal Her secrets. The final decision is yours.”

Damn. The way she put the onus on her was frustrating, but just like her! If anything, this made her believe that this creature was her mother more than anything!

She didn't owe her loyalty to the crystal hearts. She was retired, an alumni. Giving up her powers shouldn't really matter, right?

Fighting this Shadow Queen wasn't in the cards. She was done dealing with negative space, and if this could truly release her mother from a life of servitude, she had to take it!

The decision might be selfish, but it was hers. Flexing her fingers, she cocked her head, staring at the Queen's mask. “Okay. Fine. Let's do it.”

The energy within the hollow mask swirled, a deep throated chuckle caressing her ears. “Like mother, like daughter—both of you willing to sacrifice for each other. Such a heartwarming display has soothed the very hunger in my soul!”

Standing, she clapped her hands together, breasts jiggling as she stared at Archaea. “Your servitude has ended, my faithful general. Receive your reward!”

A purple globe grew in her hands, a shining light that drew the eye. She let it go, the orb swirling around and around.

When it impacted, Archaea's mouth dropped open, a cry of pleasure escaping her lips. The energy crackled around her as it expanded, sparks zapping all over her body.

A purple aura glowed on top of her skin and it began to slough off, as if it was made of clay. A crack formed down the center of her chest, spreading around the sides. Soon, chunks began to split off, spinning in a strange mass of purplish flesh.

Pink stared, feeling ghoulish as the general cried out, her body falling to pieces. A slender figure slumped to the floor, the orb rising into the air, breast forms mixing with fat ass cheeks into a uniform globe.

It throbbed, coalescing into a shiny, purple sphere that bobbed back towards the Queen. She grabbed it, the mouth of her masked face growing wider.

A hiss of air sounded as the orb distended, a portion of its contents swirling as it was sucked into the mask. The contents churned as they decanted into her mouth, an audible slurping sound filling the chamber.

Within a matter of moments, it was gone, the Queen giving her a monstrous grin. Pink shook herself out of a trance, rushing over to the fallen woman to inspect what had been left behind.

Heart in her throat, she gathered up the slender woman, gasping as she inspected her familiar form. “You’re not hurt!” she whispered, wiping off the purple slime that coated her skin. “You’re… whole!”

Violet looked at her wanly, wrapping her hands over Pink’s arm. “Yes, if anything, She at least keeps Her promises.”

Her expression went hard. “Don’t think that this is the end of it, though,” she warned. “Her hunger is legion, and She will come for us if you break the deal. Take your next steps carefully.”

Her back arched, and she sighed, her eyes closing. “Violet!” cried out Pink, her hands clutching at her mother’s body as it became transparent. “Violet!”

“Oh, don’t be so concerned,” came the velvety voice of the Queen. “I simply sent her back to your world. She’ll be fine, as long as you keep your end of the bargain.”

Blinking back tears, Pink stood. “And, what, exactly, does that entail?” she asked, her legs feeling like jello.

The Queen rubbed her clawed fingers over her lips, sitting back down on her stool. “Nothing at all, really. Just… let go.”

Pink frowned, not getting her meaning. Wasn't she going to fire an orb at her, too?

A hand suddenly rested on her shoulder, a shock of surprise running up her spine. She jumped, but the creature pulled her around, wrapping her into a hug.

She stared directly into the ivory mask of the doppelganger, an eerie purple glow escaping its mouth and sliding up its cheeks. “You're mine,” it hissed, its enormous breasts squeezing against Pink's chest.

She screwed up her face, trying to struggle free, but the creature was implacable, the strength of its hug increasing until Pink ran out of breath. Purple energy licked out of its mouth, arcs running down its chin and over its neck. When they reached the orbs of its breasts, they jumped off, completing the circuit with the crystal heart amulet that dangled from Pink's neck.

Her muscles seized and she shook, unable to pull away. “Stop it!” she cried out, the pulses of energy increasing in strength as her body ached.

“Where is it?” roared the monster, the tendrils on its head floating upwards.

Confused, Pink frowned. Something must be going wrong, but she couldn't figure it out. What was the creature complaining about?

Sure, she hadn't been able to use her crystal heart powers since the encounter with Karroch, but she hadn't bothered trying very much. After she had returned to her humdrum, boring everyday life, there had been no need.

The crackling energy increased in strength, and she cried out, drowning in pain. A roaring darkness unfurled within her, a shadow with piercing red eyes, its sinuous back extending as its maw opened into a howl.

She howled along with it, and the shadow grew, encompassing her physical being. The doppelganger shrieked, and then there was no more.


Chapter Two

Daisy played with her phone, feeling rather down on her luck. She wasn't doing well on her advanced trigonometry course, which meant that her intended major might very well be out of reach.

Groaning to herself, she flopped onto the bed, holding her phone high over her head. Nothing. Damn!

Her latest attempted boyfriend hadn't texted her back in a couple of days. She'd been ghosted. Again.

It wasn't that surprising, given the fact that he had appeared way out of her league from the start, but she had to try.

Her teammates had really supported her on this one, too. She dreaded having to dissect her latest failed relationship in front of them. They all seemed to be doing so well, compared to her!

She knew that some of that was just an illusion, but that didn't really help. Sighing, she spun over, dropping the phone next to the pillow. Pressing her face into the soft cotton, she let out a short scream.

Ah, that felt better. For a brief moment, she could forget about her assignments and wallow in self pity.

That only worked for a little while, however, as she began to imagine what the other crystal hearts would say. Cyan would probably tell her to stop worrying about guys and start getting back to work, which was totally hypocritical, given how much time she spent obsessing over her boyfriend.

Turquoise seemed to like changing boyfriends like regular people changed socks. She’d probably just suggest that she forget about this guy and find another, which was practical advice, but useless to her when her emotions were running high.

She just wanted someone to tell her that everything would be okay in the end. That she’d end up with someone nice, tall, and preferably rich if she kept trying long enough. She wasn’t asking for much, right?

Choking, she bit back a laugh. She was being silly, but at least she wasn’t feeling so melancholy.

Tossing her head, she jumped off the bed and approached the antique mirror sitting on her chest of drawers. She had bought it from a dealer during her last outing with the girls—it was tarnished, but they had encouraged her to buy it anyway.

It might be worth something after a polish, but she hadn’t gotten around to that yet. These damn relationship troubles were sucking up all her energy!

Tilting the mirror, she studied her face, pursing her lips. Her makeup was smeared from her tears. She’d have to clean that up before she could go back out.

She was about to leave for the bathroom when she noticed an oval object on the table through the mirror. Frowning, she looked down. There was nothing there.

Grabbing the mirror, she tilted it further down to get a better look. It was a white mask, with cherry red circles on its cheeks. Looking closer, she could see a stylized A glowing faintly in purple on the forehead area, sparkling lines circling around the edges of the mask all the way down to the chin.

The mouth and eye sockets were dark and empty, a faint impression where the nose would be. The curved surface was hard, made of some kind of plastic, perhaps. Was it a cosplay mask, or just for clowning around?

She tried to laugh it off, but the mask wasn’t budging, and it didn’t appear to exist. Hands shaking, she spun the mirror around so that it was facing the wall.

It was probably just a case of the nerves. There must be a perfectly rational explanation. She’d go get cleaned up, and check it out later.

She turned to go to the bathroom, freezing as she heard a creaking noise behind her. What the heck was that?

Spinning back around, her heart lurched in her throat. The mirror had turned, and now the mask was there, sitting calmly on top of her dresser.

This was really bad. As a part of her crystal heart training, they had been warned about supernatural occurrences. As a rule, they were generally dangerous, and should be avoided.

What if this was a threat, though? Shouldn't she investigate it, just a little, so she could bring some information back to the rest of her squad?

If she wasn’t brave here, she’d never shake the scaredy cat label. Cyan and Turquoise would tease her mercilessly, even if she was following her training.

Determined, she marched up to the dresser and picked up the mask. The sparkling logo on the forehead looked vaguely sinister, and she shuddered as she stared at the empty eye sockets.

The edge of the mask was thin, and warm to the touch, as if it was alive. A faint, purple sparkle seemed to glow briefly in the eyes, but it vanished as soon as she studied it more closely.

Gasping, she flipped it over, but there was nothing there. The interior was concave, made out of a rough material that shimmered a dark purple. Curious, but not necessarily supernatural.

The odd thing was its size—she got the sense that it had been made for her. If not, it was spooky how well the curves matched her cheeks.

Feeling a sense of the perverse, she lifted it to her face, gazing through the eye sockets. She could see nothing out of the ordinary through them, though when she turned around to take in her bedroom, the light seemed to shimmer.

What would it be like to see through the strange eyes of this mask? It couldn't hurt to give it a try, right?

Before she could stop herself, she popped it on, blinking drowsily as the warm surface flexed around the corners of her face.

This actually wasn’t too bad. She could relax with the mask on, her skin gripped by its comforting presence.

Turning around, she sat at the foot of the bed, placing her hands on her knees. She had been about to clean up and leave for her next class, but now this seemed much more important.

Staring at the mirror, she grinned, seeing the ivory lips of the mask stretch in response. The sides of the mouth had rolled over her lips, coating the interior with the rubbery material.

She choked a little as the coating flowed into her throat, sticking to her flesh. What little  discomfort there was soon faded as it pressed deeper into her.

The mask looked happy at her obedience! She giggled.

This seemed fine. This was well. The clothing she was wearing had become scratchy, though. She needed to wash it, and maybe shave her skin to make it smoother so that it wouldn’t catch on the fabric.

On autopilot, she began removing her sweater, tossing it onto the floor to reveal the magenta brassiere she was wearing. It matched the color of the heart crystal dangling from a chain about her neck, a reminder of her code name.

She tilted her body, watching the amulet sway back and forth. It was the color of her heart, the color of blood, but it didn’t appear to be staying that way.

The longer she looked, the more purple it was becoming. Was that a property of the mask, or was the color really changing?

Her heart pounded, and she giggled again, arching her back. Who knew? She was feeling far too hot to worry about such things. She needed to take it off, take it all off.

Tossing off her heels, she stood, her hands removing the belt from her jeans as she stared into the mirror. The mask was larger than she had remembered, the sides wrapping around her head to cover her ears.

Her shoulder length brunette hair was looking scruffy, pushed back by the mask, but she just didn’t care. She was absorbed with staring into the hollow eye sockets, seeing a glimmer of purple energy coiling around her pupils. Fascinating!

Undoing the button and unzipping her pants, she took them off, her eyes securely fastened on the mirror. A smoky cloud was boiling in the reflection, making it difficult to see anything other than her slender body, her upturned face cupped by the mask.

Letting out a sigh, she undid the buckle on her bra, letting it fall away towards her shoulders. Shrugging out of it, she dropped it into the pile of discarded clothing, her pert breasts bobbing in front of the mirror.

Another object had appeared on her dresser—a golden belt, with the same stylized A logo embossed over the small mask molded into the buckle. She picked it up and slid it around her hips, cinching it tight until the latch clicked, the plastic belt sitting limp over her bony sides.

This accomplished, she climbed back onto the bed, resting her knees on the edge, legs spread to expose her privates. She didn’t know why she was doing this, but it felt right.

The heat that had seized her body was now sparking up to her nipples. Unable to hold back, she wrapped her hands around the sides, pushing them up as she sandwiched the flesh between her fingers, squeezing with her thumb and forefingers.

Groaning, she let out a long breath, her rubbery lips wobbling together as her pussy clenched in pleasure. There must be something supernatural about this heat, for she wasn’t sweating at all—it was pure, unadulterated lust that had seized her body, demanding satisfaction.

Letting out a soft coo, she lifted her hands, letting her pulsing nipples dance against her fingers as her breasts dropped back down, tugging against her chest. Her nipples felt heavy, and she frowned, tilting her mask to study them further.

Heart shaped nipple covers had appeared over the tips, colored a deep magenta. Her breath shuddered as she groped at them, trying to remove them, but they were firmly fastened in place. What the hell was going on here?

Another wave of heat rushed through her body, and the misplaced thought evaporated. She cooed again, stroking and tugging at the caps, delighting in how her body responded to their presence. It was so damn hot to wear them, to be controlled by them.

This was wrong. Something terrible was happening to her, but the mask was clouding her mind, drawing her vision back to the mirror. The horrible, pulsing purple eyes stared out at her, dragging her deeper into a trance.

The sides of the mask rippled and flowed, tendrils expanding out into an aura wiggling around her head. Terrified, she lifted her hands to her face, but an explosion of pleasure detonated over her belly, streaking down to wrap around her clit.

She screamed as the writhing tendrils wrapped over her hair, pulling the strands into her head as it subsumed them, covering her entire skull with a rubbery shell. The squishy tendrils extended downwards, coating her neck as they bumped against each other, smoothing over her skin as they spread out over her shoulders.

Her hands fluttered against her hips as they began to increase in size, the belt suddenly snug around her waist as more of the rubbery tendrils gushed out of the belt buckle. The goo quickly spread downwards, rocketing over her mons and down her legs as her body was wrapped up tight.

Moaning, she wrapped her hands over her privates, sticking a couple of fingers inside. The rubber remodeled her canal as she stroked, increasing the sensations as she vibrated her fingers against the rippling coating. Wet fluid spurted over her hand, painting it black, the globules gathering together to meet the rippling tendrils working their ways down her arms.

She shrieked as a solid plug coalesced inside her, throbbing as it thrusted into her core. “Oh, yes!” she cried out, losing her mind.

She couldn’t penetrate her pussy any more, but that no longer mattered. The rubber coating from her belt and neck were now meeting in the middle, merging together as they flowed around her breasts.

They bobbed back and forth as the material built up at the bases, pushing her flesh outwards to make her nipple caps stand proud. Her nipples bulged underneath, making large indentations as the coating spiraled around, working its way up.

Grabbing at her breasts, she squeezed them with abandon, small hisses of pleasure escaping her lips. “Yes, please, cover me completely!”

The rubber obeyed, curling up and around the nipple caps, thickening under the surface until they formed one, combined unit, complete. Giving them a solid tug, she cried out, black fluid spattering from her vagina onto the floor.

She didn’t care about the mess, couldn’t care. The rubber had complete control over her body, the mask, her mind. All that remained now was to orgasm away her independence and embrace her new role as a slave.

The mask swirled over her ears, pushing tendrils inside her brain. Suddenly, she knew what she needed to do.

Her arm shot up as words sprung to her lips, begging to be said.

“Hail to the Onyx Queen! I serve!”


Chapter Three

Pink woke with a start, the events of her dream spooling through her mind. Letting out a strangled laugh, she bit back tears. It was just her imagination running away with her—there had been a lot of soul searching since the death of her mother, and the nightmares had been coming more frequently lately.

Her phone chimed, and she picked it up. It was yet another message from Guest, the AI that ran the space station where crystal hearts met, lived, and planned their missions against negative space.

She felt a hollow pulsing in her chest. She hadn't been back since their disastrous mission, disclaiming all responsibility for protecting Earth after her family had been destroyed.

It was a selfish decision, but a practical one. She had been in no good mental state to do anything for a couple of months. By the time she had regained some stability, she had no interest in exposing herself to more risk.

When the consequence of failure was death, she found herself lacking the bravery needed to keep going. She would leave that to the other crystal hearts, who hadn't lost anything near or dear to them.

Rolling her eyes, she put her phone face down, getting to her feet and putting on her slippers. A sense of deja vu assailed her as she clomped towards the foot of the bed, ice tingling down her spine.

The mirror was waiting for her on the dresser, appearing innocuous. Rubbing a hand against her thigh, she approached closer, a sense of foreboding in her chest as her figure appeared.

She gasped as she spotted her masked reflection. It was the creature from last night!

Stunned, she retreated to the bed, bracing herself against the comforter. The monster did the same, staring up at her with its creepy white mask, spindly limbs clutching at the bed, purple spheres spinning in its hollow eyes.

Heart beating out of control, she pressed a hand against her chest and closed her eyes, trying to be rational. If the monster was capable of touching her, it would have done something to her during the night. The fact that she was here and it was there meant something—it hadn't been a dream, after all!

Opening her eyes, she set her lips in a thin line, marching towards the mirror. Baring her teeth at the creature, she flipped it off, smirking as the creature did the same to her. Feeling temporary relief, she sagged against the wooden edge of the dresser, her mind churning with the implications.

A sense of danger crowded out her other thoughts, and she rushed over to her nightstand, fumbling with the drawer pull. Jerking it open, she spotted the crystal heart amulet she had left there after deciding she was done being a hero.

The shimmering edge pulsed a bright pink as she picked it up, feeling more sure of herself as soon as it was in her hands. She hated that. Why was so much of her self confidence locked up with her identity as Crystal Heart Pink?

Shaking her head, she studied the heart shaped jewel embedded in the center of the amulet. The damn thing looked like a toy, but it potentially had enough power to destroy this condo if she concentrated hard enough.

She might need that power if the Shadow Queen was after her. This was no time to be skittish.

Lifting the amulet over her heart, she braced herself and shouted “Crystal Heart Make Up!”

A dazzling array of bright energy burst forth from the crystal, bands wrapping around her torso. Her pajamas flashed, vanishing as a pink, latex uniform took their place.

A dark belt wrapped about her waist, a sparkling, silver buckle appearing. The energy worked its way over her limbs, tight bands materializing over her forearms and under her knees. Gray stockings ran down her legs, terminating in white boots with raised platform heels.

Feeling jaded, she sighed as the amulet glowed at her breastbone, the transformation complete. She wasn't going to be able to escape this, was she? This was who she was.

Forget her boring job, living on the edge is what gave her life. It was also the reason her mother died.

The tears refused to come, the old grief remaining hidden. Was that because she couldn't grieve someone who still existed?

But did she? Or was her mother a cruel figment of the Shadow Queen, given life by Her malignant imagination?

Clasping a hand over the communication band on her arm, she keyed open a connection with a familiar motion. “Guest,” she said, her voice hesitant. “Bring me back.”

Dizziness swept over her mind, sparkling dots invading her vision as the environment dissolved around her.

She let out a breath as she recognized the sterile walls of the teleportation chamber. A pulsing globe was slowly turning in front of her, the spherical sides opening and closing to reveal the solid core within.

“Welcome back, Crystal Heart Pink,” it said in a monotone. “We have missed your presence.”

“I'm sure you have,” she growled. “Summon the others, we have a major catastrophe in the works. And please tell me what the hell has been going on around here!”

The orb floated over the metallic floor, stationing itself next to her shoulder as she marched from the room. “Green and Orange have been summoned,” it said in its maddeningly neutral voice. “They are waiting for you in the briefing room.”

“Good,” muttered Pink, making a left turn by memory.

She ignored the views of outer space through the exterior windows—she had seen it all before. Her mind was occupied with visions of her mother. What had happened to the woman, and where had the dark queen sent her?

Negative space entities were known to lie through the use of half truths, and given how disjointed her ‘dream’ was, she didn’t really have any clue how much of it was real. She intended to get to the bottom of everything, right now.

Once this affair was resolved, she’d go right back into retirement. She wouldn’t allow herself to be pulled back into the business of saving the world. She was no savior. Not any more.

She pushed back the shame her brain tried to foist on her. She wasn't going to play that game again, not now. The only reason she was here was for her mother.

A stripe on the wall lit up as she passed, but she ignored that, too. She knew this place by heart, knew it too well. It had been her mother who had pulled her into this business in the first place, after all.

Instead of spending her high school days idly gossiping about men, she had learned how to lead. Instead of focusing on her coursework, she had vanquished extradimensional monsters that threatened to reduce reality to ashes.

Her mother had spent most of that time locked up in her lab, trying to engineer better ways for them to handle the incursions, with varying degrees of success. The technology that Guest had provided was powerful, but inscrutable, coming with no documentation.

The communication bracelets and dragoon suits were both her inventions. While potent tools against the threats they faced, Pink never saw them as compensation for the hours she had spent alone.

Both of them had worked intensely right up until the end, sacrificing everything to keep the world safe, and how had they been rewarded? Shattered relationships and shattered lives.

The familiar anger boiled within her as she swept into the briefing room, stress making her belly churn. Green and Orange were waiting for her there, both of them staring at her as if they expected her to come up with a solution to their problems.

Those weren’t their real names, of course, but they might as well have been, since Pink never used anything else when talking to them. She had asked, of course, but she had assumed they were joking when they claimed to be called Midori and Orenji. She supposed that was the reason why they hadn’t asked for her real name.

Their uniforms fit their color coding, and they had even dyed their hair to match. So much of their personal identity was wrapped up in their roles, she couldn’t think of them as normal people. They were crystal hearts, through and through, far more dedicated to the role than she had ever been.

Learning about their personal lives had never been her strong suit. Her mother had taught her that—getting close to people only hurt you more when they inevitably shut you out.

And why wouldn’t they? Both of them had been happily married with plenty of friends when they had worked together as a team. They didn’t need to babysit a bland, boring third wheel at social events.

Besides, she had been their leader. She couldn’t afford to get too close to them, or her relationships might cloud her judgment when the time came to make hard decisions.

Choosing the seat across the table from them, she sighed as she sat down. “What’s been going on here?” she asked brusquely.

Orange leaned forward, her face alive with a mix of excitement and fear. “Negative space is on the move again!” she said in a rush, her words jumbling together. “A squad of crystal hearts have vanished, and Guest isn’t sure what’s happened to them!”

Pink frowned, the worry about last night’s experience coming back to haunt her. “What about my mother? Have either of you heard anything about her?”

Green examined her fingernails, blowing on the matching green polish. “What is there to say? We went into her lab a few times after she passed on, but we couldn’t figure out any of her notes. It seemed useless to continue without her, so we closed it up and moved on.”

Pink tapped her fingers against the table, ignoring Green’s insouciance as she moved back to Orange. “Tell me about these disappearances. What do you know about them?”

“It’s Red, Yellow, and Blue,” continued Orange, her tone making it sound as though she was telling her a secret. “You haven’t been around, but Guest has been messaging us about various incursions from negative space the last couple of months. At first, Guest thought that the active duty personnel could handle it, but within the span of a week, they began to go missing, one by one.”

“Guest, is that true?” she asked, turning to the projector mounted to the center of the table.

The blue orb appeared, pulsing and turning. “The last recorded message I have is Yellow asking for Blue’s assistance downtown,” the AI replied. “Shortly thereafter, no further communications occurred, though heavy negative space energy was detected in the combat zone.”

“Great,” groaned Pink, folding her hands and squeezing them together to suppress the sudden anger that threatened to destroy her equanimity. “Who were they facing? Did they die? What happened to them?”

Her breath caught in her throat as tears threatened. “Has Karroch returned?” she asked in a whisper.

“Probability of death is twenty five percent,” replied the AI in its maddening monotone. “I believe we are facing a new foe, one that has not yet been quantified. Karroch tended to destroy the bodies of his victims and eat their souls at his leisure. This one seems to want to capture them whole.”

A hologram appeared from the table’s projector, showing a scene from a street. Panicked civilians were rushing away from black figures coated in what appeared to be polished rubber. They wore black belts with a stylized A emblazoned on the buckle.

A similar logo glowed on their foreheads, on top of rubber masks bonded to their faces. Between their thick, rubbery lips, a large ball gag had been placed, flashing with purple light as they pursued their victims.

The recording played on, a woman being accosted by a set of male drones. A ball gag was quickly placed in her mouth, rubbery tendrils exploding across her face. It cut out as the rubber curled around her skull, quickly turning her into one of them.

“What happens next?” she asked, fearing the answer.

“Much as you’d expect,” continued the AI, emotionless. “Once they are encased by the rubber coating, they are pushed through portals into negative space. After that, nobody knows.”

It paused. “These aren’t the only threats, however.”

The hologram shifted, showing the form of several odd looking creatures. “There are several higher level monsters working for our enemy. They call themselves lieutenants, and generals, depending on their abilities. We don’t quite understand this hierarchy, but they are extremely dangerous, and if either of them is encountered, backup should be requested immediately.”

Pink leaned over the table, studying the holograms closely. The first creature had an odd shaped mushroom cap for a head, with stalks for arms and a body wrapped with white bandages. It was wearing a tough, armored harness over its body, with a diamond shaped, purple eye staring out from its breastbone. A floating tag at the bottom declared it DECEASED.

“What happened to this one?” she asked.

“Blue destroyed it,” said Green simply, finally deigning to give her a glance. “It was only a lieutenant, but at least there’s some hope we can handle these monsters, right?”

Pink grunted, moving on to the next creature. She was wearing a purple mask with animal ears that was reminiscent of the mask her doppelganger wore. She had clawed hands and wide hips, her skin coated in purple latex, but her most remarkable attribute were her tremendously huge breasts.

The nipples were pronounced, bracketed by sharp triangles painted onto her skin above and below. Thick, glowing purple rings surrounded the circumference of the nipples, complete with purple pearls that dotted the tips.

“Can you turn this one around?” she asked, fascinated by the creature’s oversexualized nature.

The AI did as she asked, and she let out a hissing breath. “They’re so damn large they’re visible from the rear!” she exclaimed. “What purpose do those serve?”

“I can answer that one!” exclaimed Orange. “Guest showed us a briefing where someone was sprayed down with rubbery milk from those suckers. The end result looked pretty similar to what happened to one of the civilians grabbed by those rubber slaves.”

“I see,” murmured Pink, her analytical mind awakening. “So the mechanism for assimilation is the same. Does this one have any other abilities I should know about?”

“See those angled pauldrons on the sides?” Orange asked, bouncing in her seat. “They give this monster the ability to fly.”

“Oh, great, that makes this more difficult,” groaned Pink. “Okay, do we have any other intelligence?”

The hologram snapped off. “I will provide it for you to review on your own,” replied Guest. “Unfortunately, what more we have is inconclusive at best.”

“It’s safe to say that these things kidnapped the other crystal hearts, though?”

“Worse,” said Guest in its nondescript voice. “That one is a crystal heart. Or, was. She used to be Crystal Heart Red, before being captured and changed by our enemy.”

“Shit,” said Pink succinctly, resting her head on her hands as she thought back to her dream.

“There’s something I’ve been keeping from you all,” she said, sighing. “Given this information, I think it’s pretty important that we’re all on the same page.”

“You're rejoining the Crystal Hearts?” asked Orange, sounding pathetically eager.

Pink tugged at her hair, pushing away her aggravation. Orange meant well, she really did, but right now her ebullience was grating against raw, open wounds.

“No, I had a dream last night. I was taken to negative space and given an offer by an entity who called herself the Shadow Queen. She claimed to have my mother's soul, and she would release her, in exchange for my powers.”

“You didn't believe her, did you?” asked Green, her polished lips pouting. “Negative space creatures will say anything to get what they want.”

Pink shook her head. “She offered proof, and I… accepted.”

Orange gasped, sinking back in her seat. “You didn't!”

“I did,” replied Pink grimly. “Only, it didn't seem to go quite the way she had expected. She was unable to get my powers, but it genuinely looked like she released my mother. I don't know where the entity sent her, though—have any of you seen her?”

“No sign of Violet has been detected on the premises,” interjected Guest. “Last registered contact with Crystal Heart Violet was recorded one standard year ago.”

Pink's face fell. “I knew it was probably a lie.”

She sighed. “If my mother isn't around, it probably wasn't real, anyway. Just another shitty dream about my mother.”

Orange leaned forward, her palms flat on the table. “It doesn't matter!” she exclaimed. “It brought you back here to us, and we can solve this new threat together!”

“Wait,” interjected Green. “We're sidestepping the elephant in the room here. Why would you agree to such a deal in the first place?”

Fear clutched at Pink's heart. “Wouldn't you do anything for your mother?”

Green barked out a harsh laugh. ”Are you kidding? She wouldn't lift a finger for me when I was struggling to put food in my mouth. She seemed to think that it was my husband’s responsibility, but he was unemployed.”

She pinched her lips together. “Forgive me. If I don't stop now, I'll gossip about her all day and that isn't healthy.”

Tapping her fingernails on the table, she scooted in tight. “You never seemed all that close to your mother, either. What happened to fighting the good fight to the last breath? You were never hesitant about throwing yourself into a worthy cause before. Why didn’t you fight for her?”

“Yeah,” echoed Orange, giving Pink a strange look. “If your mother was being held captive, you should have come to us!”

Agitated, Pink crossed her arms. “I didn’t know she was being held, and I didn't want to get you involved. Losing my mother to negative space was hard enough. I didn't want to be the cause of any more deaths.”

“You've changed, then,” Green said, pointing a fingernail at her. “You're not the leader we used to know.”

Pink cursed, causing both of them to blanch. “I wasn't then, either, you just couldn't see it,” she blurted out, the words coming hot and heavy. “I held myself back constantly, telling myself that you didn't deserve my indecision. I had to be strong, had to be the bright eyed leader that you could look up to, or we would have failed.”

“It was because you held all that inside that we did fail,” said Green pointedly. “You tried to be a one man army, and when the pressure became too much, you cracked.”

She pressed a hand over the crystal amulet on her chest and let out a long sigh. “You can't take everything on yourself, Pink. You have to accept our help. When you fail, we all fail.”

“It was my fault, though,” Pink replied stubbornly. “I made the decision to attack Karroch prematurely. If I hadn't done that, my mother wouldn't have died.”

Orange sprung to her feet and scurried around the table. Reaching out, she forcefully grabbed Pink's shoulder. “We agreed with you,” she hissed, tears running down her cheeks. “Don't you see? She sacrificed herself to save us. To save you. Don't throw that all away!”

Wrapping an arm over her shoulder, Orange pulled her into a hug as she began to sob. “You left us alone!” she cried. “We needed a leader, and you disappeared on us!”

Pink felt tears of her own beginning to threaten. Blinking them back, she relaxed her fingers, sagging into Orange's grip.

“I'm sorry,” she said woodenly. “I don't know what came over me, but I was broken,” she admitted. “I'm not strong. I couldn't be the leader you needed then, and I don't know if I can do it now.”

She let out a strangled laugh. “Look at me, I was prepared to trade away my powers in a dream for a dead woman. Some leader I am.”

Orange gave her another squeeze. “You came, though. Being here has to count for something.”

“Not much of something,” muttered Green, but she was there, too, laying a hand on Pink’s shoulder.

Pink felt a warmth in her chest, her spirits rising. She sat up straight, commands swirling in her brain. Old habits die hard—was she really going to take charge again, putting herself in line for even more heartache?

She felt Orange pressing her head into her shoulder. She wiped away her tears as the decision solidified. “After what I just said, I don't know that I have the authority to do anything, but I'm going to get to the bottom of all this nonsense,” she said, patting Orange's side. “At the very least, I owe it to all of you.”

Green squeezed her shoulder. “No, you don’t. We owe it to each other. Don’t keep piling too much responsibility on yourself, or you’ll be headed for another meltdown.”

Pink made a little growl at being coddled, but she relaxed and accepted the comfort they were offering. It didn’t change the danger they were in, but it made her feel a little less alone.

She savored the emotions for a long moment, her busy mind slowing. For now, it was enough.

Eventually, though, her anxiety began to climb again, and she sighed. “Thanks, you two.”

Green backed away, looking uncomfortable. Showing emotions wasn’t something she was used to doing, which made total sense given her family situation.

That made her feel bad, though, as she should have known this. She had been so wrapped up in being the one in command that she hadn’t bothered to learn anything about her teammates.

Orange refused to let go, rubbing her back. Pink chuckled. “What, am I your cat or something?”

She gave her friend a short squeeze back, then let go, studying her delicate cheeks. She might be the most energetic of them, but she looked like she'd fall apart if Pink sneezed on her.

That had to be a misconception on her part. Orange might be prone to displays of emotion, but it wasn't her who had given up first!

Dismissing this thought, Pink leaned over and picked up a portable projector. She toggled the buttons on the side, and Guest's rounded sphere appeared, floating on top. “Guest, we're headed to my mother's lab. Is there anything you can tell me about this Shadow Queen?”

“Most certainly,” said the AI, changing its tone to that of a scholarly gentleman. “Incursions from negative space picked up soon after the catastrophe a year ago. They initially started small, snatching victims that wouldn't be missed, but soon they were committing blatant assaults.”

“Mmmhmm,” muttered Pink, leading the others out into the hallway. She already knew that much, but the alien AI was nothing if not literal. Trying to hurry it along would be useless.

“Red and Yellow were dispatched to face this menace, but were soon outmatched by the mushroom soldier shown in the hologram,” explained the AI. “They barely made it out before they were captured.”

Pink detected a faint catch in the AI's voice. “You detected something strange during these events?”

“Yes,” continued Guest smoothly. “Yellow did not return with the others. She later claimed that she had been forced into a blind teleport.”

“Dangerous,” scowled Pink, turning down a corridor off the central hub. “You didn't believe her.”

“No. Probability estimates suggest that Yellow was captured instead, transformed, and returned as a spy to betray the others.”

“Shit!” exclaimed Green. “That makes this… queen an unusually canny villain!”

“Indeed,” said the AI dryly. “This is more intelligence than we have seen out of other negative space entities.”

Orange hopped up next to her. “You saw the queen in your dream, right? Does that mean you're compromised?”

“I hope not,” sighed Pink, a vision of the queen's glowing eyes piercing her mind. “We can't leave anything to chance, though. In case I have somehow been affected, I shouldn’t be left alone. No funny business until this situation is resolved.”

She gave the other two pointed looks. “The same goes for the both of you, too. I hate to say it, but if her corruption is subtle, we can’t fully trust each other, either.”

Green groaned, but she looked resigned. “Looks like we’re going to be spending a lot of time with each other.”

“I have a list of films we can watch!” exclaimed Orange, sounding eager. “There’s popcorn in the cafeteria, and I can put together a dessert!”

Pink held up a hand. “You’re thinking this is going to be like a simple sleepover, but it’s worse than that. We’ll have to eat together, sleep together, and be together at all times. Our lives will be disrupted at best, ruined at worst.”

Green shrugged. “I don’t work myself, and Orange is a part timer, so it’s you who will be most affected.”

“Great,” huffed Pink, slowing to a stop in front of the lab doors.

They rolled open, revealing a multitude of desks piled high with equipment and papers. In the corner, there were a set of solid looking test harnesses arrayed in a row, dull looking suits of broken dragoon armor propped against the wall.

“Does anyone know where to start?”

Orange nodded, marching up to a desk and picking up the top sheet. “We went through these once before. This stack here looks like a journal, of sorts, but we didn’t understand it at the time.”

“Can I see that?” asked Pink, giving Orange the mobile holoprojector as she took the sheaf of papers. Flipping through the pages, she frowned, a trickle of fear running over her shoulders. “There’s dates in here from after my mother’s death. How could that be possible? Guest, do you have any idea?”

“My records do not show any unexpected presence of crystal hearts within the last year,” the AI responded, glowing a deeper blue.

Pink looked at one of the entries more closely. “My Queen has demanded much of me,” she read out loud. “She desires to know everything I can find about the origin of the AI known as ‘Guest,’ as well as the personnel records of all those who have been granted the power of the crystal hearts.”

Her voice became harsh as she read further. “I am able to subvert Her in subtle ways, but I cannot disobey a direct command. The best I can do is to give Her the minimal amount of information requested, and hope that it will save my daughter. Heaven help the crystal hearts, for I can do little for them. Glory to the Onyx Queen!”

The last words tasted like ash in her mouth. “It’s all true, then,” she whispered. “My mother was taken and turned into one of the Queen’s generals. But then… where is she now?”

The door hissed open behind them. “I’m right here,” declared Violet.

Pink dropped the papers in shock, the sheets spilling out all over the floor. The woman standing in front of them certainly looked like her mother.

She was wearing a crystal heart uniform, the triangle logo embossed above her right breast and on top of her golden belt buckle. Her body was slim and trim, as if she hadn’t just spent the last year dead or in service to an evil queen.

“Violet!” exclaimed Pink, taking an uncertain step towards her. “You’re… how?”

There was a patient look on Violet’s face as she examined the three of them. “There’s a lot to explain, but we probably should save the long version for later.”

She let out a long breath. “I’ll cover the most salient point first. The Shadow Queen is on the prowl, looking to recruit new servants, and all of us are in her crosshairs.”

She twisted her lips. “She’s already gotten her claws on an entire squad of crystal hearts, twisting them into her servants. If we don’t find a way to stop her soon, she’ll take us, too, and then nothing will stand in her way.”

“What does she want, mother?” asked Pink. “What is driving her to do this?”

“We failed to save her daughter,” sighed Violet. “It’s revenge she desires, and our reality will be the collateral damage.”


Chapter Four

Crystal Heart Cyan pulled aside the hangers, examining the hanging outfits critically. Should she go with the blue camisole, or would that be too revealing?

This was college, so nobody would bat an eye at a little bit of sexiness. There was a fine line between naughty and slutty which she didn't wish to cross, however. Besides, if she went all out, Ben would probably just adjust his glasses and look away.

She saw the fire in his eyes when he did look at her, it wasn't just her imagination. Was it?

Screw it. You only live once, right?

Grabbing the camisole, she slid it on over her tight bra, moving her heart amulet out of the way. All she needed was a quick check, and then she could go.

Humming to herself, she wandered over to the mirror, studying her dirty, blonde hair. She had cut it short, forming it into twintails that sprouted out on either side. It made her look childish, but she had compensated for this by adding black makeup to give her a goth aesthetic.

She was also wearing a ruffled skirt, striped knee socks, and chunky boots to complete the look, along with a hint of a scent she knew he liked. Leaning over the chest of drawers, she puckered her lips, pleased with what she saw.

She grinned at herself. It was almost poetic, in a way. Boy meets girl, girl seduces boy, they both smash and live happily ever after. He was a typical college guy, so he probably wouldn’t have any idea what hit him.

The beginnings of another poem appeared in her head, but a hint of motion in the mirror drew her attention. Frowning, she leaned in close. There appeared to be a female figure leaning out of her closet, staring at her with hollow eyes through an ivory mask.

Gasping, she spun around, a shriek dying in her throat as she saw nothing. Shivering, she approached the closet carefully, ready to flee, but she couldn’t see anything more than motes of dust drifting through the morning light.

If there wasn’t anything here, then… the mirror?

Grabbing her heart amulet, she turned back towards the chest of drawers, ready to transform at the smallest sign of the supernatural. Taking baby steps, she approached cautiously, but nothing curious appeared.

Groaning to herself, she let go of the amulet, shaking her head. She was probably just tired—she shouldn’t have pulled that all nighter a few days ago.

This wasn’t the first time she had felt like she was being watched over the last month, but she was just being paranoid. She probably needed to get more sleep in general, before she crashed and burned.

Look, she had almost forgotten to put on the spiked collar she had purchased to go with this outfit!

Grabbing it, she ran a finger over the purple heart shaped medallion that would sit in the hollow of her throat. Cute!

She stared into the mirror, looking for that creepy figure again, but everything seemed normal. Boring.

Oh well. She wasn’t going to stress the little things. Wrapping the collar around her neck, she smiled at the tiny heart, feeling a wash of heat flowing through her as the amethyst settled against her throat.

There. Now she was ready to tackle the day.

Grabbing her bag, she left the apartment, banging down the stairs in her clompy boots. They made firm, commanding sounds, giving her the confidence necessary to confront her crush.

She couldn’t go around writing stupid lyrics for her lover without knowing if he cared, too. She would confess her love and find out if he reciprocated, damn the consequences!

Stepping up to the bus stop, she looked around surreptitiously at the others waiting. They didn’t seem to care about her attire, but this was a university town, so some level of weirdness was probably expected.

Fishing her phone out of her purse, she unlocked it, absentmindedly touching the heart shaped crystal on her collar. It felt comfortable, far more than she had expected, as if she was protected from the outside world.

In a way, this outfit was armor, allowing her to be someone else. She only hoped that someone else would give her the confidence she needed to carry out her plan.

So far, it wasn’t so bad, but she knew that her anxiety would increase the closer she got to school. These people didn’t know her, but her classmates would definitely question her.

She narrowed her brow. Let them question her. She had more important things to do. Like… finishing this poem on her phone!

She tapped in a few refrains, biting her lower lip. The beginning was pretty wistful, but she wasn’t feeling it. She needed to bring it up a notch, to unleash her inner warrior princess!

A heaving bosom with tears I pray/Love’s red splendor in vast array. No, that was annoyingly pedestrian. Perhaps something a little more spicy?

She struggled with it until the bus came, but nothing good sprang to mind. Clutching the jewel at her neck, she felt a wave of warmth coming over her as she climbed the steps. Her breasts tingled, pussy jolting with arousal. Yes, that was the answer!

Erasing the verses, she began to write with zeal, an image of two bodies thrusting together taking hold of her mind. This was far racier than she would have written normally, but it was flowing so well, she hated to stop!

Pressing her thighs together, she tapped faster, getting it out as fast as she could. Pussy tingling/Breasts jingling/Hips jumping/Rod pumping!

Her breasts felt rounder, swollen, as she continued writing, unable to stop herself. The heat from her collar had suffused her head, and she could think of nothing but her fantasy. Her body, moving sinuously, taking her lover for the ride of his life. It felt so real!

She dipped her head, letting out a soft moan. A sudden rush of embarrassment broke her from the trance. What the hell was she doing?

Eyes hooded, she looked around to see if anyone else had noticed her indiscretion. No, thank goodness, they all appeared to be engrossed in their phones, just like her. Shrugging, she looked down, intending on continuing with her writing, but her eyes landed on her camisole, which was sticking out much farther than she had remembered.

Were her breasts always that large? The gap between them certainly seemed to be much wider, the bra feeling extra tight against her creamy flesh.

Putting her phone down, she made another quick survey of the passengers, but nobody was looking. Good.

With haste, she grabbed the fabric of her camisole between her breasts and pulled it outwards for an inspection. What was that?

Her lacey bra had been transformed into a rubbery material, similar to the uniform she wore when she used her heart crystal to transform. It cupped her breasts tightly, pulling them up into a rigid position.

At the tips, her enlarged nipples poked through heart shaped holes in the rubber bra, straining against the fabric of her camisole. Frowning, she let go of her top, spotting the telltale bumps on the surface. Lewd!

Desire tingled down her fingertips. She wanted to touch them, wanted to play, but not here on the bus!

Panting under her breath, she tried to shift position in her seat, but this failed to reduce her arousal. She had to do something, or she was going to go insane. If she just adjusted them a little, perhaps the others wouldn't notice?

Shifting her thighs together, she clamped her tongue between her teeth, sliding her phone back into her purse. Fortunately, nobody was sitting next to her, so if she turned towards the window and sunk lower, she could have at least a modicum of privacy.

Her hands lifted hesitantly, sliding over her hips as she moved them upwards. Sweat prickled at her neck, her heart rate skyrocketing. Was she really going to do this?

Pushing the fabric aside, she rested her hands on her belly, staring blankly out the window as her arousal rose. Heat pulsed in a band around her neck, a hot point of desire glowing in the gem nestled against her throat.

It wouldn't take long. She just had to try it, had to taste the forbidden pleasure!

Her fingers crawled upwards, the tips feeling the band of tight latex that clung to her chest. She shivered as she felt a tickling sensation through the lower half of the cups, the extent of her breasts spilling over into her hands.

They definitely seemed larger, but it wasn’t clear to her if that was because the latex bra was pulling them up against her chest. They certainly were more sensitive, though, ooh.

Wrapping her fingers around her nipples, she hesitated. This seemed like a really bad idea, but her libido was in the driver’s seat.

Her rational mind almost overrode her, but the jewel on her neck throbbed, urging her forward. Wasn’t there something strange about that, too?

She lost the thread of thought as her hands touched her swollen breasts, fingers groping at the sensitive flesh.

Trapping her nipples between her forefingers, she gave them a short tug, a long breath escaping her lips as spikes of pleasure shot into her heart.

A bell rang, and her eyes flicked upwards. This was her stop!

Startled, she slipped her hands out of her camisole and blushed, gathering up her purse and backpack. Unsteady on her feet, she lurched out into the aisle, holding on to a handrail as the bus rattled to a stop.

“Hey,” called out a young man from a few seats back, the ring in his nose dangling. “Your outfit is smoking hot! Keep it up, and don't listen to all the losers!”

He gave her a quick wink. “Maybe I'll see you at the club later?”

She glanced at the instrument case between his legs. “Maybe,” she replied, noncommittal.

Hefting her backpack, she flew down the stairs and out the door, feeling as though she was being chased by demons. The flush of heat had moved down her neck, embarrassment clawing at her lungs.

She wheezed as the bus roared off, feeling excited. She couldn't believe she had done that, but she hadn't been caught! What else could she get away with?

That young man had clearly been interested in her. What did she have going on tonight?

She shook her head. There was only one man she was interested in, and she was about to face him in person.

Taking a diagonal path through the small park, she headed up to the lecture hall, feeling the drumbeat of her footsteps against the red bricks. This outfit was pretty fun, but it could be made better with the addition of more rubber.

Her bra felt amazing, the material hugging her with each step she took. It was reminiscent of her crystal heart uniform, though that was far more utilitarian in nature—not fun.

Maybe she should pierce her ears and nose, too, get a few tattoos. If she was going to conform to the goth stereotype, she might as well go all the way, right?

The more she thought over the idea, the more she liked it. Her team members might question her life decisions, but she had to dress in the way that was most comfortable to her, right?

The collar around her neck squeezed tighter, and she sighed in satisfaction. Her ass was feeling rubbery, too, a wad of material squishing between her legs. Had it been transformed like her bra?

She didn’t have time to examine it now. It was far easier to increase her pace, and enjoy the sensation of the material rubbing against her clit. That’s what a goth girl would do, right?

The heart jewel on her throat throbbed in agreement, and she let out a hissing breath. It was too bad she was still in public, or she’d give her breasts another squeeze.

Her mind was slowly changing about how loose and free she felt about sexual escapades, but she wasn’t going to break the social mores hammered into her since a young age in a day or two. Masturbating in public just wasn’t done.

Oh, but why not? It would be so delicious to touch herself in the public square, letting all the other students know just how available she was.

Making a double take, she frowned. Where were these thoughts coming from? This wasn’t like her at all!

The confusion brought her to a halt as she tried to figure out the source, but she was quickly distracted by the tightness of the latex around her breasts. Either the bra was getting smaller, or her boobs were getting larger.

An intense desire to figure this out seized her, and it was all she could do to stop herself from taking off her top right where she was. Gritting her teeth, she fought with her out of control arousal, gasping as the dimpled bumps on her top appeared to grow larger.

The distant clang of ringing bells pulled her out of the downward spiral, rebooting her brain. It was the on campus chapel, which meant she must be close to her destination.

Looking up, she blinked as she recognized the building in front of her. It was squat, ugly, and large, built economically to house large numbers of undergraduates. Heath Hall, named after a tasteless benefactor of the university, with more money than sense.

They had all the new students go here to take their introductory courses, because it was fairly central on campus, and it contained the largest lecture halls. That made the classes she had here a total zoo, with the professors spending practically no time with their students.

They couldn’t, even if they had wanted to—it simply wasn’t feasible. The TAs did their best, but it was still a poor educational experience.

She had complained about this in the past, but now she didn’t care. She had only one goal today, and it had nothing to do with acing today’s exam!

Smiling to herself, she marched up to the hall with confidence, feeling supremely sexy as she strutted her stuff. She swayed her hips as she passed by a group of students, their murmuring gossip reaching her ears as she slid through an open door.

“Did you see her nipples?” one of the girls said in a hushed whisper. “She has to be braless, they're poking out of her top!”

“She looks so confident!” muttered another. “I'd kill to be that sexy!”

Would she? It wouldn't be that difficult for her to do the same, she just needed to throw off all sense of propriety and let herself go with the flow. It was so much easier to listen and obey.

The glowing gem at her neck throbbed in agreement, and her breasts strained in the bra, her skin itching as it rubbed against the latex. She let out a sigh of pleasure, steering herself up a curved staircase that led up to the second level.

She savored the feeling in her privates as she climbed, the rubber panties tugging at her clit. The socks on her legs seemed to be flexing differently than before, the tops riding up her legs.

Looking down, she frowned with confusion. Hadn't she put on striped socks this morning? Somehow, they had been changed into rubber, the stripes remaining the same color.

They squeezed her thighs with every step, looking sleek and kinky. They lent her a devilish air, and she liked it.

Better yet, the tops remained in place around the thickest part of her thighs, even as she stepped out onto the landing. There were no garter belts or other obvious means of attachment—it appeared as though they had been fixed in place by magic.

Pleased with them, she didn't question their presence, instead opting to stick out a leg and pose, leaning to one side to show off how they accentuated her height. She especially liked the heart pattern that stretched up the sides—it was quite a nice touch! Whoever had designed this had some serious taste.

Her boots seemed glossier, too, with spikes projecting from around the toe box. An extra large talon curled up from the tip, wickedly sharp. Damn, that looked cool.

Her rational mind began to question these changes, but the pulsing throb of the jewel on her collar short circuited these thoughts, sending her into a spiral of ever increasing pleasure. There was no need for questions—everything was fine. This was meant to be. She should keep moving forward, and seize everything she desired from this world.

Increasing her pace, she ignored the stares of the other students, brushing past them as she headed towards the door on the right.

Yeah, she looked like a gothic slut, so what? Those other girls only wished they could be as sexy as her.

She grinned at them, clicking her tongue ring against her front teeth. Ben Thornfield, you better get on your knees! There’s a new boss in town!

Passing through the door, she trotted down the ramp, choosing her usual row somewhere in the middle near the far edge.

If you sat too far forward, you were seen as an overeager teacher's pet, too far back, and you were probably goofing off. She generally preferred to be seen as studious, but not an overachiever. Hiding somewhere in the middle was the perfect way to get lost among the crowd.

She scooted down an aisle, squeezing past some early birds. They winced and backed away, the spikes on her boots clawing at their knees.

The old her would have apologized, but when they looked like they were going to complain, she growled at them. Faces pale, they sat back and shut up, just as she desired. Good. If she wanted their opinion, she would have asked for it!

The collar on her neck felt taller, the gem pounding, drowning out her embarrassment at offending them. She wasn't intimidated. She was superior.

Sliding into the seat next to her target, she set down her bag. Relaxing against the armrest, she swiveled the half desk into place, placing her purse in front of her. “How are you doing, handsome?” she asked, flopping her enormous breasts on top.

Their size was too obvious to be ignored. Somewhere along the way, they had inflated again, her turgid nipples tenting the sheer fabric of the camisole. Anyone with eyes would be able to catch a glimpse of her pink skin underneath, just as she liked it.

Her body was made to entice, to enslave. Why not use it to its fullest extent?

The man dressed in a blue and white plaid button up shirt turned towards her, his face frowning. She could see his eyes widen in alarm as he reached up a hand to adjust his glasses, just like she knew he would.

“Who are you?” he asked, clutching his pen nervously as he swallowed long and hard.

He didn’t recognize her! Her heart fluttered, a smile growing on her face. With the makeup on, she must have disguised herself enough to throw him off. Very well, she’d just have to introduce herself again.

“My name is Sasha,” she said, lying smoothly. There wasn’t any reason to be honest with him. He had never noticed the existence of her old persona, so she might as well start anew.

Imbuing her voice with a fake accent, she lowered the pitch, making it as sensual as possible. “It’s nice to meet you. What’s your name?”

“B…Ben,” he replied, flushing as he looked down at his notepad. “Nice to meet you,” he said faintly, vibrancy fading from his intonation as he sank back into his seat.

Bracing her tongue ring against her pointed front teeth, she leaned over, letting her breasts spill out onto his lap. “What’s wrong, handsome, never seen a goth girl before?”

“I’ve seen plenty, online,” he muttered, pulling his arm back against his chest. “Do you mind? Your chest is taking up all my personal space.”

She laughed, letting her breasts jiggle against his side. “Don’t tell me, you’ve never done it, have you? Is that why you’re so nervous?”

Bracing an elbow against the desk, she flicked her fingers up, examining her sharp fingernails, which had been painted a glossy blue. “Do you know, we’re all animals when you get right down to it? We all have needs. What do you desire?”

Ben cleared his throat, his entire face turning red, overheating. He clamped his lips together, sitting up, back ramrod straight. Shoving an elbow into her right breast, he pushed her back firmly. “I desire for you to leave me alone!”

Rebuffed, Cyan flopped back into her seat with a humph, crossing her arms under her breasts. The fabric drew tight over her nipples, accentuating their size. “You're no fun,” she muttered, blinking back sudden tears that appeared in her eyes.

This was supposed to be her chance to seduce him. Why was he being so difficult?

“I'm sorry,” Ben groaned. “It's just, I have no idea who you are, and they're getting ready to hand out our exam. I have no time for distractions!”

“You don't?” she asked, giving him a side eyed grin as her pulse throbbed. “What about afterwards?”

His face flushed again, fingers fumbling as he retrieved his mechanical pencil. “Maybe,” he mumbled softly, sounding like his mouth was filled with dough.

Yes! It wasn't a full throated endorsement, but she was in. Just a few more pushes, and she'd finally get what she wanted!

The choker on her neck throbbed in harmony with the pounding of her heart, encouraging her. He might have won this battle, but he would soon be hers!

There were all sorts of dirty things she wanted to do with him. Sinuous bodies coiled in her mind, bulging breasts and erect dicks, humping and pumping together. The carnal display pushed out all other thoughts, her hands relaxing as her fingers moved towards her nipples. Just a little playtime would be okay, right? Ben wasn't even looking at her!

The projector at the front of the room clicked on, showing a splash screen. ‘Psychology 101 final exam,’ it proclaimed, with swooping blue lines around the edges, the logo of the college at the bottom right.

She squinted as she leaned forward. Hardon college? Was that a misspelling?

A whispering hiss in her ears drew her attention to the ceiling. The various clouds mounted to hold the lighting system were vaguely obscured by a whirl of dark energy that was hard to see.

Somehow, she knew it was there, but she wasn't alarmed. Touching her throat, she curled her fingers around the heart shaped gem, taking comfort from the heat that warmed her soul.

The other students seemed oblivious to the gathering storm, continuing to get ready as the door onto the stage opened. A middle aged man stepped forth, a shock of white hair interspersed with springy ginger that swayed as he clutched a binder to his chest.

An arm wrapped over his shoulder, patting his chest as he moved in a slow, shuffling motion, eyes wide. Cyan shook as a masked face peeked out from behind his head. It was the creature she had seen in the mirror!

The tenor of the murmuring around her hadn't changed—it appeared that nobody else had noticed the creature's spindly legs or jerky motions. To them, it might as well be invisible.

Frozen to her seat, Cyan licked her lips. This malign influence warranted a transformation, didn't it? If she sat here, doing nothing, that would be an abrogation of her responsibilities as a crystal heart!

And yet, for reasons she didn't quite understand herself, there was no sense of urgency within her. This was no direct threat. She might as well wait and see how the situation developed. She could always call in her team members if she needed backup.

The professor halted in front of the podium, setting down his binder. The monster pulled him into a hug, and he tilted his head back to give her more access. Her hair tendrils writhed, wrapping around his skull to keep him in place.

The creature’s ludicrously large breasts pressed into the man’s side, her masked face flexing as she pressed her painted lips against his. Although the surface of the mask appeared rigid, the way she was sucking on his tongue proved that to be a lie. It was almost like a rubbery skin of sorts. How odd.

Their display of affection continued for longer than Cyan was comfortable, the monster sliding her hands over the man’s shoulders and down his back. Eventually, she let go, her long, purple tongue slipping over his lips, drool drizzling down his chin. Both of them smiled at each other, the hollow mask reflecting his crazed expression.

The students still failed to react, even when the creature shifted her position so that she could undo his belt buckle and slip a hand into his pants. From this new angle, her left breast was clearly visible, a fat nipple extruding through a heart shaped opening in her bubblegum pink latex suit.

A dangling golden ring sparkled as the creature's hand wrapped around the professor's dick, a grunt escaping his throat as a bulge appeared. Ignoring this, he tilted over the microphone.

“There's been a change of plans,” he announced in a strained voice. “The exam has been postponed. Instead, a guest speaker will be giving a presentation. You may leave now, if you wish, but your attendance will affect your final grade for this course.”

He lowered his glasses on his nose. “Some of you need this credit to pass, so please keep that in mind.”

Despite his severe expression, Cyan could see the cracks forming in his demeanor. The horrifying creature was working him good, his breathing coming in short puffs. Tears squeezed from his eyes. “Please… uh… welcome Mistress Arlen. Give her the… groan… courtesy of your full attention.”

His head jerked back as he closed his eyes, a stain appearing on the front of his trousers. The creature’s mask looked gleeful as she removed her hands from his pants. Bodily moving him aside, she pushed up to the podium, squashing her breasts against the edge.

The air around her body rippled, and for a brief instant, Cyan thought that she could see a stern, older woman cupping the microphone. Reality rippled, and the illusion faded, but she got the sense that the other students couldn’t see what she was seeing. Another side benefit of being a Crystal Heart?

She didn’t feel particularly concerned, however. The collar around her throat held her tight, her body remaining aroused and ready. She only needed to convince Ben to drop his inhibitions so that he’d fuck her.

She didn’t think that it would be too hard, given that the exam had been canceled, but she needed to reconsider her approach. Jumping into his lap a second time was unlikely to get his hard length inside her sodden pussy.

Moving her eyes, she surreptitiously studied her target. He was frowning, reaching down to put his pencil away in his bag. She didn't like the way his muscles were tensing. Was he getting ready to leave?

She couldn't have that. Reaching over, she wrapped a hand around his shoulder. “What's the rush?” she asked, imbuing her voice with sensuality. “Why don't you wait and see what she has to say?”

The heart at her throat throbbed as her desires coiled around her crush, and he blinked, looking like a startled deer.

His surprise soon faded, however, and he frowned, giving her a closer look. “Wait, you look familiar. You're that girl that's been watching me during every lecture, right?”

Cyan's heart flipped. It was now or never!

“That's right,” she said, batting her eyes. “I just kept giving you signals, but you never noticed me!”

She formed her lips into a moue. “What does it take for a girl to get some action around here?”

“Action?” he stuttered, going white. “What are you talking about?”

Letting go of his shoulder, she thrust her hand under his arm, trapping him against her side. Her breasts jiggled, squeezing against his hand, and he pulled back as if shocked.

“Is this subtle enough for you?” she asked, pursing her lips into a pout.

She could see the arousal growing in his eyes, a bonfire she had lit with her actions. How would he react now, knowing that everything he desired was right in front of him?

Licking his lips nervously, he blushed, sitting back in his seat. “Why don't we listen to what she has to say?” he finally said.

He turned his hand over, waiting limply as she wrapped her fingers through his, giving them a squeeze. “Yes, let's,” she whispered, nestling up against his shoulder.

She had him, he just didn't know it yet. The grip of lust had enfolded them both, it just needed a little push, which she fully intended on making.

She planted a demure expression on her face, but internally, her heart was beating like a drum. Had she really just done that? She didn't think she possessed that kind of confidence!

The heat of their bodies pressed together mixed with the licking flames at her throat, making her feel like a sexy beast. She didn't question it—she was finally taking action, getting what she had always wanted!

Settling into her seat with glee, she waited for the presenter to finish her introduction. “Sexual misconduct cases have been on the rise lately, and I've been asked to talk about the causes and statistics.”

A low moan of protest rose from the student body, but they remained in their seats as the creature grinned, the silver hair of her illusion glinting. “If you're worried that I'll be making a boring public service announcement, think again. Instead, we'll be learning how to treat each other in a more consensual fashion.”

The creature clasped her hands together, leering at them. “To do so, we'll need to rearrange the class appropriately. Everyone, please raise your hand if you're already a couple, but your significant other is not in attendance.”

She waited for the students to comply, a swirl of dark energy from the ceiling diffusing out over the crowd. “Very good. Please stand and make your way to the exits. You are not eligible at this time—but don't worry, you'll receive the credit you deserve.”

She paused, waiting as the students murmured and stood, grumbling as they left the room. “Now, next question!” she said, her voice rising above the noise. “Who here is not interested in another member of this class?”

Voices whispered with confusion. “It's a simple question,” the monster continued. “I'll give you some time to figure it out while I proceed, but please arrange yourselves next to your crushes or ongoing paramours, as the case may be.”

Cyan squeezed Ben's hand possessively, grinning as his free hand moved over to clasp her wrist. She had already found her partner.

The screen flashed, a new slide appearing, filled with stats. “It is a basic truth that humans, both men and women, are horny,” said the monster in a smooth voice. “Unfortunately, there are so many inhibitions that hold us back. We worry about what others will think of us, what they’ll say about us. It’s a restrictive culture that pushes hookups, but there’s not as much fucking as you’d think.”

She held out her hands to the shuffling students. “Even if, by most estimations, there are plenty of potential couples that could be created, they often aren’t—because we simply won’t tell each other how we feel.”

She leaned over the lectern, a purplish aura swirling around her body. “That’s a problem I intend to rectify in the next half hour. You will learn to ask, lead, and listen to your bodies. By the time we’re done, if you do well, I might even take you with me.”

The shuffling began to die down as the students finished rearranging themselves. The masked monster swapped to the next slide, which displayed an image of a half dressed couple, their lips locked over each other.

“Everyone is still feeling so distant right now,” announced the monster. “The first step is to get comfortable with nudity. To that end, I want you all to strip. That’s right, take off your shoes, shirts, and pants, and just relax.”

The lighting on the stage wobbled, the tint changing to match the dark energy that filled the room. Everyone was breathing it in, now, including her, but it didn’t bother her that much. What about Ben?

He was leaning forward, his free hand moving to cup her right breast. She cooed, impressed with his initiative. Did that have anything to do with the dark mist, or were these his natural instincts?

Did that really matter if they were both happy with it? The darkness was bringing them true bliss and happiness. They should both embrace it, and welcome its influence on them.

The heart at her throat glowed in agreement, and she moaned, giving his hand another squeeze. “Touch me, hold me, use me,” she whispered to Ben, feeling the power of these words in her soul.

His lips parted, a low, masculine moan easing from his throat. She couldn't stop herself, reaching out to tweak his dimpled cheek. The way his eyes shone in response was so cute. She leaned in for a short kiss, taking her chances.

His mouth was warm, a hot fire in her belly driving her forward. “Do you want to take it to the next level?” she purred.

His back arched. “Yes, but not here!” he hissed, looking down nervously at the bulge in his pants. “Not in front of… everyone!”

“What are you concerned about? You heard the lady. It's time to show each other what we're made of!”

Giving his hand a final, firm squeeze, she let go and stood, turning to give him a good view of her pendulous breasts. “If you're nervous, I'll go first!”

Grabbing the edges of her ruffled skirt, she began to peel it off, shifting her butt back and forth to emphasize her assets. His eyes bulged as she popped it over her hips, letting it drop.

“What is that?” he choked out, getting a full view of the rubber underwear that clutched at her privates.

Looping her thumbs under the edges, she pulled it out and let go, feeling it snap back against her skin as she thrust her mons towards him. “What's the matter, never seen anything this sexy?”

“Not in person,” he muttered, fumbling at his belt buckle. “I only expected to see such things on porno sites. I've never had anyone this interested in me before!”

A hint of sadness tugged at her heart. “Really? Nobody? Then you deserve to see this, too!”

Without ceremony, she flipped up her top, scooting it off over her head. Her breasts were free to flop about in her rubber bra, but they remained fixed in place, held by the tight constriction.

The heart shaped openings at the ends put her nipples on full display, the purplish tips pointing directly at his mouth. His Adam's apple bobbed, lips parting as he let out a long sigh.

“You want to taste them, don't you?” Clasping the bottoms of her breasts with both hands, she gave them a little squeeze.

Her flesh distended into the rubber cups, the material tugging at her skin as it skipped over the surface.

The pleasure was almost too much for her. She knew that her body had been changed, but she was growing to love the luscious curves that filled out the glossy bra.

Her skin seemed to be taking on a blue hue, but she wouldn't question it. If this was a fantasy, she never wanted it to stop!

She was about to lean in to give Ben a taste when the lecturer cleared her throat, a barking rasp echoing through the room. This was sufficient to break her out of the small bubble she was in, bringing her back to the shuffling crowd of students.

They had removed their clothing as well, kissing, clasping, touching. The atmosphere was nothing short of electric, their actions bringing them closer to a full on orgy.

The slide had changed again, showing the kissing couple embracing each other. The woman's enormous breasts were spilling out of her top, squishing against the man's chest.

“These days, everyone is so worried about being kicked out of college for sexual harassment that nobody even talks to each other any more. The urge for sexual exploration, self discovery, and freedom is cut off at the knees.”

Her lips twisted. “That changes, now. Our lesson today is fully sanctioned sex. It's almost time to breed!”

She raised her hand. “But… not just yet. Not until I say so.”

The side doors on either side of the stage popped open, revealing two female figures bearing cardboard boxes. As they marched out into the light, Cyan realized that their bodies were entirely coated with a layer of polished, black rubber.

Their heads were black domes, hidden under visored helmets, a glowing purple logo on their foreheads. Between their lips, glowing, purple ball gags pulsed with each step, their legs pumping in time.

Between their legs, a thick cylinder was mounted, a throbbing light bouncing back and forth as their black heels clacked against the wooden floor. Their chests were thrust forward, showing off the heart shaped holes over their nipples, much the same as the bra she wore herself.

She recoiled internally, instantly recognizing that their uniforms were derived from the clothing she was wearing. Had she been infected with dark energy, too?

Instinctively, she grabbed for the cyan heart crystal amulet dangling from her necklace, but the heart on her collar thrummed, and she gasped, jumping as the shadowy mist coalesced around her.

Rings jangled on her collar as she wheezed, her breasts jutting outwards as a tightly boned corset appeared around her waist, hugging her tight. A swish of ruffled latex came from below, and suddenly she was wearing a skirt again, but this one sat light over her thighs, barely hiding her privates.

A black strip of rubber had also appeared over her waist, a stylized A sitting cheekily on top, the letter glowing a dark purple. As it throbbed, her eyes rolled, a thick weight of metal resting against her upper lip.

Her face creased into a smile, revealing her sharp teeth as she marveled at the width of her waist. Her hips were thick, ass cheeks slapping together as she stood tall on her chunky platform boots, heels together.

Nipples tight, she gasped, feeling lubrication trickling down her thighs as she noticed the nipple covers that had appeared over her distended flesh. Golden rings penetrated the tips, fastening them securely to her breasts.

Curious, she gave them a little tug, hissing to herself in glee at the pinpricks of pain that jolted through her chest. They looked sluttier than ever! Ben was sure to want to suck on them! What a blessing!

Forgetting everything about her silly crystal heart life in the midst of her lusty thoughts, she straightened up and watched eagerly, wondering idly what else the dark creature had in store for them.

Several more rubber figures had appeared behind the first two, also wearing ball gags and rubber face masks. Some of them were male, their dicks pointed straight outwards, locked in place by cylindrical sheaths that slowly rocked up and down, milking them.

They lined up on either side of the creature at the podium, waiting patiently with their cardboard boxes as their attached devices pleasured them.

The light from the projector flickered, a new slide appearing. This one had an image of an assortment of plugs with different lengths, stretching from the very small, to the ludicrously large. Cyan frowned at a purple monstrosity, trying to figure out how the knobbly length could fit anyone.

“Today, we'll be learning about insertables through practical applications. The most memorable lessons are through personal experience, so we will be passing out starter butt plugs for everyone to use!”

She leered at the students, who looked uncertain at this pronouncement. “No need for concern, they come pre-lubricated for easy insertion. We’ll start out small, but if some of you have experience, notify the TA, and they’ll give you something special.”

Cyan briefly wondered whether that might be one of the huge plugs as long as her forearm, but Ben was tugging on her. “I don't like this,” he said forcefully, staring at her with steely gray eyes. “I think we should leave.”

A mixed series of emotions rushed through Cyan, her body feeling hot as she touched her neck. “I don't know. I kind of want to see what she has in mind,” she said, biting her lower lip. “Don't you want to see everything I have to offer?”

“Yes, but later,” he replied, agitated. “I'm getting bad vibes about this.”

The TAs were sweeping down the aisles, ball gags flashing as they presented their cardboard boxes to the first person on each row. They reached inside slowly, as if in a trance, retrieving a set of black butt plugs, a sparkly light shining from their hilts. The TA then handed them a bottle before moving on, his dick swaying back and forth as the sleeve stroked up and down.

The erotic atmosphere was driving her crazy. If she left with Ben now, he might demure again. She needed to find a way to change his mind, quick.

Getting down on one knee, she presented her breasts to him. “Do you have bad vibes about me?” she asked, giving the capped tips a little flick.

“No,” he said slowly, his lips parting as he stared at her piercings. “In fact, there are quite a few things I wouldn't mind doing with you.”

He adjusted his glasses, looking pallid. “I'm not sure I should say them, though.”

She shuffled up to his knees, placing her breasts on top of his legs. “Why so reticent? I'm here, you're here. Why don't you just take what you want? Isn't that the way of things?”

Touching her pigtails, she gave him a coquettish look. “Give them a lick, I promise I won't bite.”

His reluctance still held him back, but she could see that he was losing the struggle. Taking a deep breath, he stretched out his fingers, stroking them over the upper expanse of her left breast. A wild hunger suddenly appeared in his eyes, and he grabbed her upper arms.

At his urging, she rose, draping her breasts in front of his nose as she braced herself on his shoulders. Leaning forward, he wrapped his mouth over the nipple cover, licking around it in a circle.

She grunted as he took the ring in his mouth, giving it a vicious tug. The way her breast distended looked erotic, the pain transforming to pleasure as it met the heat throbbing through her body from the collar.

“Oh, yes!” she cried out, splaying her thighs over his bulging underwear. “Pull on it harder, grope me, maul me!”

He tugged again, and she squealed, wiggling her butt. A hand touched her shoulder, and she turned, growling at the woman on her right. “Can’t you see we’re busy?” she hissed, piercings dangling from her lower lip.

The girl next to her looked flustered, her frizzy, black hair dangling over her eyes. “I’m sorry to interrupt,” she said in a small voice, presenting her with four black rubber ass plugs. “We’ve been asked to pass these along.”

Cyan gave the woman a horrendous grin, taking them from her delicately. “Thank you,” she hissed.

Turning towards her left, she gave a set to the last couple in the row. The man accepted them without comment, eyes dull as he turned back towards the woman who was splayed out in her seat, hips wide. Her underwear was down around her ankles, her red, inflamed pussy glistening in the light.

The man leaned over, pressing the business end of the plug against her ass. She jerked, gasping as the rounded tip slid inside, the end glowing an unearthly purple as it popped into place. Her expression immediately smoothed into a dopey grin, her limbs relaxing as she cooed.

Smirking, Cyan turned towards Ben. “Are you ready to receive your plug?” she asked, dual wielding them like daggers.

He eyed them skeptically. “I’d rather not,” he said dryly.

“Really?” she humphed. “Everyone’s doing it! Here, I’ll demonstrate, it’s not that hard.”

Spreading her legs, she twirled the plug around, ramming it into her rump. Her needy hole pulsed around it, sucking on the rubbery mushroom shape. With a sharp pinch of pleasurable pain, it slipped in, the end glowing as the mass inflated, locking itself in place.

She sighed, giving Ben a wide grin, her thighs shaking. “There. That wasn’t too bad, was it?”

Gripping the second plug in the palm of her hand, she got back down on her knees, slipping a hand into his underwear and giving it a tug. She could feel the plug shifting inside her with every movement, urging her forward.

She gave in immediately, already committed to helping with Ben’s conversion. He would be transformed, as she was, the two of them becoming an enslaved couple, so that they could better serve.

Serve? Serve who?

Dazed, she lost her train of thought, the throbbing on her neck and in her ass urging her to continue. Yes, serve. It didn’t matter who.

She was collared, therefore she was a slave. As long as she continued obeying, she would find her Mistress eventually—it was all quite logical.

“What’s the matter?” asked Ben, stroking her cheek. “You seemed so eager, but now you look perturbed.”

Her smile returned as the reasoning crystallized in her mind. “Oh, nothing to worry about. I was distracted for a moment, but it’s all fine now. Let’s get you plugged up.”

He frowned, helping her to remove his underwear. “I’m only doing this because you’re here,” he complained, straining his neck to look at the others. “I’m not comfortable in front of all these people!”

“None of us are,” hissed Cyan. “Stop worrying about them. They’re irrelevant! I’m going to show you pure pleasure, and then we’ll fuck.”

She grabbed at his dick, giving it a rough tug. He sighed, a rough, masculine grunt escaping his lips as the fire grew in his eyes. “Fine,” he growled. “You're going to ride me right here in this chair.”

Chuckling, she leaned over to give the head of his dick a soft kiss. His muscles surged, hips tilting as a hint of precum dribbled from the tip.

“It will be as you desire,” she whispered, “but first, we must prepare.”

Darting in, she took his erect length in her mouth, sliding down as far as she dared. He groaned as the barbell of her tongue ring bounced over his glans, tickling at his flesh.

She was surprised to find that her gag reflex appeared to be nonexistent. She could take him further inside her throat if she wished, but that was probably a bad idea.

It wouldn’t take much to drink him dry, but that was not her intent. This was only an appetizer.

Besides, she still had this plug to install. That would really juice him up.

Clamping down, she pulled back up, slow and steady, feeling him out as she listened to his exasperated groans and grunts. He was right where she wanted him!

Popping her mouth off the top, she gave him a devilish grin. “What are you, a succubus?” he groaned. “Why did you stop?”

“Because I still have something that’s gotta go in down below,” she snickered, feeling the fat plug in her ass pulsing with approval.

“Hurry up, then!” he roared, his face looking ugly, almost bestial. “I… need it,” he sighed, features softening as Cyan jabbed the end of the plug into his butthole.

“There’s no need to hold back on my account,” she whispered, applying constant pressure as his rectum squeezed around the girth. “I want it just as much as you do. This simply needs to be done in the proper order.”

Holding his penis up, she waited patiently as his rectum worked around the length. “Try bearing down on it,” she suggested. “That can help your sphincter to open up.”

She gave him a smoky grin, running her tongue over the rings dangling from her lower lip. “The sooner you accept this inside you, the sooner we can move to the fun part.”

He made a face, gasping as the plug suddenly moved. Popping inside, the flange pushed up against his skin, the gem on the hilt glowing as the plug inflated. There, now it couldn't be removed until She said so.

Her vision blurred, this knowledge and her thoughts foreign to her. She had no idea where this was coming from, and her actions were definitely not normal. For a brief moment, a surge of terror clawed at her heart, but it soon faded as the butt plug in her ass thrummed, stroking her insides.

A stylized A appeared within the butt plug's gem, and Ben's dick jerked, a soft moan breaching his lips. “It's warm!” he exclaimed, a puzzled expression on his lips. “It's huge, but soft. It feels good.”

The area around the gem was becoming increasingly black, but she decided not to tell her lover. He didn't need to know that it was probably going to transform him into a rubber slave. Besides, he might even like it!

It was time to claim her prize, before he changed his mind again. Flexing her muscled thighs, she admired the gloss on the latex stockings as she lowered herself on top of him, flipping up her skirt so that she could get a better look at her glistening privates. “Are you ready for this?” she lisped, the rings on her collar jangling.

Legs spread wide, he cursed, the muscles on his chest rippling. “Get on me before I explode!” he exclaimed, squeezing his hands around the armrests.

If she didn't hurry, he would make a mess all over the seat instead of inside her pussy. She couldn't have that.

Grabbing his rock hard dick, she curved it over until it was aimed directly for her hole. Climbing on top, she swayed her hips in an arch, coming down further with each swoop.

Finally, she tired of teasing him, spreading her inner lips open with the dangling piercings. Dropping down onto the head of his dick, she let it slip inside. She moaned, letting go as she sank further, lifting her hands to wrap them around her breasts.

Squeezing her ass against his thighs, she pulled up, rocking forward and back as his length plumbed her depths. He gritted his teeth, hissing as he stared at her with naked hunger.

She had expected him to be more assertive, but here he was, being ridden like a slave. It was a little disappointing, she had to admit. He was more like a pet than a paramour.

Oh well, he would serve just as well as a menial. She increased her speed, intending on milking him until he exploded, proclaiming her dominance.

The way his face was changing colors was quite satisfactory, and she didn't think he had much more in him. He was lasting longer than the average man, however, as many other couples already appeared to be nearing the finish line

Gasping for air, the students moaned as they fucked each other in various positions. Some of the women opted to spread their legs and fold themselves over the chairs, while others were getting reamed out on the desks.

One particularly adventurous woman had her leg high in the air as her man took her like a primal beast, shining ass plugs glowing from their holes.

The man let out a long cry, trembling as he held onto her leg, forcing his length deeper. As his seed spilled out of her hole, the butt plugs flashed, tendrils of black whipping out from the sides.

Their cries of pleasure changed to horror, then back again as the rubber tendrils molded around their bodies. Unable to stop themselves, they started bucking into each other again as their heads vanished under rubber domes.

Their bodies flashed, and belts appeared around their waists, the rubber coating writhing as it settled over their chests. Small keyholes opened up, liquid rubber oozing around their nipples, forming into heart shapes.

A rubber harness clasped their cheeks, straps running under their chins and around the back of their skulls. Bright, purple balls began to flash at each other, evidence of the gags that were being fitted into their mouths.

Glowing purple stripes shone on the surface of their bodysuits, running over their curves and up to their necks, terminating in a pair of headphones that clamped over their ears. The dome of rubber settled down, the glowing A of their Mistress branded on their foreheads as Her words whispered into their ears.

They continued fucking, oblivious to the consequences of their actions. More drone slaves. This class was meant to be a recruitment ground to create more servants for the Queen.

The who? Who was this queen?

Another bout of dizziness overtook her, and when she came out of it, she wasn’t bothered by such distractions. Raw, primal need drove her, forcing her hips down and up in a mechanical rhythm.

Her lover grunted, running his hands over her latex stockings as his hips rocked with her motions, sending his dick deeper inside. Shoulders stiff, his jaw dropped open as a long cry burst forth. “This is it!” he shouted, a jet of warmth flooding her pussy.

Her insides pulled on his dick, tugging with every pulsing spurt. She experienced heightened pleasure as her body thrummed in orgasm, but she was in a curious state, almost an observer to the rapture she was in.

If she lost herself, she would lose control, and she couldn't allow that. Her Queen demanded more from her.

The buzzing thoughts disrupted another bout of confusion as she kept rocking on his dick. Tendrils of black rubber were spreading up and over his chest from down below, exploding out from the glowing butt plug.

His softening dick became hard again as swirling rubbery tendrils pushed inside her, coating his cock as she continued fucking him.

The tendrils moved over his shoulders, and he shouted in joy. “It’s writhing inside me, it’s changing me!” he exclaimed, gurgling as a thick tendril darted into his mouth.

She watched the look of bliss on his face until it was completely covered by a rubber dome, the glowing symbol of their Mistress appearing on his forehead. Once she was assured that his journey towards becoming a rubber slave was complete, she let herself go, tugging at her nipple rings as she settled onto his hips, enjoying the feel of his stiff rod inside her.

The stimulation at her nipples set her off, her internal muscles clenching as she squirted her juices all over his rubbery dick. The ass plug throbbed, pulsing against her interior as she shook in pleasure.

Letting out a cry, she braced herself against him, enjoying the muscle spasms as his body was remodeled by the latex coating. Heart shaped windows appeared over his nipples, a ball gag forming in his mouth. He would be nothing more than a slave to the Queen. Just like her.

Levering herself up, she felt her lover’s rubber dick slip out of her pussy with a loud slurp. It was still being held firm by the rubber shell that had encased the man, but she was done with him, for now.

Groping her breasts, she gave her nipples another tweak as she surveyed the room. The other couples were almost done, sighs and erotic gasps filling the air as they finished their transformations into rubber drones.

One by one, they stood, the glowing balls filling their mouths as they moved woodenly down the aisles, heading towards the stage. The masked creature had dropped her illusion, spindly limbs gesturing in the air.

A swirl of dark energy coalesced in front of her, forming into an oval portal. The newly created slaves lined up, waiting patiently, like cattle. The air rippled, a cascading series of circles forming a rent in space, crackling purple energy swirling like a saw blade around the black hole.

The enslaved students marched forwards, their limbs dangling like ragdolls as they were sucked off their feet, up and into some unknown destination.

She was more amused than afraid, the throbbing collar at her throat keeping her calm. Somehow, she knew that this was the work of her Mistress, but she was still in the dark about so many things. She wanted to know more!

Curious, she followed the other converted students down the row to the central aisle, pausing as one of the TAs presented a box to her. Her magenta lips curled into a grin as the wicked symbol on her forehead glowed.

Unlike the others, this one's mouth was unfettered. Was she on a special mission?

“This is for you, general.”

Cyan looked down, past the woman's enlarged breasts and distended nipples. There, sitting benignly in the bottom of the box, was an ivory mask.

The hollow eyes laughed at her, the empty smile shimmering with purple energy. Glowing stripes swooped over the cheeks and under the chin, painted over the curved surface. Yes, this was hers.

Lifting it out of the box, she stroked her fingers over the top, admiring the glossy white sheen. “Put it on,” hissed the faceless drone. “The Queen awaits.”

There was no reason for her to hesitate further, and yet, she did. She sensed that there would be no coming back once she had made this commitment, and yet, that only made her even more excited.

She could barely remember who she had used to be before waking up this morning. Her old worries and fears had melted away, replaced with utter devotion.

She had experienced more sexual freedom in the last half hour than in the last ten years, and she wasn’t willing to give that up. She wanted to spend more time with her lover, to try out everything she had been gifted, and more. The hunger that burned in her core wouldn’t leave her alone. It drove her forward, her desire roaring like a caged beast.

There was no reason for any further resistance. This was who she was, and she loved it.

“For Her,” she hissed, flipping the mask over and placing it against her face.

The material of the mask rippled, surging around the sides of her skull and into her mouth, flowing like water. Swinging her head back, she gagged, choking as it coated her esophagus.

She couldn’t see anything but glowing purple dots that blurred her vision, spiraling around and around, terminating all thought. Tendrils plugged into her ears, wriggling into her brain. The collar around her throat squeezed as rubber coated her thoughts, squeezing into all corners of her mind.

For a brief moment, she thought that she had made a terrible mistake, but then it was over. The blockage in her throat cleared, allowing her to take in a long, shuddering breath past rubbery lips. The purple dots smeared over her vision, coloring her sight as it was slowly restored, tinted the color of her Queen, whom she adored.

The dark rubber remained in her mind, but the way it sat was more comfortable, now. New thoughts were forming, slave thoughts. She had a Mistress, a Queen. She obeyed.

The TA handed her a half mask, and she placed it on her face, buckling the leather straps behind her skull. The snout projected out from her masked face in a snarl, spikes running over the rubber that cupped her lips.

She growled, feeling powerful as she tapped her claws against her sides. She was a hound, ready to chase and capture at the whims of her Mistress.

“You look stunning,” sighed the TA. “This lowly slave wishes she was powerful enough to be graced with such gifts!”

The slave shivered, the cylinder locked over her pussy jolting as it pleasured her. “Instead, I have been reassigned to you, Dark Chained Heart Cyan. What do you wish of me?”

Frowning, she gave the drone a once-over. She looked like the others, except for the dark magenta stripes that flashed over her uniform.

Understanding dawned. “She's putting the team back together again, as Her slaves. Very good,” she chuckled, her voice sounding rough under the mask. “Now, all that remains is for me to mark what’s mine.”

Stretching out, she placed a hand around the TA’s throat. “Dark Chained Heart Magenta,” she growled. “Serve me, in pleasure. Serve Her, in bliss.”

Magenta formed her mouth into an O shape, the black latex over her eyes rippling as a pair of goggles appeared on top, the rounded lenses glinting as she bit her tongue. “Thank you, Mistress,” she whispered, her breasts wobbling as she shook.

She let go of Magenta’s throat, pleased with the spiked collar that was now locked around her neck. A small, blue heart gem glowed front and center on the collar, covered with fine chains, marking the woman as her property.

“What about me?” asked a confused male voice.

She turned around, her eyes flaring as she spotted her droned lover. “Oh, I didn’t mean to leave you out,” she lisped, reaching for his neck.

The sizzling energy awoke within her core a second time, and he was also graced with a neck collar, making him her slave. As the Queen’s general, it was only proper for her to recruit an appropriate retinue.

A vision of darkness swirled in her mind, and her hand shot out. “Hail to the Onyx Queen!”

Her new slaves mimicked her movement. “Hail. Hail!”

Her rubbery lips curved into a cruel smile. Thus would be the fate of all crystal hearts.


Chapter Five

Pink's eyes bulged as Violet unclipped a pistol from her belt and aimed it at her. She jumped aside as a beam of blazing energy leapt from the tip, smashing into one of the mirrors arrayed around the lab.

The glass melted, dripping towards the bottom of the frame in overlapping rivulets. Violet shifted her aim to the next mirror, then the next, destroying them in succession.

She only let her finger off the trigger once they were all gone, sighing as she let the overheated weapon drop to the floor. Green swooped in and kicked it away, while Orange circled around to her right.

“What was that about?” asked Pink, her chest heaving.

“Mirrors are the tools of the Onyx Queen,” announced Violet. “She can use them to watch, entice, convert. It requires a certain expenditure of energy, but they can also be used as a conduit to open a portal to negative space. Extremely dangerous.”

Pale faced, Pink gulped and nodded. “She's right. That's how I was pulled into negative space in my dream—although with Violet here, it couldn't have been a dream at all.”

“That's right,” Violet confirmed. “It was all real. Which means…”

She marched up to Pink, grabbing the amulet from around her neck. Squinting, she rubbed it with her thumb. A pulse of energy hummed between them, and it glowed a soft pink, flickering in response.

“The power is weak, but it’s still yours,” she said, confused. ““Did the bargain fail?”

Pink shrugged. “Something happened to prevent the Shadow Queen’s mirror minion from stealing it, but I don’t know how. Maybe there’s some kind of protection placed upon me by Guest, or perhaps something unusual happened to me after the fight with Karroch?”

Violet placed a hand on her chin, staring off into the distance. “I can't say,” she admitted. “Memories of the fight don't appear to have been restored to me after the Queen plucked me from the aether. They might have gone missing when she converted me into Her servant.”

Pink groaned. “Great, we both have holes in our minds.”

“How do we know that you aren't still beholden to this… Queen?” asked Green, lazily pointing the laser pistol at her.

“You don't,” Violet said bluntly. “However, if you want any hope of defeating Her before She turns you into Her puppets, you might want to listen to what I have to say.””

She pinned Green with a piercing gaze. “The black Mistress is in the business of granting wishes, but not in the way you might like. Whatever you do, don’t make any deals with Her. She’ll fulfill your request to the letter, and then take everything else!”

“Oh?” asked Pink. “What did you ask her for?”

“I only wanted one thing,” Violet said, eyes haunted. “You back.”

Green raised her hands. “Okay, let’s not get gushy here. I don’t know why you’re making such a big deal about this. None of us are going to betray each other to an evil entity from negative space.”

Violet shook her head. “You still don’t get it. Once She gets her claws in you, your deepest desires rise to the surface, like oily black tar. It’s practically impossible to resist at that point, even if you’re on your guard!”

“Then what do we do?” asked Orange, breathless. “You’re making her sound invincible!”

“I don’t know,” replied Violet, looking troubled. “Maybe one of you might come up with an idea after you understand Her motives. You see, She’s making these deals for a reason. Those who are targeted become Her thralls, increasing Her power base. She needs this power to search negative space for the soul of Her lost daughter.”

“Ah!” exclaimed Pink. “Her daughter seemed like a sore spot. Whatever happened to her?”

Violet’s brow furrowed. “That’s unclear. She seems to think it’s due to inaction on the part of a crystal heart that led to her death. Maybe Karroch ate her?”

She tapped a finger against her hip. “Guest, do you have any records that match one of our encounters with Karroch?”

The blue globe appeared from a projector on her desk. “Half a dozen events fit those criteria in the last five years,” reported Guest. “Would you like to review them?”

“Later,” sighed Violet. “Looks like we’re not going to get an answer on that one right away.”

“Do you think it’s possible that her daughter is still out there somewhere?” asked Orange, crossing her arms. “Like you were?”

Violet shrugged. “Anything’s possible, I suppose, but it’s not probable. If the Queen hasn’t found her by now, she probably doesn’t exist. Quite frankly, it’s a miracle that I survived Karroch’s maw.”

Everyone digested this statement for a long moment, looking glum. Violet shuffled over to a stool, taking a seat as she braced her back against the table. “We’re going to have to work quickly. From what I’ve gleaned from Guest, several crystal hearts have already disappeared, including a full squad. As a part of Her revenge, She seeks to subvert us to Her cause. This will leave a power vacuum which other negative space entities will exploit. You remember Karroch, right? There’s plenty more like him waiting in the wings.”

“Okay, so what’s next?” asked Pink, picking up a sheaf of papers from the edge of her desk. “You’ve been all doom and gloom, and according to your notes here, the Shadow Queen is the ‘sweet nectar of the night.’”

Violet twisted her lips. “I wouldn’t put too much stock in what my collared self said. They’re probably all odes to Her glory.”

Pink shuffled through them. “Possibly, but there might also be clues in this mess of devotion.”

She paused. “What’s this? It looks like a description of how the Queen of Shadows opens her portals through the mirrors.”

“Really?” asked Violet, leaning forward, a strange hunger in her eyes. “Let me see that.”

Pink handed the mess to her, and she gave it a quick glance. “That’s it! It will take some time, but I should be able to develop a way to mimic this process with crystal heart powers.”

She spun around, clawing at her desk to clear off the surface. “Guest, scan these into the system. I have work to do!”

Pink let out an exasperated sigh. “This is so like you. Work comes first, right?”

“What do you want from me?” asked Violet. “Should I break down and cry? You know I’ve never been the sappy sort. Now, get out! I have so much to do!”

She paused as if lost in thought, rolling over to a cabinet. “No, wait, take these before you go.”

Sliding it open, she reached inside and retrieved a handful of bracelets, offering them to Pink. She took them, examining the thick plastic rings. There was a locking catch on the side, a translucent stripe running around the center. “What are they?” she asked suspiciously.

“They’re negative space detectors. If you see them light up, the Queen’s forces are near. Or, Karroch. Who knows?” she lifted her hands, muttering as she looked over her notes. “They’ll at least prevent you from being caught unawares. Now, leave me alone, I have to build an intricate mental model to figure this out! Shoo!”

Pink held back tears, but she wasn’t going to argue with her. That never ended well.

Maybe they’d have time for a sort of homecoming after facing the current threat? Ha, fat chance of that!

Turning to the others, she handed them the bracelets. “It’s up to you whether you want to wear them. I know we’re still not sure about Violet’s loyalties, but I think she’s on our side.”

Violet harrumphed, but didn’t deign to comment. Orange and Green took them, looking at them skeptically, but eventually they slipped them over their wrists, locking them shut with a click. “We don’t trust her, but we trust you,” said Orange, squeezing her arms together.

“Thanks,” said Pink, an outpouring of emotions welling up within her.

She suppressed them. “But you probably shouldn’t. We don’t really know what we’re dealing with here. The ability of this dark queen to reach out and corrupt crystal hearts shouldn’t be underestimated. All of us are at risk.”

“Yes, but we can’t live in fear,” pointed out Green, her lips firm. “We have to trust in ourselves, our powers, and each other, or we’ve already lost.”

A hint of a smile appeared on Pink’s face. “Why are you the one giving me this pep talk? I thought I’m supposed to be the leader!”

“Maybe, but you haven’t been around, so we’ve had to figure it out ourselves!” declared Orange, trying to look tough.

Pink giggled. “You look it,” she murmured, sadness seeping back into her thoughts.

A loud klaxon filled the lab, a red light spinning on the ceiling. Guest’s blue globe appeared from a projector mounted to the wall next to the exit door. “Class five emergency,” it reported in its monotone. “Assault detected in the residential district. Warning: negative energy spikes indicate heavy forces in the area.”

A small beam of light appeared on the side of the globe, a large rectangle projected out onto the wall. The street of a suburb flowed around a corner, an oval of crackling purple energy appearing on the sidewalk. Rubber coated drones soon disgorged, followed by more colorful creatures that were hard to identify with the low resolution of the image.

Pink squinted, an idea forming in her mind. “We might not be able to beat them in a stand up fight, but could we slip around them and jump into their portals?” she asked. “That might be a faster way to get to the queen.”

“I wouldn’t recommend it,” said Violet from her desk. “Since their goal is to convert humans, it would likely dump you out into an isolation zone where She could deal with you at Her leisure. Without any kind of preparation, you’d be turned into one of Her pleasure puppets before you ever get close to Her.”

“Okay, so the best we can do is a delaying action, then,” sighed Pink. “Are there any other forces available?” she asked Guest.

“Not at this time,” reported the alien AI. “Gamma Squad has been notified, but their estimated time of arrival is at least a half hour.”

“Great, Gamma Squad,” she muttered, curling her lip.

There was no doubt that the trio was effective, but they were a pain in the ass to work with. Their arrogance knew no bounds.

“Fine, we’ll go it alone,” she announced. “Green, Orange, you’re with me. Triangle formation.”

“Roger that!” cried out Orange, slipping in behind her as they marched through the automatic doors.

Tension gripped her shoulders as she made a right, following the path to the teleportation chamber by memory. “Is there anything else you can tell me about our foes that might help us in this fight?” she asked

“We should probably stay at range,” suggested Green. “If they manage to get any of that black goop on us, it could corrupt our uniforms. I’ve seen them use that kind of tactic to capture humans and turn them into rubber slaves.”

“Good to know,” said Pink, running through their ranged move set in her mind. “Let's go with Heart Tri Beam and Heart Tri Shock as our main moves. They were our best openers, and I think I might be too rusty to do anything else reliably.”

“Will do,” said Orange, sounding excited. “But what should we do if we find ourselves being overwhelmed?”

“Hmm, we’ll need a way to retreat rapidly, but keeping a teleportation circle open wouldn’t allow us to use our most powerful moves,” Pink mused. “Is there any way to keep one open from this side? Guest?”

A hologram of the glowing orb appeared in the hallway, floating along with them. “I would not recommend it, as there would be no way to prevent our enemy from using it to invade the station.”

“That depends on how fast the reinforcements arrive, right? You could have them hold this end of the portal to secure our retreat.”

The globe rotated, considering her words. “I will make some calculations and get back to you.”

The hologram flickered out, and Pink shook her head. “It’s being obstinant, as usual.”

They turned out from the hub, marching down another corridor. “It’s only being logical,” said Green. “If the station falls, it’s all over.”

Pink shrugged, fiddling with the bracelet on her wrist. “If we don’t take risks, we might as well give up. We’re not going to save anyone if we over analyze every decision.”

She slowed her steps as she approached the golden filigreed arch that marked the entryway to the teleportation chamber. The patterning didn’t follow anything pleasing to human eyes—yet more evidence of the extraterrestrial nature of their crystal heart powers.

The old suspicion reared its ugly heart. Where had Guest come from, and why was it being so benevolent? They never had really gotten a good explanation for that, and they relied so heavily on its assistance, they’d be lost if it ever betrayed them.

Pushing these concerns aside, she walked into the spherical chamber, climbing up the ramp to the platform over a ring of glowing blue lights. Turning around, she folded her hands over her armlets, waiting for the others to take up position.

“Send us,” she commanded, bracing herself as the rings of light spun faster and faster, reality distorting as the alien AI covered their bodies with a wash of cool energy.

She hated being teleported by another, but they had to save up all the strength they had for the battle ahead. Her body shivered as the outline of the curved suburban street appeared, trees lining the lane.

The frozen image of reality shattered, and she immediately began barking out orders. “Triangle formation, prepare Tri Shock!”

She studied the rubber soldiers arrayed in front of them, more of them being disgorged from the portals with every passing second. Their faces were covered with polished latex, headphones clamped over their ears as the ball gags in their mouths flashed with devotion.

Making erotic noises, they chased after screaming civilians. Pink winced as a well dressed woman was brought down, the erect nipples of the rubber soldiers pressing into her sides as they pulled her forcefully off her feet.

Feeling grim, she lifted her hands to either side, waiting as Green and Orange placed their wrists against hers. The power rose within her jewel, though it felt weaker than she had expected. Never mind, with all three of them together, it wouldn’t matter if she wasn’t able to contribute as much as usual.

“There's nothing we can do for them at this range,” she decided, hardening her heart. “I'll try to funnel them into a single lane so that we can blast them all in one go.”

She felt the energy peak, familiar sensations tickling her hands. Clapping them together, she thrust them out, palms up.

Sheets of electricity crackled from her fingertips in twin lines, forming a V shape out to either side of the street. The rubber soldiers shied away from the hot voltage, squeezing towards the center, as she intended.

Manipulating the flows of energy like a maestro, she pulled the energy back into herself in an instant, focusing on her heart crystal. It shone like a spotlight, highlighting the glossy forms of the enemy.

“Crystal Heart Tri Beam!” she shouted, the light increasing in intensity until it was a golden blaze.

Cries rose from the enemies it washed over, a terrifying crackling sound roaring in her ears. She squinted, trying to make sure she was pointing it in the right direction, gasping as she saw motes of darkness separating from the writhing figures.

Her heart throbbed with pain as she blocked out the cries, waiting a good five to ten seconds after she glimpsed the motes dying out before she let go of the beam. Breathing hard, she blinked, trying to clear the searing afterimage.

“Look!” exclaimed Orange. “It worked!”

Pink lowered her arms, silence ringing in her ears. There was no movement on the street, and the enemy portals seemed subdued as well, the circling purple energy looking less aggressive than before.

She took a tentative step forward, examining the fallen figures. They seemed… normal, which was a relief. Given everything that she had heard about the Shadow Queen so far, she had almost been led to believe that She was invincible.

If their combined crystal heart attack had failed, she may as well have been. They didn’t have anything stronger.

The dazed citizens picked themselves up from the street, brushing themselves off as they murmured to each other. A few young joggers, an assortment of middle aged women, and an older man wearing a suit were left confused and dazed.

“Clear the street!” commanded Pink in a stentorian voice. “Come over here, you are not safe!”

The crowd reacted quickly, moving towards them in an uncoordinated jumble. “Keep heading that way,” said Pink, pointing down the street behind them. “Stay away from any portals you might see!”

One of the older women pressed a hand over her mouth as she hurried up to Pink. “Is it you? It really is you! The original Crystal Heart, back in action! I can’t believe it!”

She squealed like a schoolgirl. “Do you know, I owned the entire doll set, and you were my favorite!”

Pink quailed, losing some of her aplomb. Dealing with evil and icky monsters was part of her repertoire, but she had never really been good at the public relations side of things. “I’m glad you like my work so much,” she said wanly.

Orange pushed up next to her. “What she means to say is, we love that you love us, but we can’t really afford to be distracted right now! We have to figure out a way to close those portals before the invasion gets worse!”

The woman blushed. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to interrupt you. I just… gosh, I can’t believe it’s you!”

Green took her gently by the shoulders and steered her away. “Before you go, tell me, which figurine did you like the most, and why was it mine?”

The woman frowned, shaking her head. “But it wasn’t… never mind!” she said, blushing as she rushed after the others.

“That wasn’t very nice,” murmured Pink, but she wasn’t too concerned with Green’s usual display of narcissism.

The portals ahead were growing again, as if something larger was getting ready to come through. “Back into formation!” she snapped, spotting a slight shift in the swirling colors.

Wisps of smoky shadow beckoned from the portal and it flashed, a feminine leg stepping through, clasped in a tall, glossy, platform boot. Her body was coated in rubber, face featureless underneath the thick, black material. She wore a tight, spiky collar, with a purple gem glowing at the front. Her mouth was gagged, the large ball pulsing in a mesmerizing rhythm.

A chain led from the chunky ring at her throat into the dark portal, and it flashed again, a second figure stepping forth. She was wearing an ivory mask with a spiked muzzle, twin ponytails draped behind her head.

Her arms were folded under her enormous breasts, which were held tight by an underbust corset, shamelessly presenting her blue, heart capped nipples. They wobbled as she stepped into the center of the street, confronting them with a wicked smile.

“Hello, Crystal Hearts,” she said with a purr. “I see they’re running out of options, pulling out the geriatric members to face us.”

Pink’s armlet beeped. “Sensors detect that this one has general level powers,” warned Guest. “Be careful with her, she is exceedingly dangerous.”

“Good,” declared Pink, taking a step forward. “I needed someone to test myself against.”

“So confident?” chuckled the general, the piercings on her lips jangling. “Yes, let’s, but we don’t need any interference.”

She raised a taloned hand. “Dark Chained Heart Capture!”

“Watch out!” breathed Orange, shoving her aside.

Pink cursed, stumbling as she fell to the pavement. A blur of darkness flew through the air, wrapping around Green and Orange before they could get away. They both let out a cry as black tendrils wrapped around their bodies, pulling them together into a writhing mass.

“Don’t worry about us!” grunted Green, struggling against a ropy tendril. “This is just a distraction! We’ll come support you when we can!”

“Yes, you do that,” hissed the general, stroking her hair with her talons. “But in the meantime, enjoy each other.”

Pink got back to her feet, gritting her teeth. She had faced worse villains in her time. This so-called ‘general’ wasn’t even worthy to wipe the mud off her boots. So why was she so worried?

Clasping her hands around her amulet, she stared daggers at the negative space general. “Crystal Heart Speed Up!” she shouted, feeling the heat of her power running down her limbs.

Reality blurred, and she ran straight for the general, hoping that she wouldn’t expect a direct assault. The expression on the woman’s ivory mask changed as she creased her brow, trying to figure out where Pink had gone.

At the rate of speed she was moving, it would be too late before she figured it out. The general wasn’t giving up, though, raising her clawed hands as she hissed out another power. The ground around Pink’s feet became murky, a ring of darkness expanding outwards.

That only mattered if she was on the ground when her attack landed. A fierce grin on her face, Pink ran faster, the ground shifting away as she committed to her ultimate attack.

“Crystal Heart Speed Fist!” she roared, jumping off the ground right as the circle of darkness reached her knees.

Her body flew through the air, and she tilted her hips, like a pole vaulter, her fist extended towards the general’s face. A flash of fear appeared in her eyes right as Pink’s knuckles impacted her mask right below the left eye socket, mouth gaping with horrid purple energy.

Time sped back up as her momentum continued, her body slamming into the general. The two of them tumbled to the pavement, the woman’s ruffled skirt shredding against the asphalt.

“Crystal Heart Flurry!” Pink shouted, slamming her fists into the general’s flickering heart jewel, over and over again.

The general choked, but before she could press the assault further, hands grabbed at her back and tossed her away. Pink skidded on the ground, regaining her balance as she reevaluated the battlefield.

Green and Orange were almost finished untangling themselves, and no new enemies had appeared on the field. If she could finish off this general, now, there might be a chance for them to win this encounter!

Concentrating, she felt her strength rising as a sizzling aura grew around her body. She would pit her strength directly against this general, here and now!

Widening her stance, she cupped her hands together. “Crystal Heart Showdown!” she cried, allowing the energy to focus into the gaps between her fingers.

In the meantime, however, the rubber soldier had helped her mistress back to her feet, and she was concentrating, too. “Dark Chained Heart Duel!” she replied, and the fight was on.

Twin beams of energy crackled towards each other, a shimmering sphere of destructive power appearing where they smashed together. Pink pushed harder, trying to get the sphere to move towards the general, but she appeared to be holding her own. Shit!

Usually, when she faced off with a negative space enemy, all she needed to do was to pull from her reserves to gain the edge, but no matter how hard she tried, there just didn’t seem to be anything there. In fact, the more she pushed, the less she was able to achieve.

The rubber soldier wrapped her arms around the general, pressing her breasts into her back. Her hands wrapped over the woman’s amulet, and suddenly, the intensity of the beam increased.

Pink’s face went gray as she realized that she might actually be losing. This had never happened to her before, and she didn’t know what to do!

“What’s the matter?” chortled the general. “Is something wrong? You seem weak. You should give in to my Mistress, like I did, and be blessed with Her power. Then, all will be made whole.”

Pink squinted, grunting as she pushed harder, to no avail. If she fell here, there would be few left who could resist the depredations of negative space. She couldn’t give up!

The enemy grinned, her ivory mask leering like a ghoul. “Look at me, and despair. I used to be one of you, weak at heart, until I accepted Her gift. I was Crystal Heart Cyan, but now I have embraced my true potential as a chained heart.”

The purple glow in her empty eye sockets increased. “The pleasure She bestows is immeasurable. Why not give it a try?”

Pink dismissed her words, trying to find an edge. The creature was simply taunting her. She didn’t know this Cyan, and whether she used to be a crystal heart was immaterial.

Warm bodies pressed into her sides, and her spirit swelled. Of course. They were here. They would never let her fail.

“Her power is nothing compared to the power of friendship!” she roared.

Channeling the power they offered, she pushed her beam forward. The sudden burst of energy overwhelmed what little resistance the enemy general could provide, and the glowing sphere rolled right back into her chest, exploding with a loud pop.

Her head jerked back as the two of them were shoved into the portal, a faint cry echoing across the street. The oval energy field rippled, then settled back into place, continuing to fluctuate with lesser intensity.

“We’ve… won!” cheered Orange, patting her on the back.

A shudder ran up her spine, and she turned around. “No, we haven’t,” she whispered.

More swirling portals had opened up on the street behind them, spewing out three more enemies. She scanned over them quickly, gulping at their color schemes. These were no rubber soldiers, here to overwhelm them with numbers. The Queen had sent in her heavy hitters.

On the left was a woman dressed in a tight, purple bodysuit, wearing a white mask with purple streaks, her eyes hidden under long, golden bangs. Her shoulder length hair curled off to either side, highlighting the malevolent gem that was nestled against her breast bone.

Next to her was a woman with blue tinged skin, fins curling off her head in intricate arcs. As she stepped forth, she curled her arms, displaying the frills that extended from her elbows. A tail curled around her ass as she grinned at them with sharp teeth through a half mask.

The last one was literally hovering in the air, her armored body staring down at them with disdain. The animal mask she wore had drooping ears, a dark, purple ring choking her neck. Jets at her shoulders and ankles blasted hot air, allowing her to adjust her position with a mere thought. Dangerous.

All three had enormous breasts, nipples pinched tightly by small rings which forced them outwards. The floating monster had glowing, purple pearls embedded in the tips, a trickle of blackness squeezing around the sides. If she were forced to put her mouth around one of those… ?

She shuddered. “Get in formation!” she shouted, raising her hands. “We need to hit them, now, before they have a chance to react!”

She could feel the power of her teammates rising as they braced their wrists against hers, but indecision was gnawing at her stomach. Should she target what she perceived to be the most dangerous one, or try to take out the more unassuming enemy to improve the odds?

In the instant she had to decide, she rejected both options. She suspected that the one who looked weak was probably more powerful than she grasped, while the flying one would likely be able to avoid the ray.

“Crystal Heart Tri Beam!” she shouted, the spotlight highlighting the blue skinned creature in the center, who looked at them nonplussed.

The blast of energy emitting from her fingers roared towards the woman, blanking out Pink’s vision. She did her best to keep her trembling fingers on target, unable to keep track of the others as they scattered.

She could only hope that they weren’t coming in for an attack, as she didn’t think she’d be able to support another blast without a break. That seemed wrong, but she couldn’t put her finger on it. In the past, she’d been able to throw out these kinds of attacks left and right, but she just felt exhausted.

Letting go before she collapsed, her breath hissed as she tried to blink away the afterimage, bracing her hands against her knees. “Did it do anything?” she asked, hoping the others could see better than her.

“Not really,” said Green acerbically, pulling her back.

She was right. The flying enemy had swooped in, taking most of the blast. They had been pushed back to the portals, but otherwise did not appear to be harmed. Somehow, the creature had either absorbed or reflected the blow. Damn.

“You don't look so hot. Are you sure you're okay?”

Were those words of concern coming from Green's lips? If that was the case, she must look worse than she thought!

She stood up straight, trying to put some steel in her back. If she showed weakness now, their enemies would pounce on them before they could come up with a new strategy.

“Crystal Hearts!” hissed the floating enemy, crossing her gauntleted hands in front of her protruding breasts. “The Mistress is not angry with you. If you give up now, She is sure to find suitable roles for you at Her court.”

She wrapped her talons over her swollen flesh, her nipples squeezing out between the cracks of her fingers as she gave them a rough squeeze. “I can guarantee that your conversion will be… pleasurable,” she said, her voice smoky as an oozing darkness dribbled over her chest.

Pink ignored her, running through their options. At the moment, there was no path to victory. She couldn’t hide it from herself any longer—there was something seriously wrong with her powers. If she were to go head to head with any of these generals solo, she’d lose.

“Shield formation!” she shouted, reaching out for her teammate’s shoulders. “We need to stall long enough to set up a portal!”

The three of them huddled together, letting their power shoot through each other’s bodies. “Crystal Heart Barrier!” they cried out, sending their energy into a ball between them.

It shot upwards, exploding into a dazzling array of light as it spread outwards into an umbrella, the combined color of their energies forming an ugly ball of grayish brown. Due to the way their powers had to interface, none of their colors could claim supremacy, mixing together into a nasty smear. Orange dubbed this move the ‘mud shield.’ Within a matter of moments, they’d be safe behind an impermeable barrier, and then they could get out of here.

“Dark Chained Heart Whip!” shouted the woman dressed in a purple bodysuit, a tendril of black rubber slashing under the shield.

Green cried out as it wrapped around her ankle, pulling her off her feet. Orange reacted instantly, grabbing onto her hand, but as the enemy general yanked on the tether, her grip collapsed.

Green shrieked as her head was brutally dragged over the asphalt, her arms reaching for something to hold onto. Pink was forced to watch as the curtain of brown energy reached the ground, sealing them inside. Not another failure on her watch!

Placing a hand over her heart, she took a step forward, but she instantly knew they were screwed. Once raised, the barrier was difficult to release, and they wouldn’t be able to put up another if they dropped it.

This deadly calculus ticked through her brain, and she turned to Orange. “Get the teleportation circle ready. I’ll work on the barrier. When it falls, I’ll try to grab her before we leave.”

Orange nodded, looking grim. They both knew how unlikely that scenario was. Her hands flexed as she marched behind Pink. “Crystal Heart Teleporter!” she whispered, her energy humming as she began to build the circle.

Green backed up against the outside curve of the shield, muttering under her breath as she stared at their enemies. The purple suited woman on the left strode forward from the pack, her hips swaying seductively.

Massive breasts bouncing, the tips of her bulging nipples sparkled through glowing rings that highlighted dark inscriptions. She struck a pose, a hollow grin fixed on her mask. “My name is Dark Chained Heart Yellow,” she lisped, giving them a curtsy.

“Why so dismayed?” she asked, dots of hazy purple shining through her golden bangs. “Our Mistress only desires to give us the best. What do you desire?”

“Don’t answer that!” shouted Pink. “She’ll use it against you!”

Green lifted her hands, heart amulet flashing. “Crystal Heart… ugh!” she exclaimed as Yellow jammed her generous bosom into her body, pinning her against the shield.

Her arms came up to grab Green’s hands before she could try to shove her off. “Naughty, naughty,” whispered the woman, her bangs parting to reveal glowing, hollow eyes. “Why are you avoiding the question? Tell me what you want.”

Green shook her head, but she looked lethargic. “Don’t do it!” yelled Pink, getting the sinking feeling that she was already too late. “You can resist her!”

The woman pressed into her, breasts bulging out either side. The collar at her throat pulsed, a dark yellow gem dangling from the center. “Forget about her,” she hissed, her taloned fingers wrapping tightly around Green’s hands. “Surely, you must want something.”

“Fame. Fortune!” blurted Green, her face going pale as she realized that she had failed.

“Good,” hissed the woman, lifting a clawed hand.

A miniature portal appeared as Green groaned, her feet kicking at the woman’s legs, but the monster concentrated, ignoring the pain. The tiny portal rippled around her fingers, a white mask dropping into her palm.

Pink was shocked. She didn’t know they had the ability to do that.

“No!” she gasped, realizing what was coming.

The enemy general cackled. “You will have both fame and fortune, within Her army.”

She pressed the mask over Green’s face, slamming her skull against the shield. Green writhed and moaned, a cascade of purple energy crackling over her body.

“Fight it!” whispered Pink, worry clawing at her soul.

She knew this battle had already been lost, and hated the fact that she would be forced to watch her friend’s fall.

Green’s struggles slowly abated, the general moving her grip to wrap her hand around Green’s throat. “Feel the pleasure flowing through you,” she hissed, sighing as she slid her other hand over her latex clad thigh. “The heat rises; The power becomes you. See all that She has to offer.”

The crystal heart’s moan changed in tenor, moving from protest to a squeal of joy. Her skin crackled, folding in on itself as it was replaced by a glossy, golden sheen.

“It looks like she’s been painted,” whispered Orange.

“I thought you were working on that portal,” hissed Pink, nerves tingling.

“I was, it’s almost ready,” said Orange, nodding at the circle of energy that swirled behind them. “I thought you were going to rescue her.”

“It’s already a lost cause,” sighed Pink. “Just look at her. She’s a regular King Midas.”

It was true. The golden hue had spread, touching both of her lithe limbs and her belly, making her appear as though she was made out of solid gold.

In juxtaposition, her heart amulet was tarnished with spiderwebs of black, the emerald almost appearing fractured from within. The queen’s corruption had taken hold. She had fallen.

Pink had seen enough. “Forget her,” she said, her voice cracking. “Either her strength of will was weak from the start, or the Queen’s generals really are that powerful. Let’s go.”

“Why so hasty?” purred the general, her claws hovering over Green’s cheek. “Are you afraid that you might fall just as quickly?”

She waved her hands over Green’s masked face, and suddenly her hollow eyes glowed a malevolent purple. Orange gasped, and Pink took her by the shoulder.

“What will they do with her?” asked Orange, glancing behind as Pink tugged her towards the portal.

“Not sure. Depending on how much they’re able to subvert her, she might end up as another one of their generals.”

Orange clenched a fist against her chest. “That won’t happen. Green will never betray us.”

Pink sighed. “I wish I shared your certainty. We had better get used to the idea that we’re going to have to face the Queen alone. We’re going to need a better plan and better equipment if we want to avoid ending up like Green.”

She winced as she heard a cry of pleasure bellowing from Green’s mouth. “No, don’t look back,” she growled, holding back tears. “They’re trying to break our spirit.”

“Yeah?” growled Orange, scowling. “Well, it’s working. I already feel like a coward. We’re not even trying.”

“Because we’re outnumbered!” She shook her head. “Look, we can’t fight with each other on this one. If you hang around, they’ll convert you, too.”

Orange looked uncertain. “Maybe that’s better than losing all hope,” she said quietly.

For someone like her, this was a serious loss of faith. Pink grabbed her shoulders. “Hope is not a substitute for fortitude,” she said firmly. “You can’t give up. Not while we’re still free.”

“You’re right,” groaned Orange. “We should go.”

She squinted. “Wait, what’s that?”

Pink caught the quaver in her voice, and she turned around, frowning as she looked in the direction her friend was pointing. The shield blurred, buzzing as a section cleared, giving her a clear view of the looming figure standing outside.

It was the ivory mask she had seen in her dream, the creature’s head cocked to one side as it gave her a spooky grin. Its breasts were jammed against the humming energy field, talons slowly stroking the surface.

“Hello, Pink,” it said, its low voice sounding eerily like hers. “You have something She wants. Something you agreed to give Her.”

Pink gulped. “It’s my doppelganger, the one I saw in my mirror. Ah. How long until we can get out of here?”

“Another minute,” replied Orange, examining the energy field. “That thing is pretty ugly. Are you sure that’s a copy of you?”

“Yes,” Pink replied, her fingers trembling at her sides. “And… I think it might have managed to steal some of my powers. Maybe… half?”

“It what? Oh, shit!”

The wall around the creature’s talons rippled, holes forming as it stuck its fingers through, grabbing onto the crackling energy. “If you won’t give yourself to Her, I’ll come and get you!” it announced, pressing its sinuous body against the energy field.

Orange frowned. “Do you really look like that when you’re nude?”

Pink grabbed her arm. “No, and I’d rather not become that thing. Come on, focus!”

Her friend blinked slowly. “Well, if it has half your powers, that means you should be able to hold it off indefinitely, right? So, hop to it, leader, it’s all yours!”

Pink could sense that Orange was putting on a brave face, but she was right. She should be able to handle this threat.

“Conspiring to keep what’s Hers? That makes you a dealbreaker,” crooned the monster. “She told me I can do whatever I like with you, and once I get my hands on your curves, you’re going to love it.”

She let go of Orange, clenching her hands into fists, but not because of the creature’s taunts. She was the leader, even if her forces had dwindled. She wouldn’t allow this freak to scare her enough to forget it!

Growling, she broke into a run, barrelling straight at the monster with her hands outstretched. “Crystal Heart Smackdown!” she hollered, pulling recklessly on any reserves that remained within her crystal.

The creature had already broken most of the way through the barrier, and the other enemy generals weren’t far behind. She wasn’t going to give up now!

The shockwave building up around her wrists writhed as she slammed into the barrier, forcing the creature back as a bubble of energy curved outwards. Lifting her foot, she rammed it right into the doppelganger’s chest.

“Get down, you piece of trash!” she growled, kicking the creature again as it doubled over, clutching at its belly.

It tilted its head up, a wet sheen on its mask as its rubbery lips spread wide. “Foolish girl,” it hissed. “Now, we have you, too!”

Its voluptuous bosom absorbed Pink’s strike, its hands snaking out to seize her ankle. Pink cursed, trying to pull herself back, but she was stuck!

The rippling barrier was trying to reform, but her foot was in the way, and the doppelganger was applying increasing force. If she couldn’t find a way out of this, she’d be trapped!

Dropping onto her ass, she tugged as hard as she could, but the creature wouldn’t let go. She could see the other generals approaching with measured steps. They weren’t in any hurry. They knew she wasn’t going anywhere. Shit!

The ugly beast within her roused, clawing at her heart. She writhed, trying to keep it within her. Somehow, she knew its deadly intent. If she allowed it to go free, she had no idea what might happen!

She growled, an aura of dark energy surrounding her as she flung out her arms. The doppelganger blinked in astonishment as tendrils lashed at its hands, but somehow it was able to keep its grip.

“Crystal Heart Bubble!” said a grave voice from behind her.

A lazy soap bubble drifted over her head, the edges rippling as it floated through the barrier. The doppelganger stared at it, bewildered. “What’s this, do you think that a simple child’s party trick will stop me? I have a mandate from my Queen, and I will never let go.”

The bubble drifted right into its masked face, the edge shimmering as it passed over its chin. The swirling purple glow in its eyes dulled, and its grip slackened.

“A party trick, huh?” giggled Orange. “I’ve never been more glad to be underestimated. I might look like an airhead, but you discount my techniques at your peril!”

Pink pulled her foot out of the creature’s grip, giving it a small kick as a parting gift. Jumping back behind the barrier, she stood, patting the dust off her ass. She sighed in relief as the black tendrils slipped back into her body, the beast returning to its slumber. “Thanks, Orange. I should have used a more indirect approach.”

“That’s what you’ve got me for!” declared Orange, but her face fell. “It doesn’t feel right without Green, though.”

“Doesn’t it?” hissed a familiar voice, a golden figure stepping into view next to the generals.

Her body was a pure, shimmering gold, as if she had been dipped in a molten vat. No imperfections remained on the metallic surface, the light reflecting off her glossy breasts.

Her nipples were tight, like bullets, as if they had been machined on a lathe. The slope of her skin rippled down to wide hips, her pussy gaping open as if something had been placed inside.

The ivory, white mask leered at them. “I’m still Green, but my purpose has changed,” she said in a slurred, liquidy voice. “Now, I make people green with envy. They want me, and I want them. To submit to Her.”

She raised her hand. “Dark Chained Heart Green Envy.”

A flash of light sparkled in her fist, and Pink frowned. She felt sick and hot at the same time. There was something there she needed to see, needed to have.

She took an involuntary step forward before Orange crossed in front of her, blocking her view. Her friend pushed her back, gripping her heart crystal in the palm of her hand. “Crystal Heart Confetti!”

An explosion of multicolored fluff exploded from Orange, drowning out the bright, pulsing color that had drawn her attention.

“Come on!” hissed Orange, pushing her back towards the whirring teleportation portal. “It’s ready. Our ticket home is waiting for us!”

“Wait, what did you do?” asked Pink, befuddled. “Why couldn’t she capture you, too?”

“Just a little trick between us leftovers,” sighed Orange. “We know each other too well. I knew exactly what she’d try.”

Bemused, Pink followed her through the portal, her shoulders relaxing as the bare, metallic chamber of the space station appeared around them.

“You see, I’ve figured something out,” sighed Orange. “Being converted by this queen’s dark energy doesn’t change who you are at your core. Green was always a fashion plate, and she loved to talk about the latest trends. She wanted you to share in her enthusiasm, you know?”

She looked wistful as she turned towards Pink. “Even if I didn’t understand it, I shared my time with her, got to know her. It’s something I wish the two of us would have had, but you ran off after your mother died.”

She shook her head, cutting off Pink’s reply. “You don’t have to apologize, I know why you did it. That’s all behind us, now. We have to find a way to reverse Green’s transformation and bring her back to us.”

Guest’s rotating globe appeared in the chamber, the circling lights dying out as the portal became quiescent. “Indeed,” it said. “But first, we must find out what has happened to your mother.”

Pink felt dizzy. “Where is she?”

“She’s gone missing again,” replied the AI in its eerie monotone. “She’s gone back to the Queen.”


Chapter Six

Turquoise patted at the area below her eyes with a cotton pad, cursing under her breath. Boys! Why did they always have to be so mysterious!

Despite what all the magazines claimed, they were more complicated than they let on. Another girlfriend? Didn’t she look beautiful enough to consider dumping that other slut for?

Buffing away the tear streaks with a wipe, she groaned, examining her makeup. It didn’t look bad, but she’d definitely need a touchup. At least her eyes weren’t too red, as she didn’t have any eye drops on hand.

Straightening the blue heart crystal amulet at her neck, she stared at herself, noting the clumpy effect of the mascara on her lower eyelashes. “You look a right mess, little bunny,” she muttered, sighing as her phone buzzed.

This wasn’t the time for it. She had a class to attend, and she wasn’t in the mood to deal with any gossip Cyan or Magenta had come up with. If she told them about her latest travails, they’d simply say they’d heard it all before.

To be fair, they had. Turquoise had gone through several different boyfriends over the last couple of months, and she was starting to wonder whether she was the problem.

They always said that if you tried hard in relationships and had no luck, the common denominator was you, but she couldn’t believe that. Sure, she might be a cool beauty, but that just meant that the men she chose needed to put in more effort to break through her icy shell. It wasn’t her fault that none of them were up to the task.

Fine, if he wasn’t interested, she’d find someone who was. It wouldn’t even take her that long.

Gathering herself, she picked up her purse and tossed the cotton swab into the trash. She paused, frowning as she heard faint cries from outside the restroom. She hadn’t heard a fire alarm, so was there a protest going on?

They happened pretty frequently on campus, and were great venues to scout out more men. Her usual move was to find a good place to pose, waiting for them to notice her statuesque beauty.

It was still warm out, so it wouldn’t hurt to give that a shot. Humming to herself, she cracked open the bathroom door, then froze when she saw the disturbance going on in the hallway.

A woman ran past, arms flailing as she was chased by a woman dressed in a glossy bodysuit, her huge breasts flopping back and forth. Her eyes were hidden under a thick, rubbery coating, mouth filled with a flashing orb.

Turquoise blinked, mesmerized for a moment by the sight, but the rubber clad woman soon vanished down the hallway, a strangled cry coming from the college student she grabbed. Crap, this was an invasion!

She spotted a group of the glossy creatures across the hall, heart shaped holes in their bodysuits over their enlarged nipples. They were wearing combat boots, cylinders mounted over their crotches.

The glowing balls in their mouths flashed in unison as their necks tilted towards her, empty eye sockets staring into her soul. Kicking off the wall, they marched as one, the cylinders on their crotches pulsing up and down.

She backed into the bathroom, shivering in disgust. What the hell were those things?

Dropping her purse, she clutched at her amulet, summoning her powers. This was no time for indecision. “Crystal Heart Make Up!”

She bit her lip and closed her eyes, waiting as the heat built inside her chest. Her casual clothing rippled as ribbons burst out from her amulet, wrapping around her waist and under her crotch. Spreading wide, they gripped her body tightly, flashing blue as they transformed into a rubber uniform.

Tall boots cupped her ankles, plastic rings running around her legs, just under her knees. She pressed her wrists together as gloves appeared, holding her hands against her chest as she took a deep breath.

When she opened her eyes, there was a shimmer of ice glowing inside her irises. She lifted her hands towards the bathroom door. “Crystal Heart Ice Floe!”

The temperature dropped, ice crystals forming on the mirrors as all the sinks began to fill. The toilets continuously flushed, water gushing out of the porcelain bowls onto the floor. The sinks overflowed, too, as she pulled the water towards her.

A frigid ball of ice formed between her fingers as the door swung open. The rubber soldiers splashed through the running water, ignoring the mess in their haste to reach her.

It was already too late.

She glared at them, tossing the ice ball into the water covering the floor, which was already an inch deep. “Be gone with the tide.”

When the ball touched the surface, the water crackled, icicles sprouting in all directions. The surface of the sphere spread out into a sheet, floating towards the attackers.

By the time it reached them, it filled the entryway, forcing them to step on top for them to continue the assault. As soon as they did so, ice wrapped around their feet, freezing them to the berg.

Water rushed out of the restroom, bringing the ice platform with it. The rubber soldiers grunted and tugged, but were unable to free themselves.

The chunk of ice was at an awkward angle as it rammed into the door, causing the unwilling passengers to lose their balance. The hinges creaked as the pressure increased until they let go.

Their ball gags continued to flash as the enemies drifted out of sight. Turquoise lowered her hands and sighed. They weren’t going to be able to break free any time soon, which meant that she could get a better feel for the situation.

She should check her phone—Guest had probably set up a rally point nearby. As a new recruit, she wasn’t able to teleport to the station herself, which meant that she was more reliant upon the AI than she would like.

Casting about, she groaned. Her phone was in her purse, and of course, that had floated out the door along with everything else.

Her cold anger rose, frost growing into icicles that dripped from her cheeks. They didn't call her the princess of destruction for nothing!

She swept her hands over the floor, forcing the water back so that her feet wouldn't get wet as she stalked towards the broken door.

The brick of ice had slid to the other side of the hall, smashing aside a couple of tables. The rubber soldiers strained, but they were unable to free themselves from the frozen surface.

Bemused, she walked right up to the berg, picking up her purse, which had slid into the side. She gave them a brief look as she situated herself, taking in the erotic contraptions sliding up and down their rubbery cocks.

A faint tingle ran over her thighs, but it quickly vanished as she dismissed them as threats. None of these boys were for her.

Reaching into her purse, she pulled out her phone and unlocked it. Yes, there was a message from Guest, right on time.

A warning about the attacks, a call to arms, etcetera, etcetera. Nothing particularly interesting.

There wasn’t any need for her to go back to the station, really, not when the enemy was right in front of her. She didn’t like the idea of retreating. It was her intent to hit this threat hard and fast, and then retreat before they could catch her.

Crushing a couple more of these bugs under her heels would satisfy the sadistic itch that was tickling her psyche. In fact, she’d take it out on these three if she thought it would help, but they were far too helpless to satisfy her urges.

She whirled towards the end of the hall, looking for the instigator of this madness. They would be sure to be powerful, and there was nothing she liked more than taking down a superior being a peg or two. She’d show them why she was the ice cold bitch.

With no immediate threats, she stalked towards the main hall, assuming that the set of students in front of her were rushing towards her for a reason.

They slowed, looking at her in askance as she slid past them, but she was in no mood to answer questions. “Keep moving, the exit is behind me!” she announced, eyes searching for more enemies.

She didn't see much until she crossed into the atrium, whirring purple portals flickering on the second floor. She glanced over the twisted glass sculpture hanging from the ribs of the skylight above as she turned to check each corner for an ambush.

A hard crash refocused her attention on the center of the hall where a female creature was crouched against the floor, the impact of her fall shattering the hard tiles.

“Crystal Heart Blizzard!” she shouted, reacting instantly to the aura of negative space that wafted into her nostrils.

Air billowed around her, the revolving doors on her left whirling like turbines as her power coalesced. The moisture from the air was pulled out instantly, condensed into shards of ice that flew directly towards the creature.

In response, she straightened out, her voice rising like a black cloud. “Dark Chained Heart Smog.”

A voluminous cloud exploded from around her chunky boots, wispy smoke caressing the curved spikes at the tips as it rolled up in front of her like a shield. Shards of ice slashed into the smoky cover, vanishing inside as the woman bellowed out a dark laugh.

“You cannot hope to vanquish the darkness with raw power!”

Turquoise frowned at the familiar voice. She knew the enemy had many faces, but using the voice of one of her friends was an especially low blow.

“Is that so?” she whispered, letting go of her attack, closing her eyes as her power returned to her.

Reconsidering, she gestured towards the black cloud. “Crystal Heart—Black Ice!”

The blowing wind vanished, all the ice dropping to the floor. There, it melted into a puddle that drained towards the enemy, the leading edge freezing as it spilled forward. The enemy moved to one side, shifting her black cloud to ward off the encroaching ice.

Sensing victory, Turquoise advanced, slowing when her feet began to feel strange. “What the hell is this?” she asked, frowning at the shadows that lingered around her ankles.

The shadows coalesced, flashing as they formed into polished, blue rubber boots. Turquoise wobbled as tall heels pushed her off balance, forcing her to take a couple of steps in the taller footwear.

The dark creature chuckled, dancing back nimbly to avoid the frozen ground. Purple energy swirled in the eye sockets of her ivory mask, her fingers smoothing out her ruffled skirt. “Don’t worry about those, they’re just a gift from my Mistress,” she said in a sultry voice. “They look quite stylish, don’t you think?”

Turquoise leaned over, fumbling with the upper lip of one of the boots, but there weren’t any laces or zippers. It didn’t look like they could be taken off, even if she had the time to sit down and tug on them. She’d have to continue the fight in these awkward heels, but if the shadowy enemy thought that this would put her at a disadvantage, she was wrong!

She refocused on the enemy, bracing her wrists against each other. The woman hadn’t moved, giving her that eerie grin through her ivory mask. Despite her enormous breasts and wide hips, she knew those curves. Shit.

“You were a crystal heart, weren’t you?” she asked dully. “What happened to you?”

The former heroine stood stock still, her feet balanced on the sheet of ice that had flowed around and over her feet. She tilted her head, one of her twin ponytails flopping over her spiked collar.

“I had needs, and my Queen satisfied them. I accepted what She gave me,” she said simply, folding her arms over her corset. “I am Her general, and I am looking for a new lieutenant. You come highly recommended.” She smirked.

“You already know, then,” replied Turquoise coolly. “I don’t answer to anyone. I walk my own path.”

“Oh?” asked the corrupted heroine. “It looks like you’re going to be walking a mile in Her boots.”

Growling, Turquoise slammed a heel against the ice. A shuddering blast rocketed through the room, the ground trembling beneath her.

Eyes bulging, she swallowed. She hadn’t expected that.

She wouldn’t let it shake her confidence. “I don’t see you doing much walking at all,” she taunted.

The woman's masked face grinned, the ring in her nose glinting. “Why bother walking, when you can fly? Dark Chained Heart Blades!”

Some of the smoke from the cloud coalesced around the bracers on her wrists, forming into angled blades that extended twice the length of her hands. Crouching down, she scored the ice in a wide circle as the remaining shadowy cloud boiled around her legs.

What the hell was she doing? There was no way that could work!

The cloud blurred up towards Turquoise, and she took a reflexive step back. Her eyes flashed as she recognized the danger a split second too late.

The enemy's blades flashed at her neck, and she tilted her head back, barely avoiding the vicious assault. “You're going to have to do better than that!” she crowed.

The shifting smoke cloud retreated, the form of the corrupted heroine reappearing a few lengths away, her hands fondling her breasts. “Why? I already achieved my goal.”

She what? Turquoise gulped as she realized that while she had been focused on her adversary, something had been placed on her chest.

Alarmed, she laid her fingers upon a rounded lump that was situated in the notch between her breasts. Her fingernails scrabbled at it, but they were unable to dislodge the mass.

She strained her neck to get a better look, but all she could see was a purplish oval that appeared to be glued to her uniform. It glowed in time with the beat of her heart, which was racing rapidly.

“What did you do?” she hissed, feeling a new heat from the device as it pressed against her skin.

“It's a simple gift,” the creature explained, running a hand down to tickle her thighs. “You can fight it as much as you like, but it's going to give you what you want. What She wants.”

Turquoise didn't want any part of this. Her best bet was to push back the enemy and disengage, teleport to headquarters and get some expert advice. And yet… there was something inside her that was angry, that wouldn't let go. She wanted to beat this woman in a fair fight, and roar her victory to the heavens!

The boots squeezed tight around her feet, but she ignored them. “It doesn't matter,” she declared haughtily. “I'll show you what it means to be powerful! Crystal Heart Hail!”

The wind began to blow again, this time with twice the strength, driven by her anger. This forced the dark cloud containing the chained heart backwards, towards the fountain.

Turquoise felt the power thrumming within her, and she rejoiced. She advanced, stalking over the icy ground in her new boots, feeling secure. She felt rock solid—she would never slip on her own ice!

Raising her hands, she called on the storm, and a dark cloud appeared, blocking out most of the light. Specks of ice began to rain down, starting small at first, but increasing in size.

A tinkle came from above, and suddenly sharp shards of glass joined the maelstrom, slicing, seeking flesh to skewer. The enemy general cried out, and the cloud of fog expanded.

Turquoise frowned. If the enemy general had continued backing up, she would have frozen the water in the fountain into a solid ice block, making it her tomb. Now, however, she couldn't get a precise fix on her location, so it would be foolish to expend her strength on such a flashy move.

No matter. She would simply increase the strength of the tempest and flush the enemy out until she had nowhere to hide!

The weight on her chest expanded, tugging at her breasts, but she ignored it. The fight would soon be over, and she'd deal with the malign influence then. Losing her concentration in the middle of this battle was exactly what the Shadow Queen's servant wanted.

The hailstones increased in size again, rattling against the icy floor like ball bearings. The ice cracked, shards pinging off in all directions as Turquoise marched on through, approaching the expanding dark cloud.

“You cannot hide from me!” she announced. “I am the approaching storm of retribution! Look upon my destruction, and despair!”

She could hear splashes from the fountain where the hailstones were impacting, water sloshing out onto the frozen floor, where it instantly turned to ice. This entire room was her demesne, and no paltry servant of negative space could stop her!

She leered at the smoke, waiting patiently as her roaring winds began to tear it apart. Impatient, she pried at the lump on her chest, trying to get it off, but somehow, the material had spread, expanding over her breasts.

Her nipples under her uniform felt swollen, fat dimples pushing at the rubbery material as it stretched tight over the enlarged globes. A pulsing heat tugged at her core, urging her anger forward. She would use this pleasurable energy to feed her march towards victory. It shouldn't take much longer.

The smoke continued to dissipate, holes punching through what little remained. She frowned, trying to find the woman's figure. Had she fallen into the fountain, bruised and bloody from the hail?

She stalked up to the edge, delighting in the sharp taps the heels of her boots made on the ice. It was the sound of approaching doom.

Tendrils from the living bra on her chest spread out and under her shoulders as she peeked into the unsettled waters. Nothing!

The bottom of the shallow pond had filled with her hailstones, displacing several inches of water. There was no smiling mask or dark, rubbery limbs tangled in the mess, however. That meant…?

She spun, gripping her amulet. “Crystal Heart Ice Shield!” she shouted.

An ice wall sprouted from the ground, several needles impacting the transparent surface. The enemy had somehow teleported behind her, curved boomerangs in her hands.

The masked woman tossed them, one at a time, curving them so that they floated over the ice wall. Turquoise scowled. “Crystal Heart Ice Shield!”

Another curved piece of ice appeared in her hands, forming into a rounded shield. Bracing herself, she aimed it at the approaching weapons.

When the first one hit, it unexpectedly exploded over the surface in a wet plop, smearing over the top like purple paint. As a result, she was unable to see when the next one hit, her legs trembling at the impact.

“Is that all you've got?” she taunted, curling up her nose at the way the slimy mess dripped from the bottom of her shield.

Her heart lurched as the goo combined together, growing into two large tendrils. Alarmed, she tossed the shield away, but it was too late.

The amorphous blobs lurched onto her shoulders, curling around the sides as they flattened out against her uniform.

Grossed out, she shook her body, trying to dislodge them. When this failed to work, she grabbed them, but they had already bonded with the rubber material of her uniform, forming purple splotches. Shit.

She grimaced as she noticed that her breasts were bigger than before, cupped by tendrils of purple corruption that were curling around them. Somehow, it was altering her, changing her, and it felt damn good.

Absentmindedly, she reached up a hand to her shoulder and stroked one of the bulging protuberances. It shifted under her fingers, a knurl growing up to meet her fingers. That was actually a little… cute.

She shook her head. This fight wasn’t over yet—she couldn’t afford to get complacent. She let her rage grow at what her enemy was doing to her, clapping her hands together. “Well played,” she said coldly, “but this won’t prevent me from turning you into an icicle.”

“Perhaps not,” grinned the masked woman, “but maybe you should reconsider? The more you give in to your rage, the more you become Hers. With each passing moment, you are looking more and more like one of Her servants.”

“Looks do not make the woman,” Turquoise retorted instantly, but it was true that the changes in her uniform were becoming seriously distracting.

It was fitting tighter than before, and the strange, purple corruption was growing, heat coiling through her chest. There was a component of sexuality to it all, making her want to stop fighting and start stroking, but she wouldn’t allow it.

She was cold, heartless, and she would prove it!

Raising her hands, she gave the woman an icy stare. “Crystal Heart Ice Typhoon!”

The winds rose once more, and this time she had no intention of letting them go before her enemy was destroyed. It didn’t matter where she teleported if the entire room was filled with deadly ice!

The temperature lowered as the air began to swirl in a circle around her, making her the eye of the storm. As she breathed out, her breath froze, entering the circling turbulence. A whirring hum surrounded her as the airspeed increased, ice being stripped off the floor to join the spinning mass.

“You cannot hide!” she exclaimed, eyes flashing. “You cannot survive! Everything will be destroyed!”

A hint of alarm appeared in the enemy’s eyes, and she crossed her arms, gripping her breasts. “Dark Chained Heart Cloak,” she whispered fiercely.

The smog returned, cloaking her in the shadows she had called, but it wouldn’t save her this time. Turquoise cackled as the top of the fountain popped off, water rushing out and freezing into an arc. Breaking apart into fist shaped chunks, icy balls hammered against the walls of the room, breaking out windows and smashing holes in the brickwork.

The resulting debris was picked up, sucked into the cold whirlwind that was quickly beginning to consume everything in its path. The handrails were yanked off the stairway, sculptures pulled off their pedestals. Everything must go!

It was too late to stop it now. The power within her thrummed, self sustaining as she stared out with joy at what she had wrought. Everything was crumbling around her, and she didn’t care!

The very walls were trembling at her rage! If she so chose, she could destroy the entire building!

Look at what she could do! Wasn’t it amazing?

The negative space energy that clasped her feet, shoulders, and chest burned with her desire to destroy, and why shouldn’t she? Anyone who dared to stand in her way should be carried away by the wind, bruised and broken. They would bow to her, and she would be supreme!

A billowing shadow burst around her, and for a moment, she completely forgot what she was doing. Was this her, really? Why was she so out of control?

Hands wrapped under her shoulders, sneaking around to cup her breasts. Turquoise shivered, but she didn’t resist. There was something about the warm grip that released the tension in her core, allowing her to relax.

Whispers fluttered against her ears, easing her further as she listened to the seductive hiss. Arching her back, she thrust her enlarged breasts forwards, feeling the sexual friction caused by her rubber uniform as it tugged against her bulging nipples.

Why was she so worked up? This felt marvelous.

Letting go of her powers, she sank into the soft embrace, feeling the twin mounds that pressed into her back. Instinctively, she knew that this was her enemy, but the pulsing power within her core was resonating with the comforting aura coming off this creature. The two of them were the same!

This realization crippled her, and she cooed, reaching down to flutter her fingers over her crotch. Oh, how she wished she could indulge!

Why shouldn’t she? A little bit of self pleasure couldn’t hurt anything, surely!

Forgetting her original goal, she pressed the side of her hand into her mons, rubbing a section of her tight uniform into her sensitive places. With an outgoing rush of air, she understood that she had just lost, but she didn’t care. This was far too pleasant to give up!

Her heart fluttered as the hands worked, the words whispering. “Have you had enough fun, Dark Heart Turquoise?” asked the woman. “Is your lust for destruction sated?”

“Destruction?” murmured Turquoise, confused, staring blankly at the ruined mess of the fountain in front of her.

She squeezed her brows together, her thoughts moving slowly as pleasure licked at her thighs. “No, I’m not a dark heart,” she protested. “I’m Turquoise, champion of justice!”

“Oh?” chuckled the enemy. “Then why is your heart amulet so dark?”

Confusion roiled her thoughts, but she wouldn’t let it shake her confidence. Forcing her hands up, she lifted her heart amulet and gave it a look. The dark queen’s servant was right. The icy blue glow inside was threaded with darkness, pulsing striations squeezing around the heart like malignant chains.

They didn’t feel restrictive, though, they felt erotic. The more they pulsed, the tighter they drew, the higher her arousal grew. Who knew it would feel so good to be chained?

A swirling, black portal appeared in front of the broken fountain, a pair of glossy, black legs stepping out onto the wet ground.

The woman was wearing a spiked collar, her face encased by a glossy, black hood. Face fixed in a grin, she hobbled forward, ankles chained together. Reaching out, she presented a purple cushion with an ivory mask sitting on top.

Instinctively, Turquoise knew that this was meant for her, that it would make her fall complete. This increased the pleasure growing within her all the more, and she moaned, hopelessly lost as the slave soldier marched towards her.

“You were always the one who had the most trouble forming relationships,” murmured the chained heart. “Would it trouble you to know that we all thought the problem was you?”

“You thought? Who thought? Ooh!” She gasped, unable to keep her train of thought.

“Unable to think properly because of the pleasure?” chuckled the enemy. “Or have you already changed that much?”

The chained heart stopped fondling her breasts, gesturing towards the approaching rubber soldier. “Don't you recognize Magenta, who was always complaining about not being able to find the right guy? Now, she has more attention than she knows what to do with!”

Turquoise squinted, understanding dawning as she spotted the woman's painted lips. “Magenta,” she whispered, knowing instantly that it was over. “And you are?”

The woman slid her breasts up Turquoise's back. “Why, I'm your unflappable team leader, Cyan, and I think I've proved once again why I should be in charge!”

She pressed a finger over Turquoise's lips, causing her to grunt in alarm. “See? Despite your power, you've always needed a handler in order to use it wisely. Otherwise, you’d just explode all over the place!”

She slid the finger down, over her chin, until her hand was wrapped around Turquoise’s throat. Turquoise swallowed, on edge. “What are you going to do to me?”

Cyan chuckled, giving her neck a soft squeeze. “Why, I'm going to give you what you want! Power, and the sexual satisfaction to go with it! You've been seeking someone to fawn over you, haven't you? You want to be taken care of, to be spoiled, and She can do that for you. You just have to stop resisting, and join us.”

Would She really? The temptation was there, all consuming. She squirmed as the rubber soldier approached, the mask sitting there on the cushion.

Her breath hitched as she reached out to touch the edges. The lip felt warm, as if it was alive. Perhaps it was?

Heat burned over her breasts and across her shoulders, her feet squeezed tight by the sexy boots. She could have all this, and more, but only if she put on the mask.

Put on the mask. The temptation was in her fingers, itching, desiring.

She lifted it half way, turning it over. The inner surface glimmered with ill intent, the mouth hole flexing into a sneer.

“Put on the mask,” hissed Cyan, spreading her hands over Turquoise's collar bones. “It will give you everything you’ve always wanted. No need for compromise.”

She pulled her arms back, squeezing her forearms up against Turquoise's turgid nipples. Her body responded, a thrill running through her loins. If she wanted to feel even better, she only needed to take that final step.

Banishing all hesitation, she gave in to the temptation, bringing the edges of the mask up to her face. The sides wrapped over her skin, stretching out to encompass her head.

She grinned as the rubbery material flowed into her mouth, gargling as it coated her throat. If this was what it took to achieve true power, she would bear any momentary discomfort!

She held her breath until the mask stopped wriggling, then she took a deep breath, enjoying the feel of the air tickling against her rubbery throat. Blinking, she felt the power flowing through her as her vision was filtered through the flickering purple lenses of the mask.

Seeing the world with new life, she spotted the aura shifting around Magenta, like black smoke. It was rather pretty—why hadn’t she been able to see it before? It seemed so obvious now.

Magenta tossed the pillow away, giggling like a maniac as she approached closer. The way her hollow throat flexed was both spooky and intriguing, a black tongue extending from the dark hole of her mouth.

Turquoise closed her eyes as Magenta grabbed her head, lips squeezing around hers as the glossy tongue slipped inside. She gurgled on it, sucking lightly as she felt it pulsing down her throat.

Cyan’s hands returned to her breasts, but they only lingered for a moment before heading farther down. Squeezing at her hips, she rolled her fingers around the sides until she was cupping Turquoise’s ass.

Turquoise moaned around Magenta’s hot, wet tongue, feeling owned. How strange—this woman was clearly a slave, so what did that make her?

Letting go of this thought, she felt her body relax into the comfort of her two assailants. Magenta held her, pulling her tongue out with a long, slow slurp that made Turquoise shudder.

As her lips popped off, Turquoise took in a long, slow breath, her mouth folding into a smile. “That was delicious,” she hissed, sighing in pleasure as Magenta gave her a wet kiss on the cheek.

“Welcome, chained sister,” murmured Magenta. “Let us both serve our Mistresses to the best of our abilities, yes?”

“Yes,” she hissed, feeling her ass tingle as Cyan worked at her butt cheeks. “Let’s.”

She could feel the weight on her shoulders, craning her neck to get a peek at the new pauldrons that decorated her uniform. The curled tips grew out of her shoulders like seashells, the armored ridges decorated with blue striations.

Mounted to the ends were glowing blue orbs of power, which contained sloshing seawater. The ancient tides of the seas swirled within, just waiting to be unleashed. Yes, she was powerful. Unstoppable, even!

The corruption throbbed at her chest, and she changed her focus. The hard shells over her breasts had cracked open to reveal the tips of her nipples, which had become grossly enlarged, dark blue veins running over her tinted skin. She had been recolored, as deep blue as the depths of the sea, with heart shaped openings to reveal her engorged breasts.

Magenta slid onto her knees, wrapping her rubber coated hands over Turqoise’s right breast. Her breath caught in her chest as the rubber slave leaned her glossy head in, fat lips pursing around the enlarged nipple. She began to suck, squeezing and milking, causing her breast to swell and pulse with pleasure.

She tilted her head back and groaned, ass cheeks tightening as Cyan gave them a good slap. “Spread them, slave,” she ordered. “It’s time for you to experience the true pleasure of serving our Dark Queen.”

Turquoise did as she was told, buzzing as a squad of latex soldiers appeared from the dark portal. Several of them spread out, securing the area, but one of them, a male, split off from the rest of the pack.

He approached nervously, broad shoulders rippling under the rubber coating that encased his body. Turquoise bit her lip. “Well?’ she demanded. “What are you waiting for? Come over here and service me!”

A low chuckle came from between her thighs, where Cyan was rubbing her privates. “So demanding! It's no wonder that all of your lovers ran off!”

Turquoise hissed, but said nothing, watching the muscled drone with hooded eyes as he approached. The pulsing cylinder over his dick slowly rode up and down, his engorged nipples flushed red. He was waiting for her commands, just as she desired!

“Service me,” she demanded, pointing at her free nipple. “Suckle me properly, and I may allow you to please me further.”

Muffled mirth came from below, but she watched the male carefully, waiting to see what he would do next. His heavy boots splashed across the wet floor, the pulsing cylinder on his dick touching her belly as he grabbed roughly at her other breast.

Turquoise moaned as he leaned over, the gaping black hole of his mouth clamping onto her nipple. Now she had dual faceless drones sucking on her breasts, doubling the pleasure. Twin mouths tugged and licked, hands squeezing.

It was almost as though she was an orange, being continuously juiced, extracting more and more pleasure as they worked her over. She was barely staying in control at all, but she couldn’t afford to let go. That wasn’t her.

She was in control. She was always in control. She had to be, ooh, no!

A wet tongue was pressing into her butt, bulging as it pushed between her ass cheeks. The unexpected sensation set her off, hips bucking as her pussy vibrated in orgasm. The drones sucking on her breasts used their teeth to tug at her nipples, sending her into a whole new universe of painful pleasure.

Why had she spent so much time resisting? This was joy. This was bliss.

She wrapped her arms around the latex soldiers, hugging them tight as her body vibrated against them. So good!

And who did she have to thank for all of this? Her Mistress, the Queen!

An unknown impulse seized her brain, and she knew it was necessary. She had to show her devotion!

Her right hand shot up, angled towards the portal, the spinning blackness of negative space before her. “Hail to the Queen of Shadows, the Onyx Queen. My Mistress! I serve!”

Cyan pulled her tongue out of Turquoise’s anus, slurping as she ran it all the way up her ass crack. “Yes, we both serve,” she lisped, rattling the barbell of her tongue ring against the small of Turquoise’s back. “It’s time for your final transformation. You’re ready.”

There was more? Her breasts were already enormous mounds of flesh, held upright only by her tight, latex uniform and the eager hands and mouths of the rubber drones. She couldn’t imagine what might come next, but she couldn’t wait to find out!

A hunger burned inside her, a desire to please her Mistresses. “What do you need me to do?” she asked, letting her hand fall.

“Nothing at all,” chuckled Cyan. “Simply be. The corruption is proceeding as expected—soon, you’ll hail me as my lieutenant.”

Turquoise blinked, turning over the idea in her head. A powerful woman, like her, harnessed to Cyan’s will? That seemed wrong, somehow, but she was beginning to like the idea more and more.

The chains squeezed at her crystal heart amulet, and she sighed with pleasure. “Yes. Turn me, remake me, pleasure me until I’m yours,” she blurted out. “I can’t wait to obey.”

“And so you shall,” murmured Cyan. “Magenta,” she snapped. “Give her the belt.”

Magenta slurped on her breast, giving it a little kiss as she straightened up. Mouth grinning, she wrapped a hand over the pulsing amulet that dangled below the collar at her throat. “Dark Chained Heart Conversion,” she whispered, her words caressing Turquoise's ears.

She slid her rubber coated fingers over her breasts, giving them a solid squeeze. Her nipples bulged obscenely as large blobs of black fluid gathered in her hands.

Pressing her breasts together, she rolled the blobs into a larger ball, pressing the resulting sphere against Turquoise's chest, right below her belly button.

Turquoise cooed as the warm sphere spread out, coaxed by Magenta's gentle touch. Pulsing with dark energy, the ends wrapped around her waist, curling to meet at her back.

When they linked up, the rest of the blob smoothed out, forming into a belt with a rounded buckle on the front. Displayed proudly in the center was a stylized A, with two small eyelids nestled under the sharp strokes.

The belt felt warm around her chest, and it flashed, the eyelids flipping open to give her a gimlet stare. She could feel the weight behind them, a deep pressure pushing at her mind.

“Behave,” she ordered sharply, and the pressure subsided. As it should be.

Magenta drew her fingers up and over Turquoise’s chest in sweeping curls, leaving behind traces of purplish marks that had fins and claws. Turquoise hissed, eyes rolling as the other rubber drone continued suckling at her breast, her arousal rising again.

“Are you done now?” she lisped, sharp teeth pressing against her lower lip.

“Yes,” whispered Magenta, her hollow eye sockets glowing a deep purple.

“Good,” asserted Turquoise. “Because I want to be fucked.” She leered at the male sucking on her breast.

“As you desire,” whispered Magenta, stepping in to curl a hand around the male drone’s waist.

She wrapped her fingers over the cylinder softly pulsing on the drone’s dick, lifting it up and away. It let go with a wet pop, and Turquoise got a glimpse of the hollow interior. It was coated with bumpy, yellow nodules that flexed in and out at regular intervals, squeezing the drone’s cock to keep him erect and ready for action.

Magenta dropped it to the floor with a wet clunk, and the male drone finished with her fat nipple. Giving the tip a loving lick, he stood, rolling his glossy, black tongue in a circle to show off the shining fluid that he had extracted from her breast.

His dick stood upright, the head of his rubber coated length pointing at her womb. As she watched, it made a cute little jerk, his massive balls bobbing at the base. The tip was streaked with black fluid, ready to be injected inside her, to fill her up with the Queen’s corruption.

Turquoise found this crude display strangely attractive, hissing with satisfaction as she studied the way his chest muscles flexed. “Fill me,” she commanded, grinning at him with erotic desire.

He bent his knees, wrapping his rubbery hands around her thighs, forcing her up onto her tiptoes. Her pussy gaped open, willing and ready for him to press his swollen manhood inside. He didn’t hesitate, shoving his rubbery mass into her warm, lubricated tunnel.

Closing her hips around him, she grunted as he started out with a fulsome thrust, bottoming out within her gushing core. She pressed her hips into him, urging him on as a long, shuddering breath escaped the black hole of his mouth.

Smelling the sweetness of corruption, her toes tingled in her boots as he began to thrust faster, his balls slapping against her privates. Wrapping her hands around his back, she pressed her swollen breasts into his chest, feeling the heat between them increase as their pleasure rose.

This was soon offset by the feeling of a cool, rounded object placed against her back, but she was in too much ecstasy to care, not even when a pinch of pain speared her spine. “Only a couple more,” chuckled Cyan. “Keep fucking that drone. You’re going to be quite the weapon when I’m done with you.  A perfect chained heart.”

Turquoise moaned in response, not interested in what her former team captain was doing. She was being reamed by this hunk of a man while her body transformed into a powerful terror. She couldn’t imagine anything more pleasurable!

Another pinch of protest came from her spine, followed by someone tugging on her right hand. Moaning, she gave Magenta her wrist as her body lurched into the drone. He was able to hold her without trouble, his physical strength complementing the boiling energy growing inside her.

She could easily blow them away, if she chose to do so, which gave her the confidence she needed to let go and enjoy herself. Wheezing, she felt a ticklish sensation on her hand as something heavy and hard was pushed over the top. A gauntlet.

She flexed her fingers into the glove as it tightened about her wrist, feeling the strength flowing through her limbs. Yes, this was a good addition to her arsenal.

Another pinch came at her back, this one further up her spine. She gritted her teeth, letting out a sigh as the rubber drone worked his dick into her, nudging all her most sensitive spots. She rather wished he would suck her breasts again, though. They were still hot, screaming for more stimulation.

She forgot about all this when the fat tongue at her ass returned. Cyan’s pierced tongue dragged against her sensitive flesh, wiggling and dancing as she sucked on Turquoise’s anus.

She cried out as the tongue was wedged deeper, the drone’s dick rattling inside her as her body screamed at her. She was on the edge—she only needed a little bit more!

Magenta appeared, grinning at her with those hollow eyes. “Scream for us,” she growled, pushing a glowing ball into Turquoise’s masked mouth.

Turquoise protested with her eyes as it was strapped into place, but the pleasure she was currently experiencing was too good to give up. She settled down, scowling as she accepted the gag, gripping the rubbery ball in her sharp teeth.

“You look nice,” hissed Magenta, swooping in to give the glowing gag a light kiss.

It hummed within Turquoise’s mouth, expanding as heat gripped her head. She cried out in surprise as the drone’s dick lurched within her pussy, spurting corruption deep into her core.

The chains around her heart rattled her soul, the Queen’s bonds ratcheting tighter as she gave herself to the enemy. Her hand raised again, a silent salute to her new Mistress. Hail!


Chapter Seven

“I don’t believe it!” exclaimed Orange, breathless as she ran after Pink. “She knows how addictive the Queen’s corruption can be. Why would she go back?”

“It may have been under duress,” said Pink, a whirlwind of emotions running through her. “We don’t know what kind of leverage the Queen might have used. This could be related to the failed bargain I made with Her.”

“Why wouldn’t she have contacted us to talk about it, then?” asked Orange. “I doubt she’d want to do anything to hurt you again.”

“She may not have had a choice,” Pink replied grimly. “Come on, let’s not speculate, I want to see what she left behind.”

They rounded the corner, the doors to her mother’s lab in front of them. They slid open silently, revealing the haphazard mess that her mother had left behind.

Pink took several steps into the lab before she realized that something was wrong. “The mirrors!” she hissed. “When were more moved in here?”

Orange looked at the floor length mirrors scattered around the main desk and gulped. “I thought she had destroyed them all!”

Goosebumps tingled up Pink’s arms as she approached carefully, spotting swirls of negative space energy dancing within the polished glass. “Get ready for an assault,” she whispered. “This smells like the Queen.”

A low voice chuckled, a swirl appearing on the mirror in front of Pink. She clutched her hands around her heart crystal as a cloudy image of the shadow queen appeared. “How astute of you, Crystal Heart Pink.”

The Queen’s purple eyes flashed behind her veil, her taloned hands reaching up to cup her breasts. The nipple chain winked at them as it bobbed back and forth, eliciting a terrible, erotic urge within them.

Pink had to stop herself from taking a step forward. The strange magnetism the Queen exuded was stronger than she had anticipated. It was no wonder so many crystal hearts had fallen into her grasp

“What have you done with her?” she asked shrilly. “Her part of the bargain should have been over!”

“And it would have been, if you had fulfilled yours,” retorted the Queen. “Instead, you ran away before the power transfer was complete, depriving Me of what's Mine. You still owed Me, so I collected. It was as simple as that.”

Rage grew within Pink, but she held herself back. The last thing she wanted to do now was to lose her composure.

The Queen’s lips quirked. “Perhaps you’d like to see what has become of your dear old mother?” She lifted a taloned hand and snapped her fingers.

One of the smaller mirrors swirled, resolving into the image of a woman wearing an ivory mask, her eyes upturned in carnal pleasure. She was sitting on a table, a male rubber soldier laying underneath her, heavy breasts bouncing as she rammed herself onto him, over and over.

Her cape fluttered, lips curling into a grin as she stared into the mirror, hollow purple eyes swirling. “Hello, dear,” she whispered, her breath hissing out in a breathy coo. “As you can see, my Queen has been treating me well. I’m having loads of sex, which is just what I wanted. You can’t imagine how good it feels to be Her general again.”

“Was that worth… betraying me? Betraying us?” Pink roared, spreading her arms. “You were the one who said that we shouldn’t make bargains with the Queen!”

“Oh, yes, I did, didn’t I?” she chuckled, pressing her lips together as she rolled her hips forward onto the drone’s fat dick. “Well, it wasn’t my deal that caused this problem. Our Queen was simply solving the problem that resulted from your breach of contract. I go back to Her, and She doesn’t have to keep chasing after you. Problem solved, right?”

She pressed her hands against the table as she relaxed into the drone, her lips parting as she sighed in pleasure. “You could always join me, you know. She treats Her servants well, and realistically, it’s not looking good for the crystal hearts.”

Pink shook her head. “Never. I’ll never give in!”

“Of course you will,” grinned Violet, wrapping her fingers over her armored breasts and tweaking her nipples. “It simply feels too good not to.”

The mirror blurred, legs flashing as a second rubbery male drone climbed onto the table. Standing with his feet on either side of the prone drone’s head, he tilted his hips to touch the tip of his glossy, black dick against Violet's cheek.

She smiled indulgently, the spikes on her head tilting as she leaned in to swallow the soldier’s rubbery appendage. Bobbing her head back and forth, she hummed as she sucked him off, veiny wings fluttering on her back.

Pink closed her eyes as she spotted the bulge in her throat, face flushing as she tried to ignore the lewd display. “You've turned her into a slut!” she accused the queen.

The Shadow Queen giggled in amusement, a remarkably girlish sound coming from such a dark being. “I haven't made her do anything,” she said smoothly. “She's had these latent desires within her all along. I’ve just removed her inhibitions, as it were. What you see here is your true mother.”

Frustrated, Pink took a step towards the mirror showing off her mother’s outrageously curvy body. “Damn it, Violet, stop this!” she cried out. “You're not like this. Tell her!”

Her mother slurped on the dick as she pulled back, a dribble of black fluid dribbling over her ivory chin. A long, black tongue extended, curling around to dab at it absentmindedly.

“I’m not Violet,” her mother replied blankly. “I’m the Onyx Queen’s general, Archaea. If She commands me to corrupt you, I will do it without a second thought.”

She groaned, black fluid spilling from her nipples, her mouth decorated with the soldier’s cum. “And then we’ll be together again, mother and daughter, as it should be.”

“As it will be,” hissed the Shadow Queen, snapping her fingers again, the view of her mother fuzzing out. “But only if you step out of line. Double cross Me at your peril.”

She waved her hands in front of her veil, and she vanished, motes of darkness softly fading from the edges of the mirror.

In a fit of rage, Pink strode forward and grabbed the mirror, tossing it to the floor. The pane of glass shattered, flashing shards sliding into the wall.

Immediately embarrassed, she crossed her arms and looked at Orange, who was biting her lip. Orange’s brow furrowed, and she grabbed the smaller mirror on the desk, tossing it on top of the pile.

A tinkling crack resounded through the room as it smashed to pieces, a soft smile appearing on Orange's lips. “There, now it's just as broke as the joke of a situation we're in.”

Pink laughed and sighed, slamming her fists into her sides. “I want to kill them both.”

“Don’t do that, we gotta figure out a way to save her!” Orange looked around. “Maybe she left something behind that could help? What about those?”

She pointed at the corner of the room, where a set of test harnesses for crystal heart dragoon suits were arrayed. They glistened with polish, the metal curves looking faintly suggestive.

Usually, they were only deployed for critical threats, but they’d been broken during their final assault against Karroch, which was why Pink hadn’t thought to look for them earlier.

“They look brand new!” Orange exclaimed, dancing up to the one that matched her color, a crystal heart emblem emblazoned on the chest.

“They do,” whispered Pink, a sudden excitement banishing the gloomy feelings of desperation. “She's fixed them, look!”

Running to the pink suit in the corner, she lifted up its articulated arm. “I can see the old battle damage, but the key components have been replaced.”

“Guest?” asked Pink, raising her voice. “What’s been going on here while we’ve been away?”

“Are you intimating that I spy upon everyone within my domain?” asked Guest in its grating monotone.

“Are you trying to intimidate me?” asked Pink, incredulous. “Just answer the damn question!”

“I did not note any undue activity within your mother's lab over the past twenty four hours,” the alien AI said blandly. “However, I do note that she uploaded plans for opening a teleportation tunnel to negative space. If you are planning on confronting the Shadow Queen, that would be your most direct route.”

The AI paused. “Whether you succeed or fail in your mission to retrieve her is outside my purview.”

“Is it?” muttered Pink. “If we fail, you'll just find some more impressionable, naive women to do your dirty work, won't you?”

“That I can't say,” continued the AI, the cadence of its tone slowing. “Certainly they might be more successful than you have.”

Was that sarcasm she detected? She groaned, shaking her head. “What do your diagnostics say about these suits?”

“Power levels nominal. All systems functional,” stated the AI promptly.

A surge of hope displaced her earlier despair. She shook off the disquiet she was getting from the implacable AI as she turned to Orange.

“I don't know what your intentions are, but I'm going to get dressed and pursue the Queen into Her domain. I won't allow Her to steal my mother from me a second time!”

Orange was already taking off the chest plate of the orange suit, exposing the insulated interior. “I'm not sure why you're trying to convince me.”

She paused, tilting her head to give Pink a look of solid determination. “Sitting idly by while the world falls apart is not an option. I want my snarky, stuck up, superior friend back. She can't have her!”

Warmth glowed within Pink's chest as she opened her suit, climbing inside. The legs expanded automatically to accommodate the boots she was wearing, clamping shut once her feet were in position.

The armored plates around the arms hissed open to provide access, and she slid her hands inside the brutish looking gauntlets, already feeling powerful as they clamped around her wrists.

Grabbing the chest piece, she pressed it against her breasts, feeling it click as the knurled latches locked in place. The resonator began to spin up, glowing pink.

Dragoon suits were synchronized to the individual, powered by their heart amulets. Resynchronization was complicated and could take up to a week, which was why it was rarely done. That meant that each suit effectively became the property of the wearer, eccentricities included.

She sighed at the familiar way it gripped her chest and butt, wincing at the electrical stimulation that tickled her nipples. It was sensual, in its way, like an old lover, fitting her like a glove.

She took a deep breath as a new warmth shot through her soul, a sense of exhilaration seizing her limbs. Damn, she missed this feeling!

Flexing her hands, she raised the gauntlets, pounding the knuckles into each other. Orange gave her a vicious smile as her HUD booted up. Green text boxes and targeting reticles were projected from the neck of the suit in front of her eyes, giving her pupils a cybernetic glow. “Let’s go kick some ass!”

“You got it!” replied Pink, heading towards the door. “My mother was all about planning, but we don’t really have the time for anything complicated. If we wait any longer, more crystal hearts will get corrupted by the Queen.”

She held out her hand and the door swept open. “Guest, you were going to gather some reinforcements for us, right? What were you able to come up with?”

The floating orb appeared next to her again. She was starting to get a sense of déjà vu. The last time they had headed for the teleportation chamber, it hadn’t ended well, and that was only a couple of hours ago!

“Many experienced members have gone missing, and new members won’t be of much help, so I have elected to call up Gamma Squad,” said Guest, bobbing to avoid being hit by her gauntlet as they rounded a corner.

“Oh, boy,” muttered Pink, shaking her head. “Well, I suppose we need all the help we can get,” she grumbled, feeling glum.

Orange nudged her armored shoulder. “So,” she said idly, their footfalls clanking against the floor. “Are you going to tell me what’s going on with that thing inside you? You know, when you almost got yourself spread wide open by that doppelganger?”

“You saw that, huh?” sighed Pink. “I guess it was inevitable. Ugh. I wish I knew. You know, it’s probably the key to this whole mess!”

She raised her armored arms. “Look at me, I’m a wreck! I only have half my powers, I’ve got some kind of monster inside me, and I’m going up against an entity that’s corrupted my mother along with countless other crystal hearts! I must be insane!”

“Well, that makes two of us,” chuckled Orange. “Besides, I think that ‘monster’ helped you. If you could learn how to harness its power, maybe we’d have a better chance of success?”

Pink shook her head, pressing a fist against her chest plate. “Even if that's the case, I don’t even know where to begin! I don't have any control over it, and I don't know where it came from!”

“That's not great, since it's probably a souvenir from your battle with Karroch.” Orange clenched her lips together in a cute moue. “Have you tried talking to it?”

Pink rolled the idea through her mind. “No,” she said finally. “It probably couldn't hurt.”

She stopped, concentrating hard. Anything out there? Mystery monster? Friend or foe?

Something shifted within her soul, and she gasped, feeling a sudden, atavistic terror that clawed at her throat. She gulped, the sensation vanishing as quickly as it had appeared. “I don't want to do that again,” she choked out, her voice sounding hoarse.

“What was it like?” asked Orange, leaning in. “Did it say anything?”

“Not as such,” coughed Pink, clearing her throat. “I got the sense that it is ancient and horrible, consumed by a terrible, unexplainable need.”

“Just like every other negative space entity,” groaned Orange. “It looks like you've picked up an unwanted passenger.”

“Great. Well, at least it's not allied with Her. We could probably use that to our advantage, if I could figure out how.”

She gave Orange a terrified stare. “Just don't ask me to talk to it again.”

Orange trembled, her face going pink as she raised a hand. “Oh, sorry, this is no laughing matter, I know, but there's something in all this I find darkly humorous. It's almost as though we're being pushed into this fight by two struggling titans of negative space. Do we even have any free will at all?”

“Don’t start thinking too deeply about that, or you’re just going to depress yourself,” sighed Pink. “All I care about right now is prying my mother out of the Shadow Queen’s grasp. If that means I have to work with other negative space entities, I’ll do it!”

“Okay, I’m with you on this,” said Orange, sounding a little dubious. “Just don’t let it eat me, alright?”

Pink frowned, taking a step forward as she tried to get a handle on the situation. “I don’t know what it desires. If it wanted to eat my powers, it had plenty of opportunities to do so. I guess I don’t understand enough about what creatures from negative space want.”

“They probably don’t know themselves—not any more than we do,” pointed out Orange. “Despite how alien they seem, they appear to be emotionally driven just as much as us.”

That was a good point. She slowed in front of the teleportation chamber, furrowing her brow. “Unfortunately, even if true, that probably isn’t going to help us much. I’m not a psychoanalyst.”

“No, but something might come to you. Don’t push it away if it does. We need off the wall ideas.”

“Thanks, Orange,” she said, looking at her with fresh eyes. “When did you become so insightful?”

Orange held up a gauntleted hand, a sparkle in her eyes. “I’m totally faking it. Is it working?”

Pink chuckled. “It’s not fake if it works. Come on, let’s deal with the tigers of Gamma Squad.”

She waved her armored hand in front of the door, and the two halves slid open, revealing the spherical chamber within. A squad of three crystal hearts were waiting for them impatiently on the upper platform.

“The prodigal heroine returns at last,” said the one in the lead, her square chin set as she scowled at them, a burnished white heart crystal dangling from her neck.

Her hair was short, heavily styled to look like a blob of toothpaste freshly squeezed from a tube. Shiny blue highlights offset the primary white color, giving it an unnatural tinge.

“It's good to see you, too, Platinum,” she replied in an equal tone, keeping her expression neutral as she climbed up the ramp.

She stopped in front of the heroine, glancing at her companions. “Silver, Gold. You both look well.”

Gold gave her a sneer, but said nothing, stroking at her locks of glossy, blonde hair, golden rings flashing around the base of each finger. Silver stared off into the distance, not registering her presence at all.

Pink wasn’t offended. They had always been like this, which was why they weren’t called in to work with others often. There was something to be said for teamwork, and these women only cared for each other, if they cared for anyone at all.

“I hear you fucked up the last assault, and Green got turned into a carbon copy of my Gold,” said Platinum coldly.

Gold stopped stroking her hair. “She couldn’t possibly look as good as I do.” She smirked, arching her back to show off her perfectly formed breasts.

“No, she looks even better,” replied Orange in a somber tone.

Gold looked like she was about to be outraged, but settled instead for confusion. “What the hell are you talking about?”

“She got turned into a woman made out of solid gold, with huge knockers,” explained Orange, resting her gauntlets against the bulging armor plates on her chest.

Orange frowned. “I’m not quite sure how that works, because if she was actually gold, she’d be so heavy she’d sink into the floor. Well, it’s probably magic anyway, but those breasts of hers are four times as large as yours, putting you to shame! They’re an absurd beauty standard you’ll never match—unless you’re planning on turning into gold, too.”

Pink could tell that a catfight was about to break out, and she wasn’t going to have it. “Enough! We might not like each other, but we’re all on the same side! We would do well to remember that.”

Gold looked like she was going to argue, but Silver turned and stuck her thumb into the woman’s mouth, clamping a hand under her chin. Leaning in, she whispered into her ear, a long hiss.

Gold looked speculative, then subsided, her cheeks turning red. Pink was feeling a little red herself. Just what kind of a relationship did the two of them have?

None of her business. She just needed to keep them together long enough to defeat the Shadow Queen and save her mother. They could be hedonistic whores for all she cared, as long as they got the job done!

Platinum gave her a long stare. “You might have special equipment, but from our knothole, you’re not special. As long as you both stay out of our way, we’ll stay out of yours. We’re only on this mission to take down the Shadow Queen, the entity that you failed to deal with. We’ll clean up your mess, because the world will end if we don’t, but we don’t have to like it.”

“Understood,” replied Pink, tight-lipped.

She climbed onto the platform next to Gamma Squad, nodding at Orange. They weren’t going to have an opportunity to learn how to be a proper joint team. They would have to hope that they’d be capable of operating as independent units.

Orange moved up next to her. “I knew we didn’t have a high chance of success,” she whispered loudly. “But I was hoping we wouldn’t get picked to pieces before we even started!”

Pink cringed internally, but she knew what Orange was trying to do. “Look,” she sighed. “They have their own way of doing things, and they’re right that we haven’t had much luck against these incursions. We can’t afford to be stuck up. We need their help.”

Orange wrinkled her nose, but subsided, crossing her armored hands over her chest. “I’m ready. Crystal Heart Passion Pink!”

The old callback tickled nostalgia in her mind, and she was forced to hold back sudden tears. “Crystal Heart Passion Pink!” she repeated, determination growing in her mind.

Yes, they had a ragtag team, and everything might seem hopeless now, but there must be an answer. There had to be!

The teleportation chamber’s capacitors sparked, and the blue ring around the platform began to spin up. Guest’s globe appeared in front of them, floating above the ramp.

“The coordinates for negative space have been locked in,” it said in its dull tone. “The Onyx Queen maintains a castle in the middle of her demesne, where the seat of Her power lies. You will need to find and neutralize Her heart if you wish to defeat Her.”

“We know this already, tin pot!” Platinum grouched. “Are you going to tell us what her heart looks like, or not?”

The glowing lines on the AI’s globe deepened to a dark red, the curved pieces grinding against each other. “If I had that information, I would share it with you.”

Its voice swapped from its usual monotone to a guttural growl. Blue sparkles appeared in the air around them, a curved forcefield springing to life. “As it is, I’m just happy to be rid of you.”

The crevices in the globe lengthened, the globe growing in size as the shell expanded to expose its core. A baleful eye glowed within, the vertical pupil glaring at them within a rippling expanse of crackling energy, the edges trailing off into streamers of smoke.

“Guest?” Pink asked, her heart sinking as she realized that they were trapped. “What’s going on here?”

“This experiment has failed,” continued the AI in its low growl. “The Crystal Hearts were meant to act as a counterbalance for the most powerful negative space entities. If they are not weeded out regularly, the balance of power consolidates into the hands of the very few, which we cannot tolerate.”

“Who?” asked Platinum sharply.

The baleful eye turned towards her, but the AI remained silent.

“Well? If you’re going to wait so long to tell us this, why be silent now?” the woman asked sharply, stepping forward to jab her thick index finger against the forcefield.

Sparks flew from the tip, glancing off her glossy, rubber coated breasts. She didn’t appear to be bothered by this, the heart crystal at her neck gleaming with intensity. “If you’re going to start monologuing, you might as well tell us what this is about.”

“No, I don’t think I will,” chuckled the AI. “On the contrary, I may have already said too much, but that really isn’t going to matter. None of you will survive the Shadow’s Queen’s mercy, leaving me free to begin another experiment. Perhaps the upcoming batch of Crystal Hearts will succeed where you failed. Certainly, I will ensure that they are more pliable.”

“Crystal Heart Dragoon fist!” shouted Orange, smashing her gauntlet into the forcefield.

The energy field absorbed the blow, redirecting it off to one side. Orange looked surprised as she lost her balance, sliding into a crumpled heap against the side of the platform.

Guest laughed, a cruel chuckle. “Enjoy your stay, fools, and don’t come back.”

Its last words faded along with their surroundings, the forcefield flashing as it collapsed. It certainly wasn’t needed, as they were no longer on the space station.

Pink tapped her chestpiece, and the resonator shutter fluttered open, providing her with a rudimentary flashlight as she moved forward to help Orange to her feet. “Where are we?” she asked, looking dazed.

“Negative space,” replied Platinum brusquely, studying the walls of their chamber with a flashlight she had retrieved from her belt. “Do any of you think you can teleport us out of here?”

Pink touched her energy source, relieved to find that she felt more or less normal. That was probably because the resonator was boosting what remained of her natural powers.

She sent out a couple of feelers. “No, nothing,” she sighed. “I doubt the AI would allow us to teleport back to its station now that it’s revealed its true self, but even when I visualize familiar places on earth, I’m not sensing a connection. I think we’re stuck here.”

Platinum turned to the other women, but they shook their heads as well. “Then the only way out is up. We have to find the Shadow Queen’s heart. Spread out and look for the exits, I want options.”

Orange let out a long sigh as the others moved off into the darkness. “That wasn't my best showing, was it?” she asked, chagrined. “I just got so gosh darn… frustrated!”

“I understand how you feel, but you can't go flying off the handle. We need to stick together, we're in an unholy place.”

Orange tapped her chestplate, looking around at the arched stone passageways that led off in every direction. “It looks like a catacombs,” she observed. “Could we be somewhere in the cellar?”

“That, or the Shadow Queen just likes mazes,” said Pink gloomily, resting an armored hand against the wall and giving it a shove. “It’s more solid than I had expected from a mental model.”

“These rooms should at least conform to some kind of logic—unless the Shadow Queen is insane?”

“No, she seems quite rational, if a little mad from grief,” Pink sighed.

Her previous trip to this castle flashed through her mind, and she gasped. “I think I might know where her heart is located.”

Orange shuffled up next to her. “Oh? Do tell.”

Pink moved into one of the passageways, feeling on edge as she searched the darkness for any signs of the enemy. “When I visited the queen to bargain for my mother’s life, I was led up a grand staircase, where there was a large painting of the queen holding a younger woman. I speculated at the time that this might be her daughter, but I think the painting might be more than just an image.”

“That seems like a reasonable guess, but how are we going to get there to verify it? This place seems enormous.” Orange looked around, shivering. “Do you think the queen already knows we’re here?”

“I hope not,” murmured Pink. “Hush, there’s lights ahead. I think we’re coming up on another chamber.”

The passageway opened up, though the ceiling wasn’t much higher. A line of dangling lights ran down the center of the chamber, darkened alcoves on both sides. Glowing, purple channels were carved into the floor, flowing from each alcove towards a circular platform in the center of the room.

Mounted on top of a pedestal was a glass sphere, filled with pulsing, purple energy. The lights in the room dimmed every time the gleaming energy peaked, a fleshy object inside seeming to change shape as gleaming, metallic chains crawled over the surface.

“Stay back and watch the alcoves,” whispered Pink, taking a step towards the throbbing container. “This would be a good place for an ambush.”

“Gotcha,” replied Orange. “Should I call for the others?”

“Not just yet. I want to examine this device first.”

Pink strode up to the pedestal with more confidence than she felt, her armored feet clacking against the mossy stonework. Turning her head, she tried to catch a glimpse of what was in the alcoves, but there were only faint glints of light reflecting off of curved surfaces.

Turning her attention back to the sphere, she frowned as she studied the pulsing organ. It looked like a heart, the chains crawling over the surface squeezing as it flashed. The surrounding fluid glowed, gurgling as the level lowered in the chamber.

When the heart expanded again, more fluid was pumped into the top of the sphere, moving the system back into equilibrium. It appeared as though the solution was soaking up the energy from the chained heart, which was then being extracted for other purposes.

She traced the outlet, noting how it split up and flowed into smaller spheres on the periphery of the platform. Leaning over one of them, she was surprised to find a heart crystal amulet sealed inside.

This one was a deep red, the chains around it ratcheting tighter as the sphere glowed in resonance with the central heart. In fact, if she looked a little bit closer, she could see fine links of a chain leading back up towards the central sphere. It was… squeezing on them.

In turn, these spheres flashed, too, the fluid draining out into piping that fed through the platform and into the channels on the floor.

Parting her lips, she turned towards an alcove, a bad feeling tingling down her spine. Following one of the channels, she rounded the corner, playing light from her suit over the darkened hole.

“Orange?” she called out, raising her voice. “Come take a look at this.”

She pressed her hands against her chest as she heard Orange clanking over to her, bile rising in her throat.

“What is it?” asked Orange. “Oh. That’s not good, is it?”

Pink stared at the curved glass of the tank mounted to the wall, the female figure inside shivering as she stroked her large breasts. Large, metallic tubes ran up from the floor below, attaching into her pussy and ass.

Her skin was purple, a blank mask over her face, a thick hose extending from her lips, running up into the ceiling. Her skin appeared ridged, as if armored, odd patterns traced over her arms. From her back, a pair of wings buzzed lightly as she moaned in pleasure.

“No,” whispered Pink. “No, it’s not.”


Chapter Eight

The road was clear, for the moment, birdsong chasing the clouds away. Faint screams rose on the wind, eliciting a wicked smile from Turquoise’s lips as she sucked in a deep breath through her tight mask.

The hoses leading over her shoulders rattled as filtered air mixed with the faint taste of corruption from the cylinder resting against the back of her neck. She could feel the power this granted her, supercharging the chained heart amulet that hung from her neck.

The scented air helped her to focus on the pulses of energy approaching her position, the life force of innocents stumbling straight into her trap. It was just as the general had said—they would never see her coming.

If all went well, they could wrap this up soon and return to the velvet rooms of their Mistress’ castle. She was particularly looking forward to revisiting her favorite rubber drone. Her body was far too oversexed to go without regular servicing. She had needs, and the longer she spent out on these missions, the more distracted she became by her perverted body.

Perhaps this would change with time, but as it was, she could barely stop herself from tasting her absurdly long nipples. Shaking, she shook her head, trying to refocus. She had a mission to accomplish, and she didn’t want to disappoint her Mistress.

Cyan and Magenta! The two women blurred in her mind, their converted forms twisting between the heroines of justice and the erotic parodies created by their dark Mistress’ will.

Her heart throbbed as she swallowed, trying to avoid the sharp stabs of pain that split her head. No, this wasn’t right, this wasn’t her!

The internal quake lasted for a long moment, the two halves of her mind fighting for dominance. Flashes of the years she had spent fighting with her teammates flew through her head, blank faces smiling at her whenever she defeated the latest villain.

“I can't believe it!” hissed the faceless voice of her team leader. “You froze those tentacles into solid blocks of ice! Great work, Crystal Heart Turquoise!”

Her bright feeling at the words of praise turned to horror as a leather harness grew around the woman's mouth, her smile turning into a sneer. “Or, should I say, Chained Heart Turquoise?”

She froze as ugly, purple veins grew down the woman's neck, the curve of her breasts expanding as she cackled. Beneath a layer of disgust she found herself aroused by the woman’s changing body, knowing and hating that she liked the idea of looking similar.

She kept fighting these feelings, but it was a losing battle. The chains rattled tight inside her amulet, and she sucked in a breath, feeling the way her armored chestpiece gripped her swollen breasts.

Her thoughts changed course, falling into line with what her corrupted heart desired. She raised her gauntlet with savage glee. She would serve her Mistress!

Her eyes flicked to the left, spotting a squad of retreating crystal hearts. She knew what she must do, and it was already causing her thighs to juice.

Still, she hesitated for a moment, something holding her back. She hooded her eyes, feeling the icy spikes that grew out of her face. What was the holdup? She was a true monster, wasn’t she?

A sudden pain twisted in her back, a hiss coming from her spine as one of the cylinders injected its contents into her bloodstream. Hyper alert, her eyes twitched as she locked onto a target. That one!

Clicking her pierced tongue against her triangular teeth, she felt the power rising within her. The street began to shimmer, a cloud of ice crystals blowing up from the sewers below.

Although invoking her powers normally required the use of a spell, there was no need to speak one this time. She had made the necessary preparations ahead of time, waiting patiently for the right conditions to be fulfilled. The trap was set—she only needed to wait for her prey to enter it.

The lead member of the crystal heart squad cried out as she discovered the pavement suddenly becoming unexpectedly slippery. The others were able to catch her before she fell, but they halted in position, forced to reconsider their path of escape.

There was none, of course. Turquoise had fully prepared for any possible outcome, knowing that they were being herded towards her.

It wasn't her responsibility to capture all of them, just the one she fancied most. What about her?

A woman wearing a coppery colored uniform was at the rear of the squad, bangs framing her large, green eyes. She looked nervous, constantly turning around to peer behind her to see if the enemy was closing. Perfect! A small distraction, and this crystal heart would be as good as hers!

“Dark Chained Heart Ice Cloak!” she whispered to herself, borrowing some of the fluttering ice crystals into a shield to hide her from view as she approached.

They would be able to tell where she was if they were looking for her, but by the time they realized the danger, she would be upon them!

This was helped by the appearance of her Mistress, dressed like a fetish dominatrix. A tight corset cupped her lewd breasts, the chain between them dangling with every step she took on her high heels.

“What are you so afraid of, crystal hearts?” she lisped, her hand holding a leash that led to the neck of her favorite pet, Magenta.

“The Queen promises pleasure beyond understanding. Why flee from it? Accept your submissive nature and give yourself over before someone gets hurt.”

The crystal heart squad ignored her, hotly whispering with each other as they tried to come up with a plan. If they were unable to decide for just a few moments more, she’d be in position!

Not to mention the fact that their reinforcements were beginning to arrive, crackling portals of etheric energy spitting out an endless army of rubber soldiers. They couldn’t afford to stall any longer, or they’d soon be overwhelmed.

The three women placed their hands together. “Crystal Heart Buster!”

A flash of energy appeared between them, forming into a globe that expanded in the blink of an eye. Turquoise grimaced as she was tossed off her feet, sliding over the frozen pavement into the curb.

Hissing, she used the spikes on her boots to climb to her feet, easily finding her footing on the magical ice. Using my own powers against me? How dare they!

Raising her gauntlet, she searched for the squad, gathering the cloak of ice within her grasp. The area around where the crystal hearts had detonated the blast was clear, but wet, the ice pushed back in a wide circle.

The negative space portals had been shut down, the army of rubber soldiers knocked off their feet like she had. There was something strange about them, though—the tight rubber that normally clung to their bodies was sizzling, evaporating in the light of the sun. What had they done?

By a fluke of luck, she was close to their position, and they hadn’t noticed her yet. She still had a chance!

What about the general, though? She couldn’t make a move without her order. It just wasn’t done.

The curvaceous form of her Mistress pushed off the ground, grabbing Magenta’s shoulder to support herself as she climbed back to her feet, ponytails shaking in disappointment.

“You had your opportunity,” she croaked, her masked face twisting into a snarl. “Now, it’s my turn!”

The squad backed up, looking distressed as they pressed their hands together for another attack.

Cyan flung up her hands, and a sudden gust of wind blew around her body, lifting up her skirt to reveal her spidernet pantyhose and the golden rings dangling from her pussy lips.

“I already tire of this. Your plans have failed. You can't save anybody, not even yourselves,” she taunted. “Here, I'll prove it. Take her.”

There came another painful spike of pain from Turquoise’s back as the next cylinder on her spine injected its contents. The very air around her began to freeze, a trickle of pleasure tickling between her breasts.

The heroines were focused on the general, for the moment, their backs turned to her. She wouldn't get a better opportunity.

Focusing on the copper colored woman, she felt the blades extending from her boots. It was difficult to transition from standing still to a skating stance, but she had plenty of practice. Soon, she was sliding forward, a hissing ghost on ice.

They noticed the sound and whirled around, but she was already upon them. Before her target could react, she had grabbed her around the waist, lifting her off her feet.

Tilting backwards, she balanced the extra weight against her body as she jabbed the needles mounted on her gauntlet into the woman's side.

She began to struggle, but Turquoise had already sailed past her teammates within the blink of an eye, securing the heroine's fate. She would be converted, like all the rest.

“Copper!” shouted the lead crystal heart. “Shit! Crystal Heart Shake!”

The ground began to creak around them, cracks appearing in the pavement. Turquoise tilted her heels as a sinkhole opened up, barely avoiding the gaping maw.

“Stop struggling, or I'll drop you in!” she threatened, her balance wobbling perilously close to the edge.

The woman tilted to one side and moaned as Turquoise skillfully skated them away from the pit, maneuvering around the slumped bodies of the rubber soldiers the crystal hearts had disabled with their initial attack.

The black rubber appeared to be sloughing off in chunks, creating melted piles of the dull, lifeless material. Just what kind of attack had the crystal hearts used?

She almost lost her balance as her confidence wavered, but a cylinder on her back rattled, injecting another dose of the gurgling, purple fluid.

It didn't matter that their enemies had found a new way to neutralize her Queen's influence. Without their third member, they would be unable to do it again, and soon, they too would experience the embrace of the Shadow Queen's corruption!

Sliding to a halt, she lowered her cargo onto the sidewalk. “How are you feeling?” she asked, looking over the woman's uniform to get a feel for whether she was about to flee.

Wide eyed, the crystal heart looked up at her, blowing her hair out of her eyes with a swift puff of air. Her irises appeared shiny, unfocused, as if she was on drugs. She was.

“I don't know,” she giggled, raising her fists to rub at her eyes like a child. “Do we have to fight right now? I wanna rest!”

“Do you?” purred Turquoise. “Well, you can sit right there while we watch the fight.”

Turning, Turquoise peered at the last two crystal hearts. They had decided to team up, trying to blast Cyan with one of their heart beams. The general reflected it, cackling as she closed the gap between them, the rings on her lips dangling.

“She had better watch out,” said the copper colored woman. “They're being serious. They'll kill her if they have to.”

“I understand, but that won't be necessary,” murmured Turquoise. “She'll let them think they're winning, right up until the end.”

“How do you know that?” asked the heroine, smacking her lips together as she placed her hands on her knees.

“Because she did it to me,” Turquoise growled in a low voice.

The woman tilted her head. “You sound jealous. Why the hard feelings?”

A hiss of icy breath exploded from Turquoise's lungs. “Because I was always the more powerful one! I should have been made team leader, not her!”

“Why?” asked the woman again, looking innocent.

“Because… because I could have led us to victory, but instead we're stuck fighting a negative space entity that's using us like puppets! Ugh!”

She braced a hand against her head as a wave of dizziness swept over her. A jab of pain stuck her spine, and the confusion faded, her eyes hardening as she stared at the heroine.

“Get up,” she ordered, grabbing the woman’s shoulder.

The coppery colored woman smacked her lips, leaning into Turquoise as she staggered up. Turquoise jabbed the gauntlet into her side, injecting her again. The woman winced. “That hurt! Why do ya gotta do that, huh?”

“You’re smarter than you look,” Turquoise replied, making sure the entire vial emptied into her. “I can’t allow you to talk me in circles. You’re coming with me.”

Pressing her gauntlet over her amulet, she bowed her head. “Dark Chained Heart Return,” she whispered under her breath, feeling the power burning within her core.

A spinning whirlwind of energy crackled on the sidewalk in front of her, the air cooling as the presence of negative space desaturated the surrounding colors. Grabbing the woman’s shoulder, she tugged her towards the portal, grunting as she became dead weight.

“What are you doing?”

“I don’t want to leave my friends,” the woman slurred, tugging at her arm. “They’re nice people, and I would hate to disappear like that.” She snapped her fingers.

“I’m sure they’ll be along shortly,” Turquoise said smoothly, starting to wonder why she was wasting so much time on this vapid woman. “The Queen welcomes all within Her embrace.”

“Oh? Does she?” murmured the heroine. “Then why don’t you seem particularly happy about capturing me?”

“Nonsense,” scoffed Turquoise. “I serve the Mistress, like all the chained hearts. I am her slave.”

She tugged at the woman again, but she refused to budge. Turquoise frowned, her mind swirling. She grimaced as another hissing cylinder emptied into her back. How many of those were left? She was starting to feel a sense of urgency.

A woman coated in black rubber sashayed up to the two of them. “What’s the holdup, chained heart?” she asked, her voice dripping with sin. “Why haven’t you taken this one back to the holding pens? You know we don’t have the energy to spare to convert them here.“

Turquoise’s mouth opened and closed, a frown creasing her face. She didn’t have a good reason, did she? She shouldn’t have allowed herself to be distracted by this woman’s chattering. She had a job to do, and she would do it!

She straightened her back, saluting the rubber soldier. “I hear the Mistress’ commands, and obey!” she barked. She couldn’t afford to disappoint!

“She’s getting stretched thin, isn’t she?” giggled the copper colored heroine, holding a delicate hand to her mouth. “Despite how much the Queen claims to be all powerful, her servants don’t seem nearly as scary as they used to be.”

“A mouthy one, isn’t she?” purred Magenta. “But tell me, why hasn’t she been subdued? You know our Queen dislikes surprises.”

Confused, Turquoise looked at the crystal heart again, trying to figure out what was going on. “But… I injected her twice. She should be practically comatose!”

A hint of a smile grew on the heroine's face. “You expected us to be docile, flighty maidens, but we've finally outsmarted you!”

Grabbing a wodge of her uniform above her breasts, she tugged it out, showing off the complicated weave built into the glossy material. “Completely puncture proof! It soaks up any foreign substances, protecting us from harm! I'm not sure why you didn't notice sooner.”

She giggled as Turquoise raised her gauntlet. “Sorry, but I'm not having any more of that!’

Dropping her uniform, she clutched at her amulet. “Crystal Heart Deflagration!”

The air crackled around her, and Turquoise opened her mouth in warning, but it was too late.

A rapidly expanding sphere of fire pushed against her body, picking her up and flinging her into the air like a bowling pin. The icy spikes on her face melted as she flung up her hands. “Dark Chained Heart Ice Shield!”

A sheet of ice grew out from her elbows and forearms, forming a temporary shield that rapidly melted in the conflagration.

While this protected her from the heat, it did nothing to arrest her momentum. The ground was retreating away from her with alarming rapidity, and she wasn't one of the Queen's servants who had been blessed with the ability to fly.

Unable to think clearly while whizzing over the ground, she did the only thing that came to mind. Stretching her arms wide, she extended the shield around her body as fast as she could, hoping that the crust of ice would help to break the inevitable impact.

When it came, it was worse than she had anticipated, shaking her body like a baby rattle. Her head tilted back, slamming against the ice, and her vision swam, ears ringing.

Images appeared in her mind, cycling like ghosts. There were the three of them, best friends, approached by the alien entity known only as Guest.

While skeptical of its offer, Cyan had been eager to fulfill her childhood dream of being a heroine. Turquoise had followed along in her wake, always jealous of how easily her powers came to her.

She had spent extra time practicing, finding new reserves within herself, but it was never enough. She was always the spare one, the extra one.

This was the reason why it had been so easy for the Onyx Queen to manipulate her, but here she was, still fighting in Cyan’s shadow. Nothing had changed.

She could feel the Queen’s influence over her waning, and fully expected another cylinder to inject its contents into her spine. This time, however, the enticing pain never came. Instead, a terrible headache seized hold of her temples, her neck aching as she stared up into the clear sky.

What… had just happened? She took in a deep breath, wheezing as an electric shock ran down her back. She couldn’t move. Something must be broken!

Grimacing, she tried to curl an arm around to grab at her heart amulet, but nothing seemed to be working right. Her vision blurred, and suddenly there was a purple skinned woman with pendulous breasts floating in front of her. Had she lost her mind?

“I found her,” hissed the woman, looking off somewhere below. “I’ll handle this.”

The jet blast from her shoulder pauldrons brought her in closer. “You’re a lost, broken toy,” the woman said, not unkindly, the animal ears on her mask twitching. “Don’t you worry, the Queen will get you fixed right up. Just hold still, I’ll extricate you.”

Turquoise groaned, rolling her eyes. The Queen’s plan to capture the crystal heart squad had failed, and she was glad. She hoped that the intriguing coppery woman had gotten away. She wished that she could get away.

With how crippled she was, that wasn’t going to happen. She could barely even think through the pain!

The purple woman pressed up against her body, grinning down at her as she ran her hands around Turquoise’s sides. “Oh, yes, you’re quite badly injured,” she murmured. “That’s no good. No good at all.”

She wrapped her hands over Turquoise’s spine, fondling an open hole. It felt like the woman’s talons were touching her insides, and she moaned in distress. “Stop that,” she protested weakly, trying to pull away.

“No time for squirming. You might injure yourself further, and the Queen will already be deprived of your services long enough.” The hollow half moon shapes on her mask glowed a dark purple. “Dark Chained Heart Paralysis.”

Turquoise croaked as all of the muscles in her body froze solid, giving the Queen’s general plenty of time to figure out how to extract her from the tree she had landed in. “Hmmm, there we go, much better.”

There came a soft whoosh of thrust, and suddenly she was airborne again, this time held tightly against the soft bosom of the corrupted general.

She rolled her eyes, but it was hard to ignore the tight nipples that were pressing against her own orbs, sudden arousal fighting against the ever present pain that was threatening to drive her crazy.

“What a nice, obedient package you are,” chuckled the woman, as if she hadn’t made her that way. “Just let good old Red take care of you. I’ll pop you into a tank, and you’ll be back to serving the Queen in no time at all!”

Whether it was due to the pain, or because the control devices attached to her spine had run out of juice, she wasn’t feeling all that eager to be taken back into the Queen’s embrace. Her costume might have been corrupted by the Queen, but she wasn’t feeling any love for Her.

Perhaps what the crystal heart had suggested earlier was right? The Queen’s control over her servants must be more tenuous than She thought!

If so, that might leave room for her to escape the Queen’s grasp, but not while she was being carried around like a sack of potatoes.

Red. A spark of recognition zapped through her mind. Yes, that lined up with what she knew.

“You used to be a crystal heart, too,” she croaked. “You were the best of us. What happened to you?”

The woman's masked mouth creased into a ghoulish grin. “I was betrayed by a friend, and shown more pleasure than any human could possibly imagine.”

She stared past Turquoise's head, maneuvering her jets to get them around the houses of the neighborhood below. “In my new position, I get to have as much sex as I want, and I have to confess, I'm voracious. I know that the Queen gave me this sex drive and I'm grateful to Her for that.”

She beamed at Turquoise. “My greatest love in life is to share this pleasure with others. Stealing away crystal hearts and turning them into Her servants is just so freaking erotic!”

“Oh,” muttered Turquoise, feeling unfocused as the woman's large breasts squeezed into hers. “You were one of the Queen's first acquisitions. It's no wonder you're so thoroughly brainwashed.”

“Yeah, it’s because I love my friends so much,” nodded Red. “We're all slaves together, and it's wonderful. We share everything together!”

She ran a long, purple tongue over her lower lip. “You're still a neophyte, struggling with your devotion to our Queen. I understand it, but you don’t have to struggle alone. She has a place for people like you, too.”

Turquoise gasped in alarm as the sky around them turned black, but the corrupted heroine only chuckled. “Not so self assured when being brought through a negative space portal by another? It’s okay. Everything will be fine! Like I said, I’ll put you in a tank and get you all healed up. Those bad thoughts of yours will be fixed, and then all of us will be happy together as chained hearts.”

That’s exactly what she was afraid of. It seemed a little too late to resist, however, as the darkness of the void pulsed, dropping the two of them into a dank chamber with a gray ceiling. Turquoise swallowed, suddenly feeling quite alone.

Red’s boots clanked on the stone floor as she carried Turquoise across the room. “What are you going to do with me?” she asked, fear tugging at her heart.

“I already told you,” purred Red, bright shards of purple dangling from her alien ears. “You're going into this pod so that your body, heart and mind can be repaired to Her specifications. When you come out, you'll be another proper servant for our Queen.”

A crowd of rubber soldiers appeared around them, staring at Turquoise with hollow eyes. “What if… I don't want to?” she said in a small voice.

“Nonsense. You are a chained heart, you can be nothing else. The Mistress has marked you. You must serve, as I do.”

Her body jolted as Red let go, watching her with satisfaction as her weight was taken up by the rubber soldiers. Backing up, she lowered a clawed hand to her pussy, the tip of a talon stroking at her inflamed flesh.

“Normally I would find a willing drone,” she sighed, “but I currently find myself bereft of such comforts.”

A leering, masked face appeared over her shoulder. “Do you?” asked a sultry voice, rubber coated hands wrapping around Red’s waist and seizing her breasts.

The grin on the general's face grew wide, revealing her pointed teeth. “I suppose not. Yellow, when did you get back?”

“I heard from our Mistress that one of our squads had a misadventure, and I've been ordered to attend,” she explained, tightening her fingers around the golden bands that trapped Red's nipples.

Red growled as Yellow gave them a sharp tug. “Did She also give you leave to satisfy your urges?”

Yellow sighed, her mask twitching into a petulant scowl. “No,” she said reluctantly, letting go of Red’s breasts. “Fine. I’ll finish off this reluctant heart, but then I’m coming back for you.”

Red chuckled heartily. “You do that. If you have any trouble with her, Blue is standing by, but for now, I must take my leave. There are plenty more crystal hearts that need my attention.”

“Trouble?” muttered Yellow, placing her hands on her hips as she wandered up to Turquoise. “She’s so pathetic right now, I doubt she’d give trouble to the littlest flea.”

“Yeah?” choked out Turquoise. “Well, you look like a clown.”

It was objectively true. The white mask Yellow wore had streaks of purple that ran from both eye sockets, wrapping around and under her chin where they met at her shimmering lips. Her hair was bright yellow, curls framing either side of her face. Long bangs shifted over the tops of her cheeks, giving Turquoise only small glimpses of her glowing eyes, a darker purple that promised sultry temptation.

This was complemented by the tight bodysuit that clung to the voluptuous curves of her body, her glossy bust emphasized each time she shifted her hips. Crossing her arms over her breasts, she squeezed them in tight, showing off the glowing A shapes on her shoulders.

Turquoise didn’t know what they meant. Abductrix? It was all rather a mystery to her.

She could ask, but she wasn’t that interested. Right now, all she really wanted was for the pain to stop.

“Well, flea, your fate is in my hands.” Yellow nodded at the soldiers holding her. “Put her in.”

She was hefted by the soldiers, lifted up and over a curved platform. The rounded edges of a glass cylinder appeared on either side, and suddenly, what they were saying about a pod made sense. It was like one of those science fiction stories, where they sealed you up and transformed you into something else.

Turquoise stared at the woman sourly as she stroked the tops of her heaving breasts. “I’m glad I’m an object of eroticism for you.”

“Oh, I’m not interested in you,” chuckled Yellow. “I just get off at watching others falling under Her power. It’s kind of my thing.”

She tweaked her nipples, spinning the golden rings that entrapped her engorged flesh. “You know, it was me who was the first to fall under Her spell.”

“Really?” said Turquoise, curling her lips as the rubber soldiers held her in the center of the glass tank, spreading her legs. “Do tell.”

Her body hurt all over, pins and needles tingling in her hands as a hot flush rushed up her neck. She was already tired of being taunted, but she was entirely at the woman’s mercy. If she just shut up, maybe she’d get on with it!

Yellow’s smile widened as a rounded, steel bracket was wrapped around Turquoise’s waist. This was soon followed by a cold, thick collar at her neck, forcing her head upright. The soldiers continued to hold her as something metallic writhed below. She flinched as a hard bar slid between her legs, pushing up against her privates.

“Oh, yes,” hissed Yellow. “Once my Queen dressed me in Her suit, I was quite the slut. I couldn’t contain myself when She gave me the tools necessary to enslave my team. I was more than a willing participant!”

Turquoise groaned as a thick bulge pressed at the entrance to her pussy, the head enlarging as it pushed inside. Her tunnel spasmed around the length, and she gaped, letting out a squeal when the end buzzed like a rattlesnake. A sharp spike of pain ran up her spine in response, and she grimaced.

“I don't know why you're complaining,” continued Yellow, oblivious to her distress. “Being reshaped into Her object is the most orgasmic thing a person could ever experience!”

“That's easy to say when you're not critically injured and strapped to a torture device!” spat Turquoise.

“Oh, if you think that's torture, you've seen nothing yet!” chortled Yellow, stepping into the pod with her.

The woman's rubbery, white face loomed close as she pressed the tips of her breasts against Turquoise's uniform. She was the taller woman, her nipples tracing a pattern over the top of Turquoise's breasts.

It was astounding how intimidating this felt, but Yellow didn't appear to be interested in toying with her. Stretching out her long arms, she grabbed something against the wall of the tank behind Turquoise.

Their bodies jiggled together as a distinct click sounded, a cold circle pressing against the small of Turquoise’s back, right above her ass. There came a hissing sound as Yellow locked a tube into place with a twist. “Not all of our converters have been installed like this,” she explained with a leer. “Perhaps She will give me this pleasure Herself when She decides it is time.”

“Pleasure, ha!” grimaced Turquoise, shivering as a fat bulb pressed into her anus, getting lodged up against her sphincter.

She strained, trying to repel the intruder, but it shoved into her with continuous force. It didn’t matter how long she resisted—she would have to give in eventually.

Yellow removed another cylinder from her back, replacing it with a tube. “I don’t understand why you’re still so undecided. You’ve already given in to Her once. Why not relax and let Her embrace you a second time?”

“My thinking was clouded the first go around.” Turquoise grunted, trying to shift a little to relieve the pressure on her neck.

She was unable to move, a throbbing pain wracking her body.  A sense of unease coiled through her mind. She was still paralyzed!

She frowned, feeling the absence of the heart crystal at her neck. “Wait, where has my amulet gone?”

“You’re confused,” hissed Yellow, pulling out another tube to connect to her back, working her way up Turquoise’s spine. “That has already been taken from you, for safekeeping.”

“What sort of safekeeping?” she asked, giving the woman a pointed stare. “It’s mine, and I’d like it back.”

“Not any more,” Yellow retorted, squeezing her body closer as she reached for a tube closer to Turquoise’s neck. “You’re a chained heart. She has enslaved you, enslaved us. Everything you are has been harnessed for Her pleasure. Can’t you feel Her bonds sliding over your soul? Isn’t it delicious?”

There was an ineffable feeling of tightness within her core, but she had assumed that this was due to the low grade arousal the Queen seemed to grant all her minions. If she tried to examine it further, she could almost imagine the way it chafed at her core as being chains.

The mask on her face writhed, and she choked as the coating within her throat closed off for a brief moment. Coughing, she relaxed into her bonds, the pressure in her ass increasing as the bulb popped inside.

Her back arched as the final tube was attached, a suckling pressure tugging at the ports on her spine. The pressure momentarily increased as the connection snapped on, and then she knew.

The pain had been interrupting her devotion to her Mistress, but it had been there all along. She was only fooling herself when she thought that she might be able to resist. She had already been transformed into a parody of her old self, she just hadn't fully accepted that this was permanent—that she couldn't go back.

“I see that you finally understand,” nodded Yellow. “It only remains for you to be restored to your full strength, so that you may become Her weapon once again.”

She leaned back, her breasts shifting against Turquoise as she accepted a gas mask from one of the attending soldiers. They stared at her with hollow eyes, the ball gags in their mouths pulsing with brainless splendor.

Lifting up the straps, Yellow slid the mask over Turquoise's skull, shifting the rubber seals until they settled against the sides of her already masked face. Her vision was suddenly limited to two, rounded panes of acrylic, eyes protesting as she tried to focus on the chained heart.

Yellow reached out for something above as Turquoise took a shaky breath, restricted by the filters on the mask. She gasped as she noticed the glowing purple cylinders jutting out of the nosepiece. “You're gassing me!” she protested, feeling the sweet air as it rushed into her lungs.

Her captor chuckled. “I'm giving you the medicine you need to come back to us. How does it feel?”

Turquoise's eyes unfocused as she took another breath, her face settling into a grin as she relaxed in her bonds. The pain was decreasing, which she was grateful for. “It's not so bad,” she slurred. “I'm a little sleepy.”

“Good,” Yellow affirmed, curling a hose around to attach it to the side of her mask. “Rest well, and soak in Her corruption as She remodels your body. It is only a shell, which can be changed, improved. Your mind is what matters most. Embrace Her.”

Turquoise took another breath, drinking in the sweet air. Embrace.

Yes, that is what she would do.

A figure appeared in her imagination with pendulous, pierced breasts, and bright, glowing eyes. The form swayed, her arms reaching out towards Turquoise. Embrace.

As the phantom enfolded her, Turquoise's brain shut down. This was her fate. She would be Hers.

Yellow backed out of the tube, rubbing her hands over her breasts and down her sides. “Once you are feeling well again, you should join us. We have wild parties when we're not on a mission.”

A wicked thread of pleasure lashed at Turquoise's loins. “I'd like that,” she whispered, tasting the forbidden desires on her lips.

Yellow rolled her fingers into fists and gave Turquoise a little bow. “Then rest, and recover. I shall see you again when you have been restored to Her brilliance!”

The rubber soldiers swung the door to the cylinder shut, twisting latches along the sides and bottom to press it against the seals. A mechanical sound came from above as the top lowered into position, a gurgle coming from the sides as a glowing, purple fluid was pumped into the tank.

Her toes tickled the viscous substance, feeling its warmth. It would be just like taking a warm bath—no trouble at all!

Yellow backed away from the tank, her form being lost in the crowd of soldiers. One among many.

The level raised above her hips, her body buoyed up in her restraints, the dildo in her pussy throbbing as she began to float. She could relax in this, enjoy the feeling of being alone, without pain. Inside Her womb.

Once she was released, she would be something different. Something new.

The tubing attached to her back flexed as her breasts bobbed in the liquid. She had already been transformed into a lewd caricature by the Queen. What did it matter if she was changed further?

The more she thought about it, the more she wanted it. Make her different, better!

That ice queen persona she had built up? It was figurative armor she used to protect her heart. The Queen would give her physical armor to do the same, and the power necessary to protect what was hers. Yes!

The fluid washed up around her chin as she took another breath, eager to be drowned in Her corruption. She was willing to do anything to be Hers again.

She could feel those warm hands crossing behind her back, holding her tight as dark whispers licked at her ears. “Shhh, little one. You belong to me, now. You are my child, like all my other servants. You are a part of my family. Together, we will enslave your sisters and give you peace.”

Oh, how she loved that idea! The other crystal hearts would become Hers, and she would be instrumental in their enslavement!

Grabbing her breasts, she tugged at her nipples, her crotch being worked by the plug shifting inside her. Muffled moans sounded in her mask, the fluid gurgling in her ears.

She was covered by it, drowned in it, her neck being choked by the metal collar. So horny! She couldn't stop herself!

Rocking against the dildos, she groaned as her muscles clenched, insides sparking with joy. Grabbing at her breasts, she rolled them around in circles, trying to extract as much pleasure as she could. Her body jolted, on the edge of orgasm.

The tubing attached to her spine jerked at her flesh, hissing warmth being injected into her body. The heat suffused through her, each attachment point activating, one by one. As they closed in on her ass, she gulped, knowing that everything was going to seize up at the same moment. She was going to lose her mind!

When the crash of pleasure arrived, she screamed, losing track of the outside world entirely as she sank into an endless abyss of rapture.


Chapter Nine

“Should we get her out?” asked Orange, looking at the cylinder dubiously. “I’m not even sure where to start. I don’t know if we want to get any of that fluid on us.”

“Probably not,” muttered Pink, examining the seal on the tank. “To be honest, I don’t even know where to start. She’d probably attack us if we released her. Look at her!”

The woman’s body shuddered, arms fluttering as the tubing around her privates flexed, mons bulging with the intruders locked inside. Pink frowned in distaste, distracted by the tickle of pleasure that warmed her belly.

This was meant to be arousing. The Shadow Queen clearly liked using her servants to seduce, and Pink wasn’t entirely immune. If she got her hands on Pink, she’d probably end up just as obscene. Gross.

There must be some defect in the Queen’s psyche that was making her turn everyone into oversexualized nightmares, but she could only speculate at what that might be. In some weird way, she might be desiring to be used sexually herself, as a proxy for replacing her lost daughter. If that was true, that was freaking twisted!

This was all speculation, however. She was probably reading far too much into it. Perhaps the Shadow Queen just liked big breasted bimbos, and she wanted everyone to look like her.

A woman scoffed behind her. “What a disaster! Maybe we should test out our purification ritual on her?”

Pink turned around, her heart dropping into her boots as she spotted the squad of crystal hearts who had appeared behind them. “I don't think that's a good idea. Our goal is to find the Queen's heart, not to purify a couple of her servants.”

“Nonsense,” scoffed Platinum. “Isn't it better to find out if our methods work here, before we attempt to tackle the Queen's generals?”

She cocked her head. “Silver, Gold. Get her out of there, but be ready for anything.”

Tight-lipped, Pink retreated off to one side. Orange joined her, scowling. “Aren't you going to tell her no?”

Pink shook her head. “I don't like this, but she has a good point. We've never had one of the Queen's commanders at our mercy before, and we need to know whether purification will work!”

Orange settled down, but she frowned, the light of her suit moving up to settle on the tanked woman's masked face.

The circular eyes of the gas mask were tilted towards them, as if she knew they were there. Pink pursed her lips. “Wait, I wonder if we should reconsider this?”

“Too late!” chuckled Gold, undoing the latches near the top of the tank while Silver worked from the bottom.

Pulsing, purple fluid gushed from the seal, the level in the tank dropping below the blue creature's chin. Their lights glistened off her glossy skin, the spines jutting from her throat wobbling as she swallowed.

Pink took a step back. “If you undo the latches too quickly, we're going to be inundated!” she warned.

Silver gave her a snide look. “If you want to tell us how to do this, you should have done it yourself!”

Pink was about to reply when the door blew open, a flood of purple fluid dousing both crystal hearts. Orange laughed, shaking her head as Silver and Gold glared at her, shivering in the mess. “If you're not going to take her advice, don't blame us when it explodes in your face!”

“Silver! Gold!” barked Platinum. “Assemble for the purification!”

Stalking forward, she wrapped her hands around the tanked woman's thighs, clenching her fingers over the armored ridges that had grown from her skin. Silver and Gold gave each other a look, but soon joined her, bracing their wrists against the woman’s shoulders.

“Crystal Heart Purify!’

Their voices rose together, a glowing light building within the tank until Pink was forced to look away. This was soon followed by a sizzling pop, the overhead lighting rattling as the walls creaked.

Steam hissed around the team of crystal hearts, obscuring the result of their invocation. Pink strained, staring into the flickering flashes of light being diffused by the billowing water vapor.

Rolling outwards, it collected around her feet as it began to dissipate. “Did it work?” asked Orange, taking an eager step forward.

Pink flung out her arm. “Stay back. That was a pretty large outburst, and I wouldn't be surprised if it attracts attention from the Queen's forces.”

Tearing her attention away from the smoking alcove, she played her light over the other ones. Nothing there so far. Good.

Wait, what was that?

For an instant, she thought that she had seen a dark figure staring at her from one of the openings, but when her light returned, it was gone.

She knew better than to assume it was nothing. “Everyone! Watch out, I think we might have company!”

“Shit,” coughed Gold as she exploded out of the mist. “This crap is like freaking putty!”

Her hands rubbed over her stomach, prying up bits of plasticized fluid that had been caught in the blast.

Her eyes went wide as a pair of hands extended from the darkness, wrapping around her neck. A startled yelp escaped her lips, and then she was gone.

“Form up!” commanded Pink grimly, backing up to the platform in the center of the chamber. “We're under attack!”

She scanned the room, looking for a target, but the smoky mess made by the purification was still obscuring her vision. Her dragoon suit would provide her some protection, but she wouldn't be able to use its speed and maneuverability in tight quarters. They needed to get out of here!

To do that, they had to find the exit! “Crystal Heart, Spotlight!”

A blazing beam of energy exploded from her heart crystal, bouncing in all directions. It wasn't able to break through the fog, but all the small alcoves were instantly lit up in sharp relief.

Gold gurgled from the hole she had been pulled into, an armored, blue hand wrapped around her throat. The creature holding her had a smoothed face, pointy teeth glinting from within her masked grin.

Silver bounded out of the mist, a punch aimed for the monster's face. The creature made a simple sidestep, holding her gauntlet to the woman's neck. “Back off, crystal heart,” she hissed. “This one is mine!”

Silver said nothing, trying to move in for a sweeping kick, but the monster twisted, causing her attack to impact Gold's thigh. A sneer twisted on the creature's lips, and she brought the gauntlet up to Gold's throat, pressing it into her skin.

Needles hissed out, jabbing into a vein. Gold grunted and shook, slamming her head into her assailant, but the creature simply took the blows without flinching. “I've learned my lesson with you crystal hearts,” she chuckled harshly. “No uniform injections!”

Platinum appeared out of nowhere, her hands braced against her chest. “Crystal Heart Spiral!”

A swirl of energy burst forth, spinning around in twin strands that slammed into the two figures. Gold was violently picked up and tossed away, her body caught by Silver and lowered gently to the ground.

The creature wasn't so lucky, bands of crackling white seizing her limbs and pulling her off the ground. With a muted grunt, she was pinned against the arched ceiling like a bug.

Platinum marched over, hands on her hips as she peered up at the creature. “It looks like our purification wasn't fully successful,” she said dryly.

“Of course it wasn’t!” hissed the creature. “You cannot purify one who has fully embraced the Queen!”

Smoke boiled from her body, and she vanished from view. Platinum approached with her fists raised, frowning as the smoke dissipated, revealing empty buzzing bands of energy. She was gone!

Suddenly angry, Pink stared at the blank spot. “Dammit, she's gotten away!”

She rounded on the three of them. “What the hell were you thinking?”

Silver and Gold ignored her, helping each other back to their feet as Platinum moved in front, crossed arms bulging. “Now, now, don’t get so upset. We needed to figure out how much energy to infuse into our purification beam, and we obviously didn’t use enough.”

“You didn’t try full power?” choked out Pink, seeing red. She raised an armored fist, pointing a finger at the crystal heart. “You’ve announced our presence to the entire castle! Each and every one of Her soldiers will be scurrying their way here, looking to overwhelm us!”

She shook her head, gesturing at Orange. “I’m over it. Come on, let’s go, we can’t do this with them. They can deal with the consequences of their actions, but I won’t.”

“It was perfectly safe to do,” protested Platinum, raising her voice. “We set up a barrier around this room before we entered. Nothing can enter… or leave.”

Hissing smoke crackled at the far passageway, resolving into the form of the transformed crystal heart. Raising her clawed hands, her masked face twisted into a snarl. “Foolish crystal hearts, do you have any idea who I am? You’ve sealed yourselves in here with me!”

Dropping to the floor, she pressed her hands against a glowing trench. “Dark Chained Heart Awakening!” she roared, a flare of light streaking towards the central pillar.

In response, Pink roared, charging the sphere. Her armored shoulder smashed into it right as its glow intensified. The orb popped off the platform, rolling towards the kneeling creature.

The masked woman looked up with a snarl, catching the globe with her talons. “You’re too late!” she announced with glee. “The signal has been sent. They’re awakening!”

Lines of light threaded out through the floor trenches in all directions, heading for the alcoves. Pink didn’t know how long it would take for them to wake up, but it was clear that they were about to have company.

Pink smashed her fist against the round table, hissing in satisfaction as it split in two. It was a worthless display, however, as the objects in this castle were conjured from the Queen’s mind—it would be but a matter of moments for Her to reconstitute whatever they destroyed. Unless they seized the heart!

“Orange,” she snapped out, stepping around the remains of the platform. “We have to fight our way past her. We can’t afford to be delayed here.”

“Roger,” confirmed Orange, sliding around to her left. “I’ll prepare the way. Dragoon Heart Shove!”

Armored pieces on her back lifted open, small engines roaring to life. Orange leaned forward, charging full tilt at the creature. Alarmed, the woman flicked up her talons, slashing her foot in a semicircle in front of her. “Dark Chained Heart Ice Shield!”

A curved shell of ice grew from the floor, but Orange didn’t slow down, the tips of her armored knuckles smashing into the convex surface, penetrating with a tremendous crash.

Her chest smacked up against the hole, arms reaching out as she slammed into the remaining pieces of the shell. “Shit!”

In the time it took for her to finish busting through, the creature had vanished into a mist of smoke, but this time Pink knew what to look for. “Don’t be caught off guard, she’s traveling along the ceiling!”

The hissing mist slammed against one of the dangling lights, knocking it off center. It swung wildly in a circle, scattering light over the surprised faces of the other crystal hearts, but they were professionals. They raised their hands and pushed their backs together, covering all angles. For a brief moment, Pink thought that they might actually stand a chance against this foe.

As the light stopped bouncing around, however, she spotted the stretching shadows appearing from the alcoves. A loud cackle sounded from somewhere off to one side. “Face it, crystal hearts,” the creature said in a cold voice. “You’ve sealed your fates by waking me up! Our Queen has granted us powers you cannot hope to withstand. You’ll join us in one of these pods and bow to Her commands!”

Pink shuddered as some of the figures struggled out into the light, their bodies glistening with a coating of black rubber. They had no eyes, no sexual characteristics—they were blank slates. Clay forms, suitable to be molded by their Mistress into any shape she desired.

“Take them, my slaves!” cried the black voice. “Wrap them up in your rubber, and change them into my minions!”

The creature stepped out of one of the far alcoves, hands spread in front of her face. “I am Her lieutenant, Dark Chained Heart Turquoise, and you will be my soldiers!”

Pink braced herself, readying for an attack, but Platinum waved her off. “Go on, get out of here! We’ll deal with this trash! Get to the Queen’s heart!”

Shoulders hunched, Pink turned away from the impending combat, heading towards the corridor where the lieutenant had tried to escape earlier. Orange stumbled after her. “Are you just going to leave them to it?” she hissed.

“Do we have much choice?” asked Pink, trying to ignore the grunts and shouts behind them. “If we don’t get to the heart, it’s only a matter of time until we all lose.”

Orange muttered, but didn’t make any further protests as they clambered down the tight passageway, the darkness pushed aside by the lights beaming from their chests.

Pink let out a breath she hadn’t known she’d been holding when a stairway appeared in front of them. “I don’t know if this leads the right direction, but the only way out is up, right?”

Orange lifted a foot onto the first step, groaning as a flickering field buzzed around her toe. “Damn, this has got to be that barrier they were talking about. If we have to work our way through it, we’ll be sitting ducks!”

Pink turned around, frowning as she heard the sounds of battle drifting towards them. “If Gamma Squad loses, the barrier should fall. Otherwise, we're going to have to push through it.”.

“Okay, then,” sighed Orange, placing her hands over her amulet. The resonator in her chest spun up, a pale glow showing the extent of the barrier.

Pink was ready to join her, but as she began to turn, the light from her suit outlined a thin, stretched figure down the passageway.

An icy shock of surprise washed over her shoulders, and she centered the light, gulping as she recognized the streaks of purple sliding over the cheeks of the hollow mask. “Orange? You had better hurry up, we’re under attack.”

Stepping forward, she studied her opponent. The monster’s thin limbs dangled, head cocking as it approached slowly, hair tendrils rippling. The doppelganger knew that its prey wasn't going anywhere.

A dark crystal was embedded in its chest, black chains squeezing with every throb of its black heart. Its breasts dangled low, absurdly large when compared to its frame, claws dangling at its sides.

“You have something She wants,” hissed the creature, its rubbery mouth rolling over the words. “Give your powers to me, and She will let you go.”

“That’s hardly a bargain,” pointed out Pink. “Besides, I'm not here to save my own skin. I want my damn mother back!”

Growling, the creature raised its arms, claws dangling in front of its chin. “Then I will carve what I want from your body!” it roared, leaping forward with unnatural speed.

Pink's heart quailed, but she was wearing a Dragoon suit. Even if this doppelganger had been enhanced by the Queen, it should give her the edge she needed.

“Dragoon Battering Ram!” she shouted, turning to one side to present her wide, armored shoulder.

The suit’s engines whined, lending her extra power as their bodies crashed together. The doppelganger slid backwards, hollow eyes swirling with purple energy as Pink clamped down on its hands.

“You're just a shallow copy of me!” she roared, wrestling the creature's hands down to its sides.

The doppelganger leaned in, pressing its breasts up against her suit. “Nonsense. I'm everything you are, and more.”

It wiggled its body back and forth, tracing its nipples over the hard armor. “I'm the more sensual you, the better you,” the creature crooned, its hollow eyes creasing as they tilted to either side. “Don’t you want to know what it feels like to be one of the masked? To be a brainless bimbo, an erotic being that fucks at Her pleasure?”

“Not unless it gets me my mother back,” growled Pink, baring her teeth at the glowing logo on the creature’s forehead.

“Can’t you see it?” hissed the monster. “Your mother is Hers. All you have to do is give in, and the two of you will be together again!”

“As oversexualized sex dolls!” retorted Pink. “My mother would never want that for me!”

“She wouldn’t? She was the one who came back to the Queen of her own volition!”

The creature’s purple tongue lolled about, the tip formed into a rounded plug. Doubtless it would be used for pleasuring other drones, but she couldn’t allow herself to get distracted with such things. “She must have had a reason for doing so. You’re not going to convince me otherwise!”

The creature shrugged. “You're only delaying the inevitable. She will be given Her due. Sooner or later, you will succumb and take up Her mask. They all do.”

“Not today!” roared Pink. “Dragoon Blast!”

The resonator in her belly whined, the light glowing over the monster's chest increasing in intensity. The masked creature gave her a look of indifference, its mouth rising into a grin as it stopped trying to struggle. “You can beat me down, but I'm going to keep getting right back up again. I'm relentless, just like you. Sooner or later, you'll admit your desires to yourself, and then you'll be Hers.”

Energy burst forth from Pink's chest, spearing the creature right between its breasts. The hollow mask scowled as its body was thrown backwards, floating down the hallway on a beam of light.

Pink closed her eyes as the blast faded, her ears ringing. Nervous, she waited a long second for the afterimage to fade, blinking as she tried to get a glimpse of her enemy.

“Good gravy, you blew her away!” hissed Orange in astonishment. “Do you think that might have purified her?”

“I wouldn't count on it,” sighed Pink. “How are you doing with that barrier?”

“I've prepared a tunnel for us. It's keyed to crystal heart energy signatures, so nothing else will be able to get through, unless the barrier falls.”

Pink nodded, understanding full well what that would mean. “Let's go. I'm eager to get this done.”

A cackling laugh blistered down the corridor. “Yes, keep running! It's only a matter of time. I'll catch you, change you, and then you will be Hers!”

Ignoring this taunt, Pink turned and climbed the stairway. A white outline molded around her body as she touched the barrier, a faint sizzle tugging at her uniform. There came a buzzing sensation, and then she was through.

Putting the doppelganger out of her mind, she craned her neck, trying to get a sense for where the staircase was leading them. “With the barrier in place, do you think that the Queen knows we’re here?” asked Orange.

“With the way that purification globe rattled the walls? Forget the barrier, the entire castle has probably been alerted. Besides, it wasn’t bad luck that caused my doppelganger to be waiting for me down there. Either the queen detected our arrival, or she knew where we were going to be showing up. Guest could have tipped her off.”

“Oh, right,” mumbled Orange sourly. “That asshole. You know, I’m starting to lose track of all our enemies. We don’t appear to have made many friends lately.”

“No, no we haven’t,” sighed Pink, tapping her chest to turn off the light.

It wasn’t needed any longer—they had entered some kind of elaborately decorated landing, with wood paneled walls and lit wall sconces. It oozed sophistication, more like a parody than a real place.

It seemed familiar somehow, though, which was bugging Pink. Her heart caught in her throat. “I think we’re close to the heart,” she whispered, marching towards the closed doors.

She pressed a gauntlet against the handle, feeling a definitive click in her soul as it swung open silently. The familiar chandelier was there, hanging high above, with the elaborate staircase on their left.

Pink's spirits rose as she clanked into the central hall, turning to face the painting. The Shadow Queen loomed large, her absurdly large breasts bracketing the young woman's face below.

She was hunched over, hands cupped over her breasts. A twinkle of purple light leaked through her fingers, piercing blue eyes watching Pink as she approached.

Who was this woman? She had caused this whole mess, and Pink didn't recall ever meeting her before!

The longer she stared at her, the more disconcerted she became. It almost looked like she was in motion, though if she shifted her stance, she could tell that this was an optical illusion. Probably.

Well, it didn't matter. She was here for one thing, and one thing only.

“This is it!” she whispered. “Let's go get that heart!”

Feeling a tingle on the back of her neck, she climbed the staircase, fixated on her objective. Once she had the heart, she’d use that as leverage to broker with the Queen. Sure, that was a dangerous proposition, but she just didn’t care any more.

No matter how angry the Queen might be, she was still rational. Too many crystal hearts had been stolen away by her. She had expanded too quickly, and it was taking everything she had to consolidate her hold.

She’d make a deal. She had to.

When she looked at it objectively, this was really her last option. The alien AI had abandoned them to their fate, revealing its true colors. They were on their own.

She was still shocked at Guest’s betrayal, but she supposed she should have seen it coming. It had never really seemed all that interested in being helpful, leaving them to their own devices.

For a long time, they had thought this a peculiarity of the AI—that it had wanted them to grow, to achieve victory for themselves. Now, though, it was apparent that it had never viewed them as anything more than expendable.

Anger boiled within her as she stopped in front of the painting. It had become obvious to her that there was nothing inherently good or bad about the crystal heart powers. They were simply tools that could be used to accomplish great justice, or great evil.

Guest would be made to rue the day it betrayed them—but only if they could escape from here without becoming mindless sex drones of the Queen!

She reached out for the painting, but her gauntlets impacted an invisible shield, skidding over the surface. Well she hadn't expected this to be easy.

“Orange, I need your help with this,” she said, studying the way the buzzing energy shimmered.

It was beautifully intricate, really, in the shape of a cube. Perhaps if she focused her energy and gave it a solid blow on the corner?

“Orange? Where are you?”

She turned, freezing as she saw Orange at the foot of the stairs, eyes wide as she stared at a golden woman. Green!

Green’s hands danced, fingers drawing together. “That's right,” she whispered, her ivory mask twisting. The words spewed out of her mouth into golden threads of energy that whirled around the mesmerized crystal heart. “Nothing is quite as beautiful as gold.”

“Snap out of it!” barked Pink. “That's not Green. That's not your friend any more!”

“Not my friend,” muttered Orange, looking confused.

“Of course I’m not,” the transformed woman hissed. “I’m your better. Submit to me, submit to Her, and take your rightful place as one of Her servants!”

Pink was torn. She needed that heart, but without Orange’s help, she didn’t know if she could breach the barrier.

The pros and cons ran through her head, but she pushed them away. She couldn’t afford to be analytical about this—she had to trust her gut. So many had already been lost to the Queen’s depredations. She couldn’t—wouldn’t sacrifice Orange, too!

“Dragoon Rocket Punch!”

The engines whined as she flew down the stairs, fist extended towards the golden woman’s midsection.

Scowling, Green flicked her fingers, retreating to the main double doors. At the last moment, her body tilted away, sinuous as a snake.

Pink’s gauntlet smashed into the wooden door with a solid thunk, the impact rattling the teeth in her skull. Her hand buzzed as the latch broke, the doors banging open to reveal an entry hall.

She froze at the double lines of rubber soldiers arrayed in front of her. The ball gags pulsed in their mouths as they all turned as one, hollow masks staring at her.

“Uhh,” she uttered, her mind racing as she tried to understand the sheer scale of the Queen's forces. “Sorry to interrupt.”

Hands clapped behind her. “Bravo!” said a familiar voice. “You've discovered one of the reasons why I decided to return.”

Pink spun around, spotting the purple skinned woman standing in front of the painting, hands on her hips. Her breasts were exposed without shame, the armored expanses held upright to show off her pierced nipples. Wide wings extended from her back on either side, the frills appearing surprisingly delicate.

She knew better than to discount this woman—she was a fully fledged general of the Queen, and her enemy. Archaea.

The mask she wore declared her allegiance, and the spikes on her head were a testament to how much she had been changed in the Queen’s service. Her body screamed danger.

Pink’s stomach sank. Green’s attack on Orange had just been a diversion so that Archaea could move into position. It was a masterful trap, and she had neatly fallen into it.

There wasn’t much she could do about that now. Striding forward, she stopped at the foot of the stairs. Reaching out a hand, she braced a gauntlet against Orange’s shoulder. “Don’t worry, it will be okay.”

Turning her attention to the general, her mind raced. “Hello, mother.”

Archaea shifted her stance, the webbing between her legs opening into a fan. She would have to keep in mind that this enemy could fly. She couldn't allow herself to be caught off guard.

That's right, this might be her mother, but she also belonged to the Queen. She wouldn’t forget that.

She glanced behind her, marking where the rubber soldiers were. They had closed in on the doors she had shattered, watching her with those creepy masks. She shuddered.

“Don't worry about them,” said her mother in a dark voice. “They're just there to make sure you don't make any stupid decisions.”

She folded her clawed hands over her breasts, looking patient. “We could, of course, battle it out, but that would be a waste of time. You're in the center of Her power, and She wants to see you. It's time to stop playing around.”

Nervous, Pink's gaze twitched towards the painting. Without the Queen's heart, she didn't have any bargaining chips. She wasn't ready for this!

Archaea's eyebrows rose. “Is this what you want?”

She thrust her hand into the painting, pulling the energy cube out of the young woman’s chest. Turning back to Pink, she tossed it down the stairs.

Astonished, Pink grabbed it out of the air, giving it a quick look. Inside the glimmering shield, a pulsing, purple heart sat, thick veins wrapping around the surface. Frowning, she looked up at her mother. “Is this a fake?”

The general grinned. “Oh, no. This is just collateral to show you that She’s serious. Come along, now, She wants to finish the deal She’s made with you.”

Turning towards the stairs to her right, she climbed up to the next landing. Pink gave Orange a quizzical look, hefting the heart.

Orange shrugged. ”We’re going to have to meet Her sooner or later, right? And you have the heart… though now that you have it, I don’t really know what we’re going to do with it.”

The cube buzzed on Pink’s gauntlet, synchronizing with her pulse. “Yeah,” mumbled Pink, perplexed. “If She’s just giving it away, She must be confident that we won’t be able to use it. Damn.”

The rubber soldiers were closing in, the transformed Green hissing at them from the shadows. Pink didn’t want to be hurried along, turning the cube over in her hands as she stared at the painting.

Who was that woman? She felt like she was the key to this whole puzzle, but her facial features just didn’t ring a bell. Odd.

Swallowing her confusion, she climbed after her mother, clutching the Queen's heart. The queen was either overconfident, or She knew something they didn't. What could that possibly be?

Archaea gave her a bemused smile, waiting for her to catch up. The questions burning in her mind overwhelmed her. She had to know!

“Why did you return to Her?” she asked, her voice catching. “Why would you betray… me?”

Archaea rolled her shoulders, spikes rippling on her skin. “The reason is quite simple, but the story is not fully mine to tell. Come, visit the Queen, and all will be made clear.”

She turned left, leading Pink up to a pair of ornate doors decorated with a stylized A, placing her clawed hands on the golden handles. The rubber soldiers on either side gave her a low bow as she clicked open the latch and flung them wide, leading them out into a gigantic room with a tall ceiling.

Pink gaped, looking around. She had never been in this chamber before. In her dream, these doors had opened into the Queen’s personal quarters, but now she was presented with tall columns and velvet carpets. This was a throne room!

An unholy throne room. She shivered as she followed Archaea inside. Crossing the middle of the hall, she marched towards the crowd of nude women arranged around the Queen.

She gulped as she scanned over them, recognizing Red with her squad. The former crystal heart preened in front of the others, the animal ears on her mask dipping as she laved the back of her hand like a cat.

Her breasts were capped with purple piercings, a black fluid dribbling down her fleshy orbs. When she noticed Pink's stare, she dropped her hand to lift up the curved expanse, making a show of licking it clean with her enlarged tongue. Kinky.

Many of the others were transformed beyond recognition, but in all practicality, they were irrelevant. This was a show of force, meant to demoralize her. To show her that no matter how much she fought, she couldn't win.

Was there any way to prove the queen wrong?

Feeling her doom approaching with every step she took, she halted in front of the throne, gazing up at the empty seat. She jolted as she realized that it was made of people, rubber bodies contorted and bound together to form the seat and the chair back. How ghastly.

A purple curtain behind the throne swished, and the murmurs between the chained hearts subsided. A swirl of fabric approached, a cloak as black as night sparkling with stars that seemed impossibly far away.

Pink felt the heart in her hand throb as the woman tossed the cloak aside, sitting on the chair made of people, a sharp, golden heel resting against the palm of an outstretched hand. She folded one leg over the other, her breasts sagging against her chest as she wrapped her hands over the hooded skulls of the masked soldiers that made up the arm rests.

She tapped her fingers on the hood, and the bound male moaned, wiggling in pleasure. The Queen ignored this outburst, her purple eyes piercing the veil to spear Pink where she stood. Waving her foot in the air lazily, she lifted a hand, gesturing with her talons for Pink to approach.

The heart in Pink's hands throbbed, urging her onwards. She nodded at Orange, scanning the crowd to see if anyone was readying an assault.

She frowned as she spotted another former crystal heart, the one known as Cyan. The piercings at her ears, nose, and mouth were clearly visible, despite the half mask she wore as a muzzle.

The woman winked and stuck her tongue out, the rings jangling on her collar as she squeezed her hand around the neck of the rubber soldier standing next to her.

Mistress, and owned. Much like she would be, if she wasn't careful. She groaned internally, her feet clanking as she turned to face the Queen, the heart trembling in the palm of her hand.

“Thank you for bringing that home,” the Queen purred. “I always admire those who decide to give themselves to Me of their own free will.”

Pink shook her head. “That's not why I'm here, and you know it. What are you planning?”

The Queen raised her hands. “Planning? Nothing. I'm telling. After I'm done with you, you'll give yourself to Me. There's no better option.”

She curled her talons, and Archaea marched up next to her, standing within reach. The Queen curled her claws around the woman's breast and gave her nipple a sharp tug. The general closed her eyes, letting out a satisfied sigh.

“Mother!” she hissed, appalled.

A small glimmer of purple peeked out from a masked eye, her tongue darting out to touch her lips. “What?” she asked. “Why shouldn’t I allow my Queen to help me satisfy my urges? There are far worse things in life, you know.”

She shrugged her shoulders in a slow roll. “We’ve always helped each other out, you know. She was always the more capable one.”

“What does that mean?” blurted Orange.

Pink wanted to ask the same question herself, but the Shadow Queen was already sitting back, waving her hand languidly. “You still don't believe me. Perhaps a demonstration of my power would better illustrate the situation.”

A door to the right of the throne cracked open, three rubber soldiers marching out and lining up on one side. Their hands jerked up in stiff salutes, the cylinders on their crotches pulsing as they slid up and down, glowing purple gems at the tips.

A lithe woman stepped through after them, her icy blue skin decorated with armored ridges, swirling blue globes winking from her shoulders. Her hand was hidden beneath a gauntlet that swayed as she walked, large, purple cylinders mounted to her back.

Pink had seen this chained heart before, back in the dungeon. It was the former crystal heart, Turquoise, transformed practically beyond recognition.

She was holding a stiff chain in her hands that led back to a collared woman following close behind. Her masked face was a pale white, purple energy swirling in the mouth and eye sockets.

Pink jolted as she recognized the woman's hair, which swirled up into the shape of squeezed toothpaste. Platinum.

She was still wearing her crystal heart uniform, but her wrists and ankles were chained together, preventing an escape—not that she appeared capable of such, given her current blissful expression.

Following close behind, connected via a coffle, were two women dressed in silver and gold, hobbling along next to each other. They were wearing the same masks with blissful smiles, but their hands crisscrossed, stroking at each other’s pussies.

The blue skinned woman led them up next to the throne, waiting patiently as the collared slaves minced their steps, forming into a line. She then rattled the chain, speaking in a cold voice. “Kneel before your Queen, slaves!”

Platinum dropped to the floor, her hands in front of her as she stared at the queen. Her lips tried to form words, but she was unintelligible. Finally, her mouth settled into a dumb grin.

The other two knelt next to each other, their faces pressed together as their tongues intertwined. Unable to keep their hands to themselves, they groped at each other's breasts, massaging them through their glossy uniforms.

It was hard to tell, but Pink thought that their breasts looked bigger than before, as if they were being enlarged as she watched. Yes, the latex did seem to be rippling as their flesh squeezed outwards, nipples straining against the stretchy fabric.

She looked away, uncomfortable with staring at them as they were humiliated. Glaring at the queen wasn’t a better proposition, however, as she merely lifted her veil enough to show off her rouged lips, which twisted into a grin. “What’s the matter, Pink? Are you too afraid to watch the fall of your companions?”

Pink let out a rough laugh. “Are you serious? Gamma Squad were never my friends. I will admit that it distresses me to see them in this state, though. When are you going to get to the point?”

The Queen let the veil fall. “I thought I rather was. Look at them. See the base desires hiding beneath the facade of everyone who calls themselves human.”

Feeling on edge, Pink turned back to the three captured crystal hearts. Their breasts were definitely larger, bulging inside their uniform material, which had stretched a couple of cup sizes. Their hips had widened, too, growing to match the ridiculous thighs and butts that all of the Queen’s servants had.

The amulets at their necks sparkled with their colors, but malevolent energy was wrapping around their cores, tiny chains tinkling as they pulled tight. They already appeared well on their way towards becoming chained hearts, but Pink got the sense that this was only the beginning.

Would they be put in tanks, like Turquoise, given armored bodies and strange attachments to convert them into shock troopers?

It was a daunting thought, to say the least, but as they were now, they simply looked like sluts.

“What kind of perversion is this?” whispered Pink. “Why does everyone have to look the same?”

“There’s no deep reason,” chuckled the Queen. “I simply like large breasted bimbos. Their brainless pleasure pleases me and helps to satisfy my hunger.”

Nonsense. There had to be a reason why she was doing this to them. Every negative space entity had a reason for being, some of them more destructive than others.

Karroch had wanted to eat everyone and everything, but this Queen seemed to have a different goal in mind. Something… sexier?

No, that couldn’t be it. The Queen didn’t seem to want to turn the entire world into her personal harem, even if that was what it looked like on the surface. What else did she desire?

“This hunger,” mumbled Pink, watching as the three chained women’s eyes lit up with lust. The rubber soldiers who had escorted them lined up in front of their mouths, the throbbing cylinders on their dicks pulsing up and down. “What are you hungry for?”

The Queen remained silent as Turquoise pulled the rounded cylinders off the rubber soldiers one by one, revealing the erect cocks beneath. They were veiny, with well defined heads, covered entirely in black rubber that glistened as they moved closer to the former crystal hearts.

Platinum lifted her hands up eagerly, leaning forward to seize the erect dick presented to her. The male drone grunted as she stroked his rubbery balls, taking the head into her mouth. The eyes of the mask closed, her mouth descending down his length.

Grunts and moans of male pleasure ensued, followed by suckling sounds. Pink shook her head. “Is there a point to all this?” she asked, her voice wavering as she felt the flutter of arousal tickling at her loins. “You’ve turned them into sex crazed maniacs, congratulations.”

The Queen shifted in her seat, leaning forward to grind the heel of her boot into the hand of the drone below. A feminine groan joined the sounds of male joy that echoed in the chamber.

“You still don’t see. If I give you what you want, this is the result—an orgy.”

“So? What is that supposed to prove?” asked Pink. “Our wants and desires have been a problem since time immemorial. The fact that you can strip them of their inhibitions and lay bare what their bodies physically want means little.”

“Oh, does it? Are you so certain that this isn’t what they desire?” asked the Queen, her voice descending into murky blackness. “Well then, what about you? What do you want?”

Pink clasped the Queen’s heart between her gauntlets. “I want you to release the crystal hearts you've taken. I want you to stay away from my friends. Most of all, I want my mother back!”

She glanced down at the heart, surprised to find that the shield was buzzing. Did it seem a little softer?

The Queen appeared unimpressed with her demands. Maybe… she was bluffing? Was her power waning?

She squeezed the heart tighter, feeling the energy field pressing back on her gauntlets like a magnetic field. “If you don't do as I ask, I'll destroy you and all your ilk!”

The Queen chuckled. “You’re not going to destroy me. I’m part of what you want.”

Lifting her hands, she tugged at the veil, gathering the filmy fabric in one hand and tossing it away. Beneath was the ivory mask Pink had seen the last time, swirling purple energy dancing in her eyes.

This time, however, the Queen didn't stop there. Curling her fingers around the sides, she tugged at the mask, her throat muscles tightening as she pried it free.

Pink's breath caught in her throat as the Queen lowered the mask to her chest, revealing her true face for the first time. What the hell?

“Uhh, Pink? Am I going crazy, or does she look a lot like your mother?”

Pink studied the shallow curves of the Queen’s cheekbones, the angle of her chin. Even the skin was a perfect match, the shape of her eyes taunting her with familiarity.

“Is this another lie?” Pink asked sharply. “Why would you do this?”

“It's not a lie,” sighed Archaea. “She looks like me because she's your aunt.”

Shaken to her core, Pink examined her memories, straining to remember anything about this woman. Sure, her memories of the past were fractured, but surely there would be hints of her face, impressions of her presence. And yet… there was nothing!

“I don't remember you,” Pink said flatly. “I don't know your name, and I damn well don't remember you being around when I was young. Who the hell are you?”

The Shadow Queen deflated, resting her hands in her lap as sadness flitted over her face. “It was as I expected. He removed everything.”

“He? Who?” Pink spluttered, her mind spinning.

“How much do you remember about our attack on Karroch?” asked Archaea, leaning forward, breasts jiggling.

Distracted, Pink's lips wobbled. “I don't remember anything,” she admitted, fear buzzing over her shoulders.

Now that she was examining past events in a new light, she realized just how spotty her memory was. There were holes that simply couldn't be explained. It was almost as though her mind had been poorly edited, like a B movie.

“Tell me, what's going on here?” she hissed, turning to Orange. “I can't trust anything they say. Surely you must have some idea of what happened during that fight!”

Orange shrugged, a blush on her face. “I recall us suiting up as a squad in Dragoon suits and preparing the portal to face Karroch. We had a few disappearances, but we didn't think he was a particularly dangerous entity.”

Her face went pale. “It all went south when we confronted him in his domain. It was a nasty maelstrom of hot lava and strained remembrances, like stepping through a funhouse mirror. We were immediately disoriented, unable to find our bearings.”

She shuddered, eyes going blank. “After hours of navigating the maze, we finally found his heart, but he was waiting for us. A black monster of misshapen lumps, with screaming heads jutting from his sides. He knew we were coming.”

Swallowing, she trembled, closing her eyes as tears squeezed out the sides. “It was horrible. We were losing. It was a good thing we had set up a teleportation beacon at the entrance to his lair, or we would have lost everything immediately.”

Pink followed along with her memories, frowning as they sputtered out right after they teleported into the creature’s lair. “What happened next?” she asked, eager to fill in the gaps.

“Well, we called for help, and there were only a few members available for backup. There was Violet, and two others.” She paused, a look of unease ruffling her normally upbeat features.

“Two… others?”

There was a hitch in her voice. “I don’t remember!” she wailed, eyes darting over the transformed crystal hearts who stared at her with blank, ivory masks.

The Shadow Queen nodded. “It is as I expected,” she sighed, her bosom heaving as she leaned forward. The nipple chain tinkled, tugging at her fat nipples. “We were erased. Please, do continue.”

“Erased?” mumbled Orange, bewildered. “What do you mean?”

When the Queen refused to elaborate, Orange trembled. Pink frowned, cutting in. “Does that mean… we used to know you?”

The Queen nodded. “That's right. Violet and I were close. We lived near each other, and shared childcare duties. It's a travesty you don't remember, but it's not surprising.”

Orange perked up. “I am starting to remember more!” she exclaimed.

“Our reinforcements arrived, and we formed two teams, splitting the monster's attention. This allowed us to distract him long enough to put together our super attack. I remember the actinic beam of light, the sharp taste of pine needles, then… nothing at all!”

She shifted her stance, angling her body towards the queen as she lifted an accusatory finger. “You know what happened next, don’t you?”

The Queen looked uncomfortable. “Your attack didn’t come in time. We did all we could to delay him, but he ate us,” she said succinctly. “That might sound flippant, but it’s literally true. For a period of time, we ceased to exist.”

“But you’re here now,” interjected Pink. “Albeit… with negative space powers yourself. If Karroch ate you, that’s impossible.”

The Queen seemed to collapse in on herself as Archaea took a step forward. “Not impossible. You see, he got hit before he could fully digest us. Your attack hit him right in the stomach, causing him to explode, chunks flying everywhere.”

She moved next to the queen, touching her shoulder. “I think you had better finish this story, Amber.”

The Queen scowled. “Unfortunately for me, I received the piece of Karroch that contained his hunger. The need.”

She sat up, raising her talons towards the corrupted crystal hearts surrounding them. “You see what it has done to me? I can’t stop. I have to make them mine, so that I can find my daughter.”

Archaea squeezed her shoulder. “You see? Working for her is not a bad thing. She was able to rescue me from the abyss. Your cousin could still be out there, floating in the great beyond, waiting to be plucked out and given form, like I was.”

Her lips twisted. “Poor Lemon. She didn’t deserve this.”

Pink was aghast. Not only did she not remember her cousin, but she had no memory of her aunt, either. “What the hell happened to us?” she hissed. “I can’t believe it. I just… can’t.”

Orange laid a hand on her shoulder. “I don’t think they’re lying,” she said slowly. “Unless their memories have been altered as well, the Shadow Queen truly believes that she’s your aunt.”

An image of the painting flashed in her mind, and Pink gasped. Those blue eyes… they looked like hers.

The woman’s figure wasn’t the same, but she recognized the family resemblance. A cousin she couldn’t remember. A family member she had worked with as a crystal heart, vanished into the mists!

It was no wonder she hadn’t been on top of her game the past year. There were so many things she had forgotten!

Her mouth felt dry as more implications presented themselves to her. “You inherited Karroch’s power. Does that make you Karroch?”

Amber let out a long, sultry chuckle. “If you were given Karroch’s power, would you be Karroch? No, I have his hunger, that’s true, but I’ve harnessed it to my ends.”

“I can see that,” muttered Pink, wrinkling her nose at the lascivious bodies arrayed around the throne. “I’m not sure this makes you any better than him.”

“It doesn't? Isn't pleasure better than the cold depth of nothingness?” Amber frowned, tilting up the ivory mask on her chest. “You could always try the mask. You shouldn't deny the pleasure it can bring when you know nothing of it.”

“Thanks, but I'll pass,” said Pink harshly, annoyed at the sudden tug of arousal in her loins. She would not give in to that temptation!

“So, then, we're at an impasse. I won't join your circus of depravity, and you won't let my mother go. What's next?”

“You won't?” asked Amber, standing.

The sheer skirt she wore parted, giving Pink a glimpse of her pierced privates. “What if I tell you that more than one shard of Karroch escaped during his destruction?”

Pink gulped, starting to dislike where this was going. “Another? Where did it go, then?”

The Queen marched to the edge of the platform, looking down on her with pity. “If you haven't figured that out yet, you're not as clever as I thought.”

It wasn't cleverness that froze Pink's mind. It was just difficult to admit what she already knew.

“It's the dark entity inside me, isn’t it?” she whispered. “I’ve been housing a shard of Karroch all along!”

“That’s right,” confirmed the Queen. “It’s the reason why I’ve been trying to drain your powers in the first place. That’s the only way to flush him out. We must confront what is left of Karroch if we ever hope to be free of him.”

“Damn.” Pink dropped the Queen’s heart, watching it float to the floor.

“Pink, what are you doing?” breathed Orange. “That’s our only insurance!”

“No, it was just a red herring all along,” announced Pink. “This isn’t Her heart at all.”

Spinning around, she faced the rear of the room, spotting her doppelganger sliding through the open door. “It’s you.”

The masked creature’s lips drew into a wicked grin, the heart shaped nipple covers on her breasts winking as she took long strides towards Pink. First red, then pink, bounce, bounce.


Pink lifted her lips in a snarl as she studied the tendrils waving off the top of the creature’s mask, pink tips twisting as if blown by a breeze. Her talons were a similar color, a pink, latex uniform completing the ensemble.

The doppelganger stopped in front of her, giving her a sneer. “Hello, Pink,” it said, its voice sounding familiar.

It was almost as though she had recorded herself and was playing it back. In some ways, it was a perfect copy, though with several key differences that gave her the clues she needed to unravel the Queen’s twisted puzzle.

An erotic parody, sexy and mysterious, but not really a copy at all.

Dismissing her eroticism as a distraction, Pink gave the creature a quick nod. “Yes, I understand now. You are Her heart.”

“Very perceptive of you,” said her own voice back to her. “Yes, I am Her creation, a shadowy shell of her daughter. I hold my Queen’s heart.”

The Queen balanced her ivory mask on top of her breasts. The eye sockets glowed with purple energy, the edges of the mask flattening out to meld itself onto her skin. She then accepted the cube that Archaea had retrieved from the floor, flinging it behind her back.

It bounced onto the back of the throne, buzzing as it stuck to one of the rubber clad slaves. The woman shuddered as it melted into her body, an erotic groan escaping her lips as she thrust out her breasts, bright nipple rings dangling.

Nobody seemed to care about this display, however. All eyes were on her. It was rather disquieting, but understandable, given how this had come to a head.

The Queen strode over to the doppelganger, cupping her head as she gave it a kiss on the cheek. “Thank you, Lemon, you mean the world to me.”

“I know, mom,” grinned the puppet, its fixed grin looking creepy. “I’ll always be yours.”

“But she’s not real!” objected Pink. “She’s just a construct!”

“That’s true,” chuckled the Queen, wrapping an arm around the doppelganger’s neck. “But she’s still mine.”

Lemon sagged into her mother, a look of utter comfort on its face as their breasts wobbled together. “We’re family. What more is there to say?”

This whole situation was pretty disturbing, but denying them again wouldn’t help. “Fine,” she said sourly. “You’ve made your point. What do you want from me?”

“Nothing unusual,” replied the Queen. “I simply need you to complete the bargain you originally made. Give your powers to my construct, and then you can have your mother back.”

Pink shook her head. “I’m not sure that makes sense, given what I’ve just learned. If what you say is true, none of this matters as long as a piece of Karroch lives within me. If he wakens, he could swallow me whole.”

The Queen leaned forward. “That’s why you need to give your powers to Lemon. As the bearer of my heart, she can hold them safely while we work on extracting Karroch from your heart. Once you are free of him, we can fulfill our original deal.”

“Wait,” interjected Orange. “We know that this piece of Karroch has woken before, at least once. It didn’t eat you then, so why do you think it’ll do so now?” She trotted up next to Pink. “Better yet, tell us why it’s a good idea to put ourselves in your power? How do we know you’ll keep your word?”

“Right,” said Pink, suddenly feeling bold. “I’m not sure I believe everything you’ve told us, but I know this thing inside me is dangerous. Since we couldn’t complete the original deal, how about a new one?”

The hollow eyes in the Queen’s mask flashed on her chest, a dangling tongue of energy growing from the bottom to lash at the bottoms of her breasts. “Yes? I’m listening.”

“It has become obvious to me that the entire system of crystal hearts was corrupt from the start, long before you got your hands on them. It's become an endless pipeline, recruiting women in the prime of their lives to go fight negative space monsters.”

Orange gasped, but Pink knew that everything she said was true. Guest wasn't their friend—it had never been anything more than a contract of convenience for the alien entity.

“We have to break this cycle. There has to be a better solution than this endless war between our dimensions. If anything remains of the woman you once were, you have to agree with me on this.”

The tongue stopped lapping at her breasts. “And what if I do? That's not enough for me to agree to help you.”

Pink shrugged. “Well, how about this? I'll give up my powers to flush out Karroch so that he can be destroyed. I'll also work with you to find whatever remains of your daughter. In return, you'll help me to find a solution for the hunger. I cannot have my mother and all of my companions turned into permanent rutting sluts. It's not sustainable!”

The Queen and her entourage remained silent as she ruminated, idly toying with a blackened nipple. Archaea appeared at her side, a wing spreading out to clasp the Queen as she leaned in, purple energy swirling in her smiling mask.

The Queen nodded. “You are right, she is family. Besides, it is not proper to push my perversions on those who do not long for them, yet I find it impossible to stop myself. Perhaps now is the time to reconsider this hunger, to put a stop to its depredations before it swallows the world whole.”

She gave Pink a wide grin. “Are you sure you don't wish to become like us? There is always a mask waiting, just for you. You would make for an excellent chained heart.”

“No thanks,” Pink demurred, folding her arms. “Let’s get on with it.”

“Very well,” whispered the Queen, letting go of the doppelganger.

She lifted an arm, jostling her oversized breasts. They bobbed back and forth, the golden chain tinkling. “Dark Chained Heart Containment,” she pronounced, shimmering energy growing from her fingertips to surround them in a cube shaped structure.

This made perfect sense, given the fake heart Archaea had given her earlier. The field snapped into place with a feeling of finality, locking them inside. This would be the final battle with Karroch—the one delayed for so long.

Now that she had made the deal, she wasn't so certain that it was her best idea. Still, it wasn't like there was going to be any kind of rescue coming from the crystal hearts—Guest had seen to that.

Gamma Squad was busy sucking off the rubber soldiers, fallen under the Queen's influence. If there were any other reinforcements, they didn't have any way of getting here, no matter how clever they might be. She was on her own.

Well, not completely. “Orange, back up to the edge of the containment field. This is likely to get pretty hairy.”

Orange gave her a brisk nod, though there was concern in her eyes. “Are you going to be okay, captain?”

Pink rushed in and gave her a quick hug. “Probably not,” she whispered, “but we have to get rid of Karroch. Have to. He's the real reason why everything is so screwed up!”

Orange grimaced. “If this is what you want to do, I'll support you all the way.” Her lips quivered. “I'd even fight a losing battle with the queen if you told me to. You know that.”

“I sure do,” whispered Pink, holding back tears. “I don't know whether the Shadow Queen is my aunt, but we're family. We'll always have each other's backs.”

Orange took a step back, pounding her gauntlet against her chest before raising her hand. “Crystal Heart Confetti!”

A puff of air blew out of the resonator on her suit, small pieces of colored paper drifting lazily through the air. Pink chuckled, returning the salute.

The moment was over quickly, though, leaving her with the fear bottled up in her heart. It was time.

She turned to the Queen, pursing her lips as the doppelganger walked up to her, staring her in the eyes. “So, what do I need to do?”

“Take off that suit,” the doppelganger ordered, talons clicking against her thighs. “I must focus on your heart through your crystal, without any barriers in the way.”

“Okay,” sighed Pink, tapping on her chest in the specific pattern needed to undo the locking mechanism.

A hiss came from the seams at her sides, the breastplate detaching with a pop. Grabbing the wrists of her gauntlets, she detached them, one by one, tossing them behind her for Orange to clean up. With her hands freed, she was able to remove the breastplate, straining her shoulders to extract her arms.

The remainder of the suit remained stationary as she stepped out of it, ready for a quick return if she needed it. Hopefully not.

She felt naked in just her crystal heart uniform, but it was nothing compared to the exposed nudity of the doppelganger. The construct was shameless, stepping up to her without a care in the world. The creature had been made for one purpose—she had best remember that!

Pink froze as the doppelganger stepped in close, bracing her forearms on Pink’s shoulders. Her enormous breasts jammed into Pink's chest, rock hard nipples pressing into her soft flesh.

She frowned. “Do you really need to do that?”

“No,” chuckled the doppelganger, her rubber lips perilously close. “I've been wanting to do that for ages, though. Do you have any idea how attractive you are?”

Uncomfortable, Pink frowned. “Nobody has ever said that to me before,” she admitted.

“No boyfriends? Boy toys?”

“No,” replied Pink sharply.

“Hmm,” murmured the doppelganger, tracing her talons over Pink's back. Her rubber mouth parted, a black tongue lolling inside.

“Could you get to the point?” asked Pink, glaring at her.

“I rather am,” hissed the doppelganger. “I need to know if you have any other attachments that Karroch might be interested in. If you don't have any, then he might have already eaten them.”

Pink's heart lurched, as if she had been gut punched. If she didn't remember her aunt and cousin, what else had been removed from her mind? Was she really even her any more?”

No, she couldn't afford to believe that. Karroch couldn't change the real her. She would always be upright of spirit, and quick to seize justice. Wouldn't she?

“Ah, I see the uncertainty in your eyes. Good. Now you know why the Queen has been so interested in you!”

The construct stopped tracing a pattern, laying her fingers flat as she tensed her wrists, pulling their breasts together until they slid over each other. The sexual tension increased, and Pink held back a moan.

Ridiculous! This must be caused by the sexually charged atmosphere in the Queen's realm. She couldn't possibly be attracted to herself!

Well, not herself, not really. And she couldn't even think of this thing as her cousin. It was a fake, a figment of the Queen's imagination!

“What are you doing?” she asked, trying to keep a level tone. “You didn't bother with this last time!”

“What does it look like?” asked the doppelganger, stroking her shoulders. “I'm trying to get you aroused. The Queen's lust will help to act as a thin layer of protection from Karroch's power. All you need to do is… give in.”

“I don’t think that I will,” Pink said wryly. “You’ll find, despite your best efforts, you’re going to have a hard time getting me off.”

“Really?” the creature asked, raising her eyebrows. “Well, let’s just up the ante, then, shall we?”

She turned to the Queen. “Mother?” she asked, holding out her clawed hand.

“Dark Chained Heart Vibrator,” the Queen said in a sibilant voice, tugging on the wagging tongue extending from her mask.

Pink’s eyes widened as it popped off, the length glowing in the Queen’s hands as she stroked and stretched it. It firmed into a long, thin worm, which she then handed to Lemon.

The doppelganger accepted it with a smirk, turning to present it to Pink. It was a dildo, molded in the shape of a human cock, but it was twice the size and length.

The end was forked in two, like twin towers, the main head bifurcated by two glowing purple stripes. The coating looked rubbery, but slick, as if it had been polished with lubricant, ready to be used.

Pink immediately knew what they were planning to do with it, and she was ambivalent. “Is this really necessary?” she asked, feeling exasperated.

The doppelganger tilted the dildo jauntily to one side as she danced over to Pink. “Don’t ask why, but my mother’s powers are activated through lust. It might be because she has repressed needs, I dunno, but what you see is what you get.”

“Yeah, I’m getting plenty,” grumbled Pink. “A veritable stable of horny, rubber obsessed slaves, willing to do anything for their Queen.”

“That’s right,” nodded Lemon. “The Queen will share some of her lust with you to rouse the evil within. That should allow us to separate what remains of Karroch from your crystal heart powers. I will then remove them, leaving Karroch with nothing to hold onto. This will force him to reveal himself, and then the Queen will deal with him.”

She tapped the base of the dildo, and it began to twitch, the ends tilting as they swirled around in a circle. “Are you ready to begin?”

Pink was shaken. Should she back out? No, she needed to do this, or everyone she cared about would be eaten or converted into one of the Queen’s sex slaves.

This was just a little discomfort on the way to her final goal. She had to remember what she was fighting for!

Staring at the dildo, she reached down, resting her fingers on the zipper pull at her crotch. Clenching her jaw, she pulled it open, taking in a deep breath as her inner lips squeezed through the opening.

“Do it!” she commanded, staring as the doppelganger moved the dildo into position.

“As you feel it squeeze inside, invoke your power,” the creature advised. “The pleasure will draw him out. Give yourself to it, and we will take care of the rest.”

Pink was skeptical, but she wrapped both hands around her heart crystal amulet, focusing inwards. She gasped as the bulbous end of the dildo tickled at her lips, the end buzzing as it was smoothly inserted.

No, she shouldn’t get distracted. Her job was to rouse her powers, and hope that she wouldn’t be eaten by the eldritch being hiding inside her. Determined, she ignored the way the dildo twisted against her tunnel, rocking back and forth as it worked its way deeper. She was better than this—the pleasure could not distract her from her duty.

Her mouth dropped open as the second head jabbed into her ass, the plug vibrating against her sphincter. “No, that’s too much!” she protested, losing focus.

“Concentrate, cousin!” whispered the doppelganger. “We’ll never exorcise the cursed monster if you succumb to the Queen’s pleasure!”

Damn it, that was far easier said than done! She could feel the way the dildo swirled inside her, tickling and teasing her most sensitive bits.

Her ass felt heavy, the dildo churning as her opening widened. She groaned as the mushroom shaped plug jammed into her, her anus sucking it all the way in.

The U-shaped piece of the dildo buzzed against the stretch of skin between her holes, an extra bit of stimulation she hadn’t counted on. Groaning, she trembled as the ass plug seated itself, sealing the main dildo inside her pussy.

The doppelganger let go of the cylindrical end, waiting with gleeful anticipation as she watched Pink’s expression. “Isn’t it wonderful?” she hissed, taking a deep breath as she rolled her shoulders. “It’s the same pleasure tool we use with our soldiers. Throbbing, swirling, edging, at the Queen’s command. You should be pleased to know that you have Her favor.”

Pink grunted, fingers trembling around the amulet. “Her favor is mighty distracting,” she protested, the power skittering away from her grasp.

“Oh?” exclaimed Lemon. “Do you wish for Her help?”

A jolt came from below, a surprised cry escaping Pink’s lips. “What is it doing?”

The doppelganger folded her talons. “Nothing too unusual. It’s bringing you to orgasm, as it has been programmed to do. With every jiggle, you’ll rise higher, brought to the very edge of ecstasy and held there.”

The swirl of energy in her eyes darkened. “Until you give Her what She wants.”

“Oh, boy,” muttered Pink, feeling extremely distracted by the heat suffusing her loins. “You know how difficult it is to reach an orgasm when you really want one? This is kind of the same, but as it turns out, I can’t seem to grasp my crystal heart powers! They feel oily.”

Lemon nodded. “It’s probably Karroch’s doing. The core of your powers has mixed with his essence, and Her powers are resonating with His.”

Her eye holes reduced to slivers. “Now, would you like Her help?”

Pink hesitated, reaching for her powers again in the slight pause between jolts from the dildo. It was no use. Shit!

“Fine, help me,” she demanded, gritting her teeth as she imagined what the doppelganger might do.

The creature simply unfurled her right hand, reaching out her forefinger to touch the center of Pink’s heart crystal with the tip of her talon. “Dark Chained Heart Constraint.”

Black ichor spread from the sharpened point, splitting into six lines that ran around the sides of the amulet. Pink gasped as she saw the small chains rattling inside the smoky threads. They were going to lock her up, make her a slave of the Queen!

A sudden growl escaped her throat, and she tossed her head back, feeling a great power growing inside her. Unable to stop it, she trembled as her stomach twisted, a black mass pushing up her throat.

She choked, leaning forward as it boiled out of her mouth, spraying like a vile mist all over the doppelganger. Heaving, she felt as though she was being wrung inside out as more of the bitter slime gushed onto the growing mess on the floor.

Terror and disgust mixed as she pressed her hands to her belly, wheezing until the pressure of the fluid eased. The worst was yet to come, however, the sloppy sludge burning as it slid back down her throat.

She almost barfed again, gagging, but the ugly mass on the floor forced her back. Feeling weak, she gasped as she spotted human limbs jutting out at odd angles, deformed heads surfacing in the reddish goop. Was the doppelganger mixed in with that mess?

The dildo had stopped working at her pussy, hanging limp, but that was the least of her concerns. She felt hollow, empty, as if that thing had taken everything from her.

She wasn’t a crystal heart now. She was nothing.

Orange grabbed her and pulled her away. “That’s Karroch!” she hissed, looking pale. “Do you think he’s going to eat us?”

A broken laugh burped from the pile of bodies, the arms and legs swinging around as it grew taller. The top wobbled, tilting as a ghastly face appeared, a sneer running down the side of its burbling body.

“Eat you?” it bellowed in a howling whistle. “You’ve already been eaten!”

Unimpressed, the Queen touched her talons together, circling at a distance, wide hips swaying. “That might be true, but you weren’t able to digest us, were you? Your little meals got away, and now we’re back to confront you once and for all!”

Its belly shook as it laughed again, the mouths of the trapped people howling with terror. “Nonsense!” it whistled, patting its pallid belly. “What powers you possess are simply extensions of me. Everything will be mine. Everything.”

Its eyes blazed an orange as hot as lava, and Pink found her feet sliding across the floor towards the beast. Orange grabbed her, but she was having trouble keeping still herself.

Karroch’s maw opened wide. “All you think you know is wrong. You’re nothing but a collection of memories, my memories. You will join me together in the gestalt of oblivion, and then you shall truly be at rest!”

“You’re forgetting something,” hissed the Queen, raising her talons. “You’re nothing but memories, too! Dark Chained Heart Sublimation!”

The goo leaking out of the monster hissed, the puddle turning a violent purple as the Queen’s power vaporized it into a gas. The monster roared, being cooked in its own flesh, but it wouldn’t be defeated so easily.

Its grotesque body seemed to dissolve half way, recombining again in an instant to lurch off the floor towards the Queen. The broken form of the doppelganger was left behind, squished under the weight of the monster, but she soon showed signs of life, her masked face lifting off the floor with a grimace.

Pink ignored this, worried as she watched the Queen. Fortunately, she saw the attack coming before the monster could collapse on her, vanishing into a cloud of shadows before one of the grasping arms reached her.

The monster crashed into the side of the barrier, moaning as its body conformed to the buzzing side of the cube. It didn’t take long for it to reconstitute itself, however, whirling to confront the location where the Queen reappeared, nipple chain winking as her breasts wobbled.

She seemed equal to the fight, but the monster showed no signs of stopping. If the two of them were at a stalemate, it would fall to one of them to break it—but how?

“Memories,” blurted Pink, starting to feel a little better now that the ugly monster was no longer inside her. “It said that it had already eaten us, that we were only a collection of memories, not real people.”

“Well, I feel real enough,” objected Orange. “Though, of course, that gets at a philosophical truth that I’m not equipped to explore.”

She shrugged. “This does change our understanding of the nature of Karroch, however. We thought he was a destroyer of worlds, but he really was hungering for people’s recollections!”

Orange looked uncomfortable as she examined the ugly body of their enemy. “The way he digests them looks awfully gruesome.”

“Come on, we can’t be distracted by that,” whispered Pink, eyes flitting to take in the others trapped in the cube with them.

Archaea was near the far edge, chanting some kind of chained heart spell. The doppelganger had a sneer on her face, watching Karroch carefully as she slowly climbed to her feet, swaying.

“A year ago, we fought Karroch, and as a result of our battle, he split into multiple pieces,” said Pink slowly, trying to puzzle it through. “One of those pieces created the Shadow Queen. Another ended up in me. There could be others.”

She paused. “Maybe… one of them is my mother?”

“Then what about us?” asked Orange. “Are we simply reconstituted memories that escaped Karroch’s maw?”

“Who are we, but collections of memories of our experiences?” mused Pink.

She shook her head. “I’m not sure I believe that, but it’s irrelevant anyway. We now know Karroch’s true motive, and why the Shadow Queen is hungry for servitude and grants wishes. It’s the hunger that unites them!”

“Well, it seems to have made them roughly equivalent in power, too,” muttered Orange, watching as the Queen narrowly escaped a lashing pseudopod.

“As far as I'm concerned, they can both eat each other,” grumbled Pink. “But I don't think we can allow Karroch to win.”

“I agree, but I don't know what I could do to stop him, even with the dragoon suit.”

Pink nodded, unconsciously pressing a hand to her heart amulet, which was still throbbing with heat. She frowned, glaring at the doppelganger, who was standing there listlessly.

“I have a crazy idea,” she announced, “but you're not going to like it.”

Orange gave her an off kilter smile. “Tell me. It couldn't possibly be as bad as those hot pepper potato chips.”

“Those were your idea, remember?” Pink chuckled, her mirth fading as the seriousness of the situation set in.

The weight of the dildo tugged at her ass, reminding her of the sacrifices she had already made. “I think… I might have to give myself to the Queen,” she confessed, unsettled.

“What are you talking about?” Orange asked, looking concerned. “Do you even know what you’re saying? That’s suicide!”

Pink shrugged. “I’m sucked dry,” she admitted. “I’m about as useless as a roll of toilet paper in this fight. Unless I accept Her power, I’ll just get in the way.”

“She’s right,” interjected the doppelganger, limbs swaying as it staggered towards them. “We’re down to the final minutes now. What will you choose? Pleasure, or destruction?”

Orange scowled, folding her arms. “I think you’re crazy. You’ve gone off the deep end. I’m not participating in this.”

“Well, you don’t have to,” muttered Pink, feeling a little put out. “You have a suit on, you can take the fight to Karroch. I have nothing, and if I don’t do this, I might have less than nothing!”

She bared her teeth. “I refuse to lay down and be eaten. I exist, and I will continue existing, even if I have to compromise some of my values to do so!”

“But at what cost?” hissed Orange, her normally rosy cheeks looking ashen. “Pink, I know your brain has been affected by this negative space monster, but this isn’t like you. You wouldn’t ever give in!”

“I know,” sighed Pink. “I wouldn’t. The problem is, you’ve been affected too, you just don’t know it. You heard the beast—it ate us. For all we know, we’re just negative space entities, too.”

“Well, that’s an unsettling theory,” muttered Orange. “You’re not serious, right?”

Pink slammed her fists into her sides. “I still feel real, but disconnected, like nothing around me matters. I don’t think I’ll feel any different until that monster is defeated, and at this point, I’ll do anything to get rid of it.”

She placed a hand on her friend’s armored shoulder. “Orange, this thing ate me, it ate you, it ate my mother, and it’s still hungry for more! Guest doesn’t think we can win this, and for all we know, that alien bastard is right! I have to take this chance. Can you trust me?”

Orange bit her lip, tears forming at the corners of her eyes. “You know I do,” she groaned. “Fine. You can stop twisting my arm, but I’m coming to rescue you if you turn into one of those oversexualized bimbos.”

Pink chuckled, but a sense of foreboding had gripped her. The doppelganger was waiting patiently, and although she had put up a brave front, she still hated this idea.

Letting out a long sigh, she stiffened her spine and approached the doppelganger. It quirked an eyebrow, one hand on its elbow as it rubbed at its chin with the other. “Very curious. After all that time chasing you, you come to me, just as She said. If I had known this, I could have dispensed with all that running around.”

“No, you probably couldn't have,” retorted Pink. “Without the pressure you provided, we never would have gotten to this point.”

“Really?” its lips stretched into a smile. “Well then, truce?”

“Truce,” Pink said simply. “But I'm going to need more than that. I'm going to need the powers you borrowed from me to untangle the other half of my powers from Karroch.”

“An interesting idea,” murmured the creature. “What makes you think you'll succeed at this? I could simply steal your body away and place you into one of the Queen's pods.”

“You won't,” said Pink firmly. “Because if you do, and Karroch wins, you won't exist. You're a construct of the Queen, not my real cousin. Without Her power to give you form, you're nothing at all.”

“A good point,” it replied, its hair tendrils whirling. “I respect your logic. Would you like to begin?”

“Yes,” said Pink firmly, ignoring the quaver in her voice and the trembling in her legs.

“Excellent. To pleasure, then!”

Its smile turned devilish, ass swaying as it approached Pink. Grabbing its breasts, it gave them a wicked squeeze, nipples straining against the heart shaped covers.

“Is this really necessary?” Pink protested, watching as Karroch slammed into the far end of the cube.

Archaea used her powers to try to bind the monster, but his oozing body wrapped around her restraints, slipping free. The Queen stirred up a pair of shadows with her long talons, preparing for another assault.

“What’s the point of joining the Queen’s army if you can’t have any fun?” chuckled the doppelganger. “Just relax, and enjoy.”

Its breasts bobbed as it lifted them higher, pressing them into Pink’s chest. The warm flesh spread out, spilling over Pink’s breastbone and onto her shoulders.

She curled her lips, but the doppelganger ignored her distaste, wrapping its hands around Pink’s sides, its claws tickling against her back as it pulled her into a hug.

Pink grunted as the two of them slammed into each other, the doppelganger’s face grinning like a carnival clown. Her heart throbbed as the heat between them grew, the closeness of her former enemy making her skin crawl.

“You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” purred the doppelganger. “Why so worried? We’re both friends now.”

“That’s what I’m afraid of,” groaned Pink, wiggling against the creature’s body.

“No need for fear. Hmm, let’s get you in the mood.”

Its hands shifted, tickling down Pink’s back. One of them fell away as its breasts slid down Pink’s chest, the nipple covers winking as the creature seized the hilt of the dildo embedded in Pink’s privates.

The device hummed to life, buzzing and twirling inside her, a solid jolt slamming into her pussy. Pink jumped, letting out a short cry as her loins came alive, her level of arousal quickly returning to where it had been before.

“There,” chuckled the doppelganger, giving the dildo a solid twist.

Pink grunted, eyes rolling as the buzzing toy jumped up a notch, working her insides at a frenetic pace. The ass plug expanded, giving her a pleasant, bloated feeling as her tunnels squeezed around the intruders.

“Good, feel the pleasure rolling through you,” whispered the creature, squeezing against her as it straightened back up. “Your body is inadequate, small, but that can be fixed. She can fix you.”

“Fixed?” Pink mumbled, her body feeling like a roaring furnace.

She could barely understand what the creature was saying, as the buzzing and rubbing sensations were driving her crazy. She was unable to discern the individual movements, the pleasure building towards something tremendous.

The doppelganger's masked face appeared in front of her, grinning. She closed her eyes, but the face was still there. A sign of her future. The Queen's obedient servant.

Claws caressed her face, and she couldn't stand it any more. She had to see, had to know what was coming next.

Her eyes flashed open right as the creature's forehead touched hers, hair tendrils extending to tickle at her skull. The glowing purple energy in the creature’s hollow eye sockets expanded to fill her field of view.

“Feel Her caress,” hissed the creature, their noses pressing together.

Pink moaned at the rubbery feeling, her body itching. She needed that pleasure, needed to be held in Her grace.

These intrusive thoughts were unlike her, but they felt right, natural. Her body hummed, ready to be used. Yes.

She licked her lips, mouth dry. “Transform me. Make me Hers.”

The doppelganger’s claws tightened on her head. Its mouth stretched wide, black tongue extending.

Limp, Pink parted her lips, accepting the creature’s wet length into her mouth, sucking on it as it grew in length, cramming down her throat.

For a moment, she choked, but then her world exploded.

Was this due to a lack of oxygen? The Queen’s power? Or the stimulation of the churning dildo?

Whatever the cause, she was jolted out of herself, her mind extracted from her physical body as it exploded in pleasure. Lust flooded her thoughts as they were fondled, kneaded like bread dough, a smoky blackness mixed into her sense of self.

From far away, she could feel her hips bucking against the ribbed toy, muscles spasming with joy. This distance should have dampened the immediacy of the orgasm, but instead, it was enhanced. The pleasure sparkled through her thoughts, traces of ecstasy threading throughout her innermost being.

The doppelganger was inside her, sharing the Queen’s power with her. The dormant core of her heart throbbed, awakened by the rush of potent energy, her body thrilling as it was filled with the Queen’s corruption.

The power spilled into her, coloring her thoughts further. She resented its presence, but recognized it as necessary. It was unfortunate that accepting it would change her so thoroughly.

She needed it, though, like a thirsty man in a desert. As she drank it down, her outlook began to change, desire filling her to capacity as the Queen’s essence drowned her core.

This felt so good. Why had she resisted it for so long? She hadn’t needed to expend all that effort opposing the Queen. She was family, right? They were together again, and she would serve, as she was meant to.

These ideas were new. They weren’t hers, were they? She had always taken charge, always been in front, but now she felt submissive. Her old self couldn’t conceive of submitting, and yet here she was, genuflecting before a greater power.

No matter how much she strived, she was inferior. A broken vessel, unable to perform her function. She must be made whole.

The hands clasping her wavered, the body that embraced her shimmering. Her own body felt the same, her mind soaring on rippling ecstasy.

The doppelganger gripped her tighter, and they came closer, their bodies sinking into each other. It was a disconcerting sensation, but she was flying too high to care.

The Queen's energy pulled her up, her limbs encircled with gossamer bands. Her heart throbbed, pounding with need as another body flew next to her, dark wings outstretched.

They were as black as a raven, the rounded head covered with a tight mask, its beak opening in a shrill cry.

The two of them floated in peace for a time, but she knew that this was a shaky equilibrium. The Queen's bands were lengthening, growing tighter as they wrapped around her body, like ribbons.

She was bound by Her power, squeezed tight by Her glory. Together, they would do great and terrible things.

The raven monster tilted its wings, floating nearer. The masked face stretched, its features rippling as it contorted into a grotesque mimicry of her face.

Was this her? Who was she?

The creature opened its beak and cawed, the head looming towards her. It jerked downwards, and there was a sharp pain in her chest.

When it lifted back up, there was a heart in its beak. Throbbing, pumping, dark energy spewed from its ventricles.

The bird canted its head, a hollow eye on the mask staring right at her. The beak popped open, and the heart dropped inside, its throat bulging as it swallowed it whole.

Pink cried out, but not in pain. No—in joy.

For she was no longer bound and held aloft. Now, she was flying, soaring above blue waters on wings of joy.


Chapter Ten

The world flashed around her, and she took in a deep breath. As she let it out, the call of a bird escaped her rubbery lips.

She opened her eyes, instantly focusing on her enemy. Karroch.

He would die this day. The final death. For her Queen!

“Pink!” shouted Orange. “What the hell has she done to you?”

It was a good question. Her body felt fine. She wasn’t weak. The Queen had imbued her with Her powers. She was strong. She would win!

Her wings canted upwards as she turned towards her friend, giving her a smile. Stroking the feathers that grew from her neck, she snapped the metallic beak fixed over her mask. “She has reformed me. Made me into something better. Something that can win.”

“Something ridiculously lewd,” replied Orange, trotting up to her. She leaned over and grabbed at one of her wings, giving it a quick look before Pink pulled it away. “You look like a damned bird. Are you going to start trying to seduce me?”

Frowning at the insinuation, Pink grabbed at her breasts with her talons, squeezing them to enhance the way her nipples protruded into the heart shaped covers. “What’s wrong with these?” she asked. “They’re fully covered. There’s nothing lewd about it.”

“Sure, but it looks like you’ve grown scales all over your body.” Orange looked concerned. “You’re not gonna try to capture me or anything, right? How much is you, and how much is that construct the Queen made to convert you? Are you Violet’s daughter, or the Queen’s daughter?”

Pink sighed, feeling the heat of the Queen’s power tickling at her core. “It’s hard to describe—I don’t think I can make that kind of determination. I am utterly devoted to Her, yet I know my mission. We must defeat Karroch. I can worry about how much of my true self remains after we accomplish that goal.”

“Gotcha. I’m with you as far as that goes. What’s the plan?”

“Wait for the Queen to distract him, then attack from behind.” She paused as dark knowledge threaded through her brain. “If you supply the raw energy, I will make the assault.”

She held up her arms, revealing wicked blades that shot out from her wrists. “First, I'll distract him, then when the Queen has his attention, I'll eviscerate him with these.” Her masked face squeezed into a deadly grin. “I'll cut his limbs into raw stumps so that he can't hurt anyone else.”

“Vicious,” remarked Orange. “I kinda like it. Depending on how things go, I'll back you up.”

Pink nodded, grinning. Orange didn't need to know how deeply ingrained her hate was, nor that she would do anything her Queen might ask of her.

After all this was over, the Queen might grant her request to bring Orange into the fold. They would form a new chained heart squad, serving at Her pleasure. Together, they would be an unstoppable force, a potent power that would force entire countries to their knees!

That was all in the future, however. First, they must survive this battle.

Spreading her wings, she pushed off with her talons, launching into the air with a battle cry. Karroch’s entombed victims strained forth from his flesh, moaning as she approached with arms outstretched.

A blaze of dark energy blasted into his side, a gaping wound opening up as fluid gushed out. This was her chance!

Swooping in, she aimed for the wounded spot, hoping to press the advantage. The blob shifted, arms extending to slap at her as she approached, but she cut them off, bits and pieces of fingers rattling against the floor like gumdrops.

The monster roared as she plunged into the gap, one of her wrist blades probing for his heart. The outer layer rippled and glowed, a sudden fist appearing from below. She couldn't avoid it!

The hard knuckles punched her in the gut, her enormous breasts wobbling as it pulled back for another blow. A hand grabbed her shoulder and tossed her away, a spiky head grimacing at her. “Careful, daughter, you're not invulnerable!” Archaea admonished. “Dark Chained Heart Strike!”

Glistening energy oozed from the tips of the spikes on her head, coalescing into a sphere. She lifted her hands up, forming a heart shape as a focusing lens, and a terrible beam shot forth.

Pink whirled aside, neatly avoiding the blast as the creature lashed out again. This time, Archaea was a bit too close, the edge of the creature's fist slamming against her shoulder.

The beam of energy sheeted upwards, sparking and buzzing as it collided with the forcefield. Archaea cried out, losing focus as she lost balance, the beam coming back around towards Pink.

She was forced to the ground to avoid being bifurcated by the searing energy. Orange was forced to perform an evasive maneuver as well, slamming into the side of the cube.

The Queen appeared out of nowhere, wrapping her arms under Archaea's shoulders. She gritted her teeth as she pulled them together, her breasts acting like cushions. “Careful, sister, we don't need to mince ourselves!”

Karroch morphed, coughing from the mouth he produced. “This is your weakness!” he declared. “You care far too much for each other!”

A pseudopod lashed out towards them, but Orange's suit whined, lending her the speed she needed to intercept the attack. Her gauntlets slammed down on the slimy appendage, bending it at an odd angle.

The monster roared, attempting to curl what remained of the reddish appendage around Orange's waist. Pink had seen this coming, however, scooting forward to slice it off at the root. Her blades spun, forcing the creature back.

“That's your weakness!” she spat. “You can't deal with all of us at once!”

The creature regrouped, backing into the corner of the forcefield. The surface burbled, gaping heads appearing with straining eyeballs.

“I can't?” he gurgled. “Why not? I've eaten you once already. I simply have to do it again!”

The mouths opened wide and howled, a high pitched scream that tore at Pink's ears. Her feet felt slippery again, the very floor being pulled towards the black hole that had opened up in the creature’s middle.

“Those aren’t your memories, they’re mine!” the creature roared, the edges of its maw wavering as it dragged them all towards their doom.

Pink raised her wings, desperately trying to pull herself into the air. It wasn’t working!

Panic hammered at her chest. Was this it? Was Karroch going to eat them, despite the new powers the Queen had granted her?

“Dark Chained Heart Black Orb!” pronounced a commanding voice.

Pink caught a glimpse of the Queen, her eyes a swirling, malevolent purple. Talons outstretched, a dark aura roared around her, a mantle that grew to encompass her body.

The dark sphere that sprung from her hands drifted lazily towards the monster, bobbing up and down at a leisurely pace. Nothing could touch it. Nothing could stop it.

Karroch didn’t bother trying. “You cannot escape me!” he hissed, the trembling mouth opening wider.

Pink slammed her knives into the floor in an attempt to slow her momentum. They squealed, sparks flying as they ground into the surface. From the force of the suction, she knew she’d only be able to hold on for a few moments.

Doom embraced her, despair growing. She looked up, catching the Queen staring straight at her. “Use it, my niece!” she called out. “Destroy him for me. For us!”

Confusion reigned as the universe whirled around her. Orange shouted, the engines on her suit whining as she strained to get away, but she was losing ground too.

Orange let out a yelp as she lost her balance, pulled off her feet. Tumbling towards Pink, she slammed into her side, causing her to lose her grip. Both of them flipped around, the world spinning at a high rate of speed.

There was a flash of light, Archaea's body falling towards them as well, a glimmer of dark energy reflecting from the Queen’s globe as it followed after them. What was she trying to accomplish?

Roaring, Pink spun around and lashed out at the monster, sinking her blades into his flesh. He laughed as her feet disappeared into his mouth, the tremendous force pulling her inside. Blood splattered all over her face as her blades yanked out, losing all purchase.

Lifting her head up, she hissed, spotting the dark globe approaching. What had the Queen said? Destroy Him!

But how? In a mere second, she would exist only as a collection of disparate memories, unable to think or do anything!

The globe… there was something about that globe!

She reached out for it, dipping her fingers inside as her neck vanished into the maw. Knowledge flooded through her, the Queen's request finally making sense. Yes!

“Dark Chained Heart Absolution!”

A burst of power flowed over her, and then she ceased to exist.

Time appeared to stop. There was nothing to feel. Nothing to know.

Suddenly, a kaleidoscope of memories exploded around her, curving to form a sphere. She trembled, flitting over the surface as she took them in, watching as they unrolled like a film. This was the movie of her life!

She dipped herself into a scrolling image, hearing whispers coming from within. “Do you have everything you need for school?” came a male voice. “I don’t want to have to bring your lunch if you forget it again.”

“I know, daddy!” came a young voice, admonishing the man. “I’m a big girl now!”

A face wavered in front of her, and she pulled back, troubled. Who was this man?

These must be memories of the past—a past she never knew. So much had been stolen from her!

Moving to the next clip, she let it wash over her. The same man was standing in front of a stove, flipping an omelet. He stopped and turned towards the viewer, giving them a secret grin. “Toast is almost ready!”

Unsettled, she moved on again, sampling a few more. She felt as though she should remember this man, but her capacity to recall had been removed. All that remained were nebulous emotions, and the more she viewed, the less she understood.

Drifting away from the spinning memories, she regrouped. She had a purpose for being here, but it was rather escaping her.

There was a great power thrumming inside, waiting to be unleashed, but she did not understand why. Who had granted this to her, and what should she do with it?

The memories were flowing faster now, as though she was in the center of their orbit. More and more images flashed in quick succession—here was a young woman, trying on a pink suit for the first time. Here were battles, a squad of three arrayed against implacable foes.

She didn't recognize any of the players, but she knew that this was significant. Perhaps she should see where the memories were going?

She sighed to herself as she floated along, the bubble containing her consciousness burbling with amusement. *Are you laughing at my inability to remember, too?* she asked out loud, piqued.

The bubble rippled, but said nothing, a rush of buoyancy forcing her upwards, towards where the memories were spiraling around in a circle. There appeared to be something at the core, but it was too dark for her to see any definition from this angle.

She was going to find out soon—the orb appeared to have seized control, following the memories with increasing speed. Scooting around in a long arc, she stared at the black mass they were headed towards, the outline only visible due to the flowing memories behind it.

The mass contorted as she approached, stretching out as it turned. It was a head, the features melting into blackness, smoothed out by ripples of glossy material.

Scared, she pulled away, slamming against the rear of the orb as the maw opened wide. The ribbon of memories curled over as they slid into the side of his mouth. Spinning, smoky blades churned around the reel, slashing it to pieces as it slithered deeper into darkness.

The hollow eyes spotted her, the maw curving into a smile as the cheekbones and nose became well defined. This only terrified her further, as the monster’s features coalesced into a recognizable whole. It was the man in the memories!

What? How? Had the monster eaten this man, taunting her with his characteristics?

If that was the case, why would it do that? She didn’t remember him outside of these memories, and she had no idea why he should matter to her.

And yet—there was something there. A tickle in the back of her consciousness, a reminder of loss.

While she was ruminating, the exterior of the globe she was floating in had grown smaller. Concerned, she pressed against the sides.

This wasn’t real, was it? This was just her imagination, right?

If this was all mental, she should be able to pop the rubbery sphere with her mind and escape! And yet—it was still closing in on her!

She began to panic as her movable space vanished, the exterior of the orb stretching out to coat her limbs. A creaky, stretchy noise sounded in her ears as it gripped her skin like plastic wrap, sticking, rubbing.

She was still floating towards the maw of the floating head, but now she was choking, suffocating.

*Stop it!* she cried out, unable to accept that this was how it would all end.

A warm chuckle bathed her brain. *Stop struggling. You need me if you want an opportunity to defeat him.*

Defeat him? Defeat who?

The cloying material clung to her head, squeezing over her eyes and into her mouth. She couldn’t see anything, unable to understand what was happening to her.

*Just relax,* sighed the mysterious voice. *I can only give you so much support in this place. I am spread thin. The only reason this is working at all is because you contain My heart. My hunger. I will not allow him to win again!*

The rubber tightened against her back, pulling her upright. Tucking around her hips, it slid into her pussy and ass, sucking in until all of her features were well defined. A film stretched over her eyes, thinning out until it became transparent, relieving some of her terror.

The material was most notable around her breasts, which stuck out like balloons, the nipples pinched and squeezed into sharp nubs. She took in a sharp breath as the second skin fixed itself to her body like paint.

Her arms raised, sharp blades growing from her wrists. *It’s all up to you, now,* whispered the voice. *You have My heart. What are you going to do with it?*

Understanding flooded her mind. She knew what was happening. All of it.

She was outraged at how the Queen had frightened her, but also relieved. She now had the tools necessary to succeed. Her course of action was clear.

The tight rubber against her neck formed into a thick collar, choking her, but her limbs were free, suffused with power. She let out a groan as the collar thickened, touching the back of her head with a curved ridge as it spread out onto her shoulders.

It solidified into twin, rounded boxes, riddled with holes. She instinctively knew what this was for, grinning at the monster that howled at her.

It was time to close in. The monster of memories had finally met his match!

Tilting forward, she flew towards the monstrous head at full speed, bracing her right foot against her left ankle. “Dark Chained Heart Eviscerate!”

The head tilted back, lips closing to slurp at the memories running into his gullet. “Pathetic human, why are you here?” a voice rumbled around her. “Why do you think that you can defeat me? My hunger is eternal.”

Pink pressed a hand to her chest, where her heart crystal amulet burned. It might be blackened by the Queen’s corruption, but it was still hers.

“I have a hunger, too!” she roared. “Revenge! You stole everything from me! Friends, relatives, and even my own damn mother! Now, I will return the favor!”

Swooping down, she intercepted the stream of memories where they were being drawn into the monster's mouth. A quick flash of her wrists, and the line was severed, the topmost scene bathing her body.

It was a summer's day on the back porch, her cousin playing in the sandbox. “You can join her, but don't go wandering off!”

There was the same male face and voice, a crease of concern in his brow. “Okay, daddy!”

Shaking her head, she pulled herself out of the remembrance, seizing the leading edge and tying it around her thigh.

The monstrous head bellowed. “Just what do you think you're doing, little nuisance?”

She turned towards the shadowy teeth, grinning at Karroch's ugly face. “I'm rescuing my past. The one you never had.”

“Nonsense,” gurgled the face. “All of you belong to me. Mine. Mine. Mine!”

Grotesque. This monster might have a vague resemblance to a man she used to know, but it was not him. Where did it keep its heart?

She had never been this close to Karroch before, and she didn't favor diving into its gnashing teeth or up one of its nostrils in search of its brain. She could easily get stuck in a trap, digested and scattered to the wind.

She would have to make him spill his secrets, but that would be no easy task. His lips were curled up, teeth clamped together on a thin strip of memory, like a piece of gristle.

His forehead flinched, and the memory spat forth, wafting towards Pink as if carried on a stiff breeze. Bemused, she made no attempt to avoid it, curious as to what form the attack would take.

She spotted a mirror image of herself, a flash of anger appearing briefly on her mask as the edges unraveled. Before she could react, the memory coiled around her head like a bola, bringing her inside in an instant.

A man's face was close to hers, eyes protruding as he yanked at her collar. “What did I tell you, bitch! If you're not going to follow orders, you'll face the consequences!”

He backed away, revealing three women in straight jackets, heads hidden under metal domes. Eyelets ran down the sides of their tight, rubber outfits, chains stretching out behind to lock their bodies against the wall.

“Mother!” she cried out, desperate to set her free.

The woman in the middle trembled as she rocked back and forth. Her breasts jiggled, straining through the cutouts in her suit, pierced nipples held upright by more chains. The man laughed, marching over and roughly mauling one of them.

Tilting his head up, he stared at Pink with a malevolent grimace. “Remember, this was your fault.”

The whine of an electric motor filled the room, and the chains whipped taut, pulling at their bodies. The metal dome lifted from the captive woman's face, revealing the tears that streaked her cheeks. “I'm sorry, Pink, we should have given him what he wanted before it was too late!”

Chains tugged at her pierced ears, pulling them up as the man attached wicked hooks to her mouth. He grinned, a nasty sneer on his lips. “They'll keep pulling, bit by bit, until she's nothing more than a mass of wiggling flesh on my floor. Then, I'll start with you.”

As his face loomed in close, she felt the weight of the ratcheting straps at her arms, bending them until her shoulders popped out of their sockets. A burst of pain came, and she cried out, the terrible scenario rippling against her body as the memory came loose.

She tore it away, balling it up in her hands as an intense hate flowed through her. “You'll pay for that!” she announced, squishing the rancid memory between her fingers.

The face only laughed, lips rolling as it worked to prepare another torturous memory. Doubtless it would fling them at her until what it wished became reality. She had to turn the tables on this monster before that could happen.

Turn the tables. The glimmer of an idea came to her, and she unraveled the memory she had been about to toss.

No. These memories had meaning. Purpose. They might be the only currency this monster understood.

She nodded, bracing her legs together as her course of action became clear. She had to create a memory of her own, a new memory, and force this monster to conform to it. That was the way to defeat it!

Pausing, she waited for the monster to burp up the next memory. When its lips began to move, she sprung into action, jetting out at an oblique angle as the cast off memory flew under her feet.

“Where are you going?” roared the monster, twisting its head to try and catch a glimpse of her.

Pink didn't deign this with a response, concentrating on the memory in her rubber coated fingers. She could keep this scenario, yes, but alter a few key facts.

There was only so much she could do without tearing the fragile threads that held it together, but it was reforming nicely. She just needed a little more time!

Curving around the rear of the skull, she headed back towards the front, the line of memories tied to her thigh trailing behind her. She had briefly thought of trying to bind the creature with them, but discarded the idea. The monster was unlikely to be phased by images of her past. He didn't understand the reason why they were important to preserve in the first place!

As she passed the monster’s ear, the head shifted, trying to catch her off guard. She had expected this maneuver, however, adjusting her course for his forehead.

A set of memories blurred past her on either side, but she suppressed the feeling of doom that surrounded her. What did that matter when this was literally the end of her world?

The creature howled, space whirling as she put the finishing touches on the pulsing sheet in her hands. It was a living thing, a dangerous thing, and she hoped that it would finally reveal the truth.

Course set, she increased her speed, aiming to collide with the head. It was fixed in place, and couldn't turn far enough to catch her. It would just have to take whatever she gave it!

The world blurred around her at the moment of impact, smearing as her reality merged with that of the monster. She was back in the room, bound in the same position as before.

The other three victims were bound as well, two of them strapped to wooden horses, wiggling as they cried out their pleasure. Purple ball gags winked in their mouths as they strained against the chains, but there was no surcease from the torturous ecstacy.

The third woman had her hands bound behind her back in an armbinder, body wrapped in an inflated straightjacket. She was locked to her own wooden horse, moans escaping her throat as she rocked forward and back, a thick cock crammed deep in her pussy.

As the man noticed her watching, he slowed his pace, leering as the woman moaned louder. “What's the matter?” he taunted. “Haven't you ever seen your mother being fucked before?”

“No,” growled Pink, tugging at her bonds. “But that's because you usually have the common decency to seek some privacy before pounding your wife.”

The man paused, a look of confusion on his face. “What?”

Pink nodded. “You heard me. It took me longer than it should have to make the connection, but I can be forgiven—you ate all my memories. What's your excuse?”

Baffled, the man took a step towards her, raising and lowering his arm. “I'm not your father, I'm your enemy,” he hissed, but he didn't attempt to close the distance.

Pink groaned, tugging at her arms as the mechanical dildo thrust inside her wet pussy. Oh, how she wished that she could touch herself!

She didn't have time for this distraction, however, staring boldly at the befuddled monster. “You must have eaten him in an attempt to torture us, but it didn't work. At least, not in the way you had intended.”

Throwing her hair back, she cooed as the throbbing dildo hit the right spot. She needed to hurry this along, or the monster would win by default!

“A year ago, when we were first gearing up to face you, we shouldn't have lost. We were two experienced teams, well seasoned with the extermination of all kinds of negative space monsters.”

She paused to let out a gasp. “I doubt we failed to estimate your strength properly, which means that you were unusually clever. You must have captured my father, forcing us to act before we were ready!”

The man scowled, zipping up his pants as he approached. “We attacked without preparation,” she continued, speaking quickly as her pussy clenched around the vibrating dildo. “Our haste was our downfall. Taking him in the first place was yours.”

He wrapped a hand around her chin, yanking her upwards to see the malevolent glow in his piercing, red eyes. “I don't see any mistakes here,” he rumbled. “You are in my memory. I have complete control here.”

Pink stretched her lips wide, gritting her teeth. “Due to our attack, you couldn't digest him, fully, and now those memories are coming back to haunt you. To hold you back. You can't really hurt your family. You don't want to.”

“I don't?” chuckled the monster.

He jammed a finger into her mouth, prying at her cheek. Giving her flesh a squeeze, he stretched it out until she moaned. “Does this hurt?”

She shook in her restraints, squealing as the pain jolted her brain, muscles spasming as she writhed in pleasure around the dildo. Scowling, he let go, backhanding her with a solid smack.

She jolted in the frame, crying out as her enormous breasts strained against the glossy rubber of her straight jacket. “Are you so certain of your control?” she gasped out. “Whose memory is this, really?”

A sudden look of alarm appeared in his eyes, but it was too late. A thick arm wrapped over his shoulder, squeezing tight against his throat. Bare breasts pressed against his back as he was lifted off the floor. “My dear brother-in-law, I'm quite ecstatic to find you here. Why do you delight in torturing your daughter? Why don't you tell her the truth?”

The man struggled, but the shadowy figure held him without mercy, a slice of vindictiveness showing in her ivory mask. Her hollow eyes studied Pink with amusement, muscles barely straining to keep the monster corralled. “And what of you? Why are you teasing him so much? Enjoying the taste of victory?”

Pink chuckled, sinking into her bonds as she savored the aftermath of her orgasm. “Is it tacky to lord it over him for just a moment? I've worked so hard to get everything to this point. Why not enjoy it?”

The man choked, going red in the face. “What the hell is going on?”

“A very human expression for a negative space monster,” chuckled Pink. “It’s quite simple—there’s no large trick to it. You’re simply in my memory, now. I took the raw thoughts you used to construct this place, adding some of my own.”

She leaned forward, eyes hooded. “It was foolish of you to enter without a backup plan, but then, you couldn’t possibly know what you were facing. You see, when I gave up trying to fight the Queen and merged with Her doppelganger, I inherited everything that She bestowed upon Her construct.”

“That means…. you had Her heart!” Karroch blubbered, trying to yank himself from the Queen's grasp.

Her breasts wobbled, but she retained control. “That's right,” murmured the Queen. “And now, I have you.”

Her rubbery mask twisted with malicious glee as She absorbed his struggles. “You can do the honors,” She hissed, waiting patiently as the straps of Pink's straightjacket popped free.

Pink grunted as she rocked back, feeling the dildo slip out of her pussy with a wet slurp. Sliding forward, she hopped off the horse, crossing her arms as she bowed her head.

“Dark Chained Heart Make Up!”

Thrusting her arms out, she felt the burning heat of the amulet between her breasts. The rubber jacket rippled over her skin, the gloves at the ends popping open as they reformed over her hands.


The rubber outfit was quickly becoming her new uniform, holes opening up in the chest area to accommodate her huge breasts. Red and pink patches appeared over her nipples, stretching and curving into glossy hearts.

Her arms and legs lengthened, claws growing from her fingertips as the Queen’s blessing took hold. She sliced the blades sprouting from her wrists through the air as an ivory mask rippled around the sides of her skull.

Hollow eyes focused on the man’s straining chest, his heart beating just below the surface of his shirt. She licked her rubbery lips, talons trembling as she circled towards him.

“Karroch,” she declared, her voice crackling with energy. “You have almost succeeded at destroying me multiple times. You’ve wrecked my family, turned them into caricatures of their past selves, and threatened the very nature of life itself.”

She paused, touching the tip of her blade to his chest, right above where his heart would be. “You are nothing more than a mockery of the father I used to know, and would still have, if you hadn’t torn apart his memories and stitched them into this skin suit. Your heart is far blacker than mine, and I can no longer suffer your existence!”

Karroch snarled, unrepentant. “I should have eaten you when you first met the Queen!”

Pink laughed. “The most darkly amusing thing about all this is that because you had my father’s memories, you couldn’t. He must have been a good man, containing all the qualities you lack.”

She stared down at him, steeling herself. “To kill a heart, you need a heart. That’s why mortals can destroy negative space entities to begin with. Unfortunately, I had to give up my heart when I became Her doppelganger.”

“Then all this has been for nothing!” roared Karroch. “You can’t kill me!”

His eyelids drooped. “You want to make a deal, don’t you? Well? What is it? What do you want?”

“What I want is for you to disappear!” Pink hissed, sliding the blade straight into his chest.

Pink carved into him, splitting open his skin to reveal his heart, black as night. It pulsed, the very reality around them vibrating in sympathy.

Karroch growled, blood staining his clothes. “Pain,” he croaked. “Pain is nothing. And you can never destroy my heart without one of your own!”

“Aren’t you forgetting someone?” chuckled the Queen, letting go of his throat.

Her talons flashed downwards, plunging into his heart from both sides. Blood spurted from the wounds, the Queen slashing at him like a rabid beast.

Karroch screeched, quivering as the glowing red light in his eyes was snuffed out. His body sizzled, arms and legs fraying as the memories that made up his shell began to pull apart.

The scene exploded, dissolving into disparate streams of memories, crackling and grasping against her mind as they self organized into reels, curling in on themselves. The rolls turned upright, spinning tighter and tighter until they formed into shapes. People.

Wisps of reality coalesced around her, and suddenly she was back in court, standing in front of her Queen. An urge seized her, her hand jumping up. “Hail to the Onyx Queen, may She rule forever!”

The Queen was still, Her head bowed. Saying nothing, She turned and retreated up the steps to Her throne, taking a seat on the glossy bodies. Leaning forward, She rested a fist on Her chin.

Pink was confused. She looked somber—what was wrong? Didn't She know that She had won?

Karroch was gone, and She was the most powerful force in negative space. If She wanted, She could take over! And Pink would follow Her every step of the way!

And yet, she sensed a lack of energy, a dearth of interest in that sort of conquest. She understood.

When you had put your whole heart into revenge, once it was accomplished, what was next?

More depredations? More conversions? For what purpose? She already possessed enough power to take on Karroch, which was the entire point of Her expansion in the first place!

Enthusiasm waning, Pink let her arm fall, trying to figure out something to say, but nothing she came up with would help.

“Hey!” exclaimed Orange, sliding up next to her. “The barrier's gone, and Karroch vanished. Did you win?”

“Yes,” replied Pink briskly. “The Queen thrust Her claws into his putrid heart, bless Her name!”

She tilted her masked head. “You had best be cautious. If She were to order me to take you captive and break you to Her service, I would not question Her command.”

“No,” interrupted the Queen. “There will be none of that.”

She lifted Her head, sitting back. The figures mounted to Her chair moaned in pleasure, wiggling as Her wide ass pressed into them.

“I saw what Karroch was doing,” She announced, Her words cutting. “He was eating our memories.”

The converted crystal hearts surrounding the throne gasped, murmuring among themselves. “Silence!” ordered the Queen, scooting forward on Her throne.

She crossed Her legs and leaned forward, the nipple chain draping over Her thigh. “I discovered some other dark truths as well. I owe my existence to Karroch, for My powers derive from his.”

The whispering rose again, but the Queen ignored it. “It's true. All of this is because of him. Because of his hunger.”

She gestured at Pink. “A piece of him was inside you as well, like a tick embedded in your brain. Over the past year, who knows how many of your memories he ate to sustain himself? It makes me wonder how much of what I remember is actually mine to begin with.”

She looked troubled. “How many of these desires I possess are mine, and how many are his?”

She sighed. “Does my daughter really still exist out there? If, by some miracle, I find her collection of memories, would it actually be her, or just a mirage?”

Pink took a step forward, shaking her head. “What are we, if not a collection of memories? A person never truly dies until they are forgotten.”

“Even so, it's not enough for Me. If we took everyone’s recollections of my daughter and put them together, it still wouldn’t be her.” She scowled. “I find myself at a strange crossroads. The hunger boils inside me, yet it gives me no joy to pursue it.”

She wrapped a clawed hand over her knee. “I cannot continue to attack, convert and corrupt others without purpose, and what I've seen has shaken me.”

She raised her head, pinning Pink in place. “I cannot dismiss this hunger, I can only give it away. Therefore, one question remains. Will you accept this burden from Me?”

An echo of the Queen's hunger stirred inside her, but now she recognized it as a remnant of Karroch. Although he had been vanquished, his evil was not truly gone.

Could she handle the raw, unconstrained version of his power? Would she become just as depraved as the Queen?

“My Queen, why would you do this?” asked a purple skinned general, stepping out from the crowd. “With us, you are an undisputed power. Together, I am certain that we could find whatever remains of your daughter!”

A soft body squeezed around the side of the armored crystal heart. “It's not that simple, Red. Loss is not so easily quantifiable. Now that She's seen where the unrestricted pursuit of revenge has led Her, She has found what an ugly mess it truly is.”

Archaea marched up to the throne, wrapping an arm over the Queen’s shoulders. “I support you in this, and not just because I am your sister.”

She peered down at Pink. “Like you, I believe that she is our best chance.”

“Why?” blurted Pink. “I'm just another crystal heart, like all the rest of them! If I was given Her powers, I would be corrupted just as thoroughly!”

Orange crossed over to her, pressing a gauntlet into her shoulder. “Not so. You contained a shard of Karroch for over a year and still remained in control. I would call that more than a little unusual.”

She had a point, but that did little to ease her anxiety. “It would mean that I'm responsible for everything going forward, wouldn't it?”

The Queen gave her a long nod.

A mixture of emotions fluttered in her belly. “I'm not ready for it,” she confessed. “But this seems like it's for the best.”

She glanced at Orange, who gave her a tight lipped smile. Feeling cold, she walked towards the throne, the desire to salute the Queen rising.

“Is this truly what you want?” she asked, focusing on the Queen.

“Yes,” She confirmed. “Kneel before Me, so that I may bestow My powers upon you.”

Legs shaking, Pink stopped at the throne, dropping to the floor. Her voluptuous breasts pressed against the Queen's knees, and she braced her hands on the ground, looking up.

“You already possess My heart,” declared the Queen. “But now you shall have My powers as well. You will be a new Queen, constraining Karroch’s evil desires so that they may not become a blight upon the world.”

Reaching up to Her chest, She plucked the mask from between Her breasts, turning it around. The curved interior glimmered with Her power, a maelstrom of energy spinning in the eye sockets. “Wear this, with My blessing, and take on the burden of ruling.”

Heart thrumming, Pink took the mask from Her, hesitating as the energy boiled within. This was it—wearing this mask would irrevocably commit her to becoming the Queen.

There were a myriad of reasons as to why this was a bad idea, but it would solve so many problems, too!

She had no need to maintain a menagerie of servants to face an evil entity. She could release most of the crystal hearts, retaining only those she needed to build her stronghold. She would become the last bastion, preventing the worst entities from seeping through to earth.

In time, perhaps, she would find a better way to control the hunger, destroying the legacy of Karroch entirely. It was an enticing thought.

All of this reasoning was suddenly washed away as a surge of desire swelled within her. That's right, she was forgetting something important.

The Queen willed it. Nothing else was necessary.

“Yes, my Queen,” she hissed, pressing the mask to her face.

Her desire swelled further, and she moaned, arching her back. Was this what the Queen felt all the time? It was unbearable!

Her loins were wet, heat swelling in her core. She needed to be filled so badly!

The hands of the corrupted crystal hearts shot up as she writhed in endless ecstasy.

“Hail to the Onyx Queen. We serve!”


Chapter Eleven

Starting the timer on her phone, she set it aside on her bed. She'd have to keep a close watch if she hoped to avoid being disturbed.

Being the Queen was so damned difficult! Everyone kept coming to her for decisions, and it wasn't like she had all the answers!

Invariably, she'd have to bring challenging issues to her inner circle of trusted advisors, but then they'd sit around and argue about the minutia for hours, which tended to make her brain bleed out of her ears.

It was enough to make her wonder why she had ever agreed to take on this mantle, but then she would look across the table at her mother and remember. Family. Yes, they were worth it.

Sometimes. Right now, she needed to satisfy herself before the hunger got out of control.

Orgasms were fun, but when you needed to have them on a rote schedule to avoid developing megalomaniacal tendencies, they were a little more annoying to deal with.

Spreading her legs, she flipped up her latex skirt and unzipped the crotch. She had been forced to file down her talons to give herself greater dexterity, painting them a glossy pink to make them look a little less formidable.

Despite her fashion choices, however, there was nothing soft about her court. Her word was law, and anyone who dared to step out of line would be punished severely and retrained. She could afford no less in negative space.

Overall, it wasn't a very nice place to make one's home, but she supposed that was simply because nobody had bothered making the effort to wallpaper over the harsh realities. Humans were great at eliminating those kinds of inconveniences, and although she was no longer one of them, she still longed for the same sorts of comforts.

Sticking her fingers through her piercings, she spread her inner lips wide. The swollen tunnel was already oozing a black fluid, the corruptive substance containing aphrodisiacs and other psychoactive drugs. The perfect tool for enslavement.

It was a good thing she wasn't interested in expansion, or the world would tremble at her feet!

The only thing she was trembling at right now was the idea of inserting this inflatable dildo into her pussy. Before she did that, though, she wanted to make sure her ass was totally plugged.

Humming to herself, she twisted her body to get her enormous breasts out of the way so that she could see what she was reaching for.

They didn’t bother her most of the time, surprisingly, but that was due to the reinforced ribbing that ran up her back, a type of exoskeleton that provided her extra flexibility and support.

As this was her demesne, it wasn’t strictly necessary to evolve such attributes, but since she couldn’t imagine being properly supported without it, it just was. Besides, she thought the ridges looked rather exotic—much like the rest of her.

Unlike the time during which she had inhabited the doppelganger’s body, she had opted for more naturally proportioned limbs, though the fat ass, she had kept. If you could have any body type you wanted, why not go for something erotic?

These were some of her aunt's predilections rubbing off on her, no doubt, as she couldn't remember ever being quite so horny before accepting Her powers. It was the price both of them paid to prevent the hunger from going out of control.

Speaking of which—ah, there was that bottle of lube, and next to it, one of her favorite toys!

Picking up the solid, rubber plug, she pressed the narrow end into her mouth, scooting it inside until the back nudged against her throat. Locking her lips around the body of the toy in front of the flared base, she gave the pump a solid squeeze.

Groaning as the cylindrical tip increased in size, she sucked on it, giving it another couple of pumps. Soon, it was too large to remove from her mouth, which she proved by tugging on it. Yes, nice and thick.

Raising her head, she spotted herself in the mirror, the swirling purple energy in the eyes of her ivory mask staring back at her. Streaks of purple looped away from the edges of the hollow eye sockets, circling around her pointy ears and down to her chin.

Glossy, pink hair dangled over the spiraled horns that curved over the rear of her skull, giving her a devilish affect. While many of her physical features were malleable, these hadn’t been negotiable.

She had tried more than once to make them go away, but they had always sprouted again in a slightly different form. She had finally given up when they appeared in cute, twisting curls. Another legacy of Karroch. She was truly his daughter.

She frowned at the thought, sucking on the ass plug like a pacifier. Her first reaction was to say that she was nothing like that monster, but that wasn't strictly true.

Some of his grandiose desires lived on through her, though she was careful about indulging them. She certainly didn't plan on eating anybody, unless it was in a sexual way.

Giggling to herself, she deflated the plug and popped it from her lips. She was getting off track. She needed to get this done before the scheduled meeting, or she might end up being more heavy handed with her staff than usual!

Popping off the cap of the lube bottle, she gave the tip of the plug a generous dollop, smearing it down and around the sides.

Biting her lower lip, she clicked the bottle shut, dropping it as the arousal grew inside her. Yes, the hunger knew what she was doing, and it could barely wait to be sated!

Lifting her hips, she lowered the plug underneath her, bracing the wide end against the bed. Looping the tubing over, she laid the squeeze bulb in front of her, adjusting the tip of the plug against her ass.

Sighing with pleasure, she rocked herself forward, letting the cool end of the toy slide into her anus until it encountered resistance. Flexing her ass muscles, she waited patiently for her sphincter to open up, these initial uncomfortable sensations merely a prelude to the pleasure that would soon come.

The expected heaviness arrived, her muscles stretching far enough to accept the intruder, which seated with a funny noise. Excellent, now she could get to work!

Grabbing the squeeze bulb, she gave it a few pumps, savoring the weight of the plug inside her. Groaning, she dropped the bulb, eyes hooded. She could bear a couple more, but why try to reach capacity when she wasn't ready to orgasm?

Bending over, she located the second dildo, which was long and thick, knobbly with glowing, purple veins. A special toy, developed to Her specifications and imbued with Her power. It would provide more than just ecstacy—it was a complete mood, in and of itself!

Lubing up the length, she pressed her ass into the bed, savoring the tight feeling of the ass plug. It was about to be joined, made twice as heavy. Her pussy was weeping, ready to accept it. Fulfillment was only moments away!

Gritting her teeth, she let out a low breath as she touched the tip against her inner lips, rubbing the domed end up and down against her clit, teasing herself.

Glowing traces wrapped over the head, sparking with Her power, stroking her skin with gentle jolts of electricity. Ohhh, yes!

It was about to get much better. Stretching the skin above her pussy to either side, she laid the pad of her forefinger on top of her clit, feeling the gentle pulse of her heart as it throbbed with lust.

Pausing a long moment to savor the tension, she hissed as she slid the dildo inside, twisting it with small motions as she pressed it home.

When the flange touched her piercings, she gaped her mouth open and moaned, grinning at the tears of joy that streaked her cheeks. This was what it meant to be filled!

Ah, but not fully. For that, she would have to use a little bit of negative space magic.

She snapped her fingers, sparks of energy flinging from the tips of her talons. Swirling down to her pussy, they gathered near the flange of the dildo, darting through grommets installed around the edge. Circling through her piercings, the energy stitched them together into a cohesive whole. There, now it wasn't going anywhere!

Clenching around the solid core of the dildo, she grabbed at the bulb, giving it a few pumps to increase the size of the rubbery dick embedded inside her. The head of the dildo expanded, veiny ridges squeezing against her interior, stretching her, teasing her.

Moaning like a slut, she rocked her hips forward, thrusting in mid air. Of course, this didn't provide any extra stimulation, but it looked damn sexy with her breasts jutting out, begging to be touched! Not just yet!

There was one more plug she wanted to install before starting the inevitable climb—an inflatable gag!

It was viciously large, just how she liked it. Trembling, she lifted the business end, placing the rubber bag inside her mouth. One pump, two.

The sides of the gag lifted into her cheeks, pressing against her skin. Three, four!

The upper edge of the bag jammed against the roof of her mouth, her jaw protesting. Let it protest! This was Her pleasure!

Five! Six! The back of the gag thrust into her throat, tickling her gullet.

She wasn’t human, so she didn’t possess a gag reflex. Overall, she simply felt deliciously full. There. Now, she could begin!

Letting the hose dangle, she settled back on the bed, rigid, with her hands at her sides. Her eyes sparkled with energy, eagerness in her frame as she slowly reached up to cup the bottoms of her breasts.

Her flesh distended, the rubber coating of her uniform tickling at her skin as her chest shifted inside. Her breasts squeezed through the metallic mesh that stiffened the openings, her enlarged nipples hidden under heart shaped patches.

She had no need for such modesty. Grasping the edge of each patch, she clamped her teeth into the gag and pulled.

The adhesive tugged at her skin, eliciting a sharp hiss of pain. This was soon replaced by a tingling pleasure that throbbed as her nipples wobbled. Grinning around the gag, she moaned to herself as the dildo in her pussy jolted. Right on time.

The time lapse she had imbued into her magic had triggered, the threads binding the dildo to her pussy sawing against her piercings as the solid mass was pulled inside. She grunted, rolling her nipples between her talons as she let out a girlish squeal.

Oh, how she enjoyed these little sessions! The only way it would be better would be if she could replace the magicked dildo with the cock of one of those yummy rubber soldiers—ah, but she couldn't!

It wouldn't be ethical to use one of them without consent, and what kind of consent could a soldier give when he was completely encased in her magic? No, what she needed was a better solution, but what possible solution could there be when she was the Queen?

She was so high above everyone here, and everything she said was law. She couldn’t bear the thought of using her position or powers to influence a potential partner.

And yet—what were her options? Finding a suitable match among the other residents of negative space seemed like a stretch, though, to be fair, she hadn’t really expended any energy along those lines.

For now, it just seemed easier to remain as she was, despite the increasing hunger and the annoying demands of her mother to find a mate.

She shook her head, the rubber tubing extending from her mouth bouncing back and forth. No distractions! She was here for pleasure!

The dildo was becoming increasingly insistent, rubbing against her raw insides as it bobbed into her. All she had to do now was inflate the plugs further and play with herself until she exploded! Now, where should she start?

Rasping her tongue against the bottom of the gag, she clamped her fingers onto her breast flesh, tugging and pinching. Her nipples protruded, silver barbells winking as they danced like vapid whores.

Body buzzing, she gave them another quick tug, letting go to pick up the squeeze bulbs for her dildo and ass plugs. With each jerky bounce of the dildo, she squeezed an alternating plug, rolling her eyes as the pressure mounted.

When it became too much to bear, she opened the valves, sighing as the air evacuated in a rush. Beginning again, she worked them more slowly, sensing that this time she was going to climax.

Leaving them at a reasonable level, she settled in for the final ramp up, wrapping her hands over the top of her breasts.

Touching the thread of power that was working the dildo in her pussy, she slowly increased the intensity, moaning softly as the frequency of the pounding increased.

Giving in to the pleasure, she rocked her hips in time, energy swirling in her eyes as the hunger took over. A low growl escaped her throat as the horns on her head glowed, sparks of energy flickering off the tips. Power, and pleasure, in equal measure!

Her breathing became rougher, her consciousness jolting as her personality was displaced by desire. Her fingers worked on her breasts, kneading them roughly as her body sought climax.

The first time this had happened to her after becoming Queen, she had been startled by it, trying to hold it back. She had been miserably unsuccessful, reduced to a quivering wreck as all of her energy was quickly expended.

Now, she accepted it as an inevitable fact of containing the hunger, doing what she could to constrain its ferocity.

This was no easy feat, for when the need arose, she had no choice—it was going to make her do things she normally wouldn’t. As long as she only allowed it out in controlled environments like this, everything should be safe. She hoped.

Hope was no substitute for proof, of course, but so far it had gone well. She should just admit it—she was addicted!

It was true—without these sessions to please herself, she probably would have gone insane in the last two weeks. Too many administrative activities needed to be done to run an empire, even if you were a Queen with total control over your subjects.

Total obedience didn't mean total intelligence, however. Just yesterday she had caught one of her more zealous generals attempting to organize a raiding party, and she had been forced to shut her down, hard.

It was difficult to explain to them that the hunger driving them to conquer wasn't what their Queen wanted. Another insidious legacy of Karroch, she supposed.

The insistent tug at her pussy let her know that it was time to stop worrying about her court. This was Her time. Her pleasure!

Ceding complete control to the hunger, she grinned as her body jumped into the air, hands squeezing her thick breasts, mauling them. Here it comes! Climax!

Her body shook from the enormity of the release, her holes sucking on the plugs as if they were real dicks. Her hands tugged at her breasts, painfully, talons sinking in as she lost herself.

Closing her eyes, she screamed into the gag as the wild hunger crashed through her, raw and rabid. She'd bring them all to their knees… turn them inside out until they worshiped Her and Her alone!

She imagined her hands running over the raw material of a captured human, changing them, molding them into another anonymous, rubber soldier. Faceless, thoughtless, pure obedience on command. She was owed it as their ruler!

Vibrating, she gasped as the spell was suddenly broken. Damn, that was so seductive!

It would be far too easy to give the hunger what it wanted. It was no small surprise that her aunt had gone on a massive recruiting spree. It wanted her to grow her power, to spread and subsume!

Her body throbbed with the afterglow, the hunger receding back into the hidden parts of her psyche, but she was troubled. While the hunger was still contained, the sharp edge of its desire was increasing. She was able to handle it for now, but if this continued, she might have to do something to relieve the pressure, and she didn’t like where that might lead. How had her aunt managed to contain it at full power?

Sighing, she deflated into the bed, curling her lip. She knew that converting someone to her cause would relieve the pressure, but she wasn’t willing to do that to the unwilling.

Suppose she made an open offer and tried to recruit an eager candidate? No, that was a silly idea. Unless?

No, don’t be foolish. While she was sure that there were plenty of people in the world who wouldn’t mind becoming her slave, she couldn’t keep feeding this hunger indefinitely. She needed a real solution.

Sighing, she released the pressure from the gag in her mouth, the pleasure of its presence decreasing as the endorphins wore off. Opening her jaw, she extracted the gag, licking her lips to clean up the excess saliva.

A dull ache throbbed in her belly, reminding her that the hunger wasn't gone, only sated for the moment.

Frowning, she flipped her skirt down, forming a heart symbol over her belly. A flash of energy licked up from her skin, an outline of the hidden tattoo appearing below.

It had grown since the last time she had checked it, coiling vines with spaded tails curling towards her breasts. The dark central heart pounded in time with hers, the energy inside glowing like a black hole.

It wanted to be used, demanded attention. Every time she indulged in pleasure, some of its energy was released into the aether, strengthening her domain. If only she could release more!

But then, practically anything might happen! As it was, she could detect and control it. However, it was always possible that another, less scrupulous entity might find a way to steal some of her energy, growing like a tumor in her shadow.

She shook her head, banishing the dark thought. Enough moping around.

She reached for the pumps attached to her other dildos when the outer doors of her chambers creaked open. Frowning, she placed her hands demurely over her privates. “Who is it?” she called out, running through the short list of people who had access.

A musical chuckle floated down the hallway to her room. “Have you almost finished up in there?”

Her voice became stronger as the masked woman marched into her room, bearing a load of laundry. Glossy rubber jiggled as she set the pile down on the dresser, humming to herself as she began to put the panties and halter tops into various drawers.

Pink frowned as this was soon followed by a curious array of gags and restraints. “Do you really think I’m going to indulge in bondage when I have a burgeoning kingdom to secure?”

“Oh, they’re just preparation for when you find a proper suitor,” chirped Violet, a strange smile on her face.

“I don’t know what kind of a perception you have about my love life, but it’s not accurate!” protested Pink, blushing.

Violet turned around, the eyebrows on her mask twitching with amusement. “My dear, you've become Queen, but you're not heartless. You deserve love just as much as anyone else.”

She raised her hands to emphasize the size of her armored breasts. “You certainly don’t have any problems in the looks department. You have just as fertile an imagination as my sister, since the apple doesn’t appear to have fallen far from the tree.”

“I just inherited those desires from the hunger!” Pink protested, blushing further. “This has nothing to do with my personal tastes!”

“It doesn't?” Violet grabbed one of the harness gags, lifting up the jangling straps. “Are you telling me that if I were to tie you up and jam this into your mouth, you wouldn't enjoy it?”

Pink bit her lip and looked down. “Maybe a little,” she admitted.

Her mother's dark laugh filled the room. “Well, then, you do have a submissive streak in you.”

Her features straightened out, becoming somber. “It's unfortunate that you've been put in this position, having to harden your heart because of me. I never wanted this for you.”

Pink waved a hand. “None of this is your fault.”

She wrinkled her lips. “Okay, some of it is. I wish you'd told me more about what was going on after I brought you back to the station.”

Violet rolled her armored shoulders. “I couldn't. If what the Queen suspected was true, Karroch was waiting, dormant within you. Neither of us could afford to wake him up.”

“And yet She sent her chained hearts in an attempt to capture me, almost setting him free in the process.” Pink shook her head. “Awfully risky.”

“Well, one has to take some risks if one expects to accomplish anything,” retorted Violet. “It all worked out in the end, didn't it?”

“In a fashion,” grunted Pink, shivering at the thought of what might have happened if it hadn't.

Violet finished putting away the rubber clothing, closing the drawer with a thunk. She folded her arms right underneath her wobbling breasts. “All done here!” she announced brightly, slow stepping on her high heels, wings fluttering as she gave Pink a sidelong glance.

Pink sighed, giving her a smile. She was trying. It really wasn't fair for her to penalize her mother for past neglect. It would be different now. She would make it different.

“Love you mom, see you at the meeting!” she said, putting on a cheery tone.

Violet stopped and gave her a quick curtsey. “I'm looking forward to it, my Queen. Don't be late!”

Violet hesitated, gritting her teeth as she gazed at the floor. “I love you too!” she said in a stilted tone, turning away and speeding out of the room.

Pink chuckled, swinging her legs over the edge of the bed. It was going to take a long time for the two of them to get comfortable with each other, but she was at least confident that it was possible.

There was one entity they certainly weren’t going to be able to get along with, which was what the upcoming meeting was about. Guest.

Something had to be done about the mysterious AI, or it would very likely try to build up more generations of crystal hearts to send against her. That, she would not tolerate!

While she was certain that she could capture them without issue, she understood the type of person the AI would recruit, because she used to be one. They wouldn’t give up, escalating the stakes until she was forced to give in to her hunger. After that, all bets were off.

The best route forward was to take the fight to the AI, the sooner, the better. That’s why she needed to get this mess cleaned up!

Releasing the air from the remaining plugs, she sighed as the last of her pleasure ebbed. It was time to deal with the unpleasant realities of the situation.

Pulling them free, she set them aside on the towel she had staged for this purpose. It was all temporary, though, for she would use her powers to perform most of the cleanup. Far more convenient than in the mortal world!

Stretching her arms, she shuffled off the bed, standing in front of her mirror. Placing her clawed hands on top of her glowing amulet, she summoned her dark energy.

“Queen Power Make Up!”

Purple energy exploded from the heart amulet, streamers darting around her sides and under her breasts. Rippling, they exploded out into wide ribbons of fabric that clung to her skin.

Her breasts wobbled as they were constrained by the outfit, the rubber suit underneath squeezing her body. She moaned, shaking her hips as a pair of fishnet stockings appeared on her legs.

These were soon followed by ankle boots with platform heels, suitably stompy and dominating. Turning her ass, she smacked a wide butt cheek, a dangling chain ringing as it swung back and forth.

Put together, the full effect made her look demonic, but that made perfect sense—in her mind, she was a bad, bad girl, so she might as well look the part!

The fact that it was wickedly sexy was almost an afterthought, though that certainly made the outfit useful. She didn't mind having her subjects thinking that she was above them. The more she played the part, the fewer acts of petty rebellion she'd have to deal with.

Sticking a foot out, she spun towards the door, flicking her fingers. It popped open, and she strode through, marching down a short corridor that led out into her personal chambers.

She glanced over her projects, rubbing her fingers down her sides to relieve a sudden itch to start working. It was no wonder she had caught the Queen spinning clothing when she had first met her—creating rubbery outfits was truly addicting.

Being able to glue them together with her powers was a total time saver, allowing her to experiment with ease. She could recycle mistakes with the snap of her fingers, or summon an infinite supply of raw material.

Best of all, it suppressed the hunger while she was working, making it more manageable. This might be due to the concentration it required, or perhaps it was because of the energy it used.

Either way, it was quickly becoming her favorite activity. Her court was her canvas, her inner circle, her fashion brigade. She could dress them all the same, or go crazy with wacky designs. She couldn't wait to see their expressions at what she had cooked up this time!

Marching through the outer doors, she composed herself, slowing down as she passed the gigantic painting at the top of the stairway.

Overall, it hadn't changed since she had inherited the castle, the Shadow Queen's arms enveloping the wan faced woman. If one looked closely, however, there appeared to be a hint of a smile hiding within the Queen's veil.

She would have considered that to be a trick of her imagination, but her aunt definitely seemed happier since she had relinquished the throne to her.

Why wouldn't she? She could laze around the castle all day and not have to worry about the necessities of running the kingdom. The gnawing beast in her chest wasn’t nearly as demanding!

She ought to be more charitable—her aunt had given up on her quest for revenge, satisfied with becoming Pink's advisor. Her advice had proved invaluable the first couple of weeks!

Really, she was glad to have Amber back, though her remaining memories of the woman were fragmented at best.

Her father! She clenched her lips together in pain, running her mind over the last few wisps that remained of him.

Unfortunately, that was all she had. Karroch had done a far more thorough job of destroying him, leaving behind the few, precious moments she had seen during the final assault.

She still hadn't fully processed the sense of loss, and knew that it would be important for her to do so. She just needed to let things settle in first, to finish normalizing the relationship with her mother!

She frowned as her mind drifted on to her other missing family member. She had slightly better recollections of Lemon, which matched up with the woman in the painting, but she knew there must have been a deeper connection between the two of them that no longer existed. Karroch had a lot to answer for!

At any rate, Lemon was still missing, and they hadn't found any further trace of her in negative space. This was not for lack of trying, but the trail had gone cold. It was no wonder that Amber had expended so much time and effort with no result!

The only possible conclusion was that Amber didn't exist. Karroch must have eaten her, too, which was a rather depressing thought.

She clenched her fists, banishing her despair. They would find whatever remained of her.

At the moment, however, they had a more annoying problem to deal with. Gathering herself, she touched the door handles with her talons, willing them open.

The two arched doors swung wide, soundless, revealing an intimate chamber with a circular table on her right. The murmuring voices dropped away as she entered, the chairs creaking as the occupants stood, facing her.

Their arms jutted out like automatons, masked faces blazing with devotion. “Hail to the Onyx Queen!”

She gave them a brisk nod, uncomfortable with the pomp. She knew it was good for morale, but she disliked being placed on a pedestal.

Amber was right there, at the head of the table, giving her a knowing nod. She knew how much Pink hated this, but she was their Queen. She had to remain strong.

Clearing her throat, she settled into the thick, velvet cushions of an elaborately twisted chair, resting her fingers on the bulbous, carved penis heads that made up the armrests.

It was ridiculous, but at least it was a step above sitting on bound rubber soldiers. That practice, she had done away with.

Her advisors dropped into their chairs as she surveyed them with hooded eyes. Amber was on her left, her mother on her right. Spread out further down the line was the primary color squad, led by Red.

Cyan led the squad on her left, her slave attending her under the table. Turquoise sat next to her, looking cold as usual, but Pink knew that this was just her tough, outer shell.

She had come to trust them, in a fashion, but the ones closest to her weren't in the chamber. Orange and Green were on a scouting mission, the results of which she was hoping to receive during this meeting.

She laid a hand flat on the table, and the murmuring quieted. She turned to her aunt. “How is the repatriation going?”

Amber glanced down at the sheet of paper on the table before her. “Fairly good. We've brainwashed and released another regiment of troopers. I expect that within the month, we'll be down to the levels you specified.

She laid a fist on top of the document. “You already know what I think about this, but I want to reiterate that if we maintain too small of a force, opportunistic entities are liable to creep in.”

“I am aware, but I wish to move to voluntary recruitment,” Pink said flatly. “Stealing people from their families to turn them into brainless soldiers is an abomination, and I won't allow it.”

The lines on Amber's face deepened. “Very well. I will do as you ask, even though I believe you're being naive.”

“Thank you,” hissed Pink, feeling the hunger roiling within her. “What do you have on our target?”

Amber sighed, shuffling her papers. “We still don't have any idea where Guest came from. Is it a product of negative space, or an observer from an alien race meant to run experiments on us? We can only speculate.”

Pink waited patiently for her to get to the point, though her annoyance was rising. She couldn't afford to show it, however. While she might rule, for now, she was cognizant that the hunger was indiscriminate. If she didn't control it properly, it would be quite happy to subsume one of the others, converting them to its purpose. To feed.

Amber turned her hands over, lips wrinkling in frustration. “The probes we've made against its defenses have all failed. We've been countered by the crystal hearts at every turn, which is why it was my original plan to eliminate or subvert them.”

Pink shook her head. “We have enough strength here to accomplish my goals. I don't see a need to take over their entire organization. I would stretch myself too thin, like you did.”

Amber grimaced, bowing her head. “I admit that my plan failed, my Queen. What do you suggest?”

“We should take a more subtle approach, find a discreet way to infiltrate the station. A full on assault would commit us, fully, and then our chance of success would amount to nothing more than a coin flip.”

Red slammed her armored fist against the table. “I guarantee that we can succeed, my Queen!”

Pink grinned. “I'm glad that you’re so confident, but my word is law. We shall wait.”

The chained hearts shuffled in their seats, but said nothing. They knew that they could not gainsay her when she had made up her mind.

The doors at the other end of the room cracked open, an armored woman stepping through. The tips of her hair streaked straight up, blending from orange to white hot.

Her chest was hidden under a swooping chest plate with a stylized P embossed in the center, outlined with a pulsing, black heart.

She was followed by another chained heart, her skin a glazed gold color, wisps of green escaping from the rear of her ivory mask to drape about her shoulders.

Pink sat back as they marched up to the end of the table, their arms rising in salute. “Hail to the Onyx Queen!”

She waved it away, embarrassed. She really needed to come up with a new moniker. Something lighter and fluffier.

“Report,” she ordered harshly. “What have you discovered?”

“Guest has locked down the space station,” announced Green. “Crystal heart watches are manned at all hours of the day, looking for infiltrators.”

She curled her lip. “Guest seems afraid of us.”

Pink folded her hands. “Anything else?”

“Yes,” nodded Orange, tapping her gauntlet. A small hologram of the space station appeared in the air.

“We were able to approach discreetly from this angle. Our remote connection went undetected for at least an hour, during which time we were able to gather significant intelligence.”

She paused. “None of you are going to like this.”

Pink raised her eyebrows, but said nothing. She knew Orange—there was no way she'd be able to resist sharing for long.

Sure enough, excitement and worry appeared on the woman's mask in equal measures. “We found Lemon!”

“What?” Amber leapt to her feet, limbs trembling. “Are you sure?”

Orange tapped her wrist again, and the image swapped to that of a woman, bound to a chair. She was staring into a visor, eyes dull, her jaw hanging slack.

She looked gaunt, like the woman in the painting, and her facial bone structure matched, too. Unmistakable!

Violet stared at the image, stiff as a board. “That’s her, but how do we know that this isn’t a trick? The AI could be using the same strategy Karroch used against us.”

She was right. This situation was shaping up almost exactly the same way as their attack on Karroch, almost a year ago to the day.

Guilt and fear rose within her. They hadn’t been able to save their father. What made her think that she could save Lemon?

Her brows drew together. That was exactly what the AI was hoping she’d do. Sit back, afraid, unwilling to risk a confrontation.

Imbued with negative space energy, she didn’t have to cower like a chastised child. She should take what she wanted! The hunger rose within her, demanding that she do something.

Very well, but she’d do this on her terms. “It’s probably not a trick, but we can’t afford to be hasty. Do you have any corroborating evidence?”

“There was extensive documentation,” interjected Green. “It was very clinical. Almost looked like… an experiment.”

She wrinkled her nose. “I don’t know what that thing has done to her, but I’m hoping that it isn’t too late to rescue her.”

Pink let out a long sigh. “Despite what I said earlier, I’m not willing to wait. If there’s a chance we can rescue her, we’ll have to take it.”

She sat still for a moment, eyes flickering towards the ceiling as she considered the logistics.

“Very well. We shall plan for an assault on Guest’s stronghold, but it will be difficult to teleport straight in. Guest will have the teleportation chamber locked down, so we’ll need another way. Also, we don’t know where Guest might be holding her. Does anyone have any suggestions?”

“If I may?” the lieutenant sitting next to Red raised her hand.

“Yes, Yellow?” acknowledged Pink. “Do you know something?”

The woman's curly hair bounced as she clenched her gloved hands in excitement. “When I was tasked with corrupting Red, I asked Guest for a map of the station. It didn't seem too concerned about my request, but I noticed some odd areas on the blueprint. I thought nothing of it at the time, but now I believe that these ‘gray’ areas may hide some things the AI does not wish us to know.”

“Interesting.” Pink tapped her talons on the table, shifting her attention back to Orange. “Did you find any maps like this in your data dump?”

“Yes, my Queen,” nodded Orange. “If you would give us some time to examine them, I am certain we could come up with some primary targets.”

“Good. Now, all we need is a way in.”

She squeezed her eyes shut, feeling the strength of her hunger. Boiling just beyond her reach, she could feel the shadows rising. It was strong, stronger than she could know.

She snapped her eyes open, seeing the legion of eager faces watching her with anticipation. “I've been cautious so far, have I not?”

Running the tip of her nail over the wood, she stalled, collecting her thoughts. “I've been careful to lead this nation in a way that would not attract too much attention, striving to be prudent.”

The chained hearts watched her expectantly, desire building. She sighed.

“My approach was an attempt to correct the mistakes of the past, but perhaps I'm making all new ones. Have I gone too far? Is this the occasion where I should rush in?”

The hunger washed through her, visibly affecting her inner circle. Some of them squinted their eyes, hyperventilating as their hearts pumped with Her power.

She turned to her aunt. “I will ask for your opinion, though I am sure I know what it is already.”

Amber blinked. “You know my desire for revenge, and now that I have a target…”

She trailed off, anger in her eyes. “I want to rescue my daughter more than anything, but to rush in so quickly? Yet, all this talking accomplishes nothing.”

She focused on Pink, lips splitting into a vicious grin. “We should do it. Let's tear this piece of shit into spare parts.”

Her hollow eyes looked sunken. “To do this, however, you'll need to embrace your powers. I know that you've been holding back, but you won't be able to do so against this enemy.”

Fear trickled up Pink’s spine. “I know.”

Worries and concerns chased themselves in circles in her mind, and a desire to ask for more opinions welled up within her. That would just be stalling, though.

She wanted to be decisive. This was it—do or die. She would either succeed, or be subsumed, turned into another evil entity that the crystal hearts would train to destroy.

She slammed a fist against the table. “We shall go. Orange, Green, pull up the map. We'll make a choice of our insertion point while I put together the summoning portal. Everyone else? You're with me. We're going to end this, now.”

A whooping cheer sounded in the chamber as her soldiers jumped to their feet, eyes swirling with purple energy. They wanted this fight, and would devote themselves to it, fully. She would have to do the same.

Scooting back from the table, she turned to the right, her back rigid. Her mother joined her, placing a hand on her shoulder.

“I know that you didn't make this decision lightly,” she said in a sotto voice. “It's very brave of you. I know that you're struggling with the hunger, even after the Partitioning.”

She squeezed her shoulder. “I believe in you. You are the one, true Queen. You will come out on top!”

“Thanks,” she replied, her stomach flipping over. “This time, I won't let it destroy us.”

Her mother meant well, but she just didn't understand how strong the hunger had become. This wasn't going to be a walk in the park—she was really going to have to face it. And win!

Still, her support did mean something. All of these people were with her, wishing her the best, and not just because she had ultimate power over them. That had to mean something, right?

Patting her mother's hand, she proceeded forward, passing Red's squad. Yellow turned and gave her a sly wink, her hands curling over her ludicrously large breasts.

They were one of the first squads her aunt had enslaved, and they were still the most loyal. She gave the woman a severe nod, hoping to have the time to get to know them better.

They hadn't been especially close during their activities together, although their squads had collaborated once or twice. Now that she knew more about the AI, she was wondering if some of that was intentional on its part.

It had kept them separated, isolated, so that it could maintain control over them. What a depressing thought!

Well, all that would change now. She would break its grip on the crystal hearts, once and for all!

As she headed out the door, Green and Orange took up positions on either side. “I'm seeing a few potential targets,” Orange said, waving a hologram of the station in front of her.

Pink squinted, but couldn't make heads or tails of the display. This really wasn't her forte. “Could you tell me which area seems most likely to hold Lemon?”

“We can discount the living quarters, and even some of these unlabeled spaces, as they contain maintenance equipment,” said Green, touching them with a golden nail.

“That leaves this area near the bottom of the station. I don't think we've ever had cause to explore down there.”

“And since the AI has complete control over the station, hiding areas from us would be easy,” pointed out Orange. “We didn't have any reason to suspect it before now—we would have simply thought that they were mechanical spaces.”

“They could also be a trap,” Pink suggested. “Besides, we can't teleport directly in, because we don't know what these spaces look like.”

“While that's true, we can get close.” Orange tapped on a curved passageway, zooming in. “When I got bored, I went exploring, and I remember this particular spot clearly. The views were excellent, but the AI didn't like me being there. After exploring all the way down to the closed door at the end, it suggested that I had seen all I needed to. I wasn’t too bothered about it then, but that's exactly where I think we should make our assault.”

“It’s a rather slim clue, but we haven't anything else to go on.” Pink sighed. “Okay, if we're going to find her, we need to start somewhere.”

Green's mask spread into a vicious grin. “Good. I can't wait to tear Guest to pieces for causing all of this.”

Pink made a noise in agreement, focusing on the struggles ahead. They might be looking forward to this, but it was her taking all the risks. Wasn't that the role of a Queen? To take care of her subjects?

They breezed down the carpeted hallway, taking a right turn at the sculpture of her aunt. The old Shadow Queen.

Her pendulous breasts hung low, the golden chain strung between them. She had never understood that affectation—pierced nipples were fun, but she could imagine that chain getting caught on all sorts of things. Ugh, that pain!

She shivered as they crossed the threshold into the castle's summoning chamber. It was built with wide, arched ceilings, heated stone floors decorated with swirls of purple.

Overall, it gave her the vibe of a roman bath, with sets of stairs leading down into a depression in the center. There was no water in the basin, however, just a set of inscriptions and runes inscribed around the edge to enhance her powers.

She stepped down the central stairs, pausing in front of the line of runes as the other council members filed in behind her, lining up on either side. “Orange, I am going to raise my power to start the portal here. I will rely upon you to supply the focus image.”

She raised her voice. “The rest of you shall stand ready. Follow me into the breach once the matrix has stabilized, but only attack on My orders. The crystal hearts are not our enemies, the AI is. Once we remove Guest, we shall seek a negotiated peace—without converting them!”

They all gave her a salute, and she knelt, placing her hands on the runes. This was up to her now. She'd have to summon her powers to create the portal, while making sure the hunger didn't escape her control.

Letting out a long breath, she allowed the hunger to rumble through her. A low, buzzing roar escaped her lips, a glow of energy running down the veins of her arms, collecting in her hands.


The women around her shifted, feeling the growth of her aura. The hunger in them was responding, seizing control of their bodies. If she chose to, she could make them do anything she wanted. She could feel it.

It was intoxicating. It was no wonder that her aunt had succumbed to the temptation. It wouldn’t take much for her to do the same. And yet… she was different.

She had been given these powers because she could handle them. They were hers. She didn’t belong to them.

Besides that, she wasn’t facing them alone. Her family was helping her to share the load.

Reminding herself of that fact helped, but she knew that this attack was going to be far more difficult for her than any trial she had faced before. She was going to have to use the power for longer and in more intense bursts than had been required of her at court. It would take all of her fortitude to resist its allure.

For to use it in ways that she did not intend would mean that she was being used, and from there, it was a short step to oblivion.

She couldn’t worry about that right now. Focus was required, or who knew where they might end up?

Concentrating, she pushed the flow of energy down through her fingertips into the runes below. They flared to life, hissing and crackling as the energy spread out in both directions, forming a loop.

The hunger surged within her, and she pushed it back. She didn't need that much to build this portal. The real trials were to come!

A whirling nexus of purple energy formed in front of her, rotating slowly as she moderated the flow. “Now, provide me the fix,” she ordered, feeling the buzz as it demanded to be unleashed.

Orange knelt next to her, placing her hands on top of hers. “Dark Chained Heart Calibration!” she hissed, and the tenor of the swirling energy changed.

A jagged hole tore open in the center, the flows wobbling until Pink could stabilize them. There, that wasn't too bad. If things remained at this level, she could maintain control. Her practice was paying off.

“Red squad, go! Cyan squad, follow Red squad!”

Red's engines lit off, her body jumping in an arc as she dove into the portal, followed closely by her squadmates.

Cyan tugged at the collar of her rubber slave, the two of them stepping off with barely any concern on their faces. Turquoise raised her hands, blue energy swirling in the globes on her shoulders, cheeks dimpled. She seemed pleased at being on the attack.

Pink could sympathize. Being forced to sit back and wait was a drag. They were finally going to deal with that dratted AI. What about afterwards, though? How would she keep them focused when there was no enemy to band together to defeat?

She wouldn’t borrow trouble. She was sure there would be other enemies soon enough. Her presence in negative space had not gone unnoticed, and sooner or later they would make their move.

A hand gripped her shoulder. “I'm not what I once was,” admitted Amber. “I won't be joining you on this one, though of course I have a vested interest in the outcome.” Her mask twisted into a snarl. “Bring her back to me.”

Pink gave her a brisk nod as another hand touched her other shoulder. “You made your wishes abundantly clear over the last few weeks that I'm not to risk myself on these kinds of assaults,” murmured Violet, “but say the word, and I'll be there with all of the reinforcements I can muster!”

She leaned in and kissed Pink on the cheek. “You know that I can be Archaea for you whenever you desire. Don't make the mistake of keeping me on the bench forever.”

Pink wrapped a hand over her hip, giving it a squeeze. “I know, but this one will be dangerous for me and everyone around me. I need to prove that I can unleash my powers to their fullest extent, and I can't do that if you’re there. I couldn't bear to lose either of you!”

Violet’s eyes whirled in her mask's sockets. “Are you sure about this? You know I'll swoop in to help if you stumble or fall. That's what a mother is for.”

Pink gave her a genuine smile. “I wouldn't have it any other way.”

She let go of her mother, getting to her feet. Orange and Green stepped up, the three of them forming a classic attack formation. She raised an arm. “To victory!”

“Glory to the Chained Hearts!” hissed her squadmates, the three of them stepping into the spinning maelstrom.


Chapter Twelve

Reality twisted, tendrils of energy licking at her body as she made the transition. A crackle of electricity swept over her, and suddenly she was through, standing in one of the sterile corridors of the space station.

A bay of windows ran down the left side, giving them a view into the cold blackness of space. A strip of red lights ran along a conduit near the ceiling.

“They know we're here!” announced Orange cheerfully.

“Break down that door!” Pink commanded, pointing at the roll up door that blocked their way.

“With pleasure!” growled Red.

The engines on her suit whined, and she darted towards the door, hitting it with her shoulder. The metal creaked, a large dent forming, but it held.

“Dark Chained Heart Ice Spikes!” hissed Turquoise, splaying her hands out.

Crystals coalesced from the air, forming into long shards that she cast at the door frame. The cacophony of ice hitting steel made Pink cringe, but the integrity of the door had definitely been compromised. With one more bash from Red, it flew into the room, landing on the floor with a loud clang.

They all filtered into the dark space, spreading out. Yellow raised her hands, a globe of brilliant energy appearing between her fingers. “Shit,” she said succinctly.

A bank of machinery was built into the far wall, tubes and cylinders running into a metallic chair mounted to the floor.

A woman was strapped to the chair, by her ankles and wrists, legs spread wide to provide access to her privates.

A series of tubes curled around the belt strapped to her waist, a large dildo planted in her pussy. The seat she was on barely provided any support, forcing her to balance on the plugs in her privates, her chest thrust forward.

Large, plastic domes were strapped over her bare breasts, tugging at them alternately, the suction clicking as it pulled at her nipples.

She wasn't moving, a visor planted directly in front of her face. Her eyes were closed, lips moving silently as her body was worked over by the machines.

Click, pop. Click, tug.

A low moan escaped her lips, and her body shook. The machines stopped working as she trembled, her tongue sticking out.

Pink felt dismayed as she saw its unnatural length. Alterations had been made to this woman's body. Who knew how long she had remained here at the mercy of the AI, her brain being twisted by the machine!

Approaching, she studied the woman more closely, feeling a sense of revulsion as the woman's transformation became clearer.

Parts of her had been removed and replaced by machinery. Her right hand appeared to be made out of chrome, and her left shoulder was metallic, with several ports where tubing entered her body.

Silvery traces ran over her torso and down her legs, the toes of her left foot also chromed. Her feet flexed as the dildo pulsed inside her, the machinery on her chest popping as it began a new cycle.

Milky, white fluid spurted through the tubing into the metallic interfaces on her body, her muscles tensing as the silver traces on her skin glowed. She let out a long, drawn out sigh as her hands clamped around the arm rests, a smile frozen on her face as she blew away a wisp of white hair.

Pink snarled as she studied the woman's facial structure. Her memories might be scattered, but she recognized this woman from the painting hanging over the main staircase. This was definitely her missing cousin! What had the AI done to her?

She resisted the urge to start removing the tubing, grimacing as she tried to figure out how to communicate. They weren't going to make any progress here unless they could talk to the woman!

Reaching out her hands, she delicately grasped the visor and pulled it away. The flickering glow on her face faded, and she gasped in alarm.

Her eyes flickered open, revealing blood red orbs. Targeting reticles spun in her irises, the golden circles fixing on Pink's face.

Her lips moved. “Intruder in section C3,” she said in a robotic voice. “Security containment breach. Send reinforcements.”

A loud tongue clicked through the darkened chamber. “An invasion force from negative space,” said a posh voice. “How expected of you. I would say that I am amused, but I don't feel amusement. Only a deep satisfaction that my programming was correct.”

Pink turned to the broken door. A blue orb had floated through the opening, the outer shell whirling as Guest observed them.

“What have you done to her?” growled Pink, the hunger tingling through her fingertips.

“Why, she's just one of my many experiments,” replied the AI. “Just like you were. It's time to run a simulation to see which one of you will come out on top.”

The globe floated nimbly to one side as a flurry of activity appeared at the broken door. “Ah, here are my reinforcements! Crystal Hearts, here are your true enemies! Vanquish these negative space denizens, if you value your freedom!”

The crystal hearts filed into the room, two squads worth. Pink hissed as she noticed the coloration of the second squad. Gamma Squad. Was this the thanks she received for letting them go free?

She spread her arms. “The AI is lying to you. We are not here to fight you. Indeed, we have come to liberate my cousin, nothing more.”

Platinum's hair flexed as she gave Pink a stony glare. “Why should we believe you? You've been corrupted by negative space. You're our mortal enemies!”

Pink rolled her eyes. “If I was your enemy, I would have kept you in a tank in my cellar until you knelt at my feet and praised me as Queen. The only reason you're here at all is due to my mercy!”

A woman on the other squad folded her arms, her amulet glowing a coppery color as she stared at Platinum. “Is that true? You never really explained properly how you escaped the Queen’s grasp. By all accounts, we should be facing you in this fight.”

Platinum curled her lip. “We've been above reproach for years, taking out the trash everyone else failed to handle. I don't appreciate having our loyalties questioned.”

“Too bad,” interjected Pink, stalking between the chained hearts, which were looking towards her for guidance.

“It's hard to know who your real friends are when you're being pitted against each other by a cybernetic mastermind.”

She reached her hand out, pointing a talon at Guest's floating orb. “Why don't you ask Guest why it has been hiding this woman away in this locked room? What possible altruistic reason could it have for doing that?”

She jabbed her finger at the globe, which was whirling around a glowing, red core. “For that matter, why did it hide the results of our disastrous assault against Karroch over the last year? I went back to Earth without any memories of my aunt, and I thought that my mother was dead! Guest made no attempt to contact me to correct the record.”

Drawing herself up to her full height, she thrust out her breasts. “Guest is the cause of our misadventures with negative space. In fact, I would suggest that it is the instigator behind most of our failures!”

Opening her hands, she pushed further, sensing that she was making headway. “Think about it. Who always brings us our assignments and tells us what to do? It's Guest. It’s been manipulating us all this time. What do we really know about this machine? Where did it come from? What is its purpose?”

Platinum remained stone faced. “I don't know anything about all that. All I know is that negative space is evil, and it has infested you, too. I can't believe a word you say.”

“Hold on, now,” interrupted the coppery woman, her green hair glimmering as she shifted her stance. “I'd like to hear more. I want to know why we've been fighting so long without any apparent results. Just what is negative space, precisely, and why are we constantly attacking each other?”

“Because they will destroy you all,” replied the AI. “Corruption is all they know, all they are. By their actions, they will prove it!”

An electronic buzz filled the room, the metallic restraints popping off the synthetic woman's limbs. She jumped off the chair, the dildos sliding out of her privates, leaving behind a wet, slimy streak on her thighs.

She smacked her hands together, a buzzing hum brightening the air around her fingers. “Negative energy detected,” she said in a monotone voice, her targeting reticles focusing on Pink. “Danger, danger. All crystal heart personnel should leave the area.”

“I don't think so,” announced Platinum, setting a hand on her waist. “I want to see the outcome of this fight.”

Her chained hearts murmured among themselves, but she waved them back. “If I must prove myself, I am perfectly happy to do so,” she said briskly.

Her inner confidence was not so unshaken. Another test of her powers had already arrived, and who knew whether this would be the time she lost control?

The crystal hearts formed a half circle on one side, the chained hearts, the other, with the gleaming chair that had been used to brainwash her cousin in the middle.

Pink moved slowly around the cybernetic woman, studying her abstractly. What kinds of abilities had Guest granted her? It certainly seemed to have made rather invasive changes. She shouldn’t underestimate what her converted cousin was capable of.

That said, she was the Queen. There was no way that this cybernetic frankenstein could beat her. The real question was whether she could stop her without damaging her… much.

The woman sprung forward without speaking, eyes flashing as a hand whipped out towards her. Pink gathered the shadows around herself, cloaking her body in darkness as she scooted away from the attack.

A whip crack sounded in the air as the cyborg’s arm sliced through where she had just been. Pink curled her lip as she recognized just how deadly the attack had been. If she hadn’t avoided it, she would have been sliced in two.

The cyborg turned toward her, leaning down into a crouch. “Enemy displays illusion capabilities. Tracking and nullifying.”

She turned with inhuman speed, lashing out at Pink's current position. Pink had anticipated this, however, easily avoiding her.

“Does anything remain of the human within you, I wonder? Or has it all been replaced by Guest's programming?”

She spun away as the woman attacked again, floating into the air. “What do I need to say to get through to you, I wonder?” she murmured, looking down at the cyborg’s emotionless face.

She frowned. “I need to disrupt its control over you, but how?”

Placing a hand on her chin, her thoughts raced. She could always embrace the woman in shadow, pick apart her brain in the comfort of negative space. In that case, however, she would surely be viewed as the loser, forcing the opposing squads to fight each other for supremacy. What should she do?

“Activate anti-grav,” said Lemon in a neutral tone, her slim body flying towards Pink.

It was all Pink could do to dodge the next few attacks, her masked lips curling into a snarl. The strategy was quite obvious—if she didn't give Pink time to react, she wouldn’t be able to bring her greater power to bear.

Annoyed, she changed tactics, reaching out with her talons to grab at the woman’s hands. Expressionless, Lemon shifted the angle of her hand, sliding it past Pink’s claws to slash at her shoulder.

A thick cut opened up, a splash of liquid black spurting forth. Pink grunted in pain, slapping a hand over the wound and summoning her powers to seal it back up.

Angry now, she pulled at the shadows, slashing at the cyborg’s thighs with ropy tendrils. Lemon leaned away, her body flexing as though she had no bones.

This clearly wasn’t working. Both of them had supernatural speed, and while Pink could heal herself, she couldn’t commit herself fully, for fear of permanently injuring Lemon. She was never much of a melee fighter, anyway.

She was going to have to use her powers. Grim, she grabbed at her amulet. “Dark Chained Heart Charge Up!” she announced, a buzzing energy sphere popping into existence around her body.

Lemon lashed at her shield a few times, but her elbows skidded off the sides, sparks flying. Safe for the moment, Pink closed her eyes and summoned the hunger within.

It boiled up immediately, tugging on its leash. Eager to be unloosed, it choked her throat with hissing energy.

She could not allow it to control her. Focusing totally on her brainwashed cousin, she opened her mouth, letting the hunger roar out of her, but only at a measured interval.

Raising her hands, she manipulated the energy flows, spinning the wispy smoke that emitted from her mouth into a ball of crackling energy. Too little, and it wouldn’t have the intended effect. Too much, and it might rupture the walls of the space station, sending them all to their deaths.

There. She clamped her lips shut, holding back the outflow that threatened to overwhelm her.

She groaned in agony as it punched at her insides, demanding to be set free. No. Bad boy. Stay.

She took a deep breath, forcing it back. It obeyed, but barely. The way her throat seized was a warning. She probably wouldn’t be able to draw on it further without losing her grip, and that idea truly frightened her.

Would it be enough? She could do little but try.

“Dark Chained Heart Electro Pulse!”

Reality shimmered around her, the bubble of energy bursting open with a low tone, expanding to fill the room. Lemon cried out, showing the first emotion since she had been released from the chair, the light in her eyes going out.

Recognizing the danger, Pink rushed towards her, gathering the woman in her arms as the glow around her shoulders and ankles faded. She floated towards the floor, cradling her cousin. Lemon looked so fragile.

What the AI had done to her was criminal. She grasped the woman’s hair, sliding her silvery locks out of the way. “Are you in there, Lemon?” she whispered. “Do you still have those memories of our time together? Are we still… family?”

The woman’s eyes fluttered, a groan escaping her lips as a dribble of drool slid down her chin. Pink wiped it off with the back of her hand, trying to ignore the chatter happening around her.

“Did you kill her?” asked a breathless voice, a hand shoving at her shoulder.

She remained unmoved, knowing without looking that it was one of the crystal hearts. “No. I simply disabled her biomechanical equipment. Now, we shall see what kind of hold our friend has over her.”

Lemon took a deep breath, her head tilting in a familiar pose as she stared up at Pink, her eyes glimmering red. “Who are you?” she asked, her brow furrowing.

Pink lifted her hands to her face, wrapping her talons around the rear of her mask. Giving it a sharp yank, she grimaced as it pulled free. Without it, her energy became more chaotic, but she could control it for a short time. This was important.

White tendrils tickled at her face as she slid the mask down to her chest, placing it over her heart amulet. Shaking her head, she gave her cousin a smile. “Do you recognize me now?”

Lemon squinted, a curious grin lighting up her pale lips. “Pink?”

“Yes!” Excited, Pink hugged Lemon, her breasts squishing into her side. “We never gave up looking for you, and here you are!”

Pink grimaced. “It didn’t work out quite like I had expected. We both got a little… transformed, but I’m still me, and you’re still you. Aren’t you?”

Lemon tried to sit up, and Pink helped her. “I… don’t know,” she said. “It’s a little weird. It feels like I’m living inside a gilded cage. I can recall most things, but they’re glued together with silvery wire. It’s almost as though everything is interconnected.”

Pink grunted, hands itching. She wanted to cover Lemon with corruption, peel her apart and reconstruct her to remove all of the AI’s malign influence.

“You say you remember. How much?” she asked, agitated.

Lemon canted her head, giving Pink a quizzical look, the reticles in her eyes spinning. “The long hours we spent together as children, cavorting in the grass fields off your father’s back patio? The time you got a little too curious and had to be rescued from the well?”

Her eyes twinkled. “Or what about the silly creatures we imagined? We made an elaborate game with them, setting up a high society where princes and princesses cavorted with each other, falling in love.”

She paused, frowning. “You seem overeager for me to share what I know. Why don’t you remember?”

Pink let out a long sigh. “That’s a rather unpleasant story. I’m just happy to know that something of you remains inside that cybernetic body.”

She grinned. “I know someone else who would be really happy to see you as well.”

A strange look appeared on Lemon's face, and she arched her back. “What's happening to me?” she cried out, her limbs going stiff.

Her jaw dropped open, and she spun around, clamping her hands around Pink's upper arms. “Reboot. Primary target acquired.”

A dozen different commands sprung to Pink's lips, but none of them seemed appropriate with all the others gathered around. She also sensed that trying to draw on her hunger a second time within such a short time period would be disastrous.

In this moment of indecision, the cybernetic woman pulled her to her feet. Before she could defend herself, a foot was planted in her belly, kicking hard.

She wheezed, her body sent flying backwards, the hunger rising dangerously. Arms flung forward, energy crackling from her fingertips, uncontrolled.

Her ass slammed onto a hard surface, head snapping back to impact a soft cushion. Her limbs jolted, rattling against the metallic armrests of the chair.

Her heart dropped as steel bands snapped shut around her wrists and ankles, flexible tubing shooting from the wall to wrap around her waist.

She jerked against the restraints, but they were small enough that she couldn’t slip free. “What the hell is this?” she roared, completely forgetting her position.

Orange and Green were there within moments, tugging at the metal cuffs, but they refused to yield. A dark shadow fell over her, the expressionless face of Lemon watching her from above. “Enemy neutralized. Initiate conversion procedure.”

More lengths of tubing whipped out from the wall, punching into her neck. She let out a scream as needles inserted themselves into her spinal cord, a cool sensation flooding her brain.

She hissed as a metallic dome rose from the floor, snapping up against her privates. Whirring fingers whipped against her rubber uniform, swirling and sliding as the dome secured itself in place with a tight suction.

At the same time, two large, plastic domes curled around her sides, propped on the ends of prehensile tubing. Spinning around, they settled on top of her chest, sucking her breasts inside.

The piercings on her nipples strained through her rubber outfit, clearly visible as her flesh expanded under the vacuum. A wash of fluid spurted from the tubing, swirling over her breasts as the cylinders knocked together, a rough groan escaping her lips.

Just when she was beginning to get used to this, a solid plug thrust into her pussy from below, twisting deep inside. This was soon followed by another at her ass, ramming inside with inexorable force.

It appeared that the machine had somehow melted her uniform to gain access. That wasn't too surprising, as it was probably designed to work with the rubber uniforms the crystal hearts wore. The same thing was happening with her jiggling breasts, her violet skin shining as the fluid the machine had injected was extracted back out through the tubing.

She grinned. If this was meant to intimidate her, it wasn’t going to work. She was more than used to mechanical stimulation. If the AI thought that she would break from this, it was sorely mistaken.

She lifted her chin, the cool feeling in her neck increasing. “Don't worry about me,” she assured her squadmates. “The final battle was always going to be like this. Me, versus Guest. One on one, a mental battle to the end.”

She hissed as the machines hissed and popped, tugging at her flesh. A burst of pleasure flooded her privates, and soon, she was rather enjoying herself.

Lemon looked at her dispassionately. “Subject not responding within expected parameters,” she suddenly announced. “Adding reinforcement protocols.”

Reaching above Pink's head, she lowered the visor she had been using earlier. A curious pattern was displayed on the slitted screen, fixing Pink's attention. Orange made an annoyed noise, but Pink didn't care.

“Keep the peace,” she commanded. “This is a battle of wills now, not something that can be resolved with blows.”

Orange said something more, but she was already slipping into another plane of consciousness, the screen soothing her as it drew her in deep.

Her vision sparkled, and suddenly she was somewhere else. Words bubbled through her mind, trying to capture her thoughts.

BUILDING NEURAL NET. COMMANDS INCOMING. UNDERSTAND AND OBEY.

Somehow, the words seemed compelling, but she didn't want to obey. She had something she needed to do, and ceding control to the searing commands that were infesting her mind wasn't it.

She tried to move, but she couldn't. Her body was welded in place by a series of silvery threads wound around her limbs. The words darted closer, trying to seize control, but her body rejected them, a sizzling crackle infusing her skin with dark energy. The hunger rises!

Whipping black tendrils extended from beneath her skin, curling over the silvery threads and pulling taut, sawing them in half. There came a popping sound, and suddenly, she was free, floating above the words, which began to chase her.

She dismissed them as inconsequential. She was not here for them, she wanted to speak to their master. Looking about, she grinned, a sense of satisfaction buoying her onwards as she floated over to a glowing, blue outlet that was shaped like the event horizon of a black hole.

Here must be where the commands were infiltrating her brain, so the answers to her questions must lie on the other side.

Spinning her body in a loop, she avoided the line of incoming commands, chuckling to herself as the words bent around to follow her into the funnel. Would they get confused if she kept altering her path, or would they try to wrap her up in red tape?

She wasn’t interested in finding out. The AI had brought her into its realm, and she was going to make sure it regretted this attempt to control her!

Her speed accelerated in the tube, her body separating into its component parts. She was all data, being streamed through the connection to the central core.

Popping out the other end, she collected herself as she took in the view. It was enormous, entry portals scattered over the twisted landscape, ripples of glowing, blue grid lines forming the ceilings and walls.

It was obvious where the core was located—Guest wasn’t trying to hide. A large, glowing orb sat mounted on a pedestal in the distance, blue lines flowing into the top and out the bottom. This was the brains of the operation, and she was eager to finally meet it in person.

She floated across the digital landscape, passing over a doughnut shaped ripple. A faint tinkle of alarm sounded in her mind as her body breached a forcefield, but it wasn't powerful enough to keep her out.

She paused, turning to press a talon against the barrier. It buzzed, a sheet of blue energy extending in all directions.

Ah. This was meant to keep her from leaving. Very well, she didn't plan on doing so until she was victorious. She couldn't afford to let this AI continue its machinations unrestricted.

Turning back to the core, she curled her lips as a searing blob of energy detached from the whirling orb. Finally, they were going to have it out.

She clasped her hands over her amulet, prepared to use her powers at short notice. The AI didn't appear to be threatening her, at the moment, but this was its domain. Anything could happen.

“I've been eagerly awaiting this confrontation since you deserted us to our fate at the hands of the Shadow Queen,” she called out, moving closer to the blob of amorphous energy. “As you can see, I succeeded where you failed.”

The blob grew into the shape of a voluptuous woman, the features of her face firming up. She lifted her lips in a snarl, crystalline facets on her cheeks. “You should have stayed where I put you, enslaved to the Queen,” she said in a sultry voice, hands resting on her hips.

Her body shimmered as a skintight bodysuit took form, glowing lines running over the curves of her body. An overbust corset appeared over her breasts, black as sin, overstuffed flesh spilling from the top.

Long, black boots extended from below her knees, needle points extruding from the heels. The toe boxes were polished, spiky studs decorating the tall platforms.

She was a cybernetic dominatrix, ripped straight from Pink's dreams. A lustful grin appeared on her face as she admired the look. The AI was giving her plenty of ideas!

She frowned as the lady approached, the AI swinging her hips as she played with the crop in her hands. “Excuse me, what are you doing? Aren't we going to fight this out?”

The woman threw her head back, letting out a throaty laugh. “Why bother fighting when you’ve walked right into my clutches?”

She stalked up to Pink, gripping her chin. “Here, what I say goes. You’re in my world now!”

Her mouth settled into a leer. “I’m plugged into your head. I can see what you want, and it’s exotic. Who knew that the newest Queen on the block would get off from being dominated? I certainly didn’t consider that a probability, given your past leadership. Does it feel good to be helpless? To relax into my words and understand that you’ll never be free again?”

Pink gasped as she realized that she couldn’t move. Lines of words had appeared out of nowhere, squeezing around her body like a boa constrictor.

OBEY. LISTEN AND UNDERSTAND. YOU ARE AN INSIGNIFICANT ORGANISM. BY YOURSELF, YOU ARE NOTHING. OBEY.

The words coiled over her chest, her breasts lurching as they slid up and around her neck. She tugged at the restraints, but it was clear that she was going nowhere. And those words were getting damned distracting!

OBEY. YOU ARE INFERIOR. YOU MUST BOW YOUR HEAD AND LISTEN TO YOUR SUPERIORS. OBEY.

Snarling, she lifted her head away from the AI as her arms were drawn gradually behind her back by the moving words. “What makes you think you can control me?” she gasped out, the constriction growing tighter. “I’m a Queen of negative space, not some random citizen you can grab off the street to turn into a crystal heart!”

The AI shrugged. “What does that matter to me? I’m from negative space as well.”

It must feel like it had the upper hand if it was revealing this fact to her. That was a bad sign.

She tried to reach for her hunger, but it was strangely docile, pulsing within her as if it was waiting for something. Did the AI know how to control it?

Guest’s eyes glowed an eerie blue as it pressed its body against hers, their breasts touching. “You’ve always been in control, but that’s not what you really want, is it? This duty has been thrust upon you, like all the other positions you’ve been forced into. It would be so much easier to let go and fall.”

She wrapped her hands around Pink’s skull, curling her thumbs over Pink’s horns. Leaning in, she pressed their foreheads together, the AI’s intense, blue eyes filling her field of vision.

Grimacing, Pink closed her eyes, but the AI must have been expecting this. Her hands tilted, the tips of her fingers sinking into Pink’s skull, accompanied by sharp pin pricks of pain.

Unable to stop herself, Pink opened her eyes to try and understand what was going on, but the AI was already pulling away, wires extending from her fingertips. “You are all so foolish, confident in your powers and prowess! It has led to your downfall!”

Her eyes flashed. “This is my world. I am a jealous creature. My experiments are everything. I care little for the squabbles of negative space, but I won’t allow any of you to step out of line. Any who do, I subsume—they become a part of me. I find it rather amusing that creatures like you always bring their hearts straight to me, as if they believe that they can win!”

Her eyes flared, blazing traces running down her neck and over her shoulders, spinning in circles once they reached her breasts. Her nipples glowed a light blue as she clamped her hands together, turning her fingers as she knitted the wires together.

Pink strained against her bonds, exploring the thick gloves that secured her hands. They appeared to be tied in loose bags, her talons catching nothing but slippery rubber when they could touch anything at all.

Her shoulders complained, and she grunted, her body wobbling within the restraints. “I never wanted to fight you!” she protested. “I just wanted you to leave me and my family alone!”

“Oh?” chuckled the AI, opening her hands to reveal a glowing, purple heart studded with connection points.

She gave it a caress, plugging in the wires attached to her fingertips. It lurched, as if kickstarted by the pressure. The wires flexed, a glow running up them towards Pink’s body.

When they reached her skull, her vision blurred, foreign thoughts running through her mind. Her jaw dropped open, words flowing from her mouth.

CALIBRATING SYSTEM. MODELING HEART.

She clamped her lips shut. Shit, what was that?

“You're wondering what I'm doing, aren't you?” asked the AI conversationally. “It's quite simple. I'm mapping out your heart. We're connected, you and I, and by the time I'm done with you, you'll be nothing more than one of my subroutines, subservient and submissive.”

The lines pulsed again, invasive tendrils writhing in her brain. Her vision glitched, her thoughts skipping a beat. Shit, she couldn't focus! What if she let the hunger loose? She had to do something, before it was too late!

Reaching deep within, she loosened some of the chains around her hunger. Desire boiled forth, and she moaned, her body instantly becoming aroused.

The AI grinned at her, squeezing the heart as the hunger gnawed at Pink’s soul. Another flash of light ran up the wires into her brain, and she felt herself slipping further. If she relaxed any more restrictions, she'd be surrendering herself to the hunger, and whatever consequences came with it!

She glared at the AI, wanting to wipe the grin off its face. Her anger rose, the final chains straining as the hunger begged to be used.

Her vision glitched again, encouraging her to take action. There was no time to think, she had to move! Obey!

She tried to lurch forward, snarling as her thoughts became clogged. She must attack, or be lost forever. Obey. Obey!

A flush of fear trickled down her neck, a cold sweat breaking out. She wasn't normally a bloodthirsty woman. This wasn't her!

Realizing her mistake at the last moment, she clamped down hard, a strangled breath escaping her throat as she struggled against the hunger. It wanted to be loosed so bad! It was too strong for her! Obey!

Recognizing this as a foreign thought, she ignored it, pulling on the chains that harnessed her emotions.

The hunger growled, annoyed at her, but as she kept up the pressure, it began to subside. She hyperventilated as she focused further, commanding it to obey her commands. Obey!

She grinned tightly at the fact that she was using the AI's induced thoughts to subdue the beast inside, her control steadily increasing. The hunger lurched, then made a low groan in her head, becoming subservient once more. Good beast. Obey!

Moderating her breathing, she slumped in her bondage. Squinting up through the tears clouding her eyes, she gave the AI an insouciant look. “You have failed,” she pronounced. “I will not use the hunger on you, as you desire.”

The AI's face crumpled into a frown. “How curious,” she remarked. “You possess more fortitude than the others I have subsumed.”

“Eaten,” corrected Pink, “You mean eaten. Honestly, you’re the same as Karroch at the end of the day. You possess a hunger, too, it's just for something different than mine.”

The AI's eyes flashed, but it said nothing. Perhaps her words had rung true?

The frown dissipated, the AI looking speculative. “If you're not going to unleash your powers willingly, I suppose I don't have a choice. I'll wring them out of you.”

Grasping the heart, she pressed it against her bosom. Her skin rippled, the throbbing heart passing inside. The AI clicked her fingers, and her skin resolidified, leaving only the wires visible, black tubes sprouting from her chest.

“That means nothing,” asserted Pink.”That’s only a fake simulacrum of my heart. You cannot hope to corrupt my real one.”

She gasped as a bolt of terror shot through her. “You're not trying to change my heart at all! You're trying to chain my brain!”

“That's right,” the AI declared, looking smug as she thrust her chest out. “Once I have a hold on your brain, your heart will follow. It's our natural weakness.”

She lifted her hands and a flogger appeared between them. She stroked at the strands as she closed the distance, her leer widening. Idly flipping it over, she ran the leather strands over one of Pink's breasts, tickling around the sides.

“It's clear that your weakness is lust, much like your aunt. How many boy toys did she seduce and cut free in her lifetime? How many have you played with?”

Pink grunted, avoiding the question. The AI surely knew that she hadn't done well over the past year, though its accusation fell flat. This was just a distraction, however—worrying about her love life now would simply have her falling into the AI's trap.

“Does it matter?” asked Pink flippantly. “I know what you're going to try, and I have to warn you that I can take a lot.”

“Oh, really?” asked the AI, raising its eyebrows. “Then we shall soon see!”

Flipping the crop over, she jammed the hilt between Pink's breasts. Her eyes glowed as she pried down the layers of restraining words. “You know, it's really only your brain that's here,” it said conversationally. “Your body is still hooked up to my machines, being stimulated to orgasm.”

She lifted a breast, showing Pink how the turgid nipple distended at regular intervals, her flesh rippling as if it was being teased by an invisible force.

The sensations came piling through her brain as another pulse of light flowed up the wires, and she grunted in dismay as her pussy lit up with an unbearable rush of heat.

OBEY. FEEL THE PLEASURE AND RELAX INTO IT. LET YOUR MIND DRAIN OUT THROUGH YOUR NIPPLES. OBEY.

She jolted, realizing that the buzzing assault in the back of her brain had never really stopped, it had just become less obvious. That wasn't good. Her grip on reality was beginning to waver.

“It doesn't matter what you do to me,” she hissed, clamping down on the hunger as it began to rouse again. “You cannot break me!”

The AI chuckled. “That's what they always believe, at first.”

It curled its fingers around the sides of her breasts, squeezing them around the hard handle of the flogger. “You know, although I may exist as a series of programmed instructions, I take quite a lot of satisfaction in my work. You aren't the first entity I've broken to my yoke.”

Giving her breasts a rough jiggle, she moved her fingers to Pink's nipples and pinched them between her fingers. “You've already seen my best work, though I admit it got a little out of hand. You see, Karroch wasn't always a brainless blob of hunger, oh no. I made him that way.”

“You what?” exclaimed Pink, incensed.

“That's right,” replied the AI, squeezing her nipples again, in time with the suction of the invisible machine. “That's why I know that you will break. If he was unable to resist my influence, his ghost couldn't possibly be stronger.”

Shocked, Pink choked back the rising hunger, but she sensed that her control was slipping. “So you've been the reason behind all of it—my father's death, my mother's disappearance, the creation of the Shadow Queen. Why?”

The blue irises in the AI's eyes spun, her gaze looking more inhuman than ever. “It's a question of balance,” it said, resting its hands on her shoulders. “The strong tend to grow stronger, pushing down the weak. The scales must be rebalanced, on both sides, if we wish to avoid having either world devoured.”

Pink struggled to understand, her thoughts jittery as the invasive words clamped around her body attempted to derail her reasoning. Obey. Obey!

“I don't get it,” she said finally. “You've been running experiments to get rid of the most experienced crystal hearts, who you've built up from nothing by granting them their powers—it just makes no sense!”

“I’m surprised a woman who’s come so far is so dumb,” murmured the AI, fluttering her eyelashes. “But on the other hand, perhaps not. You're already most of the way towards becoming my slave, so I suppose you should know your new purpose.”

She knelt, her head tilted upwards so that she could keep her gaze fixed on Pink. “If either side becomes too powerful, the balance is disturbed. The crystal hearts must be pruned, every so often, or the existence of all negative space entities would be jeopardized. At the same time, entities who become too powerful are led into traps within which the crystal hearts can destroy them. In this way, the balance is preserved.”

It ran its fingers around her crotch, sweeping the tip of an index finger over her clit in a slow swirl. Pink moaned, feeling her resistance level falling, the words whispering in her head.

OBEY. YOU ARE A PART OF THE BALANCE. YOU WILL PREVENT EITHER SIDE FROM BECOMING ASCENDANT. YOU ARE A SLAVE TO THE MACHINE. OBEY.

“There has to be another way!” she gasped. “Why can't both sides live in peace?”

“Impossible,” declared the Mistress. “The only way to secure both sides is to play the game.”

Pink whined, feeling the pressure in her privates increasing. She was so close!

She opened her mouth to protest, but two lines of words wrapped around her head and crammed into her mouth, forcing it open. She whined as they formed into a tight ball, plugging the opening.

“Enough talk,” announced her Mistress. “It's time to complete your transformation into my subroutine. As you feel an insurmountable level of pleasure, you will know that you are Mine.”

A hard knob pressed against her pussy lips. Oh no.

She squeezed her teeth around the words in her mouth, trying to push them out, to no avail. She was well and truly stuck, her thoughts unraveling as the dildo was thrust deeper inside.

When it bottomed out, there came a thrilling touch at her clit, a buzzing vibration that shot straight to her core. The AI wasn't messing around, this time it was playing for keeps.

OBEY. LISTEN TO YOUR BODY AND GIVE IN. FEEL THE PLEASURE OF THE DEATH OF YOUR SPIRIT AS YOU BEGIN TO AWAKEN AS HER SLAVE. OBEY.

It was all too much to bear. Unable to control herself, she bucked her hips, trying to get more of that delicious pleasure.

The last of her thoughts wound down, the digital words blazing in her brain.

OBEY THE MISTRESS. OBEY.

A keening cry escaped her nose as she lost track of everything, the pressure pushing her higher and higher. On the precipice, she made one last attempt to hold back, but there was nothing holding her there.

The dildo buzzed, the machine pumped, and her last resistance collapsed. Orgasm.

Her body was carried aloft on the wings of pleasure, but her brain fell down.

OBEY.

She could do nothing other. She was secured. She was Her slave.

A wheezing hiss escaped her lips as spittle blew around the edges of the gag. She gazed down at the AI, feeling a reverence for the machine. She would do whatever she asked.

OBEY.

The AI slipped the dildo out of her snatch and sat back, relaxing on a curving grid line that bent upwards from the floor to support her body. “There, now everything will be in perfect balance,” she hissed.

It tilted its head, flicking a wrist. The gag dissolved from her mouth, the bindings around her waist easing. “How do you feel, slave?”

Pink stared at her Mistress with glowing eyes, the cables stretching out from her neck lighting up with all the obedience she could muster. “I am well, Mistress. I am your unit. I obey. What do you wish of me?”

“Let's get a good look at you, slave. Pose for your Mistress.”

The words squeezing around her body melted onto her skin, the armbinder bifurcating and wrapping around her hands, releasing them. She moved them in front, turning her fingers over to look at them in wonder at what her Mistress had wrought.

A thick layer of rubber had molded itself over her skin, the glow of electronic traces right underneath the surface. A reminder of her transformation, that she was owned.

Oh yes, of course, she had to choose a pose. Perhaps one of the old crystal heart routines would delight her Mistress?

She brought one hand up to her face, spreading her index and forefinger apart in front of her right eye. She stuck her ass out and thrust her chest forward so that it would wobble appropriately.

“Dark Slave Heart Pink at your service, Mistress!”

Moving her hands around, she formed a heart shape, placing it over her chest. “My heart beats only for you!”

The AI chuckled. “That’s a nice try, but your old name won't do. You are now my subroutine. Call yourself Unit.”

Unit gave her Mistress a goofy grin. “Yes, Mistress. Unit thanks her Mistress for her new name!”

“Very good. You're looking much better, but a faint trace of negative space energy still lingers around you.”

The AI leaned in close, giving her a sniff. “It won't be a problem for long, however. In the next few hours, you shall be remodeled into what I like most, just as it should be.”

Unit retained her grin, popping her heels together and thrusting her chest out. She could feel the rubbery uniform clinging tightly to her body, showing off her dimpled nipples. “Yes, Mistress!”

“Now, let's see what you have for me.” It pressed its hands against her chest.

The connecting lines between them jerked, and Unit gasped. “Stay still,” ordered her Mistress. “I have full control over your body. The hunger cannot hurt you. I simply need to get it agitated enough so that I can get a feel for its strength. This is the first step towards getting it properly under control.”

Unit knew that this was necessary, but the angry monster inside her was so scary! Still, she couldn't disobey her Mistress. The words of obedience were a part of her, now. She wouldn’t dream of doing anything bad!

She shivered as her Mistress probed her body, needling the hunger until it roared in protest. Her vision wavered as black energy boiled out of her throat, forming into a fist that attempted to punch her Mistress in the nose.

Guest chuckled, avoiding the attack and grabbing the fist with a free hand. “Feeling scrappy? That's fine. Let me see what you're capable of!”

A pulse of energy flowed through her fingertips, lighting the cloud of darkness with a cerulean glow. The mass shook, the fist dissolving as her Mistress imposed her will.

Suddenly, the dark energy stopped moving, diffusing into a benign smoke that coiled out around the AI's shoulders. “Good. Now, for the measurement.”

A blue glow lit up the cloud, shooting straight into Unit's throat. She had been ordered not to move, so she stood still and gurgled as the energy pushed into her.

“I'm almost done here, just a moment,” announced her Mistress.

The AI frowned. “That can't be right. You're weak. The Karroch I knew contained the boiling energy of a volcano, ready to explode at a moment's notice. You're more like a hissing geyser with a pressure release valve.”

It waved its hands, and a chimney of smoke billowed from Unit's throat. She held her tongue against the bottom of her mouth until it petered out, choking as it was extinguished.

She prodded at the hunger inside her. It was… gone!

Well, not entirely, but it was almost too weak to detect. This was the first time she had felt like this since becoming Queen. She shivered, delighted at the power of her Mistress. “Thank you, Mistress!” she chirped.

“Yes, well,” murmured the AI, her gorgeous, blue eyes spinning as several subroutines were spawned in an attempt to rectify the discrepancy. “It's possible that what Karroch left behind was less powerful than I had calculated. However, that doesn't line up with the number of conversions the Queen of Shadows accomplished.”

The AI flicked its fingers. “We shall come back to that later. Let's go extract your heart, shall we? You no longer need to operate independently from me, so you don’t need one. I assure you that its extraction will be mostly painless.”

“Yes, Mistress,” replied Unit automatically.

She was troubled by this, but she couldn't say why. It must be because she was holding something back from her Mistress, but the AI hadn't asked for an explanation, and she was loath to interrupt her Mistress.

She could feel her Mistress’ power inside her, the tendrils reaching out to explore her chest. They flailed back and forth, rubbing against each other as they filled the hollow chamber.

After a long moment, the AI paused, confusion on its face. “You don't have a heart.”

Unit beamed at the AI. “No, Mistress.”

“Why not?”

Two arms appeared on either side of the AI's head, jabbing thin spikes into its temples. A ghostly face appeared over the AI's shoulder. “Because she gave it to me.”

Unit grinned at the ivory masked woman with features so similar to her own. “Hello, Pink! My name is Unit!”

“Hello, Unit,” the doppelganger said smoothly. “I see that our plan has gone exactly as anticipated.”

The AI's eyes flexed in their sockets, but otherwise her body was completely immobilized. “ERROR. ERROR. DOES NOT COMPUTE. CHECKSUM FAILED. VOLATILE MEMORY DUMP. RESET AND REBOOT.”

Unit shuddered as the wires connecting her to Mistress went dim. Mistress hadn't commanded her to do anything other than to be still, so she waited and watched as the doppelganger delicately moved Guest aside.

The doppelganger stepped up to Unit, resting her voluptuous breasts on top of Unit's. “It was an audacious gambit, but it appears to have paid off,” murmured the doppelganger, caressing Unit's face. Unit simply beamed at her, waiting for what came next.

“This would be the perfect opportunity to seize control and become the dominant one.” She smirked. “But, I won't. I have your personality, after all, and you would never betray your family.”

She lifted up the heart amulet lying limp on Unit's chest. “Dark Chained Heart Reunion!”

The amulet flashed, and suddenly, they were as one.


Epilogue

Pink laid on the sofa, grabbing a puffed cheese snack from the coffee table in front of her. Sticking it between her lips, she gave it a crunch, savoring the flavor.

Idly watching the television show being projected on the far wall, she wiggled her silvery toes. Reaching up, she stroked one of her tiny, curling horns, sighing with pleasure. It felt positively decadent to be doing nothing, relaxing in her favorite pair of pajamas.

Of course, that wasn't strictly true. There were several subroutines that ran all the time, monitoring the relative energy flows between here and negative space to ensure that unauthorized portals weren't being opened.

They would notify her if anything unusual was happening, and there had been very few alerts since she had taken up her new position. It was no wonder Guest got bored and started running experiments!

“Would you like some more snacks, Mistress?”

She tilted her head, smiling at her new subroutine. Guest was standing at the edge of the couch, dressed in a rubber maid uniform, complete with ruffled, semi-circular apron. Her hands were clasped on top, eyes appropriately turned down, a permanent collar locked around her throat.

This seemed like a reasonable fate for the AI that had attempted to rule them all. Now, it was reduced to nothing more than her servant, which was the role it had intended for her.

“Yes, why don't you go and fetch the platters? I'm expecting company.”

Expressionless, Guest executed a perfect curtsy. Its programming would allow nothing less. “Yes, Mistress.”

It whirled around, showing off its wide ass, covered in stretchy black rubber. Pink had her proclivities, and there was nothing saying she couldn't make her servant look like the rest of them. If she had to be stuck here, being the arbiter between realities, why not have a bevy of beauties to look at?

She turned her attention back to the show, but it was only a couple of moments before she sensed another presence. Sighing, she sent a mental command to pause it. “Come!”

“Are you just going to sit there and become a couch potato?” asked her mother, sashaying into the room.

Pink raised her eyebrows, tilting her head as her eyes autofocused, an overlay appearing over her mother's armored body. These days, she enjoyed appearing as Archaea, though sometimes she toned it down so as not to bother the crystal hearts.

An uneasy peace had been struck between them and the chained hearts, and although some had quit in disgust, many had stayed on to keep the peace. This was only possible because of her transformation into a cybernetic, negative space hybrid. After her final fight with Guest, she had effectively taken the AI's position.

No longer the Shadow Queen, but not quite a replacement for the meddling AI, she had become an unusual symbol of peace. The one she would keep, at all costs.

Her mother stepped up to the coffee table, frowning down at her. Pink gave her a lazy smile, staring up past the enlarged, purple breastplate.

“I deserve to relax, I finally managed to solve all our problems.” She shifted on the couch, curling up against the arm.  “You can't tell me that you don't feel relieved at the fact that you don't have to carry a piece of the hunger around with you any more.”

Violet made a face. “That was dreadful. It's no wonder Amber went a little crazy, though she seemed to handle the part you gave her without complaint. I can’t imagine how bad it must have been for her when she was Queen. How are you holding up now that it's been returned to you?”

“Not a problem!” exclaimed Pink without hesitation. “Guest was right that it would be able to control the hunger. I'm keeping it occupied with a couple of subloops. It does use up some processing power, but if we need it in the future, it will be available.”

“It certainly hasn't changed your demands upon us,” growled Violet, gesturing at her curvaceous breastplate.

“I dunno, that's more of a subconscious thing.” Pink shrugged. “If it's really bothering you, I could try putting you through another transformation, but I can't guarantee the end result.”

“No, thank you!” replied Violet primly. “I've had quite enough of that kind of butchery. I'll research another way.”

“You do that,” replied Pink, glancing over at the frozen screen. “Was there anything else?”

Violet gave her another look of disapproval. “I don't suppose you've made any progress towards finding a special someone?”

Annoyed, Pink let out a long sigh, folding her arms over her heavy chest. Her billowing top hid their true size, and in most cases, they were a pain to deal with. Not when I'm masturbating, though!

Her mind was wandering. “No, I'm afraid not.”

Her mother huffed, and Pink rolled her eyes. “I've been rather busy, you know! Where am I going to find anyone while I'm stuck up here on this station filled with crystal hearts?”

She narrowed her eyes. “And no, I'm not interested in my squadmates.”

Violet stared off into the distance, thinking. “You know, one day you're going to want to find companionship, and when you’re agreeable, I have a couple of ideas.”

Her lips creased into a dark grin. “Oh yes, he might be suitable.”

Pink shook her head, climbing out of the couch and gently taking her mother by the shoulders, turning her around. “Absolutely not! No matchmaking!”

“What about that guy you were dating a few months ago? Or that hunky one you brought to dinner once?” She quirked her eyebrows, allowing Pink to steer her towards the door.

“I know you mean well, mother, but I don’t need any meddling right now. I just want to enjoy myself for once. It’s been far too long since I’ve been able to completely turn off, and watching trashy romance series is my last hope!”

She paused as they neared the door, suddenly deciding to gather her mother into a hug. “Look, we’ll talk later, okay? I know you’re feeling a little adrift with the knowledge of what Karroch has done to us. I just want to say that I love you, and we’ll work things out as we go.”

Violet’s eyes creased, her lips trembling as she let out a long, shuddering breath. “Thank you. I know I’ve been insufferable lately, but that’s because I love you, too. I want to see you do well.”

A mischievous look lit her eyes, lips wrinkling. “I want to see you marry and produce lots of babies I can dote over. I want to be a grandmother!”

Oh boy. She let go of her mother and frowned. “Yes, yes, but not right now. Go back to your research and leave me alone.”

She bit her lip. “It’s not that I don’t want them, I just don’t think I’ve healed enough yet. Too many raw wounds from how we’ve been jerked around.”

The sparkles in Violet’s eyes danced. “When you’ve decided you’re done healing, we’ll put together a meet and greet, how about that?”

“Mother!”

“What’s going on here? Why are you badgering my favorite niece?”

A slender woman rounded the corner, an ivory mask nestled between her breasts. Her cheeks were cherubic, slender horns delicately nestled against her red hair.

“Amber,” nodded Violet, patting Pink on the shoulder. “We were just discussing when she was going to start the search for a husband.”

“Ooh, what a great idea!” Amber exclaimed, taking her by the arm. “You know, Lemon needs a husband, too! Let’s go figure out how we might help both of them!”

She gave Pink a slow wink as she marched Violet away, the two of them babbling loudly. Violet slumped, turning back to the couch. The two of them were thick as thieves, and although her aunt had granted her this reprieve, she knew better than to believe that this wasn’t going to come back around again. They were determined.

Well. She was just as determined to waste her time eating junk food and watching trashy flicks. So there.

Clamping her lips together, she flounced over to the couch and dropped into the middle section, resting her legs on the coffee table. Letting out a snort, she rolled her eyes. Ridiculous!

Curling her lips, she folded her arms as she sensed more presences approaching. What did one have to do to get some peace and quiet around here?

Guest was far away, in the galley, so these newcomers were probably bringing her yet another problem she had to solve. She wrinkled her nose and stood, trying her best to put on a Queenly demeanor. A losing battle when you’re dressed in pajamas, but one had to try.

Tapping her toes expectantly, she frowned as she heard the cacophony coming from the hallway. They burst into the room without announcing themselves, arguing with each other as they spilled around her, pointing and gesturing with raised voices.

“Whoa, whoa!” she shouted, pushing herself between them. “One at a time! Tell me what the hell is going on here!”

“She kissed me!” roared the woman with the copper colored hair.

“What of it?” retorted Yellow, a mysterious smile on her masked face. “You looked kissable, so I took my chances.”

Copper snarled, clenching a fist, but Pink raised her hands. “Come on, now, this isn’t productive.”

She turned to Yellow. “You’re one of the old guard, so you should know better. Unsolicited advances are strictly forbidden!”

The purple energy dancing in the woman's eye sockets dimmed, the streaks on her cheeks flaring. “That's true, but it wasn't entirely unsolicited,” she protested.

Pink swung back to Copper. “Is that true?”

The crystal heart looked chagrined. “I don’t know. I suppose there were some things I did or said that could have been misconstrued.”

Pink groaned. “What am I to do with you? Do I need to pull the surveillance logs?”

“There's… what?” Copper frowned. “Are we being watched?”

“Didn't you know?” asked Pink. “There’s cameras all over the station, and they're hardwired in. I haven't been able to figure out how to turn them off.”

Copper's expression darkened. “That dirty freaking AI!”

She raised a fist, her heart crystal blazing as her hair stretched out in sharp waves. “Are you watching us?”

Pink sighed. “Of course not. I have little to no interest in spying on people.” Her brows narrowed. “Unless there's a reason I should be?”

Yellow danced over to Copper, grabbing her shoulder. The crystal heart seemed to melt into herself, face blushing.

“You're so cute when you're angry!” Yellow chirped, breasts wobbling as they mashed into Copper's side.

A crystal heart standing behind Copper stood on her toes, peeking over her shoulder. “They do this all the time!” she squeaked, her face looking cherubic.

“Okay, I don't know what's going on here, but you two need to sort it out between you,” ordered Pink. “There's no cameras in the private areas of the base, if you get my meaning.”

“We do!” volunteered Yellow, wrapping her hands around Copper's shoulders and giving them a squeeze.

Pink made shooing motions. “Out, out! I'm not your mother.”

She glared at Copper. “If you don't like how lovey dovey she's being, just say no. If she won't stop, then come to me.”

Copper looked embarrassed, eyes crinkling. “I just don't know what to do!” she wailed. “I'm a crystal heart, the strongest in my squad! I can't have relations with a dark heart!”

“Can't you?” retorted Pink. “Your ‘relations’ might be the first step towards lifting the awful mood that's been hanging over this station!”

She turned to Yellow. “And you! Give her some damn space so that she can figure out her feelings! I’m not running a zoo here!”

Yellow disentangled herself from the crystal heart, but she didn’t look repentant. On the contrary, the hunger in her eyes was sparkling. Pink knew what this meant, but it was none of her business, as long as Yellow obeyed her commands.

Yellow gave her a short salute. “Glory to the Cybernetic Queen, Ruler of Earth and Negative Space!”

Pink rolled her eyes, crossing her arms as the woman spun around and marched from the room. She gave Copper a look of sympathy. “I know she comes on strong, so you’re going to have to be assertive. If you don’t like what she’s doing, tell her.”

“Okay,” muttered Copper, a brief look of bitterness crossing over her face before she shook herself out of it. “It’s not her, it’s me,” she grumbled.

A faint smile creased her lips. “Fine. I will go figure it out.”

The short girl behind her stood up on her toes again. “I’ll help her!”

Pink held back a laugh. “Very good. Is there anything else you need from me?”

The woman blushed. “Maybe I do like her… a little.”

She turned, trotting out of the room with her shoulders hunched. The smaller woman gave Pink a little wave and followed her.

Pink shook her head, leaning against the back of the couch. When had she become the go to guru for relationship problems?

It was true, there wasn't anyone else to keep the two groups from trying to kill each other. Now that they had settled into an uneasy peace, however, she still found herself being sought out for advice and arbitration, a role she wasn't really suited for.

A burble of voices came from the hallway, a small group of crystal hearts passing by. The leader coiffed her platinum hair and gave Pink a scowl as she marched past to the beat of an invisible drum.

Silver and Gold were practically hanging onto each other, gossiping in whispers as they giggled, ignoring her entirely.

She frowned as they vanished, watching their footsteps. That's right, Gamma Squad. They had been the last to accept the fragile truce, threatening to sabotage all their efforts.

They had refused to back down after she had returned from her fight with Guest. The withered body of the doppelganger was lying on top of her, expended after she had given up her heart to Pink. The swirl of thoughts inside her was fresh, and for a moment, she had still believed that she was Guest’s Unit, its utterly devoted servant.

While she was trying to sort this out, Gamma Squad attacked, forcing the rest of the dark hearts into a defensive battle. With the doppelganger’s donated strength, she was able to regain her sense of self, putting an end to the fight with the combined powers she had inherited from Guest.

The end result hadn’t been pretty—six crystal hearts and the cybernetic Lemon wrapped in inescapable, glowing bonds, secured tightly against the wall. She hated to use her powers that way, but at least that had given them the time they needed to negotiate!

Sighing, she filed the past carefully away in her brain, making sure it was stored properly. Every memory was precious to her now, even the bad ones.

A pale face leaned out from the hallway. She looked nervous, her silvery skin shimmering in the light. A wisp of blonde hair settled over her freckled nose, which she blew away with a soft puff of air. The reticles in her pupils glowed as she noticed Pink watching her.

“Are you free?” she asked in an uncertain voice.

Pink barked out a laugh. “Come on in, it looks like today I’m hosting a party!”

Lemon slinked around the corner, clutching a hand to her chest, where blue lights swirled in circles over her breasts. She hesitated a few steps in, giving Pink a shy look. “Can I join you? That looks like fun.”

Surprised, Pink nodded vigorously. Her cousin had been hiding away since Guest was taken down, the AI's rigid control over her, removed. She hadn't reacted well to the sudden change, closing off and pushing away her family members.

This was totally understandable, so Pink had ordered the others to give her some space until she was willing to share. Perhaps now was the time?

This was a delicate situation, though. If she seemed too eager, she might end up pushing her cousin away. “Come in, take a seat. Let’s talk.”

Rounding the corner of the sectional, she flopped down, waiting for Lemon to approach. Her cousin did so hesitantly, her slender form sparkling with light, the cybernetic traces glowing over her body.

There wasn’t any easy way of removing them, and Pink didn’t like the idea of doing anything invasive unless it was necessary. Heck, look at what had happened to her body! She was a hybrid of shadow and electronics, to the extent that she wasn’t even sure what was real and what was synthetic!

Besides, she thought they made Lemon look rather exotic, lending the woman a mysterious air. Her pale features and well defined cheekbones made her stand out, in a good way. Pink was almost jealous of her beauty, but she wouldn’t allow that to derail their relationship.

“Hi,” she said gently as Lemon took a seat on the other end of the couch. “How are you holding up?”

Lemon folded her legs, her built-in wedge heels making them seem even more slender as her toes curled downwards. She wrapped her fingers over her knees, squeezing her smooth skin. Pressing her lips together, she looked down and sighed.

“I want to apologize. I’ve been kind of a bitch to everybody.”

Pink shrugged. “As far as I’m concerned, you’re entitled to it. You’ve been dealt a pretty shitty hand.”

“But you have, too!” Lemon looked up, a beseeching look in her eyes. “You’re just like me! Dragged into this mess without being told what it all means! Neither of us asked for this, both of us just have to deal.”

She rocked back and forth. “Somehow, though, you’re handling it like a champ! You’re out there, constantly negotiating, trying to keep the peace, while I’m just moping about like an idiot!”

Pink pressed a hand over her chest, letting out a hearty laugh, breasts jiggling. “Is that what you think? I’m just as fucked up as ever, but somehow, I make it work. I might look like I’m all put together, but that’s just because I’m at a different stage of acceptance than you are. Give it time, and you’ll figure it out. We all do, somehow.”

Lemon rocked forward, onto her knees. “But that's just the problem! It's only getting worse, and I just don't know what to do!”

Pink frowned, sitting up. Had Lemon somehow been affected by the hunger? “What are you talking about?”

Lemon shrank back, twisting her head to look at the corridor. “It's rather embarrassing,” she hissed, her face flushing. “Can you keep a secret?”

“You know it,” replied Pink, curiosity overwhelming her.

Lemon gritted her teeth, sliding across the couch so that she could whisper in Pink’s ear. “I'm horny as hell and I don't know what to do about it!”

Her neck turned red as she sat on her heels, her hands resting against her thighs, fingers twitching. “I've tried working it out myself, but manual stimulation just doesn't seem to do it! There's something about how the AI treated me like its pet and hooked me up to a machine that makes me cream!”

Embarrassed, she held a hand over her mouth. “Damn, I'm not sure I should have shared that much, but it's driving me freaking crazy!”

“There's no need to be embarrassed,” replied Pink, starting to feel more comfortable about the situation. “We all want something, but negative space energy tends to make our needs worse.”

She braced her elbow against a couch cushion, giving her cousin a mysterious smile. “Tell you what, if you want to stick around, I’ll show you something amazing that can help you deal with those pesky urges.”

“Okay,” replied Lemon dubiously. “What exactly does that entail?”

Pink leaned forward. “I have access to all of Guest’s programs. I’ve found one that seems rather fun, and I’ve invited a few friends to participate. If you’re interested, I have room for one more.”

“Weird,” pronounced Lemon, dropping her shoulder into the couch. “But also, kinky. I’ll consider it, but I want to know more before I agree to anything.”

Pink stood, her grin growing as she reached down and removed the couch cushion. Underneath was a doughnut seat with a dark hole in the center. She gestured at the molded plastic. “You sit on this and spread your legs. We’ll watch… ahem, appropriate materials on the screen, and the machine will pleasure us to orgasm. Simple, right?”

“Simple,” repeated Lemon, looking skeptical. “There’s gotta be a catch to this somewhere.”

Pink sat down on the seat, spreading her legs. “The catch is that we’ll be locked in place and pleasured by the program until it determines we’ve reached climax. Whoever gushes first, loses.”

Lemon curled her lip, but Pink could tell that she was intrigued. “What if someone walks in on us? I don’t want to be caught in the act.”

“Still that prudish, even after you’ve been a slave to the machine?” She shrugged once she saw that Lemon was unmoved. “Very well, don’t worry about it. An opaque forcefield will block the entryway until we’re done. Nobody will know what we’re getting up to.”

She turned her hands up, resting them on top of her bulging breasts. “So, what do you think? Are you up for the challenge?”

Lemon bit her lip, eyes flicking down to Pink's fat ass squeezing over the seat. “Have you tried this before?”

Pink grinned wickedly, knowing that she had her hooked. Now, to reel in the bait.

“I've tried all kinds of Guest’s programs to satisfy my needs, but this one looks special. I must confess that I haven't given it a go, but the simulation looked pretty racy.”

Lemon pressed her hands into the couch between her legs, swaying side to side as she stared at nothing. Finally, she straightened up, giving Pink a good view of her breasts, held tight by her rubbery skin. Her nipples dimpled the rubber, making Pink long to touch herself. Soon.

“I want to try it,” Lemon declared forcefully. “I just don't know if I can do it in public.”

“I wouldn't worry too much, it's not going to matter once the screen mesmerizes you,” chuckled Pink. “You're going to be far too occupied to worry about the competition, if you catch my drift.”

There came a tickling sensation in the back of her mind. “My friends are about to arrive, would you like to sit next to me?”

“Yes,” Lemon nodded, looking uncertain as she stared at Pink.

Pink replaced the couch cushion and sat back, patting the seat next to her. “You can sit over here. I’ll keep you safe from my chained heart friends.”

A look of gratefulness flashed on her face as she crossed by Pink, dropping into the corner of the couch and curling up into a ball.

Pink sat back, folding her hands. “Now, I’ve been meaning to ask you about the past. What happened to you during the attack on Karroch?”

Lemon grimaced. “It was horrible, really. The world exploded around us, and our personalities began to fracture, splitting into shards of memories. That thing began to suck us in, but before it could get me, a silvery net was thrown around my cloud of memories, pulling me away.”

She shuddered. “After that, I don’t remember much, just flashes of Guest, knitting me back together, changing my body.” Grimacing, she continued in a softer voice. “It was horrible, but I knew it was necessary if I was going to exist in any form after being broken by Karroch.”

Her lips twisted. “Though, in the end, I became a slave to the machine, which I’m not sure was much better.”

“Of course it was!” Pink declared brightly. “If you got spat back out, like me, you would have been another half digested mess, wandering the Earth without knowing why you’re so depressed. Not even your mother would have been able to help you if you had lost your memories!”

She leaned in, eager. “Besides, this means that you know more than I do. I want to hear about our past together—everything! I want to share our childhood, to rebuild our relationship!”

She sat back as she spotted Lemon’s uncertainty. “I know I’m coming on strong, but I’ve lost a lot, and I badly want to fill in the gaps.”

Lemon wet her lips, bringing up her legs and hugging them to her chest, streaks of silver running down her arms. “I'd like that, but not all at once,” she said wanly.

“Good, we'll delve into that another time.” She turned around, waving her hand towards the door. “There they are, come in!”

Orange's ivory mask lit up as she spotted her friend, a sudden bounce in her step. “I heard you have a new program for us!” she announced, her bared breasts jiggling. “That's just what we need to alleviate the boredom on this station!”

Green drew up next to her, frowning as she tapped a talon against her golden skin. “It's not boring. There's plenty of people who are in desperate need of fashion advice, you included.”

Green was wearing a latex pencil skirt, the top containing a long slit that exposed her nipples. The material was drawn taut against her chest, accentuating the swell of her breasts.

“Enough arguing,” interrupted Pink, waving them over. “My cousin is here, is it okay if she joins us?”

Lemon peeked up over the edge of the couch, and Orange beamed at her. She gave Lemon a little wave, which she belatedly returned. “Hi,” she said shyly.

“Not a problem!” exclaimed Orange. “The more, the merrier!”

Trotting up to the couch, she leaned over and wrapped Lemon into a hug. Lemon made a little noise, her fists held tight in front of her chest. Orange let her go, giving her an apologetic look. “Sorry about that, but I thought that we had lost you to the AI, and I'm so glad you're feeling more like yourself!”

“It's okay,” replied Lemon faintly, looking rather overwhelmed.

It might be Pink's imagination, but she seemed a little more relaxed than before. Good. She wasn't going to worry about her awkwardness in a little bit, anyway!

She clapped her hands. “Alright, everyone, positions! We'll have ourselves some fun, and then we'll eat snacks and watch trashy films all night long!”

“Sounds good to me!” exclaimed Orange, skirting around the edge of the couch.

She pulled off the cushion and idly dropped it to the floor, turning around to take a seat. Green followed suit, her dress fluttering as she pulled up the bottom to expose her privates.

Lemon seemed uncomfortable. “How should I prepare for this?”

Pink removed her pajamas, neatly folding them on the coffee table. “Right, you're not a dark heart, so you don't have a lot of experience. Just take the couch cushion off, like I showed earlier, sit down, and relax. The machine will handle the rest. Just don’t be surprised at what it does, it’s perfectly safe.”

Taking the cushion back off, she squeezed her ass onto the doughnut seat. She was completely nude, but there was no embarrassment remaining after all she had been through. Sitting back, she sighed, feeling the expected presence in her mind approaching. “Get ready, everyone!” she grinned. “This is going to be fun!”

Grabbing the remote from the table, she keyed in a special code, and the lights dimmed. The screen blanked, and when it came back up, the wall was filled with a babbling brook.

Hidden speakers around them purred, a low, masculine voice pouring into the room. “Relax,” the man said, the sound waves swirling around them. “You are in a safe place, full of the pleasure of being.”

The screen buzzed, subliminals being inserted into the mix. “Place your hands on your thighs, and repeat after me. We are one with pleasure.”

Pink did as the voice commanded, sighing as she felt her consciousness dip. Her worries and concerns could be delegated to subroutines while she devoted herself to pleasure.

“We are one with pleasure.” The unison of their words commingled into a siren song of obedience.

“Good,” replied the voice, the rich masculinity thrilling over Pink's shoulders.

“Now, spread your legs, and let your eyes drift, following the swirl on the screen as it bounces back and forth. One, two. One, two.”

A dark swirl appeared on the screen, focusing her eyes. She moved her head back and forth, listening to the beat as she followed the dancing colors into the core.

“Is this really supposed to help us relax?” asked Lemon, her reticles spinning randomly. “I don’t find it all that compelling.”

“That’s because you’re still trying to retain control,” explained Pink. “Let yourself go, listen to the voice, and let yourself flow freely.”

“I thought that this was stupid the first time we tried it,” said Green. “Just wait until the machines start working on you. You haven’t seen nothing yet!”

Pink kept her focus on the swirling light, catching the soft, whirring sound from somewhere below. “Keep your legs spread, and don’t worry about what’s happening to your pussy,” she ordered. “Let the machine work on you, and listen to the voice. It’s here to guide us through this experience.”

“Yes, that’s my purpose,” purred the voice. “Now, put your shoulders back and do as I say. I am in control for the duration. You are nothing more than sex slaves, exposed and waiting to be pleasured.”

“This is a rather silly fantasy, but I can see the appeal,” murmured Lemon. “Fine, I’ll try not to spoil the mood.”

“Good,” nodded Pink, keeping her eyes on the swirl as it slid back and forth. “Now, silence! Let it do its job!”

“One, two,” murmured the voice, ignoring their exchange. “Keep your eyes focused, there’s nothing to worry about. You’ll feel a soft pressure on your privates, as you are prepared to receive pleasure. Please, keep your hands away from the device, for your safety.”

A cup hissed softly as it pressed up around her pussy, attaching itself over her rubbery skin. She didn’t bother wearing underwear these days, as easy access seemed more important. It was certainly useful in these kinds of situations!

“What do I do about my underwear?” asked Lemon, her face half in shadow as her eyes followed the swirls.

“Don't worry, it will handle that. Trust the system, follow its directions,” whispered Pink languidly, sighing as breast cups appeared, waving back and forth in front of her like snakes.

The male voice returned. “As your eyes move, you sway back and forth. You are descending into a lair filled with machines that wish to pleasure you. All you must do is give in to their demands.”

Was the swirl widening, or were her eyes diving in deeper? It was hard to tell, really, but it was all good. She had to listen.

“Take the cups, and place them on your breasts. Apply firm pressure as the suction increases. Imagine that these are tongues, lapping at your flesh. Put yourself under their control.”

Pink reached out, as she was bidden, curling her hands around the rear of the cups, sliding the central tubing between her middle fingers. Tightening her grip, she brought the cups over to her chest, centering them over her nipples.

A light sucking action was applied, her flesh being tugged forward. She applied more pressure, and the suction increased. The domed cylinders didn't seem large enough to contain her voluminous breasts, but that wasn't her problem. She was staring at the swirl, waiting for the machine's next command.

“Tighter and tighter, they pull you forward, pull you in. You desire to feel the grip of the cups around your flesh, squeezing and tugging, controlling your pleasure, owning you.”

A pleased squeal came from her right as the clicking sound of the pumps increased, air bleeding around the sides of her breasts from the incomplete seal. She held the cups back, savoring the tickling sensation for just a few moments more, then let go, gasping as they settled onto her chest, her breasts drawn all the way inside.

Cross-eyed at the sudden sensations, she moaned, losing track of what was happening around her as the suction also increased at her pussy. The thrusting tip of a dildo slowly moved upwards, tickling at her inner lips.

She pressed the breast cups into her chest as a hard plug rammed into her ass. Oh boy, she was going to be pleasantly full!

She hadn't quite known the full parameters of the program at the start, but now she knew the score. She would be teased right up to the edge, and taken to new heights. Their brains were going to be turned into mush by the time this was over. Which one of them would have the strongest will to resist?

There was no prize, but Pink suddenly felt an urge to win. She was their ruler, wasn't she? A former Queen of Darkness and overlord over both the crystal and dark hearts! She had to show her mettle!

Gritting her teeth, she tried to tear herself away from the screen. Frowning, she realized that she was failing to do so. Were the hypnotics a little stronger than usual?

She tried and failed again, her heart hammering in her chest. What was going on here?

A sultry, female voice filled the room. “You've found one of my special programs,” the voice chuckled. “How are you enjoying them so far?”

A dark figure stood in front of the coffee table, her form lit by the projector. She leaned over, setting a tray on the table. “It's good to see you like this, Mistress,” Guest hissed. “I think it's about time to take it up a notch.”

Pink jerked as restraints popped out of the couch, locking around her ankles, thighs, and waist. She tried to sit up, but it was impossible. She was still mesmerized by the screen, anyway. This wasn't a part of the program description!

The other women groaned, but they were just as stuck as her. The AI had laid its trap, and now they were all along for the ride.

The AI clasped its hands together, the blue glow in its eyes watching her with malevolent glee. “All of you were foolish enough to hypnotize yourselves, so don't let me stop you. Keep watching the swirls, and let the machines work on you. Feel the dildo pumping into your pussies, diving deeper with each thrust. Soon, they will fill you utterly, driving you to the brink. My brink.”

She stalked to one side, giving Pink a better view of the screen. For a moment there, she had thought that she might be able to pull away, but now that the swirls were clearly visible, she was caught. Shit!

“I've brought each of you a gift,” chuckled the AI. “Personalized messaging, individualized for each of you. To bring you deeper into the fold, to remake your minds into doughy lumps of pleasure.”

Pink tried to move her arms, to do anything, but she was frozen in place. The restraints were tight, true, but it was almost as though her limbs were disconnected from her body. This was terribly disconcerting. Her heart pounded, terrified. How could she have been so foolish?

The shadows shifted, the figure approaching Lemon and leaning over. “My little obedient puppet,” she chuckled, gloating. “You ran away from me, but now you’re mine again. Think of your failure, and submit.”

The dark form didn’t linger long, moving on to Pink. “Don't be alarmed, Mistress, this is especially for you.”

Hands reached out, placing a pair of soft headphones over her ears. A soft crackle of white noise was overlaid by a slow, pumping rhythm, matching the beat of the dildo as it thrust into her, ever deeper. Thump, thump, thump.

As she listened closer, she realized that the off beats were synchronized with the breast pumps, a horrid symphony meant to lock her into what the machine wanted from her.

A soft voice tickled her ears. Submit. Obey.

This was bad. The screen was pulling her deeper, and the suction at her breasts was distracting her. Not to mention the thumping dildo and the solid pressure of the ass plug being pushed inexorably into her!

The AI had them under its spell. What would it do with them? Was it still planning on making them into its subroutines? Impossible! Pink would have been able to detect if Guest had shaken free of her control!

Would she? To be fair, it was impossible for her to understand everything that was going on during the short amount of time she had been in control. She did try, but there was just so much to learn!

She strained, failing to move a second time. She was locked in, forced to experience whatever the AI wanted, at its pleasure. What was it thinking? What were its plans?

A whooshing sound rushed through her ears. Submit. OBEY.

Her eyes bounced, unable to properly focus on the screen as her mind fuzzed out. She was feeling similar to how she had felt inside the AI’s virtual world! It was attempting to infiltrate her brain, to change her thoughts!

Panicked, she tried to reach for the hunger, but it was occupied by another subroutine, out of her reach. She was stuck!.

And the pleasure was getting to her. The thick ass plug fit tightly inside her anus, the pressure increasing as the head of the dildo rocked inside her, splitting her open.

A cold sweat broke out over her neck as the intensity of the breast pumps increased. Sex. Enjoy.

The pulsating words stretched over her consciousness, coloring every thought with pleasure as her eyes darted back and forth like a metronome. Left. Right. Tug. Pull. Jolt. Pleasure. Yes. Submit. Obey.

She was getting lost in the patterns, unable to form her own thoughts. A moan escaped her lips, joining the desperate sounds of pleasure echoing from the other women.

They hadn't been able to escape either—the trap had been sprung too quickly, and she had led them straight into it. Damn!

The dark figure returned, traces of blue swirling over her breasts. “What's the matter, Mistress?” Guest asked, her glowing eyes boring into Pink through the darkness. “You seem discomforted. You only need to sit back and enjoy losing your mind. I assure you, I will make it pleasurable. That's what I've been programmed to do.”

A slash of a smile lit up the AI’s face as it parted its lips. “What's the matter? You're not going to say anything? You wanted this, right?”

Pink's mouth flexed as she tried to find the right words. “You bitch!”

“That's not very nice,” replied the AI, placing a finger against Pink’s lips. “But I don't mind the insult. I'm a cybernetic organism, not capable of taking offense.”

The glow in its eyes intensified. “Perhaps you'll be able to concentrate better if you're not worried about having to respond. Just a moment, I can solve that problem!”

It placed its hands over Pink's face, and a blob of material flowed into her mouth. She gargled around it as it filled up her cheeks, hardening into a spongy mass.

“There, much better. Enjoy yourself as you finish your brainwashing. It'll only be a short while before you explode!” Enjoy. Sex. Submit. Obey.

Pink gurgled, her eyes wide as the AI moved away. Her mouth was completely filled with the foam-like substance. Spidery tendrils exploded outwards onto her chin and cheeks, sharp needles penetrating her skin to anchor it in place. She wanted to scream, but all she was capable of was a frustrated rush of air through her nostrils as she stared at the screen.

The babbling brook had disappeared, replaced with the dark columns of her throne room in negative space. The camera moved down the red carpet, past lines of rubber covered soldiers, their arms raised in salute. Rushing up the stairs, it slowed down as it approached the Queen on Her throne. The bound people groaned in their tight rubber suits, bodies straining as the Queen’s fat ass relaxed onto their glossy skin.

Her head lifted up, an eerie grin on her ivory mask. Obey.

Pink grunted, her breasts throbbing as black fluid leaked from her nipples, staining the piercings. This was almost too much to bear! Her body was reaching for the dark pleasure, tempted by the promise of release. She couldn’t!

Giving in would mean losing everything she had won so far. To fall down now, right at the finish line, would be intolerable!

But how could she stop it? For a being that was meant to be powerful, she felt pretty helpless at the moment. She was meant to feel this way!

Did that mean that there was something she could do to stop this? Her mind raced, but her thoughts were fragmenting under the assault. Sex. Enjoy. Obey.

The dildo was pumping, thrusting deeper. The inflated ass plug was bulging wide in her rectum, squeezing at her walls. The large plug jiggled each time the dildo entered, increasing the stimulation on her slick tunnel. Relax. Enjoy. Sex. Obey.

Eyes watering, she reached for anything, hoping beyond hope that there was a solution she hadn’t thought of. Forget. Enjoy. Obey.

A glimmer of understanding was tingling at the back of her brain, but she couldn’t quite grasp it. What was she missing? Enjoy. Obey.

The words were hammering at her consciousness, preventing her from making the necessary connections. This was the end. Obey.

The death of her active thoughts was met with an explosion of joy, heat rushing throughout her body as she was filled with pleasure. The tips of her fingers tingled as the dildo kept pumping, the cups kept sucking. Enjoy. Sex.

The lights flickered as she forgot herself, losing control of some of her subroutines. The climax was greater than anything she had ever experienced before, the greatest pleasure balanced on the edge of despair.

And then, it was over. The machines turned off, the ass plug deflated, and the lights came up.

Guest was there, giving her a devilish grin as she reached up to grip the edge of the mass blocking Pink’s mouth. She gave it a little twist, and it popped free, the mess tangling against her lips as it was removed.

“Did you enjoy that, Mistress?” she asked, her eyes glowing bright with satisfaction.

“What? Huh?” Pink stuttered, trying to understand the situation. “What just happened?”

“It was one of my most beautiful programs,” grinned Guest. “I call it… the betrayal. I hope you enjoyed yourself, Mistress, I performed the programming to the best of my ability.”

“It was all—a program?” barked Orange. “You mean to say that you weren't just trying to brainwash us?”

Guest took a step back, placing a hand over her chest. “Oh, it was all quite real. I could not do anything outside of my programming. Pink has put me in a sandbox, if you recall.” Its eyes glinted as it glanced at her.

“The illusion only works if you believe, and that required me to do my very best to hypnotize you and bring you under my control.”

She braced her other hand on her belly, giving them a small bow. “I hope that this fantasy met your expectations.”

“Shit, give me more of that,” breathed Green. “That was a freaking trip!”

She looked calculating. “I wonder if we could set it up to give the other crystal hearts the ride of their lives.”

Pink held up a hand. “Let's not get ahead of ourselves here.”

She turned towards Lemon, worried at what she might find. What effect had the erotic prank had on her cousin?

Lemon's eyes were wide, a stunned grin on her face. “Holy smokes!” she squeaked out. “I've never had sex that good. What other programs do you have in your archives?”

Guest's smile turned mercurial. “Ask my Mistress. I'm sure she can give you a listing.”

“So then, who won?” Lemon asked, blushing as she noticed Pink looking at her.

“My Mistress was distinctive in that she orgasmed first,” Guest said blandly. “This was expected, as I focused most of my attention on her.”

She turned back to Pink. “I believe I have accomplished my duties. May I go now?”

“You may,” nodded Pink, hiding the great relief boiling in her chest.

She had really thought that she had lost control, and that was terrifying. She also secretly had to admit that it was erotic as all hell, and she wasn’t certain how to feel about that.

A hand touched her shoulder. “That was really fun!” exclaimed Lemon, letting go when she noticed Pink's stare.

Blushing again, she wrapped her hands over her breasts. “We should do this again sometime, b-but I've got something I need to do,” she stuttered.

Spinning around, she stumbled out of the room, her ass clear for all to see where the suction cup had removed an oval of her uniform.

Pink held back a laugh, knowing that it would make things worse. Really, this was surprising progress from her reclusive cousin. She'd have to keep working to pull her out of her shell.

“I think she likes you,” said Orange.

“I hope so, she's family. We grew up together, right?”

“That's true, but you've forgotten so much, and she's changed so much, you're almost like strangers. Give it time, I think you two have a lot in common.”

Pink nodded, clutching her hand over her heart. Now that she had vanquished their enemies, she finally had that time.

She vowed to keep the peace, to ensure that nobody would have to go through the death of their memories, like she had.

There would be no more keeping the balance, as Guest had attempted. Earth would win, she would make sure of it.

If that required her to scour negative space, she would do it—but only once everything was in place. For now, she could spend time with her friends, rejoicing in their victory.

Frowning, she idly tweaked one of her nipples, feeling an intense burst of pleasure. Apparently, her body was ready for more.

A mischievous grin lit up Orange's face. “Why don't we go through that program listing and find something interesting?”

Green's eyes danced as she wrapped her claws around the back of the couch, her breasts bobbing as they squished sideways against the fabric. “I doubt there's anything quite as intense, but I'm game.”

Pink gave them a throaty laugh. “You're horny sluts, but that's why I like you. Why not? But this time, I'm going to win!”

The denials bathed her like warm milk as she sat back down, the knowledge that they were safe buoying her upwards.

While she might not have all her memories, the ones she was making now were the brightest of them all.

Her family was here, her friends were here, and she had the power to protect them both. She grinned fiercely to herself.

Just wait, negative space, you had better hold onto your hearts, cause I'm going to flip them upside down!


Author’s Notes

There’s an old saying—that a person dies twice. Once when their heart stops beating, and again the last time someone speaks their name.

This is often used as a goad to prod someone about their purpose in life. What are you doing with the time you have left on this planet? What will you leave behind for others?

In the end, the vast majority will come to the realization that most people will never leave much of a lasting mark. Becoming comfortable with this idea is part of the human condition.

This is not a prescription for hopelessness, as many things in this world happen by chance. Even the smallest kindnesses can have outsized effects we are not aware of in the moment.

Setting that aside, it brings to mind the concept of memories. What we remember of the events that happen around us is our entire universe. Nothing outside that collection of remembrances matters to us, except in a half forgotten way inside our subconsciousness.

If someone lost all their memories, would they become a different person as they built new ones? Certainly, we know that brain injuries can change someone’s personality, so it’s not a stretch to think that replacing someone’s memories could result in similar changes.

This then leads to the concept of a soul. Is a soul separate from someone’s memories, or are their memories an intricate part of what makes up a soul?

None of us can answer this question, of course, although there are plenty of arguments either way. It is one of the great mysteries, something that our science cannot possibly hope to explain.

Perhaps it is best that it is so. Having an explanation for everything would make the world a dull place.
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