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Hannah was pissed. The hot water heater at the apartment had failed yesterday, forcing her to take a cold shower in the morning. In her first lecture of the day the professor had denied her request for an extension on her differential equation homework. Shortly after she had returned to the apartment in a huff, she had learned that the landlord wouldn't be able to dispatch a workman to replace the hot water heater until late in the evening. To top everything off, her roommate Anna had reminded her with no small amount of vindictiveness that she had promised to pick up the pumpkins they were going to carve for the Halloween display.
They always say that you don't really know whether you'll get along with someone until you live with them, and in this case the saying was unfortunately true. The happy go-lucky, air headed personality that made Anna fun during parties had turned out to be hiding a dark streak that came out when she was asked to do the chores or if she didn't get her way. After several weeks of up putting up with spirited arguments, Hannah had given up trying to get through to her and had resolved to do the chores herself.
Her two other roommates, Lacey and Lucy, the twins, would rather retreat to their room to study physics than get involved in cat fights. This behavior just annoyed Hannah further -- it would have been nice to get some support. All of this meant that she was effectively doing the equivalent of two jobs simultaneously, which was quickly draining her ability to care about almost anything.
She was too much of a pushover. She didn't have the luxury of escaping like her other roommates, but she also didn't have the power to say no -- she felt trapped by her own personality. There was only so far she could be pushed, however, and she was now at the tipping point. The events of the day had just solidified her opinion -- after the semester was over, she was going to find new housing and ditch the house of drama that seemed to take up all her waking hours. Maybe that would prevent her grades from taking a nose dive, too.
The grim decision made, she continued to sort through the pumpkin display at the local Happy Time grocery store. Some of them were small, and others so big she wasn't sure she would be able to lift them off the ground. Some were unsuitable due to the markings they had acquired while lying on the ground in the pumpkin patch. It took her a few minutes to sort them out, but right when she was about to leave, one more caught her eye. It was way at the back, but it had a particular healthy, orange sheen that drew her eye.
It was slightly bigger than she was looking for, but it was perfectly formed. The round, orange flesh bulged in perfectly delineated lines. The stalk was nice and green, with no sign of rot. Oddly, it didn't possess any ground marks, as though the pumpkin had grown vertically -- not a very probable circumstance for a pumpkin that had grown so large. The only imperfection was a small, round grayish circle that formed a small, raised patch in the skin of perfect specimen. She almost put it back into the display with regret, but hesitated. They were planning on carving these pumpkins, right? They could simply carve into and remove the blemish, leaving the rest of the pumpkin alone. Certainly getting such a nice pumpkin and keeping it for herself might help her to relieve some of the burden the rest of the catastrophic day had caused.
Her decision made, she hoisted the pumpkin up and into her shopping cart. She was a little surprised that it felt lighter than she had expected -- it wasn't hollow already, was it? Her investigation was interrupted when she noticed a customer at the in store coffee shop watching her closely. It wasn't yet Halloween, yet the lady was dressed in a witch's costume, a formless black cloak topped with a dorky tall, pointed witches' hat sitting on the counter. Her lips were stained a shiny neon blue, with hair dyed to match. Her curls danced breezily as she took a sip from her drink, revealing finger nails painted the same unnatural color complete with tiny stars sprinkling their nail beds. The cloak she wore was free flowing, revealing little of what she wore underneath, but her boots ran up and over her knees. They were shiny and black with tall platforms, buckles running up the front. She probably wouldn't have looked out of place at a gothic techno party.
Her eyes were two stunning sapphires nestled deep behind an aquiline nose and strong cheekbones. Hannah felt strangely drawn to the intense gaze until one heavily mascaraed eyelash closed lazily in a suggestive wink.
"What are you looking at?" snarled Hannah, flustered and more than a little annoyed at feeling patronized while doing shopping in her sweats. It was laundry day, and she hadn't had the time or inclination to get her clothing to the laundromat since the hot water had quit on them. Her hair felt limp and unattractive on her neck, wet from the rain outside.
The witch only chuckled throatily and returned to her drink, ignoring Hannah's outburst as she swept over to the check-out line in a frustrated haze, her brown eyes flashing fire. If the witch had been unable to wash her hair it probably wouldn't look so perfect coiffed, either! And why was she suddenly feeling so jealous of her poise and carefree attitude?
***
Sighing, Hannah lugged the pumpkins up the front step to the apartment. There wasn't a plumber's work van out front, so she couldn't tell whether the hot water had been fixed yet. Just as she was returning from her car with the last, perfect looking pumpkin, she was fixed with a shrewish glare from Anna, who was just stalking out of the kitchen. "Did you remember to pick up more coffee creamer? We're still out."
Hannah pressed her fingers to her forehead. That damn witch had distracted her. "No, I was distracted while I was at the store. Calm down! I'll pick some up tomorrow after my first class." Crap, Anna was probably going to fly into another rage now.
As if on cue, Anna's face twisted in anger. "I've been waiting for over an hour for that creamer, and you know it!" Her voice started to raise in pitch. Hannah could hear a door slam at the back of the apartment -- probably Lacey and Lucy hiding again.
All of her anger at the day, her professor, the universe, the witch, and the shitty coffee creamer suddenly boiled over into a rage of her own. "You know what? I don't have to deal with this shit any more! I quit! As soon as I can find new housing, I'm out of here -- and then you can find your own coffee creamer, clean your own dishes, and empty your own trash!"
The pumpkin still in her hands, she shoved past a pissed Anna and slammed the door to her room, taking out some of her rage on the inanimate object. "Oh yeah?" yelled Anna through the closed door. "Good luck getting housing right before Halloween! Bitch!"
Hannah sank onto her bed and turned the pumpkin listlessly in her hands. Anna knew exactly what to do to push all of her hot buttons. But it just didn't matter any more -- she had to get out before she was pushed to physical violence. If the argument had continued for even a short while longer she might have ended up slapping Anna, and then they really would have been fighting like cats.
All this because of a stupid pumpkin and a witch. Disillusioned, she sat the pumpkin on her dresser and tried to figure out what to do next. Her thoughts chased themselves around in circles, ultimately unfulfilling. She tried to study, but she just couldn't focus while Anna's shrill voice was still bouncing around inside her head. She gave up and sneaked out to the kitchen, warming up a TV dinner quickly so she could bring it back to her room and hide. Fortunately, nobody was out of their rooms and she was left unmolested.
Back in her room, she ate her meager fare and tried to study again. She soon gave up -- her focus was gone, and until she could get it back, there was no use in continuing. Maybe the plumber would come in the morning and she'd be able to start the day out right.
Tired, she brushed her teeth and changed into her pajamas. Fortunately, one of the features of this apartment was separate bathrooms for each room, so she wouldn't have to risk running into Anna again during the night. She flicked out the light and slumped into bed, hoping some uninterrupted sleep would help her to find solutions in the morning.
***
Shortly past the witching hour, a dim blue glow flashed through the room from the dresser. The circular blister on the pumpkin throbbed slowly with blue light, flashes starting slowly, then coming more regularly until it was a solid blue glow. The blistered area started to turn like it was unscrewing, then the blue light strengthened. The outer flesh of the pumpkin appeared to be liquefying, slowly turning to pulp and vanishing, until a perfectly round hole had been burrowed from the interior to the exterior of the pumpkin.
Out of the interior crawled a long, thin strand of what looked like play-doh, locomoting similarly to an earthworm. It fell onto the floor with a faintly audible thud, then inched its way towards the bed. As it moved, a strip of blue light moved up and down its body. When it reached the bed, it lifted one end of itself and touched the comforter, proceeding up the side as though it was a slug.
It hesitated for a moment, then dragged itself over the top of Hannah's head until it was laying horizontally over her eyes like a blindfold. The blue light that had run up and down its length turned off, then the entire tube started to flash like a flickering florescent light. Hannah's eyes opened, unseeing, as the creature flashed a code to her unconscious mind. Her mouth dropped open, gasping harshly for air. Her body frozen in sleep, the worm split down the middle, each side sliding around to an ear, then vanishing quickly inside. An intense blue light flashed once on the ceiling from inside her mouth and her eyes, then it was gone.
The night continued, as quiet as before, only a hollowed out pumpkin bearing witness to the fact that anything had happened at all.
***
Her morning didn't start out much better than the previous one. The hot water still wasn't fixed, and Anna's parting shot from the night before was still bugging her. Screw it, she thought, time to clear her head. She threw on her sports bra and sweats, determined to get her head right by taking a jog.
She was only a few blocks away from the apartment when a limo drove up beside her. The window in the back door rolled down. "My name is Kara!" said a lady dressed as a witch. "Perhaps you would like to visit with me?"
Hannah frowned, and continued on. It was the same mysterious lady from the supermarket. What did she want?
The limo continued rolling beside her. "Ahem!" The witch muttered under her breath, then continued more assertively. "You *will* stop and get in this limo with me."
Stunned, Hannah stepped over to the limo and climbed inside. Now why had she done that? She should be leaving! Struggling in her seat, her body did nothing more than twitch.
"That's much better," said the witch, her blue lips looking like the cat who had got into the cream. "My name is Kara. What's yours?"
Unwillingly, Hannah's lips started moving. "I'm Hannah. What's going on here?...You bitch!"
The witch's dark blue eyes flashed threateningly. "They say that if you can't say anything nice, you shouldn't say anything at all. In this case, I intend to agree." She snapped her fingers, and Hannah gaped. From the corners of her eyes, a blue wave washed in, until everything was colored in the dark hue. She felt funny, then silly, then her mind completely blanked.
Kara smiled happily at her new conquest. "If I hadn't been told how quickly the magic could take hold once its latent potential had been activated, I never would have believed it." Hannah made a low noise, but otherwise couldn't reply.
They sat there for the next half hour, the witch's thoughts her own as she plotted and planned. Hannah didn't think about anything at all, her universe eclipsed by a curtain of blue.
Hannah's eyes stared unseeingly as the witch's limo smoothly turned through a wrought iron gate and up a long, tiled driveway. It took seemingly forever until a large mansion appeared, dormer windows looming out above lush greenery that bordered the driveway.
"Pretty," said Hannah, her eyes dancing in blue constellations as the limo rolled to a stop.
Ignoring her outburst, Kara got out and offered her hand to Hannah. "Come, my dear. We have a lot to do before my magic seeps it way back out of your brain."
Hannah stumbled out of the car with the witch's help, the butler closing the door behind them. The butler led the way up the walk towards the house, the witch tolerantly helping Hannah as she stumbled over the cobblestones. Fragments of thoughts about old money and extravagant architecture floated through Hannah's mind without finding purchase. If she was being given a sobriety test, she would have flat out failed.
The butler fished a large, archaic looking key ring out of his pocket, and with a flourish, unlocked the bright blue door to the estate. "After you, madame," he enunciated softly, primly bowing as he ushered them in.
Walking regally, Kara dragged Hannah through the front room and up a grand staircase to the second floor. When Hannah hesitated, the witch pulled her firmly through the first door on the left.
"But...the butler...," slurred Hannah, her unfocused eyes still swirling, a vague concern circulating that someone might say something about her drunken condition.
"Hush now," said Kara, rapping her knuckles. "James has been in the family for generations, and we trust him implicitly. Besides, we're not here to listen to you failing to think properly. A familiar has no need to think for anyone but her mistress. A familiar is a pet. An animal wind-up toy that thinks only at my pleasure."
She frowned. "But the fact that you can think at all is surprising. Perhaps you need just a little more of my magic to settle down. It seems I don't quite have the dosage right yet. It is a somewhat delicate matter -- we wouldn't want to fry your mind with pleasure, would we?"
She rolled her hands, a sparkling effect materializing between her smooth palms. As she continued to roll slowly, the ball of swirling blueish colors grew. When it reached the size of a softball she swapped to rolling it back and forth, turning the ball into a long, thin tube. Once it reached about a foot long, Kara eyed Hannah critically. "Pet, give me your arm."
Drowsily, Hannah raised her right arm towards the witch in a drunken lurch. Smiling, Kara draped the magic worm over her arm and waited for it to obey its programming. Instinctively wrapping around the arm, it tightened, then started sliding upwards towards her head. Once it reached her shoulder, a foot of it continued upwards, twining close to her ear as it slithered around and around. It wiggled in mid-air for a moment, but once it finally found her ear it started sliding inside.
"Uuuhhhhhhhh!" She moaned as her eyelashes fluttered, her eyes becoming an even more intense blue as the magic slid its way deep into her brain. The pleasure she felt as her brain was melting was indescribable, her thoughts twining tighter and tighter around a magical core of blue. Each twist she made around that blue rock of obedience bound her with chains of pleasure, a prison she couldn't see a way to escape.
"Now, my pet -- it's time to strip. Get rid of all those ugly and smelly old clothes. My pets must attire themselves in a manner that pleases me most."
Hannah started to remove her clothing, her body obeying the commands of her mistress while her mind sailed higher on waves of pleasure. Her exercise clothing dropped quickly to the floor, the nervousness she normally would have felt subsumed by an overwhelming need to obey. It only took a matter of moments to slip out of her sports bra, tennis shoes and socks, then she returned to a neutral pose. She smiled dumbly, her arms dangling at her sides, nerveless.
"Much better." The witch smiled at the view. "James, could you please remove these rags and leave us alone to get...acquainted better?"
"Yes, madame," sniffed James, picking up Hannah's clothing. "Will dinner be at eight, or should I schedule for later?"
"Definitely later." Kara stared at her new acquisition speculatively. "Much later. I'm about to feast."
"Very good, madame. I will leave a tray of cold meats in the fridge." He silently closed the double doors to the dressing room behind him, leaving Hannah alone with a ravenous witch.
"I've been watching you, you know," the witch said, circling Hannah's spaced out body. When she reached the front, she let her cloak fall to the floor, allowing herself to be inspected. The witch's legs seemed to go on for ages, their length clad in the shiny black of her boots. Her breasts were bared, perfect orbs capped by blue tips, highlighted by silver studs. Hannah's wandering eyes widened in lust at the thought that the witch had been hiding pierced breasts behind the thin film of her cloak all along.
"But now you're probably wondering why you feel so perfectly aroused and willing to have sex...with me." She grinned knowingly, stroking Hannah's cheekbones. "It's my magic. If you walked out on the street and looked at any person now, man or woman, you wouldn't want them -- only me. Like attracts like -- and now your silly little head is simply stuffed...just...full...of my blue, blue magic." With each syllable, Kara slinked closer, until their breasts were barely rubbing up against each other.
It was true. Hannah's breath hitched at the thought of bedding this witch, rubbing up against her until orgasms danced down her spine. She hadn't felt this with any one else before -- especially not a woman.
"There you go, thinking again. You must be able to absorb an awfully large amount of magic -- you'll make an excellent familiar." Kara pressed a cold finger against Hannah's lips that were rapidly turning blue. "Hold that thought...or better yet, don't." She stepped forward into a kiss, pressing the palms of her hands against Hannah's ears.
Her hands glowed, raw magic pulsing into Hannah's brain, each wave tugging at her pleasure centers. Instinctively, Hannah kissed back, sucking and swirling her tongue with the witch's, but it wasn't enough. Pushed by new desires welling up from the depths of her brain, she embraced her tormentor, rubbing her sensitive breasts against those of her mistress.
Mistress! It was such an easy word to think while she ground deeper into the witch's arms, her magic tickling at Hannah's brain. She could feel every inch of mistress' body, every gyration bringing her closer to fruition.
Soon, she couldn't think at all. Everything was blue. The room was blue, her mistress was blue, her lips were blue, her nipples were blue. Her silly little fears were blue. And best of all, her orgasms were blue too.
***
After their tryst, Hannah lay boneless in bed, cuddling with her mistress. "Mmm, I do love you mistress, but why did you choose me?"
"Us witches are at our most powerful when Halloween is near. During the rest of the year our power wanes until the darkest night once again approaches. To maintain our power during the rest of the year and to make sure there are no...surprise attacks from our enemies, we must store some of our power in suitable subjects...familiars, we call them. And...you were simply too cute to let go."
"Like a battery?" Hannah asked adoringly, nestled in the crook of Kara's arms.
"Yes, but not so crass. You are not Soylent Green, my dear. With your mind stuffed full of my magic, you simply cannot disobey me. This is quite pleasurable for both of us, I assure you." She goosed Hannah, making her shriek delightfully.



Kara leered at Hannah, but shook her head decisively. "I would love to, but I'm not done yet. I have just been given my inheritance, but I am still a novice witch, and I must build my power base to ensure my position. I have filled you with as much power as a I dare. If I jam too much more in too quickly we might risk burnout, which would make you useless to me or anyone else. Yet I cannot store my power around the house or I would risk losing much to a thief."
"There is..." Hannah trailed off, her newly blue eyes blinking thoughtfully.
"Yes, my pet?" Kara languidly touched Hannah's chin, stroking her like a favored dog.
Hannah curled into the witch's warm fingers, savoring her mistress' favor. "I have three other roommates. We're all sophomores, so we'll be at college for several more years. If you take all of them, we could continue our education or pretend to continue our education, then come to work for you. We wouldn't disappear and our families would know where we are, they just wouldn't wonder why we're not coming home." Her thighs clenched tightly at the naughty thought of helping her mistress enslave her roommates.
"That's...not a bad plan." said Kara, considering the suggestion thoughtfully while she stroked her pet. "If any of my pets were to leave my side for any length of time, I would need to provide a glamor, such as for holidays, but that is simply done. You would all hide in plain sight, while remaining my animals. Very *good*, pet, very good!"
Hannah's eyes teared up, suddenly overcome that she had pleased her mistress. "Thank you!" she gushed. She whined in disappointment when Kara stopped stroking her.
"I have another gift for you," said the witch, gesturing regally. "It is in the top drawer of the dresser. Please fetch it for me."
Her momentary disappointment quickly forgotten, Hannah leaped from the bed, eager to do her mistress' bidding. Sliding the drawer open, she gasped in surprise. Inside was a heavy Gothic collar, made of what appeared to be steel. The engraving was incredibly detailed, swirling almost as if by magic from the form of one mythical beast to the next, gryphons to harpies to dragons. It probably *was* magic. In the front was mounted a large sapphire, the color of her mistress. She picked it up in her hands gingerly. "Can I?" She said, her eyes imploring her mistress who had remained on the bed, watching Hannah benevolently.
"Of course," came the indulgent reply. "All of my familiars must be adorned properly. Besides," she said seductively, "I can't draw power out of a familiar without the gem. It's part and parcel of being my slave." She dropped her voice an octave. "And you want to be my slave, don't you?"
"Oh, yes, mistress!" said Hannah adoringly. She brought both halves of the heavy collar up to her neck, and without hesitation snapped it shut with a deep click. The room changed, suddenly, everything now in much sharper relief. Around her mistress was a swirling miasma of blue light, almost bright enough to make her have to look away. She could see the same energy now, hanging around her too, but it was more static, stationary. It was nothing like the riotous shades of blue that surrounded her mistress. She could feel a faint warmth at her neck where the gem sat, and licked her blue lips. It was done! No matter what else happened, she had declared herself for her mistress irrevocably. At her decision, the auras faded swiftly, the magic settling into background noise.
"Ravish me! Name me! Do what you want with me! I'm yours," Hannah said theatrically, bowing low so that her blue capped breasts swung freely.
A short breeze, and suddenly Kara was pressing her body against her pet, her warmth making Hannah's heart miss a beat. The studs in her nipples traced delightful swirls against Hannah's side as the witch pressed her lips to her ears. "Ravish you I will, but your name remains your own. Rest assured I will give you a new name, a true name, to keep others from controlling you, but it's *so* much easier to maintain one's situation if one doesn't have to lie."
She reached around and tweaked one of Hannah's nipples. "These do look bare, perhaps some piercings would suit you better?"
The pet moaned with abandon as her mistress plundered her mouth once more, her body juicing at the thought of obeying her utterly.
***
It was another wet night a few days from Halloween when the door bell rang. "Coming!" came Anna's bubbly voice down the hallway.
The door cracked open, Anna squinting out onto the porch. Outside was a figure wearing a cloak over her body, a wet hood draped over her back. She was wearing blue lipstick and her face was heavily made up, her eyes highlighted with a deep black color to match the night. Her neck was encircled with an intricate collar of some kind. It had a large, glowing blue gem nestled in front of her Adam's apple, and the lady's hair was dyed the same color as her lips.
Anna stared at the visitor skeptically. "No solicitors, especially not this late at night." The slutty goth either had to be selling something or she had the wrong door.
"Oh, I'm not selling anything!" grinned Hannah as she forced her way inside. "I'm buying, instead." As soon as she passed the threshold, she dropped the cloak she had been wearing, her fingernails flashing blue.
Underneath the cloak she had been wearing very little. A severely cinched black leather under bust corset acted as a shelf to push her assets upward. Each large breast was capped with blue nipples and silver rings. Below she was wearing nothing at all, except for black thigh length boots that had platform heels and buckles up the front. Her sex was exposed for anyone to see.
Anna's mouth dropped to the floor. "What's happened to you?" she asked, stunned, finally recognizing who was underneath the makeover. Had Hannah ever had breasts that large? The inappropriate question bounced around her shocked brain.
"Ah, much better," Hannah said, her voluminous breasts exposed. "It feels so restricting to hide who I am now, but necessity often overrides desire." She clapped her hands on either side of Anna's head, holding her face straight with what felt like bands of iron.
"What are you doing?" shrieked Anna, every word getting louder until Hannah covered her mouth with her own, kissing her voraciously.
Her surprise and discomfort at the sudden gesture took Anna completely by surprise, causing her to hesitate for long enough for several long ropes of magic that were twined around Hannah's arms like wristlets to come alive and slither up and over Hannah's hands and into Anna's ears. It wasn't long before her eyes flashed blue and her mouth dropped open, drool collecting at the bottom of her mouth.
"Very good girl," said Hannah, as if she was talking to a dog. "My mistress wants you all, but has given me discretion on how I should handle recruitment. I like you the least, so you get to go last. You sit here like a good little kitty and wait until I'm done collecting the others." She gently closed Anna's mouth and maneuvered her to the side of the door, carefully closing the front door and engaging the deadbolt.
The twins had probably retreated to their room like they normally did, trying to avoid another argument. Anna's shrieking would have forced them away from the front door, which was exactly what the new Hannah wanted. Turning the deadbolt should give her ample time to inform her mistress if the twins attempted to flee before they had time to be introduced to their very own magical worms.
She moaned on the way to the twins' room, her collar flashing a darker blue as some of her mistress' magic was released. Stroking down the back of her neck, the magic gathered at her throat and spun outwards into long, thin strands. Each strand coiled itself around one of her arms as before, prepared to flow like water into the brain of a new victim.
Marching confidently towards the door, her nipples bouncing with each step, she paused to listen for any activity beyond. All that she could hear was the pounding of rain against the roof. Satisfied that they were otherwise occupied, she slowly and carefully opened the door.
Their bags and books were put together neatly as usual, the contents of their room packed away as though a maid had just visited. Strangely, however, their beds were unmade, the blankets thrown to the floor. The window was cracked open, the sound of thunder just outside briefly overwhelming the patter of rainfall.
Concerned now, Hannah rushed to the window, stealth abandoned completely as she peered out. The bed sheets had been stripped from the bed and tied together. They flowed out the window like some sort of Saturday Morning cartoon, revealing the escape route the twins had taken right before Hannah had arrived.
It became crystal clear in an instant -- she had failed. No corporal punishment that was meted out could make up for the fact that she had failed her mistress. She was heartbroken.
Despondent about her failure, Hannah collected Anna from where she waited patiently beside the door, her mouth open like a goldfish. There was a bitter, metallic taste in her mouth that a consolation prize like Anna couldn't fix. She wouldn't hide from her punishment, though -- that would go against the wishes of her mistress, and it was impossible for her to do that.
She put her cloak back on and guided the gurgling Anna out the door. She was careful to take her keys and carefully lock the door behind them -- even as slaves they would have need of their own belongings...eventually. Petulantly, Hannah fed Anna the rest of her magic worms one by one, watching them burrow themselves deep into Anna's brain, merging their magic with her body until her eyes glowed a solid blue. It wouldn't last forever, but it would be enough to keep her pacified until she was ready to awaken to the orgasmic joy of serving her new mistress.
Sighing, she took Anna by the hand and led her down the front steps, dreading what she would find once she returned to the limo. She pushed through the thunderstorm out to the street, opening the back door of the limo to help Anna inside. With her mind jammed full of magic, it was easy to direct Anna's pliant frame in through the car door, but a bit more difficult to get in after her until someone on the interior had directed Anna to a seat.
Slinking inside, she gasped to see both Lacey and Lucy sitting across from her, their eyes blanked with a solid blue sheen. But...how had that happened? She had lost both of them out the window!
"I must admit, I didn't expect your plan to work," said mistress smugly as the car started rolling. "My mother always said to proactively plan for contingencies, and not to rely upon pets for everything." She smiled lasciviously. "And it's paid off! I collected a matching set!"
The three pets in training said nothing, their minds melted from absorbing so much magic. Hannah was speechless as well, too sheepish to reply in the face of her utter failure. She struggled not to fall apart in front of her mistress, ineffably sad that she hadn't been able to finish what she had started, shivering in fear.
"But!" continued Kara. "Don't think I've forgotten your failure. You'll be paying your debt...in bed." She winked at Hannah with a leer on her face.
Hannah shivered again, but this time it wasn't with fear.
***
"This is so strange! They're so big...and blue!" said Lacey, examining her twin, Lucy. Both of them wore nothing but their mistress' collars, their blue eyes betraying the magic that lived just under their skin. She poked at a blue nipple curiously.
Lucy slapped her hand away. "Stop booping me!"
"What's the matter, pets? Don't you enjoy it?" Kara's face formed a moue, her relaxed posture on the bed belying an undercurrent of tension in her words.
"I do enjoy it," said Lucy, "but I don't understand it. Why do we turn blue, mistress? Is it the color of magic?"
"It's not the color of magic in general, it's the color of *my* magic. The more of my magic you absorb, the more of my coloring you take on -- though you don't gain all of the secondary attributes until you are accepted into my service. It's an easy way for other witches to tell that you belong to me. It is my signature that you bear upon your lips and your innermost being. You store a part of me." She smiled. "A part of me that I can retrieve when I need to, mind you, but as long as you're mine you'll be blue."
"Mmmm, and you're making me blue, too, my pets. Come over here and tend to your mistress." She pouted forlornly, cupping her turgid breasts in enticement. "Doesn't your mistress excite you?"
The two twins giggled and pranced over to the bed, their nubile bodies jiggling delightfully. Nestling themselves on either side of their mistress, they embraced her, their heads at breast level. They kissed the side of each breast, lightly, then began to lick. They knew they were successful when she began to tremble uncontrollably. "Ooh, don't stop, my pets. Perhaps this would be even better with more eye candy." Kara smiled evilly.
She gestured at Anna, who had been waiting attentively next to the door for her mistress' instructions. She was attired in a bondage harness, her breasts lifted up and away from her body, but otherwise wore only her mistress' collar. "Ring for some tea, Anna, I'm feeling thirsty."
Bowing low, Anna left the room at her mistress' behest. The twins had moved on from the sides of her breasts and were now making lazy circles on her blue areolae. "Keep going," she said in a husky voice, pleased at their initiative. The white hot coil of pleasure was slowly starting to circle higher.
Her blue eyes darkening from the sensations, Kara tilted her head, listening to the sound of a bell tinkling gently outside her boudoir. "Come in!" She said commandingly.
The door creaked open slowly, the jingling coming in short bursts as a bent figure hesitatingly made her way into the room. It was Hannah, dressed in restrictive bondage gear. Both of her arms were restrained behind her back in a tight, blue monoglove. A shiny, blue ball gag was cinched tightly in her mouth, held in place by a leather harness with lots of straps. Her blue hair was gathered together in a long ponytail. Chains led from around her neck down to a tray situated in front of her, secured tightly to her waist via a steel belt. An intricate tea set was arranged on the tray, patterned in blue, with small cups for cream and cookies delicately plated. She minced her way forward on feet tied into ballet boots, a length of chain attaching her legs to each other. A bell dangled from between her lips, jangling with every step.
Anna retook her position next to the door, grinning widely at the spectacle Hannah made. It was Hannah's turn now, but Anna knew she'd get hers soon enough.
Kara grinned hungrily as she watched her slave timidly make her way bedside. "Now that is hot tea service. You look good enough to eat!" Hannah stared at her hungrily, indicating that the attraction was mutual. A drop of saliva trickled around the ball and down her chin.
"There's one more thing I didn't tell you, my pets. Magic and arousal are inextricably linked. It's through my attraction to you that my magic is set in motion. The more pleasure I experience, the more magic is created, and the more pleasure you experience. Denial can be a particularly strong multiplier for magic -- even magic that has already been stored. Look at that, there -- magic being produced right before your eyes. There's so much extra that she can't keep it inside any more."
Two blue droplets started to express themselves from Hannah's nipples. The twins paused, their eyes ravenous, their lips puckered. "Can we?" asked Lacey. Kara nodded with a grin, and they lurched forward, each determined to be the first to get a taste of the magical elixir. They licked Hannah's nipple rings, twisting them gently, then latched on with their dark blue lips. It required all of Hannah's concentration to keep from spilling the tea as her breasts were plundered, the twins completely ignoring her discomfort in their bid to consume more magic.
Balanced between her desire not to fail her mistress again, and the unbearable pleasure being extracted from her breasts, Hannah didn't notice her mistress scooting up behind her until she felt a hand in between her legs. She sucked on her ball gag, moaning as Kara lightly stroked her mons. She was shrieking in her mind -- did her mistress *want* her to drop the tea?
Warm breath kissed her ear. Kara started to whisper softly, for Hannah's ears only. "I told you earlier that I would give you a true name, a slave name, a new name just for you and me. A secret that only we will know." She started to stroke Hannah's lips faster, her every movement a new torment for her pet. "I name thee Shae. My pet, my familiar." She slipped her swirling fingers inside, magic sparking deep into Hannah's pussy, blue pleasure thrusting into her deepest core.
Hannah bucked uncontrollably, a steadying hand from her mistress the only thing keeping her from completely destroying the tea set. She would be Hers, Her little blue Shae, forever.
The End
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The car shuddered, picking up a rock on the gravel road and tossing it into a heavily wooded forest that bordered closely on both sides. Starlight filtered through treetops, painting stippled shadows through crystal cold air.
Theresa tapped her fingers against the aged leather of the steering wheel, mouthing words to the rhythm of an old love song blaring from the radio. The station played songs that tugged at the nostalgia in her soul. Her friend called them 'old trash,' but she found them compelling. More and more modern music seemed like fake copies of old classics, aping the themes created by great songwriters of ages past.
She had made it her purpose to study old culture, to understand where humans came from and where they were going. The past, in her opinion, was an excellent predictor of the future.
The grumble of the V6 made a nice counterpoint to the song as her eyes scanned the clear skies. Not much traffic on this old farm road. Made it easier to get to the viewing spot. Studying culture might be a good indicator of the past and the future, but she liked to spend her present viewing the ineffable universe, dreaming of days past.
Remote viewing spots were also excellent places to have late night assignations. She had been stringing along a ginger haired fellow the last few weeks. He had been a tough nut to crack, but finally she was making some progress. She had planted the idea of a late night viewing early on, and had finally wrangled an invitation out of him. The most difficult part was making him think that it was his idea.
Her odds of success with the man were low, but any chance would be better than the current drought she was undergoing. She hadn't had a good lay for a month, and her libido was going absolutely bonkers. It was getting difficult to keep herself contained, even with self stimulation. What she needed was a good, hard fucking. Nothing else would do.
Her sultry thoughts were interrupted by a sonic boom, followed by a shooting star far above. Her eyes darted to the sky, unable to see anything beyond an achingly bright light. The car unexpectedly sputtered to a halt, steering wheel shaking as the engine rattled its last.
Peering out into the black, she tried the key multiple times, but the engine refused to turn over. It was dead. Much like her chances at romance.
But something better might be just around the corner. She cracked open the door of the Plymouth, stepping out into the cool, night air. She breathed in, detecting a faint hint of sulfur amid the smoky scent of pine trees. Whatever had entered the atmosphere wasn't too far away. She was sure of it.
She sighed, leaning back inside to fumble in the glove compartment for a flashlight. If the car wouldn't run, she needed to investigate on foot.
She jumped as the radio in the car came to life, the faded dial lighting up to her favorite radio station. Instead of a faded refrain of broken hearts and bad choices, a slow beat pulsated, resonating with her nethers.
Instead of being afraid, she was aroused, feeling the acute need to be satisfied more than ever. Groaning with excitement, she found herself stumbling down the road in front of her without the flashlight, limping with the addictive beat stuck in her head. A mysterious rhythm informed her steps, feet walking inexorably forward. The heat had infected her and she needed to obey. Her thighs juiced at the thought of what might come next.
A harsh, circular light beamed down from somewhere above, highlighting a circle of dusty gravel. Compelled, she walked forward, shuffling towards the unknown.
A frisson of excitement blossomed in her breast. Were these aliens she was about to meet? Would they want to perform lascivious tests on her body? She certainly wouldn't say no at the moment. She felt so full. If they could provide her relief, she would welcome them with open arms.
As she came close to the circle of light, she could see dust motes inside the beam spiraling upwards. She entered the circle, hands held out with palms up. A gentle lifting sensation tugged at her shirt sleeves, her midriff bared as the fabric around her waist began to float. Soon, she began to float, too, her sandals dropping to the ground as her body moved inexorably skyward.
She was flying, and the sensation was wonderful. Free from the constraints of gravity, she had time to contemplate the beauty of the forest around her. The crowns of the evergreen trees drifted past, hundreds of feet in the air. She could see the gently waving branches looking down from above, a sea of green fading into the darkness.
The outside faded, washed away by a bright light. For a few moments, she could see nothing, hear nothing. This state was mercifully brief, lasting only a few seconds. Colors smeared past her retinas, slowly resolving into a room filled with mysterious objects.
The top of the room was a dome broken into a grid of tiles, light filtering between the cracks. From her vantage point, there was one entry hatch. The walls were covered with racks of alien computer equipment, a console at one end displaying a diorama of Earth. Rolling carts with strange instruments were strewn about the chamber haphazardly.
She didn't bother to ask where she was, as the answer was obvious. A more interesting question was why she was unable to move. Her arms were held at her sides, wrists and armpits circled by bands of bright light. Looking down, her legs were similarly bound. She tried to move, but the hard light kept her in place far more efficiently than leather straps.
"I'm sorry," came a mellifluous voice. "You have been restrained for your own safety."
Theresa blinked, realizing she wasn't alone in the domed compartment. Sitting off to one side in an office chair was an alien.
Her head looked vaguely humanoid, but her eyes were much larger than a standard human, with huge pupils. As she blinked, a nictitating membrane slid shut sideways. The most distracting feature was the woman's third eye, positioned on her forehead above her square nose. This eye didn't blink with the others, leaving an impression that the alien was staring into her soul. Deeply unsettling, but also exciting.
The alien's skull was stretched in an oval shape, her skin tinged purple. Gills graced her neck, indicating some form of aquatic race. The rest of her body seemed less remarkable at first glance, looking like a stretched version of a human body.
Her eyes skipped over the impression moderate sized breasts made in the alien's white uniform, but returned when she realized there were three bulges instead of two. Looking speculatively, her eyes finally landed on the triangular patch of fabric covering her nethers. Most of what she was interested in was hidden by fabric, but she began to salivate anyway.
Theresa smiled at the strange visage, a thrill running down her legs. First contact! She knew it! When she had first considered moving, she had statistically calculated where she might have the best chance of spotting a UFO, and this area was top of the list. The proof that she has been right was right in front of her.
"Nice to meet you," said Theresa with a sultry grin, hoping to cut to the chase. "When can we fuck?"
"You might be wondering why you're here," began the alien, gesturing with a three fingered hand in the air. At Theresa's statement, she stopped, blinking fiercely.
"Uh, wait, what?" the voice was flustered. "Am I understanding you correctly? Do you wish to perform sexual intercourse with your bodily functions?"
"Yes," replied Theresa, nodding up and down in an exaggerated motion. "I want to fuck."
She pushed her chest forward, highlighting her large, perfectly round breasts. Somewhere along the line her clothing had vanished, leaving her nude. "You have no idea how much of a turn on this is. My body needs this. It wants to be plundered."
She was feeling so full now, she could almost burst. If the language barrier held them back for much longer she couldn't be responsible for what happened next.
"Yes, well, okay," said the alien, confounded. "You're not afraid, good."
The alien seemed unsure how to respond, turning to retrieve a hose topped with a chromed dildo from a rolling cart next to her. "I'm sorry about what needs to happen next," said the alien, not sounding particular sorry.
There could be errors in transition, but the woman was probably regurgitating a script. Had she practiced this while traveling long light years, or did she have experience with other victims? It was impossible for Theresa to know.
That was becoming increasingly academic, as her libido was taking control of her body. The pressure swelled inside, forcing a grimace to her face. It wouldn't be long now.
"Our world is experiencing a catastrophe," the alien continued. "Rampant depopulation has occurred due to meteor strikes and the resultant war. Almost nothing remains of our advanced civilization but ruins." She stumbled over some of the words, a single tear escaping her third eye.
"We have been sent as an emergency policy, to ensure that at least a few of our kind may survive this calamity. If, at some point, the remnants of our civilization rise again, we will call our scattered sons and daughters home from their surrogate families, allowing them to take their place on the galactic stage."
She raised the silvery dildo. "You have been classified as a fertile species, and therefore have the great honor of being impregnated with our young. As I plug this into you, there will be a soft pressure. It will begin to pulsate, to allow for greater lubrication, before being pushed further inside to implant the embryo."
She wheeled herself closer on her chair. "I do hope that you will love and cherish our little one, but as a safety measure I'm afraid we will have to alter your mind just a little so that you will accept our offspring."
Theresa's eyes bulged. This was taking far too long. She was on the edge, wound tight as a spring. She ran her tongue over her front teeth, willing the alien to come just a little closer.
The alien ran her hand over a console next to her and an ominous looking helmet swung into place above Theresa, straps dangling from its sides. That might have posed Theresa a problem, but fortunately the alien moved in closer before she turned on the mechanism.
"I am sorry for any discomfort this may cause," said the alien, holding up the dildo in front of Theresa's face. "Believe me, all other options have been tried."
Theresa grunted, experiencing a sudden cramp in her back. "Oh, I'm not afraid," she groaned. "I just think you should consider one more option."
Her lower back burst open, eight tentacles hissing outwards, articulated arms whipping around and wrapping the alien tight, pulling her in closer. Theresa's jaw dropped open, a thick tongue lolling out. Her eyes widened, flooding with red. Her rib cage open outward with a sickening crunch, spines wrapping around the alien's chest to hold her in place.
"I feel so full," she groaned, kissing the tip of the alien's button nose, tasting her cheek with her slimy tongue. "I haven't fucked in ages."
Her voice was deeper, modulating lower as her transformation deepened. "Did you know," she said conversationally as the alien struggled uselessly in her grasp, "that humans aren't fertile for my race? They're cute. I like to fuck them. Unfortunately, they cannot bear my eggs to term. They are poor hosts, miscarrying before the first trimester is up. Believe me, I have tried multiple times."
She flexed a wrist, still held captive by the hard light rings. Sharp talons pushed out from her fingertips making them deadly sharp points. The alien whimpered, dropping the metallic dildo to the floor with a crash. "No, stop," she said with fear. "I meant you no harm."
"Calm down, I'm not planning on hurting you. What is your name?" asked Theresa huskily, waiting patiently for the captive alien to stop her struggles. New mothers were always more fertile when they were calm.
"Xa'fran," murmured the alien, all out of sorts.
"Xa'fran," repeated Theresa, rolling the syllables around her thick lips. "Just look at me, and relax. Look closer, I have much to show you."
The alien squirmed, unable to look away. All three of her eyes widened, staring deep into hypnotic, swirling red clouds. "What... are you?" she asked, her voice full of wonder and terror in equal measure.
Theresa licked her lips, hissing breath through the exoskeleton that covered her nostrils. "What we call ourselves does not matter. We are an ancient race, feared due to our mental powers. We controlled the stars. Many races were our slaves, and we became decadent, never noticing the true threat until it had festered long enough to unseat our power. Methods were found to suppress our mental control and we were overthrown, eradicated beyond memory."
She pressed her teeth together, agitated by the remembrance. "We were forced underground, adapting to survive. In hunting us almost to extinction, we were forced to evolve, to become more than we were. We waited, growing in power, hiding in plain sight. Now we are few, but powerful. Those who remember who we are and what we were no longer exist. It is time for us to seize our rightful place."
She smiled, a truly monstrous grin revealing a mouth full of fangs. "You should be honored. I can tell that you are very fertile. You will bear many of my young, becoming the mother of new masters for your race. Your race will become subservient to us, obedient. You will spread our power with your womb."
Xa'fran's eyes widened as she felt a sharp stinging sensation in her chest. She looked down and let out a small shriek as she saw two spined stingers withdrawing from her belly.
"Don't worry about that," Theresa lisped. "That's perfectly normal. You'll feel better soon. You're almost ready."
Her warm breath blew over Xa'fran's face, eyelashes fluttering as her eyes glazed. She breathed in deeply, inhaling a sweet smelling musk.
"Focus," said Theresa. "Focus on me. It will make you feel better. More prepared."
Xa'fran protested weakly, but she obeyed, her eyes drowning in the deep depths of Theresa's gaze. "Good," whispered Theresa. "Good, you are feeling it now. The pleasure of submission to one greater than yourself. The one who controls you."
She paused a few moments, allowing her venom to fully permeate her captive's body. "Now," she said, her ears folding back against the sides of her head. "Release me."
The command was a test to see how far she could could push her new slave. Only those with great force of will would be able to resist her after the dose she had given. Fortunately, Xa'fran was not one one of them.
Theresa relaxed her tentacles, dropping Xa'fran back onto her feet. In a daze, she reached over to the console and clicked a button. The hard light restraints blinked off, freeing Theresa's limbs. Theresa grinned hungrily, crushing her slave against her body. "Now, you are all mine," she said possessively.
Xa'fran made a mute noise, any ability to resist suppressed by Theresa's venom and bewitching aroma. Theresa set her slave down carefully, using her tentacles to deftly cut Xa'fran's outfit into strips that were easily removed. The shreds dropped to the floor, revealing supple skin, a flat belly, and three pert breasts, nipples taut.
Theresa could barely contain herself as her eyes roved over the luscious body, paying extra attention to the woman's bare mons. She clacked her fangs together in anticipation, saliva dripping from her lips. "A very nice view," she said, contemplating her new conquest. "Sit down, I must prepare myself."
Xa'fran smiled, dopey, obeying her mistress' demand. She spread her legs, cupping swollen, purple breasts. She moaned, caressing herself to release some of the tension that was building up inside her.
Theresa nodded with approval, gritting herself for the transformation to come. She unfurled herself, relaxing the mental locks that hid her true form. She breathed a sigh of relief as a bulbous carapace burst from her butt, exploding into an abdomen as large as her existing torso. She shook as it formed, white chevrons crawling from where it connected against her back down to its bulbous tip.
She counterbalanced herself by leaning forward, stepping forward on chitinous feet. She was a monster, celebrating the defeat of her prey. Xa'fran was far too distracted to watch Theresa's transformation, busy trying to pleasure herself without much success.
"Now, my slave," grunted Theresa, the pent up tension released, "we breed."
From her abdomen, a large, black tube extended, a thick protuberance a solid inch in diameter and a foot long. The tip gaped wide, green lubricant dripping from the end.
"I wonder how many eggs I can pack into you?" she mused.
Kneeling, she gathered the dazed woman in her tentacles, stroking the shaft of her ovipositor in one hand. "This will be pleasurable for both of us. As this is your first time, I want you to relax and let me handle everything for you. As your new mistress, I want the best for you and our new sons and daughters."
She caressed Xa'fran's cheek with a talon. "There will be many more to come in the future."
Sliding the talon down her prey's wet body, she traced gently around the slope of one breast. Xa'fran yelped, jerking at the contact.
While she was distracted, Theresa brought her ovipositor forward and slotted it into Xa'fran's gaping hole. The pleasurable state Xa'fran was in had already lubricated her privates, helping the girthy tube to push inside with little resistance.
Theresa undulated her body, pushing the tip further with each thrust. Xa'fran moaned, her body shuddering as she tried to help its progress by sliding forward. "Feel every inch of its length," narrated Theresa, gripping Xa'fran's sides.
"It's stretching you out, preparing you to be seeded with my young. You want that, right? To be a mother to my race?"
The question was rhetorical, the enthusiastic alien nodding desperately, tears leaking from all three of her eyes. "I'm going to be... pregnant," she gasped, squeezing her breasts. "I'm going to give birth. I will serve your offspring. Yes!"
She bucked against the ovipositor, experiencing her first orgasm. Theresa chuffed, delighted at the effect she was having. "Your new babies will control you. You will listen to them and provide for their every need."
The long tube inside Xa'fran expanded, pushing her birth canal wider as it tensed for implantation. "Their thoughts will be your thoughts. You will help them find new mates among your race."
A sudden pressure exploded from Theresa's abdomen, a dart of pleasure exploding in her mind as the first egg pulsed down her lubricated tube. "As you obey me, so too will you obey them. You will do nothing to expose their presence until it is too late. Do as I command, slave."
"Yes, mistress," replied her writhing slave, the rounded oblong of the egg pushing itself up into her vagina. Her pelvic floor muscles tensed as she accepted the egg, the leathery orb sucked into her uterus for gestation.
A second followed the first, and then a third. Each pulse down the tube emptied Theresa just a little more, providing relief and pleasure in equal measure. It had been a long time since she had laid eggs, and she was totally packed with them.
She hated to expel her valuable offspring into a lake or a stream to die, but sometimes there was little choice. Seducing a human to implant them could be a tiring affair, and was little better than the stream due to their infertility.
To finally have a suitable candidate was exhilarating. She loved watching the alien's fertile body twitch as the eggs implanted themselves in her womb.
She thrust ever deeper, running her hands over Xa'fran's belly. Small lumps were gathering there, eggs filling her slave to the brim. Her new cargo released a chemical cocktail which would keep their mother soft and obedient until they hatched, after which point she would fall under their thrall.



In a twist of irony, this alien's quest to propagate her species had found a solution. As thralls, the remnants of her civilization would no longer need to fight over the remaining resources on her world. No longer descending to tribal solutions, as slaves they would work tirelessly for the good of all.
Jammed in as far as she dared, the few remaining eggs pressed inside their new mother. Xa'fran lay there, slack jawed, the pleasure from implantation blowing her mind. She jerked and slobbered, moaning as wave after wave of pleasure assaulted her exhausted frame.
The last egg expelled, Theresa withdrew her ovipositor. The tube slipped free with a pop and dropped slack against her left thigh with a wet slap. Wet from lubrication, a trail of green goo slid down her leg, unnoticed. She was satiated.
"You're a mother now," declared Theresa. "Take care of this gift. The life you bear will ensure the survival of both our species."
Unfortunately, Theresa couldn't go with her new surrogate mother. She had to stay hidden here, like the rest of her race on multiple planets. It was the only way to ensure the survival of her species until they became dominant once again. The rest was up to her and her offspring. If successful, one day her sons and daughters would come for her.
She held Xa'fran's warm body close and kissed her tenderly. She did love her, in her own way. She was the key to their future.
"Now go, slave, go and make your race a breeding ground for new slaves. Become our servants and one day I may see you again."
"Yes," replied Xa'fran, a cute smile dimpling her cheeks, her brain kept under control by her belly full of eggs. "I would like that."
Theresa almost believed her.
***
Theresa cracked her back, sighing as she climbed back into the Plymouth. It would take at least a half hour before she looked like a human again. The evening rendezvous she had planned originally didn't make sense to attend. Besides, the scratch she needed to itch had been handled. She had found much more than she had expected tonight and was very pleased with how it had gone.
Starting the engine, she put the old vehicle into gear and worked out a three point turn. It was funny how the galaxy worked. This was the second time she had been kidnapped by a UFO for sexual experimentation, and she hoped it wouldn't be the last. Aliens were so gullible, always thinking that poaching humans was harmless.
She stroked her belly, pleased at the gurgling noise her tummy made. More eggs would be ready for the next extraterrestrial visitor. She hoped they would visit soon.
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Brenda dropped her tray onto the table with an audible clank. "Shitty burnt eggs again," she complained. "I know we're out in the ass end of nowhere, but that just means there's no excuse for ruining good ingredients."
"Can it, Brenda," said Rosanna. "Unless you think you can do better."
"Yes, lieutenant," replied Brenda, standing to give her a faux curtsy.
Rosanna grunted, ignoring her snide tone. Brenda's complaints weren't unwarranted, but Rosanna didn't want her complaints to spread. If they offended the cook, their food would probably get even worse. She wasn't sure how that could be possible given their current rations, but she was sure Heidi would find a way.
Brenda clutched at her heart. "I'm feeling terrible heartburn, lieutenant, I'm not sure I can finish my shift. I think I need to go lie down and rest."
Rosanna shot her an evil eye. "Okay then, if that's the way you want to play this. You can go see Brent. I'll send a note ahead to make sure he gives you a thorough examination. I'm sure he has an extra bitter brew he can give you to make that pain go away."
Brenda twisted her lips into a snarl and sat back down, slamming her fists onto the flimsy table. "That's not playing fair, and you know it."
Rosanna's lips twisted, but she said nothing, slipping a forkful of burnt potatoes into her mouth. Brenda was just being moody. She'd calm down, in time.
"Are you going on again about the food?" asked Regina, slipping through the hatch with her own plate of burnt offerings. "Why don't you come off it, this might be shit, but at least we get a lot of it."
She sat her tray down and doctored her eggs with large dollops of ketchup. Taking a forkful, she made a display of chewing the food carefully, making loud satisfied noises.
Brenda fixed her beady eyes on Regina, teeth gritted. Regina had the unnatural ability to pull the worst out of her colleague, usually quite by accident. Even on her best days, her cheerful personality grated against Brenda's grim attitude. And that wasn't when she was doing her best to get under Brenda's skin. It wasn't much of a stretch to say that after months of being forced to work together on the same team that they hated each other.
"Yes, you certainly are getting 'a lot of it.' I know you're spending a lot of time with Hank from environmental and Sparks from engineering. How often do they fuck you? Every week? Every day?"
Before Regina could reply, Rosanna raised an arm. "That was uncalled for. Brenda, apologize to Regina."
Brenda sat there, stone faced. "Fine, then, this discussion is over. Brenda, you're confined to quarters until the the next jump. You can use this opportunity to think over your actions and put together a proper apology. But don't get too comfortable - tomorrow we have a job to do."
Brenda slammed her hands on the table, leaving her food behind as she stomped through the hatch.
Turning her attention to Regina, Rosanna arched her brows. "You're not blameless, either. You know how easily you get under her skin."
Looking contrite, Regina swallowed a mouthful of eggs. "I'm sorry, I'm just fed up with her bad attitude." She paused. "You should know. I've already put in for a transfer. I just can't stand working with her any more."
Rosanna sighed deeply. She didn't want to work with her either, but they were stuck with each other, at least in the short term. "Tell you what. Let me see what strings I can pull. If we can get her transferred instead of you, would that be acceptable?"
Regina nodded her assent.
"Great, looks like I have a lot of work ahead of me." Rosanna smiled wryly.
***
"Rosanna, this is the captain speaking. Do you have that ship rigged for tow yet?"
Rosanna cursed, pressing the button on her receiver. "Only half way down the checklist, sir, I can't guarantee we'll keep the whole hull if you reel her in now."
"Understood," he replied in a clipped tone. "We're on a tight schedule here, lieutenant, if that ship isn't rigged in an hour we'll have to get what we can and leave the rest for later. Roger out."
Rosanna scowled and jabbed the comm button. That man had a tick in his bum if he thought they'd be ready for a safe lift in an hour. She flipped the comm frequency to the local band and made a call.
"Gina, Brenda, captain has ordered best effort in one hour before we dust this rock. Concentrate on critical lift points and leave the rest."
"Shit, lieutenant, ain't that cutting it close? What
if she drops a reactor? How worried are we about the mess?" Brenda's voice came through tinny on the radio.
Rosa looked out over the jagged cliffs of Antasia and grimaced. The crashed ship had been mostly intact until it had the misfortune of smashing up against the rust red rocks. The forward third had separated from the rest of the ship, ejected three hundred yards away like a bad habit.
They hadn't bothered with that section, preferring to salvage the more valuable engineering section with its reactor cores. As the cleanup crew for the Regulated League, it was their duty to salvage what they could for repair and reuse. This also had the useful side effect of denying pirates and other interested parties their technological secrets.
"Don't get your panties in a bunch, focus on the most critical sections. If we're lucky, this will be sufficient to get the job done. If not, I'll vouch for you in the court of inquiry. Do your duty, Rosanna out."
There was an exasperated noise on the other end of the line, but Brenda didn't protest further. Rosanna had made it perfectly clear that she wouldn't budge once she had made a decision. She was the solid rock of duty, the one everyone depended on to get the job done.
None of this duty stuff was helping her to finish this job, though. She unsnapped a target director from her belt and slapped it onto a critical structural point on the hundred and fiftieth frame, next to the port exhaust vent.
To perform a tractor pull, the salvage ship in low orbit needed to be able to precisely direct its energy beams to certain points on the hull of the target ship. Otherwise, the power of the beams stood a real chance of ruining the structural integrity of the hull. That could break the ship into multiple pieces, which would take weeks to cleanup. It was her and her crew's job to ensure that didn't happen.
She slid further down the side of the hull, unwinding the line that kept her attached to a winch anchored at the top of the fallen ship. As the ship had broken apart during the crash, it had fallen on its side, making for an almost impossible climb to the top. The shuttle crew had performed a tricky maneuver to drop them on the top of the ship to make their work easier. It was a hairy landing that she wasn't eager to repeat.
She set a few more targets, working her way down. The work was going quickly, and she thought for a moment that she would be able to finish on time. Her communicator beeped, and she sighed.
Pressing the button, she clenched her lips together. "Rosanna here, this better be good."
***
"Shit," she muttered under her breath.
Brenda had been working her way around the tail section of the ship. A bag filled with her targets sat on the ground to the side, untouched. This would normally lead to a reprimand, but for the three alien figures who had approached the wreck from the east.
They looked vaguely humanoid, but were different enough to make her shiver. Their bodies had a deep red coloration, glowing in spots with a virulent pigment. Their heads were in the shape of an octopus, eight tentacled arms splaying out in all directions. The arms curled gently, displaying rounded suckers down their length.
Instead of a mouth, the creatures had a rounded, fleshy hole. Planted in the center of their faces was a single, solitary eye, overlapping the area where a human would have a nose. The eye was distracting to look at, as it was the size of a large grapefruit. The irises had variable colors, but all of them were vibrant with intense coloration. A single blink lasted a few seconds, languid in nature.
They were completely nude. Two of them were female with the third being... obviously male. She averted her eyes for a moment, but realized that she was being silly. What were human social mores to these aliens? Why would they care about her embarrassment?
The overall effect was as if a human body had been taken and adapted for life on this planet. A mad scientist grafting sea creatures onto people's heads. She had never heard of that happening before, though, and she knew better than to insult the aliens by airing her idle thoughts.
Rosanna had only trained in the basics of first contact and she had never considered it her job. The first rule stuck in her head: treat them like normal. No matter how strange or ugly they look, don't insult them, don't run away, don't display violence. Try to engage them in conversation or displays of friendship, then contact a higher authority for instructions.
As she arrived, it was clear that Regina had already been trying to communicate with them, as some tools from her toolbelt were lying on the ground in a jumble.
"Greetings," Rosanna began. "Do you speak galactic?"
Regina jumped up from the ground and darted over to her, face blushing with excitement. "No, they don't! Isn't that exciting? This is a totally new discovery!"
Warding off her enthusiastic colleague, Rosanna pulled herself together. Getting excited here could lead to bad results. She was the rock of the team. She would get through this.
She walked up to the aliens, who all rotated to face her, their eyes blinking slowly. Damn, it would be hard to get used to that. She picked out the one at the front of the delegation and focused on it, trying to focus her attention on the creature's body language.
"Hello, my name is Rosanna. Do you come in peace?" she spread her arms out wide in a gesture of openness.
The lead creature burbled, tilting its head. Its eye widened, bulging from its octopus-like body. It was so beautiful. She found herself being drawn inside its boundless, scintillating colors.
She blinked and shook her head, the moment passing. When the creature failed to do anything else, Rosanna continued, studiously avoiding its brilliant eye. "We welcome you and greet you. If you do not disturb us, we will not disturb you."
She tried to figure out what else to say, when the creature rushed forward and seized her arm, tugging on it. It wasn't trying to kidnap her, but it clearly wanted her to follow. She frowned, not knowing if she should.
"Just a moment," she explained, taking out her communicator.
The alien stopped trying to pull at her, all three of them making a strange whuffing noise. She concentrated on the device, hoping she wasn't offending the strange beings.
Flipping to the right frequency, she called the captain. "Captain Roger, this is lieutenant Rosanna calling, please respond."
"Roger here, what is it now, lieutenant?"
Rosanna sighed. "We've hit a snag - first contact. Three alien creatures have approached and they seem to want to take us with them." The alien creatures continued to whuff. "They're a boisterous bunch. What would you like us to do?"
The captain grunted. "I'm not in a position to assist, but protocol dictates you should do what they ask until we're able to send down a team with the appropriate specialists. I'll consider the lift tonight scrubbed. Keep me apprised, Roger out."
By the book Roger. At least he wasn't breathing down their necks to get the ship salvaged, but now they were in unknown territory. Rosanna had never considered herself to be the most tactful person, and now she had been promoted to chief negotiator. And now she had to bring her full team together, which meant they were liable to get pissy. Brilliant.
She set her comm back to group chat. "Brenda, you better get down here, we've been ordered to play xenobiologist."
The comm crackled. "The only way I like alien life is under my boot."
"Well, you better hurry up if you don't want my boot up your butt."
"Sounds kinky. Brenda out."
Rosanna sighed. This was going to be a bit of a problem.
***
The aliens led them down a single path trail which ran down a cliff side. The scrub brush around them gradually gave way to stunted conifers and grasslands around the verge. They even had to cross over a stream or two, which had been bridged with neatly trimmed logs.
This pathway couldn't have been hastily constructed, but that didn't assuage Rosanna's suspicions. The aliens seemed nice, whuffing as they toddled along, but she had no idea where they were being taken. She kept her hand close to her side, palming her personal defense pistol. A last resort, yes, but she wouldn't hesitate to plug one of these octopus beings if they turned hostile.
"Look at this, lieutenant," said Regina, who was studying the local flora. "It looks just like a plum. It's curious how similar the vegetation is to what we're familiar with. Seems a bit strange."
Rosanna's eyes narrowed. They weren't stuck in some sort of AI simulation, were they? The lush forest they were entering seemed like something out of old earth. Before the nuclear wars.
Brenda grunted." Looks like a transplant world."
The phrase brought Rosanna up short. Yes, she had heard of the naive experiments earthers had made in their vain attempts to terraform worlds to suit their nature. It usually ended poorly, especially when alien life was discovered that did not appreciate the 'enhancements.'
Was this a similar scenario? If so, these aliens might not be happy about their presence. She wrapped her hand around her pistol in a death grip, looking all around her with a nervous tic.
She wasn't security, damn it! Her friendship with Sally, the security chief, wasn't nearly enough to prepare her for an unknown threat scenario. Was she missing something subtle they needed to know? She was so far out of her depth she knew she wasn't making good decisions, but there wasn't much choice. Not if she wished to avoid a tongue lashing from the captain.
When the aliens gestured towards a semicircular opening in the rock face bounded on both sides with arched evergreens, she summoned fake confidence. This was on her, and her team would look to her for guidance.
"Come on, everyone," she declared. "Time to see the hospitality of our hosts!"
Brenda grunted, hands in her pockets. Regina grinned and skipped forward with ebullience, stopping to examine a large, flowering plant. "Look at this!" she declared with curiosity. "It almost seems to be breathing!"
Rosanna sidled around her colleague, examining the flower. Its head was huge, the size of a dinner plate, twelve inch petals flowing out In a corona. Half way down the stem was a bulbous swelling that ran up and down the neck like an Adam's apple. The flower swayed back and forth, turning towards them despite the fact that there was no wind.
Realizing the danger too late, she attempted to push Regina out of the way as the flower expelled a large cloud of pollen with a loud whoosh. She coughed, wheezing as the irritant attacked her lungs. "We have to... leave!" she gasped.
Her vision hazy, she stumbled away from the cave, heart racing. More flowers surrounded them, hanging down from above and hemming them in from the sides. It was a trap! How could she not have seen it! She was such a fool!
It was too late to hold her breath. She had already inhaled too much of the initial blast. Maybe she could warn someone? She reached down to pull out her comm, but something grabbed hold of her arm.
Right next to her stood one of the octopus aliens, her hands and arms a scaly red. The hands felt warm on her arm, preventing her from retrieving the comm.
More than just her hands felt warm, now. Her entire body was flushed with heat, and it was becoming increasingly difficult to think. Her heart raced, blood rushing to her head. Right before she blacked out, a lingering thought bounced through her fading mind. What would the captain think of her incompetence?
***
She woke up to an annoying dripping noise, echoing from somewhere in the distance. She opened her bleary eyes, groaning at the aching pain in her wrists and legs.
She tried flexing her limbs, only to discover that she had been glued in place by some sort of secretions. Her utilitarian jumpsuit was missing, exposing her to the sharp, cool air of the cave. A soft breeze tickled its way past her privates and up over her well endowed chest, giving her the shivers.
Concentrating on her right arm, she pulled with all her might, looking at the opaque covering which held her fast. Hard as crystal, the coating refused to budge, gluing her to the wall from her wrist up to her elbow. It was the same with her legs, no joy there, either. She was a captive of the strange aliens.
She breathed slowly, refusing to panic. There must be a way out of here. Where had they taken her equipment? She made a visual survey of the area around her, taking care to inventory anything that might be of interest.
Luminescent fungus grew from nooks and crannies, illuminating the cave with an eerie glow. The enclosed area lacked stalactites and stalagmites, indicating a lack of groundwater. It instead looked like a giant hand had jammed itself into the ground, scooping out all the dirt.
The walls were smooth, coated with a glistening material that was hard to look at for long periods of time. She could see strains of blue and red in the reflections, a dazzling display.
A groan from the wall to her left focused her attention. She turned her head, pulse jumping as she realized Brenda was bound next to her. She licked her lips, dry from whatever that knock out pollen had done to her. "Brenda? How are you holding up?"
The moaning continued. "She's... in my head," Brenda complained, murmuring with delirium. "I must obey Her... yes."
Something was wrong. Rosanna twisted her head, trying to get a better look. She jumped, tugging against her restraints. On top of Brenda's head was a red octopus, perched on her skull like a hat.
Its arms waved languidly in strange patterns, the soft flesh stroking against Brenda's shoulders. She could see the suckers grasping gently. A faint hint darker red pulsed down its arms, circulating throughout the alien creature's body.
Shit. "Brenda, are you okay? Hold on there, we'll get out of here and get you some help."
Brenda's head turned to look at her, eyes cloudy. "Why does it feel so... good?" she slurred. "She's wearing me like a cheap suit, and I love it."
Rosanna tugged harder, but the secretions refused to budge. This was an alien intelligence far outside her capacity to deal with. She had studied the chart once, out of curiosity, and any being that could affect someone's mind would definitely have made the grade for quarantine. Possibly... total destruction. All of their lives were at risk.
"Just hold on, everything will be okay!"
That was a blatant lie, but she didn't know what else to say. Brenda might be an asshole, but even she didn't deserve whatever was being done to her. If she could just reach her comm... but no, she had no idea where they had taken her tools.
A clopping noise echoed through the cave, drawing her attention back to the right. Another alien, this one in the form of a quadruped, trotted into the cave from a hallway. It was colored the same red as the aliens they had initially contacted, its head in the shape of an octopus.
It was about the size of a large goat, with hooved front and back feet. Its taut skin was a ruddy red, hairless. Its belly dragged against the floor, distended with rounded bulges. It stopped and looked at her for a moment, the eye on its face glaring at her with intensity.
As she watched, a thick tube extended from its mouth, swelling and lengthening with increased blood flow. It looks like a penis, though the end had a well defined rounded opening. The tube lengthened, curling downwards from gravity, its surface glistening. To her shame, her thighs instantly became wet.



Her lips parted, teeth bared. She had to look away. She didn't want to imagine that thick appendage plundering her privates, the hypnotic eye of that octopus creature pressing up against her pubic bone.
She forced herself to break her gaze, shaking her head to break its influence. The creature made a whuffing noise, air escaping its new appendage. It continued to her left, stepping up to Regina.
Bracing herself, she turned her head to watch its approach. She needed to see what it was going to do to her crewmate so that she could make a full report. It definitely wasn't her own lurid interest in what was about to happen.
Brenda sighed, a look of bliss suffusing her face. "She wants me to breed," she said happily. "I love to breed. She's going to fill me with her brood."
Rosanna frowned. "Snap out of it, Brenda, this isn't you. That's the alien talking."
Brenda didn't reply, spreading her hips apart as wide as she could in her restraints. The quadruped whuffed again, pressing in close to her crotch. The appendage inflated further, rising to stand out straight like a rod.
With little fanfare, it plunged itself into her pussy, sliding in and out with little effort. The effect on Brenda was electric. She cried with little yips of happiness. "Yes, Mistress, push it deeper. I am your breeding slut. I live to create, to birth them for you. Fill me up!"
The quadruped could not possibly have evolved to reproduce this way. The octopus aliens must be modifying other, existing creatures to meet their needs. What did that mean for her and her landing party? A dangerous thought to entertain.
She mustn't give up hope. Her only goal was to escape so that she could tell the captain to dust this rock and come back with the military. She accepted that her life was likely forfeit.
Brenda bounced her hips in an oscillating motion, encouraging the alien to plunge ever deeper. The whuffing sound came more frequently now, accompanied by a bulge passing up the creature's throat. The bulge moved through the tube and up into Brenda's vagina, a willing receptacle.
Those were... eggs! And they were being packed in, one after another while Brenda rolled her head and groaned, a willing participant.
Rosanna closed her eyes, the image burned into her brain. What the hell had they stumbled into?
She gasped as something wet slapped against her thigh. Her eyes took a moment to focus, but she soon realized with horror that one of the octopus beasts was climbing her legs. She shook back and forth, but was unable to throw it off, its legs wrapped around her thighs.
Brenda's breeding quickly became the least of her worries. With her arms still held against the wall, the only thing she could do was squeeze her legs together as much as possible. The octopus didn't seem to care, its limbs coiling slowly to wrap around her butt.
It moved upwards, positioning its bulbous head over her pubic bone before settling into position. Its large eye peered up at her, the cerulean circle gazing at her with intensity. What was it planning to do to her?
On tenterhooks, she jumped as something hard pressed against her vagina, a small knob rubbing against her opening. Was it trying to... pleasure her? She squeezed her hips together tightly, but the creature pushed them apart effortlessly, as if laughing at her attempt at resistance.
She had thought the horror of being assaulted by a cephalopod would preclude any notion of pleasure, but despite her aversion her body was responding. It probed deeper, one of its arms circling around to press against her anus.
Something squirted inside her vagina, a thick, fleshy protuberance swirling around her interior. She felt disgusted, but it felt strangely appealing. The tickling at her ass was becoming more insistent. She was being used by this horrible creature, and her body was responding to its presence!
Her mouth gaping wide, she stared at the alien's eye, sinking deeper under its spell. She stared in fascination at its pupil, a black rectangle squashed into the shape of a barbell. It looked right through her, seeing beyond her disgust, touching her soul. Its eyelid dropped shut for a moment, leaving her adrift for a brief moment before seizing her attention once again.
Brenda's moaning was a regular counterpoint to the assault the octopus was making on her body. She groaned as the thick knob inside her twisted and turned like a snake, getting the distinct notion that she might actually orgasm from this strange assault.
"Doesn't it feel amazing?" gasped Brenda. "It's in my brain, changing me into a more perfect host for its will. I am becoming one of its Tentacles."
She ran her tongue over her lips. "The Drogan is giving me its clutch to hold and gestate. I will be the perfect mother for its eggs."
Rosanna grimaced as the knot of the octopus twisted inside her nethers. She didn't think breeding more of the octopus creatures was all that great of an idea. Whatever it was doing to Brenda had completely changed her personality. She had never expressed motherly ambitions in all the time Rosanna had known her.
No, she had explicitly said once while drunk that children were parasites, and that it was for the best that she had been sent to the sticks so that she could avoid the murder trial that would result from knifing her former paramour. She was a cranky bastard, not prone to displays of any kind of affection. Whatever had happened to her was changing her personality, molding her to be a more perfect slave to whatever beings had captured them.
She would be more alarmed if it didn't feel so damn good to grind her hips and stare into that enlarged eye. The pupil on the octopus assaulting her pussy creased, as if it was winking at her. Yes, she liked the way it looked at her. It was making her inordinately happy.
Her trance was broken by a droplet of water trickling onto her forehead. By reflex, she looked up to try and discover its source. The terror flooded back in and she realized just how fucked she really was.
The ceiling was crowded with hundreds of the octopus creatures, arms interlocked to prevent gravity from hurling them to the floor. Their eyes stared down at her, small circles of light blending together into a spooky audience. They were watching her, watching everything she did. Watching her useless struggles. Watching her press her thighs together to increase the stimulation between her legs.
There was no escape, could be no escape from them all. She had been screwed from the beginning, and just hadn't known it.
With acceptance came a certain nihilism. This was inevitable. They had captured her and she would be changed to be a more perfect host for them. She glanced back down at the octopus massaging her pussy, staring at its the misshapen pupil. "You knew this all along, didn't you?"
It winked at her again, its bulbous body changing colors as it vibrated. She sighed, and looked closer. The more she examined her tormentor, the less she cared. It seemed like a fair trade.
She almost didn't react when a weight plopped onto her head, a cool presence enveloping her buzz cut. Twisting tentacles lowered from atop her skull, resting on her shoulders.
"What a cheeky buzzard, you were only the distraction," she remarked at the octopus on her pussy, amused by its audacity.
It winked again, sending her mind spinning. She felt a sharp pinch at the crown of her skull, cool wetness spreading inside her head. She was lost in a sea of uncertainty, thoughts running in circles.
The storm abated, confusion ebbing. She knew right away. Something was inside her brain. It was touching all parts of her, making her feel wet and cold. Calm, she welcomed its presence. She climaxed for the first time when she realized what had just occurred. She had been implanted with her own octopus.
She tilted her head, looking up. Above her was the forward edge of her new Mistress, red striations running throughout its flesh. Arms ran down either side of her vision, like an elaborate headdress. Twin rows of suckers curled in the damp air.
She shuddered, knowing that she was a subservient being. She would do whatever her Mistress commanded. One of its arms stroked against her cheek, rewarding her for the correct thoughts.
It stirred her mind like a mixing bowl, examining and discarding concerns and worries that were no longer applicable. It was being reordered in service of this new beast. They were linked. They were one.
A blur of movement attracted her attention. There on her right was another human figure. It was Regina, standing still with patience etched on her face. Like Rosanna, a Mistress clung to the top of her skull like a strange hat. They were sisters in slavery to these strange, no, cool and familiar beasts. Her nipples became rigid at the good thoughts, arousal from becoming more obedient.
"You have been installed," stated Regina in a matter of fact tone. You are Becoming. You are a Tentacle."
She nodded. Yes, she was a Tentacle. She would obey her Mistress.
Regina walked up next to her and placed a hand on her shoulder. "We serve the Mistress. We are her hands."
One of the octopus arms dangling from Regina's head reached down and rubbed itself over the resin securing Rosanna's right wrist to the wall. The restraint came away easily, dissolving at some solvent that must have been secreted in the animal's suckers.
Regina repeated this process, freeing Rosanna from her physical bondage. The bonds were unnecessary now, Mistress was in control. Rosanna would obey.
She stood, looking down at the octopus pressed against her pussy. She ran her hands over its head, marveling at the chromatic display it gave her as a reward. It continued to work her privates, bringing her to an orgasm, a gentle pleasure pulsing throughout her nether.
Being a Tentacle was pleasure. She was a good Tentacle. Her crew members were excellent Tentacles, too. Her brain buzzed with reward, the octopus on her head pulsing with approval.
She turned and looked at Brenda, who was still locked to the wall. Regina was releasing her as well, but Brenda seems more confused about her new position than Rosanna was. It was possible that this was brought on by her breeding, which was still ongoing.
The Drogon was almost empty, its eggs nestled safely in Brenda's warm uterus. Her belly had distended proportionally, making her appear very pregnant. Brenda stared into the distance, saying nothing, a smile glued to her lips.
There came a slurping sound, and Brenda's eyes rolled up into her head, her body slumping against the wall. The octopus on her head slid downwards, widening to accommodate the girth of her skull. The wet underbody of the creature swallowed the top half of her head, rapidly sliding past her ears and nose until it had wrapped itself tightly around her neck.
Her face had completely vanished, hidden under the pinkish red flesh of the octopus. Was it eating her? Were they all just food to these aliens? The idea bothered her, making her feel queasy in her stomach.
"What's happening to her?" questioned Rosanna, physically trembling.
"Do not worry," replied Regina. "She is being podded. She will be made Wet. We will all be made Wet. Dry is bad. Wet is good."
Oh. Rosanna calmed down. Of course. Mistress wouldn't hurt her. *Good thought* Her mistress only wished to improve her. *Good thought* She wanted to be made Wet, too. *Good thought*
By this point the octopus had expanded, covering Brenda all the way down to her waist. The Drogon whuffed, expelling its last egg into her snatch. It backed out, its seven inch long implantation tube flexing as it as extracted. Wet slime ran down her legs, lubrication from her successful mating.
Rosanna was surprised at just how wide the expanding octopus had become as it swallowed the remainder of Brenda's body. Her bloated belly was accommodated as if it was a minor bump, arms and legs sucked up into the beast. The last to go were her toes, slurped up by the mouth-like opening. All that remained was a reddish pod, a gigantic egg with the large eye of the octopus on its front staring out at its observers, blinking languidly.
Rosanna knew that this was likely her fate and felt a frisson of excitement. She wished to be podded. *Good thought* She wanted to be converted into a proper Tentacle. *Good thought*
"When can we join her?" asked Rosanna, jealous that Brenda was able to experience the pure joy of becoming Wet first. "When can I be podded?"
"Soon," replied Regina with a knowing smile. One of the arms on her octopus patted her under her chin.
"I, too, wish to experience that pleasure. However, it is more difficult to communicate with pre-podded humans after being converted. There is much to do before we will be given that pleasure."
"What do you need me to do?" She would do anything for her Mistress. *Good thought*
"The Mistress wishes to expand her presence. She was recently attacked by the Dry people and wishes to make them Wet. While they are Dry, they cannot understand her. When made Wet, they are are a part of her and must do as she commands. If all who are Dry are made Wet, they will not be able to make her Dry."
"I understand," replied Rosanna. "They will be made wet as Mistress commands." *Good thought*
"Excellent. Please follow me." Regina marched down the hallway, leaving the podded Brenda behind.
The cool, wet presence in her mind stirred, forcing her legs to follow Regina. She did not mind the forced march, for it was a command from Mistress. She felt the tentacles that pressed against the back of her head acutely, the weight of them splayed out behind her shoulder blades. This, too, was a part of being Wet.
She rolled her shoulders, pleased at the slimy sensation. She enjoyed being Wet. *Good thought* All of her crew members should be made Wet so that they could obey Mistress as she did. *Good thought*
The cave narrowed in diameter for a hundred meters, opening up again at the other end with multiple side passages. On their way, they passed a few Drogon shuffling down the passage way, tending to their duties. More octopuses must be made, grown, and implanted. That was the only way to achieve Wetness.
Their destination was a large, rounded chamber, similar to the last, except this one was filled almost to capacity with metal cafeteria tables. Her human brain recognized that these must have come out of the crashed ship, salvaged by the industrious aliens. They were just like her! And she was just like them. *Good thought*
Crowded around the tables were more podded humanoids. She idly wondered if they had originally been human as well. *Good thought* She wasn't too concerned if that was the case. They were all Tentacles, proxies of Her will. Together, they would all work together to achieve her goals. *Good thought*
Each podded humanoid had a large, round eye on the front of their octopus face. All of them were focused on the table in front of them with an intense stare. The first humanoid on the left lowered her hand to the plate in front of her. It was a filled with rounded fruits the size of large grapes. Grasping one with her hand, she raised it up high, above the large eye that dominated her face, above to the rounded dome on top of her octopus head.
Rosanna was surprised to see a mouth opening on top of her head, a gaping hole that opened up to receive the fruit. The podded humanoid's entire body shook in pleasure as the food dropped into the cavity. The hole vanished, reforming the top of the octopus in a pinkish curve. Now that she knew where to look, she realized that the skin was wrinkled with sectioned flaps that allowed it to open like a mouth.
Curious, she reached up to her own octopus, but it was sitting too high on her head for her to reach its top. Instead, her hand got accidentally tangled up with one of her tentacle arms. She made a double take. Did she really think that this octopus hat was a part of her? *Good thought* Could she make the arms do what she wanted?
She moved forward to the end of the table and commanded the arm sitting on her shoulder to pick up one of the fruits. Slipping from its position, it flopped onto the plate, fruit spilling out onto the table. A few fell to the floor, rolling underneath.
Embarrassed, she concentrated and realized to her delight that some of the suckers on her arm had managed to capture the slippery skin of a purplish sphere. The arm lifted, presenting the fruit to her mouth. She opened her lips, pressing it against her teeth.
The tentacle arm mashing up against her face was rubbery and slimy, but to her surprise she realized that she was actually getting limited tactile feedback from it, which allowed her to maneuver it more precisely. The suckers flexed, relaxing to allow the fruit to roll into her mouth.
Crushing the fruit's gentle exterior with her jaws, she marveled at the fresh flavor and juice that spilled though her mouth. Swallowing, the gummy fibers of the fruit's capsule slid down her throat. She smiled, pleased at having such a satisfying snack after skipping lunch earlier.
This was all very pleasant, but this was not accomplishing Her will. *Bad thought* she shook, realizing that she might have stepped out of line. *Bad thought*
Regina scooted up next to her and stroked her shoulder. "Don't worry, Rosy. Those bad thoughts will be smoothed away with time. You cannot disobey her. If required, She will command your body to do what is needed."
She needed to hear that last reassurance. If She did not wish her Tentacle to do something, She would take control. Because of this, nothing she did could be wrong. *Good thought* She would relax and find out what her Mistress required of her. *Good thought*
The podded female at the table in front of her seemed unbothered by the mess that Rosanna had created. Her tentacle arms reached out, plucking each of the erstwhile fruit from the table and placing them back on the plate with flawless control. She even retrieved one from between the reddish orbs of her breasts with precision. Rosanna felt envious. "How can I achieve better control of my tentacle arms?"
Regina burbled. "These have been fully podded. You can't expect to be an expert until you've been integrated with your octopus."
Frowning, Rosanna turned to look at Regina. Despite the octopus propped on her head like a strange top hat and her lack of clothing, she looked the same as ever. She narrowed her eyes. "How do you know all this?"
Regina matched her gaze, taking Rosanna's breath away. Her eyes were cool, cold as the ocean bottom, blue as the deepest depths. Whatever inhabited Regina was so much more than what her former coworker had used to be.
"I am She, the One with a thousand eyes and a thousand arms. I am your Mistress and you are my Tentacle."
Rosanna bowed her head, suddenly struck by the feeling of an immense gap between her and the being that inhabited Regina's skin, an unknowable presence in the same room with her. It was rather terrifying. It was also rather exciting. This was what first contact should be like!
With the knowledge of who She was, Rosanna also realized the unalterable truth. She belonged to this being, irrevocably. She was bound to follow her will. *Good thought* The realization was intoxicating, locking her limbs in place.
She lowered her eyes, murmuring. "Mistress."
A soft hand rested against her chin, pulling her head back up. "Rise, my Tentacle. This is but a temporary state of affairs. Perhaps in the future I will borrow your body to use for my Purpose. You are a part of me. We are Wet."
Brightening, Rosanna smiled, her octopus arms waving in joy. The emotion was fleeting, her consciousness brought back down to ground level. "What is your Purpose? What is my Purpose? What comes next?"



Regina's face clouded, a hint of darkness flooding those cerulean eyes. "It is not safe here for me and my kind," she replied. "I have been hunted by the Dry ones before. I have fled long distances to escape them." She smiled, showing her teeth.
"I will flee no more. The Dry ones will be made Wet. I will spread far and wide until the Wet cannot be dried. I will spread, grow, and Flood myself through a thousand worlds, a million worlds if need be to protect myself and my Tentacles."
"But that is for the future. The largest goal begins with the smallest steps. In the beginning, there were few. You are a part of those few. You will help me to breed and become many."
Just a few short hours ago the thought would never have entered her mind. The tentacle swirling through her brain had changed her mind. She was Her servant. She would spread as she was commanded. *Good thought* It was in her head, making her think these things. She felt wonderful, hoping the rest of the crew would not prevent them from reaching their goal. They would all be podded. *Good thought*
It was in her mind, changing her thought patterns so that she would like her octopus Mistress. Worship the Mistress. *Good thought* How could she have ever imagined that getting mindfucked would feel so amazing?
Rosanna uncrossed her eyes, blinking as Regina reached out to stroke her shoulder with a tentacle. It was not an unpleasant sensation, the suckers tugging gently at her skin. Her mind blanked as she imagined the suckers sucking at her breasts, but shook off the good thought. It was a pleasant distraction, but there wasn't much time before the next landing party arrived. If Mistress wanted to make them Wet, they needed to be prepared.
Regina pressed a finger to her lips. "I know what you are thinking, but we only need to wait. They will surely try to call you when they approach. Until then, I have plenty of time to play with my Tentacles."
She leaned in close and gave Rosanna a kiss on the lips. It was soft, surprising, and far more pleasant than it had any right to be. She leaned into the kiss, helping her Mistress to plunder her mouth.
She felt no particular sexual attraction to women, but the dominance of her Mistress was attractive in and of itself. As she was pulled in close by Regina's body, she was surprised to find that the sensation of their breasts pressing against each other was making her body wet. That shouldn't be possible. Sexual attraction was not something you turned on and off like a light switch.
"I like you," whispered Mistress softly against her mouth. "You will make for an excellent breeder."
"How can this be?" asked Rosanna, squirming under her Mistress' control. Her arousal was building, bounding to higher and higher levels.
"It's easy. I'm inside your mind, and my desires dominate yours. You are aroused because I am aroused." She trailed her fingers down Regina's breasts.
"This body wants yours, did you know that? You have a secret admirer."
Rosanna gaped, flashing back to memories of Regina. How could she have missed the signs? Regina had always been kind and helpful to her, but she had thought that was just a natural part of her personality, in the same way that being a cranky bitch was a part of Brenda's. She spent an awful lot of her time chasing men, too. The discovery that this wasn't the case blew her mind. Regina... was bisexual? Had Regina made a pass at Brenda? Was that why they hated each other so much?
Mistress backed her up against the cafeteria table, forcing her to sit down. The Tentacle behind her grabbed her plate to avoid having her fruit scattered all over the table for a second time, moving to give them some more room.
Mistress slid one hand down Rosanna's body, caressing one hip before moving to massage the tip of Rosanna's clitoral hood. She swirled her fingers in a circular pattern, exposing Rosanna's clitoris. She pinched the end of it lightly, sparking an involuntary convulsion in Rosanna's body.
"Commanding a Tentacle is more difficult before they have been podded," stated the Mistress. "As you can see, however, even that is not beyond my boundless mental capacity. It is but child's play to split my consciousness to control many of my servants at the same time."
Rosanna found herself unable to move from her position, locked in place as Regina's fingers worked to pleasure her. She rested in the cool stillness of her Mistress, the tentacle in her brain rooting further into her consciousness. Losing control was intoxicating and she was on the verge of a climax almost before she knew it.
"Now, my slave, cum. Cum for your Mistress."
Rosanna came, bucking against Regina's fingers. The tentacle flexed in her brain, tendrils of pleasure sparking through her neurons. She bit her lip, riding the waves of stimulation which had seized her body in their grip.
She gasped, sweat beading her brow. Her muscles were boneless, body sated. "That was freaking amazing!" she declared. The arms of her octopus wiggled in the air, showing off their approval.
"I will let you in on a little secret," said the Mistress. "This feels even better after you have been podded."
Rosanna's eyes widened. She breathed hard, wondering how that could be possible. This was pretty damn good already. She had no reason to doubt the Mistress, *Good thought*, but if it was any better than what she had just experienced she couldn't imagine wanting to do anything else all day.
"Happy slaves are productive slaves," Mistress murmured, reinforcing her thoughts.
From a side passage came the distinct clopping sound of hooves striking against the hard floor. Mistress smiled at Rosanna's surprised expression, watching warmly as a line of the goat-like animals marched into the room.
The other women sitting at the table turned and sat, lifting their legs in unison. The curious quadrupeds whuffed, running up to them and sniffing their privates.
Rosanna gulped. It was her turn. Right here, on this cheap plastic table. The hard corner pressed against her ass, deadening her enthusiasm.
One of the last remaining animals sidled up to her position, nosing at her thigh. Regina chuckled, stroking her snatch. "Are you ready?" she asked. "The first time is always the most exciting."
Rosanna looked down her nose, equal parts excited and dismayed. The animal whuffed, its thick appendage starting to grow from its mouth as it became more aroused. This was really going to happen.
"I feel weird," Rosanna declared. "I'm about to be fucked by a goat creature and pumped full of octopus eggs. Does this seem strange to anyone?"
Regina smiled. "It's only strange if you make it that way. This is something beautiful. You have to experience it to understand."
"Just relax and let it in. It wants to give you its bounty. To fill you to capacity with My eggs."
Rosanna mumbled, knowing she didn't have much of a choice. Mistress swirled her tongue over Regina's lips. "If it makes you feel any better, Regina really wants this, too."
No, it really didn't help. She stared in alarm as the animal's ovipositor continued to grow, the girth widening at an alarming rate. Would that thing really fit into her?
The being that wore Regina jerked her legs apart. "Don't be a baby, I got you off once so you're already lubricated. You just need to relax and let it do its thing."
The rounded end of the tube probed at her hole, and she tensed up. Regina smacked her thigh, making her jump.
"It can smell your fear. It wants to stick its tube in your vagina, but if you tense up too much, you're going to have an uncomfortable time."
Mistress seized her shoulder with Regina's body. "Listen to me. You can't worry too much about this. It's going to happen whether or not you want it to, so your best option is to make it as pleasurable as possible."
Rosanna gulped. "I know that. I even want this. I want to be a mother for Your children. But I can't stop my body from being afraid."
"Hmm, if I seize your entire body, you won't learn to enjoy this at all. Look at my fingers."
Rosanna breathed quickly, almost hyperventilating. As commanded, she looked at the slender hand presented to her, fingers wiggling to attract her attention. "Forget about your anxious thoughts and listen to me. I am in command. Follow these fingers, they're dropping, they're wiggling."
She dipped her hand down until her wiggling fingers were right in front of the quadruped. She took her hand away, exposing the excited animal. The tube extending from its mouth had swelled up, the rod pressing against her vulva. She swallowed hard
Regina spread her hand out, hiding the protuberance. "Now, look closely at its eye. Look deeper. The Drogon wants you to feel good. It wants you to be filled."
Rosanna did as she was told, falling into the circle of cerulean blue. Her brain twisted, coated in the color. The tentacle swirled inside her, obedience asserting itself. She was a breeder mother. She would take these eggs and birth them for Her. The eggs she carried would make more breeders, spreading Her will to other worlds, making the galaxy a happy, Wet place to exist.
The wash of ocean waves was in her ears. The long rod of the quadruped sank inside, her butt sinking as she welcomed its length. The tube swelled, forcing her vaginal cavity wider. Her muscles clenched around the tube, the friction from its presence causing an explosion of pleasure in her mind.
The tube pulsed, a large object pressing against her nether lips. She shifted her hips forward, pressing against the ovipositor. The animal whuffed, a snort of pressure jamming an egg against her cervix. Her pelvis clenched around the oval shape, accepting the egg inside her as the inexorable pressure mounted.
The egg pushed hard at her cervix, slowly but surely dilating it large enough to accept the foreign object. As it pressed through the opening, she groaned, the muscle only reluctantly giving in, squeezing shut as the first egg barreled its way through. The second egg proved to be just as difficult as the first, the stubborn opening bottlenecking the thick pipeline of eggs stacking up within her vagina.
The Drogon whuffed and pushed itself in further, jacking its implantation tube into her cervix as the next egg dilated the opening. When it was far enough in, the muscles of the ovipositor were strong enough to counteract the squeezing force of her cervix. Blocked open, there was a clear path for the Drogon to feed the eggs straight into her uterus.
Rosanna's eyes widened. The pain of dilation was giving way to a warm flow and tickling sensation as the Drogon pulsed its ovipositor. As time went on, she started to feel delightfully full.
Regina smiled, placing her fingertips on Rosanna's clit, playing with the bud. Rosanna's face flushed red, her breath chuffing as stimulation brought her close to a second orgasm. The Drogon whuffed, pushing at full power, its distended belly decreasing in circumference as her own was filled to the brim. She sat still, afraid that if she moved the ovipositor holding her open would shift. If that happened, it might fire out of her vagina backwards, spitting eggs onto the floor. Not only would that be a huge mess, she wouldn't forgive herself if any of her Mistress' offspring were destroyed due to her actions.
The spell of the Drogon's eye had been broken, but she no longer found it necessary to drown her tension in the endlessly cool depths of its gaze. She became aware of a strange hum coming from the other podded humanoids. She looked around, surprised to find the others cuddling their Drogons as they were pumped full of eggs. The faceless, podded women were voicing their approval, pleased at helping Mistress to accomplish Her goal. Rosanna admired their ability to take the huge quantities of eggs without complaint. She found herself humming along, looking with pride on how many eggs the Drogon had stuffed into her.
All good things must come to an end, however, and soon all of the oblong eggs the Drogon carried had been implanted inside her. It snorted, a cool blast of liquid rushing to fill all the cavities between the fist sized eggs. Whuffing with excitement, the Drogon's appendage withdrew, her cervix slamming shut to prevent any eggs from escaping. The long tube slipped out of her snatch, its slimy surface sliding against her thighs.
"Now, that wasn't so bad, was it? Look at you, you're well on your way to becoming a mother!"
Rosanna rubbed a hand over her belly, delighted at how full she felt. There were so many eggs stacked inside that she could feel some of their roundness from the exterior of her belly. She was completely packed with the alien young, surprised at how many she could carry.
"The Drogons are necessary for breeding now, but podded slaves are capable of gestating their own eggs. It's not as efficient, since for podded humans, both male and female slaves are required for reproduction. Still, I'm sure there will be sufficient podded slaves to keep the cycle going. Eventually, you'll all be breeding each other, in a self-perpetuating cycle! Doesn't that sound wonderful?"
A funny smile was pasted to Rosanna's face. "Yes, that does sounds wonderful," she exclaimed, her brain blasted by the all hormones released from the breeding. Despite how good she felt, one thing was still bothering her. "You have so many slaves... what makes me special? Why are you spending so much time with me?"
Regina spread her legs, sitting back on the table as another Drogon approached, its belly dragging against the floor, gravid with eggs. A shadow passed over her face. "You might find this hard to credit, but it does get a bit lonely being the ultimate authority over everything. Every time I've tried to reach out before, I've been injured. Parts of me have been destroyed, made Dry."
Her face turned stolid. "No, the only solution is to make everything Wet, like me." She flashed a smile at Rosanna. "You'll understand soon, once you've been podded. Being Wet is exciting."
The thick ovipositor of her Drogon slipped inside her and she grunted. She shifted her body forward, helping the animal to slide it in as far as it would go. "There's an art to being bred," she said conversationally. A bulge pushed up the tube into her vagina. "If you thrust down hard right as the egg arrives at your cervix, your breeder can push in farther, faster, and you can avoid that first egg pain. I suggest you try it on your next breeding attempt."
The Drogon pumped at her, the eggs sliding into her snatch smoothly. She licked her lips and cupped her breasts, smiling as she was filled. "I must confess I like to visit a breeding Tentacle every so often," explained the Mistress. "I don't get to breed that often myself, so it's a guilty pleasure to borrow a slave to experience what they're feeling. There's nothing quite like being filled to the brim with my offspring."
Rosanna grimaced at the turn of phrase. It sounded far too much like incest. "Oh, don't be a prude," replied the Mistress, picking up on her distaste. "You quickly learn that those sorts of taboos don't mean as much when you can mind hop."
Rosanna watched without remarking, jealous of Regina's apparent pleasure. Yes, her own filling had been rather pleasurable, but now she was feeling a bit bloated, not really feeling up to more fucking.
A familiar tone sounded from the other end of the hall. A tinkling sound that heralded an incoming communique. She looked up, curious.
"Are you going to pick that up?" Regina slid her hips further down on the Drogon, taking it all the way in. The eggs were picking up speed now, her belly rising at breakneck speed. She seemed disinterested in whatever was making the sound.
Interest piqued, Rosanna stood and walked around the cafeteria table, waddling down the row of new mothers. The podded women were laying on their backs, hands rubbing at their red bellies. Their legs dangled off the table, pert breasts pointed at the ceiling. Rosanna wished nothing more than to lay down and join them, but the annoying tune of the communicator drew her onward.
Sitting at the end of the last table were her personal gadgets, the communicator, her pistol, and a bag of target directors. An octopus arm slid from her shoulder, the wet sucker picking up the comm and bringing it to her hands. Having six extra arms was turning out to be highly convenient.
She snapped the device on, hearing the tinny voice of her former captain through the speaker. "Lieutenant Rosanna, are you there? Pick up if you can hear me!"
This would be her best opportunity to betray the Mistress, if she wanted to. *Bad thought* It would hurt really badly, but she almost thought for a brief moment that she would be capable of doing it. *Bad thought* Telling the captain what was happening to them. That they were being podded, turned into inhuman creatures subservient to their octopus Mistress. *Good thought*
The tentacle churned in her head. It was probably artificial, but she found herself sympathizing with the octopus' plight. She hadn't asked to be lonely, to be hurt or destroyed by outsiders. She only wanted them to love her. *Good thought* She only wanted to avoid becoming Dry. *Good thought*
She never really had a choice, after all.
"Yes, captain, Rosanna here. I've been busy, sorry I couldn't get back to you sooner. It's been going... okay. The aliens have invited us to lunch, as it were. I'm not sure I could describe to you exactly what it is they're eating."
"Keep up the good work, but you won't have to do it for much longer," replied Roger. "The relief team is almost there. I expect them to arrive in about fifteen minutes, and they will need an escort to your location."
"Yes, sir," replied Rosanna, simply. The relief team, once podded, would be a key part of their strategy to take over the ship. She looked forward to introducing her friend Sally to a Drogon.
"We're with the aliens in a cave, sir. The location is a little difficult to find. We'll come out to escort them in shortly."
"I will advise them. Roger, out."
That wasn't a lot of time to prepare. Most of the podded Tentacles here were far too out of it to support her in dealing with the landing party. She wasn't exactly in a state to capture anyone herself. She chuckled at the thought of tackling one of the expedition guards with her enlarged belly. What if Mistress didn't have a suitable plan to capture them? *Bad thought*
She creased her eyes. She needed to have faith. Mistress would take care of them. *Good thought* Mistress would make sure the Dry would become Wet. *Good thought* They would be podded and become additional Tentacles for Mistress' army. *Good thought*
The good thoughts stroked at her pussy, fanning her delight. She had betrayed the captain, and it felt so good. *Good thought* They were all going to be captured and podded, made to serve their Mistress, and filled with her offspring. *Good thought* They would all be her slaves, ensuring her survival for eons to come. How many offspring could she birth as a pod slave? She couldn't wait to find out.
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Rosanna sat in the bushes with a group of podded humanoids, blinking in the light of the afternoon sun. It was hard to credit, but it had only been a few hours since her initial capture. Mistress worked quickly, preparing for the landing party.
The area outside the cave was quiet, long stalks of the soporific flowers filling the under canopy. Above, the waving branches of tall evergreens filtered the light trickling down to her sister slaves.
Rosanna was situated on an outcropping above and to the side of the entrance to the cave, giving them an excellent view of the clearing below. An earthen ramp wrapped around the side, a grass strip leading from the top of the cliff to the small clearing. Everything was quiet but for branches waving in the wind.
She looked down, admiring the contours of the octopus creature sitting on her pussy. It was wrapped around her waist beneath her swollen belly, watching her with animalistic devotion. It had climbed onto her body as she had left the cafeteria cave, settling into position with a wet slap. She didn't question its presence; this, too, was the will of her Mistress.
Running a hand over its bulbous head, she moaned as it stroked its rough tongue over her pussy. She thought about how the one on her head was doing the same to her brain, treating her like a pet. *Good thought* She wanted to stand here and think about her slavery all day, *bad thought*, but she needed to be ready to follow her Mistress' commands. *Good thought*
She focused as her comm chirped. She wasn't wearing her utility belt, but that didn't matter. One of the octopus arms dangling on her shoulder was helpfully curled around the small device. She retrieved the device in the palm of her hand, lacking the fine control necessary to manipulate it with her arms. As she acclimated to her new position, she was certain that with practice she would learn to use these new appendages as if they were her own. *Good thought*
"Rosanna here," she said, careful to leave out any hint of her arousal.
"This is Abbott," came a prim voice. "We have landed near your position. Please give us directions." His tone was clipped.
Rosanna rolled her eyes. Abbott Prosser was an idiot. A well connected idiot, but an idiot nonetheless. She wondered why he had been assigned to lead the expedition, as his only achievement was failing upward to first lieutenant. Even that much power was more than enough to go to his head. She had been ordered around by him like a peasant more than once.
She curved her lips, viciously pleased at what Mistress would do to him. All she needed to do was set the hook and lead him into the trap. She glanced at the comm's readout.
"Direct your path to grid coordinates 543841. You're looking for a small clearing butted up against a small cliff face. Watch for the cave opening, and group up. It's easy to get lost in the forest. Rosanna, out."
"Abbott received," he replied, voice dripping with condescension. "We should be there within minutes, if your directions are sufficient. Out."
Rosanna curled her lips in a snarl. The backhanded insult was an unfortunate pleasure of dealing with the supercilious bastard. Never mind, it wouldn't be her problem for long. A sudden realization hit her. This wasn't her problem at all. Mistress would solve the problem for her. *Good thought*
She stroked her fingers over the Octopus on her waist, taking comfort from its rubbery presence. Ten other podded humanoids crouched all around her, hiding in the long grass that grew at the cliff face. The clearing below was only about ten feet down, not a long drop. She imagined jumping from the top, landing in the circle of green grass as if it was a bed of down feathers.
Her imagination was being silly again. She shook her head, narrowing her eyes. There, against the far edge of the clearing, she could see motion. Was that the landing party? If she had her full complement of equipment, she could have used her spotting scope, but most of her usual gear was hidden somewhere in the cave. Mistress must not think she needed it to accomplish this task. *Good thought*
Her initial intuition was correct. The waving fronds of vegetation soon resolved into a line of heavily armed crew members, scanning back and forth as if they were in a hostile environment.
Damn, they were being overly cautious for what this mission should entail. The spearhead of the unit was led by a woman, who stopped in the middle of the clearing and held one hand up in a fist. The rest of her people spread out behind, forming a circle of troops that watched their surroundings warily.
Abbott wasn't with this bunch. She hadn't expected him to lead the party, but she certainly had thought he would be close behind. She couldn't have missed him. His thin, gaunt frame would be unmistakable. Where was the rest of their party?
The lead soldier raised a hand to her helmet, popping the visor open and waving her hand. The other soldiers followed suit, the red lights around their neck lines making them look like armored beetles.
"We're here!" Sally declared in a commanding voice. "Rosanna, where are you?"
Rosanna froze, not sure what she should do. Leading this unit was her friend Sally, the security chief, not that bozo Abbot. Sally was no push over, and could beat Rosanna's butt twice over without breaking a sweat. She had never won a tennis match against the chief.
If she gave away her position now, without knowing where the rest of the landing party was holed up, Mistress might not be able to capture them all in one fell swoop. If anybody was able to get away and warn the ship above, they were all as good as dead.
Indecision kept her frozen, unable to move a muscle. If she did nothing, this would all be over. Her pulse raced.
The tentacle in her brain shifted, spearing her core. She could feel her body straightening. She waved an arm, her lips moving, not under her control. "Hello, the party!"
Sally blinked, looking up at Rosanna's position with surprise. The sun beamed from behind her head, making it hard for them to see her clearly. Still, it was impossible to hide that she was completely nude, and it wouldn't take much longer for them to realize that she had an octopus sitting on her head.
"Mistress welcomes you to Antasia," she declared, not bothering to hide her strange condition.
It was mighty bold of Mistress to take a direct approach. She must be confident of success. *Good thought*
Everything happened all at once. The tall flowers surrounding the soldiers leaned over, expelling their spores into the air, a yellow cloud suffusing the area. "It's a trap!" declared Sally, pressing against her neckline to snap her helmet back on.
Some of the others on her squad weren't quite as lucky, the soporific effect seizing their autonomic nervous systems before they had a chance to react. At least half of them succumbed to the flowers, but that still left five more to deal with.
The soldiers snapped up their rifles into firing position, but Rosanna had dropped into a crouch, leaving them no target to attack. What else were they going to shoot, a bunch of flowers?
They turned around in circles, looking for an enemy. It didn't take long for them to find one. Podded humanoids ambushed them from all sides, a swarm of naked bodies rushing them in silence. They tackled two of the soldiers before they could got off a shot, octopus arms ripping at their helmets.
Rosanna stood at the command of her Mistress, the others around her doing so as well. A singular goal glowed in her head. This party must be captured, for Mistress. *Good thought*
She began to run, legs pumping down the grass ramp. Her brain noted flashes of red light, blistering beams of light firing wildly. The other podded humanoids ran with her, but she only vaguely registered their presence. She had eyes only for Sally, who by now had regained her composure and was blasting her attackers with stunning beams of energy from her rifle.
Many of the attackers fell, tumbling over themselves as they dropped to the forest floor. Splashes of red in the green grass, octopus arms twirling wildly.
Despite the ferocity and increasing accuracy of their fire, there were far too many attackers for them to handle. It was obvious to Rosanna that they were quickly becoming overrun.
Sally shouted, audible over the silent assault of the podded humanoids. "Go lethal! Go lethal! Go, go, go!"
The hum of the energy weapons increased in tenor, actinic blasts of red light lancing through some of the podded attackers. Blood arced through the air as shots slammed home.
The bloodshed spiked her anger. There was no reason to kill and destroy the servants of Mistress! This what was what Dry people always inevitably did. There could be no peace with the Dry, not as long as they killed indiscriminately.
She sprinted at full speed, hands curled into claws. Despite their lethality, the troopers were dropping, one by one. Hands grabbed at their weapons, yanking them from their hands and tossing them away. Octopus arms wrapped around their shoulders and heads, holding them in position as others worked to remove their helmets. One of them struggled, pulling a knife to slice at one of the arms wrapping around his neck.
Rosanna felt a sharp pain at her hip, a scorching burn impacting the octopus straddling her hips. It shrieked piteously, its tentacle writhing inside her. Far from pleasurable, its pain pierced her ears until she would do anything to make it stop.
Eyes wild, she spotted Sally lowering her rifle for another shot. She grabbed hold of the barrel, yanking it downwards. A shot blasted the ground, sending up chunks of dirt which speckled the front of her body. She slammed into Sally, throwing her off balance.
Two others joined her in an instant, holding Sally down. Tentacle arms slapped over the top of her helmet, suckers straining in an attempt to remove it.
Rosanna moved her hips over Sally, squeezing her thighs to hold her in place. She leaned forward, giving the security chief a good view of her breasts while she inspected her captive.
Sally's helmet was an interlocking design, meant for hard use on hostile planets. Tearing it off would be quite difficult without damaging it irreparably, but if you knew where the manual release was located, it was child's play. She ran one hand down the side of Sally's neck, stabbing down with her index finger.
The helmet popped off, removed by the pressure exerted by the octopus suckers, and was discarded. Sally's eyes were wide with disbelief. "Rosy? What the fuck is going on here?"
The tentacle of one of her octopus arms wrapped around Rosanna's right breast, giving it a light squeeze. "You are Dry. You cannot understand until you have been made Wet."
She smiled with pity as the octopus she wore as a belt relaxed its remaining arms, climbing onto Sally's chest. Three of its arms had been blown off, big gaping wounds oozing blue ichor. It left a trail of liquid behind as it pulled itself up her suit. Sally stared at the beautiful creature in disgust.
"First, you shall be made into a Tentacle. Understanding will come. In time, you will yearn to be podded. I cannot imagine living Dry. I wish to be podded more than I can say. Serving Her is the purest form of living."
She realized it was true. Somewhere along the way she had accepted her destiny and wished to embrace it. Being podded was more exciting than sex. Being Mistress' Tentacle was Purpose.
Sally cursed like the sailor she was, her jaw moving uselessly as the octopus maneuvered its way over her face. She tried to bite an arm as it flipped past, but its spongy surface survived the force without injury.
The two podded humanoids lifted up her shoulders, giving the octopus easier access to her head. It rotated into place, the injured arms making it tilt off balance. Its eye blinked slowly, red with distress. To counter the odd angle, the remaining arms wrapped around Sally's head, some of its suckers sticking onto her nose.
She didn't stop cursing until the octopus hammered down on her head. She turned white, her eyes rolling as it ate its way into her skull. Her body shook, once, twice, then was still. Her lips moved involuntarily.
She blinked, eyes suddenly more vividly blue than before. The tentacle had pierced her mind, making her Wet. Her new hat rolled its eye, the angry red coloration around the periphery fading. Implantation was complete. She was a Tentacle.
It was only now that the adrenaline was fading that she evaluated her own condition. She had gotten incredibly lucky. The octopus on her waist had acted like armor, absorbing most of the energy from the blast, leaving only a small, red mark on her right hip.
Her muscles ached from the short run, belly protesting from her adrenaline fueled movements. She stroked her chest, hoping that none of her precious cargo had been injured. She needed to birth more octopuses to spread her mistress' commands.
Sally was still being processed, her mouth working as the tentacle plugged itself into her mind. Now that the initial rush of the attack was over, Rosanna relaxed, sitting back and looking around the clearing. The other soldiers hadn't fared much better than Sally, their helmets removed, cute octopuses perched on their heads like hats.
In several cases the soldier's helmets had been destroyed. The podded people must have been unable to figure out where the manual release was located. She marveled at the twisted metal, impressed by how much strength their octopus friends possessed.
It hadn't gone smoothly for all of them, however. One unfortunate crew member's head had been crushed like a grape, nothing left but a wet, red hole in the top of an armored suit. She looked away, distressed by the waste. Death was Dry; only the living could be Wet.
She wondered about what was happening elsewhere. Abbott was still out there somewhere, and the landing party must have left a pilot behind on the shuttle for a quick escape, if necessary. If they found out what had happened here, the jig was up.
Sally stirred beneath her, blinking cerulean blue eyes. "I am Wet," she declared. "I am a Tentacle. Mistress commands me."
Satisfied that her friend was sufficiently under control, Rosanna stood up and gave her an arm. The surrounding podded humanoids stood back, waiting silently.
Rosanna got a good look at the octopus on Sally's head, surprised to see that the bloody stumps had sealed up. Looking closely, she could almost see the ends of tiny wiggling appendages in the center of the wounded areas. Their octopus friends had amazing regeneration properties! She marveled at her Mistress and what she was capable of. *Good thought*
Sally stood, staring straight ahead as the tentacle worked itself deeper into her mind. "I obey. Yes, others must be made Wet."
The other crew members were standing, too, all the remaining soldiers paired with a new octopus friend. The clearing belonged to her Mistress. Her mind worked, trying to figure out what else needed to be done to accomplish her Mistress' goals. Plenty of time had passed, enough that the rest of the landing party should have found out what was going on by now. Did they need to seek them out and implant octopuses on them as well?
Her feet began to move, turning her back towards the cave. She laughed, realizing that this was not on her shoulders. She didn't need to come up with a plan. Her Mistress was in control of them all.
She walked through the entrance, other podded people following her in a single line. From her previous stay, she knew the next side passage lead to the mating room, filled with octopus spawn. They marched past, heading down the far hall towards the strange little cafeteria.
The rest of the complex was a mystery to her, but she supposed that Mistress would reveal it to her as necessary for her duties. She was just a small Tentacle, part of a larger whole.
She stepped back into the cafeteria room, the beige tables providing a strange sort of familiarity. The room was empty, but they soon started to fill it up, lines of podded humanoids standing against the walls. Rosanna's feet carried her to the end of one of the tables and she turned around, facing the others as they piled in.
Sally stood next to her, gurgling with happiness. Her joining must be going well. The rest of the soldiers took the far table. She looked around, noting the lack of Regina or Brenda. Were they somewhere else, performing duties for Mistress?
A communicator beeped and she reached for the unit gripped by one of her octopus arms, but it wasn't hers. She tilted her head and looked at Sally as the woman raised her own unit to her lips.
The speaker crackled. "Captain Roger, calling expeditionary force. Expeditionary force, come in please."
Sally pressed the button, staring far off into the distance. Her lips moved, the rest of her face without expression. "Security Chief Sally here, what's going on, captain? Situation nominal on the ground here. The aliens are even trying to feed us some of their food."
A podded humanoid had retrieved a plate of fruits, serving a row of others who had sat down at the far table. Tentacles had voracious appetites; she was feeling rather hungry herself.
"It's the shuttle crew," replied the captain. "I can't reach them. Can you send a detachment to check up on them?"
"Aye aye, captain, I'll send Roberts now. I don't think we'll be here too long, the xenos look friendly."
"Good, tell the salvage crew to get back to work when they can extricate themselves safely. We still have a job to do here."
"Aye captain," replied Sally with clipped diction. "I will let them know. Sally out."
The communicator chirped as she cut the connection, dropping her arm to the side. She stood still, waiting for further commands from Mistress.
Motion came at the far wall, more podded humanoids marching into the chamber. She was pleasantly surprised to see that they were led by Regina, who appeared uninjured.
Following in the rear were faces she recognized. Yes, that was definitely Abbot and the rest of his crew. They must have been ambushed by Mistress and mated with octopus spawns before they could warn the captain.
A wise smile on her face, Regina walked up to her and clasped her arm. "This mission has been a complete success, thanks to your efforts. There is nobody else who remains Dry on this planet."
Rosanna burped, feeling the eggs sitting heavy in her belly. How long was gestation for octopus spawn? She was eager to experience a birthing. She ran her hands over her swollen belly. "I'm feeling so full," she moaned.
Regina pressed a hand over her belly button. "You are eager. This is good. However, it is not yet time. You must carry them for me a while longer. Our spawn will be necessary to assault the ship, and I lack sufficient room to house them all here."
She grinned. "I think you will like what comes next, however. Since the expedition leader has been captured, your voice is not necessary to convince the captain that everything is going well. You are ready to be podded."
She ran her hands down her own hips, highlighting her swollen belly. "This body is ready, too. Do you want to take the next step?"
Rosanna nodded, happy to be transformed by Mistress, ready to be turned into her perfect slave. Regina lifted a finger, turning to walk down the tunnel in the far side of the chamber. "Follow me," she said.
The tunnel had been dug out wide enough to fit a decent sized truck. The ground was smooth under Rosanna's feet, a transparent red coating covering the natural rock. The passage was dotted with a series of human sizes holes, leading to what appeared to be small alcoves. A dim blue glow came from each chamber, many of them filled with large, oblong eggs.



"Podding doesn't take up too much room," explained Mistress. "But to prevent new pods from being in the way, I like to take them here until they have finished their transformation."
She turned left at the next tunnel, ducking to dodge the low ceiling. Inside was a circular alcove about as large as a medium sized closet. This one was occupied, a large, rust colored egg propped against the rear. The egg was as tall as Rosanna, the top almost scraping the ceiling. She wondered what kind of animal could produce something this size.
On the egg's surface near the top third, there was an imprint of one of the octopus creatures, as if it had been cast into the exterior. She touched its eye, feeling nothing more than a dry grit. It was almost as though an artist had added the octopus onto the shell with modeling clay.
"She's almost finished," murmured Regina. "She is ready to come out."
The leathery outer coating flexed, something probing outwards from the interior. Small cracks formed around head level, something wet picking at them until they turned into holes. Octopus arms jammed through the holes, wriggling as they muscled their way out. The egg shifted, another area flexing around its middle.
The exterior cracked, an arm jamming through the surface. "She would make it out eventually on her own, but we need this chamber," remarked Regina. "With all the new arrivals, our conversion chambers will be filled to capacity."
She jammed a hand into one of the cracks near a tentacle arm, pulling off a piece of the shell. A crack propagated all the way down the side, curling underneath the oval bottom.
Following her lead, Rosanna grabbed a piece of the shell as well, the jagged edge digging into the skin of her palm. It felt warm to the touch, crackling as a large piece came off in her hands. It was a bit like shelling a gigantic hard boiled egg.
The progress went faster, a gap widening as the podded humanoid inside was able to assist. She caught a glimpse of its remodeled body, reddish skin wet from the juices of transformation.
The egg rocked again, the shell bursting apart at the seams. The occupant stood up, unfolding from the fragments of her birth. She was large, slightly taller than Rosanna, her reddish skin leathery. The humanoid's breasts were as large as her head, with well defined nipples. This would have looked quite strange on a normal sized human, but her body was large enough to make them appear proportional on her frame.
Her belly was filled with eggs, but only appeared slightly enlarged. Her internal egg carrying capacity must have been increased, adapting her to make her more efficient for breeding.
Her head had been melded with an octopus, a single large eye staring out at her helpers with curiosity. A circular wrinkle of skin opened where her mouth used to be. The mouth area moved, making sounds that were alien to Rosanna's ears.
"You won't be able to understand her," said Regina. "Her voice box and brain have been remodeled, she doesn't speak our language. Only other podded people can understand. Only other podded people need to understand."
Regina stroked the newly podded humanoid's hip. "Hello, Brenda, you're looking beautiful. I'm glad to see the transformation has gone so well for you. If you could please wait outside, Rosanna would like to take your place."
A shock ran through her chest. This is what had happened to Brenda? She looked over the alien with critical eyes. It looked nothing looked like Brenda. Her body had been completely remodeled, from head to toe.
Brenda dipped her head, making a strange noise with her rounded mouth before shuffling out of the alcove. Mistress shifted her attention to Rosanna. "It's your turn to undergo conversion. You will be podded, like Brenda. It is necessary to increase your breeding capacity so that I may spread to the stars. Don't worry, this will only be uncomfortable for a moment."
Rosanna's body jerked, an uncomfortable pressure squeezing down on the exterior of her skull. The octopus atop her head was pulsating, its body expanding to fit over the top of her head. Something squirted inside her brain. Her vision blurred, the world filling with visual snow.
Her lips moved, voiceless, a great joy filling her center. A dark membrane slipped over her eyes, the creature swallowing her head whole. The bottom of its mouth cling around her neck as it stretched on its journey downwards.
Was this what it felt like to be swallowed whole? Unable to breathe, her vision faded to black as the creature squeezed over her shoulders.
***
At first she was aware that she hadn't been thinking about anything for quite some time. It was strange to her, as her inner monologue was usually incessant, never leaving her alone. Now that it was back, she wasn't sure what she should be thinking about. It was as if her brain had been turned off and back on again like a light switch.
A core truth was in her mind, that hadn't been there before. She was podded. What that meant, precisely, she couldn't explain. The situation before she had been eaten by her octopus had been quite odd, a fact that had escaped her at the time. It was not normal for someone to be controlled by a tentacle stuck in their brain that told them what to do.
Not normal, but wonderful. She had always been aware of its presence, but now it was missing. Something had changed, and she wasn't yet sure how to feel about that.
She still belonged to the Mistress, yes, but she wasn't being piloted by an external force. She had been integrated, one with her Mistress. A cool presence sat in the back of her mind, the entity coloring her every thought with devotion. It was almost as though she was a lake being fed by an underground stream. She was an outlet for her Mistress' will. She was her Tentacle.
The urge to do something for her Mistress was foremost in her mind. However, it didn't seem like there was anything for her to do at the moment. Her eyes felt open, but all she perceived was a warm glow. She was crouched in a ball, tight pressure holding her arms and legs tightly against her body. She was unable to move them even an inch.
Her pulse throbbed through the comfortable red warmth of her bondage, a triple echo vibrating with every pulsation. She didn't recall her heartbeat ever sounding like that before, but she dismissed it as unimportant. She just needed to leave. To get out.
This urgency turned into action. She tried to pull her arms apart, with little success. Concentrating on her end goal, she commanded her body to move with all her strength.
There came movement around her head, a faint tapping sound tickling her senses. Her command had been heard, but not by her usual limbs. A sharp poke hit the front of the egg she was trapped in, cracking a hole at eye level.
Light flooded her senses, dazzling her for a short moment. There were so many colors! She marveled at the kaleidoscope, burbling as greens and blues burst into her mind. Light sparkled throughout the chamber, bright blue stars speckling the walls.
Reddish tentacles infiltrated her vision from either side, widening the crack they had started earlier. She stopped struggling, watching her arms in delight as they followed her commands.
Whipping through the hole, suckers on her arms slapped against the front of the shell. They tugged outward, providing negative pressure. She turned, shoving her shoulder against the crack. The egg split open from top to bottom, her body rolling out to splay on the ground.
She stared at the ceiling, breathing heavily. She hadn't expected that result. Just how strong was she? She whuffed, happy to be free of the confines of the egg.
An egg fragment was jabbing her in the back. She shuffled, sitting up to take stock of the situation. Her eye widened, brain confused at what she saw. Her thighs were enormous! Her chest was enormous! Her breasts were enormous, too!
It was as though her body had been run through an enlargement ray, inflating her to two or three times her former size. She thumbed a nipple, a burst of air escaping her mouth hole as a flash of pleasure thrilled up her neck. Nothing wrong with those!
She rubbed a hand over a thigh, marveling at her reddish skin. It felt scaly, like that of a reptile. It wasn't an angry red, like a burn, but leathery and cool to the touch, with a thin layer of wet lubrication over its surface, making her look shiny. She pressed the tip of a finger into her swollen stomach, surprised to see how much her new skin could stretch.
At least the transformation had not hurt any of her eggs. She circled her palms on her belly, enjoying the sensation of being filled. She was not as bloated as before, leading her to believe that her storage capacity had increased.
She turned her hands back and forth, noting that her hands were webbed. A side effect of being made Wet, she was certain. Her fingernails had faded away, replaced by short talons. She wondered what it would be like to grip a fork or talk on a communicator with these new hands. Perhaps it wouldn't matter, as she had new arms to use if her old ones weren't suitable.
Her octopus arms flexed, wriggling around her head in the air as if she was a snake queen. She reached up and tugged on one of the arms, surprised to feel the force through the sides of her head. She wasn't just commanding the arms to move, they were actually hers!
What else had been done to her body? She became suspicious, as the strange stars of light in the alcove had not dissipated during her self exploration. She reached her hands up to her face, a little concerned at the rounded distortion at the edge of her vision. Blinking, she moved her hands left and right, following them with her eye. It was as almost as though she was peering through a fish eye lens.
She brought her hands in close and back, blinking slowly. As she had suspected, it was impossible for her to go cross eyed, as she had only one, large eye! She brushed her taloned fingertips along the sides of her face, confirming that her former features had been replaced with that of an octopus. She had melded with her former hat, becoming an entirely new being.
She moved her head back and forth, watching the ground shift beneath her hands. That felt super trippy. It would take some time to get used to her new monocular vision.
She whuffed again, closing her mouth. Again, that was different. Her throat felt as though it was plugged with alien material. Reaching for her mouth, she discovered that her teeth and lips had vanished. Instead, there was a smooth, circular opening. She pushed a few fingers inside, feeling around the fleshy tube that had taken over her throat.
The octopus that had become her face had repurposed her mouth. She wasn't sure what the hole would be used for, if it wasn't for food. She felt around the top of her head, finding a funnel like opening. Yes, like the other podded people, she also possessed a vertical feeding tube.
A creature didn't need two mouths to survive. Was her old mouth now for reproduction purposes? She whuffed, eager to find out. She wanted to know everything about her new existence to better serve her Mistress.
Experimenting, she found that the noises she could make with her new mouth hole were rather limited. Now she knew why the quadrupeds were mainly limited to making excited whuffing noises. The Drogons were not as intelligent as she was, however.
She flexed her mouth hole, experimenting with different sounds. She could manage whistling chirps, but not much else. Either her voice box had been removed during her transformation or it had been covered with a new layer of fleshy material. The strange part was that she didn't feel the need to take air in through her mouth hole.
Feeling around her neck, she found out why. Two layers of gills graced either side, close to her shoulders. They flapped open and shut automatically, drawing air into her lungs via a different route than her esophagus. That would take a lot of getting used to.
She stood, making the whuffing noise from her mouth hole. It was a satisfying sound. A happy sound. It was no wonder the quadrupeds made the sound during impregnation. She hoped she would be able to hear them making it again soon.
Standing, she relaxed, taking an experimental step forward. Her new vision was still distracting, but she was certain she would get used to it, in time. The odd balance forced her to take slow steps forward, feeling every inch of the eggs that shifted in her body. That felt so good.
She put a hand over her pussy, wondering if that had been changed during her transformation as well. No, it seemed just as sensitive as ever. She dipped a finger inside, swirling a fingertip around her clit. She whuffed, pleased at the intense sensation that lit her core. Yes, this was very arousing. It would be easy for her to get off.
This wasn't the time, however. Her re-birthing complete, she wished to know how she could be of service to her Mistress. She dragged herself out of the alcove, determined to know what was going on.
She could wait passively for her Mistress' next commands, but that didn't sit well with her. In her previous life, she had been obsessive with getting her work done, and that trait hadn't changed with her transformation. There was also a deep seated need to know what was going on. Had Roger figured out what had happened to the landing party and left them on the planet to call in the military, or was the salvage ship still sitting in low orbit, easy pickings for her Mistress?
Shuffling forward, she tilted her head left and right, looking in the alcoves. Most of them were empty, which surprised her. From what Mistress had said earlier, she thought more of them would have been full, gestating more podded slaves.
She juiced thinking of all the new servants her Mistress would have once the ship was Hers. More enslavers grew in her belly, waiting for their day to implant themselves on human heads.
Her hips shimmied, the delightful weight of the eggs shuffling with each step. Her large feet swiveled to touch the ground without a noise. She marveled at how mobile the muscles in her ankle seemed to be, flexing as she rotated forward for another step. The bottom of her foot was hard, exoskeleton built up to allow her to walk confidently without worrying about injury.
Her long legs ate the distance, bringing her to the cafeteria much sooner than she had expected. The chamber was empty, but for a solitary figure sitting at the end of one table. It was Sally, hands folded, staring straight ahead. The octopus on her head gave Rosanna a faint wave.
Sally looked up, her face animated. "Ah, there's my favorite slave. Are you enjoying being podded?"
Rosanna tried and failed to make an intelligible noise. Her mouth hole deformed with frustration.
"Don't worry, slave, the other podded Tentacles will be able to understand you just fine. Humans won't, though. If I wasn't borrowing this human's body, she wouldn't understand you at all."
She sighed. "Which is necessary for the next stage of the plan. Are you ready to take over a ship?"
Rosanna nodded, eager to put her eggs to good use. She needed to fulfill her purpose.
She looked around, her mouth moving as she tried to communicate her confusion. Where had all the other podded humanoids gone? She had seen Abbott being taken earlier, but what about the ship's pilot? They would need him to leave the planet.
Sally walked up next to her. "Don't worry, everything is going to plan. The pilot is under our control and is readying for lift off."
She reached a hand out and caressed the bottom of one of Rosanna's breasts, the large fleshy sphere sitting at Sally's head level. "As much as I'd like to stay here and play with you, the rest of the boarding party is almost ready to go. You took a bit longer to get right, as I experimented with making you much larger than the standard pod slave. Yes, even larger than Brenda, and she's already at the upper end of the standard size distribution."
Rosanna squeezed her mouth hole shut as a spike of pleasure ran up from her chest. "You're a new breeder strain, fifty percent larger than usual. You'll be able to carry so many eggs for me. Doesn't that sound delightful?"
She began kneading her breast, sending Rosanna into a spiral of pleasure. She had never been this sensitive before, and she quite enjoyed the attention. She whuffed, badly desiring to reciprocate, but resisting the impulse.
Sally stopped her physical manipulation, leaving Rosanna hot and flustered. "I could top you off with more young, but the eggs inside you are almost ready to come out. Let's wait until after the first birthing, shall we?"
She traced a finger over Rosanna's stomach. "You've been remodeled to be the perfect host. Your digestive tract has been removed, as it is no longer necessary. Your stomach has been converted into a spawning center, the perfect environment to manufacture more of my young."
Rosanna put her hands over her belly. She didn't feel any different than before, but it would be hard for her to tell with all the eggs already stacked inside her.
"As they grow, your urge to find a new body to implant will grow as well. Don't resist your urges. Breeding serves me. I need many children, healthy and strong, if my plan is to come to fruition."
She smacked Rosanna on the butt. "Let's go, the rest of them are waiting for us.
***
The trip to the shuttle was uneventful, as it had been moved closer to the cave. Rosanna walked up the ramp, accompanied by Sally and a couple quadrupeds, who were whuffing happily as they trotted. They were probably thinking about sticking their ovipositors in helpless crew members, eggs spurting from their tips until their victims were filled to capacity. She clenched her thighs, putting herself in the place of a Drogon. The idea of impregnating other humans was appealing, and she began whuffing herself in anticipation.
The interior of the shuttle was filled to the brim with podded humans, strapped into crash harnesses on the walls. The female Tentacles had all been podded, filled with eggs by the Drogons before being packed for transport. One Tentacle at the end of the row was still receiving her cargo, whuffing just as hard as her Drogon as they coupled, her hips jerking as she was filled with its eggs.
Crates were stacked in the center of the floor, a few feet high. They were secured by straps, preventing them from shifting on takeoff.
To her surprise, a few podded males accompanied them. That wasn't as crazy as it seemed at first blush. Not only could they prove useful at overpowering the guards, but they would also be necessary to fertilize the female Tentacle's eggs once the Drogons ran dry. She admired the thick length of one of the humanoid's penises, thinking about wrapping her mouth hole around its girth.
Now was not the time, however, she needed to get ready for lift off. She took an empty spot at the end of the row and strapped in. Sally walked up to the front of the ship, standing next to the pilot's seat.
"You ladies ready for takeoff?" declared the pilot, an octopus jammed on his head at a jaunty angle. The Tentacles whuffed, signifying their agreement.
"Alright then, this shit box is coming off the ground as soon as I get clearance." He looked at Sally. "Your turn, darling, I need that confirmation if we don't want our asses turned into a grass stain on this ball of dirt."
Sally chortled, fingering her comm. "Shuttle crew to the bridge. This is Sally, calling captain Rogers, over."
The frequency crackled with white noise. Sally raised the comm back to her lips to repeat her call, but a voice came through the speaker. "Roger here, has the package been planted?"
"Yes, Captain, the mission is complete and we're ready for lift, Sally out."



"Excellent, I expect you back up here shortly. Roger out."
Sally took the copilot's seat, strapping herself down. The thrusters lit, shoving them all back in their chairs. The Tentacle in the last seat had finished being filled by her Drogon, and was cradling it in her arms as the acceleration crushed them into their seats. The animal moaned, looking frail and thin without the eggs filling its belly.
Rosanna's lips curved upwards, thinking about their mission. She didn't worry about whether they had enough eggs to take over the ship. Not everyone needed to be turned into a Tentacle right away. Only key areas needed to be taken, with the rest locked out. Given enough time, she was certain they could breed enough offspring for everyone.
When they began their attack, the captain was sure to put the entire ship on security lock down, which would prevent the crew from escaping. They would be trapped, ripe for being taken. She hoped there would be the opportunity for her to personally convert a few of them herself.
***
The shuttle maneuvers seemed to last forever, but in reality, it took only a few quick orbits to match the mother ship's heading and speed. The salvage ship RLG Agrippa was large in the front window, and they were closing quickly.
It wasn't a pretty ship, as it didn't need to be in the vacuum of space. It looked like someone had welded three large boxes together and called it a day. There was no useful weaponry to speak of, but what it did have were enhanced traction beams for ship salvage. These operated on the same principle as those used by shipyard tugs to position cargo freighters, but were much more powerful.
If you weren't careful using them, you could easily tear apart the ship you were putting under tow. This could theoretically be used as a weapon, but the distance between ships in space was usually far too large for it to be practical. Traction beams were purely short range equipment.
The shuttle adjusted its y-axis, aiming for the shuttle bay near the aft of the ship. Rosanna assumed that the pilot must have requested that docking bay for a reason, but she didn't know what he was thinking.
She could think up some good reasons herself. Their primary goal needed to be engineering to prevent the ship's crew from doing anything bravely heroic. The bridge was their eventual goal, of course, but with nobody nearby who could hear a hail from the ship's comm array, there was very little the captain could do beyond locking down the ship. They would be trapped like rats, forced to wait as their crew members were converted, one by one. She shivered with anticipation.
"Get ready for a jolt," declared the pilot. "Retro burn in three two, one...!"
They jerked in their harnesses as the rockets killed their momentum. A gigantic hatch began to open in the side of the ship, beams sparkling from the periphery. The ship jolted again as the they were caught in the landing field, pulled onto the correct trajectory. From here, the pilot had no additional duties, the autoland feature taking direct control.
Sally unstrapped herself from the jumpseat, looking around proudly at her children. She walked up to the crates piled on the floor, removing a strap. The lid came off easily, exposing a bin full of cut flower heads, the size of dinner plates.
"The pollen from one of these is sufficient to down a grown man," she declared. "Take as many as you need to help you subdue the crew."
She raised a finger, counting out Tentacles on the left side of the shuttle. "Brenda, take these four with you and a box of flowers. Your goal is to find the environmental systems on this ship and spread the gas through the ventilation system to soften up any opposition."
Rosanna's eye snapped over to look at the Tentacles Mistress was taking to. They all looked the same to her, no physical identifying attributes remained. It was impossible to tell which of them used to be Brenda, though if she had to guess, the largest one at the end was probably her former crew member.
Mistress continued to count off more podded people, their octopus eyes turning to follow her voice. "Regina, use these four and assault engineering. We need to take away their ability to scuttle the ship. It's hard to know what they'll do once they find out their situation is hopeless, and I want you to ensure that their only option is to be podded.
The humanoid on the left nodded her agreement. Rosanna studied this one as well, and decided that Regina looked about as large as Brenda. If they were standing next to each other, it would be impossible to differentiate between the two of them. The podding process had removed any unique identifying characteristics, making them identical Tentacles. If she was sitting next to them they would all look the same, though her altered body was much larger than theirs by another level of magnitude. All of them harnessed in service to Her will.
Mistress looked at Rosanna. "Your goal is the bridge. Take whoever you like for the assault."
Startled by the sudden attention, she raised a hand in acknowledgment and blinked, nodding her head. She immediately started plotting how she was going to make it there without being stopped by any of the security measures the captain could come up with.
"The rest of you, spread as far and as wide as possible, capturing all that you find. We will convert them wherever they may be found."
The rest of the podded humanoids hummed, ready to obey her will.
She looked over the invasion force, pleased. "Before we open those doors, we need a lot of octopuses for implantation. For those of you who were bred before being podded, it's time for you to give birth."
At these words, Rosanna found her belly crawling with unease, bulging. Something was stirring inside her, and that something wanted out. She spread her legs, liquid leaking from her vagina to splatter against the floor.
She groaned, a heavy thrust spearing her innards. It was large, slippery, and filled her insides to the brim. She could do nothing but whuff, breathing heavily from the gills at her neck.
The other mothers were having just as difficult a time as she was. It was good to know she wasn't alone. A contraction of pain split her body. She winced, straining at the thickness that filled her vagina.
Liquid continued to rush out. She felt a burst of coolness, a slimy protrusion slipping between her legs. Looking down, she spotted a tiny arm wiggling out of her nether lips. It almost looked... cute.
Waving in the cool air of the shuttle, the end of it pushed out farther during the next contraction. The rest of the podded humanoids were in a similar shape, wiggling their hips as octopus arms squirmed out of their vulvae.
She tensed her muscles again, pushing with all her might. A tight blob slid down her inner passage, getting stuck right at the end. The small octopus arms wrapped around her butt and thighs, tugging gently to try and help her. Yes, her child wanted out just as much as Rosanna wanted her to be out.
She gathered herself again, feeling invigorated instead of tired. The birthing process was painful, yes, but she was excited to see the new life coming from her loins.
She pushed again, hard. The blob was expelled from her passage, the head of the octopus coming out with an audible pop. Free from its confining prison, the miniature beast maneuvered around her legs with its tentacles, climbing up her side. Its bulbous body was stained red, translucent.
She had little time to spare for her offspring, as a fresh wave of contractions was beginning. Now that she knew what to expect, the second time around was somewhat easier, the lubrication from the first birth helping the second.
It still wasn't a cakewalk by any means. The second seemed larger than the first, her pubic area swelling with its large, oblong shape. "Come on, little one," she murmured. "Mother needs you out so you can meet your siblings."
Taking advantage of her distraction, her first baby had crawled up her side, its sucker arms attached to her back and under her left breast. After the next contraction, it slipped into place over her left breast, positioning its mouth on her nipple. Her breasts had been swollen recently, and now she knew why. Milk spurted from her nipple, suctioned up by her baby before a single drop could spill.
She moaned as her next baby squeezed its way out, marveling at how her first child suckled gently at her breast. As the creature worked her nipple, it slowly became more solid looking, as if the feeding was anchoring it to her reality.
Her second baby popped out, this one not having enough time to anchor itself to her thighs. Its legs grasped desperately at her legs, but its efforts were in vain. It dropped to the ground upside down, its legs wiggling pathetically in the air.
She got a good view of its underbody, marveling at the black hole of its mouth. It looked like a black eye sitting in a sea of pink flesh, the faint shape of its beak closing below the surface giving her the shivers.
It was a ridiculous reaction to have, given that her body had been melded with one of them, but her deep seated aversions couldn't be that easily banished. She concentrated on the mission. This was a necessary step towards taking over the ship and achieving her purpose.
She lifted the octopus from the floor, setting it over her right breast. It immediately wrapped itself around her pendulous orb, squeezing itself onto her nipple, nipping at her gently with its beak. She knew it was capable of drilling into a victim's head with that beak, so she appreciated its restraint.
It was time for yet another to emerge. She squeezed again, a familiar weight dropping into her birth canal. How many had the Drogon put into her? She was annoyed that she hadn't kept track earlier. This might go on for quite a while.
She was pleased to find that her body was accommodating her spawn without too much protest. The other girls in the shuttle weren't nearly as lucky. They moaned, squirmed, and groaned as their octopuses birthed. The ones on the petite side were having far more problems than she was.
She praised her Mistress for giving her a large body with which to more easily birth her children. It might not be much, but when the third baby slipped out without too much fuss, she gained confidence in the process. She had been made for this, to carry her Mistress' young, to send them out them out into the world to catch and convert others.
She squeezed her mouth hole together, reflexively trying to lick her lips with a tongue that no longer existed. Pressing her hands around the octopus suckling at her left breast, she tugged at it gently. She worked her mouth, making whistling noises. Somehow it understood her intentions, giving her a cute squeak as it detached.
Rosanna felt warmth for this small creature. It was doing its best to become big and strong so that it could implant itself on a human head. This was the first of many. She sat it down on her left shoulder, helping up her third child, which had just been expelled from her vagina.
She settled into a rhythm, working with the contractions to push out her next spawn while coaxing the octopus off her other breast. This one she settled on her right shoulder. Her body didn't seem to be running out of milk, but her womb wasn't running out of octopuses, either, the contractions continuing.
Her body had been adapted for this purpose. She was a breeding mother. She pushed the next one out without much fuss, smiling at the spawn suckling on her breasts. She was proud of her fecundity.
She worked her muscles, going with the flow. Another came out, and another. Too many to feed all at once. They had to wait their turn. Octopuses were crawling up and down her arms, attaching themselves to her hips and legs. Her body was a host for a cavalcade of the little creatures.
All good things must come to an end eventually, and soon she was pushing out the last tiny octopus. Like the other new mothers, her body was wrapped up by her offspring, ready to find new hosts. She smiled a ferocious grin.
"Ah, mistress?" asked the pilot. "We have to open the doors now, or they're going to get suspicious. I can only hold them off for so long."
Mistress laid a hand on his shoulder. "You've been a great help, we'll take it from here."
He looked confused, eyes flashing cerulean. The octopus atop his head pulsed, sliding down over his forehead.
Sally pressed a button on the console, the hatch opening up to reveal a ramp down into the landing bay. She turned to look at her progeny with a bright smile. "Go, my children, fulfill your destiny. Spread, breed, and make this ship Mine."
Whuffing issued from their throats in unison as they took off their crash restraints. It was time to accomplish their purpose. They spilled out and down the ramp, their octopuses riding on top of their bodies as if they were pack animals.
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The dockmaster's crew had no time to understand what was happening before they were overrun. Trotting down the ramp, octopus spawn sprung from podded humanoids, leaping onto unaware human bodies.
One of dock workers tried to smash an attacking octopus with his clipboard, but missed, getting tangled up in its arms. A second octopus soon found his head, crunching its way into his brain.
The more aware workers fled towards the doors while the podded humanoids chased them. There were two hatches on either side at the rear of the shuttle bay, with a reinforced bunker built between. The workers split up as they neared the bunker, trying to reach the closest exit.
A lurid red light lit around the periphery of the hatches, reinforced blast doors dropping. The workers panicked, pounding futilely against the reinforced metal. Some of them turned around, screaming as octopuses leaped onto their bodies. Others sobbed, accepting the inevitable as octopus arms wound their way around their heads.
In a matter of moments, they were all under Mistress' control. Rosanna was pleased at their efficiency. She looked at the bunker and frowned. What she wasn't pleased at was the man sitting at the control console, speaking rapidly into his comm unit.
The dock master must have been on duty in the control room, and had reacted quickly. The doors to the bunker were locked as well. She looked up, focusing on a metal hatch built into the wall.
Whuffing, she gestured to another humanoid, who came to assist her. The second humanoid leaned over to crouch on the ground, on all fours. Rosanna stepped onto her body, flexing her taloned toes to get a good grip.
Her octopus arms attacked the grate, squeezing through the gaps and attaching with their suckers. With one big jerk, it came off in her hands. She tossed it to the side, looking at the dark interior. She wasn't sure where this led, but it was probably connected to the bunker in some fashion. There were likely baffles that closed if the shuttle bay was vented, but if she could get her spawn far enough inside before that happened, it wouldn't matter.
She reached up for the two octopuses which sat on her shoulders, her first two children. Tugging gently, they came off, wrapping their arms around the palms of her hands. She placed them in the vent, spreading her fingers. Whistling at them, they chirped back at her, unfolding their arms and scurrying into the vent. She wished them well, and hoped that they would find useful prey.
Hopping off her makeshift step ladder, she looked out over the bay to see other humanoids unloading the shuttle. They had borrowed some of the repulsor lifts sitting around the bay, maneuvering around the maintenance pits to carry out the crates, stacking them in a neat rectangle on the floor.
Another set of Tentacles walked up to the ventilation shaft and sent their cargo into the vent, octopus arms fighting each other as they scrambled inside. This left the two humanoids nude, naked. Without their spawn, they could assist to hold down potential prey, but could not enslave them. Rosanna shivered at the thought of being without her octopus helpers in this hostile environment.
Motion caught her eye. She peered through the reinforced glass of the control room, trying to figure out why the dock master had abandoned his desk. Standing up, he was looking towards the rear of the room. She couldn't hear anything from inside the bunker, but she could see his lips stretch in a scream right before reddish arms wrapped themselves around his head.
Her eye bright, she watched as one of her spawn wrapped him up like a present, claiming his head for its own. The bulbous top of the octopus flipped into the proper position, its eye winking at her. The dock master dropped as if his strings had been cut. Rosanna grinned. If he had been smart, he would have dropped the forcefield holding the oxygen inside the shuttle bay. The vacuum of space would have made quick work of the invasion party before they could secure a foothold.
It was probably the misguided thought that he could save his crew mates. Feeling safe inside his bunker, he could wait for further commands without taking action himself. He was paralyzed due to a perceived lack of authority. Bad for him, but good for Mistress.
Sally walked down the ramp of the shuttle, a repulsor lift following behind her with a larger crate than the ones that held the flowers.
Rosanna stood waiting for orders with the other Tentacles, who were scattered over the shuttle bay. Some of them were still trying to find a way out of the main hatches, while others were investigating more vents. More octopus spawn were sent into the vents, in the hopes that they would be able to infiltrate the ship further. She was glad her small friends were so mobile. She certainly wouldn't be able to fit into one of the vents herself!
The doors to the bunker shifted, cycling open. The dock master must now be under Her control. Would he also unlock the doors to the shuttle bay? No, they were still shut, locked and secured. They weren't getting out that way.
Loudspeakers crackled to life. "This is the captain speaking," declared Roger. "Intruders in shuttle bay 2C, we have you surrounded. Give up now or we will be forced to space you. You have five minutes."
Sally stepped forward confidently. "We'll just see about that," she murmured.
She lifted a finger at Rosanna, who followed her into the bunker along with the repulsorlift, which carried the crate behind them like a puppy. She glanced over the rectangular box, curious. She was suspicious that whatever was in the crate, it wasn't more flowers.
The interior of the bunker was small, filled with equipment for operation of the bay. One end had a tracking radar with an arrival board and traction beam controls. The other had a top down camera view of the bay for positioning shuttles on landing pads. The rear of the room was filled with racks of computing equipment, a door leading back farther into a small bathroom.
The dock master was sitting at his chair, a small amount of drool leaking from his mouth. He moved to the side as Sally approached, giving her access to the communication console. She pressed the red button for direct bridge access. "This is Sally, on shuttle deck 2C, calling the captain."
Rosanna looked at her, baffled. That was tantamount to declaring that Sally was with the invaders. There would be no cloak and dagger here, she was putting it right out in the open. What was her plan?
The comm crackled, the voice of Roger intense. "I don't know who you are," declared the captain, "but you are not my security chief."
Sally laughed, amused. "Of course I'm Sally. But I'm also more." Her tone modulated, Sally's voice overlaid with the voice patterns of something more ancient and cold. "I have been here for a millennia, biding in peace, until the Dry came. They deemed my planet unsuitable for human life, then with audacity, decided to change it. They never checked the oceans to see if they were already occupied."
Sally leaned over the console, her voice sinking ever deeper. Her face turned blue, as dark as the deepest depths of the ocean. Rosanna shivered, feeling an ancient presence filling the room.
"No, they added foreign sea life that I had never seen before. At first, I accommodated their presence, but my attempts to reason with the sea creatures known as sharks all failed. My children were eaten. I could not contain my rage. I was forced to wipe them out and turn my attentions to land. I found that my world had been infested with bipeds who delighted in killing my spawn for sport."
Sally sighed. "Too many of my children have been wiped out by the Dry. I will not allow it to continue."
"Now listen here," replied the captain. "I have no idea what went before, and that isn't my responsibility. Now that you're here, perhaps we can negotiate a truce and start a peace conference."
"No, Captain, you listen here." She turned to the crate on the repulsor and lifted the lid open, revealing a miniature fusion bomb. "You sent your landing party not in peace, but as an act of war. If this bomb had been planted as you had intended, I would have been destroyed along with a large chunk of my planet. There can be no peace."
She paused. "If you vent this shuttle bay, I will detonate this bomb. Me, you, and everyone in this ship will be obliterated in the heat of a miniature star. If you don't want that to happen, you'll have to find another way to stop us. Sally, out."
The heavy influence of Mistress left her face, and Sally turned to look at Rosanna. "That won't hold him for long," she stated in her normal voice. "We need to hurry before he comes up with another viable option, or he decides that self destruction is preferable to being captured."
She sighed. "He's sure to have enforced the lockdown. He's probably targeting this shuttle bay as well as any surrounding compartments, giving him time to ready an assault force to retake the bay."
Rosanna nodded. She was itching all over, desperate to get out of the shuttle bay. Her mouth hole worked, chirping as she communicated with her Mistress.
"The maintenance tunnels? Yes, that's an excellent idea." She walked over to the bomb. "We'll leave a surprise behind for anyone who attacks the shuttle bay. We don't want to leave them any toys to play with, however."
She twisted the key on the bomb and pocketed it. "There, at least we won't make it easy for them to blow us all up."
She turned to Rosanna. "Let's go get some exercise."
***
"Doctor, I'm really not certain this is a good idea." His nurse assistant carried a tray of hypodermic needles over to the doctor's lab table, where he was adjusting his microscope.
Brent made an exasperated noise. "Of course it isn't, Hope, but I'm under orders."
He grunted, looking into the microscope. "Octopuses are very interesting creatures," he continued as an aside.
"Beyond their amazing regeneration properties, did you know that they evolved a camera type eye, very similar to that of a human? It's remarkable that both our species ended up with almost the same type of sensing organ."
Grabbing a syringe, he injected the organic matter isolated on his plate. "And now, we need to find a way to kill them."
He watched the internal structure of the octopus arm dissolve with satisfaction.
He turned to his assistant. "Contact poison, deadly to cephalopods. I knew we had something on record that would work. If the captain could give us more time, I could make an aerosolized version."
A clunking noise rattled above them, in the drop ceiling. Hope looked around, her eyes landing on the ventilation grate. The metal bulged out at the bottom. "What in the hell?"
"Stand back," ordered the doctor.
He picked up the autoinjector from the table beside him and started filling it with a small glass bottle of the poison. "Just a moment, he murmured. I can't rush this."
Hope screamed as the vent grate popped off onto the floor with a crash, a reddish octopus leaping out to land on her face. She sputtered, gurgling as her mouth was filled with a probing tentacle.
Brent wrestled with the injector, flipping the filling receptacle shut. "There, it's ready!" he declared.
His assistant groaned, trying to remove the octopus arms which had wrapped around her neck. The doctor ran up to her and jabbed the injector into its fleshy body, next to its eye.
The eye rolled, a black stain floating up through its sclera. Brent didn't let up, ensuring that the creature got a full dosage of the poison. Blackness pumped throughout its body, its triple hearts helping to speed it to its doom.
Its limbs relaxed, rubbery arms going limp. The eye shuttered, its body looking pale. Hope pulled hard, removing the bulk of the creature from her face. She flung it across the room, its body smashing against a desk. It turned black as it continued to deteriorate, limbs resting limply on the table.
The doctor blinked, looking at his buxom assistant trapped between his legs, suddenly shy. "Well, I didn't expect... I guess that worked," he stammered, a blush suffusing his neck.
Hope rested for a moment, but her eyes widened. "Doctor, look out!" she exclaimed, just in time for a second octopus to land on his head.
This one wasn't messing around, strangling him before he had a chance to react. He raised his arms to his neck, reflexively trying to pry the arms away without success. In his fear, he had stupidly dropped the injector onto the floor. "Get it!" he hacked, impotently trying to reach for the device.
Hope tried to be helpful, but her attempts to pick up the device interfered with the doctor's. Their hands tangled with each other, clumsily knocking the injector away, causing it to slide into a corner.
Brent's vision went red, a loud crunching noise coming from his skull. The last thing he saw as a free human was a third octopus crawling along the table behind Hope.
***
"I just got orders through my slate!" exclaimed Hank.
All other means of communication were being jammed, in a bid to stop the alien invaders from communicating with each other. Hank thought that was a stupid plan, as he didn't think aliens would know how to use human communicators. The aliens were probably as dumb as a piece of putty, too, but nobody had asked his opinion.
Paul rolled his eyes. "Spare me the questionnaire, what are they?"
Paul was seated on the opposite end of their shared desk, a console splitting the distance between them. Their compartment housed the master controls for the air conditioning, pressurization, and water systems. Plumbing took up most of the usable area, leaving them a small section for their work area, as if it was an afterthought.
Hank peered at his tablet, squinting. He could barely make out the words, cracks in the display from the last time he had dropped it on the floor. He smeared a finger over the glass, trying to make the text larger, but failing due to the grease on his fingers.
He grabbed a chip with his right hand, crunching down and savoring the sharp flavor that popped in his mouth. He brought the tablet closer. "He wants us to stop all the circulation pumps on deck twelve and open the drain valves." He looked at Paul, a stupid grin on his face.
"Why, what's on deck twelve?"
"A shuttle bay full of aliens, dummy. Haven't you been paying attention?"
Hank shot him a dirty look. "You don't have to tell me about no aliens, Paul, I can smell them from a mile away."
He stuck his nose in the air, as if he was a bloodhound. He snuffled with great, big breaths, his brow furrowed. "That's odd, I'm smelling aliens now. Do you have a pet alien?"
Paul growled with frustration, holding out his hands for the tablet. "Just give me that, would you?"
He scanned the orders, eyes widening. "If we do this, exactly as asked, we won't be able to use that section for a week! We don't have the spare air to refill it from reserves, and one of the air compressors is down for maintenance! We won't have enough air to breath ourselves!"
Hank looked at him, obstinate. "It's an order, though. Don't we have to follow orders?"
Paul looked farther down. "Shit, you could have mentioned the second part. Take your hand off those controls, we're on standby until the assault team calls for us. Prepare for decompression, but don't execute. If we do this too soon, the assault team will have a hell of a time getting through to that section. You got that through your thick skull?"
Hank nodded up and down slowly. "I understand, Paul. I'm not thick." His lower lip trembled.
"Shit," said Paul again, frustrated at dealing with his fat partner. "I apologize, I'm under major stress from this alien fucking invasion here."
He ran his fingers through his hair. "You know what, sit tight, I'll prep these orders. It'll give me something to do before the end of the galaxy comes."
Hank passed him the tablet and sat back down, crunching another chip between his thick lips, bulging eyes staring straight ahead. "It still smells like aliens," he mumbled.
Paul ignored his griping, turning to punch commands into his console. Hank took the opportunity to open his desk drawer, calculating out how long the snacks he had stockpiled would last him in an emergency situation. Not long enough.
He sighed, crunching his last chip with a teary goodbye, wiping the crumbs off his deck with a thick hand. "I'm going to hit up the vending machine," he declared, standing and waddling to the entrance. "Do you want something?"
Paul groaned, waving a hand at him. "Please don't bother me, I don't want to kill us all."
Hank chuckled. That Paul was always kidding him. He slapped his hand on the door latch, unsurprised to find that it wasn't obeying his open command. This was a pretty common occurrence in their 'office.' For systems that were deemed critical, their work area certainly didn't seem to be high on the maintenance to-do list. As long as people continued breathing and drinking, nobody cared.
To be quite frank, he didn't either. He was quite happy to hide away in his rabbit hole and eat snacks, even if Paul was a bit high strung for the job.
He reached to the side and worked the manual override, pumping the system until it was pressurized enough to jerk the door open.
He took a few steps out, the red lights that dotted the ceiling looking out of place. The ship hadn't had emergencies all that often, just short drills. Everything appeared in order, so he proceeded down the hall, looking for the familiar blue rectangle of the vending machine.
It twinkled at him, a friendly tune informing him that the galaxy's favorite chip was the 'Snacker Cracker.'
He nodded along with the jingle, singing as it reached the last phrase. "It snaps, it cracks, it helps you relax! Just don't let your partner stare, or you'll find our crumbs in your hair!"
Digging in his pocket, he pulled out his cred chip, shoving it into the payment slot. He typed 'A5' on the buttons, rubbing his hands together in glee. A happy little chime sounded on the vending machine. A small box above the payment slot was scrolling text.
He leaned over to get a better look. "Congratulations!" it said. "You're a winner!"
Something wet slapped him on the back of his head and he lost his balance. He fell forward and smashed his forehead into the machine, the polycarbonate absorbing the blow with a low thunk.
He blacked out for a moment, forgetting why he was there or who he was. A cool presence lurked in the back of his mind as he stood up.
The machine was chirping. "Winner, winner!" it declared, bag after bag of chips dropping from the dispenser. He reached inside and grabbed a handful of them, wondering if Paul would like to share one with him.
He never had in the past, but sharing was caring. More thoughts bubbled up inside his brain. He felt supercharged, a new understanding unfolding inside a mind that had been unable to think very much over the years. It was enlightening to understand all the social queues he had missed, the poor decisions he had made.
The realizations would have weighed him down, but with cool logic he realized that the past didn't matter. What mattered was what he did with the future.
He turned and nodded at the red female humanoid standing next to him. She watched Hank with her eye as he moved his large bulk carefully to avoid pushing her aside.
He would have remarked on her presence, but his new mind accepted that she was there to help them. She would help all of them to understand better.
He trundled back to the office, determined to make it up to Paul. He had been working so hard lately, he deserved a snack. Brushing into the room, he spotted his coworker, who was busy programming the console, his head down.



He marched over to his desk, dropping a bag of chips next to him. "Hey Paul, I won a prize from the machine. Would you like some chips?"
Paul paused, looking at the offering sitting next to his stress ball. "You know I don't eat those. Wait, why are you sharing, you never do that." He looked up, and jumped back, startled. "Holy shit, what's that?"
Hank didn't move, conscious that his large bulk was often intimidating to others. He reached up and touched the octopus which had implanted itself on his head. "Oh, this? It's friendly. I like it because it helps me to think. I've been a dumb, selfish man, but with my new friend I can fix that. I can solve my social deficits."
Paul backed up further, right into one of the reddish humanoids, who wrapped her arms around his chest. Hank looked on, nonplussed. "You don't seem very sociable, Paul. You need a friend to help you understand."
"Fuck no, I don't need a friend, shit, what's that?"
His eyes rolled as an octopus climbed from the top of the humanoid's skull and settled on his head. "Get it off me, get it off!" He yelled, shaking like a leaf.
The humanoid ignored his struggles, holding him tight while the octopus bored into his brain. Paul whimpered in pain, collapsing into the female's arms. "Now you have a friend, too," declared Hank, simply.
Two more humanoids brought up a crate and dropped it onto the desk. Removing the lid, the interior was stacked to the brim with large flowers. The humanoids whuffed as they presented one of them to him, squeezing a stem to expose a small cloud of yellow gas.
Hank smiled, knowing what they intended. They were here to help, but first they needed his help. He was happy give it.
***
The red lights of the shuttle bay hatch were coming up ahead. John held up his left hand in a fist, ordering the rest of his troops to halt. He cradled his pulse gun in his right arm, scanning his environs. Everything seemed in order. He turned to his troops.
"Our primary mission is to secure the bomb. Secondary is sterilization. Don't worry if some of them escape, we can track them down later."
"Aye, lieutenant," replied sergeant Moira, saluting with a stiff left arm.
She had that foreign lilt that years in the Regulated League had been unable to dilute. He found it incredibly sexy. He knew that she was explosive in bed. It probably had something to do with her profession, but now wasn't the time to think about such pursuits.
The rest of his troops shuffled in around around them, rifles at the ready, pointed at the door. He raised one finger in the air and pointed at the hatch release. Moira trotted up, standing to the side to give the other troopers a clear field of fire.
Pressing the hatch release button, she lifted her rifle, taking an angle to the side of the door. The door creaked open, revealing the shuttle bay, devoid of life. John swept his arm forward, leading his troops inside. He looked left and right, not seeing anything out of place.
The overhead lighting washed the large chamber in its sterile embrace. A few of the shuttles down at the far end were still buttoned up, and were not interesting to him. The closest shuttle was, however. Its ramp was in place, its hatch open. Crates were scattered on the floor of the bay haphazardly, lids propped against their sides.
John walked up to one of the crates, sticking his rifle muzzle inside. Empty. Looking around, he could see the rest were the same. If there were any aliens here, they were hiding. Operational silence was no longer a necessity.
"Spread out," he ordered, looking at his troops. "Find that bomb!"
"Lieutenant, look!" declared one of his men, pointing at the dock master's bunker. "There's something inside!"
Walking up to the window, he spotted the rounded shape of a fusion bomb sitting in a crate. "That's it!" he declared.
He pointed at Moira. "Grab your team and defuse that bomb." She saluted.
He counted off another group of men. "Search that shuttle, make sure nothing is still on board."
He curled his lips. "I'll patrol the main concourse with the rest. If they're planning a counterattack, this is where it's going to happen."
"Sir!" saluted his men, wandering off to investigate the rest of the bay.
John sighed, shouldering his rifle and walking around the periphery. He was getting itchy. There was nothing to shoot here.
He was a very single minded individual. If he saw an obstacle, he wanted to surmount it. Being so driven had certainly helped his sex life, but not his professional career. Sleeping with the wrong commander's wife generally had that effect. So here he was, relegated to this backwater, fighting a battle on his own ship against aliens he couldn't even see. What a crock of shit.
What was this? He nosed a bent ventilation grate with his rifle, noting the cracked bolt holes. Something had removed this cover with a tremendous amount of force. He looked up, a sinking feeling settling in the pit of his stomach. His eyes probed the black hole of the ventilation duct.
He tapped his comm. "Captain, this is lieutenant John. We have an issue here. Containment has been breached. An unknown number of alien life forms have entered the ventilation ducts and could be anywhere on the ship by now. I recommend issuing side arms."
"Message received," replied Roger. "I've already taken your recommendation. What about the bomb?"
"Moira is attending to it now. I'll go check on her progress and get back to you. John, out."
He slipped his comm into his utility belt, turning to face his other troopers. "Anything that went into the ventilation shafts is going to come out somewhere else. They could come back out here if they find an obstruction. Spread out and keep an eye on all of these vents, don't let them take you unaware."
"Sir!" the troops saluted, splitting off into squads of three to take over guarding the vents.
A squad of troopers marched down the ramp from the shuttle in double time, dragging a smirking woman behind them. "Sir!" they saluted him, forming into a line abreast, sandwiching their captive between their armored bodies.
The soldier on the left squeezed the woman's arm, eliciting an amused groan. "We found this woman sitting in the pilot seat. She might know something!"
She didn't look like she was in good shape, a purple welt forming under her right eye, which looked at John with blue intensity. John didn't bother reprimanding his soldiers, for there was good reason for their rough treatment. A strange, octopus beast sat on Sally's head, its body looking a little pale.
Sally grinned, though her body was looking thin. "It's too late, it's much too late, it's far too late for you all." She sang the phrases as if they were a part of a song. "The plan is in motion. She comes for you all. She comes."
John stepped up to the singing security chief, seizing her by the throat. "What do you mean, it's too late?"
She stopped her singing, but the smirk never left her face. "Because you're standing here talking to me, instead of protecting the ship. I know exactly how many assault troopers are assigned to an RLG Titan-class salvage vessel, and this is all of the ones who are left."
She spread out her hands, encompassing the bay. "I took half the complement in my original mission, and now you've spread yourself thin, committing all the rest of them to an all out assault on the shuttle bay. What will you do when attacks start being reported all over the rest of the ship? If you split your troops up, you'll never be able to save them all in time."
John grunted, knowing she was right. He filed away his thoughts on that for later. None of that would matter if they didn't deactivate the bomb.
His communicator chirped. "Moira here," came the exotic lilt of her creamy voice. "This is the bomb, alright, but there's no way this could go off. You'd better come take a look."
"Bring her," he ordered his troops, turning his back and marching into the dock master's bunker.
Passing through the hatch, he spotted Moira leaning over a crate jammed behind the shuttle bay console, looking at it closely. She snapped off a flashlight and looked up at the lieutenant.
"It's the damnedest thing, lieutenant," remarked Moira, jamming the flashlight into her belt. "The bomb's all here, but the key and the detonator have been removed. In the state it's in, it's a fancy paperweight. No way for this to go critical."
John turned to Sally, who had been frogmarched into the small room by his subordinates. "Now just what are you trying to pull?" He asked her, barely restraining his rage.
She grinned at his irritation. "I had no intention of blowing up a ship filled with prospective slaves for Mistress. This was a gambit to get you to come here, and it succeeded beyond Her wildest expectations."
Her expression changed, looking bemused. "You know, the problem with people, is that they fail to look up."
John stared at her with condescension. "If you think cheap tricks are going to work... shit!"
Sally leaped to the side as the reddish ceiling came down on the soldiers. In the confusion, John barely had time to register that it was a carpet of octopus creatures wrapping themselves around his body.
He reflexively sprayed the wall with his rifle, shouting for help. Moira and her team fared worse, as they had sat their rifles down while they were investigating the bomb.
Red limbs tore at his helmet, ripping the rifle from his grasp. He grabbed a knife from his belt and slashed at an octopus arm slipping over his shoulder. Blue blood sprayed over his helmet, blocking his sight. He waved his knife arm in the air wildly, searching for a target.
Finding them wasn't the problem, as they were everywhere, suckers pulsating as they gripped his suit, wet and clammy. There were just too many to kill them all.
It was a losing battle, as more and more of them wrapped around his assault armor like a third skin. His arms were squeezed against his sides, making his knife useless.
"Nobody around to help you out, lieutenant," stated Sally, calm. She pressed the lock down button on the console, dropping the blast doors. "It's just you, your friends, and fifty octopuses to keep you company."
She walked over and pressed the release button on his helmet. The octopuses flooded in, arms jamming into the gap between his neck and the suit. "I'm sorry to say you're not as special as the first three who arrived to help Mistress escape Her rocky prison, but you will serve Her."
Cries of fear from the others in the room faded as the octopuses asserted control.
She picked up a large, red octopus and sat it on his head, its wet arms clamping onto his skull. He clenched his teeth. "Go to hell," he spat.
"They say that hell is other people," declared Sally with that infuriating smirk. "Fortunately, you won't be a person for long."
The tentacle atop his head crunched into his brain and he became a different creature entirely.
***
Sparks closed the maintenance box he was working on and contemplated his situation. The adjustments he had just made would reroute all the power from this busbar to the left engine. If given sufficient power, when lit, the unequal engine force would likely tear the ship apart.
It was a shitty insurance policy, but those were his orders. He couldn't think of anything else to do beyond stealing a shuttle and fleeing. Which meant he probably would be shot for desertion.
Even if he did make it that far, he doubted there were enough supplies on a typical shuttle to survive much longer than a week. He was a genius with electrical systems, not a survival expert. He spent his rare spare time and vacations chasing tail, not prepping for the next catastrophe.
He had always thought his talents would see him through any disaster, and was still confident that he would find a way out if he had the time to think about alternate solutions.
Time to think. That's one thing he didn't have. Or peace and quiet. The engineering deck was a hubbub at the slowest of times, and now it was a regular beehive of activity.
A red light spun on the ceiling, reminding everyone they were under an alert status. Fortunately, someone had silenced the audible alarm, or none of them would be getting any work done at all.
He slipped his electrical tester into his overalls and slid out from under the power distribution bus. Jules was there, sitting against the wall with that nonplussed expression on his face. "Doesn't this bother you at all?" asked Sparks. "They're asking us to do things that could end up getting us killed."
"Naw, man, just relax. The captain knows what he's doing. He's never steered us wrong before." He tapped his thigh with one hand in a silent beat.
Sparks looked at him with frustration. "Did you get your work done already? Have you double checked your bypass connections?"
Jules gave him a lazy wave. "Sure thing, dude, it wasn't rocket science."
Sparks cursed. He should have known better than to expect diligence out of that layabout. If Rayna was around, Jules would at least make a token effort, but she was conspicuously absent.
Even worse, Rayna could be a flaming bitch if you took a break without letting her know, but he really needed to go to the bathroom. Shit, he shouldn't have had that double coffee.
He picked up his tool box, gesturing at Jules. "Come on, back to our stations. I'm sure they'd miss us if we were gone for too long.
"Sure thing, man, I'll be right with you." He hummed under his breath, tapping along to his own tempo.
Sparks raised a hand and dismissed him. On paper, adjusting the power conduits was a two man job. Sparks didn't have time to do his job and double check Jules' work. This time it was sink or swim. If Jules had done it wrong, it would be noticeable. He really was a lazy sod.
Oh well, not his problem. Disciplinary action came from above, not from him. He could file another complaint, but he'd already filed twenty and no action had been taken. The most that had accomplished was Rayna and his superior sitting him down in a one on one and telling him to suck it up.
If Jules wanted to sink with the ship, that was his problem. Sparks wanted none of it. His brain continued to churn, trying to figure a way out of the situation that didn't involve suicide. None came to mind.
Sighing, he dropped his tool box and shoved it under his console. He dropped into his chair with a huff and pressed his thumb against the console to activate it. Power systems nominal, all fucked up. He could see the bleed current from his alterations causing feedback on the subsystem for engine B. Purposeful sabotage. He shook his head.
Wait, that seemed odd. He tapped at the display. The current draw was running about half what he expected. He grimaced. Shit, he needed to talk to Jules.
"Sparks!" came a sharp voice. "Is that job done yet? I don't see Jules, where is he?"
Sparks turned to look at his superior, lead engineer Rayna. If you didn't know the woman, you would think she was a bombshell. Gorgeous eyes, high cheekbones, and long, braided brown ponytail all combined into the visage of a goddess. It's too bad her outer appearance hid the fact that she was a hard ass.
He'd had success dating outside the department, even having a few trysts with a cute blonde from salvage, but Rayna had always been the goal. He'd spent months trying to figure out how to soften her demeanor without success.
It was a constant thorn in his side, an affront to his masculinity. He had thought that his talents for seduction were fairly polished, but Rayna's constant rejections had taken him down a peg or two.
He just hadn't found the right approach yet. She'd come around, eventually. It was easier to swallow that lie than to recognize that he didn't stand a chance with her. He recognized the sophistry, but that didn't stop him from hoping.
"Jules," he drawled, "is composing his next masterpiece. We should ask him to present it at the next talent show."
"I've no time for games," Rayna declared, pushing into his personal space.
His eyes naturally gravitated towards her voluptuous breasts, but he caught himself in time. Why did women always complain about men staring at their breasts? Those perfectly round orbs were their most attractive attribute, of course he wanted to stare!
Rayna wouldn't appreciate this sentiment, so he kept it to himself. "I'm not lying, Jules is a lazy good for nothing, and he's doing what he's always done, slacking off."
There, he said it. If he couldn't say it before the ship potentially tore itself apart, when could he say it? He looked up, staring into Rayna's steely gray eyes. "if you need something done, give me the orders, I'll do it, but don't rely on that guy. He doesn't have what it takes."
Rayna stepped back, surprised at his intensity. She stammered, "Okay, fine, I'll look for him myself."
"You do that. I'm going to go to the bathroom, I don't feel like pissing my pants when the end of my existence arrives."
He wasn't sure where this newfound confidence was coming from, but he was pleasantly surprised at his new assertiveness. Rayna grunted and waved a hand, dismissing him. "Just be back here soon, the captain may send us orders at any time."
Taking the dismissal for what it was, he clicked off his display and stood, walking towards the head. His console was situated on a mezzanine, giving him a good view of the engine systems below over a short railing. Grease monkeys walked the pipes, checking for leaks. A coolant system leak could mean instant death on a ship of this size, but more likely it would result in a mundane engine malfunction.
He gave a thumbs up to the security guard sitting at the entrance to his section, receiving a low nod in reply. Zach wasn't a particularly diligent guard, but he seemed to be on the ball at the moment. The fear of imminent death could do that to you.
Maybe he'd drop by later and see if he had any cards he wanted to trade. If they weren't all dead by then. The hard truth reared its ugly head, a wall his mind was unable to get past.
Shit, he didn't have time for trading cards, he needed to get out of here. The thought of stealing a shuttle trotted through his mind again, but it was just as impractical as the first time it had come up. Still, it was looking more and more appealing.
He ambled down the corridor, taking a left. Having the bathroom outside of security was a huge inconvenience, but it allowed management to keep track of where everybody was and determine how much they were slacking off.
It was a dick move, and not really all that effective. Look at Jules, he didn't need the restroom to slack off. He was a natural daydreamer and could make any task easily take twice as long.
He supposed it was a concession they had to accept to avoid the oversight of having cameras installed in the bathroom stalls. If he could shit in peace and quiet, it was worth not being spied on.
It also cut down, but didn't eliminate the drug use. Only about half of the engineers were on a pick me up. The others self medicated with coffee, like him. At least it got him away from his desk and his coworkers for a short moment.
He placed his palm on the access hatch and the door cycled open, revealing twelve stalls, a section of urinals, and a bank of sinks. It smelled of minty fresh leaves mixed with turds, the air refresher doing its best to mask the bad odors.
There were some suspicious noises coming from the fifth stall in, wet slapping and moans. He chuckled. Someone was getting lucky, he was just bummed it wasn't him. Was that Rand from feedwater control? He was a known philanderer.
He opened the door on the second stall, stepping inside. He could have used the urinals, but preferred his privacy. Sighing, he unsnapped his overalls and dropped them to the floor, whipping out his penis.



Someone had left a log behind, as usual. A dark, reddish blob of material occupied the bowl. He rolled his eyes, but didn't bother making a courtesy flush. He briefly wondered what the other engineer had eaten before unleashing a torrent of piss into the bowl.
The stream washed over the reddish blob, making it swirl in circles. Something was out of place. He looked closer, pressing his lips together. That couldn't possibly be a shit, could it?
An eyelid opened on the blob, a bright iris with a misshapen pupil staring at him as if in dismay, his piss landing right on its cornea. Its arms unfurled, forming an opaque cloud of wavy tendrils.
He yelped, jumping in surprise. Turning, he put his hand on the latch, fumbling to exit the stall. He cursed, finally managing to get the door open, his overalls tangled around his legs.
From below the divider, reddish hands grabbed at his ankles, preventing him from escaping. In terror, he tried to jerk his legs away from them, but his feet were firmly planted to the ground as if they were glued.
In front of him was another terrifying monstrosity. The creature was taller the stall's door, its mouth hole flexing as it advanced. Flared around its head were six octopus arms, its single eye staring at him with intensity.
The creature wrapped her arms around him, leaning over to press her large, soft breasts against his chest. Her mouth hole bumped up against his cheek, hot air buffeting his face.
He struggled, trying to escape the alien's embrace, to no avail. She pushed him back, forcing him down onto the toilet, sitting on his legs. From her mouth hole came a strange whuffing noise.
All he was able to see from his vantage were gigantic breasts, the creature's perfect nipples taunting him with their perkiness. Normally this was his preferred view of a lady, but none of his usual paramours would be this forward. Or this alien.
A wet slap on his ass made him jerk in her grasp. Something wet and cold had slipped over his underwear and was crawling up his back. He squirmed uselessly, protesting loudly and crying for help.
None was forthcoming, and whatever was climbing his rear was walking up his upper back. Two wet, red octopus arms slipped around from his rear, suckers attaching to his neck.
The alien sitting in his lap stared at him, her single, large eye blinking in a regular pattern. He looked up, his eyes captured in her knowing gaze. Its barbell shaped pupil looked at him lazily. The iris was blue, a blue deeper than anything he had ever seen before.
The striations in her iris were fascinating. He could get lost in that eye. She pressed her enormous chest into him, nipples skidding over his skin. His penis leaped to attention, heart thudding. Her octopus head should be off putting, but he felt the urgent need to mate with her anyway.
Was he being hypnotized? He certainly was finding it impossible to look away, despite the coolness that was pressing against the back of his head. Something was mounting the top of his skull, but he had no willpower to stop it. He couldn't tear himself away from that perfect gaze.
The alien woman pressed her hands against the sides of his face, her octopus arms moving with hypnotic regularity. She whuffed, caressing his chin. Her actions seemed familiar. He looked deep into her eye. "Regina, is that you?"
The beak on top of his head crunched down, giving him a massive headache. A tentacle slipped through the hole, squirting into his head. He was joined, cold tendrils squeezing into every available gap. The pressure was intense for a moment, but it settled down, becoming a tolerable background presence.
The alien sitting sitting in his lap was beautiful. *Good thought* He loved to sit there, admiring her curves. *Good thought*
He relaxed in her grip, feeling a bit woozy, but happy. His concerns and fears about the future had just... stopped. He lived in the now, embraced by a buxom and very attractive lady.
She jumped up, lifting him off the toilet with her. He should follow her and do what she wanted. *Good thought.* He didn't need to be in control. Going with the flow, like Jules, was sufficient. *Good thought*
The alien woman led him by the hand deeper into the restroom. The wet slapping sounds coming from the rearward stall, which had paused for a moment, now continued. A stall door swung open, and he got a glimpse inside.
Another alien woman was getting pounded by a short, stocky animal, which was shoving its nose into her crotch. Her mouth hole was agape, but she made no noise as her vagina was stuffed full of its eggs. Her eye sparkled as she massaged her breasts, her back rammed up against the toilet's plumbing.
Now that he had been converted, he rejoiced at the coupling. The breeding was necessary for expansion, and he wished to help Mistress expand. *Good thought*
He was a bit confused, not understanding where these new truths were coming from. The tentacle stirred in his brain and he smiled, realizing his new friend was teaching him how to think properly. *Good thought*
He paused, looking at the wall length mirror at the end of the row of stalls. Sitting on top of his head like a pet cat was his octopus, waving its cute little arms as if it was swimming under the sea. Letting go of the alien woman's hand, he moved closer to get a better look.
Its little arms and bulbous body were translucent, waving at him as if in greeting. As he watched, they seemed to grow imperceptibly, its body firming up. It was becoming more permanent, being fed from nutrients it was taking from his body. *Good thought*
He was nurturing it so that it could expand its control over this thoughts. *Good thought* As it fed from him, it grew larger, becoming flush with red pigment. It shared the fluid filling its body with his brain, interchanging the liquid rapidly. It was a part of him now, linked by the root that had grown into his mind. *Good thought*
As it matured, the body would harden into a carapace, armoring itself to protect their conjoined minds. It would live on him like a helmet, directing him in the service of his Mistress. *Good thought*
The alien woman tugged at his arm once again, and he turned to look at her enticing body with new eyes. She opened a stall and leaned over, resting her hands on the toilet seat.
His new mind understood this as an invitation. She wanted to breed, to create new octopus spawn to share with his crew mates. This was a good thing. *Good thought*
He entered the stall, locking it behind them. In his distraction at his implantation, he had barely noticed that his overalls were still dragging around his feet. This was for the best, however, as it left him free to impregnate this breeder. He needed to fuck her so that she could birth more octopuses. *Good thought*
His cock was rock hard, stiff as an iron rod. The alien woman waved her ass in the air, inviting him in. He still wasn't fully sure whether this woman had been formerly known as Regina, but quite frankly, he no longer cared. Whatever she had been before, she was a breeder now, and she needed him. Needed his length plunged into her juicy pussy.*Good thought*
He nudged the tip of his penis against her vulva, aiming for her opening. She whuffed, reaching a taloned hand behind her to guide him in properly. The first few inches felt amazing, the tight glove of her pussy closing in around him.
No human woman could ever compare to what she was doing to him. It took all his restraint to avoid prematurely ejaculating right away. He pulled out, moaning with dismay. If he wasn't careful, he'd end up spilling all of his seed on the ground instead of inside the alien breeder. *Bad thought*
The octopus on his head squeezed his brain, and he took a few deep breaths. That was no good. If he was going to explode, he had better do it inside her. She needed more children. *Good thought*
The alien woman tossed her head, making a low whuffing noise, reaching back to forcefully grab his dick. He resigned himself to the inevitable, sticking it back into her warm interior.
She rocked her hips, increasing the stimulation further. He moved back and forth with her, but he knew he wasn't going to last. There was no way he was going to be able to restrain himself long enough to give her much pleasure.
The alien didn't seem to mind, whuffing loudly as she bounced her ass on his rod. He groaned as the stimulation grew, his penis swelling uncomfortably large. His endurance might have been greater if he had rubbed one out recently, but as it was, the alien was milking him for all he was worth.
He was on a razor's edge, ready to explode. He jammed himself in deep, as far as he could go. The alien's vagina clenched down on him, hard, with far more pressure than his hand could produce. He shivered, his penis jerking as it reached climax.
The first spurt entered her birth canal, eliciting a moan from her as his warmth spread inside. He continued to thrust, each pulse from his penis mirrored by suction from her vagina. It was almost as though she was sucking him off at the same time. It felt amazing.
His breathing came hard, body overloaded by the workout. Shivering, he laid a hand on the taut ass in front of him as the remainder of his juices pumped into her body. "That was amazing," he gasped.
A droplet of his cum leaked from her bottom, the majority being sucked inside by her alien nether lips. Almost none of it had been wasted, being utilized to help produce more eggs for Mistress. *Good thought*
The alien turned around, its large eye hooded, languorous. Her mouth hole opened and she jammed it over his rod, inhaling it like it was a plate of spaghetti. He had no chance to react as suction commenced, tickling the length of his penis with a clenching, wet canal of flesh.
The alien woman raised her hands, wrapping them around his dick, hungrily shoving him deeper inside. His rod jammed all the way down her throat, the alien's forehead pressing against his curly pubes. She moved her hands to his butt, preventing him from pulling back out.
Her mouth hole jerked, tugging at the base of his dick. Although he had just been drained, he could feel himself stiffening for a second time. The woman's esophagus twitched, clenching around his rod.
Sparks moaned, moving against her mouth hole as best he could to increase the delightful friction. Finally, the woman let go off his ass, letting him pull out and start thrusting.
He settled into a rhythm, an ongoing thrill of pleasure tickling his balls. This go around was better than the first, as he could enjoy himself without worrying about finishing too soon. The alien was enjoying it as well, pressing her neck into his crotch with reckless abandon.
The buzz of pleasure grew, the knobby head of his dick plunging through where the alien woman's voice box used to be. Instead, it had been replaced with a ribbed tunnel, rubbing over his penis with ridged undulations.
The suction did not cease. Instead, over time, it only increased, tugging at the tip of his dick. She wanted him to orgasm, she needed him to cum. He closed his eyes, imagining filling her full of his seed.
He had thought that the first orgasm had completely drained him, but he was wrong. He jerked, the stimulation detonating in an explosion of pleasure in his mind. His penis pulsed, spurting what little he had left down the alien's gullet.
He moaned, leaning over and resting his hands against the bathroom wall, watching the alien as she slurped down his ejaculate. He spasmed, his waist thrusting as the echoes of the orgasm washed through him.
His penis jerked for a final time, delivering the last drop into her voracious hole. Becoming somewhat flaccid, his dick flopped out of her mouth while she looked up at him, her large eye adoring his manhood. It made him proud of his accomplishment. Mistress would be pleased. *Good thought*
He was surprised to see that no lubricating juices remained on his penis. The alien had sucked it all up, leaving him clean and dry. She stood and patted him on the cheek, sliding past him and opening the door, giving him a good view of her enormous breasts.
His dick raised a little in the air in response, but he knew better than to trust its reflexive reactions. After double dipping, he was well and truly drained. He slipped up his underwear and pulled on his overalls, following the woman out of the stall.
That was a far more satisfying break than he had thought he was going to get, but it still left them with a problem. How were they going to deal with his crew members in engineering? He doubt they'd come with him if he declared that he had found something interesting for them to see in the bathroom. His mind kept working, but the octopus on his head was squirming. *Bad thought, Bad thought*
His thoughts stumbled over each other, crashing to a halt. That's right, this wasn't his problem to solve. The tentacle inside his head stroked his brain, indicating approval. *Good thought*
Then what should he do, then? Should he just wait here and...? *Good thought*
Baffled, he halted in front of a bank of sinks and looked around. The alien woman he had just fucked was standing next to the door, waiting like him, her hands clasped together.
The noises of copulation coming from the other stall stopped. The latch sprung open, a second alien stepping out. Her waist bulged, gravid with eggs. A Drogon followed close behind, whuffing as its hooves clopped against the tile floor. They lined up next to the first alien, waiting for something to happen.
They were all waiting, a pregnant pause ensuing. At any other time, Sparks would probably be getting bored, but he was far too interested in what the Mistress had done to him.
There didn't seem to be any harm in touching his octopus. He felt along the edges of his skull, marveling at how large it had become. Its arms curled down from his head. He tried to measure one of them between his thumb and index finger, discovering that they had almost gotten too large to fit. It was growing so fast! *Good thought*
The tentacle in his brain stirred, and he felt weak for a moment. It was only temporary, though, and didn't dampen his excitement. After the rest of the crew had been converted, there would still be a need for more octopuses for implantation. In fact, the demand might increase. There would be a lot more breeders that would need to be serviced. His penis rose in his pants, restricted by his underwear.
He imagined fucking a breeder right then and there, suddenly finding it hard to stand still and wait. He longed for action, to help to send others into the loving arms of his Mistress.
He pursed his lips. Instead, he was stuck here, waiting in a bathroom. The thought suddenly struck him as funny, and he began to laugh uncontrollably. The alien who had fucked him earlier looked at him, setting one hand on her waist. It was such a strangely human gesture that it short circuited his mirth, causing him to choke, wheezing.
He suddenly knew that this was indeed Regina. She may have been altered by the aliens, but her core personality was still the same. Self conscious, he looked away. She must be thinking that he was laughing at her.
"Sorry," he muttered, ashamed. He had fucked up again. Cursing, he reprimanded himself for being such an idiot.
A soft presence next to him made him look up. The alien had walked up to him, that sexy sway in her hips. She stroked his shoulder and whuffed in his ear. He suddenly felt that everything would be alright. *Good thought*
The lights dimmed in the restroom. Had Rayna already put the sabotage plan into motion? No, it was because a faint mist was coming out of the air vents. It was colored yellow, a thick cloud smelling of fresh cut flowers.
The alien who was Regina squeezed his arm, and tugged him towards the door. Mystified, he followed, breathing in the scented air naturally. It invigorated him, making him feel alive. Pollen from the cloud collected on his skin, giving it a yellow tinge.
Outside, in the engineering deck, he could hear faint cries of alarm. The aliens must be making their move. *Good thought* They were going to help make sure his coworkers were implanted, properly enslaved to Mistress. *Good thought*
The door into engineering was ajar, which was unusual. It was normally buttoned up tight. Regina led the way, followed by her friend and the Drogon.
Stepping through, the first thing he noticed was Zach, slumped in his chair. His normally neat desk was trashed, paper everywhere, a stapler fallen onto the floor. A small octopus was perched on his head, waving its tiny arms. Sparks knew it would grow larger, red arms thickening until it was permanently attached to him, helping to correct his thinking. *Good thought*
The mezzanine was filled with the yellow gas, as was the rest of the compartment. Many workers had succumbed to the haze, their muscles frozen by the paralytic as it drained their consciousness. Those who fell were quickly infected by octopus spawn which spilled out of the ventilation ducts.
A few workers had managed to retrieve emergency gas masks, and were attempting to fight, but those were far and few between. Their minimal resistance was being put down by additional aliens who looked like Regina.
One of the humanoids grabbed a worker from behind, his octopus eye staring at them as if to ask why they were resisting. Locking his legs around his victim, he sat a baby octopus on the engineer's head, which happily attached itself with a crunch.
Sparks caught a glimpse of the alien's penis, and he looked away in embarrassment. Nudity might be a normal thing for these aliens, but he couldn't just put away a lifetime of social mores in less than an hour.
As they approached his workstation, Sparks felt another wave of weakness. It passed quickly, and none of the other aliens seemed concerned, so he ignored it. He could feel the alien on his head firming up further, cementing its dominance over his intellect. His brain was harnessed in service to Mistress. *Good thought*
They had arrived at his work console, and there was no sign of Jules. The man had probably rested somewhere inadvisable and had already been implanted by the aliens.
At any rate, he needed to cancel the sabotage he had wired in earlier to get the ship back into shape for Mistress. *Good thought* He needed to lock out the console here first so that nobody could fiddle with the controls while he went to fix the wiring.
He pressed his thumb against the console, activating it. The display lit, looking the same as before. Sighing, he reached over to lock the display when he was shoved aside. He fell onto the ground, hard, knocking his head against the console.
The octopus on his head went limp, and for the first time he felt real fear. The alien was in control of his body and he couldn't do a damn thing about it. He panicked, scrabbling against his head with his hands, but the alien's outer carapace had grown thick enough to resist any attempt at removal. Tugging one of the arms did nothing more than nod his head. It had grown itself into his skull, filling his mind with its presence. He was well and truly screwed. *Bad thought*
A strange joy overcame his body and his arms settled at his sides. He climbed back onto his knees and stood up, smiling. Mistress was back in control. *Good thought*
Rayna was working his console, an emergency half mask on her face equipped with two rounded organic matter filters. She keyed in a macro and pressed execute, sighing in satisfaction. Looking at Sparks and the octopus gracing his head, her face twisted in disgust. "You aliens will never take this ship," she declared dramatically.
The ship shuddered, the left rear engine ramping up to maximum power. They all stumbled for a moment until the inertial dampers could take over.



The hull groaned, but held, lights flickering at the increased power drain. Rayna looked around, as if she was expecting something more to happen.
When nothing did, she looked at Sparks and cursed. "What the hell did you do?" she asked, smashing her hand against the console.
"You had Jules work on the other conduit," Sparks explained, wanly. "He probably forgot to tie off his last wire like he always does. Without the extra power, there wasn't nearly enough thrust on that engine to exceed the design maximum on the hull."
His mouth twisted in a wry grin. "I've been correcting his sloppy work for months, and I didn't have time to QC his work this time. All hands on deck, right?"
He raised his palms, giving her a shit eating grin.
"Fuck," she replied succinctly.
Regina grabbed her in a bear hug while the other podded humanoid dropped an octopus on her head with a wet plop.
***
Their trip through the maintenance corridor was taking forever, but Rosanna knew it was their best chance to get to the bridge. She had all the override codes for this class of ship, so the captain was unable to keep her out.
Unfortunately, because the corridors were built for access, not for travel, they were forced to take an indirect route. This lengthened their journey considerably. She wished she knew what her other friends were up to, and if they had faced success elsewhere, but in the end, it was out of her control. She had to succeed in her mission. Mistress was counting on her.
The corridors weren't designed for comfort. To her eye, they had shrunk in size since the last time she had navigated them, but the reality was that she was far larger than before.
She crawled on hands and knees, the arch of the ceiling just a few inches above her. The other aliens followed her lead. Though they were smaller than her, there still wasn't enough room for them to stand up.
Due to space constraints, she carried only a few of her children, nestled against the sides of her body. The rest of her squad had followed suit, one of them storing a few extras on her breasts, which swayed as she crawled. Newborn, they suckled at her tits, growing stronger for the upcoming assault.
The Drogons had it the easiest at the start, as they weren't forced to contort their bodies to fit the tunnels. The real trouble came when they had to switch decks, as they discovered that it was simply impossible to get them up the ladders. Even worse, if a Drogon was full of eggs, their bloated belly wouldn't fit through the hatch.
With regret, she was forced to send them back. Hopefully the others could make more use of them than her. She continued with the other podded humanoids, but now there were only five of them.
She worried that with her limited crew they wouldn't be able to overpower the bridge. She had only been to the bridge once, but she knew at a minimum there would be about six crew members manning the consoles, excluding the captain. Her invasion party was already at a disadvantage.
Still, she knew better than to question her Mistress. She was sure that She had a plan. The unchanging coolness in the back of her mind gave her comfort.
She was getting used to the merger between her old human parts and her new alien Mistress. There was no longer any discomfort when she thought of serving Her. It was strange not having an octopus sitting on her head telling her when she was thinking the right thoughts, but she was working past that. She had become one with her octopus, and its thoughts were her thoughts. There was no longer any distinction between the two.
It did not need to control her, for she was it. It was her. They were together, servants for Mistress.
Thoughts of serving her Mistress comforted her through the long passageways. There was minimal lighting, but she found that to be a non issue. Her new eye had a bit less acuity, and colors were difficult but not impossible to resolve. However, her night vision was excellent.
She usually needed to bring extra lighting with her when using one of these access passages, but in her current state she didn't feel the deficit at all. The wall markings were just as bright as if they were under the light of a mid day sun.
She climbed another level, surprised to discover that they had reached the top. She had been so distracted that she hadn't realized that they were getting close.
She raised a hand to let the others know that she was slowing down. Crawling on hands and knees, she stopped when they reached a rectangular room. The walls of the chamber were fitted with electrical wires and pipes, some of the wires going into the floor.
Built into the center was a rectangular hatch. She could could hear voices from below. They were above the bridge, in the drop ceiling. Silently, she crawled next to the hatch and waited, locating the manual release. The others followed, sitting around the hatch with their legs crisscrossed.
She studied her companions, pleased at their state. She had three females and two males with her, their bodies ready for breeding. Her chest burbled and she laid a hand against it, sensing that she wasn't too far off from being ready herself. The bulges inside her chest were ill defined, but they were growing.
Her inner body was working, developing new eggs for her mistress. They were small now, but she instinctively knew that it wouldn't be long before they were ready for implantation. She felt the urge to impregnate someone. She promised herself that it would be soon.
She slid her hand underneath the hatch release, waiting for an opportune time. She wasn't certain how she would know when the time to act would come, but she felt it would be soon.
The voices below rose in anger and fear. A cool, soothing rush of wetness spoke in her brain, and she knew it was time. She worked the handle, popping the latch. Pressing the heel of her hardened foot against the sawtooth opening of the hatch, she shoved hard. The doors opened easily on oiled tracks.
Moving quickly, she slipped her feet off the edge and dropped down. She landed in a crouch, quickly surveying the bridge. The room was filled with yellow spores, crew members coughing as they ran to grab emergency masks from the walls.
Their arrival couldn't have happened at a more opportune time. The rest of her squad dropped from the ceiling, rushing the crew who were fumbling to put on masks.
Not all of them made it, some of them succumbing to the haze before they could press the molded plastic to their faces. Others were swarmed by octopus spawn leaping from podded bodies, unable to fight and secure the masks to their faces at the same time.
Rosanna spotted the captain on the upper deck, who had run to the rear of the bridge near the lifts. He had managed to secure his mask, drawing his service pistol.
Rosanna moved towards him slowly, leery of being shot at again. Seeing what had happened to his bridge crew, however, he didn't bother aiming the pistol at Rosanna.
"You might have defeated my crew, but you will never have my brain." He raised his arm, pointing the pistol at his head.
She rushed him, wrapping her octopus arms around his hand. His finger grabbed the trigger reflexively, shooting a blast into the ceiling. A light fixture exploded, sparks raining down on their shoulders.
The captain gasped, fingers nerveless as the pistol fell from his hand. Her octopus arms were far stronger than him, holding his wrists in place while Rosanna pressed him up against the wall. He gaped, his face stuffed between her voluminous breasts.
She blinked at the captain, relishing Her victory. Their resistance had been futile. Their bodies would belong to Mistress.
She grabbed one of her babies, which was wrapped around the side of her waist, and lifted it above the captain's head. The captain still struggled, but her octopus arms held him securely in place. Whuffing in exultation, she placed it carefully so that its beak would have easy access to his brain.
A sickening crunch heralded its break through, and her mission was complete. She looked around, watching the others as they worked to implant the rest of the crew. She saw now that there had been no need to worry. Their small squad was more than sufficient to enslave the entire bridge.
A thrill ran through her loins. Her Mistress' plan had come to fruition. Now that the senior crew was implanted, there would be nobody to coordinate the defensive efforts.
She peered out the view screen, a porthole to the vastness of space. The warm glow of the planet below brought her joy, thinking of all the other planets her Mistress would grow to inhabit.
The captain got up off the floor and leaned against a console, his eyes unfocused. "I have lost." he stated.
The octopus on his head flexed as it grew, its underbody spreading over his skull. "I am a slave of Mistress now."
Rosanna knew the octopus was working to smooth his brain, ensuring that only good thoughts remained. He was already Mistress' servant. She whuffed in approval.
"I will unlock the elevators," stated the captain, turning to work his console. His eyes changed color, the brown pigment washing away in a sea of blue.
The light on the lift doors flashed green, and it immediately began to move. Someone was coming up. Unsure whether she should be alarmed, Rosanna walked to the side of the doors, waiting to see who would come out. Were any members of the ship's assault complement left that hadn't been converted by Mistress?
The door beeped, a pair of gravid Drogons trotting out, whuffing with pleasure. "It's good to see you here," said Sally, shuffling out of the elevator with great effort.
The octopus on her head had grown to gargantuan proportions, thick arms stacked on her shoulders. The weight of the creature caused her to sag. It looked larger and healthier than any she had seen before, but the rest of Sally's body was gaunt. She looked unwell.
Listless, she stared at the captain, who was still being remodeled by his new octopus. He bowed, a new Tentacle showing proper deference.
"There's one thing I would like to know," said Sally, her voice cadence betraying the great intelligence that held her in its thrall. "Why didn't you cut and run once you knew what you were dealing with? Why send a bomb?"
The captain grunted. "Mistress, you were only classified as threat level 2. Without any means of transport, and unable to leave your home planet, you should have been easy to destroy. If you had not interfered with our salvage operation, we would have left you alone."
Sally grimaced. "Your crew might have overlooked My presence, but how long would it be before the military changes their mind and comes to destroy Me? No, I did what I had to. Peace was not an option."
The captain bowed, acknowledging her decision. He could do nothing else as her spawn had its tentacle in his brain.
She cleared her throat, filled with phlegm. "This was the only solution," she said with finality. "You were Dry, and I am Wet. The two cannot mix."
Rosanna wasn't sure if Mistress was trying to convince them or herself, but it was of no matter. They were all her servants here.
Sally stumbled, collapsing under the weight of the octopus on her head. Rosanna stepped forward, catching her before she fell. Concerned, she chirped at the other woman, stroking her shoulder.
Sally waved a hand in the air. "Thank you, but your concern is unnecessary. This host's time as a Tentacle has merely come to a close, and she will be podded."
"I've held onto this host longer than I should have. It was necessary to ensure the capture of this vessel, but it hasn't been easy for her."
She breathed hard, sagging. "Until the merging completes, my spawn needs to draw its sustenance from somewhere, and unfortunately the human body only has limited reserves from which to draw upon."
She grinned. "Fortunately, there's a solution. This host needs to be podded. I shall enjoy breeding with you once the transformation has completed."
She raised a hand in salute as her octopus enlarged, swallowing her head. Her body was wrapped up efficiently by its large bulk, slipping over her shoulders and breasts without resistance. Before long, she was encased in a round ball of reddish flesh, the eye of her octopus staring at them with satisfaction from the exterior of its egg.
Rosanna rolled the red egg off to the side so she could finish her transformation, looking over the other crew members. The women Tentacles were being stripped, relaxing their legs against their consoles so that they could be serviced by the Drogons. Mistress would need more spawn to finish infecting the ship.
The lift pinged again, signaling the arrival of others to the bridge. She turned and stood on her toes, ready to do battle if necessary, but the sliding doors revealed more podded humanoids, accompanied by additional Drogons.
Her eye widened, as she recognized the new arrivals. Most of them looked the same, but she knew in her hearts that these two were Brenda and Regina. Their musk overwhelmed her, sending her into a rut. She needed to breed. Now.
Trotting up to her former coworkers, she whuffed, setting a hand on each of their shoulders. They whuffed back, coming in close to cuddle against her. They were closer now than they had ever been as crew members, one in their mission to serve Mistress.
She felt a strange pressure in her throat, flesh swelling until her mouth hole had closed up. She moved her jaw, curious at the sensation as a sausage of skin expelled itself from inside her hole. Expanding outwards, the tube of skin slid downwards, a saggy ovipositor settling between her breasts.
Her fellow slaves were experiencing something similar, their eyes blinking rapidly as they processed the unfamiliar sensations. Her body swelled with joy, inordinately pleased that she had a breeding appendage. She let go of the others to stroke her breeding tube, shuddering as intense pleasure exploded from her face. Was this what it felt like to have a penis?
Her ovipositor swelled further, extending until it stood out straight, seven inches long. She exhaled through the tube, whuffing in a low tone. The others followed suit, stroking their tubes with delight. She felt around the end, marveling at how much muscle was involved in keeping it taut. She stuck a few fingers into the flap of skin at the end. This must be where her eggs would squeeze out. Liquid drizzled out of the tube, her body naturally lubricating to ease the breeding process.
She grabbed at her former coworker's hands, pulling them onto the carpeted circle at the top of the bridge. Settling onto all fours, she gestured at Brenda, encouraging her to get down in front of her. Obeying her desires, Brenda slid in front of Rosanna and spread her legs, revealing her soft pussy.
The inviting folds were too much for Rosanna. She couldn't wait, the imperative to breed too strong for her. Moving forward, she pressed her face into Brenda's butt, searching for her vagina with her egg laying tube.
Brenda turned to the right, slipping her tube into Regina, who had sat down in front of her. She felt a corresponding pressure on her own nether lips, and she whuffed in delight. They would all impregnate each other at the same time, feeding each other their eggs!
She made a second attempt to locate Brenda's vagina, this time with more success. Her tube telescoped into Brenda's tunnel, her large cavity taking it with ease. They were breeding, had been modified by Mistress to breed. This was this their Purpose. To make more young for Mistress, to continue the cycle of slavery.
Her tube speared Brenda, its thick girth spreading her tunnel wide in preparation for egg laying. The muscles of her body fought back, squeezing Rosanna's breeding tube with terrific force. Despite this resistance, she slipped further inside, bumping up against the woman's cervix.
Her octopus arms wrapped around Brenda's butt, helping to pull her hips in closer to Rosanna's face. They were just as eager to help her consummate the breeding as she was.
From experience, she knew that this would be the most difficult part. She needed to work this like the Drogon had for her first time, slowly and surely expanding the muscle until she could get her tube past the restriction.
This careful plan went out the window when Regina slammed her own ovipositor into Rosanna's pussy. Her own muscles protested at the assault. She jerked forward, slamming her appendage against the doors of Brenda's uterus.
To her surprise, she managed to make it a little farther in. Her ovipositor naturally inflated to make more room in Brenda's canal. Brenda groaned, her hips rolling as she squeezed against Rosanna's appendage. Rosanna moaned herself as Regina stabbed her own ovipositor against her cervix. There was some pain, yes, but there was always some pain involved with breeding.
She pressed her hips back, encouraging Regina to be more aggressive. Accommodating her wishes, Regina pushed forward again. Rosanna felt pleasure as the tube slipped past her cervix. She was plugged into Brenda's uterus, just as Regina had plugged into her.
Her nipples tingled with delight at the knowledge of what was to come next. Her chest compressed, sending her eggs up her throat. Muscles pulsed, forcing the oblong shapes up and out her esophagus.
Out of the corner of her eye, she could see the shape of an egg spreading her mouth hole wide, her fleshy ovipositor guiding it into Brenda's nether lips. Brenda's vulva jerked, spreading wide to accept the cargo easily. The pathway into her womb was open, the egg flowing freely upwards into her belly. More eggs ramped up Rosanna's throat.
With every egg she expelled from her belly, a miniature flush of pleasure blanketed her body. This combined with the sensation she was getting from receiving an egg from Regina, sending her to new heights. An egg arrived at the same time one went out.
It was a smooth, conveyor belt process. She never felt empty, because the small void inside her from impregnating Brenda was filled just as quickly by Regina. Her whole body pulsed like an accordion, sliding forward and back as the eggs flowed in and out of her.
As they stacked up inside Brenda, each further egg encountered more resistance. To counter this, eggs flowed with additional force, ensuring that they would be successfully packed into Brenda's womb. Brenda could take it. Their bodies were natural breeders.
She quivered as she mentally went over what was happening. They were impregnating each other in a circle, an endless cycle of breeding. The eggs they were giving each other would be fertilized, and would be hatched. They would breed again. Orgasm upon orgasm as they created new life to enslave more worlds.
Her belly shook, sprinkles of milk escaping from the tips of her nipples. Her octopus arms squeezed Brenda's ass, thrusting the tip of her ovipositor just a little further inside as the next egg jammed into her uterus. Her vaginal muscles clamped around the eggs as they slipped inside.
She was going out of her mind, humming to herself as she fell into a fugue state, going with the flow as eggs were packed inside her belly. She sensed she would be spending a lot of time being bred like this, the rest of her life spent in service to her Mistress bearing her young.
The thought was intoxicating. She reached a climax, much more intense than the ones that had come before. Her ovipositor jerked, sending its last egg into Brenda and pushing itself back out. Brenda's cervix slammed shut, keeping the previous cargo Rosanna had delivered inside.
Rosanna's octopus arms slackened, allowing her to slide her face out of Brenda's butt. Her mouth hole was wet with Brenda's juices and her own lubrication, the ovipositor sinking towards the ground as she raised her head.



Regina was not quite done, a final egg pressing against Rosanna's tight hole. She savored its oblong shape, its smooth surface pressing against every ridge of her vagina. She shivered, whuffing with satisfaction as Regina's ovipositor slid out of her. They had been filled. This was good.
As she whuffed, her ovipositor shrank to half its size, the flesh refolding itself in front of her eye. Instinctively, she gulped in with her neck muscles. The fleshy organ folded up inside her mouth hole, rolling inside out to coat her breeding canal. She whuffed again, tasting Brenda's vaginal fluids inside her mouth hole.
Feet approached from her left, a rock hard dick slapping her face. She looked up at the captain, a huge smile on her face. They were only half way done.
She stood up and leaned against the console, spreading her legs again. Regina and Brenda did the same, accompanied by two podded humanoids. The penises on the humanoids were easily as long as their ovipositors had been, reddish with knobbly veins.
Rosanna surveyed their dicks, a little jealous that the captain had not been podded yet. Still, he was an important capture, and she felt prestige that he would be the one to fertilize her young.
The captain was impatient, deciding to take her with little foreplay. Not that any was needed, as her tunnel was still dripping wet from being implanted with eggs.
He thrust inside her, his penis swallowed by her gaping vagina. Rosanna worked her hips carefully, cognizant that a regular human penis could not at all compare to the girth of an ovipositor.
Still, the ride was quite pleasurable. She clenched down her internal muscles, rocking against him as she leaned forward against the console. She whuffed, seeing the others on the bridge also being bred from her vantage point. Some of the humans were being serviced by Drogons. The podded humanoids were either implanting more eggs within each other, or coupling with the males to fertilize them. Plenty of eggs would be available to enslave the rest of the ship.
The captain was moaning, her vagina milking him like he was a bull. It would be impossible for him to last for much longer. Once he was podded, his stamina would vastly increase, but in his current state she could not expect him to give her his seed more than once or twice.
She slid back, taking a different angle in the hopes that his length would be sufficient to hit the front of her vagina. Her hips sucked at his length, suckling at his dick as if it was a lollipop. She applied extra suction to its tip at the apex of each thrust, driving him wild.
Whuffing, she flexed her arms, feeling loose. Her entire body was attuned to his, anticipating every movement. His penis jerked, on the cusp of orgasm.
She pushed back, locked her legs around his as he spilled his semen inside her. Her vagina sucked it all up, not a drop falling to the floor. She could feel his warmth spreading throughout her womb. Her eggs had been fertilized. She smiled dreamily, looking forward to when she could give birth.
***
Rosanna stood on the bridge, overseeing the lift operation that was ongoing. There were still pockets of resistance on the ship that were being flushed out, but by now their octopus spawn had thoroughly infested most of the vessel. Anyone remaining would be unable to hold out for much longer.
They would be made Tentacles. They would be podded. They would be harnessed as slaves for Mistress.
She chirped, the captain acknowledging her command. His podding had gone well, and she had taken pleasure from him multiple times since his conversion. It was always a treat to feel him cum inside her, washing her fertile eggs with his seed.
There was no specific preference among crew members for breeding, and often it would occur on the spur of the moment. Satisfying their needs was an imperative from Mistress, whom they all served.
The chain of command had remained more or less the same as before, though Mistress had a tendency to meddle. During this operation, however, authority rested with Rosanna. She had years of experience with heavy lifts, and this one wasn't too unusual except for how important it was to Mistress.
They had gone down to the planet a second time to properly set the traction beam markers, ensuring that the lift would go off without a hitch. Now she was watching a magnified display as invisible energy beams lifted the large ship from its rocky crater.
Dirt fell from its fleshy sides as irresistible forces broke the ship from its resting place. Once they were confident the vessel would hold together, the power was increased, jerking the ship high into the air in a matter of moments.
Salvaging was a tough business, as you only had one chance to get the orbital lift right. On the approach, the beams were turned on just as the orbiting ship hit the angle at which the ship under tow was visible. From there, the target ship needed to be lifted into orbit before the sight line was broken, otherwise any number of poor outcomes would occur.
It might crash on the other side of the planet, or be slingshotted into an unexpected orbit. Most pulls didn't end in catastrophe, but any mistake would double or triple the work they needed to do to complete the operation.
This time, everything went smoothly, the broken ship falling into line behind them on their orbital track, safely under tow.
Rosanna clicked the display, changing the view to aft so they could see the precious hulk they had retrieved. The ship looked nothing like the metallic box that had originally come out of the shipyard of Gorgant, its skin covered with a thick layer of red flesh. A large, rounded ridge, looking like a gigantic red crater, covered the face of the ship. A seam bisected the center of the crater, running from one edge to another.
The seam cracked open, a vast eye blinking at them from the vacuum of space. Mistress had podded the entire ship, and they were taking her to a new home.
Rosanna felt her rounded belly, new life growing in her womb. Her Mistress would spread out her Tentacles, growing until she could not be made Dry. The thought instantly made her Wet.
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She felt the passage of time as a vague concept, her mind a buzz of pleasure. Her mouth worked mechanically, sucking by rote. Something creamy passed her lips, sliding down her throat and coating it with a sweet aftertaste.
She stared ahead dully, blinking as her eyes took in her limited surroundings. She was staring at the floor, tiled in an unremarkable gray. She was bent over, resting calmly against a piece of molded plastic. The plastic pressed against her stomach, supporting her chest while allowing her breasts to pass through cutouts.
Her arms were pointed straight down, secured in plastic tunnels. She could flex her hands around grips, but tugging with her arms did nothing. That was okay, there was no point in moving. Not when she felt so spacey.
She tongued the gag in her mouth, gnawing at the inflated rubber bulb which was lodged behind her front teeth. It was a globe, filling her mouth comfortably. Her tongue swirled around the back of the globe, getting caught in a large tube that had been bored through the gag.
The gag was attached to a mask. She was wearing a mask. She giggled to herself, staring straight ahead as if this was a normal occurrence. She just now realized that the mask was strapped to her head, pulled taut against her face to cover her nose and lips.
Why should being masked bother her? She felt great.
Time passed as she sucked on the inflated rubber ball. She blinked, amused to find that her legs were secured as well, her ankles locked onto the platform she had been bound to.
She shifted her weight back and forth out of idle curiosity, noting that something large and heavy was lodged in her privates. Something was strapped around her waist as well, pressed against her pubic area.
She pressed her hips into the molded plastic, confirming that the harness she wore had been plugged into her vagina, a rock hard cock lodged deep inside. Her thighs flexed, welcoming the protuberance as it pulsed for her.
The pleasure she experienced from this was muted, as if she wasn't directly experiencing reality. This could all be a dream, random neurons in her brain firing to bring her this fantasy. Where else would one normally experience being bound and filled with thick dildos?
Legs walked by her bed, lithe and green. Neon green, as if lit from within by electric lights. The legs were clad in ankle boots with platform heels, a slight arch lifting the heel a few inches off the ground. The boots themselves were made of patent leather, looking polished and exotic.
The legs stopped in front of her, and she caught a glimpse of black rubber. The unknown person leaned over, showing off a generous bust sealed into a skin tight rubber bodysuit.
Something soft was attached to her head, tucked around her ears. A beat pulsed in her head, faint but growing louder. The rhythmic tone scattered her thoughts, forcing her to live in the now. She shifted her shoulders, making a low gurgling in her mask.
The whirr of a pump sounded, momentarily louder than that of the enforced rhythm in her head, but it was quickly drowned out by the consuming beat. The beats lengthened, strengthening as they wormed their way inside her.
The liquid began to rush through the gag faster, coolness gurgling in the back of her mouth. The pressure built up sufficiently so that she was forced to swallow. The sweet creaminess lit up her brain with joy. She sucked on the gag, the fluid being pumped into her with the same rhythm as that being taught to her by the beat.
There were additional undertones and overtones playing along with the beat, but her buzzed mind couldn't process them consciously. The tones found fertile ground in her subconscious, programming her as she sucked.
The strange woman, with her neon green arms, brought over a device with dual dome-like cups, the interior of the cups as large as small cantaloupes. Its use quickly became clear as she pressed one of the domes up against her left breast. It attached with a pop, sealing over her flesh with rapid suction. The second dome was applied, giving her a matching pair.
The green hands stroked along her shoulder blades, the warm touch strangely soothing. There came a sharp pinch on her shoulder, a thin throb of pain and a strange discomfort. The process was repeated three more times, twice on each shoulder in total.
"Looks like high production today. You're tolerating the injections much better than the others. At this rate, you will easily surpass the projected induction rate. Good cow."
The warm fingers returned, petting her on the head. "You might even be the fastest conversion we've seen. If this keeps up, we might consider bringing you to the next level of treatment sooner than anticipated."
Was that what she was? A cow? What could that be? She tingled with pleasure at being complimented. Whatever a cow was, she wanted to be the best one she could be.
The suction domes pulsed on her body, alternating sides as they yanked on her swollen teats. The process was painful at first, but as she became acclimated, the pain settled into a dull ache. It was even a bit pleasurable.
As the vacuum continued, she could feel something within her breasts relax, settling into the pressure and letting go. Her teats were wet, milk expressing from their tips. The suction pulled the liquid away as soon as it appeared, tugging, sucking, extracting her milk with inexorable force.
The squeezing was rough, but enjoyable. Her breasts became less swollen as the milk was extracted, providing her a form of relief. Just as she thought it couldn't get any better, the dildos embedded in her vagina and ass began to vibrate, jiggling as they bounced up and down irregularly.
Her breathing came rough, the extra unexpected stimulation hitting her like a ton of bricks. Her thighs seized up, squeezing against the intruders. She pressed her toes against the floor in a futile attempt at freedom so that she could writhe in pleasure.
She squirmed, sucking down the sweet liquid in her mouth to calm her nerves, allowing the hissing noise in her ears to guide her actions. Her chest wobbled, throbbing as her milk flowed freely.
Her mind wandered, following the beat as she sailed along in the sea of pleasure washing from her nipples to her thighs and back again. She was synchronized, her entire body running to the beat, her heart pulsing along in sympathetic rhythm.
Her bondage faded away as unimportant in the face of such stimulation. She was being milked. She was a good cow. That was all that mattered.
She hadn't thought about anything for so long that these truths lit up like bright lights in her brain. The thoughts felt foreign, as if they had just recently became her reality.
The sounds hissed in her ear, teaching and reinforcing her good behavior. As she thought the good thoughts over and over, they implanted themselves into her mind.
Soon, they were familiar truths, imprinting themselves as a mantra she kept repeating to herself. She was a cow. She was being milked. This was as it should be.
Sooner than she had anticipated, her breasts ran dry. The suction continued for another minute, alternating back and forth until the system determined that she was well and truly dry. The cups disconnected with a wet pop, dropping from her breasts and swinging away from her body. They must be attached to the ceiling somewhere.
The dildos in her nethers continued to vibrate, but they were also on the downswing, the buzzing fading. With regret, the cow settled in her harness, waiting to be attended. The hiss in her ears continued, but the beat had faded.
She drifted, thinking about nothing in particular. A sharp pain blossomed in her skull. Half forgotten memories rushed into her mind's eye, bringing her back to relive the past. She moaned, an unwilling participant in the flashback.
She was behind the wheel, a masked man sliding into the passenger's seat. Her foot jammed the accelerator to the floor, the vehicle lurching into motion as if stung by a bee. She could feel the thrill of the chase as if it was yesterday, the rapid breeze flowing through open windows. The sharp trill of the sirens came ever closer, only one step behind.
They slalomed through the first intersection, narrowly missing a track filled with produce. The intersection's lights blazed red, changed due to the emergency signal broadcast by law enforcement. Even so, their back end clipped a hovering sedan which had been unable to stop in time when the lights had changed.
Her vehicle shuddered, a chunk of the body work breaking off with a crunch. The hover motors whined, redirecting their thrust as she spun the wheel. Her heart pumping, she jammed her foot down on the accelerator.
The car leaped forward, grinding as it strained for speed. Up ahead was a major cross street, but she thought she spotted an opening. She swung wide to the right, riding up over the curb. Small brush banged against the undercarriage of the vehicle, making a horrendous rumbling noise.
The car jumped the curb into the intersection, acting squirrely as the levitation engines did their best to keep the vehicle stable. She was used to this behavior, deftly compensating for the imbalance.
What she couldn't account for was a four door pickup that ran the red light, t-boning her from her blind spot on the right. Her head bounced against the driver's side column, causing her to momentarily black out while their vehicle drifted sideways into oncoming traffic.
She regained consciousness in time to see the danger, jamming her foot on the brakes. The levitation engines spun forward, dumping their velocity at a terrific rate. Their bodies were flung forward, pinned against the dashboard. The car may not have had friction to contend with, but it couldn't shed momentum fast enough.
Their car smashed into a minivan, a full head on collision crumpling the fronts of both vehicles. There was a tremendous crash, her ears ringing as the airbag exploded in front of her face. She blinked stupidly, the sudden silence just as jarring as the initial crash.
She turned to look at her partner, her mouth dropping into a horrified gape. He hadn't buckled his seat belt, his head ramming into the windshield with tremendous force. His skin was pallid, blood trickling down his chin.
She pressed a hand against his side, trying to rouse him, but he was comatose, maybe even dead. She tried to unbuckle her seat belt, but the dash had collapsed inwards, trapping her thighs. With chagrin, she realized they were screwed. The only way for her to leave the vehicle now would be with heavy equipment.
A plaintive crying noise directed her attention to the car in from of them, which also had two occupants. A little girl was strapped into the passenger side seat, her small face damaged by glass. Her tiny hands pressed against the women in the driver's seat, pawing at her side.
"Mommy, mommy, what's wrong with you?"
She shifted her eyes to the right and wished she hadn't. The mother hadn't fared nearly as well as her. For whatever reason, the airbag hadn't deployed, her face smashed into the steering column. Blood dripped down her face.
She looked away, visualizing the blood, dripping, dripping from her hands. "Mommy, mommy!" cried the child in her mind.
The vision twisted, resetting as if she was trapped in a twisted horror show. The masked man climbed into her car a second time. She applied the accelerator. An odd hissing noise came from beneath the floorboards, no, not the floor.
She wasn't in a car anymore. She didn't have to remember these horrid memories. She was a cow, paying her debt to humanity. She sucked on the gag, the cool liquid soothing her mind and helping her to lock away the bad memories. As long as she continued to drink, her darkest nightmares would be repressed. Someone had told her that. Given enough time, she might even believe it.
She drank to her heart's content, pleased that her old life drifted away in a haze. She wasn't that woman any more. She rejected those actions, the evil desires that had led her here. She was being repurposed into something greater than she had ever been on her own.
There came a warmth at her ankles. She blinked, concerned as she realized that she was being unbound, her milking session complete. She sighed with regret and sucked down more of the rich liquid, hoping it would ease her anxiety.
It wasn't helping. The only place she could forget her past sins was in the milking stalls, and that didn't happen nearly often enough for her. If she went too long without milking, she even started to forget the truths fed into her ears by the headphones clamped to her head.
"Come, MU2," said her alien keeper, taking away the comfort of the headphones.
She gave a low moan in protest, leaning into the milking stand. A neon green hand patted her side. "We can't leave you here, your body isn't conditioned yet. In a few more weeks, after your course of injections is completed, you'll be ready for longer sessions."
She sighed, swallowing another mouthful of the liquid from her mask. A few weeks seemed like an eternity in her world. How long had she been at the facility already? Her memories tended to blur together.
She wasn't too concerned with finding out. One of her primary reasons for coming here was to forget her old life, to banish away the graphic images that replayed themselves over and over in her head.
A click came from her milking stand, releasing her arms. She stood up, waiting passively for her keeper to attend her. The busty, green woman was busy arranging her equipment.
The feeding tube from MU2's mask stretched out in front of her, twisting upwards to the ceiling. The gravity feed provided a constant stream for her to suckle on. She took another swallow.
While she was drinking, she wasn't thinking. It was better that way. If she didn't think, she couldn't feel guilt. The cry of anguished voices faded in her head as she sucked, providing her a measure of relief.
Her keeper worked with a large bottle, attaching it to a hose which rinsed its interior. She drained the bottle, screwing it onto a large, stainless steel tank that stood on the far side of the milking stall. Humming as she worked, she pressed a button on her station and the bottle filled with a creamy, white liquid.
Once the bottle was over half full, she stopped the process and unscrewed it. Pulling over a rolling metal stand, she capped the bottle and inverted it within a cylindrical metal cage.
"Bear with me, MU2, this won't take long at all."
She seized the tube running from MU2's mask, running her fingers down the line until they wrapped around a connection point. She snapped off the hose, which released with a small hiss, attaching it to the smaller bottle. "There, all prepped for transport," she declared.
MU2 breathed in the liquid trickling down her throat. She was pleased, but also worried. Over time she seemed to require more and more of the milk to retain her sanity. She dearly hoped that they had another technique for helping her to suppress her memories.
The alien crouched down and grabbed her shoulder, helping her to her feet. She was feeling a bit light headed, and the assistance was welcome. She followed her keeper's lead, padding across the tiled floor on bear feet.
Radiant heat warmed her soles as they walked, her feet shuffling as she staggered along. The facility was kept at a comfortable temperature for the human animals. They did not require clothing. The keepers, in their latex outfits which did not retain much heat, were just as comfortable as their charges.
The keeper forced her to keep moving, rolling her bottle of milk along with them on a stand. They passed a divider, revealing a second, identical milking stall. Baffles decorated the partition preventing excessive sound from disturbing the milking.
This stall was occupied by a red head, her moans swallowed by the rubber mask strapped tightly to her skull. The milking domes clicked on and off, streams of the creamy liquid gushing from her breasts, which were almost large enough to entirely fill the cups.
She blinked, making a double take. This cow had four breasts. No, they could almost be termed udders due to their size. Two additional, round, fleshy breasts had grown under her first two. These were also attached to the milking suction cups.
MU2 looked on with jealousy. Not only did the cow have more breasts than her, but she had clearly been at the facility for far longer. Whatever skin coloration she had arrived with had long since faded, being slowly replaced with a uniform ochre brown. Splotches of white decorated her hide, as white as the milk which blasted like jets from her teats.
The cow grunted in pleasure, drinking greedily from her mask. She raised her head, looking at them with dull eyes. Her thoughts had been drained away by the long session, the dildos pumping in her snatch ensuring her long session would be pleasant.
MU2 could only aspire to be as good a milker as this cow. She wasn't sure what it took, but she resolved to do anything the staff recommended so that she could increase her production as fast as possible. Spending her time getting her brain sucked away through the milking pumps seemed far more appealing than reliving past memories.
The bound cow mooed at them, tossing her head in acknowledgment. The keeper chuckled, clucking her tongue as she gave the cow a wave. "MA8 here is a friendly one. She filters more milk than three regular cows combined, and her efficiency keeps increasing! She's a super rare specimen they call an Ultra cow. Don't get your hopes up, only one percent of cows are Ultras."
MU2 gave the other cow a low moan, unable to scrape together anything more hearty. She was feeling quite exhausted from her flashback. That had been very disturbing. Hopefully with more training she would be able to increase her hardiness.
The keeper squeezed her arm and tugged her gently. "She's an exemplar cow. If you work hard you should at least be able to look just like her. Does that sound good to you?"
MU2 made a guttural sound, which could have been confused with agreement. The keeper ignored her lukewarm response, leading the way with a strong arm. MU2 stumbled, doing her best to increase her pace.
They were passing more stalls, these ones empty, their milking benches looking strangely inviting. From the ceiling hung the milking cups, four dangling tubes of plastic terminating in large domes. A sudden urge spiked her brain. She wanted them back on her breasts, sucking her memories away.
"No, MU2," said her keeper gently. "It's a rest cycle for you. You'll get your chance for more milking later. We might even consider giving you another injection to speed the process along."
She reached out one hand and tugged on MU2's left teat, which still felt swollen. "These simply aren't ready for more suction yet. You need to rest and feed to get them nice and full again."
The keeper slapped her tit away, her breast jiggling as it swayed. MU2 didn't protest the rough handling. Being treated like livestock seemed perfectly normal to her. She wasn't certain whether that was the influence of the drugs she was under, or her actual desires. No matter.
The keeper led her out of the milking stalls and into a side room, positioning MU2 onto a metallic square built into the floor. In front of her was a mirror, through which she stared dully at herself. She was nothing remarkable, her nude body five foot five, average in most respects.
Her brown hair was buzzed short in a bid to confuse law enforcement in her previous life. That had obviously failed. She grinned at herself, exposing milky white teeth. Damn, that just made her want to be milked even more!
She cupped her breasts, feeling her swollen teats. They looked a little bruised, but were otherwise only slightly larger than usual. Massaging them hurt, so she dropped her hands and left them alone. They simply ached too much.



Her girl friends always made fun of her meager assets, but that made it easier for her to pass as a man while driving the getaway vehicle. It had worked for longer than it had any right to, but eventually her luck had run out. And now here she was.
It might be her imagination, but she thought that her skin was looking paler than usual. She scratched at her chest under her breasts, the skin feeling itchy. A series of purple dots decorated her shoulders, two on each side gracing her lower neck. Were those the sites of the injections the keeper had been talking about?
She sucked at the gag in her mouth, extracting a creamy stream of the substance from the tube. Her eyes unfocused, she thought of nothing, simply nursing until she was told to do otherwise.
"Very good, MU2, it might not look like it yet, but you're filling out nicely. Keep it up and you'll be a production cow in no time at all!"
MU2 thrilled at the praise, but she still felt irritated at how much more she would need to endure. This process of becoming a cow was taking much longer than she had hoped. The optional program was still a much better choice than being tortured by her memories in solitary. If only it didn't take so damn long for the transformation to happen!
The plaintive cry of the little girl surfaced again, and she stared straight ahead, looking directly into her pale blue eyes. She sucked on her gag, swallowing desperately to keep the memories at bay. By sheer force of will she was able to tuck them into the back of her mind. It was strange that after all of the brutal crimes she had committed, the accident affected her the most.
Her keeper walked up next to her, the thin, pale humanoid looking like a waif next to her. The neon green alien was far taller than her, her head tendrils reaching up to the top of the mirror. She moved with an unnatural grace, placing a six fingered hand on MU2's shoulder. The rest of the creature's body was hidden under her slick, black catsuit, which clung to her like a second skin.
The female's breasts were large, far larger than MU2 would expect for someone of her frame. MU2 wasn't sure what she should have been expecting. The keeper was an alien, after all. Small, square latex flaps were built into the suit, situated right over the alien's nipples. MU2 stared at them shamelessly, the dimpled surfaces reminding her of her own, sore tits.
She didn't know too much about their species, only that they were the keepers in the facility. She didn't recall learning about them in any of her grade school classes, but the galaxy was a large place. It was much easier to hide a new species than you would think.
The particulars of the contract the government had made with these aliens had not been disclosed to the public, but she didn't really care what they were. If they could help her to reach her goal of forgetting, they could enslave as many human females as they wanted. Maybe that was a selfish goal, but she truly believed that as a human cow she could be useful again instead of being a leech on society.
The keeper's hand on her shoulder tightened, leading her away from the mirror and her aching thoughts. They were crossing through a nondescript hallway, blue tiles flowing out ahead of them. The walls were painted a neutral beige, stripes of other colors running down their sides as directions. Descriptions were written in an indecipherable alien script.
That was okay. She didn't need to know where she was being taken. She was being taken care of by her keeper. She sucked and took another pull of the creamy substance leaking into her mouth. She was calm. She would be a fine cow.
They passed into a grid of rooms, demarcated with large, floor to ceiling windows. The interior of each room looked like what could be a considered a pen. The floors were tiled blue, just like the hallways, but the back corner was piled with straw. A few women sat against the wall, their hands crossed over their knees. The rear of the room was decorated with metallic fixtures, which were unfamiliar to her.
There was no toilet, or any other furniture to speak of. How were the women expected to take care of themselves without going all over the floor? This must be a temporary holding cell, she decided, not a final destination.
The willowy keeper led her past the first chamber, which she now viewed as a cell. As they paced forward, she realized that she was passing more and more of them. This was a literal cell block, chambers storing women from all over the empire.
The operation must be far more extensive and well equipped than she had known when she had signed her life into their clutches. Not that they had mistreated her. She sucked at the yummy liquid through her gag, tasting it again as if it was her first time. She was rather enjoying her life here. So far it had been euphoric, and more effective than anything else she had tried to repress her memories.
Taking another pull on the gag, she was dismayed to find that nothing more was left. She sucked and sucked, but her tank must have run dry. She almost wanted to cry.
She halted as the keeper brought her up to a sliding door, which opened in front of them. "Here we must part ways for now, MU2. Be a good cow, and next time we shall start you on the second series."
She worked to unhook the straps of her mask, unwrapping the bands from around the back of her head. MU2 complained at the lack of liquid to drink, making a low moan in her throat.
The keeper patted her on the shoulder. "There, there," she said. "I've filled you as full as I've dared." She pressed a hand up against MU2's stomach, which felt warm and tight. "You still need training to reach the required capacity," she explained. "Give it some time to digest and we'll proceed in a short while."
She wrapped her unnaturally large hand around MU2's neck as if she owned her, pushing her into the chamber with a forceful shove. Stumbling inside, the door rotated shut behind her.
She didn't feel angry. She didn't feel anything in particular. She just wanted more of that liquid! A gentle tug at her bladder indicated something else. She would need to find a restroom, and soon.
The outer wall finished rotating, unlatching an inner door. Sliding open, the interior revealed one of the glass cells she had been looking into earlier.
Near the center of the room, tapping her feet, was an average built woman, looking at her expectantly. She stepped forward, anticipating a greeting. Instead, she was tackled from her right, a blow landing on her head. She jerked to the side, stumbling as if falling.
She dropped to the floor, rolling into a fighting stance. Her assailant laughed, trying to follow up with a second blow. She blocked the jab with her left hand, looking for an opening.
The other woman didn't wait for an invitation, rushing forward with a haymaker. MU2 evaluated the threat and stepped to the side. Her assailant had over-committed, the full force of her momentum behind the blow.
MU2 grabbed her right shoulder and helped her along. The woman couldn't arrest her momentum, crashing into the glass window with an almighty thud. MU2 winced. That had to have hurt.
The woman standing in the center of the room began to clap. "Bravo, bravo. Even in a place like this, you cannot be taken unawares."
Like all the others in the cell, she was nude, her large, voluminous breasts looking out of place in the company of the other women. They defied gravity, pert despite their size. They were probably fake, installed by the woman to enhance her mystique. They didn't impress MU2. They were all equal inside the facility.
On her breast bone was the tattoo of a cobra, its hood flared and fangs extended. Its lower body twined around both of her breasts, skulls nestled in its coils. A grim reminder that this woman was a convict, just like her.
MU2 frowned, looking back and forth to evaluate the situation. The woman she had tossed into the wall was getting back up, but the fight had drained from her. She scowled, but had clearly had enough for now.
"You've impressed me," said the first woman, shooting the second an order with her gaze. The second woman slinked back to the wall, an annoyed guttural echoing from her throat.
The woman shifted her attention back to MU2. "What do you know about this place?" she queried. "We have been captured recently, and want to know the lay of the land, as it were."
MU2 cleared her throat, tight from hours of suckling on her gag. Her voice came, coarse from disuse. "Congratulations, ladies," she said acerbically. You've entered the Farm, a maximum security prison for the most hardened of criminals."
"Those who get sent here don't ever leave. This is the end of the line for any woman who breaks the inviolable rules of the empire."
The woman frowned. "Nonsense, there must be some way to escape. They can't possibly stop us if we all work together." She had a wicked glint in her eyes.
MU2 wanted to disabuse her of her fantasies, but the truth was that she didn't know if anybody had ever managed to escape the Farm. The answer was academic to her, of course, for this woman couldn't possibly know that she had no desire to escape. On the contrary, she very much wanted to stay. She wanted to live out her remaining days as a cow, not as a scheming criminal.
MU2 barked a laugh. "Okay, if we were to hypothetically work together, what are you in here for?"
The woman struck a pose, completely shameless. "We're the Natty Pirates! My name is Natalia, the leader of this little gang."
She pointed at the woman glaring at them from the wall, her hands raised in fists. MU2 spotted a small cobra tattooed onto her right shoulder. Must be a marker of those who belonged to the gang.
"That's Kylie, my second in command." She frowned at her. "Do calm down, Kylie, she's not an enemy."
Dismissing her, Natalia turned to point at a well muscled woman who sat on a pile of straw near the rear of the room. "That's Ashley, she handles the heavy work."
"Sup," replied Ashley, nonplussed, stretching her arms and flexing her biceps.
"And finally, there in the corner is Iris. She handles the technical work on the team."
Iris held her hands around her legs, rocking forward and back with her head pressed into her knees. She was a petite girl, her folded body small enough to fit into a suitcase. She didn't look up at the introduction, preferring to stay rolled up in a ball.
"Daisy is our last member, but they took her over an hour ago. Do you have any idea what they might be doing to her?"
MU2 considered. The other cow she had seen in the milking room could not possibly have been Daisy. Her transformation was far too advanced compared to her companions. Given their lack of knowledge about the facility, they couldn't possibly know that the keepers were turning Daisy into a cow, like her. Perhaps it would be best if she didn't reveal what was actually going on.
"I'm not sure," she replied. "My memories are a little hazy, to be honest. I think I've been drugged."
Telling the truth was always the best option, as long as you didn't tell the whole truth. Even so, Natalia wasn't looking very convinced. "You're telling me you don't remember anything?"
She walked up to MU2, invading her personal space. She examined her tits and looked at her shoulders. With one hand she ran a finger down her right shoulder, examining the series of two purple dots which decorated her scapula on either side. "What are these?" she asked suspiciously.
"I'm not... entirely certain," replied MU2. That was true. While she suspected that they were the injection sites the facility keepers were using to turn her into a cow, she couldn't be certain. She hadn't been paying attention during the initial injections.
Natalia poked one of the dots, hard, but when MU2 didn't react, the pirate leader shrugged. "Okay, then. Fuck off for a bit while we work on a plan. I'll bring you back in when we come up with something useful."
She marched over to Kylie and began to have an animated discussion with her. Kylie looked like she was ready to punch MU2 out.
They didn't trust her. That was smart. Despite being caged with them, she wasn't really a part of their crew. She wandered off to look at the metallic fixtures at the rear of the room, not quite able to work out what they were used for.
She felt an urgent need to piss, casting around for a way to explain her conundrum without annoying the other. She raised her voice, talking to the room in general. "How do you... go around here?"
The muscled girl sitting on some straw took pity on her, leading her to the far wall. Natalia shot her a look, but Ashley rolled her eyes. "If we do nothing, we get the joy of sitting in a pile of piss and shit, so fuck off."
Natalia clenched her lips but said nothing, waving them off.
MU2 felt a little bit intimidated by the new girl, far more then she had felt for the first two she had met. The woman was massive compared to MU2, athletic with well defined biceps. She had the grace of a fighter who could hurt you by accident and knew it.
She didn't exactly feel safe in this woman's presence, but she sensed less hostility. Mute indifference was quite acceptable when compared to open violence.
Ashley grabbed hold of an oval cup attached low on the far wall. She pulled on it and it released, spooling out on an attached metallic tube. On either end the cup squeezed into two points, with a hollow interior.
"This is what I call 'the Evacuator'," quipped the woman. "You stick it on your privates like so."
Without any hesitation, she yanked hard on the dome and placed it between her legs. It immediately clamped to her skin, suckling at her privates. "From here, the process is simple. Do your business." She winked. "I'll let you figure out how to get out of it once you're done."
She ripped the suction cup free with a snap of the wrist that looked practiced. MU2 was doubtful she had the arm strength to do it the same way. From the other woman's grimace, it must have stung.
She hesitated. "Thank you," she said, surprised to find any form of kindness in this gang of criminals.
"Don't thank me," replied Ashley, her face neutral. "I just don't feel like sitting in your crap."
She returned to her place by the wall, discussion over. MU2 shrugged. If that was tough love, it was an improvement over Kylie's introduction.
There were four more stations on the wall beside the one Ashley had used. She yanked a suction cup from the wall, as directed, and shoved it between her legs. She could feel the air tugging at her fingers, the device constantly running. Hesitant, she moved it in slowly. It jumped from her hands, locking itself against her skin with a pop.
The tugging sensation was distracting, not to mention the thought of peeing in front of the other women, but this was her only option and she really needed to go. She tried her best to relax herself, her flesh pressing father into the suction cup.
After what seemed like an interminable period, she managed to expel what felt like the merest trickle of liquid. With the suction, it was hard to determine whether she had managed to expel everything in her bladder. At any rate, the edge had been taken off and she was far too uncomfortable to continue.
She reached her hand down and tried to pry the suction off her vagina. The makeshift toilet refused to cooperate. The other women guffawed, watching her struggle. She was the entertainment today, it seemed. Too bad.
Instead of getting flustered, the shame served to focus her. The thrill of shame and danger were all the same to her, triggering her logical, thinking side. The ability to focus in such situations was what made her a great getaway driver. It was also why that girl's mother was dead.
She shied away from that thought, sliding her fingers to the top of the suction device. Pressing in, she deformed the skin around her pubic area sufficiently to release the seal, the suction cup popping off in her hand. She let it go, the tubing automatically reeling the device back into the wall.
Ingenious, but not particularly hygienic. How many other occupants had used the toilet between cleanings? They really were treating them like livestock!
Her business done, she turned to face the rest of the crowd. Natasha stood facing the door of the cell, inspecting her long, red nails. Kylie paced like a wild animal, slamming her fist into the wall at regular intervals. Ashley was sitting on her pile of straw as if she was a queen, her expression closed off. That didn't look promising.
She decided to talk to the last one, Iris, who still sat in a corner hugging her arms, head hidden behind her knees. The rocking never stopped, following an internal rhythm.
MU2 pressed her back against the wall, folding her arms in a non threatening manner. "Hey," she said, hoping that she didn't come off as too intrusive. "Are you holding up well? How long have you been in the facility?"
"Fuck off," came the reply. "I'm not here for your entertainment." The rocking continued.
MU2 blinked. That hadn't gone as she had hoped. Bereft of anyone to talk to, she looked around the cell. The ceiling was high, the room two stories tall. The ventilation shaft was built vertically into the ceiling, the cover bolted on from the inside. There was no way for occupants to reach the shafts even if they worked together, cutting off a potential escape route.
She walked over and tapped her knuckles against one of the glass walls, which appeared quite solid. From the interior, it was opaque, preventing the prisoners from getting an idea of who might be watching them. It was like living in a fishbowl. They were being taken care of as if they were livestock. Seemed appropriate.
If only she had more of that creamy liquid. She was starting to keenly feel the lack of its silky presence, her throat parched. What she had drunk so far had gone through her system quite quickly, and she was starting to feel the need to go a second time. She held it, not interested in putting on another show for her unfriendly cell mates.
She idly played with a nipple, hefting one of her swollen breasts, marveling at how fast it seemed to be swelling back up again. Milk production was high, and her small breasts didn't have much storage capacity. She idly dreamed of being milked again, but the intrusive thoughts from her accident started to interrupt her.
Losing the memory suppression effect of the liquid they were feeding her was concerning. It was becoming increasingly difficult for her to package away the thoughts that constantly assaulted her. So far she was holding it together, but she was already starting to think of herself as Morgan Diaz instead of the cow she wished to be. That past life needed to stay a part of the past. She was MU2 now. That's how it needed to be.
Her thoughts were interrupted by the airlock cycling on the far side of the cell. Kylie rushed up to see who was being sent inside. It was smart of the keepers to keep themselves isolated from their prisoners. She could easily imagine Kylie attacking one of them if she was given the opportunity.
The figure who stepped through was no keeper, however. Instead, she was an average built woman, with larger than average breasts. They defied gravity without an ounce of sag, genetic superiority that was envy inducing. Morgan couldn't help but compare the new woman's assets to her own breasts and be a little disappointed.
Her second most distinguishing feature was her incredibly blond hair, which flowed over her shoulders in a cloud of fluffy ringlets. Her countenance was clueless, which, while it might seem reasonable for a stereotypical view of blondes, it probably wasn't usual due to the fuss Kylie was making over her.
"What the fuck did they do to you, Daisy?" asked Kylie, straight out.



Daisy returned her query with a giggle, fluffing her hair. "I feel a bit out of it," she said in reply, her voice uncertain. "Who are you?"
Kylie looked her missing crew mate up and down, trying to figure out why she was acting so strange. She brushed away one of Daisy's hands, pushing back some of her ringlets to reveal her shoulders. Kylie traced a finger down her scapula and Daisy shivered with pleasure.
"Just as I thought, she's been treated the same as the other bitch over there." Kylie pointed her other hand at Morgan.
Morgan was offended, but she said nothing. She couldn't see how this was really any of her business.
Kylie continued her examination, touching one of Daisy's breasts. Daisy slapped her hand away. "What's wrong with you?" she asked, perplexed. She blinked, a measure of seriousness returning to her eyes. "What am I, a doll to you?"
Kylie seemed to relax a little. "See? Her breasts are sore and red, just like that flat chested woman."
"The name's Morgan," she offered, annoyed at the continued insults. "I'm not 'that woman.'"
Kylie ignored her, focused entirely on Daisy. "Daisy, what did they do to you? You don't usually act this spacey."
Daisy looked confused again. "I'm... not quite certain. All I have are certain impressions, but no real memories. I can remember being hooked up to different machines. There was some kind of suction." She squeezed her eyes into narrow slits, frustrated. "I'm sorry, I wish I could remember more."
Kylie placed a hand on her arm. "That's okay, Daisy, don't pressure yourself. We'll figure this out."
She turned to Natalia, who was studiously avoiding her fierce presence. For someone who proclaimed to be the leader of their pirate gang, she certainly didn't much seem like she was in control.
"What are we going to do, oh fearless leader? What's your brilliant plan this time? Smuggling uranium turned out to be a fucking disaster."
Natalia's eyes flashed, one of her long fingernails slicing into her own palm. A small drop of blood beaded on her skin, but she ignored it. "I'm willing to entertain your eccentricities while we're in space, but you're not a planner. If we hadn't taken that job, we'd be eating recirculated dust and breathing vacuum."
She held her hands out in front of her. "I did what I had to so that we could all survive. It's not my fault it went wrong. Our employers must have tipped off the authorities. They wanted us to go down."
Kylie wasn't willing to be placated. She wrapped an arm around Daisy, who was a still a little out of it, and glared at their leader. "Is that so. Then what's your plan, now? All we're doing at the moment is dicking around and waiting from them to do something horrible to us."
"I'm not dicking, I'm thinking." Natalia frowned. "Here's what we know so far. Whatever they did to Daisy left her in a placid and empty headed state, with tell tale purple splotches on her shoulders. I'm theorizing that they're injecting us with something to keep us docile while they operate on us. The purpose of their operations is still a mystery."
She made a moue. "I don't have enough information to form a plan, yet. There's fuck all in this cell to help us out, and we still don't know their goals. Can you think of anything I've missed?"
Kylie formed a fist. "We should stop being so passive, and make a concerted attack."
Natalia raised an eyebrow. "And how do you suggest we accomplish that? We haven't even seen who is keeping us captive. Anytime someone goes in or out we cycle through that airlock over there. They haven't given us any exploitable opportunities yet. We need to wait and observe to find our chance to act, instead of fighting each other."
Kylie scowled, but looked away, not having a good rebuttal. "That goes for all of you," said Natalia, looking at each member of her crew. "Keep an eye out, and let me know anything, I mean absolutely anything that might help us to escape. Any idea you might have, no matter how stupid, isn't out of the question."
Morgan could tell that the power struggle was over for now, Natalia regaining the upper hand. Her control was tentative though, and she sensed that it wouldn't take much for the rag tag group of pirates to degenerate into useless squabbling. That might be an opportunity for her. She tucked the idea away for later.
The room was suddenly awash in red light, a spinning beacon lowering from the ceiling. A distinctive bong sounded, as if a bell had been rung. "Feeding time," declared the voice. "Feeding time."
Smooth metal partitions dropped in the wall above the toilet vacuums, revealing more mysterious plastic devices with hoses. When none of the others seemed willing to investigate, Morgan took the initiative. She, at least, was not worried about what the keepers were planning on doing to them.
The new devices were paired with the lower vacuums, two domed projections and a rounded mask. The light immediately clicked on in her brain. This was a milking facility, and they did want to make sure their cows were well fed and plump, trained to be high producers. Why not include some training along with their meals?
Eager to give it a try, she pulled on the mask, which easily came away from the wall under her fingers. There was some back pressure from the hose attached to the mask, but she didn't care. She was somewhat desperate to drink more of that creamy liquid, and it didn't matter what form that took.
The interior of the mask had a bulbous projection, which she took as another mouth gag. Sticking it behind her front teeth, she tasted the familiar rubber. She worked it with her lips, hoping it would emit some of the delicious creamy substance, but nothing yet came out.
A pump whirred and the gag inflated, trapping itself behind her lips. The mask popped onto her face, clamping itself under her chin and over her nose. The negative pressure sucked the air from her lungs, but it was only temporary until the gag had inflated sufficiently to fit the mask tight against her face.
The pressure eased, cool, clear air feeding into her nose. A sweet taste began in the back of her throat, indicating that the gas she was breathing was probably drugged. That was okay. She wanted to give in to the keepers. To be the best cow they had ever seen.
A digital readout on the wall in front of her eyes lit with block letters. 'ATT BRST SCTN,' it proclaimed. Of course, that's what the extra two cups were for. She reached out for the rounded domes and wrapped her hands around the rear of the devices, spreading her fingers around the hoses.
These were made out of a hard plastic, with a large volume she only wished she could fill. She hadn't reacted at the time, but Kylie's insult had stung her quite badly. Her breasts really were subpar compared to the others. Hopefully here at the Farm they would be able to help.
The suction commenced as she brought the cups close, first one, then the other popping forward to settle onto her flesh. Her breasts were still sore from their workout earlier, but she ignored the pain. She needed to feed and to train if she ever hoped to match the other cows in the facility.
The suction pumps cycled, drawing her flesh deeper into the cups with each tug. Despite her meager endowment, her existing breast flesh looked positively massive as its volume was expanded by the pumps. The tugging was so distracting that she almost didn't notice when the flow of the creamy liquid commenced in her mask.
The fresh, cool taste was back, her mind sailing on a sea of happiness. She was not quite hooked up completely, however. The wall text had changed to read 'LWR SCTN OPTIONAL.'
Well, it certainly wasn't optional for her. She already needed to pee again. Badly. She grabbed for the lower suction cup and pressed it between her hips, jumping as it locked into place over her vulva.
Now she was complete, following all the given instructions. Drinking in her own small world of bliss, she didn't notice Kylie approaching until her angular face intruded on her peaceful reverie.
She moaned in protest as the other woman tugged on her mask, hard. The gag pressed against her front teeth, but the force failed to release the pressure. "It's no use," she declared. "Once the cycle has begun there's no way to stop it.
Morgan swallowed, the calming effect of the liquid and the gas beginning to take hold. Kylie's attempt to remove her mask was futile. The feeding session would continue as required. She smiled at Kylie's smoldering expression, feeling safe in the knowledge that the other woman could not see her face.
Kylie was moved out of the way by another woman. It was Ashley! She was peering at Morgan and the pumps worked her breast flesh, seemingly interested in the process. "Now hold on, Kylie, we're all getting pretty hungry here and this seems like it's the only way they'll feed us. I want to know what this system does to Morgan."
Morgan couldn't care less what the system was doing to her. She was peeing away her thoughts into the vacuum toilet while sucking on sweet liquid, her breasts being tugged on with authoritative force. For a moment she was able to forget her past life again and pretend to be MU2, but that didn't last.
A ding sounded from the console in front of her and the system shut off, the display reading 'CYC COMPLT.'
The gag deflated and the suction stopped. Shit, it was just starting to get good. Her head was still in the sky, but she was already coming down from the high, jammed back into her drab Morgan shell. It was tiring to be her. After being given that short taste, she wanted more than anything to be a cow. Never had slavery seemed most like freedom.
The gag popped from her mouth, retracting into the wall, along with the suction cups and vacuum toilet. The system was clearly setup for short feeding cycles. Ashley took her by the arm, peering into her dopey eyes.
"How are you feeling?" she asked.
For a moment Morgan thought she detected an actual ounce of concern, but she dismissed it as the other woman must be under some duress. She scratched her chest, feeling itchy. She shuddered, her lips feeling wobbly.
"About the same as before," she said, "But now I just want to sit there and drink that liquid forever."
Ashley glanced at Natalia. "It's probably drugged. Not sure if it's a good idea to risk it."
Natalia crossed her arms. "We don't have much choice. We're going to be weak pretty quickly if we don't get any nutrition."
Ashley shrugged. "I'm okay with giving it a shot. Morgan here has already proved it won't kill us."
She brushed a hand over Morgan's shoulder, giving her arm a quick squeeze. She hadn't imagined the fleeting warmth earlier. She shot Ashley a look but the woman didn't return her gaze, leaving her to wonder.
Daisy sidled up to one of the feeding devices. "What did it feed you?" She asked Morgan, looking at the mask hungrily.
"More of that creamy liquid," she replied. "Thick, almost like a paste."
The liquid did have a bit of an odd texture. It wasn't like cow's milk, and she was damned sure it couldn't be a woman's milk, despite her original suspicions. There wasn't enough water content.
Daisy licked her lips. "I'm trying it," she declared, grabbing one of the masks in her hands and pressing it against her face before anyone could protest.
Her face scrunched as the gag inflated, the mask attaching securely. She eagerly pulled out the breast cups and pressed them against her torso, the flesh still a little swollen from her earlier pumping. As the liquid flowed, a dreamy smile blossomed on her face, her throat swallowing as she drank in the sweet liquid.
The room was flooded with yellow light and the airlock cycled on the far wall. "Morgan, designation M-U-2, requesting your presence."
The voice repeated her name, then fell silent. The door remained open. Morgan looked around at the others. "I guess I should go find out what they want," she said.
"What's an M-U-2?" asked Iris, who was suddenly in her face, peering at her with intense, violet eyes.
"I'm not sure," replied Morgan. "I think they've given me a number. Isn't that what you do to prisoners?"
This seemed logical, and nobody questioned her answer. Kylie still eyed her with suspicion. "I'm going with you," she declared.
Morgan shrugged. "Your funeral. I doubt they'll let us both out at the same time."
She marched to the airlock, Kylie matching her step for step. She sighed, annoyed at the other's insistence. Brash and rude, she was just asking for trouble. Totally unattractive to her. That Ashley, on the other hand, had impressive muscles and looked like she knew how to handle a woman's needs.
Stopping inside the airlock, she halted on top of a triangle embedded into the floor. The chamber was circular and could fit four or five people comfortably, larger than an average size elevator.
Kylie marched to the other side, taking up position next to the exterior side of the lock. A sheen of light moved through the circular chamber, a rippling green. She waited patiently as the light dissipated, but nothing happened.
After a pregnant pause, a mechanical voice came from the chamber all around them. "Too many occupants detected in chamber. Please remove occupant."
Morgan shrugged. She wasn't sure what the other woman had expected would happen. Kylie scowled, but gave up her escape attempt. She shoved past Morgan on her way out, purposefully bumping shoulders.
"Don't let them get to you," she said. "We'll make it out of here. Together."
Morgan was surprised at the statement, but she didn't confuse it for friendliness. No, this was raw determination.
The lights in the chamber changed to a calming blue and the entire outer wall rotated. This provided an interlock which could only work with one entrance at a time.
She felt tension she had barely perceived slipping away from her. She knew their types. If you showed any weakness, they'd be all over you like flies on a rotting corpse. No, she had to pretend to be hard in front of Kylie.
Only she wasn't, not anymore. She was vulnerable, more so than she would like to admit. It was safer to retreat, to embrace her new future here. To forget any ideas of escape, for even if she left the facility, she could not escape her own memories. Even thinking about them briefly brought to life a terrified, lonely cry. She shivered, happy when the wall stopped moving, allowing her egress.
Outside, in the Farm, she could be what they wanted her to be. She didn't have to act as a peacemaker between two opposing personalities. She could be a cow and nobody would ask anything else of her.
Waiting outside the door was her keeper from earlier, lithe and neon green. Her face looked severe, wrinkles creasing the corners of her eyes. Even so, Morgan felt a sudden rush of emotion at seeing her captor, a warmth she felt the need to express.
She wrapped her arms around the alien and hugged her, resting a cheek on her shoulder. "Thank you for rescuing me," she whispered, a trickle of tears welling up in her eyes.
The alien brushed a thin arm through her hair, stopping her hand when it reached the nape of her neck, as if in ownership. "There, there, MU2, there's no need to worry. The first injections are the most difficult, but I promise you that they will get easier to bear with time."
The alien had misunderstood her, but that was okay. She shuddered, realizing that she was being a fool. Her emotions were making her irrational.
Getting a grip on herself, she moved to stand, still holding onto the alien's arm as if she was a lifeline. The alien slid her hand down Morgan's back, her fingers running over her vertebrae.
She chuckled. "It's okay to be uncertain, little cow, but we will build your confidence. Come with me, I have someone who is eager to meet you."
Morgan frowned. Who would want to meet her? Everyone she knew in her past life was a criminal, and she had left all that behind. She followed the alien with curiosity, wondering if this would help her to accomplish her goal of forgetting. There was so much she needed to forget.
"She was just asking about getting Paired the other day," continued the alien, eating the ground with wide strides. "She's almost to the age of Requirement, and has been hoping we'd find a suitable match. I think you'll like her."
Morgan wasn't quite sure what this was all about, but her interest had been piqued. "What is Pairing?" she asked. Was it some kind of strange alien ritual?
The alien pressed a finger to her lips, her wide eyes blinking slowly. "From my experience, it's easier shown than told. I've never been able to properly explain what happened during my Pairing."
She chuckled. "It's been so long, I can hardly remember the day anyway. That sort of ambition is best left to the young."
Morgan looked at the alien with new eyes. Her skin was pretty wrinkled, but she had no way of knowing just how old the alien was. How long did her species lives, anyway?
"Ah, here we are," declared the alien, pressing her thumb into the reader pad, her finger joints articulating unnaturally.
The door slid open with a rush of air, revealing a small chamber with two cushioned, rolling office chairs separated by a plastic partition. The partition had two holes built into it, around chest height. Half moon circles of plastic were glued underneath the holes with a slight curve. It looked like a shallow bowl had been merged into the wall.
Far more interesting was a new alien who watched her with bright eyes, resting in the other chair. This one also had neon green skin, but it was taut and fresh, far less leathery than that she had seen on the older keeper. She was tall, but not as stretched thin. Her eyes were pupilless and black, almond shaped like all of the aliens she had seen at the Farm, her mouth stretching wider than any human's. To top it off, her breasts were large and perky, giving a delightful jiggle inside her purple, latex bodysuit as she jumped to her feet.
"I'm so happy to see you!" she declared, trotting over to Morgan without any concern for modesty.
Morgan's eyes followed her voluminous breasts as they bounced towards her, the siren call of jealousy invading her thoughts once again. Was everyone here going to have nicer breasts than her? It was totally unfair!
"I'll leave you two to it," declared the older keeper, heading for the door. Morgan made a sound of protest, but the keeper was firm. "I'll come back to get you after you're done. If you Pair with her, then your role is pretty much assured and we can proceed to the next set of injections. If not, we'll reevaluate."
The door shut and locked behind her, leaving her alone with the eager alien female. The woman grabbed her shoulders, trilling a delighted cry. Her wide, dark eyes seemed as large as dinner plates, her lips wide.
"Why do you smell so good?" asked the alien, being very careful to act as human as possible to avoid unnerving Morgan.
Morgan grimaced. She hasn't been able to clean herself recently. Was that what this alien was thinking of? How embarrassing. It didn't seem to be putting her off, though.
She gently took the alien's hands and pressed them together, removing them from her shoulders. "I like your enthusiasm, but in the human world, the first step is generally to introduce yourself."
She pressed a hand lightly against her chest. "My name is Morgan. I was arrested and convicted of felony murder for the death of a mother of four during an attempted getaway. Her name was Carla." The courtroom drama played through her mind again like a dull hammer.
She saw the father of the bereft family breaking down in tears once again in her mind's eye. It was difficult for her to hold back her own tears at the retelling. Best to rip that bandage off quickly.



Honesty seemed like the best policy for dealing with this alien. She probably knew these details already, and even if she didn't it wouldn't be difficult for her to find out.
She smiled at the alien wanly. "That's why I'm here. I took a life, and I wish to atone. I cannot fathom what I could possibly do here that could make up for that, but at the very least I'm hoping that I can be made to forget my mistakes." Tears began to flood her eyes again.
The alien took her by the hand and led her over to the chair. "You've come to the right place," she said firmly, gripping her shoulder.
"My name is Eve. No, that's not my real name," she giggled. "My mother always tells me not to bother saying my actual name, but you might be my Pair."
A flow of garbled syllables clicked off her tongue, a fluting trill. "That's my real name. You don't have to remember all that. Eve will do fine."
Morgan sat down, watching the alien move with delight. She had a way of putting her at ease that she had never felt with another person.
Eve gave her a funny bow, lowering into a curtsy. "This is what you humans do when you greet each other, am I right?"
Morgan clapped a hand over her mouth, stifling laughter. The alien looked at her with alarm, a reddish tinge suffusing her green coloration. "What happened, did I do it wrong? I've been practicing for ages."
"No, that's right, but it's far too formal. I'm not a person that deserves that kind of respect."
Eve stared at her seriously. "See, now, that's the kind of thinking we need to correct. Whatever it is that you did in your past life, you can make it up for it here!"
She was so cheerful, Morgan almost believed her. She blinked, nonplussed. "And how exactly does that work? By turning me into a mindless cow?"
"No, silly," replied the alien, taking a seat in the chair across from Morgan. "Well, that's part of it. But that's not the end goal. It is kind of a side effect, though."
She pursed her wide lips. "Let me start over, this is getting too confusing."
She rolled up to the partition, lifting her enormous breasts and settling them into the cups built into the plastic wall. She undid flaps in her bodysuit, flesh exploding out of the restraining material as if by magic. They were large, and looked swollen. Morgan even thought she could see a small amount of milk leaking from one of her tits. "There, much better," she moaned.
She pointed at one of her breasts, which had slotted through the hole in the wall. "You're going to drink my milk," she said forcefully. "And you're going to like it."
Morgan eyed the dribbling tit with a sidelong glance. "What makes you think that?"
Eve smiled, the sides of her mouth almost reaching her elongated ears. "Because you've been doing it since you entered the facility."
Morgan's brows rose. The creamy liquid, of course. "Was that your milk?" she asked.
"As a matter of fact, yes. The program is always tailored with a particular keeper in mind."
Her smile faded. "Though, I, being the most junior and inexperienced member of the program, don't know as much as I would like about the whole process."
Brows tightening, she leaned forward, her breasts pressing deeper into the plastic cups. "What I do know is that my species' milk is absolute poison. To everyone and everything. The problem is that, until our fertile years pass, we need it to survive. That's where you come in."
Morgan shifted in her seat. She was suddenly feeling uncomfortably hot.
Eve folded her hands on top of her breasts, pressing them down into the plastic cups until small splashes of milk dribbled from her tits. "Somewhere along the way it was discovered that human females are the perfect filters for our milk. We feed women like you our 'product,' your body processes it, and you output it from your own breasts as clean, pure milk that my body can ingest."
She shivered in her seat, excited to talk about the perverse process. "There are some side effects, I admit, and it takes a while to find the right match. Most women aren't willing to become our slaves, so we came up with this processing plant, where prospective filter cows can't say no."
"Only a compatible, Paired couple can filter each other's milk efficiently. Of course, not all cows can be paired with an appropriate alien. Those cows which we can't find a match for are sent to the purification department, where they are used to filter the milk from unpaired aliens in our population. We can only purify about one tenth the necessary milk this way, so finding matches is our top priority!"
She seemed proud of the process, sounding as though she was trying to convince Morgan of the necessity of the program. Morgan didn't actually care. If being paired with this alien could bring her closer to the goal of forgetting her past life, they could do whatever they wanted to her body. She scratched at her chest, which was becoming quite itchy.
She eyed the alien's breasts and leaned forward, latching onto one of her tits with her lips. She wrapped her hands around a breast and lifted it up from the plastic cup, tugging it towards her through the hole in the partition. She moaned, sucking and tasting the wonderful, creamy liquid.
Eve was startled, looking at her as if she had grown a second head. She stumbled, still trying to follow her script, which she must have spent quite some time preparing. "We've come up with some methods to help the process along, including... mmm... hypnosis, and... mmm... pheromones. Which I'm not currently using! What's wrong with you?"
Morgan let the nipple pop from her lips, savoring the aftertaste of Eve's milk. "What's wrong with you? This is clearly delicious."
Eve gaped, having lost control of the situation. "This isn't how I've been told it works. You're supposed to protest that being turned into a cow is demeaning and refuse. I'm supposed to deploy all the coercive means at my disposal to brainwash you into wanting to become my slave. I feel like we've skipped a few steps."
Morgan chuckled. "Can we just pretend we did all that already? I'd like to keep sucking."
Dumbfounded, Eve just sat and stared at her for a few moments, her lips working.
Shrugging, Morgan grabbed the alien's other breast and began to suck it as well. The more she sucked, the less she remembered. She could pretend to be MU2, with no flashbacks of nasty crashes and broken glass. The new sensations and experiences were blunting the trauma in her mind. Fascinated with the alien, she wasn't as likely to think the bad thoughts.
She blinked, cursing at herself. This was a pink elephant scenario all over again. Just bringing it up was already starting to bring it back.
She licked her lips, the tips of them tingling. She couldn't do this all by herself. She needed some help. Sighing, she lifted her head and looked at the astounded alien. "On second thought, hypnosis or whatever it is you do would probably be a good idea right about now so I can put myself more in the mood."
Eve shut her mouth. "You're right, I'm not doing my duty. I'm so green my own slave has to tell me how to act." She tittered nervously, looking uncertain.
Morgan took pity on her. "Look, you're not doing a bad job, you just got a strange partner. I want to forget my past and be your cow, and you want to do your duty. We can make this work. Really."
Eve's lips stopped trembling, a wicked light glinting in her black sclera. "You're right. I just need to follow my training."
She puffed herself up, resting her hands on the top of the plastic partition. "We'll skip the pheromones, I don't think you need them. What you do need to do is look at my eyes instead of my breasts. Yes, I know they're fascinating. I love playing with them too."
Morgan tried her best to change her locus of concentration, but it was doing no good. She needed more milk. She sucked at the teat, the warmth of the neon green breast flesh touching her lips.
"You're distracted," sighed Eve. "That's no good, we can't Pair like this. I need you to focus. Focus on me. Focus on my face."
She reached her arms across the partition and seized Morgan's head on both sides, tilting her neck up. The tit popped from her lips, and she momentarily regretted its lack, until she looked into Eve's black eyes. Darker than a pit, they sucked her in. She was falling into those eyes, deeper and deeper, falling into the abyss.
She landed, dropping onto a blackened pillow, resting in the center of a comfortable bed, all in black. Two eyes watched her from above, and she watched them. They were enormous. They were her world.
The outline of a mouth opened, a thin line of white in the black. "Drink," the lips said.
Her jaw opened and closed, sucking mindlessly. Thick, clear liquid drained down her throat. Her tongue laved a perfect breast, more liquid trickling into her, filling her with perfection. She was a milk slave. She would be filled with Her milk.
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She opened her eyes, filmy and tired. Her consciousness had wandered for quite some time, giving her dreams of sucking a multitude of tits. Her mouth wanted to keep sucking, her lips pursing with need.
"She's coming out of it now," said a voice, echoing in her head. "Readings are back down to acceptable limits."
A familiar head ducked down into her line of sight, worried black eyes peering at her. Medical equipment beeped in a regular rhythm, monitoring her vital signs.
"How are you feeling, MU2? You gave me a bad scare."
Had something happened to her? The last thing she remembered was taking Eve's breasts between her lips, tasting the most delicious milk she had ever experienced. It would be a shame if it had caused an allergic reaction.
She cleared her throat, a sweet residue in her mouth. "I feel like I've fallen off a cliff. I'm sore all over, especially my breasts."
The older keeper unwrapped a blood pressure cuff from around her arm, grunting. "It's to be expected, you went into Milk Shock. It can happen with newbies who get too much of our milk too fast." She retrieved a small device which had been clamped to her index finger.
MU2 blinked, recognizing this keeper as the first one who had treated her at the facility. The woman wrapped a band around her arm, pulling out a needle. "I need to do some blood tests, but I think you're past the worst of it."
MU2 shuffled, realizing that she was bound to the table. Her hands and wrists were locked in plastic cuffs. She assumed that this was a precaution during her transportation to the clinic, but she wondered at the necessity. Were unconscious cows really that dangerous?
She licked her lips. "What other side effects can I expect?" she asked, the throbbing in her breasts really quite abominable.
"You're out of it now, so nothing more than usual. Increased breast growth and lactation as you process the milk and your body acclimates itself to being a filter."
The alien pulled the needle, having finished her extraction. She pressed a cotton ball into the crook of her arm and taped it in place. Taking the vial, she turned to bring it to a console at the side of the room.
Eve sat in a chair at her side, laying her hands on MU2's arm. "I thought I had fucked everything up," she said, still looking nervous. "I hypnotized you as per protocol, but I let you suckle my breasts too long."
A tear trickled down her cheek. "You looked so cute tugging at my nipple, like a newborn babe!"
She looked away, ashamed. "I forgot my training, this is all my fault."
The older keeper grunted. "You won't do it again, will you?"
Eve shook her head, trembling. MU2 felt awful for her. She was just doing her job, helping MU2 to adapt to being a cow. "You taste excellent," she murmured, "I wanted to drink it all."
Eve laughed, tears streaming. "You certainly did try!"
The older keeper sighed. "The results look good, but there's an oddity here. I need to take this for more testing."
She shot the two of them a severe glance. "She's going to need milking. This would also be a good time to proceed with the next set of injections. She's filled with your milk, so the serum should be extra effective."
Pursing her lips, she snapped the vial into a carrying case. "She didn't experience Milk Rage, so she should be safe to move without restraints, but remember your lessons!"
Eve nodded her head, wiping away her tears, her hands still lying on MU2's arm in a possessive fashion.
"Good. Just don't give her any more of your milk for at least another eight hours. She needs time to finish processing what you've already given her."
"Yes, grandmother," replied Eve, chastised. "I will take good care of my cow."
The older keeper harrumphed. "See that you do." A faint ache of pain crossed her eyes, the corners softening. "They're more fragile than you'd think."
She took her leave, MU2 staring at Eve with intensity. "Grandmother?" she asked.
A thin smile played over Eve's lips. "Surely you don't think we're asexual," she replied. "I have a family, just like you do."
She winked at MU2. "The Farm is run solely by females, however. Motherhood is our business. Our males ensure our society runs, but we ensure our society survives."
MU2 tried to visualize what a male version of Eve would look like, but she blanked looking at her breasts. She wanted to lock her lips on them right now, sucking for all she was worth. She shuddered at the intense desire.
Eve noticed where she was looking and waggled a finger at her. "We're following sage advice. No more drinking my milk until your body finishes processing what it already has."
"What is your grandmother's name?" she grunted, trying to distract her mind from those luscious breasts.
Liquid, incomprehensible syllables poured from the alien's lips. "If you can't handle that, you can call her Nina," she giggled.
A dark shadow fell across MU2's face. "It must be nice having a family," she said, off the cuff. "Both of my folks are dead. Dad was a hard worker, but he died when I was young. Mom tried to pick up the slack, bless her, but her addiction got the best of her in the end."
The familiar pain washed over her, but this time was different. Eve brushed her cheek, removing the solitary tear that had materialized. "It's okay, MU2, you're a part of my family, and I won't ever let you go."
She leaned over MU2 and gave her a hug, turning her head to place it on her chest. MU2 trembled, a little afraid at the idea of being wanted. Eve didn't let go, however, and the warmth of her body quickly became distracting. Her aches increased as her body decided it wanted to go into overdrive, arousal flooding her nether regions.
She wanted it, even if it hurt. Lifting her head from the table, she kissed Eve's head, her mouth receiving a wodge of thick, black hair for her troubles. She coughed, laying back down.
"Of course!" Eve declared. "It's time for your milking!"
She got back up and pressed her hands around one of MU2's breasts, which had swelled in size. A small trickle of white milk beaded on her nipple and she groaned.
Eve took the opportunity to fasten her lips onto MU2's breast, sucking at it forcefully. The tugging sensation of her lips was intense, MU2's hips bucking frantically. It was almost too much for her to bear. She gritted her teeth at the hypersensitivity, a gasp of pleasure escaping her taut mouth.
Eve stood up, licking her lips. "I'd love to continue, but I don't have enough time to suck you dry and inject you, too."
MU2 complained with a low moan, jerking her hips. "I'm so damn swollen," she complained. "I feel like I'm ready to burst."
Eve smirked, pleased. "That's good, it will be easy to expel your processed milk once I get you hooked up."
She worked on her cuffs, unlocking the plastic loops binding her wrists and ankles. "You may sit up now," she declared, moving to the side of the room to wrestle with some more equipment. "I have to get the machine prepped for you."
MU2 sat up, looking around with interest. On the far wall was a console filled with diagnostic displays which the older keeper had been using earlier. There was a sink for washing up, and open cabinets filled with medical supplies. Monitoring equipment on wheels stood near the center of the room, shoved to the side and currently nonfunctional.
Eve was fiddling with a mess of plastic tubing in the corner, looking a bit befuddled. "I wish they provided a manual with these things," she muttered.
MU2's eyes lit up as she recognized the plastic pieces twisted into a pile. These were parts of a milking machine. Eve was going to milk her. Soon.
She ran her fingers over her breasts, feeling their tightness. They were full of milk, ready to be emptied.
Eve was still fumbling with the equipment. "Can I help you?" asked MU2.
"No," replied Eve with a hint of exasperation directed at the jumble. "I tell you what, it would be a big help if you strapped yourself into this milking chair for me.
She patted a piece of furniture sitting next to her. It didn't look like one of the chairs she had been milked in before. This one seemed more adjustable. Probably a requirement when dealing with many different sizes of cows.
Attached to the rear of the furniture was a saddle seat with a series of holes built into the center. In front of that was an adjustable shield with circular holes, built in transparent shelves for breasts. The acrylic was molded in the shape of breast cups, far larger than the current size of her own. The interior of each cup was completed by a round, rubber gasket to make the cup properly air tight once pressed against her chest. It seemed as though most of the furniture in the facility was built around accommodating breasts.
MU2 got to her feet, a little unsteady. Without complaint, she wobbled over to the chair, moving slow to avoid exacerbating her aching joints. She breathed a sigh of relief as she sat in the saddle of the chair, raising her breasts to set them into the transparent, plastic shelves. She shuffled forward, pressing her chest against the rubber gaskets built into the shield. Flush against the form, her head stuck through a semi circular cutout at the top.
Arm rests lifted into position, allowing her to relax into the chair. "There, finally!" declared Eve, moving around in front of MU2 with dangling hoses in hand.
She took each hose and screwed it onto a thin tube that projected from the front of each breast form. These must double as suction and extraction piping. Pressing her tits into the cups, she discovered that the interior was decorated with soft nubs for stimulation. Once the suction was turned on, this was going to turn into quite a party!
Curious, she watched as Eve finished hooking up the equipment. "How are these breast forms made?" she asked. "Are they one size fits all?"
"This form was built specifically for you," she explained. "We took your measurements and created it while you were out. It only takes about fifteen minutes to create one.
She patted her hand against the rectangular top of the form. "They have to be interchangeable to support multiple varieties of cows."
MU2 reached her hands under the transparent frame, pressing her hands against the front of the mold. The material was sufficiently thick that she couldn't feel any sensation through the surface of the breast cups.
"We always build in a fifty percent increase in size to leave room for growth, explained Eve. "Believe me, you'll be surprised at how quickly you'll fill out this volume. You'll need new cups before too long.
She gently placed her hands on MU2's wrists and pressed them down against the arm rests. The backs of her hands pressed into the material with a soft click, a band wrapping around her wrists to strap her down.
Eve reached under the arm rests and clicked a button. They dropped free, forcing her arms to crank downwards at a forty five degree angle before they locked into place. "This will be uncomfortable for a moment," said Eve, "but bear with me."
She pulled a lever on the front form, the entire section rotating forward as it pressed into her chest, requiring her to lean forward. Her saddle seat rotated her hips forward as well, bracing her to relieve any uncomfortable pressure.
They both stopped at a forty five degree angle, her chest pressing into the acrylic. She was locked into the frame, looking directly at Eve's shapely feet, which were dancing around the plastic tubing that dangled from her hands in cute platform boots.
Eve exhaled in frustration, but succeeded in escaping the trap with only a minor stumble. She moved out of MU2's field of view, the rumble of something heavy approaching. "Just a few more moments," mumbled her keeper.
"There!' she declared. "Let's try this!"
A humming sound filled her ears and a sudden pressure tugged at her breasts. A staccato rhythm accompanied the pumping, clicking as the air was drawn through each cup. "It starts out slow," said Eve, her voice raised over the sound of the pump.
"If you tolerate it well, I can increase the intensity."
MU2 nodded, the suction cupping her breasts like a set of tickling hands. It was enough to tease, but not enough to seal her breasts against the form. Air leaked around the cups, causing weird squeaking noises. "More," she said, breathing hard. "I need more suction."
"You got it," said the alien, fiddling with the control dial. "I've always wanted to say that," she said cheerfully as the suction on MU2's breasts intensified.
The gaskets sealed against her chest, applying the full force of the air against her sensitive tits. She bit her lip, suppressing a cry. "Oh yes, that's amazing," she declared, the pressure tight against her nipples. "I can feel it coming, yes, mmm."
Her milk began to release, spraying the front of the cups with her wetness. The pumps sucked the splashed of milk away with efficiency, tyrannically demanding more. She was so packed full that it was a relief to give in, great spurts blasting from her swollen tits.
She was feeling really good now, but the stimulation still wasn't sufficient to send her over the edge. "I want more," she gasped. "I need it!"
"What do you need?" asked Eve slyly.
"I need to cum," declared MU2 without shame. "I need to be fucked so bad, oohhhh."
Her body shock, her tits giving her a miniature orgasm. It was amazing, but unfulfilling. She felt so empty.
Eve chuckled. "I think you're ready for the next step," she declared, pressing a button on her controls.
To MU2's delight, a thick appendage pressed against her vulva from within the seat she was sitting on, squirting lubricating liquid against her inner lips. Her eyes shone with anticipation, pleading Eve to turn it up just a bit more.
Eve obliged, twisting a dial. The thick dildo slid inside her, pumping its girth deep into her vagina. It tilted and vibrated, working her like a pile driver as the suction stepped up yet another notch.
MU2 groaned as Eve set her control box down, walking over to a side counter with her shiny boots. "I don't want to tease you, MU2," her keeper said, "but we do need to get some actual work done."
MU2 wasn't feeling teased; she was getting fucked. Her breasts pressed up against the plastic form as she rocked up and down on the dildo. She moaned freely as the thick length penetrated her to her core. The breast pumps worked her, clicking and popping as they alternated, tugging and sucking as her milk flowed freely.
The combination of sensations was too much for her to bear. She pressed her feet down hard against the floor, bracing herself into the pumping breast form as the dildo reamed her canal. The orgasm came quickly, starting as a tingle in her toes and exploding into full body paroxysms.
"Yes, fuck me, I love being pumped so hard, yes!" she screamed, climaxing.
Eve retrieved the control box and shut the system down, letting Morgan relax, loose in the harness. Endorphins buzzed in her brain, and she rested her bulk against the breast form, breathing hard as she languidly enjoyed the afterglow.
"That was... amazing," she declared, blinking.
The let down came hard, a rush of memories exploding in her mind. Fuck, not that accident again! While she had been distracted by the machine, the suppressing effects of the alien's milk must have been wearing off. She was feeling like Morgan again.
It was so uncomfortable, she started to feel existential dread. She didn't want to be Morgan anymore. She didn't want to remember. She wanted to be MU2. She wanted to be Eve's cow.
Eve hadn't noticed her distress, prepping a long, slender needle. "Steady on, MU2, that's only the first orgasm. I've been told the subsequent ones can get even better after the injections."
Morgan couldn't reply, trapped in a morass of her bad memories, her mouth working as fear replaced pleasure. She didn't even notice the stinging pain that presaged the next set of injections.
Eve worked quickly, jabbing her syringe into Morgan's upper shoulder a second time. "Two more to go," she declared, swapping sides.
Morgan noticed a warmth spreading from her right shoulder, followed by a pinch on her left side with more warmth. The physical sensations banished the memories momentarily, bringing her back to reality as Eve finished the last injection.
"There," she stated. "All done with this series. Your transformation should speed up significantly."
She picked up the control box and toggled the suction pumps, restarting the insistent tugging. She frowned, watching more milk flowing from Morgan's breasts. "I don't understand," she said, confused. "I measure about four ounces extracted so far, but you're still expressing more."
The pumps worked, milk gushing down the plastic tubing. Eve looked a little worried. "This is a bit outside my experience level," she had to admit. "You're not acting like the average cow."
Morgan grimaced. Nothing like being an oddity to make her happy. "I don't know what your average cow is like," she declared, "but I sure don't feel like one right now. While under the influence of your milk, my old life is repressed and I feel more like an animal, but right now I feel like shitty old Morgan, playacting as your livestock."
More milk drenched the tubing, the suction lifting it away. Eve looked at her suspiciously. "That's definitely not normal, either. Our milk has a soporific effect that should keep a cow completely docile during this process. You shouldn't be reverting to your old personality at all."
Morgan groaned. "What can I tell you, it wouldn't be me if I was normal." she grimaced. "Is there anything you can do? My chest is feeling fucking itchy."
Eve frowned. "No, that can't be possible at this stage." She leaned over and looked at Morgan's chest.
The pumps continued to work, squeezing her breast flesh into the cups to extract more milk, but despite the suction the form was slowly rising from her chest. During the next cycle, one of the cups popped off her chest, air sucking wildly through the cup as it tugged at her flesh. The other cup popped free, too, a rush of cool air breezing past her nipples.
Eve realized what was happening and slapped the emergency stop button on the milker, which ceased trying to capture her breasts. She worked the controls, sliding Morgan back into a vertical position. The itching was getting more intense, and she longed to scratch her chest. She moaned, her hands shaking in the restraints.
Eve unlatched the plastic breast form and pulled it out of the frame, not bothering to remove the attached hoses. Setting it aside, she ran her hands down Morgan's chest. "This is highly abnormal," she said in a matter of fact manner.
She grabbed hold of Morgan's flesh and tugged. Morgan groaned, her tender skin protesting the rough handling. Pleasure mixed with pain, arousing her in equal measure.
"Good news, cow. Your second breasts have come in." She kept tugging at Morgan's chest in a milking motion.
"This is happening much quicker than projected, but it's a normal part of the transformation process. Your udder is developing nicely and I expect it will continue to expand at a rapid pace."
Eve ran her hands down the sides of Morgan's new breasts, kneading them. Morgan sighed happily, for the itching had stopped. Eve ran a finger over her new nipples, drawing a sharp gasp from Morgan's lips.
Withdrawing, Eve got to her feet and looked at her speculatively. "I need some advice on how to proceed, you're developing much faster than expected."
She pulled out the control box and cranked the dial up a notch. "A little gift for while I'm away."
She dropped the box and hurried from the room, her chunky platform boots clomping on the tiles. Morgan watched her ankles as she left with appreciation, remarking on how lithe and graceful the alien was.



Her admiration quickly descended to curses as she realized what the alien had done. The dildo in the chair had been joined by a second one pressing at her asshole. Both of them had paused, waiting at the entrance to her vagina and ass. The tips pressed against her, vibrating and turning as they played back and forth.
She tried to move her ass on the chair, but that was unfruitful. No matter how much she tried, there was no penetration to be had. She groaned with frustration.
Her chest felt odd, cool air swirling about her new fleshy projections. Looking down, she was only able to catch the barest hints of her new breasts, hidden below the swell of her upper pair.
Her original breasts had expanded again, growing larger. They had definitely enlarged at least another cup size, larger than she had ever seen before. The creamy skin taunted her, the flesh swelling with even more milk. She rotated her hips back and forth, watching the delightful sway of flesh. She got another glimpse of her new breasts below. They appeared to be about the same size her original breasts were before any treatment. She was filling out so quickly!
She wasn't certain how long she sat there being edged, but it felt like an eternity. She needed to cum so badly. Her body shook, every thought concentrated on the idea of sweet release. The immediacy of the sensations pushed away all other thoughts.
By the time the door cracked open, she was thoroughly distressed, whining with need. "See?" declared Eve. "She's clearly already into phase three, and has told me that she isn't thinking cow thoughts. What could cause this?"
Nina grunted, looking at Morgan as if she was a slab of meat. "She might be an Ultra Milker. They're quite rare, only about one percent of the population, so I'm not surprised they weren't included in your curriculum."
She leaned over and tugged Morgan's lower breasts. Morgan giggled uncontrollably, dismayed by the tickling sensation. "Yes, these need to be milked again already. It's definitely a case of Ultra. You need to throw all of your known measurements and charts out the window, we're in unconventional territory."
"How do you feel?" the older alien asked her, kindly.
"I need to cum," stated Morgan baldly. "I really don't care how special I am at the moment, I just need release so unbelievably badly I can't even express how tense I'm feeling!"
Tears leaked from her eyes. The older keeper looked at her for a few moments, sizing her up. "We'll start a custom treatment plan. Work with the existing symptoms and go from there."
She gave Eve a bright smile. "You have an exceptional milker on your hands."
Eve nodded, but her concerned eyes were only for Morgan. It would have been sweet, if she hadn't felt like she was going to explode. "Please, I need something soon," she declared. "I feel like I'm going to pop."
"Just a moment, MU2, we'll have you sorted shortly." She gestured at Eve, who retrieved the control box.
As Nina rummaged in the cabinet, Eve turned up the stimulation. Morgan sighed with satisfaction as the main dildo slid back inside her snatch, vibrating and thrusting in a regular rhythm.
The invader at her ass pressed inwards as well, pushing inside the muscular wall as it extended deeper. Beyond a certain depth, her ass popped, sucking the hard projection in further. She beared down on its hard presence, rejoicing in the thick feeling of fullness.
The older keeper returned, her hands full with a harness. "This is a portable milker," declared the keeper. "It's better for fast developing cows because we don't have to change out the breast forms."
She looped two straps over Morgan's shoulders, tucking the front of the milk harness over her chest. The harness had four holes built into it, for accommodating four breasts. She snapped a fastener on the rear and cinched the straps tight, securing the harness in place.
The interior of the harness had built in domed plastic cups, which slid into place over her swollen tits. The keeper needed to adjust a few of the buckles to compensate for the differences in breast size between her first and second pairs, but with a little effort she was able to get them fitted snugly.
She snapped new hoses onto circular attachments on the exterior of the cups, plastic tubing flowing down in a thick, spaghetti mess. "There, now, you're all hooked up," declared the keeper. "Eve, I need some suction."
"Yes'm," replied Eve, fiddling with a device in the corner.
Suction returned, a gentle tickling at her breasts as opposed to the harsh suction from earlier. "We need to start gentle," declared the keeper. "Your new tissue isn't quite ready for full pressure milking. We are encouraging it to grow at the moment."
Morgan licked her lips, the pressure of the cups tickling her delightfully as the dildos pulsed in her nethers. "Oh, yeah, that's fucking amazing," she declared, her eyes rolling in her head.
Creamy streams of her milk flowed into the catchment cups, liquid streaking down the plastic tubing. "I see what you mean," declared the keeper. "She's still producing, even after one full session."
She turned to Eve. "How are you feeling? Are you full up as well?"
Eve unsnapped the covers on her latex dress that covered her breasts, opening windows into her voluptuous chest. Her exposed nipples sprung outwards, a small trickle of milk leaking from their tips. She pressed her hands under her swelling mounds, bouncing them in her latex dress. "I'm totally full again," she said with a little surprise. "I was expecting it to take longer."
"Your body is synchronizing with your cow. She drank all you had the last time, so your body is working overtime to fill back up. Another one of the side effects of owning an Ultra cow."
She folded her hands and slid back on the rolling stool. Morgan grunted and moaned, bucking as she experiencing a miniature orgasm from the stimulation. The older keeper appeared unfazed, though Eve looked at her with interest, her black orbs fixed on her spurting breasts.
"Don't worry," Nina said. "I've been around a while, and I've seen this a few times. It's rare, mind you, but not unheard of."
She considered. "As an Ultra, she processes and filters your milk faster than a regular cow. We can forgo the regular safety protocol, I think."
She waved at Eve. "Come, take my place. Let's see how she tolerates a limited feeding."
Eve sat down, taking her spot eagerly. It didn't seem possible, but her voluptuous breasts appeared to have swelled even larger, straining through the latex portholes in her garment. Her nipples were stiff, winking at Morgan from within wide, rounded circles of pink flesh. It should have looked out of place in a sea of neon green, but all Morgan felt was a deep hunger for more.
Eve wheeled herself forward, hesitating as she nestled her bosom against Morgan's pumping breasts. Morgan wiggled on the stimulation, gasping as the dildos whirred. "I need your milk," she husked, eyes fixed on the erect nipples. "I need it so badly, you don't even know.".
Eve sighed. "Start slowly," she declared. "I don't wish to injure you."
She adjusted the chair, raising until she towered over the milking cow. She tucked a breast on top of a suckling suction pump, her tender flesh jiggling from the vibration.
Morgan let out a long sigh, thrusting her head forward to seize one of Eve's nipples in her teeth. Her keeper chuckled, supporting her breasts with her hands as Morgan worked the teat. "What an eager cow you are!" she declared, biting her lip to show how badly Morgan's actions were affecting her.
"Suck my tit, yes," Eve exhorted, pressing in closer.
Her large orb smashed against Morgan's face, filling her mouth with moist flesh. A spurt of creamy milk splashed onto her tongue, the sweet, viscous liquid coating the interior of her cheeks.
She hadn't been conscious for the last drinking session, and she was eager to do her mistress justice. She drank. As fast as she could, plying the nipple with her lips to encourage even more lactation.
She stared at her keeper's neck line, marveling that such an alien body could support such marvelous breasts. The purple latex of her dress flexed as Morgan sucked, falling under the thrall of her mistress' sweet milk.
Her lips popped from a nipple. She tugged at the tip with her teeth, daring Eve to bring herself in even closer. Eve chuckled and stroked the back of her head, pulling away.
Eve watched her carefully, her eyes searching Morgan's face closely. Morgan protested, her lips working. She wanted more!
"Hold on for a moment, cow," said Eve. "I don't want to poison you a second time."
"I wouldn't worry too much," said the older keeper. "The first overdose may have been an error on your part, but her transformation should go smoothly from here on out."
She cracked a smile. "See? She's still begging for more. This just confirms the odd results I saw on her blood test. I doubt you'll be able to overdose her again. I'm so confident of this fact that I'm going to leave you two alone."
She walked towards the door, giving Eve a sidelong glance. "This one is valuable, make sure you Pair with her properly. Losing her to Milk Madness would be a waste."
Eve brushed her off, her eyes only for MU2.
"Let's even this out, shall we?" she declared.
She shuffled to the left, presenting her right nipple to MU2's voracious lips. MU2 commenced sucking again, swirling her tongue around her keeper's areola. This was perfect; she was fulfilling her purpose as a cow.
She felt the urge swelling inside her. Yes, it was appropriate. She mooed, vibrating her lips against Eve's nipple. Her keeper laughed, breasts jiggling against MU2's face. She brushed back her delicate hair tendrils, which had gotten in the way after her laughter.
"Come along, now, MU2, if you keep doing that, you'll have difficulty finishing. I want you to drain me completely dry."
MU2 wanted that too, very much so. She needed to get serious about extracting all of her milk. She leaned back forward and locked her lips on her mistress' tit, swirling her tongue around her areola as she suckled.
She tried to match a similar rhythm to that of a mechanical milker, moving her lips in time with her throat. The dildo rammed inside her, wobbling with tremendous force as she nursed. The milk began to follow again, coating her mouth and throat with the alien's thick paste.
Eve wrapped her hands around her breast, manually pressing at the base to enhance MU2's suction. She was breathing hard, too. "Yes, take my milk, cow, turn it into my favorite drink, mmm. You look so delicious when you're bound like my slave, you're going to grow huge udders to satisfy me."
The words permeated MU2's milking stupor, and she redoubled her efforts, sucking and bucking for all she was worth. Her throat was choked with the milky substance, bulging as she swallowed down as fast as it could be produced.
"Oh, yes, look at those eyes, what a good little cow."
She grabbed the back of MU2's head and jammed it into her chest, pressing her face against her spongy breasts. MU2 suddenly found there was more than she could handle, the nipple slipping from her lips. Milk splattered over her face, marking her as her mistress' milk slave.
"Fuck, that feel so good," declared the alien, shaking with an orgasm as her milk sprayed from her tits. "I can't even imagine what it's going to be like after we get you bred."
MU2 moaned herself, the mess dribbling down her chin as the dildos brought her over the edge. Endorphins blasted her brain as she writhed, vibrating her entire body against Eve's chest.
She bucked on their thick, throbbing presence, her pelvic muscles gripping them mercilessly. Fortunately, as she crested the high, they began to wind down, withdrawing into the seat. This was for the best, as she wasn't certain she could take any more stimulation.
She blinked dully, her face a mess. By the narrowest of margins, the spraying milk had missed her eyes, but some of it was dripping down her cheeks.
Her mistress brought over a towel and wiped her face, apologizing. "I'm so sorry!" she declared, flustered. "I got too carried away. This shouldn't have happened, but that was so fucking hot!"
MU2 waited to be cleaned up, frowning as Eve worked down her neck. She couldn't think very well while under the influence of her keeper's milk, but something the alien had said was bothering her.
"What did you mean by bred?" she asked, giving Eve an intense stare.
Eve laughed nervously. "That was just a spur of the moment thing, I didn't really mean it. I mean, you don't need... don't have to if you don't want to."
MU2 turned the idea over in her mind, slowly. Her thoughts were like sludge, stacking on top and interfering with each other. The idea of doing as her mistress commanded was intoxicating, but this wasn't a direct command from her.
She had never wanted children before, and after the accident, she desired it even less. Bringing someone into her shitty world was not an option. Doing it here at the Farm didn't seem like a much better idea.
Steeling her resolve, she stared at Eve seriously. "No, I don't think it's a good idea," she said, going silent.
Eve was flustered. She put away the towel, looking away from her charge. "I didn't mean to push you into it," she said, carefully folding the fabric into a neat square before tossing it into a bin.
"You don't hate me, do you? It just seemed like a sexy thing to say." She turned and looked at MU2, her eyes wide.
MU2 felt hollow. It wasn't Eve's fault, she didn't know her past. "My first child was a miscarriage," she explained.
She stared straight ahead, looking at nothing in particular. Under the influence of Eve's milk, her emotions were deadened. That was good, she could get through this without crying.
"My second was aborted," she continued. "I couldn't afford to bring her up while we were on the run. It turns out I couldn't afford to not bring her up, either."
The emotions were rushing in, despite her best efforts. "My last mistake was killing a girl's mother in a traffic accident. I can see her now, crying for her dead mother. It reminded me of my dead child, crying for me. Crying that I can't seem to forget."
Her lips wobbled. How had she gone from arousal to despair so quickly? "That is why I don't want another. I fuck up everything I touch."
Eve's expression shifted from fear to pity, but MU2 waved her off. "I don't need your sympathy," she stated. "I just want to make things right."
Eve closed the distance between them, getting down on her knees. She wrapped large hands behind MU2's head and looked her in the eyes, sharing her sadness. "If you ever change your mind, I'm here for you. Seriously."
She kissed MU2 on the nose. The affection sprung forth a well of tears from MU2 and she began to blubber. "She was so young," she cried. "There was nothing I could do."
"I know," replied the alien, wrapping her arms around her cow. "You're here now. Everything will be okay."
She triggered a switch on the seat, unlocking MU2's arms and legs. She pulled her out of the chair with effortless strength, cradling MU2 in her arms. The flood gates broke, and MU2 began to cry in earnest. Nobody in her life had ever cared so much about her before. She had never believed anyone ever would.
Rocking her back and forth, Eve continued to talk in a level manner. "I can't really relate, I'm afraid. I grew up with a relatively privileged life. It's abhorrent that in this galaxy bad things can happen to good cows like you."
MU2 weeped openly, her head tucked into Eve's breasts. It was comforting to be held, but she also needed to cry. She had never really processed the losses before, refusing to acknowledge all the mistakes she had made.
"I don't know what harsh realities you faced in your world, but none of that exists at the Farm. Children are well taken care of, in a section separate from the rest of the facility. They are raised jointly, by the staff and by Paired couples. We've been doing this for quite some time, and there's quite a thriving community that lives here. I don't know of anybody opting to leave, but those who haven't been committed for life, like you, are free to go. Nobody bothers, though. The Farm is good to us. We provide a valuable service to our society."
The explanation didn't change MU2's mind, but it did serve to allow her emotions to cool. She hiccuped, coughing, her throat sore. Eve patted the back of her head and helped her up. "You're a disaster! Let's clean you up!"
MU2 looked around, concerned about the mess they had made on the floor. "Oh, don't worry about that," declared Eve. "The staff will clean it up. That's why most of the floors in the Farm are made of tile."
She grabbed MU2's arm, navigating her through the rest of the equipment in the room as they approached the door. MU2 stumbled, unbalanced. Eve held her arm, making sure she didn't fall. MU2 made a dismayed noise. She was not used to dealing with the extra weight of her additional breasts!
The corridor outside was mostly clear, but there were a few alien and human couples passing by. MU2 watched them with curiosity, making unconscious comparisons to herself. The nearest cow that passed them did so with dull eyes, clearly coming from her own session with her keeper.
Slack jawed, this cow hadn't yet developed her second set of breasts, but there were small buds of flesh which indicated they were on the way. Her frame was petite, reducing the size of the breasts she would be able to support, even when fully transformed.
Her keeper was the exact opposite of her charge, the shortest alien MU2 had seen. The alien had opted for a hot pink bodysuit, her breast flaps tucked shut around her swollen teats. The alien's hand rested on her cow's neck.
They both looked quite comfortable in this pose, the cow being led by her keeper as if it was a natural state of affairs. As they approached, the keeper halted, her cow stopping as well. "It's good to see you, Eve," declared the alien, in a tone that suggested it wasn't. "I see you have a new candidate with you. Have you Paired yet?"
Eve clenched her lips. "Hello, 'Heather,'" she said, purposefully avoiding using the alien's actual name. "I see you've found yourself a new plaything."
The other alien laughed. "Oh, this is not just some fling."
She took her hand from her cow's neck and showed her palm to Eve. A circular symbol was imprinted into her hand, broken up into sections like a sliced pie. "I have found my Pair. She completes me."
She laid the back of her hand against her cow, framing a similar symbol on the back of her cow's neck. Mirrored sections of the pie were filled in on the cow, forming a complete whole when the keeper's hand laid across her neck. She flipped her hand over, pressing the tattoos together. Her cow shivered with delight.
"We are one," she declared, her skin glowing with health.
She looked over MU2 like a shark. "This one looks well developed," she said. "Have you decided to use one of the generic filter cows to fulfill your needs? How long have you been searching for a Pair?"
Eve's eyes flashed. "At least I didn't pay a criminal to find a candidate."
Heather shrugged. "It worked, didn't it? I found my new slave, and it didn't take all that long." She stroked the back of her cow's neck. The cow learned into her hand, enjoying the attention.
"If what you enjoy is buying somebody's love, I suppose that will have to do for you. Come, MU2."
She wrapped her large hand possessively around MU2's neck, pushing her down the hallway. MU2 didn't protest at the treatment, but her curiosity was piqued. The animosity between the two was raw; they must have been rivals for quite some time.



"Just remember, after your twentieth, those who have not Paired never will." A cruel chuckle followed them down the hallway.
"What does she mean by that?" asked MU2, dragging her feet.
Eve sighed. "If I don't Pair soon, I'll be demoted. I won't be a keeper candidate any more and I'll lose all my social standing. Our society unfortunately has a strict caste system, and I would end up a menial, unable to live on my own without the largess of others. "
She looked at MU2. "That's why it's so important we make this work. Otherwise, you may be sent to the stockade with the other cows, despite how good a milker you are."
MU2 hesitated. "What exactly does Pairing entail? It can't just involve fancy tattoos."
"No," sighed Eve. "It's considerably more than that. It's a physical connection, a commitment. If you Pair with me, you become my primary feeder. Milk processed through a pair bond is healthier, and will give me significantly more power."
She chewed at her lip. "I won't be able to drink the milk from any other cow without terrible side effects. You will still be able to purify the milk from other keepers, but I won't be drinking generic, processed milk without major difficulty. Without your support, I will wither away to a husk of what I currently am."
MU2 halted, forcing her keeper to stop as well. She peered up at her worried face, and decided she was cute. "I sense this is why you've had issues finding someone to trust in the past."
She paused, nodding. "It will also significantly help my family politically. I've been considered useless up until now, because it's been so long since a potential match has been found. I've been looking for someone suitable for years, and it's so close to the time of Abandonment that my family has begun losing hope."
MU2 started walking again, letting Eve direct her. "After all this time, why did you decide to trust me, a common criminal? Surely there was a better candidate."
Eve grimaced. "There was one other, but as you can tell, I've had... issues. We got heavily involved with each other, but when I was about to make the decision, she backed out and decided to go with someone else."
Her face darkened. "She became Heather's first victim, and she was never the same afterwards. I couldn't trust her any longer, and Heather had broken her. She was only fit to become a generic filter cow."
She steered MU2 to the left, down a shorter corridor that terminated in a locker room. "I didn't have any prospects, so they sent me here to serve under my grandmother as their final option."
MU2 had no need to strip out of any clothing, and Eve didn't seem to want to. She propelled her straight into a shower, turning her around to stand in the middle of a square, tiled box.
MU2 took some time to process her thoughts, while Eve gathered the soap and a water wand. This was literally the last chance for both of them. Neither of them had anywhere else to go. Far from being sloppy seconds, MU2 was a lifeline that could save this girl from a lifetime of mediocrity. She could help her to attain her goals, and in the process, solve her own problems. A new road opened out before her, spreading off into the distance. She could finally see a future for herself, a world where her entire existence did not require her to lock herself away.
The tears began to flow at the same time Eve turned on the water, thankfully hidden under the heavy spray. Grateful for the coincidence, she lifted her arms outwards to give Eve better access.
Eve sponged off her head and neck, rinsing her down with the wand. "Does that feel good, MU2? I can turn up the temperature if you need it."
"No," she said, hoarse.
She turned her back to present her shoulders to her keeper. She was expecting to be washed, but instead Eve pressed her body up against MU2, reaching under her shoulders to wrap her soapy hands around MU2's upper breasts. She worked them gently, tugging her flesh out and massaging them as she soaped them up.
When they had been well and truly washed, she lathered up her hands on MU2's back, returning to work on her second set of breasts, which were still in the process of growing.
MU2 shook back and forth, excited. "I love how they feel when you touch them, but they're already filling up again."
Eve tugged at her nipples. "Don't worry, your storage capacity is increasing. Soon you will have a full udder, able to process all the milk I can produce and more. You'll be a true cow. I can only imagine how happy that will make you feel."
She walked her hands down MU2's front, rubbing them over her belly button. "You'll need to hold it in for now, I'm afraid. It's against regulations to waste milk, so I can't jerk you off here."
MU2 chuckled at the odd turn of phrase. She groaned as Eve worked her hands through her nether regions and down her legs. Her keeper worked quickly, efficiently cleaning her feet and working her way up MU2's back.
"What comes next?" she asked.
Her recent emotional stress was still raw, and she was looking forward to spending more time with Eve. She realized that it was the only thing she had looked forward to in ages.
"Paperwork and administrative for me, I'm afraid. Our time together is almost up for now. I have to put you back in with your new herd."
She lathered up MU2's neck, working the injection sites with her fingers. MU2 moaned, surprised at how sensitive that area was. Eve lingered there for a moment, but with a final rinse she was finished. The job complete, she smiled at her cow, who was shivering, droplets dribbling from her body.
Eve traced a finger around MU2's waist, and took a step back, taking her in. "Your coloration is filling out," she declared, pleased. "You've earned your spots a month ahead of schedule!"
MU2's view of her body was hampered by her multiple breasts, but she did notice that her skin color had faded, as if she had been bleached. "Does every cow have a different color?" she asked. She wasn't going to look anything like the cow she had met earlier, MA8.
"Yes, the combination of your color and secondary spots are unique. It's completely by chance. It looks like you're going to be white with black spots, a coloration associated with extremely high milk production."
"Stand still, cow," declared Eve. "You may want to close your eyes for the drying cycle."
A stream of air flowed from the top of the shower stall into the floor below, through vents. The air flow increased, stripping the water from her flesh. A great downward pressure held her against the floor, her lips moving uncontrollably as the air ramped up to high speed.
The cycle was mercifully short, the shifting wind dropping away almost immediately. MU2 blinked, realizing she was completely dry. What a convenient system!
Eve sighed. "Time to go, cow. I have work to do, and you need to get reacquainted with the other members of your new herd."
MU2 wasn't too happy at the idea of being put back into a cell with the pirates, but she had little choice. She expressed her displeasure by frowning and crossing her arms under her new breasts.
"I know, MU2, but there isn't much choice. There's always more work to do."
She wrapped her hand around MU2's neck and guided her out of the stall. The warmth of her fingers and palm against the back of her neck was comforting. It was increasingly feeling like the most natural state of affairs to her. She would do as Eve commanded, without too much protest, even if that required she sit through a few more hours with the bad tempered pirates.
As they walked from the shower block, she refocused back on her goal. Settling into her role as a cow, she found herself becoming increasingly nonverbal, but there were still questions she wanted answered. "How many more injections will be needed before I am deemed a full cow?" she asked.
Eve hummed as she pushed MU2 along. "You've had eight so far. The actual number required is variable, but most cows on average need about twenty. I suspect you'll need less, but it's hard to know exactly how many until we determine that you're fully producing. That number is averaged across a week of milkings after a set of injections."
"Based on known averages and breast volume, the injections continue until your milk production stops increasing. After that point, nothing further will be required to maintain your status."
MU2 shook with excitement. Her teats jiggled as she marched, the bottom ones still growing. They might be large enough to fill the milking cups! She couldn't wait until all four were the same size. The milker would feel amazing!
Her feet continued to walk, taking multiple corners and side passages. She would never be able to navigate the facility on her own, and that was fine by her. Her job was to drink and to milk, not to be intelligent. The focus served to calm her down, suppressing her churning brain so that she could think rationally.
She had stepped over the edge of acceptance some time ago. She no longer aspired to be anything more than a high production milking cow. By being passive, she was helping. Her future had been planned out for her.
They made yet another turn, ending up in a cell block similar to the one she had been in before. The windowed walls were the same, but the equipment inside was quite different.
MU2 was filled with curiousity when she saw a row of saddle-like projections fitted to the back wall of the room instead of the milking suction cups from her previous cell. Nobody was using them at the moment, but she could feel her breasts swelling with each breath and she hoped that they could be used to milk her in some fashion.
A crowd of women were huddled together at the side of the room, arms locked shoulder to shoulder in a deep discussion. They were likely trying to figure out a way to escape, still. That thought was far from MU2's mind. She was turning into a cow rapidly, physically and mentally, and she loved it. If these women were still resisting, she would just have to make them love it too by being a perfect role model.
Eve pushed her into the airlock, letting her possessive hand go reluctantly. MU2 wasn't pleased about the state of affairs either. She turned to look at Eve, giving her doe eyes. Eve shrugged her shoulders. "Have a good evening, MU2, I'll see you in the morning, after the next rest cycle."
She pressed the hatch button, and the wall rotated. MU2 turned to face the inner door, ready to face the hostile occupants. She stepped to the side, being careful to look both ways for an ambush as she entered the chamber, but there was nobody lying in wait.
It was too bad, she had almost hoped to teach Kylie a lesson about what it meant to be a cow. She would bend her over and milk her by hand, forcefully. If she was a good cow, she'd allow her to drink some of her milk, fresh from her udder.
She grinned at the fantasy. The others would never let her do it, of course, but it was fun to imagine. The amusement faded as she saw the group of pirates, still huddled.
There were only four of them, the fifth sitting on the ground. Upon closer examination, she realized the sitting one was Daisy. Perhaps out of misguided concern, she approached the gathering.
"What's going on? Is Daisy okay?"
Kylie turned to stare at her, eyes a million miles away. "No, and I'm not either."
She clenched her fists. "I'm so angry at what they've done to Daisy, I need to punch something."
Before she could approach MU2, Ashley grabbed her arms and pulled her back. "Just calm down," came the muscled girl's twang. "She's not our enemy here."
Kylie vibrated in place, but let herself be handled. "I know she isn't, but I feel so angry!" she declared. "Can you feel it? It's like a buzz of bees swirling around my head!"
She pressed her hands against her temples and grunted. "I don't know what's wrong with me!"
Raising an eyebrow, MU2 looked at Daisy, who by all accounts was relaxing lazily on the ground. She didn't appear to be in any particular distress, but her body had been altered further.
Her second set of breasts was starting to come in, filling out her udder nicely. She worked her lips, chanting under her breath while she played with her tits. Small spurts of milk dribbled down her flesh, making her front a mess. Her body had gone pale, like MU2's. Perhaps they'd be twins?
MU2 kneeled, grabbing Daisy by the shoulder to examine the back of her neck. Natalia reached down to stop her, but MU2 had already satisfied her curiosity.
"She hasn't been Paired," she announced. "Nobody has claimed her yet."
"What the fuck does that mean?" asked Natalia. "What the shit is going on here?"
Her anger was misdirected, but understandable. MU2 sat on the floor, stroking the other cow. "The literal truth is in front of your eyes," she explained.
"We're being turned into cows." She ran a tongue over her lips, shuddering in pleasure as she caught a taste of her mistress' milk.
"They're injecting us to filter their milk and increase our milk production. I'm pretty confident the drugs also have a hypnotic effect."
She looked at the pirate crew, one by one. All of them had swollen breasts, worked on by a milker, but Daisy was much farther along than most of them. She had embraced the process, like MU2 had. She would be a proper cow before any of the rest of them. Good.
"Look at what they've done to me," she declared. "I'm nobody special, and in the span of a day I'm already transitioning into a heavy milker."
She ran her hands over her breasts. "I love being a cow. I feel great."
She moved her hands to help out Daisy, who was rubbing her clit with abandon. MU2 placed her hands under Daisy's second set of breasts, cupping and massaging them. "Daisy agrees, don't you Daisy?"
Daisy hummed, a smile fixed to her face. She said nothing, continuing to work her snatch. Eight purple dots decorated her shoulders, just like her. They must have her on the accelerated plan as well.
Natalia didn't try to stop her. She was looking off into the distance, trying hard not to touch her own sensitive nipples. "This explains a lot," she said, her brain working.
"Yes," replied MU2. "Daisy doesn't have a tattoo on the back of her neck. She hasn't been Paired to a keeper, yet."
Ashley walked over, sitting with one of her knees touching the floor. "What exactly does that mean?" she asked.
"I don't know everything about it, but once you've been Paired, you belong to that keeper for the rest of your time at the facility, which might be forever depending on your sentence."
She smiled. "My keeper's name is Eve," she declared. She looked down at Daisy, who was vibrating from her self induced orgasm. "What is the name of your keeper?"
Daisy's eyes focused for the first time since MU2 had entered the room. "Moo?" came the first words from her lips.
MU2 patted her face, giving her the time she needed to process the question. Daisy blinked, relaxing. "She said her name was Nora," she replied hoarsely. "I couldn't pronounce her real name. She fed me her nipples and I drank from them." She looked away, face red. "I drank a lot. It was so tasty!"
"Don't worry," said MU2, "I love drinking my mistress' milk, too."
"Don't worry?" came a sharp interjection. "How can I not?"
MU2 had expected Kylie, but this time it was Iris who interrupted. Her face was a bright red, her small breasts only slightly enlarged.
"Look at us!" she declared. "I don't remember what my name used to be. All I want to do is to be strapped into that milking harness again and be fucked by a machine until my mind goes away. Each time they stick a needle into me, I want to be a cow even more. Don't tell me that this is normal!"
Natalia grunted and held out a hand. "I sympathize, I really do. This just makes it even more imperative that we find a way out of here before they're able to alter us further."
"But first..." she groaned. "I need to be milked again, my breasts are getting so full I can't properly think."
"Shit," said Ashley. "They just milked us. If they keep us like this constantly, we won't have enough time to figure something out before we're all cows."
"I know," moaned Natalia, "but if I don't get milked soon, I won't be able to think about anything but my large, milky breasts." She weighed her swollen tits, letting the enlarged globes of flesh wobble as she let them go. Two purple dots decorated her shoulders on each side.
MU2 smiled a secret smile at Daisy, who returned it with an involuntary moan. Any plans they made would have to wait. It was time for milking.
She helped Daisy off the floor, stumbling with her to individual stalls built into the wall. Daisy shook off her arm with a bright smile, a hand lingering on her shoulder for a moment. It was probably just her imagination.
Kylie shouted and punched a wall, drawing everyone's attention. "Fuck this," she said. "I'm going to figure out a way to escape myself."
MU2 shrugged. Kylie's attitude wasn't her problem to solve. She turned back to the saddle-like devices mounted on the wall, licking her lips. Her thighs were wet, ready for more milking.
She wasn't sure how to operate these new devices. However, Daisy, with a clearer mind after her orgasm was the first of them to figure it out. "They're like chairs!" she declared, skipping over to the projections mounted to the wall.
She took a seat, spreading her legs to the side as her butt squeezed into the arched shape of the saddle. She laid against the wall, which was coated with a smooth, black cushion.
As soon as her back hit the wall, something clicked on. Her eyes brightened, wet, as a dildo slid from the saddle and plugged itself into her snatch. She pressed her fingers against her clit, rubbing vigorously. "Fuck, that feels amazing," she declared, her body vibrating from the assault.
Panels opened up, sliding out of the way to reveal an enclosed alcove. The chair tilted backwards, bringing mounted Daisy along with it. Arm rests slid out as the saddle pulled her to the rear, giving her a comfortable surface to lay on. Her moans got louder as she slid backwards into the wall, the dildo pounding her pussy in an unending stream.
The panels locked shut. Her screams of delight were muffled by the insulation on the interior of the chamber, but she was clearly having a great time. MU2 looked at the next station, staring at the saddle it sported. She knew what she wanted. She knew what she needed.
Turning around, she backed up to the saddle, determined to find out what Daisy was experiencing. Just as she was about to mount it, Kylie grabbed her hand, preventing her from sitting. "What game are you playing?" she asked, with an intense gaze. "Are you a plant? You don't seem to care about escaping at all."
"No, I don't work for them," MU2 replied, frowning. "I just want to be a cow." Her face expanded into a wide grin. Her eyes wandered and she stared into the distance, thinking about being milked.
Kylie gave her a look of disgust, and let go. "You're not a traitor, you're just a cow lover."
MU2 shrugged. "Maybe I don't feel like struggling against the inevitable. Maybe it's our fate to be a proper herd of cows."
"I don't believe that," replied Kylie, backing away. She turned to Natalia. "What do you think we should do?"
Natalia walked up to one of the saddles and examined it. She paused, trying to think. "I really want to say no, but my breasts are saying yes."
She fondled her fake boobs, sighing and closing her eyes as small squirts of milk expressed themselves from her tits. "I could stand here for hours trying to get all the milk out, or I could sit on this chair, get fucked, and enjoy myself."
She turned to look at the rest of them. "I don't plan on denying myself some pleasure to pass the time. You all can make your own decisions, but I need to release this pressure before I lose my mind."



"You're crazy if you think this will help. I'm not doing it," declared Kylie, backing away into a corner, her arms crossed.
She looked hollow, eyes red. She frowned as Natalia sat on one of the saddles, the cobra tattoo on her chest flexing. "Don't be silly," Natalia said. "The alternative is to do nothing, and be punished. Remember, we're only playing by their rules for a short time period."
Her eyes rolled as the dildo speared her vagina. She smiled. "I won't say it doesn't feel wonderful, though." She moaned as the chair lifted her into a pod, flicking her red nails at Kylie.
MU2 watched as the rest of the pirate crew followed suit. Iris chewed her lip, rocking back and forth as her own dildo entered her snatch. Ashley grunted as she bore down on her dildo, her muscles bulging as she worked her pelvis. Both of them slipped into the wall, one after the other.
Kylie sat against the wall, alone. MU2 couldn't help but feel pity for the lone holdout, and gave her a smile as she widened her hips to welcome the incoming dildo.
"All your friends have decided they'd rather be fucked and milked than sit out here by themselves." The dildo slid all the way in, pressing into her depths. "You may think that makes you the strongest of them all. But who is stronger? The one who subjects themselves to trials and comes through them unchanged, or the one who bends without breaking? Consider that before you do something rash."
Her legs lifted into the air, the saddle carrying her into her own pod. The panel slid shut, mercifully cutting her off from the angry pirate. She huffed with pleasure. Finally, some time for herself, without having to deal with the fickle personalities of others!
Her body truly relaxed for the first time since she had arrived at the facility. Safe in her little alcove, she bumped her hips up and down, leisurely enjoying the girth of the dildo. The ceiling was only a foot or two away from her face, her tiny box lit by a bright array of mesmerizing lights. Her eyes followed a fascinating pattern circling around the perimeter.
The lights flashed, whiting out her vision as suction cups descended into place, dropping over her quad breasts with a gentle bump. She moved one of the cups that had landed awkwardly, settling it into the proper position for suction to commence.
The milk she had drunk from her keeper earlier had been filtered by her cow body and was ready to be milked from her breasts. She wrapped her hands around the top two breast cups and pressed them down firmly, her flesh pressing into the plastic cups as the vacuum ramped up.
The suction felt loose on her lower breasts, so she moved her hands down to give the pumps some help. A little bit of pressure and they popped into place, sucking with a soft clicking sound. The regular rhythm of the suction was soothing, draining her udder with efficiency.
She was giving her milk to the machine, the liquid being sucked away through tubes to an unknown storage tank. Would her keeper be drinking this milk? Her own milk, filtered through the body of her slave cow? The creamy liquid decorating her lips and sliding down her throat?
She clenched her thighs, imagining her milk splashing onto her keeper's breasts, white and sticky, ready for her to vacuum up with her soft mouth. Was it her imagination, or were her lips getting plumper? She sucked on her index finger, pressing her lips into an 'O' shape. Yes, they did seem like they had gotten bigger.
Eve would be unable to resist her new body the next time they met. She would make sure her next visit would be unforgettable. She would suck on her mistress' teats until they were raw sore, rubbing her udder against her body.
The dildo thrummed inside her, causing her breasts to spasm, letting more milk spurt into the cups.
The lights dimmed. Her body jerked as she orgasmed in the dark.
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MU2 wasn't certain how often she orgasmed, her body floating in blackness. White noise filled the small chamber, reinforcing deep truths her subconscious already knew. She was a cow. She would produce more milk and increase her production.
At some point the pleasure ceased and she drifted off to sleep, the machinery automatically detaching itself. She dreamed of massaging her breasts, streams of milk flowing into rivers and lakes. Everyone around came down to the shore and remarked upon her prodigious output, marveling at how thick and creamy it was.
Some adventurous ones kneeled and scooped a handful of the liquid into their mouths, swooning at the taste. She smiled, watching them with a motherly gaze, wanting to wrap her arms around them and sweep them into her bosom.
A small hand pressed at her hip. "Mommy, mommy," the small child said, smiling at her. "I like you."
Her fantasy shattered, dredging her past back up. She was Morgan again. Shit.
By now the cycle had become clear. While she was full of Eve's milk, there was room for nothing else but her adoration for the keeper. Once she had processed the milk and it had been extracted, the altered state of mind wore off and she had to face her old fears and regrets once more.
The more she ran, the more the memories chased her. She needed to face them and banish those inner demons, but she wasn't sure how. How could she possibly make up for the lives she had ruined?
The wall panel at her feat creaked open, artificial light flooding the chamber. She took a deep breath and held back sobs, working to suppress her emotions again. That was her only solution for now. It was a poor one, but she couldn't break down in front of the others.
The chair she was laying on slid forward, rotating down to set her on her feet. She blinked, eyes tearing up while they adjusted to the new light levels. Nothing had changed. She was still stuck here, and she still wasn't a proper cow.
She groaned, stretching her back as she stood. The extra weight from her new breasts was going to be hard to get used to. She slid a hand around the bottom of their expanse, noting that they had grown slightly during the night. The stimulation didn't bring any pleasure, however. She felt drained rather than energized, thirsty for more alien milk.
"Are you all feeling more rational now?" came an angry voice.
Kylie was sitting against the wall, arms folded around her breasts. Her angular face and harsh shadows from the overhead lighting made her look gaunt.
She looked up and Morgan gasped. The redness around her eyes had spread, infusing her cheeks with inflamed veins. Her irises were tinged with the color, lending her an air of madness. She rubbed her hands up and down her arms, as if she was cold. Small pinpricks of milk dotted her nipples.
She leapt to her feet, pacing. "I've got to get out of here, we've all got to get out of here. It's almost too late, we're turning into cows, we'll be their cows." The mumbling seemed out of control.
Natalia approached her, holding out her hands. After her night in the milking booth, her breasts hadn't increased in size nearly as much as Morgan's, but she wasn't an Ultra. She flicked her eyes to Daisy, who was having as many problems as her with her enormous breasts. She suspected, but wasn't yet sure whether Daisy was also another Ultra. Statistically, the odds were low, but it was possible.
Natalia hadn't yet come into her full coloration, but her skin was darkening, the same as Iris and Ashley. Nothing like Daisy's pale skin. If she looked closely she could see dark blotches forming on the cow's arms and belly. Like Morgan, her body was taking to the transformation quickly.
She was getting distracted. Kylie had backed away from Natalia, refusing to be comforted. "Gotta get away," she muttered. "Can't stay, can't be a cow. Can't let them get into my head."
Natalia dropped her arms, looking cool and refreshed. "I really wish you had joined us," she said. "Without all their drugs mucking up my system I can think much clearer." She turned to the others. "How is it going for the rest of you?"
"I'm fine," replied Iris, looking at the floor, hands on her hips.
Daisy mooed and played with her beasts. "I feel fantastic," she said. "I can't wait for my next milking session."
Kylie ran over and grabbed her by the shoulders. "That's the problem, don't you see? You're losing who you are to them!"
Spittle dribbled from her lips as her grip tightened. "When was the last time you thought about anything else? About... us?"
Daisy stared at her, gasping. "You're hurting me, ouch!"
"Stop frightening her, Kylie," declared Ashley, who had moved into position to lay a warning hand on her arm. "Threatening her isn't going to solve anything."
Kylie rocked Daisy back and forth, then let go, tears of frustration running from her eyes as she cradled her head in her hands. "I'm the only one, the only one," she repeated, swaying as she walked away.
Morgan had never seen anything like this before. The lack of milking was driving her mad! She cast around, trying to figure out how she could contact the keepers. There didn't seem to be any provision made for emergencies. They might have to tackle her to keep her from injuring any of the other cows in the herd.
A small smile graced her lips. She was already thinking of them as fellow cows, in her herd. If only they thought the same! It wouldn't be long perhaps, until they did. They could have so much fun together!
A chime echoed throughout their cells. "M-U-2," please enter the airlock. Your presence is requested."
Kylie laughed, a high pitched, unbalanced warble. "Can they figure out the difference between two different cows? Let's find out!"
She rushed the airlock before anyone could react, entering the small room and standing on the platform. To Morgan's surprise, the door rolled shut behind her.
They must have recognized her as being crazy, and were taking her out of the cell to get her away from the rest of the herd. Weren't they?
"Does anybody else think she's off her rocker?" offered Morgan. "Anyone?"
Ashley shrugged. "She's under a lot of stress, and refused to be milked. I can't imagine what kind of pressure that's putting her under. She's liable to act like a loose cannon at the best of times. I can't imagine what she'll do now."
Natalia inspected her nails. "I'm getting tired of her insubordination. If she isn't willing to listen to reason, we should cut her loose."
"Is that really what we should do? Would you cut me loose if I had a temporary bout of insanity?" Iris watched Natalia with an intense stare.
Natalia sighed. "No, of course not. We're a family. We stick together."
She looked at the others. "We all support each other. And I say she's not right in the head. She needs help."
Iris sniffed. "You need help more than her. You actually like being a cow."
Natalia's eyes flashed. "Don't compare me to that bimbo," she said, gesturing at Daisy.
"Hey, who are you calling a bimbo?" asked Daisy, massaging her breasts. "I'm a cow."
"Same difference," Natalia said, dismissively.
"You take that back," said Iris, her normal timidity forgotten. "She may have been transformed, but she's still our Daisy."
"Now hold on, here," interrupted Ashley. "We're all being affected by their milk. I won't claim to be pristine myself. Fuck, I almost want to play with my breasts right now myself."
She held out her well muscled arms. "Calm down, we're bickering like school children."
Iris stared daggers at Natalia. "I'll only stand down if she takes back what she said about Daisy."
Natalia stared at her nails as if they were the most fascinating thing in the room. "I won't," she said finally. "I've only said the truth. Daisy is a bimbo."
Iris looked ready to blow her top, but they were interrupted by a crackling loudspeaker. "Is this working?" came a muffled, familiar voice.
"If you can hear me, you should all enter the airlock."
Iris brushed past Natalia, shoving her aside on her way to the small room. The group was falling apart. Morgan wasn't certain whether that was a good or a bad thing.
That might make them less unified in their resistance against being turned into cows, but it could easily make them more violent in their desperation. She was already seeing the latter from Kylie, and she was worried that one of them might end up paying the ultimate price in their bid to escape.
The familiar voice on the intercom finally clicked together in her mind. That was Kylie on the loudspeaker. Definitely.
But what was she doing in control of the intercom? She hurried to catch up to the rest of them, squeezing inside the small chamber. A flutter of fear rippled within her breast. If Kylie was about to let them go free, this was going to be an escape attempt. That didn't sit well with her.
In her limited time in the facility, she had already formed a significant attachment to her keeper, and didn't want to leave her in the lurch. There was nothing for her on the outside, anyway. She had been a criminal, yes, but that was in the past. She wasn't going to start a new career with this pirate gang. She wanted to stay here and be a good cow.
The wall rotated agonizingly slowly, revealing the outer door in silence on well oiled bearings. Ashley took up position, crouching on her feet, ready to pounce on anyone attempting to stop them.
Nobody did. The hallway outside was clear, cool air cycling from the ventilation system. Morgan's eyes instantly focused on a neon green figure slumped against the far wall. She rushed over to the alien, turning her over to rest her head in her lap.
A shock of surprise tingled through her arms. It was Eve! A raised lump on her forehead had formed where Kylie must have clocked her. She moaned, moving restlessly, but her eyes didn't open. Her rumpled body suit looked small without the personality within livening it with her presence.
She turned to look at the others. "They're not going to forgive us for this," she said, shuddering. "I'm not sure what punishment they'll dole out, but it won't be pleasant."
"Stop worrying about what they're going to do to us," Kylie declared, jogging over with a device in her hands. "If we act fast, we'll be gone before they can react."
She gestured at Morgan. "Leave her," Kylie declared. "She's the enemy." She pursed her chapped lips, giggling maniacally. "Or stay here and become their animal. It's up to you."
Morgan wanted to protest that she wasn't her enemy, but she could do nothing more than arrange Eve comfortably on the ground. She needed help that Morgan didn't know how to give. As they fled, hopefully she could find some way to call for assistance.
It was all she could do to leave Eve behind, a new desire welling up within her. She would find a way to stop Kylie and save her keeper. Eve deserved that much for rescuing her from a terrible fate.
She gritted her teeth and stood. "Fine," she said. "Let's get out of here."
"That's the spirit," whooped Kylie in a crazed fashion, almost jovial.
"So, oh fearless leader, where do we head next? Do any of you know how to read alien script?"
"No, we don't," replied Natalia sharply. "And neither do you. So it doesn't much matter which line we follow, does it?"
She examined the stripes of color on the wall. "I kind of like the neon green color, myself, though that is, of course, the coloration of our captors."
"Alright, then, let's go," said Ashley agreeably, heading off another argument.
Morgan gave her mistress one last apologetic look, rubbing a hand over her cheek. If she stayed here, she would be punished. If she left with the other pirates, she might at least have a chance to convince them to stay. She was torn, but there wasn't a good option open to her.
Sighing, she shuffled forward, lining up behind Daisy. They marched through the sterile, white halls, their generic appearance not giving them any landmarks to remember.
The hallway terminated at another airlock, marked with more alien script. Morgan thought it would be amusing if it dumped them into another cell, but when Natalia pressed the button, the door revealed a large chamber, the sounds of pumping emanating from within.
Two rows of milking frames lined the room on both sides, cows locked into a forward pose as their udders were pumped. Their arms and legs dangled, locked into place on the tubing which made up the frames, rocking forward and back as they were fucked by dildos in the rear.
The room was eerily silent besides the milking sounds, their faces fitted with black masks, mouths plugged open into large O's. Plastic tubing that dropped from the ceiling fed them creamy, white milk, probably a diluted form of the alien liquid. On the front of each mask was a number printed in white, block letters, deformed where each cow's nose and eyes must be. Circular, round speakers were clamped to their ears, built into the masks. They had been dehumanized, nothing more than numbered drones, to drink and be milked. Morgan squirmed, thinking about being in their place.
Was this a filter complex, where cows were sent to process the milk from the general alien populace? It seemed far too small for that kind of work. The kind of industrial operation required would need to be on a tremendous scale. Unless there were banks and banks of rooms like this, she couldn't see how it was possible.
"They're... pregnant," muttered Natalia, resting a hand on top of one of the masks. She felt over the thick surface of the rubber, hand catching on the anatomically sculpted surface. She tugged on the mouth tube, but it didn't budge, fixed securely in place.
The cow ignored her handling, drinking the milk as she swayed back and forth. Her gravid belly wobbled, jostled by the dildos fucking her rear. The cow grunted, gripping hand holds attached to the frame. She shivered, body going slack as she rested her chest into the milkers. The cow must have experienced an orgasm, but the fucking devices didn't stop. Soon, she was rocking again, body synchronizing with the rhythm of submission.
"They're also fully transformed," remarked Ashley, touching a set of milkers as they worked. Morgan thought her hand lingered on the milking cups a tad longer than seemed necessary.
Ashley was right. These must be experienced cows. Their skin was a uniform color, a deep brown. She peered at Natalia circumspectly, comparing their coloration with hers. Natalia still had that creamy complexion from when she had first met her, but the first shots had given her a red ochre tinge. She could easily see her joining this bunch after her transformation was complete.
Morgan walked up to the bondage frame attached to one of the cows and reached her hands through a gap. The cow mooed in protest as she lifted up the back flap on her mask to view the captive's neck. As expected, a telltale circular symbol was imprinted there.
"These are Paired cows," she said, running her fingers over the cow's flank to calm the animal. "Not run of the mill livestock. They're likely processing their mistress' milk right now."
Kylie locked her hands around a bondage frame and tugged. "We could set them free, hopefully cause some confusion to cover our escape."
Iris shook her head. "It would take us a lot of time to figure out the restraint mechanism."
She shivered. "Look at them. They're enjoying themselves."
It was true. In the time they had been there, at least three of the cows had reached an obvious climax. Their soft moos would certainly be disturbing for the less transformed members of the group. To Morgan's ears, it sounded like heaven.
It wasn't quite enough to make her reconsider having children, but it was certainly making the idea more enticing. Her thighs trembled at the thought. Eve impregnating her, strapping her to a milking frame and forcing her to drink her milk. It was almost more than she could bear. How nice would it be to get fucked and suck down her milk without having to worry about the other members of her herd!
It had to remain a fantasy, though. Her keeper was injured, laying on the floor a few rooms back. A cold fear gripped her heart, the gravity of her situation hitting home. They didn't have time to investigate these cows. They needed to leave. Now.
"Don't get distracted by the livestock," Morgan said. "We're wasting time, we need to go."
Natalia nodded assent and led the way to the rear of the room, where a second airlock was situated. They gathered together, a little stunned at what they had just viewed. The moans of happy cows followed them into the small chamber, making Kylie's face twitch.
Daisy was huffing, her face red. "What's with all this hurrying?" she complained, large breasts wobbling. "I'd rather just get milked."
A dumb smile spread over her face. "If I get pregnant do you think I would get special treatment?"
"Why would a dumb bimbo get special treatment?" came an acerbic voice. "All cows should expect to be treated as what they are. Animals."
Surprised, their little group turned around, but before they could react, the newcomer had grabbed Iris, forcefully pulling her out of the airlock, back inside the room filled with milkers.
Catching a glimpse of the alien's face, Morgan was shocked to realize she recognized the alien. It was the one known as 'Heather.' Of all the aliens she had met so far, Heather was the one she least wanted to spend any time with.
Iris struggled, but the alien zapped her, dropping her to the floor in a jumble of limbs. She slapped the door button, waving at them with a bright smile that touched her ears as the chamber rotated. "Keep running, cows," she said. "The keepers are coming to corral you."
Kylie sprung at her, but only succeeded at ramming her arm into the door with a tremendous smacking sound.
"Shit!" declared Kylie in a high pitched voice. "Shit, shit, shit!"
"Now just calm down," said Natalia, looking harried. "We'll come back and get her later, once we've made good our escape. We can't let ourselves be captured."
Kylie kicked the wall with the heel of her foot, cursing as she almost lost her balance. Morgan turned and hid a smirk. They couldn't have actually expected that their plan would work. The Farm was a proper prison, not a simple holding pen. She rather hoped they would all be captured quickly so that she would be reunited with her keeper.
Her smile quickly faded. Did this mean that Eve was okay, or had Heather just been nearby and noticed them escaping? Had they put together a team to intercept them?
The airlock rolled open, revealing an enormous room with large tanks. A maze of pipes greeted them, choking down various access ways to narrow corridors. There were no obvious exits.
"Shit," remarked Natalia. "Finding a way out of here is going to be like looking for a peanut hidden on an asteroid."
Morgan agreed. Finding assistance was going to be much harder than she had first thought.
***
When Iris next woke up, she was locked onto a floating frame. Her chest and belly were supported by a liquid gel, with cutouts for her breasts to fit into. Her arms were folded in front and below her, stuffed through holes in the transparent gel and locked against the top of her pubic area. She jiggled them, but they were stuck tight.
She couldn't even move her legs. Flexing them raised her ass a centimeter or two, but that was the extent of her freedom. She moaned, her mouth jacked open by a metallic gag. Unable to close her lips, drool dribbled down onto the floor.
Her bondage didn't include her neck, but there was nothing much to see. She had been shoved into a small room, with mirrors on all the walls. From the reflections, she could easily see her bare ass along with the rest of her nude body.



She groaned a complaint, but nobody came to answer her distress. She undulated her body like a porpoise, but only succeeded in pressing herself deeper into the gel coating on the bed.
From the reflected view, she could tell that her ass was exposed, butt lifted upwards in the chair. Her front was tilted moderately downward, head directed towards the tiled floor. Her breasts hung straight down, pulled by gravity. Cool air circulated through the gap in the chair, making her shiver as it rushed down her chest.
The worst part was that her chest felt so damn itchy. She squeezed her bound hands into fists, trying to distract herself, but it didn't work. She breathed hard, moaning in frustration as she strained uselessly against her bonds.
She groaned around her gag. The others must have escaped by now or been recaptured. They wouldn't be coming back for her. It was her fault for hanging around in the rear. If she had been just a little more enthusiastic about their escape, that alien wouldn't have been able to ambush her!
She supposed she shouldn't blame herself, she was way out of her element. Tinkering and thinking through a single problem for hours was more her forte, not social skills or escaping prisons. Fuck, she would never have joined the crew in the first place if Natalia hadn't recruited her. It was hard to adjust to being part of a pirate crew, but in time, they had made her feel welcome, in their own ways. She moaned and cried, remembering Ashley's last failed attempt at baking cookies, which had turned into burnt offerings. She sighed heavily, hoping her compatriots were having better luck than she was.
She wasn't certain how long she sat there, but it seemed like an eternity. The itching had finally let up, but the coolness of the circulating air tickled her down to her nethers. A puddle of drool collected on the floor, her neck muscles exhausted from looking around. Leaning her neck forward wasn't much better, but at least she didn't have to see the terrible situation she was caught in.
Her eyes drifted shut with exhaustion, just as a door chimed open. Suddenly alert, she lifted her head to look at her visitor, moaning with dismay.
It was that neon green keeper that Morgan had called 'Heather,' and she was dressed in a very alarming ensemble. She had only caught vague glimpses of keepers in the facility before, but even then she knew that this outfit was out of place.
The black, latex bodysuit seemed fairly standard, but the breast fabric cutouts had been removed entirely in favor of a strict, black corset with buckles running down the center. Each buckle was cinched right with a circular clasp, bearing a mark that looked suspiciously like that of a pie.
There must be some significance behind it, but Iris wasn't sure what that might be. Its presence helped to lift and extend the woman's voluptuous attributes. Not that she needed the help, for her large breasts were swelled with milk, the pale white substance beading on the tips of her nipples.
While this was fairly distracting, it was far from the most alarming part of her outfit. No, that was reserved for the gigantic, black dildo which sprouted from her nether regions like an oversized carrot. Like her breasts, the tip of the penis was dribbling too, but she doubted this was milk.
Her mind refused to believe what was being presented to it, but the alien keeper wasn't waiting for her to catch up. "It's good to see you, cow," she said, stepping further into the room on impossibly high heels.
Iris stared at the sheer height of the boots, still in disbelief. "It's not often I get to punish an escape attempt, and I'm positively stiff."
She bumped her hips and grasped her dildo, a small squirt of liquid escaping its tip. "Cows like you don't know your place until you've been properly fucked. Lucky me, I get to be the one who breaks you in."
She trotted forward, pressing her hand under the chair Iris was bound to. Her chest moved up with a soft hum, her back aching as it was forcefully tilted into the new angle.
In her new position, Iris had no choice but to look up at the keeper. This had obviously been done on purpose. The sadistic alien licked her ruby red lips, stretching them into an unnaturally wide smile. She watched Iris' futile struggles with a hint of delight in her bottomless eyes.
She slapped the side of Iris' cheek, encouraging more slobber to decorate her chin. She grabbed one of the metal loops which kept her lips open wide, tugging at it until Iris wanted to shriek from the ache in her neck. She could just die from the humiliation and discomfort!
Mercifully, the alien tired of this play, bumping up against the chair and setting one of her voluminous breasts in front of the captured pirate. "Still so young, with only four injections," said the keeper.
"It's no wonder that you haven't yet learned your place. I always tell Eve that gentler methods don't get results." She grinned. "None of the cows under me forget who they work for."
She wrapped her hands around her swollen breast, grunting as she pinched her areola with her thumb and forefinger. "It's always more difficult to do this by hand, but in your state I doubt you would be cooperative, so we shall make do."
A dribble of milk formed at the tip of her breast, collecting into a small mass until it had grown large enough to start dribbling down the front. Iris tried to turn her head away, but the alien slapped her.
"You can keep disobeying, but you're only prolonging your own punishment. You will drink my milk. You have no other choice."
Iris groaned, but she knew that this Heather was telling the truth. She was already addicted to the taste of the alien milk, and it was only a matter of time until she succumbed anyway. Wouldn't it be better to make the choice herself? She reluctantly turned back, looking at the keeper with defiance.
"Good cow," said the alien, pressing her large breast into Iris' mouth without preamble. Iris was surprised to find the milk flowing fast already, the sweet, thick substance washing past her tongue into her throat.
"You're drinking my milk. You're addicted to our milk. You love tasting it. You are a cow."
Iris disagreed, but the physical evidence said otherwise. Her body clearly loved this alien's milk, her body juicing now that she was being fed.
The alien stroked the back of her neck, as if she owned her. "Feel it run down your throat, the sticky, sweet liquid filling up your insides, making you dumb. Your brain dribbles down your thighs, arousal spreading as the warmth of my fluids take over your body."
Iris wanted to deny her statements, but they were coming true, just as she had said. The addictive milk was making her dumb, but she needed more of it! When Heather shifted to lift her other breast into place, she giggled like an idiot.
"Yes, drink it all down, you're a drinking slut," said the alien, pinching her nipple to force more of the liquid into Iris' throat.
She swallowed, knowing that she was lost. This alien was too intoxicating for her to resist. She jerked at the nipple eagerly, extending her neck as far as it would go so she could better access the dribbling milk.
Heather sighed, smiling in satisfaction. "They all say they're hot shit until they get a taste of my milk. Then they're just dumb cows. You're a dumb cow."
Iris nodded, breathing through her nose as she obeyed the alien's demand, ducking down to extract as much as she would give her. Her eyes fixated on the breast flesh, hungry for more, but it was getting harder to extract the sweet substance.
Soon, only a trickle was entering her lips, no matter how hard she sucked. Finally, the nipple slipped free with a pop, her lips moving involuntarily.
"Good cow," sighed the keeper. "I would have more to give you, but too much, too soon would put you in a coma. That's why I already shared most of my milk with one of my other eager cows before coming here.
Her dark eyes glowed. "I only give my best milk to the cows that obey the best. If you try harder, you might be able to increase your ranking, but as it stands now, you're just another pedestrian cow."
Iris groaned, reaching out for more milk, but the mistress wasn't having any of it. She slapped her cheek, forcing her questing mouth away. "Patience, cow, you're only suitable for drinking the diluted milk of others for now."
She reached over and toggled a rocker switch on the wall, a black mask descended from the ceiling. Iris looked at her with doe eyes, her lips working.
"I do wonder what goes through the head of a cow like you when you find the opportunity to run? Do you truly believe you can escape? Or is it just a cry for more attention?"
She palmed the mask in her hand, turning it around to show Iris the front. "None of you are better than us, and it falls to me to show you what you really are. You're a number, a small cog in our machine. We control you, and you enjoy what we do to you. You don't think. You don't try to escape. You belong to us, as our cattle."
The mask beeped, a digital display on the front lighting up with 'MU3.'
Heather took a peek at the number. "As expected," she said. "They like to number a herd of cows together. You should be proud that you've been grouped with two high producing cows. Perhaps their production will rub off on you?"
She turned, presenting the back of the mask to Iris' face. "Or perhaps not. You may be fit for nothing more than joining the filter room. Don't worry, cow, we'll find the proper place for you. A cow is always useful, even in menial pursuits."
Iris could do nothing but moan at the keeper's monologue, her thoughts wrapped up in the sweet drug of her milk. Instead of thinking, she only felt. Her body was on fire, each breath bringing another burst of sensitivity. She wanted more milk, to drown in an ocean of the mind killing liquid.
Her breasts were turgid, needy for attention. She could feel droplets of milk forming on the surface of her nipples. Sweat ran down her front, trickling onto the bondage chair. She needed to be touched. She strained her arms without effect.
Heather pressed the mask up to her face, the black interior tasting salty. A hard protrusion nudged against her lips, and she dropped her jaw to allow it entry. The hard rubber nub slipped inside, her teeth setting against a ridge.
The interior of the mask was black, hard muffs pressing against her ears. Tubing worked its way into her nose, a rush of cool air entering her lungs. The back of the mask was strapped around her skull, making it air tight.
Outside sounds were muffled, but she could hear the keeper humming while she worked. She could see nothing, for the mask hadn't been fitted with portholes. A cow didn't need to see what her keeper was doing.
The sensory deprivation only served to make her more sensitive, jumping at every perceived sound. The keeper was shuffling something around.
"You're an average sort of cow, I don't think we need to do anything special for you."
Her chest lurched as she felt fingers running over her breasts. "Your udder hasn't yet come in," the keeper said, sounding disappointed. "I suppose we can't expect every cow in the herd to be a top milker. I was hoping that I would get my hands on one of the Ultras."
She grunted. "There's still room for one such as you."
Cool fingers traced her breasts in a circle, stopping to give each one a friendly squeeze. "Ready for the pressure, cow? One, two, here we go!"
She gasped as her breasts were tugged downwards, a hard plastic pressing against her flesh. A painful vacuum tugged insistently. The milking had commenced.
She didn't have much to give initially, but she could feel a warm glow starting, but only a trickle. The gag in her mouth inflated, trapping her tongue on the floor as the hard, rubber protrusion extended further. A warm spurt of liquid splashed against the back of her throat.
"There, now," said Heather. "A small taste of what being a filter cow is like. All they do is suck and pump their entire shift. Suck and pump."
Iris hummed, drinking the thin liquid with gusto. It was pathetic, but this was all she needed to be happy now. The mechanical manipulation of her breasts had satisfied an itch she couldn't scratch. It was strange to say, but she actually felt happy being used like this.
"Eve likes to claim I'm cruel, but that's not true," said the alien conversationally." Her heels tapped on the floor as she moved around to Iris' rear. "I simply believe that cows should know their place as our slaves, nothing more."
She slapped Iris' ass. "If that means I get to impregnate the herd, all the better!"
Drinking more milk, Iris made no reply, but she could feel the thick length of her mistress' dildo pressing against her nether regions. Heather grabbed big handfuls of both her ass cheeks, pressing them together around her dick.
"These are large, but they'll be so much bigger once your transformation has completed! Large, bulges of red flesh. Yes, I can see your coloration beginning. You're going to be a red cow."
She thrust her waist forward, digging the hard dildo deeper into Iris's ass crack. The friction against her vulva set her off, her body vibrating, becoming wet for her mistress. She needed that thick, black cock inside her. She needed it now.
Heather didn't accommodate her wishes. Instead, she rocked back and forth, rubbing the hard rubber against Iris's privates. All she could manage was a low groan, her nipples spurting more milk in sympathy with her distress.
"It's a natural state of affairs to feel like you need my dick, hard and rigid between your legs. A cow should always desire to be bred by her mistress."
She leaned over her captive, resting her hands on her slave's lower back. "If you're not thinking about being fucked, you're thinking too much," she whispered.
Iris shivered, her breasts wobbling in the suction cups. She gurgled past the milk in her mouth, signaling her distress. She was so wet she could feel lubrication starting to trickle down her thighs. She chewed on the gag in her mouth, the tight rubber mask creaking on her head.
She needed to be fucked. The thought echoed, bouncing around and around in circles. It was the only thing she knew. The keeper was torturing her with the pleasure she was withholding, keeping Iris right on the edge of exploding.
"At about this point, you'll do anything for me, do anything, be anything. You need to be taken, and I will take you. I will take your name, MU3, I will take your life and mold you into a cow slave, a good slave so obedient that you will orgasm on command."
Her voice lowered back to a whisper. "You'll call yourself a cow. You'll think and believe it. By the end of your transformation, you won't want to be anything else."
She laughed. "Because you won't be able to be anything else!"
She leaned back and grabbed her ass. "You look wet!" she declared. "Are you ready for this?"
She prodded at Iris' ass with the tip of her cock, rubbing it in circles. Iris shivered with anticipation, but Heather withdrew against, eliciting another groan of despair. "You're not ready for that, cow. You need to be bred."
Without preamble, she removed the dildo and jammed it into Iris' vagina, sliding it home. The slickness of her canal provided no resistance, welcoming its presence. After all the taunting, it was a blessed relief when the keeper entered her.
The dildo had been made with several bumps over its surface, a mottled rod that filled her to her core. She had been worried that it would bump up against her cervix, but there was no pain as the thick rod pumped in and out of her.
She hummed with pleasure, sucking at the gag which had swelled in her mouth. She was floating, dissociated from reality, her mind as high as a kite. It was true, what the keeper said. She was a slut. She was nothing more than a slave cow.
"Yes, cow, I'm fucking you," said the keeper, satisfaction coloring her voice. "When I trigger my release, I'm going to fill you so full of my sperm you won't be able to walk. You'll be thanking me in a few weeks when that baby bump begins to form and your milk production increases."
Iris shuddered, a burst of pleasure shaking through her body as her mind imagined what it would be like to be gravid with young. Harnessed with a full udder, owned by a keeper who milked her regularly. It sounded fantastic, and all she needed to do was give in and let the sensations carry her into slavery.
The keeper was rutting her like an animal, screwing her with abandon as her milk was efficiently extracted. Her body seemed to fade away, a simple container for the sensations that became her world.
She was nothing more than a hole, a receptacle for her mistress. She was a cow. She was MU3.
"You're an excellent cow, but your current production is just too low. We'll keep giving you injections until you fill out with a proper udder. You're already half way there. I will enjoy fucking you when your new breasts come in."
The keeper rocked forward and kept herself there, the knobbly dildo pulsing within her vagina. Her nether lips spasmed around its presence, wishing for more.
"The tip of my cock is nestled next to your cervix," declared the keeper. "It's going to spurt inside you, making you Mine!"
Warmth spread inside her as her muscles clenched around the intruder. The throbbing pulsation inside her increased with intensity. She almost choked on the next mouthful of liquid, her masked head pushed forward as her body vibrated in orgasm.
Heather pressed tight against her, her pubic area flush against MU3's ass. The thick cock squirted its load inside her, pulsating as it delivered its cargo.
MU3. She was MU3! She repeated the phrase, embedding it in her mind as the cock pulled out her snatch with a wet pop. Liquid drained down her thighs, but she didn't care, the breast pumps still working.
She mooed her contentment, swallowing another mouthful of milk as she relaxed into the frame. The orgasm had overloaded her mind, leaving her helpless to resist the keeper's influence. She belonged to Her. She was Her property. Her mind wandered in the afterglow, thinking about nothing in particular.
She was comatose when the next set of needles were inserted into her neck.
***
They had wandered through the maze of pipes for a few minutes without making any progress. Provisions had been made for maintenance access, but there were no main thoroughfares in the room. Navigating a pipe necessitated a tedious procedure of climbing a set of metal stairs to get down to the other side, or squeezing through small side passages.
They had climbed several sets of such stairs and were resting on top of the fourth crossover, having made no progress towards their goal. Though what precisely they were trying to accomplish beyond running was just as obtuse. All of them were looking for an opportunity, but none jumped out at them.
After the next descent, Daisy crossed her arms. "I'm getting tired of this," she declared, eyeing one of the big tanks they had been crawling around.
It was enormous, at least a story tall, made entirely of shined metal. At the front was a spigot and a pressure gauge. On the side of the tank was a vertical level, indicating that it was over half full.
"What do you think they're storing in there?" she asked, licking her lips.
"Milk," said Natalia dryly. "What else could it be around here?"
"Yes, but from what species?" asked Morgan, now curious.
"Who cares," said Kylie dismissively. "Come on, Daisy," she said, trying to grab her arm. "We've got to keep moving, moving." Her teeth chattered, blood red eyes staring into the distance.
A pipe on the side of the tank gurgled, and the pressure gauge swung. Daisy shrugged off her grip, staring at the piping. "Do you think it could be alien milk? I need to know," she said, smacking her lips.



"Does it matter if it is?" asked Natalia. "There's milk everywhere around here." She sighed. "There's probably some of my milk being stored here somewhere."
Daisy refused to move on. "I need to know," she repeated, her hands fondling a valve.
"No, don't!" exclaimed Ashley, but it was too late.
Daisy spun the valve, a thick milk slurry blasting onto the floor under terrific pressure. A small pool quickly formed, crashing into Daisy's ankles. She didn't seem to care, flashing wild eyes as she scooped up a handful of the liquid. "I was right!" she declared, as the pool of liquid collected about her knees.
The flow wasn't as fast as Morgan had first thought, but there was enough to soon make the floor a hazard. The cloying scent of alien milk filled the chamber, suffusing her nostrils and sparking her appetite. She wanted to drink more alien milk, she wanted it so badly. If she leaned over and scooped up more of their milk, she could take a sip and forget about her past, if only for a moment.
She blinked. Daisy was taking far more than a sip, drinking great handfuls as fast as she could spoon it in. She had all but laid down in the mess, her body awash in a flood of the liquid. "Grab her and let's get out of here!" declared Natalia.
Nobody objected to that command, Ashley and Kylie wading through the delicious fluid to grab Daisy's shoulders. Morgan was surprised the smell of the milk wasn't affecting them as badly as it was affecting her. It was getting hard to think. She chortled, laughing at the two pirates splashing in the pool of milk.
Someone grabbed her by the arm, and she chortled some more. "Come on," said Natalia. "You too. I refuse to leave you in this mess."
A klaxon sounded and the regular lights dimmed, a red light spinning on the ceiling. The tank was expelling yet more milk, spreading out until the entire floor had a thin layer. The level gauge on the tank had only dropped an inch, suggesting that if they waited too long the milk would soon be lapping up to their knees.
Natalia led MU2 through the mess, squeezing past a set of industrial pipes. Morgan didn't protest, a bemused expression on her face. The smell of the milk was having a soporific effect on her and she was feeling a bit dopey.
She didn't look behind to see how the others were coming along with Daisy, but the splashes following them indicated they couldn't be too far. They navigated past an untold number of tanks, the milk level rising up past their heels. Would they drown in this tank farm, a victim of a strange accident? "Milk drowning," she gurgled, rolling the thought past her lips.
"Not today!" declared Natalia. "Milk is for drinking, not for swimming!"
MU2 giggled, knowing that she was under the influence of the milk but unable to stop herself. "We'll have to swim!" she declared. "Do you prefer... breaststroke?"
Natalia groaned. "Please, don't be juvenile, we don't have time for distractions."
MU2 hurried along, squeezing past another set of pipes. "Okay!" she said. "Time to get moo...ving along."
Natalia huffed but didn't respond. The milk must be getting to her as well, as her grip was not as strong as before. It was perhaps for the best that they had reached a wall with an airlock, though milk was running into the chamber.
"Finally!" Natalia declared, leaning over on her knees and breathing hard. "Why is it so difficult to do anything in this place?"
Splashes of milk presaged the arrival of the rest of the pirates. They were struggling with Daisy, who was trying her best to dive into the sea of milk. "I need milk," she declared brightly. "I need it so much, my breasts will pop if I don't get it."
MU2 stared at her breasts, noting that all four of them had swelled sufficiently to be the same size. She cupped her own, feeling the size of her second pair. No, she hadn't yet grown as much as Daisy, but that was to be expected since Daisy had been injected first. She was still a bit disappointed at the lack, but pleased to realize that she would be like Daisy soon enough. A silly little milk slut, only good for serving her mistress.
She wiggled her butt and mooed. Daisy smiled at her and mooed back, happy at having a kindred spirit with her. She stopped trying to get at the milk, pressing towards MU2. Ashley and Kylie let her go as the air lock cycled shut, the milk sloshing as the wall began to rotate.
Daisy stroked MU2's arm, leaning in close. "You're pretty," she said, giggling. "I like your breasts, they're so huge!"
MU2 giggled back. Daisy was totally a cow already. With a name like that, would the keepers even need to give her a new label?
"Would you like to touch them?" she asked.
"Can I?" said Daisy, her eyes roving over the swell of her flesh.
MU2 put her hands under her second pair of breasts, pressing up until the jiggling flesh spilled from her palms. "They fill up so quick, I'm such a good cow!" MU2 declared, a small dribble of milk flowing from her nipples.
Daisy placed her hands on her top breasts, pressing down softly and watching them wobble. "Soft," she remarked, leaning in close and pressing her forehead against them.
MU2 enjoyed the warmth, rubbing her own hands along the other cow's side, feeling around the sides of her breasts. This cow could almost be her twin. Her skin was pale, paler than MU2's, but in a few weeks it would probably be impossible to tell them apart. They would be twin cows, both producing their maximum amount of milk. She felt like a sister to this cow.
Daisy burbled between her breasts, her breath tickling MU2. She laughed, wishing she could spend more time with the cow, but the airlock had cycled open, revealing a room full of more pipes.
Milk sloughed out of the airlock, making a mess on the floor, but there wasn't enough to flood the next room. Natalia heaved a sigh of relief. "I'm glad to be out of that sticky situation."
She turned to the two milky white cows. "What's going on there? How is Daisy doing?
Daisy was trying to press her lips around one of MU2's nipples, but MU2 decided she wasn't having it. Her anxiety was too high to nurse the other cow.
Daisy made a disappointed sound, but MU2 squeezed her shoulder and pushed her back gently. "Let's have some fun later," she said.
Daisy nodded, eager for more. She stood, clasping MU2's hand. Morgan would have been disturbed by the familiarity in her past life, but now that she was a cow it seemed correct.
She blinked, feeling less dopey. The effect of the alien milk must be wearing off since it wasn't nearly as concentrated in this room.
"As much as I'd like to watch this friendly encounter come to fruition, I'm afraid I need to interrupt," said a familiar voice in a dry tone.
Morgan looked up, surprised to see Nina standing there with two other keepers flanking her. Her arms were folded, rubber gloves clasped together. Her face was calm, crow's feet around her eyes showing her age.
"I'm far too old to chase you, so I will begin by asking you to surrender."
The other two keepers, perhaps not sharing her philosophy, pulled long cylinders from their belts, slapping them against their palms. They hummed, an electrical arc running in a circle around the tips. Their lithe bodies were poised, ready to attack.
MU2 was going to bring up Eve, but Daisy interrupted her, dancing onto the floor between the two opposing sides, her breasts dancing in a very distracting manner. "I want to be milked!" she declared, her feet splashing over the remnants of milk on the floor.
She turned to the keepers. "Can I be milked?" she asked brightly, cupping her breasts. "I'm so gosh darn full!"
Her immense udder wobbled back and forth, more milk expressing from her nipples and splashing onto the sodden floor.
The keepers watched her motions carefully, but didn't move. Nina chuckled. "Oh, don't be afraid of her, she's not trying to deceive us. She's already a fully fledged cow. She needs to be milked more than she needs her friend's approval."
Kylie spat at them, a small globule dropping at their feet. She lifted one hand out, a small electric spark shooting from the box she had taken off the keeper she had ambushed earlier. It looked pitiful when compared to the shock sticks the keepers sported.
"I'll never surrender, and I won't let you take Daisy, either! Come at me and I'll st...st...stab you!"
The matriarch didn't even lift an eye at the outburst. "You're not feeling well, my dear. That comes with milk madness, I'm afraid, but the condition is treatable. Come with me and I'll make sure you're well treated."
Kylie yelled a horrible screech and charged the keepers like a mad woman, the stunner tucked low. The keeper on the left raised her stick in preparation to hit her, but Kylie's mad rush turned out to be beneficial. She dove in low, jabbing the stunner against the guard's knee, driving her to the ground before she could complete her blow.
"Come with me, cow," stated Nina, ignoring the melee going on around her. You need to be milked."
Daisy nodded and trotted after her, the other keeper moving in to block Ashley, who pushed forward in an attempt to rescue her. "Wait, come back!" she declared, but Daisy wasn't paying any attention to them, her hand in the keeper's arm and her mind on other matters.
The guard smashed down her baton, Ashley instinctively wrapping her hand around it in an attempt to block it. She shook like a leaf, her mouth wide in a strangled gasp as electricity sparked down her arm.
"Your friends are quite loyal,"' declared Nina to Daisy, wrapping her fingers around Daisy's neck. Daisy melted into the grip, becoming instantly submissive to the keeper, as if a switch had been pulled.
"They have more energy than sense, but that is to be commended in a general melee," she declared, walking Daisy to the rear of the room.
Daisy mooed, the keeper's grip tightening the reins of control on her mind.
Kylie managed to get in a good hit, zapping the keeper pretty good. The keeper slumped forward, narrowly missing hitting Kylie on the shoulder. She yelped as an electrical spark jumped from the end of the stick, tickling her skin.
"Go, get moving!" shouted Ashley. "Press ahead, I'll delay them here!" She lurched forward and shoved the keeper off balance, her shock stick tumbling in the air, slashes of light reflected off her bodysuit.
Kylie tried for a similar body tackle, but her opponent slipped her shockstick into a crack in her defenses, stabbing her in the hip. Kylie shuddered, taking a dive for the floor, her body vibrating uncontrollably.
"Stop, stop!" declared Ashley, moving to the block the keeper's line of assault. "Take me, just let them go!"
Nina turned, a speculative smile on her face, one hand still clasped around Daisy's neck. Daisy grinned with her, but it had a decidedly dumb affect, as if the keeper's clasp had drained all the intelligence from her.
"I accept your offer," she said, gesturing at her guards.
One of them grabbed Ashley and pushed her forward roughly, the other recovering to fend off any further attempts at rescue by Kylie. Kylie wasn't in shape to make another attempt, however, trembling as she made her way to her knees, shivering as she swore.
"What did you hope to accomplish with this behavior?" asked the older keeper, wrapping her other hand possessively around Ashley's neck. One of the other keepers pressed the end of a shock prod into her side in case she made an attempt to escape.
"Daisy is like a little sister to me," said Ashley, simply. "I will always fight for her. No matter what happens to me."
"A nice sentiment, but unnecessary," declared Nina. "You will all be taken care of equally."
Nina nodded at the rest of the pirates, who were busy trying to find another way out of the chamber. "Go ahead," she said. "Run like rats in a maze. There's no escape."
"Try to flee if you must, but we'll find all of you eventually. You're cows. You'll never leave the Farm."
She tromped off with her captives, her guards backing away from the three remaining cows, brandishing their shock sticks. Their beady, black eyes watched them carefully, but none of them was ready to make another attack.
"Wait, wait!" shouted MU2. "Is Eve okay?"
"Eve is fine," replied Nina, shooting her a glare. "No thanks to you."
Morgan sagged, looking at the ground as they left, relief mixed with regret. She wished she had been able to do more for her keeper, but in the end she had failed, like she always did.
She sighed and helped Kylie to her feet, who shrugged off her help. "That didn't go well," she declared. "What do we do now?"
Natalia's face was sallow. "I.. don't know," she said. She looked deflated.
"Fuck," said Kylie. "You're useless."
She marched off to the other side of the room, looking for an exit.
Natalia looked away, eyes misting. She hugged herself with her arms, tapping her fingers nervously.
Morgan leaned against the wall and rested her hands on her thighs, her arms shoved aside gently by her large breasts. "This is different than what you're used to," she said, without looking at Natalia. "The team cohesion is not what it used to be. They're all giving in to their own selfish interests."
She raised an eyebrow and shifted her gaze to look directly at Natalia. "It's not your fault. This place is affecting all of us."
Natalia's lips twisted. "Of course it's my fault," she said bitterly. "I'm the one in charge. Everything is my responsibility. They rely on me to come up with the plans. If I can't, then I'm useless."
Her expression was frightening. Morgan blanched, uncertain what to say to that. She wasn't a psychologist. She was hardly more than a two bit thief. She firmed her lips. "If there are no plans, then the plan can't go wrong, can it? Come on, let's try to help Kylie."
She marched towards the other cow with confidence, not letting the fact that Kylie was probably insane slow her down.
This escape attempt was no longer about escaping. There had been no chance of escape from the start. No, this was about surviving without having a complete mental breakdown.
***
Daisy and Ashley marched with precision, forced along by the keeper. Daisy was having problems, unsteady on her feet. The milk she had drunk from the storage tanks had gone straight to her head, and she was feeling drunk.
Fortunately, the keeper had a strong grip, or she might have taken an unfortunate spill several times. She giggled at her imbalance, her weighty breasts wobbling with each step. She could feel her thoughts draining, draining into her milk sodden breasts, the flesh expanding and swelling as they were soaked with liquid.
They were already getting taut, and she longed for the feel of suction to drain her. It was a never ending cycle of drinking and pumping. She was so happy it would never stop. A dumb smile lit her face.
Daisy paid no attention to the corridors they were passing, but they seemed to be walking quite a distance. She mooed as her breaths became more uncomfortable, her back aching from the weight of her new udder. Cows were not meant for long distance hiking, they were meant for milking and fucking! She wished for both in equal measure.
They approached a four way intersection, the tiled floor warm under her large feet. Another alien awaited their presence, taller than Daisy, with a shiny, neon green coloration. The alien looked young, far younger than the keeper which was holding her reins.
Her eyes immediately dropped to the alien's breasts, a deep hunger rising within her belly. They were perfect globes, round and full, ready to be milked, just like hers. She wanted the soft flesh between her lips. The need was almost unbearable. She made a low groan, subvocalizing her desires.
The alien smiled, looking Daisy up and down with an appraising glance. "This is your other promising candidate, mashim'be? I was surprised to hear that a second Ultra was found within a single herd, much less that I would be the next trial keeper."
The older keeper grunted. "I haven't seen this happen for at least a generation. The last time it ended in disaster. Make sure you take a firm hand. Ultras need their keepers, far more than regular cows do."
Ashley twitched in her grip. "Who are you, and what are you going to do with Daisy?"
She seemed far from ready to accept that Daisy was livestock to be handled by keepers. Daisy rolled the word around in her head. Handled. She juiced, liking the sound of being controlled. She mooed again, dipping her head at the new keeper.
Nina flexed her grip, holding onto Ashley tighter. The woman's thick muscles relaxed, leaning into the strong grip of the keeper. "Daisy will be taken care of by Nora. Daisy will be her only focus. You need to worry more about your own situation. We haven't yet located a candidate for you, so I will have to take a personal interest in your case.
Ashley shivered, but stopped protesting, almost meek under the keeper's hand. Daisy snorted, wiggling her butt. They were livestock. They would trust in their keepers, and allow themselves to be handled.
It was disconcerting when the keeper released her grip on Daisy's neck, pushing her forward into the arms of Nora. Nora reacted quickly, however, reestablishing control over the cow by wrapping her own hand around Daisy's neck.
With the warmth on her neck replaced by a new keeper, Daisy mooed happily. This was all as it should be. She was being kept by her keeper.
Her large, doe brown eyes roved over Ashley, who sagged in Nina's grip. There was a wicked glint in the keeper's eye. "This one is feisty, ready for action. Let's see how she does as a bull."
She shook her new captive by the neck in a show of dominance. Despite Ashley's size, she appeared totally under the keeper's control. The two alien guards at her sides were completely superfluous.
Nina shifted her gaze to the other alien. "Nora, make sure your new cow is bred as soon as possible. Unlike regular cows, milk production in Ultras is exponential the longer they are pregnant."
Nora dipped her head. "You have taught me well, mashim'be. I may be green, but I have complete confidence in my abilities."
Nina snorted. "The confidence of a fool. Very well. The only way to gain experience is to try and fail. Try to make sure you don't fail too often."
Nora grinned and dipped her head again. "I will do my best to let you down," she said in a light tone. "You know I practice failure daily."
Nina squeezed Ashley's neck, forcing her to sag further. "Take a firm hand and make absolutely sure you Pair with her," she declared, ignoring the jibe. "There is no room for a mistake on that front." A shadow drew across her face. "That's the only mistake that matters," she said, bitterly.
"Don't worry, mashim'be, I won't let you down," declared Nora, rubbing Daisy's side. Daisy leaned into her, bringing her weight to bear on the smaller keeper. The keeper grunted, chuckling as she shifted to support the heavier cow.
Clicking her tongue, she pressed her free hand into Daisy's side, tickling with her fingers. Daisy jumped, mooing in surprise at the sensation. She hadn't expected the keeper to do that!
She stood at attention, not wanting to attract more tickling from Nora. The hand on her neck massaged her gently, making her feel at home. The pressure changed, forcing her to turn and walk with her keeper down a side passage.
Ashley bucked under the older keeper's hand, but an extra squeeze forced her to subside as Nora marched Daisy past them. Daisy smiled, giving Ashley a wink and a wave. Ashley gaped, in no shape to acknowledge her airy gesture.
Daisy wasn't feeling too bad about all this. She had been given a keeper of her own and she was probably going to be milked. How exciting! Ashley would get a chance to experience the joy of being a cow as well!



She concentrated on walking, the warm hand clasped around her neck, guiding her. She hummed as she marched, truly happy to be guided by the firm hand of a keeper. She hoped that she would be allowed to suckle her breasts soon. She really needed to drink more milk. Her eyes glazed as she imagined the thick paste coating her mouth. How much sweeter would the taste be once she was drinking it from her own keeper?
In this bemused reverie, the ground fell away from her feet. Almost in a trance, she trod forward, pausing only when her keeper gave her a corrective nudge. "We're getting close, MU1," declared Nora.
"That's your new classification, by the way. New herds are numbered chronologically, and since you had your injections first, you get to be the first! How exciting!"
She marched behind her captive, stroking her hand underneath MU1's breasts. "I intend to train you to be our number one milker as well."
MU1 bounced on her feet, her breasts jumping up and down in her keeper's hands. She mooed loudly in agreement. It wasn't that she had forgotten how to speak, it just didn't seem necessary. She didn't need to say anything to signal her affirmation.
Nora chucked, moving her along faster. "I've been waiting my entire adolescence for this moment - becoming a mature adult and taking care of my very own cow. It's all I've dreamed of. And now you're finally here! I really do hope this all works out. I don't want to be like my sister."
Her voice was a little uncertain, but it firmed up. "No," she stated with determination. "Everything will be fine."
She squeezed on MU1's neck, eliciting another pleased moo from her cow. "You're so easy to deal with," she said in her liquid smooth voice. "All of the cows I trained with were far more rambunctious than you!"
MU1 tilted her head and looked at her keeper, as much as she would allow, forming a bubble with her lips. She popped the bubble and gave her a dumb smile. "Moo!" she declared, shaking her body eagerly.
This keeper was a little slow, she couldn't tell what her good cow wanted. She wanted to be milked. She shook her body and cupped her teats, letting her breath out in a long moo.
When her keeper just giggled at her antics, MU1 stopped moving and gave her a serious look. "I need to be milked," she said succinctly. "Now."
Taken aback, Nora looked her up and down. Her smile returned. "I like a cow who knows what she wants," she declared. Let's go get you taken care of. We're almost there anyway."
MU1 mooed and trotted after her keeper, letting the dumb facade settle back over her face. It was far easier to act brainless, but only if it was getting her what she wanted. Satisfied that her keeper would take care of her, she wiggled her butt and did a little dance as she walked.
"Almost there, cow," declared Nora, pressing her hand onto a reader. The scanner beeped, a thick metal door rolling to the side on well oiled tracks.
The interior was small, about as large as a bedroom, the center graced with two chairs. The one on the right had the impression of a butt, built out of medical grade plastic. Two large, thick dildos were built into the chair, black rubber protrusions waiting to be nestled inside her warm tunnels. The other chair was a simple examination stool, probably used for milking. Not nearly as interesting.
MU1 eyed the chair hungrily, knowing her place. When Nora let her go, she didn't need to be told to turn around and sit in the blue plastic chair, or that the dildos should be plugged into her vagina and ass. She just needed to do it, without question.
The penis dildo was the larger of the two, the knob at its end thick and ready to part her perineum. She maneuvered the toy into position, nudging it inside without teasing herself. She was already so wet her vagina vacuumed it up inside her with a wet squirt. Nora was impressed.
"How much practice do you have?" she asked, watching with amazement as the former pirate grabbed the second, smaller protrusion and aimed it at her ass.
"I'm a bit of a size queen," confessed MU1, a secret smile lighting her face. "I've taken a lot of dicks. Some of the thickest cocks can be found at Alpha Orion, where they intentionally breed their males for size." She looked around. "I mean moo, moo!" she declared while waving her arms, pretending to be a dumb cow.
Nora waved her hand. "There's no need for deception," she declared. "Cows aren't expected to be idiots, despite the popular stereotype."
Her black eyes glistened. "All we require is your obedience, not your intelligence."
MU1 smiled. "Okay," she said, popping the second dildo inside her ass, flexing her butt to suck the girth of the protrusions inside her with little effort. "But don't let Kylie know. She would be devastated if she knew that I find being a cow to be fucking hot. It's much better to let her believe I've been brainwashed to enjoy it."
Nora chuckled. "Well, of course, you have. You're completely addicted to our milk, and it's quite easy for me to put you into a trance. Would you like a demonstration?"
MU1 shook her head. "Not right now. Save that for when I'm on the edge. It would be fucking hot to get tranced right as I'm about to explode."
She settled onto the dildos with a sigh, enjoying the feeling of fullness as they squashed into her privates. "I like the wall mounted milking stations, but they're somewhat difficult to use. Have you thought of providing portable milking solutions for your cows?"
"Yes," replied Nora, patiently, "but it's not a good idea to provide them for newly integrated herds. Durability is always a problem."
MU1 grunted, rocking back and forth on the dildos. "I like being fucked," she declared, "and I don't like having to wait so long between sessions. My body wants it too bad to wait."
"Yes, I can see that's going to be an issue." She swayed her body in front of MU1, sitting down on the stool. She folded her hands in her lap, biting her lip as she thought. "How often do you feel the need to be milked?"
"It's pretty bad right now," sighed MU1. She palmed her breasts and tweaked her nipples, which responded with weak spurts of milk.
"And how long ago has it been since you've last been milked?"
"Oh, gosh," she moaned. "Probably yesterday evening? We've been on the run all morning, and I've missed breakfast, too."
She looked at her keeper, hopefully. "Not right now, MU1," Nora replied, amused. "I have to deal with your more urgent needs first. Besides, you've already had a snack, haven't you?" She gave her cow a severe look, which MU1 studiously avoided.
"As I expected," she said smugly. "I could slap you into an automated milking harness, but where's the fun in that?"
She stood and opened a stainless steel side cabinet. "Ah, that's what I was looking for."
She retrieved a piece of molded plastic in the form of two catchment cups. A stretchable cord was looped around the rear. Turning, she brought the device over to MU1 and laid the cord around her neck. The device hung down, sliding underneath her swollen breasts.
Curious, MU1 looked downwards. It didn't appear to be anything special, simply two large bowls with small holes in the bottom of each. Nora retrieved a plastic tube and secured it to the bottom of the device by pushing the end of the hose around a graduated nozzle, which held it in place with friction.
Befuddled, MU1 looked at Nora, a question in her eyes.
"Not so intelligent now, are we, cow?" Nora smirked, sitting on her examination chair and rolling close.
"Sometimes what a cow needs is the personal touch. It's not the most efficient way to milk you, but it will give us some time to get to know each other before I blow your brains out with mechanized pleasure. Let's begin."
She wrapped her hand around MU1's lower right breast, bringing the end of her tit forward to sit over the plastic cup. "This is actually the first method we're taught as children, straight out of school. It's more to teach us how to handle our own needs, but it's also a great backup method when all else fails."
MU1 frowned as Nora wrapped her fingers around her tit, squeezing it gently between her thumb and forefinger. "Exactly how often do things fail around here?"
"Oh, not often," she replied cheerfully. "But when they do, things can go bad quickly." Her expression darkened. "Ask my grandmother, she's probably one of the only ones around here who remembers."
MU1 hissed, satisfied when the trickle of milk from her first nipple became a gusher. "I'm just satisfied when things go the way they're supposed to." She closed her eyes and pressed her chest forward into her keeper's soft hands.
She hummed to herself, satisfied as her milk flowed regularly, splashing into the basin below. "So what do you think of your herd?" asked Nora, working her fingers to keep the flow running.
"Oh, them?" MU1 waved her hand. "They're never satisfied with anything, so why should they start now?"
She wiggled her butt on the dildos, biting her lip with satisfaction. "Iris is woefully undersexed, Kylie wants to fuck everybody, Ashley lifts weights all day, and Natalia pretends she knows what she's doing. It can get rather tiring."
Nora shifted her attention to MU1's lower left breast as the one she had been working on dried to trickle. "But you've traveled with them for several years, what keeps you together?"
"Hmm," MU1 considered. "It's not their sparkling personalities, or the amazing sex I can get at our ports of call. No, it's the companionship. It's awfully lonely traveling all the parsecs of space by yourself. Ask me, I've spent far too many years as a solo smuggler. You can start to go crazy and fall in love with your AI."
Her milk flowed like a river, swirling in a circle as it drained down the catchment cup. "Did you fall in love with your AI?" asked her keeper, her lips twisting in amusement. "Did you write it a romance novel, or buy it a bouquet of flowers?"
MU1 grimaced. "I probably should have, it saved my life far more often than any of my lovers." She shifted, sighing as her second breast dribbled its last bit of milk.
Nora started on the next one, working methodically to drain the precious liquid from her cow. "No luck on that front? Do you have anyone that's special to you?" There was a small catch in her voice, but she hid it well.
"No," MU1 replied sourly. "They were all dead ends." She shook her head. "Let's not talk about them."
"Okay," replied Nora brightly. She tapped at the nipple on MU1's right breast, bright dots of milk expressing from its surface. "This one's going to be a gusher!" she declared.
MU1 gritted her teeth, wishing the milking would go faster. Ah well, it was merely a sign that she was producing well.
"You know, I suspect you're only at half capacity," declared Nora. "Once we get you bred, you're going to balloon up so quick I won't be able to milk you by hand any more!"
"Bred?" asked MU1, frowning. She wasn't too keen on getting fucked by a male at the moment. Not with the lovely dildos already working their way back and forth inside her canals.
"Yes, bred," replied the keeper smoothly, toggling a hidden switch under MU1's chair. The dildos inside her nethers roared to life, bouncing up and down and twisting inside her. MU1 moaned, clenching her fists.
"You seem a little ambivalent," she continued, working at MU1's breast. "Are you not My cow. Do you not belong to Us? Believe me when I say that in a few minutes you will want to be bred, to be my fuck toy more than anything in the universe."
MU1 groaned, the milk trickling from her sodden breast until she ran dry. "Only one more left!" declared her keeper. "How long can you stop yourself from orgasming while I work on your last breast? Your udder is almost empty!"
She grinned at the writhing cow. "Then the fun really begins. I'm going to force you to orgasm while my milk splashes down your throat. When you're fuller than you could ever have imagined, that's when I shall allow you to orgasm."
"Your silly little thoughts will crash against one another as you squirt them out your vagina. At that point you won't care what I do to you. You won't care how much semen I pump into your fertile uterus. Your belly will swell with our offspring. You will serve us as your body becomes a veritable milk factory, and you will know that you are owned. You will truly be My cow."
While she was talking, she had been vigorously milking MU1's last breast, gushes of milk escaping her body as her words implanted themselves in MU1's mind. The fantasy was so arousing. She wanted to be under her keeper's control. To be her breeding slut.
The dildos inside her hammered back and forth, stirring her libido further. Her keeper was still talking, her words infiltrating her thoughts. "You want to submit to me, you're feeling submissive. I'm milking your breast, your milky thoughts are draining through and out of you like a river. With every gush of milk another ounce of resistance is expelled from your body. Why worry? I will take care of you."
MU1 moaned, rocking along with the rhythm of the dildo. "Aww," said her keeper. "It looks like you're all out. What a shame."
MU1 nodded, watching the last trickle of milk spiral down into the milk cups. The milk drained out the holes in the bottom, gravity feeding the liquid through the tubing below. Soon there was nothing left.
"What a good cow," murmured her keeper. She gathered the catchment basin from around her cow's neck. "There, all done," she said, smiling as she watched MU1 shivering on the vibrating dildos, her nipples still erect from stimulation.
Setting the device aside, she made a happy noise as she sat down on her chair and rolled up to her cow. She moved the chair in close, hugging MU1 and kissing her on the nose. She placed her hand on the back of MU1's neck, squeezing her in just the right place.
MU1 sank into her grip, eyes rolling as her keeper's large hand wrapped around her neck like a collar. She knew it was strange, but the sheer dominance of her keeper's grip was almost sufficient to make her orgasm in and of itself.
"You are so ready to drink my milk," declared Nora.
She removed her hands and pulled off the snaps on the flaps of rubber that hid her breasts. The expanding flesh pushed through the flap, nipples swelling as they hit the cool air. Her pink areolae were huge, white milk forming on their surface.
"You need this," she declared, and MU1 knew it was true. She needed that flesh in her mouth, to drink of her milk and filter it for her mistress. She was Her cow.
Mistress took pity on her, raising her chair and pressing in close to offer her breast to her cow. In awe, MU1's mouth dropped open, going slack as the soft flesh pressed against her lips. As if by instinct, her lips began to move, suckling on the warm, thick surface. Milk sprayed from her keeper's nipples, painting her mouth.
She drank, body taut as she swallowed and moved her hips, doubling the stimulation her body was receiving. She moaned, sucking for all she was worth.
"It's too late for you, you're all mine," Nora declared, eyes lighting as she wrapped her hand around MU1's neck again.
MU1 sucked, straining her throat. She was Owned. This was her Mistress. She lived to serve as Her cow.
Her eagerness drained the breast rapidly, leaving her straining for more. Nora obliged her by switching breasts, ensuring that she remained somnolent. She kept drinking, her mind blanketed by her keeper's milk. She wasn't pretending now, her thoughts were all focused on drinking as much as she could as fast as she could. There was no rationality left. Only obedience.
"Do you want to know a secret?" asked Nora, coyly. "They call this a breeding chair. Want to find out why?"
She clicked a button underneath the chair and the dildo in her vagina swelled further, bursting open with a fierce throbbing as it delivered its warm cargo deep inside her.
Nora leaned in close, her wide lips gently touching her cow's ear. "You're going to be a mother," she whispered.
MU1's vision whited out with the strongest orgasm she had ever experienced in her life.
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Autumn glared at her nails, studiously refusing to look at her parents. The black nail polish she had applied had almost dried, but there was a spot on one of them that looked off. She blew on them and fanned out her fingers in the hopes they would dry faster.
"You should be excited to be given this chance," said her father in his grumbling monotone. "Your mother and I went to great lengths to get you accepted."
She redirected her glare to encompass her parents. "I was doing just fine in my previous school. I don't know why you think I would be excited to lose all my friends and start from scratch. Shit."
"Language, young lady," said her mother, looking serene with her hands folded.
Her lustrous, black hair was wrapped up in twin buns, as it always was. Her mother took care of herself meticulously, spending at least an hour each morning to get ready for the day. Her father certainly seemed to appreciate the care she took, but Autumn suddenly found herself annoyed at the perfection.
She far preferred her t-shirt with a graphic celebrating her favorite metal band, grungy cut off denim shorts with a studded belt, and chunky boots. The dresses her mother wore were so boring!
"I attended Limax Academy finishing school when I was your age, and look how that worked out for me. I found a loving husband." She reached a hand out and squeezed her husband's hand.
He turned and laid his other hand over hers, sniffing one of the buns in her hair. "Your mother is right, we would never have met if it hadn't been for Limax's outreach program. They arranged everything for us."
Autumn groaned. She didn't want to go to a school for fashionable ladies. They'd beat the goth right out of her, turning her into their idea of proper marriage material. She firmed her mouth. Too bad. They could try their worst, but she wasn't going to change to suit them, and that was final.
"Ah, we're here," declared her mother, gently pushing her father back into his seat. She patted his shoulder, giving him a loving look.
The chauffeur climbed out of the limo, opening the door for them. Autumn sighed and followed her parents out onto the sidewalk. They meant well, but they were being overbearing again.
Shined metal rails on the gates made the school look more like a prison than a place of learning to her. "Limax Academy - We Make Young Women Into Ladies," was the tag line, written in cursive.
The gates were currently open, a stream of young women wearing the same uniform streaming inside. She already felt out of place. They would probably make her wear that dreadful two piece polyester outfit once the induction ceremony had been completed.
Even stranger, all of the girls had their hair done up in the same way, in two buns, just like her mother. Some of them had shorter hair than others, but otherwise they all looked the same. Her mother must have never lost the habit. She shrugged. Probably another strange part of the school uniform.
She turned and hugged her mother, who gave her a warm kiss on the forehead. "Follow their lessons to the best of your ability," she demanded, squeezing her arm.
Her father stood there, stolid. She gave him a short hug, and he patted her on the back, uncomfortably. "They're top rated," he said, belatedly. "You know I can't say no to your mother."
Indeed, he couldn't. In all other matters, by all accounts he was a tough customer, able to run a multi million dollar chemical business with flair. However, she had never seen him stand up to her mother. In their household, Alexandra ruled with an iron fist.
It wasn't that she nagged him all the time, no. Instead, there was a solid core of inevitability that always brought him towards her desired outcome, like an intense gravitational pull. He simply wouldn't deny her anything she wanted.
Which is why she had ended up here. She gave him a slanted smile. "Don't worry, I'll survive."
She turned and tucked her hands into her pockets, looking down at the ground while she followed the sidewalk up to the school. She didn't like goodbyes, and she didn't want to look like a grade schooler in front of anyone else.
Fortunately, the bell from the school's intercom rang before she could get hopelessly lost. The voice came muffled from all around her. "All students report to the gymnasium for the induction ceremony."
A hand pressed against her side, and she looked up, taking in another student who was sharing the walkway with her.
"Hi!" the woman said, overly bubbly. "I've never met you before, are you new here?"
She had golden brown hair, done up in dual buns, just like her mother. She wore the school uniform, a short sleeved top paired with a skirt, dark navy blue with white pinstripes. The hair that was not done up in the buns had been pinned to the top of her head with a red bow. She must be an upperclassman.
"Yes," she replied, morose. If everyone at the school was this cheerful, she was going to lose her marbles pretty quickly.
"Nice to meet you!" replied the student enthusiastically. "I'm your student council president, my name's Phoebe!"
She extended a hand, which Autumn took reluctantly. Autumn's lips twisted into what could be mistaken for a smile. "I hope I'm not breaking the rules with my current outfit," she said.
Phoebe looked her up and down. "Very punk goth, I like it! Nah, this is your first day, you're not expected to follow any of the rules yet. They'll issue you a standard outfit once you've been integrated."
She took Autumn by the hand. "Come with me, it's time for induction! We don't want to be late!"
Bemused, Autumn let herself be led, not feeling like bucking the system her first day. Phoebe greeted other students as she passed, who waved back at her and Autumn. She felt like a rock star just by following Phoebe around.
It probably wouldn't last. Autumn didn't have many friends, due to her brooding moods. She figured it probably wouldn't be any different here, but at least for now she was enjoying the attention.
They rapidly approached a large brick building, blue letters on the side spelling out "Gastropod Gymnasium," with a stylized figure of a snail in bronze sliding over the top of them. Hardly the image of athleticism.
Phoebe whisked her inside, past the entrance to a row of tables set up at the side of the atrium. "Here you are," she declared. "You need a name badge to start with. A registration packet will be in your room that you can fill out later. You will also find your school uniform there, but you can pick that up after induction."
Autumn accepted the name tag from one of the assistants, pinning it to her chest above a cute, tiny skull on her t-shirt.
"Cutey-death, right?" asked Phoebe, smiling at her shirt.
Autumn raised her eyebrows. "Yeah, how the hell, I mean, how do you know?" she asked, genuinely curious.
"I'm a big fan," she replied, forming a heart with her hands in the same way the band usually did while on stage. "We should hit up a concert some time, I'm looking forward to their new single."
Autumn lit up. Maybe this school wouldn't totally suck. "No way!" she replied. "Yeah, absolutely!"
Phoebe ushered her through a large set of double doors. "Why don't you come up with me to the stage?" she asked. "I have to make the announcements at this ceremony, and I think it would be cool if you came with me."
"Okay," replied Autumn. "Will it be okay with the school?"
"Oh yeah, not a problem," said Phoebe airily. "Nobody's that strict on the first day, and I'm the one who makes sure the rules are enforced around here anyway, so if you're with me you won't have any problems!"
That made Autumn feel better, but being on stage in front of everyone was still making her nervous. She wasn't going to back out on a potential new friend, though. She had precious few of those.
Phoebe led her over to a series of wooden steps that led up to a platform at the front of the room. She concentrated on her feet, the loud murmuring of the crowd make it difficult to hear.
At the front of the stage was a single microphone on a round base. Next to the base was a storage box with folding covers. At the rear of the stage was a series of seats, already filled with additional students. These must be the other members of the student council. They looked similar to one another, sharing the bun hairstyle and navy blue uniforms.
She gave them an uncertain smile and slid to the rear, out of the way, hoping that she wouldn't get too much attention. Phoebe walked up to the front, confidence beaming from her frame. "Welcome back to Limax, everyone! It's the start of another wonderful year!"
The murmuring died down, the upperclassmen cheering and clapping. Autumn peered out at the audience, surprised to see that there was an even mix between new and old students in the crowd, the new students obvious due to their lack of school attire. What seemed odd to her was that the new students were not grouped together in clumps, as she had expected.
"As you entered the gym, you were handed a name tag and assigned an upperclassman to be your escort." She pressed her hand against her own name tag. "My name is Phoebe, nice to meet you!"
She waved at the crowd, who waved back. She seemed to have a force of personality that attracted others like a magnet.
At least that explained the distribution of upperclassmen. Since she had been accosted by Phoebe, they obviously hadn't seen the need to assign her a different upperclassman.
"Welcome, everyone, to our annual induction ceremony! The upperclassmen will be assisting you today to find your new place at our school. We have a lot of fun here, and we know you will, too!"
The upperclassmen doing the paperwork outside entered the gym, latching the doors closed behind them. They stood at attention, their arms crossed.
At first, Autumn didn't see this as cause for alarm, curious to see what induction would involve. Phoebe flipped open the storage container at her feet with her toe. What was being stored in there? It looked like it was filled to the brim with some sort of liquid.
"Scientists of the world love to state that us, humans, are the highest form of life on the planet," Phoebe began. "They might be astonished to find that they are wrong."
"In fact, if the highest form of life decided it didn't want lesser forms of life to know about it, there would be no way for us to know that they exist. Unless they want us to. Or unless they are assured that they have complete control of those that do know."
She reached into the container and retrieved a long, slimy flesh-like tube. In her hands, the tube expanded like an accordion, the entire length about three feet long. Each end had a rounded mouth with a sucker like protrusion, opening and closing several times a second.
The crowd made a sound of disgust at the squishy noises the creature made as Phoebe handled it. She lifted it high into the air, displaying its translucent skin to everyone. "This is a juvenile," she explained calmly. "It is not yet mature, however there is little that is needed for it to become an adult."
She pressed her hands around one of the suction cup ends, rolling back the flesh to reveal the interior. "Inside, you can see the internal stinger and boring mouth. It is quite intelligent, as you can see. In my hands it is as malleable as a piece of jello, but when it senses a host, it attacks aggressively."
She continued her speech clinically, ignoring the gasps and cries from the crowd. Some of the attendees had turned and were trying to escape, but the upperclassmen restrained them, forcing them to continue watching the presentation.
"Once one of the ends attaches to a host, the boring mouth grinds its way inside the fastens its body on top." She gently pulled out a tendril at the center of its mouth. "The mouth parts expand, working their way inside to form a mechanical attachment. The tendrils grow, spreading inside the host until they assume full control. At that point, the creature is considered an adult, as the slug cannot be removed without damaging the host. Not that the host wants to remove their master at that point, anyway."
The crowd was recoiling, many of the more athletic ones doing their best to get away from the upperclassmen. Some of their attempts were successful, but for the most part, they were held successfully. Those who did manage to get away found themselves trapped by the guards at the doors.
Phoebe continued, ignoring the panic spreading like wildfire. "Two masters usually attach themselves to one host, one of them attaching the male end, with the other attaching the female end. In this way, they always have a full set available for reproduction. Biologically sound."
Autumn was seriously wigged out by the speech, her eyes fixed to the slimy slug moving in Phoebe's arms. When Phoebe let go of the mouth part, it snapped back into place with a wet squish. She shivered, terror seizing her mind. She needed to get out of here. Now.
She turned to leave, but several sets of arms wrapped themselves around her body. The rest of the student council had left their chairs to restrain her. "Oh, there's no escape," said one of the girls. "Phoebe chose you, so you get the pleasure of being converted by us. Besides, the back doors are locked, too. Every contingency has been taken. Our masters are quite thorough."
"Shit, let me go," screeched Autumn, a thrill of adrenaline lending her strength. The tangle of limbs was still more than sufficient to lock her down, however, no matter how much she struggled.
Phoebe continued her speech, ignoring the scuffle going on behind her. She laid the worm over her shoulders, wearing it like a scarf. It wiggled around, snuggling up to her neck. "Now that you know the bio mechanics, it's time for you to meet your masters," she declared.
She pressed a rocker switch on the floor with her shoe, a gap opening up in the floor of the gymnasium, revealing a swimming pool below. Dark shapes moved just below the surface, raising the level of tension in the room. Several girls shrieked as they fell in, long, thick tubes rolling over their bodies as they were pulled under by the slug creatures.
Struggling girls on the floor were forced to tread carefully lest they be thrown into the pool, which was writhing with thousands of the slugs. Many of them failed, losing their footing with generous splashes. Others were tossed in by upperclassmen to meet their strange fate.
It felt like the struggle lasted for several minutes to Autumn, but the upperclassmen were working together, and the new girls weren't. Any remaining resisters were overpowered and thrown in with the slugs.
She was forced to watch in horror, struggling uselessly as all of the new pupils succumbed to the slugs. Phoebe approached her, a second slug sliding through her hands. Her eyes had a strange affect, almost looking green in the overhead lighting. If that was the influence of the slugs talking, or something else, Autumn couldn't say.
Autumn closed her eyes as Phoebe pressed her body in close, the strange warmth of one of the slugs sliding over her belly.
"Once you've acclimated yourself to your masters, I'm sure we'll be the best of friends," Phoebe declared, kissing her on the lips.
The rest of the student council chuckled, one of them whispering into her ear. "The masters feel so good, you'll never want for companionship."
Another contributed. "I want to fuck all the time now, the masters make me so horny. Maybe later you'll spend some time with us," she hissed.
Phoebe stood and smiled at her proudly. "I only get to convert a new pupil once per year," she said. "You should feel honored that you have been chosen to be the one."
"It's not a fucking honor to have your brains eaten by slugs," she cursed. "Fuck all of you."
"I'm sure you will," chuckled Phoebe. "Just not today."
She reared up and set the slug in her arms on the left side of Autumn's head, staring at Autumn as the other end of the slug flowed down like a slinky. There came a sharp pinch on her skull, and a warm flowing sensation, but nothing else.
Phoebe gathered the second slug from around her neck, shrugging the tube over her shoulders as she flipped it in her arms. The creature's skin looked almost cerulean as she plugged the second mouth into the right side of Autumn's skull. This, too, elicited a sharp pinch and a warm sensation.
"Your masters look so cute," declared Phoebe, blowing her a kiss. Autumn bared her teeth, growling and snapping like an animal.
Phoebe laughed at her. "There's no reason for you to resist. The job is already done. It's all downhill from here."
Autumn realized she was correct. CORRECT. Her thoughts were already starting to wander outside her control. She wasn't sure why she so happy to be here. HAPPY.
She blinked and shook her head. That couldn't possibly be correct. CORRECT. These were horrible monsters that had been attached to her head, and their tendrils were swimming around her brain pan.
With each passing moment their influence was spreading inside her. SPREADING. They were latched onto her like parasites, growing inside her until they were in control. GROWING.
Why did that thought seem so arousing now? She shouldn't be aroused at being turned into a slug puppet. AROUSED.
She gritted her teeth, moaning at the warmth that was spreading throughout her brain. It had taken her too long to recognize what was going on. The aliens were emphasizing her good thoughts to bring them to the forefront of her mind. To make her concentrate on what they wanted her to think. To make her think the right thing. RIGHT.
She focused on nothing at all, wondering if that might be a valid form of resistance. The others had let her go, her body relaxing into Phoebe's arms. Phoebe carried her over to a chair, sitting her down in her lap. She stroked her arm, pressing her nose into Autumn's cheek. "I haven't had an underclassman to play with for some time since my last conversion graduated to the outside. I'm so glad you were selected to come here."
Autumn made a slight noise, refusing to acknowledge her thought lest she give the invaders something to latch onto. She watched the transparent skin of her masters sliding upwards, contracting as the slug pressed more and more of its body into her skull.
They were living inside her. They shared this living space now. All three of them called the body known as 'Autumn' home. HOME.
Shit, her mind was wandering. She tried to let her thoughts go again, but Phoebe was stroking her hand against one of her breasts, crooning. The stimulation was drawing her farther outside of her self imposed bubble, making her aroused. AROUSED.
Shit, the masters could use this, too. She peered out over the stage, hoping to distract herself from what Phoebe was doing to her body.
The splashing in the pool had stopped, leaving it filled with an acre of bodies floating on their backs. The masters had linked up with their hosts. LINKED. As they merged together, the new slave bodies moaned, whispering the bold words the slugs echoed inside their brains.
The most popular words were OBEY and SUBMIT. Autumn found herself echoing the words inside her own mind before she caught herself. There was so many ways for the masters to command them, it was impossible for her to avoid them all. COMMAND.
Her view was shifting already, and she knew it. It was inevitable. No matter what kind of resistance she could come up with, the masters were in control. They had bonded to her head, and they could command her to do whatever they wanted. CONTROL.
She took in a deep breath and let it out, savoring the faint pleasure of Phoebe's touch. It wasn't so bad, being controlled by the masters. They would give her a purpose. PURPOSE.
They commanded, and she would obey. OBEY. It was useless to resist, when obeying made her happy. HAPPY.



That realization clicked into her mind, due to the masters or from her own rationale. Either way didn't matter. She had achieved acceptance. She was a host. HOST.
Sitting up, she turned and kissed Phoebe on the cheek. "I understand now," she declared. "The masters are in control." CONTROL.
"They are superior, and I must listen to what they say. My thoughts have been corrected, and I am their servant." SERVE.
"You understand now," replied Phoebe, gently. She leaned over and wrapped her hands around Autumn's masters. "They will always be with you now, telling you what to do and how to act. We serve them, and in turn they take care of us, in perfect symbiosis."
"Yes," replied Autumn, her eyes rolling as her masters subjected her to a sea of pleasure. "I see now. I serve." SERVE.
The intercom chimed. "Autumn, can you please come to the headmistress' office? I repeat, Autumn, I am requesting your presence."
She brushed aside a wisp of hair that was hiding her masters. Phoebe gave her a peck on the cheek. "They're calling for you," she said, mopping off some of the excess slime from implantation. "Go ahead, this sounds important. We'll clean up here."
She smiled wanly. "I wanted to have some fun with you, but we'll have to save that for another time. The masters are calling."
"The masters are calling, and I obey." OBEY.
She didn't need to say it out loud, but she wanted to.
***
It had taken her a while to find the administration block, despite the signage, but once she got used to the gentle mental nudges her masters were sending her, it became much easier.
When she arrived at the main office, the secretary waved her in, hair pinned strictly around her hair buns. "She's waiting for you."
Crossing the carpeted floor, she opened a heavy steel door. Inside was a petite woman looking through some papers on her desk. AMARA was printed on a nameplate that sat next to her hands.
"Ah, it's you. Yes, come in please, Autumn. I've just been looking through your records, and you're just the person we've been wanting for this mission."
Autumn stared at her, dumbly. Why would they want her? She was newly converted, and still hadn't fully accepted her new masters. Yes, her masters. She blinked, realizing that her mind already thought of them that way.
They danced on her head, waving back and forth at the headmistress. By now, they had shortened to less than a foot, their stretchable bodies folding in on themselves. Much of their bodies had secreted themselves inside her skull, making a home within their host. HOST.
The masters were altering her thoughts, making her want to obey them. OBEY. She was here because they wanted her to be here. That felt good.
She stood there, stock still, not certain how to behave in front of the headmistress. Her masters didn't tell her any different, so she relaxed, her hands behind her back.
The headmistress approached her, peering at the masters on her head. Looking closely, she grunted with approval. "Yes, you will do nicely. Your masters have already penetrated your mental cavity to the maximum depth. They are quite ready to be folded, like mine.
She caressed one of the buns on her head. Autumn's eyes widened, sure she could see it moving minutely under her stroking hand. The headmistress had a pair of masters installed, too!
"I don't get to let my hair down much these days in my role," declared the headmistress. "Best that you get used to wearing your hair up as well."
She grabbed a handful of Autumn's black locks and expertly gathered strands from one side of her head together in a bundle. She twisted one of Autumn's masters in a circle, folding it in on itself until it sat together in a compact circle. She twined the hair around her master, wrapping around and around until it hid the master, becoming a lump of hair. She fetched a hair band from her back pocket and wrapped it around the base, neatly securing the bun into place. She repeated the task with her other master.
"There. With that hair style you're almost a gothic lolita. You just need a proper skirt to finish the look. I like it. It suits you. In the future, however, make sure to wear your school uniform on academy grounds, please."
She stroked the buns. "Your masters are nice and comfy, nestled up against your head, where they belong. BELONG."
A head rush forced a spell of dizziness onto Autumn, who blinked it off. She was safe. They were safe, hidden inside her hair. Disguised, locked against her head. Sitting in her brain. She felt a sudden urge to reach down between her legs, but stopped herself. That would be unbecoming of a new host. HOST.
She grinned, stretching her black lips. Yes, she did BELONG to them. She was theirs.
"Now, for the next step." Amara walked over to her desk and retrieved a binder, flipping the pages until it landed on a specific entry.
"Normally, we would wait a few years to train you with the skills you need for the outside world, but unfortunately we're on a short time scale this time. As such, you've been assigned a target which you will marry while you continue to take lessons here. This is a bit irregular, but shouldn't prove to be too difficult. Your masters are in control."
CONTROL. The thought reverberated in her head. She watched the headmistress eagerly. The woman returned to the couch, sitting next to Autumn and turning the binder until she could see the page, a picture of a severe looking young man in an expensive suit toasting a crowd with a wine glass.
"This is Hans," she said, turning her head to look at him more closely. "He's the son of a billionaire, and has great wealth himself. His father is old, and in poor health. More importantly to us, he hasn't declared that he will be sending all of his money to charity, so Hans stands a good chance of inheriting."
She stared at the man, tracing his strong jaw. Any girl would be thrilled at the prospect of landing such a catch, but she found herself nonplussed. She belonged to her masters now, and would obey their every command. COMMAND.
Amara placed a hand on Autumn's shoulder. "You will obey him as you do your masters," she stated.
OBEY. The words bounced around the interior of her head and she knew it was true. She would OBEY.
"Over time, you will twist him to obey the academy and provide us with the funds to continue our necessary work. On the surface, you are his, but underneath, he will be ours. He will obey."
OBEY. The word bounced around her skull again, finding fertile ground.
Amara stroked her cheek. "You're such a pretty one, I look forward to having fun with you when you visit."
She sighed and stood, walking over to her desk and pressing a button on her phone. "Alas, we have no time for that. Our schedule is tight."
"Phoebe, can you send the car? We have a new delivery."
***
The limo stopped in front of a swanky office building, TRONDSHAM declared in six foot high, red block letters. The limo driver exited the vehicle and moved around the side, leaning over in a bow as he opened the door with white gloved hands.
Standing on the sidewalk was the man she had expected, dressed in a smart business suit with an expensive watch glinting from his wrist. His shirt collar was creased perfectly, and he wore a dark, red tie.
He was tall, taller than she had remembered from the photograph, with a smug expression on his face. She yearned to remove it, but that would go against her masters, and she could not disobey them. She needed to OBEY. The word thundered through her head, causing her to trip on her heels as she smashed a toe against the curb.
Hans laughed, an unpleasant, high pitched giggle, as he watched her struggle, not lending her a hand. Her first impression was that he was an asshole, but that should not pose a problem for long. Not when her masters took control. They already controlled her. CONTROL.
She straightened up and gave him a cute smile, lips polished with a glossy red. Amara had helped to dress her and touch her up before the limo had arrived, lending her a white ensemble, a short pencil shirt paired with a long sleeved top, all made out of chiffon. It was not the sort of clothing she usually wore, but she looked stunning, and she knew it.
Hans looked down the open faced front panel on her dress with a leer, his eyes fixed on the gap in the fabric that revealed the arch between her breasts. Yes, Hans was an idiot, but that was all for the best.
She thrust her chest forward, reaching out a hand in greeting. Instead of taking it to kiss, he grabbed it and pulled her in uncomfortably close, causing her to groan as her ribs creaked.
"I see I was right to contract with the academy," he declared, hot breath with a hint of garlic leaking from his lips. "They simply produce the highest class whores."
Autumn was feeling more than a little uncomfortable, but the slugs in her brain kept her calm. CALM. She wouldn't let his boorishness ruin her mission. MISSION.
Roughly taking her by the arm, he frog marched her into the building, ignoring the doorman who bent over obsequiously as they entered. When the elevator chimed once, he powered her into the lift, causing her to stumble against the far wall.
Turning, he produced a card from a breast pocket and slapped it against a reader, pressing the button for the penthouse suite. This was all happening rather quickly, but she wasn't protesting. Her masters approved. It would be easy for her to accomplish her goals if he decided to fuck her. GOALS.
Unfortunately, he decided to get started early, crushing her body against a corner of the elevator as the floor counter chimed.
"Penthouse elevator calls don't stop on any other floor," he breathed heavily. "You're mine."
She wanted to turn her head away, to shove him off, but that's not what her masters wanted. They wanted her to give in. GIVE IN.
She groaned and wiggled enticingly, looking towards the floor demurely.
"I knew that all girls were sluts at heart," he declared, running his tongue across her cheek. "You all act hard to get, but if I pay enough cash you'll do anything I want."
He kissed her roughly, fondling her chest with his thick hands. "Yeah, you're a hot bitch for me, aren't you. You want to fuck."
She continued to moan, not entirely enthusiastically. She must obey her masters, but that didn't mean she always had to like it.
Fortunately, she only needed to endure a few more rough kisses before the elevator chimed again, announcing their arrival. Hans grabbed her wrists and pulled her out into a spacious apartment.
No expense had been spared, a marble path leading to a large, circular bed. Plants had been arranged to make the interior look like a jungle, a waterfall trickling down a rock face built into one of the walls.
Hans ignored all the frippery, shoving her onto the bed. She landed in a heap, gazing at a fresco of a nude woman painted onto the ceiling. How tasteless. She sighed, sitting up to gaze at the man who was to become her husband. This would never do. He would need to be changed to conform to their wishes. CONFORM.
She sat up, giving Hans a considering glance. He had taken off his suit jacket, but when he looked at her, he paused. "What, do I have a stain on my pants?" he asked.
She sighed, and undid the buns of hair wrapped around her masters, letting the black waves of hair flow in streams down her back. Her masters stood up, uncurling and turning to look at their new victim. At first he didn't notice, but a curse left his lips as he looked up at the fat slugs bobbing in the air like antennae.
"What the fu..." he said, his lips mumbling as he trailed off.
She kissed the top of his chest, running her tongue over his trapezius, letting her masters do the necessary work. He mumbled, watching the masters sway, being hypnotized by flashing lights that ran up and down their bodies. It didn't take long for his intelligence to fade away, his eyes draining to a dull blue.
He swayed back and forth, his body moving to follow their motions. "You are under my master's control," Autumn stated with certainty. "You will OBEY like I do. We will OBEY."
His lips tilted into a smile, moving as her commands sunk their tendrils into his brain.
She moved in close, shoving him back onto the bed. She unbuckled his pants and slipped one hand inside, wrapping it around his penis. She pulled his pants down and unrolled his underwear, exposing his girth, which was already erect.
Sliding back onto the bed, she gripped his penis with one hand and wrapped the other around the back of his head, her lips touching his ear. She whispered commands, stroking him as her words penetrated his brain. One of her masters leaned over, its lights sparkling to keep him in a trance.
"I will follow your every command in public," she declared. "But in private, you know who owns you. The same creatures that own me. We will do whatever they desire."
His cock stood at attention, a small amount of precum leaking from its tip. She moved her hand up to wet her palm, sliding the juice back down his shaft. With a rotating motion, she lathered its surface to provide lubrication.
"We will make the perfect couple, on the surface, the alpha business man and his fashionable wife. I will do everything necessary to maintain the illusion. However, when we are alone, you will dress for me. Leather, chains, chunky platform boots. Whatever turns me on, you'll do it. Because you must."
His penis jerked, his length vibrating within her grasp. She smiled, knowing that he was completely within her control, and thereby within the grip of her masters.
She let go for the moment, allowing him to groan his desire uselessly to the room. It was good for him to yearn for her. The edging would help to complete his enslavement.
Standing up, she stood in front of her prospective husband, spreading her legs to shoulder width. Gripping the top of her dress, she rolled it up, giving him a full view of her voluptuous assets.
She pulled the top over her head quickly so as not to obscure his view of her masters. They waved happily in the air, mounted prominently on her skull like antennae. She watched them out of the corner of her eyes for a moment, pleased that they controlled her. CONTROL.
She folded the dress in her arms, setting it on a nearby chair. It wouldn't do to treat it with disrespect. Amara might chide her if she ruined her dress, so she needed to take some care. It was hard to do, however, as her masters were impatient. IMPATIENT.
Undoing the catch on the skirt, she let it fall to the floor, kicking it away. Amara would just have to forgive her, for her masters were becoming far too insistent. She was feeling it as well, her nethers pulsing with need. She needed to be filled, for the masters and for her.
She stepped out of her underwear and threw her bra into the pile, facing her new mate. Somewhere along the way the master's eagerness had bled into her own psyche, causing her to need this man. This was as it should be. She would take this man and he would obey them.
"You're fucking beautiful," Hans declared, admiring her naked body.
Hans was becoming a little more lucid, but she could change that. She climbed onto the bed, straddling his waist. She teased him by grabbing his dick and pressing it against her vulva.
The slugs on her head stretched out, pressing against her fiance's ears. The cups on the end of the slugs' mouths slipped over the top of his ears, clamping against his skull until it looked like two, slick tubes had plugged into his head.
Perhaps this was an accurate assessment, as his eyes went dull again, the masters directly infiltrating his brain. She imagined tendrils penetrating his ear canals, worming their way into his cranium. Connecting their minds together under the control of their masters.
"You'd do anything we say now, wouldn't you?" asked Autumn, jerking his foreskin upwards. "What would you say if I got some piercings, in inconspicuous areas?"
She dropped his penis and wrapped her hands around her breasts, squeezing them into his face. "I could pierce these with barbells, be your gothic slut between the sheets. Does that sound good?"
She moaned as he wrapped his lips around one of her nipples. "We could pierce you, too. Your father would never know if we kept it under your suit. He would never find out that you're marrying a gothic slut who fucks you whenever she wants."
Hans started sucking, staring mindlessly at her chest as the worms fucked his brain. They were both under their control. This was so exciting! Her nipples swelled, feeling tender under Hans' lips.
She was approaching an orgasm without any penetration at all. If she was feeling this aroused, Hans couldn't be too far behind. She needed to hurry up or all of his seed would be wasted.
Fondling his rock hard cock, she moved the tip until it touched against her opening. At first contact, his muscles contracted and it vibrated against her clit, sending her into a spasm of pleasure. She moaned, sliding it deeper inside. There would be plenty of time for more edging in the future once her masters had complete control.
"There are so many things I want to do with you," she hissed, sliding his cock inside her vagina. "My masters will control you, and through them I will control you as well. Your money, your desires, your body. They belong to Us."
She rocked her hips forward, his fullness pressing into her all the way to the hilt. "And above all, we're going to fuck. We're going to fuck every day, in every position I can imagine, and more."
"With all that money, you can afford to buy me everything I want. The black corsets, the elaborate restraints. I want it all, and you're going to give it to me. GIVE IT."
He blubbered as the masters pulsed, embedding their commands into his brain, overriding his crass thoughts with their own desires. The orgasm came quickly, his seed spurting deep into her womb. He was theirs. She was theirs. They would OBEY.
She was looking forward to the future, where her masters would dominate them. If they wished for her to become pregnant, she would, and she would bear her offspring for them. They would eventually be trained to OBEY as well. Her masters would make sure of it.
She moaned her own orgasm, milking every drop from her future husband and slave.
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Nina winked at her guards as they approached the training block. "You can go take a break," she said. "This cow won't cause any problems for me."
She squeezed Ashley's neck, Ashley trembling under her grip. Despite her musculature, while in her control, the woman had turned increasingly docile.
It was rather unexpected, and she thrilled at the taste of the unknown. Usually cows who decided to resist were belligerent until they were broken, but this one was already becoming pliable to her influence. Either she was further along in the process than had been reported, or there were special circumstances.
She peeked at the cow's neck, noting four dots on each side. Ashley was exhibiting the behavior of a stage three cow, but with only eight injections, she should by all accounts be stage two.
She moved in close and clinically ran a hand over her chest, Ashley squirming from the attention. No, as she had thought, her next set of breasts were only budding. And this was not an Ultra. Those tended to balloon up quickly, gaining breast mass so fast their keepers were barely able to keep up.
This one was following the usual schedule, nothing out of the ordinary. The way she was acting was a mystery. How exciting!
Was she a cow lover? One of those who secretly wished to be under a mistress' control? She squeezed Ashley's neck roughly, steering her left into the exercise room. "Tell me, cow, have you ever fantasized about being controlled? Being milked?"
Ashley stumbled at the unexpected turn, the door rumbling shut behind them. She regained her balance with little trouble. "No," she declared in a strong voice. "I can't say that has ever been one of my fantasies. I don't like giving up control. The thought of being forcibly used is abhorrent to me."
Her voice was a little uncertain at the last statement. "At least, that's what I thought. Every time you squeeze my neck, I can't stop this feeling of submissiveness from rising in my chest."
Nina squeezed again as an experiment. Ashley sagged, clinging onto the front of a treadmill which had been mounted in the center of the exercise room, hands tangled in loops that were fixed to the hand rests. Her face flushed and she groaned. "Could you please stop doing that?" she requested. "The sensations are uncomfortable. I really need release."
Nina examined her closely. This wasn't the normal progression. This cow was breathing heavily, flushed from the attention. Her nipples were stiff, breasts swollen. With minimal handling she could be brought to orgasm.
Normal cows were highly sexual beasts, but not to this extent. Not for just any keeper. Only for ones they had been Paired with.
A shock ran through aching body, one she thought she would never experience again, not after the death of Ana. A sudden tension struck her. It couldn't be possible!
She unwrapped her hand from around Ashley's neck carefully, half closing her eyes as she did so. "Fuck no, not again."
A faint outline had been traced onto the cow's neck, a pie shaped circle. Under her inspection, the symbol darkened minutely.
"Ah, what's going on?" asked Ashley with a light twang, turning to try and figure out what had caused the seasoned keeper to curse. In that moment, her face was replaced with that of another cow making the same gesture.
Nina stumbled back, shot through her heart with pain. She set her back against the wall, shivering uncontrollably. The hackles on her neck rose. She couldn't believe it.
"I'm too damn old for this," she groaned. "This can't be happening."
If this was a miracle, it was a shitty one. She blinked, the old images banished from her mind. Her past mistakes were not relevant here. This required cold, hard logic to solve.
She ran her hands over her slick, black bodysuit. She hadn't bothered wearing one with accessible breast flaps for ages, as she was far past the prime of her life, her fertile years behind her. To her horror, she discovered that they were feeling tender underneath the rubbery material.
In all her research and experience, she had never heard of this. Her mind leaped ahead, thinking of the implications. She might become a new case study, fertility in old age. Perhaps the common wisdom was not entirely correct.
She blinked, banishing the fantastical thoughts. Milk production simply didn't occur at her age. There must be another explanation. Until she had a better handle on what was going on, she would need to keep this cow compliant and occupied.
Calming down, she projected an air of confidence to overlay her concerns. Cows should not have to worry about the details. "Ashley, your new designation is MU4. I do not expect you to respond to your new name at first, but over time you will learn that you will only be addressed by your new title. MU4, step onto the treadmill."
Ashley hesitated, looking at Nina and the locked door for an alternative. There was none to be had. This cow was going to need encouragement before she decided to resort to violence.
That was rare for cows not showing milk madness, but it was still within the realm of possibility for those who had not yet accepted their new role.
She stepped forward and wrapped her hand around the cow's neck, staring her down. "You will follow my commands and get onto the treadmill," she commanded, forcing her will into her inky black eyes.
Ashley blanched, turning to step up onto the treadmill. At eight injections, whatever resistant she could scrape together wouldn't be sufficient unless she had gone milk mad. This wasn't a bad cow, just an untrained one.
"Put your wrists through the loops," she commanded.
Ashley did as she desired, the automatic locking mechanism cinching a loop of material tight to hold her hands straight out in front of her. Nina let go of her neck, warmth sparking under her palm. She wasn't imagining things, the symbol was getting darker. The mysterious bond was strengthening. She needed to talk to somebody else about this to confirm she wasn't going crazy.
Ashley was restive, her wrists jerking in the restraints. "What are they doing to Iris and Daisy?" she asked. "Will they be okay?"
Nina sighed. She still had a job to do. "Daisy will be fine," she declared. "Nora was top of her class, and knows how to train a cow. Iris will be fine, too. You should concentrate on your own training."
She bustled over to a side cabinet and bent over, retrieving a jangling belt fitted with several leather straps. "Let's get you hooked up," she declared. "You're not an Ultra, so you'll be following the normal schedule. With eight injections, I expect you won't need to be milked for several more hours. Cows who are just starting out need to be milked about twice a day."
She moved the harness in front of MU4 so she could get a good look. Two rubber tubes dropped from the bottom of the harness, leading to pressure pumps. The interior was fitted with two, medium sized dildos, which could be inflated with pressure to fit snugly inside any cow's nether regions.
"This is a sex harness," she stated, not sugar coating anything. "It acts as a reinforcement mechanism. The system will take you through a series of scenarios. Uphill, downhill, and stiff, level grades. After each period of exercise, the system determines how hard you've worked. If you've been a good cow, the system with reward you."
She gripped the front dildo with one hand, rubbing up and down as the dildo inflated. "If you've been bad, the system will punish you."
Ashley's eyes widened as the dildo continued to expand, until the thickest part of the shaft was as wide as a soda bottle. Nina chuckled to herself, knowing that the system's safety limits would never take it this far. The cow didn't know that, though. They always believed whatever the keeper told them.
"After a period of rest, the system will begin again. Since you are a new cow, I won't leave you here longer than an hour, though some cows I have trained have run marathons in this belt."
Ashley cleared her throat. "What is the longest distance recorded on this trainer?" she asked.
Nina considered. "We had a blue roan run a marathon, but she was so fucked out of her mind by the end of it that it took a few months for her to recover. I don't sanction that kind of event any more."
Ashley grinned, marching in place. "What a shame. I'm sure I could have beaten her record," she declared.
Nina shot her a dark look. "Don't even think it," she replied. "It's far too dangerous."
Grunting, she leaned over and set the belt on the treadmill in front of her cow's feet. "Come now," she commanded, tapping her hand against Ashley's left ankle.
Ashley obliged her by lifting up her foot so that the keeper could slide the rounded opening underneath. The process was repeated with her right foot, the belt sitting flat on the floor.
Nina grabbed it by the buckle, standing to fit it around Ashley's waist. The upper part of the harness fit loosely around her torso, jangling as the keeper worked to move it into place. "You have a nice ass, MU4," the keeper declared. "How often do you work out?"
She cinched the belt tightly over the swell of Ashley's ass. The cow leaned forward, accentuating her rippling thigh muscles. "Every day," she replied. "It's impossible to stay on your game if you don't put in the work. And I never skip any of my exercise routines."
"Dedication. I admire that," said Nina. "It will serve you well as a cow."
She tucked a belt under MU4's nether regions, pressing the embedded dildos up against her snatch. "Just a taste of what's to come," she said, buckling the strap shut.
The dildos were deflated, nestled between the cow's legs. The automated reward system would insert and pump them up as required.
She worked extra straps around the cow's legs, ensuring the belt would not come off no matter how hard the cow exercised herself. When the last strap had been buckled shut, she walked around the cow to the side and pressed a button on a panel built into the wall.
A calm chime sounded and the treadmill began to run, forcing Ashley to move her legs to keep up. "I've set this to easy, as I won't be able to attend while you're working out. This routine will take you through a gentle, rolling set of hills. If you get thirsty, just suck on this."
She rotated a flexible tube over, which extended from the front of the treadmill. The tip was fitted with a bulbous rubber dildo, the end dripping a light colored liquid. Ashley shivered, her eyes fixed to the tip, but Nina waved her off.
"It's nothing special, just a sports drink. It's not milk, if that's what you were thinking."
Ashley shot her a disappointed look, but she shrugged. "I know, cow, but you're not ready to process more milk yet. You aren't an Ultra."
She moved a rocker switch on the console and the blank wall at the rear of the room lit up with a hypnotic display. "Enjoy your training, cow, I'll come back to get you when the cycle has completed."
She moved to the door, rolling it open and shut as fast as she could. Once it had locked into place, she leaned back against it and put her head in her hands, her head tendrils wrapping around her fingers. Not again! She couldn't go through with this again!
She sobbed bitterly, letting the angry tears flow. She cursed her fate, and her body. Why now? She was old, not fit for this kind of duty! She gritted her teeth and typed in a code on her wrist communicator, which duly chimed. "Yes, what is it?" came a soft voice from the other end.
"This is Nina," she sighed. "I need to see you immediately. Something unexpected has come up."
***
The rolling door slid open, a blast of humidity coming at her from within the large chamber. The door was standard issue at the Farm, but the interior was anything but.
A large, domed glass ceiling filtered calm sunlight down into a literal jungle of plants. It was a garden writ large, a greenhouse packed from corner to corner with an eclectic array of plants, many from off world.
Ferns rubbed shoulders with rhododendrons, interspersed with endemic shrubberies and an amazing variety of flowers in an explosion of color. The first few rows were arranged in a maze, making it difficult for the uninitiated to find their way through the well worn pathways.
The first thing she always noticed was the smell, a fresh, clean scent she didn't find anywhere else. She felt a deep seated longing for long, sweeping vistas and sunlit beaches. Perhaps it was time for a vacation, but not before her current problems were dealt with. She might be a bitter old codger, but she wasn't a coward. Never that.
She nodded at a cow who was moving among the plants with a watering can, her belly gravid with young. She was wearing a milking harness, the cups sucking away with gentle popping noises as she worked. This one was close to birthing a new calf, and had therefore been assigned light gardening duties. All members of the farm were assigned useful tasks by the administrator, whatever their physical state.
The cow mooed at her as she passed, a dopey smile on her face. She set down the watering can and rubbed her pussy, one hand over her enlarged belly. Nina ignored the behavior. Cows at this stage of their conversion were always oversexualized. Punishment would do little to stop the cow, and it wasn't her role to police the administrator's pets.
She moved past a section of bamboo, the long grass brushing against the ceiling. For some, this place might have seemed excessive, but not for the administrator. As one of the original founders of the Farm, she had presided over the facility for over a hundred years, ensuring that all of the necessary, but boring details were taken care of.
The other founders had moved on to other successful ventures, but Hys'alan'throp had stayed here. She had told Nina several times that her roots had sunk deep and she would never leave the facility. Nina suspected that she simply enjoyed being the de facto queen.
Since nobody remembered a time without her, nobody would gainsay her commands, and the government would deny her nothing. Hence the elaborate garden, which the administrator had claimed would be of the highest benefit towards the physical and mental state of everyone in the facility.
Most in this position would have ossified, or become a tyrannical dictator, but fortunately Hys'alan'throp was neither. She simply stayed behind the scenes and ensured that everything continued to run as required. Which was a little frightening, to be honest, as that made her absolutely essential to the facility's continued existence.
She rounded a corner, stepping past a bed of chrysanthemums, finding Hys'alan'throp sitting up against a table of orchids, puttering among the flower pots. She hummed as she cut off a few dead blossoms, turning the plant to present the green leaves to Nina.
"I find earth plants to be fascinating, don't you? There's a strange symmetry between our world and theirs, an improbable intertwining that I find enthralling."
She moved a hand down the side of the pot, almost as if in a caress. "This flower has died, but with proper care it will eventually renew itself, becoming stronger along the way."
She turned and stood, her body suit crackling as she stretched her legs. A cow mooed, sliding from underneath the bench she had been sitting on. A hole had been bored into the wood, providing access for the cow to work with her mouth.
Small droplets trickled from the administrator's nether regions, escaping from a cut out made into her blue suit. She flexed her arms under her back, emphasizing her generous assets.
"Yes, they are our pets, our livestock, but they are also our friends, our lovers. Our hearts."
She turned to spear Nina with a glance. "You do not visit me often, Lys'antha'top. What is troubling your heart?"
"I apologize for the intrusion," Nina began, not averting her eyes. "I've run into something unexpected which requires your special insight."
The administrator flicked her fingers in the air. "Always so direct," she stated, moving her hand in a fluid gesture.
Cows waiting in the wings sprung into action, bringing in a table and chairs, spreading out a checkered tablecloth. Dressed in white and black latex maid uniforms, they brought out a silver tea set complete with saucers and biscuits.
One of the cows set down her tray, waiting for the other to distribute the plates with their cups. She poured tea into the cups, filling them three quarters full. Putting down the tea kettle, she leaned over and raised her brow at Nina.
The keeper nodded her head and the cow opened a breast flap, squeezing at her nipple to express a few drops of milk. After working on it for a few seconds, a larger stream trickled into the cup. When the keeper nodded again, she snapped the fabric back over her nipple, hiding her massive breasts under the slick, white surface.
"One of us has to be direct," retorted Nina as the service continued with crackers, cookies, and cheese. "It's the only way to get anything done."
"Now that's simply not true," chortled the administrator. "Our means may differ, but if the job is completed in the end, that is all that matters."
She took a dainty sip out of her tea cup, her lips gently pursing. "You're lactating," she said suddenly, like a bolt out of the blue. "How interesting."
Following suit, Nina grabbed her tea and nodded her head, drinking down the hot liquid as fast as she dared. It was the perfect texture, a bright explosion tantalizing her taste buds.
The older alien sat back, eyes closed as she tasted another mouthful of tea. Swallowing, she opened her eyes. "You wouldn't come to me with a small problem. You've Paired again, haven't you?"
Nina finished downing her tea and set the cup back on the saucer, gasping for more air as her pulse thudded in her chest. She stared straight ahead, dully, trying not to show any emotion. It would be unbecoming of her to scream and shout.
As soon as her cup hit the plate, the service cow was back at her elbow, mooing softly as she refilled the delicate porcelein. Without asking, the cow unsnapped her breast flap and commenced to add the delicate flavor of her milk to the mix.
Hys'alan'throp sighed and folded her hands. "You've done a good job over the years trying to hide it," she stated gently. "But her death is still affecting you, isn't it?"
She raised a hand. "It's not my place to tell you how to grieve, but it has been over thirty years, Lys'antha'top. When will you forgive yourself?"
Nina swallowed, a harsh pain trickling down the back of her throat. "Never," she admitted. "This regret I will carry to my grave."
The administrator's tone changed, her eyes becoming hard. "Your self inflicted pain is not helping her. It is only hurting you. You must let it go or it will poison everything you do."
Nina clenched the side of the tea cup so hard it hurt. She made a concerted effort to release it, lest she break the delicate china.
She traced the pattern of a chrysanthemum on the side of the tea cup, her eyes twisting around and down the petals and leaves. She sat back, leaving the cup untouched.
The administrator watched her patiently, as still as a cat. "However unlikely it might be, you have Paired again. The foibles of youth are beyond you, but old age does not make one infallible."
She shifted her pose, leaning forward and looking hungry. "I shall not live forever," she declared. "Even glaciers move, when observed on a long enough timescale. It is far past time for me to take on an apprentice, and I have decided, given your current circumstances, that you are a perfect candidate."
Nina frowned, looking the administrator up and down. "What do you want with a shriveled old bag? Wouldn't someone younger be more suitable?"



"Hmm, what does that make me, I wonder?"
She raised her palm. "No need to apologize for not being able to see past your nose," she chided gently.
"I do not wish to abdicate, no, but even the prettiest flower only blooms for a short while. Mine is beginning to fade, while yours is only about to begin. That you cannot see it yourself is the largest pity of all."
Nina snarled, pounding her fist on the table. She didn't need anyone's pity.
A single cherry blossom fell from above and landed in her tea. She peered at the offending blossom with a grimace. Just so.
She sighed and stood, abandoning the frustrating conversation. Perhaps she had made the wrong decision in coming here. At least for the moment, she couldn't imagine spending more time under the older woman's tutelage.
"I shall think over your request," she replied, bowing, still not sure what she would do.
The administrator looked at her with that maddening, inscrutable gaze. "I'm sure you will make the right decision," she stated with finality, taking a bite out of her biscuit.
She waved the snack in the air. "Do come visit again soon," she stated. "Indoor flowers only bloom when given personal attention."
She gave Nina an intense stare. "Don't neglect your charge. Few are given a second chance in this lifetime. Please don't squander it."
Nina snorted, making her way back through the thick underbrush. She wasn't certain what the administrator was getting at, but it would inevitably turn out to be wise advice, of the kind you could only avail yourself of after the fact.
She saw no further cows hanging around as she navigated the maze of foliage on her exit. They were likely attending the administrator. She already regretted her outburst, her mind a diverse cloud of emotions she was unable to disentangle.
She did need to change, that was for certain, but how? How could she be a good keeper for a new cow when the old one still haunted her dreams?
Packing away the uncertainty, she picked up her pace. The old woman wasn't the only one she needed to visit before returning to work on her new cow.
***
Nina had gotten used to the smell of medical equipment over the years, but seeing someone she loved in a hospital bed brought back all the bad memories. The terror and pain involved was visceral, felt at a deep, indelible level.
Fortunately, this would not be like last time. The long, drawn out delay before the death of Ana had been incredibly heartbreaking, and she hoped never to experience that again. It didn't stop her past memories from coming back to haunt her, but she bottled them up inside, as she had done for many years. Time had helped; she no longer felt the loss as keenly, but it was still there, a scab just below the surface.
That was why she was so reluctant to get involved with another cow. After such a devastating loss, she feared that another would break her. She firmed her lips and put on a mask of concern. She was in complete control of her own emotions. She would not let them rule her. So why did she feel so fragile?
"Nice to see you're mending well," she grunted, stepping into her granddaughter's room.
Eve was resting comfortably in a white medical bed, the bruises on her face looking ghastly. Her left eye had swollen shut, yellows and blues decorating her skin.
The monitoring equipment she was hooked up to was beeping normally, as expected. Instead of sitting down at her granddaughter's bed side, she wandered over to look through the readings. She had always been more comfortable while keeping herself busy.
"Everything looks good here," she declared, relieved to see nothing out of the ordinary.
"Aren't you going to ask how I feel?" asked Eve, raising an eyebrow.
Nina sat in a wooden chair facing the bed and forced herself to focus on the here and now. "The doctors say you're on the mend," she declared. "I'm glad you're doing better."
She was proud her voice didn't waver, but it took an iron will to tamp down her emotions. She stared straight ahead, avoiding Eve's gaze.
"That was not a conversation starter," laughed Eve. "I almost feel like a sack of meat."
She paused, her mind working. She frowned, then her face softened. "It's this place, isn't it? Was it really that hard?"
The concern in her voice brought Nina up short, a pain welling up in her throat. "Yes," she admitted at last. "It really was that difficult. The most difficult thing I've ever had to experience."
She wiped a tear from the corner of her eye. "I swore I would never do this again. Never."
She pressed her hands onto the sheets, feeling the living, breathing expanse of her granddaughter's body, convincing herself with the physical sensations that this wasn't another bad dream.
Eve shifted, pulling her arms out from between the sheets and wrapping her hands around her grandmother's. "I'm here," she declared firmly. "I'm not going anywhere."
Eve paused. "What am I doing? I'm the one who got beat up, you should be lavishing your concern over me." The chiding was gentle, a hint of laughter hidden behind her words.
Nina refused to be shamed. She was still working through her emotions and wasn't sure whether to laugh or cry. She finally settled on righteous anger. It was easier to deal with than the pain.
She stroked her granddaughter's arm and looked at her intensely. "I need to know who did this to you," she declared. "This kind of assault should not be possible within the farm. Cows should not be able to attack their keepers."
Eve considered, looking up and biting her lip. "I remember I was calling for MU2. She had been taking her new injections well and I thought it would be a nice time for another milking session. The door chimed, so I pressed the interlock... and everything after that is hazy."
She cursed. "I didn't check the monitor, did I? I have no idea who actually came through that airlock, it could have been anyone in the room."
Nina could feel the rage inside her building. "In my experience, the only one who could do this to you is your own cow. None of the others have a strong enough bond to hate you."
Eve looked away, trailing her hands over her arms. "That doesn't feel right to me. MU2 is very docile. She has taken my milk multiple times without protest, and she has been eager to become my cow."
"Any cow can fall to milk madness. I should know," Nina replied calmly, though chaotic memories swirled right beneath the surface.
"I don't believe it," said Eve forcefully, blinking away tears. "MU2 would never do that to me." She wrung her hands.
"I didn't believe it myself," replied Nina, locking her emotions away. "Don't worry, I'll take care of it."
Eve rubbed her arms, looking small. "Bring her back to me," she said. "Bring her back."
"I will," declared Nina, not exactly lying to her. If she found MU2, she wasn't exactly going to be gentle.
Even if the cow hadn't done this to Eve, she certainly hadn't helped the situation. Leaving Eve alone without assistance was just as bad in her book.
She leaned over and pressed a kiss onto Eve's forehead. "Just rest," she said. "Let your mashim'be take care of everything."
Eve made a face at her. "That's what I'm afraid of. Just promise me you'll bring MU2 to me so that we can find out the truth."
Nina made a noncommittal sound, which could have been mistaken for some form of agreement. The reality was that someone was going to be punished for this assault, and at the moment she didn't much care who.
From her past experience, nobody got to escape the violence of milk madness. Nobody. Especially not her.
***
Her visit with Eve had done little to help her mood. She had hoped that seeing her granddaughter well and sound would have banished her past memories to the dumpster heap from whence they came, but her brain was not nearly that charitable.
Her chest was aching, swelling with new milk that she had been ignoring. She needed someone to blame. Someone to punish.
The door slid open, revealing MU4 struggling on the treadmill. Her thighs were slick with juice from the torture she had experienced at the hands of the sex harness. Her entire body was sweating, and she gasped, leaning forward against the frame of the machine.
Nina was curious. The cow had done as she had commanded. That was a surprise. Usually their first time the cow would step off the treadmill and spend the rest of the session working their breasts until the harness deigned to give them an orgasm.
MU4 was different. She had powered through it. Nina's eyes flared with interest. Just who was this cow she had started to bond with? She turned her hand over, seeing the circular symbol inked into her palm. It had gotten darker, indicating the bond was active and strengthening.
Was this truly her destiny? Did she dare believe the administrator and seize her future with this cow? She grunted. Hogwash. Nothing was further from the truth. She was old, past her prime. Not fit to be a Paired keeper.
Yet there was still a part of her that was not completely dead. A part that hoped for more, a glimmer of what could have been. She squashed it ruthlessly. Playing pretend was a good way to ruin both her life and that of this cow.
She would treat MU4 just like any other cow, training her to become a bull, as her athletic frame suggested. Anything outside of that wasn't in her purview. Perhaps, in time, this cow would find a better keeper to take care of her, someone other than a shriveled up prune.
Her first job was to get the cow cleaned up. She sighed and approached the sweating cow, pressing the switch on the wall to terminate the automated training. Fetching a rag, she ran her hands down and under the cow's privates, taking special care to clean around her legs.
She unstrapped the harness from the rear, letting it fall free with a jangle. The stimulation device built into the bottom of the leather underwear was soaked, and would require cleanup. The day staff would take care of the particulars. She set it into a large container sitting next to the door just for that purpose.
Returning to the cow, she ran the towel over her nether regions, taking special care to ensure all of her juices were mopped up. She then moved upwards, turning the towel inside out and patting her down to absorb the remaining sweat.
Throughout all this, MU4 said nothing, staring straight ahead and breathing hard, her hands resting on the treadmill's handholds. That was as expected.
She turned and gave Nina a penetrating gaze, which was not expected. The exercise had drained the majority of the energy from her body, leaving her breathless, as desired. However, she should still have been in a trance. Something had gone awry.
MU4 looked at her expectantly, face flushed. "Well?" she asked. "Aren't you going to feed me?" Her stomach gurgled. "I thought that's what keepers did for their cows."
Nina frowned. "Is everyone in your herd abnormal? In all of my many years of experience, I have never seen anything like this. I keep being blindsided with unexplained behavior."
She rubbed her hands together, noting idly that they looked more fleshed out, less bony than she had remembered. A sudden flash of insight tingled down her spine as MU4 studied her closely, the cow's mouth working as her eyes inevitably moved to view her chest area.
Her body was responding as it should. This was a natural response she should have expected. How could she have missed it? It was so obvious, even her aged brain should have noted the changes sooner.
Paired cows naturally adapted to their new environment when bonded to a new keeper. They became more docile and malleable, but only for their chosen keeper. It was something she had reminded new keepers about so often that it had become rote.
She just hadn't expected it to happen to her ever again. She had thought that she was out of that game. She had accepted her role as being a teacher and shepherd for new keepers, and had not aspired to anything greater. She had been comfortable with that choice.
Now all those choices had been tossed into the air, reshuffled in a sudden flurry of chaos. She didn't know what to believe any more. Her brain halted, confused. She began to say something, but stopped. What did she actually want to do?
MU4 approached her with confidence, resting a hand on Nina's shoulder. She brushed her other hand under Nina's jaw, lifting her face up to look at her cow better.
"I don't really understand it, but I'm feeling really attracted to you," she declared. "And I've never been attracted to a woman before. Never."
Nina started. "That's the pair bond talking," she said, her mouth running on autopilot. "The bond engenders feelings of tenderness and affection in order to strengthen the relationship between keeper and cow. Once Paired, a keeper couple can expect to feed her cow at least once daily as long as the bond exists."
MU4 grinned. "Only once daily? Does that mean it's time now?"
Her eyes were hooded, and she looked down, peering at Nina's covered chest. Nina sighed, unable to run away from the truth any longer. This cow needed to be fed, and she was the one who needed to do it. She could sort out the rest of her confused emotions later, but this couldn't wait.
"Help me get this body suit off," she declared.
MU4 nodded, but looked at her quizzically, clearing her throat. "Where, exactly, do I start? I've never worked with one of these before."
Nina let out a short chuckle. Yes, this certainly wasn't standard issue clothing in her world! "It's neck entry," she explained. "It's surprisingly easy to get into, but I usually have another keeper help me out when I need to take it off." She eyed the bulge of MU4's muscles. "With your physique we shouldn't have too many issues."
She turned, presenting the back of her neck to the cow. This level of trust wasn't something she would hand any other cow at MU4's level of conversion, but she had seen the Pair bond with her own eyes. MU4 would not hurt her. She had to believe that, or she was truly lost.
MU4 noticed her pause, and stepped up to hug her. "I'm not sure what's going on here," she declared, "but this feels so right, I'm not sure I even care. Rationally, I feel like I should be knocking you out and trying to escape, but all I want to do is hold you."
Nina stiffened, but softened as the cow continued to speak, surprised at how much her body naturally relaxed into the cow's grip. Her body already knew what her mind didn't - this cow wasn't going to betray her. Nothing bad would happen to her here.
"This is new territory for me as well," she admitted. "I'm used to being in complete control, but this bond is really messing with me."
She closed her eyes and enjoyed the touch of another for a few fleeting moments, then pulled away. "If we get too distracted now, we won't ever get to the feeding," she said in a strident tone.
Reaching around her neck, she pulled a loop of the latex material outwards, stretching open a gap on her right side over her shoulder. She let it go, allowing it to snap back into place. "I need you to hold this open for me," she commanded.
MU4 inserted her hand and pulled up on the material. "Thank you," said Nina, pursing her lips.
She was being a little hard on this cow, but it came from a deep seated discomfort that she was still processing. It had been decades since she had even had a glimmer of hope that something like this might happen to her. She needed time to adjust.
Even so, MU4 didn't deserve to be punished for her own insecurities. "Thank you, MU4," she said softly, pulling her arm towards her body.
The material turned inside out as she maneuvered her hand into the gap between her right side and the tight bodysuit. With a twist, she pushed her hand upwards, reaching out through the neck hole. Now came the difficult part, as she was bound into position.
The morbid thought rode through her mind that MU4 could simply run and leave her there, locked into her own clothing. "The material on my right needs to go over my shoulder, and we need to repeat the maneuver on my left side," she said sharply.
MU4 obliged, easily stretching the slick material over one shoulder and moving to her other side. Her fears not materializing, Nina worked on pulling her left arm inside the suit. That task accomplished, she shoved her other arm up, sliding the neck of the catsuit until it was below her shoulders. The hard part was done.
She sighed. Time to see what the Pair bond had wrought on her body. She pressed her thumbs underneath the bunched up material and shoved down, sliding it over her breasts. What she saw next made her heart skip a beat.
The impossible had become true. Her shriveled, wrinkled breasts had firmed up, swollen and filled with milk. There was less sag, and her wrinkled skin had filled out. She felt younger, too. Had she discovered the fountain of youth?
She laughed, long and hard, but it quickly turned into sobs. "This isn't happening," she breathed between tears. "I can't be producing. I just can't be!"
MU4 moved in front of her and frowned. "Let's not beat around the bush," she said. "I don't care what you say, you can't avoid reality. Milk is dribbling out of those teats. What are you going to do about it?" She put her hands on her hips.
"I can' t, I just don't know," replied Nina, the tears still flowing, breathing coming in short gasps.
She had only ever been this emotional before during her last Pairing, and that had ended in disaster. She tried to get a grip on herself, but she could feel whatever control she had remaining slipping.
MU4 looked her over. "Let's get that dress off you first, you're almost hyperventilating."
She reached for the rubbery fabric, tugging it down over her keeper's hips. "How old did you say you were?" she asked, admiring the alien's shapely thighs.
"Too old for this," Nina wheezed. The cow's calm voice was helping her to regain some control. "An alien lady never reveals her age."
"Well, if you were a human, I would say you don't look a day past forty," MU4 remarked, sliding the rubber bodysuit over her knees. "You're in remarkably good shape."
Nina realized it was true. Energy was welling up within her, and she felt as if she could run a marathon. If only her mental state wasn't so poor! She was feeling all out of sorts.
MU4 knelt on the tile floor and helped her to step out of the suit, carefully folding it and setting it on the side counter. "Now," she said, drinking her keeper in. "Can we start with the feeding?" Her eyes were fixed to Nina's breasts.
Nina bowed to the inevitable. Cows were sexual beasts, and could be very persistent until their needs were met. "Yes, of course," she said, a curious look on her face, seeing MU4 as if for the very first time.
There was hunger for more milk, yes, but there was also a genuine warmth that she hadn't expected to see. This cow deserved her respect, not her scorn. They were both laboring under very difficult circumstances.
Nina was more than a little confused. She had never been in this position before. Her first and only cow had always been meek, but nobody would mistake MU4 for anything other than assertive.
Despite her confusion, her body was responding to her cow's demands. Her breasts swelled and tingled, preparing to feed her new dependent.
She didn't even have the excuse that she was feeling tired. She actually wanted this, and she hadn't wanted anything in decades.
A sudden thought stuck in her mind, an image that she couldn't banish. She was getting aroused. Fuck, this was a terrible idea, but the tingling in her nethers fanned the flames. She just hoped she wouldn't regret this later.
"MU4," she said decisively. "We need to get you outfitted properly to be fed."
She walked to the cabinet on the wall, and pulled out a drawer, rummaging inside. "This is highly irregular. I should report myself for doing this," she muttered.



Pulling her hand out, she revealed a gigantic, black dildo, a thick protuberance at least seven inches long. The rear end was tilted, ending in a large knob. "There it is," she declared, giving MU4 a searching glance. She rested one hand on her forehead and presented the dildo with her other. "Here, this is for you."
MU4 looked at it as if it was a dead rat. "What is that?"
"It's a fitted dildo for a bull. You stick the short end inside you, put on a harness to keep it nestled in the right position, then fuck your target as hard and as long as you can."
MU4 accepted the gift reluctantly. "This is for... me? Why?"
Nina sighed. "Because I have needs, too, and I can't seem to come up with anything more rational."
She walked over to the bin containing the sex harness and removed it, turning to show MU4 the interior. "This is a modular belt," she explained. "If we take out the sex stimulator, like so," she said, detaching it from the bottom, "then there's room for other attachments."
She pointed at a circular metal ring built into the bottom of the belt and held it out for MU4. "Put the rod end through the hole and step into the belt, please."
MU4 mulled it over for moment. "If I do this, will you feed me?" Her stomach rumbled.
Nina waggled the belt in the air. "Of course," she replied. "You haven't seen the whole plan yet."
MU4 sighed and jammed the end of the dildo through the metal ring. It dropped into place, jangling the metal chains along the side of the belt. She took the belt from Nina and slipped her legs through the holes, pulling it up her waist until the knobbly end of the dildo sat against her privates. "What now?" she asked, her lips twisted in bemusement. "This feels really odd."
Nina stepped around her and pulled the belt up farther, holding onto the belt straps. "Just push the end inside," she declared. "You should be lubricated plenty from your last orgasm."
MU4 grunted, dropping her hands to her crotch. Rolling her hips, she pressed them around the large protrusion. "This feels so weird," she declared, teasing herself with the end plug of the dildo.
She jerked her hips up, applying pressure hard on the belt, panting as the knob slipped inside. Nina grunted and pulled the straps taut, buckling them so that it wouldn't come out.
"Better get used to it," she warned. "With your muscular physique, I'll probably be using you as a bull often. You'll be in high demand."
She slipped the end of the belt strap into place, patting her ass. "It's not as weird as you think. Cows have needs, too, and there's not enough keepers to service all the filter cows in the racks. We'll often recruit other cows to help us out."
She sighed. "Having a cow fuck a keeper is far more rare, but I'm too damn old and stupid to say no to my desires."
She waved her hands in the air, staring at MU4. "I need you. To fuck me. Pretty simple."
She held her hands up to forestall MU4, who had begun to move towards her with a hungry look in her eyes. "Not like that," she stated. She pointed at the far wall, upon which a hypnotic display had mesmerized the cow earlier. "First, I need to plug myself into the wall milker."
MU4's eyebrows rose. "And how does that work?" she asked, curious.
Nina marched over to the wall, an intense tingling starting in her loins. "It's quite simple," she said. "I press my hands through the holes, here, reaching inside to grab hold of the inner grips. I then place my breasts in these notches, and the automated system starts."
She pointed at the ceiling. "Any milk that is drained from my breasts will be pumped up into a container in the ceiling."
She pressed her hand against the wall, and a hatch folded open above them with a small hum. A tangle of plastic dropped down, a jumble of drinking tubes. "When not pumped elsewhere, these are utilized to use the milk immediately," she declared, showing the end of a drinking tube to MU4. "This is how you will feed. Any questions?"
"Somehow this doesn't seem like a normal feeding," said MU4 laconically.
"No," replied Nina, "but I can't think of anything more arousing at the moment."
MU4 popped the end of the tube into her mouth and looked at Nina expectantly. "Alright, then," she said. "I'm ready. Let's begin."
Nina looked at the concave pockets on the wall and bit her lip. She was really going to go through with this. To give up control to her cow and trust that the Pair bond was strong enough to make this all work out.
Turning her palm over, she stared at the dark, circular, pie shaped symbol, which had now filled in completely. She wasn't a naive, wet behind the ears keeper any more. This time the Pairing was real, not fake. She could trust her cow. She could do this.
Converting her determination into action, she stepped up to the wall and pressed her hands inside. The circular holes lit with a blue light from within and the system hummed to life. She pushed deeper, pressing all the way inside until her knuckles bumped up against the hand grips. She wrapped her hands around the vertical tubes, pulling herself in closer until her nipples lightly tapped the concave surface of the breast pockets.
From inside the wall, bands snapped around her wrists, locking them in place so that she could not leave while the milking cycle was active. She hissed involuntarily as the breast cups began to work, suction tugging at her nipples. She thrust her chest out, her breast flesh popping into the cups with a wet smack.
Her legs clenched. She was really doing this. She was going to be milked and fucked by her cow. Her thighs juiced with lubrication.
A chime sounded. "Milking cycle start, auto detect," came the flat voice.
The breast cups began to work, mechanical relays popping as they alternated sucking her teats. She had only experienced a full milking a few times, and that was long ago. The immediacy of the suction was surprising, but welcome. Her breasts were alight with the sensation, the tickling pleasure going straight to her brain.
And this was only the beginning. She moaned and closed her eyes, waiting and hoping that MU4 would take advantage of her condition. That she would ravage her and leave her a sodden mess on the floor.
"What are you waiting for?" she rasped, when her cow wasn't forthcoming. "It's real simple, just fuck me."
She sensed a presence at her back, and tensed her neck. What was MU4 going to do? She was completely at her cow's mercy. Her leg muscles clenched. It was so damn hot to give up control to her cow. The accompanying fear was delicious.
A thick length pressed up against her butt, and she writhed in anticipation. A soft breath tickled her ear. "I almost don't have to do anything," giggled MU4. "I could just whisper in your ear and you'd explode." Her voice lowered to a breathy husk.
Nina shivered, realizing the statement wasn't far from the truth. Her situation was seriously turning her on. She could feel her breasts pulsing in the breast cups, milk beginning to flow. She was being milked like a common cow. She was such a naughty keeper.
She moaned, clenching her hands around the internal hand grips and pressing her breasts deeper into the cups. She could hear a wet, slurping noise from behind her. "Mmm, you taste wonderful," stated MU4, drinking some more.
"Like sugar cookies," she declared. "I just want to suck on you all day!"
Nina's eyes reddened. She almost wanted to cry, the tension was so bad. This may have been her fault, but she wanted to rant and curse at her cow, not speak soft nothings in her ear.
She had to settle for a frustrated moan, which escaped her clamped lips. MU4 chuckled, rubbing her left shoulder. "Being patient is good for you. It builds character."
Nina couldn't leash her tongue, and told her cow exactly what she thought about building character. MU4 only chortled at her, pressing the rounded end of the strap on back and forth between her thighs.
Staring at the display on the wall, all she could do was wait for her cow to make the first move. How intolerable. She would pay her back the next time she got the opportunity!
If she got the opportunity. Some of her arousal waned as she considered her situation. This was a very real risk she was taking. It was not as bad as it could have been, since they were both safely within the confines of the Farm, but it was still far outside normal operating procedures. At the very worst, she could be dismissed from the ranks of the keepers. That was not so much of a danger when you weighed that against the likelihood that they had been looking to get rid of her anyway. She was old, and used up, not of much worth to anyone.
That couldn't happen now, of course. Even if she was caught in the throes of orgasm with her cow, they wouldn't get rid of a Paired keeper. But she was risking her remaining career - they would most certainly avoid giving her any critical jobs if news of this got out.
The illicit danger was what made this so exciting! She smiled ferociously, the breast pumps still extracting her milk with relentless suction. Even with her new enthusiasm, she could feel her body stiffening.
"Do they call you the frost queen, or is that just what happens when you try to be intimate?" asked MU4, sliding her hands down her keeper's sides. Nina was about to answer, but MU4 gave her a good slap, rubbing the stinging pain into her butt cheek. "Let's defrost that exterior," she said, pressing her pelvis into Nina's butt, forcing her closer to the wall.
Nina's legs trembled as she spread them apart. She knew what was coming next. She waited, but it was taking forever. She groaned.
MU4 was fumbling at her butt. "They all make it look so easy. Here we go," she muttered.
A hard knob pressed into her vulva, bouncing off her urethra. "Wrong spot, ouch!" she complained, wishing her hands were free so she could guide her cow to the right spot.
Fortunately, MU4 realized what was happening, and adjusted her angle. Nina felt the knob bouncing around her nethers, gasping in satisfaction once it finally located the right hole and slipped inside.
MU4 patted her butt. "There, we're getting this going now, are you happy? You're finally getting fucked, just like you wanted."
A sudden realization thrilled down her spine. She really was getting fucked. She never knew how raw the pleasure could be. She had gotten herself off before, of course, but it was nothing like this. Raw reality hit her like a wet smack. She needed more.
She tilted her hips, doing her best to help her cow thrust deeper, but MU4 was having none of it. She kept moving, slow and steady. "Getting eager? I know you want my thick, hard cock. I'm deep inside you, ramming your wet snatch full of my rod. Do you like this?"
Nina nodded, her entire body rocking to the rhythm of the fucking. MU4 sped up further, pushing deeper. "I never knew you aliens could be so freaky. You want it so bad!" She giggled. "If we had known earlier, we would have been looking for strap-ons to help us escape with!"
A frisson of fear mixed with her pleasure, sending her imagination to further heights. This cow was in control of her. She was fucking her and she wanted nothing more than to give everything to her.
Her moans rose in intensity, and she cried out as the dildo jackhammered her privates. MU4 didn't let up as her body descended into a paroxysm of pleasure, literally vibrating from the stimulation.
MU4 slowed down, but didn't stop the assault on Nina's privates. "Looks like you hit a road bump," she announced, working the dildo in and out.
Her arousal had temporarily cooled, but the constant stimulation wasn't going away, and she could feel her body responding. She focused on the sensations, enjoying the warmth of the low level pleasure. "Fuck yes," she announced, riding the dildo with enthusiasm.
She idly wondered if MU4, now effectively in control of her body, would take advantage of her lax authority to make an escape. She wouldn't blame her if she had. This was a really stupid situation to put herself in.
However, MU4 slapped her ass and pressed her swollen teats into Nina's back. She withdrew the thick cock and pressed her hands around Nina's face, feeling the warmth of her cheeks.
"You're an amazing fuck," she declared, running her hands over her sides. "Since you're at my mercy, let's keep it up and go for another round. This time, more slow and sensual."
The thick rod was reinserted, squeezing her lips aside with little resistance. The thick girth dipped deeper and deeper with agonizing slowness. MU4 was torturing her with the best fuck of her life.
"Oh, yes," she breathed, gasping as the wall ports sucked tightly at her breasts, draining every last drop. "Give it to me, yes!"
MU4 slowed to a stop, the thick dick filling Nina's tunnel. "Now that I have you here as a captive audience, I think it's time for some questions."
Nina blinked, eyes rolling as her nethers vibrated around the fullness inside her. "What... do you want to know?" she gasped.
Was this the point at which her cow would betray her? She almost expected it, given her past experience. She had been so stupid to let herself be put in this situation! Pressing her forehead against the wall and squeezing the hand grips, she moaned.
"What's really going on here? I'm damn confused. Just an hour ago I would've knocked you out and run for the hills, but instead I'm here giving you the best fuck of your life. I'm feeling unexpectedly motherly."
She slowed her movements to a crawl, forcing a needy groan from between Nina's lips. "It's the Pair bond," she gasped. "Two become one. You're mine, and I'm yours."
MU4 grunted. "I get the sense that you've had a bad experience with a Pair bond before. What happened?"
Nina really didn't want to go into it. She kept her lips sealed.
MU4 didn't appreciate her silence, moving even slower. "I can keep this up," she declared. "I don't need an orgasm. I want to know what's going on with you."
"Besides," she said quieter. "If I'm to be your cow, I need to know how you really feel."
The dual blackmail hit Nina like a sucker punch. More than anyone else, MU4 deserved to know. She groaned, a long protest, but eventually gave in. She had no choice.
"You're right, I used to have a cow," she explained. "Her name was Ana. I was young, and naive. I had been working with her for half a year, and thought I felt a bond forming. We started to do more dangerous things. I fed her more of my milk than I should have."
She paused, musing over the painful memories. "She passed into a coma, but that wasn't the end. No, when she woke up, she had the milk madness. They couldn't contain her."
She sighed. "Back then they didn't know how to cure her. They tried everything they could, but she just kept getting worse. She started making erratic choices, falling in with the less than ethical keepers."
"It was like a drug to her, to walk on the dangerous side. Eventually, she drank too much milk, fell into a coma, and didn't wake up."
MU4 grunted. "That fucking sucks, but I don't see how it's your fault."
Nina stiffened. "It was my fault. I held onto her for too long. I should have asked for help when the Pairing mark didn't show up on my hand. I thought it would come in time, but it didn't. I waited until it was too late."
MU4 made a noise of disbelief. "Don't blame yourself for what you didn't know. You can't make the right choices if you're not given the right information. Who's fault is it really? Yours, or the ones who didn't give you the support you needed in your time of need?"
The cow bucked her hips, restarting her slow fucking. "Now, I get all that. Can you tell me what's happening with Daisy and Iris?"
Nina chuckled. "Now that you have me in a compromising position, why not? MU1 has Paired up with Nora, and they're probably fucking each other just like us. Iris has likely been sent for further training and selection so that they can locate a keeper for her as well. Now, why don't you stop worrying about them and worry more about us?"
MU4 moved faster, ramping up her thrusting. Nina hissed, a constant stream of satisfaction escaping her lips. "I'm going to fuck you so hard you won't be walking out of this room," MU4 declared, sipping on her keeper's milk. "You taste amazing, by the way."
"Thank you," moaned Nina, unable to focus on anything beyond her immediate pleasure, which was overwhelming her senses.
MU4 leaned in close, jerking the dildo as deep as she could thrust it, moaning from the pleasure she was creating in her own vagina at the same time. "If only you could see your amazing butt working itself over my fat penis," she declared. "You'd explode in no time."
Climax didn't seem far away. All of her concerns and worries had long since left her brain, leaving room for nothing but more pleasure. She gasped as MU4 continued her deep thrusting. With every push, she pressed her breasts against Nina's rear, tickling her shoulders.
Her orgasm came with a loud, wavering moan. MU4 paused as she vibrated in pleasure, pressing her lips to the nape of Nina's neck. For the first time since she was a young alien, Nina felt safe and loved. It was mind blowing.
Maybe Hys'alan'throp was right. She would have to reconsider her offer.
"Fuck yes," moaned Nina. "Just for that, you're getting extra injections."
"I'll only agree to that if I get to fuck my favorite keeper an extra time."
"You run a hard bargain, but I won't say no." She smiled as MU4 reentered her for a third time, ignoring her soreness. Despite her exhaustion, the last fuck was the best. It was with someone who cared.
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Natalia was breathing hard. They had been walking for what seemed like hours, and they still hadn't found the exit to the room. It went on for acres.
She felt like she had been dropped into a horror movie set. All around her were aisle after aisle of cows being milked. They moaned and groaned as the suction worked their breasts, their milk flowing out into plastic tubing.
Each row was built in the shape of a pyramid, providing bleacher seating down each side in the form of a triangle. A stairway was built into the end of each row for maintenance access along the top. From bottom to top, four women sat on each side, stacked on top of each other. Four up, and four down.
The women were not free to leave. They had been strapped into place, sitting in specially molded chairs that forced them to lean backwards and stare at the ceiling. They wore black rubber masks, hiding their individuality. Their faces had been replaced with glowing green numbers, interchangeable, labeled livestock.
The rest of their bodies hadn't been spared, either. They wore thick catsuits that covered every inch, shiny rubber reflecting the sterile light from the ceiling. The only openings were at the breast and crotch areas, where metallic tubes were attached. Each cow's set of quad breasts were exposed, swallowed inside breast cups that pumped them mercilessly.
Metal straps held them to their chairs, at their shoulders, thighs, and waist. They had some freedom of motion, but without sight, it was impossible for them to release the electronically locked restraints, even if they had known the codes. Some of them writhed back and forth, palming the breasts cups, but they could not be removed, even with determined tugging.
The cow at the top of the stack had its mouth stuffed full with a rubber gag, plastic tubing rising towards the ceiling. White milk dribbled down the tubing, feeding the cow as large, soft headphones whispered secrets into her ears.
From that cow's breast cups, the outlet tubing led to the next cow in the chain, farther down, who was drinking the milk from the first cow. The pattern repeated again, the milk flowing down to the third and fourth cow. The last cow's milk was pumped into the floor, her large breasts jiggling as the suction cups extracted her nectar.
Beyond the hum of the working machinery, she could hear the gurgling of the milk and faint moans of pleasure. They were pure milk slaves, forced to relax and have their bodies emptied and filled, to serve the aliens without rest. To Natalia it seemed like an arousing fate, but also frightening. To sit in absolute darkness while the machines worked your body. She gulped, doing her best to avert her eyes.
It wasn't working. The longer she spent in this strange room, the more she was getting aroused, and the less she could think. A few of the cows she could see in the stack were heavily pregnant, gravid bellies wobbling underneath the thick latex as their brains and breasts were drained by the machinery. There was an aura of fecundity she could almost taste.
The worst part was seeing the actual scale of how many cows were being milked. It lent the place an air of inevitability. If this many cows had been processed, what hope did she have of escaping? She needed a plan, dammit.
She was usually the one with a solution. The best route of escape, the best route to shave parsecs from their travel times, the best way to make money. None of that cleverness from the outside world applied in here. She was truly in a different universe, trying to fight her way out of a featureless box.
"Have either of you spotted an exit?" she asked, looking at Morgan and Kylie, both of whom had been unusually quiet.
The silence had been getting to her, and she felt some of the tension relax at the sound of her own voice. "No," replied Morgan. "But we've been spending a lot of time in the central area. Perhaps we should split up and check down some of these rows."
Natalia twisted her lips. Morgan was still an unknown quantity. The woman seemed to enjoy being a cow, and was behaving rather passively. Since her keeper had been injured, she was even more subdued than usual.
Her suggestion seemed sound, but she could be aiming to isolate them from each other. She pressed her forefinger into her thumb. That was the paranoia speaking. Morgan hadn't done anything obvious to betray them. There was no reason to assume she was going to. If her keeper showed up, however, all bets were off. She wasn't willing to test the woman's loyalty that far.
"Okay," she said finally. "I'll head left, you two head right."
Morgan raised an eyebrow at her, but said nothing. Kylie cursed. "Why do I have to go with her?" she complained, her hands curling into fists.
"Because I don't entirely trust her, and you shouldn't either," she replied.
She turned to face Morgan. "If your keeper showed up right now, what would you do?"
Morgan clenched her lips. "I would immediately surrender my body to her."
"Precisely. Therefore, we logically can't leave you by yourself. Any further questions?"
Kylie snarled, but said nothing. Taking that as an affirmative, she turned and headed down the nearest row of cows.
She immediately realized that splitting up had been a mistake. Without the familiar faces to ground her, all that was left was a seemingly endless row of moaning cows moving restlessly as they were milked.
She stared at one of the cows who was at the bottom of one of the milk ladders. Her breasts were particularly large, her teats spurting white milk as she ran her hands up and down her swollen belly. Creaking sounds emanated from her body suit as it rubbed over her skin. MX34 glared at her from the electroluminescent display on the woman's mask.
She had been reduced to a number. A number they could assign production statistics to. Someone was probably poring over those numbers right now, making decisions about the cow's fate. What happened if the cow wasn't producing fast enough to keep up? Were cows ever put out to pasture?
Turning, she hurried on, but the image of the cow lingered in her mind. The noise of the stacks was really getting to her. She resorted to plugging her ears as she hurried on, terrified that she might convince herself to stop and examine one of the cows and somehow take her place.
She felt like it was taking forever to reach the end of the row, an endless expanse of milking chairs, plastic tubing, and groaning cows. She hesitated, turning to approach a set of the cows locked into the stack.
The cow at the bottom had a large belly, pregnant. Not all of them were with child, but many of them were. None of the women higher up in the stack had gravid bellies, making her wonder whether there was a reason for putting them down lower.
Regardless, the pure ecstasy of the cows was not in question. The catsuits they wore were tight, heavy rubber a few millimeters thick, making it difficult for them to move at all. With the added restraints, it was nigh impossible. The sucking noise from the milk machines was juxtaposed with moans, their chests heaving.
Natalia lifted her hand to feel the plastic tube that was jammed into the cow's mouth. The milk was warm, flowing gently. Tracing the tubing backwards, she realized it attached to a large bottle fixed to the milking chair. From there, another tube led to a coupling which was attached to the cow the next stack up.
The majority of the system must be gravity fed, but the cows could enjoy a sweet drink at any time. And that seemed to happen quite often. The cow would take a pull at the hose, drink, and make a low noise of pleasure before starting again.
She pressed a hand to the cow's mask, running it down her neck. The rubber was tight and slick, locking her into an enforced posture. The cow didn't even notice her stroking, so completely lost in her world of drinking and sucking.
A low noise whirred at the cow's crotch, and her hips moved with delight. The belt she wore covered her crotch completely, ribbed metal lines attaching into a rounded dome. It was impossible to see what was being done underneath, but it seemed pretty obvious the cow was being fucked while she was milked.
It looked like a pretty simple closed loop system. The cows could be moved around into any position desired, fucked and milked as required with the turn of a few couplers. Were the cows kept in their enforced slavery forever? It was impossible for her to tell, but it seemed likely that the device attached to the cow's nethers doubled as a waste evacuation unit.
She sighed, wishing that she could join the unlimited milking. No need to plan for the future when it had all been planned out for you. Being a cow was simple. Being free was difficult.
She left the cow to her fate with some reluctance. There was no way for her to release her, and there were hundreds of other cows in the same room with her. No, she needed to find an exit, and quickly. Kylie still needed her, especially since she had been acting out more than usual.
The row of cows extended into the distance, but each section was separated by a vertical pillar with a built-in hatch. Curious, she wandered over to one of them, peering inside.
The interior was far more complex than that needed for a ceiling support. The walls were studded with machinery and mysterious devices, the top shrouded in a black cloud. She was momentarily tempted to step inside to examine the devices closer, but a small hint of sound stole her attention.
Far off at the end of the row, she could see small figures marching towards her. The light winking off their outfits came in a regular pulse as they marched along. Gritting her teeth, she moved inside the hatchway, peering out to gauge their progress. If she was caught now, she stood absolutely no chance of escaping. Her heart thudded in her chest and she held her breath.
She jumped back as the hatch slammed shut from the top of the rounded chamber. Adrenaline spiking, she reflexively hammed at the porthole in the hatch until she realized it was useless. Her stupidity had gotten her stuck inside this dark tube.
What was worse was that she could feel her feet sinking into the floor. No, there wasn't goop down there - it was just an elevator. Within moments, the porthole was several body lengths up the wall, impossible for her to get to. She was well and truly trapped in this hole.
The hole didn't stay dark for long. Floodlights built into the ceiling clunked on, blinding her with a circular array of light. She gulped, knowing that she was really in the shit now. There was no practical difference between being captured by the aliens and being captured by this... thing. The outcome was the same. She should have run the other way.
Too late now, a hissing mist was infiltrating the chamber. A red light turned on, highlighting the top of her head.
"Cow detected. Begin startup routine," stated an electronically generated voice.
The hissing noise intensified, shadows interrupting the intense lights as a hidden metal mechanism whirled around her in the air at high speed.
Natalia rushed to the side of the circular pit, trying to hide against the wall. What she could see of the mechanisms terrified her, and she wanted none of it.
When her hands touched the wall, she stumbled back, alarmed. It felt wet, and sticky. She continued to back up, a sudden fear seizing her. The wall was coming towards her!
Whirling around, she saw a six foot tall fence of shiny, liquid black was closing in on her from all sides. She was forced back into the center of the room, underneath the whirring metal devices.
"Help!" she shouted. "Help... rmph!"
The black liquid blanked out her vision, splashing over her body like a wave. Her mouth hung open, panting from fear. The liquid had covered her mouth as well, but it only lightly coated the interior. She could still breathe at least.
But she couldn't move. She was caught like a rat in flypaper, frozen in position. Her mind raced, but she was out of plans. It was impossible for her to escape. She must endure.
"Cow captured. Now scanning," came the monotone voice.
A faint warmth played up and done her body, a blue light glimmering through the blackness of the liquid which had coated her eyes. She tried to move her arms, but they were stuck. The coating had hardened into a plastic shell, a tight, impenetrable barrier.
She could feel hard, metallic bars dropping into place beneath her breasts and under her hips, preventing any further movement.
"Warning: breast volume low. Initialize cow to starting stack. Auto injections primed. Program loaded. Waiting for alignment."
As she waited, the coating over her eyes began to clear, light seeping in. She blinked, trying to resolve the unknown images into something familiar. What she saw didn't give her any cause for comfort.
A rack made of blue anodised steel lowered from above, four rounded breast cups lowering into place around the bar which fit snugly against her chest. She moaned, worried about what the machinery was going to do to her body. It was going to inflate her breasts, turning her into a bimbo cow!
The top two cups attached with a pop, light suction holding them in place. The bottom two pressed against her chest over her second pair of lightly budding breasts. She hissed as four sharp pinches came in succession from her breast area, pain blossoming.
Her breasts had been sensitive before, but this was another level. Her chest felt cold, a rush of liquid draining into her flesh.
She tried to scream, but could only accomplish a sad holler. It was all useless. The aliens doing this to her didn't care. She was going to be their cow.
"Growth injections complete. Promote cow to third stage before stacking."
Sparkling lights filled her vision, some sort of hypnotic display. She could only groan as more needles slid into her neck.
***
Morgan was out of breath. Kylie hadn't stopped moving since Natalia had left them. She was a woman possessed, marching like a soldier. It was all Morgan could do to keep up.
She had been pretty fit in her past life, but she wasn't an athlete. Being transformed into a cow surely hadn't helped. Her extra assets wobbled dangerously as they moved, making her back ache abominably. She was built for milking, not for running. She made a noise of frustration under her breath and instantly realized her mistake.
"What, is this too much for you?" asked Kylie, her eyes blazing with a strange, inner light. "The poor little cow wants to stop and submit, does she? You want to be fucked and milked?"
Morgan breathed hard. "No, of course not," she choked out, lying. "This body just isn't built for this kind of exertion."
"Too bad," replied Kylie. She loomed over Morgan, staring her down. "If you start to lag behind, you get left behind."
That didn't seem like such a bad idea at the moment, but she felt as though she had a strange sort of commitment to see this through. She girded herself and pushed on. At the very least, she wished to avoid another tongue lashing from Kylie.
There was definitely something wrong with the woman. Other than her reddened eyes, her hands were clenched into fists, a constant stream of slobber escaping her lips. She needed treatment, and Morgan somehow felt that it was her job to keep an eye on her to prevent her from injuring anyone else.
Fortunately, they had reached the end of a row, cows jerking with ecstasy in their restraints as they were milked. She wished she could share in their pleasure, but she was stuck with an insane pirate. What joy.
"Here's an airlock," stated Kylie, moving forward briskly.
Morgan hesitated. "Aren't we going back to get Natalia?"
Kylie scowled. "Forget her. I'm not going back to find out if she's come up with another crazy plan. I'm getting out of here."
She moved into the airlock and raised an eyebrow. "Are you coming or not?"
Morgan grumbled, but stepped inside. It felt wrong to leave Natalia behind, but this was The Farm. If she was caught, they would take care of her.
She waited for the airlock to cycle, suffering in awkward silence. Kylie said nothing, laser focused on the exit.
Mercifully, the door finished its rotation quickly, opening out into a wide bay. Kylie moved with excitement, taking in row after row of neatly parked shuttles. With swept back wings and anti grav generators, these were top of the line craft for atmospheric work.
"This is it!" Kylie declared, almost dancing. "I'm actually going to get out of here!"
Morgan noted that she hadn't included her in the declaration, but she didn't really care. She followed reluctantly, toying with the idea of sidling back into the airlock. Spending more time with the unhinged pirate in a small shuttle didn't seem like a good time to her.
Kylie ran up the ramp of one of the shuttles, peering at the entry pad. "This looks pretty standard," she declared. "I should be able to hot wire this without any trouble. Give me a minute."
Morgan paced, staring at nothing. She had a hard decision to make, and she wasn't sure what to do. She didn't want to leave The Farm, especially not with Kylie. She suspected that if she got on that shuttle she would immediately become the pirate's hostage.
Her failure to make a decision so far had led her here, where she didn't want to be. Making no decision had been a decision in and of itself. The wrong decision.
She knew that the next decision she made was likely to be her last decision. Whatever happened, she wasn't going to get on that shuttle with Kylie. She girded her loins and watched Kylie carefully, gritting her teeth. "Kylie," she stated firmly. "We need to talk. I don't want to leave with you."
***
She breathed in and out, deeply, seeing nothing. A hood had been pulled over her head, blinding her. Cool, sweet air pumped in and out of her lungs, forced respiration.
With the air came some form of drugs, making her feel light headed and airy. Thoughts drifted through her mind, but didn't stop for her to examine them. She hadn't been able to hold onto any thoughts for quite some time.
Who was she? What was her purpose? The loose threads stewed in her vacant consciousness, a vague hissing tugging at her ears. In due course, a firm answer came back to her, but not as one of her own thoughts. No, this felt like it had been spoon fed to her.
She was a cow. She existed at the pleasure of the Farm. The answer was soothing. She didn't speculate about what being a cow might mean, she just was. It was her Truth. She was a Cow.
The interior of the mask was dark, damp from her exhalation. It gripped her skull tightly, providing a feeling of comfort. She was right where she needed to be.
Her body was in motion, being rolled along. She sat back, relaxing. Her body was strapped down, but she wasn't struggling. To struggle, she needed to worry. To worry, she needed to think. And there was no thinking involved. Just the autonomous motion of her chest as she breathed in the soporific gas.
Her chest felt heavy. Something had been strapped to her breasts, tickling and sucking as it pulled at her flesh, kissing four different spots. The pressure might have been discomforting, but in her current state it simply aroused her more. She was a cow. A cow must be milked. She was being milked.
This didn't prevent her body from wriggling involuntarily, but that was only right. Her body was being stimulated, and should show how aroused it was. How aroused she was.
In her altered consciousness, she could only feel and be told what she was. The Truth seeped into her mind, plugging all the crevices where intelligent thought used to live. She began to fervently believe that she was nothing more than a willing cow.
The chair halted, and turned. Her lungs continued to pump, sweat beading around her lips. Something external tugged at her mask and she was forced to turn her head slightly upwards. A plastic tube was shoved into the mask, parting her lips.



Her teeth clenched around the soft tubing, her lips wrapping around two round openings. A warm liquid gushed into her mouth, filling her cheeks with a sweetness. She swallowed reflexively, delighting in the smooth taste as it slid down her throat.
The flow paused for a moment, allowing her to regain her bearings, before beginning again. It was pumping. Pumping the liquid into her at the same rate the suction was pumping her milk out of her. She was being fed milk so that her body could process it. Her body would grow and become an efficient machine, filtering the milk. She was such a good cow.
The lessons sank deeper as her body flexed, delighting in her pure transformation. She was being treated as she deserved. She was a filter cow. She was part of the stack.
Her nipples exploded with delight, twitching at the never ending pressure. She had no time to enjoy the afterglow, as the machinery was ramping up further. A rounded, metallic protrusion prodded at her vulva.
She laid still, on tenterhooks. The headphones hissed in her ears, praising her for readying her body for the intruder. The metallic tube pressed inside, liquid spurting from its tip to lubricate its passage. It seated deep inside, nestling up near her cervix.
The nozzle stopped moving, embedded in her vagina. This was the next step in her journey. It was plugging her up, vibrating to increase her body's arousal. It twisted, writhing like a snake to increase its stimulation, turning her body into a live wire of pleasure.
This was necessary to complete her transformation into a filter cow. The stack would ensure she was impregnated to increase her production and processing capacity. The stack was efficient. She was efficient.
The system hissed in her ears, making her want it. She needed it. She was going to be a pregnant cow. Good Cow.
She orgasmed, her vagina vibrating around the intruder as it came inside her.
***
Kylie turned and frowned at Morgan, flexing her hands into fists. "What does that make you, then? A dumb cow? You know they're using you here. They're going to milk, milk, milk you until nothing is left of your mind. When you're begging for more, they'll give it to you gladly, until you're a mindless beast, serving at their pleasure!"
She slammed a fist against the side of the shuttle. "Fuck it, I don't have time for you." She continued fiddling with the console.
Morgan looked at her uncertainly, backing away. It was true she was a little worried about what Eve had planned for her, but surely Eve would take care of her. She didn't want her as a mindless slave. There was a burgeoning connection between them, something indefinable that she couldn't yet explain. Was it love? Hard to say. But she wasn't going to find out if she followed Kylie like a lost lamb.
"How absolutely primitive," came a prim voice, interrupting her thoughts.
She gasped, turning as she realized they were not alone. A keeper stood nearby, caressing the necks of two cows. The one on the left was petite, and was beginning to show a red coloration as her second set of breasts was coming in, her frame slowly filling out to accommodate her udder.
The other had black and white spots, her udder fully formed. This one had been a cow for quite some time already, possessing an air of grace that came with being fully transformed.
Her eyes flicked back to the keeper and they widened involuntarily. The alien was wearing a black corset, her neon green breasts bursting out of the top, pink areolae dribbling with new milk. Her lips twitched, and she felt fear.
Morgan stared at them with trepidation. She knew these three! She didn't know too much about the keeper, except that she was Eve's rival. Her name was Heather, yes, that was right.
The black and white cow belonged to her, but was otherwise unremarkable. The roan cow was far more familiar, however. The cow blinked lazily, relaxing freely in Heather's grip, unconsciously licking her lips. She shifted her stance, raising her hands to run them over her lower set of breasts. She smiled, staring at nothing.
"Are you ready to give up?" asked the keeper. "Really, even if you take off, there's nowhere for you to go. The Farm has been locked down and all the cows have been accounted for. You two are the only loose ones, and you've already been corralled."
Kylie cursed, giving the keeper a brief glance as she feverishly worked the console. "I don't believe you," she declared. "Natty's pirates have always been a tight knit group. We work for each other. Always have. Nobody else will help us out. We're all alone in the blackness of space."
"That's manifestly untrue," replied the keeper in a droll tone. "If you tell yourself a lie long enough, you may even start to believe it. In truth, you were always looking to be owned. Take a look at Iris, here," she grinned evilly, squeezing the roan cow's neck. "All she needed was a modicum of discipline and she cracked open like a rotten fruit.
The cow mooed at her, leaning into her grip. She closed her eyes, pressing her head into her mistress' side. "I love it when you fuck me, mistress," declared the former pirate. "Are we going to do it again soon?"
"Yes, my cow, quite soon," replied the keeper, squeezing her neck again. The cow melted under her attention.
Kylie turned from the console, eyes wild. "You'll pay for what you've done," she cursed, slapping her hand against the reader. "Whatever you've done to her, I won't rest until I get my revenge. That's what a pirate does best!"
Morgan watched in alarm as the hatch slid open. Kylie threw them an insulting gesture and darted inside, locking the hatch behind her. Heather waved Morgan back to a safe distance.
The thrusters in the shuttle started with an inconceivable roar, filling the shuttle bay with a horrendous vibration. The cacophony was mercifully short, however, as the ship quickly swapped to its main drive, lifting the aerodynamic craft out of the open hanger door and off to freedom.
Morgan coughed as the cloud of exhaust dispersed, peering at the trail the shuttle had made over the green overgrowth in the distance. She had escaped. She was free.
Morgan felt excitement, but not for Kylie. A great weight had been lifted off her chest. Kylie wasn't her problem any more. The Farm would deal with her.
A pit settled into her stomach. It was finally time to face reality. She turned to Heather, who had recovered her poise, caressing the necks of her slave cows to calm them down.
"Is Eve alright?" she asked, feeling small. "I didn't want to leave her, but Kylie wouldn't let me. I think Kylie hurt her in some way and I'm worried about her."
Her babbling drifted off into the quiet coolness of the empty hanger. She bit her lip, looking down. "I never wanted to escape," she said plaintively. "I didn't have a choice."
"Didn't you?" asked the keeper. "Were any of them holding you at gunpoint? You could have stayed there with your keeper, but instead you ran off with the others. In my book, that makes you just as bad as them."
Morgan quailed, a black emotion settling over her. She was a bad cow. She had not helped her keeper.
A shadow fell over her, a strong hand clamping onto her shoulder. "You don't deserve her," declared Heather. "You're just like all the rest, believing that you know better than your keeper."
She moved her hand around Morgan's neck and squeezed hard. Morgan sagged into her embrace, an automatic feeling of submission swelling up inside her.
"You still feel entitled to her. You're wrong. You don't deserve her," she hissed. "You don't deserve any of us."
She turned, pulling Morgan with her. Morgan stumbled, trying to keep up with the keeper. Disobeying her now didn't make sense. She was a cow. A cow without her keeper. She didn't know what to do.
"I belong to her, though." Morgan muttered, confused. "I belong to Eve."
"You belong to us," corrected Heather. "You belong to The Farm. Disobedient cows don't get assigned to a keeper. They get assigned to the stack. You will serve us. You will serve all of us."
"Serve," muttered Morgan, her thoughts jumbled. Yes, she was made to serve. She was nothing more than a cow. How could she have thought otherwise?
The airlock door rotated, opening into the filter room. Rows upon rows of cows were being milked, sighing and gasping with pleasure. "Look at them," declared the keeper. "None of them have a violent thought in their head while they are being milked. They don't think of escape. They don't think of being disobedient. They simply don't think at all."
Morgan had ceased her muttering, looking forward blankly. She deserved this. Whatever the keeper was planning. Because she couldn't get around the fact that she had betrayed her keeper. How could she possibly deserve a keeper as perfect as Eve? She saw it now. The only way she could atone was to serve The Farm as a mindless cow.
Heather marched her past a block of cows, their suction cups popping and sucking, thoughts being extracted along with the streams of milk they provided to the aliens. Sustenance to keep them alive and well. Filtering out their poisons so that they could feed the next generation.
Stepping up to a circular chamber, Heather threw her inside the hatch. Morgan sat in a crumpled heap on the floor, staring at nothing. She didn't want to think about anything anymore.
The keeper's cows had followed close behind her, staring at Morgan with disapproval. Even the other cows hated her.
Heather gave her a knowing gaze. "That's a good cow. Obey the machine, and let it guide you. Lose yourself in the stacks. Become one among many. Because you're not worth anything more than an empty number."
She shifted her hands to her hips. "How long will you last in the stack, I wonder? The constant stimulation and reinforcement has been known to break minds before. Pumping and sucking. That's all you'll need to know, you silly cow!"
She rested a palm against a reader and the door rotated shut, locking her inside, alone with her thoughts. Heather might have thought she was punishing her with her harsh words, but she couldn't possibly hurt her as much as her own thoughts would.
They drifted around in circles, always coming back to the same conclusion: she was a bad cow. Nothing she did was ever the right thing. Her only worth was as a cow to these aliens. She wanted to disappear.
It was a blessing when the walls closed in, trapping her body in a blanket of black rubber.
***
Time had no meaning to her inside the blackness. She was a number, not a person. A cow, good only for drinking and milking. She played with the tube in her mouth, drinking another spurt of the liquid that oozed past her teeth.
She saw nothing, her present and future reduced to the interior of a black mask, filled with gas that anesthetized her brain. Crackling voices filled her ears, telling her what she was. She obeyed.
Her body was a container for milk, a filter for toxins. Milk that slipped past her lips was processed by her body and swelled her breasts, thickening into the valuable liquid extracted by the pumps.
Her breasts had grown further, oversized for her frame. She checked their volume every so often, pleased to discover that all four had developed together into a proper udder. Fondling them was one of her favorite pastimes, one of the few pleasures she could give herself while contributing to the milking process.
Her belly felt tight, as if she was carrying an egg. Over time, her chest had swelled in the restraints, and they had been forced to relax them. Every so often, she felt around her belly, marveling at how tight it felt. How right it felt.
She didn't know how long she had been there. All she had to keep time was the staccato rhythm of her respiration and the steady stream of liquid she drank from the feeding hose.
It didn't matter. She was a cow. She was a filter cow. She was only a cow. That was all she was, and it was glorious.
It had been a long time since her last service, however, and she was growing ancy. Fortunately, the dildo embedded in her vagina chose that moment to activate again, causing her hips to rock upwards. No matter how often this happened, she enjoyed it every time.
She moved along with the beat to the best of her ability, squeezing extra stimulation out of the automated sex device. It had become a habit by now, bumping along with the machine as it fucked her slowly.
She paused for a moment, letting the pleasure wash through her, then began to rock again. She had lost track of the miniature orgasms, her libido keeping her on the edge indefinitely.
She was insatiable. The Farm had made her that way, and she loved them for it. She loved everything about the milking, the drinking, and the fucking. Bad memories were a thing of the past, vanishing into a vague mist from whence the rest of her thoughts had been banished.
She was a cow. That was all she wanted to be.
Her vagina squirted again, the device spurting its liquid inside of her. The device had most likely impregnated her. She loved the idea of being a pregnant cow, her chest swelling as the milking continued. Her production increasing even further, well beyond the bounds of her imagination. She could imagine nothing more fulfilling or arousing.
She mumbled with disappointment as the dildo jerked inside her a final time before withdrawing. The cups attached to her chest hissed and stopped their continuous action.
She breathed hard, realizing after a few moments that the supply of milk flowing had also stopped. She was still strapped in, but the devices had ceased. She mooed inside her mask desperately, hoping they would start up again, but there was no response.
A belt was loosened from around her chest, a restraint she had not even been aware of for some time. She breathed deep, awaiting the pleasure of her attendant. The whisper in her ears had gone silent, leaving her to her own devices. This must simply be the next stage of being a cow. She waited, listlessly, for someone to tell her what to do.
More restraints were undone, freeing her legs and arms. She didn't bother moving, as she hadn't been told to do so. She was a good cow, and wouldn't dream of disobeying.
There came a tugging pressure at her helmet, her head dragged back and forth as efforts to remove it redoubled. The sweat accumulated around the neck seal escaped the rubber lip, dripping down her neck and onto her chest, leaking through the valleys of her breasts.
With a final jerk, the helmet popped off, leaving her blinking uncomfortably under a bright light. "Moo?" she inquired, not feeling comfortable with human words.
She held a hand up, blocking the worst of the light as her vision began to clear. Nina was bundling together her mask and soiled clothing, handing them to another cow nearby. Was that... Ashley? No it couldn't possibly be her. The cow was well muscled, yes, but her skin had softened into bright lines over her chest, which had swelled to improbable proportions.
Her eyes walked slowly over her form, brown with white spots. This was a proper cow, quad breasts filled out into a fully fledged udder. She was working calmy with Nina, helping her to put the equipment back into order.
Nina was scowling a little, but whenever she took a peek at Ashley her face softened into a stupid grin. If she hadn't known better, she would have thought the two of them were an item. That didn't match what she had known about the former pirate at all. How long had she been out?
An alien clapped, drawing her attention. She blinked dumbly at the new arrival, giving her a soft moo in response. Unlike the other keepers, this one was wearing a red, layered dress, an intricate brocade woven with rows upon rows of miniature flowers. Her face was wrinkled, but she looked serene, in an ageless way. She couldn't look away.
"Here I am to clean up a mess," the alien said in a sing song voice. "I shan't complain, it's in my job description, after all. The messes usually do fall to me. But when they do, I always extract a price. My time may not be valuable to you, but it certainly is valuable to me."
Nina studiously ignored her, helping Ashley to clean the equipment away. MU2 mooed again, confused. What was going on? Her muddled mind was having a difficult time understanding anything. She creased her brow, hoping that she hadn't done something wrong.
The new alien reached out and placed a hand casually around her neck, giving her a little squeeze as if her authority was assured. MU2 instantly fell into the embrace, shuddering with pleasure.
"Imagine how Eve would feel if we dumped this mess in her lap," the alien chuckled, raising a brow. "Maybe I should. Would that be sufficient punishment for you?"
Nina tightened her lips and folded her hands, but said nothing, looking at the tiled floor.
"You came asking for my help only after Eve asked where her cow had gone to, didn't you? And you conveniently didn't tell her who had sent Heather ahead to apprehend said wayward cow?"
Nina laid her palms on her thighs. "I agreed to be your apprentice, didn't I? Isn't that enough for you? Do you need to extract yet another favor from me? What do you want?"
The other alien chuckled, pressing her finger against Nina's nose. Her hair twirled in the air in agitation. "So serious! It's almost a travesty how easy it is to put your nose out of joint, as the humans are fond of saying."
She turned back to MU2, who was watching the interplay with little understanding. Something had happened, but it was beyond her knowing. If she was patient, her better would tell her what to do. She idly played with her breasts, pleased to see a small spatter of milk leaking from her nipples. She was almost ready for another milking, the remainder of what she had been drinking working its way through her efficient body.
The older alien sighed, and sat down on the chair they had extracted MU2 from, sitting the brain blasted cow on her knee. "Over time, a cow develops a resistance to being in the stack," she explained. "Their cow persona integrates with their old personality, allowing the old personality through more often. However, that usually take a few years of regular service. If we don't want Eve to be disappointed, we'll have to speed up that process."
"It's not easy to interleave the different layers of personality prematurely without messing up the mental framework." She peered at Nina and Ashley as she ran her hands over MU2's sides. "There is a distinct chance it may not work at all. Especially if the cow doesn't yet wish to face reality. Being a filter cow without any responsibilities is very addictive, and not for the faint of heart."
A dreamy expression floated over her face. "Even now, years and years after we developed the equipment, I still dream of entering the stack again. It's something that stays with you."
Nina frowned. "You spent time in the stack? I thought that keepers were banned from trying even a single shift!"
"Of course they are! Who do you think added that restriction?" Hys'alan'throp chuckled. "If I hadn't, all of my keepers would be spending time in the stack instead of tending to their cows! I couldn't have that."
She moved her hands forward, cupping MU2's breasts. She moaned with pleasure, breathing hard as the administrator expertly pressed her fingers around her nipples. Milk spurted out, splattering onto the floor. "The first step is to ensure the cow is drained," said the administrator. "As long as the cow has milk, it won't think about anything else. We need to ensure the cow is thinking what I want it to think, not about its next milking session."
Her hands moved faster, clinically expressing as much milk as possible. MU2 moaned uncontrollably, the pressure in her breasts sparking a nova in her brain, her over sensitive nipples forcing her body into another orgasm. "There's no need to be gentle," explained the administrator. "This is quite pleasurable for the cow, anyway. Instead of a slow dribble of pleasure, it's an explosion. It happens all at once, causing the cow's brain to reset, which is also useful for my purposes."



MU2 ground her hips against the administrator's knee, a gentle moo escaping her lips as her breasts were pumped. The stream began to slow, the keeper's rough ministrations efficiently draining her breasts. Fortunately, the administrator wasn't yet done.
Her hands moved up, grabbing hold of MU2's primary pair of breasts. These were even more sensitive than her second set, leaking immediately at the light pressure. The pleasure ramped up again as the administrator began her work.
The administrator watched Nina, anticipating her next question. "Yes, this is technically wasteful, but a proper setup would take far more time, and I'm well aware that we can't keep Eve away from her cow for long now that she's been found."
She paused her ministrations, MU2 moaning in protest. She pointed her hand farther down the stack. "Why don't you go retrieve the other member of her herd while you're waiting? It would be good practice for you to try out this process yourself."
Nina considered, and shrugged. "I suppose I do need to act the part of apprentice," she said reluctantly, flagging down MU4. "Come, cow, I need some help to detank another cow."
Ashley mooed, trotting closely behind her mistress. MU2 smiled, pleased to see that the pirate had found a keeper to serve. A minor sense of disturbance rippled through her consciousness, the desire to serve welling up within her. Where was her keeper? She mooed, disturbed.
"How are you doing, dear? Still have some more milk to go?" The administrator placed her hands back over MU2's breasts, pushing the bad thoughts from her mind with another spurt of milk.
MU2 mooed with contentment and settled back into the administrator's grip. It was not a problem. She had a keeper attending her right here. The streams of milk started up again, the beautiful trickles making a mess of her chest. She wanted to lick it badly. She leaned forward, trying to get closer to that beautiful milk.
"Hold on there, cow," said the administrator, pulling her back onto her knee, amused. "You've been fed plenty in the stack already. Don't be greedy."
MU2 complained with a high pitched whine, but she settled down. The keeper was in control of her. She was only a cow.
A shuffling further down the stack of cows drew her attention. Nina and Ashley were returning with another cow. Like her, this cow had a full udder, her enormous breasts sagging under the weight of gravity. Her body was colored white with red spots, two roughly circular blotches decorating her cheeks. MU2 didn't recognize this cow, but she seemed familiar. Her abs flexed, and she spotted the tattoo of a Cobra peeking out from between her breasts. It was Natalia! She mooed at her, delighted to see another fully converted cow here to keep her company.
Nina looked at the administrator, who was happily milking MU2. The administrator raised an eyebrow. "Well, Lys'antha'top? Your cow isn't going to milk herself."
Nina huffed, moving her expert hands to the cow's first set of breasts, starting to tug at them. MU2 watched with anticipation, pleased to see small trickles of milk beginning to form on the other cow's udder. She gritted her teeth, the pleasure increasing to an unbearable level. Watching another cow being milked was setting her on the edge of yet another orgasm. She mooed uncontrollably, bucking as her swollen nipples sparked another burst of pleasure.
She was wet down below, a desperate feeling of needing to be sexed exploding in her mind. The administrator paid her no notice, even when she mooed louder and ground her wet slit against her thigh.
"Once you near the end of the milking, your cow should have experienced several orgasms. You might think that this would tire them out, but it's not true. No, instead the cow will desire to be penetrated so strongly that she can't think of anything else."
MU2 squirmed, desperately desiring release. The administrator relaxed her hands when the milk stopped flowing, however. "In this case, less is more," explained the administrator.
She massaged small circles over the top of MU2's udder, and she moaned, a soft, whirring sound that increased in intensity. The administrator's expert hands were driving her absolutely crazy! She needed something inside her! She needed it bad!
Nina had finished with her cow's first set of breasts, and was moving to the second. "I don't see how making the cow frustrated helps you to reconfigure her mind," she said, working the cow's breasts with her own efficient motions. "Doesn't that remove any thought beyond pleasure from their brain?"
"Precisely," responded Hys'alan'throp. "It's a required condition for the next step."
She took hold of MU2 and stood up, turning her around. "I know you need fulfillment, MU2, but you will have to wait." She held up a finger and moved it to the left, then to the right. "Can you follow my finger, cow?"
When she saw the cow's eyes focusing on her finger, she smiled. "Look at what I have here," she declared, tugging at the fabric around her breasts, revealing the shriveled flesh.
MU2 wanted to look away, but she couldn't help but to stare. She wasn't particularly attracted to the old alien, but her commanding presence was dominating her mind. "This focus works when you have milk to share," stated the administrator. "I'm well past my prime, but it should work for you, Lys'antha'top, since you've Paired with a new cow."
She hid her breasts again, demonstration over. Snapping her fingers, she drew MU2's attention up to her face. "I will instead have to rely on the strength of my will." Her black eyes drew MU2 in deeper, the depths dragging her under.
"Look at me, cow," said the keeper. "You desire pleasure, and you know that I can give it. I won't give it, however, unless you listen to me. Listen to my voice and look at me. Look deeper."
MU2 did as she was told, her mouth open wide as she stared. She knew she was being hypnotized, but she didn't care. She was a cow and did as she was told. She served The Farm.
"Excellent," the administrator remarked, sitting back down and pulling MU2 with her to sit on her knee.
"It doesn't take very much to trance a filter cow," she said. "In fact, it's almost insultingly easy."
She sighed. "But now for the hard part. I need to draw out this cow's original personality, using only logic. Appeals to emotion will not work, for it is emotional strength that keeps this cow bound to her filter cow persona. I need to tap into the part of her brain that wasn't made into a piece of soggy mush by the months she has spent in the stack."
"Cow," she said, turning to look deep into MU2's eyes. "I have captured your mind. You need not worry, you are doing fine. You are obeying my commands and are serving The Farm by doing what I ask of you."
"Now, why are you here?"
MU2 searched her eyes, trying to discern the answer the keeper wanted to hear. In the end, her mind simply wasn't nimble enough, and she gave a stock answer. "I am a cow. I am here to serve The Farm."
She lifted her breasts and let them drop, a trickle of milk escaping. "I drink milk. I process milk. I am milked. I am a milk cow." She smiled dumbly.
The administrator didn't move, watching her like a snake. "That is incorrect. Why are you here?"
MU2 tried to look away, but couldn't. She squirmed on the keeper's knee. What else could she say?
"My former designation was Morgan," she replied, uncomfortable even using that name. "I was convicted of felony murder for killing a young mother in a traffic accident, and sentenced here for life."
"That's also incorrect. Why are you here?"
The pressure building up in her brain suddenly vanished, and she knew the correct answer. "I serve at the pleasure of my keeper, Eve. I am her cow. I love her."
A gentle smile spread over the administrator's face. "Good. How does staying in the stack serve your keeper?"
MU2 paused, her brain now processing at least a small amount. "She doesn't deserve me. I couldn't help her when she was hurt. I only hurt those who are close to me. She's better off if I stay away."
The administrator hummed, directing a comment at Nina. "See? That's her emotions talking, not her rational mind."
She pursed her lips and put her hands around MU2's head, pulling her in close. "What if I told you that by staying in the stack, you're hurting her even more? She's been looking for you the last few months, roaming the stacks every day. You're actively causing her pain by hiding from her. Wouldn't it be better if you stopped avoiding her? If you talked to her?"
MU2 closed down. "I'm... hurting her? I always hurt everyone." Tears sparkled in her eyes. "I'm a bad cow. I'm always do the wrong thing."
Hys'alan'throp bounced her on her knee, making a low shushing noise. "You can't make the right decisions if you're using bad data," she said. "Why don't you let me do some of that thinking for you?"
MU2 blinked, dopey eyed. That sounded like a great idea. Her thoughts weren't running too quickly at the moment. She should let the keeper help her out.
"Okay," she replied, resting her head on the keeper's shoulder, placing a thumb in her mouth and sucking on it like a child.
"Now," said Hys'alan'throp, hugging MU2. "Let's start over from the beginning. Those bad thoughts are wrong and outdated. Eve cares for you. Eve loves you. Staying away from Eve only hurts her. You are her cow. You are Paired with her. Forget anything else you learned. You are Hers."
"I am Hers," repeated MU2 softly, sucking on her finger.
Her thoughts were being reordered, clicking into place. A pain in her breast faded as she accepted the new Truth. It felt right.
But now a new longing had taken hold of her. She sat up and looked at the administrator with doe eyes. "When can I see Eve?" she asked, her mind still working like a child's.
"What is going on here?" came a sharp voice, drawing everyone's attention to the end of the stacks.
A slender, but fit alien was standing next to a set of cows being pumped, her black hair tendrils flowing over her shoulders. To MU2's eyes, she looked amazing.
"Eve!" she shouted in a loud voice, jumping from the administrator's lap and rushing up to her keeper.
She wrapped the alien in her arms, pressing her voluminous breasts into the alien as she hugged her tight. "I've missed you so much!" she cried, pressing her face into Eve's bodysuit.
Eve wrapped her up in an embrace, glaring at the others. "What in space is going on here? I've been looking for my cow for months! Have you been hiding her from me?"
Her keeper blinked rapidly, suppressing tears that threatened to ruin her forceful demeanor. MU2 hugged her even more strongly.
The administrator rose to her feet, giving her a grin and a curtsey. "Not at all. This one was being decanted for routine maintenance and the keeper on duty alerted me to her presence. We pulled the records for this row and found the other one as well."
She gestured at Natalia, who blinked at them dumbly, her breasts newly emptied by Nina, who was balancing the cow on her knee. Eve looked over her grandmother distrustfully, and waved them off, focusing solely on the administrator.
"I can't believe that the record keeping is so poor that we can't even keep track of which cows have been put into the stack!"
Hys'alan'throp sighed. "You are, of course, correct. It just hasn't been a problem before. In the past, all we needed to track was their number and production characteristics, not their origination." She pressed her hands together and bowed. "I will ensure the procedures are changed in the future and we will begin collecting the necessary data going forward."
Eve narrowed her eyes, rubbing her hands protectively up and down MU2's back. "See that you do. We don't need to go on another wild hunt in the future."
"Yes, mistress," replied the administrator, giving her a small bow. To MU2, it seemed sincere, but she cared little for the dull administration side of keeping The Farm running. "I missed you," she said softly, whispering into the neon green skin of Eve's neck. "I missed you so much."
Eve kissed the top of her head. "I've missed you too, darling. I've looked for you every day since they released me from the hospital bed. Every day."
MU2 vibrated uncontrollably, suddenly feeling weak. She wanted to hug and kiss every inch of Eve's body. But more than that, she needed to be filled. To be pounded mercilessly by a dominant keeper. The two needs fought with each other, filling her with trepidation. She shivered, worried about the intensity of her need. How could she explain this to her keeper?
"Excuse me," said the administrator. "I hate to interrupt, but your cow really needs to be fucked. By you. Pretty much right about now."
She presented a rolled up package to Eve, who reluctantly disentangled herself from MU2. MU2 refused to leave her entirely, snuggling into her shoulder. Eve took the gift presented to her and unrolled it. It was a belted harness with an integrated dildo. MU2's eyes flashed with desire. Her teeth chattered. "I need it," she belted out, almost wailing.
"It's an unfortunate side effect of the trance," apologized Hys'alan'throp. "To draw out her logical side, I had to edge her sufficiently to suppress her inhibitions."
Eve grunted. "Next time, let me take care of my own cow."
"As you wish," replied the administrator, grinning. "But she needs you now. Right away. You don't have time to wait."
Eve sighed. "Needs must," she said, unzipping the crotch on her bodysuit and stepping into the harness.
MU2 bit her lip and watched her mistress as she pulled the belt up her waist, the thick, black dildo wobbling in the air as she dragged it into place. She pressed the internal knob against her snatch, sighing as the protuberance worked its way inside. She drew the belt tight, cinching the knobby end deep inside her with a practiced gesture.
She looked unhappy. "I can't do this with my grandmother watching," she complained. "I'm not shy, but this is too much, even for me."
"Ignore me, please," murmured Nina, who was concentrating on MU5 with Ashley watching her carefully for signs of fatigue. "I have plenty to attend to."
She waved her arm in the air. "Fuck your cow, it won't bother me. I have a technique to practice."
She crooked a finger and wagged it at the administrator. "You don't need to watch them, either, Hys'alan'throp. They'll get along just fine without you."
The administrator gave them another once over and winked, sauntering over to assist Nina with her filter cow.
Eve huffed, but MU2 wrapped her arms around her keeper's neck. "Don't worry about them," she said, imbuing her words with intensity. "I need you to fuck me. I need to be fucked so hard. By you. Right now."
"As you wish," replied Eve gruffly, pressing her breasts against her cow's.
MU2 was already naked, so it took only a matter of moments for Eve to position the girth of the black cock with her hand, slipping it into MU2's wet snatch. She pressed forward, locking her frame against her cow's, pushing MU2 backwards with the dildo squeezing inside her.
MU2 gasped in surprise, an excited tingle playing over the back of her neck as she stumbled, the thick length of the dildo churning inside her as they moved to her rear.
"You're Mine," declared Eve, pressing her back against the spread open legs of another cow who was being milked in the stack.
They could both hear the sound of the milk pumps running as Eve leaned into her, forcing MU2 to slide downwards on the length of the dildo impaling her vagina. She wailed, leaning her head back to press against the snatch of the filter cow, the sound of her pleasure eliciting excited moos from within the stack.
Eve bucked her hips, shoving MU2 up against the chair. Her back pressed into the metal, a frisson of excitement running up her hips. The rasp of the contoured dildo pressed against her insides, friction from the rubber knob bouncing around her interior. She gaped her mouth open, wanting more.
She pressed her arms into the notch between her breasts, criss crossing them as she grasped her breasts on either side. The warmth of her milk flesh spilled through her fingers, lubricated by the wet spray of her own milk.
Her thighs clamped down around the rod, muscles vibrating as her orgasm began. She bucked uncontrollably.
"You like that?" asked Eve, pressing her hips in with long strokes. "You like taking my hard cock, yes, it's fucking you so deep. You're my cow. Mine."
MU2 beamed up at her keeper. She was being railed and it felt so fucking good! "More, yes!" she declared, breathless, as the orgasm continuously rocketed through her body, pleasure dancing down her fingertips.
Eve slowed, however, moving her hands down MU2's body. "What's this?" she asked, moving her hands over MU2's rotund chest. "Yes, of course," she declared. "You were in the stack. It's standard procedure to impregnate stack cows."
MU2 quailed, afraid that Eve would find her less desirable for being pregnant. Nothing was further from the truth. "I love it," her keeper declared, rubbing her gestating belly. "You're going to be the mother for a new breed of cows. In fact, I think I'm going to keep you pregnant," she said, thoughtfully.
"We've haven't had many Ultras on The Farm, and we surely could use more." She grinned wickedly. "The next time, I get to put a baby in you. Personally."
MU2 shook at the implications, her vagina clenching around the dildo in her pussy. She loved the idea of bringing new life into The Farm. Especially if it was Eve's.
She licked her lips and smiled. "Yes, let's," she said simply, caressing her belly.
"It's so sweet seeing a Paired keeper and her cow together," said the administrator, grinning at the two of them, hard sweat pouring down their bodies. "Do make sure to make lots of babies for us, yes? You two make a lovely pair."
Eve groaned, but MU2 kissed away her reluctance, hoping to convince her keeper to give her another good fucking.
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"Are you feeling better now?" asked Eve, her hand wrapped around MU2's neck.
MU2 smiled dreamily, comforted by the dominant hand of her mistress. "Everything is all right, now," she burbled.
Eve chuckled, squeezing her hand on MU2's neck. MU2 felt pure joy in her submission to Eve, so happy that she had been reunited with her.
She wasn't feeling quite as stupid as before. She tended to lose track of her thoughts due to the focus she placed on her mistress, but lately she had been able to tone down the intensity.
Her memories were accessible, but muted. Not intrusive, like they had been before, but neatly categorized. Her past no longer bothered her, because she was being useful. She had found her purpose.
She rubbed her hand over her belly, marveling at the quick growth of her child. She had spent a glorious month with Eve, fucking and drinking her milk, restructuring her mind to better serve her keeper. It had been a bit of a honeymoon, but nothing could last forever.
Eve had finally been assigned new duties, and needed to go back to work. MU2 had complained bitterly for a day or two, but had finally accepted that this was the way things had to be. The Farm needed to run, and she couldn't take up all of Eve's time.
She consoled herself with the thought that Eve would always be waiting for her after work. Waiting to play with her cow. And MU2 would be there, loyal to the end.
"Ah, here we are," declared Eve. "No more temporary housing, MU2, this is the permanent home for your herd!"
There was little to see initially as they stepped into the airlock. MU2 waited patiently, excitement mixed with trepidation. Her body trembled. She hadn't seen the other cows in months. What if they hated her?
"Don't worry, cow," said her lover, reading her body language. "The other cows have adapted well to their transformation and have become a proper herd. You should have no problems with them."
The door rolled open, revealing a multi leveled room with ladders and ramps leading up and down. They were painted in pastel blues, soothing colors. There was even a large spiral slide that led from the top floor all the way to the bottom. It looked like a gigantic playground.
MU2 marveled in wonder, suddenly eager to explore, but she still cowered in her keeper's hand, feeling shy. She looked around nervously, but there were no other cows in sight. They could be hiding in one of the alcoves or behind the series of purple partitions.
"These accommodations were built with fully transformed cows in mind," Eve explained, pointing out the different areas.
"At ground level, there's a series of milking stalls. You have a choice of single or communal milking, depending on your comfort level. On the top floor are accommodations, beds, sofas, and an entertainment area. The second floor has an exercise area with built in spa and pool."
She gestured to the far wall, where a glowing light marked a door. "If you're not feeling up to the stairs or ladders, the lift is in the far corner. What do you think?"
She was thinking that it sounded amazing, but her anxiety increased when she saw motion coming from the top floor. Curious faces peeked out from the balcony, looking down on the two of them.
A cheerful mooing sound echoed from the rafters, cow after cow jumping into the spiral slide. They spun around and around as they dropped, white and black mixed with brown and red.
MU2 drew back as they approached, but Eve held her strong, preventing her from running. "Stop that," she ordered strongly. "They're only curious."
The cows had gotten uncomfortably close, running their hands over her body in greeting. She jumped as the white cow took handfuls of her breasts. "You're pretty," said the cow, lips curling. "But can you produce more than me?"
She lifted her own udder, showing off her voluminous assets. Her breasts looked like they were made of porcelain, all of the pigment drained from her skin. The surface was shiny, well oiled. The cow was taking care of herself.
"I won't take that bet," said the next cow. "None of us can produce more than you can."
This one's skin was colored brown with white spots. She flexed her arms in a pose, thrusting her chest out. Her abs were tight, with a well defined six pack. "But I bet you can't lift more than me!"
"Nobody cares about that," said the cow with a red coloration, her violet eyes spearing the muscled cow. "We all know you're compensating for low production numbers."
"Ouch!" the cow replied, acting shocked. "I possess intangible attributes that my keeper finds irresistible!"
She looked off into the distance, smiling at nothing in particular. "Lys'antha'top is the best," she breathed. "She lets me top her whenever I like."
Her face reddened. "I hope none of you tell her that. I don't think that's supposed to be common knowledge."
The last cow sighed strongly, flashing the large tattoo of a cobra that stretched vertically between her four breasts. "We're all cows here," she declared, blinking at MU2. "Don't worry, your secret is safe with us."
MU2 giggled at their banter, trying to match the cows with her memories. "What are your names?" she asked, feeling a bit less nervous.
The four cows gathered in close, smiling at her. "I'm MU1, but you can call me Daisy!" said the white cow.
She pressed her soft udder into MU1's shoulder and gazed at MU2's chest. "Look at those breasts," she declared. "They might even be as big as mine!"
The cow with the cobra tattoo cleared her throat. "I'm Natalia, but I don't go by that name." She gazed into the distance, her mind drifting. "Call me MU5, I left my old life behind to become a cow."
She shivered, her udder jiggling. "I feel so much better as a cow. I don't ever want to go back. Put me into the stack. Milk me, use me."
MU2 sensed some unresolved issues, but she didn't press the cow. She was certain that MU5 would open up if she gave her some time.
The next cow in line had her arms folded. She gave MU2 a half wave of acknowledgement. "Natalia is still recovering from her time in the stack. She did another full shift earlier today and she's still a little out of it."
She thrust her hand out, and took MU2's, pumping it enthusiastically. "Nice to see you again, MU2, I'm MU4, but Ashley is fine, too. They used to laugh at my udder size, but that was before I demonstrated that I could bench press my keeper."
She shot her a wink, and MU2 withdrew her hand, impressed at the cow's grip strength. She felt a faint fondness for this cow. She had treated MU2 well during her initial days at the facility.
She gave the cow a wan smile. "I bet you won't be bench pressing me when I'm full of milk!"
She noticed a speculative look in the cow's eyes and became worried. "Please, don't volunteer to try it on me!"
She turned to the last cow, feeling more self confident. This cow's breasts had swelled up large, her udder filled with milk. The size almost rivaled that of her own, but even so, she couldn't measure up to Daisy or her. She wasn't an Ultra.
"You must be Iris," she said with a little trepidation, tentatively reaching out her hand.
"I don't bite," declared the cow, gripping her hand softly. "I'm not always moody! And you can call me MU3 if you want to. My mistress likes that best." She blushed.
MU2 patted her on the shoulder. "I'm sure she does."
MU2 was feeling unusual. It almost felt as though these cows were... family?
She was certain that had been the goal of the keepers all along, but despite the blatant manipulation, she didn't really care. These other cows had welcomed her and she was beginning to think that she might like them.
Sensing her change in mood, Eve squeezed her neck once more and let her go, giving her a light shove into the crowd of babbling cows. "Go, have fun!" she declared, waving at MU1 as she was swallowed by four sets of hands. "I'll come fetch you after work."
MU1 quailed, but quickly settled into the group of friendly cows, her tense shoulders relaxing. "You had better!"
Eve chuckled, her hips swaying. "Wouldn't miss it!" Her voice echoed out of the airlock as it rolled shut behind her.
"Now!" declared Daisy, hefting her breasts. "Are you ready for a little friendly competition?"
"I hope you've been working on bulking up," declared Iris, turning to lead them to a partition wall. "Or I might just run away with the medal."
Daisy laughed, flashing her teeth which were as white as her face. "If you can beat me, I'll be legitimately amazed," she replied. "These babies are locked and loaded."
She pressed her hands against her nipples, milk trickling out without any apparent effort on her part. They certainly did look almost full.
MU2 looked down at her own chest, which seemed small by comparison. She had little hope of winning this competition due to the fun she had just enjoyed with Eve. They had been spending a lot of time together, their relationship growing at the same rate as her belly.
Eve drained her breasts thoroughly, taking special care to ensure that all of her precious fluids were extracted and saved in her personal milk tank. The latest milestone had been when the depth gauge had registered fifty gallons. At that point, she knew that she had truly arrived.
Her thoughts kept twisting back to Eve, obsessively thinking about their next session together. She was honestly having a hard time concentrating, and hoped that the competition would serve to distract her racing thoughts.
Fortunately, she didn't need to think, as Daisy took her by the arm, leading her around a series of purple colored partitions arranged octagonally. Her eyes brightened. "This is amazing!" she declared, looking over the setup with delight.
Inside the partition, six interlocked milking stations had been setup facing each other. Once a cow had settled into a donut seat and leaned forward, the suction cups could be attached to her breasts. The seats were angled so that she could watch a display on the floor recording her production, or share in camaraderie with the other cows. It was a group milking station, built just for them.
She twisted her lips. "Why are there six stations?" she asked, confused.
"They probably set this up before Kylie escaped," said Natalia in a depressed tone, staring at the ground. "They didn't expect her to be so successful. I didn't expect it, either," she muttered, rubbing her fingers together.
"I didn't expect anything. How could I have made a plan with insufficient information?" Her eyes unfocused, staring deep into the past.
"Ah," MU2 said brightly. There didn't appear to be a good response to that.
She rushed over to the milking stations and took a seat, the plush surface of the chair squeezing out to accommodate her significant bulk. It felt fully natural, the gel-like surface cradling her massive butt without any trouble.
She turned her doe eyes to look at the other cows. She grinned, waving the milking cups mounted to a central stand in the air. "Does getting a head start count?"
Iris snorted, violet eyes flashing. "Only if you know how to turn it on!"
MU2 looked around, finding no buttons or switches on the shiny metal surfaces of the milking stand. She shrugged, admitting defeat. "Alright, then, what's next?"
Iris hurdled the seat opposite her, pressing her ass into the cupped surface. Her chair bounced up and down as it accommodated her bulk. "You let your arms float freely," she suggested, her hands pointing straight down.
Two cylindrical tubes extended from the floor, stainless steel drums. She pressed her hands inside and there came a clicking sound. Metallic straps extended from the bottom of the chair, capturing her ankles and securing them in place. She thrust her chest outwards, showing off her red coloration.
Her chest was large, as with all cows, her breasts ready and willing to be pumped. She could see the tiniest trickle of milk escaping from one of her top breasts, the droplet descending an inch and halting, stark white contrasting against the dark background of her breast.
MU2 immediately floated away into her memories, but these weren't painful. Her time with Eve has exorcised the worst of her guilt and flashbacks, replacing them with endless montages of sucking and fucking. She could almost feel her lips squeezing around Eve's luscious breasts!
She blinked, the mental image vanishing. She touched her lip to convince herself it wasn't real, her tongue laving the roof of her mouth as she swallowed heavily.
"Are you all right?" asked Daisy, peering at her with concern.
The other cows had taken their stations, strapped down into their chairs, ready for milking. She was the only odd cow out. "Yes, of course," she mumbled. "Just remembering some happy times with Eve," she said with more gusto.
Iris nodded at her. "Heather is a strict mistress," she said, her eyes going blank. "But I love nothing more than to serve her. To lick her. To drink of her. To be fucked by her. I am her cow." She mooed.
The rest of the cows joined her in agreement. MU2 found herself mooing by rote. It was satisfying to be together with them. To be in a group where everyone thought the same. Her herd.
She slipped her hands into the cylinders that had risen to her shoulder height, the locks clicking in place to ensure she was in the correct position to be milked. Her feet were pulled back into the seat, straps rolling around her ankles until she was properly secured. Her chest thrust outwards, presenting the large globes to the automated milking machine.
"Okay, here are the rules," declared Ashley. With Natalia in no state to run anything, the muscle bound cow's natural authority had asserted itself.
"I turn on the suction. You get to drink as much as you want for five minutes while you're getting pumped. We wait another five minutes, then turn off the pumps and compare the results. Simple, right?"
"Simple," repeated MU2, looking at her dubiously. "So, how do we begin?"
"Program: Milkmaid," declared Ashley. "It's voice activated," she said to MU2, smirking.
MU2 nodded, wondering what other programs were built into the machine. How many ways were there to milk a cow, really?
The suction cups she had been fondling earlier had taken on a life of their own, turning and raising in midair on their snake-like metallic tubing. They snapped forward, hissing as the suction popped the plastic domes onto her breasts.
She moaned, smiling at the familiar presence. She was going to get milked again! No matter how often it occurred, she always felt a thrill when the cups went on and the tugging at her nipples began. There was a certain comfort in knowing that she was going to be taken care of, to be milked. That her body was valuable and that she produced a desired product. That, irrespective of anything else she did, she would always be wanted.
She relaxed in bliss for a moment, interrupted by a hard prodding sensation at her snatch. A thick, lubricated dildo slid smoothly into her, the pressure rocketing up her vagina. Her ankles locked into place, she could do little but make a surprised noise.
She should have expected its presence, but a little warning would have been nice! It began to vibrate, sending a pleasant hum of pleasure throughout her privates.
"I'm ahead!" declared Iris with glee, peering down at a brightly lit screen built into the floor.
Each of them had a duplicate display showing their current and predicted production numbers in a bar chart, updated in real time as the milk was extracted from their udders.
A bright red line was pushing upwards. Iris was indeed ahead, but looking around, she noticed that Daisy had only begun to express her milk. Her eyes were heavily lidded as she sighed, her flesh distending into the milking cup. Milk gushed out like a river, choking the extraction tubing.
MU2 frowned, realizing that her body wasn't responding despite the simulation. There just wasn't enough milk left in her system to support the demands the milking machine was making of her!
A plastic tube nudged the side of her head and she realized that she had made a tactical mistake. Knowing that her milk reserves were low, she should have been drinking as much as she could to give her body the fuel it needed to convert and pump out more precious milk.
She intended to correct that mistake as soon as possible. She tilted her head and wrapped her lips around the tube, sucking at it in desperation. She was rewarded with the warmth of free flowing milk, the pleasant taste washing over the back of her throat.
She clamped her teeth around the tube to prevent it from popping out and looked downwards, determined to at least be competitive in the race. The other cows had done likewise, Natalia squeezing her eyes shut as she sucked voraciously.
Ashley gave her a wink, sipping at her straw languidly. She must know that she didn't stand much chance of winning, and wasn't even seriously trying to win. MU2 sucked harder, hoping to catch up with the rest. If she couldn't beat Ashley, she'd be humiliated!
She glanced down at the stats, tallying them up. Iris had jumped out ahead with a quick lead, her numbers impressive for a non Ultra cow. Natalia was close behind, her experience in the stack serving her well. Daisy was quickly closing the gap, however, her larger frame and well developed breasts settling into their stride.
Ashley was last, as she had expected, but what she hadn't expected was that she had only barely surpassed the other cow. She jerked at her feeding tube, willing the milk to travel faster down her throat.
She could feel her body responding, but she began to despair. It was too slow, too slow! A trickle began to form at her teats, exploding into a gusher. She hummed along with the thrum of the milkers, pushing her chest out in encouragement.
A bell chimed, the leading number declaring that Iris had reached a half gallon. Her eyes bulged. Impressive numbers for a cow with such a petite frame!
But it couldn't last. Even with all she could do, Daisy was rapidly catching up. Natalia was the first to fall. She hung her head as Daisy's numbers climbed past her stats, spitting out the tubing when the timer chimed.
"Drinking time is up!" declared Ashley, the tubes withdrawing into the ceiling.
MU2 took one last pull from her tube before it was yanked from her mouth, a thin spray of milk splattering over the equipment. She set her mouth grimly, determined to put on a good show.
She watched her stats carefully, willing her numbers to grow. She could feel the milk being extracted from her nipples, the warm flow rushing down the tubing.
Her whole body was vibrating, in tune with the suction on her chest and the dildo between her thighs. She blinked, the vibration making it difficult to follow the chart. She blinked again when her bar on the chart grew, and smiled. She was catching up!
Iris had reached one gallon, with Daisy only a sliver behind. MU2 grunted when she realized that she had swapped places with Natalia, who was gasping for breath, her ocher color becoming even redder.
If only she could hold out a little bit longer! She squirmed, watching the chart carefully. The pumps were working hard, but the milk was becoming thinner. The trickles were drying up, the remaining milk sucked away into the system. There was no more to be had!
She mooed desperately, but knew it wasn't going to be enough to beat Daisy. Indeed, that cow's bar on the chart was still growing, by the smallest amount. She had almost tied with Iris!
"Program: Quick Release!" shouted Iris, moaning as her milk began to dry up as well.
MU2's eyes bugged out of her head as the dildo inside her vagina began to churn, buzzing and spinning like an electric generator. Her thighs clenched around the intruder, the sudden stimulation taking her by surprise.



Locked to the seat, she was unable to escape as the dildo tortured the first orgasm out of her. Her whole body vibrated and she wheezed, tears dripping from her eyes, but the mechanical intruder continued to escalate.
She could see the others were having similar issues, their bodies spasming as the robotic program ran its course. Iris was making cute yipping sounds, Daisy grunting as she bore down hard.
Natalia made no motion at all, her glassy eyes dreamy as she rested against the rubber intruder, a dumb smile on her face. Ashley seemed the most rational, her pelvic muscles flexing in time to the bouncing dildo.
Wet lubrication leaked from their vulvas, draining into the chair, which had a circular trench and drain built in to accommodate their excretions. A trench for their lube.
She giggled as her ass spasmed, brought to new heights by the endless mechanical motion. It was getting to be too much for her to handle.
Her mouth dropped open wide and she began to moo, a low sound broadcasting her pleasure to the others. The whole room vibrated, the sound of their mooing echoing from the partition walls.
Her vision whited out for a moment, as the pleasure spiked, sending her to an unexpected peak. It was at its most unbearable when the devices suddenly shut down. Their absence didn't stop the course of her orgasm, her body rocking as it writhed, expressing the unbelievable pleasure.
After such intensity, the lack of stimulation was amazing. For the first time, she felt as if she had experienced enough. It had only lasted a moment, but the bright spot of pleasure had been burned into her mind forever.
She breathed hard, her pussy tingling in the aftermath. She wasn't certain whether she wanted to experience anything like that again any time soon.
Ashley frowned, peering at Iris. "What the hell was that? That felt amazing!"
"I was afraid Daisy might win," admitted Iris. "That's why I did my research."
She smiled secretly. "I read the manual. That jackhammer vibration is calibrated at the specific frequency to ensure that a cow will have a proper orgasm while milking. It's commonly used as a method of reward for good cows." She winked at MU2. "Good cow."
"You know this means you're disqualified," choked out Ashley, face red from her induced orgasm.
"Yes," replied Iris. "But what other cow can say they've beat an Ultra in a milking competition? I'll be the talk of The Farm for weeks!" She clenched her lips together, doing her best to hide a wide smile. "Do you really want it to get out that I was able to hold on longer than you without orgasming?"
MU2 suddenly laughed. "You know what, let's not disqualify her. Let's tell everyone she won fair and square. That's sure to put a few noses out of joint. They might even try to replicate the success they're having with Iris and create more high production cows."
She massaged her breasts and groaned. "A win-win in my book."
Ashley rose from her milking bench. "Fine, it's done. Iris is the winner, despite her dirty tricks. Daisy comes in next due to her voluptuous breasts, Natalia third due to her experience in the stacks, Morgan fourth because she was completely drained before coming here... "
"... call me MU2, please," interrupted MU2, beaming her a large smile.
"MU2, then," continued Ashley without pausing. "And finally, me. I'm last, because I've been working out the wrong muscles."
She flexed, exposing her enormous biceps. The muscles were almost as large as one of her breasts. Her impressive figure would have been a bit frightening if she hadn't known the other cow's kind temperament. She was a bit of a freak, but the rest of them were too, so she fit right in.
MU2 sighed and regretfully stood up from her bench, the dual dildos slurping as they slipped from her snatch. She grabbed a towel from a rack that had been attached to the partition wall, cleaning off her juices.
She grabbed a few more towels and tossed them to the others. She grinned. "Let's do this again when we're all at full capacity and find out who wins then."
She flexed her chest muscles, thrusting out her gigantic breasts. They wobbled to and fro as she gave a little hop.
"You're on," replied Iris, wiping the excess milk off one of her nipples and tasting it, eyes fluttering as the flavor rippled over her tongue. "It's a good thing alien milk tastes even better than this, or I'd be drinking all of my own milk," she declared.
MU2 grunted. She tended to agree. Nothing beat drinking fresh spurts of milk straight from her keeper's chest. Nothing.
She longed to kneel once more and attach her lips to her keeper's teats, taking a long pull and tasting the thick paste as it traveled down her throat. Her body was an efficient processing engine, multiplying the volume of milk from her mistress at least four times, making it safe for her alien lover to drink.
She knew her milk was being used to ensure the growth and safety of others in her mistress' family line, and she rejoiced that she was such a useful cow. She briefly touched her swollen belly. Bringing new life into the world and sustaining the aliens. That was her purpose now. She was a useful cow.
The noise of the airlock cycling interrupted her reverie. Natalia paused, frowning. "Five. There are five of us. Five happy cows already here."
MU2 understood what she meant. They weren't expecting anyone else. They were coming up on a rest cycle, which meant none of the keepers should be coming to visit, either. Who could it possibly be?
A keeper stepped through the hatch, her hand wrapped protectively around a cow's neck. The cow must have spent some time in the stacks, for her breasts looked sore and her belly was gravid.
None of the cows in her herd tried to hide their naked bodies; they had all spent sufficient time as cows to banish any form of self consciousness.
Daisy's eyes widened. "Nora?" she asked. "What are you doing here with another cow?" Her tone of voice made her sound vaguely wounded.
"I'm just returning a missing animal," she declared. "I was asked to bring her here because she belongs to your herd!"
MU2 looked at the new arrival closely, but shrugged. Her first impression hadn't changed with a second glance. She looked like a standard filter cow, fresh off the stacks. She was pregnant, but not nearly as far along as Natalia or her. The scattering of black and white spots over her face and body made it difficult to discern her original body shape, and in all other ways she appeared to be an unremarkable cow.
Natalia was the first to figure it out. She ran up to the other cow, light on her feet with excitement. She sniffed the cow's hair and patted her belly, seizing her arm. "It's Kylie!" she declared, pulling the cow in for a strong hug.
The other cows mooed with amazement, moving in close to the new arrival to verify her identity. MU2 hung back, concerned by her presence. Her last encounter with the cow hadn't gone well.
Daisy noticed her reticence and took her by the arm, pulling her into the group. "Don't be shy, you're part of the herd!" She winked at her.
MU2 felt a little shaky, but she smiled back at her wanly. "She threatened to beat me up when I wouldn't leave on the ship with her."
"She's harmless now," interjected Nora. "She's spent some time in the stacks to help her mind adjust to her new situation. She needed some help to get over her milk madness. Almost crashed that ship she stole into one of the orbital security stations before she was picked up by the defense force."
"Mmilk, Mmilk, Mmilk, I need milking," Kylie declared, licking her lips. A bright smile was fixed to her mottled face, as if it were a rubbery mask.
"See?" declared Nora. "She's not capable of violent thoughts." She squeezed Kylie's neck a final time and let her go.
Kylie folded into Natalia's arms with a dazed smile. Natalia held her close, rubbing her hands over her shoulders and cooing.
"Say, Nora, when are you going to drop into the gym again?" Ashley flexed her biceps. "We've been missing you!"
Nora blanched. "If you want me to do more side presses, I still have a crick in my neck from last time. Besides, wasn't Nina complaining about her hips after you made her do all those squats?"
"Pain is just weakness leaving the body!" declared Ashley, turning to one side and flexing her biceps.
Nora held up her hands and backed out. "I'll have to pass. Maybe later. I have lots of paperwork to do. That's it. Paperwork."
Daisy frowned. "Be sure to hurry back!"
Nora gave them a wave and left, leaving them alone with the new filter cow. Natalia rocked the cow back and forth in her arms, whispering comforting nothings into her ear.
The other cows crowded in close, Daisy tugging MU2 in with them. "Do you really think she needs to be milked?" asked Iris, groping at her udder.
A small spurt of milk dribbled from her nipples, the white substance rolling over the black splotches that decorated the cow's breasts. "It doesn't look like it would hurt. Bring her," declared Ashley.
Kylie smiled, an all encompassing grin. "MU6 loves you," she declared. "I love you all."
She stood up, suddenly finding a reserve of strength, spreading her arms wide. "MU6 wants hugs!"
They obliged her, moving into her embrace in a six way hug, a sisterhood of cows. Their udders pressed against each other, the soft flesh deforming as their nipples slid together.
MU2 smiled and relaxed into the shared embrace. She felt included, at home with these cows. As cows, they were all equals. They were a herd.
These used to be bad people, but they had been transformed. They were not bad people any more. They were cows. She mooed.
***
She had been milked for what might have been hours. Her eyes felt dry from all the staring, an unfortunate side effect of using the milkers in front of the hypnotic screen. Nude, sexy woman sucked each other off, rubbing their bodies against each other as they cooed their pleasure. It was a blatant display to increase her milk production, and she had to admit that it worked.
Her teeth gritted against the bulbous gag in her mouth, squeezing the feeding tube to extract another pull of milk. The gag was strapped into place, a rubber half mask wrapping around the back of her head. She leaned forward, supported by a webbing of leather straps hanging from the ceiling. Her breasts were stuck through the gaps, the large bulk of the milker attached below.
She could rock forward and back, swinging softly as she gripped onto the front of the webbing. Milk dribbled into her mask from the tubing extending above.
If she focused, she could see her body through the mirror-like display, a porcelain white cow with black spots. Her skin had taken on a healthy sheen, her breasts expanding even further to the extent that it took effort for her to get around on her own. This was okay. She was a cow.
A stirring in her vagina made her jolt, a new spurt of milk flowing into the eternally sucking milk cups. A sex harness hung from her waist, tubing extending from her rear off to the nearby machine which regulated her arousal levels for best milk production.
The machines were in control of the sucking and fucking. All she needed to do was drink. So she did. Another pull of the sweet mixture and she was in heaven. Her body had gotten used to the process, the milk flowing through her and being transformed into a delicious liquor in no time at all. The milk spurted from her breasts almost as fast as she could feed. She was a high production cow.
To her left and right were more harnesses, and more cows. They were all being milked together.
The cow on her left was pure white, the light scattering from her oiled skin. The one on her right was brown with white spots, shining similarly. Her dull eyes flicked back to her own body, admiring the oily shine of her own skin. Their flat chests glimmered as they flexed, stocky legs supporting their humongous chests.
All of them had tattoos right above their mons. She had protested when her keeper had taken her to be inked, but now she rejoiced in the pattern. The red heart and vines had marked her indelibly as her keeper's property. Her cow. She was sure the others felt the same.
She didn't recognize the other cows, but while being milked it was too hard to think. She could only feel what was being done to her. The cock that vibrated in her snatch. The buzz at her breasts. The bulbous rubber gag in her mouth.
Nothing more was required to make her obey. She didn't need to be strapped into place to be milked. There was no thought of escape. The Farm owned her. The Farm took care of her. She owed them. She would produce her best milk for them.
Her eyes unfocused again, passively viewing a woman being reamed by a massive strap on. She idly wished her mistress would come and service her.
She had changed so much since her original arrival at The Farm. Her past sins and worries seemed so far away while she was being milked. The bad memories hadn't gone away, but they were no longer intrusive. They had been replaced with happy, small moments she had shared with her keeper.
Nighttime kisses, gentle fucking. Sharing their milk with each other. That was her duty now. Her way of making amends. As her punishment, she would make new life for The Farm.
This could not, of course, replace the lives she had taken, but it was her new sense of purpose. Her calling. She was a useful cow.
Soft, shuffling sounds infiltrated from outside, muffled by the headphones clamped around her ears. Hissing voices spoke in her head, reinforcing the truths she had already accepted. She was a cow on the line. She would be milked.
She took another pull from the drink tube and began to settle back into the rhythm, her mind starting to wander. She had almost achieved the mindless state of milk arousal again when the system shut off. The vibration on her breasts and in her loins ceased, the hypnotic display becoming a simple mirror.
She mooed in protest. She was feeling good, and had hoped to achieve another orgasm. The headphones were lifted from her head and her eyes widened.
Several dark figures stepped forward, standing next to their cows. "How are you getting along, cow?" The voice was gentle, almost motherly.
MU2's eyes widened and she mooed with joy. It was her keeper! She wagged her butt back and forth, excited at her presence. What sort of fun did she have planned? She couldn't wait!
Eve was dressed in a red catsuit, a latex belt cinched around her waist with a metal ring over her snatch. The nipple flaps were popped open to reveal her turgid breasts. MU2's eyes fixed on the purple flesh, her lips working unconsciously. She badly wanted to slip her lips around her mistress' nipples and suckle at them like a baby.
Her keeper undid the buckles on her harness and slipped the dildos out of her snatch and butt. "It looks like you've been having fun!"
Eve slapped her ass. "No, don't move, stay there. We're not done yet."
Not done yet? What did her keeper intend? She waited patiently, watching as Eve moved to put away her sex harness. She knelt, opening the equipment box, returning with a different harness.
MU2's slow mind was still able to recognize a milking harness, but this one had two breast cups. At their bases were rubber gaskets, overlaid with thick, circular rubber. Eve placed the cups over her breasts, sliding latex straps over her shoulders. Once she had secured the harness at her back, the latex stretched taut, holding the breast cups in place. She hummed as she adjusted the shoulder straps, moving the cups into the proper position.
MU2 wanted to focus on her mistress, but her mind was wandering again. Her brain was clearing. She glanced at the cows in the harnesses next to her, recognizing Nina and Nora, who were attending MU4 and MU1. There were more cows and keepers beyond her limited vision.
They, too, were attaching harnesses to their chests. All of the cows were being processed in the same way.
"One final addition," Eve announced, retrieving a black, rubber toy from the equipment box. It was short and squat, an obscene black penis.
"Your last pregnancy was so successful, your herd has been authorized for another breeding. That means we get to fuck you until you're pregnant again." She brushed her hand up and down the thick, black cock, lifting it next to her face and giving the tip a lick.
She pulled the harness away from her waist, pressing the forward half through the metal retaining ring. She unzipped her crotch and stuck the bulbous knob at the other end of the dildo inside her, her legs shaking as she grinned.
"Fertility increases when you drink your keeper's milk," she declared, hefting one of her breasts under the breast cups. "So while I fuck you, you're going to drink my output."
She deftly retrieved additional lines from the milker and attached them to ports on the ends of her breast cups. "My milk will flow through the lines up into the ceiling, which will then travel down into your gagged mouth. Take my milk and my thick cock as a gift and give me a beautiful child."
MU2 shook in delight. Her dreams were coming true. She was going to be used by her mistress. She was a milk slave!
She presented her ass to her mistress, leaning forward to give her access. The gag prevented her from begging, but she was capable of a low, continuous moan.
The suction began again, her breasts vibrating as the cups tugged at her nipples. She knew that this meant her mistress was being milked, too. They were both being milked, but she was the cow.
She watched her mistress closely through the mirror, a grin spreading beneath her mask as the telltale white liquid sped down the plastic tubing. She took a pull at her gag, waiting patiently for the milk to flow.
She didn't have long to wait. The first taste of her mistress' milk coincided with the nudge of her cock at entrance to MU2's pussy. MU2 flopped into the harness like a rag doll, taking her mistress' length with ease. The sex harness had left her snatch lubricated, an open hole for her mistress to take.
Eve pressed inside her, gentle at first, but commanding. Unlike other keepers, Eve would never mistreat her. She trusted her mistress utterly, but she was taking too long.
She lurched backwards, forcing the dildo up inside her abruptly, making an amused sound as mistress slapped her ass.
"Eager, are we, cow? You want to be bred?"
Yes, she did. But only if it was done by Eve. Her emotional connection to her keeper enhanced her pleasure, her vagina flowering open for her mistress' tool.
She almost choked, gargling her mistress' milk as she drank as fast as possible. She wanted more. More of everything. More of fucking, more of milking, more of being a cow. Her mistress would give it to her.
Mistress rocked back and forth, the friction from the dildo catching at the sides of her wet tunnel, causing spikes of pleasure to rocket straights to her tits. Milk gushed from her udder, the tingling sensation sparking an immediate orgasm.
The orgasm lingered, building upon itself to become a body crushing paroxysm of pleasure, her keeper thrusting over and over. She was a captive cow, meat for her keeper to use. To impregnate. At her pleasure.
Through the mirror she could see Ashley and Daisy being fucked by their keepers, too, their harnesses rocking as they moaned their pleasure. Seeing the hard dildos spearing their snatches only increased her own arousal.
They were being milked and serviced together as a herd, as it should be. She would become pregnant again and increase her milk production. They would start a family together. A family of cows. She mooed with excitement.
She bucked her hips, taking a long pull of her mistress' milk as the cock exploded inside her. The dildo pulsed as the semen was pumped into her, her muscles squeezing around the hard rubber.



Eve continued to thrust, driving MU2 mad with pleasure. Her moan was a continuous cry, liquid expelling from her snatch and running down her thighs. Her mistress had bred her! She was so happy!
Eventually, the dildo ran out of ejaculate, and Eve withdrew slowly, drawing out the tingle of pleasure. She slapped MU2's ass. "Do you think we're done? Not at all, I have to make sure it takes."
Eve stepped in close, and reached out under MU2's chest. MU2 rocked as each breast cup was popped from her sensitive nipples. Eve worked at the mask on the back of MU2's head, withdrawing the feeding tube. "I want to feel your body on mine. Help me with this."
MU2 stood, her back aching. It was a good ache.
She turned to help her keeper remove the dual breast pumps from her own breasts. Her fingers fumbled, betraying her eagerness. Finally, they were free, two glistening globes of neon green flesh shining like beacons.
Everything she wanted came down to this. To her keeper, her mistress, her lover. The alien that had saved her.
"I love you, mistress," declared the cow.
"I know," replied her keeper, thrusting her thick cock deep into her cow's pussy.
They kissed, mashing their milky breasts together.
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How long had they wandered through this shadowed landscape? Everything around them seemed familiar, but off. The trees over there, normally healthy and green, had a purplish tinge, as if she was seeing them through a filter.
This pocket dimension, if that is what it was, had dangers aplenty. When the cataclysm arrived, she had been refilling the water caskets with Ora and Lily. Together, they had managed to hide near the burbling brook, which had been transformed into a cascade of purple rapids.
This gave them a perfect view between the twisted shrubbery to watch as the rest of the village was attacked by horrific monsters. Plant women, painted shades of green, flooded from the woods, grabbing unsuspecting fairies and impaling them on their vine tentacles. Jellyfish monsters floated from the sky, zapping the terrified villagers, herding them towards their doom.
Those who tried to escape fled right into a crowd of amorphous, fleshy monsters. Log-shaped towers with tentacle arms reached out for their slender bodies. A writhing, fleshy cone with tubular arms grabbed an isolated fairy and jammed her into its mouth.
Whether it was attempting something sexual, or trying to eat her, Vera didn't know. Either way, she knew there was no way she could help any of them, even though she had trained extensively in hand to hand combat. There were just too many of them.
She had lived for over three hundred years and had never seen anything so terrifying. Being the eldest of the group, it had fallen to her to gather up the other two fairies and make good their escape, leaving their half filled caskets on the bank of the river.
There had been no plan - merely a frantic run through the darkened forest, filled with dead limbs and twisted trees, aided by their flapping wings. They had spent hours straining their ears for signs of monsters, taking care to hide whenever a gruesome beast waddled past.
One of the creatures had the appearance of a large werewolf, padding through the undercanopy on all fours, nose in the air. The most frightening aspect was not his abundance of fur, but the gigantic, erect dick so long that it almost dragged on the ground. She could imagine being speared by its tremendous length, and shuddered.
Luckily, they were downwind, and weren't spotted. That wasn't the only creature lurking, however. She had spotted a spider overhead mere moments before Ora had stepped into its trap, and Lily had almost revealed herself to a giant, floating bag of flesh.
They were too terrified to speak to each other, meekly following Vera's lead. The problem was that she didn't know where she was going. Was there any safe place for them to hide?
Their only lead was a giant, sparkling purple bolt which rent the sky, somewhere further ahead. She wasn't quite sure what it meant, but it was the only obvious landmark they could investigate. Wandering around aimlessly was unlikely to bring them anywhere useful, so she plodded onwards, being careful to avoid the messy knots of tree roots.
She never thought she'd be trapped in a fractured reality filled with creatures that wanted to fuck her. Daily assignations were the norm in the fairy village, and she had fooled around plenty with some of the others. Lily had even graced her bed once, but it was never anything serious.
What they had shared was a gentle pleasure, a calm interlude under the boughs of strong branches wet with dew. This was a violent shattering of everything they had known, a sharp blade tearing through their psyche.
Ora's lips were working, barely restraining her terror. "Do you think that... thing is gone?" she whispered frantically.
Vera put a finger to her lips. "Shh, be quiet, do you want that gigantic spider to find us?"
Ora went white as a sheet, whiter even than her usual coloration. "I can't stand this. Why are they doing this to us?"
"I don't know," replied Vera, putting on a brave face. "But we're going to get out of here somehow."
She kept moving, vaulting over a stand of fronds. The others followed her reluctantly.
"We're going to be fucked," said Lily, blankly, not seeming to care too much one way or the other. She must be shell shocked. "Does it even matter what we do? There's no escape."
"Shut it," hissed Vera. "If you want to give up, go ahead and let yourself be plowed by one of those living plants, but I intend to fight!"
Her fiery temper had gotten her into trouble before, but here it seemed justified. Let the others waste their time thinking about their hopeless situation. She had a plan.
Only, that plan seemed to crumble once they reached the verge of the forest. Hiding in a bush, she got a good view of the plains beyond, and was horrified.
The lightning bolt-like plasma that rent the sky descended into a cloudy circle of light, a rip in the fabric of their reality. She could see vague motion inside the circle, as if it was a porthole to another place and time. While the surrounding plains appeared green enough, the area around the portal was barren, dirt and rocks, no signs of life.
A small stand of trees used to live where the portal had descended, but the bulk of the vegetation had been removed, destroyed down to their trunks. It was almost as if they had been sliced in twain, perfect cuts made two feet above the ground.
Upon one of the tree trunks sat a solitary figure, humming and rubbing her hand up and down. From this distance, she looked like another fairy, but Vera was wary. Something about the tableau seemed very wrong to her.
Where were the other fairies? Why were there no monsters guarding the portal?
She put her hands out in front of her compatriots. "Hold here," she whispered. "I'll go check it out."
"Okay," replied Ora, biting her nails.
She knew Ora would do as she was told, but Lily was an unknown quantity. The other fairy used to be a firebrand, but the shock of this place had made her unstable. If another monster showed up, she had no idea what she might do.
Best to get a move on, then. This puzzle wasn't going to solve itself.
She stood up, walking with false confidence towards the portal. As she closed with the figure, the finer details resolved and she blanched.
The figure sitting on the tree stump was indeed a fairy, but something had been done to her. Her skin was an unnatural shade of blue, her hands and feet coated with a black, furry substance. Pink claws decorated the tips of her gloved hands, the same color as her nipples and the tip of her penis. Her wings were decayed, the filmy material damaged and frayed as if she no longer needed them.
Tan looking tentacles were wrapped around her waist, attaching a creature to her butt. Its thick tail spiraled down to the ground, thumping against the rocky surface as the fairy's hand moved up and down.
Her eyes grew wide. The fairy was jacking off, her hand wrapped around a truly enormous penis, its thick girth swelled large with anticipation. She couldn't stop herself from imagining what it would feel like to have it inside her, plumbing her depths with its obscene length.
The worst part was that she recognized this fairy. Her name was Nikki, and she was usually in charge of the cooking. What had happened to her, and why was she sitting here, masturbating?
"I know you're there," said Nikki, continuing to stroke her cock. She looked up, spearing Vera with golden colored eyes, her pupils black slits. "What do you think?" she asked. "Doesn't it look amazingly thick?"
A dribble of precum slid from the tip, running over the glans, making her hand slick with lubrication. "See? It looks so happy. It's ready for you."
She licked her lips with an impossibly long tongue. "Would you like a taste?"
Vera looked for a way to get around the fairy, but she had seated herself right in front of the portal. From this distance, she could see through the circle, a vast, green forest beyond. She wanted more than anything else to step through it and experience the calmness of its vast nature. To escape the horror of this hellscape.
She needed to get past this fairy first. "Please, Nikki, would you step aside? I want to see what's on the other side of that portal."
Nikki stopped stroking, and stood, her penis standing out straight in front of her like a spear. "I'm afraid I can't let you do that," she replied, staring intensely. "The portal is only for new acquisitions, not for escapees."
"How about this," she said, her tail twisting behind her as if it had a mind of its own. "Let's fight, and if you win, I'll let you go through. But only if you really want to."
Her phrasing made it sound like there would be something preventing her from wanting to leave, but that seemed impossible. Regardless, the deal wasn't good enough.
"If I win," she stated calmly, "I and anyone else I want to bring with me gets to leave through that portal. Unmolested."
The corrupted fairy smiled, her sharp teeth giving her a shark's grin. "You're on," she said, spreading her arms wide in a fighting pose.
Vera wasn't interested in a drawn out battle. She wanted to win. What came after winning, she wasn't sure, but anything was better than remaining here.
She drew in her breath as if to say something, but instead imbued it with the primal strength of her wind spirits, increasing the volume and power as she exhaled. A cloud of air exploded from her lips, eddies swirling as the wind picked up dust, flinging it at her opponent.
Nikki laughed, folding her hands over her chest as she was pushed back a few feet. "It's going to take more than that!" she declared, her gloved hands reaching out.
Before Vera could react, the corrupted fairy had closed the gap between them with unbelievable speed, almost as though she was phase shifting through the air. The evil fairy's body collided with her, flinging her to the ground. She cried as her back hit a rock, the blunt surface bruising her nude skin.
As if this indignity wasn't enough, the evil fairy's blue face loomed close, a mocking smirk opening to reveal a long, forked tongue. Vera tried to pull away in disgust, but this left her open in other areas.
The tip of the fallen fairy's cock pressed against her vulva, prickling against her lips. Without ceremony, the evil fairy plunged her shaft inside, forcing a yelp from Vera. "I'm going to fuck you over and over again with my thick cock," she declared. "Every hole, every position. I'm going to make you love it, and then I'm going to make you like me."
Vera groaned, the huge penis plumbing her depths. She was getting frantic now, because she was starting to enjoy the assault. It had been so sudden her mind still didn't believe what was happening.
"It feels so good to fuck other fairies. I just want to have all of you," Nikki moaned, leaning in to press her mouth against Vera's.
Vera was having a hard time resisting, the long tongue jamming between her lips and licking her insides. She was being fucked by this evil creature and it felt amazing!
Her body writhed, completely under the control of the demonic cock. She knew she couldn't let it ejaculate inside her, or she was finished. She would be ceding control of her body to lust, and she just knew she wouldn't be able to climb back out of that pit. If she didn't get this fairy off her now, she might as well concede!
It was one of the most difficult things she had ever done, but she manage to roll over, putting herself on top. In this new position, despite the thickness penetrating her, the pleasure wasn't as immediate. She could control what the other fairy was doing, preventing her from thrusting.
She slapped Nikki, crying out in anger. "What the fuck is wrong with you?" she declared, slapping her another time for good measure.
This seemed to stun the other fairy for a moment, allowing her to jump from her body. Lubrication dripped from her vagina, and the corrupted fairy's thick cock danced in the air. She wanted to jump back onto to, to let it pound her to completion, but she knew that was her libido talking.
Nikki's face scrunched into a glare. "How dare you!" she cried. "I'm so close to an orgasm!"
She climbed off the ground and settled back into a fighting pose, her cock sagging a little towards the ground. Her face was grim. She wasn't going to fool around this time.
That was fine, because Vera was done fooling, too. If the evil fairy managed to get her cock inside her a second time, she wasn't sure she would have the fortitude necessary to resist.
Wiser now, she spotted the corrupted fairy's attack before it could connect, working to time an uppercut that would hopefully hit the other fairy in her chin and knock her out. If she could accomplish that, the deal would be moot.
However, Nikki had judged the distance perfectly, staying just outside of Vera's windup. She ended up thrusting her fist into the air uselessly. She blushed, embarrassed.
The evil fairy had her foot braced behind her, getting ready for another move. Vera pulled herself back together, but not in time to figure out which move was being telegraphed. A spinning foot whistled through the air, smacking her in the head.
She was falling again, bouncing against the rocky soil from another devastating hit. Her head buzzed like a drum. No! Not again!
Fortunately, this time the fairy didn't try for her vagina. Instead, Nikki grabbed her arms off the ground and pulled them taut, bracing her foot against Vera's snatch. In this position, she was helpless to resist as Nikki's foot began to move, rubbing back and forth with quick jerks.
Her previous arousal jolted higher and she cried out, moaning as her vulva was stimulated by the fallen fairy's toes.
"You're never going to get out of here. You're going to be fucked by me and breed more parasites. And you're going to like it."
Vera was starting to believe her.
***
"She's losing," moaned Ora. "What are we going to do?"
Lily mumbled to herself. "It's hopeless. It's hopeless. We gotta go now or we're fucked."
She broke into a run, leaving Ora behind to her own devices. She could only think of herself now. This was her chance, since the fallen fairy was occupied with Vera. If she could just slip past them, there was a chance she could escape!
The blue fairy looked at her smugly as she worked her foot over Vera's crotch, but did nothing to stop Lily. She was getting closer to the distorted image, and could almost make out what looked like a strange vision of their former treetop village, the idyllic place she called home.
She was only a few meters away when she tripped, falling face first onto the ground. Something slimy had attached itself to her ankle, wrapping itself around her foot. She turned to look at what it could be, disgusted to see that it was a segmented worm, gripping her ankle with two small arms that looked like red ribbons.
She shook her foot in an attempt to remove it, but it stayed on stubbornly. She reached down to grab it, frowning at the nasty texture as she unwound its arms. Fortunately, it wasn't too difficult to remove, despite how sticky the appendages were, and she made a sigh of relief.
Unfortunately, her victory was short lived. While she had been distracted, more of the worms had burrowed through the ground around her sitting position, taking this moment to make a little hop onto her chest. Their semi-circular mouths wrapped around her nipples, the ribbon arms reaching around her back and sticking to her skin to hold them in place.
They worked on her breasts like suction pumps, yanking and tugging. It was more disturbing than arousing, but it was definitely debilitating. She wanted them off her immediately!
She tugged and pulled, groaning as they nipped at her nipples. Her breasts were feeling heavy, as if they had milk to deliver, but she knew that was nonsense. It was just a natural reaction to her current predicament.
A dark shadow overlooked her struggles, heavy breathing accompanied by a high pitched, alien sound.
She stopped trying to remove the alien worms, looking up at a truly enormous specimen with trepidation. Her heart flipped in her chest, a frisson of fear running up her neck. What the fuck was that?
It was three times as tall as the average fairy, and at least seven meters long. It looked similar to the smaller worms, but was enlarged to an unbelievable size. It opened its cavernous mouth, shaped like a beak, the dark interior roaring as a blast of hot air rushed at her body.
The alien worms on her chest were the least of her problems. She wanted nothing more than to get away.
Turning, she tried to get to her feet to run from the terrifying monster. She was only able to take a single step before a gigantic red ribbon slapped across her back, knocking her back to the ground.
The worms on her chest took the brunt of the impact without any apparent strain. They continued their sucking action, working her breasts like pistons. She strained, trying to move, but the large ribbons from the huge beast had returned, attaching to her waist.
The monster made that strange noise again, pulling her back towards its mouth. She could only imagine the beak opening wide as if to eat her.
She struggled harder, doing her best to rip the ribbon off, but to no avail. Her wings fluttered and she kicked, but she was being dragged further backwards. She stared at the pristine landscape through the portal and wailed. She had been so close!
A hot, wet tongue pressed against her pussy, laving back and forth in a surprisingly arousing tickling action. Something hard pressed at her rear, and she stilled, fearing what would come next. A tearing pain came from her ass as a thick bulge jammed inside. She writhed as it worked deeper, ignoring the resistance from her muscles.
Pushing past the outer ring, the bulge was sucked inside, making her feel full. She strained, trying to push it back out, but that only helped it to push in further. The alien was ramming its organic tentacle up her butt and she couldn't do anything about it!
The tongue pressed past her inner lips, working her interior. It only acted as a minor distraction to what was happening in her butt. The tentacle in her ass pushed further, feeding itself inside. As it remodeled her interior guts with its presence, she was pulled backwards into the monster's mouth.
The interior of the mouth was dark and warm, and she could feel her legs touching the edge of its slimy throat. She was resigned. This was going to happen whether she wanted it to or not. The monster would swallow her and fuck her. That was her fate.
Her belly lurched as the monster's tentacle penetrated further. She could feel something pushing up her throat. She retched as it sprouted past her lips, a great, bulbous stalk, segmented like bamboo. The end was thick and red, a round pulsating sac with attached tendrils.
Her body sank further, pulled inside the interior of the monster. The tongue had stopped its ministrations, her body sinking past the fleshy muscle. She had expected to be held there in the dark, but some sort of luminescent fungus illuminated the reddish interior. It was warm and wet, but not too uncomfortable. She could almost have imagined it to be a sauna if she hadn't been this creature's prey.
Her butt settled firmly against a fleshy platform at the bottom of the creature's stomach, her legs splayed outward. A hissing white cloud of gas drifted past her vision and she smelled peaches.
She gurgled, her muscles clenching around the stalk which had penetrated her ass. It had threaded her entire body, working its way throughout her system. Its swelling bulb pulled back a little until it had blocked her mouth, forcing her to look upwards and preventing it from being removed. She was well and truly stuck.
Thick tentacles from below pushed into her pussy, gushing liquid inside her body. She felt her belly, surprised at how large it had already swelled. The monster was breeding her.



Fading, she wondered what would become of her as the gas in the creature's inner chamber sapped her consciousness.
***
"What the fuck did it do to her?" asked Vera.
It had taken her long minutes of struggle to break free of the fallen fairy's foot assault, and she had only managed that after the first orgasm had rocked her body. This had cleared her mind sufficiently to roll over and throw off the evil fairy's assault.
She had made a few more ineffective attacks while watching Lily being pulled helplessly inside the worm, horrified when her neon blue hair slipped past its lips.
"She'll be fine," chuckled the corrupted fairy, "but it looks like she won't be going with you through the portal."
"The worm will keep her inside for a week while its offspring gestate, then spit her back up so she can give birth. At that point, she could try to run, but they usually never do. Invariably they find their way back to another worm so they can be bred again."
She moved her hands over her crotch, highlighting her dick with a heart shape. "The more time you spend time inside a mother worm, the larger it expands your holes. It's difficult to step back down to a regular dick after it splits you in two."
She rubbed her own cock, the pink head visibly expanding. "Fortunately for you, I get to be the one to break all of your holes in!"
To break the spell the fairy was working over her, she glanced at the portal, which was showing a happy fairy slapping a steak into a cooking pot. She did a double take. Yes, that was Nikki, back when she had neon green hair instead of the current dark purple.
She pointed at the display. "That's you," she said, curious. "How can you be there and here at the same time?"
"Guess again," grinned the corrupted fairy. "That's me in a different reality. You see, when the monsters find a productive dimension to leech from, they attach their domain to it, like a parasite. Once they locate a suitable location, they make a copy of that place and the monsters invade, breeding their new victims."
She stroked her dick some more. "Fuck, it feels so good to bond with an ass parasite. You should really try it, the transformation is so yummy. I love it when it fucks with my head and tells me what to do."
More lubrication drizzled from her penis. "Enough talking, it's time to get fucked."
Vera halfheartedly put up her arms, preparing her defense. No, this wasn't the time for defense. She needed to attack. This time, she'd try something different.
She moved forward, pretending to be going for a bull rush, swapping to a jump attack at the last moment. She used her wings to give her an extra boost into the air, flipping over to deliver a devastating kick.
Her foot hit the ground, crunching with a tremendous smack. The fairy had moved, and wasn't where she had expected her to be. Where had she gone?
Fuck, she had hidden underneath. Nikki's gigantic dick was piercing her pussy once again, thrusting inside her wet interior. Whatever she did, she was fucked, literally!
She groaned, feeling defeated as she settled onto the fallen fairy's horny body as Nikki worked her pelvis to keep up the penetration.
"See? No matter what you do, you inevitably want to fuck me. To take my cock up your pussy. Up your ass. In your mouth. You're defenseless. You want this."
Her tongue lolled out, the forked edge resting against her lips. "It's your destiny to be here, to be fucked by us, just like your original is destined to live a happy, quiet life. You get fucked so she doesn't have to, got it?"
Was it just that simple? If she stayed her and let this corrupt version of Nikki use her, was she saving her real self from being used by the monsters? Or would they just create another copy of her to fuck further?
No, she couldn't accept it, no matter how good this made her feel. There was still Ora, who needed her help. She couldn't give in as long as she had someone she could fight for.
With a force of will, she stood, pulling herself away from Nikki's straining hips, her thick cock tilting over as it slipped from her pussy. "I can't do this," she said, ashamed of her body's desire. "I can't lose here. Even if I'm just a copy of my true self, I won't let pleasure cloud my judgment."
Nikki stood, fire ablaze in her eyes. "If you won't admit it to yourself, I'll just have to make you understand!"
Before Vera could respond, Nikki used her fast step move again, appearing right behind her. A whisper of air caught her ear and furry arms wrapped under her shoulders, lifting her into the air. "No matter how hard you try to escape, your pussy just wants me inside it."
With inhuman strength, she lowered the fairy back onto her dick, moving her entire body up and down in a slow fuck.
"Just let it happen," she groaned into Vera's shoulder. "You know you want this. You want my hard cock to spurt inside you. To jerk and pulsate as it breeds you, all the thoughts draining from your head."
She did want that. She wanted it very much. She just couldn't allow it.
There was only one solution she could think of. At the height of the next stroke, she reached down and pulled the evil fairy's dick out of her pussy, her hands wet from the lubrication. Nikki's cock bounced against her vulva, the veiny side pressing against her lips.
"You want to cum, don't you?" she asked. "Cum right here, right now."
She worked her hands up and down the throbbing erection, taking delight in feeling the turgid cock shift in her hands. Nikki had fucked her three times and must be close to exploding, so why was it taking so long to get her off?
"Yes, fuck, just like that," declared the fallen fairy, letting Vera work her shaft harder.
"Look at the beautiful cum," she declared, the thick pole throbbing as it let go, white ropes spurting from its tip.
The liquid spattered over the ground, making a circular pattern. "You're an amazing companion," whispered the corrupted fairy, setting her back on her feet. She brushed away Vera's neon pink hair, bringing her purple lips in close to whisper.
"Next time let me cum inside, I'll make sure you're filled with baby parasites. Doesn't that sound delightful?"
Vera bit her lip. Was this really winning behavior? She had just masturbated the fallen fairy's thick cock to completion. She could tell herself it was a matter of necessity, but she wasn't sure she believed that anymore. She was concerned that if she spent any more time fighting this fairy, she might end up her cock slave.
***
Ora crouched low in a fetal position, doing her best to make herself as small as possible. She didn't want to see what was happening to Vera. She had caught a glimpse of Lily's fate and it terrified her.
If she hid here long enough, perhaps they would all go away and leave her alone. She knew this reasoning was childish, but she was unable to help herself. Her brain simply wasn't able to adjust to the new reality of her situation.
A low hum interrupted her thoughts, and she turned on her back, looking into the sky. She blinked, her mind taking precious moments to register this new monster.
It was a gigantic bee, as large as herself, hovering in the air effortlessly. Its rounded body was curved in on itself, colored purple, with four long arms tipped with talons. An elongated chest was striped in yellow, the end of its abdomen tipped with a reddish stinger.
What worried her more was the curved, beak like face, which looked like it was staring at her. That was impossible, as the beast had no visible eyes, but even so, it was drawing nearer.
She shrieked and left her position in the bush, rushing onto the rocky ground. Driven by fear, she managed to get halfway to the portal before the buzzing hum caught up to her. Unlike Vera, she didn't know any fighting moves, and relied purely on speed in her attempt to get away from the creature.
A shadow loomed ahead of her on the ground and she dove down, hoping to avoid a dive bomb attack. That had never been its intention, however.
Landing on her back, it seized her waist with its talons, locking its lips onto her vulva. She yelped as a wet tongue laved her clitoris, the sudden spark of arousal leaving her numb. What was this thing doing to her?
Its tongue dived deeper, oscillating in and out as it sucked, priming her for what was to come. Her ass jerked, inadvertently giving the bee creature better access to her privates. It greedily took advantage, its hard beak pressing against her perineum.
She squealed as the tongue thrust inside, crawling forward in a futile attempt to get away. Her body ached with arousal, a sudden flush of warmth flooding her belly. Serotonin flooded her brain, making her ache for release. It was getting difficult to sustain the need to get away when the creature was doing its utmost to pleasure her body.
Its lips left her pussy, to her dismay, returning with a sharp poke at her ass. She turned and screamed, trying desperately now to move forward, away from the sharp talons which were reaching for her butt.
Unsuccessful, she was reduced to wails as they poked a few inches inside, continuous pain tugging at her as her butt hole was slowly forced open. The red stinger loomed closer, and as it dipped towards her butt, she forced herself to look away and close her eyes.
The pain was excruciating, but brief. Something large pressed up against her butt, pushing her muscles wide. An overwhelming pressure slid inside, an oblong object forced upwards. Her ass took it, swallowing the egg as if it was a gift. She could feel it lodged within her, an ongoing pressure that could not be relieved.
The talons were removed, and her outer sphincter folded shut around the implanted egg. She crawled forward, crying out in dismay. What else did this creature have in store for her?
She waved her fist in the air, trying to wave it away, but knew it was futile. Her body was going to be used, and there was nothing she could do to stop it.
The bee returned, shoving its head inside her ass. She knew it wouldn't fit, yet it pressed its beak into her rounded hole, making her gasp as it began to lever it open. It was a bit looser after the first insertion, allowing the beak to penetrate far enough for the first segment to pop in, pushing the egg further inside.
It flicked out its tongue, causing a strange vibrating sensation in her ass. The distraction was sufficient to delay her from realizing what was going to happen next.
The sharp spike at the end of the bee's abdomen was questing again, the body creasing as it flexed to allow it to penetrate into her vagina. The tip swelled again, leaving her in no doubt as to what was about to happen next. It was going to give her another egg!
This fact should have frightened her, but in her mind she had given up. She was stuck here and the bee could do anything it wanted to her.
The muscles of her vagina flexed, but they accommodated the bulk of the egg as it pressed into her tunnel. The licking sensation accompanied by the pressure of the oblong egg was making her aroused. She was being bred!
She licked her lips and watched the sky, letting herself be plundered. This time wasn't as bad as the first, the egg slipping inside her snatch and slowly being pushed past her cervix into her womb. Her belly distended as it accepted the egg.
The bee retrieved its stinger and pulled its head out of her butt, using its talons to flip her over. Perhaps that would be the extent of her indignities?
Her eyes grew wide as the beast crawled up her chest. It didn't intend on feeding her mouth with one of those eggs, did it? She began to protest, but closed her lips in horror when she saw what it actually wanted.
Its mouth descended to one of her nipples, fangs making clicking noises. Before she could react, it stabbed her breast with its talons, inserting them inside and stretching the flesh. She screamed, shaking her head. This wasn't reality! This couldn't be happening!
The tip of the red ovipositor loomed over her, jamming into her nipple. There came an unbearable pressure, and a marbled egg pushed out the end, her breast flesh splayed just wide enough to accept its cargo.
She couldn't believe what was happening. Her breasts were being implanted with this creature's young!
The flesh closed back up, the egg nestled inside her chest. The process was repeated a second time on her other breast. She groaned in agony, her newly enlarged breasts wobbling on her chest. Her nipples were elongated, abused by the terrible stretching they had just undergone.
The bee buzzed, pleased with its work. It sat on her legs, ovipositor dripping fluid onto the ground. That must be it, surely?
No, it wasn't done yet. She cursed as the bee tilted forward to lick her face, the ovipositor angling to jab back into her vagina.
Used to the process now, she moved up and down to increase the pleasure of the implantation as yet another egg rolled into her womb. She was well and truly packed, eggs jammed into every crevice of her body. She barely noticed when the ovipositor was removed.
She rolled her eyes, lying on the ground, filled with the creature's offspring. It nuzzled her chest affectionately, making a whirring noise.
A loud buzzing sound drew her attention. From above, a huge bee was descending. What new horror was this? She had no energy to resist.
Her bee partner retreated, providing room for its larger friend to take its place. It landed over her body, its antennae brushing her cheek.
Twin dicks sprouted from its abdomen, looming close to her thighs. She closed her eyes and accepted it, willing the creature to fuck her and take her into its nightmare.
It pulled her off the ground, close to its chest, impaling both her ass and pussy. The eggs shifted as the fleshy protuberances reamed her insides. Her dribbling breasts were stimulated by a wall of tentacles that had opened in the larger bee's chest.
The creature had been built for pleasure. Her pleasure. She orgasmed as she assumed her place as a breeding slave.
***
The third act of their fight wasn't going well. She had been forced to watch as Ora was violated and taken away by a giant bee while being forced to fend off amorous attacks from the corrupted fairy.
Both her ass and mouth had seen the brunt of the fallen fairy's cock. Each time she had failed, it had become harder to resist. Her arousal was reaching its peak, and Nikki didn't appear to be slowing down.
After she had coaxed an orgasm out of the fallen fairy, she had moved more slowly, yes, but now Nikki's dick seemed to be just as hard as it was at the start. Her eyes were drawn to its presence and she was having a hard time keeping it off her mind.
She needed to do something to take the edge off before she flat out surrendered. Backing away from her tormentor, she sat on the ground and started touching herself, watching Nikki warily. She would have to stop and defend herself if the other fairy attacked, but she seemed content to watch Vera masturbate.
"Look at you," she said smugly. "You're so horny you'd even orgasm on command."
Vera tried to ignore her, circling her fingers in the way best suited to relieve her arousal. She wasn't doing this for her. She needed release so that she could think rationally about the fight and find a way to counterattack.
"Yes, just like that. It's fucking good, isn't it?" commented Nikki.
Vera groaned, feeling the first wave of an orgasm rattling her body, but it wasn't enough. She needed another. She kept massaging herself, ignoring Nikki. She wasn't orgasming on command. That was silly.
"No matter how many times you seek release, it's never there. You always need more. There's no way to satisfy your urges here without my help."
It was getting harder to ignore Nikki's words, as she had returned to working her fingers up and down her dick. It looked like it had gotten even larger, though Vera had thought that impossible.
"It's only you left. None of the others are around to see you fail. You can't help them. You can't help yourself." She chuckled. "This was inevitable."
Vera looked up in alarm, realizing that Nikki had walked closer while she had been distracted. She was still out of range, but that dick of hers looked mighty appealing.
She swung her thick cock back and forth, seemingly endless lubrication dribbling from its tip. Her head followed the motion, hypnotized by the display. She blinked, looking at Nikki's face, the corrupted fairy's disturbing golden eyes blinking languorously.
"All you need to do is keep stroking. Keep thinking about me. About my cock. Keep thinking about licking its length, about running your tongue up and down its shaft."
Vera was confused. She should be thinking about getting off so that she could battle, not about Nikki's wondrous dick. Her thighs were slick, imagining sitting on its length as it penetrated her sensitive interior. Riding up and down in the ultimate surrender.
Something wet and slimy splattered her face. Her mouth gaped open wide, tasting a salty substance. An unsettling sensation gripped her neck, but she failed to move. This wasn't right, but she couldn't do anything about it but taste. Taste her own failure.
Nikki wasted no time, recognizing her immobility. She rushed in for the kill, scooping up Vera's body and spearing Vera's pussy on her dick.
Vera groaned and shook her head, but she was done and she knew it. The cock pounded her ferociously, breaking down her remaining resistance. Nikki kissed her, ramming her up and down. "You're going to enjoy this, Vera. I know I will."
She reamed her insides thoroughly, pressing her pelvis up against Vera's, rocking her back and forth. She could hear a tearing sound coming from down below, and feared what the fallen fairy was doing to her pussy.
"What the hell is that?" she asked.
"Oh, don't worry, I'm just making a parasite for you." She groaned and closed her eyes for a moment.
"There, it deposited an egg in my vagina. This will all be over soon, my love. Just bear with me." She kissed her conquest again.
She continued to thrust, keeping Vera on the edge of an orgasm, tempered by the knowledge that an unknown creature was gestating just inches from her pussy.
Another tearing sound came, her throat lurching with fear. "What is it going to do to me?" she asked.
"Just hold still, and you'll find out."
She could feel a hard knot pushing at the entrance to her anus, and she winced. This wasn't going to be like what happened to Ora, was it?
No, this was far more gentle, but still insistent. It wormed its way past her sphincter, pulling itself inside with its cilia. The tickling was unpleasant, but not awful.
"I can feel it getting deeper," she declared, an odd look on her face. "There's some pressure, oh, there, it's seated now. I feel full."
Nikki pulled her in close. "It's not over yet. This is only the beginning."
A look of pure pleasure lit her face, and her cock throbbed. "Get ready, it's coming."
Vera surrendered herself to the pleasure, allowing herself to drift as it came over her body like a series of electric shocks. Her muscles clenched and released as she vibrated, moving in rhythm to Nikki's dick, which spurted its seed deep inside her.
It was as she predicted. She never wanted to go back. This was too good.
Nikki sighed, running her furry mitts over Vera's body. "You are amazing," she said. "But let's get the whole job done."
She pulled away, her dick slipping from Vera's sodden vagina. The feeling of fullness in her ass hadn't abated, and she could feel two clawed tendrils wrapping around her waist.
She looked down, seeing a tan tail twitching against the ground. Her tail. She smiled at the revelation. Her tail. Her... Master?
She watched it twitch, realizing that as she thought happy thoughts at it, the tail responded in kind, giving her positive reinforcement. It truly was her Master. A wide smile lit her face. She was controlled by this ass parasite, and in return it would give her endless pleasure.



"Time to say hello to the new you," said Nikki, leaning Vera back in her arms and spreading her hips wide.
The tail end of her parasite looped over in a U shape, pressing its tip against her pelvis. She watched in amazement as her skin changed color, becoming a gradually darker blue. She could feel the parasite tugging hard at her flesh, forcing a length of flesh to pop forth.
It was making her a new dick. She was going to be just like Nikki!
She was suddenly excited - would she be able to fuck Nikki in the same way she had been fucked? That sounded fantastic!
The skin grew faster, a thick rod extending from above her vagina. Sensations suddenly flooded her as the nerve endings grew, making it feel amazing. Her new cock jerked, almost exploding out of her until it was just as long as Nikki's, the end spurting her white seed in ropy strands.
Yes, that felt amazing. She couldn't wait to fuck Nikki. She turned to her twin and smiled evilly. Nikki grinned back.
"You're like me, now. Let's fuck."
She wanted nothing else.
***
"See? Isn't this so much better now that you've learned to submit to your parasite? The pleasure is immeasurable!"
Vera agreed, licking her sharp teeth with her forked tongue. The last week had been very instructive. She had spent most of her waking hours using and being used by Nikki, deepening her slavery to the parasite.
Every time she obeyed one of its instructions, her cock swelled further, an insistent buzz that forced her to either masturbate or to slake her thirst within the vagina of Nikki or another fairy slave. The resident fairies were always horny and willing to take her dick, as long as they weren't being bred by other monsters.
The creatures didn't bother the corrupted fairies, as her controlling parasite would ward them off. Most of them weren't smart enough to do anything more than procreate. Perfectly acceptable for them to increase their numbers to strengthen the pocket dimension, as long as they remembered who was in control.
Her master talked to her constantly, helping her to make the right decisions. After a week of instruction, she behaved its orders instinctively, bending to its desires without prompting. Right now, that meant she needed to breed with Nikki to produce another parasite, after which she would be free to satisfy her desires with the other slaves.
"I love feeling so powerful," she declared, bending Nikki over and slipping her enormous blue cock inside.
Nikki braced herself against a tree stump, ready to receive a pounding. They had replicated this ritual multiple times to serve their Masters, but every time she slipped her swollen dick inside her favorite fairy it felt fresh.
She worked the pink head of her cock deeper, Nikki easily taking her length. She had plenty of practice.
A good chunk of the forest had been removed, cut down to create a new village. A fucking village. A place where fairies and monsters could practice their sexual congress and birth their monstrous children.
One quadrant had been split out to house the more... unusual specimens, which required special treatment from their mothers to grow healthy. This consisted of most of the fleshy creatures.
Another segment butted up against a hill with a cave, so that spiders and wolfmen could make appropriate dens inside. Many others supported all kinds of varied ecosystems, conducive to making the mothers as happy as possible as they were bred.
It was quite cosmopolitan, fairies fucking monsters of all sizes to provide them families of offspring. Some of them were even adventurous enough to trade partners, though the stranger, fleshy creatures were quite possessive of their mothers.
Once bred, the fairies' minds were bent to obey that of their monstrous fathers and their offspring. After the first birthing, they rarely strayed.
It was a strangely stable situation, with the cries of fairies being bred day and night shattering the quiet village. Nobody complained.
Vera ran her furry mitts over her mate, imminently satisfied that Nikki had chosen her. She would not have traded her for any of the other monsters in the vale, though perhaps that had something to do with what the Master had commanded of her.
She pumped her dick in and out of Nikki, vibrating with delight. They didn't have time for further play, unfortunately, or she would have gone for a sixty nine. As it was, she needed to ensure that her new baby parasites were implanted, for they were planning on another recruitment drive at the portal.
"I'm cumming!" she shouted, spurting deep inside her corrupted partner. Her thick rod pulsed, sending rewarding feedback into her mind as her Master stroked her cerebellum with its approval.
There would be many more children, and she would make them for her Master. Her tail twitched, the alien shifting in her ass. Sometimes she forgot about Master's presence, but every so often He would remind her that He was there, always present.
She slipped her penis free, its blue length temporarily flaccid. It wouldn't take long for it to rebound, but in the meantime, she was sad. Her whole life revolved around breeding, and it was unfortunate that she needed to take time to recover.
Nikki flipped her over and gave her one of those smiles that lit her world. "He wants me to impregnate you, too," she growled, lending her words an animalistic air.
Vera grinned, nodding, spreading her hips wide.
"No, not like that," said Nikki. "That's too easy."
She stabbed her wrist with one of the pink claws on her wrist, drawing a small amount of blood. Tasting her life force, she breathed an incantation.
A dark fairy materialized into being, a shadow controlled by Nikki. Vera grinned, excited about what was to come.
Nikki laid on the ground, resting her butt on the low grass. Her dick was engorged, standing straight up at the ready. She gestured at it, giving Vera a come hither gesture.
Vera didn't need more invitation. She climbed over Nikki's body and sat down over her chest, watching the fallen fairy with barely concealed hunger. She grabbed her partner's hard cock and inserted it into her vagina, leaning over to present her turgid nipples to her lover.
Nikki took her up on the invitation, sucking hard at her dripping milk, rotating her hips to increase the stimulation.
The shadow fairy moved around in front, gripping the back of Vera's head with its dark claws. Coolness wrapped around her skull, the embrace of night pressing against her lips. She opened them wide, a hard dick inserting deep into her throat. She swallowed the entire ice cold length, experienced at deep throating the gigantic rod.
It was a shame they couldn't utilize a second shadow, but the parasite embedded in her ass would not tolerate being removed. She was a slut willing to try anything, but she was still His, and didn't wish to part from Him for a second.
This was sufficient. The parasite wiggled in her ass, providing extra stimulation as Nikki's dick plumbed her depths. She wriggled as her partner's lips tugged at her nipples, the heat of her body contrasting with the coolness of the shadow.
It was quite honestly the best sex she had ever had. They had practiced this multiple times after her defeat at the rift, and she never tired of it. Producing more offspring for her Master was her greatest duty and she felt honored that her Master trusted her to carry His brood.
Nikki had reached her limit, her cock dancing as it ejaculated, the orgasm drawing a long moan from her lover's lips. It vibrated within Vera, its liquid splashing into her vagina. She knew it contained thousands of her Master's offspring, and only the strongest would live to grow up to be new Masters. She was so pleased to be a broodmother for her Master.
She choked around the cock in her mouth, vibrating with pleasure. Nikki kept thrusting, tugging at her nipples to send her to new heights, even as the pleasure of her orgasm crashed through her.
She wanted more, she wanted it all. She wanted to be the most productive breeder ever!
Bucking, her muscles calmed from her climax, her hips settling. The cock in her mouth withdrew, spectral effluvium spilling from her lips. "I fucking love you and our Masters. I want to breed for them forever."
Nikki chuckled and slipped free, her solid length leaving a gaping hole inside Vera. She was sure it would be filled again soon, but for now her new progeny were tucked safely inside, growing to become a new generation of parasites for lucky victims.
Her eyes glowed involuntarily at the thought of hunting them down and sticking her dick inside them, breeding them for her Master. She truly was His plaything.
The shadow vanished and she collected Nikki in her arms, giving her a deep kiss. "That was amazing. Thank you."
Her pussy pulsed, another command from Master unspooling in her brain. "It's almost time for another hunt," she said, smiling. "Perhaps we can find more sisters to add to our harem."
Nikki grinned back. "I'm always down for more."
Paw in paw, they walked down the lane, ready for their next conquest, tails shifting lazily. The rocky, dirt road led past a fenced in enclosure, where newborn snake monsters were sunning themselves among their fairy attendants.
"Vera! Nikki!" cried two fairies further down the road, their gravid bellies bouncing as they rushed up to greet them.
Vera was pleased to see these two. Since her failed attempt to save them, Ora and Lily had adapted well to their new roles. Ora had been impregnated again, her gigantic breasts growing to accommodate the size of her bee's eggs as they grew. Lily was nursing some of her offspring, worms with ribbon arms holding onto her breasts. They both looked a picture of health.
"It's good to see you two up and about," she declared, her tail swishing happily. "How have your monsters been treating you?"
"Good, good!" replied Lily. She played her hands shyly over the nursing worms. "I'm generating a new brood, which is why I've been released. Once I push these out I'm set for another stay in the mother worm. I love the feeling of its stalk as it penetrates all my orifices." She shuddered with pleasure.
"I can't wait to be impregnated again, either," declared Ora. "You can't imagine what it's like to be given breast implants like these." She shifted her breasts, showing off the small tongue like projections that extended from her nipples where her new offspring were growing.
"Say, Vera," said Lily slyly, resting her hands over her belly. "While we're this pregnant, our monsters won't fuck us. Could you perhaps... satisfy our urges?" She licked her lips.
She supposed they had time for another fuck before the scheduled collection from the rift. Her Master agreed.
They bent the two pregnant fairies over and pushed them up against the fence. They groaned, turgid breasts swinging over the wooden slats. Vera shoved her dick into Lily, plundering her insides.
Their bodies were already pregnant, and wouldn't accept the spawn generated by the corrupted fairies' dicks. It didn't matter, as their purpose was pleasure, not procreation.
She shoved her cock deeper, delighting in the sensation. She couldn't have imagined what this would have felt like before the parasite had installed her new reproductive organ, and now she couldn't imagine being without it.
Lily's soft lips swallowed her whole, sucking Vera's dick inside her pussy until she pressed up against her womb. Nikki ploughed Ora, breathing heavily as she fucked her cushioned ass.
They worked their fairy slaves, their rough fucking reaching a certain synchronicity as they pounded them mercilessly. Lily took to shouting her pleasure, attracting the attention of the juvenile snake monsters in the paddock.
A crowd of them approached, the more confident creatures jostling closer to nip at the heaving breasts of the pregnant fairies. Lily cried her delight as her breasts were engulfed by the hungry mouths of the snake offspring.
The continuous whining of her fuck slave drove Vera to new heights, sending her into a frenzy. Lily began to buck, unable to contain herself as the pleasure rocked her with uncontrollable spasms.
Vera keep ramming her, determined to find her own release. It came almost without warning, a sudden hot spike of pleasure originating deep within her pelvis. She grabbed Lily around the waist with her claws, pulling her in close to ensure that every inch of her dick was buried inside her as she ejaculated, injecting her seed deep inside.
Now that her immediate desire had been sated, she had time to look at her lover, who was just finishing with her own slave.
This was as it should be. They were all breeders and would recruit others to ensure the continued existence of this dimension.
When it was a matter of survival, all of them would be monsters to those outside their reality. She grinned, her golden eyes shining as her purple hair slid over her shoulders. She would do anything for her Master. Her tail twitched.
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What occurs in the deepest depths, where the water flows and it's always wet? /
Slithering flesh, and centipedes, where monsters dwell, and often feed. /
So please take care, and take a torch, hide if you can, lest you be scorched. /
Guard your eyes, and close your mind, or you won't like what you might find.
She's often sweet, not hard to find; They always say that love is blind. /
She smells of dirt, and growing things, but what she grows is quite obscene! /
If you succumb to her foul needs, then you shall carry all her seed!
***
"Hey, who's that, Al?" Sam nudged his partner, who dropped his fork in disgust.
"Who's what?"
"That new girl. She looks plant based."
"So what? My meal looks plant based."
Al frowned, looking at his scalloped potatoes with longing. He'd give almost anything for an uninterrupted meal.
Al had been working with Sam for the last month. At first, their dungeon delving had been successful, the loot rolling in, but as of late they were barely escaping the treacherous flora and fauna with their lives.
It hadn't helped that Al felt less and less like he was pulling his weight on their runs. He had specced out as a tank class, but they were reaching levels where his gear was becoming ineffective.
On their last run, he had practically died while falling into a deadfall trap, and Sam had laughed in his face while extracting him. He shuddered to think what might have happened if he hadn't stashed that extra healing potion in his pack.
The paranoia that something was going to go wrong was getting to him. For their next run, he would suggest that they raid an easier area so he could get materials for some better gear.
He kept eating, ignoring his partner's ebullience, shoveling the potatoes in as fast as he could. He was dog tired, and just wanted some rest.
Monsters were not an unusual sight at the guildhouse. The discovery of a new dungeon had drawn creatures from all over. All of them trying to make a buck. They needed to eat just like anybody else.
Some of them flaunted their assets more than others, however. The guild didn't seem to care how their staff moonlighted. There were more than a few attractive guild workers who also worked as prostitutes. Whoever Sam was talking about was probably just one more.
"I wonder what sorts of sexual acts she can perform with those tendrils," Sam speculated, drinking a mouthful of beer. "I bet she's great in bed."
"Fine," Al sighed, tired of being distracted. He pushed his plate away and cracked his knuckles. "Who has the guild hired this time, and what kind of freaky sex acts are you thinking of performing with her?"
He turned and looked at the quest board, eyes freezing as he caught sight of a stunning plant woman. Curls of red hair billowed over her shoulders, running down to cover the tops of her breasts. She was wearing a set of living armor, twigs and vines curling out from all the attachment points. From her head sprouted a red flower, the interior colored a brilliant yellow. It tilted back and forth as she nodded, a faint sprinkle of pollen blowing off her head like dandruff.
She looked amazing, like someone out his dreams. Admittedly, his dreams were less ambitious as of late, but even so, he could easily imagine what might happen if he had the confidence to proposition her.
A bitter taste settled in the back of his mouth. With the way his finances were going, she was way out of his league. He'd have to grind for months to even afford a single night with her, and that wasn't likely to happen if he kept having to spend all of his hard earned cash on items to keep him alive.
"Gents," she declared, tapping a wooden rod against the bar at the front of the room.
Her voice was soft, but commanding. It drew your attention, like fresh beads of dew on morning leaves. He blinked, mesmerized by her presence.
Turning, she prodded at a series of quests which had been added to the board. "Several female adventurers have gone missing delving on the fourth level. This being a fairly innocuous area of the dungeon, the guild has decided to sponsor search quests for higher level male adventurers only to figure out what's going on."
A female ogre smacked an open palm on her wooden table. "That's blatant discrimination!" she declared, her eye bulging in its socket.
The plant woman looked away, not willing to face the ogre directly. "Sorry ladies, but the guild isn't taking any chances. Even if it's someone of your... caliber."
The ogre grunted and began to gnaw on a bone, grinding it into dust with her sharpened teeth. Her table mates pulled away, turning pale.
The plant woman smiled brightly, addressing the rest of the crowd. "Now, for completing these quests, standard rewards will be quadrupled and you will be given twenty meal vouchers."
The dwarf who was wiping down the counter paused and looked up at the crowd, which was making a sound of disbelief. He grunted. "It's already been paid for," he said with a high pitched voice. "No premium meal items... those are still priced regularly."
A small groan rocked the room, but Al could tell their excitement hadn't been dampened too severely. The chef was a four armed Naga, legendary for the rarity of her race as well as her skill at producing the best quality meals in the region. Of course they were interested.
He was interested, too, but any excitement he felt was tempered by the knowledge that these quests were too high level for him. He was already going to have to grind some of the lower difficulty levels to restock his inventory.
The plant based woman turned, her flower dipping as she smiled brightly. "Who's in?" she asked, grinning as a line of adventurers began to form.
"This is our ticket!" shouted Sam, punching Al's shoulder. "If we accomplish this quest, I'll bet we'll have the capital to push down to level twenty. You've been talking about that since you've arrived!"
Al nodded, his mouth full of potatoes. It was true. Level twenty was the gateway to the richest parts of the dungeon. If he could survive there, he could hire himself out as a guard to protect some of the mining operations, or even be a courier. He could ditch his tank role and get a job where his sole duty wasn't taking the hardest hits dungeon creatures could deliver.
"Let's do it! I'll go register us right away!"
Al frowned, swallowing his mouthful of food. "Hold on, there," he said, chasing the food with a draught of ale.
He lifted a hand and started ticking off points on his fingers. "I'm down to just the one health potion. On our last quest, we lost our rope escaping from a pit, and the lantern is out of fuel. We spent most of our treasure on new equipment and we can barely afford our night's stay at this inn."
Sam guffawed. "All the more reason to take this on! Come on, man, this is fourth level! A milk run! What have we been doing, tenth level? Whatever we run into shouldn't be able to get through your new armor!"
Al put down his mug with a thump. "I'm sorry, Sam, I just need some time to get my head back on straight. Those spiders we faced drained a lot of my constitution with their poison attacks. I'm just not up to taking on something new right now."
Sam shrugged and waggled his eyebrows. "Fair enough. Would you at least be my wingman? I bet the new girl would love hearing some of our adventuring tales!"
Al pulled a piece of parchment out his pocket and examined his stats. He sighed. The meal hadn't completely replenished his health points; he was going to need to lie down for a nap. "No, I really can't. I'm dead on my feet."
"Your loss," replied Sam, pointing at him as he rose from the wooden bench. "I'm still going to give it a shot."
Al rolled his eyes and rapped his knuckles against the table. "Check please!"
His lip curled as he spotted Sam running up to the green plant woman, her curls bouncing as she laughed at one of his jokes. Always the popular one, he thought bitterly. Always the one to whom things came easily.
Damn, he was a sad sack of a man. Yes, he was jealous. He shook himself. Being depressed like this would only spoil any chance they had of winning good loot tomorrow.
He passed several rooms, hearing shrieks of pleasure and muffled, playful banter. Ignoring all of it, he shuffled up a few floors, opening the door to the cheapest accommodations. Lying down on a mat of tattered straw, he did his best to forget his troubles as he shuffled off to sleep.
***
Al woke to a loud thumping noise on the door of his room. He groaned and turned over, ignoring the pricks delivered by his straw mattress.
"Coming!" he shouted, climbing out of bed.
He had fallen asleep in his gambeson, lacking any pyjamas to change into. The entire night was a bust, tossing and turning due to strange noises that penetrated the cheap walls of the inn.
He grunted, moving over to the door. He would have preferred to sleep in the dungeon at this rate. Perhaps next time he would suggest it.
When his hand touched the latch, the door burst open, revealing the wiry form of his partner. He looked like he had just taken a bath, his hair perfectly coiffed. The rings on his fingers sparkled as he gave a half wave. The privilege of being a rogue class.
"Good morning! I told her we'd take the quest! " Sam declared.
"You what?" Al pressed a few fingers to his temple. "You fucked her, didn't you, and she convinced you to do the quest."
Sam at least had the good grace to look embarrassed and a little worried. He blinked, trace of green flashing in his eyes. "She told me that it should be simple for us, and I know you badly need the meal tickets."
Al stepped closer, examining his face. "Is that you or her pollen doing the talking?"
"Just me!" He drew back, haughty. "I did make sure to take a bath afterwards to remove any trace of her influence." He sniffed. Are you happy now? You're always warning me about safety."
Al grunted. He supposed he didn't have a good reason to rebuff the fellow. The quest he had accepted for them was reasonable for their level, and he hated that. Hated that his wishes were being ignored.
"Come on!" wheedled Sam. "With those coupons, we won't go hungry for at least a few months!"
Al frowned and berated himself. He was going to give in, but he detested himself for it. No need to take it out on Sam, though.
He sighed. "I'll be ready in a bit, let me grab my gear, I'll meet you in the lobby."
Sam smiled, that charismatic grin that got him into and out of so much trouble. "Awesome, partner! I know we'll do great!"
Al waved him off, shutting the door. It was going to take more than just words to make this happen.
He grunted, gathering what little remained of his supplies into his haversack. The single, remaining health potion, enough rations for a few days, a fifty foot length of rope, a box of stick matches, and his last torch. Not much for dungeon delving, but it would at least save him from some of the most common pitfalls.
He gathered up his mail and draped it over his shoulders, letting it flow over his sagging belly. He put on a similar covering over his pants, dragging the interlocking links of metal over his knees Plate armor of any kind was far outside his budget, so he had to make do.
There wasn't much in the upper levels of the dungeon which could penetrate his current set of armor, anyway, though toxic liquids were always a concern. That was what he used his shield and polearm for.
The shield strapped to his left arm, and provided limited protection, though he was surely glad he had it when a hedgehog like monster had fired its spines at him.
Even more important was his long spear, topped with a combination pointed tip and axe head. If he could keep the monsters at a distance, he didn't need to test the efficacy of his armor. Prevention was worth far more than a pound of cure.
He slung the sack over his shoulder, tipping his weapon down so that it would fit through the door.
All he felt was a general sense of weariness. He knew he wasn't in the right frame of mind to go dungeon delving. He knew his chances of injury were high. He also knew he had little choice.
This quest had better be worth the meal vouchers, or he would force Sam to do all the dirty laundry. He'd like to see him chatting up one of the bints at the bar while covered in suds.
His mood improving, he whistled as he maneuvered his way down the inn's rickety staircase.
***
The first level of the dungeon was a piece of cake. They had encountered a few small spiders and slimes, which had put up little resistance.
They had utilized their usual tactics on the monsters. Al would push in with his shield and polearm, menacing them at close range. The monsters would invariably try to attack him, at which point Sam would throw off his camouflage and stab them in the back.
It was far more efficient than delving by himself, giving him all the more reason to put up with the rogue. As much as he pained to admit it.
"Say, where are all the other adventurers?" asked Al, cleaning green gunk from their latest conquest off the tip of his weapon. "I expected the entire area to be flooded with delvers."
He had rather thought they would be traveling in a band. Not that he minded the lack of competition, but it was making him nervous.
"They've assigned us to search different areas," replied Sam, rubbing down his knives with a cloth.
He peered at them and smiled, breathing on one and polishing it back to a mirror shine. "I found us an inside track, though. Martia told me on the down low that the largest cluster of missing girls was in the aqueduct sector. Should be a milk run for us to make a sweep through there."
The so-called aqueduct sector had been built by an older civilization which had taken up residence in the dungeon. To survive, they had grown mushrooms and crafted intricate jewelry from mines situated in the lower levels.
Nobody was sure why they had left, but many speculated that they had been driven out as stronger monsters had moved up from below. All that had been left behind was the product of their hard work - a complex system of waterworks routing the underground rivers into reservoirs and millponds.
Adventurers had driven the monsters back out, leaving the sector as a good place for beginners to get some experience. Or seasoned adventurers down on their luck.
Al frowned, bothered at how easy it was for Sam to gather intelligence. "You're on a first name basis with her? What else did she tell you?"
Sam smirked. "Most of it was uncontrollable screaming with a few yesses thrown in for good measure."
Al rolled his eyes. He should have expected as much.
"She did give me an elevator token, though." He dangled a card in front of Al's face.
Al's eyes bulged. "Why didn't you say that in the first place?" he snapped, grabbing the token to examine it more closely.
The rectangular stone had a raised border, with a red gem embedded in the center. Two heralds with long trumpets faced each other, the bells of their instruments resting on top of the jewel. With this, they could gain access to the elevator!
The elevator was special, a vertical shaft blasted through the rock that could take you down into the depths via electrical power. The lift had been built by the vanished civilization, with electrification coming later. Still, only the bravest had tried the lower levels. Many hadn't come back.
That was all immaterial to Sam. With the pass, it would take them a matter of minutes to get down to the fourth level! This quest would be done in time for dinner!
He imagined a bowl filled to the brim with hearty stew, chunks of meat floating in a pool of chicken stock. A loaf of crusty bread accompanied the dish, with a pat of butter served on the side. He could almost see the steam wafting up from the bowl.
He gritted his teeth. "There has to be a catch. There's always a catch."
"No catch," grinned the rogue. "Just a few helpful tips and directions."
"Yes, I'm sure she appreciated your tip just fine."
Sam had the good grace to blush.
"Fine, then, I see no reason to hang around here. Let's get moving." He rolled his shoulders, hefting his polearm.
He was already itching to see combat, which was always a bad sign. Eagerness made him sloppy.
At any rate, it didn't matter all that much with the opposition they were currently facing, and the elevator wasn't that far away.
"Say, Sam, what are you planning to do with the reward?" asked Al.
Sam tucked the elevator token into his vest. "This may come as a surprise to you, but I don't plan on spending the rest of my days down here. Each small quest is a stepping stone to getting out of here and finding something better, no matter how pleasurable some of the... interludes... around here might be."
"So what's your long term, plan, then? Ditch me and go spelunking in the lower levels?"
Sam blinked. "Actually, no. I've done some scouting down to level twenty and that's no place for a sole survivor. My skills work best when I'm in a team. I wouldn't mind picking up some more members for our little group. Closing out this quest may be our opportunity to make us look more attractive."
It was Al's turn to blink. He honestly hadn't thought that Sam was anything more than a pretty face. Maybe it was him who was being the stick in the mud.
He grunted, but said nothing, mulling it over for a moment. "Alright," he said. "If we succeed in this, let's go looking for more party members."
"That's the spirit!" said Sam, skipping ahead. The daggers in his waistband flashed as he turned the corner, his hands held near to their hilts just in case they encountered more monsters.
In any event, they didn't. The rest of their trip to the elevator shaft was surprisingly peaceful.
Sam stood in front of the doors, peering at the edifice quizzically. Traced into the golden rock was iconography of a gang of people mining rocks. What ore they were after was lost to time, though it must have been quite valuable for them to have celebrated the process with such painstaking art.
"It looks like it's supposed to open, but how?" asked Sam.
Al shrugged. He was no wizard with mechanical devices. He was good at soaking up hits, not at solving problems.
He hefted the shield in his hand. "We could try to prize the doors open with my shield, but I doubt it would work."
His mind wandered, as it often did. Waiting around was never his strong suit.
His eyes traced the artwork, moving up the shovel of one of the miners. The rock made it look as though it had been crafted out of solid gold. Just a trick, to be sure, but he wished he had one of those shovels.
Mining seemed like rough, honest work. The type of work that didn't require restocking health potions every evening. It was probably less dangerous than dungeon delving, too. Another strong point for getting out of here and finding a place to settle down.
The handle of the shovel was oddly shaped. Instead of a half circle grip, the end was distorted into a rectangular hole, a shallow depth cut into the rock. Al grinned. Even an idiot like him knew what that meant.
"Here, let me see that token," requested Al.
Sam fished it out of his tunic and presented it to Al, giving him a curious look.
Admiring the gem built into the small stone, he walked up to the door and pressed it into place. A sharp click echoed in the chamber and the gigantic stone doors rumbled open.
"It... worked," declared Sam, brows raised.
Al shrugged. "It was obvious even for me."
Sam groaned. "Don't sell yourself short, you're not an idiot - most of the time." There was a strange gleam in his eyes.
Al grunted, but didn't reply, stepping over the threshold. He was far too busy trying to avoid thinking about how deep the elevator shaft actually was, and whether he would be killed instantly if the car plunged into the depths.



Sam followed behind and began studying the controls, clearly not having such concerns. He pressed a button, and the room lurched, sending Al stumbling into the far wall, his weapon jamming into the ceiling.
"Sorry about that," said Sam, frowning. "It looks like you're supposed to hold a button down, like this."
The outer doors closed smoothly, and Al could feel a tremble under his feet, accompanied by a sinking motion. His heart lurched, and he was very much in danger of losing his last meal.
"I hate moving... contraptions," he wheezed, sounding strangled.
"Cheer up, you old coot, it won't be long. We're already past the second floor."
Al was more concerned at the moment that he hadn't been able to extract his polearm from the ceiling. The pointed end had stuck into something squishy, and he didn't have enough strength to move the butt end far enough to relieve the pressure. The ceiling appeared to be made out of something organic, vines twisted together into a thick mat.
He sighed and coughed, smelling wisteria. It was almost as though the last occupants had doused themselves with perfume. Resigned to the odor, he looked at the entrance side of the descending metal box. A large numeral had been scrawled on the wall, accompanied by crude sketches, somebody's idea of fun. The graffiti clearly wasn't original, as the drawings were amateurish, accompanied by terrible, lewd jokes.
"A slime a day keeps the women away," said one, implying something far less innocent.
Soon enough, the numeral four dropped into view, followed by a set of stone doors, which ground open in front of them as the elevator approached. Al tried once more to extract his weapon from the ceiling, but it was firmly lodged into place. How embarrassing.
"Sam, I could use your assistance here," he said reluctantly.
Sam looked at his predicament and guffawed. "How the heck did that happen? What bad luck!"
He joined Al and they strained together, putting their backs into it. A wet, squishing sound came from above, and the haft began to move, skidding across the floor.
A rumble came from above and a sheet of water came splashing down, catching Sam by surprise. Rivulets of liquid ran under his collar and streamed over his face, leaving his golden hair a bedraggled mess.
It was all Al could do to avoid laughing in his face, but he was sure his facial expression would give him away. He turned and coughed into his elbow.
Sam shook his head like a dog, water splattering all over the car. Al wasn't spared the mess, but the small amount that landed on him didn't amount to much more than a sprinkle.
"Let's go get a fire started and dry you out," he suggested.
"I suppose I did need a shower," barked Sam, trying to take it in good cheer.
Al coughed again, successfully concealing his mirth at the cost of making his throat irritated. He lowered his weapon and marched out of the elevator, determined to clear away any enemies in his path.
His eyes roved back and forth, taking in the stone architecture. Level four had been the main living level of the ancient civilization, where they had spent most of their time and effort.
The walls were the same golden color as the elevator door, clad in the same rock. Perhaps it was made out of the ore they had been mining from the depths. Over time, the mortar had begun to crumble, but it was still holding up well.
He took a few steps further, seeing nothing out of the ordinary. "The monsters must be having a tea party somewhere else, let's go."
A muffled thump and low moan came from behind him. The hair on the back of his neck rose and he turned around to see Sam held in the elevator car by thick vines that had dropped from the ceiling.
Two of them had wrapped around his upper thighs, pulling him off the ground. Two more had thrust themselves under his arms. The end of a fifth vine had plugged his mouth, preventing him from calling out. He grabbed for his dagger, but a woman stepped up from behind, wrapping him in a bear hug.
He struggled to turn his wrists far enough to slash at her, but her arms were like stiff branches, preventing him from getting enough leverage to even dent her gnarly appendages. She grinned, leaning over to place one of her green hands around his gagged mouth.
"Hello, you two," she said with a throaty voice, imbuing her words with raw lust. "Our boy Sam here left last night before I could finish growing my gift for him."
She moved her hand to clasp Sam's jaw, squeezing his cheeks to pretend as though she was speaking for him. His eyes bulged, but he couldn't manage more than a faint moan. "Thank you, Martia," she said, her green eyes glowing with amusement. "I really enjoyed our time last night, and I would like to share your bed again."
"Why, thank you," she said, replying to herself. "We'll spend lots of time together, after you accept my gift."
She tilted her head over, exposing the brilliant yellow center of the flower which was growing out of her skull. Letting go of him with her right hand, she reached up and plucked a round nodule from deep in the center, showing it to Al, who had been stunned into inaction.
He blinked his eyes slowly, a bit dopey. The scent of wisteria curled around his head, making him feel more light headed with every breath. Had the plant woman done something to him? The polearm nestled in the crook of his arm felt heavy, and he wanted nothing more than to take a long nap.
Standing back up, she moved to one side and pressed the small pod into the top of Sam's head, right in the center. "Natural germination can normally take up to three weeks, but I don't have time for that. No, for you I have a special fertilizer."
She pressed her hand firmly against his head as her forehead glowed green, so intense that Al was forced to look away. A calm, soothing hum emanated from the woman, but instead of calming down, an existential dread seized him. He could do nothing in the presence of her power!
The glow faded and Al looked again, surprised to see that Sam was still struggling, doing his best to fight the vines which held him tight. It was to no avail, as more branches had grown around him, locking down all his limbs.
Green tendrils sprouted from his head, inflating as they spread outwards in a circle. In the center, a green bud grew, swelling until it was the size of a fist before unfurling, deep red petals opening to reveal its yellow center. Sam groaned, but his struggles grew weaker, his eyes taking on a hint of green.
Martia's face crinkled with mock sadness. "You don't like it? How petulant of you. Well, I'll leave you time to get acquainted with your control node. It sure does love your fertile ground. As you hang there, you can feel it spreading inside you, implanting its bulb inside your mind. Obedience will blossom."
The flower grew, its tendrils flowing over Sam's forehead and down his cheeks. The fat petals tilted over to one side, showing off more of the yellow interior. Small nodules marked its anthers, which bobbed up and down around the stigma.
The plant woman sighed. "New life smells so fresh! It's a shame there have been so few plantings lately."
The vines choking Sam's mouth withdrew, withering away, but the rest of the cage surrounding his body still held him tight. His head lolled to one side and his lips worked, the veins on his face turning green. Whatever the plant lady had implanted in Sam was wreaking a powerful transformation on his body.
Suddenly, whatever hold the woman had over him vanished. He found himself clear headed, his belly doing back flips. He heaved, barely avoiding projecting the contents of his past meal over the dungeon floor.
Perhaps she had run out of pheromones, but whatever the reason, he had a chance to stop her. There was no time to analyze the situation. He hefted his weapon into position and charged, moving his shield in front of his face to block any other biological weapon she might attempt to use on him.
"It's nice to meet you, but I have what I came for," declared the plant woman. "If you're foolish enough to try getting him back, try level fifty two."
He heard the sound of the elevator starting to move, and realized he was almost out of time. He cried out with rage and frustration. It could have been confused by some as a battle cry, but he knew deep down that it was simple desperation.
There came a tremendous clang and his hands went numb, dropping from the haft of his polearm. His momentum carried him forward, his shield impacting with great force against a wall.
Ears ringing, he backed off, dropping his arms. The end of his weapon had gotten stuck between the two rock doors of the elevator, pinching it in place. Instinctively, he tried to remove it, but it was well and truly stuck.
A faint chuckle echoed from inside the elevator car. "So brave. Here, take this. You clearly aren't smart enough to stay away. I look forward to seeing you soon!"
A rectangular elevator token flew through the crack in the doors, hitting him on the shin. Her faint laughter elevated into cackling. A cloud of gas followed, a sweet, purple substance which billowed into his face.
There was no chance for escape.
He was forced to breathe the heavy contaminant, which stuck in his lungs like chocolate sludge. He choked, consciousness fading away as the gas whirled around him.
***
Waking was an unpleasant affair. The gas had sat heavy in lungs, and he was obliged to cough up the soporific mixture for several minutes. By the time he was done, a small puddle of what appeared to be reddish syrup graced the floor.
He took stock of the situation. Nothing was missing, though his polearm was still stuck in the elevator doors. He had the elevator token, so it would be easy for him to escape.
He knew that trying to find help wouldn't be easy. Most adventurers would dismiss his story as coming from a wine bottle. Who had ever heard of a monster posting a quest and abducting an adventurer who went on said quest?
No, if he was to rescue Sam he would have to do it himself. With his limited supplies, his chance of success was low. He was no rogue, to creep past legions of monsters to steal the man away. He would have to bulldoze his way in and hope that he could get back out again.
In the end, though, what did he really owe the fellow? It was Sam's libido that had brought them to this point.
He frowned. Still, nobody deserved the fate the plant woman had planned for the rogue. He gritted his teeth and cursed. The decision had already been made. His honor would be the death of him.
That said, it wasn't immediately obvious how to proceed. Even using his considerable muscles, he wasn't able to shift his weapon. He cast about, locating the elevator token on the ground. If he found the right spot to place it, perhaps he could summon the elevator and get the door to open.
He stood back, studying the chiseled doors. He almost wished he hadn't. This was clearly an ode to fertility. Men and women grappled together in a variety of compromising poses, mouths agape as they rutted.
He squinted. Yes, that couple was indeed making love on top of a stove. He knew that there was a tendency to get cold underground, but that seemed a bit much.
His wandering eyes finally spotted a rectangular gap. He groaned. Of course it happened to fall between two pendulous breasts.
Standing up against the wall on his toes, he placed the rectangular token between her voluptuous assets, feeling a bit dirty for doing so.
The noise of distant machinery starting up relieved a small part of his anxiety. At least he hadn't screwed that part up.
Still, he needed at least the barest thread of a plan before attempting to beard the monstress plant woman in her den.
He looked in his pack, frowning. The only thing he really had that might help was his torch. The plant life down below would hardly be at all disadvantaged by his healing potion, and he had no idea how he would use a rope offensively.
He was way under geared for this mission, but if he took the time to get proper supplies, Sam would probably be a slobbering plant man. What he had would have to do.
The motion and sound of his polearm clattering to the ground startled him. He blinked, watching the elevator doors opening to reveal an empty interior.
Cautious, he carefully inspected the ceiling, but found no evidence of the plant life which had been growing there earlier. There were only a few scattered dead branches left to mark its presence.
Even so, there was no way he was going to trust his eyes. He picked up his polearm and gave the ceiling a few test pokes.
The pointed end hit a dark spot and disappeared, pushing in farther than he had expected. Startled, he tried to pull it back, but it had gotten caught on something. He twisted it a few times and the pole dropped down, hitting the floor with a clunk.
It was at that point he noticed that the entire weapon easily fit within the elevator car without needing to be angled to one side. That little chit! She must have infested the roof of the elevator with her plants before he had stepped on board!
He gritted his teeth. How could he have been so unobservant? He sniffed, catching the faint scent of wisteria. Of course, that must be it. The woman had bamboozled him with her pheromones, dulling his senses until the perfect time to strike had arisen.
That didn't explain how she had hidden in the elevator car, but he admitted he didn't know the finer points of monster physiology. It was quite possible that she had squeezed herself through the gaps in the top of the carriage.
In the end, how she had managed to get the drop on them didn't really change his situation, though he was worried that she might use the ability again to surprise him while chasing after Sam.
He grimaced and pressed the elevator down button, cursing himself. The car creaked to life, dropping downwards as the stone doors crashed shut. This was a dumb idea, a bad idea. The worst idea he had ever had.
But what else was there? He could go back to town and drown his sorrows for a time, soaking up the pity of the other dungeon delvers, but the idea of living off their largess stung his pride. Beneath it all, he was loyal, and couldn't live with himself if he did nothing.
So down he went, dropping past level twenty, deeper than he had ever gone with Sam or anyone else. The air inside the box became damper, and the lighting hanging from the ceiling flickered.
He was unsure as to who had installed lighting in the claustrophobic box, but he was grateful to them. Wires hung from the ceiling, festooned with bulbous, white light bulbs. The lights flickered again, but continued to provide a cool glow.
Unable to understand how they were powered, he simply wished they wouldn't go out. His torch wouldn't last long if he lit it now, and he needed it to pursue the plant woman into her den.
He was past level thirty, now, and the graffiti on the walls was becoming disturbing. Before, it had tended to describe the contents of the floors, but now it had descended into thready writing. "Doom awaits below... turn back now!" read a scrawled warning in red ink.
He took his finger off the elevator button to examine it more closely, eventually deciding that it wasn't written in blood. He would be lying if he had said the writing wasn't getting to him, but he was on a mission, and wouldn't be dissuaded from his current course.
There it was, floor fifty two. He let go of the button and watched the doors grind open with trepidation. A blast of humidity infiltrated the box and he felt it difficult to breath for a brief moment. Girding his loins, he took a firm grip on his weapon and pointed it out in front of him, taking his first step into the foreign environment.
Bioluminescent fungus lit the walls, leading him onwards through a sloping passageway. He took his first step out into the alien landscape, making a small noise when his foot sank into the floor. The ground was spongy, a mat of intertwining vines. He watched the vines nervously, but the organic material all appeared dead. There were no tentacles to trip him up.
He was hemmed in on all sides by the growth that climbed the walls. It was so thick that the passage had been turned into some kind of tunnel, with vines growing on all surfaces.
The smell of growing, living things permeated the area. He had the overwhelming feeling that this place wasn't for humans. It was for the endless jungle.
Fortunately, the overgrown tunnel opened out into a larger room, filled with trees and shrubberies. He experienced a sense of wonder at the small fireflies that drifted through the open space, their bulbous ends flashing as they moved through the air lazily.
How could all this plant life grow without any sunlight? It was inconceivable to him that something like this could have existed in the deepest depths without anyone knowing about it. Certainly nobody in the bar had mentioned seeing anything like this!
The sound of running water caught his attention, drawing him to the side of the room. A small waterfall played over a cascade of rocks, dribbling into a stagnant pond. Curious, he leaned over to look closer at a set of lily pads.
He jerked back as a creature from below the surface jumped upwards, landing neatly on one of the pads. It turned and looked at him with large, wet eyes. "Ribbit," said the frog.
He choked back laughter. He was getting nervous over nothing! Not everything down here would try to kill him.
A cool burst of air and a moaning noise from a side passage drew his attention, and the tension was back. He wasn't down here on an exploration mission. He had an adventurer to rescue!
Taking slow steps, he maneuvered his way down the passage, stepping over thick roots which had overgrown the stairway. The moaning sounds were getting louder.
He moved softly through an arched stone opening, eyes widening as he took in the room. At the center was a circular table, hewn out of the rock. Stone chairs faced the table, occupied by at least twenty women.
He squinted, realizing that the moaning sound was coming from them. His paranoia aroused, he looked around the rest of the room before approaching. The exterior had been built up with a series of stone arches, long infested with endless vines. Doubtless more passageways extended from each, but he had no time to explore them now.
It was nerve wracking, however, to realize that this place was a maze. His chances of locating Sam and getting out cleanly had dropped drastically. He might have to satisfy himself with rescuing one of these women.
If he was able to escape with one of them, he would at least have proof that he could present to the guild in an attempt to put together a proper rescue mission. With that in mind, he approached the moaning women, trying to make out what was bothering them.
His eyes bulged as he looked over the victims, taking in the organic bondage they were experiencing. Their arms were locked behind their backs, glued together inside a rounded, green orb. The orb was filled with some sort of purple liquid, a container secured to their upper backs. The liquid contained a multitude of rounded white orbs, the size of chicken eggs.
Green tubing descended from the level of their wrists down below, curving to access their privates. From his angle, he could barely see the thick end of the tubes jammed into their vaginas. Their hips flexed in unison as a bulbous orb from the tubing was injected inside them.
That was disturbing enough, but for the extra tubing which extended either side from the growth on their backs, curling over their shoulders to attach to an organic mask that secured their mouths. The mask and tubes were transparent, allowing him to see purple liquid being pumped from the container into the woman's mouth.



Her eyes closed, she moaned gently as the mask over her mouth flexed, feeding her one of the rounded orbs mixed with purple fluid. Her throat bulged as she swallowed it whole, a humming moan emanating from her stuffed throat.
A red flower was implanted on her skull, the yellow end flopping over to one side to reveal the interior. The petals moved gently as the organic system pumped more fluid into her.
At first blush, he wasn't sure what he should do. He could try to extract one of the women from their bondage, but he wasn't sure how to accomplish that. He didn't have a knife with him, and using the sharp tip of the polearm could grossly injure one of them. He could light his torch, but he didn't see how threatening the organic tubing with heat would be productive.
He laid his weapon on the stone table and approached the woman on his right, investigating her more closely. She didn't open her eyes as he touched the tubing that flowed from her mouth. One of his fingers pressed into the yielding surface.
He wrapped his fingers around the tube, tugging at it. The woman groaned, but remained somnolent. He could feel a cool flow inside the tube, purple liquid gurgling as she sucked at her mask.
He placed his other hand on the second tube, determined to try removing the mask so that he could at least talk to her. He tugged on it, hard, yanking her head back and forth. He could see her lips spreading wider, but the mask refused to budge. The interior of the device must be gagging her mouth with a bulbous growth, preventing it from being removed!
Her eyes sprung open, watching him with glowing green orbs. He stumbled back, a terrible realization hitting him. These women hadn't just been captured, they'd been converted! A faint chuckling noise hummed from her stuffed throat.
A strange buzz came from all around him, and he stumbled back. He was terrified to see that all of the women in the circle had woken up, their gagged throats vibrating to produce the unsettling noise.
They stood up and shuffled towards him, boxing him in. He briefly considered threatening them with his weapon, but he had foolishly allowed them to get within reach.
The flowers on their heads tilted towards him, their stamens pointed at him. They bumped into him, making that strange buzzing sound. Truly disturbed, he first tried to push them back, but they were insistent. Their flowers flexed, and he could see a purple gas hissing from within. If he stayed any longer, he would be forced to breath it in, and he had an idea of what it might do to him.
Thoroughly frightened, he shouted and backed away, shoving through the edge of the crowd. Their flowers kept watching him, spewing their gas, but otherwise they didn't try to prevent his escape.
He could only think of running. He wanted out of here! Screw Sam, screw everything!
Leaving his weapon behind, he sprinted towards the entrance, terrified to see that it had been blocked by the plant woman, who was standing there watching him. Next to her stood a male figure, his face completely covered with one of the organic masks. His shirt had been removed, revealing bulging muscles.
He attempted to alter course, but the man jumped him, looping an arm around his neck and holding him close. He made a terrified noise, choking from the pressure applied by the stranger's arm.
He briefly thought of the torch in his pack, but he knew without a doubt that the man holding him wouldn't be dissuaded by a little fire. He was captured, and he knew it.
The plant woman chuckled, a low, husky sound. "I've been expecting you," she said, a coarse rattle in her voice. "How do you like my broodmothers? They've been very busy with growing my children."
She crooned. "I only lacked sufficient fertilization. It does no good to make the eggs when none of them can hatch. I'm so glad you've arrived. You see, Sam just isn't enough man to go around!"
The plant woman wrapped her arms around his waist, vines from below reaching up to squeeze around his body. He could feel the soft flesh of her breasts pressing into his back, but he took no pleasure from her presence.
The man's thick arms relaxed, and he moved to stand in front of Al, next to the group of infested women who had gathered to watch. For a moment, Al didn't recognize the man. A red flower grew from his head, leaning over to show off its yellow interior. His head was hidden underneath a black mask, a hollow hiss of air coming from his breathing tube.
His muscled physique was impressive, arms broad. Almost as impressive as the erection he was currently sporting under his trousers.
"Sate your thirst, Sam," said the woman. "Breed more of my babies."
The man grunted, undoing the string that kept his trousers up. Dropping them, he exposed his thick length, stroking it once to ensure it was at the ready.
One of the women crowding around him turned and leaned over, bracing herself on one of her companions. She hummed as the tubing in her mask pushed another egg into her mouth. The growth in her snatch dropped out, purple liquid dripping onto the ground.
"I think you'll like this part of the process," the plant woman said conversationally. "Look closely, as you'll be joining him soon."
Sam moved in, sliding his thick dick into the captured woman's lubricated hole, thrusting mechanically. The woman buzzed, moving with him to increase the sticky friction.
"The eggs of these adventurers just won't do. I don't need human children." The monster's voice pouted.
"So I came up with a more useful role for them. I implant my eggs into them, and they bear my children. No harm comes to my surrogate mothers, though I suppose after a while they are rather mentally broken."
She shifted one hand to her hip. "All that's needed is a male to fertilize them. That's where you come in. Dungeon delvers are so easy to trick. You lot would do anything for a simple quest reward."
The vines throttling his neck eased up, allowing him to wheeze. "What have you done to them?"
"A rather rhetorical question, don't you think? As you can see with your own eyes, they belong to me. There's nothing left for you to rescue. All that remains is for you to join them."
He protested, struggling uselessly. "Now, now, there's no need to get worked up."
He could feel something cool and wet dropping onto his head. "Just wait for a moment, and you won't need to think twice about it."
She chuckled as he writhed, unable to break her vines. He could feel something shifting on his head, and could only imagine what she was doing to him. "All that time you spent trying to get ahead? To earn your keep from this dungeon? It was all pointless until you met me."
He tried to protest, but his words came out confused. He couldn't concentrate clearly, purple gas clouding his senses. There came a sharp poke on the top of his head accompanied by a warm glow on his scalp.
"Won't it be nicer to give up? To get out of the rat race? To service all of my slaves with your friend until you've fertilized our offspring?"
The plant woman stroked his cock. "Perhaps I'll find you some more companions. I'm always on the lookout for new growth opportunities."
"Good boy, Al," she whispered into his ear as he whimpered, his penis swelling without his volition. "If this works out, I may eventually release you, but only if you want to leave." She moved in close and pressed her bosom against his side, her voice husky. "You probably won't."
One of the bound women sidled up to him, turning around to present her vagina. The implanted tube sloughed out of her, revealing a warm hole for his erect penis. She pushed herself down on his member, taking his length inside her with a warm squelching noise.
The plant woman swapped to stroking his cheek as the captured adventurer pounded up and down on him. "If you're a very good boy," said the plant woman, "I may even take you myself." She kissed his cheek. "How delightful," she chuckled.
The woman fucking him felt good, far better than he had imagined. "More," he said, his lips moving involuntarily.
The woman accommodated his request, sliding back and forth faster and faster, the liquid inside the spherical orb on her back sloshing in its container. He wanted to fuck her until he exploded inside her. To make her womb swell with plant offspring. To obey his flower queen.
Red petals drooped over his forehead and his eyes rolled, the cavernous room taking on a green tinge. The woman on top of him buzzed with satisfaction as his penis jerked, fertilizing the plant woman's eggs.
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When the aliens first landed, we truly thought they were aliens. They looked like aliens. The government treated them like aliens. To all of us citizens, this was a standard first contact scenario, like many others we had seen on the vid screen throughout our lives.
Dignitaries would exchange pleasantries, treaties would be negotiated and signed, alliances formed. The Frysian empire was still at war, after all, though that hadn't changed for ages.
Lockator was the capitol world, which meant that we received the bulk of the raw resources needed for constructing new ships via our orbital shipyard. The Emperor's presence meant that we barely felt the strain of the galactic war, unlike the hundreds of worlds nearer the outer rim.
Looking back, it was a hopelessly idyllic life, and could not have lasted for much longer even if the status quo remained. Eventually, our industrial city of Stacksville would feel the sting of spending all our time supporting the Empire's endless war machine. Utilizing all our time and creativity in the service of destruction instead of creation.
Fortunately, the arrival of the aliens changed all that. We never could have anticipated how good it would feel to be under their control.
***
Jack cursed, shaking his tablet. "Why does technology never work the way it's supposed to?" he complained, running his fingers over the blank touch screen.
Arms wrapped around his shoulders, a warm breath against his ear. "It's because you refuse to upgrade, dear. All of the devices we use daily are, well, old."
"Not as old as I am," grumbled Jack. "I still remember a time when they designed things to last, not fall apart right when they hit the warranty date."
Susan kissed his cheek and rubbed his shoulders. "That wasn't true even when we were kids. Do you remember that old toaster? It wouldn't go down far enough to toast more than the bottom third. You inherited that thing from your grandparents, and I had to throw it out when our kids started complaining."
Jack grunted. "It used to work well enough." He tapped the tablet, and was surprised when the vid screen on the far wall began to display the world news network logo. "What's this? More news about our ship production? From the raw numbers, you'd think we'd be winning this war."
He thumbed his tablet to raise the volume, which to his surprise suddenly began to work. He was about to change the channel when the camera focused on a landing shuttle. A musical tag played and a woman began to speak in a monotonous tone.
"Today negotiations began between the Empire and the Hivarians," the news anchor droned.
The camera zoomed in, framing the door of the shuttle. It cracked open, revealing two shiny, black figures who marched down the ramp with military precision. They took up stations at the bottom, looking menacing in their faceless helmets, hands near their hips.
A train of the aliens followed, also dressed in shiny outfits. The leader of the group looked especially regal, clad in a skintight purple bodysuit. A small crown sat atop her head, tilted to the right. It was unknown how she could keep her headgear attached to her head, as she was completely bald.
Her face beamed blue, as if she was a luminescent moon. The other members of her party had more toned down attire, fewer ruffles and details than their queen. They didn't look any less strange, however, having thick strips of metal clasping their throats.
Even the apparent queen was wearing a collar. She acted as if this was normal, waving a fan with one hand to hide half her face, lending her a mysterious air.
"It is unknown from where the Hivarians hail. All inquiries to the government have been refused due to galactic security."
The camera pulled out, revealing a second entourage, this one even more ostentatious. Two foot men were working to roll out a red carpet, a floating, gilded stage coach pulling up to deliver its cargo. Two beautiful assistants helped the Emperor walk down the steps of the coach, his eyes sparkling as he descended.
Tubes extended from the back of the Emperor's skull, plugging him into a bulky object on his back. It had been reported that this gave him the ability to monitor his large empire. This was a recent addition in the last month, sending a ripple of distaste throughout the Empire.
Cybernetics were generally frowned upon by the populace, but the media supported the Emperor, stating that it was necessary for him to stay on top of all the recent war developments. Over time, the objections had gradually subsided.
"Look at him," muttered Jack. "He looks older than me, and I'm no spring chicken."
The voice over continued. "In an unusual gesture, Emperor Julian, may his gentle hand guide the empire forever, has decided to greet the new arrivals."
The Emperor clasped the hand of the alien queen, who tilted her head in a show of recognition, not deference. The Emperor returned the same.
"Their gestures here indicate they see each other as equals. Will this be the new ally we need to end the war? Negotiations are now proceeding in secrecy, but we will be sure to update you as soon as we find out more."
The video faded as the alien delegation sent their queen to follow the emperor into his carriage. The footage went back to the newsroom, where a perky brunette beamed at the camera. "Reports are scarce, but the Emperor is going all out to greet these new arrivals. The rumor on the ground is that these aliens might be what's needed to finally beat the cruel Ultharian invaders."
She turned to her co-anchor, who was dressed smartly in an emerald dress. "Monica, do you think an alliance with these aliens will be sufficient to tip the balance of power?"
Monica flipped her long, blonde hair, which hid the right half of her face from view. "I've spoken to several experts, Peach, and they're giving me mixed signals. The consensus appears to be that almost nothing is known about these aliens. How exciting! The emperor is having a private meeting with them now, after which we expect to know more."
"Thank you, Monica," replied Peach, turning back to face the camera. "The war grinds on, but with a new ally in the mix, we're sure to win soon. Stay tuned, this is Peach, from the Galactic News Network." The logo began to spin again.
"They said that the last four times," said Jack, skeptical. "I'm starting to think they hire a new bimbo to say that phrase for every news story."
Susan punched him gently on the shoulder. "Jack, behave. They're not bimbos, they're professional women."
"Well, if they don't want to look like fools, they shouldn't waste my time," Jack complained. "If they don't know something, they should say it outright instead of hiding it under endless platitudes. I feel like an idiot for getting my news from someone named after a fruit."
Susan squeezed his shoulders, hard, then stepped back. "They aren't going to change, honey, so why are you getting so worked up over it?"
Jack tapped on his tablet to turn off the vid screen, groaning as he got up out of his overstuffed recliner. "It's already bad enough that the news tells you what to think. Now they also want to tell you how to think. Today they're telling us how good the aliens are. Tomorrow they might be bad. The day after they're our saviors again. It's a never ending cycle of brainwashing."
Susan rolled her eyes, but didn't bother responding. She had heard this complaint many times before.
Jack ignored her insouciance and looked around, making a noise of displeasure. "Where are the kids? It's time for dinner."
Susan took him by the arm, leading him towards the kitchen. "You know how much they hate being called kids," she gently chided. "They're attending college. They're not kids anymore."
"While they're under my roof, they're my kids," Jack said, firmly. He squeezed her shoulder, and pulled out of her grip. Wandering over to the stairs, he looked up, seeing the telltale sign of flickering lights from his son's room. "Zach? Zoe? Come on down, it's time for dinner. Your mother has spent a long time preparing this for you!"
Susan marched into the kitchen, fetching her oven mitts. The automated oven shelf popped open, the smell of chicken pot pie flooding the kitchen. Susan grabbed the glass dish, lifting it up to slide it onto the glass surface of the stove top. Infrared heat would keep it warm until the family was ready to eat.
When no response came from upstairs, Jack squinted and stepped up one of the stairs, threatening to come up after his erstwhile children. "Dinner time! If you don't come down you don't get any."
He turned and entered the kitchen, his duty discharged. Sitting down at the head of the table, he relaxed, tucking a napkin into his collar. Loud steps came from the staircase, bickering audible from his position. He grunted, serving himself salad from the bowl Susan had positioned in front of him.
He glared at a tomato as it rolled dangerously close to the edge of his plate, then sighed and looked up. Zoe, dressed in that horrid black makeup, was fiddling with Zach's hair, which was a long mess as usual.
"What's happened to you?" Zoe asked, playing with his long locks. "You used to attract all sorts of attention, but now you spend all your time in VR."
Zach dodged, yelping when her hand inadvertently got caught in his hair. His gangly frame spun, eyes flashing. Zoe sat down, folding her hands contritely. "Sorry," she murmured.
Zach looked like he was about to throw a fit, but all of his anger flooded into the wall of Zoe's apology, finding no purchase.
If Jack was feeling cynical, and he usually was, he might think the apology was all an elaborate act on Zoe's part. It probably was. That didn't change the optics of the situation, however. If Zach lashed out, he'd have to punish him for bad manners.
Fortunately, Zach took the apology with a heavy grimace, forcing himself to back down. A long, deep swallow bounced his Adam's apple. Jack grunted and folded his hands. At least they had worked the problem out themselves so he didn't have to get involved.
Oblivious to the tension, Susan brought in her dish, a smile beaming across her face. "Tonight is a family classic! Pot pie, served with fresh salad and roasted corn! I also have a fresh blueberry pie baking in the oven!
At the mention of pie, Zach's eyes sparkled. He picked up a fork, more eager for dessert than the main course. Susan sat the dish down, adjusting it minutely. She tucked a serving spoon under the flaky crust. "Enjoy!" she said in dulcet tones.
Zach jumped in, slapping an ambitious chunk of the pot pie onto his plate. "Remember to eat some greens, son," remarked his mother. "They have lots of folic acid, perfect for growing bodies!"
Jack grunted, shoveling greens onto his plate instead of pot pie. The diabetes diagnosis had left him with few options, and while not currently overweight, his health scare had restricted him to a plant based diet. Momentarily.
Zoe ignored Zach's eagerness, fiddling with her personal com device. Her fingers moved as if they were on roller skates, messaging her friends at top speed. She took a glimpse up at Jack's steely eyed gaze and sighed, setting her device on the edge of the table.
"What are you all planning on doing this evening?" queried Jack, reaching for another tomato.
Zoe turned her head, her black, dyed hair done up in twin pigtails. Her lips were painted black, too, small black stars stamped on her cheeks to look as though they were dripping from her eyes. "Oh, you know, friend stuff," she said, noncommittally. She waved a black gloved hand in the air. "I'm meeting up with Simone and we're going to go hit up a club."
Jack shot her his best disapproving stare. "If somebody tries to put the make on you, let me know, and I will ensure they regret it."
Susan frowned. "Dear, you can't offer to beat up every boyfriend she has, they'll stop coming! I want grandchildren one of these days!" Her mouth turned down in a pout.
"Oh?" he grunted. "What about that leather jacket wearing reprobate? You know, the one with a dozen pieces of flair and a single earring? How's he going to provide for her?"
He turned and pointed his index finger at Zoe. "I still firmly believe that this is a phase and you'll come around eventually."
She nodded her face to look at her plate, blushing. The long studs on her collar winked at him.
She looked like a mess to his eyes, but at least she still went out with her friends. In a few years she might drop the goth phase and start pursuing boys in earnest. When that happened, she'd land a guy, no problem. When he'd first met Susan, she had looked similar to Zoe, and he had fallen head over heels in love with her.
His eyes followed his wife's hips with a satisfied smile. He was feeling rather amorous. He had plans for tonight. When she scooted past him to take her own seat, he pressed a possessive hand against her lower back. She was all his.
Susan trailed a finger along his shoulder blade and shot him a knowing look, which sent a thrill of excitement down his back. The spark was still there. They still had it.
He grunted and turned his attention to Zach, whose stringy hair haloed around his freckled face. It was true the kid hadn't had an easy life. Gingers were generally tortured mercilessly in school, and nobody had made an exception for his son. Still, that was no excuse for him to retreat into the make believe world of VR.
If the young adult hadn't been making excellent grades, he would feel the need to step in. As it was, he could only watch and worry. He crunched another salad leaf, dissatisfied with its very existence.
"Son, how about you and I get out the old gloves tonight and play some catch, for old time's sake? I bet that I can still throw farther than you."
"Sorry, dad, but my friends and I have made plans to try out this new VR game they just released today! It's supposed to be so realistic you can feel the vacuum of space - a true intergalactic simulator!"
His excited voice died down, and he looked at his plate, his drooping hair hiding his eyes. "I'm sorry, uh, maybe next time."
Jack grunted. He'd tried to show an interest in his son's games, but they were just too far advanced for him. He couldn't get past the ultraviolence and erotic elements that seemed to be part and parcel of his son's favorite games.
Maybe he was just out of touch. He definitely wasn't hip. Running a city's maintenance department wasn't exactly a glamorous profession. Nobody at the table wanted to hear the latest statistics about the tons of trash they'd had to recently pull out of the city's sewer system.
That was okay. He was nothing if not a practical person. "Fair enough," he said, shooting his son a steely eyed gaze, "but your mother and I have decided. You need to clean out your closet while you're here on break from college. We can't store everything you left behind from your childhood. You need to decide what we should keep, and what needs to go in the trash."
Zoe, who had picked up her comm again, set it back down when his gaze moved to her. "That goes for you as well."
"But dad!" she complained. "Simone and I were going for bubble tea tomorrow!"
"That sounds fun," replied Jack, not backing down. "Even so, by the end of the week, you need to sort out what's in your closet, or everything gets tossed.
She said a bad word, cringing in her seat as Jack gave her the evil eye. "Language!" said Susan. "Do you want me to wash your mouth out with soap?"
Zoe looked at the table and muttered an apology. Jack grunted, and went back to his greens, crunching them between his lips with distaste. The doctor said he needed to lose some weight, so he continued to chew begrudgingly.
Zoe dropped a fork on her plate and stood up, looking at everyone brightly. "I have to hurry off, or I'll be late!" she declared.
Jack raised an eyebrow. "You've barely eaten anything, and you'll miss dessert."
Zoe bared her teeth in what could have been mistaken for a grin. "That's okay, I'm not feeling hungry."
She pushed back her chair and stalked out of the room, her chunky heels clopping on the tiled floor. They could hear her footsteps running up the stairs.
Jack looked after her and grunted, finishing his meal. He smacked his lips and looked at Susan. "If she's not having pie, can I have her piece?"
His only answer was a glare that pinned him to his seat.
***
Zoe bit her lip and worked to hold back tears. Why was she feeling so petulant about being told to clean out her closet? She was in college, dammit! She should be mature enough to take it like an adult!
Even so, the arbitrary demand laid down by her father stung. She'd have to reshuffle some of her plans because of it, and she really didn't want to.
She trotted over to the bathroom to make sure her burgeoning tears hadn't ruined her makeup. No, the eyeshadow was still in place. She ran a hand over her corset top, taking in her ruffled skirt and black nylons. She was going to look stunning.
The sting of being told off faded, replaced with excitement. Her friend had told her about a new club in town, and she was eager to see what kind of DJ they had on tap. Dancing the night away to electronic music was just the thing to get her out of this slump.
The doorbell rang and she hurried down the stairs. "Coming!" she yelled, running her gloved hands over the banister as she skipped a few steps.
Susan was there at the door, opening it to reveal Simone. Her friend was decked out with brightly colored dread falls, a mix of greens and blues. She wore a blue spandex top which cupped her small breasts. Standing on impossibly high platform boots, she towered over her mother.
"It's good to see you, Simone," said Susan. She turned and hugged Zoe as she approached. "Take care, you two, and be safe!"
"Yes, mother!"
Zoe ran through the door and clasped Simone's hand. They both giggled as they ran off the porch and down the driveway.
The doors of the automated transit pod opened for them and they jumped inside. "Please buckle your seat belts," advised the AI.
After they had buckled themselves in, a map appeared on the front console. Simone punched in the name of the night club and they were away, the electric motor whirring.
Stacksville wasn't known for its nightlife, but there was a small, but vibrant community growing in the downtown city core. Commercial buildings were slowly pushing industry towards the outskirts of town.
Simone giggled and pulled a small case out of her purse. Snapping open the turquoise cover, she dropped a handful of purple pills into her hand.
She popped several into her mouth and held the others out to Zoe. "Want some?" she asked. "They totally make you feel dreamy."
"I don't know," replied Zoe. "I don't want to be a complete idiot tomorrow."
"Don't be silly," chuckled Simone. "They'll only last for a few hours. This is the same stuff we tried last time."
"Yeah, but last time I wasn't staying with my parents and I could sleep in the next day."
She hesitated for another moment, but eventually caved, taking a few pills and popping them under her tongue, letting them sit there. As they dissolved, the artificial taste of grape filled her mouth. She swallowed, feeling the sweet liquid course down her throat.
She knew from past experience that they would take a while to activate. She looked forward to the enhanced sensations the drugs would provide. Anything to get away from her overbearing parents.



Simone snapped her container closed and put it away. "Now," she said, "what's our plan for landing some boys tonight?" She licked her purple lips with her stained tongue.
The transit pod jerked to the right, taking them away from the suburbs. To their left were blocks of factories, gray, drab edifices.
"We could do some flirty dancing," Zoe suggested.
"Hmm, I like the way you think, but we might be in a nice trance by the time we lose ourselves to the beat. Let's start with some drinks and see if we can attract some attention."
Simone grinned. "I bet if we flash some flesh, that will bring them running over."
Zoe slapped her wrist. "Come on, Mony, you know I'm not brave enough to do that."
"Just wait till you get a few drinks in you, I bet you'll be grinding yourself all over their crotches!"
"Mony! I'm not that kind of girl!" She looked down and twirled her thumb ring, inspecting her glossy black nail polish.
"That's not what you said last time!" chuckled Simone.
Zoe punched her shoulder, but her heart wasn't in it. When Simone had pulled her out of her shell at the last party, she had let loose more than she had liked. This time she vowed she would work at controlling herself better.
If she was being truthful, though, she wouldn't mind picking up a hunky boy by the end of the night. Who knew how far things might go?
Her principles warred with her lust for adventure, resulting in a stalemate. Just barely.
"What's this new club called?" she asked.
Last time they had been forced to travel to a larger city, which was why she had been super excited when Simone had told her a new club was opening in Stacksville.
"Drone Ecstasy," said Simone, looking around.
The transit pod had brought them downtown, cruising past banks of late night shops lit with neon signs. There was a surprising amount of foot traffic.
"Ah, there it is," she said, pointing at a dazzling sign.
It took up the top two stories of the boxy building, clearly a conversion from a former warehouse. Each letter lit individually until the word was spelled out. D-r-o-n-e, then a pause, E-c-s-t-a-s-y. The entire phrase blinked a few times, the sign resetting with a different color.
As they watched, it morphed from green to blue to purple, never giving them time to focus. Surrounding the words were several female figures leaning over, all of them having rounded, bald heads. It could just be the coarse resolution of the lighting, but it looked like nobody had bothered to add any hair.
The pod rolled up to the entrance, automatically opening the curb side door. They shuffled out onto the sidewalk, taking in the cool night air.
A long line of club goers bent around the corner. Many of them wore skimpy outfits, but some of them seemed like they had made an effort to dress up. Overall, they just looked tacky.
"Come on," said Simone. "I bet we can jump the line if we're assertive."
She sashayed past the crowd, leading the way with her swaying hips. Zoe wasn't so certain, but she knew better than to try and stop Simone when she had gotten it in her mind to do something.
That tendency had often led them into questionable situations, but Zoe's quick thinking had usually gotten them back out of them.
A few weeks ago, they had almost been arrested on trespassing charges when Simone had dragged her into an urban exploration. When they had been caught, she had managed to convince the security officer that they were lost and needed his protection to get away from the 'dangerous' area.
That was something she definitely hadn't told her dad. He would bust a gasket if he thought his daughter was anything other than a perfect angel. His perception wasn't anywhere close to reality, however. During the last couple of years at college, she had experimented with a more than a few different relationships, but none of them had been anything more than shallow pickups. She found herself getting bored of the stupid choices they tended to make.
Not that she hadn't made plenty of bad choices herself. She was starting to think that this was going to be another one of them.
At the front of the line a real bruiser stood by the entrance, a gigantic hulk of a man. Simone was already trying to sweet talk her way past him.
"Hi, handsome. I heard that this is the most glamorous joint in town, and I want to get down tonight." She leaned over, displaying her generous decolletage.
The bulky man grunted in appreciation. "Sorry love, great tits won't grant you entry here, but nice try."
He crossed his arms and peered down at her with beady eyes squinting over thick lips.
Zoe's eyes widened. She well knew the sort of tantrums Simone would throw when she didn't get her way. She had better step in before her friend made a scene.
If the brazen approach wasn't working, perhaps she could apply a bit of fakery. She rushed forward, inserting herself in front of Simone. "I apologize for her behavior," she said, feeling flustered, her cheeks red. "It's only that we've arrived late, and we're trying to join a friend already inside."
That was a blatant lie, but it might just work. She gazed at him with her most innocent expression.
The large man looked to his left at a second figure that stood next to the door. She caught a glimpse of a silvery dome, thick red lips, and a blue face. The woman's body was hidden under a thick overcoat, but she caught a glimpse of white teeth.
She purposefully kept her gaze on the bouncer, hoping for a sign of approval. The man took in the two of them, pausing for a beat. Hope plummeted, but a wide smile grew on his face. "You're approved, get in there." He jerked his head.
They breezed inside, trotting past the mysterious figure. Relief tingling her senses, she quickly forgot about the strange figure, thoughts of dancing crowding out the strangeness.
"Can you believe the gall of that man?" declared Simone, her face alight with fiery justice. "He ogled my tits!"
Zoe rolled her eyes. Simone was probably offended that the man didn't find her attractive enough to let them in solely on the merits of her physical beauty.
It wasn't a problem. She'd let her vent for a few moments so that she'd get it out of her system.
Her mind was already jumping ahead to their main goal for the night - finding some cute guys to buy them drinks and take them dancing. She wasn't opposed to a one night stand, but while she was living with her parents she had no place to entertain a paramour.
Her thighs clenched as she fantasized about taking a man in a back alley, but it was only that. She wasn't dumb enough to actually do it.
The drugs she had taken before coming to the club were starting to take hold, and she was already starting to feel some of the effects. She breathed deeply, taking in the fresh smell of the room. It was deeply fragrant, almost sweet. She felt hot and flushed, craving a drink.
Her eyes roved back and forth, taking in the interior. Recessed lighting set the tone. Low ceilings making the place seem cozy.
Off to the left was a full service bar, a circular wooden table surrounding a wall filled with bottles. Many bar stools were already occupied by patrons, downing their personal drinks.
Tables were jammed into every available space, populated with groups of friends who were making quite a racket. She scanned them briefly, but didn't see any potential prospects among them. She didn't fancy fishing in those waters to try and find a willing dance partner.
To her right was a large octagonal dance floor, stairs leading down to a polished wooden floor from seven sides. The eighth side contained a stage kitted out with electronic instruments, a blue curtain hiding the back rooms.
Nobody was on stage at the moment. They must be between sets. That explained why the dance floor was clear.
This presented her with a dilemma: where should they hang out? Usually the best place to hook up was on the dance floor proper. She didn't fancy trying to talk to one of the single boys scattered among the periphery of the room.
No, their best chance right now was probably to sit at the bar and hope that they would be noticed. She steered Simone towards the bar, glancing around to see if there was a better approach.
Simone was still talking. "This place is stellar!" she declared, running a finger over one of the tables. "They didn't spare any expense!"
Zoe tended to agree. This was far too nice for Stacksville. How would they ever make their money back on this venture? The capital losses must have been atrocious!
As they approached the bar, her eyes lit up. "Is that a robotender? How could they possibly afford one?"
Simone chuckled. "Always the consummate professional. Let's not talk about their business model tonight, please? That turns off the guys."
"Fine," she said, sitting down and pressing her chest against the wooden table top. "Would you like something to drink, or should we pretend we're broke?'
Simone hopped up onto a stool, sliding her leather skirt over the blue seat. "We can afford to start with something," she declared. "With any luck we'll reel in a catch before we need refills."
She signaled to the bartender. "Cosmic Swirl, please!"
The bartending robot turned its spherical body and beeped at Zoe. "What would you like, mistress?" it said via its gravelly vocoder.
Zoe considered for a brief moment. "I'll have a Surface Slider."
The interior of the robot buzzed, the globe on top of its squat body swirling blue. Zoe giggled, finding the way it pulsed entrancing, a warm glow suffusing her body. That was probably just the drugs talking.
The robot chimed and a door on its rotund chest opened, a little shelf extending with her drink. She picked up the glass and admired the colors, layers of green and blue shifting in a dizzying array. She giggled.
"And for you, madam," murmured the machine, a second drink sliding out into Simone's waiting hands.
"About time!" she declared, seizing the hourglass shaped goblet. The fluorescent pink drink had spherical green globes suspended within the mix.
The robot ignored her snippiness, turning to continue its duties. Zoe rolled her eyes, but was careful not to let Simone see her annoyance.
She was a great friend, but sometimes her fiery temper flared, which could ruin an otherwise mellow night out. That wouldn't do - it was threatening to ruin her vibe. She smiled, placing her hand on her friend's arm.
"Let it slide, Mony, we're here to have a good time."
Simone tensed for a moment, but relaxed. "Yeah, you're right. No need to get uptight over a bucket of bolts."
She took a sip of her drink and sighed, looking over the wallflowers with a contemptuous glare. "Talking about robots. Look at them! Too afraid to approach. They sit there like lumps of metal!"
She snorted. "Where have all the interesting guys gone?"
Zoe briefly thought of her brother, but held her tongue. His temperament was wholly unsuitable for her friend. He was stable, diligent, and... boring.
Besides, all he did with his spare time was play hologames. He would never be elevated above the level of 'icky nerd' in her friend's mind.
It was too bad. She knew he could be loyal, diligent, and damn persistent, but none of those personality traits would win him a woman. Especially if he spent all of his time chasing virtual prizes. Exasperated, she sighed to herself.
Fortunately, Simone took this as a gesture of agreement. "They're all dicks. Dicks attached to wallets."
She chortled loudly and took a swig from her drink, the multicolored morass sloughing into her mouth. She chewed on one of the green spheres, then burped.
"I bet none of those fools has the gumption to even talk to us. Look at them, they're all stunned by our beauty."
Zoe took a half hearted look, but her eyes skimmed over the other clubbers. She was feeling a bit anxious at the behavior of her friend. She was acting far more drunk than she should have been.
Speaking of which, she was feeling rather woozy herself. That was probably just the drugs she had taken earlier. Everything in the bar seemed to be more vibrant, and she was smiling uncontrollably.
Before Simone could complain further, the lighting dimmed, casting their faces in shadow. Dusky blue light back-lit the bar. She turned and gaped.
The stage in front of the dance floor had been populated with blue skinned female figures wearing shiny chrome helmets. Their outfits were made of a rubbery material, clinging tightly to their svelte bodies. A few areas were opaque to preserve some form of modesty, but a cut out panel in the center of their chests revealed the sides of their breasts and shining gems embedded in their breastbones.
One of them stepped up to the microphone stand, leaning into it as if it was her lover, a sparkling aquamarine drawing the eyes of the audience. "Good evening, Stacksville!"
As she drew out the words, the lights above her rotated in a circle, blue spotlights dancing across the floor. "I am your host, Drone Dancer. Call me Double D for short! Are you all being good little robots tonight? Want to get down with your cybernetic selves? Step onto my floor and let's get the party started!"
Zoe had only a moment to register how odd they all looked before the rest of the clubbers rushed the stage, hoping to be the first to join in before the first song started.
Simone giggled. "Come on, Zoe, let's dance!"
Zoe was feeling out of sorts, but didn't resist as her friend dragged her onto the wooden floor, crowding in with the others. A smoky blue mist hissed from generators built into the steps of the octagon, lending everything a mystical air.
The bassist struck a chord, launching into a heavy backbeat. Holographic projectors spewed a colorful array of pyrotechnics in front of the band. The crowd raised their arms and howled with delight.
Drone Dancer pressed the mic against her lips and belted out the opening notes of a popular song, spinning around as she strutted on stage.
"Dance to the beat! Dance to the heat! Keep those footsies movin' as the beat gets ya groovin'!"
Zoe found herself sliding into a dance move instinctually, surprising herself. Simone was dancing, too, almost as though her body was being moved like a puppet.
Slanted lighting roved over their bodies, making it difficult for her to focus. She watched the singer through the throng of clubbers, feeling oddly compelled to follow her blue skinned body as it moved effortlessly. Her shiny domed head slid back and forth as her rouged lips belted out the song. She found herself mouthing the words, repeating them back as her hips flexed.
"Dance to the beat! Repeat! Dance to the beat! Repeat!"
Unknown hands slipped into hers and she was dancing, dancing.
End Chapter One
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Zach sighed, slipping on his headset. He didn't like blowing off his dad, but he had truly been waiting for this game to be released for months. He'd arranged with his friends to show up at seven sharp and he didn't want to be late, or they'd leave him behind and skip ahead.
Nothing was worse than being several levels behind friends and having new content spoiled. He was determined to avoid the inevitable disappointment this time by spending all of his spare hours pushing ahead to the end game.
He was fairly confident in his abilities, and knew that his mother wouldn't bother him. He should have at least four to five hours to himself before bedtime.
As soon as his bedroom door had closed, he had stripped out of his normal clothing and climbed into an Encounter suit. It consisted of a two piece outfit made of synthetic material with a sensory mat built into the interior.
Extending up to his neck, it allowed virtual games to apply realistic forces to his body. Yes, it could be used for erotic stimulation, but not without special attachments that he had squirreled away back at his college dorm room. He didn't want to have that particular conversation with his parents.
The headphones surrounding his ears chimed with a soft bong, a welcome sign that he was about to enter an alternate reality where he was actually good at things. Real life had been a big drag on him lately. Sure, he was doing okay at school, but his social life had been a desert.
That's why he retreated into a virtual cocoon where he could be heroic. Save a few galaxies and kiss a few girls. Those the game would allow him to romance, anyway.
The social interface booted up, placing him in a form of purgatory. An infinite number of white blocks surrounded him, slowly building and coloring themselves in as his local world loaded.
He was standing in front of his own personal castle, at the foot of a wooden drawbridge. The portcullis was drawn up, leading to a formidable stone fortress complete with circular towers, murder holes, and crenellations.
It had taken him months to construct properly, and he was properly proud with how it had turned out. Simulated characters walked past him, donkeys carrying cart loads of goods inside.
The material they supplied could in turn be crafted into different types of blocks which he could use to expand his personal fiefdom, if he so chose.
This neutral world was a fun place to build, and since there was only a nominal monthly fee to connect, many people spent all of their time in this virtual reality, endlessly building and destroying their own creations.
Not him, though. He preferred playing more structured games, and fortunately he had a couple of friends that liked to tag along. They should be showing up soon... ah, Nate had just spawned in.
He was dressed in a full suit of plate armor, trotting towards Zach in clanking metal. "Mrmglr mrph mmm," he declared as he approached.
"Oh, come off it, man, it wasn't funny the first time," groaned Zach, shifting the bow sitting on his back.
Nate reached up and pushed his visor open with a metallic click. "Mrgl mmph hmm," he said.
Zach rolled his eyes, jumping when someone touched him gently on the shoulder. He spun around, leaping backward a few feet, heart pounding. "Dammit, Dave, that's dirty pool," he declared, shifting his glasses and blinking.
Corrective lenses weren't necessary in VR, but he thought they made him look cool. Accessories were status symbols in the virtual landscape.
"I'm very sorry, I just couldn't resist, you see - you weren't paying attention and I'm a sneaky rogue character and I thought it would be amusing," he whispered, speaking as fast as possible. His mousey face twitched, whiskers bunching furiously.
"Mmph, grph," agreed Nate, growling in his ear.
He threw up his arms. "If you guys want to be assholes, fine. I'll go play 'Drone Galaxy' by myself."
He punched the air, bringing up his virtual interface. He had preloaded the game last week and all he needed to do was hit the button. His finger itched, but he hesitated. It really wouldn't be as fun without his friends.
A heavy hand laid on his shoulder. "Don't be that way, my good sir," declared Nate in a stentorian voice. "Nobody should be forced to adventure alone."
Better. At least he was speaking now, if only in that ridiculous, ostentatious voice.
"Aw, don't be mad," said Dave normally. "We know you've been waiting for this thing to drop for ages." He opened his own interface. "Let's get this party started! See ya after the intro!" He saluted.
Zach returned the salute and punched the launch button. His avatar swirled and rippled, the world vanishing around him. The vibrant landscape was replaced with an orange loading grid in the shape of a box, a yellow progress bar stretching from the floor to the ceiling.
As the yellow bar reached the top, the loading chamber faded out, filling with a black background full of stars, his avatar drifting through space.
A sonorous voice over talked about how bad things had gotten in the galaxy and that there were billions of people crying out for a hero. A standard introduction spiel. He was tempted to skip it, but was glad he didn't when a splash screen floated in from the side.
"Drone Galaxy," it declared with an unsettling wavy spiral, white on black. Silhouetted was a figure of a man kneeling, a leather leash leading to the hand of a woman wearing stilettos.
He knew this game was adult in nature, but like most of these RPGs, he expected that it would take quite some time to get to the good stuff. He'd play around a bit, make some saves, and hopefully would have access to his sex harness at his college dorm when the good stuff came up.
He'd make do if he had to, but not in front of his friends, of course. That would be damn embarrassing.
The screen faded out and a room materialized around him. He'd never been in a ship cabin before, but he had plenty of experience from playing other games. This looked like a standard science fiction setting.
He picked up a pad from a side table and looked it over, clicking it on. He was captain of an automated ore hauler, and from the manifest he was shipping a lot of it. To some place named Praxus III, not that it mattered.
His main goal right now was to break out of the tutorial mission and get to work on leveling up his character so he could find his friends. Talking to them right now would be a distraction, so he didn't bother booting up the comm interface.
Instead, he marched through the sliding door of his quarters, looking left and right in wonder. The bridge was a literal bubble of glass, giving him excellent visibility into the blackness of space all around him, interrupted only by reinforcing structural members. In the back corner near a bulkhead was a cylindrical container containing a spacesuit. Doubtless for external inspections or emergencies.
The detail the devs had put into the game were amazing. Texturing on the interior was high quality and must have taken a large chunk of time and money to get right.
And the exterior! My goodness! He could see thousands of stars out there, and he knew for a fact that they hadn't been procedurally generated, as he recognized some of the constellations from his schooling. They had probably taken a real map of the galaxy and loaded it into the game. Yet another detail they hadn't skimped money on.
Hopefully they hadn't spent everything on making it look pretty. Good graphics were nice, but in his experience the story would make or break the experience.
A warning klaxon echoed around the small bridge, stealing his attention. Adrenaline pumping, he rushed up to the center console.
If he failed the tutorial mission or took forever to get it right, he wouldn't be able to look his friends in the face. He could already imagine the jeers, which simply increased the pressure to figure out what was going on.
He clicked on the interface, pressing on a section next to an area that was blinking. No, that displayed a picture of his ship along with his speed and cargo containers. It looked like his ship was some kind of tug, magnetically connected to the containers it was hauling.
Dropping the load would likely speed him up, but could also fail him the mission. Best to keep that as a last resort.
He clicked back, looking for the source of the alarm, which was beating itself into his brain making it harder for him to think. Intentional on the part of the devs, he was certain.
The touch screen went back to its original display, filled with irrelevant numbers. He peered more closely at the flashing section. Ah, he had pressed the wrong button. He needed to tap the red arrow.
That accomplished, the display blanked and replaced itself with a top down view of his ship, showing an arc in front of him. A red dot was approaching from starboard.
Was it an asteroid? Was he about to hit something? It did appear to be approaching at a fast rate.
He needed to steer out of danger, and quickly. He looked around for controls, spotting a large wooden wheel at a forward station.
A bit anachronistic perhaps, but this was a game, after all. Who knew? It could actually be realistic. He certainly hadn't captained a real star ship before.
He leaped over the center console, dashing to the front and spinning the wheel to the left. The ship lurched, sending him careening to the right.
Of course! The containers behind him were jackknifing, unable to follow his commands smoothly. Perhaps he should have been more gentle? He'd try that next time.
At any rate, the klaxon was still sounding, the throbbing in his temples reaching critical mass. He trotted back up to the center console and cursed. The red dot hadn't moved position. Whatever he had done hadn't been successful. Or it had adjusted course to intercept him.
The ship shuddered, tossing him forward. He barely missed hitting his head on the display, rolling and moaning as his shoulder impacted the steering wheel.
He took a few moments to regain his breath and lick his wounds. At least he wasn't in too much pain. This game wasn't pulling any punches!
There hadn't been a game over, so this must be an expected outcome, or at least there was more he needed to try before restarting.
A tone sounded, followed by a calm voice from the computer. "Autopilot released. Possible cargo damage. Hull breach on deck two."
That didn't sound good, but he didn't know what to do. Not a problem. This was a game, and games were all about experimentation. If he failed, he'd try again until he figured it out. If he got stuck, he'd go join a chat server and talk it out with his friends.
He needed to be down on deck two to get the measure of his enemies. Casting about, he located a ladder near the rear of the bridge. There was probably a lift somewhere, but he didn't have time to find it.
Rushing over, he started to climb down, noting stencils helpfully applied to the walls of the shaft. The next floor down was deck three, which meant the ship must be numbered up from the bottom.
Passing a locked hatch, he continued down, stopping at the next one. This must be it.
He wrapped his hands around a large red wheel, startled when it moved smoothly under his hands. Some would probably complain about the shitty starter vessel, but at least it was well maintained.
He rotated the steel hatch inwards, stepping into a corridor. There were no klaxons here, but orange lights ran in two strips down the hallway, interrupted by doorways.
It was at this point that he brought himself up short, realizing that he was being incredibly stupid. He was about to encounter either a hull breach or some form of invaders. Dressed in a uniform which contained... wait, what did it contain?
He furrowed his brow and rifled through his pockets. A comm unit, yes, that was expected. A wallet with a plastic ident card. Some change. No weaponry, mores the pity. He'd need to look elsewhere.
Curious, he walked up to one of the nearby cargo doors. Large, and imposing, they failed to register his presence. A red light highlighted the periphery. Locked, perhaps, though as captain he should have access to all parts of his ship. Probably just the game designers putting in some guard rails to keep the players focused.
He shrugged and continued on, a niggling worry at the back of his brain that he had missed something from earlier which could have helped him. No matter, he'd look for it next time.
He walked to the next section of the corridor, frowning and stooping down to inspect a collection of metal spheres lying on the ground. They were odd and out of place in the otherwise meticulously clean space ship. Spare supplies?
He picked up one of the globes and examined it more closely. The metallic surface was finely textured, intricate circuitry visible just below the transparent surface. Even stranger. What was advanced technology doing aboard a cargo freighter?
Turning it over, he thought he caught a glimpse of blue light. That couldn't be a reflection - the orange warning lights couldn't possibly create that attractive hue. There, at an intersection of several creases of circuitry, there was a hole leading deeper inside the device.
Peering into it intently, he barely noticed as his jaw dropped open and his curious thoughts circled the drain. All he could do was look closer, look at the small amount of light filtering from within the sphere. The mystery here was his to unlock, if he could but figure it out.
Stiff, he failed to notice as two more large, spherical robots arrived, rolling down the corridor. Small port holes opened in their chrome exterior, robotic legs unfurling from inside. Smaller robots rolled along the ceiling, blue liquid sloshing in their bellies.
One by one they dropped to the floor with loud metallic clunks. Zach paid no them attention, so absorbed was he by the fascinating light which had seized control of his mind.
Prehensile tendrils extended from the robot closest to him, wrapping around his legs and levering itself upwards onto his torso. Two of its appendages wrapped around his shoulder blades, moving the heavy orb closer to his face, hiding the globe which held his attention.
Before he could react, a rubbery mask attached to the side of the robot slipped over his nose and mouth, sealing against his head with a sudden suction.
He smiled uncontrollably as blue gas diffused into his lungs, carrying his conscious mind away.
***
Zoe wasn't sure how long she had been dancing. The bright lights swirled back and forth as the band played on. She couldn't make out the lyrics, but they were making her body feel comfortable as she gyrated. Her entire body felt warm.
The thick blue mist on the dance floor made it impossible for her to tell who she was even dancing with, but the slender silhouette indicated it was a woman. A faint frown creased her brow before vanishing. She wasn't like that. She was into guys, but here she was bumping and grinding with a woman. How strange!
The thumping music vibrated her body. She moved to the primal beat, pressing herself against the unknown woman. It felt nice. There was a sense of rightness, as if she was doing exactly what she should be.
Suddenly, the hand grasping hers began to tug her, leading her away from the dance floor. She stumbled, confused. An arm wrapped around her shoulder, helping to guide her up the steps, towards the rear of the club.
Escaping the cloud of mist, her thoughts began to clear just a little. She was being led forward by a blue skinned woman, her left hand clasped as she was urged onward.
"What is going on?" she asked with vague concern, giggling.
A shiny metal helmet pressed against her head, a warm breath against her ear. "You're doing just fine. I'm taking you to a more private setting. Your friend will be joining us soon."
That seemed odd. How did this woman know that she had come with a friend? Her lips moved with apprehension, but all thoughts flew from her mind when the woman's hand wrapped around her neck, keeping her focused. She marched forward, like a doll.
"Good girl," whispered the feminine voice. "You're going to have so much fun!"
Zoe marched, her legs moving robotically. They walked through a set of double doors and down a long corridor, past openings closed off with dark blue curtains. Cool laughter and cheerful voices chased them as they moved on.
The guiding hand squeezed, and she halted in front of one of the curtains. Her curiosity had seized control. At this point she just wanted to know what came next.
The woman moved in front of her and pulled the curtain aside, revealing a small chamber.
It took a few moments for her eyes to adjust to the darkened interior, but once they did she blinked with astonishment. Sitting on the back end of a couch was a large, blue skinned woman, completely nude. She was entirely hairless, except for her eyebrows, a sparkling blue gem shining from her breastbone.
Her arms hung negligently over the necks of two nude women who nestled into her body on either side. They weren't blue skinned as she was, but appeared entranced, kissing and licking the sides of her breasts. One of them mouthed a purplish nipple, gently sucking. The woman grunted, but didn't shift her posture. She sat up straight, as if on a throne, lending her an air of regality.
In front of the women was a large spherical glass sculpture that took pride of place in the center of the room, the circular sofa surrounding it like a half moon.
The sphere was three quarters full of a blue liquid, bubbles spiraling up from below. Lit from within, it looked similar to a lava lamp.
A hazy blue gas gathered near the top, where it was fed into numerous curled loops of glass. At the end of each loop was a spigot that connected to a woven tube.
As she watched, the two submissive women inhaled from tubes that were coiled over their arms. As they exhaled, a blue mist swirled towards the ceiling, spiraling around the head of the alien looking woman nestled between them. They were clearly smoking the liquid.
They cooed and their bodies relaxed back into that of their mistress, jamming their heads under her arms. Eyes dulled, they looked like they belonged there. Belonged to their Mistress. What power did this woman wield over them?
She felt a faint urge to leave, but after a few deep breaths, it left her. She felt calm, and curious.
"Why have I been brought back here?" she asked, her words a little slurred.
The woman sat up, despite the protests from her groupies. A bright smile lit her rouged lips. "We've been watching you, and I find you interesting."
Zoe frowned, her thoughts moving more slowly than usual. "That's... an invasion of my privacy."
The woman chuckled. "It's hardly illegal. We watch everyone who enters the club as a matter of course, but you are more interesting than most."
She gestured at the globe in the center of the room. "Would you like to take a seat and try it out? We can discuss this further while you relax. It's a very exotic mixture, quite difficult to obtain."
The container burbled, bubbles dancing as the gas swirled inside. The two girls took another pull from the canister, groaning with ecstasy as they exhaled.
Zoe stared at her, waiting through a pregnant pause with lifted brows. There was no way in hell she was about to accept mysterious drugs from a stranger, even if her inhibitions were currently deadened.
The woman shifted, sitting up and looking at her with intensity. "Very good. The way you finessed the bouncer, my dear, showed a range of independent thought we've been looking for. Your refusal to venture into the unknown via our special mixture demonstrates intelligence. The sort of intelligence that is sorely lacking in much of the general populace. We need people like you."



"To what?" she slurred. "To help you run your club?"
"No, of course not," she said in her velvety voice. "To help us turn everyone into Hive Drones. Hive is actively recruiting for open positions, and I do believe you have the abilities necessary to be a Director. You may have the talent to reach for something higher, but that's not something we try to ascertain during an initial interview."
Zoe looking around, a strange sensation tickling her neck. "I'm being interviewed?" she asked, not really looking for an answer.
It was starting to dawn on her that she might be in real trouble. This talk of Hive was really making her uncomfortable.
"No," replied the woman, caressing the heads of her two slaves, one of which was actively trying to go for her crotch. "Your reactions so far have shown that you are already acceptable material. You have been Chosen."
Chosen for what? The discussion had finally gotten too weird for her. She needed to find a way out. She turned to leave, but the curtain drew back and Simone rushed though. "There you are, Zoe!" she declared brightly, leaning over to give her a chaste peck on the cheek. "I've been looking all over for you, and the staff have been stonewalling me!"
Zoe felt a burst of relief. For once, her friend's impulsiveness was going to save her instead of getting her into more trouble.
Simone stared angrily at the woman in the back, who raised her hands, shrugging. "I have not attempted to detain her, simply entertain her, but she refuses to relax." Her eyes narrowed and she gestured at the bubbling container, picking up one of the tubes and offering it to Simone with one of her slender arms.
Her hypnotic gem winked as she flexed her arms. "Would you like to give it a try?"
Simone grinned, reaching out for the tip. "How generous of you! This club is the best!" She placed it between her lip, closing her eyes as blue mist flowed through the transparent hose.
"No, wait!" shouted Zoe, reaching out, but it was too late.
Simone grunted, exhaling a large, blue cloud. Her eyes dulled, losing some of their shine. She turned to Zoe, her lips parting. "Exquisite," she declared, sticking the pipe back into her mouth for another pull.
The woman in the back laughed. "So suggestible. She'll make a fine slave."
She stood up, brushing aside her attendants. She loomed forward over the globe, looking impossibly tall. "It's a common misconception that the most assertive personality is the best fit for the role of Director. With assertiveness comes impulsiveness. That's why we want someone who thinks before acting. Her sort of obedience is perfect for the common Drone. She is not destined for something greater. Not like you are."
Zoe was only half paying attention to her words, desperately trying to pull Simone away. Simone rebuffed her efforts, taking a third breath of the blue gas. She seemed well and truly caught.
It wasn't working. She made a distressed noise, fear blossoming in her chest. She didn't want to leave without her friend, but she didn't have the physical strength to get her away from here. She'd have to get help by herself.
"Of course, there is also a place for those who act," chuckled the woman.
The curtain behind Zoe drew open and numerous hands seized her from behind.
***
Zach stood stock still, watching the crowd attentively. He wanted to stop, but couldn't. The interface had been Installed in his throat and he could not disobey the commands being fed to him through the Gestalt.
He had been standing there most of the day, breathing in the blue mist fed to his lungs via his gas mask. An intense concentration had settled over his thoughts, making him extremely focused. He must look for threats. That was his duty.
There, over on the left side of the crowd, near the colonnade. There was a small group that wasn't looking up at the balcony with adoration. They were shoving aside some of the faithful, forcing them to fall to their knees. Possible dissidents, attempting to infiltrate and find a way to get to his Queen.
A bright blaze of pleasure burst through his mind when he thought of Her, but only for a moment. Not enough to prevent him from doing his job.
He pressed a hand against the side of his throat, activating an embedded transmitter. His mouth clicked in Drone speech. A short reply, and he was away, darting through the entranced crowd, heading towards the disturbance in his slick, black bodysuit with unnatural speed.
They had seen him, of course. It was hard to mistake his lanky figure in black latex. There wasn't much they could do, however. He had angled his approach, putting him behind a column when they finally got up the gumption to take a few shots at him.
It didn't matter. He wasn't the only one who had been sent to quell the intruders. He could hear the clicks of their smooth thoughts in his brain. They all worked as one in Hive.
Feeling their presence, he knew the exact time to round the corner and pull out his shock prod, jabbing one of the miscreants in the side.
Crying out, the man fell to the floor, his laser pistol spinning away into the murmuring crowd. If necessary, Hive could recruit some of the Drones to capture the intruders, but that might damage some of them. Best to let the specialists handle the interlopers.
In this case, he and two other guards had the situation well in hand. The four intruders were disarmed, spherical robots arriving to apply the necessary bondage. They had dressed themselves in latex Hive uniforms to help them blend in, but it was their actions that had given them away. They would be removed and converted, becoming more Hive Drones. Hive was ascendant.
Nobody would touch the Queen. He would see to it.
He smiled brightly inside his mask, almost manic, taking another puff of gas, which soothed and rewarded his mind for doing such a good job.
He stood back at attention, clacking his boots together, scanning the crowd. The other Drones were recovering, reforming into perfect ranks. His eyes rose upwards, taking in the balcony above.
He briefly spotted dark purple eyes that pierced his heart like a dagger. From this distance, they should have been inconsequential, but he could feel a firm pressure through the Gestalt. One arm lifted up slowly, her hand gesturing at him. He was being summoned.
Excited, he took another breath of the gas, which calmed him back down and focused his thoughts. He lived to serve.
Marching robotically through the crowd of other Drones, he lifted his booted heel as he climbed over the threshold of the palace. He paused for a moment, but there was no room in his controlled thoughts for disobedience.
He took in the interior, seeking potential threats. All he saw were marble floors and columns decorated with volutes, the blue texture of the stone having the appearance of ocean waves frozen in place.
He did not recall being inside the palace before, but all his memories from before were hazy. He vaguely recollected being on a ship. Something bad had happened to him, but he took another breath of gas and his concerns floated away.
He was a Controlled guard Drone. He obeyed.
His steps were measured, as were his breaths. The pressure in his head moderated his actions. He turned left, facing a series of lift doors.
His constantly scanning head picked up two more Drone forms, but his mind instantly discounted them as threats. They were wearing the slick, black Drone bodysuit, as he was, breathing the blue gas generated from silver tanks attached to their backs. Guard Drones lining up in front of a lift like him, doubtless following the commands in their minds.
The door in front of him slid open and he stepped inside, turning on his heel to face the entrance. His arms snapped to his sides, his body jolting as the doors closed and the lift began to move.
He felt a thrill at obeying the presence in his head. He could not imagine it otherwise. He was a good Drone.
The lift halted, the doors opening on a spacious interior, a gigantic dome arching overhead. At the top was a circular opening, an image of the sky above projected onto its surface. Sculptures of blue skinned heralds leaned out from the walls, trumpets pointed towards the heavens.
Mounted in the center of the room on a plinth was a large statue of a woman, sitting on a throne with her legs crossed. Carved into the rock was an elaborate outfit, ruffles decorating her neck. He imagined he could see creases in the fabric.
He shuddered as he recognized the likeness of his Queen, desiring nothing more than to drop to his knees and worship Her. He could not, however, as Hive had not ordered that behavior.
He stopped several yards into the expansive room, noting the other two guards to his left who doubtless had left their lifts at the same time as him. An inefficient means of transportation, but very ordered. All as Hive ordained.
A train of Drones arrived from his right, trotting in front of a waist high wall decorated with potted plants. They were led by a command Drone wearing a dark purple latex dress. Her nails shone green, blue eyes flashing as she approached, walking effortlessly on platform boots.
Her doll-like face twisted into a smile as she took in the guards standing at attention, red chevrons decorating her blue cheeks. An intricate collar wrapped around her neck, a small 'five' embossed in a rectangular square on the front.
She stepped up to Zach, lifting a delicate hand to rest on his shoulder. He stood still, staring straight ahead. He was calm. He was ordered. He was under Hive control.
"Good, Drone. You and your fellow guards have fully acclimatized to your modifications, spotting and neutralizing a threat to Hive within hours of being Implanted. The Queen is impressed."
Zach did not reply. He had only done his duty as a Drone. It was nothing special.
Five dropped her arm. "Drones are rewarded for good behavior." She snapped her fingers, and the three nude female Drones behind her turned and leaned over the wall behind her, spreading their legs.
A different kind of pressure pushed him forward, his eyes roving over the well built butt of the Drone in front of him. His penis sprang to attention, constrained by the tight latex around his crotch. The clear bulge in the shiny blackness of the slick material demanded to be set free.
"Go ahead," whispered a sultry voice by his ear. "Take your reward."
Without any reason to hold back, he breathed in a satisfied lungful of gas, unzipping his pants. His eyes riveted on his hard length as it extended from within, pointing at the inviting butt of the blue Drone in front of him.
Her thighs flexed and she leaned forward, giving him a peek at her pendulous breasts swinging below her chest. She arched her back, turning her bald head to give him a pleading gaze. He moved forward, touching the tip of his dick against her snatch, the sensations overwhelming his mind.
"Why wait?" asked Five. "She wants you as much as you want her. Drone love is the purest expression of what Hive is."
There was no reason to wait. His body wanted this. The morality of Hive was to love. He wanted to express that love.
He shifted his hips forward, grinning as the blue Drone moaned her pleasure. He wanted to please her. He wanted to please Hive.
He wrapped his hands around her waist, thrusting deep inside. She rocked her hips in coordination with him, increasing their pleasure. He was connected to her through the Gestalt, her pleasure reflecting his.
They groaned together now, his balls slapping against her ass. He was breathing heavily, clouds of the blue gas escaping in great puffs. He pulled the Drone against him, his fingers massaging her rubbery thighs.
On either side of him, the two guards that had entered with him were fucking their own Drones. He could sense their pleasure through the Gestalt as well, enhancing his own. As they worked their Drones, they began to synchronize, fucking to the same invisible beat. Beating as one with the heart of Hive.
It was getting rather intense. He could feel his orgasm approaching, inexorably drawing closer as he increased his tempo. The Drone was milking his cock, clenching her pelvic floor. It was driving him crazy, but his body was not his to control.
He would only find relief when Hive desired him to. He was a Hive Drone.
It didn't take long for Hive to order his completion, at the appointed time. His moans of ecstasy were swallowed within the darkness of his helmet.
***
Zoe felt really good. Woozy, but good.
She giggled. The drugs she had taken before coming to the club had made her feel as though her consciousness was expanding. The alcohol had removed some of her inhibitions. But the gas... the gas had thrown her completely for a loop.
She had been reluctant to try it at first, but she hadn't been given much choice. Nude, blue skinned woman had blocked the exit, wrapping their arms around her shoulders. One of them had forced the tip of a hose into her mouth and squeezed her nose shut.
She had done her best to avoid taking any of the strange blue gas in, but after the first taste of it in her mouth, she was hooked. She inhaled deeply, needing more. Between each breath of the blue mist, she giggled, watching the expanding cloud with glee.
Simone was on her right side, sucking down the gas as fast as she was. They were almost in a competition to find out who could inhale the most.
Simone exhaled, a long, drawn out breath, collapsing onto the sofa. "Ohhh," she groaned. "I just can't take any more. I have to relax."
Her eyes crossed and she laid back, her head resting on the lap of one of the other drugged girls sitting in the booth.
"See how simple that is? Obeying is your natural state. The natural state of all Drones."
Zoe still felt uneasy. "I am not a Drone," she protested faintly, an accursed giggle escaping her clenched lips.
"You may have more will than most, but even that only delays the inevitable. All will become Drones in Hive."
She wanted to protest, but she could see the silly grin pasted to Simone's face. She was already lost, drugged out of her mind.
Still, she couldn't give up so easily. It was against her nature.
"You can't hold us here forever," she said weakly, coughing in an attempt to clear her throat of the gas. "My family knows where we've gone. They'll search for us."
The woman laughed, stroking Simone's forehead.
"You may be able to hold on longer than your friend, but you can't leave her behind. She is your weakness. As you watch, you can already feel your resistance draining away. I don't need to hold you here very long to accomplish my goals."
She realized it was true. She couldn't even focus her eyes. What had the gas done to her? She couldn't stop giggling.
"It won't take that long to mold you into Drone material. You are already prepared for the next step."
She snapped her fingers. "Drones, take these two, Suspend them, and give them Treatment."
The Drones bowed. "Yes, Director," they murmured, taking Zoe and Simone by the shoulders and guiding them out of the room.
Zoe couldn't stop giggling. She was out of control. As they marched her down a corridor, she started to wheeze, coughing.
The Drones took her by the arms, forcefully carrying her deeper into the club. She lost track of Simone, feeling weak and vulnerable. The mixture of drugs had overwhelmed her body and she had no strength.
She was marched into a darkened chamber containing a screen at one end. A soothing spiral rotated, amid a blue background with puffy white clouds. White noise in the form of waves crashing against a seashore tingled her senses. She could almost taste the salty air.
Her body sagged, the paroxysms of laughter fading as she sank into the firm grip of her Drone escort. She had almost no choice but to take in the display, as it filled her visual field.
In one glance, her eyes were caught in the spiral, following the lines around and around as they pulled her closer to the center. At the terminus of the lines, a large, open eye stared at her, capturing her and holding her fast. She simply could not look away.
She was guided by the Drones into a vertical position, her chin thrust onto a concave shaped plastic cup mounted on a steel platform which had been bolted into the floor. Hands squeezed against her cheeks, forcing her jaw open.
A rubber bulb was shoved inside, a black pump squeezed until the gag inflated to fill her mouth. An arm was swung into place, a phoropter placed in front of her face, resting on her nose. Drone hands flipped the lenses, magnifying the eye in the center of the screen. Locked in place, she was forced to stand and watch the hypnotic display.
Now the hands began to work on her body. Her clothing was efficiently stripped. Boots, gloves, t-shirt and skirt all removed with deliberation. The hands left for a moment, then returned, stroking every inch of her skin.
She felt a coolness spreading from the fingertips of the Drones all around her. They were coating her with a slippery substance, oiling her up. The fingers spread, moving up into the gap between her breasts, rolling around the peaks of her nipples, ensuring every nook and cranny was massaged.
She couldn't tell how many Drones worked her body. Too many sets of hands roved around for her shattered mind to count. They worked up her shoulder blades, around the back of her neck and over her forehead. Down the backs of her thighs and between her legs.
Her body reacted unconsciously to the assault, but otherwise she could do nothing. She had been Suspended. She could not think. The Drones worked her body as she stared at the spiral, all higher brain functions stilled. The spinning symbol burned into her brain, and she began to imagine that the eye in the center was expanding, filling her mind with its presence.
Peering into her soul, it enforced her utter obedience as the Drones continued their task.
***
Susan hummed to herself as she knitted, stretching her arms and yawning. Jack had arrived home earlier than usual and had been rather insistent.
She was happy to oblige his urges, but it did take quite a bit out of her. Even so, she had told him to go to bed, while she waited up for Zoe to arrive back from her clubbing. It was something she used to do during her daughter's teenage years, and the old habit was hard to break. A mother still worried.
She heard a noise from upstairs, and frowned. She hadn't seen Zach since he had declared he was going to play with his friends, and usually he would have surfaced by now to get ready for bed. Perhaps she should check up on him.
She set aside her knitting and rose from her easy chair, stepping lightly in her slippers over to the staircase. Staring upwards into the darkness, she could see the thin line of light coming from under his door, indicating that he was still up.
Well, it was high time he put the game away and got some sleep. She climbed the stairs, purposefully leaning heavily into the steps in an effort to avoid surprising him. Catching him in a compromising position wasn't her goal, though it was always cute to see him scramble when he didn't realize she was there. She always pretended that she didn't know what he was up to, but it was a thin fiction at best.
There came more noises from behind the door. He hadn't invited a girl over, had he? Sudden suspicion forced her hand, and she cracked open the door. He hadn't bothered to lock it, so he must not have been concerned about being interrupted.
The light was on, but dim. Zach was on his back, thrusting his hips in the air to an invisible rhythm. Faint sounds emitted from his lips, hands near his crotch.
He was probably watching some porn. Embarrassed, she flicked off the light and shut the door with a knowing grin. It was always somewhat disconcerting to realize that your children had just as much of a sex drive as you.



She trotted back down the stairs, her concerns assuaged. From the looks of it he'd be done soon enough. He was on break, anyway. She'd give him a good ribbing for his behavior tomorrow, though.
The door at the foot of the stairs shut with a click, and she thought of her warm bed, just a few steps away. Fortunately, she didn't have to return to her knitting, as the tell tale creak of the front door rung out through the foyer.
Padding over, her eyes widened in surprise as she saw the bedraggled form of Zoe holding a box. She was staring into the distance, her breath releasing vapor in the cool night air. Black makeup couldn't disguise the odd, blue tinge of her face.
What had Simone gotten her into this time? She walked up next to her daughter, resting an arm on her shoulder and peering outside. She could barely make out the shape of an automated transit pod in the distance, which had doubtless dropped her off.
She guided her daughter inside, out of the cold, the door clicking shut behind them. Backing up to take in Zoe's messy form, she clicked her tongue.
"Look at the state of you!" she declared, taking a handkerchief from her back pocket and mopping up the smeared black makeup on Zoe's face.
Zoe whimpered, but didn't reply, her lips slightly parted. She clutched the box to her chest, as if it was her personal treasure. Her dual ponytails drooped, blond hair frazzled. She looked more like a defeated villainess than a gothic girl.
There was definitely something strange about her skin. No matter how much she wiped, she couldn't remove the blue coloration. It was almost as though her daughter was turning into a blueberry.
Was this the aftereffect of a strange drug? She would have to seek medical advice if it hadn't faded in the morning. And what was going on with that box? She looked down, gasping as her gaze was caught by a label stuck to the top.
She stared at the printed symbol for a long moment, her eyes blinking rapidly. There was something familiar about it, barely recalled. A hidden, locked box in her mind opened up, revealing her instructions. She knew what she needed to do.
She smiled and took the box from her daughter. "Go on ahead," she ordered. "Don't worry, I will take good care of this. You'll need it later."
Zoe marched in front of her, opening the door to the stairs like a robot. Susan followed behind her, hugging the box to her chest. She just knew her daughter was going to love what was inside.
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Jack grunted as he heard the knock at the door. It was still a weekday, but he hadn't changed from his pajamas. He liked to be leisurely until after breakfast. It helped him to gradually step up to the work day instead of rushing to get out the door. Going to bed early and rising early was the most surefire way to be successful.
With that in mind, he looked through the peephole before opening the door. He didn't much care if his neighbors saw him in his flannels, but he didn't feel like greeting a delivery man. As it was, there was nobody evident, so he popped open the latch and took in the small box sitting on the porch.
Odd. He had never had a delivery this early in the day, and he hadn't remembered ordering anything online recently.
He retrieved the box and looked at the label. No return address. Even stranger.
Bringing it inside, he stepped into the kitchen, where his wife was working at making breakfast. "Honey, did you order anything yesterday?"
He blinked when his wife answered him by gesturing at the vid screen sitting on the counter. Frowning, he moved closer so he could hear the newscasters gathered around their desk.
The one with a heart shaped face lit up the screen with a broad smile. "Welcome to Stacksville channel twelve, my name is Peach, and we're happy to have you here this morning."
The other newscaster shuffled a stack of paper, her blonde hair drawn back in a ponytail. "And I'm Monica." She stared at the pickup with intensity, in an attempt to look professional. "Today a new beauty enhancement center is opening up in town."
Her face vanished, replaced with footage of a store front. "This area has been abandoned for years, but now, the area is revitalizing as the job market stabilizes."
Monica stepped inside, the interior looking like a nail salon. Chairs were arranged down one wall, helmets for creating perms looming from their tops. "I visited there yesterday. Danielle is the owner. She says that foot traffic is up, and is optimistic that some of the worst areas of town will soon be cleaned up."
The footage cut to Monica pointing a microphone at a younger woman with plugs embedded in her ears. Her skin was a shocking blue color, her hair dyed purple. "Yes, it's almost busier here than I can handle," she was saying. "I opened up for a preview yesterday, and we almost couldn't handle the rush!"
"Your new look is becoming quite popular," commented the reporter.
"Yes," replied the stylist, stroking a blue cheek. "Everyone wants to look like the Hivarians! It's almost unprecedented!" She turned to look at the camera. "Just make sure you color coordinate your clothing to match. If you can't figure out a good look, come on down and we can help you out!"
The footage cut away, focusing on Monica at the desk. "That's right, they're a full service beauty salon, and I can confirm they know what they're doing. I watched as they helped out a couple, and I'll be going later today myself to test out their treatments."
"All they're talking about is bullshit," said Jack, frowning. "Nothing interesting is going on, just some sort of new salon opening up in town."
"Patience, dear," said Susan, cracking an egg.
Peach looked up at the screen. "The station is receiving many calls this morning asking about mysterious packages, but there's no reason to be alarmed. The local government has announced a new program to increase worker efficiency."
She reached under the news desk and brought out a globe mounted on a wooden base. Blue liquid swirled inside, a glow emanating from within.
"New voice activated personal assistants are being distributed to all households within town. They can be used to lookup information, arrange schedules, or even play music."
Her hands rested on either side of the globe, cupping it as if it was precious to her. "If you don't have one, you may visit 3222 Major Avenue, Suite 400. They will be handing them out today, free of charge."
She grinned. "I already can't go without mine. It was so easy to setup." She looked into the globe, her eyes going cloudy. "Alphonse, play some classical," she said, her voice gentle.
Strains of an ancient melody rose through the tinny speakers of the vid screen. "You can name yours?" asked Monica. "How cute!"
Jack grunted, skeptical. "Looks like a paperweight to me," he complained, looking for a knife.
"Don't discard it before you've tried it, at least," said Susan, flipping eggs in her frying pan.
Jack made quick work of the packaging, unraveling brown paper to reveal a spherical object within. Sure enough, it looked like the device on the news cast, but it was dimmed, dormant.
He pulled it out, surprised at its weight, setting it on the kitchen table. "How does it work?" he asked, staring at it skeptically.
The globe lit up from within its base. "Welcome," it said in a sultry, female voice. "I am your family Interface. I am pleased to meet you. Would you like to configure me?"
It almost made the act sound dirty. Jack wasn't pleased.
"Can you shut up while we eat breakfast?" he asked, peering at it with suspicion.
"Jack!" exclaimed Suzy, turning to look at him with a wooden spoon dripping with pancake batter.
"What?" he asked, grumbling. "I just don't like dealing with technology."
"Approved as requested," stated the Interface. It began to glow brightly, at a painful level.
Before he could react, it flashed, leaving an imprint behind on his retina. "What the shit was that?" he asked, blinking as stars sparkled in his vision.
The globe was now glowing, swirling clouds encompassing the deepest blue he had ever seen. He approached closer, staring deep into its depths. He settled at the table, hands at his sides. His mouth dropped open and his thoughts emptied.
He only stirred when Susan sat a plate of pancakes, eggs, and bacon in front of him, breaking his view of the mysterious globe. Blinking again, he took a deep breath and frowned.
"Aren't I still on a diet? Shouldn't this be a cup of fruit?"
Susan put a cup of coffee on the coaster in front of him. "Don't worry, I used a special batter. It has been formulated to fulfill your needs."
He stared at the flapjack with suspicion, prodding it with his fork. He cut into the spongy surface with the edge of his utensil, separating a tiny bite. He was about to stuff it into his mouth when the loud footsteps of the kids rumbled down the stairs.
He craned his neck to watch them as they gathered around the table. Zack looked sullen, out of sorts. "Did you have a good time last night?" asked Susan, smiling brightly.
Jack wasn't sure what she was talking about, but he knew better than to ask. He stuck the fork in his mouth to forestall an acerbic comment, begrudgingly chewing the fluffy piece of his pancake. It was surprisingly good, but he wasn't quite sure if he wanted to admit it.
Zoe came in next, dressed sloppily in a ratty t-shirt and sweatpants. Her makeup had been removed and her hair was wet. Her skin appeared a little blue, but Jack knew better than to comment on that. Probably some kind of new fashion statement.
Suzy smiled brightly, but said nothing, flipping another pancake. He was sure she knew more than she was letting on, but if he pressed her about it now, she might be less inclined to be amorous later. He knew how the game worked.
Susan put a plate in front of Zach and Zoe, both of them murmuring their thanks. Jack cleared his throat. "What is everyone's plan's today?"
Zoe was the first to jump in, her twin ponytails bouncing as she took a quick sip of water. "I'm going out with Zoe to have bubble tea. I probably won't be back for lunch."
"Let me know how Simone is doing, dear," said Susan warmly. "You came back alone last night."
Zoe glanced at her screen. "Not a problem, she's feeling fine, already planning what we should do this afternoon." She grinned at her buzzing comm screen, reading some incoming messages. "It looks like she's really eager to start!"
Jack's gaze moved to Zach. "How about you?" he asked, not really needing an answer.
Zach stared at his plate. "I'm going back into VR," he said, sullenly.
Jack sighed, looking at Susan. She shrugged. "He's a grown man and this is his school break," she said. "He gets to choose how to spend it."
"Okay," he said carefully, enunciating each syllable. He couldn't help but give Zach a disappointed stare, under which his son withered.
Susan shot Zach a sympathetic smile. "Now, remember, dear, I have exercise club this morning. I won't be back until lunchtime."
"Alright, mom," he said. "Don't worry, I can take care of myself."
A loud chime echoed through the kitchen. "It is time for morning Adulation," announced the AI.
The globe flashed again, and he found he couldn't look away. The clouds covering the surface of the sphere parted, and his mind was drawn inside, captured by the image of an eye.
It was watching him, examining his past. His foibles. His errors. His pleasures. It measured him as a man and found where he was wanting. What he needed. What he desired.
It wanted to give it to him. To see him succeed. To see him fulfill his potential. It just needed him to watch closely.
He could see no reason to deny it what it wanted. He didn't want to be upset with his family. He just wanted the best for them.
Right now, the best thing he could do was remain calm and allow the globe to train him. It would unlock his mind and teach him to find a more productive way to handle his disappointment.
After all, it wasn't his duty to make sure his son and daughter grew up to be proper Drones. Hive would take of that.
Confused, he wondered where that thought had come from. Squinting, he relaxed. It was no matter. It was not his problem to solve.
He drifted, floating through clouds as his thoughts were reshuffled. Some of what he knew was removed and replaced. Adjusted into a more proper thought alignment.
The clear skies became cloudy, his view of the eye at the center of the globe obscured. He breathed deeply, sitting back in his seat as if it had released him from its grip. Perhaps it had.
"Session complete," stated the AI, glowing warmly. "You have been Prepared."
His lips were moving. He was saying something that the AI had planted inside him, but he had lost track of what was going on as soon as the session had finished.
A new thought arose in his mind. "I have been Prepared. I must go to work," he mumbled, standing robotically and stumbling towards the bedroom.
***
Zoe stared into the mirror on top of her chest of drawers. She must have finished breakfast and moved upstairs to her room, but she couldn't remember doing so.
That should have been disconcerting, but she didn't know why. She smiled at herself, the simple gesture reassuring.
There was something she was forgetting. Something important lying on the bed behind her. She turned around, an inconspicuous cardboard box sitting on top of her comforter.
A hunger grew inside her to open the box, to explore its contents. The desire grew, a burning sensation that ran up her arms and lit her chest on fire. She moved up to the box, her eyes caught by a familiar logo printed on the label. She absolutely needed to see what was inside.
She flipped open the top, revealing a slick, black bodysuit, folded neatly. The legs draped onto the floor as she pulled it out, an outline of a body in opaque latex. Her eyes caught on the creases at the generous breast cups, admiring the craftsmanship.
The hunger was back. She needed to dress herself in this outfit. Now.
Stripping off her pajamas, she let them drop to the floor, revealing her well built body. Wearing corsets had a tendency to enhance her bust even further, making the boys drool. She loved attracting attention, and this new outfit was going to be a stunner.
Stretching open the neck hole, she rammed a leg inside, her thigh catching on the slippery material. Fortunately, with a little encouragement she was able to force it over her knee, pulling the top up to her waist. It was a bit difficult to get it past the hump, but soon it was under her shoulders.
She worked the material, stretching it upwards to lay flat against her skin, admiring the shiny surface. The outfit was turning her into a latex doll. A veritable Drone. She shuddered at the thought, wondering why it was so arousing.
She slid her arms inside, popping the top ring around her neck. It was tight, but fit perfectly. Whoever had figured out her size had done an amazing job.
She briefly thought about adding a corset, but couldn't bring herself to despoil the shiny, black surface of the Suit. It was a part of her, now, and she shouldn't add anything to it without being told.
Leaning over, she was surprised to see a circular piece of metal nestled at the bottom of the box. She knew deep down that she wasn't ready for that yet, so she left it alone, closing the top and hiding it in her closet.
She pressed her hands against her swollen breasts cupped in the latex suit and moaned. She was eager to be trained, to be owned. To clasp the circle of metal around her neck and declare her allegiance. Soon.
She was not ready yet. First, she needed to be altered. To change and enhance her body to be more perfect for Hive.
Her lips turned down in a frown, unsure what to make of her new thoughts. They were vague, but seemed so right.
Turning, she examined herself in the mirror, smiling at her shimmering figure. She was already looking like a proper Hive Drone.
A Hive Drone. She turned the phrase over in her mind and decided she liked it. It was a fitting term for what she was becoming.
Her comm beeped, and she picked it up. Simone was arriving soon. She needed to be prepared to leave.
She dressed herself with a long, ruffled skirt and a vest with opera length gloves. It would serve to hide her new outfit from prying eyes until she could be further adjusted. She wanted to be altered to serve Hive. Becoming a Drone was alright with her.
Slipping her feet into chunky heels, she grabbed a bulky coat and zipped it up as far as it would go. The weather was foul outside today, so her parents wouldn't think anything was amiss.
She skipped down the stairs, eagerly hoping that Simone would arrive soon. To keep her new state a secret she needed to avoid a conversation with her parents. Nobody else could know what Hive was doing to her.
"You have a good time, now, dear," smiled her mother, leaning out from the kitchen and peering at her bulky jacket. "Make sure to bundle up, it's going to be cold out there!"
Shit, her mother would find out what she was wearing if she didn't hurry. She quickly waved an arm and hurried out the door, almost tripping on the sill.
With relief, she noticed Simone waiting outside. She was also dressed in layers. "I am so glad to see you," remarked Zoe, almost skipping as they made their way to the transport capsule. "I was a little worried after last night."
She wasn't sure how much to tell Simone, because she didn't really remember what had happened to them at the club. Hive was making her into a Drone, but she didn't know what Hive wanted with Simone.
Simone climbed into the capsule, her legs moving over the curb. Her leather pants shifted, revealing a shiny material underneath. Zoe's breath caught, wondering if she had only imagined it.
Keeping her mouth shut, she jumped inside and the automated door swung shut. "Where are we heading to today?" she asked, her voice high pitched and cheerful.
"The Integration Center," said Simone in a monotone, staring straight ahead.
Her hands dipped downwards, undoing her hotpants. She stuffed a finger inside her snatch and moaned. "We are to be Enhanced and Sorted. Our bodies are good material for Hive."
Zoe's body jerked, hot with arousal. "We are Drones. We serve Hive," she said, her fingers wandering down to her own vagina.
"Good Drone," remarked Simone between gasps, her hips jerking as she moaned with pleasure.
***
Zach paced in front of his castle, trying very hard to figure out what had happened the previous night. He recalled vividly being attacked on a cargo ship, and venturing forth to find out who the invaders were, but everything beyond that point descended into a haze.
He had never experienced that before in VR. Games were meant to be learning experiences, to force the player to fail so that they could do better the next time. If he couldn't remember how he had failed, how could he improve?
All he had were vague impressions of pleasure and well-being. That made him both eager and nervous to play the game again. He desired to experience that feeling again, but not if he couldn't remember the experience properly afterwards!
He looked around for his friends, wanting to ask them some questions, but they hadn't yet checked in online.
Oddly enough, the area around his castle was barren. Normally, it was pretty crowded with avatars from all walks of life working on their bases, transporting cargo and buying and selling goods. Sure, morning wasn't the most popular time of day to be in VR, but there should be more than just him.
Had he accidentally joined the wrong instance? He checked his interface to make sure, but the description box in the corner declared he was on channel ninety nine in the Concord server, same as always.
Where was everybody?
A gauntleted arm tapped him on the shoulder, and he jumped, spinning to confront his assailant. "Don't freaking do that!" he yelled, shouting in Nate's face.
Nate moved his visor up, looking sheepish. "Sorry, mate," he said in his regular voice. "I forgot you don't like being touched in VR."
Zach looked at his friend in askance. "Are you feeling well? I've never seen you look so glum."
Nate twisted his lips. "I dunno, man. There's something in the air. It just doesn't feel right. Can you remember anything about our play session yesterday? Did we ever get to meet up in game?"
Zach frowned, concentrating. All he had were vague feelings, but nothing definite. He sighed. "No, I'm not really sure what happened, but I don't remember seeing you in game at all. What did you do during the tutorial?"
"Hold up, here's Dave. Let's compare notes."
Dave was thin and wobbly, his pale skin making him look more like a ghost than usual. His blonde hair was frizzy, as if he had just gotten out of the shower. "Hi guys," he said wanly.
"Okay, now I know something is really wrong. Neither of you are making bad jokes. What happened to both of you yesterday?"
They ran each other through what they could remember of the tutorial mission. Like Zach, Nate had opted for the direct approach, though he couldn't remember what he had discovered once he had arrived at the hull breach.
Dave had gone for a different strategy. He had scoured the bridge for weapons, finding some damage control supplies in a storage locker, including a heavy wrench. He had holed up on the bridge, hoping to ambush the attackers. That had apparently failed, too, as he couldn't remember anything beyond the screeching of metal on metal.
"Where does that leave us?" asked Zach rhetorically.
His friends both shrugged.
Zach ran through the scenario in his mind again, mulling over alternate options. "There's that space suit in the bridge locker," he mused. "Did either of you see a hatch to the exterior of the ship, or a way to get into the locked cargo bay door?"
They both shook their heads. Zach bit his lip. "Well, this time let's try going in together. We'll ignore any of the signals the ship gives us and try to find something useful to stop the invaders. Sound good?"
Nate raised his sword and pointed it towards the sky. "We shall chase down the invaders and give them a taste of our steel!"
Zach rolled his eyes, bringing up his interface. He double checked that both of his friends were in his group, then hit the loading button. "See you on the other side!" he shouted as his avatar deconstructed.



The loading box popped up and he paced, impatient. Fortunately, it didn't take long for the game to load, and he was dropped into the captain's cabin, like last time.
Nate was on his left, sitting with his legs on the table. He ran his fingers through his brown hair and whistled. Turning his head to look at Zach, he gave him a wink.
Zach rolled his eyes, but was secretly glad his friend was here. Together they should be able to find some kind of solution.
He gestured at his friend and slipped through the door to the bridge, only to find Dave's short figure exploring the command console.
"Anything?" asked Zach.
"No, nothing more than the first go around," muttered Dave. "Should be something useful here, but I haven't found it yet."
He grunted. "There's an odd anomaly on the readouts, though. Manifest says we should be full up, but the first cargo container is registering empty via the sensors." He tapped the console, but the display refused to change. "Could be a malfunction. Or some kind of monkey business."
"Probably a clue," declared Zach. "We should investigate when we have the chance. Keep looking. I'll check out the rest of the bridge with Nate."
Dave nodded, and Zach moved to the back of the bridge to check out the space suit he had seen on his first play through. The cylindrical container it was mounted in extended from the floor to the ceiling, sealing the suit behind impenetrable glass.
He looked up and down, trying to figure out how to get it out, but there was no obvious mechanism to open the container.
His investigation was interrupted by a loud warning klaxon. "Ignore it!" he shouted. "Keep looking!"
His lips thinned, he looked back at the case, surprised to find that the glass cover had popped open. It must be for emergency use! He pulled at the suit and it tumbled onto the floor in three sections. He peered at them, unsure how to put it on without help.
The dreadful noise of the klaxon silenced, and he looked up, thankful for the relief. Dave gave him a thumbs up and he returned to his investigation. At least now he could concentrate!
Looking inside the cylinder the space suit had been housed in, he spotted a tool chest. Maybe the suit was just a red herring? He tugged the chest out onto the floor, popping the lid open.
The top tray had a sonic modulator, for re-soldering circuits. Hardly a weapon, but could be useful if they found a wiring problem that needed to be solved. Farther down was a collection of socket wrenches, rags, and oil.
Zach wasn't much of a handyman, so he wasn't sure how any of this could be useful. He stared perplexed at the collection of tools, trying to imagine what they could be used on.
"Look at that!" exclaimed Nate, sidling up next to him. "Wasn't there a locked hatch on deck three? We could try to get the door open with these tools!"
Zach's eyes widened. That might actually work. It was at least worth a try.
"Did you find anything?" he asked Nate. "Anything else we can use?"
"No," said Nate. "The deck is pretty clean, for the most part, unless we want to try disassembling some of the consoles."
Zach frowned. "Are you sure there's nothing else here?"
"Nothing on the bridge," replied Nate, the grin on his face slowly growing wider.
He moved his hand out from behind his back and presented Zach with a set of pulse pistols. "I found these in a storage locker in the captain's cabin. There's enough for all of us!"
Zach wanted to hug him, but settled for taking a pistol. "Damn, Nate, that's an amazing find! This is exactly what I was hoping for!"
Dave wandered over and grabbed one for himself, his short avatar grinning. "I feel like a proper pirate now!" he declared, posing with the pistol.
The screen behind them blanked, stars replaced with the image of a feminine figure. A chrome helmet took up most of the screen, rouged lips smiling secretly at them. The transparent bodysuit she wore cupped her breasts, showing off her aroused nipples.
"LMS Hermes, you have been interdicted. Material, please stand down and prepare to be Droned."
She spoke with a velvety voice, her lips caressing the words. "Those who obey will find pleasure in Hive. Those who disobey will be converted into those who obey. You may choose pleasure, or momentary pain before pleasure. The choice is yours. Hive accepts all types of Drones."
The screen blanked.
Nate shouted as a spherical ball jumped up out of the ladder near the rear of the bridge. He leaped to the side and snapped a shot at the round robot.
Zach wasn't sure why he felt familiarity and fear at seeing the spherical object, but he and Dave soon joined in, hiding behind the bridge consoles to take pot shots at the rolling contraption.
He silently cheered when a hole burned through its center and it sputtered to a halt, the smell of burnt circuitry filling the bridge. He swallowed, Adam's apple bobbing as five more climbed onto the deck. They were screwed.
***
Zoe was totally aroused by the time the transport pod arrived downtown, unable to slake her unquenchable thirst. The more she declared her obedience, the higher her pleasure soared, but there was no release. Something deep within her psyche was blocking her from completion.
When the door to the pod opened, she stepped out, dazed and confused. She hadn't been paying attention to where it had been heading. In truth, she hadn't cared.
Looking up, she spotted a sign. "Sally's Beauty Parlor," it declared, advertisements for shampoos and nail treatments taped to the glass storefront.
She stared at the establishment with blank eyes, feeling a little lost, unsure what to do next.
Simone stepped out of the pod, standing next to her. Today, they were almost a matching pair, wearing heavy jackets to hide the bodysuits they wore. They stood upright, stock still as if waiting for new orders.
Perhaps they were. She felt no urge to move.
A few people looked at them curiously as they passed, shrugging as they entered the salon. A warm greeting echoed out from within as a bell rang.
"Welcome, Drones," said a patient voice.
Zoe turned to look to her left, suddenly noticing a woman standing in the alleyway. She wore a shiny chrome helmet, her rouged red lips peeking out from beneath. She was naked but for a shiny, black catsuit that covered her entire body up to her neck. Her breasts were supported by a corset, shiny buckles fastened down the center.
At her neck was nestled a metal collar. It read Fifteen. Did this mean she was the fifteenth Drone? Or the fifteenth Drone to be deployed to this planet?
Obviously, she wasn't concerned about members of the public seeing her. She wasn't shy like Zoe and Simone. She was displaying her Drone nature as if it was perfectly normal to do so. As if she revelled in it.
Her brows furrowed, and a shudder tingled her spine. Her eyes followed the curve of the Drone's body, unable to shake the feeling that she had seen this Drone before. She gasped as her brain finally placed the woman. She had met her last night at the club! The regal woman who had begun her journey into obedience!
She felt a sudden urge to take off her jacket right there on the sidewalk, and bow in genuflection, but she suppressed it. Her strange desires hadn't suddenly overtaken common sense.
"Come with me, Drones," said Fifteen, gesturing at them with purple nails. She turned and stepped into the shadows of the alley, shoulders rolling with confidence.
Each time she was called a Drone it was if the woman had licked her pussy. Her hips jerked and her feet moved of their own volition, walking towards the alley.
Simone followed right behind, their footsteps synchronizing. The longer this went on, the closer they became to each other. They were becoming one and the same. Drones.
She marched into the alley as commanded, her eyes fastened on the shiny butt of Fifteen. It winked at her enticingly as the other Drone waved her palm over a reader and pulled open a solid metal door.
She stepped inside, the temperature changing from near freezing to a comfortable level. The interior corridor had a cement floor, but the walls were painted a pleasant blue, wood paneling rising from the floor to waist height. A series of hooks decorated the left side of the wall, several of them already occupied with coats.
Without being told, she took off her coat and hung it on the wall. Thinking for a moment, she unclasped her skirt and hung it up with her coat, running her hands up and down her slick chest with pleasure. She didn't need to obscure her true self in here.
"Very good, Drone. You're learning fast. Drones do not need to hide. We exist. It is not our job to make others understand who we are. The outside world must adapt."
Fifteen walked past her, balancing on a pair of platform boots. "It won't be long now, Drones. You're almost where you need to be."
Zoe wasn't sure what that meant, but she was eager to find out. She trotted along behind the Drone, wondering what the next step could be. Would she get a chrome helmet, too?
Fifteen brushed through a swinging door, holding it open long enough for Zoe and Simone to step inside. What greeted her there was only more confusing.
At the center of the room was a small circular platform, a cylinder made of shiny steel. Surrounding it in a circle was a series of pods, with semi-circular backs, made out of the same metal. The interior of most pods were occupied, female figures sitting calmly in shadow. From her vantage point, they were mysterious and indistinct.
The light from above was hazy, filtered through blue filters fitted over the lights. It hurt her eyes to stare at it for too long, so she glanced away, wondering what the pods might be for.
Fifteen stepped up onto the platform, gesturing towards the pods. "Welcome, Drones, to your new beginning at the Integration center. You may call me the Instructress. Please take a seat in a pod if you have not already done so."
She looked pointedly at Zoe and Simone, who quickly shuffled to find an empty enclosure. The first one she chose was occupied by a middle aged woman who smiled at her sympathetically. Her skin was tinged blue, but she didn't speak, staring at Fifteen with adoration.
Fortunately, the next one was empty. The curved metallic shell formed an alcove, giving her room to turn and sit on a curved metallic seat fitted inside. The back of the shell forced her to lean slightly forward. It was an uncomfortable position to sit in, but she didn't think of disobeying.
Fifteen continued her speech. "Here at the center you shall be sorted, assigned your proper role, and rewarded for your obedience. No effort on your part is required. Simply relax, spread your legs, and follow the given instructions."
She spread her legs as ordered, waiting for another command. From above her head, a screen moved in from the ceiling, suspended on a robotic arm. 'Calibrating,' said the screen in blocky green text.
Dots crawled around the exterior of the screen, moving closer and closer in until her eyes focused at the center. It flashed, temporarily stunning her. The seat she was sitting on tipped forward, rocking up under her butt and splitting into two pieces to lock her legs to either side.
She groaned as a thick appendage slid between her legs, spearing her core. A metallic strip of metal slipped around her thighs and clicked together at her waist, securing her against the dildo. More strips wrapped over her shoulders and clicked into the belt, holding her down. She wiggled back and forth, but she was well and truly stuck, forced to take the vibrating intruder.
Sighing, she pressed her hips forward, trying to increase the stimulation, but although the harness had some give to it, she simply didn't have enough free movement to do anything but slide herself forward a few millimeters.
Oh, but that felt heavenly anyway. She tried again, gasping as her breasts swelled tight against her latex bodysuit. She rubbed her fingers over her trapped nipples, biting her lip as she held back another moan.
She wanted, she wanted, oh, she wanted more. Her eyes opened wide and the screen flashed again, capturing her brain. Her body had reacted exactly as they had expected, and it felt glorious to give in.
Green text was printing on the screen, her mind focused on the words. She must obey. Yes.
The screen went blank, like her mind. A question flashed and her lips moved. She was answering without conscious thought. It happened again.
The questions started out general, slowly becoming more personal. How many partners had she had sex with? How many relationships had she been in? How often did she play with herself? How long did it take for her to orgasm from each play session?
She couldn't figure out where the questions were leading. She couldn't think. She could only answer. Tell them everything.
A black mask slipped in front of her face, her eyes now watching the screen through a globe of acrylic. It pressed against her face with a loud thump, wrapping around her head. She breathed in normally, riveted by the display and the dildo humming inside her.
Delicious blue gas entered her lungs, and she wheezed. Staring, she kept her head still as her peripheral vision was filled with a metallic surface.
A single, sharp thought, ricocheted through her mind. She was being enclosed! Locked inside this pod to be made a Drone!
A liquid was filling the pod, warm goo lapping at her toes. As the chamber was filled, her mind was emptied.
Her thighs clenched against the dildo as she answered another question.
***
Susan hummed as she opened the front door. Her mind was blank, as was usual when she returned from an exercise session. It was such a grueling experience that she could think of nothing on the way home.
Usually she would take some time in the living room to knit for a bit to recover, but this time she had a mission to complete before she could relax.
She lifted the box in her arms and headed directly for the staircase, taking the stairs at a quick clip.
"Zach?" she said calmly. "Are you still playing?"
She didn't want to yell loudly to avoid interrupting him.
When no reply came, she proceeded directly to his door, opening it without a second announcement.
As she had expected, Zach was kitted up in his VR gear, head covered with the black mask and goggles. The rest of his body was dressed in his Encounter suit, black fabric that gave him an alien look.
He seemed at rest for the moment, meaning he probably was reading something. She set her box on the side of the bed and opened the top, revealing a chrome sphere inside.
Leaning over to inspect her son's crotch area, she unzipped his suit. The genital areas of the suit were setup so that the user could easily attach devices for dealing with waste or for enhancing pleasure.
Susan stared dully at her son's erect penis, not reacting. She felt no arousal from seeing his cock. Instead, her hands moved smoothly, following her instructions.
She lifted the metallic sphere from the box, setting it over his privates. The sphere opened up, arms emerging from within to grasp Zach's body. Small metallic tendrils emerged from one side, guiding his penis into a hollow opening in the side of the sphere.
He groaned as his length was sucked inside, swallowed by the robotic creature. It looked as though a large, metallic egg was nestled between his legs.
Susan smiled, taking the box with her as she left the room. As the door clicked shut behind her, she could hear muffled moans from her son.
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It felt good to be Suited. He breathed in deeply, letting the gas carry him into the proper frame of mind. He was a guard. His only duty was to keep Her safe.
His body moved autonomously as he followed his Queen, matching his steps to hers through the Gestalt. Two other guards walked on either side of Her, black, menacing Drones ready to tackle anyone trying to attack their Queen.
Not that it was likely for any attacks to happen here, inside one of her outposts. Still, it was always a good idea to keep one's guard up. In his case, it was a requirement. The gas in his lungs focused him utterly on his duty, and the plastic globe Installed in the back of his mouth linked him to the Gestalt and the other Drones around him.
They worked together, following a master plan with perfect coordination. Anyone attacking them would have a difficult time, as anything one of them noticed would be communicated to all of them in a blink.
They passed through an operations area, Suited Drones hard at work at their consoles. There was little resistance remaining in the region, but what little there was could still be dangerous. It was their duty to detect it and stamp it out.
A large map on the far wall indicated their current operations. Areas in red were occupied by Hive. Areas in blue were still contested. Every day the red inevitably spread, tendrils spinning out like threads in a neural network. Wires infiltrating the fabric of everyday life, thickening until they became steel rods threaded throughout society. Wrapped so tightly around the core regions that even military force would be unable to remove them.
His Queen was in charge of this region, and she was in his charge. Nobody would stop her from accomplishing Her goals. He would see to it.
The rubber hose attached to his gas mask flexed as he breathed, a calming rhythm that kept him in check. No need to get excited here. The resistance had never before managed to put together a raid on their main base.
His Queen hummed with pleasure as she swayed on platform boots, heels striking against tile. The latex shirt she wore contained cut outs for her breasts, allowing the perfect spheres to spill out into the solid grip of her black, leather corset.
As she walked, the golden bauble that pierced her belly button swayed back and forth, the end of a delicate chain resting above her bare snatch. Her emerald green shorts gripped her thighs tightly, but an opening at her crotch allowed free access to her privates.
His eyes naturally wanted to follow her swaying butt, but the gas kept his thoughts on course, looking for threats. She was desirable and enticing, yes, which was why the resistance would want to take her out. She was too valuable a target to give up. Hive would keenly feel the loss of one of Her most productive subjects.
He gripped the shock prod in his hand tightly, almost hoping that an enemy would reveal itself so he could deal with them. That was the only way he would be able to assuage his insistent arousal.
His Queen marched on, heels clacking loudly. Leaving the operation room behind, they arrived at a conversion lab. Drones clad in yellow attended female figures locked to operating chairs.
One of them walked up to a console and moved a dial, moving two suspended lights in close to mesmerize her victim. The fingers on her other hand caressed a joystick, moving an extending arm in close to the prone woman's mouth.
Four robotic claws moved out from the tubular device, pressing against her lips. They prized her flesh aside, jamming between her teeth and cranking her jaw open. The cylindrical device pushed inwards, jamming inside her mouth.
The woman's body jumped on the table, arms splayed to her sides. The attending Drone smiled, backing up and turning to face her Queen.
"The Implantation goes well, Mistress. Their last unsuccessful attack yielded several of their leaders who are currently undergoing conversion."
"Good," said the Queen, stepping forward to examine the prone woman, who was moaning pitifully. "It won't be long before they understand that they are under new management. Replaced."
She ran a finger over the hip of the newly Implanted slave. Zach could feel the touch through the Gestalt, the new Drone's consciousness linking to him through her new Interface.
"This one was particularly troublesome, was she not? A leader of sorts?"
The yellow Drone bowed gently in assent. "She attempted to kill herself before our robots could capture her, but she was not successful."
"Too bad for her, but good for Hive. We should show her how Hive treats her obedient Drones."
His Queen glanced at two other new Drones on other tables, whose bodies' jerked as they were also Implanted. "I think my guards should have the pleasure. It is good for them to work off their excess energy."
She gestured at Zach and the other two guards. "Mount them, Drones. Show them what it is like to belong to Hive."
Zach breathed faster as it dawned on him what she was commanding. He could not disobey his Queen, but he didn't want to, either.
He could see the other guards obeying the command out of his peripheral vision, but he only had eyes for the Drone he was about to fuck.
Climbing onto the table, he shoved his shock prod back into his belt and unzipped his pants, his cock springing free. Since becoming a Hive Drone, he found that he was always at the ready. Ready to fuck on command.
The Drone on the bed had relaxed back, watching him in a daze. He slipped his length inside her snatch, thrusting roughly as he leaned back to push himself all the way in. He unlocked his helmet and slid it open, blue gas escaping into the room in a small cloud.
Leaning forward, he pressed his rubbery chest against her breasts. This allowed him to run his hands through her hair, which would soon be removed, and kiss her lips. They tasted delicious, and familiar.
Confused, he pushed himself back to take in her features more carefully, pumping his dick inside her. She was biting her lip and had her eyes closed, writhing, but she seemed even more familiar now.
He brushed a lock of hair away from her face and his heart thrummed. This was his sister's friend, Simone! He had dreamed of fucking her for ages, but she had always given him a cold shoulder when he had seen her in passing.
Now here she was, getting her brains fucked out by a Hive Drone. By him.
She was a Drone herself, or soon would be. The sensation of his slow fuck rattled through her body. The Gestalt must be messing with her mind, enhancing the sensations.
He had a hard time holding himself back. This was his duty. To fuck on the command of Hive. To enforce Her will.
He just hadn't imagined that Hive would force him to fuck his sister's best friend!
Still, there was a faint sense of deja vu, as if he had done something similar before. He felt a bit dizzy, wishing for more of the blue gas to calm himself down.
Gritting his teeth, he focused on his task. He was doing as he was commanded. He was obedient.
Even so, he looked up as he reached climax, staring into the face of his Queen as his semen gushed into Simone. He jerked in embarrassment as he recognized his Queen's face. She wore a metal collar labeled 'Q03,' but that wasn't what bothered him. His Queen looked like Zoe.
***
Her hips vibrated as another orgasm blasted through her brain, but she took no notice. Her mind was too busy sucking down the instructions fed into it via the display.
She took another breath of the hazy gas, swollen blue breasts pushing out as her lungs inflated.
Her body was warm, maintained at the appropriate temperature by the fluid in the capsule. Her environment was entirely controlled by Hive. Her body was controlled. Her thoughts were controlled.
Her waking mind had been suppressed by the screen as her thinking personality was adjusted to better suit Hive thought. To align her so that she could be Installed into the Gestalt.
The course of her desires had a new focus: many others needed to be made into Drones. They needed to recruit the whole world so that all may become Hive slaves.
The new thoughts were arousing. Her hands fondled her breasts as an expression of her lust. Drone love was pure. All would be made Drones so that everyone could share the love of Hive.
As she exhaled a mist of the gas being fed into her lungs, she could hear a loud gurgling sound from somewhere below. The dildo in her pussy pulsed again, and her body shuddered. She was unable to take her eyes away from the screen as more green text was fed into her brain.
Her mouth whispered more words, but in truth, she knew she was close to the end. The knowledge Hive had needed had been extracted by the screen. All that was left was for new protocols to be uploaded.
As the lines of characters printed onto the screen, they were automatically transcribed into her brain for later, deepening Hive's control over her. Etched into her reptile brain, these new truths would fundamentally alter her behavior without her even needing to think.
Being written to was enormously arousing, her hips bucking again against the restraints. While all her conscious mind could think about was being fucked and orgasming away her will, Hive was underwriting everything that she knew about her existence, and she loved it.
All too soon, however, it was over. The last line was written and accepted, the screen flicking off and retracting into the ceiling.
She choked as a rubber tube was withdrawn from her throat, the mask which had been her home for an unknown amount of time pulling itself inexorably from her head. Her neck muscles spasmed and she gagged, spittle dripping from her lips as the mask extracted itself.
The fluid her body was suspended in was lapping at the bottom of her breasts, the level dropping rapidly. She swallowed reflexively several times, coughing the remaining gas from her lungs. The buzzing in her crotch faded, leaving her with a languid warmth in her privates.
The interior of the pod was humid, filled with a blue haze. To her delight, she found that it had been pressurized with more of the gas. She breathed it in, her eyes unfocusing as she thought about her new life.
As a Drone, she would need to find a way to help Hive convert her family into Drones, too. Her brother should not prove to be too difficult, as he spent all of his time in virtual reality. She was certain Hive would find a way to infiltrate his equipment and convert him to the Hive way of thinking.
Mother already seemed well on her way to accepting Hive, but her father would definitely be an issue. A stubborn old cuss, he wasn't likely to accept a new way of thinking without outside assistance.
There must be some way to penetrate his hard exterior, but she had to confess that she didn't have any ideas. She shrugged. Either Hive would provide her the tools she needed to accomplish her mission, or she would be assigned another task. She would enjoy converting her family, but that decision was up to Hive.
The rest of the liquid in the pod drained away, and the belt holding her onto the dildo unclicked, dropping from her waist. She stood up, the thick length of the rod slipping from her snatch, rubbing her lips delightfully as it fell away.
She stood there, blank and cold. Curious, she looked down at her body. Her clothing and shoes must have been dissolved by the liquid treatment, as she was nude. She lifted her hands to caress her breasts as she had in the pod, surprised at how dark they looked. Blue and rubbery, her flesh squeaked as she massaged her tender orbs.
Curiosity satisfied, she smiled and let her hands drop. She was but a new Drone, as yet undressed and unfit to serve Hive. Hive would give her orders and tell her what to do and she would obey. Whatever Hive desired of her she would accomplish with all of her strength and intellect.
A busty Drone stepped into her field of view, heels clacking on the floor in chunky platform boots. Her voluptuous breasts were suspended on top of a black corset cinched tightly around her white bodysuit. Her thick nipples were pierced with silver barbells, the rounded tips sparkling under the artificial light of the chamber. She might have assumed that this was another Drone, but the collar at her neck indicated that this was the Instructress, Fifteen.
After her time in the pod, their bodies were almost identical, sans the extra accoutrements the Instructress wore.
They were matching robotic Drones. This knowledge pleased Zoe very much.
She was disappointed, however, that she wasn't dressed in a shiny bodysuit. She very much wished to match the other Drone and take her place as a proper Hive slave.
The Instructress lifted her hand and gestured at Zoe to follow, turning to present her perfect ass. It winked at Zoe as her butt flexed, her bodysuit shifting delightfully as each lithe leg stepped forward.
Mesmerized by the motion, she almost didn't notice when her body began to follow, slipping along in her wake.
Was her unspoken command enough to solicit her obedience? Or was she being controlled by the new truths embedded in her brain by the screen? Either way, the result was the same. She padded across the floor, barely noticing the remaining droplets of fluid evaporating as she marched.
The outer door to the chamber hissed open, and Instructress led her across the corridor to a second door. This one opened as smoothly as the first, revealing a metallic chamber with a low ceiling. The interior was mostly filled with a large machine, split into two halves.
The outline of two feet was painted onto the floor on a raised platform, and with another gesture from the Instructress, she realized that she was meant to step up into the outlines.
Obeying the Instructress, she placed her feet on top of the outlines, shoulder width apart. She lifted her head and stared directly at a large eye painted onto the far side of the chamber. The center of the eye revolved, turning a bright blue, capturing her thoughts effortlessly.
She lifted her arms at an unconscious thought communicated to her by the machine, spreading her fingertips outwards. The machine hissed and two metallic forms descended from the ceiling, locking together around her body.
The edges of the form had left holes for feet, arms, and neck, covering her body entirely with its shiny finish. Tubes were attached to various parts of the form, at the tips of her breasts, at her hips, and up and down her arms and legs.
Her mind twisted as the large eye turned, barely noticing the hissing noise from the machine. Her body felt cold, then warm. Some sort of liquid was being inserted into the form.
Chest lurching, she wheezed as the machine pumped more liquid inside until the interior was completely filled. There came an intense heat and a hiss of steam from her shoulders, and the form unlatched, edges tilting as it was pulled back into the ceiling.
She blinked, realizing that the eye had stopped turning, releasing her mind. The Instructress was in front of her, motioning her to proceed forwards.
Obeying, she walked off the ramp to stand next to her Mistress. She knew intimately that as long as she was inside the facility the Instructress controlled, she would obey her implicitly.
She turned on her heel and watched the next Drone step into the machine. The forms descended and the Drone's eyes unfocused, staring at the far wall. Her body shuddered as the machine worked on her, eyes fluttering as she gasped.
When the forms unlatched and pulled away, they revealed a bright orange latex bodysuit. Her legs moved forward, showing off her perfect hips and thighs as they flexed under the stretchy material.
Curious about her own suit, and not currently under any orders, Zoe looked down and smiled brightly at the color of the material tightly gripping her skin. It was an emerald green, stretched perfectly over the spherical expanse of her breasts. Small dimples at the tips gave away her arousal at the process.
For she had been Processed, like all the other Drones would be, and it felt glorious. Everyone deserved to discover the joy of being a Drone.
She started as the orange Drone settled into a line next to her, and she looked up just in time to see the next Drone entering the machine. She smiled widely at the sight of Simone's altered figure being cupped by the metallic forms.
Her body had been adjusted just like Zoe's. Unique characteristics remained, but her body fat had been redistributed as needed, enhancing her breasts and hips. She had been changed and molded to more closely match Hive's requirements.
This made it easier for them to be Processed and assigned. Easier to be swapped out as needed. Interchangeable cogs in the vast empire of Hive.
The machine hissed, releasing the Drone. Simone stepped forward in a purple body suit.
Zoe wasn't certain what the colors meant, but she looked stunning in the sleek latex, her hips reflecting the light as she stepped forward from the platform.
Pleased with how the bodysuit clasped her friend's curves, she stepped forward and kissed her on the cheek as she approached. It felt like the natural thing to do.
Simone returned the kiss, lingering for a moment. They were more than friends now. They were Drones.
As Drones, however, she wasn't yet sure what she should be doing. She peeked at the Instructress and cleared her throat. "What is my role? How should I be serving Hive?"
Instructress gave them an inscrutable smile. "Your duties and numbers are being allocated. Do not concern yourself with such things. Hive has your measure, and you will be slotted in as Hive requires. You will serve exactly where Hive needs you most."
Zoe hugged her best friend and fellow Drone. It felt good that Hive was in control of their future. No more worrying about finding a job. No more concerns or fears. Hive would provide.
***
Susan hummed as she opened the oven with a gloved hand, enjoying the steam that was released by the cooking lasagna. The cheesy top had a perfect crust, and she was rather excited herself as she pulled out the glass pan and rested it on top of the oven, fetching a metal spatula.
A noise from the doorway attracted her attention, and she spotted Zach entering the kitchen, shuffling in his t-shirt and baggy pants. She smiled at the noticeable round bulge over his crotch, but didn't comment on its presence.
"Ah, you've surfaced! Are you ready for some dinner?"
Zach mumbled nonsensically, settling heavily into his chair, shuffling in close to the table to hide the bulge in his pants. He laid his hands on the table and stared deeply into the swirling blue globe that had taken pride of place in the center of the table.
A background hum filled the room, and the globe brightened. His jaw clenched and his eyes unfocused as it seized his mind. Breathing heavily, his body vibrated, but remained in place.
Susan blinked as well, her programming also being triggered by the globe. She turned and fetched plates from the cabinet, her body moving automatically.
The haze that had overtaken her mind left her feeling pleasant. Everything that was happening was right and proper. She felt pleased that her family was being brainwashed, and she would do anything necessary to help them reach their required state.
Like a robot, she set out the plates, forks, and knives, carefully setting the napkins so that she wouldn't interrupt Zach's view of the hypnotic globe.
The creak of the front door interrupted her motions, and she turned and smiled as she heard Jack coughing and grumbling.
"I hope dinner is ready!" he declared, the closet door opening and slamming as he put his jacket and briefcase away. "It's been a long day."
"They took us aside for special training today. Some sort of new compliance bullshit. It took hours, and I feel as though my head's been squeezed through an extruder."



"The worst part is that they say they're going to have to do another session tomorrow. Probably because some city executive had sexual relations with an intern or something. Corrupt bastards."
He stepped through the kitchen door as Susan set a big slab of lasagna onto his plate.
"I thought I needed to have a salad tonight..." he murmured, looking up from the food. His eyes were instantly caught by the flashing globe.
He sat down into his chair mechanically, not taking his sight off the inner depths of the sphere. His hand reached out reflexively, cutting a piece of the cheesy pasta, carrying it to his mouth, which worked automatically.
"This is very good," he said softly, reaching out for another bite. "This feels really good."
Satisfied that he would not interrupt the proceedings, Susan went back to the counter and started mixing up the salad. The special ingredient she had put into the lasagna would help to keep him docile.
She rested a free hand over the soft white top which covered her breasts, squeezing one gently and moaning. A gentle buzz from beneath her top rewarded her for her actions. It was so arousing to see her family being brainwashed by the globe! She would need some release herself if this kept up!
The front door moaned again, but this time nobody entered the dining room. Curious, she left the salad bowl she had retrieved from the refrigerator, pacing over to the entryway.
Standing just inside the closed doorway was Zoe, her mouth open. She wore a tight bodysuit, its green surface shining in the muted light of the hallway. Her hair had been cropped short, and her skin was colored a deep blue. The rubbery sheen of a Hivarian.
She held a metallic globe in front of her, her neck tilted downwards so that she could stare deep inside its swirling interior. Standing like a statue, she didn't register the presence of her mother.
"I am a Drone," she whispered. "I must be trained. I must obey."
Pleased at her daughter's enslavement, Susan stepped around to her rear and placed her hands on her shoulders. With a soft push, she guided her towards the stairs.
Her feet lifted evenly, taking the steps without an audible command from Susan. It was as though her body was on autopilot, simply moving based on the unspoken orders coming from her hands.
It felt empowering to be in control of her daughter in this way. It was the most control she had experienced since Zoe was a little girl, and it was frightening in a way.
She knew there was nothing to fear. As she controlled her daughter, so too was she under control. Her exercise sessions had seen to that. The globe had seen to that. Her vibrating breasts were a reward for that. She was being a good slave.
Her body shivered, and she thought of her husband, who was currently having his brain washed at the kitchen table. She knew exactly what she was going to do to him when she had the opportunity.
At the landing, she directed Zoe towards her bedroom, positioning her in front of her mirror. Zoe held the globe in her hands, her lips moving again.
"I am a Drone. This globe will train me. I will be trained."
Susan kissed her above the ear, envious at her state of mind. "You are a good Drone, Zoe. Just like me."
Zoe turned to look at her, eyes unfocused. "Yes, mother. We are good Drones."
Susan shuddered, feeling even more aroused as Zoe turned back to look into the globe, dismissing her presence. She was being trained to be an even better Drone.
She almost ran back down the stairs, her need driving her. When she entered the kitchen, she took in the tableau - Zach had finished eating, his body still vibrating from the orders being given him by the globe attached to his body.
She dismissed him, knowing that he was in good hands. No, what she needed was her husband. He was staring at the globe, too, an empty plate and fork long ago forgotten.
"Don't you want some dinner?" he asked, cloudy eyes moving randomly as they tracked over the globe.
She seized him by the shoulders and pulled him bodily towards the master bedroom. He followed her down the corridor like a pet, making inaudible noises.
Once she shut the door to their bedroom, the haze over his eyes began to clear.
"What's going on with Zach?" he asked, confused. "I don't recall seeing Zoe, either."
Susan grinned and ran a finger over his chest. "Stop worrying about them. They're adults. They can take care of themselves. Much like I want to take care of you."
Unbuckling his pants, she pulled them down with haste, moving a hand inside his underwear to seize his penis.
"What's going on?" he asked again. "You've never been this aggressive before."
She squeezed his member, chuckling as it began to engorge. "Do I need an excuse to fuck my husband? Why are you protesting about being seduced?"
Face sallow, a gamut of emotions ran over his face, finally settling on eagerness. He shrugged. "Yeah, why am I being such a fool? Get over here!"
Her grabbed her by the neck and playfully tossed her onto the bed. She squirmed, sliding her tights down to bare her privates. Running her hands under her top, she shamelessly pulled it upwards at a slow crawl to tease him further.
Growling, he grabbed at her tights and pulled them off with one hand, tossing them aside. He crawled up onto the bed, resting his chest against her thighs, pressing his lips against her nethers.
Sucking gently, he kissed her mons, running his tongue upwards, pressing it into her belly button. She squirmed uncontrollably, eyes rolling. Her strip tease forgotten, her hands lay against the sheets as her hips jerked.
He chuckled and moved further upwards, making a sound of disappointment as he encountered her top. "If you don't get out of this in the next ten seconds, I'm tearing it off your body," he growled.
Spurred into action, Susan gladly grabbed the fabric and pulled it up, sliding her shoulders through the arm holes. This left her clad only in her velvet black bra, her breasts feeling tight within the fabric's embrace. It had stopped vibrating, hiding its true nature.
Her body was so ready for this. She was obeying two sets of commands from two masters, and it was turning her legs into jelly. Her desire to obey was so raw that her entire body felt tight, ready to pop.
Jack ran his hands under her back and unclasped the strap, laying his body over her before she could remove it. He kissed her fully, wet lips engulfing her own.
His hands ran under the bra, cupping her swollen flesh and fondling her nipples. She moaned under the assault, body on the precipice. She was so hot that she could almost feel an orgasm coming on already.
As his lips slid over hers with a wet pop, she breathed heavily. "If you don't fuck me right now, I swear I'll find a way to make you regret it."
"Do you really mean that?" he said, hovering close to her face.
His dark presence was barely visible in the darkened room, but the smell of his musk was overbearing. "What will you do for me if I pound you raw until you squeal, you dirty slut? You want this, don't you?"
He squeezed her breasts, pulling his hands up to lift the bra away, exposing her tits. He tweaked her nipples, callously playing with her flesh.
Her body shook uncontrollably. "I'll do anything, anything!" she shouted.
"I'll hold you to it," he said smugly.
When he first thrust inside her, it was heavenly. It was almost enough to make her forget her new allegiance.
***
Zach wasn't sure what was happening to him. His body felt good all the time, but he knew that something was wrong with him. He didn't even remember most of dinner, but he had vague memories of going downstairs.
The taste of food lingered in his mouth, but nothing made sense.
He knew that he was still locked into his VR suit, which was more than a little unusual. Normally, when playing, he set regular alarms which gave him enough time to change out when he needed to go get food or to get chores done.
This time, the alarms hadn't sounded. Nothing had intruded on his session except for a feeling of warmth and uncontrollable arousal at his crotch.
Now he was stuck in a small room which looked like his bedroom. His old movie posters and figurines were still there on the walls and the shelves. Dirty laundry and books were scattered over the floor, and his pad was where he had left it the night before, sitting next to his alarm clock.
He would almost have believed that this was real life, except he had already tried to leave the room multiple times, without success.
Each step he took outside the room would cause him to get increasingly dizzy. His vision would fade and he would wake up on his bed.
After the third attempt, he stopped trying. He wasn't an idiot - it was obvious that he was trapped in this facsimile of his room.
What was worse was that his interface was also nonfunctional, so he was unable to log out. That was very strange, and shouldn't be possible given what he knew of standard VR safeties.
Frowning, he picked up his pad and scrolled through the news stories. It was working the same as it would usually do in real life, which wasn't all that odd - VR had the proper firewalled connections to the outer net, so it was perfectly safe to browse the news and look up guides.
There had been some isolated problems in the past, but they had been resolved quickly. Nobody wanted to deal with physical consequences caused by virtual issues.
And yet here he was, trapped in this prison and unable to leave. This should have been impossible. It was really quite disturbing.
The news feed on his pad loaded, a list of stories about local and planetary happenings. A music star was being berated about some comments he had made on his messaging feed. The usual drama.
This seemed interesting, though. A trade deal had been declared with the Hivarians. He popped open the block text, reading the press release.
The emperor had apparently negotiated a trade deal, and the reporter was gushing that this must be a sign that an alliance would be signed soon.
A picture was included with the article, showing the emperor with his strange cybernetics shaking hands with a blue Hivarian. She wore a striking hat made of bright white feathers, a matching scarf wrapped around her neck.
There was mention deeper in the article about shipments having already been started, but he dismissed this as propaganda. That could only be possible if the Hivarians were completely confident that the deal would be made.
He backed out and looked at the next article, eyes widening. It declared in bold letters that the emperor's daughter had been ransomed!
Surprised, he clicked on the text. Adeline had been missing for over a month, and most people believed that she had been captured by the Ultharians.
He skimmed the text, vaguely registering that she had been recovered by the navy after being adrift in a life pod for an extended period.
Near the bottom was a photo of her waving to a crowd. He zoomed in close, surprised at her skin color. She looked like one of the Hivarians!
That didn't sound right to him. Why had the pirates altered her body to make her look like a new species they had just met?
A soft knock came at his door, and he looked up, his heart suddenly racing. This was likely his captor, and he wasn't sure what to expect.
Some sort of horrific spider monster? A demoness? It could literally be anything in this virtual space, and he had nowhere to escape to.
The reality was something far more dangerous. The door creaked open, a slender leg slipping through.
The woman was entirely naked, a physical representation of his dreams come to life. Slender thighs, a large butt, and smooth, rubbery skin.
She was colored a shocking blue, her head entirely bald. A shiny, metal circlet was clasped around her neck, 'D10' embossed on its surface.
Gravity defying breasts appeared bolted her chest, the size of large grapefruits. Her peaked nipples were capped purple, as if painted.
He swallowed deeply. He was in trouble.
"Simone?" he asked, breathless.
The woman chuckled, a deep velvety tone stroking his body. His penis throbbed in his pants, giving him an unwanted erection. He was forced to shuffle and try to hide it in the gap between his underwear and his leg.
He shuffled back on the bed, eyeing her lascivious figure. This hadn't been the first time he had fucked his sister's best friend in virtual reality, but this was far more immediate.
He knew that in reality he would never stand a chance with her, but she was here, now, and very clearly wanted a piece of him.
He also knew very clearly that this was incredibly wrong. This wasn't reality, and this wasn't Simone. If he took her here, it would only be his imagination running away with him.
"Who are you?" he asked, trying to regain control of himself.
The woman walked to the foot of the bed and placed her hands on her hips, thrusting her chest out. It was very distracting, but her forced himself to look up at her face.
She pouted. "Don't I look amazing?" she asked. "Like a dessert you wish to taste?" Her lips smacked together.
He swallowed carefully, keeping his eyes level, running them over the creases in her skin to keep himself focused. "Who are you?" he repeated.
"Why are you so terrified?" she asked, ignoring his question. She turned and paced, stopping to look at his prone body and bending to one side.
She chuckled. "I'm just a woman. A Drone, too, yes, but still, just a woman."
His mouth was dry, as if stuffed with cotton. "What does that mean?"
"If you spend all of your time in video games, they become your reality. It is quite predictable. " She shifted her hips again, turning her head to look at him coyly. "That is why Hive wisely decided to infiltrate VR. Among many of their plans, this one is quickly coming to fruition."
"What is Hive? What is Hive's goal?"
She leaned over, displaying the swell of her breasts swaying gently. "What kind of a man are you?"
He gulped, but didn't reply, staring at her face intently.
She sighed and straightened up. "It matters not how virtuous you behave. The result is inevitable. What point is there in being intractable?"
He still said nothing. He wanted an answer, no matter how much his dick wanted to plumb her depths.
He knew full well it was futile in the end. She had him at her mercy. Beyond acting like a limp fish, there wasn't anything he could do to escape his fate.
Not that he necessarily wanted to. Fucking her willing body would fulfill one of his dreams. He just wanted an explanation.
"Fine," she sighed, climbing onto the bed, sitting with her butt perched on her ankles. "Like all annoying so-called heroes, you wish an explanation."
"It's very simple. One has taken her revenge on the Emperor, and the logical conclusion is for Hive to take over the Empire. Only then will her position be secured. Hive will be supreme."
Zach shuffled back on the bed, trying to put some distance between him and the Drone.
"One? Who is she?"
"Her to whom we pledge our loyalty as Drones, of course. Our ultimate ruler. Our Queen of Queens."
She looked reverent, joy suffusing her features. "We owe everything to her."
She leaned over and crawled up to him, looming over his body. "Soon you will love Her, too."
He shook his head, but had run out of room. Unless he intended to roll off the bed quickly, he was trapped.
She wrapped her legs around his, running her ass up his thighs. The moment had passed. She had him in her hand. Even he had to admit that he was giving in. It was too late for him to escape.
"This doesn't really matter," he gasped, looking her over as she wrapped her hands around the lip of his pants. "This isn't actually real."
She tugged hard, licking her lips at the sight of his shaft jumping up to attention. "You can try to rationalize this all you want. Yes, of course I am just a simulacrum, but you would be a fool to believe that this is just a figment of your imagination. I am your reality, and soon, Simone will be too."
She licked the base of his shaft, running the edge of her tongue all the way up to the head. His penis flexed, a drop of liquid squeezing from the tip.
Grinning, she pounced on top, draping her breasts over his legs as she swallowed his length. Her throat pulsed, vibrating around his flesh.
He hissed, the intense pressure around his dick increasing. It had only been a few moments, but he already knew he was lost. It simply felt too good, and he had little experience with holding back.
"Oh shit, that's amazing," he huffed, his lower body on fire. "Fuck, don't stop."
Her throat thrummed, stroking him as if she was a living sex toy. It was an unnatural sensation, only possible in this virtual world.
It was enough to ruin him. His penis spasmed and he orgasmed. Reality and the virtual blurred and combined for him, making it difficult to tell which was which. All that mattered was the warm mouth sliding over his member. She kissed the tip as if it was a popsicle.
"Good boy. You are obeying just as we anticipated."
She wrapped her lips around the head, sucking as she sunk her head back down his shaft. She smiled as she watched his agonized expression of pure pleasure. She knew that he belonged to Her.
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Zoe blinked, gradually coming back to herself. The robotic globe she had been staring at was sitting on her dresser, dormant, its programming complete.
She wasn't certain how long she had been standing there in a somnolent state, but it must have been most of the night, as natural light was filtering through the blinds. Even so, she didn't feel tired. Communing with the globe had trained and rejuvenated her at the same time.
She was still wearing her bodysuit from yesterday, but she had no time to change or to admire how the slick rubber cupped her breasts. Her new orders were already in her brain, and she needed to obey.
She slipped her bare feet into her shoes and tied them up mechanically, a pulsing in her mind urging her onwards. She had been Scheduled, and needed to be ready to depart on time.
Leaving the robot behind, she turned and marched down the stairs, her head staring straight. She was a good Drone, ready to obey her orders.
Even so, a sense of familiarity made her pause at the landing and make a left turn, marching into the kitchen. The room was empty, but the lights were on and the vid screen was showing the news.
A faint fanfare sounded and the network logo spun for a moment before vanishing. "Hi, I'm Peach!" stated the first host, eyes staring blankly at the screen as she mindlessly played with her dark hair.
"And I'm Monica!" stated the other host, just as brightly.
Her blonde hair seemed pale, hiding the dark blue skin of her face. One of the blue personal assistant globes sat in the center of the news desk, glowing as the innards swirled enticingly.
Peach turned to face her coworker, her eyes snapping to the globe. The sparkling lights from within spiraled over her face.
"I see that you have spent more time at Sally's Beauty Parlor, the popular new salon downtown!" she said, looking more at the globe than at Monica. "Your skin looks absolutely fantastic!"
"Thanks, Monica!" returned Peach, unfocused eyes staring at the screen. "Hivarian transformations are half off! Come on down and mention my name, and they'll take off another ten percent!"
"What a good deal!" gushed Peach. "I may even take you up on that offer myself!"
She turned back to the screen, her face stretched in a wide smile, caked on makeup reflecting the studio lights. "Now, on to our next story."
"The Office of Local Infrastructure is declaring that deployment of these new personal assistants is a complete success." She gestured at the glowing globe.
"At least ninety two percent of the assistants have been delivered so far, with minimal complaints!"
The screen cut to shots of a community center where elders sat eating at a table, smiling as they asked questions of their globe. One of them nodded forwards, eyes slowly closing before she sat up straight, mouth hanging open. She moved her hands out slowly to touch the globe.
"If you don't have yours yet, be sure to get one!" she stated as the footage faded back to the news desk. "They're going like hotcakes! I can't take my eyes off it!"
Her head strayed from the screen, locking onto the globe as her smile grew. "The local police report that crime is way down. The globes are helping everyone to correct their thoughts!"
"That's right, Peach," said Monica. "Come on down to the salon and get your body altered, too! Society is changing, and it's thrilling to be on the cutting edge!"
They both smiled at the camera as the screen cut back to the logo.
"Don't they look wonderful?" breathed her mother, moving up behind Zoe. "Their bodies are being perfected. I love how supple their skin has become."
Zoe nodded her assent. They were well on their way to transforming themselves into that of Hive Drones. It wouldn't be long before they were properly converted, teaching the populace what was necessary for them to become Drones as well.
She creased her brow. "Where are Jack and Zack?" she asked.
Susan rubbed her shoulders, moving past her to fill the tea kettle. "Jack left early for work. He needs to be Trained."
She smiled gently as the water filled to the top. "He has not yet embraced the Truth. He will understand soon enough."
Turning, she clasped her hands at her waist. "Zach surfaced for a short time so I could feed him, but he is safely back in VR. He also has more lessons to learn. His new loyalty must be assured before he can be taken to the next level."
Her eyes darted to the globe on the table and she smiled. "And I... and I... I am doing exactly as I have been commanded and it feels wonderful."
She palmed one of her breasts and shivered, looking back up at Zoe. "It is time. You must be Installed so that you may Ascend. There are so many more Drones that need your help to find the Truth. I am only one of them."
Her lips curved as the doorbell rang. "Go. Get plugged into Hive so that the future is assured. Don't worry, we will all be together as a family again. Soon."
Zoe felt a thrill as her body turned around, her feet naturally stepping towards her destiny. She didn't need to be told twice. The commands were already unspooling in her brain.
Leaving her mother behind, she stepped up to the door and unlocked it, pulling it open. Outside stood three figures.
Simone was standing in the center of the porch, clad only in her purple bodysuit, smiling wide. On either side of her were two black suited Drones, looking sharp and sinister. Their arms were by their sides, but their gloved hands hovered over their utility belts. Opaque spherical helmets hid their features, with long, articulated hoses rising over their shoulders to silver tanks on their backs. They looked like wasps, ready to sting any disobedient person into submission.
"I have been ordered to accompany you to the Integration center," Simone said, vibrating in place. "There, we will be Installed together."
Zoe nodded her assent. She could feel her programming agreeing with her, and knew that she needed to be Installed. She followed Simone's long strides down the walkway up to a transport pod.
Simone's beautiful form in her skin tight suit almost looked like it was levitating as she took small steps, escorted by the sleek, black guards. She knew from the viewpoint of any outside observer, she would look the same. She belonged with them. A group of Drones.
Even so, as she climbed into the pod, uncertainty flooded her soul. Why did Hive deem it necessary to send guards with Simone to gather her up? Was she important in some way?
Nonsense. She was just another Hive Drone. An interchangeable cog in the machinery of Hive. There was nothing special about her.
Sandwiched between the guards and Simone, she felt a little uncomfortable. Did Hive trust her and the training they had given her that little? It was impossible for her to conceive of betraying Hive. The thought was enough to make her sick to her stomach.
The raspy breathing of the guards was unsettling. She cleared her throat. "Simone, do you know why Hive sent guards to collect us?"
"I do not," she replied, her face blank as she stared into the distance. "I only do what I am told to do. I am a Drone."
Zoe nodded. "Yes, we are Drones." She shuddered. "That doesn't mean we can't question what is asked of us. I am not a complete robot."
Simone's face creased. "We are Drones," she repeated, shifting her shoulders uncomfortably.
Finally, she turned to focus on Zoe. "I don't know what the future holds, but I feel nothing but comfort and warmth. You have no idea how much I have struggled with depression recently."
Her face lifted into a smile. "That feeling has been taken from me. Hive has removed the wrong parts of me. I can be happy as a Drone. As She commands. I am more free than I was yesterday. Do you understand?"
Zoe swallowed. "Yes, I do."
She had known about some of Simone's struggles, but not how serious they were. If Hive could solve that, Hive could do anything! Joy rose within her chest.
The pod ground to a halt, the door opening onto the curb. She was ushered outside, pressed down the alleyway by the black figures, blue mist leaking from the portholes on their masks.
The metal alley door hissed open, revealing the Instructress, looking regal as always. Her shiny chrome helmet flashed in the sunlight as her shoulder creased, gesturing for them to come in.
As they padded inside, the guards took up stations at the door as it crashed shut. They slipped out of their shoes and followed the Instructress deeper inside.
"Very good, Drones," came the sultry voice from in front of them. "Your initial training is almost complete. You have been sorted and allocated. Once you have finished your next session, you shall be Installed, opening you up to the entire universe of Hive."
Zoe smiled, bliss spiraling from her brain down her neck and into her core. She had pleased Hive. That knowledge was greater than any past accomplishment. Her Drone mind rejoiced.
The Instructress turned right, leading them into a large chamber filled with equipment.
A high ceiling provided room for cranes, pipes, and cables. Large, round tanks had been installed down the center, squeezed between suspended walkways.
The interior of the room was arranged in a grid pattern, duplicate setups laid out in identical stations, each as large as a bedroom.
Every station was attended by five Drones dressed in yellow bodysuits, a chrome helmet topping their heads. They must have been through this procedure many times, as they waited patiently for the new Drones to step forward.
Instructress laid her fingers on Zoe's shoulder and urged her forward. "This is the last step," she hummed. "After this, you will be Installed."
Her hand tightened briefly, then let go. "Hive has given me the privilege of seeing you being tanked. I look forward to watching you come into your own after you have been upgraded."
She made a clicking noise. "Go on, little Drone. They are waiting for you."
Feeling a bit of trepidation, she looked to Simone for reassurance, but her friend was already stepping towards a station, being greeted by a set of Drones. She would have to take this step on her own.
Hesitating, she walked towards her own station slowly, cheering up a little as the attendant Drones flooded out to meet her. The susurrus of their happy chatter greeted her, making her feel welcome.
"Have you ever seen a prettier Drone?" asked the helmeted Drone on her left, pressing her hand over Zoe's hip.
The one on her right licked her lips. "I'd love to share her bed," she said, grinning. "But she probably will be too busy after she's been Installed. This one is meant for greater things."
The crowd of Drones moaned. "Won't you visit us once you've been Integrated?" asked one of the smaller Drones. "We'd love to have you."
Zoe looked over the set of cheerful Drones, wondering briefly how she'd ever be able to find them again. "Sure," she said, not certain if she'd be able to keep the promise. "I'd love to visit you all after this is over. If you still want to."
One of the ones at the rear chuckled with low heat. "Oh, we'll definitely want to spend time with you."
She wasn't sure what to make of that, so said nothing. The Drone touching her hip took her by the arm and pulled her over to a metal chair mounted at waist height.
She turned and sat down, feeling the holes bored into its surface. She breathed deep and relaxed her shoulders, not sure what was coming next. The fear of the unknown was getting to her a little but she knew she was safe in the hands of these Drones. She had to believe. In Hive there was comfort.
"Don't worry," said one of the Drones. "This might feel a bit strange, but once you've been tanked Hive will vacuum all of those worrisome little thoughts out of your mind."
The Drone pulled down on a mask dangling above her head while the other Drones busied themselves with strapping her to the chair. Her arms were locked to the sides of the backrest, with additional straps looping around her chest and waist to keep her in place.
The rest of their preparations went on outside her knowledge, as the black specter of the gas mask slid into place, a thick knob of rubber fitting between her lips. The rubbery exterior folded around her ears, secured in place behind her head with tight straps. There was no provision made for vision, all light blocked by the thick material.
She sucked on the flat protrusion sticking between her teeth as it inflated into an oval ball, forcing her jaw open. A hiss of air came from its hollow center, forcing gas into her throat.
She cooperated, used to this kind of rough treatment, welcoming the soporific feeling the gas provided. Soft noises infiltrated the mask from outside, filtered through soft pads clamped around her ears.
She flexed her chest as cheeky hands groped at her breasts, but they lingered only for a moment before the seat she sat on began to sink into the ground.
The process was slow, but smooth as she was levered down by hydraulics until her feet touched a layer of liquid. Her heart lurched as her chair dropped into the tank, disconnected from whatever mechanism had controlled its descent.
Warmth surrounded her as the liquid swallowed her feet, rushing over her belly and up her chest until she was fully covered. Her only source of air was the mask, her rattling breath gasping for more.
As she sank deeper and deeper into darkness, the lively voices from above faded away. Frenzied breathing smoothed out, warm air from the mask filling her lungs. The sound of her exhalations kept her company as the seconds ticked by.
It wasn't long before the interior of her mask lit up in a dizzying array of colors, a cheerful tune invading her ears. Her eyes followed the pattern, circling the familiar circumference of an eye symbol.
She briefly hoped that Simone was enjoying her experience, but soon she wasn't thinking about anything at all.
***
Jack tipped back his lukewarm coffee and groaned. He had been at work for several hours already, and so far he had learned nothing new. Except the fact that his neck ached from having to watch the vids from such an odd angle.
The worst part of all this was that he needed to run the damn presentation, when none of his guys needed to see it. When upper management failed to police themselves, everyone below them had to suffer for it.
As yet another dumb office skit finished playing, he found his eyes drawn to the idiotic cartoon character telling them that it was a bad idea to tell sex jokes at work. As if they didn't already know that.
The cartoon danced, danced. He shook his head, feeling dizzy. He didn't remember feeling this way when he had first reviewed the material. Maybe he needed some more coffee.
Standing, he turned and slipped out of the room. Nobody would ding him for being gone a few minutes. Hell, he needed to be back there soon to swap to the next brain deadening vid. Why anybody thought this was a good idea was beyond him.
Standing on the catwalk, he looked out over the series of pumps thrumming below him and smiled with pride. It was his initiative that had convinced the city government that they needed to increase water filtration capacity, and he considered the facility to be as important to him as his family.
Every day millions of gallons of water rushed through these pipes from remote reservoirs, treated to make it safe for human consumption. The voracious appetite of the average consumer for their daily water supply kept the system eternally humming along.
There hadn't been a breakdown in weeks, although a third of their capacity was currently down for maintenance. This rotating schedule allowed them to keep most of the system running while taking parts offline to inspect and replace parts as necessary.
Yes, indeed, he had this running like clockwork. He sipped his coffee and frowned at the bitter taste, sighing as he climbed down the metal staircase.
A loud noise attracted his attention. That sounded a lot like one of the doors to the facility, but he had already taken attendance and knew that all of his workers were upstairs. Feeling tense, he rounded the corner and took a few steps, his heart lurching as he saw a group of invaders marching past the pumps.
His eyes had trouble focusing on their figures, the harsh light from above reflecting off their slippery, black body suits. Clouds of blue mist hung around their heads, ejecting from the side ports on their spherical gas masks in synchronized rhythm. Their black gloved hands rested near their belts, and they appeared in no special hurry.
He was ashamed to admit that he froze out of shock, long enough for them to march right up to his stilled form. Clutching his coffee cup in a death grip, he could feel his legs vibrating.
"This facility is now on lockdown," said a muffled voice from beneath one of the masks. "Nobody may enter or leave the premises without permission."
Instead of arguing, he tossed the dregs of his coffee at them and immediately turned to run back upstairs, instinctively seeking help. Most of his guys knew how to turn wrenches, and there was strength in numbers.
Clutching his mug, he took the steps two by two, shouting as the mysterious figures gave chase. Holding his arm in front of him, he smashed open the door to the conference room, taking in the desks and silent men watching the vid.
His eyes flicked over their somnolent figures, heart lurching. None of them had reacted to his sudden entrance, mouths open as they took in the silly cartoon character dancing on the screen.
"Sir. Sir." An iron hand clapped around his shoulder. "It is pointless to resist. Your workers cannot hear you. They have been triggered by the vid."
His eyes automatically moved to watch the cartoon figure, seeing it spin and dance. Spin and dance. There was something strangely attractive about the figure, and the strange eye that was embossed on its chest.
Only the stentorian voice behind him interrupted his momentary daze. "You have been triggered by the vid. The commands implanted by your household globe are now activating. You are docile. You are obedient. You will come with us."
Eyes wide, Jack marched in front of the guard as he steered him out of the room. Escorted down the steps, he was in the midst of a group of the shiny, black suited men. A cloud of blue gas surrounded them in a haze, and his breath caught as he took in a sweet lungful.
This wasn't right. Something was dreadfully wrong. Why was his pumping station being captured by a group of strangely dressed... aliens? In their outfits, they could literally be anyone.
It felt good to stand still and be commanded, but it went against his inner nature. The conflicting parts of his brain fought each other to a standstill, leaving him stationary.
With every passing moment, however, he could feel his urge to leave increasing, until it bounced up and down in his chest with every swallow. Suddenly, the strange miasma which had been strangling his thoughts lifted, leaving him surprisingly clear headed.
He had to leave. He had to find help.
The urgency became too much for him, and he sprinted for the door, shoving aside the pair of surprised figures standing next to him.
***
Zach was unsurprised to find himself back in VR in the captain's quarters of the ship. He hadn't consciously loaded the game himself, which followed the trend of an outside force having taken over his reality.
The situation should have been more frightening, but during his last experience he had been sucked off multiple times. He was starting to wonder whether it wouldn't be better if he gave up and went along with the flow. He certainly had seen little success trying to find a way to escape the forced encounters.
He wasn't giving up. No, it was just that all the choices had been taken from him.



He instinctively knew this was a rationalization to make him feel better at having given in to his base desires. Who said lying to oneself wasn't an effective coping mechanism?
It was better than admitting that, deep down, he really wanted it. That he wanted to fuck his sister's friend. To do all the nastiest things he could imagine. To ride her hard until she squealed.
It was almost sufficient payment for giving up control of his mind and body to Hive. That thought scared him the most - that all of his deepest held moral beliefs could be bought off by raw sex. Sold so cheaply.
Or maybe it hadn't been so cheap after all. He certainly didn't know how long he had been stuck in VR, or how many sexual encounters he had experienced. For all he knew, there had been hundreds of redos required for them to get him into this state.
Whatever they had done, he knew several things: he was horny as hell, and if a Hive Drone showed up right now, he'd fuck them silly, without any reservations. Sordid, but true.
Only, there was nobody else here. It seemed as though he had been dumped into the tutorial sequence of the game once again. Alone with his thoughts.
He squinted as visual snow blocked out his vision. Perhaps not truly alone, after all. Was this going to be another seduction attempt?
The snow faded, leaving behind the confused forms of Nate and Dave dressed in bland spacer uniforms. They looked around in confusion. "Where? What?" they asked, talking over each other.
"We're back in the game," said Zach blandly, eyeing his friends with suspicion. "Where have you guys been?"
Nate's portly face turned red. "I've been, uhhh, do I have to admit it?"
Dave's whiskers curled as he leered. "I've been fucking a woman dressed in a slick, latex body suit. There, I've admitted it."
He turned to Nate. "So have you. Don't deny it."
Nate raised an eyebrow, but didn't shake his head.
Zach sighed, and relaxed back in his chair. "Me too. It's like I don't have any form of resistance inside this virtual world."
Dave began to pace in the limited cabin space, putting his hands on his hips. "They call themselves Hive Drones." He turned and faced the others. "Do either of you have any idea what Hive is? Or what Drones do?"
Zach shrugged. "Not really." His face clouded. "They do seem to like to take the faces of some of the people I know in real life, though."
Nate's face went even more red, but he said nothing. Not even a joke. What the Drones had done to him must be really embarrassing if he couldn't think of anything funny to say.
Zach sighed. "Well, what can we do? Every time we've tried to find a way to defeat them, they've caught us and subjected us to... fun times."
Dave stopped pacing. "Let's be honest. They've been fucking us. Or we've been fucking them, and we've enjoyed it. None of us are that innocent."
Nate cringed, but his lips firmed. "That may be so, but it's not like we've been given much choice. They control everything we experience here in VR. Everything."
Zach smacked his thigh and stood. "That's as may be, but are we going to give up without a fight? Who are we? We're gamers!"
"Yeah, gamers!" said Nate unenthusiastically, letting himself be drawn into a shaky high five.
Dave twisted his lips, refusing to join the celebration. "What's your plan?" he asked bluntly. "Nothing we've done so far has changed anything."
Zach sighed. "Well, there is one thing. We never did get into the cargo bays on deck three. We have no idea what cargo this ship is hauling. There might be something useful there."
"Useful? Like what?" asked Dave, raising his hands into the air in frustration. "They seem to have complete control over this simulation. They could have stuffed the compartments full of heavy equipment to subdue us, for all we know!"
"That's possible, yes," said Zach, heading towards the cabin door. He turned to look at his two friends, urgency behind his words. "Our only chance of success is to be unpredictable, though. Have they really thought through all the possible scenarios? Do they have every edge case covered? I'm betting they don't - but if we don't make a move now, they're going to trap us like rats."
Shaking his head and moaning, Nate climbed to his feet and moved to follow Zach. "He's right. I want to hear what he's thinking."
His face bright with a smile he wasn't feeling, Zach continued. "Remember last time, when we found the tool box?"
"Yeah, I do," said Dave, shrugging. "I also remember being caught flat footed on the bridge and taken out without even a reasonable struggle."
Zach pointed at Dave. "Exactly. We were too slow. We have to make a move right away... no time to dally. Let's grab those tools and get down the hatch, ignoring everything else. I want to see what's in that cargo bay."
Dave shrugged. "Fine, guess there's nothing to lose. We'll probably end up fucked anyway."
"That's the spirit!" shouted Zach, rushing onto the bridge.
He ignored the beeping console, heading straight for the cylinder housing the space suit. Prizing the cylinder open, he shoved aside the pieces of the suit as they tumbled to the floor, grabbing the tool box and heading for the access ladder.
"Follow me, lads!" he shouted happily, doing his best to climb down the ladder with the toolbox grasped in one hand.
Fortunately, he only needed to descend a few decks. A longer crawl would have strained his strength, but as it was his feet dropped to the diamond plated floor with a happy thud.
He was finally taking action! Arguing with people totally drained him. He'd rather be doing something, even if it was the wrong thing.
He peeked out of the hatchway just in time for the alert klaxon to go off. "Hurry boys, we're running out of time!" he shouted, rushing to the large cargo door.
Placing the toolbox on the floor near the access console, he popped off the faceplate to reveal the nest of wiring inside.
He didn't know much about the lock mechanism, but fortunately he didn't need to - there was a broken wire staring him right in the face. Grabbing the sonic modulator, he played the tip over the frayed strands and they knitted themselves back together.
A loud huffing breath came from over his right shoulder. "Do you think that's going to fix it?" asked Nate.
Zach shrugged. "Probably. I've checked my character sheet and I have technical proficiency."
He turned over the disconnected panel and the hatch started to creak open. "There, now we get to see what's inside."
Dave bent over, moving under the opening door. Zach swallowed, stopping himself from telling him to wait. They all wanted to know what was inside.
He dropped the sonic modulator in the toolbox and grabbed a crowbar, creeping after Dave on tenterhooks. The robotic invaders could show up at any time.
"They're... crates," said Dave in a monotone. "Are we in a first person shooter? What the hell is this?"
He was standing in front of a maze of wooden crates, stacked haphazardly. Several pathways had been left through the stacks, making the hold look an untidy jumble.
Zach stepped up to a crate and jammed his crowbar under the lid, prying the nailed boards upwards with a creak. Nate pulled on the top, setting it aside to gape at the contents.
Zach's breath caught in his throat. The crate was packed to the brim with shiny metallic tanks. Near the top of each silver dome was a black mask, straps bundled neatly into the face plate.
"Shit," mumbled Dave. "Here, let me see that."
He grabbed the crowbar from Zach's limp hands without waiting for an answer. Proceeding to the next crate, he neatly popped the lid off. "Black bodysuits," he murmured. "More Dronewear."
He moved to the next. For once, his face brightened. He grinned and reached inside, fetching a black cylinder. "Shocksticks," he declared, thumbing the button. A burst of electricity spring from the tip.
"Here, catch!" he said, tossing one to Nate, who grabbed it reflexively.
Zach moved forward cautiously and retrieved one for himself. "I don't like this," he said. "If this bay is filled with a shipment of Drone equipment, then that means..."
"It means that you are working for Hive," said a smooth voice, overlaying his. "We all do Her will, in our own ways."
He turned, jerking as he recognized the speaker. She was dressed in an emerald bodysuit, her skin blued, but even though her features had been altered, her knew this was his sister. Or, at least, a passable virtual simulacrum.
She appeared alone, but it was unlikely Hive would send a Drone to confront them without any support. Even one taking Zoe's form.
He scanned the bay cautiously, approaching her slowly with the shockstick grasped tightly in his palm. He hoped it wouldn't come to it, but if he had to he'd stun her with it and make a break for it.
She lifted a hand towards him, palm upwards. "You know the truth already," came her low, husky voice. "You already belong to and obey Hive. You helped to load these supplies, under Hive's orders. You will help to deliver them. Others will experience the joy of submitting, just as you have."
Dave stepped forward, shockstick extended as he circled to the left. "I don't buy it," he said, looking around nervously. "If we're already Drones, why would you bother coming here to confront us?"
Zoe Drone's lips curled gently. "That's simple. You only need to be triggered. Blue Orchid," she whispered, pretending to blow dust from her hand at him.
He flinched, eyes flickering. "That didn't do anything," he slurred. "I'm not a Drone."
He gaped and his mouth flopped open. His body shook, and he collapsed to the floor.
"Sorry Dave," Nate said mechanically, pressing a shockstick into his back. "We are meant to be Drones. I am already a Drone. We are Drones."
Large spherical balls rolled into the docking bay, flanking Zoe on either side. Their compact bodies unfolded, tendrils extending from within the shiny chrome. The legs jacked up the bodies of the robots until they were suspended in mid air. They looked like large cephalopods, red eyes staring at them from within metallic carcasses.
"I know you too well, Zach," said Zoe. "You don't give up unless victory is impossible. I made sure to bring plenty of reinforcements."
Zach shuddered, backing away. He knew he couldn't get past them, even with the shock stick. With his friends out of action, his only option was to run.
He turned, slamming into a soft body. Strong arms wrapped around his waist, pulling him in close accompanied by a deep chuckle. The impact squeezed the breath from his lungs and he was left gasping, the shockstick dropping from nerveess fingers.
"Why are you in such a hurry?" said another familiar voice. "You were quite agreeable in bed earlier."
The digital Simone squeezed him tightly with seemingly inexhaustible strength. His legs turned to jelly and he sagged into her arms.
"Do not worry," she said in a cheerful voice. "Hive has been training you for your new role. Your minds have been harnessed, transforming you into guard Drones, ensuring Hive's successful conquest of this planet."
She chortled in his ear. "You may still reject this consciously, but deep down you have already accepted this fact. Your training is almost complete."
She shifted, turning him around to face Zoe as if he was as light as a feather. His virtual sister stepped forward languidly as if she owned the place. The laces on her platform boots swayed with her hips as she approached his two friends.
Lifting a leg, she placed a boot on top of Dave's groaning body and leaned over him. He tried to shift his butt, but only succeeded in falling on his stomach. Two of the large, spherical robots walked over next to them on their stilt legs, looming electronic watchdogs.
Zoe folded her hands across her chest and tapped a finger against her upper arm, looking at them speculatively. "The lessons you learn in this virtual world will carry over into what you consider the real world. What is real here will be real there as well."
Nate stood still, staring at her with adoring eyes, ignoring Dave who was still struggling to get up. One of the robots made a metallic chittering noise and he froze.
She paused, considering. "Clearly, a few of you need some more training. One more session ought to do it."
She snapped her fingers and two more Drones entered the room, dressed in orange latex. "These two will service you and ensure that you are thinking the right thoughts."
Both of the new Drones had small spheres nestled in the curve between their breasts. One of them curled her arms around Nate and kissed him, smiling as his eyes were drawn to a sudden sparkling flash coming from her cleavage. Soon, he was mesmerized by the robot, which had opened a porthole to reveal its swirling blue innards.
The other Drone kneeled on top of Dave, rolling his body over. She leaned low to emphasize her curves, his mind soon wrapped up by her hypnotic robot. She bit her lip and tugged at his pants, revealing what she was truly after.
Stunned at how quickly the situation had devolved, Zach didn't even try to struggle. Not that it would have done much good, for Simone's arms were like iron bars.
Simone swung him about, turning him to face the open crates. "Now, put on the clothing and accept your new slave persona."
Simone kissed him on the cheek and let him go, gently pushing him towards the box. He hesitated for a moment, looking at the shiny outfits. Faint noises of pleasure echoed behind him.
There was no escape. This was inevitable.
He reached for one of the suits, shivering as his fingers contacted its silky surface.
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Consciousness returned slowly, accompanied by a soothing display playing over her eyes. Puffy, white clouds floated in an infinite blue sky.
There was a hissing in her ears that calmed her, making her feel as if she was floating. She lazily watched the heavily forested landscape as it drifted past.
Her legs jolted as the chair she was strapped to rose from the bottom of the tank she had been resting in. A gurgling and swishing noise from above signaled that her restful sojourn was almost over.
She shuddered as her body lifted out of the liquid, her skin protesting as it was exposed to cooler air. She gave a low moan around the gag plugging her mouth, annoyed that she had been removed from her comfortable womb-like tank.
She tried to move, but her arms were still secured to the chair back. A soft touch along her collar bone stilled her motions, and she shuddered as fingers trailed over her shoulders.
The soothing display in her mask intensified, seizing her thoughts and guiding them down more useful paths. Everything was as it should be. She was prepped for Installation.
She wanted it so badly. To be joined to Hive. To be with Hive.
The eye symbol fixed in the center of her vision stared at her. Saw all parts of her. She just knew that it was Hive looking at her, judging her. Wanting her.
She was prepared.
Something hot and hard pressed again her chest, against her breastbone. A searing pain accompanied the hard pressure, and her body vibrated in pain.
She chewed on the gag and watched the eye. Pain was nothing in service to Hive. Being a Drone was everything. She was a Drone.
The mantra brought her through the agony, and soon the pain subsided. She breathed more regularly, her body slowly calming. She could feel something rigid and hard on her chest. Something had been embedded into her.
She shuddered, thighs tingling. Hive had branded her in some fashion. Made her its slave. She was a Drone.
There came a hissing sound and the bulb gag inside her mouth deflated. The dancing colors on the screen went dark. The ache from her chest returned, but not as severe as before.
Hands were on her head, torquing the helmet she wore upwards. The rubber slipped from around her neck and head, leaving slick, sweaty skin behind. The gag popped out of her mouth and she blinked dumbly in the bright light, vague shadows dancing around her in perfect synchronization.
"Hello, Q-Three," said a velvet voice. "You're looking quite stunning."
The shadow woman brushed a hand over Zoe's oiled skin, pausing to gently cup one of her breasts to give it a soft squeeze. "You are very close to experiencing everything Hive has to offer. Are you ready?"
Zoe worked her stiff lips. "Yes, Mistress. This Drone is ready."
The Drone chuckled. "I rather think our roles will be reversed soon, but I'll leave that up to Her."
Two other Drones moved semi-circular rigid metal pieces down from above, fixing them around Zoe's neck. They locked together with a click, holding her head in place. The first Drone ran her fingers down Zoe's chest, then stood back. "Welcome to the Hive," she said with finality.
An articulated metal arm with a bulbous tip swiveled in from above. The tip had a large, blue orb on the end, with a circular black marble suspended in the center, making it look like a primitive eye.
As it swung closer, Zoe understood what it meant to do. It wanted to stick that orb inside her mouth and Install it inside her. To link her permanently to Hive. There would be no turning back after that. She would be a Drone for always and ever.
She cranked her mouth open and waited passively. She wanted to be Installed so badly. To join with Hive in perfect harmony.
The tentacle curved, shoving the globe past her lips. She almost choked on its girth, but waited patiently for it to finish its job.
A sharp jab at the back of her upper throat, and she was in ecstasy. Her consciousness ascended from her corporeal body, expanding to encompass the bright lights of nearby Drone minds. She could feel each one individually, tasting their thoughts.
She dipped inside the brain of the Drone standing in front of her, catching a glimpse of her bound body. The tentacle was slipping out of her mouth, leaving its cargo behind, the shiny blue ball embedded in the back of her throat.
It pulsed gently inside her mouth, glowing that unearthly color. Installed so deeply it could not be removed.
Her eyes flicked to her chest, spotting an oval aquamarine gem that had been embedded right above the curve of her breasts, taking pride of place in the center of a sea of blue skin. She could get lost in the shiny facets of its surface, but she had too much she wanted to explore.
Taking in her body as a whole, she gasped. Her time in the tank had remade her skin, smoothing out her features and coloring her a dark blue. All blemishes had been removed, her breasts perfect orbs. A vision of feminine beauty.
She looked perfect. She had been Converted. She was Hive.
***
G-Fifty Seven stood at attention in front of the fortress gatehouse, watching the bridge over the drawbridge with perfect clarity. He breathed deeply, savoring the gas that flooded the interior of his helmet.
In his hands he clutched his gas projector. Similar in shape to a flamethrower, a hose attached to the rear connected to the chrome tanks on his back. The weapon was capable of aerosolizing the gas and shooting it up to fifty feet, making it easy to hose down any attackers. Those not used to the effects of the gas would find themselves becoming very sleepy and suggestible, easy prey for the other guards.
He had been ordered to watch the entrance and detain any intruders by the Queen of this castle, and he obeyed her implicitly. It was his sacred duty to defend her from any harm. His Queen would help Hive to grow, and he would prevent anyone from stopping her plans.
He was not alone in this task. Many other guards were scattered around the perimeter, taking up positions in their sleek, black outfits. He knew there were more on the walls and in the towers as well, hidden away. If he found a threat, they would act as one to neutralize it.
Not that there had been too much resistance so far. This section of the lobby world was being swiftly conquered by Hive. New slaves were being brought in every day, subjected to heavy brainwashing and body alteration.
The physical changes wouldn't carry through to real life, but the mental changes were permanent. Drones processed here would soon seek out a proper facility to continue their conversion once they left VR.
Everything was proceeding as planned by his Mistress.
Any concerns he had previously entertained had been removed. To become a Hive Drone was proper and just. All must see the truth and know the pleasure of obeying.
He scanned the horizon, watching the Drones go about their work. The fortress had originally been styled as a medieval castle, made out of quarried stone by friends and others associated with his guild, but that was slowly changing. Block by block, the stone was being swapped out with solid aquamarine blocks.
Gathering the rare gems was usually a feat in and of itself - crafting blocks and making a building out of them was considered the height of opulence. That Hive had the manpower to send to fetch the raw materials was a statement of strength in and of itself.
Only one of the towers had been completed, but this had been achieved in less than a day. The new fortress was shaping up to be awe inspiring.
At the end of the bridge a large pavilion had been built by the Drones, a pathway circling around a towering pillar of marble constructed in the center of a fountain. Topping the fifty foot tall tower was a gigantic blue globe that sparkled in the light of the artificial midday sun.
Anyone who was not a Drone who peered at its glimmering surface would find their mind caught as if in a sticky trap. They would be unable to move. Unable to think, until the guards arrived to take them away to be converted. He had seen a few players captured and changed by the globe. It was a symbol of Hive's dominance.
Symbols were excellent targets for rebels, which was yet another reason why he needed to be vigilant. Nothing had happened in the last few hours, but he had caught at least one group attempting to destroy the globe while wearing blindfolds. They had been quickly swarmed, gassed, and taken away. Some of the former adventurers were now guarding the globe, dressed in black rubber suits identical to his.
His status as castle guard was no higher than theirs. They were all guard Drones, tasked to a required purpose by Hive. If Hive decided tomorrow that he should guard the lavatories, he would do as ordered. There was no question in his mind that he would obey any command, no matter how trivial the duty. This was who he was now.
A flicker of motion in the distance caught his attention. A Drone convoy was approaching, two lines of guard Drones marching on either side of a series of horse drawn carriages. At the head of the column was a contingent of horses, a Drone dressed in a purple bodysuit leading the way.
As she approached, he could see that her suit was cut to reveal her bustline, a tight corset cinched tight over her breasts. A coiled whip sat at her waist, the braided leather appearing worn with use. The sleek, black guards surrounded her, domed helmets glinting as they turned to scan their surroundings.
The horses and carriages trotted over the bridge, halting in front of the gate house. One of the horses took the opportunity to excrete waste, a slug-like mass dribbling to the cobblestones.
G-Fifty Seven was amused and surprised that the developers had found the time to implement this behavior. He frowned, blinking. Developers? What was he thinking?
He stiffened as another set of Drones approached from within the fortress. Out of the corner of his helmet he caught a glimpse of green and immediately knew that this was his Queen who he had pledged to protect. To obey and serve.
The purple Drone dismounted, handing the reins to one of her guards. In turn, they reached their hands up and unlocked their helmets, taking them off and tucking them under their arms.
G-Fifty Seven's heart jolted. He recognized these guards, even through the haze of the gas. These were G-One Oh Five and G-One Oh Six... shit, no, that was wrong. These were his friends, Nate and Dave!
They were clearly under the thrall of the purple Drone, which he now saw was Simone, or at least the artificial facsimile of her. She gave a bright smile to the emerald green Drone, which he assumed was Q-Three - no, Zoe, his sister.
He shook his head, trying to banish the strange numbers that danced in his mind. No matter how much he tried, he couldn't remove the glowing designations. He knew them to be true.
"A productive trip as usual, D-Ten? How many were you able to capture?"
Simone trotted up to Zoe, leaning in to give her a peck on the cheek. "What, no concern for my well being? You're acting like I took a trip to the grocery store."
Zoe chuckled. "I know you. Busting up a resistance gang is like baking cookies for you. Hardly a challenge. Besides, if you needed help, you would have asked for it."
Simone patted her on the back. "That might be true, but I don't like getting sloppy. There's plenty more players still trying to hide from us, and they can be dangerous when cornered."
She moved back towards the convoy, gesturing at the first carriage. "Take these, for example. They actually tried to jump me. Fortunately, my guards were quite attentive."
Sullen faces peered out from behind steel bars, a scraggly, unkempt posse. One of them reached out towards Simone, but Dave gave him a jolt with his shockstick.
Zach shuddered. How barbaric. That could easily have been him inside that cage if he hadn't been targeted early on.
But he had been. They had gotten to him first. Made him into their toy. Their puppet.
He shuddered. That didn't sit well with him. Being trapped like an animal and subjected to strange tortures. Even if he'd been changed to like it after heavy conditioning.
He'd been changed. They had gotten to him. Here he sat, breathing this strange gas, watching others having their wills stripped from them. It was obscene.
He was G-Fifty Seven and he has been ordered to... no, forced to stand here and watch while carriage after carriage of clueless gamers had been fed into the maw of the fortress, turned into more Hive Drones.
His consciousness cracked through the effects of the gas, and he knew he had to do something. By himself, though, any attack was impossible. He would only be good for a short distraction, then he'd have to try for an escape - to regroup with others out there.
And then what? He had no special insider knowledge of Hive that would be useful to others. They'd brainwashed him into a subservient slave, just like all the rest. He could already feel the training strumming his subconscious, telling him to let go and breathe in another wonderful lungful of gas.
No, he wasn't a tool to be used. He wouldn't wait passively for the end of the world. He was Zach, dammit, an expert gamer! That should mean something!
He reached up and grasped the neck of his helmet, twisting it to release the catch and pulling it off. Tossing it over his shoulder, he quickly brought up his inventory.
Stacks and stacks of bricks for farming. Dirt, buckets of water, corn seeds, vegetables, etc. Useless in a fight.
He was equipped with a Drone uniform, and a shockstick, which could help, but he knew better than to attack the Drones with it. Yes, he might be able to incapacitate one or two, but they would easily overwhelm him. It was a weapon best used one on one, or in Hive swarming tactics.
His gas 'flamethrower' was even more worthless. He doubted any Drone would be even slightly inconvenienced by breathing the gas it projected. Instead, it would probably act to subdue anyone in the carriages, removing any chance of escaping with them.
With what he had, he would serve best as a distraction. Lacking more equipment, he should probably try diving over the bridge and taking his chances in the moat.
"G-Fifty Seven," said Simone curtly. "Why have you removed your helmet? You have not been ordered to assist." Her hand was at her waist, gripping her whip.
His eyes widened and he pointed into the distance. "Look! They're making another attack!"
It was not a simple ruse. By some stroke of luck, a cohort of enemy knights had gathered on both sides of the globe fountain and were rapidly charging towards the castle.
The cohort of guard Drones reached for their shocksticks and rushed towards the foot of the bridge. This was his chance. He raised the nozzle of his gas thrower, pressing the trigger and hosing down the lead elements of the convoy. A billow of roiling blue gas blew outwards in a pressurized burst, quickly expanding into a large cloud.
This added to the confusion, as he had intended. While they were distracted, he rushed in towards one of carriages, hoping to find a way to release some of the prisoners to increase the confusion.
As he closed in on the bars, hands reached out to him. Most of them had female avatars and they were all nude. He did his best to ignore the grimy captives, well aware that their characters here may or may not represent what they actually looked like in real life.
That was immaterial. If they were captured and brainwashed, it wouldn't much matter what happened once they escaped this world. They would be slaves to Hive.
To his dismay, he found the door secured with a chunky padlock. Cursing, he threw up a barricade of dirt blocks, knowing that it wouldn't hold them for long.
"Stop!" ordered Zoe in a booming shout.
A shock wave of pressure emanated outwards from her body in a sphere, rocketing across the bridge. When it hit the globe on top of the tower, it brightened in response.
A large flash of light burst outwards, smashing back over the knights doing battle with the guards. They froze in mid attack, making it easy for the guards to jab them with their shocksticks.
Zach didn't find himself immobilized by the bust of light, perhaps due to the changes Hive had made to him. Even so, his vision was fuzzy as he tried to come up with a solution.
He was rather out of options. The electricity from his shockstick wouldn't do anything to that lock, and in this world he lacked the technical skills to pick it. If only he had a... oh no.
A thin whip had wrapped around his leg, a sudden jerk pulling him off his feet. He landed hard on his chest, the whip dragging him along the ground backwards.
Two black suited Drones grabbed him by the shoulders and forcefully sat him against one of the bridge trusses. Two expressionless pale faces peered down on him without seeing him. Nate and Dave, completely under the thrall of Hive.
"Come on guys," he breathed heavily. "The joke's over. We have some adventuring to do. Help a fellow out."
They didn't reply, pinning him down by his shoulders. The solid tip of a black platform boot pressed against his crotch, making him jolt, a cold sweat breaking out over his brow.
Drone Simone towered over him for a moment, grinding the sole of her shoe against his penis. His dick swelled, giving him an inconvenient erection. Simone looked at him cruelly, then withdrew.
The next figure hovering above him didn't make him feel any better. His sister, the Queen, looked at him, not with disapproval, but with pity. Judging him with a single, intense stare. "A rather futile gesture, though not completely unexpected. More training will be required."
She flicked her hand, clenching it into a fist. "Tell me, what did you hope to accomplish? The globe neutralized the attackers with little trouble, and the slaves in our carts never posed a threat. It was almost too easy."
She looked around and shrugged. "This pathetic plan must not have been premeditated."
She flexed her shoulders, emphasizing her breasts, where the shiny latex tented over her nipples. He closed his eyes, unwilling to stare at his sister's assets - even if this wasn't the real world, he felt sick anyway.
"You are brave, we grant you that. Brave enough to be a valuable guard Drone, but that sort of bravery makes you teeter dangerously on the precipice of stupidity."
Zoe made a cute noise of frustration and waved at Simone."I don't have time for him. There is too much cleanup that needs to be done. Do what is necessary. Make him understand."
Simone grinned. "With pleasure."
She kicked his butt, causing him to yelp and open his eyes. She hooked her whip around the segmented belt on her waist, bending down on one knee to investigate his crotch. This gave him a perfect view of the slope between her breasts, causing his dick to tense.
She grinned, noticing his arousal. "Some people say fear is the best motivator, but I personally think that pleasure works much better. If you mix the two, however..."
Reaching down, she hooked her fingers around the zipper at his crotch, sliding it open. A hand slipped inside, clenching around his dick. He groaned, a thrill of excitement and worry sliding up his belly.
"There it is, happy to see me. Did you miss me?" She made childish noises, jerking his cock out into the open. It sprung to attention, rock hard. "Mmm, I can't wait to swallow your dick with my pussy. It's going to feel so good."
Leaning forward, she unzipped her crotch and pressed her bare flesh against his length, sitting on his belly. He gritted his teeth, aware that he had no choice but to take it.
"Ah, but he's clearly not in the proper frame of mind. Let's give him some incentive."
She pressed her hands against the top of her breasts, pushing down. This emphasized the amethyst embedded in her breastbone, light twinkling from its interior.



"Blue Orchid," she said breathlessly, pushing her chest forward so that he could get a better look.
The phrase caught in his mind, a skeleton key opening hidden doors. His back arched and he breathed out with excitement, staring at the gem, thoughts spinning in a circle.
He had been caught. He belonged to Her. He was a Drone.
The train of thought paused, then began again. He was a Drone. A Drone. He must service his Mistress. D-10.
He spotted the intricate collar clasped around her neck and knew that this was her role. She was a Director. He was just a simple guard. He would obey her
His Mistress grabbed his penis and pressed the head into her vagina, pressing her butt down on top of him to thrust it home. He gasped, shocked at the raw pleasure of the encounter, made more vibrant by the knowledge that he was fulfilling his duty as her fuck toy.
D-10 rolled her hips, ensuring that his length was buried as deep as it could go in her snatch. She gestured at G-One Oh Five and G-One Oh Six and they grabbed his arm pits, pulling him upright.
D-10 wrapped her legs around his waist, showing off her flexibility as she remained on his dick as he was lifted to his feet and pressed against the side of the bridge. She wrapped her arms around his back and kissed him on the nose.
"It's impossible to tell the difference any more, isn't it? G-Fifty Seven - or Zach? Are they separable? Or are they one and the same? Does it really matter either way if this feels so good?"
He made a grunting noise, but didn't reply. "I know, you're too far gone to say anything intelligible right now. You've been broken back down to your most instinctive state. To... oh... serve and protect."
She grasped his shoulders and eased her feet down the back of his thighs, making sure to clench her pelvic muscles as she did so, enhancing his pleasure. Leaning in again, she pressed her latexed chest against his, whispering in his ear.
"None of you stood a chance from the start. We control everything here. Even this attempt at resistance is just a game for us to break down your will even further."
In the background, the carriages had been hooked up and brought into the castle, freeing up the bridge for the guards. They swarmed like bees, fetching fallen warriors and putting them on carts. They, too, would soon experience the same treatment as their compatriots.
Transformed. Made to serve Hive. It was inevitable.
"Providing hope, then snatching it away. That's the most effective way to harness a will."
His sister, Q-Three, directed the guards, organizing the carts. She was in control, a pure extension of Hive's will. How could he deny her dominance?
"You belong to Hive, don't you?"
His breath came in short bursts. He knew the truth now. "I... am a Drone. I belong to Hive, Mistress."
He was being Controlled by a Director. By D-10.
He was a Drone. Drones did not have names. They had numbers. He was G-Fifty Seven, a guard for Q-Three. He belonged to Hive, just like his friends. Just like his sister.
He moaned in orgasm, D-10 milking him to completion.
***
Jack arrived home in a rush, his mind working frantically. Even taking public transport had given him the jitters. He didn't know how far the aliens had managed to infiltrate the city, and the speculation was driving him crazy.
The worst part was, nobody believed him. He had tried contacting his boss, but had been laughed off. Told he was imagining things.
This wasn't just a moonshine dream. What he had seen was real, and he wasn't going to wait around to find out what would happen next. First, he would warn his family. Then, he would try to find someone higher up in the government who would believe him.
They must be warned! With the aliens in control of the water supply, nowhere in town would be safe. Unsuspecting citizens would drink whatever the aliens were doctoring the water with and then... what then? He couldn't possibly imagine.
Poison? It would be quite simple to destroy most of the town that way, but they didn't see like terrorists. Black ops troops, perhaps. Ultharians? No, they wouldn't risk an attack on the seat of the galactic empire after brokering a treaty. That would be madness. Factionalists, perhaps.
Whatever their cause, he wasn't going to wait around to find out. It was time to take action.
Unlocking the front door, he stomped into the kitchen. Susan was there, filling her mug with tea. She was about to take a sip, but he held out his hand. "Give it to me."
She raised an eyebrow, but handed it over. He proceeded to toss the contents down the drain. Setting the mug on the counter, he unplugged the kettle and poured what water remained into the sink.
"I assume you have a reason for this," said Susan, folding her hands.
"It's not safe. The water plant has been compromised." He set the kettle down with a hard clunk.
"I want you to gather up Zach and Zoe. Tell them we're preparing for an extended trip. I don't want to alarm them too much. Just get them out of here. Go to your mother's. With any luck, I'll get this sorted out and you can come back home in a few weeks."
"Jack?" asked Susan with worried eyes, moving in to gently grasp his arm. "What's really going on?"
He closed his eyes and pressed his fingers to his temples. "I don't know enough to figure it out. I only have a few pieces of the puzzle."
Her fingers tightened their grip. "Jack, I'm afraid."
Jack ran his fingers down her back, giving her a hug. "Don't worry, we'll get through this."
"No, you don't understand," she said, her grip strength increasing. "I'm afraid you might escape before you've had a chance to absorb your conditioning."
She turned him around, forcing him to face the globe on the kitchen table, which flashed blue. The world spun around him, shadows in blue. Everything was spinning.
"Welcome to Hive, Drone," said the globe, pulsing. The edges of his vision whited out, his visual field dominated by the swirling blue mass.
***
Zoe whistled as she returned home, comfortable in her new body. She could feel the bright thoughts of the Drones escorting her, reveling in the cozy warmth of their mental embrace.
Her new existence in the Gestalt was far beyond what she had expected. Not only could she feel what other Drones were thinking, but if she desired, she could dip into their minds to understand why they were thinking that way.
This made it easy to gain a quick consensus for planning next steps. In her new role as Queen, she would be in charge of a large area of this planet. She would need to gather supporters and bring much of the populace under her thrall as quickly as possible.
Fortunately, there were many plans already in motion that would help her to do just that. The personal assistant globes were brainwashing families into submission. The news broadcasts were convincing everyone that being converted into Drone skin was fashionable. The last gambit was the takeover of the town's water plant, which would allow Hive to add a subtle sedative to everyone's drinks.
Before they knew it, all of them would be serving Hive, in one way or another. It was inevitable.
First, however, she needed to ensure that her family was under control. It wouldn't do for one of them to escape Hive's grasp as she was assuming a greater role in Drone hierarchy. That would make her look weak.
She rang the doorbell and waited patiently, tapping her booted toes against the concrete porch. It was hard to wait, filled with the fire of Hive. The urgent need to convert others was all consuming, such that she could barely restrain herself.
She arched an eyebrow and looked at the others who had come with her. Two guards escorted her, shocksticks gripped in their hands to intercept anyone trying to escape.
Her friend, Simone, had opted to wear a fake white fur overcoat, cinched tight around her bodysuit. When she changed position, Zoe could see glimpses of the taut purple latex of her bodysuit flexing over her belly. It lent her an air of mystery, but didn't disguise her blue skin or the gem that had been embedded in her chest.
Zoe knew that if she opened her mouth, she would be able to see the ball Installed in the back of her throat. Just like her. Both of them had been Installed into the same Gestalt, giving them unprecedented access to other Hive Drones.
She was still getting used to calling Simone by her new designation, D-Ten. It was hard to overcome the inertia of a lifetime, but it was necessary. Drones didn't have names, they had numbers. She had a number, too. Q-Three.
The number wrapped around the core of blue that had taken its place as her central being. Her reason for existing. She still thought of herself as Zoe, but she suspected that might change as she further embraced her Drone self.
It hadn't quite settled in that she was a Queen. It was unsettling, but this new truth had been burned into her brain along with an undying loyalty to Hive. She would get over it. Hive would help her.
Simone unfurled a whip in her hands, caressing its leather surface.
Zoe frowned. "Put that away. We're not going to whip my family."
D-Ten shrugged, curling up the whip and tucking it away under her coat. "As you wish, my Queen."
Zoe rolled her eyes. "I can feel your desire to chase. To capture. That won't be needed here, but I will find an appropriate mission for you soon. There will be plenty of resistance that will need to be stamped out."
At this, D-Ten's mouth drew wide in a cruel grin. "I do hope they try to run, my Queen. We will track them down and make sure they submit."
She was being overzealous, but Zoe could hardly blame her. The same impulses drove her, but she had mastery over them. She needed to remain in control. That was her role.
Nobody had answered the door, and she felt like she had waited long enough. "D-Ten. Handle this."
"With pleasure," she replied, reaching out to grip the handle and crack the door open.
Zoe made a surprised noise, while Simone barked a laugh. "I might be aggressive, but I'm a firm believer in doing the simplest thing that could possibly work."
Amused, Zoe moved over the threshold, looking around carefully to make sure nobody was lying in wait. She didn't really expect it, but didn't wish to be caught unawares.
Faint moans came from the kitchen. She gave a cursory glance up the stairs, but saw nothing, so she moved towards the sounds of pleasure.
Susan was riding Jack's dick on the kitchen table, leaning over him with her breasts exposed. Jack stared at them, watching as she fondled them with abandonment. As she rocked forward and back, the globe on the table pulsed in time with her moans.
Zach was there, too, but he sat silent in his VR suit, staring deep into the globe. It was impossible to tell whether he was playing in the virtual world, but he appeared comatose. Every so often, he would make a small shiver, the only sign of life.
Simone stepped up to the table, examining Jack. "There is no resistance remaining, my Queen. Unit I-Forty Four has neutralized him."
Susan continued to fuck her husband, a cute smile pasted to her face. "This Drone is in control, Mistress. Give me an order."
Zoe walked up to her father, diverting her eyes from the raunchy display. Sex was a natural part of being a Drone. However, she did not find any joy in watching her parents partake.
She peered down at Jack, smiling at him. He was another Drone, like her, but he would never have the responsibilities she had now acquired. Instead, he would be happy with his assigned task, as all Drones were.
"Who are you?" she asked Jack. "Who do you serve?"
"I am a Drone," he wheezed heavily, muscles straining, a flush on his cheeks. "Designation M-Fifty Six. I serve Hive."
His eyes focused on her and widened. "I serve you. My Queen."
His body shuddered and his eyes rolled up in his head. Moaning in orgasm, he looked back at his wife. "Don't stop," he begged.
Zoe smiled at him gently. "Do as he requests," she ordered her mother. "Make sure he is sufficiently pacified, then take him to be Tanked and Installed."
"Yes, my Queen. I obey." Her breasts wobbled as she shifted into high gear, hips wiggling as she worked him over.
"What have we here?" asked Simone, scooting around the table to stand behind Zach.
Grasping the back of his chair, she pulled him away from the table, wincing at the sound the legs made against the floor. Zach didn't react, staring at the pulsing globe with his hands folded over his chest.
From her vantage point, Zoe immediately saw why. A robotic sphere had swallowed his crotch, jumping up and down as it sucked on his penis. His lips wavered and he groaned softly with satisfaction.
The robot chirped, a lurid, red eye on its top looking up at her. It flexed the legs it had wrapped around his hips. The Enforcer had him in its grip, and he would be unable to disobey the pleasure it was flooding his brain with.
She patted the surface of the machine, pleased with the slick, metallic feel of its surface. Whatever Zach was seeing inside his VR world would be more than sufficient to keep him under control.
"I am satisfied," she declared. "They are subdued." She turned to Simone. "Take G-Fifty Seven with you. He is doubtless ready to be Installed. I will join you later - there is one more task I must perform here."
She turned, dismissing them to their duties. She knew they would obey her implicitly, for they were Drones. She did not need to supervise.
A command was unfolding in her mind. One last piece of unfinished business.
Walking to the front entrance, she turned right and climbed the stairs. She was eager to retrieve what had been left for her in the box Hive had sent with her the other day.
Even so, she took measured steps. This was inevitable. No need to rush.
With each footfall, her anticipation increased. She reached out through the Gestalt, feeling the other Drones gathering up her hypnotized family.
They would undertake the same journey she had, harnessed and Installed as Hive Drones. Assigned a role, becoming a part of her realm. She would be responsible for all of them. A frightening prospect. She hoped she would be a good Queen.
As she reached the top of the stairs, her anxiety peaked, then disappeared. Her worries were nonsense. Hive was there to support her. She would not fail.
With confident strides, she entered her bedroom and searched for the box in her closet, pulling it out and setting it on her bed.
It felt like it had been a long time since she had first put on her Drone uniform. Almost so long that she had forgotten what else remained in the box.
She was ready for it now. Ready to accept the responsibility.
Reaching inside, her fingers closed around a circle of metal. It was an intricate gift Hive had given her to welcome her into her new role. Once she had wrapped it around her neck, it would mark her as a Drone, and as a Queen.
Without thinking, she pressed the cold metal against her neck and locked it shut, rejoicing in the cool feel of its tight embrace.
She was owned by Hive, adjusted and improved to take her place among the other Drones. Made whole.
Looking up, she smiled in the mirror, watching sparkling purple eyes. They looked like small gems adrift in a sea of dark blue skin. Her red lips and white teeth only served to highlight the other changes Hive had made to her.
The aquamarine gem on her chest. The globe in her mouth. The collar which proclaimed her number. Q-Three. A Queen of Hive.
She opened her jaw wide to admire the blue globe Installed inside. It flashed at her, snaring her mind in the endless murmur of the Gestalt.
One Drone, of many.
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The network logo spun over a globe representing the planet. Fading, it was replaced with two women dressed in latex, blue skinned faces smiling maniacally at the camera.
"Hello!" said the one on the left, waving her hand. "I'm N-Fifty!"
"And I'm N-Fifty One!" said the other. "We're the Dronecasters. Welcome back to the show!"
Stock footage of Drones walking down city streets replaced their bodies. "Drone conversion rates are up to seventy percent, thanks to our benevolent Queen and her latest successful raid!"
The footage cut to a series of images of guard Drones cuffing malcontents and herding them into black vans. "Every day, more citizens who try to hide are discovered and sent on to conversion centers, where they are harnessed, sorted and assigned to their proper task."
"If you know of anyone trying to escape the Drone patrols, report them to your local authorities and they will make sure to give them a visit to show them the truth." N-Fifty tilted her shoulders. "Enough unpleasantness. Let's indulge in a reinforcement session together."
They turned as one to face the screen behind them, which lit up with the image of a staring eye. A whirling blue globe twisted and danced behind it, entrancing any viewers.
"Look into the eye. Relax, find your calm, blue center. You are a Drone. You are a slave. Repeat after me."
The two anchors swayed, bald blue heads dipping as they fell into a trance.
"We are Hive Drones. We obey Her. We work for Her to build the best possible society. Spread, and embrace. Spread and embrace. Embrace our future."
The brainwashed Drones raised their hands towards the sky and bowed at the screen, showing off their tight butts. The hypnotic screen faded out.
The anchors turned, wide grins never leaving their faces. Their metal collars winked at their necks.
"Go forth and recruit," stated the one on the left.
"Go forth and multiply," said the one on the right.
"Devote yourselves fully to her," they both said in unison, moaning with pleasure.
***
The white box truck rumbled down city streets, pausing at an intersection to let multiple transit pods through. The intersection had no lights - all vehicles were equipped with avoidance systems to automatically keep traffic flowing in the most optimal pattern.
Drones on the sidewalks walked past, going about their daily business. Many were dressed conservatively, but some were in Dronewear. As more of society was converted, the social mores were moving further towards acceptance of both Drones and their individual styles.
As they closed in on the city center, more and people were unconverted. Here, the mass of population was too great for Hive to deal with all at once. Group by group, people were being subverted, but there were still plenty of dissidents.
Today, the major faction was holding a protest. The media had already condemned them as being 'anti-Hivarian,' and urged most of the populace to stay home. Even so, there were many diehards who were under the false impression that complaining would change Hive's plans for them.
Hive had decided that a quick strike to take out the leaders of the rally would provide an object lesson to other would be activists. Q-Three had been assigned this mission, and she was eager to carry it out. Every time she converted someone into a Hive Drone, she felt pleasure like no other. She was addicted to it. Craved it, to an almost scary extent.
The handrail she was clutching rattled back and forth as the truck made a corner. The interior was stacked from front to back with a series of four tanks on either side, filled with a viscous, blue liquid. These would serve as temporary holding cells for their prisoners after they had been captured.
The ceiling contained three racks of spherical robots, units they would use during their attack to control the crowd. She had used them before to great effect, and wasn't expecting any problems.
Her crew was crowded down the central aisle. At the rear were three Drone guards, dressed in black latex. Their gas mask helmets made them look insectile, ready to sting their prey into submission. They had had been equipped with capture nets as their primary armament, relying on speed and surprise to acquire their victims.
To assist them in their task, more spherical robots had linked themselves together in two chains that extended down their backs. The legs of the mechanical devices flexed with anticipation.
D-Ten was with them, checking their equipment. She had dressed herself like the guards to avoid notice, and had decided to equip herself with a single shockstick. If all went to plan, she would not be in combat, since she would be in command of the group. It would be her job to locate the targets and give orders.
Q-Three was in charge of the operation. She had been in this role before, so she wasn't particularly nervous. This, however, was higher profile than some of her other runs. Not that it should matter - every Drone capture was important to Hive.
The self driving truck turned another corner, the sea of humanity on the sidewalks growing thicker. Up ahead, the crowd coalesced into one mass, blocking further progress.
The truck slowed to a halt, people milling around in front of them. They shouted slogans and raised signs. "Blue skin is bad skin!" declared one. "Have nots over Hivarians!" said another.
"Everyone ready?" asked Q-Three, flexing her shoulders in her skin tight outfit.
She had decided to wear a modified form of her usual outfit, latex impregnated with thick rubber to reduce possible injuries from blunt force trauma. She didn't plan on leaving the truck herself, but wished to be prepared for any eventuality.
Her strike team nodded at her, hefting their weapons, and she grinned, loins inflamed at the thought of what they were about to do.
She pressed a red button mounted on a vertical shaft for a few seconds. A minor rumble could be heard from above, the racks of robots beginning to move. One by one, the spheres were ejected from the top of the truck into the crowd below, unfurling their tentacles to skitter towards unsuspecting protesters.
Shouts and screams leaked in from outside the truck. A few moments later, the rear door rolled open, revealing scrambling citizens and dark pavement.
The strike team members jumped out of the back of the truck, landing on their feet, turning to run up the sides towards the front. Q-Three walked calmly to the cab, watching as the robots she had released worked to clear a path for her.
The engine rumbled and the truck ground forward, following the strike team as they sprinted into the crowd ahead. Anyone who got in the way was shoved to one side or tangled up in the arms of a robot and incapacitated.
For the most part, the crowd ran away in fear, as was intended. This left only those who were too scared to move, or too angry to be stopped. The former were shoved away, the latter wrapped up tight.
That left only the small group of stunned men and women at the podium, who up until now had been inciting the crowd into angry chants. Dressed in garish colors, they were easy to pinpoint. One of them tried to escape, but the first Drone nailed her with a capture net.
Sticky, white ribbons wrapped around her body, firming up into tight, metallic strands. The end of each tendril squirmed as it sought a matching end from the other side. Once they met, they latched together, locking themselves tightly together. The strands intersected above her forehead, around her chest, and at her waist, pulling tight into a bondage harness. At each intersection of the strands, a blue gem glowed brightly.
She yelped, falling to her butt, completely paralyzed by the net. Seeing what had happened to her, six of the others raised their hands in surrender. The last one screwed his face up in a grimace, reaching into his jacket.
D-Ten rushed him, jamming her shockstick under his elbow. His body trembled and his eyes flew open, making an incoherent shout. A pistol dropped from his hands, which was quickly scooped up by the Drone and secured on her belt.
One of the spherical robots riding on her back jumped onto the trembling man, wrapping around his waist. He cried out as his pants were torn off, the warm interior of the machine settling over his dick. "No, no, oh, fuck no, yes!" he shouted as it began to pump up and down.
More robots scuttled over to the restrained prisoners, slipping under their bodies and ratcheting themselves upwards. Acting as carrying platforms, they turned and ran towards the truck on spindly legs.
By this time, some of the crowd was beginning to coalesce, but the Drones had acted quickly. Before any real resistance had been organized, the robots had brought the captives to the back of the truck, where Q-Three assisted them in loading their bodies onto the diamond plated floor.
The Drones climbed in and the door ratcheted back down. The truck automatically started to back out of the crowd, turning around to follow the path from whence it had come.
In the meantime, the crowd had wandered into the gap the robots had created earlier, forcing the remaining bots to make room for the truck a second time.
The crowd was beginning to catch on to what had happened, and several angry men started to chase them. A few pounded futilely on the back door. They seemed endless, constantly getting in the way.
Q-Three ignored the cacophony, gesturing at D-Ten to take the wheel. As for her, she would focus on the captives. In their current state, they would find it very difficult to escape, but she wished to reduce that chance to zero.
One of them tilted her head, a shock of red hair swirling over her shoulder. "You can stomp us out, smoothbrain, but you can't stop our movement. The people are rising up. Your days are numbered."
"That's right!" said a sallow man with a dirty face. "Every speech we make, the crowds are bigger. You can't stop the revolution. Nobody can."
Q-Three chuckled. Their thinking was no more advanced than children, really. It wasn't worth her time to convince them otherwise. Perhaps being tanked would change their minds.
She clicked at G-Fifty Seven in Drone speech, and he grabbed the red headed woman, dragging her over next to the first tank. "Independent thinkers never understand the supremacy of Hive," she lectured. "They always think that they can say whatever they want and be free of consequence."
She reached up above her captive, pulling down a spindly helmet attached to a long hose. She pressed a hidden button on top, and eight metallic legs snapped open, revealing a red electronic eye inside. Swiveling the device around, she pulled it into place on top of the woman's head.
As soon as the interior touched the crown of her head, the legs clamped down around her skull, chrome tips threatening her neck. The prisoner stared at Q-Three with a mixture of terror and anger. "Fuck off and die, blue bag!"
Q-Three smiled widely, knowing that the slit of her rouged lips under her chrome helmet would unnerve the woman. A bit of petty revenge, but satisfying nonetheless.
"A heartfelt sentiment, but irrelevant. You will feel more correct soon."
The helmet's smooth top lit up with scrolling text. BEGIN PROCESSING, it said, accompanied by a loud whir. There came a wet, meaty crunch, and the woman cried out in pain. Her body went limp, eyes rolling. The robot on her head flexed up and down, smoothly jacking itself into her head.
Q-Three grinned, pleased at the efficacy of the new design. Previous models had attempted to wrap up the victims to incapacitate them for future processing, but too many captives had managed to escape before they reached the loving hands of Hive.
This was much more efficient. Even if she was rescued, they would be unable to remove the helmet without Hive authorization. It was buried too deep for them to excise surgically, and over time it would convert her into a proper Drone.
She shivered in delight at what it must be like for them, to watch one of their friends and compatriots being converted in real time. Embracing the love of Hive.
How delightful. She felt the urge to slip her fingers between her legs, but this was hardly the time.
Instead, she fetched a second hose, plugging the bulbous end between the woman's lips. A rubber gag inflated inside her mouth, making her cheeks bulge outwards.
As the interior was filled, a round, rubber sac outside also inflated, wrapping around the front of her lips until the lower half of her face was covered. Q-Three grabbed loose straps attached to the mask, looping them around the rear and attaching them to the helmet.
At this point, the woman's mind was entirely under her control. Even so, it was prudent to keep the bondage robot on her. No need to be sloppy. To be perfectly honest, she loved seeing the woman's protruding curves held tight, controlled by the machine.
This one was done. With G-Fifty Seven's help, she looped straps under the woman's arms. Standing back, she watched with satisfaction as she was lifted into the air, her legs flexing as her butt was pulled over the side of the tank. With barely a sound, she slipped into the viscous, blue liquid, eyes closed. Her arms lifted slightly, as if she was waving at her Queen, welcoming her inevitable fall to slavery.
Q-Three smiled brightly at the others. "Who's next?" she asked.
The captives were mostly cowed, but the sallow man cursed up a storm. Q-Three tilted her head and chirped at the two guards near the rear of the truck. They lifted the man as if he was a sack if rice, carrying him to the next tank.
As Q-Three pulled down another helmet, the captive started laughing hysterically. "You might get me, but we already knew about you. We know everything! You dropped right into our trap!"
The claws of the helmet closed around his head. Q-Three stared at him impassionately. "It hardly matters what you know," she said in a measured voice. "Tomorrow, you will take your place at our side as another Drone. Hive will expand, and consume all individuals on this planet. By yourself, you can hardly hope to stop us."
Spittle leaked from the man's chapped lips. "That's the thing," he said, wheezing. "We're not alone."
The helmet crunched through his skull and the fanatic light faded from his eyes. As before, she pressed the gag between his lips and watched it inflate, securing the rubber straps behind his head.
His body was lifted into the air, splashing into his own tank. That was all his resistance had amounted to. Taking the fast track to Dronehood. Thus would the fate be for any who dared to incite the people against Hive.
It was going well. There were only four left, and after seeing how their fellow protesters had been treated, the fight seemed to have gone out of them. Excellent. The sooner they gave in, the better.
"Q-Three, you had better come take a look at this!" shouted D-Ten, scanning the road ahead. "They've set up a blockade!"
Q-Three clung to the handrail and looked through the windshield. In the confusion, the truck had managed to make progress towards the outer bands of the mob, but the number of robots working to scare off the activists had dropped. More and more they were having to wait for people to decide to move on their own, which was drastically slowing them down.
Worse, up ahead, there was a mass of moving colors. Another segment of the crowd, formed into a march, carrying a white banner. "We're not you! We're not blue!" it read in sloppy paint.
"There's too many for the robots to clear!" shouted G-Fifty Seven urgently, peering over Q-Three's shoulder. "We need more control units immediately!"
Q-Three's stomach churned. She pressed a hand against D-Ten's shoulder. "No time! Get us out of here!" she commanded.
The crowd was growing larger, boxing them in. D-Ten engaged manual control, nosing them down an alleyway to avoid the marching citizens.
More people showed up from the rear, closing ranks behind them, moving closer as if they were a horde of zombies. D-Ten accelerated, narrowly missing a pile of crates. One side of the truck skimmed off the edge of a loading dock, the back end swerving wildly.
D-Ten gripped the wheel with cold calculation, straightening them out with grim control. They were almost at the end of the alley. Q-Three's heart raced. They were going to make it! Hive would be so proud of them for escaping with their captives!
A cement truck drove across the exit, blocking their route. D-Ten tried to brake, but it was too late. Q-Three was flung into the air as they impacted the truck, spinning in slow motion as her body rotated towards the front.
Her head hit the windshield with a sickening crack and she knew no more.
***
All she knew was Blue. Her world was made of it. A soft, blue fog that was everywhere.
She blinked, and sat up. The floor was white tile, with flecks of blue embedded in the surface. A few feet away, the flooring vanished into the fog.
Curious, she stood up and began to walk, not headed in any particular direction. Ahead, looming out the fog, were tall, misshapen objects.
As she came closer, she realized they were gigantic pillars, made of blue marble. They stood in parallel rows, fading off into the distance. She touched the fluted side of one of them, backing off to look at the intricate detail work that had gone into the design around the top.
Sculptures of bald, blue women wrapped their arms around the curve of the column, hugging a central, round sphere. The longer she looked at the sphere, the more she felt as though it were glowing. She blinked her eyes and turned away. It would be easy to find herself mesmerized by the artwork.
Torches were mounted on sconces on the side of each pillar, lighting the way forward. She wasn't certain where the path led, but there wasn't anywhere else to go.
She marched forward, blue feet pressing against warm tiles. The route seemed to go on forever, but her curiosity was piqued when she heard faint strains of music coming from somewhere ahead.
Out of the mist came a marble box, the sides decorated with a carved sculpture. A Queen was walking forwards, Drones carrying the train of her gown. In front of her on either side was a flagrant orgy, scattered Drones taking each other in a frenzy.
Eyes widening, she changed focus, looking up at the delicate figure which graced the table top. The woman was dressed in a diaphanous blue gown, adorned with lacy frills. Her delicate fingers stroked the strings of an enormous harp, the mellow sound flooding the area with calming chords.
The woman turned her head to watch Q-Three's approach, continuing her strumming. Her face was cherubic, with a faint blush of color on her cheeks. Golden locks flowed down over her shoulders, framing her willowy body.
"Ah, there you are, Q-Three. Your mind, at least, is looking rather well."
Q- Three creased her brow as she drew closer. "What does that mean?" she asked. "What has happened?"
She recalled the last few moments of the accident, but everything afterwards was a dreadful haze. Her heart lurched. "Is everyone okay? Did the mission go well?"
The woman tickled a high note, looking her up and down. "Oh, yes, I sent reinforcements. Don't worry about that. It was all taken care of. Really, it was you who took the most damage. Physically."
Q-Three looked down, running her fingers over her latex clad curves. Everything seemed in order. She shot the woman a querulous gaze. "Where are we, and who are you?" she asked pointedly.
"We're in your mind," said the woman, sharp blue eyes considering Q-Three as she tilted her head. "I rather like it here. A respite from the hustle and bustle of everyday expansion. No decisions to make. Just peace."
Q-Three frowned, noting that her other question had been skipped. She tried a different tack. "Why am I here?"



"Your body was seriously damaged. When you were retrieved, you had lost large amounts of blood, and your ribs had been crushed. Hive was forced to tank you to avoid complications."
She lowered a shoulder, exposing her soft curves. "It was all rather traumatic. They weren't certain whether your mind would work the same way again. I hate losing Queens, so I decided to intervene."
Her red lips pursed. "I've done what I can, but now it's up to you. What do you want? Do you wish to remain a Queen? Or is the responsibility too much for you? If you abdicate, I could reassign you as a menial Drone. If that's what you really wish."
She paused her playing, holding up a finger as Q-Three's body tensed. "Think for a moment, then answer. A hasty response will do you no good."
Q-Three looked down, examining her fingernails. She hadn't really thought about it, but she didn't need a lot of time to come to a conclusion. The answer was clear. She couldn't really imagine any other outcome.
There was one thing that was still bothering her, though. She stopped her fidgeting and shot the woman a fierce stare. "Who are you, really?"
"The One to whom you've pledged everything. Hive accepts you. All of you."
She felt warmth. Everything was going to be okay.
***
I-Forty Four hummed as she loaded the waffle maker, the soothing sound and smell of cooking batter infiltrating her nostrils.
Her daily routine hadn't changed much since she had accepted her new role. Every day she went to a reinforcement session to get some exercise in and commune with other Drones.
The gossip she heard about the spread of Hive filled her with joy. In just a few days, all of the major institutions had been locked down, and remaining citizens were being rounded up to be converted. Some small pockets of resistance remained, but they were immaterial.
She had been approached multiple times on her way to and from the exercise sessions by these kinds of people in hopes of recruiting her. Lacking blue skin, dressed like a regular citizen, it was easy to mistake her for one of the unconverted.
She always accepted, playing the clueless housewife until she had been brought deep enough into the resistance cell to locate all participants. One simple call later and Hive would round them all up, sending them to a conversion center. She had broken three groups so far, and was currently working on a fourth.
While fulfilling her duties was paramount, she was still the homemaker, taking care of her family. She found both roles utterly satisfying.
It was difficult to know whether Hive had programmed her that way, but she only cared about the outcome. She was a useful member of Hive.
She was thankful to Hive for everything She had done for them. After the accident, One had personally visited them via hologram to ensure that they were okay.
Q-Three had been in the hospital for several weeks, but with Hive treatments she had recovered sooner than they had expected. The rest of the Drones in the truck had gotten luckier, having only superficial scrapes and bruises.
All was well, now. They were together again, as One had promised.
She released the waffle iron, tweaking a nipple and moaning as she pried out the golden brown bread. While at home, she preferred to dress in modified Dronewear, a revealing red outfit built with half cups to allow her to expose her breasts for pleasuring. Her crotch was also open, thick reinforced rubber strips wrapping around and under her nethers.
Blue was the color of Hive, but Red was the color of infiltrator Drones. For obvious reasons, she was unable to wear the dress in public, but here at home she was among Drones.
M-Fifty Six certainly liked her dress. Her husband used its open design to fuck her at every opportunity. She loved the feeling of helplessness and neediness it engendered, reinforcing the public persona she played.
A rough hand ran over shoulder, a warm breath and kiss at her neck. A thick cock prodded between her legs.
She smiled and continued her work, leaning over slightly to improve access. Pouring more batter, she sighed in pleasure as the hard rod was inserted into her vagina.
It was all she could do to concentrate as she was reamed from behind. Possessive hands squeezed her breasts, fingers groping and rolling. Her hands shook as she plated another cooked waffle, batter dripping everywhere as she refilled the iron.
"Fuck yes, give it to me. I'm your Drone."
Her husband chuckled, redoubling his efforts. "I thought I'd give you a little extra protein for breakfast," he declared.
Moving his hands down, he ran them over her belly. "I want to fill you up with another Drone for Hive."
She could feel him through the Gestalt, his raw desire and pleasure overwhelming her. She knew he was doing the same, the looping feedback enhancing the experience for both of them. One of the gifts of belonging to Hive.
Her ass shook as she neared climax. She braced her hands against the counter, leaning over further. "Hurry up," she gasped, "or your waffle will be burnt."
His throbbing cock pierced her core, rattling her interior with its ejaculate. She lost all control of her body, vibrating as her pelvic muscles clenched uncontrollably. She squeaked and clenched her teeth, chattering as the orgasm stretched out into a languid warmth.
His dick slipped from her hole, leaving her crotch wet. She fetched a hand towel and dried herself off, grinning up at M-Fifty Six. He was wearing an orange latex bodysuit with his number printed in black block letters over his left breast. "Maintenance Supervisor" had been printed below his designation.
The crotch area of his bodysuit was open, leaving his dick ready for action. In the past this would have been considered obscene, but in the new Drone society, it was expected. Drones had no need to hide their sexuality or arousal from other Drones. It was accepted that Drones were sexual beings. Denying that was foolish.
Tossing the towel into the hamper, she moved in close to her husband, wrapping her hands around his head to pull him in for a wet kiss. "Ready for the day now?" she asked rhetorically.
He kissed her back, raising an eyebrow. "Waffles?" he asked.
I-Forty Four sent him a rude retort through the Gestalt, turning to attend to the waffle iron. She grimaced as she opened the lid, the waffle a much darker color than it should have been.
"This one is yours," she declared.
M-Fifty Six smirked and snagged the waffle. "With pleasure."
Sitting down at the table, he grabbed a yogurt container, drizzling the hot surface with blueberry flavor. Cutting a corner off with his fork, he stuffed it into his mouth and made a noise of appreciation. "Stellar as always," he announced.
I-Forty Four gave him a light slap on the shoulder. "Stop that!" she said playfully. "We should wait for the kids before we start eating."
"Kids?" harrumphed M-Fifty Six. "One of them is a guard, and the other is our Queen. They're hardly children."
I-Forty Four rolled her eyes and fetched another waffle out of the iron. "It's rude to finish eating before they've have a chance to tuck in. We need to do a reinforcement session together anyway."
The blue globe on the table flashed white, and M-Fifty Six stopped chewing, attention stolen by its swirling surface. "You will wait for the others to arrive," ordered the globe.
"I... will wait," agreed M-Fifty Six, setting down his fork and swallowing, a slow grin growing as he stared at the globe.
I-Forty Four shrugged. She had tried to warn him, but even as a Drone, he was a stubborn bastard. Never mind. The personal assistant would sort him out.
She pulled out yet another waffle, the stack growing to a towering pile. Humming, she twirled and set the plate down on the table. She was expecting company.
The doorbell rang, and she trotted to the front door, the white apron tied to her waist flapping. Opening the door, she admired the three Drones waiting patiently on her doorstep.
D-Ten, dressed in purple Dronewear, was sandwiched between G-One Oh Five and G-One Oh Six. Their black masks and chrome tanks with rubber hoses hid their identities, but she could tell who they were by their mind taste in the Gestalt.
"Come in!" she said. "You're all very welcome."
She bowed, one hand gesturing towards the kitchen. "Take a seat! There are plenty of waffles to go around."
"Thank you, we shall take you up on your offer," said D-Ten regally.
She stepped forward deliberately on platform boots, the guards stomping behind her. I-Forty Four frowned at the dirt they were tracking inside, but said nothing. She would have to sweep the floor later.
As feet came tromping down the stairs, she turned and curtseyed. "My Queen, breakfast is served."
Q-Three looked unsettled. "I really would rather you didn't, mother. This feels awkward. Just treat me with respect. I don't like this bowing and scraping."
She wrapped a blue hand under Susan's shoulder and pulled her in. "We're family. No need to treat me so formally. I decided to remain a Queen, but that doesn't mean I see you as any less my mother."
"Yes, my Queen," replied I-Forty Four, her lips quirking upwards. "Whatever you say."
Q-Three made an annoyed noise, shaking her head. "Do I have to order you around?" she threatened. "I will if I have to."
"Anything you say, my Queen," she replied, devolving into laughter as Q-Three held her quaking body.
She would learn to deal with it, in time. I-Forty Four already noticed a new strength in Q-Three that she hadn't seen before. A sense of purpose drove her that hadn't existed until Hive had healed her body and mind.
G-Fifty Seven took the stairs two at a time, looping a chrome tank over his back. A black mask was slung over his shoulder, and he gave a large yawn, showing off the orb Installed in the back of his mouth.
"Did you get enough sleep last night?" asked I-Forty Four. "I know you've been spending a lot of time with D-Ten." She winked at him.
"Mother," he said firmly in a long suffering tone, "My love life is none of your damn business."
She grinned back at him. "It's a mother's job to embarrass her children. You both look so cute together!"
He rolled his eyes, but kept his mouth shut. Q-Three shot him a piercing stare. "D-Ten has been my best friend since childhood. You better be treating her right."
G-Fifty Seven's face flushed. "Why don't you ask her?" he mumbled. "I can barely keep her satisfied."
I-Forty Four peeled with laughter, squeezing Q-Three and disengaging to enter the kitchen. "I rather think the relationship dynamic there is going to work the other way around."
Her eyes narrowed as she looked at the crowd sitting in her kitchen. "No gas masks at the table," she said pointedly at the two guard Drones. "It's bad manners to hide your face in my house."
A blue cloud of exhaled gas emanated from the blank spheres, but they moved to remove their helmets. More gas escaped as the latches clicked, revealing pale blue faces underneath. Their expressions were fixed, eyes darting to scan the kitchen as they followed their programming.
I-Forty Four fetched the maple syrup and butter, setting them down near the plate of waffles. Q-Three and G-Fifty Seven took their seats, sitting next to each other at the foot of the table.
I-Forty Four looked over them with pride. This was her family. Her Drone family. As Hive expanded, so too did her family.
She grinned at D-Ten, taking a peek at her belly, which was wrapped tight in purple latex. With any luck, they would be welcoming new members to the family soon.
All that was in the future. For now, she must follow her orders. She sat in her seat, holding out her hands to either side for the other Drones to hold. The rest of the Drones linked hands and stared at the pulsing blue globe in the center of the table.
"Together, as one," she declared.
"We are Drones," they all repeated in unison.
"We pledge our loyalty to Her and each other in support of Hive. We are One in purpose."
The more she stared at the globe, the less she could feel the hands she grasped. She was being extracted from her body, mind being washed in the pure joy of the Gestalt.
The bright sparks of other minds joined with her, reveling in the communion they shared. Awash in this shared experience, they began to chant.
"We submit. We obey. We expand. We are Hive."
This chanting served to further divorce their physical bodies from their minds, leaving them further behind as they were drawn deeper into the Gestalt. The experience they were sharing together was indescribable, a mishmash of colors and ecstasy.
They remained in this state for a short time, transfixed while the blue globe examined their thoughts. Worries and disobedience was smoothed out, replaced with devotion. Their central purpose re-centered on Hive.
I-Forty Four experienced a head rush as she was ejected from the globe, taking a few moments to resettle in her body. Looking around, she smiled brightly at the others without seeing, knowing that they were as much a slave to Hive as she was. It was exhilarating.
The bright globe dimmed, and her smile faded into a frown. D-Ten had moved and was sitting in G-Fifty Seven's lap, bouncing her hips. G-Fifty Seven was lying back in his seat, staring at the ceiling and gasping for breath.
I-Forty Four shrugged. Drones will be Drones. She was feeling rather horny herself, but her earlier fucking had taken the edge off. D-Ten must have been waiting for this for some time. The pent up arousal must have built horrendously while she attended Q-Three.
She ran a hand over her latex covered breasts and shot M-Fifty Six a smoky look, promising more to come after breakfast. His Adam's apple bounced as he swallowed another piece of waffle, raising his brows.
G-Fifty Seven's friends appeared nonplussed by the sexual tension, eating without restraint. The larger one was really putting it away, downing another waffle
I-Forty Four looked at her Queen. "What are your plans, Q-Three? I've heard that you're about to be taken off leave."
A shadow moved over Q-Three's neon green eyes. She had adopted some of her old fashion choices while she had been at home, with a twist. She used to be into dark colors, but now she had adopted a cyberpunk aspect to go with the color of her latex dress. She had used sparkly green eyeshadow and colored her lips to match, wearing dreadfalls on her bald head.
"To be honest," she replied, "I haven't really considered. I dread the new responsibilities I will have to take on, but Hive will provide."
The rest of the Drones at the table repeated the mantra with her.
"There's so much I still don't know!" she complained. "How will I ever do a good job?"
There was a knock at the door. I-Forty Four rose, moving towards the entrance. "I wonder who that could be?" she asked. "I'm not expected anybody."
She reached out through the Gestalt, but pulled back quickly, surprised at the strength of the mind glow she found. Instinctively, she knew that this was not a Drone to trifle with.
The door clicked open, revealing a tall, well built Drone. She wasn't wearing a bodysuit, which was quite unusual. Instead, her chest was supported by a strict corset, pierced breasts sitting on top of boned cups to show off their prominence.
She wore tight, thigh high boots with extreme platform heels, increasing her height by at least half a foot. Her form towered over I-Forty Four, forcing her to look up to see the chrome metal helmet which hid most of the Drone's features.
The number at her collar was Fifteen. I-Forty Four felt a thrill of excitement in her chest. Only the most important and early Drones were assigned plain numbers. What could she be doing here?
I-Forty Four stepped to one side and gestured for the Drone to come in. "Thank you," the Drone said in a low, velvety voice, stepping lightly towards the kitchen.
As she entered, Q-Three gasped. "Fifteen? What are you doing here? Am I needed for some more training?"
Fifteen swept into the room. "No, my dear, One has decided to attach me to your entourage for the time being. I will use all of my experience to make you into the perfect Drone Queen."
She leaned in to whisper into Q-Three's ear. Her words caused the young Queen to blush. She rose, giving the older Drone a formal bow. "I will take this district in hand, as She commands."
Fifteen took her hand, leaning in to plant a kiss on her cheek with rouged lips. "Of course you will," she said with utter confidence. "Drones must obey."
The other Drones repeated the words together. D-Ten gasped in pleasure as she wiggled her butt on G-Fifty Seven's cock.
She wriggled, moaning, breaking into a wide smile. She stood, the juices from their coupling dripping down her thighs. G-Fifty Seven sat low in his seat, looking flushed. He was exhausted from being ridden.
"Drones obey," D-Ten mouthed, giving G-Fifty Seven a sloppy kiss. "I love you."
I-Forty Four looked at the couple brightly. "When is the wedding?" she asked with a grin.
***
G-Fifty Seven asked me to write this down, so here it is (I still call him Zach sometimes, but don't tell him that. He's embraced his number, becoming a perfect guard and adjutant to D-Ten).
That's how it all happened.
The arrival of Hive was more banal than you might expect. After most of the populace was converted, life continued as before, just with more interesting outfits and fewer hangups.
G-Fifty Seven married D-Ten in a proper Drone wedding, mother and father in attendance. Their affection for one another was consummated at the altar, showing everyone just how aroused they were. You can't imagine how embarrassing it was to see mother boning father while they were taking their vows!
His friends were the best Drones, sharing the gas from their tanks with any cute Drone who caught their eyes. The result was a Drone orgy, rather over the top by any measure.
Afterwards, we communed in the Gestalt, rejoicing in our loyalty to Hive. More than a few Drones were impregnated after the ceremony. One of them had to be admonished for being fucked on top of the wedding cake! Seeing her orange latexed breasts being pushed into the frosting as she was railed from behind was quite a sight!
Throughout all this, my father has been a perfect Drone, serving mother and ensuring the house is always in perfect working order. They've been rather busy, too, as mother is pregnant! They had sworn they wouldn't have another child after having us so early, but being converted into Drones has obviously changed all that.
There is joy in obeying Hive's directives. I am sure they will raise their new child as a devoted slave to Hive.
I took up my duties, as expected, and helped to convert my district to the best of my abilities. Fifteen was the perfect assistant, helping me with my new duties and with... other things. She's amazing in so many ways!
We recently had the one year anniversary of my reign. Some of the Drones from my childhood dropped by to see how I'm doing (and to steal a few kisses!)
Don't tell Zach, but I've started seeing one of his friends, the one formerly known as Nate. His time as a guard has really bulked up his muscles, dropping the fat he had gained from gaming all the time. His laugh is infectious, and his cock is enormous.
So far, it hasn't amounted to much more than a fling, but I'm hoping it will turn into something solid, soon. I can think of nothing more fulfilling than to pump out more Drone babies. To spread Hive through procreation like my mother. My thighs juice every time I think of being fucked by him.
All in all, my small contribution to the spread of Hive was necessary - essential even, but my role could have been filled by any of a thousand other Queens. I feel honored that One chose me to enforce Her will.



Making me Her slave. Changing my life to suit Her needs. Creating a new Drone society in our corrupt world.
District Queen Q-Three. In charge of Stacksville and surrounding areas. Hive Queen and a Drone.
My family's keeper, and mother to thousands of other Drones.
These are my titles, and my duties. Deep down, however, I would give it all up to be a simple Drone. A small thrall in service to Hive.
I love being a Drone. And so will you.
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Selene groaned, staring up through a circular hole in the ceiling at a starry sky. Cool air swirled throughout the chamber, giving her nude body the chills.
The candles flickering around her didn't provide much warmth, casting strange shadows on the stone dome far above her head. She had discovered to her detriment that they were hazards. If she tried to move around too much, the candle wax would spill, burning painfully on her skin.
Still, it made her itchy to do nothing. She was a superhero. Action was part of her nature. A calling.
She tugged at her wrists, attached chains clinking gently against the hardwood table. She was bound at her ankles, wrists, and neck, making it impossible for her to get up at all. These weren't rough restraints; the smoothness of the metal cuffs indicated that they had been machined. Whoever had captured her had been well prepared, and had probably been watching her for a long time.
Clenching her fingers into fists, she forced herself to relax and think logically. Why hadn't anyone noticed she had gone missing? The last day or so was hazy in her mind, and she didn't really know when she had been kidnapped, but surely her girlfriend would have noticed her missing at work.
Her lips twisted. She couldn't rely on the superhero guild. They didn't consider her a part of their group, even though she paid the dues. Some of that was likely because she wasn't on friendly terms with some of their members. The Rat Patroller would never forgive her for using some of his rats in her science experiments, but how was she to know that some of the rats in her traps were his?
How could they expect her to live up to her name of Witchbreaker if she couldn't experiment to figure out the most effective potions to block transference between different dimensions? It was so unfair.
Her calling was even more important given the recent paranormal activity. She could tell something strange was in the air, as she had been forced to banish at least two summoners to prevent them from bringing in demonic entities from a different plane within the last month. There was probably some sort of unique celestial confluence going on that she was unaware of. She hated those.
Breathing hard, she took in the smoky night air. The fear was beginning to dissipate, replaced with boredom. There was nothing to do, and she could only speculate so much. She wanted something to happen, damnit!
"Hello, Witchbreaker," said a sultry voice behind her bound head. "Or should I say, Selene?"
Crap. Her kidnapper knew her real name. How could that have possibly slipped out? None of the heroes at the guild knew it. Her captor must have supernatural research.
A stone settled in her stomach as two taloned hands wrapped a chain around her neck, a dark, heart shaped amulet settling between her large breasts. The smoky purple hands seized them, squeezing languorously.
Selene gulped, grimacing at the pleasurable sensations her body produced as the sharp talons tweaked her nipples. She was a real painslut, but her captor couldn't know that. She would have to be careful here - if her secret fetish was exposed, there was no telling what her captor would do to her to make her compliant.
"Mmmmm, no begging for mercy? I like that," said the woman as she ran a talon up Selene's neck line.
Selene bit her lip, doing everything she could to avoid reacting. She closed her eyes. She didn't like this. She didn't want to be tortured to the edge of her endurance, breaking only when her pussy gaped, waiting for more pleasurable abuse.
It was rather embarrassing, and none of the men she had dated in the past were willing to go that far. It tended to chase them away, leaving her unfulfilled. That was why she had gotten so serious with Aline lately. The woman had a hidden dark side that knew exactly how to treat her, to make her scream in pleasure, superhero or not.
Aline. She needed to hold on for her, if nobody else. This was nothing. She could bear this pleasurable torture.
She opened her eyes, determined to face her captor and demand her freedom. Instead, she gasped at what she saw. Crap.
The woman was a creature straight out of some of her most torrid nightmares. A perfectly proportioned body, built for fucking, nude purple skin highlighted by flames flickering down her thighs with every step. Bony protuberances were attached to her shoulders like armor, covered with spikes.
Metallic studs twinkled at her nipples, chin, and triangular ears, which stuck out sideways under endless falls of hair, black as night. In the center of it all, two fiery red eyes, slitted like a cat. Filled with lust for her.
Double crap. This time, the summoner wasn't your run of the mill cultist. This was a true demoness, and there was no way of telling how powerful the outsider had become during her stay on this plane. She must have missed catching another summoner, but where, and when? Her detection spellwork was impeccable!
Her eyes shifted, trying to ignore the demoness' unnatural beauty. She did have the equipment necessary to banish a demon, but not here. Not with her. Not when she needed it.
She grimaced. She felt so damn aroused. Probably a side effect of being so close to the demoness. Her cuffs tinkled as she tried to move her hands towards her privates involuntarily. She was in real trouble.
The demoness tilted her head, fire dancing in her eyes. "You don't look like much now, but that's not a problem. I can fix that. Make you perfect for my needs." Her forked tongue flickered out, revealing multiple piercings on its split ends.
Selene struggled, her left foot knocking a candle off the table. She groaned, trying to banish the sultry image of the demoness from her mind.
"Careful now," said the creature, stretching over to reveal the full extent of her luscious breasts. "You wouldn't want to injure yourself."
She stroked the unlit candle with a talon, and it flickered back to life. "Putting out a few candles won't ruin my plans."
She turned and lifted her well sculpted arms, gesturing at the hole in the ceiling. Her slender tail whisked through the air, dancing in excited patterns. "The blood moon has almost arrived, and with it, the final piece necessary to raise my Master. And you're the one who's going to make it possible!"
Selene blinked. The moon certainly wasn't looking normal. Maybe the demoness wasn't completely insane. "What if I don't want to make it possible?" she replied, thinking slowly. "What if I resist, every step of the way?"
The demoness chuckled. "An inconvenience, nothing more - which is why I've prepared a contingency."
Turning swiftly, she seized a pot. Pulling out a paintbrush, she dipped it within. She hummed a dark tune as she worked the brush over Selene's breasts. The brush's tip swirled as it licked at her nipples.
Selene wanted to protest, but instead began to laugh in a strained fashion, the bristles tickling her horrendously as the paint blackened her flesh.
The demoness clucked her tongue. "If you stop wiggling, I'll be done sooner. I wouldn't have to do this at all if you had decided to be more cooperative."
Selene didn't stop wiggling, and the demoness rolled her sparkling eyes, saying nothing. She expertly moved the brush downwards, painting quickly around Selene's belly button. When the demoness got to her pubes, she ran a talon over Selene's denuded skin.
"How delightful!" she growled. "One less step for me."
She finished by touching the point of the paintbrush into Selene's belly button, grinning wide. "Look at you. Such a scrumptious morsel. Don't worry, I'm not dragging this out. It won't be much longer."
Her taloned hands flexed. "You might find this hard to believe, but I hate waiting as much as you do. There are so many possibilities. You cannot imagine how much effort I've expended to ensure this happens without interference."
She tossed the paintbrush aside, letting it clatter to the stone floor. Tail swishing behind her, she watched Selene hungrily, as if she wanted to pounce on her.
Selene found it strange that she almost wanted the demoness to do so. To take her body and ravage her. She must have been dosed with some kind of aphrodisiac, as that idea was sounding more and more appealing.
Sweat beaded her brow. She was feeling hot. Did it have something to do with the moon? She squinted upwards, confused by what she saw. The usual white glow of the new moon had somehow been altered.
A filter had been placed between it and her, changing its appearance to a dusky red. Before, it was simply another dot of light in the sky, now it was large and centered in the aperture in the ceiling, glowing malevolently.
The demoness began to chant, lifting her hands above Selene's naked body. Her breasts flexed and her tail lifted up as the strange words infiltrated her ears. She tried to think of something else, but the strange syllables were keeping her focused, her eyes tracing the outline of the moon.
The words faded into a buzz, a constant presence in the back of her mind. She was calm, watching the strange looking moon with curiosity. Relaxed, her thoughts faded, her conscious mind forced into the present. Experiencing, not thinking.
The amulet resting between her breasts suddenly began to glow red, echoing the bloody color of the shining moon. A tremendous force came out of nowhere, pinning her to the table. She gasped, desperately trying to breathe.
The weight of the paint on her body was crushing. It felt as though she was on fire, the painted tracings imbuing her with a sensual heat. There came tremendous pain. She screeched. Had the demoness killed her?
No, the weight was beginning to fade, but her body was incredibly itchy. She shifted against the table, enormously uncomfortable. She wanted to rub her skin, to etch tracks over her chest. There was something inside her, and it wanted out!
This urgent need bloated her loins, and she pressed her hips against the table, trying anything to make it go away. "What is wrong with me?" she screeched.
There came a sharp pain, and she cried out, jerking her neck against the metal collar. Fortunately, it soon abated, replaced with an overall feeling of strangeness. Her need was still there, but it was no longer accompanied by an uncomfortable pressure.
There was something happening down below, but she couldn't see it. She tried to tilt her head, but it was securely fastened to the table. She had no idea what this meant. She had never felt anything like this before - there was something hard and stiff sticking out from her privates, throbbing with lust.
"There it is," chirped the demoness, ceasing her chanting and crawling onto the table like a cat. "The ultimate proof that you are of the blood."
The demoness' head dipped, and there came a feeling of warmth and a terrible suction. Selene whined at these unusual sensations. Her body was on fire. She needed something, but she wasn't sure what.
The demoness' head pulled up with a wet pop. Unfamiliar sensations assaulted Selene from below. The creature had been sucking on something, and she didn't want her to stop. She grit her teeth, holding back a groan.
"You are ready," hissed the demoness. "Become one with me, Master. Sate your desires within my willing body. Fuck me, control me with your dick, and embrace your future."
A hot hand wrapped around the hard length that extended from her pubes, surprising Selene. Her eyes widened as the demoness flexed her hips, driving herself downward onto Selene's transformed body. The creature's pussy engulfed her length like a wet glove, instantly sucking her hard rod inside.
Selene grunted like an animal. Unknown instincts surfaced. She knew what she had to do. She pressed her hips upwards, sinking her length deeper inside the outsider's snatch.
The demoness' face loomed over hers, her skin highlighted with variegated streaks of red. She huffed cutely as her glowing eyes lit up with lust. "Your dick feels wonderful, Master. Give it to me hard."
Selene didn't hesitate. It felt too good, too right. The demoness' tongue lolled as Selene flexed her hips, driving her new cock inside the demon whore. She needed this, and she deserved it after being treated like a slave.
"That's it, master," the demoness whispered, licking her split tongue over Selene's chin. "You need this as much as I do."
Selene's eyes rolled. She didn't care about resisting any more. The pleasure was shooting into her core, blasting her to heights she had never experienced before. Was this what it felt like to be purely male? To fill a woman with your hard rod?
She grunted, her new penis flexing inside the hot, wet core of the demoness. The creature was made for fucking, and she was going to give it to her. Her only regret was that she was bound. She wanted to be on top, to punish the creature for forcing her to be submissive. It was unnatural.
Her mouth dropped open and she accepted the demoness' tongue inside. Their tongues intertwined, the demoness' prehensile flesh twirling around hers. She sucked on the hot wetness, rubbing the ridge of her tongue over one of the demoness' piercings.
Her pleasure peaked. Nipples hard as tacks, she could feel her dick throbbing. She would teach this evil demoness to capture her and hold her down!
She continued to suck on the demoness' tongue as she exploded, ropes of liquid shooting from her penis. She held her hips rigid as the demoness' pussy clamped onto her dick, milking each pulse of her throbbing rod.
The creature moaned as if she was suckling on a popsicle, her hips pressed hard against Selene's. Welded together, they both hesitated for a moment, taking in the overwhelming sensations that rushed through their bodies.
The demoness paused for a moment, cupping her breasts. "Wonderful, Master, but we're only getting started."
Suddenly, a crackling sound of thunder rippled through the tower, the very stone vibrating as if it had been punched with explosives. The demoness stopped her pumping, resting her hips on Selene's belly.
She must have heard something, for her expression changed. Selene whined for her to continue, but instead she leaned forward, squeezing Selene's breasts carefully with her taloned hands.
"That's one," the demoness whispered in her ear, chuckling softly. "This is only the beginning. Find me if you want to know what happens next. Master."
She kissed Selene on the cheek, and lifted her hips off of Selene's swollen dick. She bounced off the table, tail lifted high for balance. An arch built into the wall rippled with a dark miasma. Her body vanished as she stepped through, demonic laughter echoing off the stone walls.
Almost. She had almost reached satisfaction a second time, but she had been deprived before she could sink all of her lust into that whore of a demoness. She thrust her hips in the air, her throbbing dick pulsing as it exploded. Small spurts of semen sprang from its tip, making a mess on her chest.
She had been rescued somehow, but she didn't care. Her need to sate herself had overtaken all rational thought. Her chains caught against her restraints as she reached, reaching for something that was impossible. She made an inhuman moan, hissing for the demoness to return through sharpened teeth.
Her eyes rolled as a costumed heroine looked down at her in concern, the world spinning away into blackness.
***
Gasping, Selene blinked her eyes heavily, trying to clear out the bleariness. She felt hot, and her sheets were wrinkled. It must have been a bad night. Closing her eyes, she did her best to cleanse the vivid memories. They felt real now, but in a few minutes they would vanish into the mists of her mind. Nothing to worry about.
Throwing off the covers, she jumped to her feet, stretching her arms and yawning. Best for her to get cleaned up. There was bound to be a long day ahead of her.
Slipping her feet into pale blue slippers, she padded into the bathroom, taking in her frazzled hair and pink undergarments in the mirror. Blink, blink. What was that?
She moved in close, examining her irises. She thought she had caught something unusual in them, but everything appeared perfectly normal.
She cupped a hand against her cheek. Must be her imagination - her bad dream hadn't gone away yet. She had been having a lot of those lately.
Furrowing her brow, she stared intensely into her hazel eyes. There was no demoness. Nothing had been done to her. Everything was fine.
Sighing, she washed her face, taking care to make sure her skin was properly moisturized. She would take a shower later after a few hours of work on her laptop.
Her mind began to wander, wondering what her girlfriend was doing. At this hour, Aline was probably up, feeding her pet turtle. She had slept over a few times, and always marvelled at how fast the cold-blooded animal could move when food was on the line.
She should give her a call, ask her if she wanted to come over later. If she wanted to be fucked raw.
She blinked. What a strange thought to have. Yes, it would be pleasant to bed her, but her passion was usually a slow burner. Not this burst of lust.
Shrugging, she grabbed a bathrobe and padded over to the kitchen, putting on the coffee maker. They hadn't done it in a while. Maybe she was hornier than she had thought. That would certainly explain the odd dream.
There came a rumble from her belly. Not too surprising. She had some cornflakes in the cabinet, but did she have enough milk? Pulling open the fridge, she scanned the contents, musing over the half eaten muffin and a container of sad looking lettuce.
With her money, she was certainly able to afford something better, but she hated having anyone else pry into her personal business. Hiring someone to do her shopping for her was a no go.
She rolled her eyes. That meant she'd have to go out soon, and she wasn't looking forward to it. Any unexpected interruption to her day always got her riled up.
Grabbing the milk carton, she slammed the door shut and gasped. A wrinkled up blanket on the kitchen table had moved! Did she have rats?
She approached carefully, waving the milk carton in the air, not sure what she was doing. The blanket shifted again, revealing a disheveled face framed by frizzy blue hair and an orange hoodie. The woman's glasses were askew, her pigtails dragging on the table.
A sudden frisson of throbbing heat assaulted her privates. Aline - was here? She should be at work!
She held out the milk carton as if it was a weapon. "What's going on here, Ally?" she asked in a high pitched voice. "Why are you sleeping on my kitchen table?"
The drowsy woman smiled, raising her head slowly. "What are you planning on doing with that?" she asked sleepily. "I'm not a cup of coffee."
Selene bit her lip. She was thirsty for something, but it definitely wasn't coffee! Her privates were on fire, and an unfamiliar bulge was building inside her panties.
Suddenly, she badly wanted to take Aline by the shoulders, bend her over the kitchen table, and fuck her silly. She wants it, too!
She cursed her traitorous brain. She wasn't sure what was going on, but it was very, very wrong. But why did it feel so right?
"Selene?" asked Aline with alarm. "What is that?"
Selene blushed, shocked as she covered her bulging crotch with both hands. Whatever it was, the strange, pulsing erection was threatening to spill out of her panties. Why did that even matter, though? She wanted her girlfriend to see her hard rod.
Rod? The thought rocketed through her brain. She knew what this was, but it couldn't be! It was a dream, only a dream! Her fevered mind circled around the edge of sanity, hysterical.



Her entire reality shifted, and she felt unsteady, catching the edge of the table. "Ally?" she asked, alarmed at how immediate her lust was becoming. "I'm being serious here. What happened yesterday?"
Aline stood, the blanket dropping to the floor. "Skyline brought you here after the superhero guild rescued you. She said that something strange had been done to you, but they weren't sure what, and they wanted someone to watch over you while they investigated further."
Selene frowned. Skyline was one of the worst of the superhero bunch. A stuck up, arrogant know it all, wrapped tightly in golden armor and a sense of true justice. If they were involved, this was about to become far more complicated. They might get in my way.
Gasping, she looked up at Aline, suddenly afraid. If everything she remembered had happened, then she had a... dick! She looked down, her heart lurching as she confirmed the truth.
The elastic band of her panties had been stretched, a large rounded head peeking out. It pulsed and throbbed with desire, the tip twitching as an unfamiliar muscle flexed. It was thick, ready, and necessary to plug her girlfriend's hole until she squealed with pleasure.
Selene frowned, letting the thought fade. No, she wouldn't let it control her. She would find a solution.
"What's this?" asked Aline, pressing a fingernail into Selene's belly. "It's rather cute. You didn't tell me you were going to get a tattoo!"
Selene jerked back, following the slender pointing finger. A circular black design had been painted in relief around her belly button, in the image of a moon. It glowed with an ethereal beauty, pulsing in time to her throbbing dick. Another souvenir of the demoness' influence, no doubt. What other delicious changes had been made to her?
Selene was unable to reply, her thoughts bathed in lustful speculation. She looked over her girlfriend with new eyes. She wanted to unwrap her like a summer sausage, nibbling all of her juicy bits. To make her writhe and cry out in pleasure. To give her the gift she deserved.
She paid for her distraction, as Aline once again seized the initiative. Hands were tugging at her panties, sliding downwards to reveal her pulsing erection. Unbound, the fleshy tube swung forwards, bouncing as its enormous length pointed towards Aline's open mouth.
"Fuck, they didn't say anything about this," Aline murmured in wonder, licking her lips.
She looked up with adoring eyes. "Can I?" she asked, her pursed lips making her look insufferably cute.
She should have said no. This was a step too far. A venture into the unknown from which she wouldn't be able to recover. She wants to taste it. What would be the harm?
She looked down at her lover benovently. "If you want it, you can have it. Just be gentle, please."
Aline nodded, her lips opening wide as she quickly plunged her mouth over the head of Selene's dick, swirling her tongue as she suckled on it like an expert. Selene hadn't asked for this. It was too much, too soon.
Aline bobbed her head, her hoodie bouncing backwards as Selene's girthy length penetrated down her throat. Selene groaned. When had she become so good at this? Just watching her lover's pigtails bouncing as she fellated her was enough to set her on edge.
She wasn't used to having a dick, didn't know how it operated. If she had known, she never would have acquiesced to Aline's request. Her lips felt so good, and she was ready to explode. To give Aline what she needed. She was going to fuck her, to make her understand how much she loved her.
Aline's head popped off her dick. "It tastes so good!" she declared, smiling crazily.
White dribbles of liquid spilled from her lips, dripping onto the floor. The harsh voice in her mind growled. A waste of good semen.
Her mouth felt odd, but it could wait. Staring at her needy lover, Selene knew that whatever restraint she had left was almost gone. "I need you. Undress. Now."
Aline blinked slowly, then smiled, moving her hands to unzip her sweatshirt. She made a show of pulling her arms out of each sleeve, spinning the orange garment around a few times before flinging it into a corner and giggling.
Selene stared at her hungrily, her penis flexing as she caught sight of her lover's exposed cherry red nipples. Aline continued the strip show, leaning forward to show off her large breasts as she tugged at her sweatpants. Wiggling her ass back and forth with every inch, she slid them down with her panties, revealing the cream colored arch of her privates. It was too much to bear.
Seized with lust, she pounced, grabbing Aline by the shoulders. Her lover giggled, cooperating passively as Selene pushed her back against the table. She even spread her legs and lifted her hips, the cheeky woman. She was asking for it!
Unable to wait any longer, she nudged the head of her shaft inside Aline's willing pussy, her lover's lips rubbing gently against her dick. She roared, pressing her body forward as she sank deep inside, the unfamiliar pleasure assaulting her privates.
It felt wonderful. It felt right. There would be many she would master with her rod.
Aline made an animalistic noise, her butt rubbing against the table. She laid back, giving Selene a coquettish look. Selene grabbed her legs, pulling her bodily forwards until her dick was buried completely inside her lover. Now, the pounding could commence.
Snarling, she tightened her grip, flexing her hips as began to ram inside Aline, as deep as she could go. Aline gave up giving her looks, her eyes rolling as her arms dangled freely. Boneless, her entire body wobbled as Selene speared her, breasts flopping every time their hips rammed together.
Slamming her dick into this slut made her feel in control. She was dominant, controlling this woman and making her into a proper servant. She would serve. They would all serve. It was good to be the Master.
The longer she fucked this woman, the more her dominant thoughts were taking control. And why shouldn't they? Here was a slut who was submitting. It was clear the other woman would do anything to be fucked by her dick, and she was beginning to understand why.
It felt absolutely amazing to be railing Aline. Her entire lower body felt alive, the pulsating pumping and throbbing flesh calling to her. Nothing was stopping her from getting what she wanted and she was going to have it. It was an intoxicating feeling. One that wouldn't stop as long as she listened to her desires.
They whispered around her, coming to life. The kitchen was becoming hazy, a cloudy red mist invading the room. Her vision narrowed to a point, focused on one thing - filling Aline to the brim.
Growling, she pumped faster, her swollen flesh fast reaching a climax. She knew it was going to happen before Aline did, stopping as it exploded, spurting wave after wave of cum into the groaning girl. She wanted to move, but Selene wouldn't let her, holding her in place as her dick spurted every last drop into her needy tunnel.
This was only the beginning. Aline was worthy, and would receive her seed often.
Grabbing a chair, she pulled Aline with her, forcing them both to sit down at the same time with her hard dick plugged inside her lover. Satisfied, she rested on the kitchen chair, perfectly happy to relax as her lover rubbed her butt against Selene's pubes. Her hard cock stirred within Aline's swollen pussy. Mine. She belongs to me!
Aline shifted, leaning forward to suckle at one of Selene's rigid breasts. Selene squeezed her, very pleased at her ownership of the other women. It felt right to be in control of her, to master her with her turgid dick.
The constant lurid thoughts were becoming more natural. She refused to apologize for being dominant. This was her. This was how she truly felt, and she loved being a Master.
She flexed a hand, frowning. That was strange. Her fingers looked odd, more slender than before, and the nails had elongated, sharpening into points. "Ally, I think we have a problem here."
Aline craned her neck, adoring eyes focusing up at her with slitted pupils. "What's wrong, Master?"
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Her demonic transformation was accelerating. None of her existing exorcism potions had worked, and it was becoming increasingly hard to figure out why. It would be much easier to accept it instead of fighting it.
This wasn't helped by the voracious appetite of her lover, who was quite happy to make herself available whenever Selene's dick became too much to handle. This wasn't much of a solution, however, since with every penetration Aline was becoming more demonic, just like her.
She couldn't go to the hero guild with this - they had nobody with the necessary expertise. They would likely decide to kill her and destroy her lab to expunge the demonic corruption. They wouldn't care that in doing so they would be losing any hope they had of stopping supernatural invasions from other planes.
No, if there was a solution, she would need to find it herself, and quickly, too, before she became subsumed by the pleasures of her ever ready dick.
Tapping at her laptop, she made a few notes of her current condition to track her alterations. If she couldn't discover a cure, perhaps someone else would find her notes and have an idea of what was happening to her.
I'm aroused frequently, and it takes very little to set me off. The length of my dick has grown, measuring half an inch longer than before, and the head has become swollen. The skin color is changing, turning into a swirling dark purple. I can already tell that the skin tone over the rest of my body has changed as well, likely a precursor of what is to come.
Gritting her teeth, she winced as a fang punctured her lower lip.
Canines are growing unnaturally long. My fingernails keep turning into talons. I have to trim them constantly to keep working at the computer. The worst part is that I'm not afraid of what's happening. It seems so natural, I wonder if this is the way things are meant to be.
Typing the last word, she stared out over the top of the monitor, lost in her thoughts for a moment. To be a demoness.
No! That couldn't be true, could it? She didn't actually want to become like that thing.
She slammed her fist against the metal desk, wincing as it creaked. Her breath caught as she saw the damage that she had unknowingly wrought. Her laptop was tilting into the large dent where her fist had distorted the metal.
There was nothing for it. She would have to try the next potion. Flicking a switch on the magnetic stirrer, she waited for the liquid in the beaker to coalesce into a horrendously green soup. That was about what she had expected.
Bottoms up. Lifting the beaker to her mouth, she took a swallow of the lukewarm substance, praying that this time would be different than the last.
There was a faint burn trailing down her throat, followed by an aftertaste of peppermint. She had adapted this particular concoction from a potion she used to close interdimensional portals. With a few tweaks, she had hoped to use its properties to draw the demonic influence out of her.
Setting the beaker back down, resting her hands on the desk, she watched her fingertips with curiosity. Her nails were still growing, becoming increasingly pointed right before her eyes.
This was clearly caused by whatever corruption had gripped her, almost as if it was reshaping her into some kind of specified form. It didn't matter what she did to alter herself physically - time and time again she would be pushed back in the direction her transformation was taking her.
She suspected that if she was brave enough to castrate herself, she'd grow a new penis in record time. Fortunately, she hadn't gone that far. It wasn't a good idea anyway. She needed to fuck Aline with it or she'd go out of control.
Shit. Aline - she had almost forgotten about her lover. The woman had become far too attached to her, to the extent that she had been forced to order her to stay out of the lab. It pained her to do so, but if she hadn't, she would have had her dick buried deep in her lover's warm snatch instead of running these experiments. Although that was probably a better use of her time than messing around in this sterile environment.
Aline was transforming just like she was, slowly and surely. After their second lovemaking session, a lunar tattoo had begun to show up around her belly button, and her skin was gradually darkening. Not to mention her subservient attitude. She would spread her legs and expose her pussy at a moment's notice if Selene would let her.
Her mind was wandering into lewd fantasies again. She refocused, spreading her fingers out to peek at her fingernails. They hadn't reverted - becoming true talons again, angled and sharp.
Another failure. She wanted to cry, to whine. To fuck.
In the end, she would do none of those things, because none of them would save her from whatever she was becoming. They wouldn't save Aline, either.
She stood, moving with urgency towards a metal cabinet. Opening the door, she fumbled inside. There were no more options. She needed answers, and there was only one way to get them.
Grabbing a can of colored chalk, she turned towards the tiled end of her laboratory. Drawing the necessary symbols correctly would be critical. Any mistakes, and the demoness would escape to perpetrate all kinds of mischief. Maybe it would be wise to sate her desires, to bury her thick dick in Aline's willing pussy before continuing.
Her engorged cock shifted in her panties, reminding her that it was impossible to sate her desires for long. Not now. She needed to concentrate!
Tapping on her tablet, she pulled up the pattern for a summoning circle. She was quite familiar with these, but she didn't want to make a mistake. As much as she liked fucking these days, she certainly didn't want to be fucked with.
Holding the tablet in one hand, she began to draw. The nested shapes were difficult to get right, and she constantly needed to refer back to the tablet to ensure that she was using the right color. Fortunately, the monotony of the task drew her in, reducing the urgency of her needs.
Hopefully, she could figure out what had been done to her, and this would all be over soon. Not that she minded pounding her hard dick inside her lover, but she didn't want to turn her into a demoness. Even if she was much cuter as one.
There, the outline was complete, but it still needed a unique sign to ensure that the correct outsider was summoned. Without one, it would be an open portal, allowing anyone or anything to come through, which could be disastrous.
Pondering for a moment, she drew the outline of a moon, echoing the strange painted tattoo that was glowing on her chest. It was the only lead she had to go on, and it was a pretty good bet, since her lover appeared to be developing a similar mark. It must be some kind of clan logo, and it seemed likely the mysterious demoness had one, too.
Putting the chalk away, she tapped a finger against her thigh. There were a few more precautions she should take.
Raiding the cabinets, she gathered together a group of nasty potions and set them on a side table within reach. Hellsbane. Antimagic. Fireproof. Some of these ought to be useful.
She was ready. Her heart began to pound, her dick flexing. Could she contain herself while summoning one of the objects of her lust? She was about to find out.
Pulling up a chair, she crossed her legs, staring into the empty space above the portal. Girding her courage, she twisted her mouth into the shapes necessary to say the summons. The words were foul in her mouth, tasting like ash. She never thought that she would be the one summoning a demoness, but here she was. She hoped this wouldn't be a waste of time.
A dark cloud descended from the ceiling, billowing outwards until it filled the summoning circle. Spiralling upwards, it swirled like a tornado, closing in tighter until it revealed the buxom form of the demoness. Caressing her impossibly tight black corset, it swirled around delicate horns, lifting her hair in an invisible breeze as it vanished into nothing.
The demoness rested calmly, her butt in the air, as if she was sitting on an invisible chair. Her breasts were uplifted by the corset, pushing them up and out, highlighting her pierced nipples. Black boots extended up past her knees, framing her open, gaping privates. She was a picture of lustful sex, and she knew it.
Tail twitching, she peered at Selene with hooded eyes. "Have you summoned me to give me a good fucking?" she asked curiously, her forked tongue licking her lips. "Or are you going to ask me more boring questions?"
Selene scowled. It was hard enough to ignore her aroused dick without the creature's prodding. "What have you done to me, demoness?" she asked curtly.
"You don't have to call me demoness," replied the creature. "I have a name, you know." She almost sounded offended.
"Okay, then," sighed Selene. "What's your name?"
"Karyssa," hissed the demoness, her cat-like eyes flashing. "And yes, that's my true name."
Selene was taken aback. In all of the books she had read, she had never heard of a planar entity willingly giving up their true name. "Why?" she asked, speechless.
"You are my Master," she declared simply. "You deserve to know it."
Selene took a moment to digest this. "If I'm really your Master," she said coyly, "can I order you to stop all this? To take this mark off me and to banish this... penis?" She gestured helplessly at the throbbing member stirring under her skirt.
Karyssa gave her a throaty laugh. "Of course not. Don't be unreasonable. You don't really want that, anyway."
Selene frowned. The demoness sounded so sure of herself. "What did you do to me?" she demanded. "I want you to reverse this, immediately!"
Karyssa chuckled. "Impossible. This was already in you. I simply called out your true nature, exposing who you've been all along. Admit it. You need to dominate us, hold us down, control us with your rod. Master us. Nothing less will do."
"It's okay if you don't feel that now. I'm here to train you. To make you the best master you can possibly be." She grinned devilishly, her tiny fangs winking. "Fuck me, Master, and I'll show you what it feels like to be a demon lord."
She wiggled her hips inside the summoning circle, showing off her tight ass. Tiny wings flapped on her upper back, looking positively dainty. The demoness was practically asking for it, and Selene was having a hard time refusing.
She shook her head. "No, I can't do that. That would be evil. I would be betraying my lover."
The demoness rolled her eyes. "What do you mean, evil? There's nothing evil about slaking your pleasure, is there? No proscription against feeling good. Everyone is running around all day, trying to make their humdrum lives work, seeking fleeting pleasures. Why can't you accept your higher calling and fuck me?"
"Once you do, all these changes will become permanent. All day, every day, filled with fucking. I'll be your slutty handmaid, at your beck and call, loyal and willing, ready to satisfy your every need."
It was tempting. More tempting than the demoness could know. She carefully kept her face neutral, not exposing how much she wanted to abandon her morals and freely take the demoness here and now. She would deserve it, for what she had done to her Master.
She couldn't do that, though. She'd be betraying not only herself, but Aline too. She had never intended that her lover would get mixed up in this, and she couldn't fail her now.
She sat back in her chair, folding her hands over her demonic erection. Noting how rough her skin looked, she sighed. Her transformation appeared to be accelerating. It was time to take a different tack.
"Why do you think I'm your Master?" she asked, hoping to get a better understanding of the situation. So far, all she had done was think with her dick, and that wasn't cutting it.
"Because you are," replied the demoness, giving her a cat-like grin. She shrugged her shoulders, stretching the leather straps of her corset, her breasts wobbling slightly. "I can tell you're not going to be satisfied with anything other than a boring, drawn out explanation. Very well."
She cupped her breasts, lifting them a little before letting them drop back into the arched supports of her corset. "I don't mind letting the tension build before we get to fucking. It only serves to increase the pleasure later."
Selene rolled her eyes, doing her best to hide her twitching dick. The demoness certainly knew how to tease.
Shooting Selene a knowing, smoky look, the demoness continued. "You cannot pronounce its name in any human tongue, but our kind have lived for a millenia on a plane known as Middlehaven." She spat the name out with distaste. "Your summoners use this name when creating their circles. It sounds so pedestrian. Why couldn't they have been more creative?"
She sniffed. "Society there is mainly unorganized, quantified solely upon one's strength. Those who are most powerful, rule, and build empires to sustain their power. There is constant competition and warring between empires. Dynasties rise and fall all the time. However, for those that last generations, bloodline is key. Blood is everything."
The demoness shifted, looking uncomfortable, unsure of herself for the first time since Selene had known her. "Our lord, Barakagon, was fair and just, keeping the rabble in line and off other planes. His strict policies curbed our hedonistic appetites and prevented excess pregnancies. Overpopulation is always a problem, which is why so many of our kind are looking for opportunities outside Middlehaven."
"I still don't see what any of this has to do with me," said Selene, getting uncomfortable herself.
Her dick was becoming more unruly. The demoness in front of her was looking more and more appealing. It took a concerted force of effort to hold herself back.
"Nobody lives forever, not even us," frowned Karyssa. "Although our life spans are inconceivable by human standards, even we are finite. Barakagon has been ailing for at least a century, and breathed his last a month ago. Since then, the realm has been in an uproar, trying to find a replacement."
She flexed her fingers. "We of the first circle were not content with just any upstart ascending the throne. The search was on to find one of his blood. Although a venerable bloodline, none of his progeny remained within the kingdom - the last had been executed for treason decades ago. A search of the scrolls revealed that not all had perished, however."
"Centuries ago, Suleimon led an expedition to your world. There are no records of him returning. Perhaps he perished. Perhaps he is still here, hiding. What is certain is that you are one of his offspring."
Jarred, Selene shifted her legs. "How could you possibly know that?"
The demoness tapped a talon against her red skinned leg. "Easy enough. The last few summoners you banished weren't summoners at all. They were sent specifically to measure your aura. There has been no mistake. You have his blood."
Selene gasped. That explained why the circles they had drawn were amateurish at best, and why they had made little attempt to resist her attacks.
She firmed her lips. "If I were to believe you, and I'm not sure that I do, what do you want me to do? I'm not your lord, and there's no way I'm going to go run a demon empire for you."
"Won't you?" the demoness smiled thinly, her eyes boiling with an inner fire. "Perhaps you'll change your mind if you knew the consequences of refusing. I'm sure you've noticed the latest uptick in demon activity in your world. That is only the beginning. Without Barakagon to hold them back, populations have exploded, and more than one lord is planning on invading to relieve the pressure. You'll be overrun, unable to stop this world from falling to their corruption."
"They'll outbreed you. Outlive you. Outrule you. Your nations, at first, will try to defend themselves. They might even pull out their most deadly weapons, but I very much doubt that. Even if they do, our kind is quite resistant to radiation. Eventually, there will be little left of humanity. This will be a world of demons."
Selene crossed her hands, staring at her pointed fingernails. She was beginning to believe the demoness, damn it all! That didn't make it any easier to accept. Her parents had a lot to answer for.
"I... can't," she said finally. "I don't know what the right answer is." She squeezed her fists together. "I don't know what to do!"
Karyssa rolled her eyes. "All those reasons should have been enough, but I can tell you need more convincing to accept your role in this. Very well. I'll show you."
Standing, she kicked one booted leg forward, pressing against the boundary of the summoning circle. It glowed red as pressure built up, a forcefield of energy becoming visible as she pushed harder. Selene was unimpressed until the pointed tip of Karyssa's boot shot through the barrier, the shimmering sphere vanishing as if it had never existed with an audible pop.
Gaping, she grabbed the Hellsbane potion and tossed it at the demoness. The rounded bottle dropped at Karyssa's feet, exploding in a thunderclap. Cloying brownish liquid spurted forth, dousing the creature from head to toe.
Karyssa frowned with her expressive eyebrows, her eyes widening as the potion's contents began to sizzle. "Oooh, that hurts so bad," she groaned. "It's so hot, it's burning!"
Selene thought it had worked for a moment, as the demoness began to writhe. After a few more moments, however, her heart dropped. The demoness was cupping her breasts, squeezing them in abandon. Had she miscalculated?
Karyssa shot her a sultry grin. "Oh no, that's awful stuff you have there. I love it! Where can I get more?"
Scraping a drop of the liquid from her shoulder, she made a show of licking it off her talon. Sizzling, it burned all the way down her throat as she slowly swallowed. "Spicy. You have to give me the recipe."
Selene was reaching for another potion, but hesitated. The other two were more for support, not offense. If Hellsbane hadn't worked, what was the point?
It was too late. The demoness was on top of her, forcefully spreading her legs. "Obstinant to the last. Look at this," she said critically, pointing at the enormous bulge hiding beneath the fabric of her skirt. "You haven't been taking care of your needs."
Selene hissed as Karyssa pulled down her skirt and panties, revealing her girthy length. To be honest, her thoughts of escape had all fled under this confident assault. Instead, she simply wanted to spear this demoness for her insolence and fuck her silly.
Karyssa touched Selene's erect penis gently. Selene moaned as it twitched, surprised to find that it felt good. If the demoness kept teasing her, she wasn't sure how she could possibly resist.
A cold sweat suddenly descended around her shoulders. "How did you escape the circle?" she asked, afraid.
Karyssa laughed, her ample chest bouncing with mirth. "I remained constrained because I chose to. Those bindings have no effect on demons who belong to your clan. You would know such things if you let me teach you, Master. You're far too uncertain. Far too timid. If you but knew what I knew, you would easily seize control."
She leaned over, giving Selene a perfect shot of her swollen breasts, pierced nipples shining. A wonderful smell infiltrated her nostrils, the heady aroma making her giddy. Her penis flexed, rock hard.



"Once you accept your gifts," hissed the demoness, "my power will have no effect over you. Until you do, however, it is child's play to make you mine. I do it all the time."
Moving in, she pressed her fiery lips over Selene's mouth, extending her tongue inside.
It was just like before. Hot, and delightful. She couldn't stop herself from sucking on the demoness' piercings. Unfortunately, it lasted only a moment, as the demoness stood back up. "You want me so badly, Master. Your body knows. Why won't you admit it, and fuck me?"
Selene very much wanted to. Would it be so awful to put this demoness in her place?
"Face it," moaned Karyssa, "There's no way you could have prepared for this. All of your potions and tricks are for dealing with two bit summoners and lower level hellions. You've never dealt with anyone from the first circle. Give in to your desires, Master. Accept what you are."
The pressure of lust exploded inside her head. All her objections fled. It was too much. She needed to relieve herself, and here was a willing slut who wanted her dick. Her hips flexed as she pressed her erection against Karyssa's belly.
The demoness laughed. "See? Exactly how I predicted. Under the influence of my pheromones, you'll do anything to fuck me."
Grabbing Selene's hardened dick with one hand, she whispered in her ear. "This is two. Your descent is assured. Enjoy it."
As Karyssa's warm tunnel enfolded her cock, she realized that she very much was. This was the way to live, thrusting deep inside the demoness' wet pussy. The rhythmic sound of her balls slapping against the demoness' pubes was accompanied by heavy squeezing from Karyssa's pelvic muscles.
Every move was orchestrated. Her body was built for this, and she knew exactly how to use it. Pure, wet, sex.
She wanted more. She wanted it all. In her mind, she imagined throwing off the weight of the demoness and mounting her on the floor. Next time, she would do it. Take charge.
Right now, though, she couldn't think past the thrusting sensations. She roared, her teeth growing longer as she watched the demoness' pierced nipples bouncing delightfully. Grasping the creature's hips, she encouraged her to move ever faster, their coupling becoming more frenzied by the minute.
If her hands seemed larger than before, or her strength was unnatural, those were small things in comparison to her towering pleasure. Even the sudden presence of a glowing moon shaped tattoo on the demoness' belly wasn't enough to distract her from her purpose.
That is, until a hard, thick protrusion pressed against her vagina. Selene moaned as a knob pressed inside her slick pussy, cramming itself deeper as she thrust into the demoness. She had been so distracted by the fucking that she hadn't noticed what Karyssa was doing with her tail, and now it had plugged itself into her pussy!
Karyssa laughed, flashing her fangs. "This is how demons copulate," she explained, her bifurcated tongue licking her lips. "Much better than with an inadequate human body. Relax and enjoy. This is the ultimate pleasure."
Selene whined as the bulbous end of Karyssa's tail began to expand, pressing against her insides. Her dick had been hard before, but now it was as solid as granite. It almost felt as if she was being pressed into the demoness' pussy from below, the solid tail bulb throbbing inside her.
All at once, it was too much to bear. She was on the edge, her body on fire. It was coming soon, the explosion building from the tip of her penis. It would be over soon.
"Selene? What's going on here?"
Aline's sharp hissing breath came from behind. "You're fucking her!"
Shame blossomed in Selene's breast, but it was too late now. Grunting, she orgasmed her roiling emotions into the willing receptacle of the demoness, pumping her roughly to assuage her anger at how she had been manipulated. The embedded tail tugged at her pussy as she filled the demoness, pulling a scream of pleasure from her at every squirt.
She was doomed, and it was too late. Aline was going to hate her now, but there was nothing she could do about that except ream this demoness. It was all her fault. She wanted revenge, to punish Karyssa for taking it too far.
"Ah, here is your missing lover," said the demoness conversationally, ignoring Selene's enraged thrusting. "I seem to recall you were concerned about betraying her by fucking me. Nothing could be further from the truth. Pleasure is meant to be shared." She gestured at Aline with one of her talons. "Come join us, dear," she cooed. "There's always room for more."
Selene tried to pull away from the demoness as the last of her cum emptied inside her, but the tail crammed in her tunnel was firmly plugged in place. She was connected to Karyssa until the demoness decided otherwise. Her dick popped free, however, waving in the air like a flag pole.
Her heart lurched as Aline came into view. She didn't want the other woman to see her in this compromising position. Her lover probably hated her for copulating with the demoness, and she wouldn't blame her.
"It's not my fault," she began, trying to explain. "Karyssa seduced me."
"Am I too late?" Aline asked mournfully, ignoring Selene's protestations. She stared hungrily at Selene's dick with slitted pupils. "I want a piece of that, too."
"Of course not," chuckled Karyssa. "Watch, she's already getting hard again. Us demons are not bound by such mortal frailty."
"Good!" declared Aline, pushing Karyssa aside as she stepped over the demoness' tail. Spreading her legs, she put her hands on her hips. "I can't wait."
Selene looked at her in alarm. Her lover had taken on a purple sheen, her eyes deep set golden orbs within her strongly boned face. As she spoke, sharp little fangs graced her lips, and if she looked closely, she could see tiny little nubs growing from her forehead.
Clenching her taloned fists together in excitement, Aline grabbed her t-shirt and lifted it over her head. A bony arch was growing over her shoulders, ridges marching around her enlarged breasts. They were swollen, nipples a dark indigo.
Selene's libido must have been adjusted, as these changes made her want Aline more than ever. Her dick was painfully hard, twitching as she examined the demonic changes she had wrought. Her lover wore the gift well. It suited her.
Shaking her head at the odd thoughts, Selene found it hard to focus on stopping this. Was it wrong if they all wanted it? Consensual fucking.
No, there wasn't a consensus here. She couldn't accept it. Aline had been forced to want this by her. She wouldn't be doing this if Selene hadn't changed her.
Licking her lips, she found her tongue thick, catching on her fangs. Her speech was slobbery, roughened by her recent changes. It would take some getting used to, but it was worth it if she could fuck these amazing beauties.
She pushed herself back in the chair, dismissing the carnal thought. Grabbing her dick, she pressed it against her belly, concerned with how easy it would be to give in. "No... I don't want this."
Aline frowned, pointing a taloned finger at Selene. "First, you tell me you need to do more research on your own, without me, then I catch you fucking her. Why do you want her more than me?"
Dark tears spilled from her eyes, tracing streaks over her cheeks. "Tell me - are we through? Are you tossing me aside like yesterday's garbage?" Her voice choked. "If that's so, then you better say it to my face. Say it!"
Karyssa held up a hand, interrupting Aline's tirade. "Why are you so hesitant?" asked the demoness with curiosity. "You've already fucked her once, marking her as yours. No other would dare to touch her without your permission."
"That's not it," moaned Selene. "This is all wrong. I shouldn't be fucking her. Look! She's already mostly a demoness!"
Karyssa lifted a brow. "What's wrong with that? So are you."
She waited a moment, but seeing that Selene wasn't responding, she sighed and deflated her tail, slipping the end out of Selene's sloppy pussy. She wrapped an arm around Aline's side, pressing her face in close to whisper in her ear.
Aline slowly lowered her hands. "Fine," she said softly. "I suppose I can accept that."
Pulling off her sweat pants and panties, she sat on Selene's knees, inching her pussy forward towards Selene's swollen cock. "You need to fuck me. It's only fair." She wiggled a little further, pressing her shaved privates against Selene's fleshy rod. "Come on, stick it in me."
Selene shook her head, doing her best to avoid looking at Aline's face. She knew that if she did, she would be lost. She had too much invested in finding a cure. She wouldn't be the cause of Aline's ultimate downfall!
Hands suddenly cradled her head, forcing her to look upwards. At the same time, her nose was assaulted with a tremendously addictive smell. Cinnamon and sugar. Sweet.
Breathing in unconsciously, her eyes roamed over her lover's delicately boned face. Shit. She had lost track of the other demoness, and had been caught by Karyssa's aroma. Her dick flexed, immediately coming to attention.
Aline's face dropped into a pleased mien, rocking her hips upward to present herself. Her demonic presence was irresistible. Selene groaned, letting herself go as the head of her dick pressed against Aline's inner lips.
Her lover quickly took advantage of this, sliding forward and down until Selene was hilted completely inside her. Selene rocked her hips upwards, enjoying the familiarity of gouging into Aline's warm tunnel.
It was like plugging into a light socket, smooth and electric. Different from Karyssa's love tunnel, but in some ways the same. Was that one of the changes associated with being turned? If so, it was wonderful. Every woman should be remodeled to have a perfect pussy made just for her.
Warm lips kissed the top of her head, her thoughts lost in the aroma and the immediacy of the fucking. "Why bother resisting us, Master? We're built just for you."
Aline's mouth was open, revealing her thin fangs and enlarged tongue. It was naturally beginning to split, looking more and more like Karyssa's. It wouldn't take long until her lover became just like the demoness. A pure sex symbol, with no other thoughts in her mind. A brainless fucking machine.
She couldn't find it within her to care. Her dick was being throttled by a warm pussy, and it was throbbing like crazy, climbing back up the peak. It wouldn't be long before Aline took another load, and after that, who knows what she would turn into.
Aline was going to become her slut whore. It was wrong, but felt so right. That smell, it was inescapable. Too much, all happening at once. She couldn't hold on.
As she orgamed inside her lover, she roared with an unearthly voice. There came a pressure in her skull and back, quick bursts of pain, followed by pleasure. There must be some new additions above, as her head felt heavy.
This should bother her, but she had changed so much already that this new alteration meant little. She would examine herself later, after she had finished filling Aline with her cum. Pulse. Pulse. Pulse.
There was something else she couldn't ignore, however. Gigantic wings had grown from her back, light filtering through the dark, shadowy appendages. The ends were decorated with sharp protrusions, and if she concentrated, she could force them to move.
Karyssa was chuckling. "You still haven't accepted this, but it is quite clear to me. You are becoming a demon lord, and it is impossible to hide it."
Selene hissed and roared, her anger spiking. Grabbing Aline, she lifted the woman off her dick and bodily threw her at a wall. She had been manipulated into doing this by both of them, and she hated it. I should be in control here!
Aline stumbled as she slid against the floor, but quickly regained her balance, hopping easily back to her feet. More evidence that her lover had embraced her changing body.
"Why did you do this to me?" shrieked Selene, an ugly anger boiling up inside. "I was close to finding a solution, and you came in and forced me to fuck you. Karyssa might have helped you, but you're one who did this! How dare you!"
Aline's form suddenly froze. "I forced you? I can't believe I'm hearing this! You're the one who forced yourself on me in the first place! The only reason I'm here is because of what you did in the kitchen!"
She began to pace, hands gripped into fists. "You always try to claim you know what's good for me!" she shouted at Selene. "It's always what you want, not what I want! You never give me the space I need to figure things out myself! I hate it so much!"
Aline hesitated, pressing her lips together as she turned to Karyssa suddenly. "Take me with you. I need to get away from here. I want to see your world."
Karyssa raised an angled eyebrow, her hair shifting in an unseen breeze. "This is not a decision to be taken lightly. When you return, you will be different."
Aline shrugged. "I'm different now. I want to know more. See more."
"Very well then, come with me, sister," she replied, wrapping her fingers around Aline's bony shoulder. "Let me show you your new self."
Aline smiled shyly. "I would like that," She hesitated, glancing at Selene's monstrous form. "Teach me how to be like you," she demanded, clutching at the demoness' hand. "I can't serve her as I am now. I'm too angry."
Karyssa laughed uproariously. "I will train you to be the very best, so that you may serve the Master, whether she wishes it or not."
Selene hissed, but said nothing, licking her emotional wounds. Being told off by her lover had shaken her to her core. She wanted to tell her 'no,' but couldn't scrape the words together. Instead, she hid behind her new wings, wrapping her body with the leathery appendages.
Aline paused at the threshold, turning to look back at Selene with golden eyes. "When I return, I hope you will have accepted who you really are, instead of pretending." Tossing her head, she stepped through determinedly, not looking back.
Selene stared longingly as Ally, her friend, coworker, and lover, vanished through the portal with the fiery demoness that had promised to change her forever.
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Selene roared her anger at the world, flinging a glass bottle at the wall. The tinkling shards it created as it smashed into dust did little to reduce her hate.
Not only had she made no progress on reversing her transformation in the last few hours, but there didn't seem to be any way of getting her lover back from the demon realm, either. It all seemed so hopeless.
That cursed demoness! She had ruined everything, turning her into this!
There had been ample time to examine the new changes that had overtaken her body. At first, she had been shocked, but acceptance had soon set in. There had been no other choice - if she refused to admit what was happening to her, she was surely as lost as her lover.
Her frame had practically doubled in size, her skin a swirling dark purple. A bony spike was growing from her chin, and a large, growing crown of horns was beginning to displace her hair. Parted down the middle, it had been formed into twin waterfalls. The ends of her hair had changed color, forming a gradient into a fluorescent violet.
A flared cowling arched up from her shoulders, made out of the same bony material as her horns, flaring behind her head to give her neck protection. This armor was showing up elsewhere, too, her shins and knees becoming thicker.
Her breasts had grown larger, cupped by circular protrusions along her collarbone. The odd shapes made it impossible to wear regular clothing, but it almost didn't matter. A ball of hot fire had grown in her chest, keeping her warm. Here in her air conditioned lab, nudity actually felt more comfortable than wearing anything at all.
She had been forced to discard her shoes as her feet had continued to evolve into elongated hooves. She could no longer feel the imperfections in the tile, and although her balance hadn't been affected, it still felt strange to tower so far above the ground on such altered appendages.
Her wings had gotten easier to control, but it was her two new tails that were endlessly baffling to her. The heart shaped ends insisted on tangling with each other as if they were lovers, tying themselves into knots. She chuckled to herself. At least she would have the tools necessary to enact revenge upon the demoness when she returned.
If only her hands weren't so unwieldy! Her talons were regrowing faster now, making it difficult to work at the computer. She folded her fingers over, examining the length. They needed trimming again.
The cold blackness in her heart was suddenly back. She wanted the demoness here, now, to answer for all of this. To lay her bubble butt over the bent workbench and ream her until she cried out for mercy.
She grunted. Her emotions were useless. They wouldn't bring back her lover, or give her revenge on the demoness who had started it all.
Action. That was what she needed. If she wasn't going to find answers in her research, she needed help. Of the demonic kind.
She wasn't delusional enough to believe that creating another circle would summon Karyssa. The symbol she had used last time, the moon, was now tattooed on her, Karyssa, and Aline. There was a chance that one of the two would pop through, but realistically, she had no idea how many demons had the same mark. It could be anyone, or anything. Hopefully it was another demoness with which she could sate her desires.
The pressure to fuck was getting difficult to ignore. Her demonic penis had needs, and it wanted to be drained, badly. She had masturbated once already, but it had done little to take the edge off. She needed a wet, lubricated snatch to sink her turgid length into.
The summoning circle she had created earlier was a mess, so she fetched the chalk and refreshed the lines. Her armored knees felt strange against the tiled floor, but on the plus side, they acted as padding, preventing her from getting tired as she redrew the symbols.
Taking a deep breath, she put the chalk away, standing to look at her masterpiece. Grunting, she realized that she hadn't needed to look at her reference drawing even once while working. The necessary lines seemed instinctual, as if she could see exactly where they needed to go. Another gift given by her new form.
She supposed she shouldn't be surprised. Her brain was changing, too, just as surely as her body was. Otherwise she wouldn't feel the urgent need to fuck all the time.
Even if that was so, she refused to lose her long standing principles - she would keep her lover and humanity safe at all costs. Each step she took would bring her closer to that goal.
Her lips moved, echoing the words of summoning. These, too, came naturally, rolling around her mouth like chocolate covered fudge. A far cry from how she had felt just a few hours ago.
As before, a swirling cloud assaulted the circle, a black tornado hiding the new occupant from view. Who was it this time? Karyssa? Aline?
She frowned as the tornado blew away, revealing someone completely new. It was a demoness, of course, but this one looked entirely different from Karyssa. She was dressed head to toe in a black and white gothic latex maid outfit, her breasts strapped tightly to her chest under flexing white rubber.
The skirt she wore had ruffles layered on top of ruffles, alternating colors, her feet clad in solid black boots. Gripping hold of the top layer of ruffles, the demoness made a dainty curtsy, with perfect balance, her tiny horns highlighted by a lacey headband.
"Master," she said obsequiously, speaking in a low, husky voice. "It is good to meet you. What do you wish of me?"
"What is your name?" asked Selene sharply, her voice layered with demonic undertones.
"I am Sapphis," declared the demoness, a small grin flashing on her painted white face. "I am ever at your service."
Selene grunted. This new demoness was clearly subservient, but didn't appear willing to volunteer information. She would have to interrogate her more deeply.
Not now, though. Eyes flashing, tongue enlarging with sudden lust, Selene knew she was outmatched. There was something she needed urgently. Her needs were becoming overwhelming.
"I want your body," she grunted, wrapping a hand around her enormous erection.
Her dick had become even larger than before, a size which no normal human would be able to take easily. Dark purple, the head had a tremendous bulge, a smoky black corruptive liquid leaking from the tip.
"As you require, master," replied the demoness demurely, spreading her legs and lifting her skirt to reveal her privates. A heart shaped window was cut into her latex panties, leaving plenty of room for a hard dick to plunder her pussy.
Grunting, Selene put her hands into the demoness' armpits, lifting her off the ground as if she was made of paper. Her dick lifted upwards, the tip pointing towards Sapphis' pussy.
The demoness spread her legs, lifting her hips to provide easier access. Selene pulled her in, her fleshy rod sinking quickly into the demoness' depths. The demoness responded by gasping in pleasure, wrapping her legs around Selene's back to pin herself in place.
Sapphis smiled widely, her sharp teeth clenching together. "Do me, Master. It's only proper. We are always available for you."
Selene moaned, surprised at this new sensation. It felt as though her dick was being dragged deeper inside the demoness, literally pulled inside. With some experimentation, she found that she could thrust almost normally, but it was impossible for her to withdraw. The demoness wanted her seed, and she was going to get it.
She wrapped her wings around the gothic demoness, pulling her in close so she could ream her better. The demoness flexed her legs, rocking up and down to increase the motion. Her face was flushed under the makeup, her split tongue lolling as her body bounced up and down on Selene's dick.
"Sapphis, your pussy is amazing," hissed Selene. "It feels like it was made for me."
The demoness chortled, pulsing her muscles in the exact sequence needed to tug on Selene's dick during each thrust. "We have been extensively remodeled to meet your needs, just as we served our former Master. That is a requirement for being a part of the first circle."
Selene groaned, rolling her eyes as her dick was swallowed continuously. "What other requirements are there?"
"We must fuck you, Master. That is how we retain our status. Without regular fucking, our powers wither, and we can no longer be considered a part of your circle. Imbuing us with your essence is how you show your favor and share your power with your loyal servants."
She grunted. "So please don't stop fucking us, Master, we need your power. To be yours."
A sudden lightbulb came on in Selene's head. This was why the demonesses were so adamant about finding a new Master quickly. Without a Master to keep them topped up, their powers would wane, and they would fall in the ranks, no longer special. Dust beneath my notice.
This had promise. She would have to consider it during future encounters with Karyssa. She frowned. If she could figure out a way of avoiding the demoness' blasted pheromones!
The demoness fumbled at her chest, undoing the buttons of her white latex blouse. Popping open, the cream colored flesh of her enormous breasts spilled out, giving Selene a full view of her engorged nipples. Sapphis moaned with abandon, wrapping her gloved hands around the tips of her breasts and squeezing tight, her chest shuddering in pleasure.
Selene made an annoyed grunt, able only to watch the creature play with herself, her hands trapped under the demoness' shoulders. The demoness chuckled when she noticed her interest, rubbing her fingers over a nipple, which began to emit a trickle of chocolate colored milk.
"Would you like a taste, Master?" The demoness raised an eyebrow, leaning in closer and squeezing a fleshy orb to bring the tip next to Selene's lips.
Selene hesitated for a moment. The demoness might not be planning on doing anything nefarious, per se, but she could be pulling a trick on her, just like Karyssa had with her pheromones.
On the other hand, it should be safe enough. This creature belonged to her. She should show her dominant side.
"Give me that," she demanded, giving Sapphis a baleful look. "Stop teasing me."
The demoness shifted, dropping the dripping end of her breast into Selene's mouth. She ran her forked tongue in a circle, tasting the dark liquid. It was spectacular, sweet and tangy all at the same time. Swishing it around her mouth, she swallowed slowly, letting it coat her throat.
Delightful. She wanted more, and she would have it.
Darting her head forward, she locked her lips around the nipple, sealing herself in place with a light suction. She pulsed her throat at the same time as her hips, ramming into the demoness' snatch while draining her breast.
"Karyssa was right," observed Sapphis, as Selene hungrily sucked the gushing milk from her tit. "You clearly are our Master, and I'm not sure I even have to convince you. No other demon would act like this around us."
She rolled her head, piercings winking at her ears as her long, auburn hair shifted behind her shoulders. "You cannot imagine how good it feels to belong to a Master again. Fuck me silly. Yes! Yes!"
Selene was getting into the rhythm now. Fuck, suck. Fuck, suck.
The buildup was finally getting to her. Pulsing like a snake, her dick signalled its readiness. This demonic creature would soon be another of her conquests. As it should be. They should all belong to me.
Sapphis moaned, her rubber hands flexing into fists as her head rolled back. "Ravish me, Master. Take me. I belong to you!"
Selene roared, her dick on fire. It exploded inside the demonic slut, pulsing as she filled Sapphis. Clutching the demoness against her body, she wailed as her essence was sucked from her by the demoness' needy body.
The overall sensation was warmth. Her power was spreading inside the demoness, but it didn't make her feel weak. On the contrary, both of them appeared to be getting stronger from the experience.
She felt as though she could jump buildings in a single bound. To fly across the ocean. This new power was heady. She wanted more, and now she knew how to get it.
Gasping from the embrace of pure energy, she hugged the demoness against her chest, hard, letting the last of her essence flow inside this new receptacle. There was something different about this demoness now. They were linked in some fashion.
Allowing the demoness to slide to the ground, her penis popped out of the gothic creature's pussy. "Why do I feel like this?" she growled. "You're... different. I never felt this with Karyssa or Aline."
Sapphis cleaned up her messy nipples with her talons, licking the milk off them as if she was a cat. "Karyssa has been linked to you for over a month," she said offhandedly, buttoning up her latex blouse. "Aline isn't a full demoness, so you wouldn't see the same result from giving her your essence, though I dare say she is transforming into exactly what you want."
Selene furrowed her brows, her wings twitching in irritation. "Is that true? How could that be what I want?" She stared at her taloned hands quizzically, wondering why she would ever want her lover to look like this.
"Whether you realize it consciously or not, you've changed her," replied the demoness, pressing a white gloved hand against her hip. "She is fast becoming your consort - the most powerful demoness in your court. Did you not intend this?"
"No," Selene said firmly. Her voice caught. "But also yes. I couldn't imagine living without her."
"Well then," said the demoness smugly. "The answer is right in front of you. She is your lover, and you want her to be yours. It doesn't have to be complicated."
"It does, because humans are complicated." Selene waved her hands in the air. "Emotions are complicated."
Sapphis approached her and set her hands on Selene's shoulder, looking directly at her with fiery red eyes. "Demons are not complicated, and now you are one, and she is fast becoming one, too. Stop applying your human emotions to demons."
She ran a taloned finger across Selene's lips, and kissed her on the nose. "We don't need a reason to take anyone. To fuck anyone. We only need the desire."
Growling, Selene momentarily saw red. Grabbing the demoness by the head, she pulled her in for a sloppy kiss. Their tongues tangled with each other, Sapphis' knobby piercings clicking against her tongue parts as they intertwined.
It felt as though she was tasting molten chocolate, their saliva mixing as they both sucked, their mouths colliding. Their chests pressed together, and Selene's dick twitched, clearly ready for another round.
Selene allowed herself to enjoy the taste of the other woman, her imagination running wild. She knew this wasn't the last time she'd be fucking the demoness, and was already looking forward to more. The shape of her body was so cute, and her willingness to fuck made her even hotter.
Finally satisfied, she moved back, droplets of saliva dripping from their tongues. Pleased at her dominance, she smiled at the other woman in satisfaction. She was all hers.
"Excellent, Master, you're making me excited," the demoness exclaimed, pressing one hand against her face as her breath came in short huffs. "Care for another round?" She widened her legs, reaching for her ruffled skirt.
Selene badly wanted to fill the demoness' hole with her hard rod, but her lustful thoughts were interrupted by a sudden alarm from the console. Rushing over to the display, she punched in the necessary sequence to swap it from her scientific results to the camera feeds.
Her demonic eyes widened as she spotted a shining spear smashing her security door to smithereens. This was soon followed by a body armored in iridescent gold, a winged tiara announcing her presence.
"It's Skyline. What am I going to do?" Selene growled. "I can't allow her to see me like this!"
"Do her," exclaimed Sapphis, her tail flicking in the air. "Make her yours. If you fuck her, she will be bound to you, and then you may decide what to do with her."
Selene processed this idea, tapping her talons against the desk. She certainly couldn't allow the superhero to leave and warn the guild, or she'd have an entire platoon on her doorsteps. On the other hand, she wasn't confident enough that she had the skills to defeat her, either, even with the help of Sapphis. She had no idea what the demoness could do!
Her cock twitched. She certainly did find the idea of ramming her dick up that arrogant superheroine's hole appealing, however. There must be a way to defeat her and prevent her from leaving!
First, however, she needed to stall the superhero to give her time to germinate a plan. Leaning over, she punched the button for the intercom. "Why are you here?" hissed Selene, her voice booming throughout the penthouse. "Why are you breaking in?"
Skyline looked up, tilting her head to peer up at the second level of the expansive living room. "I just want to talk to you," her voice thundered. "Aline has been missing for a week, and nobody has seen you, either. The guild is concerned about both of you since your encounter with the demoness."
Brows creased, the heroine's lips pressed into a thin line. Crouching down a little, Skyline sprang into the air, flying to the second floor. This was not good. Whether by luck, or intuition, the superhero was getting closer to her lab. She had precious little time, and she wouldn't spend it berating the superhero like a two bit villain.
Cancelling the intercom, she turned swiftly, inventorying her supplies. She hadn't expected a fight on her own turf, and had prepared precious little. Her eyes settled on the two potions still sitting on the side table. Of course!
Grabbing the Fireproof potion, she uncorked the top and splashed it over her horned head. The stinging potion dripped over her bony exterior, splashing into the crevices on her chest around her breasts. She hissed at the pain, but it felt good. Arousing, even.
Chucking the empty bottle over her shoulder, she picked up the other one and handed it to Sapphis, popping the cork. "Stand next to the door. Splash her with this when I give the signal."
The demoness cradled the bottle in her hands. "Yes, Master," she said, bowing shallowly. "It will be as you say."
Taking mincing steps, the demoness pressed her back against the wall, waiting patiently, her tail dangling against the floor. She appeared to sink into the shadows, her ruffled skirt taking on a distinctly flat affect. Selene shrugged. She hadn't asked the demoness to camouflage herself, but it was all the better to catch the superhero off guard.
She reached over to the console, pulling the dimmers until the lights in the lab were anemic at best. It would be hard to hide her transformation if Skyline could see her dark colored skin as soon as she entered. As it was, her subterfuge wouldn't last long, but she might be able to maintain confusion for the few seconds she would need to make the first strike.
Truth be told, she didn't really need the extra light any more anyways. One of her alterations had included enhanced night vision, which she intended on using in the upcoming fight.
Pulling her desk back farther into the shadows, she set up her laptop facing the door. All there was to do now was wait. She tapped her talons against the keyboard, pretending to work, but her mind was roiling.
What she had done so far was bad enough, but if she went through with this, there would be no redeeming her. The superheroes would hardly overlook her kidnapping one of their members, and more of them would be sent. Next time, it would be overwhelming, and there would be nothing she could do about it.



How frustrating! There must be a solution, but in the urgency of the moment, she just couldn't think of anything. It was clear that she would need more help, of the demonic persuasion. She would need to summon more demonesses of the first circle, even if she was loath to do so. She must build up a loyal cadre to protect her during these fragile times, or both she and her lover were doomed.
The door flexed on the far side of the room as it opened silently, the burnished gold figure of Skyline tiptoeing through. She was obviously being cautious, but even with the unearthly light that glowed from her armor, it would be impossible for her to spot Sapphis.
Pretending that she had seen nothing, Selene continued to tap at her keyboard until the heroine had stepped all the way into the room. Sighing, she folded her hands, tensing her legs. It was almost time to fight.
Skyline tilted her head, peering at Selene's shadowy figure. "Why so dark, Selene? Are you having problems with your lighting?"
"No," said Selene shortly, speaking briefly to disguise the sound of her voice. "You are."
She lifted a taloned finger into the air, and the wall exploded into a flurry of tentacles. Skyline spun in a blur, her spear lifting up to intersect the juicy end of a fat tentacle. The purplish blob bifurcated, spattering over her armor like grape jelly.
At the same time, a glass bottle smashed against her breastplate, the liquid inside splashing over her face. Sputtering, she charged the wall, her spear impacting with a thud. The demoness laughed, her writhing body shifting along the wall like a painting as she vanished into the shadows.
The heroine tugged as hard as she could, but her spear was well and truly stuck in the wall. Selene chuckled, a low, throaty growl. This was her opening.
She stood, advancing on the heroine confidently, swaying her hips to show off her immense dick. "You couldn't know what you were up against when you invaded my demesne. Without any intelligence, how could you possibly win?"
"You are overconfident," declared Skyline, eyes narrowing as she turned to face this new threat. She flexed her fists. "I don't need my spear to beat you."
Twisting her fingers into an arcane symbol, she brought her wrists together and began to chant. A flickering flame appeared between her hands, brought to life by her force of will. It blossomed into a fireball, the rotating ball of energy crackling as if alive.
She thrust her hands outwards, towards Selene. The fire whooshed, settling around her crown of horns like a mantle. Selene grinned wide, her face looking ghastly under the flickering surface of the licking flames. "Your powers aren't magical in nature. How annoying. "
Skyline frowned, confused by the ineffectiveness of her power, but this didn't hold her up for long. She rushed forward in a headlong charge, leading with her armored shoulder. Selene wasn't ready for the sudden aggressiveness, losing her balance as the hard plating slammed against her chest.
Pain blossomed in one of her breasts, though much of the blow was caught by the armored ridge that had grown around them. She wheezed as air was forced from her lungs, falling to the ground in an ungainly heap.
Skyline took advantage of her fall, slamming her fists into any soft part she could find. Torso, ribs, shoulders, jabbing between any bony growth with all of her strength. Selene roared, but found to her surprise that the blows weren't painful. Instead, her body felt alive, sparks of pleasure flashing from each hit.
This caused problems of its own, as her libido suddenly became unmanageable. Skyline was on top of her, pounding away, and all she could think about was pounding her. Her dick flopped upwards, perilously close to the superhero's snatch, except for all of that pesky armor!
Grabbing the superhero's hips, she pushed her up into the air, interrupting her rhythm of blows. Setting one of her hooves against Skyline's belly, she thrust outwards with tremendous force. As the woman was bodily tossed at the wall, she caught an unexpected glimmer of fear in her eyes. Finally, something had broken her aura of smugness.
Instead of smashing into the reinforced tile, her body almost seemed to bounce, the energy of the impact reverberating in a black hole that had suddenly coalesced on the wall. Skyline grappled for her spear, but it was too late. Hundreds of tiny black tendrils erupted from behind her, wrapping themselves around her armored form.
She groaned, eyes rolling as one of the tentacles infiltrated her mouth. Her chest heaved, armor flexing under the tremendous force being applied by the grasping, purple tendrils. Their smooth heads slipped into the gaps between the armor plates, squeezing underneath until they were pressing against the heroine's body.
She writhed, clearly out of her mind, desperately trying to escape the trap laid by the gothic demoness. Her strength appeared useless, like a fly struggling in a spider's web.
The purple tendrils tightened, squeezing all over her body. Her armored shell began to fragment, pieces dropping to the floor with heavy clanks. Soon, she was naked but for her tiara, the tentacles wrapping her up like a gift.
Her body moved outwards from the wall as Sapphis rematerialized. It was only now that Selene could see the arching tendrils which had exploded from a bulbous growth on the demoness' back. A neat trick.
"She is yours to do with as you please, Master," hissed the demoness in satisfaction. "Do you wish to have her? She is a fine conquest. Her skin is succulent and she is in excellent shape."
Selene jumped to her feet, examining the multitude of bruises the heroine had left on her body. They stung so good, the burning pleasure carrying her over to the bound woman, her hooved feet clacking ominously against the tiles. With a taloned hand, she grabbed Skyline's chin, forcing her to look upon her transformed visage.
"I don't know what you expected to find here," she hissed with her split tongue, "but I cannot allow you to report what you have just seen. I have no choice. You will belong to me."
Whether or not she was still trying to convince herself, it didn't matter. This had to be done. She wanted this anyway. Giving in to her desires felt so damn good.
"Hold her," she ordered the demoness, looking over Skyline's shoulder. "I will give her my gift."
The demoness did as she was told, tendrils sliding away from the woman's privates to reveal her inner lips, small suckers at the tips of the tendrils pulling them open to reveal her gaping tunnel. Selene stared at her snatch hungrily. "Rejoice, for I do not believe in torture. Only pleasure, eternally."
She stepped forward, sinking her hungry cock inside the terrified woman. Her tunnel seemed awfully small, but after a few thrusts, she began to fit. Whether that was because the woman was able to accommodate her, or if she was being changed to fit her dick, it didn't matter. It felt wonderful to dominate this woman.
Grunting, she rolled her chest forward, pressing the tips of her swollen nipples against the other woman's breasts. "Feel my turgid length inside you," she hissed, licking the woman's cheek. "Fiery and thick, filling you to the brim. You need me to give you all of my seed. You want me to give you every last drop."
The woman shook her head, her haughty countenance crushed by the power of Selene's presence. Oh, how the mighty had fallen! Skyline was becoming nothing more than a slut whore for her expanding harem.
Skyline watched in horror, unable to say anything as a purple tentacle plunged in and out of her mouth. Selene frowned. This was all going well, but somehow it wasn't as satisfying as it should be. "Release her mouth," she ordered Sapphis, pumping her dick into Skyline. "I want to hear her screams of pleasure."
Sapphis chuckled, in a low and throaty voice that made her dick even harder. Damn, she would definitely be seeking out the demoness for another fuck later. She had only experienced one taste, but already found her intoxicating.
Focus, Selene. One fuck at a time.
The purple tentacle swelled, the end bulging within the heroine's throat. It pulsed as it extracted itself, forcing Skyline to lift her head upwards as it pulled free, a massive bulge at the end. Selene was impressed - that had been buried inside the heroine's throat?
Her head flopped, like a wet fish. Selene kept up the pumping, jamming her length as far as she could into the superhero's tight snatch. "Have you ever been ravished before?" she asked roughly, palming the woman's breasts in her hands. She wanted to feel every inch of her conquest as she fucked her silly.
Skyline twisted her lips, staring at Selene with contempt. "A foolish villain like you cannot hope to succeed," she gasped, fighting back a moan. "You can take my body, but you can never have my mind."
Sucking in her cheeks, she opened her mouth and tried to spit. The globule of saliva dribbled from her lips, dripping onto her chin. Selene laughed, pressing herself in closer to change the angle of her fucking.
"If you're the best they have, I doubt there will be any challenge."
She shrugged. Perhaps it actually was better when the heroine's mouth was stuffed full. "If you don't have anything worth saying, suck on this."
Grunting, she flexed one of her tails, flipping the end over to show the tip to Skyline. It was heart shaped and bulbous, looking as though it was made out of purple rubber. When the superhero tried to reply, she took the opportunity to jab it between her lips.
Skyline made incoherent sounds as the makeshift gag filled her mouth. "You don't have to say anything. I know you're enjoying this."
Clenching her butt muscles, air flowed inside her tail, pumping up the rubbery end until it filled the superhero's mouth. A useful trick, that. She would have to thank Karyssa for showing it to her later. After she killed the demoness for stealing her lover.
The heroine mumbled, her cheeks puffing out. From her expression, it was probably some kind of curse word. No matter, it was inconsequential. Whatever she had to say could wait until after she had been thoroughly fucked.
More interested in her tail, Selene focused on the tight knot. Curious about the strange sensations, she squeezed it in her mind, shocked to find that the gag had deflated a little. That wasn't what she had intended - she wanted it fully inflated. Air hissed through her tail, and the tip grew again, as big as it had been before.
Clearly, something had happened, however, as Skyline had swallowed something, her eyes rolling uncontrollably. Had she... drugged the other woman? There was too much she didn't know!
"Sapphis," she hissed. "After this, we are going to take a slow walk through all of my abilities, one by one. I can't afford to miss a trick if I am to be your Master."
"Of course, Master." the gothic demoness replied with a soft chirp. "I would love to help you explore yourself. Intimately."
Selene waved a hand. Of course the demoness wanted more sex. She was willing to provide it, too, if she could get answers.
There was no time for more of those, now. Her penis was vibrating again, locked inside Skyline's pussy. She was close to climax, and didn't want to miss a beat.
Skyline had closed her eyes, humming a pleased sound at each thrust. She was just like the others. Her dick was a magical rod. As soon as she inserted it, women went weak in the knees, becoming hers. It was an addicting feeling, being in control.
All of the foolish superheroes who stood in her way would abase themselves before her and ride her dick. Submitting to her was their true destiny.
The rhythmic fucking had neared its end, her dick proud and ready to produce. Ramming it in half way, she licked Skyline's cheek with her forked tongue as her rod began to jerk. One pulse, two, the climax spurting inside her conquest.
Breaking in a new slut was the sweetest fuck of all. She froze, holding the other woman in place as her dick drained within her. Skyline groaned, a long, drawn out sound that finally petered out. She had been fully dominated.
Blinking her eyes open, Skyline tilted her head up, taking in the scene. "What is happening to me?" she whispered.
She shook her head as her chest swelled larger. "No, no," she whispered, protesting as her eyes turned yellow. The pupils lengthened under Selene's watchful gaze, taking on the characteristic signs of demonic corruption.
Skyline howled, her feminine wail dropping until it had smoky undertones. Tiny horns beaded on her forehead, swirls of corruption tracing down her cheeks. Selene grinned, showing her teeth. The heroine was well on her way towards becoming one of her servants.
Her grin became a frown. Turning the superhero wouldn't solve all of her problems. She didn't actually know what she was doing. So far, she had simply allowed herself to be literally led around by her dick, and she knew that needed to end, soon. She needed to be in control.
She threw up a hand, pointing at the fallen heroine with a talon. She didn't quite know what path to take, but knew that a decision needed to be made, for good or ill. "Take her," she commanded. "Mold her, break her. Make Skyline mine."
Sapphis snapped her fingers, and a leather collar materialized in her hands. Whispering in the humiliated superhero's ears, she wrapped it around her neck, cinching it tight. This was soon followed by a chain which linked to a ring built into the collar. Skyline moaned, slumping against the floor.
"Very well. I will take care of her, Master," bowed Sapphis. "I will ensure she understands. I will work on her, and she will soon accept the truth of her new existence."
Selene watched the fallen heroine with a sour expression. If Sapphis hadn't been able to defeat her, Selene's life would have been forfeit. Did she really trust the demoness enough to give her custody over Skyline?
Trust. It seemed like such a precious commodity since she had been transformed. She needed to trust someone, or nothing would ever get done. She was only a single demoness, after all.
It was at that moment that it hit her. Acceptance. She had been changed, and it didn't appear possible for her to go back. This was her, and she would embrace this power. Warts and all.
Besides, she couldn't imagine giving up fucking all of the beautiful women surrounding her. Her dick was already swelling again, ready for another round. Her endless horniness must be sated. Her servants were always ready to service her.
"Yes," she said slowly, tilting her horned head regally and growling as she massaged her bruised chest, cupping a breast to savor the pain. "Show her what it means to be like us."
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The demon lord strolled through the industrial warehouse confidently, surveying the recent preparations for the upcoming battle. The remaining pallets had been removed, leaving behind a skeletal framework of shelving units. These had then been upgraded with a series of grenade launchers, filled to the brim with all kinds of interesting potions.
The lighting had been similarly enhanced, a series of spotlights installed on top of the racks. Not only would they help to illuminate the battlefield, but in a pinch they could also be used to temporarily blind the enemy. She was uncertain whether it would be enough. They would be mainly relying upon the fact that their enemies would not be expecting to walk into a trap.
They would need all the help they could get when the invasion began, as she had only been able to gather a small, loyal cadre together in the time allotted. It would have to do.
The demoness closed her eyes, savoring the lustful memories of her new conquests. The summoning and fucking seemed almost nonstop, but she couldn't afford to rest. Now that she had decided upon her path forward, she was determined to implement it. For the sake of all those she loved.
She sighed. Even if her goals hadn't changed, she certainly had. She could hardly claim that the woman she had once been would have willingly copulated with demonesses of all shapes and sizes.
She couldn't blame it all on her dick, however. She had wanted to do it with them. The lustful fire burning inside her appeared to be unquenchable, and that suited the new her. She loved fitting her enlarged cock inside their wet pussies. If she had her way, that's all she would do all day. It was a wonder demons managed to get anything done.
Perhaps the only way she could hope to conquer her lust was through necessity. If the demons managed to invade earth, there would certainly be no relaxation for her at all. That was impetus enough for her to prepare, but she still felt weak. There was so much more she needed to do to grow her empire into a real force to keep the demons in their own world.
Demons. They weren't any different from her, but they needed to know their place, and she would be the one to lay down the law. She looked over her thick skinned hand and grinned, flexing her talons. She had the power.
Flipping her multicolored hair over her shoulder, she turned and marched towards the eclectic collection of demonesses waiting for her in the corner. Sapphis turned, her fiery eyes lighting up at the sight of her Master. "Selyssa," she hissed," nodding her head with respect. "It is good to see you. Our preparations are complete."
Since her transformation into a demon lord was now complete, she had decided to drop her old name. Selene had served her well as a human, but it didn't fit her monstrous body. After some consultation with the demonesses, she had chosen something more appropriate. It suited her. Made her feel in charge. Just as it should.
"Very well. Line up. It's time."
She grinned, looking over the beginnings of her first circle as they climbed to their feet. First was Sapphis, as gothic as ever, folding her gloved hands serenely over her latex blouse. One could be forgiven for believing that she was a proper maid, fit only for cleaning. Looks could be deceptive.
Next to her was an abomination called Spydra, a strange fusion of a humanoid upper body and a fat spider abdomen. She still couldn't quite believe that she had fucked that thing, but she had to confess the demoness certainly did have a way of making it pleasurable.
Ithiss stood next to the drider, running her blue hands up and down her wrists. A sheen of ice was building up as they stroked, revealing her affinity. Selyssa had been pleased to discover that her inner fire was more than sufficient to conquer the new demoness' subzero body. It would have been incredibly awkward if their pubes had accidentally frozen together during copulation.
Looming above the other demonesses, Hydress' multitude of wyvern heads made her look fierce and unapproachable. Nothing was further from the truth, as she was actually quite sweet in bed. The lower part of her body certainly functioned properly.
Tucked in behind the others, a long, lithe figure leaned against the wall, her eyes halfway closed. Dressed in black leather, her arms were folded over her chest, her long, black claws resting against her arms. When she noticed Selyssa looking at her, she nodded subtly, her onyx horns flashing.
She had fucked all of this motley looking crew several times, to ensure they would have sufficient power to face this battle. Her demonic transformation had expanded her horizons on what she was willing to mate with, but the logistical challenges of making love to the more monstrous demonesses were significant.
It was fortunate that the demonesses were willing to share, otherwise it would have taken far longer to feed all of them. Amorous creatures, they were quite comfortable with indulging themselves with each other's bodies until she was ready to service them.
This free sharing of carnal appetites was new to Selene, but she was quickly becoming used to it. Demonesses apparently would often fill their free time with sex, and she now understood why. Keeping their desires satisfied went a long way towards keeping them docile and trouble free.
As a side effect, these sexual encounters had allowed Selene to get to know them better. She was surprised to find that she quite liked them. Sapphis would do anything she was told with a mischevious glint in her eye. Spydra would spin enormously complicated mysteries, which Hydress would solve only after everyone else had guessed incorrectly.
Nepthys was the most mysterious of the bunch. At first, Selene had thought that she was stuck up and aloof for ignoring the antics of the others, but was amused to find that the demoness was often asleep with her eyes open. She never let that get in the way of her duties, though. Or her sex life.
In all, the new life she had relaxed into with the first circle demonessess had actually been... rather nice. Something she wouldn't have at all thought during her first encounter with Karyssa.
She hissed in her mind. Karyssa. The demoness hadn't contacted her at all since she had left with Aline, and she had no idea what she was doing. The other demonesses hadn't seen her, so she must be lying low.
She was getting distracted. There was no time to ruminate on the missing demoness, not when they were about to be attacked. Time for the briefing.
She glanced over her new allies. "You all know the score, but I will reiterate to ensure we're all on the same page. Thanks to the information you have brought with you from Middlehaven, we have determined the time and the place of the demonic invasion. My goal is to defeat them, here and now, to declare my supremacy. To lock the gate, and prevent any other incursions."
Ithiss looked at her painted nails, clearly not invested in her speech. Fine, she would give them a reason to listen. "If we win this, I promise to put together a personal sexual scenario for each and every one of you."
That got their attention. Even Nepthys sat up, five pairs of interested glowing eyes upon her. She should have known. From the short time she had known them, the demonesses had shown precious little interest in anything other than sex.
Breathing deeply, she sighed, a whiff of brimstone tickling her nostrils. "We will likely be vastly outnumbered. I am relying upon you all to do your best to keep the enemy off me while I engage their commander. From what I understand, if I am able to beat their leader, the invasion should be over."
"A rather antissseptic phrase for what is required," hissed Hydress.
"She makes it sound like she's going to have a tea party with them," grinned Sapphis. "One lump, or two?" She stared lasciviously at Selyssa's balls.
Spydra stepped forward with one of her multitudinous legs. "You don't have to dance around the subject with us," the demoness said seriously. "You mean you're going to fuck them." Her fangs dripped with venom, beady eyes hot with desire. "I'm rather looking forward to it."
Selyssa rolled her eyes, trying to suppress the sudden erection between her legs. The demonesses knew exactly how to get a rise out of her.
While this wasn't usually a problem, she didn't exactly want to lead this battle with her dick. Not that she had much choice, since it always seemed to be ready for more. One of the many prices she was paying for becoming a demon lord.
"Positions, please," she ordered. "They should be arriving at any moment."
Spydra hissed her pleasure, climbing on top of one of the shelving units, her bulbous black abdomen waving in the air. Hydress took up station in a small shack built out of pallets, her heads extending out to wrap their teeth around the aiming mechanisms for the grenade launchers.
The rest came with her, lining up in front of the metal racks. They stood there, staring at an achingly bright bare stretch of concrete floor. A sudden headache settled into Selyssa's temples. She didn't know exactly how long they'd need to wait. The tension was building, and she wasn't sure how to break it.
"I didn't know you were into cold, hard slabs," quipped Sapphis. "I'm sure we can accommodate your... unique tastes, though we don't have any demonesses currently who can mimic that texture."
Selyssa rolled her eyes and chuckled lightly, her shoulders relaxing. Sapphis always seemed to know what to say.
An ice cold hand wrapped around her right shoulder. "Are you sure we don't have time for a little fun?" hissed Ithiss.
Selyssa's penis flexed. Working off some of her frustrations might be just what she needed to prepare for the upcoming battle. Her libido would hardly say no.
She turned quickly, catching the demoness by the wrist. "Actually, we do," she grunted, her hand sizzling as her inner heat counteracted the creature's icy exterior. "But, this is on my terms. Only those who aren't currently occupied may attend me."
The other demonesses made disappointed noises, but Selyssa cut her hand through the air. "I mean it. We can't afford to be unprepared when they arrive."
"In that case," hissed a moving shadow, "it's my turn. I missed out last time."
Sapphis frowned. "That's because you were sleeping."
"Exactly," replied the demoness with narrowed eyes highlighted in purple. "Therefore, I take priority."
Selyssa raised her hand. "Indeed. I won't have arguments between those in my first circle. All of you must receive my blessing equally to ensure we are at full strength. Besides," she said wryly, "we hardly have a comfortable environment to fuck around with, here. Wouldn't you rather lounge around in my bed instead?"
Nepthys laughed, her tail fluttering. "I might spend a lot of my time sleeping, but I can do that anywhere. Just like fucking."
She trotted over to a forklift, leaning over and pressing her hands against the fuel tank. Spreading her legs, she exposed the full moon of her buttocks laid bare by her assless leather chaps. Pressing her fingers into her crack, she spread her bulging lips wide.
Turning her head, she shot Selyssa a sultry look. "Please fuck me, master, I'm not sleepy now."
Selyssa grunted, smacking the demoness' hip. Unceremoniously, she slipped her hard dick inside, breathing heavy as a sudden surge of pleasure assaulted her length. No matter how many times she did this, it was always spectacular.
Nepthys made a happy little noise as she thrust all the way in. "I lied," she chuckled. "I'm always sleepy."
The harsh lights of the warehouse faded away, smearing into blackness. Selyssa had no time to formulate a question before she was back in her penthouse, in a corridor outside the master suite.
A long, low moan caught her attention, accompanied by a rhythmic slapping beat. Someone was getting fucked, and they were really enjoying it.
The air was crisp, though the light beaming through from outside seemed to waver a little near the end of the hall. Reaching out a hand, she rested her palm against the door latch.
She frowned. Something about this place seemed out of the ordinary, but she couldn't put her finger on it. There was someone fucking in her bedroom, and she was going to find out who.
Yanking down, she flung the door open, boldly announcing her presence. There was no need to hide herself. She was a demon lord, and all other demons were her subjects!
Her eyes widened as she took in the scene. Aline's body was contorted over her bed, suspended from the light fixture by a series of ropes.
Her heels were tied against her butt, large lengths of red rope wrapped around her knees. Her hands were behind her back, her torso horizontal. Her long hair was wrapped into the twisting ropes above her hair, pulling her head up and back. Her long horns flared outwards, twisting and curling in tight circles.
Otherwise, she was naked, her breasts flopping as her demonic body jiggled. Grinning, her mouth was twisted into an enlarged O shape, lips wrapped around an enormous black and white cock.
The colors spiraled from the tip, flowing down its fat length until the large end merged into Sapphis' torso. Light bounced off the fleshy bulb, giving it a rubbery sheen, just like the rest of the creature's gothic outfit.
From the rear, Karyssa was pressed against Aline's pussy, ramming a thick, black rubber dildo inside her with abandon. She was dressed in a rubber harness, metallic circles pressed around her breasts. They wiggled with every thrust she made.
Karyssa was holding a leash with one hand that extended in a loop under Aline's body to a collar wrapped around her neck. The demoness tightened the length and smacked Aline's bound butt with her other hand. "Take my length, you slut. You're a fucking demon whore."
Aline's head moved forward and back as she bounced against Karyssa's dildo, the ruffles of Sapphis' black latex skirt shuffling over her forehead. She moaned continuously, clearly not unhappy at being used this way.
"What the hell is going on here?" Selyssa roared, confusion warring with anger.
Karyssa turned to look at her, eyes glittering. Bemused, she continued to thrust hard into the pleasure addled Aline. "What does it look like we're doing?"
Selyssa saw red, her head exploding in rage. The room seemed to pulse in sympathy, a wave of energy detonating within her body. The bay window fractured, tiny shards of glass sucked inwards for a timeless moment.
Within the span of a heartbeat, the glass blasted back outwards, a terrible flood of energy escaping her body. Stepping forward without thinking, she grabbed Karyssa's wrist, twisting it backward at an unnatural angle.
The demoness screamed, an unearthly howl that assaulted Selyssa's ears. She didn't care. The creature deserved this, and more.
She jerked harder, slamming a clawed hand against the demoness' throat. Karyssa was helpless to resist as she was slammed against the carpeted wall, her horns digging into the bright red velvet.
Choking, she shook her head as her face went pale. Selyssa squeezed hard, hearing the crackling pop of the bones in the demoness' neck. Karyssa tried to speak, but her lips were turning blue, her tongue lolling.
Her head tilted at an odd angle, but Selyssa didn't care, continuing to apply pressure. The hated demoness was right in front of her, and all of her darkest desires were tumbling out in the form of terrible violence.
The scene suddenly froze, the body of the demoness turning into a sponge. No matter how much she squeezed, nothing happened. Her wing arched in, its sharp edge slashing across the demoness' chest, but it slid off as if the creature was made of glass.
Suspicious, Selyssa flicked her tail, her all consuming rage beginning to flicker as an uneasiness settled around her shoulders.
Backing away from the frozen demoness, she took in the rest of the tableau. Sapphis had backed away from Aline, her hands raised in shock, mouth open wide. Aline had twisted her neck, a look of horror plastered over her face. Neither of them moved, just as unnaturally still as Karyssa.
Now she was all but certain this wasn't real, but the look on Aline's face stabbed her heart. She had never wanted to do anything to make her lover afraid of her, and now look at her! She had been quite ready and willing to eviscerate Karyssa in front of her, no matter the consequences. What had she become?
A whisper in the air stole her attention. Her eyes followed shards of broken glass as they rattled over the carpet, blowing out through the destroyed window. A demoness leaned against the window frame, waiting calmly, her leather jacket flapping open to expose her large bust.
Selyssa stalked up to her, realizing instantly what had happened. "Who put you up to this?" she demanded, fangs bared.
"The other demonesses are worried about you," Nepthys said calmly. "They think you're obsessing too much over your lover. That you'll choose her over us if given the opportunity. We want to know that our loyalty to you is worth something."
She ran a knowing eye over the frozen scene. "We were right to be worried. You can hardly allow yourself to go supernova every time something disagreeable happens."
Selyssa raised her hands in anger, but paused before she could do something regrettable. The demoness was right. She didn't have any control over herself. She had been acting completely on instinct.
"What should I do, then? Should I not protect what is mine?" She hissed, her eyes smoking as she studied the relaxed demoness.
Nepthys sighed, tapping a talon against her leather belt. "You're still not thinking like a proper demoness. Within our circle, sharing among each other is not only allowed, it is encouraged - including you, and your consort. Until you can learn to let go of your jealousy, you're endangering all of us. You shouldn't feel the need to protect Aline from us."
The demoness pushed herself off of the wall, approaching Selyssa with a seductive hip thrust. "What would happen if your lover showed up while you were in the middle of a fight? Would you drop everything to save her, sacrificing all of us? Throwing away our loyalty, casting us into the abyss?"
"Of course not," said Selyssa, biting her lip with a sharp fang.
As soon as she said it, she regretted it, knowing it to be a lie. That was the whole crux of the problem. She really was willing to desert all of them to ensure the safety of Aline. A weakness that could easily be exploited by her enemies.
She closed her eyes, pausing as Nepthys took her hands, folding them together. She blinked, staring at the visage of this mysterious demoness. She couldn't bear this lie any longer.
"No, I'm wrong." she said unsteadily. "I guess I'm still not used to having you as my closest servants. I still don't quite believe that you would do anything for me."
"Anything?" whispered the smoky demoness, showing off her cute little teeth. "Of course we would. We belong to you."
"In that case," replied Selyssa, her voice wobbling, "what should I have done? Karyssa stole her from me, and I want her back!"
Nepthys squeezed her hands, then let go. "The correct response was to join them. Your consort would surely have approved. As a demoness, she will understand. That will be a part of her instincts, enforced by Karyssa's teachings. To use and be used, is the ultimate pleasure of our kind."
She pointed a talon at the immobile Karyssa. "Why be angry at her? Your lover was ready and willing to go learn from this demoness. If anyone, you should hold Aline accountable for her own actions. Better yet, accept that this is what she wanted."



Wrapping her hands across her chest, she made a short bow. "Now, I've proved my point. I want to make sure you're thinking rationally when these conflicts of interest inevitably arise. We all are investing a lot in you to make sure that you succeed."
Selyssa grunted, still a little unsure, but the demoness was making sense. She did want to resolve this amicably.
"Now that you know, what do you want to do?" Nepthys paused, curling her hand into a fist.
"I want to fuck all of you," confessed Selyssa abruptly, "but I want to fuck her most of all. She is special to me."
"As it should be. As long as you let us in, we are happy. Please, share all of our bodies, together."
The demoness winked a purple eye. "Care to try again?"
The scene rewound before her eyes, her body involuntarily taking footsteps backwards until she was once again outside the door. The sound of fucking commenced again, wet slapping echoing from within the suite.
Emotions roiling, she warred within herself. She couldn't just make her anger disappear. Just maybe, however, there was something stronger.
Looking down, she stared at her mottled penis, throbbing and ready. Always ready. Always hungry.
It wasn't that easy, though. Was it? If she gave in to her desires here, what remained of her resistance to her transformation would be gone. Was she willing to go that far?
Did she really have any resistance left at this point? All she had done for the last month was fuck demoness after demoness. She couldn't really claim that she had exclusive rights to Aline's body while fucking around.
Maybe... she just needed to accept that she was overreacting. Was it really that bad if Aline fucked the other demonesses? She could hardly blame her for having fun with them.
That was it, the last piece to the puzzle. She didn't have exclusive rights to Aline's body. Being her Master wasn't the same thing as owning her.
As that realization clicked into place, she suddenly knew what she wanted to do, her body inflamed with desire. She would take her pleasure from these demonesses, as their true Master. It would be glorious.
She slammed the door open, striding forward confidently on the plush carpet with her hooved feet. Pointing at Karyssa, she waved her hand to the left. "Back," she ordered. "You're in my position."
Bemused, the demoness did as she was commanded, her black dildo slipping from Aline's sopping wet snatch. She offered up the leash she held in her left hand, brows raised.
Selyssa pressed a hand against the demoness' chest, pushing her against the wall firmly, taking the leash with her other hand. "Stay there and watch. That is your punishment." She could afford to be just a little jealous where her lover was concerned.
Turning to address her lover, her arousal doubled. Seeing Aline suspended helplessly in the air, her pussy exposed, was sending her into a frenzy. She yanked on the leash, pulling Aline's head back. Her lover gurgled as it choked her, her mouth gargling Sapphis' cock. It served her right for choosing the demonesses over her. She was about to find out what she had been missing.
Wrapping her purple hands over Aline's ankles, she swung the woman closer to her. A servant always comes to do her Master's bidding.
Her cock pointed straight at Aline's pussy, thrumming with anticipation. She couldn't wait any more. Stepping forward, she sank her length into Aline's gaping hole, sliding herself in without any resistance.
The overwhelming sensation of fucking was back. Only this time, it wasn't just any demoness. It was the first one she had made. She was special, this woman that had caused her to fall from grace and embrace her new monstrous form.
She raised her wings up, savoring the sensations as her body fed the pleasure back into her core like a molten spear. The ropes swayed, her lover's body bouncing against her cock, ass flexing as she easily took her lord's length.
Her balls slapped against her lover's ass, the enormous round orbs swaying hypnotically. As her transformation had advanced, not only had they grown, but they had also begun to glow, a fluorescent purple highlighting her testes. Another sign of the power she was impregnating these demonesses with.
Selyssa frowned. This felt amazing, but there was something missing. She couldn't hear her lover's screams of adoration because her mouth was plugged with Sapphis' dick.
Staring at Sapphis, she briefly considered. "Stop pegging her mouth, and do me instead," she ordered. She slapped Aline's butt. "She has been naughty enough today, and doesn't deserve the taste of your cock."
Sapphis chuckled, slipping her enormous black and white penis free from Aline's seeking lips. "As you wish, my Master.
Aline whined for Sapphis' missing dick, but Sapphis patted her on the cheek. "Another time, slut. Your Master wants me to attend to her needs, and I must obey, as must you."
Stepping around the suspended woman, Sapphis stepped lightly on her platform boots. "You won't regret this, Master," she hissed, her glowing face upturned in a grin. "Once you experience this, you'll want to do it over and over again. Believe me."
Selyssa shrugged her bony shoulders. "Show me," she ordered, her forked tongue sliding between her lips. "Make me believe."
Sapphis chuckled, swinging around behind her Master. Her ruffled latex skirt rubbed along Selyssa's side. "Don't complain to me later that we can't do this all the time."
It took a little bit of effort for Sapphis to find the right spot, but once she did, her fleshy penis was shoved inside. It felt different than cocks Selyssa had taken before in her past life, thick and rubbery. More like a dildo than a cock, but just as good. Even better, since it swelled inside her with each thrust.
She imagined the girthy length, its black and white spirals widening as Sapphis' cock swelled. No wonder it had been driving Aline crazy. Trust a demoness to understand pleasure.
Focusing, she rammed herself into Aline, pushing her body further away with each thrust, to increase the sensation on her entire length. Sapphis' penis jammed into her hole, a sudden jerking motion putting her off her rhythm.
Hissing, she moved her wing out of the way so she could peer past her armored ribcage. Karyssa had decided to join the fun, lifting up Sapphis' skirt and ramming her black dildo into the gothic beauty's snatch.
They were running a train, each of them plugging into the next demoness. With every thrust, they all thrusted, running in parallel. A pleasure train that huffed and gasped with every burst of pleasure. It felt amazing.
Aline was shouting and crying out, tortured by Selyssa's cock. As it should be. All of them, fucking, together.
She could feel Sapphis' rubber dick swelling inside her, the demoness' cum gushing into her slick pussy. Her own cock spasmed, ready to burst. This was the purest form of demonic sex.
As she began to orgasm, the scene began to evaporate. Her vision sparkled, the air catching fire. Wrinkling like a combusting piece of paper, her view suddenly dropped away. It was disorienting at first, but she was able to anchor herself via the incredible pleasure squeezing her dick.
She was suddenly back in the warehouse, pulsing her seed into Nepthys. The sleep demoness had accomplished her goal, and was now receiving her reward for teasing her Master. She should be angry, but all the hate had burned out of her. The demoness had truly helped her, and deserved to be fucked thoroughly.
She blinked, grunting as her penis pulsed inside the purple demoness. Nepthy's muscles flexed as she moved her hips upwards to accommodate her bulk more fully. "Fill me, master," she whispered, rotating her body to expose her bobbing breasts, cupped enticingly by tight leather. "Your reward for learning my lesson."
Selyssa slapped her ass, hard. "Your reward for giving your lesson," she replied acerbically.
As her penis finished emptying, she slipped out, her swollen length dangling delightfully. She was already ready for another go. It would serve the demoness right for daring to take her through such an offensive exercise.
Her eyes narrowed as she glanced at Sapphis, who was standing nearby, her hands folded nonchalantly. "What were you doing in Nepthys dream?" she asked sharply.
Sapphis blinked, an enigmatic smile on her face. "I'm sure I don't know what you're talking about. Are you really going to blame me for something that happened in your mind?"
Selyssa twisted her lips, but she let it go. It wasn't really worth pursuing. The demoness had only had an incidental role in her dreamscape, after all... she peered downwards, looking at the creature's ruffled skirt. Did Sapphis really possess a latex penis?
"Master, there is something happening," came the rough voice of Spydra. "I think you should take a look at this."
Her curiosity would have to wait. Slapping a hand against her bony thigh, she trotted over to the front of the racks. The open space over the concrete slab had changed. A dark purplish orb had appeared, threads of black rippling through the sphere.
She blinked, wondering if she was imagining things. The bright lighting from the spotlights gave the strange orb an odd shadow. It distorted and squeezed into a long oval that flowed up the wall like a gooey, dark liquid.
There was definitely something there. She wasn't dreaming this time.
The sphere morphed before she had time to prepare. It shifted, growing oblong, taller and wider. The bottom touched the concrete floor, pooling into a black circle. The top rotated, a scintillating array of light coming from somewhere within.
A howl echoed from deep inside its shimmering surface, and suddenly they were upon them, spilling from the portal like a tidal wave. Fangs flashing, they moved with odd skittering motions, knuckles pressing against the hard concrete as they spread out, claws scrabbling.
"Hold the line!" shouted Hydress, her multiple heads speaking in different tones to form a melody that penetrated the cacophony of the attack. "These Carcussii are meant to distract us, to prevent us from putting up a consolidated defense. Stick to the plan and you'll be fine."
Selyssa knew this was directed more at her than the other demonesses, as she had little experience with the different monstrosities of Middlehaven. The warning was well taken, as the tiny little brutes were ugly.
That was fine. She hadn't exactly been doing nothing during their preparations for this fight. "Suppressing fire!" she ordered.
In response, Hydress pulled the trigger on some of the launchers. Flasks launched from their muzzles, crashing against the mottled skin of the attackers. The purple ooze inside exploded outwards, glowing purple tendrils wrapping themselves around the disfigured bodies.
Unearthly screeches echoed off the steel walls of the warehouse as the tendrils squeezed tight, cutting into their skin. Blood oozed to the floor, making the surface slick. She would have to keep that in mind while advancing towards the portal.
"Attack!" she shrieked, spotting the first of the demonesses emerging. They were weaving their fingers to summon magical spells, and she didn't want to give them time to work.
Ithiss held out her hand, a spike of ice flowing downwards like an icicle. When it touched the floor, it coalesced into a white staff, tipped with a circular top, within which a blue crystal glowed. She spoke a harsh word, and a burst of freezing water blasted from the circle, coating the enemy in front of her with ice.
Frozen in full outreach, its silvery skin glowed under a thick icy sheet. Smacking the butt of her staff against the floor, Ithiss stepped forward and kicked the beast with her metallic boot. It shattered into several pieces, viscera spilling out onto the floor.
Another monster attacked her from her left side, barking as its mouth flaps opened to reveal a circular toothy maw. It leapt, attempting to sink its teeth into the demoness' shoulder, but right before it could connect, the tip of a parasol was jammed into its throat.
Sapphis laughed maniacally, skipping forward as she opened the top, spikes shooting from the end to spear through the monster's mouth. The parasol spun, a white spiral spinning out from the center in a hypnotic fashion.
The monster moaned pitifully, unable to break free. Selyssa couldn't see what was happening on the other end as the parasol spun more quickly, whirling around and around. Reaching out with her other hand, she pulled the center towards her, the parasol snapping shut with finality.
The tip of the parasol was clear, no spikes, and no monster. It had simply vanished into the aether. Sapphis chuckled, spinning her weapon through the air and tucking it under her arm, pulling her legs together until the heels of her boots clicked together. How terrifying!
Nepthys' attacks weren't nearly so obvious. Her leather coated body dissolved into smoke, monster after monster neatly cut in two by a thin knife she had concealed under her top. Even with her efforts, there were still far more than she could handle alone.
It was her turn to join the fray. Focusing within, she summoned the warmth of the fire that always inhabited her core. It expanded, crackling along the surface of her skin. Flickering warmth radiated outwards, superheated air flowing over her body.
She had experimented with this several times, taking advice from the other demonesses. None of them knew exactly how it worked, as their abilities were different from hers, but they could at least describe some of the powers Barakagon had displayed. Knowing what was possible was useful in and of itself. It had only remained for her to figure out how.
Now, she could put that experimentation to good use. She didn't need any weapons, when her body itself was a weapon.
Her opponent skulked along the floor past the others, walking sideways as it stared at her with bulging eyes. It must be suspicious of the tremendous heat she was emitting. Skipping nimbly past a strike from Sapphis' parasol, it darted towards her.
Its slavering jaws slid open sideways, saliva spilling from its wedge shaped face. Springing from the ground, it attacked, claws extended. She moved her hand instantaneously, sliding her talons around its throat. She watched it with malevolence as it burst into flames, shrieking as its flesh melted under her fiery aura. An ugly, insignificant worm, beneath her notice.
She squeezed, smashing its throat as if it was made of yogurt. It popped wetly, eyes going glassy. Roaring, she tossed it at the ranks of the ones racing up behind it, scattering them like bowling pins.
That opened a path for her to make a run at the demonesses, who by now were setting up a battle line. The one in her way had a cowl of flame licking around her shoulders. Selyssa cracked her neck, stomping towards her, talons outstretched. Child's play.
The building shuddered, knocking Selyssa off balance. She hissed as her shoulder smacked against the floor, rolling over as concrete shards fell around her.
A slab detached from the ceiling, crushing an enemy demoness with an ugly thud, her limbs unconsciously flailing. On top of the slab posed a man dressed in yellow spandex, his outfit stretched tight enough to delineate his enormous muscles.
"Hello there!" he bellowed, his voice ringing in her ears. "Halt, evildoers! Sturdy Dan has arrived to arrest your dirty deeds!"
He smacked an absurdly large fist into his palm with a wet thud, the air shuddering in sympathy. "Nefarious deeds cannot survive sunlight's disinfectant!" he declared, swinging his foot in an overhead smash. One of the attacking carcussii instantly turned into a red smear on the floor, its dismembered head bouncing onto a spike of broken rebar, jaw hinged open in surprise.
Some of the surrounding demonesses turned to face this new threat, but they were flung back by the arrival of two more superheroes from the guild. Skyline planted her armored foot into the horned head of a short demoness, while another was wrapped up within Lunastat's whip. Her cat ears flexed as she spun her victim in a circle, trussing her up tightly.
Selyssa groaned. This was exactly what she didn't want. Why did the most annoying superheroes always show up at the worst time? How could they have known about this battle?
"Ha! Ha!" shouted Sturdy Dan in his stentorian voice. "Can none of you stand up to me in a fair fight?" He slammed his hammer like fists together, knuckle to knuckle, with a tremendous bang. A spherical shockwave burst outwards, smashing a few of the smaller demons to the ground, their legs bent at awkward angles.
A feminine moan echoed from the portal. "Oh, dear. Why would anyone bother going head to head with you?" a voice asked silkily.
A long, thick leg stepped through, perfectly formed toes resting upon the concrete. Her thighs were bare, highlighting her entirely green skin, which had a slick, wet sheen to it. The demoness chuckled as she swayed into view, her confident pose made of pure sex.
The sheen continued up her body, highlighting her wet pussy, and four large breasts, two pairs stacked on top of each other. They wobbled as she padded closer to the heroes, their mottled coloring making them look like reptile eggs.
Their obscene size was only rivalled by a truly enormous dick that swelled from between her legs, greenish veins running along its length. Her balls were the size of plums, each decorated with a painted red star on the side. The purplish spheres knocked against each other with every step she took.
Her facial features had been smoothed over, the bone structure of her skull stretched into a single, consolidated horn, a cone-like spiral which extended at least a foot outwards from the back of her head. Her eyes were sunken, a poisonous green flame dancing within. Insectile and reptilian, smashed together into one package. She was every inch a queen, and she knew it.
Worse, she was extremely attractive, and not just to her demonic eyes, though how much of that was due to the green gas which emitted from her shoulders, Selyssa couldn't say. Her penis was stiff, yearning to be stuffed inside the demoness' lubricated snatch. She almost forgot herself completely, suddenly desiring to kneel at this demon lord's feet.
Sturdy Dan's smile slid right off his face. In the short time she had known him from the guild, it was the first time Selyssa had seen him look even a little bit uncomfortable. Her heart lurched. As much as she enjoyed seeing it, she didn't fancy facing this new opponent, either. Unless she wanted to give up and spend some quality time between the demon lord's legs.
The demoness stepped forward confidently, as if she owned the place. Sturdy Dan's jaw was slack, his hands forgotten at his sides. Stepping daintily over the corpses of the carcussii, she lifted one hand to cup the hero's chin.
A haze of green surrounded her body, encompassing them both. "Everyone is so confident until they are forced to face reality," she chuckled, reaching for the bulge in his pants.
Selyssa took a step forward. This was her chance to attack the demoness, while she was distracted dealing with the hero. Only, it was getting increasingly hard to think.
Her steps slowed to a halt. What was that amazing smell? Cinnamon and sugar, fresh bread just pulled from the oven. A tasty treat she couldn't wait to sink her teeth into.



She found herself staring at the demon lord, frozen in place by the aroma. She could do nothing as the demoness ripped at the superhero's pants with her talons, tearing them into strips. His swollen penis was soon exposed, the demoness wrapping her hand around his girthy length.
"How very predictable," she said smugly, jerking him off. She rotated her head to look at Selyssa with her deep, poisonous green eyes. "Those of you who have dicks are so easy to control given the appropriate stimulus."
Sturdy Dan made a gasping noise, but she ignored him, increasing the speed of her strokes, squeezing harder. "It's almost as though you believe that whipping one out is enough to win the battle. I enjoy proving just how wrong you are."
Selyssa was losing. It was hard to admit, but it was true. Whatever was in that gas had a hold on her mind. Her penis was pulsing, desperate to sink itself within the demon lord's pussy, but if she gave into that urge without controlling the battlefield, the demoness would win.
That was exactly what she was counting on, therefore it was the one thing she shouldn't do. It was easy enough to think, but impossible to put into practice. Whatever hypnotic effect the gas possessed had a stranglehold on her. She couldn't move a muscle.
The other demonesses and heroes were still fighting, but it didn't matter. If she lost here, the battle was over. And she didn't know how to break free!
It was the same problem she had encountered when going up against Karyssa's pheromones, except worse. At some level she wanted to give in to the demoness. It would feel amazing to let go and allow herself to get fucked.
Her fire aura had faded, her vision bleeding into blackness. Spirals of wavy green had infiltrated her peripheral vision, hypnotizing her further. Breathing hard, she moved her hand down to stroke her penis. It was the first time she had done so. There had never been a need before with so many willing demonesses around to sate her desires.
After the first couple of strokes, she gritted her teeth. She was just as caught as Sturdy Dan, the superhero grunting as the demon lord worked him over. The demon lord's wicked laugh penetrated the sound of the ongoing battle as she stared at Selyssa. "You're helpless. Not a lord at all. Suitable only for serving, not commanding. An underling, at best."
As the gas worked itself deeper into her veins, Selyssa stumbled to her knees. She had to keep tugging on her penis, throb, throb. The pleasure was the only thing that was real. Eyes watery, she watched as the demon lord jacked off Sturdy Dan, his penis bouncing as the opening at the tip of its head dribbled.
The demon lord pressed her engorged penis against the side of Sturdy Dan's hip. "Do you think when I fuck his ass, he'll squeal for me? Will you squeal for me when I orgasm inside you?"
She laughed, exposing her tiny fangs as she rolled her head back. "Taking this world is going to be so easy! All I have to do is reach out and pluck your every desire to make you all mine."
This was too much for Sturdy Dan. His well defined abs flexed as he moaned in a dull monotone. His penis jerked within the demoness' hand, spurts of white cum arcing out onto the concrete floor. He murmured something indistinct, eyes cloudy, standing still like a statue.
"Putting him under my control was as simple as that," declared the demoness, patting a hand against his blocky face. "He'll do anything I say now, isn't that right?"
Sturdy Dan's mouth opened a few inches, strained words being torn from within. "Yes, Master."
"Good boy." She turned, satisfied that her control was absolute. "Now, what shall I do with you?" she asked, pacing towards Selyssa.
She lifted her penis up, exposing her pink snatch. "I believe I will have you start by servicing me with your tongue. After that, your humiliation will be complete."
Selyssa's eyes froze on the demoness' cock, her mouth dropping open, hypnotized. As the demoness fucked her, she would be remodeled. Turned into her perfect pet, and she couldn't bring herself to care. It was going to feel SO GOOD!
The portal pulsed from top to bottom, a white circle of light darting around its periphery, catching the demon lord's attention. Her brows rose, slick forehead wrinkling. "What could that be?" she murmured. "I wasn't expecting more reinforcements."
The pair of feet that stepped out were clad in black boots, cinched tight with rectangular metal buckles. As the studded boots stretched upwards, they appeared to be integrated into latex bodysuits that both demonesses wore, the tight material coating their armored legs.
One of them wore a complicated latex bondage harness, a ring connecting the straps together above her mons, under her breasts, and at her breastbone. A thick, rigid posture collar was wrapped around her neck, a neat metal ring dangling from the center.
The other demoness wore a corset, which squeezed her voluminous breasts upwards and outwards. Her erect nipples were very much visible under the tight latex, a heart shaped keyhole showing off her indigo flesh underneath.
She was also very much pregnant, her belly barely constrained by her stretchy outfit. Selyssa was confused - she didn't know any pregnant demonesses. Who were these creatures? Friend, or foe?
Neither one of them was unidentifiable, hidden under bug-like gas masks with large, tinted domes covering each eye. The straps for each mask were wrapped around their horns, their hair done up in pigtails. Bright green tubes extended from each side of their mouths, and when they exhaled, a puff of green gas misted into the stale air of the warehouse.
The pregnant one pointed a snub nosed weapon at the demon lord. "Hold it right there," she commanded, her voice muffled. "You are violating the treaty of Barakagon, and under its terms, you will be punished for invading this world."
The demoness turned, putting a hand on her hip, her eyes glowing a violent dark green. "So what if I am? There's no way you could possibly stop me. Why even bother trying?"
Her head glowed, and puffs of her toxic gas escaped her shoulders. Selyssa's mouth dropped open as she breathed in a lungful. How could a demoness make something so delightful?
The mysterious demoness kept the rifle pointed at the lord, not budging an inch. The gas appeared to have no effect, swirling around her mask. "We know everything about you, Ratheria. What you can do. Who you are. Who you owe."
At the sound of her name, the demon lord froze, her body straightening slowly. "Who have you been talking to?" she asked harshly, her hands hooked into claws. "I owe nothing!"
The masked woman chuckled, her voice velvety smooth. Selyssa felt that she should be able to place it, but the dizzying gas was making her loopy. All she wanted to do was breathe more of it, breathe in all of it, to submit.
"We won't reveal our sources," stated the masked demoness, "but suffice it to say we know you are being blackmailed into making this attack by another lord. If you succeed, an entry point will be opened into this world that everyone will flood into. If you fail, it wouldn't be that difficult to pick up the pieces and disavow responsibility, no?"
Ratheria folded her arms, tapping a talon against her toxic, green skin. "So what if I am? Chasing scraps of power is what a demon lord does. I will find a way to turn the tables. I always do."
"Your overconfidence will be your downfall," stated the other demoness flatly. "Nobody can win all of the time, not even you. If you join us, however, and swear loyalty to the rightful successor of Barakagon, we can assure you an appropriate place in our hierarchy."
"And who might that be?" Ratheria asked speculatively. "There's been a lot of rumors of late, but no announcements." She pressed a hand against her chin, her head tilting to peer at Selyssa, who was gassed out of her mind, frantically massaging her breasts.
Ratheria's eyes widened, and she laughed wholeheartedly. "Her? Right now she isn't even a lord, she's my puppet. You can't possibly think I would take that deal when I can have everything I desire under my control."
A speculative look appeared in her eyes. "What about a different deal? Why don't you take off your mask and succumb to my poison? This demon lord is weak, and clearly not worthy of Barakagon's line, or your loyalty."
Selyssa was having a hard time thinking, the gas producing delicious looking spirals in her central vision. She was focused on Ratheria's cock, speculating what it would feel like to have it stuffed in her needy pussy. It wouldn't be so bad. These new demonesses should give up and experience the pleasure of breathing in Ratheria's gas, too. Being broken by a demon lord felt so amazing!
Her pussy clenched as the invading demoness handed her weapon to her partner, reaching up to release the straps of her gas mask. Her arousal spiked. What she had imagined was about to happen!
As the mask revealed the demoness' face, all of her thoughts tumbled out of her head, and she ceased pleasuring herself. There was something intimately familiar about that face, but she couldn't place it. She didn't know that many demonesses, so she should know this one, but her mind was far too muddled to understand.
"Take a breath of this, Selyssa, and become what you are meant to be. I will always be your Ally." The familiar demoness took a step towards her and tossed her the gas mask.
Selyssa watched it swing through the air passively, reaching up to grab the strap at the last second. What was this? It smelled really good.
She pressed her face into the mask, breathing deep. The scent of the demoness was mixed with a minty freshness. Cobwebs began to clear out of her mind. It happened slowly, understanding of her current situation dawning. She took another breath, urging her thoughts back into order.
"That's right," murmured Ratheria, moving closer to the pregnant demoness, green gas hissing from her mouth and shoulders. "Breathe me in. Savor the flavor, and become mine. Another slut for my collection."
The pregnant demoness frowned, clearly holding her breath, but it was a losing battle. Sooner or later she would have to breathe in the gas, and then the game would be up. The other demoness was still holding the gun on Ratheria, but the demon lord didn't seem to care, stalking closer.
Selyssa saw the exact moment the pregnant demoness was forced to take another breath, the fire dimming in her eyes as the gas infiltrated her lungs. She knew those eyes. Aline!
She suddenly knew what was going on. Everything. She had almost lost, and her Ally was going to pay the price for her failures. Fuck.
Pressing a hoof against the ground, she rose to her feet rapidly, roaring. Her fire aura reignited along with her passion, heat rippling around her fingers as she rushed towards the poison demoness.
Ratheria turned around, mouth gaping wide as Selyssa's armored fist punched into her lower jaw, forcing it to snap shut. Her heels lifted off the ground as she lost her balance, falling backwards towards the floor. Her head bounced off the concrete, stunning her long enough for Selyssa to wrap her hands around the demon lord's throat.
"Stop this," she hissed. "Recall your poison. Give my consort back to me, or I will kill you now."
The intense heat of her aura was blistering Ratheria's skin, but the demon lord was made of stronger material than her minions. It would take a while to cook her all the way through, but Selyssa was quite willing to do so if she wouldn't release her pregnant lover.
She didn't know when that had happened, but it had to be hers. She was the only one who had been fucking her.
She would turn this demon lord to dust before she let the woman control her lover, and Ratheria knew it. She could see that realization dawn in the demoness' eyes, her tongue turning a deeper purple as she choked for air.
"Don't kill her, Selyssa," said an amused, sultry voice. "We need her to cement your rule."
Karyssa. Fuck, she'd have to deal with that demoness later. She should have known that the annoying slut would have been the other demoness that arrived with Aline.
Selyssa eased her grip so that the demon lord could speak. She still wanted to destroy the lord for what she had done, but doing so capriciously wouldn't gain her allies.
Ratheria choked, fear sparking in her eyes. "I didn't know she was your consort!" she gasped. The green gas spewing from her body stopped, being drawn back inside the miniature craters that decorated her shoulders. "There, I give up. I yield to your victory. I submit to you under the terms of Barakagon's treaty!"
Karyssa chuckled. "You may release her. By the terms of the treaty, she is now bound to you as your subject. All that remains is for you to seal the deal."
Seal the deal? Selyssa frowned, looking at the demon lord, confused. As her fire aura faded, the mucous surface of Ratheria's skin rehydrated.
"I am defeated," hissed Ratheria, looking away. "By our rules, you should dominate me, as I attempted to do to you. That is the way of demons."
Selyssa paused. Was this really a good idea? The creature had almost turned her into a slut slave.
"Take her, Master," Karyssa urged. "Make her yours, if you can. This is the way to cement your empire, in a way only a demoness can."
Selyssa's dick suddenly engorged. Fucking this demoness suddenly sounded like an excellent idea. "Present yourself," she snapped, her urges taking over.
Ratheria focused on Selyssa, a cat-like grin lighting up her toxic green face. She was just like all the other demonesses when they knew they were going to get it. Another demonic slut. "Yes, Master, I will do as you command."
Getting up from the floor, she turned, showing off her gigantic green ass, slick with the natural lubrication her body provided. Spreading her legs, she leaned over, her swollen privates ready and willing. As her hands touched the floor, she rolled her hips and moved her upper body forward until the tips of her nipples dragged against the concrete.
"She is giving you a great honor, Master," declared Karyssa. "This is one of the submission poses of the Karoshima. It is a declaration of her servitude."
Selyssa didn't care how great of an honor it was. This was her duty, as a demon lord. She was going to take everything she wanted from this slut who tried to supplant her as the ruler of Middlehaven. It was her right.
But did she really want to do it in front of her lover? She looked around for Aline, uncertain.
A shadow suddenly appeared at her side, a taloned hand caressing a swollen belly. "Make her yours," declared Aline, staring at the fallen demoness. "Then make me yours."
Selyssa grunted, her lover's permission meaning far more than Karyssa's exhortations. Taking hold of her turgid cock, she aimed the tip at Ratheria's dripping hole. As she pressed inside, the demon lord sighed, a small burst of gas blasting from her shoulders.
Selyssa smacked her ass, the wet crack echoing in the warehouse. "Stop that."
Ratheria made a small whimpering sound, her body twisting in contrition. "I'm sorry, I couldn't control it. I will do better, Master."
Selyssa hummed as she began to rock in a regular rhythm. It felt good to be dominating a demoness again, and this one was of such a high rank, too. Delightful.
Ratheria slid a little along the ground with every pump, her nipples pressing against the cold cement. She made cute little noises every time it happened, her hands reaching above her head. "Oh yes, Master, do me harder, I love being your fuck toy."
The other demonesses of Ratheria's army lined up in front of their fallen Master, watching her being fucked with glee. "Fuck her harder!" shouted one. "Hail to the new Master!" shouted another.
"Excuse me?" asked a stentorian voice from her right. "I don't think it's appropriate to be fucking in the middle of a fight."
Selyssa's brows rose, looking over at the chiseled superhero, Sturdy Dan. Ratheria's poison had worn off, and he had come back to his senses. Several of the carcussii lay at his feet, twisted into pretzels.
She continued to ram her dick into Ratheria's tight hole, the sound of her wet balls slapping against the demoness' pubes echoing off the bare walls. "Why would I bother stopping? The fight is already over, the orgy only just begun."
"Nonsense," he declared, raising his clenched hands. "None of you foul demons can stand up to my righteous fists. If you won't restrain your carnal appetites, I will pound you into submission!"
"Those are mighty big words from a big man," Selyssa said, her voice rising. "However, it looks like you've forgotten everyone else. I'm hardly without allies, but you are quite alone."
Sturdy Dan grunted, looking around for his friends. His mouth dropped open as he spotted Skyline. Her legs were spread and the armor plating around her privates had been removed. Sapphis flipped up her latex skirt, revealing the swollen length of her cock.
Skyline squeaked as the swirling black and white dick penetrated her tunnel. She braced against her demonic lover, her cheeks blushing as she wrapped her hands around some metal shelving. "Mistress!" she groaned. "Did I do a good job? I did exactly what you requested!"
Sapphis fondled one of Skyline's breasts, which had dropped free of its constricting armor. "Yes, my pet. They've only just realized that their powers have been fading."
Skyline moaned her appreciation, rocking her hips to take as much of the demoness' length as she could, her body enlarging as horns grew from her head. Her voice became lower as her corruption began to show. "I could barely stop myself from masturbating when I mixed the potion into the morning coffee," she moaned. "I can't believe how hot it feels to betray."
"I don't believe it!" declared Dan. "Where did Lunastat go? She could not have been caught so easily!"
"She's up here," declared Spydress from the top of some metal shelving, manipulating a bundle in shiny silk she was spinning from her abdomen. "Trussed up, a delicious pussy made for eating."
Using one of her spindly legs, she sliced a hole in the cocoon she had made, sticking her slender forked tongue inside. "She tastes amazing. Another heroic slut for our collection."
"This can't be!" shouted Dan. "We're heroes! We cannot possibly be defeated like this!"
"Hello there, big guy," came a familiar, sultry voice, a hand sliding around Dan's shoulder. "Do you smell something nice?"
Sturdy Dan started, his nostrils widening. "What's this? No, I am Sturdy Dan. I am above this!"
He swung a fist, a clumsy blow that failed to connect. The demoness slid around his back, retaining her position. "Empty palms, swollen head. Don't you want to be fucking instead of fighting?"
Dan swung and missed again. "No, I must fight," he muttered, his eyes widening. "It is what I do. Sturdy Dan is here to win again!"
Karyssa giggled, amused by his paltry attempts. She had removed her gas mask, revealing fiery eyes and molten red cheeks. "Win you shall, as soon as you stick that thick dick in my pussy. Everyone is doing it. All of you are being fucked."
With great strength, Dan threw her off, stumbling away a few feet. "No! Get away from me, foul temptress!"
A shadow coalesced at his side, Nepthys' black leather pressing into his abs. "Where are you going, big guy? All of us would like to have some fun with you."



"All... of you?" he choked out, stumbling as one of Hydress' heads wound around his ankle.
"Not ssssso fast, she hissed. We want you, and your dick."
An icy hand wrapped around his shoulder, pinning him in place. "If we can't service the Master, we will service you," whispered Ithiss, her icy breath tickling his collarbone.
He strained against their bonds, to no avail. Karyssa swept around in front of him, leisurely wrapping a hand around his stiffening dick. "Without your powers, what are you? Simply a man, and we know what to do with those."
She squeezed it, hard. He moaned, his face going clammy. His entire worldview was being torn down around him, subjugated by his base desires. It was so satisfying to see. He would make a wonderful demon, and an even better traitor. Noone would suspect the supreme hero of working for the demons.
Karyssa moved her other hand against her pussy, spreading her lips wide. "Welcome to my love tunnel, hero. Make sure to give everything you have to me, okay?"
The other demonesses held him in place as she fit her vagina over his cock, pressing her body against his. Her voluptuous breasts squeezed into his chest, their volume constrained only by her harness. "What's the matter, big boy, aren't you man enough for me?"
Sturdy Dan squeezed his eyes shut, a long, drawn out moan ripped from his lips. "Not like this," he groaned. "I cannot be defeated by any mortal means!"
Karyssa rocked her hips against his body. "Fair enough," she chuckled, "but we are decidedly not mortal."
She pressed a talon to his lips, tracing the edge with its sharp point. "Now be a good dear and cum inside me. You have five more of us to please before we even think of letting you go."
The other demonesses grinned, holding him tightly as they watched like predators. They would truly delight in making him theirs, and he might eventually end up enjoying the process, after he had learned to accept their corruption.
Selyssa chuckled, smacking Ratheria's butt. That problem had been solved neatly without her direct intervention. Silly heroes should have stayed at their guild instead of interrupting her battle.
What did they hope to accomplish anyway? If they had been successful at stopping Selyssa, the demonic invasion would have commenced apace. She was the only factor keeping the dam from bursting. Heroes always tended to act first, and think later. That's why it was so easy to manipulate them into doing what she wanted.
Her new servant shook, squealing her distress. "You're too slow, Master," she complained. "Give it to me rough. I want it hard!"
Selyssa grunted, her wings flexing. She had been distracted, neglecting her duties. This demoness needed to be thoroughly railed so that every thought of disobedience would be fucked out of her head.
The demoness' tail whipped in the air, giving Selyssa an idea. Grinning, she brought over her own pair of heart shaped tails, inflating the tips of both of them at the same time. This was a demoness, she should be able to take both of them within her ass while they were inflated.
Her first tail plopped into the demoness' open butt, the large head squeezing inside. The creature made a shallow yip, but continued to rock herself onto Selyssa's cock. "Yes, Master, give me more!" she shouted, clearly loving it.
That being the case, she made extra sure to pump up her second tail even larger before inserting the rubbery tip, pushing aside the wiry length of the first.
There was more resistance on the second go around, but the bulbous head popped inside just as easily, leading Selyssa to believe that the demoness was capable of even more. Something to experiment with next time.
For now, she just wanted to experience completion, with her in control. No more confusion, no more battles, just pure pleasure, the way she wanted it. She was in charge, and wanted to show it.
Thrusting her tails in deeper to plumb the demoness' depths, she squeezed her taloned hands around the demon lord's ass, her fingers sinking into her slippery skin. The woman's natural lubrication made her an easy lay. So much was swirling around her penis, it was becoming increasingly sloppy the more she worked. It was a good thing she was nearing climax, or the extreme lubrication might become offputting.
Ratheria breathed hard, her breasts mashed up against the pavement. Her head rocked back, displaying a circular crest that had appeared on her horn. A mark, in the shape of a moon. "Orgasm inside me, Master! Fill me with your supreme power! I am yours."
Selyssa grunted, her cock right on the edge. A hand wrapped around her breast, soft lips pressing against her ear. "Fuck her silly, Master, then fuck me. I've been waiting for you for so long. My pussy has gotten so dry."
The low desperation in Aline's voice was enough to send her into ecstasy. She couldn't stop herself from pumping, pumping everything she had into the demon lord in front of her, her juices painting the creature's gushing interior.
The wet thrum of power that filled the warehouse enhanced the pleasure of the other demonesses, causing their prey to light up at the same time. Lunastat, Skyline, and Sturdy Dan sang their pleasure as they were subsumed in the clutches of their demonic captors.
Everyone would soon be loyal to her, and her influence would inevitably expand. Middlehaven would kneel to her power, and all the demons therein would become her thralls.
Turning to her lover, she gave her a rough kiss, patting her pregnant belly. "Get ready, because you're up next."
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"We have to face the facts. She's not coming back," declared the petite demon lord smugly, turning to rest her buxom ass in the elaborate chair at the end of the conference table. Her spaded tail flickered through a hole cut in the back. Taking hold of the leather collar of her unzipped jacket, she tugged it upwards to make it stand up straight. "Naturally, that makes me next in line."
"That's not for you to decide, Refyssa," said another demon lord calmly, the golden sunflower extending from her forehead bouncing gently. "You are out of order. First we must have confirmation, then we can vote."
"I don't know why we have to wait, Wrysteria," said Refyssa, a dark cloud on her face. Sparks flickered between her horns. "I'm clearly the most powerful demon lord on this council. We need to act quickly if we are to secure the realm before we are forced to submit to the demands of the rabble."
The other lower nobles around the table stamped their feet, cheering their approbation. "They'll breed us out of house and home, if we let them!" shouted a solitary voice from the crowd.
"We wait, because we must abide by the rules of succession," said a third lord, her voice cutting through the noise like a rockslide. "A cool down period must be observed before the next ruler can be chosen. You know this. It allows the council to determine whether the previous ruler has been removed by nefarious means - so that ambitious demons cannot ascend by treachery."
"Dammit, I do know that, Lithryss, but we don't have the time! We already know of at least one incursion into the underlands, and if we don't move soon, we'll be left behind!" She smacked a fist against the hardwood table, electricity buzzing around her fingers.
"Do not be so hasty," rumbled Lithryss. "When I was but a little childling, impatience always led to poor solutions."
Refyssa rolled her eyes. "Yes, yes, we've all heard the story about how you got stuck in the mud while trying to retrieve your pet chiblit, and how it took an hour for them to find you and figure out how to rescue you. I don't see how that's relevant here. Action is required, not sloth."
Lithryss blinked her eyes slowly, rust colored eyelids giving a spark of life to her ruddy red face. "Action only makes sense if it is the right action to take. We must wait until the current crop of possibilities works themselves out."
Refyssa frowned. "You must know something. Care to share?" She tapped a sparking fingernail against her arm.
Lithyrss chuckled, her voice grinding like an earthquake. "You know better than that. We all have our own little secrets, and I doubt you wish to share yours."
Refyssa leaned forward, scratching a talon across the desk. The only secret you're trying to keep is that your vagina is as dry as the desert."
Wrysteria held her hands out to either side, a serene smile on her face, vines rustling around her arms. "This pointless bickering is getting us nowhere. You are both correct. We need to know what has happened in the underlands as soon as possible so that we can take action. I propose that we make a trip together to find out how the battle has ended."
Refyssa stood, grunting as her body buzzed with static electricity. "Fine, let's do it now. I can't bear sitting around and watching everything fall apart."
"Very well." Wrysteria pressed her woody hands against her chest, closing her eyes for a moment as she breathed in slowly.
A glow of power, light in equal measures yellow and bright green, coalesced together. Leaning over, she pushed her hands outwards, blowing the orb towards the center of the table. It impacted the crease where two slabs intersected, blowing up into a black, circular hole, energy flickering within. Vines grew up from the table, twisting around each other to highlight the opening.
Jumping onto the table, she gestured towards the gaping expanse. "I have opened a portal nearby. Would you like to investigate?"
Refyssa jumped up next to her, fingers interlocked. Electricity flickered between the spikes embedded in her patent leather boots. "Would I? Why even bother asking that question?"
Lithryss gaped. "I didn't know you had the skill to open a portal to the underlands," she croaked suspiciously, not leaving her seat. "Where have you been hiding such talent? Unauthorized access is strictly forbidden!"
A murmur passed through the crowd, unrest rising in the other demonesses. They clearly wanted to know, too.
Wrysteria shrugged. "Is it really that important?" she asked imperiously. "Don't you want to know what's going on?"
Refyssa hesitated. "Far be it from me to be the cautious one, Wrysteria, but I want to know where you've gotten this power from as well. We all know each of us would be willing to stab each other in the back to gain a modicum of power. Exactly where does this portal go, exactly?"
Wrysteria snapped her fingers, and the portal wrapped itself up into a dinner plate sized hole, spinning as it snapped out of existence. "If you don't trust me, don't bother," she said, her tail thrusting in the air to punctuate her words.
She jumped off the edge of the table and sat down, folding her hands. Clamping her lips together, she stared daggers at Lithryss.
Refyssa looked at both of them, dark clouds gathering in her eyes. "I have no idea what's going on here, but I don't like it."
"You wouldn't," replied Wrysteria. "You never know what's going on."
A storm built around Refyssa's head, lightning flashing between two tall, dark cumulonimbus clouds that grew from the tip of her horns. The air began to stir around her body, swirling in a circle. "I am insulted," she declared, trembling in anger. "By the terms of the treaty, I demand a fight to satisfy the rules of dominance."
Wrysteria sighed, tossing her flowing mossy locks over her shoulder. "Very well, if that's what you wish, I accept." She snarled, golden light flickering at her talons, leaving burn marks in the desk. "Life versus chaos, what better competition?"
A thunderclap startled all of them, a ball of swirling black energy forming in the middle of the table. Black spikes drove downwards, jamming into the tabletop. As the portal increased in size, it acted as a wedge, splitting the table completely in half.
The other noble demonesses backed away from the cracking table, but Refyssa wasn't nearly so lucky - the surface she had been standing on titled sharply towards the malevolent crackling ball, causing her to lose her balance as she slid towards the widening entrance.
The storm around her head crumbled as she lost concentration, her talons scrabbling frantically against the polished wood grain, failing to find purchase. She tumbled towards the black mass, a terrified yelp escaping her lips.
A hand reached out of the crackling portal and snagged Refyssa's collar, pulling her up sharply. She turned her head, anger dying as her mouth popped open like a landed fish. "Who?" she gaped, her voice dying as a large, studded hoof stepped out from the portal.
The hoof rested on a rectangular purple mat made of pure energy, staticky light showing its boundaries. This sort of energy manipulation was way beyond the abilities of a normal demoness. Hell, even demon lords would have trouble creating light shields so precisely. Refyssa gulped, knowing instantly that she was in serious shit.
"That's hardly a dignified expression for a demon lord to make," said a dry voice, the bulk of the large demoness stepping out of the portal to reveal her monstrous stature.
In one taloned hand she was holding a square box, decorated with mysterious glowing sigils. Refyssa recognized some of the runes, shocked. It was a box of omens, within which some of the worst secrets of the demon realm had been secured. What was this demoness doing with one of them?
Her large, leathery black wings unfolded, the span reaching from one side of the broken table to the other, framing her large body. A tube top made of rubber had been wrapped around her breasts, cut specifically so that a generous portion of her bust was viewable from below. Attached straps led down to a sheer pair of latex panties, a heart shaped opening at the base revealing her enormous, throbbing cock.
The crown of horns that graced her head was thick, her hair squeezing out of any remaining nooks and crannies. The power that pulsed inside her chest was a veritable dynamo, far more than what Refyssa was capable of.
She knew instantly that this could be no normal demon lord. This demon was far above her.
A sudden fear blossomed in her chest. Defying this demoness would be suicide.
"I am Selyssa," declared the demon lord, stepping to one side, dismounting from the cracked table to clear the portal. "You likely have not heard of me yet, but soon everyone will know my name, for you all owe me your loyalty, as the rightful successor of Barakagon."
The other demonesses frowned, shifting uncomfortably. Their voices raised in a cacophony, several of them nudging each other out of the way so that they could get a better look.
"A bold claim," boomed Lithryss, "but how can we know that you are who you say you are?"
Selyssa framed her hands over her belly, highlighting the outlined shape of a glowing moon. "Like all of you, I possess the mark of Barakagon. I am of your clan."
Wrysteria smirked. "We all have one of those. It's hardly unique, and doesn't prove you rule over anyone."
Selyssa rolled her shoulders, unconcerned by the demoness' skepticism. "If that is not sufficient proof for you, I certainly didn't come alone."
All of the demonesses hissed as the portal sparked again, a parade of feminine forms stepping from within.
The first to arrive was a more petite demoness, dressed in thigh high boots. A latex corset was tied around her belly to contain her pregnancy. Her eyes were slitted, but soft, her horns spiraling out from either side of her head. Her black hair was braided into a single, long ponytail which was draped over her shoulder, showing off red highlights.
Refyssa dismissed her at first until she stepped up behind Selyssa, pressing her hands against either side of her chest. "I love you, my lord, but you have absolutely zero fashion sense. It's difficult to get you to wear anything at all."
Selyssa grunted, her twin heart shaped tails waving lazily. "I prefer to go naked these days, but my consort insists." She shrugged.
Refyssa immediately reconsidered her initial impression. This new demoness had suddenly become incredibly important.
Lithryss' chair creaked as she shifted her bulk. "You're fucking a demon slut, congratulations," she said dryly. "That doesn't prove anything."
Selyssa's eyes glowed with anger, a pulse of power filling the room. "I won't allow anyone to insult my consort," Selyssa hissed, raising the box of omens threateningly with one hand.
Refyssa's heart dropped. She wasn't sure what was stored inside, but it was likely to be incredibly hazardous and more than a little unpleasant. Her mind raced. There wasn't much that demons actually considered dangerous - what could it be?
The demon's consort wrapped a hand around her shoulder. "I can take care of myself, dear," she said darkly, stepping around her lover's body, her petite eyes narrowing as they took in the intransigent demoness. "Now is not the time, anyway. We can settle our accounts downstream." She stared knowingly at the earth demoness, who gave her a level gaze in return.
Clearly, she was not intimidated, but she should have been. Refyssa was wild and impulsive, but she knew the writing on the wall when she saw it. Teasing this demon lord was a very bad idea, and she knew it. What game was Lithryss playing?
A nervous sweat broke out on her brow. What if Selyssa found out about Refyssa's proposal to take control? She might consider her too much of a problem and take her out. Would she even have a place in her new organization?
More than anything, she wanted to run, but she wouldn't. The dignity of her station prevented her from doing so. Better to put on a brave face and try to convince this Selyssa that she could be useful. Sure, it would mean swallowing her pride, but given the relative power levels, that was better than being completely destroyed.
More demonesses were entering through the portal, distracting her from her speculations. These new arrivals did nothing to ease her concerns, as she recognized them as being members of the first circle.
First circle demonesses were not usually at the same level of power as a demon lord, as they derived their powers from their master. If they worked together, they could easily out class any particular lord, though as of late they had been rather weakened by the absence of Barakagon.
First came Karyssa, looking insufferably smug. She was dressed similarly to Selyssa's consort, except a strict rubber posture collar was clasped around her neck. A chain dangled below, hanging between her breasts, and she bowed submissively to Selyssa's consort as she approached. That was certainly unusual.
Next was a rogue's gallery of the more off putting members of the first circle. The hydra, and the spider girl, toting a cocoon affixed to her back with silk. Refyssa had no interest in fucking either of the monstrous girls, so she paid them little attention.
An ice demoness soon arrived, followed by Sapphis. Refyssa watched this one carefully. She had bedded the gothic demoness several times, and every romp had been utterly delightful. She could almost imagine the rasp of the demoness' pierced tongue in her mouth. Yum.
Sapphis was tugging the collar of another woman, who was walking on all fours. She had been wrapped in a rubber outfit which forced her onto her elbows and knees. The strict costume included a hood molded into the shape of a dog's head, a studded collar wrapped around her neck. Perhaps the demoness would be up for a threesome with her newly acquired pet?
These first circle members had clearly been fucked recently, as they were brimming with power. It was as if Barakagon had never left them at all, which was truly alarming. If nothing else, this was solid proof that Selyssa had the necessary power to run a full court.
The last demoness to exit the portal caused Refyssa to tremble, for this was no ordinary demoness. No, this was Ratheria.
The poison demoness had never been a part of the council. While loosely allied with Barakagon, she had always preferred to act on her own, to retain some of her independence. That Barakagon had allowed this indicated the amount of trust he had in her, or that he was being too soft on her.
It wasn't clear whether Barakagon had ever bedded her, but Refyssa wouldn't put it past them. It would explain so much.
That she was here, now, clearly subservient to this demon lord, meant that she had been bested, and she didn't know any other lord on the council who could do so. That was quite a feat.
The boy toy Ratheria had on her leash was of no significance, merely another trophy from the underlands. His blank eyes and stiff dick told the entire story. Yet another mortal hypnotized by her poisonous essence.
The other demonesses at the table had gone silent, watching the newcomers with bated breath. They knew something important was about to happen that would affect all of them.
"What are you fools doing?" asked Ratheria, patting her slave's neck. "Bow to your new master. You're lucky she is more forgiving than I am. I would have made an example of one of you for even doubting me."
Some of the demonesses did as she suggested, but notably Wrysteria and Lithryss did not. Idiots.
Refyssa hesitated for a moment, licking her lips, but knew the conclusion was foregone already. If Ratheria had submitted, she didn't stand a chance.
Bending her knee, she pressed her horns against the edge of the ruined desk. She spread her arms apart, exposing her chest. The pose was humiliating, but it was meant to be. No demon lord would think of exposing themselves in such a way unless they were in the presence of their Master.
But would it be enough? Her earlier words could certainly be construed as treasonous, and the other demon lords would have no compunction about stabbing her in the back if they could see a way towards personal gain. That's just the way society worked down here.
A light hand touched her shoulder and she looked up. A bright, cheery face was looking into hers, slitted doelike eyes bright. It was the demon lord's consort. She smiled beatifically, showing off her fangs. "You are the first lord to submit without fighting. You shall be rewarded for your loyalty."
She gasped, cool air flowing around her. What was this? The demoness' words had almost hit her like a blessing, buoying her spirits.
"Ah, yes, the coward, the first to blow wherever the wind takes her," declared Wrysteria sharply. "Why should she be rewarded for simply giving up? How can you possibly trust her? Just a few moments ago she was suggesting that she should be given the crown!"
There it was, exactly what she had feared. Refyssa jerked her head up to look at Selyssa, a sick, sinking sensation weighing down her belly.
Selyssa wasn't looking at her, however. "An interesting question," she replied, slapping the box of omens against her thigh.
"Her actions are interesting simply because there is a traitor in this room, and it is one of you." Her voice was in deadly earnest. "To be more specific, one of you demon lords."
Wrysteria laughed, her voice a little shaky. The sunflower dangling from her head wilted a little. "What could you possibly mean? None of us have betrayed you."
Selyssa grinned wickedly. "That's technically accurate, but not fully truthful."
"One of you blackmailed me to attack the underlands," said Ratheria, glancing at Selyssa. "At first, I thought it was a simple diversion tactic to put me forward as cannon fodder, but I've changed my mind. It served the dual purpose of making my Master look bad. If she had been unable to stop the invasion, she would have looked far too weak to run the realm."
"Indeed," grunted Selyssa. "So who here put her up to it?" Her searching gaze scanned the three Demon lords, settling on Refyssa. "She was unable to reveal the identity of her blackmailer as it was done through intermediaries, but we do have one piece of information to go on."
Ratheria stepped off the table, leading her enslaved man behind her on a leash. His dick was rock solid, his adoring eyes studying the ridgeline of her neck. "That's right," she said strongly. "The messenger was permeated with an energetic signature. One which is only found within a lightning storm."
Refyssa gasped. "That's not possible!" she exclaimed, wide eyed. "I had nothing to do with this!"
Selyssa's wings clattered together as they folded neatly behind her back. "So you say," she proclaimed, hips swaying as she made her way towards Refyssa. She stopped next to the demon lord, sizing her up. "Most demon lords wouldn't be stupid enough to leave such an obvious trace."
Selyssa set the box of omens on the broken table. The bottom adhered to the slanted top as if affixed by glue, the runes glowing ominously. "Now you need to prove to me that you aren't that stupid. "Submit. Show me who your true master is now, and I might believe you."
Grasping her swollen penis and giving it a slow stroke, she grinned as Refyssa blanched. She hadn't expected this kind of challenge so soon, but it shouldn't have been surprising. Her new Master was only expecting her to put her words into action, after all.
A hot kiss graced her cheek. Eyes widening, she turned her head to look in surprise at the demon lord's consort, who grinned like a cherub. "You're going to love her dick," she declared. "Let her rod rule you and show you the way to submission."



Selyssa leaned in next to her. A wave of pulsing power filled her core, pushing against her fear. Why was she so afraid, anyway? This lord was going to fuck her, not kill her, which was really more than she deserved, given the rebellion she had attempted to foment.
It was just so hard to give up her authority. To submit in front of all the other nobles. To be the first one to show her submissive side. But it was going to feel so good to get fucked, her body could barely contain itself!
Her nostrils flared, a savory musk infiltrating her brain. There was something special about this demon lord that made her want to forget herself. Was she being brainwashed? Did it really matter if it made her feel good?
Thoughts scattered, she barely protested as the demon lord's consort worked on undoing her top, her yellowed breasts slipping free to fall into the demoness' eager hands. Face flushed, she moaned, knowing what was coming next. She didn't care what the others thought, this felt amazing.
A firm hand pressed against her back, pushing her over into the hands of the demoness consort, who was now stroking and rubbing at her sensitive nipples, which buzzed with her electricity. Sparks snapped between her breasts and the other demoness' hands, but it didn't appear to bother her.
As a demoness, it was normal for Refyssa to be oversexed, but being used this way so brazenly in front of the entire court was exhilarating. She was a demoness slut slave of her Master and she wanted it so bad!
Impatient, she wiggled her ass as strong hands pulled down the rear zipper on her skintight pants. Her clothes were made for fucking, as she loved slaking her thirsts with her subordinate demons, but now she was the subordinate. Now she knew how they felt. No thinking, just fucking.
She trembled as the blunt head of her new Master prodded against her privates. The looming head of the demoness' consort distracted her as her Master's rock hard cock slipped into her depths. A hot mouth closed over hers, a wet, forked tongue jabbing past her lips to tickle under her tongue. Fingers tugged at her nipples as the dick rocked inside her. She was being double teamed!
The fucking was soft, and gentle, the way she secretly liked it. Why did she have to be so chaotic and mean all the time, anyway? It was much better to be taken like this.
All her worries about showing weakness fell away in front of this being that had mastered her body. In such a short time, too! It was astounding how quickly she had fallen!
It felt strange to be so passive, but she couldn't bring herself to care. The sweet lips of the lord's consort tasted like candy, and her wet hole was on fire, her inner core clenching around her master's rod. It filled her like an iron bar, a reminder of how she would be ruled. How she would obey. This was what it felt like to be owned, to be dominated.
It was so good. Too good. She didn't want to share this with the other demon lords at all. She wanted to keep it all to herself. Yum.
She stared into the soft, slitted eyes of the demon lord's consort, seeing the love within. She cared. She cared, and she didn't even know her name. A surprising emotion swelled up within her chest. She suddenly wanted to learn more about this demoness. To serve her as she was being served. Maybe she could convince Selyssa to share?
That might be difficult. Demonesses inherently liked to own, not to share. She would have to figure out a delicate way to ask without offending.
It amused her how quickly her ambitions had changed. She didn't want to rule, she wanted to fuck and be fucked. That was the base level rule of demon society. Horniness.
Selyssa was speeding up her thrusts, her gigantic balls slapping against Refyssa's buxom ass. It wouldn't be long now until she'd blast her juices into Refyssa's depths, and she'd take every dreg of it.
She wondered if Selyssa would impregnate her, as she had her consort. That would be a true sign of her Master's favor, but she knew better than to ask for it. Overpopulation was always a problem, which made bearing young special.
She wanted to do it, though! Fucked by her Master, implanted with her young, raising them as her own. Instincts she never thought she possessed were welling up from somewhere unknown. This demon lord made her want to be a mother! That had never happened before, ever!
In response, she suckled desperately at the demon lord consort's tongue, her breasts on fire. The fucking had gone into overdrive, and she could feel Selyssa's cock beginning to spasm, the inevitable orgasm overtaking her thoughts.
Fuck, fuck, fuck! Yes, fill me with your essence!
It was here. Selyssa pressed her dick deep into Refyssa's core as her cum blasted inside, wrapping her large hands around Refyssa's waist. Her cock danced, bouncing inside Refyssa's tunnel. In response, her body reflexively clenched tight, pleasure skyrocketing up her spine into her brain.
Her hips bounced, the explosive power swelling inside her until it filled her to the brim. She knew instantly that she had made the right decision in submitting. How could she ever have resisted this power? An instant love kindled within her for her new Master. So wise and caring of her disobedient subjects.
If some of that was due to her Master's pheromones, it didn't matter. This was the way of demonkind. She had been dominated, and her loyalty was assured, unless another lord could prove themselves to be more powerful.
Breathing hard, she relaxed against the broken table as her Master let her go. The demon lord's consort gently patted her neck as if she was a wild animal. For that moment, she was grateful, as it calmed her base instincts. Being violated in front of a crowd should have been embarrassing, but all of her thoughts had been bound up by the sex and this gentle treatment. Tears blossomed in her eyes.
Blinking, she gaped as a craggy arm wrapped around the demon lord consort's chest, lifting her into the air as if she was as light as a feather. She wheezed as the air was pushed out of her chest, but otherwise said nothing.
Lithryss chuckled in a low voice. "What a chump. You're so busy fucking you aren't paying any attention to what's going on around you."
Green hands gathered up the box of omens, Wrysteria grinning as she flashed her needle like teeth. "The perfect distraction. Thank you, Refyssa, for being completely clueless about our plans."
"Both of you?" squeaked Refyssa. "How could you have hid this from me?" She narrowed her eyes. "Why didn't you bring me into your plans?"
"You're a hot headed idiot," stated Lithryss bluntly. "You would have done something inappropriate and rash. We were right not to trust you, as you folded immediately, without even putting up token resistance."
"We debated asking you to join us," continued Wrysteria, backing away with the box, the sunflower on her forehead bouncing. "But there's no point now. Not with her cum dripping from your love box."
Angry, Refyssa took a step forward, but Lithryss had anticipated this. Turning, she pulled away, keeping her arms wrapped firmly around the consort. Strangely, the captive demoness had a bemused smile on her face, and she didn't attempt to struggle. Her kind eyes betrayed the strength of will it must take to remain so composed. There was something extremely odd about her behavior.
Refyssa didn't like it. She was on edge, knowing that something was about to happen. Both of these fools had just declared war!
"Put her down," ordered Selyssa succinctly, authority dripping from her lips. "Release her, or you will regret your existence."
"I think not," replied Lithryss in her customary slow diction. "She is the only guarantee we have of escaping."
The demon lord's consort began to laugh. It started as a small chuckle, her pregnant belly jiggling, but it soon progressed to full on belly laughing, tears streaming down her face. "You have no idea what you're doing, do you?"
Lithryss frowned, squeezing her harder as she retreated towards the wall. "We're using you as a hostage to ensure our escape."
The demon lord's consort wiggled. "Oh no, I get that part, but aren't you forgetting something?"
Lithryss frowned, squeezing hard. "No, I don't think we are," she said succinctly. "Wrysteria will open our escape portal, and... Wrysteria?"
She turned to look at the nature demoness in alarm. Her ally had indeed managed to open a portal, green light circling around its periphery, but the demoness had made no move towards using it. Instead, she had a bemused expression fixed to her face, turning the box of omens over and over. "Pretty!" she exclaimed, pressing a hand to its surface.
The edges of the box flashed a brilliant purple, the containment walls disintegrating before their eyes. When the glare faded, Wrysteria was holding a misshapen, red blob. She made a noise of curiosity, holding it up at chest height to examine it better.
Lithryss dropped the demon lord's consort, shoving her roughly towards the table. "Get it away from you!" she screeched, rushing towards her ally, but it was too late.
The end of the blob squeezed itself into a tube, extruding from the mass. Springing from her hands, the end of the tube jammed itself between Wrysteria's lips, forcing her jaw open. She barely had time to yelp before the tube had inserted itself all the way down her throat, the rest of the blob expanding into a semi-circle around the penis-shaped projection.
The organism wrapped itself around her head, sloppy tentacles working their way around her horns until they connected at the rear, melding together into one surface. The mask tightened, smoothing out as the liquid substance coated her features. Even the flower wasn't free from molestation, the goop working its way up the stem, tiny fingers extending from its surface to wrap around the petals and lock them away underneath its living coating.
For a brief moment, activity subsided, her head bulging as the organism rearranged itself. The open portal snapped shut with a whiff of ozone, the demon lord unable to retain the strength of will necessary to maintain it while being molested by the corruptive essence of the mysterious being.
Lithryss rushed towards her, the ground shaking like an earthquake as her heavy limbs smashed against the carpet. "No!" she shouted, dropping to her knees with a crash. She ran her talons over the smooth surface of the creature, trying desperately to find a handhold, but by this point, the organism had leveled itself around Wrysteria's skull, the rubbery surface smoothing away any imperfections.
A gap suddenly opened up where Wrysteria's mouth used to be, goo dripping down to reveal a tunnel inside. A circle of the goo reformed into a pair of hugely swollen lips. A loud, low moan blasted out. "Fuck me," the voice said, sounding completely unlike Wrysteria. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me."
At her last exhortation, a glob of fluorescent purple goo spat out from Wrysteria's spongy mouth, landing on Lithryss' breastbone. The rock-like demoness stopped trying to help Wrysteria, recoiling in horror. "Shit, get it off me!" she rumbled, clawing at her chest, rending long wounds along her collarbone, through the armor plating.
Her attempts failed to remove the blotch. The goo thickened, turning into a raised oval. Once it was the size of a plum, the top flipped open, revealing a large shiny eyeball with a blood red pupil. The eyelid closed lazily, as if it knew that it belonged there.
It didn't stop there, however. Tentacles exploded from the periphery of the bulging eye, wrapping up and over the demoness' shoulders, and around and under her breasts, pulling themselves taut as they reached her back. As soon as the demonic creature had established itself, it began to spread further, creeping up the demoness' neck.
Lithryss gurgled as it clenched tight around her throat, filling out the craggy valleys of the rock walls that formed her neck. Forming bony ridges in the shape of a corset, it flowed further upwards, rolling over her face until it turned into an impenetrable shield, covering her eyes.
Her hands stopped scrabbling at the organism, her body flopping to the ground like a rag doll. Her head hit the wall and she stopped struggling, moaning infrequently as the creature did what it wished with her body.
By this point, Wrysteria had completely given in, muttering to herself as she massaged her breasts. Her red lips had become even more swollen, light bouncing off the large rubber circle highlighting the ridged fuckhole that led into her mouth. Blinded by the shiny, red goo, she didn't notice as tentacles crawled down her back, swirling around her butt. As each part of her body was encompassed by the goo, she made excited sounds, shuddering. Whatever the organism was doing to her must feel amazing.
The swirling goo slid underneath into her asscrack, jamming itself into her privates. Swelling inside her, a thick portion of the goop solidified in front of her mons, growing upward and outwards into the shape of a thick cock. The end remained ill-formed for a moment as the appendage swelled inside, the tip bulging as a pulsing head shaped itself as if it was being turned on a lathe.
Enormous red balls plopped downwards at the base of the penis, a thick ridge of flesh riding between them. The cock jerked once, twice, red goop blasting from its tip, making a mess on the floor. Wrysteria groaned in pure pleasure.
Breasts bulging, she flopped over onto her side as she struggled to get to her feet, the mass of the creature encompassing her body making it difficult to stand. "Fuck, I need to fuck!" she shouted in her thick voice, taking a shaky step towards Lithryss.
The other demoness was in no state to resist, as her body was being similarly transformed, her lips swelling in the exact same way as Wrysteria's, her mouth quickly being remodeled into a fuckhole. A large seam had formed across her forehead, indentations on either side. The seam popped open, revealing a singular, large eye with an enormous pupil.
Her mouth hole moaned as she looked lovingly at Wrysteria, purplish tentacles descending under her arms. The tentacles twisted around them, lifting and pressing them together. The tendrils merged, turning into a sac within which her arms were strictly bound.
Getting onto her knees, she leaned forward, presenting her mouth hole to the other transformed demoness, groaning and grunting incoherently. Wrysteria echoed her groaning, sliding a hand down the side of her enormous cock, large veins pulsing as it grew even larger, an ochre liquid dripping from the end.
Shuffling over to Lithryss, she pressed the head of her cock against the O shaped ring of her former ally's new lips. At first it appeared as though it wouldn't fit, but as Wrysteria applied firm pressure, the hole widened significantly, spreading Lithryss' lips apart even wider. The head popped inside, forcing Lithryss' jaw open. Her single eye blinked rapidly, a tear gathering at its base, but she didn't protest the invader.
Instead, she pressed her head forward, doing her best to accommodate its thick length. Her throat bulged impossibly as the girth of the cock pressed inside, her face stretching unnaturally. Demonesses were well versed with all kinds of sexual actions, but this looked highly abnormal. Even so, Lithryss appeared to be happy, making joyful grunting noises as her head was treated like a vagina.
Wrysteria wasn't slowing down, wrapping her rubbery red hands around the other demoness' horns to control her movement. She groaned and her cock pulsed, sending a blob of cum down Lithryss' throat. This encouraged her to fuck Lithryss' face harder, slamming her red length as far as it would go.
With every thrust, the bulge in Lithryss' throat moved below the unblinking eye on her breastbone. Her esophagus must have been extensively remodeled to take the rubbery appendage, for when Wrysteria thrust all the way to the hilt, her neck appeared to double in size.
They fucked like rabbits, ignoring the slimy goo as it continued to stretch down their bodies, running over their knees and feet. The slimy coating appeared to eat whatever clothing they had been wearing, forming into a skintight coating that showed off the definition of their bodies, making them look even more enticing.
They had become sex drones, and they didn't care. Lithryss gurgled as Wrysteria fed her more cum, the neverending gush of liquid continuously recharging. Her rubbery red balls slapped against Lithryss' chin, the wet sound of fucking echoing in the quiet council chamber. Nobody said a word, shocked at the quick transformation that had reduced the two demonesses into a quivering mass of crude sex.
"Stop," ordered Selyssa, watching the two drones carefully. "Stand and present yourselves."
The demoness formerly known as Wrysteria backed away, her cum dripping from the other drone's lips. Her reddish cock flexed, still fully erect, her enormous balls visibly swelling. Her mouth hole wobbled, spit dripping out onto her chin as she turned to face Selyssa.
Both of them stood up straight, at attention, the liquid coating over their bodies forming into a rubbery shell. Their unique demonic features had been removed, replaced by the bright purple and red goo. Swollen breasts heaved with every breath, ready and waiting to be fondled. Controlled and told what to do, there was no conscious thought between the two objects beyond a desire for sex.
"Fakrisses. Demon slut drones," stated Selyssa succinctly. "Stripped of their powers, they will serve this court as sex toys. An appropriate punishment for treason. Thank you for the suggestion, Nepthys. It's clear now that our tour of Barakagon's storehouse was a necessary first stop. His forgotten treasures will be quite useful going forward."
A chuckle echoed from a dark corner of the room, shadows coalescing into the leather bound form of the first circle demoness. "I am ever at your command, Master," Nepthys whispered in a sotto voice. "It was foolish of them to betray you while under my surveillance."
Selyssa nodded, then looked speculatively over the demonesses of her first circle. "Of course, this means I'll need to promote from within the ranks, but I shall save that for another day. For now, we celebrate my ascension. I declare a public holiday for all demons. Sound the news, for I will be making a speech shortly. Dismissed!"
The rest of the demon nobles bowed their assent, shuffling out of the room while giving the two transformed demon lords surreptitious glances. The nervousness evident on their faces should keep them in line, for now.
The two demon drones grunted and moaned, their rubbery flesh gleaming in the light. "Nepthys," said Selyssa, looking at the dark demoness. "These two are now under your control. Use these sluts as you please. They are a small reward for what you have done for me, and a reminder of what can happen to those who foolishly think to betray me."
"Thank you, Master," replied Nepthys, tilting her hips seductively as she marched over to the two drone sluts. Snapping her fingers, thick collars appeared around their necks, a fine chain leading from each into Nepthy's delicate palm. "Their libidos will certainly come in handy during negotiations."
She tickled her talons underneath the purple demoness' chin, who strained towards her new mistress, her mouth hole flexing. "If anyone wishes to bed my pets, I am sure they won't object."
Refyssa gulped. "What... will you do with me, Master?" she asked, hoping that she wasn't slated to share a similar fate.



The demon lord's consort took her by the hand, assuaging some of her fears. "Absolutely nothing," declared the demoness, looking defiantly at Selyssa. "She didn't know if you were coming back, so she doesn't deserve to be treated harshly."
Selyssa looked at her consort with soft eyes. "I wasn't intending to, Alyssa, though we definitely are going to have some words later on. I can't believe that you weren't going to tell me that you had taken a new name."
Alyssa shrugged. "It didn't seem relevant in the middle of a fight. I was saving it for a more intimate moment."
"What else haven't you told me?" demanded Selyssa, ignoring Refyssa's uncomfortable shifting. "Would you care to explain what you've been doing with Karyssa while you were away?"
Alyssa chuckled. "Karyssa and I have... an understanding." She stalked over to Karyssa, curling a finger through the metal ring built into her collar. She tugged on it, hard, giving Karyssa a seductive look. Karyssa responded with a sultry smile, hooding her eyes.
"She has taught me many things," continued Alyssa, wrapping a hand around Karyssa's breast. "What is required to become a proper consort. The necessary moves. The sexiness. The domination."
She turned quickly. "Did you know that, despite her forwardness, Karyssa actually has a terribly submissive streak?"
She squeezed the breast in her hands tightly, and Karyssa appeared to melt, sinking into Alyssa's grip. "In actuality, it takes very little to dominate her properly. Simply the appropriate application of pressure, and a little force of will."
Karyssa swooned. "That's right, Mistress, fondle me harshly. I deserve to be treated like trash for how I've treated the Master."
Selyssa's brows rose, ignoring the outburst. "Are you telling me that Karyssa taught you how to be a domme?"
Alyssa let go, stalking towards Selyssa, her slitted eyes bright. "That's exactly right. She taught me how to take what I want, without compromise. And what I want is you."
She leaned forward and kissed Selyssa promptly on the mouth. Selyssa's wings folded around them both, pulling Alyssa in close. The two of them held each other for a few moments, enjoying a moment of quiet.
Selyssa's wings twitched, unfolding quickly. She backed away, looking sharply at Alyssa's crotch. "What is that?"
"My dick," replied Alyssa succinctly.
A mottled, purple cock extended from her privates, the tip prodding Selyssa's belly right above her own cock. It wasn't as big as Selyssa's, but it was certainly just as stout, though the balls at the base of the shaft looked positively tiny compared to her lover's.
Selyssa looked it over with interest, her penis flexing high enough to slap against her lover's rod. They both chuckled simultaneously, but Selyssa's expression soon turned pensive. "When the hell did this happen?" she demanded.
"If I may," interrupted Karyssa. "Only those demonesses who are the most powerful are blessed with a dick like yours. It is a visual sign of your power. Sapphis has one because she was highly favored in the court of Barakagon. Alyssa has grown one because of your great favor. Don't worry. Enjoy it. She wants it just as bad as you."
"Okay, then," said Selyssa, clearly still processing this new change, her gaze sliding over to her consort's swollen belly. "Let's say I accept that much. How did you get pregnant?" she asked Alyssa. "The last time I saw you, there was no sign of it at all."
Karyssa chuckled. "Did you really think you were sterile? You are our Lord, of course you are highly virile. You must choose if you wish to impregnate us, but you have no choice with her, for she is your life."
"That's right," said Alyssa smugly, setting her ass on the edge of the broken table. "That gives me the special privilege of being the only one who can fuck you without messing with the dominance dynamics of the court. So let's get to it." She grabbed her swollen cock, pointing it at her lover.
Selyssa stared at it speculatively. "If I ride yours, who's going to ride mine?" she asked, sending her consort a devilish look as her own cock pulsed with anticipation.
"Easy enough to solve." Alyssa gestured at Refyssa. "Get over here, you will have the honor of joining us."
Refyssa started, taking a hesitant step forward, but stopped when Selyssa frowned. The demon lord prodded Alyssa's bulging belly. "With her weight on top of you, won't that harm the baby?"
Alyssa shrugged. "We are demonesses. I'm not that fragile, and neither is your baby." She gave her penis a tug, a small trickle of white liquid jumping from the tip. "Hurry up, this won't wait all day."
Selyssa grunted, trotting forward on her hooves, lifting up her penis to reveal her puffy inner lips. "I must admit, it's been awhile," she confessed. "I seem to be doing a lot of fucking lately, but I haven't had anything inside me for weeks."
"I haven't been inside anybody, ever," grinned Alyssa, "so I win this little game."
Selyssa rolled her eyes, but willingly pressed herself in closer to her lover. Alyssa maneuvered the head of her dick into place, her jaw dropping as Selyssa's vagina immediately sucked it inside. The flames in her eyes danced as her breath whistled.
"Fucking fantastic," she declared, her hips bucking as they pressed together. "It's no wonder you always want to be fucking. It's going to be hard to keep it in my pants from now on."
Selyssa tapped her on the nose as she rocked her hips. "I don't expect you to, but please don't spread your seed outside the inner circle. I don't need another national incident to deal with."
Alyssa mewled, shifting her shoulders to emphasize her voluptuous breasts. "I don't think that's going to be a problem," she gasped. "All I can think about is you."
Refyssa cleared her throat, uncomfortable that she had suddenly turned into a third wheel, and not at all confident as to her new station. "Excuse me," she said delicately, suppressing her fiery desire to take as her eyes roamed over them. "Can I get in on this action?"
Selyssa grunted, her huge dick slapping against the lower slope of Alyssa's belly. A streak of cum wetted the enlarged curve of her pregnancy. "Of course!" she exclaimed, staring intently at Alyssa. "That's what she wants."
"Oh, come off it. You want it too," Alyssa declared, grinning as her dick squelched inside Selyssa's privates. "Anyway, you're just making everyone jealous."
It was true. The other demonesses in the room were having a hard time keeping still, their curious multicolored eyes staring ravenously at the fucking pair. "Well, what are you waiting for?" asked Selyssa, raising her hands. "My permission? You have it! Get fucking!"
The demons stopped staring at them, and started staring at each other instead, sizing up potential partners. Nepthys led her pair of Fakriss demon sluts over to the captured human superheroes, and a brief conversation ensued.
Soon, the muscled man had his dick swallowed by the purple goo demon's vagina, her single eye watching him with delight as he pounded her roughly.
The creature had solidified its control, growing into a large sphere on top of her head. Her body continued to change, her breasts and nipples enlarging, small drops of odd colored milk dripping from the tips. Her breath whistled hotly through her mouth hole as the chiseled man lifted her easily off the floor.
The human pet dressed in the rubber dog outfit pressed her elbows against the table, rolling her hips to display her slick vagina to all onlookers. The red slut demon formerly known as Wrysteria took this as an invitation to sink her needy cock inside, pressing the woman's breasts against the table.
Their demoness mistresses laughed, enjoying the show, but many of them were already pairing up as well. Refyssa didn't know all of them, as her time at court was limited. She had only recently ascended after her former lord had been removed during a power struggle in the aftermath of Barakagon's death.
Her lust for power had been her overwhelming driving force, but now she knew that had blinded her to reality. She wasn't nearly as strong as the first circle demonesses, even though she could feel a new thread of strength wending its way through her core.
How could that be? She was a demon Lord! She should be stronger than any other demoness, save for some other lords and her Master. There must be something different about Selyssa.
Speculating, her eyes jumped to the Sapphis, admiring her black ruffled skirt. She looked up, scanning over her skin tight latex blouse and frilly collar. A maid outfit, for certain, but she doubted the demoness would bow to just anyone. She certainly hadn't yielded when they had played with each other in the past. This one was dark and dangerous, and very, very dominant.
Their eyes met for a brief moment, an open invitation on the demoness' face. Refyssa looked away first, a frisson of excitement and fear tingling up her spine. Maybe she really was a little submissive at heart. What a way to find that out!
"Refyssa!" called Selyssa. "Stop daydreaming and get on top, or I'm going to paint Alyssa's chest white instead of your womb."
Refyssa refocused on the demonic couple, taking in the sweat streaming from Alyssa's brow. This must be the first time she had exercised her new appendage, as her movements were awkward, amateurish. Not that Refyssa had any room to complain, as she didn't have any experience using a dick, either.
Selyssa looked relaxed, ignoring her own twitching dick as she rotated her hips to ensure Alyssa's pleasure. Refyssa's eyes locked on the pulsing head. It was gigantic!
Her ever burning libido pulsed in empathy, her loins ready to receive its length. She would be reminded again of this demoness' mastery over her. Her power. Her dominance. It would be glorious.
But not if she kept standing here, thinking about it. She raised one of her legs, looking for a way to mount her butt on top of Alyssa's belly. "Just go for it," said the demon's consort, patting her chest. "There's plenty of padding."
Refyssa hissed, not keen on the idea of hopping on top haphazardly. "Do it," ordered Selyssa, glaring.
Gulping, Refyssa abandoned her planning and made a little hop, her right knee banging against the table as she settled into position facing Selyssa. She yelped, but the pain was short lived, overwhelmed by the sensation of heat emanating from her new Master.
Her legs spread, she felt really awkward straddling Alyssa's dick as the consort continuously rammed it into her lover. This was nothing, however, compared to the sudden prodding at her mons from Selyssa's dick. Selyssa leaned in, whispering for Refyssa's ears only. "You ready?"
Refyssa nodded, her ass cheeks pressing roughly against Alyssa's wobbling belly. The Demon lord's consort chuckled. "She likes to act all gruff, but she's actually pretty gentle. Calm down. Enjoy yourself."
It was easy enough for her to say, but this was the first time she was having a threesome with her new lord. Sure, she had participated in plenty of them while working her way up the ranks, but never for a lord she respected.
That was the crux of the issue. Before, she had always wanted to be in charge, to force the issue, but now she found herself wanting this to succeed. To be an accomplished ally of this demon lord. To have both of them rise to success together.
It was a new feeling, and not one she was overall comfortable with. No wonder she was acting like a giddy demoness straight out of sex school.
Her time for contemplation was over. Selyssa had grabbed her knobbly dick and was aiming it for Refysaa's snatch. That wouldn't do.
Refyssa batted Selyssa's hand away. "Let me," she declared, readying herself for the intensity of their coupling. She wanted to show her Master that she wanted this as much as she did.
Grabbing Selyssa's appendage with authority, she directed the tip at her swollen snatch. Closing her eyes, she savored the first few moments as the gentle friction sent her brain into overdrive. This was what demons were built for.
She burned the image of Selyssa's swaying head into her mind as their hips jiggled together, her Master's cock filling her utterly. The crown of horns, her triangular ears, and dark skin were all typical demonic features. What she hadn't expected to see was a measure of kindness.
That was almost unheard of among demonkind, and not something she had ever expected to see after being dominated. She suddenly knew - this was a Master she would do anything to keep.
Anxiety built up in her chest, threatening to ruin the pleasure blasting from her privates. She hadn't made a good showing of herself so far. All of her worst attributes had been on display - avarice, lust for power, a willingness to push for control. How could she convince this demoness that she was worth keeping around?
A taloned hand clasped her side. "You look pensive," rumbled Selyssa. "What's on your mind?"
Refyssa blinked. Her personal worries were a distraction. She should be enjoying herself. Alyssa certainly was. The demoness' consort was wriggling underneath her, mewling sighs emanating from her lips as she traced patterns over Refyssa's buttocks with her talons.
Perhaps there was another way she could show her worth. She wasn't without her own little tricks to spice up couplings.
She held up her hands a few inches apart, her talons pointed at each other. Tiny sparks of electricity zapped between them at high voltage. Looking through the storm of miniature lightning at Selyssa's widening eyes, she grinned.
"May I?" she groaned as a heavy thrust penetrated her core. "I promise you it will be delightful."
Selyssa nodded, fingering the bony protrusion under her chin as she looked at Refyssa speculatively. Refyssa reached her talons out, tapping them delicately on Selyssa's breasts. "I'll start slow. Let me know if it's too much."
Sparks flew from the tips of her fingers, buzzing as the electricity zapped her Master's sensitive flesh. Selyssa threw her head back and howled. Confused at this reaction, Refyssa ceased, tilting her head.
"Please, don't stop," grunted Selyssa, speeding up the speed of her thrusts. "Give it to me harder, I love the pain. It's fucking exciting."
Ah, she was one of those. A true pain slut. Very well. Refyssa knew how to treat a demoness who loved pain.
Ramping up her electricity, she spread her fingers and pressed them against Selyssa's delicate skin. Flesh jumped under her fingertips, muscles contracting involuntarily from the current.
Selyssa howled, speeding up her fucking. The double penetration she was experiencing combined with the electrical torture must be intense, but Refyssa didn't stop. The other demoness wouldn't forgive her if she let up now.
It suddenly occurred to her that she was in a position where she could keep increasing the voltage until the other demoness was shocked into submission. She had done it before with one of her more disobedient subordinates.
The sex had been amazing, and Talia's brain had been so fuzzy that she had done everything Refyssa had asked of her for a solid week. Could she accomplish something similar here?
She twisted her lips, reluctantly holding back. It would be hypocritical of her to betray her Master so soon after declaring her loyalty. Besides, it would be unfortunate to spoil such a wonderful fucking with a sordid betrayal.
Fine, if that was the way she was going to play it, she would endeavor to make this as pleasurable as possible. Rotating her hands, she modulated the field, letting the tingling flow drop off.
Her Master was breathing hard, face flushed from the overwhelming stimulation of giving and receiving at the same time. In turn, this translated into harder and quicker thrusting into Refyssa's snatch, which was dripping lubrication from how excited she was.
Tongue lolling, Refyssa moved her butt in rhythm, feeling Alyssa's belly rolling along with her. It wouldn't be long now, their cries of pleasure rising in unison. She reached her hands out again, stroking Selyssa's sides with her buzzing electricity.
As the pleasure spiked, she ran her hands upward, underneath the lower slope of Selyssa's breasts, timing the highest peak of voltage for when she drew her hands back, causing a large spark of electricity to jump the gap.
Selyssa's body jerked, and she cried out, her cock bouncing inside Refyssa's snatch. Refyssa's eyes rolled, her arms dangling freely as she rode the wave, her pelvic muscles clenching uncontrollably. This was the closest to heaven a demoness like her could ever get.
The sensation of cum exploding inside her took her over the edge and her vision whited out, flashing red, pulsing to match the rhythm of the dick pumping within her. This was better than the previous fucking, a surfeit of heat exploding within her.
As her climax reached fruition, a moment of utter clarity descended upon her. Her awareness expanded, taking in the demonesses around her, who were coupled in a display of utter debauchery.
Sapphis had moved around in front of the red Fakriss, sliding her rubbery dick into the transformed demoness' remodeled mouth. The Fakriss' throat bulged with every thrust, her body bending sinuously as she also was rammed from the rear, the hypnotized human superhero smacking her butt. The demon sex toy was clearly enjoying herself, all thoughts of her former station gone as she descended into being a pure sex object.
The other Fakriss was just as occupied, her single, large eye focused on the humans she was fucking. Two female superheroes were sitting on top of each other, both having their holes pounded by the sex toy's dick, which had split in two for the occasion. The woman below was still locked into her dog outfit, her back rigid to support the woman on top as they both were fucked. The woman on top was completely out of her mind, her lips quivering as she made little gasps. Her nipples were being tweaked by an ice demoness, breasts tortured by the creature's cold breath.
The more monstrous demonesses had wound themselves around each other in some sort of obscene embrace. Refyssa didn't look too closely - she didn't really want to know what those two considered a good time.
The cacophony of pleasure buoyed her upwards, sending her towards a peak she had never seen before. She reached out, buzzing in her ears as her mind broke down, seeking more pleasure. More.
It came at her in a flood, rushing through her, lifting her up, then setting her down gently. Waves of power pulsing through her, rocketing through her core. She was being pumped up from within. Her Master was injecting power into her, making her more than she used to be!
As this power swelled within, her vision returned, flickering with visual snow that slowly receded. She leaned her head back and grinned, exhaling a long sigh, Selyssa's dick sitting quiescent within her. What a wonderful fuck!
A sudden dark presence at her side distracted her from the warm feelings of coitus. Plush lips brushed against her ear. "I'm glad you made the right decision," a sonorous voice whispered. "If you hadn't, I would have made sure you regretted your indiscretion."
A sharp point pressed against her side, emphasizing the threat. A sudden sweat sprung out on her forehead, but she said nothing. The dark presence receded. Selyssa hadn't noticed, still recovering from the intense sex. She was very glad that she hadn't zapped Selyssa too hard. Her Master's first circle was scary.
Sighing in relief, she pushed her butt backwards to give Selyssa's dick room to slip free. Alyssa made a surprised noise as they both began to slide backwards uncontrollably, accompanied by a creaking groan. Refyssa's limbs flailed as she tried to find something to grab hold of, finding nothing but air.



Collapsing in a heap, Refyssa ended up with her head cradled beneath Alyssa's breasts. Confused, she blinked as Alyssa's chest began to heave.
"I guess my butt was too heavy!" declared Alyssa, giggling. "The table got fucked."
Selyssa chuckled. "I'm definitely going to need a new one. I'm not done with either of you yet."
Refyssa gulped, feeling strangely elated.
***
Selyssa sighed as Karyssa secured a thick necklace around her throat, feeling a bit nostalgic as she recognized the heart shaped amulet that dangled between her breasts. "There's so much work to do."
Karyssa frowned, rearranging the dangling stones to be symmetrical. "Why do you need to work, Master?" the demoness asked, puzzled. "We are your hands. Command us what to do, and we'll do it."
Selyssa twisted her lips. "It's not that I don't trust you to obey my commands. It's more an issue of trying to figure out what the right thing to do is."
She set her shoulders as Karyssa finished fiddling with the chain. "One thing I'm still missing. Why don't you want to invade Earth? Why are you working to save humans?"
The demoness rolled her eyes. "I care nothing for Earth. I was created to be Barakagon's loyal servant and guard. That is the guiding principle of the first circle's existence. None of us would ever dream of betraying you. What you want, we want."
She pressed a firm hand against Selyssa's shoulder. "In this world, there are many who would take advantage of you, but those of us in your first circle, you can trust. We'll always back you, no matter what you decide to do."
Selyssa nodded, suddenly choked up. Despite her new form, she still seemed quite susceptible to the whole gamut of human emotions.
Straightening her back, she glanced over at Alyssa, who was peeking at her with sultry eyes. "You look good," she offered, clasping her hands in front of her, shoulders pushed forward.
For the occasion, both of them had been garbed in a form of formal dress Selyssa had never seen before. Strips of shimmering purple fabric were wrapped around her waist and above her breasts, with more strips hanging down vertically to provide some form of decorum.
It was all rather pointless for that purpose, as the swell of their breasts were easily visible under the loose fabric, their nipples tenting the sheer surface. The short strip in front of their privates had the telltale logo of Barakagon, the lunar mark of the Empire.
In the human world, it would have been considered obscene, but in sexualized Middlehaven, it seemed positively tame. They were kind of annoying, however, as they caught the air when she moved around, sliding back and forth over her nipples, keeping them engorged. On the other hand, it was easy enough to flip the fabric aside and get to fucking, which was probably the entire point.
Unlike her consort, Selyssa wore an elaborate stole, decorated with various depictions of what she had been told were different tribes under her rule. She supposed she would be expected to visit all of them and smooth over any diplomatic problems later, but that was all in the future.
The final touch to her outfit had been a solid gold headdress, which had made her gasp when it had first been revealed to her. Acting as a sort of crown, it had intricate styling which fit closely around her horns. It had attached so perfectly that she was left to wonder much about her predecessor. She had only caught a glimpse of him on a tapestry, and now she was suddenly hungry to know more.
Later. Now, she needed to face this crowd. "You look good too," she replied. "Hot and lustful. Exactly what's needed."
She held out her hand, waiting patiently. Alyssa took it timidly, staring nervously at the velvet curtain leading out onto the balcony.
"Don't worry," whispered Selyssa, leading her forward. "Ignore them. Focus on me."
Alyssa nodded regally, her face looking a little plastic. That was okay. She only needed to keep it together for a little while longer. She was going to be quite occupied shortly.
Brushing through the curtain, she led her lover out onto a wide, open, marble balcony. They were in an enormous cavern, the rock face above lit by strings of powerful lights dangling haphazardly. Many demons likely saw this as superfluous, as they all had powerful night vision. It was a show of good faith, however, as it eliminated any hiding spots from which an assassin might stage an attack.
Below, there was a wide plaza, made of obsidian brick, crowded by the different tribes of the empire. Many of them did not play well with each other, so they had been appropriately segregated into wedge shaped zones. Most of them were demonesses, though there were more grotesquely shaped forms hidden in the periphery.
The sea of demons must have been unnerving to Alyssa, for she slowed her steps. Selyssa clenched her hand tighter and pulled her forward. This needed to be done.
At the edge of the balcony was a marble railing, a U-shaped curve carved into its surface in the shape of a semicircle. Next to the stylized deformation, a microphone had been set up on a stand. As she approached, Refyssa gave her a respectful curtsy, a faint smile pasted on her face. Ratheria nodded briefly, arms folded as she grinned slightly.
Selyssa knew better than to think that their loyalty was absolute, but as long as she stayed strong, these demonesses would stay in line. And perhaps as they got to know each other better, the danger would fade. They certainly did enjoy being fucked by Selyssa!
All of them did. She looked around knowingly at the other members of her first circle who were gathered around, waiting patiently for her address. "I am proud of you all," she said quietly. "Together, we will do great things."
A hum of affirmation greeted her as she stepped up to the microphone, gazing out at the sea of demonkind below. Letting go of Alyssa, she raised her hands to encompass the crowd. "Greetings!" she began. "Since the death of your great lord, Barakagon, this world has lacked a leader to take you into the future. To instill the proper purpose needed to harness the raw emotions and impulses of demonkind. That ends now."
Turning to her consort, she tilted her head. Pale, Alyssa moved around in front of her, perching her butt onto the circular outcropping. "The things I do for you," she whispered, moving the strip of fabric aside to reveal her snatch.
For once, she wasn't wet, though Selyssa blamed that on the crowd - her sexual prowess was not in question. She moved aside the purple fabric that failed to properly hide her enlarged dick, moving in to find Alyssa's willing hole. Flipping up her consort's flaccid dick, she pressed herself inside, watching Alyssa's face as her anxiety faded in favor of pleasure.
When she had first heard about this, she was skeptical. Fucking her consort in front of the crowd seemed flagrantly unnecessary, but this was demonic tradition. She needed to prove to the regular citizens that she was strong, virile, and dominant.
Pressing Alyssa against the rock, she delighted in watching her consort's face flush as she eased into the familiar sensation of being taken. It never failed to arouse her, watching her consort's usually controlled expression change into the flushed joy of being used. The harsh lines around her lips faded, her skin taking on a reddish complexion. It made her want to fuck her consort all the more.
Closing her eyes, Alyssa began to gasp in cute, short breaths, her pregnant belly wobbling with each thrust. That made it far more difficult to contain herself. Selyssa was forced to slow down lest she come to completion too early. She needed to pace herself, or this speech would end a disaster.
"You don't yet know me," she continued, driving her hips forward in a teasing fashion, drastically slowing her rate. "You don't know my policies. You don't know my ambitions. Those will come, in time, and hopefully you won't find them too onerous, or different from your past ruler. You may find some comfort in knowing that I am the true heir of Barakagon, a descendent of his blood. His line will continue!"
The crowd, which had been silent up until this point, began to cheer, calling out a chant. At first, Selyssa had a hard time figuring it out, but soon it became evident. Fuck her hard! Fuck her hard!
Damn, it was getting difficult not to do just that. She continued her slow ministrations, moving her hands beside the swell of Alyssa's breasts. Touching her lover's leathery skin, she pressed them in towards her chest, squeezing between the ridgeline of her armored chest and her breasts. Alyssa moaned, her tented nipples clearly visible under the shifting fabric.
"I won't ask you to support what you don't know, so here is my plan in broad strokes." Letting go of one of Alyssa's breasts, she raised a talon in the air. "The existing policy on excess pregnancies must remain."
The crowd stopped chanting, a disappointed boo calling out from somewhere in the rear. "I understand your dissatisfaction, but we must face the facts. Middlehaven cannot contain the rampant population of our kind. I will endeavour to find a solution to this, but it cannot come at the expense of Earth."
The noises of dissatisfaction rose, but she had expected this. "We cannot invade the underlands!" she declared. "We might win, true, but how many of you will die at the hands of their superheroes? How many?"
She looked down at them, glaring. "Keeping our presence hidden from the authorities has already been challenging! If another invasion were to occur, I cannot guarantee that we won't be exposed."
Her face darkened, her power pulsing out into the cavern. Alyssa shifted beneath her, moaning her discomfort. "If that were to happen, I would personally destroy whoever was responsible."
The demons below shuddered, moving from foot to foot uneasily. Time to lighten the mood. She raised another finger. "To support this imperative, I am issuing a second policy. I am starting a new business, what the earthers would call a corporation. This will act as our gate for relations with the earthworlders."
The demons stopped moving, simply looking confused. "You're wondering what this might accomplish for us," said Selyssa rhetorically, speeding up her thrusting into Alyssa. Time to build towards the climax.
"The goal is twofold. First, we will work towards amending our reputation with them. As long as they're worried that we're planning on replacing them, they'll never warm up to us. Second, we can open negotiations. Perhaps some of the earthers would be interested in experiencing the particular pleasures we are experts at providing. Some may join us, or we might eventually come to an agreement that might give us some of their land. From there, we can continue our expansion, peacefully."
She grunted, rocking her hooves forwards to press herself more efficiently into her writhing lover. "This will be slower and will take longer, but it has a higher chance of success. In the meantime, I will consider all other options for increasing the health of demonkind as a whole. We will spread. We will fuck. We will become."
Wings held wide, Selyssa grinned at the cheering audience. They understood. They were hers. "I am taking applications immediately for positions in my corporation. We are hiring in all positions. I look forward to meeting you in person."
The crowd cheered again, the cacophony quickly descending into the sounds of an orgy. Something she had said had clearly hit the mark. Having a purpose again was certainly motivational.
It was time to finish this. She loomed over her consort, feeling the fire inside rising. She wanted to give everything to her lover. A safe world to raise their child. She would do anything to keep the demons in line to achieve that goal. Anything.
Leaning in, she kissed Alyssa's forehead. Her consort looked up with loving eyes, her mouth opening slightly. "So gentle," she chuckled. "Next time, do me hard."
"As you wish," replied Selyssa with a faint smile, increasing her speed.
It felt so good. She didn't think she'd ever tire of fucking her lover, but her mind was already roiling with plans. There were so many ways she wanted to try binding her while fucking her, to make her scream her pleasure to the heavens.
It was enough to make her want to explode.
"Your plans are amazingly appropriate," murmured Alyssa, closing her eyes as she made cute noises with every thrust. "Hell really is bureaucracy."
"Shut it, you," hissed Selyssa, kissing her on the mouth as she rammed herself home. "You're in no position to be sassy, my little slut muffin."
She grabbed her lover's hands, resting her elbows against the balcony. Their nipples rubbed against each other as Selyssa rocked forward roughly. They gasped together as Selyssa's dick jerked, filling Alyssa with her seed. They bucked, filled with their love for each other.
***
That is the story about how I became the new demon king of Middlehaven, and fucked my way to the top. It was a bit of an accident, but I can't say I despise the results, since I get to cum in my beautiful bride every day. Hey, at least Earth was saved from the depredations of demonkind.
Now, I'm making the same offer to you. If you join our organization, I can promise top tier benefits, plenty of time off, generous maternity leave (pregnancy restrictions apply), and lots of fucking. It's true you'll have to accept one or two minor demonic alterations, but is that really a big deal if you're working for an Empire that's protecting earth from being invaded?
All I demand in return is utter loyalty. Get on your knees, slave, and take your master's cock. You're getting royally fucked tonight. I know you've been yearning for it.
Feeling a little horny?
That's right, ass in the air, slut, your gaping holes are ready for my dick. Submit to me and find your rightful place beneath me.
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Future's Past
Chapter One - Past Perfect
Throwing away one's past was a prerequisite of joining a team of problem solvers. Especially ones involved in black operations that could never be made public. Plausible deniability was key.
That was one of the reasons Kate had done everything she could to expunge her history. She was far more interested in discovering the dirty secrets of others than having hers exposed, and her current employer was an expert at making problems go away.
In return, she ate shitty food, slept in strange places, and had to travel at a moment's notice. She couldn't scoff at the paycheck, however. Being an agent wasn't easy, but it was certainly profitable.
Take this situation. A standard case of mad science gone wrong, promulgated by Expedient Tech Inc. An apropos name, if she had ever heard one.
There had been the usual excited and garbled nonsense reported by the press in the last few weeks, heralding their discovery of a new kind of portal technology, then everything had gone silent. They were either trying to figure out a way to monetize it, or they had made an enormous mess.
It was her job to find out which, take their tech, and shut them down. By any means necessary.
The first step was an infiltration mission to get the lay of the land. Who knew what, where things were located, that sort of thing. The plan was to steal anything she could, and figure out a way to access the most restricted zones. Bringing in heavy explosives right away would be a waste of time, especially if she got caught.
It was child's play to slip past their first security layer by dressing up as one of their scientists and tagging along when one of them opened the door. A quick smile and a flirty wink, and the nerdy guy she had accosted had become so flustered he even dropped his badge.
It wasn't too surprising. Her heart shaped face was framed by two strands of black hair, cheeks dimpling when she smiled. Beauty enough to make any red blooded man blush, and very few could resist her bobbing ponytail. He probably hadn't had any in ages. Too easy.
The second line was tougher to get through, but not because of the security guard, who was nodding off in his booth. No, instead it was because she needed to roam the halls for a good half hour, looking for the appropriate mark to pickpocket for his badge.
Now she was in, and in a good spot, by the looks of things. She had found what appeared to be a conference room, with closed shutters, blacking out the interior. Likely a place for them to discuss things that shouldn't be seen by just anyone.
Better yet, the room possessed what she was looking for - a computer terminal. Sitting down at the desk, she turned the computer tower to look at the case. Examining the screws on the back, she grinned devilishly. Perfect.
Pulling the power cord, she slid her fingers into the pocket of her lab coat to retrieve a screwdriver, which she used to pop off the side panel. Glancing at the motherboard, she sniffed. This was hardly worth her time.
Removing the connectors to the primary drive, she slid in a replacement above the original, pressing the cords back into place. It was but a matter of moments to replace the side panel, turn the case to look like nothing had been disturbed, and replace the power cable.
Pressing the power button, she folded her hands, waiting patiently for the hacked OS to boot to the login screen. She cracked her knuckles, typing in the user name and password that had been given to her. Soon enough, tiny icons of applications gazed back at her from the desktop.
This was so much easier than having to rely upon her personal hacking skills... all the hard work had already been done for her. The machine was already on the network, she simply needed to do a little poking around.
For any normal person, this might have taken a long time, but she had been given the name of their project, Stargazer. Running a quick search, she was amused to find folder after folder popping up on her screen. Was their security really that bad?
She knew the answer to that question, and didn't bother bemoaning the current poor state of corporate IT. Especially when this particular oversight had made her job a darn sight easier.
Diagrams, spreadsheets, and oodles of documentation. She would want to save it all to her flash drive, of course, but before that, she wanted to make sure she wasn't stealing garbage.
Double clicking on a sample document, she frowned as an alien looking creature popped up on the display. She thought she was looking for technology, not bio-organisms! Just what, precisely, was this company dabbling in? They certainly weren't a biotech firm.
She frowned, examining its grotesque form. Its ribbed abdomen was colored purple, two dangling claws hanging from its front. A short, stubby sucker protruded from the bottom, while a long, ridged tail extended from the rear. White bony spikes were attached horizontally along the length of the tail, turning it into a deadly weapon, if swung with force.
She scrolled down, grunting as she noted more photos taken from different angles. The rubbery flesh was more than a little unappetizing, but worse was the gigantic eyeball mounted on the creature's back. The scientists had gone through the effort of dissecting one of them, and it was the size of a giant peach. Terrifying.
She was going to have nightmares about these things, ugh. She closed the document and opened another. Yet another, similar creature, but this one was smaller. Perhaps it was a juvenile, but the appendage on its bottom was longer, rounder. Ridged, with a head, almost like... a penis.
Closing her eyes, groaning. She was acting just as bad as the scientist she had bamboozled earlier. She'd have to deal with her needs sooner or later.
She sighed and closed the document. The creatures weren't sexual. They were disgusting.
She'd seen enough. Whatever these monsters were, they should be destroyed. Her employers would definitely want to know about them, however. Reaching into her pocket, she plucked out a flash drive and plugged it into the front port on the computer. When a file folder popped up, she dragged over the directories she wanted.
Pressing her lips together, she sat back to wait. There was a lot of data to copy, and their networking speeds apparently weren't the greatest. Tapping her fingers silently against the table, she pressed her palm against the edge and stood up.
This was the part she hated the most - waiting. She shouldn't get complacent, however. This would be a good opportunity to examine her surroundings more closely. Being disciplined was key, and getting caught here would be difficult to explain, given that the picture on her stolen badge looked nothing like her.
Faint motion caught her eye, and she froze, breathing slowly. Was it...? No, there was nobody at the door - but one of the windows didn't have shutters on it. She hadn't caught that when she had entered the room.
Quickly, she moved over to the wall, being careful to make sure that her body wasn't backlit by the conference room lights. Sliding towards the window, she took a peek outside.
She could see almost nothing in the murky blackness besides the looming forms of large, metallic objects. This must be an observation point for a lab, perhaps. There might be a lightswitch nearby, but did she dare?
There was a large utility box on the wall with a series of switches. Her curiosity was aroused. She needed to know what was in the next room, even if it might force her to grab her thumb drive and run.
Making sure to stay out of sight, she ran her palm under the switches and pulled up decisively, flicking them on with satisfying clicks.
Giant floodlights bathed a double story room beyond the conference room's window. Looking down from above, Kate ran her eyes over a gigantic circular steel structure that was built into a metal platform. Large tanks of unknown gas or liquids were situated around the structure, along with a row of terminals. This was probably the portal device she was looking for.
That wasn't what made her gasp, however. The floor in front of the machine had been subsumed by a purplish, organic kind of carpet. Small creatures, similar to those she had just seen in the documents, were crawling quickly across its spongy surface to hide themselves in cracks and crevices between banks of equipment.
The ground was throbbing, as if alive. Gross.
That wasn't the worst of it, however. A large, purple, worm-like organism had wrapped itself around a rack of computer equipment, grasping the servers with oversized black claws. Striped in green, its entire body thrummed with energy as its bottom end twitched. Its tail flipped over, flexing as a pile of small, white eggs spilled from its end.
A faint humming sound echoed from the other side of the thick glass, the long, rounded proboscis on its head dipping towards the floor. She couldn't even imagine what it might eat with that thing, but its wrinkled skin could probably stretch wide enough to fit a cow. She shuddered.
Another creature stepped out from behind the momma worm, its arms hanging slack. This one was a vaguely humanoid female, but she had been extensively altered. Nude, her body was a fluorescent purple, swirls of color whirling under her skin in random twisting patterns. Rubbery knobs decorated her shoulders, growing smaller as they raced down her arms. Her feet were raised on fleshy heels, talons growing from her toes.
Her breasts were tight and pert, but were decorated with small bumps. Dark holes in her flesh circled those breasts, filled with small, glowing green blobs. Her belly was swollen, as if pregnant, her chest swaying with each step.
One of the smaller alien creatures had locked itself around her waist, its tail dragging on the organic carpet. Another was wrapped around her skull. As she stepped forward, it moved its tail over to her mouth and she sucked on it, her throat bobbing as she took a drink.
As the thick tail slid out, she dropped her jaw, pearlescent liquid dripping onto her chin. The tail slid down her back, plugging into a hole between her shoulder blades. The end of it pulsed, as if it was feeding something into her body. Perhaps it was.
To her horror, she realized that the two creatures weren't alone. Near the edge of the organic mass, scattered men and women were embedded into the surface of the carpet, their limbs flailing uselessly. She could hear faint noises as their mouths moved, but they were indisputably stuck. Like food.
Whether they had been gifted to the creatures by the company, or had experienced a misadventure while attempting to examine them, she couldn't tell. Whatever the case, she could do nothing but watch as the humanoid creature approached a curvy blonde.
Hovering over the trapped scientist, the creature's mouth opened wide, liquid pouring over her victim. The woman shuddered, her name tag jiggling as it splashed over her chest.
At first, Kate thought it was some kind of acid, but it didn't appear to eat through the woman's blouse. Instead, her wiggling body was coming loose from the organic mat, threads of the material sloughing off as she stood ungainly.
She expected the scientist to put up a fight, to throw a punch, anything, but the woman did nothing. The creature took her by the hand, and turning, led her towards the large worm.
That was when she noticed that the scientist had a creature attached to her skull. Two pronged limbs were wrapped over her head, holding it in place, while its tail draped over her back. Its solitary eye blinked lazily, the blobby body parked against the back of her skull.
She couldn't see the creature's central sucker under its body, but knew instinctively that it must be penetrating straight into the woman's brain. She shivered as her imagination took over. What must it be like to have that thing riding on your head? Was it actually in control of the scientist?
Whatever the case, the scientist appeared to line up willingly in front of the giant mother worm. Stripping her clothing off, she handed the articles to the humanoid alien, who folded them neatly and laid them on a desk.
Nude, she waited patiently as the large creature snorted a dollop of slime from its proboscis onto her face. This didn't appear to disturb the scientist, although what happened next certainly should have.
The mother worm leaned over, its sagging proboscis spreading wide to engulf the woman's head. In one quick motion, it dropped downwards, muscles surging up its trunk. One moment, the woman was there, the next, she was gone, slurped up the creature's mouth.
Kate stared, wide eyed. It had flat out eaten her!
The center of the worm began to glow yellow, the light highlighting the green stripes on its main body. Flexing, the worm began to contract in upon itself, the ridges on its body touching together. The light grew brighter, and the worm lengthened.
This process repeated, over and over, a mesmerizing sight that Kate had problems turning away from. She wasn't certain how long she stood there, watching the undulations, but eventually the glow began to fade, and a lump appeared at the tail end of the beast.
The contractions continued, as if the monster was giving birth. The lump grew, pushing down the length of its tail, in a parody of a snake un-swallowing its prey. The egg laying end widened as the edge of the lump pressed into it, revealing two, small feet.
When the feet curled downwards, talons grew from the toes, the heels permanently arched upwards on spongy, rubber platforms. Next came feminine legs and a pregnant belly, followed by two enlarged breasts with dark, hollow pockets around them.
As the worm's tail finished disgorging this new beast, Kate knew in a flash - this was where the other creature had come from. More of them were being made!
"What the hell are those things?" she hissed in panic.
They certainly weren't from this world, damnit!
"They are Takrin," breathed a low voice gruffly. "We need to stop them before they enslave everyone."
Startled, Kate fell on her ass, turning to look at the figure crouching next to her. The woman was dressed in a lab coat, the fabric torn and tattered. Splotches of color decorated her face, making it difficult to determine the definition of her features. Her hair might have been long at one point, but it had been cut unequally, the dark frizzled mass hanging around her shoulders.
"Who the hell are you?" she asked in a high pitched voice.
The other woman remained where she was, chuckling bitterly. "My name's Katy. I work here. Well, I used to work here, that is, until they opened that."
She gestured at the circular apparatus sitting ominously in the rear of the room, past the alien creatures. "That's called a Gate, and it's what's caused this disaster. While messing with the harmonics, they managed to get the Gate to open to an alien landscape. At first, this was heralded as a great discovery. Until they started coming through." She shuddered. "We must stop them, or we'll be overrun."
Kate frowned. "Don't you want to know who I am?" she asked, still cautious. Where had this woman come from, anyway?
"Don't know. Don't care," she replied easily. "If you don't work for Expedient, it's all the better, really, as those idiots think they can study and understand these... things. I've seen what they can do, and they need to be destroyed before they bring more of themselves through that portal."
Kate flicked her eyes to the monitor, noting that her download was complete. Being careful to avoid the window, she backed over to the computer. "How do you know that they're called Takrin?"
The woman shrugged and stood, apparently not worried about being seen by the aliens through the window. "Whatever that worm thing does to them doesn't seem to remove their brains. It just... twists them to do whatever advances its cause. They're more than willing to talk about their utter devotion to the Takrin and the Mother, whatever that is. They could be talking about that worm, or something else, we don't really know."
She folded her arms together. "That's why the higher ups have stupidly decided to proceed with the research. They think that they can figure out some way to bargain with these aliens. To find a way to use the Gate for their personal profit."
Her eyes widened with fanaticism. "They're wrong. These aliens are abominations and should not be allowed anywhere on this planet."
Kate, with her back to the computer, retrieved her thumb drive and palmed it carefully. "Let's say I believe you. Do you have a plan to stop them?"
The other woman smiled, in a way that seemed eerily familiar. "I do. If we overload the power supply, that will destroy the portal, and prevent any more aliens from getting to this world from theirs."
Kate frowned. "Won't that kill us, too?"
Katy laughed. "This isn't the movies. The Gate isn't a reactor, and not everything explodes when it fails. Besides, even if my idea works, we're still going to have to do something about that giant worm. Try to come up with some ideas while we're getting to the power room, I'm fresh out."
Slipping the thumb drive into her pocket, Kate thought speculatively. She didn't have explosives on her, so that was out. Oh, how she wished she could have had advanced warning! The tranquilizer blow darts she had secured to her thigh could possibly help, but she had no idea what the dosage would be for aliens, or if it would even work at all.
She hesitated. Was she really going to go through with this plan? Unknown quantities were expected during missions, but so was betrayal.
The risk wouldn't be too bad if she expected it, however - what was one wimpy scientist going to do to her? If she let the woman wander off, she could easily hit the alarm on the way out, and then she'd be in hot water. Best to keep this one close.
Still... "What happened to your face?" she asked, pointing at the ugly splotches that marred her complexion.
Katy quirked her lips, her voice harsh. "I was 'voluntold' to gather a specimen for the next experiment. It didn't go well. You saw the other members of my party below. I was the only one to escape, although..." she pressed a hand to the back of her head. "I can't be certain whether I've been infested. The gigantic worm thing splattered some kind of liquid over me, and it messed with my skin." She shrugged. "I guess we gotta hope I don't go crazy before we can close down the portal."
Kate stepped around the side of the conference table, watching the other woman carefully. The scientist had admitted she posed a threat. Paradoxically, this calmed some of her paranoia.
"Very well," she said slowly, reaching an open hand towards the door. "Lead the way."
Katy nodded, a quick tuck of the head, then turned and walked in front of the window as Kate hissed. "Don't worry, they can't see us through the one way glass. We need to hurry, before the other scientists figure out what we're doing."
She paused at the door, hand on the latch. "It would be best if you went first. If they see me wandering the premises, they might get suspicious."
Kate narrowed her brows. "I don't think so. I have no idea where I'm going. It's going to look weird if I have to constantly pause for directions."
The scientist rolled her shoulders. "Suit yourself. If we get caught, just remember, it's your fault."
Kate stared at her, waiting patiently for the other woman to open the door. As the scientist left the room, she pressed her shoulder up against the door frame, scanning the hallway beyond. It was clear, but that meant little.



She waited for the other woman to move halfway down the corridor before she moved herself, smoothly closing the door behind her. Standing up straight, she marched forward with authority, making sure to keep her eyes on the heels of the scientist.
When the scientist made a left turn, she followed, pacing herself. This hallway was not as long, a large window on the right built into a blue concrete wall. A long row of servers in racks extended in both directions, green and blue lights blinking in random cacophony.
Their path up ahead was blocked by a solid steel door. As Katy leaned over to run her card over the reader, Kate noted a strange, discolored spot on the back of her head. Curious, she stepped in closer to examine it.
At first she thought it was a birthmark, but it certainly wasn't natural. The hair follicles in the affected area had been seared away, leaving a large raised red welt in the shape of an oval. It was the size of a plum, with small, spidery black legs extending off underneath her remaining hair.
It would be easy to mistake for a tattoo from a distance, but at this angle it was obviously a lump. Unable to stop herself, she reached out and prodded the surface. The rubbery surface distended, soft like a grape. Something black shifted inside, disturbed by the presence of her finger. Yuck!
She jumped backwards in fright as Katy stood up. Turning, Katy stared at her with a questioning glare. "What was that for?"
"There's an... egg shaped thing on the back of your head!" exclaimed Kate. "How could you not know that?"
Confused, Katy reached up behind her skull, feeling around with her hands. Her jaw dropped open as her fingers prodded against the bulge, her throat gulping. "What the fuck is that?" she hissed.
Wild eyed, she grabbed Kate's arm. "I've been infested. Get it off me! Please!"
Pulse pounding, Kate blinked, trying to think. "I don't know how. I'm not a surgeon."
The woman gritted her teeth. "Then we need to get in there and kill them before... I'm no longer me."
Turning decisively, she pushed open the doors and marched into the room, a burst of cold air whipping through Kate's hair. She proceeded directly towards a console mounted in the middle of the floor. A series of four monitors were fixed to the rear of the table, providing different views of the room with the Gate in it... and the aliens.
Kate, jittery from the revelation that her new partner was infected by the aliens, resolved to stay on her game. She turned to the right, following an L-shaped bend in the room to make sure there were no surprises.
She was nonplussed to find the racks of computers she had seen through the window in the entryway. The two rows had been partitioned from each other by a wall, with two doors in the center. A large hood built above the contained box served to draw hot air away from the powerful servers.
Someone or something could hide in here, if they wanted to. Seeing the egg-shaped blob attached to the back of Katy's head had really spooked her. She had better check it out, or her imagination would never stop spinning ever more grotesque monsters waiting in the dark for her to let her guard down.
"I'm going to take a look around," she said, cautiously moving over next to the wall to limit lines of sight.
"Fine," replied Katy. "I need a few minutes to get this set up anyway. I'll let you know when it's ready."
Kate slid along the wall past a series of tanks as tall as she was, peeking down the aisle facing the window. Nothing. There could still be something in the other aisle, or in the room between the computer banks.
Scurrying across the raised floor, she flattened her petite form against the side of the door. All she could hear was hissing from the A/C units, air being eaten by the hungry servers and expelled as heat. She took a glance through one of the windows, but could see nothing. It was pretty dark in there towards the rear. She would need to check it out.
"Are you having fun playing secret agent?" asked the scientist, fiddling with the console. "It's after normal operating hours. There should only be a skeleton crew on duty, and they're not going to perform experiments with the Gate without everyone here."
"It never hurts to be careful," Kate replied, sliding her hand into the door handle and opening it carefully.
A blast of hot, dry air almost took her by surprise, her throat feeling scratchy. Ducking inside, she jumped a little as overhead lighting popped on. There was no reason to freak out - they must be run by motion detectors.
This was one of those times she wished she had ice water flowing through her veins, like some of the other agents she knew. She would never let it show, but when her adrenaline spiked, it was harder to concentrate on what she was doing. So far, it hadn't compromised any of her missions, but it had come close a few times.
She just needed to concentrate. There was nothing here but a long aisle of computers, their exhaust fans facing inwards. Taking a cautious step forward, her anxiety slowly bled away as the calming hum of the exhaust fans whirred in her ears.
The racks were full, the heat they produced blowing against her lab coat. She was starting to sweat. She wouldn't lie, it was a bit uncomfortable, but it wouldn't take long for her to march down to the other end, where there was another pair of double doors.
As she walked, she glanced at the different sized units in the racks. She didn't know much about servers, but the cable management was professionally done. They hadn't cut corners here.
These would all need to be destroyed, of course, for her to consider her mission complete. She made a metal note, tallying up the material she would need to get it done. Of course, if the Gate was properly destroyed by an overload, as the scientist suggested, that would solve at least one of her problems for her.
She knew better than to trust the other woman. She could be signaling for security while she was distracted with the racks. She increased her pace, making a beeline for the doors.
A rumbling bumping noise came from somewhere above, causing her to slow to a halt and look up. The overhead lighting seared her eyes, but did little to illuminate the ductwork.
She hissed and slowly backed up as small, fist sized creatures tumbled from above, landing on top of the racks. Spreading out, they made soft chirps at each other.
They looked like giant beetles, their hairy legs picking their way easily among the networking cables. Their abdomens were swollen, transparent, a spherical bubble of green liquid trapping a small, white oval inside.
She had never seen anything like them, and this wasn't the time to admire their speed. Dropping all caution, she turned and ran, sprinting the last few feet to the door. With a yelp, she tugged it open and rushed through, sighing with relief as the door pulled itself shut behind her magnetically.
"Katy?" She shouted, her voice rising in alarm. "We have a problem! Look out for small, beetle shaped critters!"
She turned left, scanning the remaining aisle. Nothing. They must not have figured out a way to get through the A/C ducting. Fortunately, at least for now, they were trapped in the hot aisle containment.
That didn't mean things couldn't change in an instant. She was used to evolving her plans to fit the situation, but this was far out of her experience. Extra guards in unexpected places? No problem. Alien lifeforms with unknown abilities. No freaking way!
Marching down the aisle, she kept her right shoulder against the far wall. She almost expected more of the tiny things to show up once she rounded the corner, but to her surprise, the room was empty. Katy was missing from the console.
"Shit!" she exclaimed, moving fast towards the exit. This had gone wrong, worse than she could salvage. She'd have to make a new plan and come back again later - with heavier equipment, and reinforcements. Burn it all to the ground.
"Watch out!" shouted Katy, grabbing hold of her head and pulling it firmly to one side.
Kate experienced momentary vertigo, scrabbling for a weapon that wasn't there. In the few moments it took for her to gather herself, the scientist screeched, slamming her foot against the floor.
There came a disgusting pop, purplish red viscera spreading out from underneath her shoe. Kate's dazed mind registered for a brief moment that the scientist wore the same model of shoe as her, her eyes skittering over the discolored blotch.
The legs of the beetle-like creature were bent at odd angles, its abdomen smushed to a pulp. Whatever creature had been incubating within had been destroyed, its body a gooey dark shadow in the midst of the creature's ichor.
"Oh crap!" declared the scientist, looking at the smashed blob with atavistic fear. "They're escaping containment."
She clenched her fists. "We must hurry. If they are moving through the ducts, they've decided that they no longer wish to be contained. We are likely to encounter more of them."
Kate shook her head and closed her eyes briefly to clear the horrid looking mess from her mind. "I agree with you. Are you ready?"
"Yes!" exclaimed the woman excitedly, running back to the console. "See? Here, the power flows into the secondary coils, then it spins up the magnets. If I increase the current here, it should excite the primary coils past their design specifications, leading to an inevitable overload!"
Scientists and engineers, always so excited about inanimate objects. Ugh. "Okay, then, what are you waiting for? Do it!"
The woman played her fingers over a touch screen, and various orange and red bars began to increase. An ominous sounding hum flooded the room. "There, it's done," she said, raising her voice over the noise. "We'll have to confirm that it worked, and even if it does, that won't take care of the aliens that have already made it over here. For that, we'd need to do something about that monstrous worm."
Kate scratched the back of her head absently, casting about for a plan. Her eyes slid over to the tanks stored near the entryway. "What about those?" she asked, moving to look at them more closely.
They were tall, thin, and made of stainless steel. A circular loop of steel had been welded to the top above the valves to prevent damage, a four foot long rubber hose attached to a valve with a green handle. Blazoned across the middle of each was a warning label, stating "NITROGEN, COMPRESSED, NF. EXTREMELY COLD LIQUID NITROGEN, DO NOT TOUCH."
She took hold of the dewar by the circular loop of steel, leaning the tank over. It was clearly full. Giving Katy a grin, she rolled the cylinder over the ground with ease. "We'll freeze them out!" she declared.
Katy seemed a little uncertain, wrinkling her brows, but she eventually shrugged. "It's not a bad idea. Let's give it a try."
She grabbed a second cylinder for herself, and they proceeded to roll them towards the door. It was a bit more difficult to do than Kate had anticipated, as the hose kept getting in the way. "How far is it to the lab entrance?" she asked, hoping that she wouldn't have to roll this thing half a mile.
"It's not far," replied Katy, handling her cylinder with surprising ease. "Turn right beyond the doors, into the decontamination airlock. The entrance is just beyond."
Relieved, Kate pushed the door open with her shoulder slightly, peering down the hallway. Still clear. No aliens or anything else.
Rounding the corner, she came up against a set of serious looking double doors, without any handles. Katy paused to run her badge over the access scanner, hitting a square box mounted on the wall.
"They don't want people touching things with their hands," she explained as the doors slid open. "Easier to clean."
Kate grunted, rolling the edge of her cylinder over the threshold. The interior was small and claustrophobic, two steel pipes running overhead with sprinklers installed at regular intervals.
Katy followed her, and a spinning yellow light on the ceiling flicked on, casting amber shadows on both of them. The doors ground to a shut behind them, and the light swapped to red.
There came a faint hiss, and a smoky mist from the pipes above descended over their bodies. "Don't worry, it's just a light decontaminant," explained Katy. "They really should be using something stronger now that the aliens have shown up, but they designed this only to ensure we don't bring bacteria to other worlds. They hadn't expected aliens would infest ours. Cheapskates haven't bothered upgrading."
The hissing stopped, a light mist dusting Kate's cheeks. The spinning light turned green, and the doors on the other side began to creak open. She clutched her tank as if it was a rifle, eyes straining to see if there were any alien critters waiting for them that she could blast.
Just beyond the doorway, there was a ramp downwards, leading to an array of desks facing the large, circular structure beyond. These were probably used to configure and monitor the Gate while in operation, but right now they were empty, yellow lights indicating unused displays.
The organic carpet had overwhelmed these positions, the purplish mass pushing some of the chairs out of the way like a lava flow. Some of the desks had risen off the floor, the power cables still connected.
From this new vantage point, it was easy to see that the carpet had come from the portal, not the alien creatures. A strip of the organic mass led right up to the center of the arching circle, at which point it stopped.
Kate could easily believe that the mass had exploded outwards as soon as the portal had connected to whatever alien realm had spawned these creatures, but she didn't know why the scientists hadn't cleaned it up. Too dangerous?
The Gate itself was active, the low hum she had heard in the power control room more obvious here. A bright blue light shone around the arch, two bars of white cycling through the circle as if in a racetrack. If she moved her head, she could barely make out a strange twisting of the light in the middle.
"Is it overloading?" she asked, running her eyes over the extensive system of pipes that connected to either side of the Gate.
"It takes time for it to spool up," replied Katy, rolling her cylinder down the ramp. "We don't want to be too close when it goes, so let's get to work."
Kate nodded her assent, looking with dismay at the purplish carpet in front of them. It would be impossible to roll the tanks onto that mess. Maybe she could work her way around from the side?
When she got up to the edge, she touched the end with her shoe, which sank into the mass an inch or two. It was spongy, like a pancake. Eww.
Looking up, her breath caught. They were being watched by the humanoid alien. Her slitted, green eyes were following both of them intently, the tails of the creatures gripping her skull and ass standing perfectly still.
Ah. It wasn't going to be as easy as she had hoped to creep up on the large worm - not when she had to grapple with this unwieldy cylinder to get it into the proper position. She pressed her lips together, mind racing.
Katy tapped her on the shoulder, whispering. "I can see the target! It's hiding behind some of the Gate's plumbing, off to the right of the creature. Keep moving! I'll distract it for you!"
The scientist dropped her tank upright on the floor with a thud. "I'm over here!" she screamed. "Come and get me, you bastard!"
With one hand, she opened the valve of the tank, waving the attached tube at the alien. A hissing liquid poured from the end, some of it turning into a hazy mist. What remained spattered against the purple carpet, fizzing as it boiled off.
The alien wouldn't be threatened at this distance, but hopefully it would be distracted. Katy was certainly attracting plenty of attention with her antics - some of the beetle-like aliens she had seen in the computer lab were scurrying across the organic mass.
They weren't particularly fast, but looked unsettling, their bulbous backs lifting towards the ceiling with every stride. She could only imagine what kind of foul cargo they carried.
There was no time to waste. Kate rolled her cylinder sideways, skirting the organic carpet, hiding herself behind a row of tanks. More liquid nitrogen? She wasn't sure, but at least they provided some cover. "Good luck!" she whispered, not believing for a moment that the other woman would survive the attack.
There was a chance she could freeze some of the scuttling creatures with her liquid nitrogen, but it seemed unlikely that she would get them all. That also didn't account for the humanoid creature, either, and she was likely to be far more mobile than the smaller aliens.
Peering to the side of the tank, she spotted the small section of computer racks nearer the Gate. The organic mat had infiltrated the racks, shifting a few of them from their bearings. One of them tilted at an odd angle, the fat tail of the alien worm wrapped around the side.
Perfect. Whatever that thing might call a head definitely wasn't watching her. She could spray it down and get out of here without it even detecting her. She would feel bad about leaving Katy behind, but quite frankly, she was expendable.
She concentrated on the tank, rolling it along the concrete floor. She didn't want to catch it on anything, and there were several small diamond plated ramps she had to navigate to get past a series of pipes that connected to the tanks.
It was making more noise than she would have liked, but there was no time to worry about that. Speed was of the essence - the bulging, ridged edge of the worm was just ahead.
The purplish tube flexed, drawing together as it constricted. A large bulge moved down its length, pushing out towards the other side where the end rested on the organic mat.
She detected an odd smell. It wasn't unpleasant, but didn't match anything she recognized. An aroma from another world.
She halted, pushing the tank over until it stood up straight. A frisson ran down her back, cold sweat on her neck. This was her opportunity!
Seizing the end of the hose, she reached for the valve. As her fingertips touched its webbed surface, a pinprick of pain shot through her neck.
"What the?" she slapped a hand against her neck, shocked to feel a small dart embedded in the surface.
Dazed, she pulled it out and examined the small container in her bloody hand. Carfentanil. Shit, she didn't have much time. She was already finding it hard to read the words.
Feeling shocked, she crouched, pulling up her pant leg. There was her blowgun, and it was still loaded, too. The other scientist couldn't possibly have stolen it from her. It was right there!
Looking up, her heart lurched. Katy had rounded the corner, a similar looking blowgun in her hands. Where had she gotten that from?
"Why?" she asked, her words thick. Legs wobbling, she dropped to the ground, blinking rapidly.
"Shhh," whispered Katy as she leaned over to stroke a strand of Kate's hair. "It will become obvious soon. You'll feel better about everything, I promise."
Kate closed her eyes, and suddenly, the world was gone.
***
Breath catching, her lungs heaved. She was staring at a tiled ceiling, high above, bright hanging lights spearing her vision. She blinked, feeling hoarse. Her head felt as though it was full of cotton. So hard to think or do anything.
Why was her head so damn itchy? She couldn't stop her hands from rising to scratch at her skull, intensely surprised to find herself touching something wet and squishy.
"It's almost ready," declared a guttural voice that she vaguely recognized as belonging to the scientist, Katy.
The tickling on her skull ceased, replaced by a sharp pain. She reflexively clenched her jaw, a sudden rush of tension flooding her shoulders. The nerves on the back of her head were tingling with pinpricks, as if she had gone numb.



Frantic, she pushed at the squishy material, which yielded to her touch. Whereas before it had been distended, filled with some kind of liquid, now it was flat against her skull. With terror, she could feel a small depression. A hole.
Whatever it was had... injected itself into her brain!
Her head... buzzed, as if it was alive with random activity. "What's happening?" she gasped, her limbs thrashing.
*Joined*
The sonorous thought bounced through her brain pan, scattering all other thoughts to oblivion. It was so thick, so true, that for a moment she was unable to dispute it.
Groaning in distress, she sat up, hands flopping to the ground, which was strangely spongy. She desperately tried to sort out what was going on.
A gentle hand reached out to massage her shoulder. "Take your time," a familiar voice said. "At first, it is disorientating, but in a little bit, you'll feel absolutely wonderful."
She wasn't sure how the other woman could say that, as a pounding headache had set up shop in her temples. One fact stood out to her, however. She had been captured.
She wouldn't cooperate. *Instead, she would tell them everything she knew.*
It wasn't just the contradiction that caught her off guard - the thought that had bounced through her brain had been in her own voice.
Her shoulders shivered in fear. Her mind wasn't her own! *In fact, it was much better.*
"What did you do to me?" she asked, her voice wavering.
Some thing had been in the egg attached to her skull, and now it was in her brain! *It was an improvement. She was being made more suitable for this mission.*
Hot lips pressed against her cheek, giving her a wet kiss. "It's simple enough. I stalled as long as I could, waiting for your egg to hatch. Now that it has, everything is going to be fine. For both of us."
The woman's warm hands wrapped around her shoulder, helping her to stand. "Tell me truly, how do you feel?"
Kate pressed her hands to her temples. "Awful!" *Wonderful!*
The woman patted her on the back. "It will pass. Once you accept this new state of being, the cognitive dissonance will fade, along with the pain. As it did for me."
Her voice sent tingles down Kate's spine. It sounded so familiar! Her head jerked, looking at the scientist who had claimed to be Katy. "Who are you?"
The woman's face broke into a wide grin, spooking her. Through the damaged blotchy purple skin, she recognized this woman. She saw her every morning in the mirror. She was her!
"You... what?" Her breath came in sharp gasps, her head spinning. *You are fine,* commanded her own voice in her head.
"You figured it out," said the doppelganger in her own voice. "That's right. I am you. Well, not the you now, but the you then."
Kate's mind exploded with a sudden realization. That's how this woman had used tranquilizer darts on her - she had used her darts on herself! "If what you're saying is true, why would I betray... myself?"
'Katy' moved her arms wide. "Why do you think? You've been subverted. Well, I've been subverted - but you have, too. She told me how to do it, and I did it. Not that I had a choice. I'm you, just as much as you are me. Or will be me, for that matter."
*And it feels good!*
Kate shook her head, the pounding pain increasing further. Now that she knew what to look for, it was obvious to see that the other woman had the same mannerisms as her. Her physical differences could easily be explained - although her hair was a mess, it was the same dark color as hers, only shorter. She could easily believe that this was her. *Did believe.*
"What was the point of all this, then?" she asked, her throat threatening to close up. "Why did you convince me to overload the Gate? To attack this... worm thing?" She pointed at the giant purplish worm, which was watching both of them calmly, it's tubular mouth flexing.
"Oh no, not at all," replied Katy, still grinning. "The engineers designed the Gate to operate at maximum capacity. The scientists are a little mad, but they aren't crazy. There's no such thing as 'overloading the power.' It was simply a neat fiction to keep you moving down the correct path. While you were distracted in the server room, it was child's play to slap an egg on the back of your head. You didn't even notice!"
Kate reflexively reached behind her head, feeling the bump where the egg had sat. The sac had inflated again with some kind of fluid, the membrane flexing under her soft touch. *The interface is ready.*
Katy clapped her hands with excitement. "Once I had it in place, all I had to do was distract you long enough for it to hatch. I had hoped that it would happen before we made our attack, but you moved so quickly I'm afraid I had to use more force."
"Oh." Kate's face dropped. "I feel like an idiot."
Katy rolled her shoulders. "I don't know why. You simply outsmarted yourself, with knowledge that you currently aren't privy to. Don't feel bad about it. You're going to love being controlled. I know I do."
She sighed, her cheeks becoming flushed. "Now that you're here, infested, I have to say, it's hard to keep it in my pants. I have needs." She mashed her breasts against her chest, breathing a soft sigh of pleasure. "But I know my place. You must be made ready."
Kate frowned. "Ready for what?" *Ready to obey.*
"To go back, of course," replied Katy. "The Gate can not only traverse space, but it can also traverse time - but only at maximum power. After a few... alterations have been made to you, you will be sent back, as me, to convince yourself to take the same steps you just took. The time loop will collapse, making what has already happened, happen again. Just as it should." *Just as it would.*
"What if I don't want to?" Kate asked, stamping her foot against the ground. Her anger was rising at the realization that she had been completely misled.
Katy rolled her eyes. "You already know you gave in, so why bother resisting? Look at me, I am your inevitability. Your future is my past."
She ran her hand over her crotch, squeezing hard. "Believe me, it's going to feel amazing betraying yourself. You'll never see it coming. I'm already incredibly hot just thinking about it."
Stopping her self pleasuring, she took a step forward. "Now, you must accept your new state. You will be made to serve, as I have. It's inevitable."
"What if I don't want to?" she asked, the pain increasing in her brain pain. *But you do.*
She ignored the thoughts that were increasingly replacing hers, taking a step back. There must be some kind of plan she could execute, some way to escape. She was an agent, damnit! She could make amazing things happen with nothing.
Clawed hands wrapped around her shoulders, holding her in place. Startled, she tried to duck and twist to one side, but the hands gripped even tighter. A chuckle hissed in her ear, as she struggled uselessly. A warm tail wrapped around her neck, cinching tight until she was forced to gasp for air.
"There's no escape," grinned Katy, her own smile glaring back at her. "I might not remember each exact detail, but I already know everything you're going to do. I've planned out all the details. I am you." *You will become her.*
Become. Become. *Become.*
The thoughts rattled around in her head like peas. She was so confused. Even if she was being lied to, it didn't matter. That thing was in her brain. *And she would learn to love it.*
Hot breath misted on her neck. She choked, her neck being squeezed by the alien.
It was all so futile. She would be forced to remain here until the alien *delightfully* took over her brain. Fighting against herself was impossible, but she couldn't just give in. Could she? *Wouldn't she?*
Was it just that easy? Give in, give up, become?
The pain in her skull began to ease. Was that because these were good thoughts? *Good*
Quite frankly, it was incomprehensible to her. Her body ached, her head hurt, and there was no reason for any of this. *Good*
It was highly unlikely she would receive the proper medical care in time, and what could they really do for her, anyway? *Nothing. Joining is permanent.*
"It won't be long now," declared Katy, taking a step forward and raising her hands. I wasn't able to resist that long, and she is me, so she won't, either." *She is right.*
Katy pulled aside her lab coat, grabbing the pull on the zip of her shirt. "Besides, how long can you remain as you are when you're being pleasured... by yourself?"
As she pulled down, cool air tingled over Kate's skin. All that protected her from being ravished was a plain white bra which tightly covered her modest assets.
This didn't prove to be much of an obstacle for Katy, who ran her fingers under the middle notch of the fabric, pulling it taut. Grabbing it with her other hand, she flexed her muscles, the fabric creaking. "See how strong the broodling can make you? Relish the changes, like I do."
Soon, her cold hands were wrapped around Kate's breasts, fondling them mercilessly. "Normally, this wouldn't arouse you much," explained Katy clinically. "However, the new connections the broodling has made in your brain have enhanced your tactile sensations. All I have to do is this..." she trailed off, rolling her thumb over one of Kate's nipples.
Kate hissed, her eyes rolling. Why did it feel so damn good? *She wanted more. She wanted all
of it.*
"...and you're helpless before me. Just as we're helpless before it. You love it. You love being infected by it. You love being changed by it. Belonging to it." She pressed her hands under Kate's breasts, pushing them back and up into her chest, squeezing as she did so.
A dam broke, pleasure sweeping everything before it as it rolled through her memories. Everything about her shitty life was being swept up with it, removed and cast away. It felt good. Too good. *In the end, there was no reason to resist at all.*
Katy hummed to herself. "I wish I could feel what you're feeling, but we're not linked in that way. I know, though. I know exactly how you feel. You want more of it. You want to feel this way again."
Her grip shifted as she groped Kate more quickly. "Give in to yourself. Let your thoughts become its thoughts. Let its thoughts become your thoughts.The broodling is not a separate being. There is just you, merged with it. A part of it. A servant of Mother."
Moaning nonstop, Kate bucked her hips, reaching down to undo her pants. Slipping her panties down, she desperately planted her fingers in her snatch, rubbing as fast as she could to match what her doppleganger was doing to her breasts. Being infested was the most pleasurable experience of her life.
Katy squeezed hard, pressing the tops of her thumbs against Kate's nipples. A spark of lightning quick pleasure shot from her nipples up her neck into her addled brain. Her hips bucked, fingers wet with her own juices.
The orgasm, when it came, was short and sweet, but the newfound knowledge of her submission was lasting. With this change came a low thrum of pleasure that stroked her pussy, her reward for accepting its presence. *Her string of obedience.*
She realized her headache was gone. There was no difference between her and the parasite. Its thoughts were hers, and her thoughts were its. They were indistinguishable from each other. *They were one.*
The alien hands let go of her, somehow knowing they weren't needed. She leaned forward, wrapping her hands around the back of Katy's head, pulling her in close. The afterglow of sex still hummed through her body, and she wished to share.
Leaning in close, she pressed her lips over Katy's mouth, giving her a long, slow kiss. The other woman accepted the advance, extending her tongue so that they tangled with each other. The tickling sensation turned her on, her breasts throbbing with need.
And why not? At the moment, there was no one she loved more than herself.
The parasite had changed her thinking. Removed her inhibitions. Increased her libido. *It was so satisfying, and she loved it for showing her the path to pleasure.*
Eventually, the kiss came to an end, and regretfully, her doppelganger drew back. "I'd love to stay and do this with you more, but you have things to do. As me."
Kate nodded eagerly. "What's next? I can't wait to experience more."
Katy looked at her critically, resting her hand on her chin, just as Kate would have done in a similar situation. "We need to make you... look like me. Remember, if you recognize me when I first meet you, this won't work. You can disguise your voice by using a lower pitch, but you can't disguise your clothing."
"Therefore, you'll need to use these." She grabbed a tattered lab coat, blouse, and loose fitting top that were folded neatly on an angled computer desk. "Strip!"
Kate did as she was told, discarding her belongings onto the spongy ground around her. She was quickly nude, but found herself unconcerned. She had seen herself without clothing plenty of times, and this was no different. Whatever embarrassment she might have felt had been removed during her merger with the parasite. *Nudity is natural.*
She quickly put on the clothing handed to her, dressing up to look like Katy. There was no bra included with the new clothing, but that was okay - she needed to be dressed differently to fool her past self.
"That's almost correct," stated Katy. "There's just a few more things."
She made a hand gesture, and her hair was suddenly seized by the creature behind her. There came a quick whizzing sound, and locks of her black hair floated to the ground in an ungainly mess.
Yes, this was necessary, too. Her hairstyle needed to match her future self as well. Nothing could be out of place. Everything must happen as it was meant to be. As it had already happened.
Katy took a lock of her hair and spread it out. "Yes, this will do. There's more, however. Let me introduce you to some of our more... integrated forms of life."
She took Kate by the shoulder and turned her to face the female humanoid who had accosted her. She was surprised to find another figure standing next to her as well, almost identical to the first.
She had noted most of their features from a distance earlier - fluorescent purple skin, rubbery knobs on their shoulders, and fleshy heels, talons tipping their fingers and toes. However, up close, the details were far more apparent.
They had piercing green eyes, with black, slitted pupils. Their skin had been altered, some kind of black material growing down from their ears to cover their mouth and neck in a semicircle. One of them opened her mouth, revealing the utterly dark hole within.
It would have been horrifying, just a short hour ago, but now it seemed wonderful. *They had taken a step up to the next level. She was envious.*
"These two creatures are wardens, blessed with Mother's favor, transcending their former lives," explained Katy. "They have been altered to carry Mother's favor to others, complete with temporary homes for some of Her brood."
Katy stepped in, running her fingers down the side of one of the creature's breasts, which were circled by dark cavernous holes that tunneled into their flesh. She reached inside one of the holes, pulling out a beetle-like creature, which walked calmly out onto her arm.
"See here?" she asked, pointing at its bulbous abdomen. She poked the green liquid filled sac, and it parted for her fingers as if it was made of jelly. "They don't grow the eggs inside themselves; they simply store them."
Pressing her hand inside, she wrapped her fingers around the egg, extracting it gently. The white oval was smaller than Kate had expected. Unlike a hen's egg, one side was flat.
She waved her other hand lazily towards the giant worm. "Our broodmother lays these eggs. These creatures pick them up from her and encapsulate them within their bodies."
She picked up the beetle creature by its leg, turning it over, revealing a circular maw hidden underneath, filled with sharp teeth. "These creatures are quite capable of implantation, but ultimately, they aren't necessary. The eggs themselves can bore into a host body well enough, if they are implanted in the right spot."
Turning to Kate, she handed her the flat oval of the egg. "This is yours. Was yours. Will be yours again. Your special egg. Take care of it."
Kate briefly examined the rubbery form, noting that the flat side appeared a bit red, but it was otherwise unremarkable. It was amazing that this tiny bit of life had changed her so much. *Great things come in small packages.*
She slipped the egg into her lab coat's pocket, careful not to damage it. *Life is precious, in all its forms.*
"Next, we must do a knowledge transfer." Katy took the hand of one of the wardens, pulling her closer. The tail between her legs waved back and forth lazily, the alien sitting on her ass throbbing.
"This one was formerly a scientist, who has the knowledge we need to run the Gate. Quite convenient, if you ask me. Mother knows, and Mother provides."
She took Kate by the arm, positioning her behind the converted woman. "Stand still, this will hurt, but it's for the best."
Kate was no stranger to pain, but she disliked being unable to see what was happening. It made her nervous. *Everything would be fine.*
If she thought it, it was true. She closed her eyes and braced herself as something tickled against her upper back. It nosed between her shoulder blades, pausing momentarily before jabbing into her.
The sharp, grinding pain wasn't as bad as she thought it would be. Her muscles clenched involuntarily, and she ground her teeth. After a few moments, the pain dulled, replaced by a cool, twisting sensation, which actually felt worse than the pain.
It was as though something was screwing itself into her, and for all she knew, it literally was. *This was okay, too. All in service of the Mother.*
Who or what the Mother was, she didn't know yet, but clearly She was an important entity, and her parasitic half was beholden to Her. Not that she was separate from the parasite, any more. They were inextricably entwined, and she *loved it.*
A rush of endorphins exploded in her mind, followed by a cool river of knowledge. Calculations, formulas, power cut offs, programming languages - they burst inside her head like sweet grapes, nuggets of knowledge embedding themselves into the wrinkles of her brain.
She had taken a bachelor's, no, a master's, no, she was a graduated PhD student, with a major in electrical engineering and a minor in computer science. She had spent many years in study, and many more designing equipment for Expedient Tech. She loved apples, and the smell of grass after a good rain. *She loved Mother.*
Instantly, she knew exactly how to operate the Gate. How many scientists were on staff in the department. When security checked the hallways, and where the cameras were. Everything she needed to know to navigate the lab flowed into her, filling her up as if she was a lake.
After the initial rush, the flow slowed to a trickle, then reversed. Her life, her name, her skills as an agent - they were all being transferred back down the pipe, over to the other woman. This memory transfer was uniquely transcendent, beyond the realm of anything a human would ever know. *It was glorious, and she loved Mother for having her experience it.*



Eventually, the flow of information faded. She stumbled forward onto the ground, the connection severing with an audible pop. Turning her head, she saw the wriggling tail of the creature plugging itself back into the warden's body.
That must have been what was connected to her. Did that mean?
She reached behind herself, touching her back. Yes, there was some kind of hole there. It must be similar in size, to perform the same function. Another *wonderful* feature the creatures had given her. She briefly wondered how else she would be modified to *be the best servant.*
The rapid transfer had taken its toll. She breathed heavily as she stood up, regaining energy as her brain processed through the reams of information it had received.
Objects shifted around in her mind, as if it was a room that was being reorganized. Made cleaner, more streamlined. Removing the fluff and distractions, categorizing and arranging this new information. Making her more capable of accomplishing her mission - to enslave herself. *Lovely. She couldn't wait to experience the thrill of the capture from a different angle.*
"Can I go now?" she asked, pointing to the Gate, the thrill of the hunt infusing her body.
"Not so fast," replied Katy, helping her to take a few steps on the spongy carpet. "There's one more stop."
Confused, Kate's eyes lit up when she realized where she was being led. A large, worm-like being rose in front of her, its proboscis making a chittering noise. Its bulbous head stretched out towards her, its drooping mouth drawing itself up into its body.
"Hello!" she said, greeting the worm with a small wave.
Far from being disgusting, this thing was *beautiful. A work of art.*
"What kind of creature are you?" she asked the giant worm in wonder.
The worm pulsed, multicolored bars of light running down its body in a hypnotic pattern. <I. Takrin. You. Takrin. We. Takrin.>
She gaped, staring at the light display without any conscious thought. <Close. Eyes.>
Involuntarily, she did as she was told, right as a spray of thick goop splattered over her face. It burned badly, the caustic substance hissing as it scoured her skin. *The pain was a momentary inconvenience, much like the hole created in her back. This was also necessary.*
<You. Servant. Ready.>
Breathing hard, she wiped the substance from her face with the ends of her sleeves, the fabric fraying as it mopped up the liquid. Opening her eyes, she faced her doppleganger, who was smiling again. "This is perfect. You look just like me."
She knew it was true immediately. This is where the dark purple splotches on Katy's face had come from. With each passing moment, her future self was coming to pass. *Her future was assured.*
"Is there anything else I need?" she asked, unsure what came next. "Any other alterations necessary to ensure my capture?" *Enslavement.*
Katy shook her head. "You can't be changed too much. Your past self will be suspicious if you've been too obviously corrupted by the aliens."
Kate let out a breath. "Okay, then, I'm ready."
"Fine. Take this!" Katy handed her the scientist's security card. "You don't look like her former self, but it won't matter, as long as you don't let anyone look at it too closely."
Kate took it and tucked it into her pocket next to the egg. She would have to be careful not to squish it. *The broodling was strong. It would not be hurt by rough handling.* Ah. Good to know.
The converted scientist plodded over to a computer, balancing easily on her organic heels. Moving the mouse with her talons, she grunted, opening her black mouth. A moan escaped her lips, spittle dripping onto the keyboard.
The whine of the Gate changed, clanking noises echoing around the room in regular intervals. Suddenly, the spiraling white bars stopped, the ring brightening. In the center of the arch, a circular, blue mass grew into an oval, opaque blue and white rays of light intermingling.
Kate walked up to the portal, hand in hand with her facsimile. Pausing at the top of the ramp, she kissed her doppelganger, lingering reluctantly. *I love my new self.*
"Don't worry," laughed Katy. "We'll do this again soon enough. You just have to convince me. Again."
Kate smiled. "I'm looking forward to it! Backwards at it? However you say it. Time is confusing!"
Turning away from her enslaved future self, she jumped into the portal, rippling blue light flashing before her eyes.
End Chapter One
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Future's Past
Chapter Two - Present Perfect
The light in her eyes faded. She was facing the large, bay window that opened up into the Gate room below. The broodmother was producing more eggs, and the converted humanoid was tended to the trapped scientists. Perfect, everything was going exactly as she had anticipated.
Legs feeling wobbly, she dropped into a crouch, turning to look at her past self, who was still absorbed with peering out the window. She looked so cute! It was too bad she had no idea about what was to come! *The absolute pleasure involved!*
Before she began, there were a few ground rules she needed to follow when talking to her past self - first, she needed to modulate her voice lower, disguise it as much as possible. Second, she must not refer to herself as 'Kate' - that would be the fastest way to arouse suspicion.
Calling herself 'Katy' was a thin fiction, but one her past self would likely buy. Besides, by a stroke of coincidence, that was the first name of the scientist she had melded her memories with.
She narrowed her eyes. Very well, then. The hunt was on.
"What the hell are those things?" hissed Kate.
"They are Takrin," breathed Katy, growling the words with the lowest voice she could muster. "We need to stop them before they enslave everyone."
Kate fell on her butt, her head narrowly missing the window sill. Katy caught a glimpse of perfectly coiffed black hair bundled into a ponytail, two thin strands framing her face. Beautiful, but irrelevant. *Mother is more beautiful.*
"Who the hell are you?" she asked, her hand slipping towards her thigh.
She had better give her past self a good excuse soon, or she might end up being jabbed by a blow gun dart!
She chuckled bitterly, gesturing at the Gate. "My name's Katy. I work here. Well, I used to work here, that is, until they opened that."
This wasn't totally a lie. She hadn't worked here herself, but the memories pushed to her from the scientist were just as real as hers. If she wanted to pretend to be 'Katy' who helped to design and operate the Gate, it would be as simple as remembering. *Remembering what owned her.*
The whispers could have been distracting, but she vowed to use them to push her forward towards this task's completion. The reward waiting for her would be more than worth it in the end.
"That's called a Gate, and it's what's caused this disaster. While messing with the harmonics, they managed to get the Gate to open to an alien landscape. At first, this was heralded as a great discovery. Until they started coming through." She shuddered. "We must stop them, or we'll be overrun."
Kate scrunched her brows together. Oof, she was going to have problems keeping her hands to herself. On herself. It was confusing just thinking about it. Oh, bother.
"Don't you want to know who I am?" Kate asked.
Katy shook her head side to side slightly. "Don't know. Don't care," she replied easily. "If you don't work for Expedient, it's all the better, really, as those idiots think they can study and understand these... things. I've seen what they can do, and they need to be destroyed before they bring more of themselves through that portal."
A thread of physical pain echoed from the top of her skull at the thought of destroying the creatures, but it couldn't be helped. This was for the greater good.
Kate backed away from her, trying to access the computer behind her surreptitiously. Katy pretended not to notice her grabbing the flash drive. It didn't matter - she wouldn't be leaving here with it anyway.
"How do you know that they're called Takrin?" asked Kate.
Katy shrugged, thinking about the blobby egg tucked into her pocket. "Whatever that worm thing does to them doesn't seem to remove their brains. It just... twists them to do whatever advances its cause. They're more than willing to talk about their utter devotion to the Takrin and the Mother, whatever that is. They could be talking about that worm, or something else, we don't really know."
She folded her arms. "That's why the higher ups have stupidly decided to proceed with the research. They think that they can figure out some way to bargain with these aliens. To find a way to use the Gate for their personal profit."
They were fools to think so, but she had never met an executive that didn't have dollar signs in his eyes. Mother would use their greed to Her advantage. *They would belong to Her.*
She widened her eyes with fake fanaticism. "They're wrong. These aliens are abominations and should not be allowed anywhere on this planet."
Kate shuffled back against the computer, doing a terrible job of hiding the fact that she was palming the thumb drive. "Let's say I believe you. Do you have a plan to stop them?"
Katy grinned, a rush of excitement tingling through her hands. "I do. If we overload the power supply, that will destroy the portal, and prevent any more aliens from getting to this world from theirs."
That was the biggest lie of all, but Kate had no problem accepting it. She had no idea what the Gate was capable of. Her pussy shivered as she imagined what she was going to do to her doppelganger. *Make her ours.*
Kate frowned. "Won't that kill us, too?"
Katy laughed. "This isn't the movies. The Gate isn't a reactor, and not everything explodes when it fails. Besides, even if my idea works, we're still going to have to do something about that giant worm. Try to come up with some ideas while we're getting to the power room, I'm fresh out."
That was a lie, too, but Kate couldn't know that. It just so happened that her goals were far different from Kate's. All she needed was a small opening to distract her, a good excuse for attaching the egg to her head. It would do the rest.
"What happened to your face?" Kate asked, examining her with a rude stare.
Katy couldn't stop her lips from quirking as she spoke in a low voice. "I was 'voluntold' to gather a specimen for the next experiment. It didn't go well. You saw the other members of my party below. I was the only one to escape, although..." she pressed a hand to the back of her head. "I can't be certain whether I've been infested. The gigantic worm thing splattered some kind of liquid over me, and it messed with my skin." She shrugged. "I guess we gotta hope I don't go crazy before we can close down the portal."
Kate moved around the conference table, watching her carefully. If she was thinking the way she had thought in the past, she was beginning to trust this mysterious scientist. More than she ought to, given the circumstances, but Katy wouldn't complain. Her plan to betray herself was proceeding apace.
"Very well," Kate said slowly, reaching an open hand towards the door. "Lead the way."
Katy turned, proceeding past the window, unconcerned. She flicked her eyes out the window, spotting the humanoid woman staring at her. The warden's claws flexed, looking threatening.
She might know what was going on, but her past self certainly didn't. "Don't worry, they can't see us through the one way glass," she growled. "We need to hurry, before the other scientists figure out what we're doing."
She paused at the door. "It would be best if you went first. If they see me wandering the premises, they might get suspicious."
It didn't hurt to try. If she took the bait...
Kate narrowed her brows. "I don't think so. I have no idea where I'm going. It's going to look weird if I have to constantly pause for directions."
She didn't actually think her past self would take her up on the offer, so she wasn't too disappointed. It didn't hurt to keep trying, as she had no idea whether her memories of this time loop could be altered. She rolled her shoulders. "Suit yourself. If we get caught, just remember, it's your fault."
She marched confidently into the hallway, knowing full well that nobody would accost them. The main shift had gone home for the night, and the skeleton crew had already run into... problems during their last experiment. She hoped they enjoyed their conversions as much as she had.
She rather envied them their first time. There was something special about being taken, changed, *improved* into a superior being.
She made a left turn, ignoring the other woman. She would follow. She had no other choice if she wanted the knowledge stored in Katy's brain.
Pausing at the security door ahead, she leaned over and passed her card over the reader. As the reader beeped, she felt a soft touch on the back of her head. Startled, she turned to find Kate with a shocked look on her face. "What was that for?"
"There's an... egg shaped thing on the back of your head!" exclaimed Kate. "How could you not know that?"
For verisimilitude, she pretended to be shocked, moving her hands up to touch the spongy hole where the broodling had burrowed into her skull. The fluid filled pouch was there, as she had expected, but she gulped and dropped her jaw in fake surprise. "What the fuck is that?" she hissed.
Leaping forward, she grabbed at Kate's arm. "I've been infested. Get it off me! Please!"
Kate blinked, going ashen. "I don't know how. I'm not a surgeon."
Katy gritted her teeth, hiding her growing arousal. "Then we need to get in there and kill them before... I'm no longer me."
That wasn't quite an accurate statement. She was still her, she was just more. A version of her that had been improved by her broodling. *A more subservient, loving version of her.*
She turned and pushed open the doors to the server room, making a beeline towards the power console. It was getting harder to keep control of herself. She really wanted to jump Kate and force her to see the truth!
She fiddled with the console, reconfiguring the power supply to properly set up the Gate sequence. Previous tests had only used up to fifty percent power, but with those, they were using it like a portal. For true time travel application, the Gate would need everything the facility could provide.
"I'm going to take a look around," Kate said, moving next to the wall.
"Fine," replied Katy. "I need a few minutes to get this set up anyway. I'll let you know when it's ready."
She glanced at Kate, hiding a smile as she watched her sneaking her way towards the hot aisle. There was no need for her to be so secretive, but she didn't know that.
"Are you having fun playing secret agent?" she asked. "It's after normal operating hours. There should only be a skeleton crew on duty, and they're not going to perform experiments with the Gate without everyone here."
"It never hurts to be careful," Kate replied, sliding through the door.
She was right where she wanted her. Looking back down at the console, Katy made a few more changes. There, now the return air supply fans would power off for a few minutes, just long enough for some of the creatures to infiltrate their way inside.
She didn't expect this ploy to work, but If one of them got to her, all the better. She didn't remember being infected by one of the creatures, but that didn't mean she couldn't - but she probably wouldn't.
Honestly, this time traveling nonsense was more than a little opaque to her. Her past was probably fixed, but if everything went the way it had gone before, she would reach the desired outcome, anyway. *Utter slavery.*
Humming, she waited for the capacitors to charge up. The Gate needed a tremendous surge of electricity to break open a hole in reality, far more than the generators several levels below could provide. There was nothing more for her to do here, really, it was just a matter of time.
She walked over to the doors of the hot aisle, pressing herself against the rack next to them. She knew from her past memories that her opportunity was fast approaching. Reaching into her lab coat pocket, she palmed the oval shape of the egg.
Her other hand reached down towards her pants, but she was able to stop herself in time. Kate most certainly wouldn't understand the utter joy she was experiencing at the thought of betraying her. *Keep it together, the mission is all.*
Yes, the mission was paramount. She squeezed her eyes together, listening, waiting.
The sudden sound of the door jerking open at the back end of the room focused her. Soon. *Soon.*
"Katy?" came a high pitched shout. "We have a problem! Look out for small, beetle shaped critters!"
She said nothing, cracking open the door to the hot aisle a few inches. One of the broodlings trapped inside toddled out, moving leisurely across the white floor.
When Kate rounded the corner, breathing hard, she stood stock still. "Shit!" Kate shouted, staring at the power console. After a momentary pause, she began to move rapidly towards the exit.
Shit indeed! She would need to move more quickly than she had anticipated!
"Watch out!" she shouted, flinging herself forward.
Pressing her hand with the egg against the back of Kate's skull firmly, she pulled it to one side. Counting on her doppelganger to be disoriented, she screeched, slamming her foot on top of the unfortunate beetle. Multicolored goop spread under her foot, a sad end for one of Mother's creatures. *A noble sacrifice.*
"Oh crap!" she shouted at the top of her lungs. "They're escaping containment! We must hurry. If they are moving through the ducts, they've decided that they no longer wish to be contained. We are likely to encounter more of them!"
She clenched her fists together. Would her ruse hold up? Would Kate notice the egg on the back of her head? She had to trust that she had slammed it on hard enough for its anesthetic to be injected properly.
Kate shook her head, clearly dazed. "I agree with you. Are you ready?"
"Yes!" she exclaimed excitedly, running back to the console. She squeezed her legs together to hide her arousal. Her plan had worked. The egg was gestating as they spoke, and soon, it would inject itself inside her! *Seizing control.*
"See?" she said quickly, pointing at the touchscreen. "Here, the power flows into the secondary coils, then it spins up the magnets. If I increase the current here, it should excite the primary coils past their design specifications, leading to an inevitable overload!"
"Okay, then," said Kate, still rattled. "What are you waiting for? Do it!"
Katy touched the green button in the bottom left of the screen, and the Gate whirred to life, orange and red bars increasing. While Kate might think this meant the Gate was overloading, in actuality, everything appeared nominal. A faint feeling of satisfaction floated up from the depths of her mind. It was working just as the scientist had designed it.
"There, it's done," she said, raising her voice as the Gate began its power up sequence. "We'll have to confirm that it worked, and even if it does, that won't take care of the aliens that have already made it over here. For that, we'd need to do something about that monstrous worm."
Kate shuffled towards a set of tanks stored near the entryway. "What about those?" she asked, bending over to look at them more closely.
Katy sighed. Leave it to her former self to come up with a reasonable plan. This posed a new problem - she would somehow have to keep herself from freezing the broodmother to death, while buying time for the egg on her head to hatch. What a complicated headache! *Do not worry. Just do it.*
Kate leaned a tank over, taking it for a test spin across the floor. "We'll freeze them out!" she declared.
Katy wrinkled her brow, shrugging. "It's not a bad idea. Let's give it a try."
She grabbed a cylinder of her own, half heartedly maneuvering it towards the door. "How far is it to the lab entrance?" asked Kate.
She wished she could have claimed it was a mile away, but the conference room wasn't that far. There would be no opportunity to lead her through the maze of the lab in hopes of wasting time. "It's not far. Turn right beyond the doors, into the decontamination airlock. The entrance is just beyond."
She followed Kate out of the room as they both rolled their gas tasks, catching a glimpse of the egg sitting innocuously on top of Kate's head. She breathed a sigh of relief to see that it had secured itself properly, spidery black lines working their way into Kate's skull. Once the roots had spread far enough, it would strike. She couldn't wait.
She frowned. Kate had paused up ahead, examining the airlock. Stopping next to her, she scanned her card, and the doors began to open. "They don't want people touching things with their hands," she explained. "Easier to clean."
Kate made an unladylike sound, and they both moved together to get their cylinders into the airlock. When the decontamination misters began their work, Kate seemed a little discomforted, but it was easy enough to set her at ease with a platitude.
The outer doors rumbled open, revealing the ramp. Finally! It was almost time for her betrayal. Damn, it would feel good. *Stay focused.*
They rolled their tanks downward, stopping right in front of the organic matrix. Instinctively, she knew this luscious material was necessary for hive mobility. The broodmothers ate it to live, and were unable to move very well when not on it. Spreading it would be necessary to infest other areas of the facility. *Sustaining, expanding, growing life.*
She noted that the Gate was active, a blue, pulsating mass sitting within its center. All it needed now was configuration, which would be easy enough to provide with the stolen knowledge she possessed.
"Is it overloading?" asked Kate, staring intently at the Gate.
"It takes time for it to spool up," lied Katy. "We don't want to be too close when it goes, so let's get to work."
Katy watched Kate touch the matrix with her shoe, her body stiffening as she looked up. Peering towards the Gate, she saw what had stolen Kate's attention. She had spotted a mature warden, who was eyeing her back with equal interest.
Katy tapped her on the shoulder. "I can see the target! It's hiding behind some of the Gate's plumbing, off to the right of the creature. Keep moving! I'll distract it for you!"
Time to put on a convincing act. "I'm over here!" she screamed. "Come and get me, you bastard!"
Grabbing the valve, she twisted it open, a plume of mist and liquid exploding from the end of the tube. She played it back and forth over the organic matrix, watching soberly as some of it crystallized into ice. *A temporary setback. We will rebuild.*
"Good luck!" Kate whispered, rolling her tank parallel to the mat.
Katy grunted, concentrating on making her performance look realistic. The warden hadn't bothered moving, knowing that she was faking, but several beetles were toddling towards her, curious about the foreign substance intruding on their domain.
She eyed Kate as she rounded the corner past a few bulbous white tanks, making a few yelps and curses to enhance her performance. Right as the beetles approached the danger zone, she cried out and shut down the valve on her tank.
The leading creature tried to step out onto the frozen patch of the organic matrix, its sharp legs punching through the surface. It stopped moving, making a soft chirp. The other beetles moved up next to it, chirping back.
As one, they moved forward onto the damaged area, their abdomens dipping until they were pressed against the frozen surface. Soft grinding and crunching sounds came from the group as they processed the damage, removing the surface until the living spongy material below was exposed. This would later be filled in by broodmother as she expanded her domain. No permanent damage would remain. *Perfect.*



However, she needed to act quickly to prevent Kate from damaging the broodmother. She would be much more difficult to replace.
Abandoning the cylinder, she sprinted quickly around the side of the white tank, spotting Kate a fair distance away. She was still in the process of rolling her gas cylinder, but she was almost in position.
She had run out of options - she would have to use the blow gun. She expected it would come to this, but had hoped that things would go differently. She would have to rely upon her natural skills to make this shot, which was at the limit of her abilities. *Do it!*
Crouching, she pulled her brown pant leg up, retrieving the tube. Bracing it with her hands, she quickly estimated the range and drop. The shot would have to be perfect - if it hit Kate's lab coat or back, it likely wouldn't have much effect.
Breathing in slowly, she adjusted the simple sights on the metal tube. One, two, breathe, out! The dart flew through the air silently, seemingly following a string to its target.
"What the?" blurted Kate, slapping a hand to her neck.
Retrieving the dart, she dropped into a crouch, examining it while feeling for her own blowgun. Kate felt as though her heart would burst. It didn't matter, because it was too late! *As she had foreseen, Kate would join her and become one with Mother. Her future was assured.*
Kate looked up, staring at Katy, realization of her betrayal blooming on her face. "Why?"
Tossing the blowgun tube away, she relaxed her shoulders, swinging her arms to and fro as she approached her victim. Leaning over, she took a strand of Kate's hair. "Shhh," she whispered. "It will become obvious soon. You'll feel better about everything, I promise."
As Kate trembled, losing muscular control, she took the woman in her arms, kissing her on the forehead. There would be plenty of time for more fun later, after she had accepted her new state. *Sexual intercourse is a great motivator.*
As she gently helped Kate to sag to the floor, she breathed a huge sigh of relief. It had all gone the way she had remembered. No variations.
The loop was closed. Her past had happened just as before - unchanging.
She had almost expected it to work differently. For there to be at least a few minor changes. "I suppose when I teleported to the future, my past became firmly fixed," she murmured to herself. *Excellent.*
She frowned. Now... what came next?
It wouldn't do to leave her here. It would be much better if she moved Kate onto the organic matrix so that she could be monitored by both her and the broodmother. Reaching under the fallen woman's shoulders, she gently slid her over the ground.
When she reached the edge of the mat, she found she had to exert more pressure to get her butt over the edge. Her bond with the broodling had given her more strength, but she found herself having problems when Kate's legs fell into a depression.
Suddenly, she found herself staring at the armored knees of a warden. The humanoid creature leaned over and picked up Kate's legs as if they were feathers, allowing Katy to easily navigate Kate's body the last few lengths. Breathing hard, she leaned her unconscious past self against a computer rack.
"Thank you," she breathed at the warden, truly grateful for her help. *She belongs to Mother. Mother provides.*
Standing, she looked speculatively at the warden, admiring her curves. The dark purple dimples that decorated her breasts might appear diseased to most, but she found them quite attractive. She suspected that the holes circling her breasts might be disconcerting to regular humans, but after her joining, she no longer belonged to that genus. *They carry life for Mother. Her eggs. Her will.*
Feeling surprisingly shy, she approached the warden slowly. Reaching out hesitantly, she placed her hands on the warden's hips. "You look amazing," she said softly.
The creature's black mouth spread into a smile, a long, purple tongue extending to lick her nose. It was ridged along its length, the end round and bulbous, like the head of a dick. Gazing at the monster's slitted eyes, she lifted her brow in a question.
Iridescent light sparkled through her pupils, and she grunted. Katy took that as a 'yes,' leaning forward and opening her mouth. She closed her eyes, waiting in anticipation.
It didn't come as she had expected. *The Mother can be mercurial.*
Instead of a warmth in her mouth, a hard length pressed beneath the back of her shirt. Whipping back and forth, it squeezed its way up her back, the prehensile end twisting like a snake. She opened her eyes, staring at the beautiful monster with loving eyes. She was going to bless her with the pleasure of knowledge. What a gift!
The twitching end tickled her back, seeking the port. She waited patiently, preparing herself for what was coming. When it finally found the socket and plugged itself in, she moaned pitifully. There was no pain like the first time, only pleasure. *The port, once created, is permanent. Another wonderful alteration to improve her lowly form.*
The cool thoughts, once they arrived, stunned her with their perfection. Her mind froze, unable to process what they revealed. "Are you s... serious?" she stuttered, staring with wonder at the warden. "Are you really...?"
Her words were stoppered up by the warden's tongue, its bulging length filling her mouth. She was to be used like a slut. *Like a proper servant.*
New thoughts and memories implanted themselves into her mind, her brain being remodeled yet once again as the monster's cock shaped tongue plumbed her mouth. She squeezed her teeth around the rubbery appendage, pleased to find that it accepted the pressure easily, like a chew toy. There was no way she could damage it, no matter how rough she played with it.
That would have to wait, however. There was something else the warden wanted. That she would happily give. *In service of Mother.*
The tail of the warden's broodmaster wiggling in her socket felt amazing. She squeezed her thighs together, doing her best to suppress her ogasmic instincts. Not yet. The warden had yet to truly claim her.
She moved her hands to her pants, unzipping them. Pressing her fingers under the fabric of her underwear, she slid them down quickly, allowing them to drop to her ankles. Spreading her legs wide, she presented herself to the warden, gagging on the monster's tongue. *Being violated by a warden is the highest honor, and proof of her servitude.*
The tail of the warden's sexmaster curled, the spikes running down the end folding against the bulbous mass, one by one. It wobbled back and forth slowly, the end sprouting open to reveal a hollow tube inside. Gnawing on the warden's tongue, she looked at the spreading end of the tail lovingly. She knew exactly where that was going, and she couldn't wait!
It struck like a snake, ploughing directly into her snatch. She screamed into the warden's tongue, her jaw clamping down over its soft, pulsing surface. She could feel every inch of the knobby spikes on the tail as it pressed itself into her, cranking itself deeper and deeper.
So deep, that for a moment she thought it was going to split her in two, but eventually its forward progress halted. The spikes flexed, digging into her love tunnel, making it impossible for the tail to be removed. Her body was under the complete control of the warden, being ravished in exactly the way the monstrous creature desired. *She loved it.*
The tail in her snatch began to throb, expanding in size. She hissed through her nose, her sex enflamed. Her brain was on fire.
A gigantic bulge began to work its way into her vagina, a throbbing pulse squeezing the ovoid inside. Throb. Pulse. Throb. Pulse. Squish.
The first egg popped inside, running up the length of the tube and into her womb. From the knowledge provided through her socket, she knew these fertilized eggs would develop into either a broodmaster or a sexmaster, depending on what was required. Only the broodmother could produce the eggs necessary to develop broodlings to capture new humans.
Put together, the lifecycle was complete. Broodlings commanded minds. Broodmasters enhanced one's power. Sexmasters laid eggs and provided rewards. She loved them all, in all their myriad of forms. *The perfect creatures to enslave weak humans, like her. To convert her into something better. Something more useful to Mother.*
Another pulse came and an egg traveled up her canal. She sucked on the tongue in her mouth, gagging as it thrust into her throat. A warm liquid sprayed from its tip, passing straight down her esophagus.
Egg, egg, egged. Impregnated. *The warden's breeding bitch.* Damn, that was a satisfying thought. *She was mother to a new generation of enslavers that would yoke these humans to Mother's will.*
Her libido increased the more she thought about her loyalty to Mother. I am not a human. I am a slave of Mother. Harnessed to Her will. Filled with Her eggs. Carrying Her brood. I am a slave, and moreover, I am Her servant.*
Choking on the tongue, her lungs screamed for air. Eyes rolling, an incredible spike of pleasure seized her pussy. Jerking and dancing like a puppet on the warden's strings, she orgasm whatever remained of her old self away, oxygen starvation enhancing the ecstasy.
When the tongue finally slipped from her mouth, she bent over, wheezing. The warden's fluid dripped from her lips, instantly absorbed by the organic matrix. At the same time, the warden's broodmaster disconnected from her back, the tail slapping against her tailbone as it withdrew.
She felt the lack of connection as a keen loss, but none more so than when the warden finally withdrew her ovipositor. Her pussy convulsed, expelling its thick length. She instantly missed its mass, wanting it back inside. *She would do anything to feel that way again.*
Groaning, she patted her belly. It was only slightly larger than before, despite the number of eggs that had been deposited. Perhaps the warden would gift her more later, as her belly was still just as pregnant looking as before. Her sexmaster must be working overtime to gestate new offspring.
Sighing, she watched the warden regretfully as she turned away, the sexmaster's tail floating in the air behind her. *No need to be greedy. The opportunity would arise again.*
Her eyes flicked down to the unconscious form of Kate, who moaned pitifully. She must be regaining consciousness.
If she was fanatically loyal before, she was practically ecstatic from the fucking. *Mother had shown her favor to this poor human. All that remained was for her to ensure her future by enslaving her past.*
Putting herself back together, she buckled the belt of her pants below her bulging belly, knowing full well that she would have to deal with that later. Leaning over, she got down on one knee, pulling Kate's head forward so she could examine it more closely.
The veins spreading from the egg had grown, blackening a large portion of Kate's skull. The egg had swelled in size, the shell slowly cracking down its center line.
Kate made a soft sound, her eyes opening to look at the ceiling. Her hands reached up involuntarily to scratch at the hard outer coating that sealed the egg to her skull.
"It's almost ready," Katy declared in her guttural voice, smiling softly at the realization that she didn't need to keep up the fiction. *They would both be slaves now.*
The bloated bump suddenly deflated, cracked portions of the egg shell floating lazily in the remaining fluid. The broodling stored inside had been injected into her brain.
"What's happening?" gasped Kate, her body twitching uncontrollably.
Her eyes rolled, an involuntary smile lighting up her face. Katy stared down at her beatifically, reliving the joy of being joined with her broodling. Being subsumed by the alien intelligence seemed so inevitable to her now, but she knew Kate's struggles were just beginning.
Kate sat up, her hands pressing into the ground, eyes unfocused. Katy reached out to touch her shoulder. "Take your time. At first, it is disorientating, but in a little bit, you'll feel absolutely wonderful."
"What did you do to me?" she asked, her shoulders shivering cutely.
Leaning in close, Katy pressed her lips against Kate's cheek, kissing her lovingly. "It's simple enough. I stalled as long as I could, waiting for your egg to hatch. Now that it has, everything is going to be fine. For both of us." *The timeline has been fulfilled.*
She wrapped her hands around Kate's shoulder, pulling her to her feet. "Tell me truly, how do you feel?"
Kate reached her hands up, touching her temples. "Awful!"
Katy patted her on the back. "It will pass. Once you accept this new state of being, the cognitive dissonance will fade, along with the pain. As it did for me." *Replaced with true pleasure at being a slave.*
Kate's head jerked to look at her. "Who are you?"
Katy couldn't stop herself from grinning as wide as possible. It was finally time to pull the curtain away, to reveal the truth. *This will be so satisfying!*
"You... what?" gasped Kate.
Katy dropped all pretense, letting her natural voice run free. "You figured it out. That's right. I am you. Well, not the you now, but the you then."
Shocked, Kate took a step back. "If what you're saying is true, why would I betray... myself?"
*Because it feels so good to give in! Because she had been changed to want it, to love it, to need it!*
Katy spread her arms. "Why do you think? You've been subverted. Well, I've been subverted - but you have, too. It told me how to, and I did it. Not that I had a choice. It's me, just as much as you are me. Or will be me, for that matter."
Kate shook her head, uselessly denying the truth. *It didn't matter. She had already been joined to the new life inside her brain.*
"What was the point of all this, then?" she asked, threatening tears. Why did you convince me to overload the Gate? To attack this... worm thing?" Her arm jerked up, pointing at the broodmother, who was silently watching the drama unfold.
"Oh no, not at all," grinned Katy. "The engineers designed the Gate to operate at maximum capacity. The scientists are a little mad, but they aren't crazy. There's no such thing as 'overloading the power.' It was simply a neat fiction to keep you moving down the correct path. While you were distracted in the server room, it was child's play to slap an egg on the back of your head. You didn't even notice!"
*Distracting her had been so easy, too! It was a wonder her missions had gone so well in the past, if she was usually that unaware!*
Kate reached behind her head, prodding at the hole where the broodling had bored into her skull. She looked so confused. *How cute!*
"Once I had it in place, all I had to do was distract you long enough for it to hatch. I had hoped that it would happen before we made our attack, but you moved so quickly I'm afraid I had to use more force." Katy clapped her hands, unable to contain her excitement.
"Oh." Kate's face lost some of its vigor, making her look lost. "I feel like an idiot."
"I don't know why you should feel bad," said Katy, rolling her shoulders. "You simply outsmarted yourself, with knowledge that you currently aren't privy to. Don't feel bad about it. You're going to love being controlled. I know I do."
*Being sexed up by the warden had only lifted her libido to new heights! She couldn't wait to experiment on herself.*
Her cheeks became flushed at the thought of the sexual activities she was about to perform. "Now that you're here, infested, I have to say, it's hard to keep it in my pants. I have needs." She pressed her hands against her shirt, sighing as the cotton fabric rubbed against her aroused nipples. "But I know my place. You must be made ready."
Kate frowned. "Ready for what?"
*Her ignorance made her even more enticing!*
"To go back, of course," Katy continued. "The Gate can not only traverse space, but it can also traverse time - but only at maximum power. After a few... alterations have been made to you, you will be sent back, as me, to convince yourself to take the same steps you just took. The time loop will collapse, making what has already happened, happen again. Just as it should."
Kate stamped her foot, her arms rising in defiance. "What if I don't want to?"
*What a waste of time.*
Katy sighed, rolling her eyes. "You already know you gave in, so why bother resisting? Look at me, I am your inevitability. Your future is my past."
A wave of molten pleasure bounced between her nipples. She reached down and grabbed the fabric over her crotch. "Believe me, it's going to feel amazing betraying yourself. You'll never see it coming. I'm already incredibly hot just thinking about it."
*Damn, she wanted to get to the fucking. She hoped her past self would stop resisting soon.*
She took a step forward, menacingly. "Now, you must accept your new state. You will be made to serve, as I have. It's inevitable." *Give in, give in, give in!*
"What if I don't want to?" Kate asked, taking a step back as her forehead creased in pain.
Right into the clutches of the warden, who had silently sneaked up behind her. Clawed hands grabbed her shoulders, holding her in place no matter how much she struggled or screamed. The warden's broodmaster wrapped its thick tail around her neck, squeezing lightly to remind her of her place.
Katy grinned. "There's no escape. I might not remember each exact detail, but I already know everything you're going to do. I've planned out all the details. I am you." *Accept it!*
Kate's struggles faded, her eyes rolling to expose the whites. She was clearly conflicted, fighting it for all she was worth. It was a losing battle, however, as within a few moments, her body went limp.
"It won't be long now," Katy said, raising her hands as she approached her past self.
She grabbed the other woman's lab coat, drawing it aside and unzipping her shirt. "Besides, how long can you remain as you are when you're being pleasured... by yourself?"
Her exposed bra was simple enough to remove with her new muscles. "See how strong it can make you? Relish the changes, like I do." *The power that had been infused into her body was intoxicating.*
She wrapped her hands around Kate's breasts, squeezing them tightly. She had the opportunity to see these breasts every morning, but this was somehow different. *More arousing. More exciting.*
"Normally, this wouldn't arouse you much," she explained matter of factly, admiring the soft nipples. "However, the new connections the broodling has made in your brain have enhanced your tactile sensations. All I have to do is this..." Turning her hand, she trapped a nipple between her thumb and forefinger, rolling it back and forth.
Kate made a cute hiss, biting her tongue. "...and you're helpless before me," continued Katy. "Just as we're helpless before it. You love it. You love being infected by it. You love being changed by it. Belonging to it."
Staring hungrily at Kate's breasts, she pushed them back and up, squeezing them hard. *Once her body had been altered more, she would be capable of taking even more punishment!*
She hummed, enjoying her work. Her past self was responding just as she had hoped, squirming and shivering with unintended excitement. "I wish I could feel what you're feeling, but we're not linked in that way. I know, though. I know exactly how you feel. You want more of it. You want to feel this way again."



She settled into a rhythm, swirling and gripping, massaging, teasing. "Give in to yourself. Let your thoughts become its thoughts. Let its thoughts become your thoughts.The broodling is not a separate being. There is just you, merged with it. A part of it. A servant of Mother."
Kate was clearly out of it now, enjoying the ride. Her brain had been utterly fried by the broodling that had infested her, directing her towards pleasuring herself. Her hands reached down to undo her pants, jamming them inside her panties so that she could fill herself with her fingers.
*She was forcing herself to orgasm. Oh, how she wished she could trade places!*
She pressed into Kates' nipples, grinding her thumbs in a circle. This was too much for Kate, her mouth opening to cry out her pleasure, hips bucking. Her hand moved quickly, strumming her pussy like a violin until she came, her entire body trembling.
Katy watched her carefully, smiling as she dropped her hands at the same time as the warden. They had both felt it. Their help was not needed - Kate's entire demeanor had changed. She had embraced the pleasure, and her servitude. *The obedience that comes with acceptance.*
Kate's eyelashes flicked upwards, her head tilting. A raw hunger was on her face as she approached Katy, hands reaching up to grab the back of her skull. Surprised, Katy did nothing as she was pulled into a full on kiss.
*Fuck yes, this was exactly what she wanted.*
Pushing into the embrace, she stuck out her tongue, playing it over her past self's lips. In response, Kate opened her mouth, letting her tongue join the fray as well. They danced, tickling each other with their passion. *True love. Self love.*
The moment, frozen in time, faded after a minute or two. She pressed her hands against Kate's neck, stepping back reluctantly. "I'd love to stay and do this with you more, but you have things to do. As me."
Kate nodded, a fanatical light glowing in her eyes. "What's next? I can't wait to experience more."
Katy sighed, placing her hand over her chin. She needed to prepare properly, or it would be impossible for this future to play out as it had. "We need to make you... look like me. Remember, if you recognize me when I first meet you, this won't work. You can disguise your voice by using a lower pitch, but you can't disguise your clothing."
She moved over to a computer desk, retrieving the belongings of the former scientist who had gifted her with the knowledge necessary to set up the time loop. "Therefore, you'll need to use these. Strip!"
Kate removed her clothing with alacrity, putting on the outfit as had been requested. Katy adjusted a few pieces to make it look a little closer to the clothing she was currently wearing. Soon, they were more or less an exact match.
"That's almost correct," Katy said, realizing she had missed something. "There's just a few more things."
She gestured at the warden, who seized Kate's hair in her clawed hand. Her other arm lifted up, swiping horizontally. The air swished, and locks of black hair tumbled onto the spongy matrix, which lit up, small tendrils wrapping around the organic matter.
Katy stepped up next to her, undoing the ponytail and draping the remaining wispy hair over her shoulders. "Yes, this will do. There's more, however. Let me introduce you to some of our more... integrated forms of life."
Taking Kate by the shoulder, she turned her to face a second warden, who had approached just as silently as the first. "These two creatures are wardens, blessed with Mother's favor, transcending their former lives. They have been altered to carry Mother's favor to others, complete with temporary homes for some of Her brood." *They were so lucky. She wished she could transcend as they had.*
There were several more gifts she needed to bestow upon her past self so that she would be successful at enslaving herself. She stepped towards the warden, slipping her hand into one of the dark caverns surrounding her breasts to retrieve a beetle.
The beetle sat calmly on her arm, quiescent, as if it knew what she needed it for. "See here?" she asked, poking at the top of its abdomen so that it would release its egg to her. "They don't grow the eggs inside themselves; they simply store them."
She palmed the egg, retrieving it easily enough and presenting it to Kate. She explained how the eggs were laid by the broodmother, and how they could be implanted on one's skull. Kate nodded eagerly, clearly wanting to do a good job of enslaving herself. Taking the egg gingerly, she slipped it into her coat pocket, ready for the next step.
Katy took the hand of the warden, pulling her next to Kate. "Next, we must do a knowledge transfer. This one was formerly a scientist, who has the knowledge we need to run the Gate. Quite convenient, if you ask me. Mother knows, and Mother provides." *Mother in all things.*
Releasing the warden, she took Kate by the arm and moved her behind the transformed scientist. "Stand still, this will hurt, but it's for the best."
Kate did as she was directed, clenching her teeth. The broodmaster attached to the warden's skull detached its tail from the back of its host, the end flopping around as it sought a new attachment point. Katy flipped up Kate's shirt, taking the soft, warm end of the broodmaster's tube in her hand, guiding it to the right place on Kate's back.
*Connection!*
A sucker near the end of the broodmaster's tail popped onto Kate's skin. The tail pulled itself taut, its circular teeth grinding into her flesh. It would be gruesome to watch for anyone else, but Katy was fascinated. As it ground deeper, flesh, bone, and viscera was vacuumed up, the purplish tail tinged a bright red.
Kate groaned, but soon, she stood still, eyes closed, her mind elsewhere. The tail stopped drilling, throbbing as it cleaned up its mess and worked on building the socket. Katy knew she had a similar hole on her own back, made by this exact creature. It had done good work, as most of the time she wasn't even aware of the port's existence.
For a long minute or two, Kate did nothing, standing there like a robot plugged into a computer, information being fed into her mind. *Necessary information on how to navigate the lab and operate the Gate.*
Finally, the creature's tail accordioned, pulling tightly against the end that was plugged into the port. With a sudden pop, it was free, dangling as it swung back towards the warden. A plum sized hole was left behind, with a funnel shaped void.
Black veins spread out from the hole across her back. The port was reinforced by a strip of metallic looking material that surrounded the edge. Small, wiggling tendrils waved gently inside, waiting for the next connection with a broodmaster. *All of Mother's servants were given this organic port. It was so much easier than speaking, a terribly imprecise way of making one understood.*
Kate reached around behind her back, making a sound of surprise when her fingertips touched the reinforced edge of the hole. Her fingers played across it for a moment, then dropped back down to her sides, clearly accepting this new addition. She turned to look at Katy, a glimmer of something extra glinting in her eyes. *New knowledge. New obedience.*
"Can I go now?" she asked, gesturing at the Gate.
Katy moved in, taking her by the shoulder. "Not so fast. There's one more stop."
Steering her around in a circle, she presented her past self to the broodmother, who had been watching the events unfold patiently, her mouth parts chittering quietly.
Kate stood on her toes as she waved at the creature. "Hello! What kind of creature are you?"
The broodmother lit up, blues, reds, and yellows dancing joyfully within its rotund body. Kate gasped, her eyes widening as she took in the display. Suddenly, her eyes slammed shut, a blob of goo ejecting from the broodmother's proboscis onto her face.
Patches of the goop seeped downwards, sizzling as her skin was audibly burned by the acidic material. She made not a peep, ignoring the pain as she communed with her broodling.
Raising her arms, she wiped off the mess with the sleeves of her lab coat and opened her eyes, looking at Katy for approval. She nodded her head. "This is perfect. You look just like me."
"Is there anything else I need?" asked Kate, rubbing her fingers together nervously. "Any other
alterations necessary to ensure my capture?"
"You can't be changed too much," said Katy, shaking her head. "Your past self will be suspicious if you've been too obviously corrupted by the aliens."
*Loyalties bent, loyalties subverted.*
Kate puffed out her chest and took a deep breath. "Okay, then, I'm ready."
Katy retrieved a security card from a computer desk and handed it to Kate. "Fine. Take this! You don't look like her former self, but it won't matter, as long as you don't let anyone look at it too closely."
Kate took it, glancing at it briefly before shoving it in a pocket. Katy nodded. She was more than ready for this. Just as she had been, at that stage. *So exciting!*
The former scientist moved over to a computer console, the warden tapping in commands with her claws. Wardens were vastly different from humans, but they still remembered.
The tenor of the Gate changed, a blue, rippling portal opening in the center. A gate to her past, and her current present. The woman she had known as Kate would soon walk through that portal, vanishing forever, replaced with 'Katy,' a fake former scientist who would steer her down the path towards her own enslavement.
With some regret, she followed her past self up to the portal, holding her hand. They would never be able to make love to each other in the same way again. Ah well, she would savor the memories.
Making it happen once was practically impossible, anyway. Twice would be ridiculous.
Pausing at the top of the ramp, Kate turned and kissed her soundly, obviously feeling the same way. She felt compelled to break the mood. *Mother would want it this way.*
"Don't worry," she laughed. "We'll do this again soon enough. You just have to convince me. Again."
"I'm looking forward to it!" smiled Kate. "Backwards at it? However you say it. Time is confusing!"
Turning her back, she jumped into the portal, clearly hating to drag out a goodbye. She felt exactly the same. *They were the same, in all ways.*
Letting out a breath she hadn't known she had been holding, she marched back down the ramp. A warden was waiting there for her, her dark lips stretching oddly. "Your turn," it croaked, her purple tongue lurching inside its mouth hole. "The process is joy." Her black mouth stretched into a wide grin.
It wasn't that the wardens couldn't speak, they just couldn't do it very well. They didn't have to do it often, or they doubtless would have been designed differently. A curse and a blessing of receiving Mother's gift.
She nodded briskly, the knowledge of what was to come sparkling in her mind. She would be lying if she claimed she felt no trepidation, but this would be for the best. *As Mother willed it.*
She took off her lab coat, shirt, and pants, discarding them on the organic carpet. The matrix would digest them, in time, and she certainly didn't need them where she was going.
During her joining with the warden, she had been given tantalizing details. She was to be rewarded for her actions here. Upgraded. *Improved.*
She ran her hands over her bare breasts, her pert nipples bobbing as her flesh jiggled. It was all she could do to avoid going straight for her needy snatch, but there wasn't time for self gratification. *That would come later.*
She stopped in front of the broodmother, her bare feet arched over a flexible bump in the matrix. Her body was glowing again in multiple colors, a single, large eye rotating open to stare at her balefully.
"Do it!" she exclaimed wholeheartedly, pressing her arms to her sides. "Make me become!"
<*You. Accept. Transform. Convert.*>
Broodmother shuffled forward, lifting her purple proboscis in the air as if it was an elephant's trunk. The circular end whuffed, expanding larger to expose a darkened tube inside coated with slimy green mucus. At regular intervals, there were circular striations revealing the tough musculature of its throat.
A burst of air whirled around her as the proboscis dropped, the end slipping easily over her head. For a moment, she forgot to breathe. Suction was pulling her up, up into the dark interior, head first.
Face pressed against the side of the tube, her fear increased as she was squeezed further inside. The tube was growing darker with each contraction, and she couldn't breathe. She had some idea of what awaited her ahead due to her melding with the warden, but experiencing it first hand was different. Much worse.
The tunnel ahead opened up into a large chamber, filled with bright glowing colors. There came a tremendous tug, and her body slipped free, falling. Fortunately, the drop wasn't large, her knees and elbows bouncing against the fleshy floor. Her arms came to rest in a shallow pool of warm, iridescent liquid.
The liquid clung to her hands, coating them with its slippery, shiny essence. She cupped them and dipped them within the pool, letting the substance drip from her hands in pretty, pearly drops.
Each one caught a shimmer of light from glowing orbs that floated within the chamber, bathing it in a multicolored glow. Green, violet, yellow, orange, colors shifting slowly as they floated.
Forgetting the liquid, she reached for one of the lights, but her hand passed right through the orb. It could be a projection, or perhaps she was hallucinating. *They sure were pretty.*
Getting up on her knees, she chased one of them for a moment, her curiosity piqued when the sparkling orb was absorbed into a bulge on the wall. The bulge had a nipple, and in all respects, looked exactly like a woman's breast.
It wasn't the only breast on the wall. As she peered around, she realized the wall was filled with them, the fleshy protrusions stacked side by side and on top of each other, bulging outwards. Between each of them was a closed circular porthole, pie-shaped bony protrusions meeting at the middle to hide whatever might lie within.
There came a faint rumble, and the wall shuddered, the nubile breasts bouncing amiably. She noted the nipple of the closest one - it was dripping, ever so slightly. A teardrop of iridescent liquid gathered and swelled on the surface of the round flesh, extending downwards ever so slightly.
Another rumble came, and the drop fell, splashing into the pool. Katy stared at it hungrily, licking her lips. A sudden thirst had struck her, and she felt helpless to resist. Stumbling to her feet, she approached the drooping purple breast, touching its bottom. It felt like a real breast, weighty and full of that strange liquid.
Making an impulsive decision, she leaned over and took the entirety of the nipple in her mouth, bathing it with her tongue. Sucking gently, she was amazed to discover that the liquid was incredibly sweet, in an alien way. She moved her hands to catch errant drops that dribbled from her lips. *It was imperative that none of it went to waste.*
Blinking, she jerked herself back. That was an odd thought to have. None of it would be 'wasted' - there was nowhere for it to go. Once it hit the floor, it would simply add to the pool gathering in the belly of the beast.
Even so, she couldn't bear the thought of letting any of it escape. Bending over, she fixed her mouth back over the nipple, tugging and licking with abandonment. The faux breast obliged, producing more sweet nectar.
As she sucked, the tip enlarged in her mouth, swelling into a bulbous mass that bumped against the back of her throat. That was decidedly odd, but she couldn't bring herself to cease. It just tasted too damn good to stop!
The breast was transforming more as she pressed her head into it, the fake penis throbbing within her mouth. It jerked, squirting a constant stream of the pleasant liquid into her throat. It was all she could do to keep up with it, her throat gulping to drink as much as possible.
Two tendrils extended from either side of the breast, wrapping around her head, linking together. The sinuous flesh grew, pulling her in closer until the fake dick was embedded in her mouth. Two large fleshy sacks inflated at the base of the dick, wobbling as she ran her tongue in a circle around the bulbous tip.
Her lungs heaved and the sacks deflated, a sweet tasting gas exploding into her mouth and flooding her lungs. Startled, she tried to pull back, breathing the gas out through her nose. A hiss of pink mist blew out of her nostrils, but she was unable to move too far away from the fake breast - her head had been engulfed by the tendrils, holding the dick in place!
She breathed in and out again, giggling this time as the gas floated out of her nostrils. The beast was gassing her, and she didn't care. She had left her earthly restraints, her body feeling as though it was floating. It was far too pleasant for her to struggle.
No, instead she would stay here, and breathe in once more. Suck more liquid out of the cock. Breathe in. Exhale. *Yum.*
Two portholes opened in the wall, their pie-shaped bony latches flexing outwards. Tentacles slithered out, the tips opening up into four sections. Inside the interior of each were dozens of pink suction cups. Perched in the center was a long, thin cone-shaped needle, a dribble of liquid emitting from their tips.
Dipping lower, they moved straight for her breasts. It was obvious where they were headed, and she couldn't come up with any reason to protest. In fact, she realized she hadn't been consciously thinking about anything for quite some time - she had been acting completely on impulse since entering the chamber. *Thinking isn't necessary for becoming one with pleasure.*
She couldn't object. This was going to feel good.
Reaching her hands down, she hefted her breasts, lifting them up to present them to the tentacles. She wanted this. *She wanted to become.*
She groaned as the sharp tips of the tentacles located her nipples, pushing inside slowly. A searing, pleasurable pain continued to rise as they sank deeper. Just when she thought she couldn't bear it any further, they twisted a little, cool suckers latching onto the skin of her breasts.
Little pinpricks came from the suckers as well, but these weren't as bad as the main needles. However, they did act to pull the tentacles firmly against her breasts, locking them in place. The tentacles shuddered, a pressure building up from the tip of her nipples.
She squeezed her breasts as the first injection began, fluid passing through the tentacle's needles into her inflamed mammaries. It was pumping her full of that... liquid! She tugged on the penis in her mouth with her lips, swallowing another burst of fluid that gushed over her tongue. She wanted to be filled with it, filled to the brim!
She could feel her breasts pulsating, expanding as they were filled by the tentacles, surges of the liquid being pumped into her. She groaned around the dick in her mouth, breathing more of the fantastic tasting gas. It was painful, yes, but also stunningly pleasurable. It was a shame not all humans would be able to experience being transformed into a higher being.
Suddenly, the wall undulated, the breast forms on either side of her swaying back and forth as they were pushed forward. The dribble of liquid they were producing increased to a flood, as if a tap had been turned on.



Occupied by the wobbling breasts, she didn't notice that two more tentacles had erupted from the wall below her. The first inkling she had that the fun was about to increase was when a hard knob pressed against her pubes. Surprised, she yelped into her gag, her hips jiggling.
Locked in place, she was helpless to do anything as a bulbous head pressed easily into her lubricated pussy. An organic flange at the base pressed against her privates, lifting her up off the floor, tilting her closer to the wall.
The assault took her by surprise, but wasn't entirely unwelcome. The pressure in her nethers helped to distract her from her breasts, which were beginning to feel full. Whatever measure of fullness she felt, however, didn't seem to matter to the tentacles, which continued to pulse with more of the liquid.
Soon, it was obvious that her breasts were swollen, completely permeated with the strange substance. Distended, they jutted out from her chest, too large for her to hold in her hands. She was being given huge milkers, capable of feeding so many young! She couldn't wait to use them! *So many broodlings would be nursed under her tender care!*
The tentacle in her pussy began to pulse, sliding in and out. This aroused her body even further, her hands tingling as sparks of pleasure bounced between her fingertips. The first orgasm came unexpectedly, her pussy clenching hard around the flexible tube inside it. Instead of collapsing, it expanded a little, opening her love tunnel up wider, despite her musculature.
She shifted her butt, moving it in time to her pulsating muscles as the pleasure worked its way towards her core. Her body should have been unstable, being suspended this way, but the tentacles in her snatch moved perfectly to keep her upright, no matter how much she wiggled. This was a good thing, as she had very little control. Everything she had was focused on her state of ecstacy. *Mother's creature was fucking her, using her, controlling her.*
A hard object pressed against her pussy, her walls stretching to accommodate its presence. She knew this sensation from before. It was an egg! *The creature was going to fill her with Mother's offspring!*
Her feet curled downward as peristaltic waves pushed the egg deeper inside her. She was surprised to find her toes doused in liquid. Looking around, she noted that the cavernous room was being filled with more of the strange substance.
This turn of events might have made her nervous, but she was already breathing through the tube embedded in her mouth. The gas she was breathing was making her giddy. She hardly cared about anything except revelling in the sensations.
Breathing in, she savored the gas, knowing that she was being well taken care of. She rubbed her hands over her chest, pleased with the growing bump. After the creature was done with her, there would be no doubt that she was heavily pregnant with Mother's progeny. Broodmasters and sexmasters, stacked inside her womb, ready for their day in the sun.
All that was needed was more prey for her Mother to control, and that would happen soon. She knew that Mother wasn't content to stay in the lab, not when there were so many perfect hosts waiting in the wide world beyond. Her eldritch influence would spread via her disciples, making each and every human one of her creatures.
A second orgasm rushed through her as another egg was stuffed inside her, the hard shell tickling her cervix. Through her, the future of mankind was being altered. *Through her, Mother would prevail.*
At this point, she literally didn't know where to put her hands. She wanted to feel it all, everything that was happening to her, but it was impossible! Every time a bulging egg was pushed into her womb, her chest expanded a small amount, while her breasts throbbed continuously with the pulsing injections.
Her hips rattled as another egg was plugged into her vagina. Small waves splashed around her from the vibrations, the liquid rising under her belly. She swished her feet back and forth, swirling sounds echoing in the chamber.
She frowned. Her feet felt odd. Something had been attached to them at some point, and she hadn't even noticed. Oh well, she was sure it was correct. *Mother knows best.*
Humming, she chewed on the rubbery penis in her mouth absentmindedly, drinking more of the fluid. At this rate, she was going to be filled with the stuff and completely submerged in it.
Massaging her breasts, she noted that the liquid had progressed up past her hips, quickly closing in on the pendulous orbs of her expanded breasts. The level appeared to be rising faster than before, veritable shimmering streams flowing out of the faux breasts on the wall. It made her want to suck them all, lick all the glimmering wetness off their soft curves.
That was simply greed talking - she had all she could handle right here in front of her! Now that her second orgasm was behind her, she could focus on pleasing the breast-thing that was in her face. She noted that it did release some liquid when she bit into it, but was curious to know how it would respond if she took a softer tack.
First, though, a breath of the luscious gas. Ah, that felt good. She could feel her body leaning into the next burst of pleasure, her arousal rising yet once again. The gas helped her to focus on her task, keeping other, irrelevant thoughts at bay. Enhancing her loyalty to Mother.
She ran her fingers over the rubbery breast that had attached itself to her head, cupping the two air sacs which were inflating with more of the gas. She played with them, flicking her forefinger against one. It bounced back and forth, sounding like a balloon. Both of the sacs exhaled, filling her lungs with the sweet gas. *Bliss*
That wasn't what she was trying for, however. Moving her hands to the base of the shaft penetrating her mouth, she ran her hands around the thick tube. Gripping it tightly, she closed her jaw, feeling the thick length balanced against her lips.
Applying gentle suction, she pulled back, stretching the tendrils wrapped around her head. There was enough give for her to prop the tip against her teeth. Sawing her head back and forth, she swirled her tongue in circles before swallowing it as deep as it would go.
The faux penis appeared to like this treatment, jumping in her throat as it ejaculated streams of liquid directly into her esophagus. She leaned into the wall, keeping it in place until it finished.
As the rising fluid lapped around her breasts, it made them wiggle and jiggle, the fluid coating her sensitive flesh. Another egg was waiting at her pussy, ready to be injected into her womb.
More portholes opened, innumerable small tentacles with beak-shaped heads swarming around her breasts. Each one clamped onto her flesh, their teeth locking onto her sensitive skin. Their sharp tongues pressed against the surface of her body, piercing their way inside. They were drilling into her, greedily eating her flesh as they bored their holes.
The pain was immeasurable, but was quickly overwhelmed by pleasure. It was the gas, twisting her perceptions until she truly believed that being hurt felt good. Combined, this was enough to send her into a fit of delight, a third orgasm seizing her battered body. Fuck, it felt so good!
She collapsed, her arms dangling as the penis pulled back, the sacs deflating again to fill her with gas. Exhausted, she lay there leisurely, letting the monster work her holes without protest.
Liquid bubbled beneath her chin, but she ignored it, enjoying the slow throbbing of the tentacle in her pussy. Closing her eyes, she breathed in the gas languidly, letting her arms float lazily in the buoyant substance.
She embraced the strangeness as her salvation, the next rising orgasm carrying her away into unconsciousness as her body was brutally remodeled.
***
She woke up heaving, heart in her throat. Leaning over, she threw up, shimmering liquid pouring out onto the fleshy floor in a multicolor mess.
Breathing hard, she pressed her fists against the pulsing floor and shivered. That was awful, but quick, and now she was starting to feel much better. Pressing her palms against her eyes, she groaned and stood, legs weak.
She was still trapped inside the broodmother, which meant her transformation hadn't yet finished. She licked her dry lips, going cross eyed when her tongue flopped out of her mouth.
Somehow, it had been enlarged! The length must have expanded several inches - if she tried, she could curl it around to touch the underside of her chin. She stuck it out, tugging on the end with her fingers to examine it more closely. It was purple, a ridged line running down the center. Perfect for pleasuring others.
That couldn't be the only change. Holding her arms out in front of her, she noted regular rubbery knobs that ran over her elbows, terminating at her wrists. As she curled her fingers over to inspect them, the skin on her palms flexed, dimpled slightly by her new talons. *Vicious!*
In this pose, her enormous breasts were tented together, squeezing outwards. Blinking, she looked down at them, curious to see what else had been altered.
They were larger. Much larger. Where before some might have charitably labeled them 'Bs,' now they were easily double D's. Her nipples were puffy, and welts had risen all over her breasts where the creature's suckers had attached.
Curious, she rubbed a finger over one of the welts, groaning hoarsely at the intense reaction that resulted. Somehow, it had been converted into an erogenous zone! She couldn't wait to try it out, but later. There was more.
Large, gaping holes had opened up around her breasts, but they weren't wounds, and they hadn't been made by accident. Reaching a hand into one of them, she felt around inside. Tucked up in a corner, there was a small fleshy bulb.
Spreading her fingers, she tugged on it, gasping at the pleasure that spiked from within. Yet another erogenous zone, but this one had a different purpose. Retrieving her hand, she found that her fingers were wet with shiny liquid. As she had expected. These must be ancillary mammary glands, used for feeding the broodmother's spawn.
Clutching her breasts, she wiggled back and forth, jiggling them. *She couldn't wait to be stuffed full of beetles and broodlings!*
The wait might not be as long as she had thought. Loads of the chittering little beetle creatures were popping out of irising portals, climbing out to balance on top of the broodmother's wall of breasts.
Stepping back in surprise at their sudden presence, she found herself tripping over a bump in the floor, landing on her butt. Looking ruefully at her feet, she curled her lips. Nobody was perfect, not even Mother's creatures.
She would get better with practice, but clearly she needed more experience with her body alterations. A wedge of rubbery flesh had been grafted onto her feet, creating integrated heels. This, combined with the new black talons that grew from her toes, would take more than a little getting used to.
The beetles continued their advance, gathering around her like little children. Lifting their front legs, they waved them in the air and chirped at her, their rotund green bellies wobbling. She guessed at what they wanted, lifting one of them in the air to examine it more closely.
Two green compound eyes sparkled, lit by the floating motes of light. Its mouth was in the shape of an hourglass, the open end pulsing like a speaker. She pressed a knuckle into it and the mouth latched on, sucking at her skin.
It took only a little pressure to pull her hand free, but the experiment was sufficient for her to understand. Lifting the beetle close to her chest, she tucked it into one of the chambers next to a breast that had been created by broodmother.
The beetle happily chirped, walking inside until its head was nuzzled up next to her body. She patted its green abdomen as it latched on, pressing her lips together with pleasure as it tugged gently at her inner nipple. *This was going to feel amazing.*
Greedy, she lowered her hands, reaching out to provide a base for two more beetles to crawl aboard. She waited patiently for them to turn around, guiding them towards two more of the cavernous holes in her chest. Climbing inside, they made themselves at home, their mouth suckers attaching to her nipples.
The sensation of having three of them suck on her was stunning, making her pussy tremble. She couldn't wait to see what it would be like to be completely filled up.
The rest of the beetles decided not to wait, crawling over her thighs with their spindly legs. Huffing with laughter, she laid back and savored the sensations, waiting for them to locate their own homes.
Orbs of green glowed in her chest, indicating the spots that were taken. Two beetles attempted to dart for one hole, crashing into each other. Their legs fanned, a small pushing match breaking out. "Children, behave," she croaked, pulling them gently apart.
Favoring the smaller one, she picked it up and set it within the pocket, frowning at the other, which chirped sadly. She waved her hand, shooing it away. "Think over your actions next time."
A larger creature crawled out of the shadows, waiting patiently to be noticed. She blinked at it. It blinked back at her with its dual eyelids. She knew it was here to attach itself to her, but she wasn't scared. Mother had decided to turn her into a warden, and a warden had a broodmaster. That's just the way things were.
Sitting up, she spread her hair out of the way and waited patiently. The broodmaster blinked once more with its rounded eye, the pupil focused on her as it scuttled forward on four legs, vanishing behind her back.
As the weight of its abdomen climbed upwards, she took hold of its front legs, giving it a boost so that it could settle into its final position on top of her head. A wet circle pressed against her skull on top of the hole the broodling had made, its legs wrapping around her head.
The legs flexed in a rhythmic action, pulling its body closer to her head with each jerk. The tube under its abdomen was squeezing into the hole in her skull, tickling and grinding as it slid into place.
Her eyes opened wide as there came a wet pop, its tendrils sliding into her brain. The silky coolness of its touch served to moderate the hot arousal the beetles were inducing, pulling her up and away from the immediacy of her needs. This was a welcome interlude from her unabashed horniness, giving her perspective on what needed to be done. *Not everything is about fucking. Mother matters more.*
She was surprised to find that her thoughts were not being overwhelmed by this new presence. Instead, she could sense its intelligent mind lurking around the periphery of hers, patiently waiting for her to notice. *What are you?* she asked.
*I am your Broodmaster,* it replied smoothly. *I am your adjutant. I will process any tasks you assign.*
Interesting. It was acting like a separate module, a coprocessor, as it were. Curious, she thought of a complicated math problem, one that the Gate's scientist might have used a calculator to solve. Pushing the numbers to the broodmaster, she was amazed to find the answer already streaming back into her mind. How useful!
There was something else she wanted to know. *Who is Mother?*
The broodmaster paused, pulsing as it cogitated. *Unable to explain. Cannot show. You must experience yourself. We are Her servants.*
Perhaps Mother couldn't be described in terms she could understand. Ah well, it was at least worth a try.
A tickling sensation came from her privates. Pulled out of her musings, she stared down at yet another creature. This one was similar to the broodmaster, but larger, its long, pink proboscis dangling against the floor.
"What ever shall I do with you?" she mumbled, reaching down to pick it up.
Its eye winked at her lazily, knowing full well that she would put it where it belonged. Its presumption made her feel contrary, almost making her want to make it wait. Doing so would only be punishing herself, though. No reason to delay the inevitable.
Lifting it as she stood, she flipped it over, examining the tube that extended from its center. It looked like a series of globes stacked on top of each other, slowly increasing in size. The end was somewhat smaller than a hen's egg, but she knew as the creature crammed it inside her, it would get progressively more difficult to insert.
Grabbing hold of the protrusion, she squeezed, milking it up and down until a smear of lubricating liquid dribbled from the end. The creature reacted by retracting the muscles at its base, making the tube stand up straight. Its tail wagged between her legs, as if it was a dog. It certainly was looking for a treat.
*Stop teasing it,* murmured her broodmaster. *Let it take its rightful place as your sexmaster.*
Frowning, she shifted the creature under her legs, lifting it up so that the end of the tube pressed into her ass. The bulbous end jammed against her tunnel, stretching slightly longer as if yearning to be locked inside her.
Taking the broodmaster's remark to heart, she helped to ease it inside, pulling up on the creature to provide steady pressure against her ass hole. The knobby end flexed, jerking upwards.
The first knob popped past her sphincter, embedding itself inside. Small, long tendrils extended from the tip, deep inside her anus, anchoring themselves in her small intestine. These threads pulled taut, helping the tube to work the next knob in the chain into her ass during the next jerk of motion.
Her ass felt full, but it was only halfway there. Her forehead creased as she concentrated, shoving the creature forcefully. Her ass puckered as several of the orbs hammered against her interior, popping all the way in.
The creature's legs wrapped around her waist, holding it securely. Damn, it felt good being plugged, filled to the brim. It almost made her want to descend into another bout of masturbation, but she sensed that her time in the worm's belly was rapidly nearing its end. Both her broodmaster and sexmaster had been installed, and her broodling pockets were filled with precious cargo. She was ready.
The motes of light that had been floating around changed course, heading as one towards the side of the chamber. Squeezing her ass around the creatures' plug, she waddled over the sticky ground, curious to see where they were leading her.
The chamber narrowed, the breast forms on the walls disappearing, replaced with flat scales. The motes danced towards a wall, circling around a tightly shut hole that looked like a sphincter.
She licked her lips with her long tongue. This was it - time to face the world again.
As she got down on her knees, the sexmaster's tail wrapped around one of her legs. She pushed her feet into the hole, the orifice widening to accommodate her. It was spongy, but not tight.
She pushed herself further, grunting as her hips squeezed through the opening. Suddenly, the muscular ring flexed, and her stomach was sucked inside. She reached over her head, arms up, as her entire body was consumed.
All around her was a diffuse warmth, filtered light reaching her eyes as if her eyelids were closed. As she squeezed through the passage, lubricating juices spread over her extremities and trunk, helping her to pass faster. She held her breath as the muscles pumped, pushing her farther and farther down the tube.
Just when she thought she couldn't bear the pressure of constriction any longer, her feet popped out the end, settling onto the organic carpet. The rest of her soon followed, her butt and spine cushioned by the spongy purple material.



Stunned, she sat there for a moment to collect herself. Her body was covered in the shining liquid, but it was quickly drying off in the cool air of the lab. The processing was complete. It was over. The broodmaster burbled coolly in the back of her head. *You are a warden now.*
An open, clawed hand was presented in front of her face. Grinning, she grabbed it and tugged, pulling herself to her feet. She was face to face with a grinning warden, her slitted eyes crinkling in welcome.
The corners of her mouth crept up into a matching smile. Impulsively, she wrapped her arms around the other warden, giving her a bear hug. Their pendulous breasts pressed into each other as their pregnant bellies bumped together, beetles chirping happily.
The tail of the warden's broodmaster flipped over her shoulder, twirling around to plug into her socket. Her shoulders flexed, pushing her closer into the warden's body as the tail of her own brood master slipped behind, screwing itself in to connect them both together.
They were linked simultaneously, their emotions flowing into each other. With this connection came a deeper understanding, far more intimate than any human could achieve. They... completed each other. *Pure love.*
Leaning her head in, she pressed her forehead against her ally, her tongue lolling out of her mouth. Warm, slippery flesh wrapped around the middle, pulling her tongue farther out. Looking up, she grinned as she flicked the flexible tip at the other warden's face, licking her cheek.
An uncomfortable squeezing sensation gripped her pussy. "Mmm," she grunted, pressing a hand against her bloated belly. Her muscles protested, clenching uncontrollably. Something needed to come out.
She urgently spread her legs, bearing down on the plug in her ass. The sexwarden gripped her tightly, holding itself in place. Her insides spasmed, a hard object pushing down her canal.
Groaning, she ran her hands down her thighs, desperate to help it escape faster. *Calm. Cool. Birthing,* murmured her broodmaster.
Images flowed in her head of relaxation, swimming with the current instead of against it. She sent a pulse of love to her broodmaster, who was trying its best to comfort her. Yet it didn't feel like it would be enough as the object was squeezed farther downwards.
Clawed hands wrapped around her shoulders. *Pleasure. Intense pleasure.* Red hot raw emotion was projected into her, wrapping around the pain and nullifying its impact. *Seek the pain, want the pain. Of birthing.*
The egg squeezed through her pussy, dropping to the spongy matrix below. It bounced a few inches, settling at a skewed angle. White, and mottled, it was a perfect ovoid with no damage.
She breathed hard, surprised that she had been gestating something of that size. That wasn't the only one - the familiar pangs of pain had started again. Another was coming.
The second wasn't as bad as the first. The presence of the other warden in her mind was a big help, as she knew the other creature had already gone through this process. It wasn't so bad. Pain was a necessary part of creating life.
Another egg popped out, settling next to the first. The friendly warden let go of her shoulders, moving her hands down to rest on her breasts. She hissed, pulling at her entrapped tongue. The other warden didn't let go, carefully wrapping her hands around the sensitive mounds of flesh.
The next egg birthing became pure bliss, as the warden manipulated her breasts perfectly, just how she liked it. Howling in surprise, her pussy flexed, several coming out at once. Her eggs smacked against each other with a dry rasp. She was becoming alarmed, worried that they might crack, but comforting thoughts tickled the rear of her brain.
*You worry too much,* breathed her broodmaster. *Let go, and feel.*
She did as it advised, letting herself descend into a pool of heat, her body jiggling as a veritable avalanche of eggs pushed down her canal. One by one, they collected in a neat little pile, the organic matrix holding them together and keeping them warm.
She didn't know how long it took, but it couldn't have been more than a few minutes before the flood slowed to a trickle. One more, rather large egg dropped on top as if completing a pyramid, and then she was done, the bloating gone as quickly as it had appeared.
Grunting, she felt up her belly, disappointed at how much it had dropped in size. She whined, giving the other warden a doe eyed look. A grin was returned, the creature shifting her hands to pull her in close.
She yelped as the other warden's sexmaster plunged its tail into her pussy, its breeding tube feeding itself quickly up her loose opening. The shaft slipped through her lubricated tunnel like butter, the end locking itself into place.
The tube flexed, pumping itself up in preparation for implantation. She had gone through this process before, so there was nothing to fear. Instead, she devoted herself to enjoying every second of it, running a hand lovingly across the chin of her fellow warden.
She wished they had a bed to languidly relax in so that they could breed each other, but she sensed from the other's memories that there was a bit of urgency behind her actions. She needed to be refilled with fresh eggs so that she could accomplish her mission.
As the first egg breached her cervix, she bounced her belly against the other warden. Doubtless she was carrying plenty of spawn, too, and would need to create a clutch of her own. She keened her sadness, wishing that she didn't have to go.
Feeling her melancholy, the warden untangled their tongues and kissed her soundly on the cheek. This kindness overwhelmed her, a small tear dripping from her eye as another egg pressed into her snatch.
As the egg jostled inside and pushed the others out of the way, the warden kissed her again, running her tongue up the side of her face.
She groaned, her body sliding against the warden, pleasure spiking in her breasts. The heat was getting to her, increasing with every egg, despite the efforts of her broodmaster. At a certain level, it gave up, releasing the waves it had been holding back to crash into her with tremendous force.
Her sexmaster reacted to the amplification of her pleasure, its mouth swelling in her ass. Its tail swung back and forth, inducing its bulk to jiggle inside her. This was too much for her poor body, which immediately descended into a ruinous orgasm.
She rattled like a beached fish, one egg after another making its way into her womb. The other warden's body trembled along with her, the echoes of her orgasm traveling through the connecting tube of her broodmaster.
Finally, the last of the eggs was embedded, the tail of the other warden's sexmaster slipping from her sex in a gush of liquid. Both of them breathed a sigh, the warm langour of sex weighing heavily over them.
There came a quick tugging sensation, and the tails of the broodmasters disconnected from both their backs, waving lazily in the air. Separating, they held each other at arm's length. She was reluctant to let go, but she knew this interlude was over.
Sighing, she let her arms drop, jerking momentarily as her broodmaster slipped easily back into the socket on her back which had just been vacated. It was done. *Mother is pleased.*
"Next time," the warden croaked with her blackened mouth. "You will repay the favor."
She nodded enthusiastically, completely willing to reciprocate. Now wasn't the time, however.
The warden turned away from her, approaching a computer console. She tapped in a few commands, and the Gate began to whirr. The blotch of blue inside its circular arc changed shape.
Without being told, she knew this was her destiny. The memories swirling inside her told her so. She waddled towards the portal, filled to the brim with the warden's eggs - the life necessary to secure her future.
It was already beginning to feel quite natural to have the two alien creatures sitting on her. The throbbing fullness in her ass was actually quite comfortable. The sensations were probably being moderated by her broodmaster. She reached up and patted the monster on her skull, pleased to elicit a comfortable sigh from the creature.
The portal grew from its standby state into a shimmering pool of blue, ready to accept her altered body. There was far more that needed to be done, and this time she had all the tools she needed.
She was diving into time, once more. The tails of her new companions wiggled happily. She patted the creature on her ass. With friends, this time. *Together.*
She stepped forward, into the past.
End Chapter Two
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Chapter Three - Future Perfect
Her passage through time left her just as befuddled as before, despite her extensive modifications. She was in the same lab room she had just left, the large, one way glass panel of the conference room above. The organic matrix was as before, broodmother's bulk hidden behind a computer rack.
However, she was alone. There were no broodlings, no scientists, and most importantly, no other wardens. Just her.
No wonder she had been sent back with so many eggs and broodlings! They would be necessary to jump start Mother's invasion of this world. *The humans had no idea what pleasures they would soon face!*
She frowned. If only she could solve the puzzle on what she should call her new self. She didn't feel that it made sense to call herself 'Kate' any more. That was her old self, and she was something much more now. 'Katy' wasn't good either, as that name was simply borrowed, though the other woman's memories were just as familiar to her as her own.
Perhaps she should compromise and choose something in between. 'Kay' had a nice ring to it. She waited a beat, but her broodmaster didn't respond. Either it didn't care, or it thought that human names were beneath it. Very well, Kay was it.
That sorted, she realized that she felt awfully exposed. Maybe she had better hide herself away? She had no idea what was going on outside the lab. She could be under observation at this very moment!
Feeding these thoughts through to her broodmaster, she received a cool assent in milliseconds. They were in agreement. Very well, then, it wouldn't do to stand in the middle of the organic carpet like a deer in the headlights.
Crouching down, she ran lightly across the carpet, her reshaped feet pressing gently against the surface. She headed for the broodmother, using her sexmaster's tail for balance, making a great leap to slide herself behind the monster's bulk.
The jump wasn't necessary, but it made her feel good. She might as well enjoy the abilities Mother had given to her. *Bless Mother.*
A whooshing sound echoed throughout the lab, the faint murmur of voices bouncing from the walls. She had hidden herself in the nick of time, but who could be coming into the lab?
From her past experience with this room, it was easy enough to hide herself behind the series of white tanks as she worked her way towards the entrance. The voices were coming louder now, audible to her enhanced ears.
"I just don't think this is a good idea," stated a woman's voice. "We're engineers. What do we know about biological organisms?"
A man's breath hissed, a thick voice coming angrily. "That's irrelevant, Katy. We've been told to do this job, or else. Our jobs are at stake. Besides, this experiment has been designed by top biologists. Don't you trust them?"
"Fine," sighed the woman, hefting a box in her hands. "Let's get this done and get out of here, I really feel bad about this."
Kay peered around the corner of the tank, spotting a small group of scientists that were walking up onto the organic carpet. A short woman wearing a lab coat was out front, gesticulating with frustration at a balding fat man. Kay recognized her immediately - she was the scientist whose memories were floating around in her head!
If the woman hadn't yet been captured, that meant one thing - time had been rewound far enough back that the group of scientists hadn't yet been trapped inside the organic matrix. That must be her job. *Capture, infest, transform,* agreed the broodmaster.
That idea was all well and good, but she needed a plan. She doubted she could get away with assaulting all five of them alone. One of them was bound to escape her grasp, ruining Mother's attack. *Not alone.*
That was just the reminder she needed. She sent a pulse of gratitude to her broodmaster, crouching until her butt touched the floor. Pushing down with all her strength, she flung her body upwards, wrapping her clawed hands around the railing welded to the top of the tank.
Flipping over silently, she got on her knees, watching the intruders hungrily. They didn't know it yet, but they were in her crosshairs. Her broodlings would soon make them understand.
Grabbing the railing, she leaned over, mentally urging her brood to take them as she stroked the sensitive flesh around the cavernous holes surrounding her breasts. *Fly, my beauties. Seize their brains and turn them into servants of Mother!*
The bobbing green bodies of the beetles dropped from her chest, the creatures reorienting themselves as their legs touched the metal body of the tank. They leaped onto the organic mat with a dull rustle.
One of the male scientists turned and screamed. "What the hell is that?" he squeaked, falling on his ass.
Katy dropped the box she was holding and ran for the exit. A sense of self preservation, or utter cowardice must be driving her. Either way, she couldn't allow the woman to leave. She was necessary to run the Gate.
Climbing onto the tank's rail, Kay looked for her opportunity, her butt lifted high. The sexmaster raised its tail to counterbalance her posture, helping in its own way. Her mouth drew into a soundless growl as the scientist stumbled over the boundary between the organic carpet and the floor, but she managed to avoid falling.
This was her opportunity! Muscles tensing, she leapt like a cat, timing her fall perfectly to intersect with the scrambling scientist.
Her claws tore at the scientist's back, and she yelped in pain, falling forward as Kay's body slammed into her. Her knee hit the edge of the exit ramp and she cried out, her ankle twisting as she attempted to climb back to her feet.
Kay grabbed her side and slammed her against the floor, climbing on top of her chest to pin her down. The woman stared at her, wild eyed, her hands curling into fists. She drummed them against Kay's bulging chest, but her flesh absorbed the blows handily without any damage.
A blob of green chirped from her chest, and she grinned. Not all of the broodlings had deserted her on the first assault. Wrapping her hand around the swollen globe, she tugged gently. The broodling disconnected from her inner teat, popping off into her hand. Its legs moved rapidly, in anticipation of what was to come.
The scientist screamed as Kay wrapped a clawed hand around her throat, squeezing it tightly. "Stay still," she growled, her thick tongue making it difficult to pronounce human words.
Katy's eyes rolled in their sockets, her lips quivering as she watched the swollen broodling dangling above her. She shrieked again as Kay set the creature down next to her skull. "This will feel good soon," she gurgled, her tongue reaching out to lick Katy's face.
Tears streamed from her eyes, her voice blubbering. "W... what are you?" she asked, petrified.
"Your future," she hissed, helping the broodling onto her head.
The creature latched on, spiking its legs into her skull. Using them as anchors, it pressed its body tight against her head, ignoring the woman's hair that spilled through its legs. Its mouthparts chittered against her skin, followed by a horrendous crunching sound as the monster drilled into her brain. The green sphere on the broodling's back deflated, the parasitic organism being injected inside.
Katy's high pitch scream went on and on, long enough for even Kay to become uncomfortable, but soon enough it faded off and her eyes closed. Her body relaxed, going limp. Kay let her head drop to the floor, looking around to see how the other scientists had fared.
None of them had managed to leave the organic matrix. Panicking, they had run from the broodlings, doing their best to escape around the tanks and under desks. Unfortunately for them, although the broodlings weren't fast, they were persistent, and their victims had been taken completely by surprise.
Without a plan, none of them got far, and although a few broodlings had been crushed under flailing limbs, in the end, they had managed to overwhelm their prey. All of the scientists were unconscious, a green orb pulsing on their heads.
Her mission in service to Mother had been completed. *Perfect.*
Katy's limbs were trembling. The parasite was melding with her mind, permanently attaching itself around her cerebellum. Soon, she would awake, and then the real struggle would begin. Before that happened, Kay would need to secure her properly.
Reaching under Katy with both arms, she lifted her off the floor easily, cradling her victim's neck against her shoulder. Her muscle mass had increased significantly since her transformation, easily quadrupling the strength she had originally possessed.
Walking to the organic matrix, she set Katy down on the spongy purple material. Pressing her forefinger into the mat, she tore a vertical hole in the surface, the length of Katy's body. The matrix separated, revealing a cavernous void underneath. She rolled the comatose woman over twice, placing her in the hole she had just made.
She ran her tongue around the edges, pulling the flap of matrix over like a blanket to secure it to her victim's arms and legs. The carpet flexed, tendrils growing together to wrap her up securely. The scientist wasn't going anywhere until she had fully accepted her enslavement.
That task accomplished, she turned her attention to the other scientists. One by one, she dragged them out of their hiding places, preparing a hole in the matrix for them as well. The fat one was a bit more difficult to prepare, but in the end, he was secured as well.
Sighing in satisfaction, she straightened up, stretching. It felt good to serve Mother in this way. *Her will was spreading.*
Unfortunately, once she accounted for all the broodlings that were left, there were only a scant handful. She picked them up, one by one, and fed them back into her brood pockets. Although more could be birthed, every life was precious.
An annoyed grumbling in her belly told her it was time for just that. Waddling over to the computer rack that broodmother had wrapped herself around, she laid her back against it, hips thrust forward. A heavy squeezing in her nethers immediately commenced, a large object pushing against her inner tunnel.
Mouth gaping, she groaned as the ovoid was shoved down her passage, her muscles cramping regularly to keep it moving along. It was not a particularly pleasurable process, but the satisfaction of seeing the rounded edge of the mottled egg surfacing through her inner lips made her wet.
She grabbed the edge as it popped out, setting it carefully on the mat. It wouldn't be harmed from the drop, but she felt the need to be organized. Neat. This predilection must be rubbing off on her from her broodmaster, as her old self would never have bothered.
The next egg was already coming, her cramping muscles pulling them out of her womb at a tremendous rate. The tail of her sexmaster waggled between her legs, excited. *It knew its time would soon come to repopulate her with more broodlings.*
Reaching her hand under her butt, she rubbed the alien organism with affection. It shivered, the plug in her ass pumping larger. She hissed, enjoying the distraction, almost missing the next egg as it launched from her pussy.
A small pile was growing between her legs, *her clutch.* Enough broodlings to take another group of scientists. It wouldn't be enough. There would need to be more wardens, more birthings, more infestations, or she would fail Mother. A searing pain ran through her mind, soothed by the cool presence of her broodmaster. *She wouldn't fail.*
She squeezed her legs together after the last egg was expelled from her snatch. The cramps gradually subsided, replaced with a sensation of well being. This was the first time she had done this on her own, and her feeling of satisfaction was immense. She had proved that she didn't need the help of another to accomplish Mother's will.
Her sexmaster wiggled inside her ass. Yes, of course, it deserved the pleasure of impregnating her. Taking a few steps away from the rack, she spread her legs and pressed her hands into the broodmother. The large worm turned its pendulous head to watch her, but otherwise remained still, faint colors glowing within its body.
Her sexmaster's tail bent in a half circle, the end pressing against her pussy. She had been bred multiple times now, and it always felt wonderful. Her slippery lips opened up for the intruder, allowing it to slide all the way in. She was getting used to these sensations. They were no longer foreign, but welcome. *Breeding for Mother.*
The tube widened, and the pumping commenced, small bulges lining up at her inner lips. Now that she wasn't sexed out of her mind, it became obvious that these eggs weren't as large as the ones that had just come out of her. Her body must act as an incubator, allowing them to grow in size and mature. That's why they took so little time to hatch once exiting her body.
Indeed, some of the eggs she had just expelled were rocking back and forth, small cracks running up their sides. Sharp legs pushed through the chipped shells, widening the holes. The body of one of the creatures shoved itself halfway through, forcing the shell to open.
A small beetle popped out, chirping happily. She waved at it as it moved towards her on unsteady legs. Groaning, she closed her eyes for a moment as another egg was crammed into her belly. When she opened them again, the beetle was waiting in front of her on the organic carpet, its black eyes looking at her expectantly as its mouthparts waved randomly.
Taking pity on its fragile form, she leaned over and picked it up. She could probably shove it inside one of her brood pockets, but that felt rather dismissive. Instead, she sat it on top of one of her breasts, facing downwards.
Its cone-shaped mouth sucker planted itself over her nipple, sealing itself on tight. The slight pulsing action made her groan, her body reacting with sexual delight as yet another bulge was implanted into her by her sexmaster.
She played with her other nipple, enjoying the gentle fucking sensation of the tube pulsing within her. She had never really enjoyed sex before she had been transformed, but this was different. Better, somehow. Her body loved it. *She praised Mother for showing her true pleasure.*
Indeed, the egg laying was driving her body wild, each pulse bringing her closer to the edge. She squeezed her nipple, hard, and a small spray of iridescent liquid dribbled from the tip. She sucked on her tongue, humming as an orgasm shot from her pussy straight down to her toes.
She trembled, her pussy voraciously gobbling a few more eggs as the waves of pleasure washed through her mind. Being taken to the top by her sexmaster was glorious.
Sadly, that was all the creature had to give. Its body had shrunk against her butt, drained of its precious cargo. She stroked it as its tail extracted itself from her pussy, her juices splashing against the carpet.
Her belly was comfortably full again. She didn't think she would ever get used to it being empty, ever again. It was a strange change she never thought she could accept, but now that it was a part of her being, it just felt right. *She was a total egg slut. Mother's incubator.*
Her implantation complete, she looked over at the group of trapped scientists. Katy had woken, her body struggling. She padded over to the woman, looking down at her with pity. The pain she was experiencing from the conflict inside her mind was a terrible thing to experience. Once she learned to let go and bathe herself in pleasure, she could proceed to the next step.
Her back jerked as her broodmaster disconnected from her socket. Its tail whipped through the air, curling around to jab itself into her mouth. The end pulsed and a wave of liquid shot inside. Closing her eyes, she drank her fill, savoring the taste.
When it was done, the tail slipped free, twirling around to reconnect with her body. That was just a small taste of what the alien was constantly pumping into her. The nutrition it received from her brain was constantly being converted into more of the slime, lubricating her muscles. Making her stronger.
Katy watched her in panic, her mouth working to form words. "It... hurts," she finally got out, her body shivering. "Give in," croaked Kay, licking her lips. "Feels better."
Katy's eyes looked haunted. "I can't. Won't."
Kay leaned over, placing her knee next to Katy's head. She pressed her palm against the spongy mat that rested over her chest. "Will. Can."
Her tongue dropped out to lick a wisp of hair away from her face. A portion of the liquid she had just drunk spilled from her mouth, splashing over the woman's body. Katy continued to shiver, but she was losing. Kay knew it. *Nobody can resist a broodling for long.*
She squeezed her breast, a trickle of liquid dripping onto Katy's face. She groaned, trying to escape the spatter, but it was useless. A small amount ran inside, and her face lit up. "Sweet!" she exclaimed, her eyes drifting shut.
When they opened again, they were focused. "We are one," she declared. "I am ready for the next step."
Grinning with happiness at her sudden conversion, Kay ran her tongue down the woman's body, laving the tendrils that held her in place. Like a zipper, they pulled apart, freeing the scientist's body. Grabbing her arm, Kay helped her to her feet.
There came a twinge in her neck and Kay looked up at the dark, bay window above. Instinctively, she knew that she was being watched. No matter, nothing they could do would stop her from processing Katy.
She refocused her attention on the scientist, who was walking straight towards broodmother. It was not within Kay's mandate to command her - the broodling would take care of enforcing Mother's will.
When she stopped in front of broodmother, the creature's body began to glow brightly with different colors. Kay knew immediately what this meant. Broodmother wanted a new warden.
Broodmother's proboscis lifted high in the air, the end widening. Katy stood there, her somnolent form swaying as broodmother's trunk swooped down, engulfing her body. The proboscis rose in the air, the bulge of the woman's body moving down its throat. In a moment, she was completely gone, subsumed by the beast.
Broodmother's body immediately brightened, purples, violets, and blues sparkling within its belly. Just as it had for her, broodmother was treating Katy to a dazzling display of mesmerizing lights.
As a warden, the bright lights had no effect on her unless she wished them to. Unfortunately, she couldn't indulge, as she needed to keep track of the other scientists. It was a bit of a shame, really, as she found that losing herself in them was quite enjoyable.
Sighing, she frowned at the broodling who was still attached to her nipple. *Greedy little thing.* "Come here," she croaked, pulling it gently from its place on top of her enormous breast. For it to be useful, it needed an egg, and she had just birthed plenty of those.
Wandering over to her clutch, she kneeled and picked her way through the pile. There were eggs of two different kinds of creatures mingled together here - broodlings, and beetles. Some had been implanted by her broodmaster, others by broodmother.
It was simple enough to tell them apart, as the broodling eggs were much smaller than the others. At first glance, they might appear white, but if one looked a little closer, they had dots all over their surface, in purple and green.
Holding the beetle in one hand, she carefully inserted the egg into its liquid pouch. The membrane folded over its hard surface, encapsulating the growing life inside. There it would remain, until its contents were injected into an unsuspecting human brain.



Paired up, the new broodling could take its place in one of her brood pockets. Seizing its body, she turned it around. It chirped at her, its mouth sucker lunging for her breast. She chuckled harshly. "No, little one, you belong here," she growled, sliding it into one of her pockets. It seized the interior nipple quickly enough, beginning to gorge itself. It would grow fat and happy until she ordered it to attack. *A gift for the humans.*
That dealt with, she looked at broodmother. Her colors were fading, winking out, one by one. A bulge appeared at the base of her tail, slowly moving towards the tip.
Curious, she watched as the scientist was ejected from broodmother as if she was falling down a waterslide. The woman's transformation had moved more quickly than it had for her, but perhaps broodmother was in a hurry. They certainly did need the knowledge locked up inside her head to run the Gate.
The new warden got up on her altered feet, wobbling in place as she adjusted to her new footwear. Kay stepped up to her, cupping one of her dimpled breasts. She grinned, her blackened mouth dripping liquid.
Kay urgently wanted to lay with her, but had to satisfy herself with a quick peck on the cheek. They had work to do - her broodmaster had been feeding her the details while she had been waiting for the warden's transformation.
The new warden licked her cheek and traced a claw down Kay's side before heading to the computer console. Oh yes, they were definitely going to have some fun with each other later. *Mother's children love each other.*
The transformed scientist keyed in a sequence on the computer, and the Gate spun to life. A purplish oval the size of an orange began to expand, swirling as it grew larger. It looked almost as though the reality of this place was being sucked into some form of black hole, but on the other side, there was a twisted, purple dimension. *Mother's home.*
Kay sat down next to the plump scientist, licking her tongue over the tendrils holding him in the carpet. His mouth was moving, but his eyes were closed. The broodling hadn't yet seized control, but it was inevitable.
She wasn't going to wait for that eventuality. These infested weren't going to be fed into the broodmother to be changed into wardens. Instead, they had been earmarked for something special. They would be taken to Mother's dimension, where they would be experimented upon to develop something new.
Mother had little experience dealing with humans. It was a pleasant surprise that they could be infested by her progeny so easily. This was a perfect opportunity for Her to understand them better. Twist them better. Kay couldn't wait to see the new organisms She was able to develop after testing with this new stock.
Grabbing him by the arm, she forcefully pulled him to his feet, goose stepping him towards the portal. When his legs wouldn't support him properly, she wrapped her arm around his shoulder, carrying most of his weight up the ramp.
The other side of the portal was dark, cave walls drawn with irregular purple lines. The walls almost seemed alive, bulbous green tentacles growing from them like grass. A cobblestone pathway ran left to right, just beyond the entrance, little wiggling purple tendrils pushing up between the black stones.
It didn't match anything she had seen before, but she hadn't really expected it to. The scenery would have disturbed her past self, but she wasn't that person. She was better. Her new body belonged to Her world, not earth. Not any more. *Mother's dimension.*
A clopping sound echoed from the cave beyond, a rattling cart appearing from her right. The bed of the cart was flat, made of black, twisted hardwood that had been melded together. The rails were held together with vertical slats topped with carved knobs, sculptures of grotesque tentacled beasts gripping them tightly.
Its wooden wheels were large, the hub and felloes painted a dark purple. A golden script was written around the periphery, a discomforting language that echoed in Kay's mind. Somehow she knew what it said: All who belong to the shadows belong to Mother.
The creature drawing the cart was well muscled, with a lower half that looked like a horse's hindquarters. Her legs bent just like a horse, too, as they clopped along the lane, her chest flexing as she pulled at her harness.
Her body was long, and stringy, clearly used to such exertion, swollen nipples standing proud on her small breasts. Her arms had a stretchy section of skin running from her wrists to her sides, like wings, her hands looking like talons.
It was almost as though someone had taken bits they liked from various creatures and grafted them together to create a whole. Whether the creature had been born this way, or altered by Mother, she had no way of knowing, but she certainly made a striking appearance.
The creature stopped and beamed at her, showing off its long, pointy teeth, which interfaced with each other like craggy peaks. "Welcome," she murmured in a low pitched voice, like a growling lioness, turning her head to point at the conveyance she was harnessed to. "Drop them in the cart."
Kay did as she was asked, helping the fat man to surmount the wooden step leading up the back. The cart swayed from their weight as she laid him on the ground, noting that his breathing was coming quicker. He was likely going to regain consciousness soon, but that was not her problem.
Leaving the man behind her, she proceeded back through the portal, meeting the other warden who was diligently carrying the next scientist in her arms. She flicked her tongue at the woman in greeting. Her gesture was quickly returned, one of the new warden's reptilian eyes winking at her.
Full of energy, she leapt over the carpet, her heels barely sinking in. Stepping quickly, she kneeled next to a petite scientist. Unfortunately, the woman was awake, screaming her head off. This wouldn't do - it would be difficult to get her into the cart while she was struggling. The broodling must not have enough control over her thought processes yet to keep her in line.
Drastic measures would need to be taken. Straddling the woman's body, she tucked her thumbs inside the woman's thrashing mouth, her claws pressing against her cheeks. When the woman tried to turn her head, the pain in her mouth stopped her. "Be still!" she croaked, her tongue reaching down to lick the woman's forehead.
This didn't have the desired effect. The woman became even more incoherent, her chest heaving as she cried, eyes rolling wildly. Kay sighed to herself. Had she really been this disconsolate as a human?
Annoyed with her, she sent a request to her broodmaster, who returned her request with a tenebrous grin. The creature's tail jerked on her back, rotating a little as it extracted itself. She didn't like being without it, but she needed the slime the creature generated to subdue this individual.
Pulling the woman's mouth wider, she wrapped her claws tightly around her skull. "Stop struggling!" she ordered.
When the woman failed to comply, her broodmaster moved the end of its tail over her mouth, liquid spraying from its tip. The goo splashed over her face and into her mouth, drowning out her wails as the tail lunged inside.
Choking on its girth, the woman stopped thrashing as all of her energy was consumed by an urgent need to breathe. Her hands shot up, tugging on the tail desperately, but its spines had sprung open, locking itself into her throat. It pulsed once, twice, feeding her multiple loads of the fluid. Her throat bulged, the discharge being forcefully crammed into her stomach.
It took only a few moments for her broodmaster to be satisfied with its dose. The tail's spines retracted and it retreated, whipping around her head to throw off the excess liquid. The woman heaved and burped, some of the fluid spilling from her mouth.
Her eyes clouded, a milky white film forming on top. Her breath wheezed out of her body as a long sigh, her lips forming into a smile. "More," she said languidly.
Kay grinned, running her tongue down the woman's front as her broodmaster screwed its tail into her back. She felt energized as the fluid rushed into her body, grabbing the scientist by her shoulders. With a force of strength, she lifted the woman to her feet.
Crouching down, she pushed her head under the woman's shoulder, grabbing her around the waist. Standing up, she balanced the comatose scientist over her shoulder. She was surprised at just how light the woman was. *Or she was so much stronger.*
Confidently, she marched towards the portal, feeling good. She was pleased to find that her balance had improved with practice. At first, the wedges of spongy material that had been grafted to her feet had been a bit distracting, but now she was learning to enjoy them. They provided plenty of support without her having to wear shoes.
Indeed, she found no need to wear any clothing at all any more. Her broodmaster helped to regulate her body temperature, and she needed open access to her front to allow her broodlings to come and go freely.
It would be a waste of time anyway; she didn't need to disguise her body. Mother had given her all the tools she needed to infiltrate and subvert, without having to squeeze her perfected form into tight weavings. Besides, It was far too much of a bother to take such things off when she found her libido in need of servicing.
A few short steps up the ramp, and she was back in Mother's dimension, the bird/horse creature studying her appreciatively with her cat eyes. The scientist she was carrying hardly made a peep when she set her down in the cart next to the others. They were all struggling internally with the new reality their broodlings were creating, but they had no idea what was in store for them.
To be fair, she didn't really know, either. Would they be transformed into chimeras, like the humanoid pulling the cart? Quirking her lips, she padded over next to the curious humanoid, folding her arms and waiting.
It was a conversational tactic she had often taken as a human. Usually, the other party would get so uncomfortable they would feel obliged to say something. It wasn't a rude tactic, just useful. Besides, her restructured tongue wasn't very good at talking. *It was much better at pleasing.*
The humanoid watched her for a short while, fluffing the feathers that decorated her shoulders. "You know, I've never done it with a warden before," the creature said speculatively, curling her clawed hands.
Kay grunted noncommittally, not wanting to lead her on. She didn't find herself very attracted to the monstrous creature, though that might change as she got used to Mother's gifts. Besides, she wasn't willing to commit to anything without understanding the dynamics of the situation. Everything was still too new, and who knew what the political ramifications might be?
The creature frowned, taking a step back, her harness jingling. "I... apologize. I got ahead of myself. Please don't punish me." Her long neck pulled in tight, as if she was looking for a hiding spot.
Kay waited patiently as the other warden fetched the last scientist. "Mother provides," she growled at last, her tongue getting in the way. "Mother decides. The mission comes first."
The creature dipped her head, acknowledging her comment, her eyes blinking rapidly. The expression of relief on her face made Kay suspect that others were not as forgiving as she was. She huffed, chasing the idle thoughts away - she couldn't afford to get embroiled in the vagaries of this world.
Her partner warden climbed up the ramp, hefting a male scientist easily in her arms. His head lolled, eyes watery, milky white. She had probably been forced to medicate him as well. Moving easily on her wedge heels, she dropped the man into the cart, the axle bouncing under the load.
Kay pressed her hands together and nodded at the creature in harness. "Mother provides," she grated.
The creature chirped. "Mother provides." Lifting her horse legs, she strained against her straps, pulled the cart down the well worn lane. Her clopping hooves rebounded off the cave walls as the path took a sharp turn to the left.
Job completed. Kay sighed, moving back through the portal into the more familiar landscape of the lab, the other warden just behind her. "What are you called?" she asked the warden, assuming she might want to take a new name after her transformation.
The warden's face creased, her lips squeezing together. She must be communing with her broodmaster to come up with a decision. Her face relaxed as her mouth spread wide into a grin. "Call me Kai," she growled. "Katy is gone."
"Nice to meet you, Kai," grinned Kay, sliding her hand along the other warden's shoulder.
Kai closed her eyes, savoring her touch. This likely would have proceeded to something far more intimate in nature, but they were pulled out of their fun by the sound of the large double doors to the room rolling open.
Kay sighed, squeezing Kai's shoulder firmly before turning around to face the intruders. There were two of them, trying their best to roll large canisters down the ramp.
Kay moved to the center of the carpet, putting herself between them and the broodmother, making herself visible on purpose. Kai scuttled towards broodmother, hiding herself behind the large creature's body. If things went downhill, she would act as reinforcements.
Kay waited silently, watching the two figures as they stopped in front of the organic matrix, one of them pressing her foot into the spongy membrane. Memories washed through her, deja vu taking hold. She had seen this exact scenario, two times before, from different vantage points.
She let the memories spool through her mind, impressions flashing from both Kate's and Katy's points of view. She grinned. She didn't need to do anything right now but watch.
The one dressed in a scientist's lab coat tapped the other on the shoulder, her mouth moving. From this distance, she could only hear a faint murmuring. It wasn't important - she knew exactly what they were saying. Their plan wasn't going to work. Hadn't worked. Wouldn't work again.
One of them screamed something incomprehensible, spraying a jet of liquid nitrogen onto the carpet. Kay frowned, distressed that some of the mat would be damaged, but it wouldn't matter in the end. It would regrow.
Her eyes followed the other woman as she snuck around the side of a set of tanks, rolling her canister along the floor. She would have been alarmed if she hadn't known what was coming next.
The woman wearing the lab coat had attracted the attention of some broodlings, the small beetle-like creatures skittering towards her. Just before they got into range, the woman screamed and shut off the valve on the tank, abandoning the hose to sneak after the other woman.
Curious about how it was going to go down in this timeline, she silently crawled up the steel ladder welded to the side of a tank. Crouching down on her knees, she eased her way to the edge, spotting Kate fiddling with her liquid nitrogen cylinder.
At that moment, a small dart flew through the air, striking her neck right below her left jaw bone. "What the?" she blurted, feeling blindly for the sharp implement.
She hunched her back, glancing at the spent dart before turning around. Her gaze fixed on Katy, her eyes widened as her legs began to give out. "Why?"
Katy loomed over her victim, taking a strand of her hair as she whispered some calming words. Leaning over, she took Kate in her arms and kissed her forehead as the woman dropped to the floor, unconscious.
Moving around behind her, Katy grabbed at Kate's shoulders, dragging her towards the organic carpet. When she reached the edge, she began to struggle, finding it difficult to drag the woman's body onto the spongy material.
Taking pity on her, Kay leaped from the tank, dropping to her feet silently in front of the corrupted scientist. Leaning over, she picked up the fallen woman's legs and helped Katy to move the body onto the carpet.
Gasping for breath, Katy braced her back against a computer rack. "Thank you," she breathed heavily.
Kay shrugged internally. She knew that this Katy was really her past self. She was simply helping herself. *Bringing herself closer to Mother.*
Katy stood, looking over Kay's transformed body appreciatively. "You look amazing," she said
softly as she approached, settling her hands delicately on Kay's hips.
Kay grinned, licking Katy's nose with her ridged tongue. Her libido spiked when the other woman gave her a knowing look. She grunted in acknowledgement of her lascivious thoughts.
Katy leaned forward, her mouth open in invitation. Oh no, it wouldn't be that easy.
Her back rustled, her broodmaster disconnecting from her port. She keenly felt its lack, but this was necessary. Her converted self deserved to know what was coming next. She needed the knowledge so that she could accomplish her mission. *Ensuring that Kate is transformed, and that Katy becomes a warden, as had happened before.*
The tail of her broodmaster slid into the woman's pants, flicking upwards to run under her shirt. The back of her lab coat tented on her back as it spun around, finding its way to the socket on her back. Kay hissed her pleasure as it plugged in, her thoughts and memories flooding through the connection into Katy's brain.
Katy started, her breath catching. "Are you s... serious?" she asked, gaping at Kay. "Are you really...?"
Kay blinked her reptilian eyes, grinning as she thrust her tongue into Katy's mouth, blocking any further pointless conversation. *She didn't need to talk. Only think, and obey.*
Katy's eyes unfocused, her brain elsewhere. She chewed on Kay's tongue absently, her teeth bouncing off its rubbery surface. *It would take a lot more force to damage Kay's new form. Even if she was trying, it would be impossible for her to injure a warden in her current state.*
Katy spread her legs, undoing her pants and letting them fall to the floor to reveal her wet pussy. Throat flexing, she began to hum, her cloudy eyes vaguely focused on Kay.
Kay's sexmaster whipped its tail under her legs, operating under its own volition as it speared Katy's sex with its tubular appendage. Katy jerked, her body responding as the tube pressed into her core.
Katy screamed around her tongue, breasts jiggling as her womb was plundered. Her belly puffed up, the sexmaster's tube growing in size as it prepared for implantation. Kay's ass began to pulse, the plug throbbing as a bulge ran down the sexmaster's tail.
The ovoid paused at the entrance to Katy's pussy, but with an extra strong push from the sexmaster's tube, it popped inside. Katy's belly swelled as the egg rammed inside her, the bulge nestled safely in her belly.
Her sexmaster settled into a brutal rhythm, pumping egg after egg into the poor woman's snatch. Her body was still too human to be ready for such abuse, but *she could take it in service of Mother.*
Kay leaned forward, ramming her tongue further down Katy's throat. She could feel pressure forming at the tip, liquid squirting down her victim's throat. Katy closed her eyes, sucking desperately on her thick tongue as it pulsed in time to the eggs being jammed into her pussy.
Inevitably, Katy couldn't keep up, choking on the tongue that was wiggling in her throat. She jerked like a puppet on strings, the last egg slipping through her inner lips as an orgasm seized her body.
Her breasts swayed enticingly, sweat dripping from her chin. Her head nodded uncontrollably as Kay pulled back, her tongue slithering free from Katy's mouth. Hacking, she bent over, fluid dribbling onto the carpet.



It was a little unkind to disconnect her broodmaster while Katy was still gasping for air, but her purpose had been accomplished. *She has been prepared for the trials to come.*
As her sexmaster's tail pulled itself free with a flourish, she examined the pathetic looking human in front of her. Dripping with fluid, belly distended with eggs, disheveled face - she looked atrocious. *Fortunately, her weak human form would soon be improved, made better able to serve Mother.*
Dismissing her, she turned away, glancing at Kate, who was clearly advanced in her infestation. She moved around the woman, watching and waiting patiently for Katy to attend. This was not her problem to deal with, though she certainly didn't mind helping.
She blinked lazily as Katy approached Kate, the woman rousing from her stupor. Their back and forth was nothing more than a faint buzz in her mind. She didn't feel any particular need to pay attention - she had already been through this twice before, and the end result was always the same.
Moreover, she was simply bored. If her memories held true, it would be a while before she was able to get any personal satisfaction. If she was feeling impulsive, she could insert herself in the transformation of 'Kate,' but she didn't want to change the past that led to the future that produced her.
She wasn't even certain if she could. Nothing she had done the second time had changed what had happened the first time. It would be utter hubris to believe that she could improve the outcome the third time, especially since everything was going the way she wanted.
In the end, it was better to wait, and act only when required, as her memories suggested. Like now.
Stepping forward, she grabbed Kate by the shoulders, who had no doubt managed to convince herself that fleeing was a good idea. Her past self was still ignorant, but soon would understand just how unmalleable her future had become.
Her broodmaster struck, wrapping its tail around Kate's neck. Spines retracted, it squeezed tight enough to interrupt her rant. The woman tried to pull free, but she was well and truly stuck.
"There's no escape," stated Katy as she stalked closer. "I might not remember each exact detail, but I already know everything you're going to do. I've planned out all the details. I am you."
Kate's body jiggled in her arms, going slack. Kay swapped from having to restrain her to having to hold her up.
"It won't be long now!" grinned Katy.
She unzipped Kate's shirt, destroying her bra. "... How long can you remain as you are when you're being pleasured... by yourself?"
She ran her hands under Kate's breasts, playing with them. "Normally, this wouldn't arouse you much," she said directly, "However, the new connections the broodling has made in your brain have enhanced your tactile sensations. All I have to do is this..."
Kay couldn't quite see what she was doing, but she could glimpse Kate's breasts being pushed up and fondled. She rather wished it was her doing the playing, but it wasn't hard for her to follow along in her memories. Her own nipples stiffened, responding to the sexual tension.
"...and you're helpless before me," grinned Katy. "Just as we're helpless before it. You love it. You love being infected by it. You love being changed by it. Belonging to it."
Katy hummed while she fondled Kate's breasts some more, eliciting a small hiss. "I wish I could feel what you're feeling, but we're not linked in that way. I know, though. I know exactly how you feel. You want more of it. You want to feel this way again. Give in to yourself. Let your thoughts become its thoughts. Let its thoughts become your thoughts.The broodling is not a separate being. There is just you, merged with it. A part of it. A servant of Mother."
Kate leaned back into her, clearly enjoying the stimulation. Her hands unzipped her pants, reaching for her pussy. Her fingers established, she pulled forward, pressing herself into Katy's enlarged belly. She was getting desperate for release.
She trembled, her mouth opening wide to release her screams of pleasure. Kay let go of her, watching the orgasm take hold. She wasn't going anywhere now. *Straight into the arms of Mother.*
When the woman came down from her pleasure high, she leapt forward and pulled Katy into a wet kiss. Kay waited patiently as the two of them enjoyed each other, though she was a bit piqued she wasn't included in the action. They hadn't last time, so she hadn't expected it, but still.
Eventually, Katy pulled back. "I'd love to stay and do this with you more, but you have things to do. As me."
Kate nodded enthusiastically. "What's next? I can't wait to experience more."
Katy frowned, cupping her chin. "We need to make you... look like me. Remember, if you recognize me when I first meet you, this won't work. You can disguise your voice by using a lower pitch, but you can't disguise your clothing."
Yes, of course, this did need to happen, but she didn't need to be involved. She zoned out, letting her imagination run wild with what she was going to do to Katy later. It was going to be quite enjoyable. *Mother wishes pleasure for her children.*
Filling her holes would always be pleasurable, but her pussy twitched violently when she thought of implantation. It was a shame her sexmaster was a separate entity. She would love to experience pumping eggs into a helpless victim for herself.
She jumped internally when Katy made a motion at her. Oh, yes, of course. Stepping forward, she seized Kate's black hair and slashed at it with her claws, strands floating to the ground where it would be cleaned up by the matrix.
While she was working, Kai slid up next to her, interested in their new victim. Katy took Kate by the shoulder and turned her to face the converted scientist. "These two creatures are wardens, blessed with Mother's favor, transcending their former lives. They have been altered to carry Mother's favor to others, complete with temporary homes for some of Her brood."
Katy marched boldly towards Kay, reaching her hand into one of her brood pockets to take hold of a beetle. She tugged on it authoritatively, the beetle slipping off her inner teat and into the woman's hand. She proceeded to extract the egg from the beetle and presented it to Kate, letting the beetle drop to the mat. *The beetle would find another broodling easily enough; there were plenty of her eggs in the pile in the corner.*
Next, Katy presented Kate to Kai. "This one was formerly a scientist, who has the knowledge we need to run the Gate. Quite convenient, if you ask me. Mother knows, and Mother provides."
The warden's broodmaster disconnected from her back, wiggling through the air as it sought another connection. Moving behind Kate in an arc, it plugged into her back, burrowing inside. Kay didn't have to imagine what Kate was going through now... she remembered it. Quite painful, but also rewarding, too.
Her broodmaster wiggled in her socket. Amusement and companionship echoed through the link. She wouldn't trade their connection for anything.
When Kai was done, the broodmaster popped free, leaving behind a metallic circle that would be used in the future when Kate eventually received a broodmaster of her own. Afterwards, Kate was eager to enter the Gate, but Katy brought her up short, bringing her in front of the broodmother.
The naive girl waved at the giant creature. "Hello! What kind of creature are you?"
Broodmother responded with a dazzling array of lights, followed by throwing up a dollop of caustic goo onto her face. It was tough to watch, but necessary for the next step.
Katy handed Kate the scientist's security card and shooed her towards the Gate. A quick reconfiguration of the portal, and the woman was gone, sent back to the past, to do this all over again, as Katy. Just as she was doing this all over again, as Kay. Each choice she made sealed her future more permanently. *A future serving Mother.*
Mission complete, Katy turned to face her as she waddled back down the ramp. Kay grinned, her mouth stretching much wider than it could have as a human. "Your turn," she growled. "The process is joy."
Katy nodded briskly and took off her clothing. The knowledge of what she must do had been fed to her during their earlier assignation via Kay's broodmaster. It was unnecessary for her to Instruct. Her slave self would do without being told.
She approached broodmother, looking exhilarated. "Do it!" she shouted. "Make me become!"
Broodmother accepted her request, her proboscis swallowing her in one lunge, the bulging form of her body sliding down broodmother's lubricated tract. Within, she would be transformed, becoming a warden. Becoming her, in preparation for her next trip to the past.
Kay suspected that she wouldn't be going back again. There was little reason for it, as she had been fully converted into Mother's servant. The corruption of the scientists was complete, and soon there would be nothing stopping them from spreading Her love to all of earth. The thought made her wet.
A hand ran across her shoulder, pausing at one of the rubbery protrusions near her neck. The hand squeezed slowly, inducing a frisson of warmth in her shoulder. Hissing, she turned to confront her assailant. It was Kai.
Her mouth creased wide, her long tongue hanging out. "Let's," she croaked, wrapping an arm gently around her neck and pulling her in close.
For a long moment, they just hugged, letting their nude bodies ride up against each other. In all respects, they were mirror images, from their blackened lips to their swollen bellies. Carbon copies. *Identical libidos.*
What wasn't identical was their rate of gestation. Kay had already birthed at least once, but Kai hadn't, and she was overdue. *Time for a little... forced birthing.*
Kay trailed a claw down Kai's side, moving her head down with it. Kneeling on the mat, she moved in decisively on Kai's pussy, inserting the throbbing end of her thick tongue into her snatch. It was damp and dark, but Kai smelled good. Not like a human. Not like one at all.
Her tunnel was sloppy wet, enlarged by her transformation and the rough handling she had received from her sexmaster. Unlike a human's vagina, hers had been enhanced with a series of slight corrugations which caught on Kay's tongue as it penetrated deeper.
She ran her tongue around in a circle, lubricating the ridges as Kai's tunnel clamped down on her tongue, hard. A desperate moan rang out above her, letting her know that she was on the right track.
Pulling her head out a few inches, she thrust herself back inside, savoring the taste of her own liquid as it spilled out of Kai's snatch onto her face. This time, the tip of her tongue rammed against Kai's cervix, the base of her tongue bending slightly as it hit this solid obstacle.
Kai squealed, but not in pain. This kind of play might be too rough for a human, but for a warden, it was all pleasure. The bends of her tongue rubbed against Kai's walls, increasing the stimulation.
Desperate for more, Kai squatted on her face, forcing her tongue in further. This had the effect of lodging Kay's tongue into her cervix, pressing hard against her muscled orifice.
She was a little surprised to find a small opening where usually there was none. *Kai was ready to birth some of her own eggs!*
Kai groaned at the pain of her birthing, her tunnel squeezing rapidly. Her body tried desperately to expel the egg, but it was caught up against the tip of Kay's tongue. She teased the warden by pushing it back up her passage, eliciting a surprised squeal of delight. "Do it again!" she cried out.
This was definitely promising. She pulled her tongue out a few inches, then shoved it back in, pumping back and forth. Kai's moans became unintelligible, a pure cacophony of ecstasy. Thrust. Release. Thrust. Release.
It was too much for the transformed scientist to bear. Her entire body trembled as she cried out, an orgasm taking hold. With it, she lost all control of her nethers, her vagina pulsing like a speaker cone.
Kay found it difficult to keep her tongue inside, but it didn't matter - she had accomplished her objective. Smiling smugly, she allowed her tongue to be pushed out along with the first egg, which bounced gently off the organic matrix.
Moving her head upwards, she ran her tongue over Kai's pubes, leaving behind a slimy trail of her liquid mixed with Kai's juices. She continued upwards, over the swell of Kai's belly, stopping to tickle her belly button with the bulbous tip. Moving her tongue in a circle, she swirled it over Kai's chest.
Kai chuckled, cupping her cheek. "What a ride!" she growled, her butt flexing as another egg crested her inner lips.
Her breath caught as even more eggs arrived, her face flushing as sweat beaded on her face. She closed her eyes, letting the sensations take her as she experienced the full joy of birthing. *An experience both of them would have over and over again in service to Mother.*
Not one to let an opportunity go, Kay stood, leaning over to envelop one of Kai's breasts with her warm mouth. She pressed her tongue forward, the hollow end popping over the top of Kai's nipple as if it was meant to be there.
Flexing a muscle she didn't know she had, the circular opening at the end of her tongue clamped down, providing light suction around Kai's tender flesh. The purple bumps on her breasts expanded, small trickles of pearlescent liquid dripping from the tips. That was nothing compared to the gusher that flooded her mouth, however, Kai's sweet milk draining down Kay's throat.
Kai shuddered, running her fingers over the knobs of flesh on Kay's shoulders, squeezing them with abandon. Sizzling pleasure sparked down Kay's back, encouraging her to redouble her efforts.
Pressing her face in the breast, she closed her jaw, running her teeth over Kai's sensitive skin. Her incisors caught against the purple bumps, tickling them as they jostled free. More delicious fluid flowed into her mouth, bursting in a cascade that she couldn't completely swallow.
Some of Kai's nectar flowed around her lips, splashing onto her neck and breasts. The fluid was absorbed by her body, being sucked through her skin. What exactly the substance was, she had no idea, but their bodies had been transformed to need it. To produce it. To crave it. At Mother's command. *She didn't need to know anything more.*
Kai grabbed hold of two of Kay's fleshy knobs, holding onto them as if they were handholds. Her body spasmed, reacting to the simultaneous assault of the egg birthing and the soft sucking at her teat. "Fuck, yesssss!" she hissed, spreading her legs further apart as her final eggs dropped from her snatch.
Kai's body relaxed, her hands letting go of Kay as she exhaled in a long whistle. Kay clamped her mouth down on Kai's nipple, extracting her tongue with a further burst of the shiny liquid. Closing her mouth, she suckled down the last few drops that clung to her prehensile appendage. "You are tasty!" she growled, standing up to examine Kai hungrily.
Kai opened her reptilian eyes, a faint glow dancing within as her blackened lips lifted. "So are you!" she grunted, stepping in close so that their hips touched.
This doubtless would have accelerated into another kissing session, but they were both distracted by a rumbling sound expelled from broodmother's proboscis. Turning, they spotted a bulge running down her tail, the end lifting up so that its precious cargo was deposited safely on the soft organic mat.
A newborn warden, soaked with juices of her birthing, sat there in a daze, staring at nothing. Kay took Kai by the shoulder, squeezing gently. "Let me handle this," she whispered gutturally. "I know her best."
The transformed scientist nodded, backing away to give her space. Moving in, Kay grinned as she lowered her clawed hand in front of the new warden's face. The warden took it, pulling herself to her feet. The new warden's mouth crept upwards. They faced each other, mirror images of perfection.
Her past self drew her into a hug, gripping her firmly as their chests pressed into each other. Now, they would commune together, as two identical disciples of Mother. Her broodmaster disconnected from her socket, circling around to connect to her doppleganger's back while her new broodmaster connected to hers. A mobius loop of communication.
She pushed her knowledge, feelings, and assurances through the link, receiving hope in return. As these faded, they were replaced by an abiding love that echoed back and forth through the link. She loved seeing herself this way!
Her newly transformed self pressed her forehead against Kay's in adoration, her tongue flopping out. Kay seized control of the situation by using her tongue to lasso the middle of the other warden's tongue, holding it captive. The new warden retaliated by flicking the remaining free end to lick Kay's face.
This amusement lasted only a short while before the new warden's face scrunched up in discomfort, a distressed grunt emitting from her throat. Kay remembered this. She was experiencing her first birthing, and it wouldn't be an easy one. How could she make this easier for her?
She grabbed the woman's shoulders and sent a focused burst of encouragement through their connection. *Seek the pain, want the pain. Of birthing.*
The first egg came quickly, accompanied by another grunt, her face a mask of pain. The second was easier, faster than the first, her pain beginning to turn. By the third, it was apparent that she was starting to feel better. *Pain is pleasure.*
Kay let go of her shoulders and went straight for her breasts. She knew just how sensitive they were, and wanted to give herself a taste of the future pleasure to come.
She squeezed and rolled them, her palms slipping over the bumps and nipples, sending vibrations of pleasure into the new warden's body. Unused to this stimulation, the warden howled, her pussy dripping as several eggs were expelled at once.
Kay kept up her stimulation, wrapping her fingers around in a half circle to tug at the new warden's breasts, hoping to elicit a good spurt of her liquid. Instead, a great gush of new eggs spilled from her pussy, piling up in a messy pyramid.
Soon, the last egg had hit the top, rolling down the pile to rest at the base. The new warden patted at her much slimmer belly, whining. Kay grinned, knowing exactly what she wanted.
Running her hands behind the new warden's back, she reeled her in, waiting for her sexmaster to strike. The plug in her ass flexed as the creature's body swung into action, its ovipositor making a beeline for the other warden's pussy, slamming inside.
The eggs the new warden had just produced could remain here, but she would need a new brood if she was to go back in time and enslave the scientists. The second time loop would happen just the same as the first. There would be no deviations.
Her past self was shaking, being pumped up by her sexwarden. She was clearly enjoying this, as she thrust her belly forward until it bumped against Kay's. She could feel a latent sadness through their link, however, as the new warden stared at her inflated belly.
Kay sighed internally, untangling their tongues so she could soundly kiss the beautiful monster on her cheek. When the warden began to tear up, she kissed her further, wishing to kiss her eternally until all the sadness had gone away.
She licked her face, like a cat, hoping to elicit a different emotion. This appeared to be successful, as the new warden groaned, pressing their breasts together. Any sadness was quickly being replaced by pleasure, her face flushing as her breathing increased in tempo.



Like a spark of lightning, an orgasm lit off from within her core, shooting between both of them instantaneously. Kay trembled, feeling the depth of her pleasure. Even though she was getting it second hand, it was almost powerful enough to set her off. Her body was certainly on edge. It certainly wouldn't take much for her to explode.
Alas, it wasn't her place. Her time to play with herself was almost over. She would need to be sent back to the past to build the outcome she was currently enjoying.
She held back her sadness, allowing her doppelganger to experience the warmth of their coupling without being dragged down by useless emotions. She breathed heavily, satisfied that she had fulfilled her duty to Mother. *Her eggs would create this future.*
Their broodmasters knew it was time for her doppleganger to go as well. Twisting and tugging, they both disconnected simultaneously. Kay jerked with relief as her broodmaster reconnected back into her port, loath to be disconnected from her companion for long.
She held her duplicate at arms length, admiring her beauty for a moment. Sighing, she reluctantly let go. "Next time," she said seriously, "You will repay the favor."
Her doppleganger nodded, looking regretful. She knew just as well as her that this was goodbye. *Until then.*
Turning, she keyed up the Gate, using the knowledge borrowed from the scientist, Katy. She spotted Kai out of the corner of her eye, a slight rush of pleasure running through her loins. She wasn't done with that one just yet.
The Gate spun up, its rippling blue portal opening up into another time and place. Sighing, she watched as her past self climbed the ramp, patting her broodmaster and sexmaster for reassurance.
Kay wished for a moment that she would turn back, say something, but she knew that she wouldn't. Her steps marched forward with authority, her body cresting the Gate and vanishing before Kay could react.
The portal snapped shut, searing the image of her past self into her eyes. That was that. The end of an era. All of her goals had been accomplished.
Her broodmaster stirred, throbbing on her head. She chuckled. What was she saying? There would be new missions in service of the Mother. She just didn't know what they were yet.
Suddenly, Kai was at her side, resting a hand on her shoulder. With her other hand, she gestured at the Gate. "I was told. You must go. Meet Mother."
A freezing fear seized Kay's loins. "Told?" she croaked. "When?"
It was all well and good continuously telling herself that she served Mother. That she was Mother's servant. Her slave. The prospect of meeting her was something else entirely. What kind of a creature was she? *A loving one,* whispered her broodmother.
That wasn't her question. Not really. How did she look? Her broodmother had no answer to that one. Perhaps it didn't know either.
"Broodmother told me," Kai hissed, her words running together as she struggled to talk with her enlarged tongue. "While I was being processed. She wants to see you, and I am bound to configure the Gate to facilitate the meeting."
Kay nodded, using the calm coolness of her broodmaster to collect herself. "As Mother commands," she replied, looking at the Gate.
It was quiet. She sensed that this time it would be vastly different than her past experiences. She wasn't going when, she was going where. To see her Mistress.
Her lips tingled. "Let's do it," she growled, marching up the ramp. She hated procrastinating, and she hated looking back once she had committed to a course of action.
She stared at the Gate as the white lights around its periphery began to rotate. The rippling blue portal inched open, as she had seen it do so many times before.
She would have been more comfortable if it had been another trip through time. She hated feeling out of control. Always had. *Calmness. Mother loves you.*
Yes, but what did Mother look like?
Her shoulders shivered. She was about to find out. She took a deep breath, gazing into the rippling wall of energy. It wasn't pure blue, as it had been before. The edges were blue, true, but the center had taken on a dark purplish sheen, tendrils rippling above the surface.
She hesitated, her brow furrowing. Was the gate supposed to do that? She had never seen it look that disturbing before, not even when it had previously connected to Mother's realm.
Suddenly, a gigantic glowing purple tentacle jetted out from the center of the portal. Translucent, it spiralled in a circle as it wound around behind her back. She turned to follow its path, at which point it struck, winding around her again and jabbing into her back, right below her broodmaster's port.
Lurching forward, she thought for a moment that she was going to spill onto the floor. Her arms automatically splayed out in front of her to catch the fall that never came. Instead, she floated above the ramp, her body levitating as if it was lighter than air.
Her back felt like it had been struck by a live wire, electric, stinging pain working its way into her spine. The tentacle dug deeper, the pain spreading through her socket and into the tube that linked her to her broodmaster.
She commanded the broodmaster to disconnect, to do something, but it was too late - the tentacle that had assaulted her was reaching up her broodmaster's tail, past her neck, into its mind, and, by extension, hers.
All at once, she stopped struggling. She couldn't. She wasn't in control any longer.
A burst of light and sound assaulted her, foreign whispers in a language she couldn't understand. An enormous presence touched her mind, filled with terrible and obscene knowledge. More than the pitiful organic mass in her skull could store. More than a thousand brains could comprehend.
She felt silly. There was no way to escape from such intelligence. Why had she ever bothered trying to run? There was nothing she should run from. *These were whispers of Mother.*
The room flashed in her eyes like a slideshow, her body being turned by the tentacle to face the portal. She floated, moving closer to the writhing mass of tendrils that had breached its surface. Mother was taking her to see Her. She only hoped her poor mind would remain sane after this experience.
Even if she descended into gibbering madness, she was certain Mother would still find a use for her. All the same, she would appreciate not going crazy. Not that she would have a choice - mother held her securely in Her grip.
Her heart pumped faster, limbs paralzed as she was drawn into the portal. As she approached closer, waving purple tendrils filled her field of view. This triggered an atavistic fear in the slim parts of her mind that remained human, and she found that she could not bring herself to watch. This was too strange, even for one who had been transformed like her.
She closed her eyes, fully prepared for the tendrils to lick every inch of her body, but nothing happened. As the seconds passed by, even more nothing happened, to the point where her body was trembling. Just do it!
She screamed internally, opening her eyes. Her breath caught in her throat, but not in fear. In wonder.
She was being pulled through the cold air of an enormous cave, lit via bright bioluminescent tentacles. The walls and ceiling were covered with the small purplish tentacles, waving languidly as if they were underwater. Stalactites hung from above, tiny dribbles of iridescent fluid dripping onto the stalagmites below.
This wasn't what had caught her attention, however. The floor was absolutely covered in millions of multicolored gems, which caught and reflected the light. Dazzling in their brilliance, it was hard at first to spot the thread of light which was attached to each of them.
The threads led further into the cave, bright trails of thick purple, matching the tentacle which was connected to her body. Were they the same? It was hard to tell, although they both seemed to pulse in the same way, in the same rhythm, as if they were connected to the same organism.
As she passed close to one of the gems, the surface sparkled. She was at the right angle to see into the flat facet on its face. It was transparent, and something was moving inside. At first, she thought it was an organism, but instead, it looked like a television screen.
A vaguely humanoid creature was moving inside, a broodmaster attached to her skull. The creature was not a separate organism, as it was for her. Instead, it appeared as though it had been grafted onto her skull, melted into her body. The creature was hairless, its face gray. It was impossible to tell if that was because of its alien body, or if it had been transformed by Mother.
Her mind raced, trying to understand. What were these? Was this a porthole into another reality? Another creature under the control of Mother?
Her speculations were whisked away as she was pulled along, the vision fading as the gem was left behind. Now that she was looking, she could see faint movement in all the gemstones. This was a veritable crowd of beings, all brought together in one place. Servants of Mother.
If these were Mother's, what could lie ahead? What kind of creature could possibly have this many minds under Her control?
It appeared that she was about to find out - the cave had narrowed further, into a small passage where the threads of light combined into a rope. The tentacles on the walls were close enough now to brush against her arms and legs, leaving trails of the slime they secreted at their tips.
The waving tendrils tickled, pulling her deeper into the constriction, helping her through. Was this passageway like some sort of spinal cord? That seemed like an inaccurate description - unless she was actually traveling through Mother's body?
Several of the tendrils grasped at her body, slithering across her sensitive breasts. She was starting to become aroused, which was directly at odds with the terror she was experiencing from being paralyzed. The conflicting emotions warred, the terror winning out for now. Not even her broodmaster was capable of soothing this fear.
Two tendrils wrapped around her legs, but they weren't strong enough to hold her in place as she moved forward, slipping quickly through the tunnel. Soon, it opened up into a dark cavern, the ground dropping away from her. The limited light from the glowing tendrils at her back faded, leaving only the purple thread pulling her forward, deeper into the black.
Her thread combined with all the others, a bright rope leading into... nothing. It was disconcerting seeing something so bright simply terminate a small distance ahead of her. Were the threads attached to an invisible wall, or... worse?
As she approached closer to that horrid blackness, an orange light lit up to the right of her, as if someone had switched on a lamp. This was followed by a second and third, in yellow and pink. The lights weren't bright enough to fill the entire cavern, but certainly were sufficient to cast shadows onto the monstrous face in front of her.
It wasn't really a face, by human standards, but her brain couldn't help but try to recognize it as one. Black, rounded eyes the size of apples were scattered over its enormous pie shaped surface. Mixed in between were large purple pods that looked like pimples - that surely wasn't what they were for, but it was the closest analogy her brain could generate. Many of them had a pulsing energy tentacle leading into their tops.
Its central 'mouth' had four sections, made of what appeared to be hard black chitin. Tiny gatherings of holes ran around the sides of this central beak, its skin flushing with varying colors of the rainbow. The rope of energy ran straight into the center, swallowed down into its bulbous throat.
Its head was supported on a huge purple stalk, the bulk of it hazy as it faded into shadow. In some ways, She was plant-like. In others, an octopus. It was impossible to categorize. Nothing like Her had ever existed on earth.
If the creature had a body, it wasn't visible from the limited light, though as the colored light globes moved, she caught glimpses of other things moving in the shadows.
Her blood ran cold as her brain struggled to put together the puzzle. The light globes weren't floating. They were attached... to striped purple tentacles. And in the background, there were more... heads, shifting in the dark. Dozens of them.
Vertigo seized her as she finally understood the immense scope of Mother. The immense power she possessed, the influence she wielded. From this grotesque body.
This should have been incredibly disturbing to her, but she had been transformed by Mother. Made her creature, her servant. Somehow, she understood. She was horrible and beautiful, all at the same time!
That didn't make this any less terrifying. What did Mother want to do with her?
The great beak seemed to be coming incredibly close, but at the last moment, she was redirected away from that enormous maw. Closer and closer she drew to the 'face' of the creature, a few of Her black eyes staring at her, unblinking.
A large purple pod lay in front of her, a horizontal seam in its surface. Splitting in two, the spherical lid opened smoothly, the two halves settling flush into the creature's face. As the tentacle attached to her back pushed her closer, she began to make out more details of the spongy pink flesh hidden below.
There were a series of holes and depressions in the surface of the material. The texture seemed similar to the organic matrix that had infiltrated the lab, although she had no way of knowing without touching it.
Two holes were at shoulder height, with two more lower down, angled inwards. Between them were centered two depressions, at chest height, with a small, circular dimple in the middle of each one. Above them was one more, where her head might go, but this one had a thick, black rod standing prominent, phallus shaped.
A command was issued in her brain, and her body responded immediately. Her arms lifted, pointing straight at the organic surface, while her legs lifted forward at a slight angle.
As she was thrust further forward, she knew immediately how this would go. Mother would interface with her, and she would be transformed further. Made more Her creature. What form that might take, she had no idea.
The iron tentacle in her head was inflexible as it shoved her into the organic membrane. This was her final destination. Mother would do what she liked with her, as she had done to so many other minds in the past. She would become a part of Her collection.
There was no other option. None of her past actions could possibly have altered this future. She was always meant to be Mother's slave. *I accept it.*
That didn't mean the changes would come without certain discomforts. She opened her jaw obediently as the bulbous head of the black rod slipped past her lips. Unlike her experience with the broodmother, this penis-like tube was hard, and rubbery. It pushed past her tongue and entered her throat, the end perched just before her uvula.
Thin tendrils infiltrated her nose, her lungs being pumped full of sweet gas. This, at least, was similar to before, and she welcomed the bright sensations that came with it. Her mind was becoming more focused, sharp, more capable. She hoped that this would help when she spoke directly to Mother, but was worried that she might simply be overwhelmed by Her presence.
Her arms and legs slid into the fleshy holes that had been provided, rubbery rings at the openings squeezing tight around her skin. A sucking, pulsing action from within tugged at the tips of her fingers and toes, pulling them deeper inside.
Soon, her chest was pressed firmly against the two cup-like depressions she had seen earlier, the material giving a little to accommodate her enlarged breasts. A large nub pressed against her clitoris, buzzing lightly to distract her from her bondage.
This prison had been made to trap humanoids like her, organically developed by an intelligent mind. Had Mother changed herself simply to interface with people like her? It was a heady thought.
The cool air at her back dissipated, a sharp hammering sound penetrating her ears. The lid of the pod must have closed. She couldn't turn her head to watch, as the iron bar in her brain still had complete control.
The wall in front of her pulsed, pushing itself into her body. There came a gurgle, sounding just like liquid filling a long, empty pipe, followed by a gush of fluid splattering over her back, from head to toe. The fluttering buzzing at her pussy increased, and the hard pressure in her mind eased.
Startled, she found that control had been restored to her. Instinctively, she pulled her head back, surprised to find that she was able to lift it up from the organic surface, light filtering in through translucent lenses.
The rubber cock remained in her mouth, locked in place. This was confusing for a moment, until she noticed that she could see a purple tube leading from her mouth into the monster. She was wearing an organic mask that had wrapped itself around behind her head, securing itself around her broodmaster.
She breathed the gas through her nose in relief, running her tongue along the hard protrusion of the cock. She couldn't ruin anything by looking around. Mother had thought of that, too.
The liquid in the chamber continued to spray her like a shower, droplets forming and running over the mask's lenses. Her field of view was limited, but if she strained to look up, she could see the curving purple shell of the pod's exterior.
Bending to one side, she took a peek below, noting that the fluid level was rising rapidly over her butt. The transformative liquid, just like she had experienced with broodmother. Coming to encompass and reshape her into a new mind focused solely on Mother's wishes. *But there was more.*
That heavy, ancient consciousness that had pushed her into this trap was waiting, calmly, for its opportunity. What could it be doing? It had her in its palm, creating a new body for her. It could do anything it wished to her and she would be unable to protest.
Her nipples jumped at the word, swelling with arousal. Anything.
She waited a little longer, the fluid rising past her shoulders. She was suddenly angry. Wasn't she good enough for Mother?
She probed at the consciousness in her mind, prodding it as if it was an open wound. *Tell me what you want!* she demanded.
The floodgates opened, ideas, thoughts, places swarming into her, filling her with emotions and desires. It was disconcerting, overwhelming, chaos.
She couldn't sort through it all, definitely couldn't understand it. Not at this rate. *Slow down!* she commanded.
The cacophony faded, replaced with a single image. That of a woman feeding her child, rocking gently back and forth. The woman's nipple popped from the baby's mouth, the baby squeezing its eyes together as it descended into a fit of rage, crying uncontrollably. The mother twirled her finger through a lock of the baby's hair, murmuring nonsense words in consolation.
Kay understood the meaning immediately. As far as Mother was concerned, she was unsophisticated. Still a baby, to be fed facts and truths at Her breast. She couldn't be weaned, made to stand on her own. Couldn't accomplish Mother's goals without Her.
She saw now that as she was, Mother could not possibly hope to infiltrate human society as much as She wished. She could only guess at what Mother wanted, and execute it imperfectly. The only way to change this was to integrate Her consciousness more fully with Kay's. Kay welcomed this idea - working more closely with Mother? *Yes, please!*



Her acceptance was what Mother must have been waiting for. The pressure in her skull returned, her influence spreading like wildfire. Her thoughts were picked over, investigated, discarded as useless.
Far corners of her mind were infiltrated, infested. Pointless memories removed, replaced with love and desire to serve.
Mother's tendrils stitched themselves into every part of her brain, making her thoughts Hers. As Mother thought, so did she. They could not become out of sync with each other. She was being turned into Mother's puppet.
Her mind was being turned inside out, and she didn't care, her body being pumped full of pleasure. A hard knob inserted itself into her pussy, pushing up her vagina until it was properly seated. Throbbing, it pulsed in time with Mother as she rummaged around her servant's brain.
She sensed that this was an inflexion point. This was it. It was time for her to abdicate everything. Her thoughts, feelings, personality, were nothing in the face of Mother's unimaginable power. She was Her creature.
Her throat roared, gargling around Mother's dick. Her entire body was afire. This was what it meant to be owned. Wholly. Completely.
When her body orgasmed, she consecrated herself fully in Mother's service. Both body and mind were attuned, made perfect by Her desires.
A terrible pain struck her back, a heavy tug coming from the spot near her socket. Mother's tentacle was being drawn from her, causing a great rent in the space between where it entered and where the broodmaster had connected its tail into her.
Suddenly, it popped free, along with her broodmaster's tail, pulled taut towards the closed opening of the pod above. The pressure inside her skull increased, pain spiking in her forehead.
Moaning, her entire body rattled as something large was extracted from her brain, traveling through her broodmaster's mouth and into the tail beyond. Her head was pulled back, a sense of loss blossoming in her mind as a bulge worked its way down her broodmaster's tube.
Her head broke free, her face slamming into the soft mask that cushioned the blow. It was done.
She prodded at her brain, wondering at what had been changed. What had been added. What had been removed.
She lifted her head, curious. She didn't feel too different. Blinking, she gasped as she noticed a beautiful gem floating near her head in the silvery fluid. It was large and purple, with dozens of facets. Far more complex than the others she had seen in the cavern.
It was also connected to the trail of energy that had brought her here. Connected to Mother.
A flash of light reflected from its surface, and she could see inside. See herself inside, the roll of her ass, her masked head and body, locked onto the surface of Mother. The same scene played inside her own mind, deju vu seizing her as she watched the echo.
This was Mother's permanent connection to her. The part of her that had been extracted and would always live with Mother.
She became excited - through this piece of her, Mother would always be with her. *She could do nothing other than what Mother desired.*
She didn't have to worry about doing the wrong thing anymore. What she thought, Mother thought. They were not separable.
Excitement sparked as her body buzzed with another orgasm, her nipples exploding with delight as they were pleasured by Mother. By Her.
She had been turned into Mother's ultimate weapon against the humans. They would submit, and perhaps a few of them would feel the pleasure of becoming an extension of Mother, like her.
She shivered. She knew Mother's true requirements. She was a part of Her now. So many others would know Her soon.
***
She stepped down the ramp from the Gate with care, doing her best to balance on her short, stout legs. They were well muscled, but the difference in height had made this new body difficult to control.
Glancing up, she took in Kai's tense stance, the warden's claws cradling the computer keyboard. Her mouth flexed open as if she wished to speak, but she said nothing.
Kay admired her curves, the flex of her ass. Yes, her body wanted this one. She wanted her, too, and by extension, that meant Mother did as well. They were not separable after her final transformation. She had been made into Her thing.
It was a strange duopoly she now possessed. While her body was separate from Mother, her consciousness was not. Not fully.
Even now she could feel the stream of will flowing through the link Mother had forged with her through her broodmaster. The broodmaster's intelligence had gone, subsumed by Mother's will.
In essence, the paradigm had been flipped on its head. Instead of the broodmaster being subservient to her will, she was now subservient to Mother. She was free to embellish upon Mother's desires, but she could not disobey. She had no name. She was simply Mother's puppet.
"Are the others ready?" she slobbered, doing her best to form human words with her mouth tube.
It wasn't easy to do, not any more. Mother had gifted her with a new appendage that could be extended far enough to touch her breasts, and her tongue had lengthened to match. This could be used to pleasure others as deep as she wished to go, but also complicated normal human speech.
Kai bowed her head. "It has been done as you requested, Mother," she said formally, instantly recognizing her new status.
Was there some sort of glow about her? Or was she simply reacting to her transformed and armored body? "Very well," she mumbled, gesturing with her altered hand. "Bring them."
Kai did as she was bade, manipulating the console to reactivate the Gate. Mother's puppet turned to watch, balancing herself with the use of her tail, which had been grafted onto her. Her sexmaster's body had been melded with her, permanently fixed in place, buttressed with layers of purple, metallic armor. This was the next natural evolution of her form. Perfection.
The blue rippling wave of the portal widened into an oval mass. The surface had taken on a tinge of purple, but did not appear nearly as corrupted as when it had connected to Mother's lair. *Her lair.*
Through the portal stepped several misshapen figures, their squat bodies shambling down the ramp. They had no legs, instead they moved irregularly via a plethora of purple tentacles, suckers arranged along their bottoms helping them to maintain balance. Similarly, their arms were short, their fingers merged together, changed into stubs that could massage, but not grasp.
Their necks were long and thin, terminating in rounded heads that looked like sunflowers, a dark hole in the middle leading into each creature's gullet. They looked like poor imitations of Mother's gigantic form.
This was what remained of the poor scientists. *Mother's mindlings.*
Mother had changed them, as She had changed her. Giving them new forms more suitable for Her plans.
As gruesome as they might be, they would be needed to subdue more humans, to implant them and create in them a new devotion to Mother. As Mother willed it, she willed it. She was simply a marionette, brought back to help transform this world in Mother's image.
The future laid out ahead of her in a golden spiral. Mother's plans would come to fruition through her. Now, though, before the hard work began, there was time enough for pleasures of the flesh.
Stepping up to Kai, she drew her into a hug, caressing the broodling mounted on her skull. Kai closed her eyes and breathed deeply, taken by the pleasurable sensations.
"Let us experience our bodies, as Mother intends," she mumbled.
Kai's alien eyes flicked back open, staring at her with intensity, love, and desire. "Let's," she replied, sinking into her embrace.
Kai tilted her head back and closed her eyes, pretending to swoon. Dark instincts rose within her, urging her to take this warden, fuck her soundly, and impregnate her with Mother's eggs. She welcomed the impulse, and couldn't think of any reason not to. *Take her. Mother desires this,* came the lingering thought.
With Mother constantly in her head, there was no doubt. These couldn't be anything but true commandments.
She wrapped her claws around Kai's head, gazing at her open mouth. Her thick tongue rested on the bottom, the wet and sticky tip sticking out slightly. What would it feel like to jam her new proboscis down this warden's willing hole? She couldn't wait to find out!
Her lips sprung forward, forming into a foot long tube that bridged the gap between their mouths. Pressing inside, she made sure that the circular end fit around the warden's tongue. Sucking strongly, she pulled it inside her tunnel, tugging and licking on it with her own tongue.
Kai's beautiful eyes opened immediately, the pretty reptilian slits roiling with surprise. She certainly hadn't expected that kind of assault! It pleased her to treat the warden this way. To teach her exactly how subservient she was to Mother's will. If She wished it, the warden would do anything asked of her.
She pulsed the new muscles in her mouth tunnel, squeezing the warden's tongue viciously. A feeble spray of liquid dripped from its tip, instantly absorbed into the walls of her mouth.
Kai could do better than that! She frowned at the warden, gently tapping her on the nose with a claw. The warden peered at the ground, avoiding her gaze.
If that's how she wanted to play the game, she certainly didn't have to be gentle! Pulling back, she took the creature firmly by the shoulders and turned her around.
Her mouth extended like an accordion, her tunnel still firmly clamped on the warden's thick purple tongue. She rippled her own tongue, sliding it back and forth to increase the stimulation. This elicited a moaning groan from the warden, pleasing Mother's puppet immensely.
Now, she was going to make this warden her bitch by filling her full of Mother's eggs. Thanks to the further alterations she had experienced at Mother's hands, her sexmaster had been fully integrated into her body. She had complete control of its ovipositor, and knew exactly how many eggs were ready for implantation. Kai was going to be immensely full when she was done with her!
Gripping the sides of Kai's chest, she stepped up to the woman, pressing her enlarged breasts and pregnant belly against her back. She crept her fingers forward until her claws were wrapped around the warden's breasts, the palms of her hands resting on the purple blotches.
Tiny suckers built into the surface of the skin on her hands opened up, clamping down on the protrusions, eliciting an excited squeal in her mouth tunnel. The sound vibrations thrummed in sympathy with her pleasure, giving both of them something new to experience.
She tugged on her hands, purposefully pulling Kai's breasts outward with light pressure. The sucking action was beginning to draw fluid from the warden's breasts, but it wasn't going to be enough. She was thirsty.
She bore down with her tongue, pulsing her mouth tunnel in a slow rhythm, enjoying the soft squirts of liquid she extracted from Kai's tongue. There wasn't much there, either. The warden's libido needed to be supercharged if she ever hoped to extract the amount of the special nectar she was seeking. It was time to take it up a notch.
Flipping her ovipositor up, she slid the tip into Kai's dripping snatch. She didn't want to wait any more. She wanted to experience implanting her eggs in a willing receptacle right away. She also wanted to hear Kai wailing her pleasure, which would be difficult to do if her mouth was plugged.
It would be a sacrifice to lose the liquid she was extracting from the warden's tongue, but that was a small price to pay to hear her reaction to being stuffed full of Mother's brood.
With one last tug, she pulled the end of her mouth free, letting the overly long tube sag towards the floor. Kai breathed out in relief, drawing in a quick breath before moaning, a long, drawn out noise that rose at the end. "Do me!" she growled.
Mother's puppet was ready for just that. She rocked her hips forward, slamming her pubes against the flesh of Kai's sexmaster, forcing her ovipositor to swell up at the same time. Kai's response was quite satisfying, her back rolling to lean into her ministrations.
"Mother's slut," she rumbled with her wobbly lips as they pulled back into her face. "Mother's broodmare."
Kai pressed her hands over her breasts, trapping her own suckling hands in place. She clenched them tight, groaning as her chest popped forward, her back wobbling from the pleasure. "Fill me up!" she gasped, squeezing desperately at her chest.
Mother's puppet was willing to oblige her wishes. Her tail had swollen enough by now that she could feel the inner depths of Kai's vagina. Her cervix was no match for the muscular end of her egg laying head, and even now she could feel the tip prying apart the orifice. It was time.
Instinctively, she squeezed something in her butt, a newly developed egg dropping into her egg laying chute. She could feel every inch of the ovoid as it pulsed down her tubular length, muscles squeezing in perfect synchronicity to push it up and into Kai's pussy. None of this was done by conscious thought - once the first egg began moving, her body knew what to do, and she was along for the ride, just as much as Kai was.
Each squeeze was accompanied by an intense pleasurable sensation, streaking from her butt outwards. Her legs rattled, feeling weak in the face of such ecstasy, but overall, she knew an iron fact - if she wanted this, Mother wanted this. She wanted this pleasure for Kai. She wanted her to orgasm until they collapsed, making love and birthing the eggs needed to take over this world.
The first egg passed through Kai's pussy, squeezing hard once it reached her cervix. The pressure built for a moment, easing as the ovoid popped into her belly. "Yes," she hissed. "Mother's children will inherit this world and control it for Mother. You obey me, and by obeying, you obey Mother."
"I obey you," agreed Kai, her hips bucking as the eggs flowed into her. "I bear this life for Her, so that She may ensnare others in her tentacles. Binding them to us, and by extension, Her. I love bearing her eggs. I love birthing her life."
"Yes," hissed Mother's puppet, pumping more eggs into the slutty warden. "As your belly grows, remember your place, slave."
"I belong to Mother," groaned Kai.
"I am Mother," moaned Mother's Puppet.
She had lost all control of her body, slamming her pubes into Kai's sexmaster repeatedly as the eggs pulsed down her length. Her ovipositor swelled and flexed every time an egg pushed inside Kai's womb, causing extreme pleasure to flood her body. She was only able to remain standing because of the strings Mother was manipulating to ensure that Her will was done.
Finally, the last egg arrived, flowing through her tunnel like water. She squeezed one final time, and it joined the others, making Kai's belly enormous. She sighed, a long whispering, regretful breath as her ovipositor slid free, its task accomplished.
She popped her hands free, pleased at how swollen her arms had become from suckling Kai's juices. Lowering them, she touched Kai's gravid belly, feeling a few of the hard objects contained within.
Kai turned around, joy infusing her face. "Thank you, Mother," she growled, pulling Mother's puppet in for a proper kiss. She grunted, closing her eyes to enjoy the love that washed over her.
Their limbs entwined in devotion to Her. Her world, her life, her progeny, and her lover, were fully devoted to Mother. It was impossible to state how amazing that felt. She heard a burble coming from her own belly, and grinned rakishly at Kai. The birthing would begin again soon.
End Future's Past
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Bedded down in rows on rows, in gardens where nobody hoes. /
The sap of life spreads underground, like a weed it knows no bounds. /
The sickly light of underneath, grows a flourishing harvest, one that's brief. /
Submerged inside their sticky sap, your womb will grow the perfect trap, /
A bumper crop of eager blooms, the perfect yield to seal your doom. /
Away from people's prying eyes, another flower shall soon rise. /
If you are caught within their grasp, it might just be your epitaph.
***
Maria hummed as she pulled her cart down the golden brick road, being careful to avoid the overgrown twisting vines that were beginning to infiltrate the pathway. She wasn't always successful, the wheels of her cart hopping over the top of them, threatening to spill the precious cargo of bundled plant material.
The fourth floor wasn't a particularly dangerous place to be at most times, but there had been several reports of young women going missing down here as of late. Maria didn't have much choice, however, as specific vegetables she needed to run her restaurant only grew down here, and it was cost prohibitive to hire an adventurer to gather them for her.
Her best friend, Sam, warned her against coming down here every time the larder started to become empty, but they both knew she had no choice. Besides, she was quite familiar with this area, and had been on the fourth level several times before. Danger only existed down here for the unwary.
Besides, this floor was actually quite well tended, if a little overgrown. The original ancient civilization that had lived here had remodeled every inch into their personal empire, covering the walls with golden bricks and the ceilings with bioluminescent vines. The walls had even been labeled with signs.
Their language had mostly been lost, now, but the endless parties of adventurers had figured out what most of the signs meant and provided helpful labels to prevent others from getting lost. Not that she needed them - she was quite familiar with the path she was trodding, and could easily navigate it with her eyes closed.
Passing through an arch to the next area, she smiled as her eyes were drawn to her favorite garden patch. This area had been cultivated for centuries, with small brick channels built beside the pathway and into the fields, carrying water that welled up from below.
There was very little one had to do to grow plants in the ground of these fields - the soil was loamy, and unnaturally fertile. Unlike above, plants didn't need to be rotated here to ensure sufficient nutrients for proper growth. Anything planted was guaranteed to become huge.
This was only made possible by the unique skylights that had been built into the ceiling. She didn't quite understand how they worked, but somehow they channeled and enhanced the light of the natural sun coming from the mountain above, spreading the rays evenly over the scattered fields.
It was daytime now, the brightness of the sun making it difficult to look at the ceiling at all. The small amount of warmth that filtered through was enough to increase the temperature of the floor significantly, making it possible to grow all varieties of vegetables and legumes.
Researchers were still trying to figure out how the skylights worked, but the ancient technology was impenetrable. Perhaps in a few years they would have a better idea of how to duplicate it, but, for now, the fourth floor was the only place it could be taken advantage of - for those who dared.
Stopping her cart, she stepped over the irrigation channel, the trickle of water like music to her ears. Kneeling, she pressed a trowel into the soft dirt, wiggling it down far enough to get underneath the roots of the lettuce.
She popped the trowel upwards, a spray of dirt spattering around her. The plant squealed a little, but she ignored it. This variety was known for making unsettling sounds, but the taste was incomparable. Grabbing the loosened head, she wrapped a rubber band around the base, pushing it up until the leaves were bound together. This would keep the leaves tight around the top of the head, closing off the mouth tube so it would make less noise while being processed.
Tossing it into her cart, she set to work on the next one, her hummed tune changing as she toiled. "Working in the soil" was a peppy, jaunty tune, and helped her to pass the time.
Popping the rubber band around the next head of lettuce, she increased the volume of her humming to drown out the disturbing cries. This was the part that bothered her the most, but it was the same for everyone. There was no getting around the hard work required to feed the adventurers delving into the lowest levels of the dungeon. The dangers they faced were far beyond the paltry problems she dealt with in the fields or in the kitchen.
She was grateful, truly, that she was able to pursue her passions. If only their screams didn't tear at her mind and enter her dreams! Their cries were proof that they were alive, just as she was. They had to give up their lives so that others might live. Nature was a harsh mistress.
Turning her attention back to the soil, she was surprised to find a dark shadow leaning over her. The bright light from above should have kept any darkness away, and if there was one, that meant...?
Looking up, she gasped. It wasn't a monster, as she had feared, but a large plant she had never seen before. This was unusual in and of itself, as she had seen everything that lived in these fields during her gardening runs. This must be a new, invasive species.
Worse, there were so many of them, a dozen at least, infiltrating her field of lettuce. Their large heads tilted upwards, pointed towards the sun, enormous black flowers with yellow petals.
Bulbous necks fed down into pot bellied bases, large leaves spreading out over the ground to hide their roots. Spreading outward from the stalk of their necks were several vine-like protrusions that could be mistaken for arms. Two of them were tipped with silvery white flowers that hung towards the floor, in the shape of upside down cups. They shivered, although there was no wind.
Some of the ones in the rear appeared to be disfigured as if they had grown with mutations. Their pot bellies were distended, their necks fat, filled to the brim with what she assumed were juices. A large bulbous growth was just below the flower head, as if they had eaten something.
At first, she thought they were harmless, but the one in front of her definitely appeared to be looking at her. She backed away, crying out in surprise as a pressurized mist exploded from its center.
She was too late, her head caught in a cloud of purple gas. She tried to hold her breath, but she had been taken completely by surprise, already having breathed in a little by reflex.
She got up on her feet, wanting to flee, but she suddenly felt incredibly dizzy, unable to put one foot in front of the other. Twisting her ankle, she fell on her ass, a burst of pain tingling up her spine as her butt dipped into the water of the canal.
Surprisingly, the pain wasn't bothering her as much as it should. She giggled softly, eyes unfocused as she breathed in the purple mist, sucking up more of the gas. Wow, that made her feel way better. She needed more of that.
Lurching to her feet, she ignored the odd tilt of her ankle, pushing herself closer to the flower so that she could breathe in more of its delightful essence. It obliged her by blasting another gust from a protruding circular tube in the center of its black flower.
She found herself pushing her face into the flower, desperate for more. Soon, her lips were pressing around the flower's stigma, taking it into her throat. This allowed the flower to fill her up directly, sending the pressurized gas directly into her lungs.
Euphoria. There was no other word for it. Her brain exploded with pleasure as she lost herself, her body swaying as she pressed into the flower as if it was her lover.
Heat suddenly exploded within her. She was so hot. Sweat beaded on her brow, salty droplets running over her cheeks. She couldn't stand it. She needed to take it all off. All of it.
Stepping back, she frantically pulled off her gloves and tossed them away. Bending over, she pulled off her boots and socks, the hard rubber discarded as unnecessary, her feet pressing into the soil. Fingers scrabbling at her suspenders, she unsnapped them, pulling the denim down around her ankles.
Her underwear was next to go, the frilly pink fabric tearing as she rushed to remove both it and her overalls. She was feeling excited and sexually aroused at the same time. Almost done!
Grabbing the bottom of her shirt, she flipped it over the top of her head, wiggling her breasts enticingly as she threw it off. A leafy tendril looped through the gap between her breasts, taking hold of the bra strap. With a sharp upwards tug, the fabric popped off, revealing her petite nipples.
She took a step towards the plant as it kept tugging, feeling spaced out as she reached behind her back to undo the catch. The small garment sprung from her upper chest, flying somewhere into the field beyond. She was fully nude, and she didn't care.
A smile lit up her face and she giggled, another puff of gas drifting around her head. Eyes unfocused, she took a step forward, desire seizing her. She wanted more, needed more. More.
A thick knob pressed against her belly. Surprised, she looked down, spotting a curious protrusion mounted against the top of the plant's rounded bottom. It looked nothing like a man's dick - the fat end was flat and ridged, a purple stripe running from the tip around the bottom to its engorged base. Most of all, it was long, far longer than that of any man she had taken before.
Even so, she really wanted it inside her. Urgently, so. So urgent that her hips were wiggling with anticipation, a trickle of wetness gathering in her pussy. What had the plant's gas done to her?
She didn't know, but she needed it like water. Pressing her toes into the soil, she lifted herself up, wrapping her lips around the flower's stigma a second time, breathing in deeply.
The plant obliged, more of its gas whooshing into her lungs, filling her to the brim with joy. Stunned, she barely noticed as the plant wrapped vines around her shoulders and thighs, lifting her up and onto its throbbing penis-like protrusion.
The flat end of its penis popped past her inner lips, jolting upwards into her tunnel, filling her to the brim. She squealed through her nose as it began to throb, inflating and deflating to a set rhythm. She tried to move in closer to increase the pleasure it was giving her, but she was held firmly in place, her vagina flexing as its girth wobbled inside her.
Groaning, she wrapped her arms and legs around the stalk of the plant as it reamed her, all thoughts vanishing as a desperate need took her over. She sucked down as much of the gas as she could, feeling increasingly silly and dizzy.
She concentrated on the throbbing in her snatch, her breasts jiggling as the plant's body throbbed in time with its dildo. The pace was increasing with every wobbling jiggle, the protrusion expanding a miniscule amount as it inflated slowly.
This made it easier for her to accommodate its girth, which was becoming much larger than that of a normal human male. She barely registered when the tip of the dildo opened up and a thick, hard object pushed down its length.
She was being bred by this plant. It was going to fill her with its seed and make her its seed bed. Satisfaction flowed throughout her body, more of a feeling than a thought. She took another breath of the gas, the idea of being a gigantic plant womb floating through her brain as if it had been placed there.
Her mind, devoid of other thoughts, seized upon the idea as if it was gospel. She was subservient to the plant, its servant. A breeding ground for more of its kin.
She gulped more gas. Breed me, she thought. Fill me up, pack me full of seed. Spread, and grow larger.
The plant did as she wanted, more hard seed pressing into her belly through her inflamed tunnel. She bucked her hips as a seed popped inside her, pleased at the wash of pleasure which flooded over her.
Rewarded, she did it again as the next seed plugged her tunnel. Locked in, the plant was pushing harder, filling her up faster. She pressed her breasts against its stalk, wrapping her arms around it so that she could touch herself.
Her breasts felt puffy, swollen. This must be a side effect of the gas. Pressing her fingers into the creamy soft skin of her boobs, she giggled into the plant, taking another drag of its gas. She liked the way it was making her feel, wishing she could be like this forever.
Unfortunately, the plant seemed to be slowing down, the seeds coming at irregular intervals. As the pleasure began to fade, she was jolted by a sudden orgasm that seized her body, her core muscles squeezing hard around the plant's protrusion.
As she wiggled in pleasure, the last seed slipped inside, the plant's dick immediately softening. She was sad that it was over, but look at what it had left behind!
Letting go of the flower's stigma, she looked down, pleased, running her eyes over her bloated belly distended with its seeds. She ran her fingers over the swollen surface, pressing gently into the protruding skin. She could feel the sharp edges of the seeds nestled inside, her womb holding them comfortably. The future offspring of their union.
Taking a sharp breath in, she was suddenly extremely confused. Why was she okay with this? This wasn't normal! This was so very wrong! She couldn't believe that she had liked any part of the plant's assault on her!
Neck hanging over, she retched, vague fear blossoming in her mind. Before she could even think of struggling, however, a large, wet tube had descended over her face, a tremendous suction pulling her upwards.
Her arms and legs dangled uselessly as she was pulled into the air, blood rushing to her head as she was held upside down. She couldn't see anything, a terrible pressure pulling her downwards. The plant was swallowing her!
Unable to cry out, she struggled as much as she could, but there was very little wiggle room as she sunk into its stalk, the green exterior bulging as her head was pulled deeper inside.
Her nipples rubbed against the sides of its throat, its flesh pressing against her chest. The lack of air and sudden stimulation blossomed into a burst of pleasure in her brain. She briefly wondered if this was the last thing she'd ever feel.
The plant's throat suddenly throbbed, pressing against her hips as it pulled her in deeper. With a sudden wet pop, she fell head first into the lower chamber, a shoulder smashing awkwardly against a spongy mound.
The rest of her body followed, her legs perched awkwardly against its rounded side. Stunned, she lay there for a moment in the dark, trying to get her bearings. Pushing against the warm, slimy wall, she got up onto her butt, resting her bottom against the cone-shaped mound below her.
She could breathe fine, now, but she was stuck here, and there wasn't a lot of room. Reaching her arms out, she could easily touch both sides with her fingertips. Feeling around with her feet, she discovered there wasn't a lot of room below her around the bottom of the mound, either.
Experimentally, she punched one of the rounded sides, but the creature absorbed her blow easily, her fist deflecting with a wet smack. Alarmed, she wasn't sure what to do. What was it planning?
She began to panic, trying to stand up to thrust her way out, but her head smacked a closed orifice at the top of the sphere. She had been subsumed, totally enclosed in blackness.
Her heart lurched as a hissing sound came from below, the interior suddenly warming up. As she breathed, she became increasingly light headed. It was gassing her!
She snorted, giggling, thoughts fleeing her brain. If she had any hope of escape before, it had completely gone now, a dopey smile lighting up her face.
Collapsing onto the mound, her legs splayed out in front of her, pressing against the side of the plant. She began to rub her breasts, squeezing them to increase the pleasure that was beginning to warm her body. She felt good!
A gurgling sound burbled through the small chamber, her toes suddenly becoming wet. Were these digestion juices? Not very likely, as the liquid felt smooth and cool against her skin. If too much of it filled the chamber, however, she might end up drowning, left to be digested at its leisure.
A sudden sensation at her pussy surprised her, causing her to jump a little, her ass shifting backwards. On autopilot, her mind imagined dozens of small creatures crawling over her, but she quickly dismissed the image. It didn't feel like that at all.
The tickling sensation came back, the tip of an invisible tentacle pressing against her inner lips. Was it going to fuck her again? Her body, permeated with the gas, was certainly ready for another go.
A thick knob pressed inside her, throbbing into her wet pussy. She moaned and squeezed her breasts harder, welcoming its presence. A feeling of fullness expanded, turning her on even more.
Unlike before, the pressure didn't cease once the end of the knob hit her cervix. Instead, a flat platform spread around her privates, wrapping around her butt and mons, the plant's appendage sticking to her like a suction cup. Cupping her like an upside down saddle, it gripped her lower body like a hand, lifting her off the floor.
Soon, her legs began to rise, her body suspended inside the plant by her hips. She was pushed farther upwards, her head ascending towards the plant's lower orifice.
As her skull hit the opening, it slowly irised open, forcing her inside. She hyperventilated, concern creasing her brow. Would she suffocate in its throat? And was that any better than being drowned by its fluids, which were now cresting above her hips?
At any rate, what she wanted didn't matter any more - the plant was in complete control of her body. The irresistible pressure from below increased further, her head pressing up into the stalk. She held her breath, hoping that it would push her all the way out.
Instead, the pressure slowed once she was half way up, leaving her head lodged inside its throat. She jerked her head around, trying to push herself up further, but it was useless, the rubbery stalk gripping tightly around her face like a mask.
Quickly running out of air, she saw stars in her eyes, her vision going black as her head pounded. She opened her mouth to scream, and rubbery material flowed inside, compacting against her cheeks as it covered her teeth.
Fresh air flowed inside, filling her lungs with the sweet breath of life. Heart racing, she took in a few deep breaths, sighing as her body slowly began to return to normal.
Her immediate needs met, she began to notice just how strange her situation was. She had been pushed up high enough so that both her head and chest were embedded inside the plant's stalk, her breasts squeezed tightly by the rubbery material. From the exterior, it must look as though she was wearing a skintight outfit.
Her arms were locked next to her hips, pointing straight down, her feet dangling into the creature's fluid, which by this point had completely filled the chamber below. The creature's tentacle had lodged itself inside her pussy, but at this point it was simply supporting her, not stimulating her.
She tried to close her jaw, but found herself unable to. The material that had poured inside had set like a mold, coating the interior of her mouth evenly. Fortunately, this did leave her able to breathe properly, but her nose was still plugged and she could see and hear nothing. She had been entombed by the plant, unable to escape.



Curious, she flexed her muscles, trying to figure out what still worked. Without the gas fogging her brain, it was easy enough to run through her options systematically. What she discovered wasn't particularly useful, however.
She was quite able to bend her neck and upper body, the top of the flower swaying above her, but her lower hips were completely trapped, held against the roof of the flower's pod. Trying to flex them did provide a small amount of pleasure, however, making it difficult for her to think about anything else.
It was like being bound in a sex dungeon, waiting for your mistress to return and sexually torture you. The only difference being, she had no idea what the plant wanted from her. She had never heard of this variety before, and still wasn't sure whether it was going to eat her or transform her in some strange way.
There had always been rumors about the strange creatures of the lower floors, but nothing like these had ever been seen above level twenty, or she definitely would have heard of it. Adventurers loved spinning yarns about their travails into the lower dungeons while eating, and she delighted listening to them while puttering about her open kitchen.
There were still those reports about the missing girls, though. Had this been where they had vanished off to? She had noticed that some of the plants in the rear had definitely eaten something before she had been sprayed with the gas. It was quite possible that more women had been scooped up by these plants, just like she had.
Not that any of this helped her now. As she sat on the strange saddle, she began to calm down a little, though the ever present fear of being digested was still there, just below the surface.
More than that, however, after a while what she began to feel most keenly was boredom. The plant wasn't doing anything to her at all. She could feel the flower top flexing upwards, looking towards the sun, but beyond that, nothing.
Her muscles began to ache from the tight restriction, so she tried to move around to relieve some of the tension. That was when she noticed that she was starting to feel good below.
The tendril that had plugged her pussy stirred within her, giving her hope that if she was enough of a bother, the plant would dispense with her. This seed of a plan wasn't much, but it was all she had. She began to struggle, moving her arms and legs as much as her bound state would allow.
Trying her best, she shoved outwards on the plant's stalk with her hands, attempting to puncture a hole with her fingernails. The wall appeared to be impenetrable, giving only a little as she pushed with all her strength. She found little purchase on the fleshy interior, unable to create even a small hole.
That idea was a bust. Perhaps if she could shift her hips she could get more leverage? She wiggled back and forth, trying to lodge herself in a position that would increase her size in the plant's throat.
She hissed as the tendril stuffed inside her twisted from her motions, a spike of pleasure lighting up her loins. She was suddenly quite aroused, and couldn't stop herself from twisting more to increase the friction.
This was wrong. Why did it feel so good?
Moaning through her frozen mouth, she ground herself against the saddle which cupped her loins, bracing her legs against the interior of the plant so that she could increase her movements.
She couldn't believe she was seriously trying to get off this way, but it was too late to back out now. Her skin was on fire, her breasts shuddering against the plant's stalk as its ribbed tendril rubbed against her tunnel. If this continued, she'd reach an orgasm in no time.
And what then? Pleasuring herself wouldn't set her free. She'd be right back where she started, stuck inside the plant.
With that morose thought, she settled back down. It suddenly didn't seem quite as exciting to be trapped like this, because it wasn't voluntary. She hadn't given control over her body to someone else purposefully. This thing had taken it from her.
Abruptly, a hard knob pressed itself into her mouth. Surprised, she gagged on the soft protrusion as it rammed inside, past the spongy material that had coated her teeth, slipping easily into her throat. Choking on the sudden pressure, she was unable to do anything as her lungs were fully inflated. It was gassing her again!
Unable to expel the gas through her mouth, she unconsciously tried to breath out through her nose. She was grateful to find that somehow a passage had opened up into her nostrils, allowing the gas to escape naturally. She could breathe properly again, but only if she accepted the creature's gas.
Not again! She didn't want to lose her mind to its influence, but she had no choice. Her throat jerked as a giggle escaped from her nostrils. It was making her feel funny.
She was quickly becoming aroused again, and this time there appeared to be little reason to resist. She couldn't imagine why she had been so worried when the plant was clearly trying to take care of her, feeding her this yummy gas that made her feel so good.
Better yet, the tendril in her pussy was beginning to flex, the end stretching a little further to press into the fleshy pocket near her cervix. The throbbing end pressed against her bloated womb, reminding her of the multitude of seeds that had been packed inside her.
Her entire body vibrated as the tendril pulsed and throbbed, inflating a little as it rattled inside her. Unable to scream, she groaned nonstop through her nose, forgetting everything as she was buoyed higher on waves of pleasure.
The knob in her mouth pulled half way out, the end expanding to lock itself in place. A wet gush of liquid splashed down her throat, which she eagerly swallowed. She had no idea what it was feeding her, but her mind was elsewhere. The creature could do anything it wanted to her body at this point and she wouldn't protest.
Her brain sparked, an orgasm exploding through her tiny world. Held tightly by the plant, she vibrated, her breasts rubbing against the sides of the stalk. This only served to increase the stimulation further, pulses of pleasure wracking her body for over a minute.
Eventually, she began to come back down, breathing quickly through her nose. The plant wasn't pumping more gas into her now, but it hadn't removed the knob blocking her mouth, either. Perhaps it was preparing for another go later?
The thought made her body tingle with pleasure. She had never experienced sex like that before!
It was a little frightening how much she wanted to do it again. She was getting addicted. Heaven knew what she would do if the plant actually let her go at this point. Would she come back to it and let it have its way with her again?
The plant didn't appear to be loosening around her, however. Whatever its purpose was, it still wanted her right where it had her.
Waiting for a few minutes, she enjoyed the afterglow, worry growing as the gas wore off again. Strangely, the world seemed brighter than it had before, as if her perception was being tweaked.
Was the liquid she had been forced to drink changing her? She could believe that to be true, as she knew of several documented cases of adventurers being transformed by the monsters they encountered.
Usually it wasn't permanent, but for many of those delvers who disappeared entirely it was impossible to know what happened to them. Were they killed, or had they been transformed into something completely unrecognizable?
It took her a little while to realize that she could see again. It was subtle at first, a blur of motion catching her attention. As she followed the movement, the definition began to increase. She was sitting in the middle of a group of plants, their tendrils waving lazily.
The light from above had vanished, casting shadows over the fields. What little remained was a bright white. Moonlight. Had she really been trapped in the plant for that long already?
Surprisingly, yes. She was sure of it, since she suddenly felt extremely fatigued. She had come down to the fourth floor in the early afternoon, and was just about to finish up when she had been captured. It was entirely possible that she had been out of it that long, since the gas she had been exposed to could have left her somnolent for long periods.
At any rate, she was tired. Being in a constant state of stress most of the day had worn her out. She couldn't struggle any more tonight.
Whatever plans she could cook up would have to wait for tomorrow. She relaxed her muscles as much as she could, letting herself sway along with the plant. As her breathing settled into a regular pattern, she drifted away.
***
She snorted through her nose as she woke up, thinking for a moment that she was back in her restaurant, snoozing while waiting for customers on a slow, lazy afternoon. No such luck.
The plant hadn't moved overnight, remaining in the same field. Small rays of yellowish morning light were just beginning to play over the neatly planted rows, now overrun with dozens upon dozens of the invasive plant species.
She blinked her eyes. Now that she could see clearly, she was surprised at how many of them there were.
She had only caught a glimpse of them yesterday, but now she could properly study them in detail. There wasn't much general variation between them, at least not for those that weren't storing something inside them.
Bulbous bellies, thin stalks, sunflower looking heads, and a mess of tendrils was all they were - to start with. However, many of them had clearly caught other women, just like her, and those looked quite different.
Entombed within the plant, their upper bodies were crammed into each plant's stalk, the sunflower top dangling lazily. Greenish plant material covered their bodies, clinging to them tightly like a cocoon. Their mouths were stuck open like fishes gulping for air, large ridges of organic material built up around their eyes.
Father down, their pot bellies were held tightly by the plants, showing off the huge amount of seeds that had been packed into their wombs. Overall, they gave off the impression of plant-like snowmen.
She knew she looked just like them, a bound surrogate mother, waiting for the next step of the plant's life cycle. For some reason, that thought was stoking her libido, a small trickle of wetness lubricating the tendril plugged into her snatch. The plant must have already changed her to want it. How many more changes were in store for her?
She sighed, slowly coming to an acceptance that there would be no way for her to stop it. Rescue would not be coming in time to prevent whatever the plant was going to do to her. She hoped the changes wouldn't be too drastic.
Her eyes darted over the plants, looking for others that might have been transformed further. Turning her head, she stopped when she found one who looked a little different than the others.
The organic material had peeled away over her chest, revealing her enlarged breasts, chest thrust outwards. Her nipples were distended, a small droplet of purple liquid dripping from each of them.
Her belly was enormous, two vine-like tubes wrapping around her sides. The ends of the tubes were plugged into her body, flexing as she breathed. Could the plant be pumping some kind of liquid into her? That would explain why her belly was so distended.
The plant shifted a little, turning in place to reveal the woman's side. Her arms had been pulled behind her, hands placed at the small of her back. A large, rounded pod sat on the woman's upper back, its translucent skin revealing the liquid sloshing inside. The other end of the tubes feeding her belly terminated here at the lower end of the pod. The entire system must be gravity fed!
The captive woman burped, an opening appearing near the bottom of the stalk. She rotated her hips forward, revealing a small hole. Sighing as she closed her eyes, the woman strained hard.
A rounded, brown object worked its way through the hole, popping out and falling to the ground. The plant took a short step forward, balancing on the tendrils that spread out from its base. Another object popped out.
It took her a few minutes to figure out what was happening. The woman's seeds had been fertilized, and the plant was moving around to ensure that they were spread evenly. This was how the plants propagated themselves!
If so, was she going to end up like that woman, with hugely engorged breasts? What would that process feel like? Her loins began to stir, looking forward to being violated by the plant once again.
That wasn't the plant's intent, however. Her plant's flower waved wildly above her head as she looked down in surprise, two painful jabs digging into her flesh right above her bloated womb.
While she had been distracted, the sharp end of two tubes had penetrated through the hard outer wall of the plant's stalk, pressing straight into her stomach. The tubes turned purple as cool fluid rushed through them, a loud burp exploding from her open mouth.
Liquid gurgled in her stomach, sloshing as she attempted to move. She was being fed by the plant directly!
Now that she was looking for it, there did appear to be something heavy resting against her back. The pod must have grown overnight while she had been unconscious. She simply hadn't noticed it because her body was quickly becoming habituated to the strange transformation she was undergoing.
Her hips wiggled, still uncomfortable with the tubes that had penetrated her, but they were quickly becoming background noise. Besides, something was happening with her breasts that demanded her attention.
They felt more sensitive and colder than usual. Peering down, she took in a sharp breath. The outer layer of the plant's stalk had pulled tightly inwards, splitting apart where her breasts were located. Her flesh had been squeezed out of two holes, exposing the orbs of flesh.
She felt an urgent need to touch them, but that was impossible with how she was bound. She was forced to watch as her nipples became as hard as pebbles. She shifted her butt, desiring stimulation, but the plant didn't appear willing to give it.
Fortunately, she didn't have long to wait, as two looping green tendrils moved in front of her. She could almost confuse these tendrils for branches, as leaves sprouted from their length, though up close they resembled vines. Large, gray cups dangled downwards from their ends, hiding whatever might be inside.
She had seen these earlier, before she had been captured. What she hadn't seen then was the oval bulges embedded in the vines a few inches up from the cups. The green outer layer of each bulge was translucent, showing off the purple liquid encapsulated inside. This must be similar to the fluid being pumped into her stomach. She stared at them, curious as to what might come next.
The bell ends rotated, showing off their interiors. She shuddered as she spotted the sharp needles hidden inside, immediately knowing and fearing their purpose. She drew her head back and squeezed her eyes shut as they moved towards her breasts, pinching her thumbs against her forefingers to prepare for the pain.
As the tips of the needles penetrated her breasts, she was surprised to find that it wasn't as bad as she had feared. Though these cups had more needles than the tubes that had penetrated her belly, they sank into her flesh with surprising softness. Perhaps an anaesthetic solution was secreted on the tips.
She was now more curious than afraid. Opening her eyes, she studied the cups that now sat over the globes of her breasts. The gray cups were mottled, greenish veins tracing over their surface. The bottoms had a thick lip which sat against the base of her breasts, pushing into her chest.
There was no sucking action involved, just a slight pulsation as purple fluid was injected into her. The pods containing the fluid gurgled as the liquid sloshed inside, the amount stored within markedly lower than before. It was pumping the fluid into her.
Her breasts were becoming remarkably more tender, wobbling as they visibly expanded. Purple veins pulsed just under the surface, carrying the fluid directly into her blood supply. She should be more concerned about this, but she doubted that this was any worse than the large amount of the substance being directly injected into her belly.
Besides, whatever this drug was, it was making her feel good. Her entire body had tensed up with arousal, her pussy gripping tightly around the protrusion inside her. At the rate things were going, she might even experience an orgasm without any further stimulation!
She breathed out sharply as the needles retracted, a sudden suction coming from the cups. Her flesh distended, being pulled inside due to the pressure. Her breasts wobbled as the vines dropped towards the ground, the cups being held against her due to the negative pressure. Pulsing suction came alternately from her left breast, then the right, swapping back and forth. Was it... milking her?
The plant's knob began to pulse inside her, growing larger. The plant clearly intended to link this sucking action with pure pleasure. There was nothing she could do to stop it. The only way to keep her sanity was to give in and press her butt forward to increase the stimulation in her pussy.
Moaning through her open mouth, she imagined being elsewhere. She was locked in a stall, being milked like a cow. A bull had his thick cock inside her, fucking her roughly. At each thrust of his dick, her breasts swayed enticingly in the milkers, fluid draining away from her into a metal cylinder filled with her milk. Her output would be fed to the masses, addicting them to her juices.
This mental image, combined with the throbbing length of the plant embedded inside her, was sufficient to trigger another orgasm. She savored the sensations, holding herself rigid as her muscles clenched. Damn, did this feel good! The plant really knew how to work her over!
She was alarmed at a fleeting pulse of affection that ran through her mind. This was bad. She was starting to like what the plant was doing to her!
The two cups on her breasts popped off, dropping away. Her breasts bounced up, held straight by the fibrous plant material surrounding them. The surface of her flesh was dotted with pinpricks of red where the needles had been inserted, but there was surprisingly little blood.
Near her nipples, a small amount of the purplish fluid remained. It was drying off quickly, making the tips of her breasts feel cool. There was no evidence that she had produced the fluid, as she had imagined, but her assets had definitely grown a little bit larger.
She idly wondered what the end goal of all this might be. The plant had bred her and clearly intended to use her as a mother to propagate more of itself, but she really had no idea why it would expend so much effort to pump up her breasts. Even if the process was really erotic, she had no idea what the point was. Perhaps that would be revealed in time - the plant certainly wasn't talking to her.
It was, however, taking her somewhere. She groaned as the ribbed tentacle in her pussy vibrated up and down, the plant rotating towards the back of the field. It began to walk forward on its leafy feet, giving her a ride as she was taken across the loamy soil. The other plants had turned as well, with a singular purpose, bringing their precious cargo with them as they reached the periphery. Where were they being taken?
Near the rear of the field, another aqueduct gurgled with water. Her plant stepped over it nimbly, proceeding further back to the wall. At first, she thought there were no breaks in the stone, but as the plants moved closer, she noticed that there was a hidden passageway.



The aqueduct did not go down this passageway, but as her plant took a step down, she noticed a second channel below it. This one also carried water, a veritable stream. It took her a few moments to understand, but when she did, she recognized the genius of the arrangement.
The entire field was acting like an enormous planter box. Irrigation water was fed in from the top, filtered down through the loamy soil, with any excess being output here. This helped to prevent the growing plant's roots from rotting.
That was all well and good, but she had never been back here before. She had no idea where all this excess water was going. She cursed her past self for being so incurious - it wouldn't have taken much of her time to find this exit if she had been looking for it. That must mean there were far more dangerous passageways connecting to the fourth floor than she knew about.
That was irrelevant now, however. She was well and truly captured, and it didn't appear as though the plant would give her any opportunity to escape. As she sat inside it, she felt as though she was in the middle of gestating into a new creature, and she had no idea what form she would take once it was done.
The passageway narrowed into a small corridor, the plants walking with their legs spread over the channel below in single file. After a short distance, the end opened up into a larger chamber. She could hear the roaring sound of a waterfall ahead, and her heart lurched.
Watching the bobbing heads of the flowers, she spotted the one at the front making a small leap into the air before dropping downwards. This seemed like a ride she didn't wish to take, but she wasn't in control. She had to have confidence that her plant knew what it was doing.
The regular plodding of the train of plants continued, one after another disappearing off the edge of the cliff ahead. As she came closer, she noted that the room beyond was a tall rectangle, with gold brick walls. There was a single skylight above, the resulting ray of light shining against the back wall. No natural chamber, this.
Soon, it was her turn. Her stomach lurched as she peered over the edge. It flipped a few times as she noted the large pool below, filled with a group of plants that were rapidly swimming for the sides. At least she wouldn't drown. A rush of anxiety ran up her spine as her plant jumped. Freefall.
Her entire body jolted as the bottom of the plant impacted the water, the tendril embedded in her pussy ramming inside her. Her entire body pressed further into the plant, the saddle supporting her like a shock absorber. She was soon pushed back up into her regular position, the stalk holding her rigidly in place.
A great gush of water exploded around her, the bottom end of the plant impacting the surface. For a moment, she thought that she would tilt over, but the plant spread out its limbs, stabilizing them as they naturally rocked back and forth, remaining upright. The bottom of the plant acted like a float due to the small amount of air trapped inside, keeping them near the surface.
Bemused, she bobbed softly up and down in the water as the plant's tendrils began to splash around her, swimming towards the side. It was scary, sure, but after the fact, she actually kind of... enjoyed it. She wasn't really looking forward to doing it again, but it wasn't half as bad as she had imagined.
When they neared the edge of the pool, she wondered briefly how they were going to get out. The bricks on the edge were rounded from years of use, and were also quite slippery from the water being splashed about.
She was surprised to find another plant waiting for them. This one also had a woman embedded inside, her enormous breasts sticking out through the plant's stalk. The tips of her nipples were hidden beneath two red flowers that appeared to be attached to them, the interior funneling down into her breasts. A low noise emitted from her open mouth, and the tendrils of her plant stretched towards Maria.
Her own plant reached out its vine like hands and they curled around each other. They gripped together tightly, and she was pulled from the pool, the leafy feet at the bottom of her plant scurrying over the side.
The eyes of the woman trapped in the other plant appeared kind. Did she imagine a potential smile creasing the ridge of plant flesh holding her mouth into that O shape?
Maria's heart warmed, and she tried to return the favor, though she was unable to accomplish much in her bondage. She wasn't alone!
Their burbling bellies touched as their plants came in close contact. She made a noise in greeting, and the other woman's breasts heaved in what could easily be mistaken as a chuckle. She wanted to 'talk' to her more, but the woman's plant turned around, feet wobbling forward into the passageway. Perhaps there would be another opportunity later, though she couldn't charitably call what she had just experienced communication in any meaningful way.
The plants were gathering up ahead in a crowd. Cramming in close, she noted even more captured victims. Out of the dozens of plants, at least ten of them were occupied with large pods on their backs, bulging bellies barely visible.
The plant that had helped her out of the pool was moving to the front of the crowd, near a set of golden doors. One of the plant's tendrils reached out and pressed a button.
A rumbling growl came from the wall in front of them, a golden dial lighting above the top of the opening. A ringing ding filled the corridor, and the double doors creaked open. Maria gasped. She knew what this was! An elevator!
No wonder the plants had been able to infiltrate the fourth floor. If they had access to an elevator, they could originate from anywhere within the dungeon! Worse, that meant they were potentially going to go somewhere deep. She gulped.
The plants shuffled inside, turning their cargo around to face the door as it slid shut. A tendril of one of the plants reached out to press a code into the panel on the wall, and the box lurched. To her surprise, she was being pushed into the floor. They were rising upwards!
Did that mean they were being taken outside? Certainly some of the people in the village above should spot them and begin an investigation, right? Hope began to rise in her breast, but she quickly dashed it. The dungeon had been built into a huge mountain, and she had no idea where this particular elevator exited.
Besides, she had been significantly changed already, and she didn't know whether or not she could actually live separately from the plant any more. Her stomach gurgled and she exhaled softly, feeling alone. The liquid being pumped inside her could be addictive, and if she was removed, she might wither and die. That morbid thought stayed with her as the elevator dinged, reaching its programmed floor.
As the plants plodded outside, she gaped. The elevator's door had opened at the bottom of a cliff, a small rocky crag emptying out into a wide, rolling green field encircled by tall evergreen trees. Wildflowers spilled out over the meadow in a riot of colors, swaying slowly in a warm breeze. It was beautiful!
The plants spread out as they infiltrated the field, taking up random positions. Hers walked for a longer distance than the others, stopping near the slowly creaking trunks of the forest, her flower head turning up to watch the sun.
It was calm and quiet, but she was anything but. This taste of almost freedom was getting to her, and she wished for something to happen. Anything.
She soon got her wish, for after a few minutes she began to hear the telltale sound of buzzing. There must be a bee hive nearby. Dizzy, she began to understand why the plants had come out here, exposing themselves. They meant to be fertilized!
Fearful, she watched the forest, peering through the vast trunks. At first, she could see nothing through the underbrush, but soon she spotted large, yellow creatures, floating through the air.
As they moved closer, she was able to make out their features. They came in the shape of human girls, but she knew for a certainty that they were not humans. These were wild bees, known for the sweetness of their honey. They were hard to escape when aroused, but there were many who tried to steal some of their precious nectar, as it fetched high prices on the open market.
She had never done such things herself, preferring to buy what she needed. They were just too dangerous to mess with, and now she found herself at their mercy. What could they want with her?
A single buzzing girl made a bee line for her, her four wings beating the air. She buzzed brightly as she floated, her bulbous abdomen a bright yellow with black stripes. Her arms looked similar to that of a human's, though the palm of each of her hands contained a black, circular hole. Her legs ended in spear points, which she would doubtless use to lightly perch herself on the flowers she plundered.
There was no mistaking her for a human, however, as her eyes were pitch black, her long tongue sticking out of her mouth in a spiral. She could already imagine its length sticking down her throat, and she shuddered.
She wasn't going to have a choice, however. The girl was approaching awfully close, the thrumming of her wings echoing through the air. The smile on the girl's face calmed her a little, though she was beginning to have a very good idea of what the bee was looking for.
The bee girl's arms reached out, her fingers sliding over Maria's breasts. She jerked lightly as a severe suction commenced, drawing Maria's nipples deep inside. She groaned as pressure built up in her breasts, liquid beginning to spurt out of her.
The bee girl hummed in pleasure, settling her body on top of Maria. Her legs wrapped around Maria's waist, holding her tightly in place as her hands continuously tugged on Maria's breasts. The fluid began to squirt from within her more quickly, the large amount the plant had pumped into her now being taken by this bee.
The bee girl wasn't done, however. Her long tongue began to unroll, its slimy wetness slapping against Maria's cheek. The sensation was slightly dulled by the plant's organic material which was tightly wrapped over her face, but it still felt unpleasant. She closed her eyes, knowing full well what was coming next.
As she had expected, a warm length of the tongue slipped into her mouth, plunging towards the back of her throat. She took in a quick breath and held it, trying her best to relax as the long appendage was pushed into her throat.
Down, down it descended, her esophagus pulsing as it swallowed the length inside her. She could feel it stirring within her belly, moving around as it slurped at her stomach contents. The fluid the plant was injecting into her must be the nectar they were looking to collect.
The tongue retreated, the thin length pulling up and out of her throat. She shook, shuddering at how ticklish it felt. Her eyes cracked open and she gasped.
The bee girl's face was only a few mere inches away from hers. Although her eyes had no pupil, the way her brows were creased made her look tender. Somehow she was getting the sense that this girl cared for her, even if she was only her food supply.
She ran her gaze over the bee's soft cheeks, settling on her warm lips. Oh, what she would give to be able to kiss them at this point, but it was impossible! Her mouth was fixed open by the plant, permanently. The only way that could happen would be if the bee did it herself.
She groaned and shifted her butt, surprised to find that the plant's tendril inside her was tugging itself out, her hips being shifted forward. Confused, she allowed her body to be manipulated as the bee's tongue came again, taking a few deep breaths through her nose before it crammed itself down her throat.
Her eyes widened as the girl moved in closer, pressing her wet lips over Maria's mouth. Had the girl read her mind? This was just what she had been hoping for!
As the girl's tongue rummaged around in her belly, she jerked in surprise as she felt an unfamiliar tickling sensation at her privates. She jerked her head forward, forcing the bee girl's head back so she could take a look below.
The bee girl's striped abdomen had curled around, a thick protrusion extending from the end. To her eyes, it looked like nothing more than a penis. The fat end probed at her plant's stalk, locating a hole down below that had opened up. The bee girl... was going to fuck her!
The bee girl buzzed her wings and pressed against Maria, causing her to choke on the tongue. Realizing her distress, the bee girl extracted her tongue again, pulling the entirety of the long spiral into her mouth.
The bee shuddered as she groaned in ecstasy, pushing her body forward at the same time, the fat head of her dick entering inside the plant. At first, Maria felt nothing, but as the bee stuffed it in further, the lower end of her tunnel began to throb around the intruder. Her vagina had somehow been connected to the tube the plant had made, and now she was going to be speared by the bee girl's cock!
She moaned and closed her eyes as the knot of the bee girl's head pushed into her. She had never experienced anything quite like it before - she could barely feel the entire length of the creature's penis. Instead, it felt as though a large marble was being rolled around inside her, roughly rubbing her juicy tunnel.
She couldn't imagine liking anything like this in her previous life, but the plant was changing her. She wasn't even certain how much of her was left any more. Mating with a bee girl had certainly never been on her bucket list.
Which is why it was so disturbing that it felt so good. She was even secretly hoping that the bee girl would kiss her again, though she could do without another encounter with her tongue.
No such luck. The bee girl was diving in again, her long tongue slipping between Maria's lips. Resigned for another bout, Maria took a few deep breaths to oxygenate herself before the slippery end popped through.
Her throat clenched around the thin tongue as it dived downwards. She swallowed again to help it enter, knowing that the sooner the bee got what it was looking for, the sooner it would finish assaulting her.
Besides, surprisingly, the combined sensations were driving her crazy. The tickling tongue, oxygen deprivation, and that marble-like penis plumbing her depths was sending her to heights of arousal she could never have reached with her human partners. The tips of her breasts were being teased by the bee girl's suction, throbbing with desire as her fluid spurted into the creature.
If this was the way monsters felt when mating, did that make her want to be a monster too? Was she beginning to... love what the plant had done to her?
Her lips pressed against the soft warmth of the bee girl, desiring even more. Her vision was graying out, her pleasure surging. If she orgasmed now, she might just pass out. Would that be a bad thing?
She could feel the orgasm building, an enormous, pulsing heat inside her, thrumming with every beat of her heart. Her throat jerked, gasping for air that wasn't coming. Lights exploded in her eyes, dazzling her with their brilliance.
With a great yank, as if the bee girl was an angler, she pulled her head back, sucking up her tongue. The edges rubbed against her throat, sparking desire in Maria's hypoxia addled brain. Unleashed, the orgasm exploded, pulsing throughout her entire body.
Pleasure blossomed in her nipples and she began to gush, so much fluid exploding out of her breasts that the bee girl's hands couldn't swallow it all. The pressure built up, popping the suction seals clean off. Her breasts wobbled as pressurized purple fluid spattered all over the bee.
At the same time, the knot in her pussy began to swell up, a warmth injecting into her, pulsing in time with her heartbeat as she wheezed for breath. The bee girl kept the bulbous end of her dick inside Maria as it finished throbbing, a gush of white fluid exploding from her snatch.
As the orgasm wound down, she was an absolute mess. Her throat was raw from the violation, her nipples wet with purplish fluid. Her snatch was still leaking some of the bee's cum, sticky globules running down over the plant's rotund base. There was no mistaking that she had been violated.
Yet, she didn't feel bad about it. The pleasure she had just experienced was tremendous, and although she didn't want to experience it again right away, she couldn't really say that she disliked it.
Not when the bee girl was looking over her so lovingly, her long tongue rolling out to lick up the excess fluid that had ejected from her breasts. She gurgled her laughter as the tip of the tongue swirled around her nipples, the sticky sides lapping up every last drop of her excretions.
Her hips were shifting again, the hole on the front of the plant closing off. She wouldn't need to worry about that mess, either, as what remained wasn't drying up on her body. That was the plant's problem.
Her belly was burbling, the slobbery mess of the bee girl's semen interacting with the seeds stored inside her belly. She got the faint idea that they had been fully fertilized, and hoped that she would be able to finish gestating them soon. This bloated feeling was getting old fast, but she suspected she would simply have to get used to it.
Her body had been made into a seed bed. This was simply her purpose now, and she had to make the best of it. Oh how she wished she could touch herself!
Deflating at that thought, she breathed out a low moan of frustration. In response, the bee girl sang a short humming tune, her tongue licking around Maria's face as she withdrew her abdomen.
She blinked, happy at the small kindness. It wasn't the bee girl's fault that she was trapped like this, after all.
Drawing her tongue all the way in, the bee girl gave her a short peck on the cheek, her wings beating the air around her. Her body floated up and away, her striped abdomen winking at Maria as she turned to re-enter the forest.
She silently said goodbye, hoping that this wasn't the last time she would encounter the girl. She seemed fairly sympathetic. As much as a monster could be, anyway.
She burped, an explosion of air passing through her mouth. It must have been accidentally swallowed during one of the bee girl's nectar gathering sessions.
Nonplussed, she watched, exhausted, as a swarm of the bee girls flew off into the forest, their job finished. This was a mighty odd way of producing honey, but it seemed to work for them.
Her pussy twitched as the plant's tendril wormed its way back into her core, swelling to lock itself in place. Her belly jiggled, feeling pleasantly full. Overall, this didn't feel half bad - if she discounted the fact that she still couldn't use her arms or legs.
Her plant spun in place, trotting back across the meadow along with the other plants. Her eyes slid over them, only mildly curious, until she spotted the plant occupied by a woman she recognized.
It was normally impossible to differentiate between the different captured women, but this one's breasts had the twin red flowers gracing them, unlike any of the others. Curiosity blossomed within her. Could this be the oldest one among them?
She certainly appeared to be the most transformed out of all of them - her features were well defined underneath the tight constriction of the plant's stalk, and her face was far less green than the others. Perhaps, with time, the layer covering her face had thinned. It was almost as though the woman was... ripening within the plant.
A sudden surge of desire sparked within her. She wanted to know more about this woman, but there didn't seem to be a way for her to communicate what she wanted to her plant. She watched in frustration as the woman got away from her, vanishing into the crowd ahead as they all grouped up at the cliff side.



She kept looking during the cramped elevator ride downwards, her curiosity consuming her. She barely even noticed when the elevator stopped at the fourth floor, the plants stepping off into an unfamiliar corridor.
Hanging back, she studied each plant in turn, hoping to spot the woman, but as the last one stepped off without her familiar form appearing, she suspected that she must have gone ahead, leading the bunch. A leader?
Confused, her mind whirled in circles, thinking of the implications. If the collection of plants had a leader, then there must be some form of intelligence behind their behavior. If they had intelligence, then they must be guided. And if they were guided, then... was the woman some kind of evil magician, or a mad scientist?
If so, why would she choose to be bound and treated like a sex object by one of the sunflower plants? Unless she was an absolute degenerate who got off on such things, she couldn't imagine the woman had been captured on purpose.
Either way, she wanted to know. If there was something out there beyond being a breeding seed bed for this plant, she wanted to hear about it.
Her breath caught as she realized that she was being left behind. Why hadn't her plant kept up with the others? It had never seemed to care what she was thinking about before.
The muffled sound of the passing plants was fading, enhancing the echoes left behind. Water dribbled from golden pipes that lined the ceiling, collecting in small pools on either side of the corridor. A groaning rumble came infrequently from a rounded drum resting against the wall.
A sense of urgency seized her. She didn't want to be left behind! In her current state, anything could happen to her. She could fall down a well, or a monster could attack her. She could only make tonal noises with her mouth locked open, and she doubted any humans were around to help anyway - if they even would with how she looked now.
With a flurry of motion, her plant's legs spun into action, carrying her careening down the hallway. Now it seemed to feel a sense of urgency, but it was a little too late - the last of the other plants had vanished around a corner, and she wasn't sure if she could catch up to them.
Feet padding quickly over the stone floor, her plant followed as fast as it could. Her body swaying wildly, she gasped as a dark figure appeared in front of her. Unable to stop, her plant rammed into the bulk of the plant in front of her, their bulbous bases bouncing against each other.
Off balance, she could feel herself beginning to topple. Panicking, she tried to reach out to stabilize herself, but it was useless, her arms still trapped against her sides. She watched the stone floor coming up towards her in slow motion, a sharp groan escaping her mouth.
A thick tendril lassoed itself around her upper chest, arresting her fall. Surprised, she grunted as a second tendril looped smoothly around and under her belly, helped to set her back upright.
Balance regained, she stared at the other plant, with questions in her eyes. Without a doubt, this was the plant that contained the woman she had been curious about. There was so much she wanted to ask her, but couldn't say. All she could come up with was a low honk.
A low chuckle came from the other woman, her eyes kind. Her plant shuffled forward a few inches and she leaned over, her exposed breasts pressing against Maria's. This wouldn't have been an erotic occasion for her just a few short days ago, but the juice the plant was feeding her was keeping her constantly aroused. The friction of their nipples rubbing together made her moan endlessly, staring at the other woman with desire.
The mysterious woman blinked, watching Maria carefully with full consideration. After a long moment, she straightened up, having made up her mind about something. Two small, green tendrils extended from behind her head, each of them ending in small points.
Maria drew back, but they followed her head, reaching out to press into the thick plant matter that covered both of her ears. Perhaps the other woman meant to transmit something to her? In that case, she had best let this happen.
A muffled pressure came at her ears, then a sudden pop. There was something soft pressing inside! For a moment, she panicked, imagining the tendrils pushing all the way into her brain.
When the tickling movement stopped, she blinked. Of course that couldn't happen - there was no direct connection between her ears and her brain. The worst that could happen was her eardrums could be punctured and she'd lose hearing. That wasn't good, either, but that didn't appear to be the other woman's intent.
Instead, a sudden rushing sound came through both of her ears, followed by a tinny voice. "It always takes a bit to figure out how to use these properly," said the far off voice, which slowly became louder. "Can you hear me?"
Maria nodded, slowly becoming accustomed to the strange ear plugs. The woman's smooth voice was at a comfortable level now, as if they were sitting in the same room together.
"Good!" exclaimed the other woman, a small tinkle of laughter coming through the connection. "I know you believe that you have limited means of response right now, but that's not strictly true. You're still a newborn - you haven't figured out how to control your plant, just yet."
Maria breathed out quickly, her pulse increasing. If what the woman said was true, then... she wouldn't be completely trapped forever. She wanted to scream at her, to ask her what she meant. This was all so new and confusing.
"I can tell that you're freaking out. Don't worry, I'll walk you through it." The woman paused for a moment, as if collecting her thoughts. "Let me start with this: right now, you only think you don't have control, but you do."
Maria frowned internally, shaking her head a little. "That illustrates my point perfectly," continued the woman. "If you had no control, then your plant would have trotted along blissfully with the others, but you told your plant to stop moving, unconscious or otherwise. There's no other explanation for it. The plant has finished integrating its nervous system into yours."
Maria wanted to deny her again, but sensed that she was telling the truth. The plant had seemed to respond to her thoughts, helping her to hold back earlier, and speeding up to try and catch up when she had desired it. If that was true, what else could she ask the plant to do?
"You're wondering now how you can ask it to interface with me," chuckled the woman. "That's simple enough. Give it a mental push and it will do as you ask."
Was it really that simple? She stared directly at the other plant woman's golden eyes, mentally ordering vines to shoot out and attack her ears. She frowned as nothing happened.
The other woman watched her with knowing eyes. "You tried to tell it how to do something, didn't you? Try again, but this time tell it what you want."
Ah. That made a certain sort of sense. She huffed, reformulating her thoughts. Fine. She wanted to be able to talk to this woman. It was incredibly frustrating having to listen without being able to respond.
A throbbing sensation pulsed in her brain. Motion came from behind her head, twin vines slicing through the air as they cast themselves towards the plant woman. She stood there stolidly, saying nothing as the sharp tips of the vines penetrated into her ears. Either she had done this before, or she had been expecting it.
"Good!" she exclaimed in Maria's ears. Now, try thinking your thoughts at me. They will be converted into electrical impulses that will travel down the vines. There, they will be emitted as sound at the tips, allowing me to hear what you're thinking."
Maria creased her forehead. "Who... are you?" she sent, thinking at the woman as hard as she could.
The woman recoiled a little, shaking her head. The brilliant sunflower sitting on top bobbed back and forth. "Whoa! Calm down there, little lady, you're a little loud!"
Maria cursed mentally, trying for a softer touch. "Who are you?" she asked, wonder sparking through her at this strange method of conversation.
The woman stopped cringing. "Ah, that's so much better. You'll get better at this, with time." She paused, gathering her thoughts. "My name is Allium. Yes, like the onion plant. Don't ask me why my parents thought that one was a good idea."
Maria nodded her head. "Nice to meet you, Allium. I'm Maria. I run... ran a restaurant topside, called 'The Adventurer's Rest.' Perhaps you may have heard of it?"
Allium nodded towards her. "Of course. It has the best mulled wine in all of Alfreiden. I used to eat there fairly often before, well, this happened to me."
Maria leaned in close. "How did this happen to you? And why did it happen to me? Where did these plants come from?"
That the woman might have been a frequent customer didn't matter too much to her. She really needed to know more about her current predicament.
Allium visibly deflated. "All of this is probably my fault. I convinced my party to descend past level twenty because we weren't finding enough loot to sell in the upper levels. I had been getting pretty experienced as a ranger, and I thought we were ready to face the added challenge. I was... wrong."
She thrust her chest out, leaning back a little. "When we ran into trouble, I did my best, but Bryan was eaten whole by some kind of enormous land piranha. You might laugh at the thought of a fish waddling on land, but it was no laughing matter to us. It ignored my fire arrows, shrugging off the damage as if it was nothing."
She sighed through the link. "I didn't see what happened to the other two. I was gassed from behind and eaten shortly thereafter. I've spent the last month being bound within this plant, and haven't seen any trace of them. Of course, once I gained control over my plant, I didn't stay down there willingly - I used the service elevator to get back up here, away from the horrible monstrosities on that level. Some of the other plants followed me, as it's way safer up here. We can spend all day in the sun instead of fending off random predators."
Maria smoothed out her angry thoughts, keeping them back from the link. The other girl could hardly have prevented her from being swallowed by this plant, though it was clearly her fault that they had managed to get up to this supposedly safe level. Cursing her out wouldn't change anything, however. She needed to know more about her new existence - this woman had a lot more experience with the plants than she did.
"What's next for me?" she asked hesitantly. "What is the plant going to do to me?"
Muffled laughter tickled her ears. "You need to reframe your thinking. You still believe, erroneously, that there is a difference between you and your plant."
Maria frowned. "But there is a difference. The plant... ate me. It's doing something to me, transforming me, but I'm still me."
A low hum licked at her ears. "That's where you're mistaken. There's no real difference between your body and its now - they have been hopelessly intertwined. Even if you wanted to divorce yourself from its influence, that would be impossible. It is you."
Agitated, Maria's body shook with fear. "That can't be true. If we took the elevator all the way up, certainly someone in town would know a way to get us out!"
Allium shook her head sadly. "Don't you think I've already considered that? I've seen first hand what adventurers do to those of us captured by the plants. The first couple of times, they tried to dissect the plant and remove the captured women. Those poor girls died on the floor of the dungeon, experiencing some form of withdrawal. After that, they started kidnapping us for unknown scientific purposes. I've been doing my best to keep us hidden, but it's damn hard to avoid having some of us taken every so often."
She straightened up, looking severely at Maria. "I mourn every one of us that vanishes. Exposing us would be a death sentence. Please don't tell me that I'm being selfish, helping out these plants. I'm being practical, helping us to survive. This is who we are now. We must get used to it, no matter how strange it might look to others."
Maria groaned. "Then what should I do? I want out!"
"Why?" asked Allium in a strange voice. "The plant is your home now. It's in your own self interest to take care of it. Do you really want to do something that might harm your plant?"
"No, but... " Maria's voice faded out.
She was unable to find a counter to Allium's inescapable logic. If she had more time, perhaps. While trapped in the plant, she certainly had plenty of that.
Only, she wasn't exactly trapped any more. If she had control of the plant, control of this new body it had given her, she couldn't claim that. Doing so would be petulant.
Allium made a low noise, leaning her head forward to rest her forehead against Maria's. "I can give you more reasons to take care of your plant," she said sultrily. "There are certain... benefits that you haven't yet experienced once you integrate more thoroughly with it."
Maria's breath caught, her heart racing. She wasn't certain why she was suddenly feeling so sweaty. "Really?" she asked. "What might those be?"
The organic matter surrounding the other woman rippled at her sides, splitting off into her arms, which had been trapped underneath. Maria gasped. She hadn't had any idea that this was possible. How exciting!
Allium lifted her arms towards Maria, showing her the flat of her palms. Their time within the plant had changed them, coating them with a thin layer of the plant's fibrous green material. Whorls of the material swirled over the tips of her fingers, creating varied patterns that she had trouble following.
The woman turned her hands over again, placing them on top of Maria's swollen breasts. "I can do this," Allium declared, squeezing Maria gently.
Maria let out a whistling breath, surprised at how sensitive she was. She should have been aware of this from her encounter with the bee girl, but so much had happened since then that those facts kept slipping out of her conscious mind.
The pleasure had a way of focusing her. If Allium could do this, what else was she planning? Her loins juiced, suddenly desiring her.
The plant's thick vine plug in her pussy pulled free, leaving her gaping open. Her hips shifted forward, a slot opening up down below as before, leaving her exposed. After what Allium had told her, this couldn't possibly be by accident - the plant was actively responding to her wishes.
"This is only the beginning," murmured Allium, fondling her breasts. "We have also been given another gift - that which only a male should normally possess."
Maria shuffled, looking down. "Really?" she asked, looking for a penis. "I don't see anything."
"Patience, young one. Like a human male, it takes a little bit of foreplay before it will show itself." Allium closed her eyes and grunted. "There, watch for a black circle at the base of my plant."
Curious, Maria did as she was told, scanning the rotund sphere sitting below Allium. Like her plant, the circumference was large enough that if she was laying flat, she could fit her entire body inside. The surface was a scabrous red, interrupted by irregular white bumps. At the front, there was a rounded black spot, with a dome like head.
As she watched, the spot projected upwards from the surface, a circular tube-like length projecting from within. It looked very little like a penis, but she knew immediately what it was going to be used for, given her past experience.
It was slightly different than what had penetrated her before. That could be due to a difference in how the plant had merged with Allium, or even because her plant was more mature than Maria's.
Either way, she was going to get fucked, and she couldn't wait for it. She could see a small purplish trickle of fluid escaping from the hole in her plant that connected with her crotch. "Fill me up," she moaned, greedily watching as the tubular penis projected even farther from Allium's plant.
"As you desire," replied Allium gleefully, sliding her hands smoothly over Maria's breasts. "I knew you'd come around."
Maria's belly lurched as the extended penis slapped against her crotch. Allium stopped fondling her breasts to ensure that the black tipped head made it into her hole. As a few inches of its length pushed inside, she moaned. "It's warm!" she declared, staring at it in surprise.
"It should be," murmured Allium. "Otherwise I couldn't make you feel like this."
The tip of the rod slipped into her, the bulbous end thrusting deep into her tunnel. She groaned as Allium seized her breasts again, groping them hard. She pressed her hips as far forward as they would go, accepting Allium's hard rod completely.
Allium hummed. "I can feel every inch of you," she declared. "That is what full integration feels like. You won't be gifted with such pleasure until you accept that you are now a hybrid. A plant person."
Maria writhed, unable to process her words properly. Right now, all she cared about was more, and the plant woman seemed quite willing to give it.
The rod was pistoning in and out of her now like a jumping jack. Somehow the other woman was controlling how fast it was assaulting her, speeding up when her pleasure ebbed, and slowing down when she approached an orgasm.
"While you enjoy my hard rod, imagine what it will feel like for you to ram yours into another," chuckled Allium. "Soon, you won't be able to stop yourself. It just feels too good."
It did feel good. Maria was beginning to lose herself. Allium began to hum again, increasing in volume as she fucked Maria, filling her brain with white noise. She was beginning to drift into a haze of pleasure, the sopoforic effect leaving her dazed.
The humming faded out for a moment. "It's not quite the same as pressing our bodies together, but we can try more advanced techniques once you have integrated with your plant further. Just imagine what we'll be able to accomplish together once you stop worrying about trying to be rescued. I assure you, it's going to feel amazing!"
It already felt amazing. Maria couldn't help but feel that she was being hypnotized to want this, but she no longer cared. She was chasing the high that only sexual tension could bring, reaching for the climax just out of her reach.
At this moment, she wished she could touch the other woman, to somehow thank her for the pleasure she was causing her body. If she could do that, she was certain that would help her to touch the climax she was looking for.
Her body flexed, a tearing sensation running down her sides. Looking down, she was surprised to find that her hands had split from her body, looking exactly like Allium's!
She moved these new hands down to the tube pumping in her pussy, wrapping her green fingers around its girth. She pulled it up into her, matching the rhythm of its fucking, whimpering as her pleasure spiked with each thrust. "Fuck me harder," she whispered through her tendrils, her voice being tossed about in the background of Allium's humming tune. "Make me explode."
The humming drowned her out, sparking strange lights in her field of view. She allowed herself to be soothed, drifting off into the pulsing thrusts of the plant woman's fucking. The friction was getting to her now, lifting her higher as her tunnel throbbed.



As she reached the top, she gripped Allium's penis tightly, pulling it into her with as much strength as she should gather. A soothing harmonic blasted through her brain as her body responded, her muscles tightening as the pleasure exploded from below, rocketing up to her core.
She was spasming, clenched down around the fleshy rod inside her, wanting to take all of it within her. That was, of course, impossible, but she tried her best, keeping the throbbing knob pressed against her cervix.
She sent a long, drawn out sigh through the link, her upper body deflating into Allium as she breathed deeply through her mouth, which was still fixed open in a large O. If Allium was anything to go by, that was unlikely to change any time soon, but now she was finding it hard to care. Within this plant, she would ripen, changing into a plant hybrid.
Her thinking was transforming, too. That wasn't a bad thing, was it? If she went along with this, the freedoms she had been missing would soon be returned to her, even if she was a grotesque plant creature. That was better than being bound without the ability to touch or feel anything of her own volition.
Allium ran her hands up and down Maria's back, next to the giant pod of liquid that was permanently attached to her. "I sense a change in you," she said kindly, her humming still echoing in Maria's ears. "Don't worry. This will only get better for you the more you accept it."
Arms dangling, Maria looked at nothing in particular, enjoying the afterglow of sex as Allium's penis slowly retracted from within her. "Will it?" she asked plaintively. "I won't be able to go back to running my restaurant."
Allium's chest heaved. "You're still thinking about that? Well, who can say what will happen in the future? Perhaps you might be able to convince someone on the surface that we shouldn't be attacked on sight, though I very much doubt that," she warned. "Why don't we wait and see how you adjust? You can make more decisions later after you see how life as a plant girl treats you."
Maria huffed. "I didn't ask for this. Things are changing so fast, I'm not sure how I'll keep up."
Allium set one of her hands on Maria's chest, over her heart. "Just take it slow. I'll help you."
Maria nodded briskly, feeling the flower shift above her head. She hadn't gotten used to that. Still not sure she ever would.
Allium took her by the hand, squeezing it gently. "Come with me. I'll show you how a plant girl lives."
Maria hesitated for a moment, then squeezed back. This wouldn't be quite as bad, if she had friends. Even if Allium was a little strange.
Allium's vines pulled out of her ears and the woman hummed a low tone through her mouth. Maria followed suit, allowing the plant girl to lead her down the hallway, hand in hand. She wasn't quite as afraid of this place, now that she had a guide. She wasn't lost any more.
She barely noticed the changing corridors as she focused on the warmth of the plant woman's hand in hers. She didn't love Allium, but somehow her perception of the other woman had changed since they had fucked. There was a fondness there that hadn't existed before.
They rounded a corner, and suddenly she knew where she was. She recognized these bricks and these corridors. They were back on the main route! The field where she had been accosted by the plant was nearby. That must be where Allium was taking her, but for what purpose?
She sighed, calming her spinning thoughts. Did it really matter? It was clear now that Allium wouldn't do anything to purposefully harm her, besides pushing her towards merging with her plant. It would be better if she simply thought of nothing, living in the moment.
The corridor opened up into the field she had left what seemed like a long time ago, a cluster of plants like hers grouped near the middle. Afternoon sun filtered down from above, highlighting their bright flowers.
Now that she knew what to look for, she reviewed the relative state of transformation of the captive girls within the plants.
A few of them seemed fresher than she was, with only their mouth exposed. This was surprising, as she didn't recall seeing anybody being captured since she was taken. She hadn't exactly been following the plants around, though - they easily could have been stalking their prey while she was involved with her own matters.
A handful more seemed well integrated with their plants, similar to Allium. Flowers had sprouted on top of their breasts, in a variety of colors. These must be the oldest victims.
Allium hummed as she pulled Maria into a little half circle of the advanced plant girls, as if she was presenting her to them. Perhaps she was.
The way they responded certainly made her think so. Their plants padded forward, gathering close around her.
The vision of five different flowers leaning towards her, their eyes blinking with excitement made her laugh, a low chuckle escaping her open mouth.
Their arms split off their stalks so that they could touch her in greeting. She wished she could communicate with them all, but her ear vines couldn't connect her with all of them simultaneously. She gave them a honking sound in appreciation. That would have to do.
She wanted to get to know them further, but her chest began to burn, and she burped suddenly. There came a painful pressure from her belly, and she looked downward, concerned. She stroked her hands over the surface, trying to calm it down, but the pressure continued to grow.
Her belly bobbed. Something wanted out, and quickly! The plant pulled its tendril out of her vagina and her hips shifted forward, as before.
Her mouth filled with saliva, a steady stream dribbling out the front as her neck began to tingle. Her thighs clenched together involuntarily. It was coming!
A hard knob entered the top of her tunnel, the oblong object slowly pressing its way down her inner passage. Her muscles clenched hard around the object, the painful cramping shaking her body.
She grimaced, wanting badly to reach in and pull the object out, but that was impossible. All she could do was weather the waves of pain as they came regularly.
Hands rubbed her shoulders, one pair on her neck. A set of tendrils dropped into her ears. "Remain calm," whispered Allium. "The first birthing is always the toughest."
She definitely had that right! Fortunately, the first seed was getting close to the end of her passage, but that one was quickly being followed by another.
The hard edge pressed through the outer hole of the plant, the hole widening as it popped out, plunking onto the ground. She stared at it dumbly, surprised that something that small could have caused her so much pain.
It was shaped like a fruit pit, ridged down the center with two semicircular halves. Given time, it would sprout a copy of the plant that had captured her. If it survived germination, it would grow strong and true, seeking out another human female to continue the cycle with.
She should hate that idea, but she was finding it increasingly hard to blame the plant for her predicament. It was her own fault that she had been trapped by this thing - she should have known better than to approach an unfamiliar plant!
Anyway, it was hard to hate something that made her feel so good, though it wasn't exactly doing that at the current moment.
She grunted as another seed popped out. She was seized with a desire to begin moving, probably an instinct being transmitted by the plant to help spread its progeny.
The feet of the plant started moving without her direct intervention, causing her to take a few steps to the side before another seed plopped out.
At first, she was humiliated by the whole process - especially at having to do it in front of the others, but they moved in close, hugging and humming at her as her belly deflated slowly with the birth of each seed, bringing her mood back up.
Finally, the cramps began to fade, the last of the seeds being expelled from her body. She knew this wasn't the end - the plant likely wanted to breed with her again, but at least for now she felt slim and spry again.
A mouth pressed against her cheek, and she smiled internally. Somehow, some way, these plant girls were quickly moving towards becoming her friends. They had been forced together by circumstance, but they were all adapting well. She creased her lips into a smile - as much of one as she could accomplish with her mouth frozen open.
She wasn't alone - they were all in this together. What was this strange warmth spreading in her heart?
She suddenly knew this was going to work out. Together they would support each other, and get through this strange challenge life had thrown at them. She looked forward to getting to know them better.
***
Water dribbled from the flowers gracing the tips of her enormous breasts as she breached the surface of the pool, her bright sunflower top flicking back and forth wildly. The lazy season of spring had moved on to summer, and this cool respite was quite welcome. She could certainly use her roots to pull water from the ground, but that wasn't nearly as refreshing as taking a long dip.
Sighing in pleasure, she relaxed, her shoulders resting at the level of the rippling water. Her plant mass below was buoyant, keeping her upright with little effort, allowing her to enjoy herself without any active thought.
A splash of water broke through her solitude, droplets drenching her face. Annoyed, she turned to find that another plant had jumped in from above, her upper body rotating to regain her balance. A warmth suddenly glowed within her as she realized who it was. Allium!
Giving up the idea of having a relaxing time, she swam over to her lover, reaching out to take her by the shoulder. Allium turned, her twinkling eyes a vibrant green. Maria knew from experience that she was smiling, though it was impossible to see with her lips locked open in that permanent O.
Allium leaned over and hugged her, their huge bellies bouncing against each other. Even if Maria had wanted to remain fallow, she hadn't been able to keep herself off of Allium's dick. It was inevitable that she would be filled with more seeds. She was even starting to get used to the bloating sensation, though she couldn't say that she loved it. She did love Allium, however, and that was enough.
The tips of the red flowers on her breasts were brushed aside as they collided with Allium's. This was another alteration she had been expecting after spending a lot of time with her lover. At first, her nipples had become puffy, but after a few more injections by the plant's cups, a green sprout grew from the surface.
In time, they had bloomed over her now enormous breasts, containing a vast supply of the plant's purple liquid. Her encounter with the bee girls after the flowers had fully formed had been fantastic, though a little strange. As before, the bee girl had planted her hands over Maria's breasts, but this time she sucked the entirety of her flowers inside.
At first, she had thought the flowers would be damaged, but when the bee girl had finished, they were as bright and fresh as they had always been. She could imagine the fluid being suckled from her even now, and hoped that there would be another opportunity to visit them soon.
Life wasn't all about fucking and sucking, however. There was plenty of time for slow, romantic moments. As her forehead touched against Allium's, their small tendrils extended, plugging into each other's ears.
"I love you," whispered Allium's sultry voice.
Maria's body shook, happy at the strange feeling that was filling her heart. "I love you too," she whispered back, still not quite sure of herself.
Hesitantly, she reached out, cupping the sides of Allium's breasts. Her lust was beginning to rise again, and she hoped Allium was feeling the same.
"Mmm, I see you're feeling frisky again," chuckled Allium. "Very well, but this time it's your turn. Show me what you've got."
Maria considered. If that's how she wanted to play it, she knew exactly how she'd go about this - she had been experimenting lately, and wanted to try something new.
She felt her desires rising, and let them. By now, she had fully explored how to get her plant half to do what she wanted, and was becoming quite good at it. In fact, over time, she had noticed that she was starting to feel what the plant wanted. In addition to this, she was beginning to feel a slight sensation when any part of the plant touched someone else, almost as though the plant's nerve endings were integrating themselves into her body.
She was no longer alarmed at such changes, wholeheartedly embracing them. After spending the entire spring with Allium, she couldn't imagine being anywhere else. What would her family think if they saw her now?
That was neither here nor there. Allium might complain if she delayed too much. Concentrating, she told the plant what she wanted, eager to see how quickly it responded to her commands.
One of the tendrils branching off from her stalk looped in, the bulbous tip flexing in four quarters. Pausing for a moment, it struck like a snake, aiming straight for Allium's mouth. Allium grunted as the end popped inside, the ends flexing open to lock itself in place. A hissing noise commenced and her belly expanded.
Allium blinked, her eyes looking a little dopey as she breathed out through her nose, a blue mist shooting from her nostrils. She was pumping her lover full of her plant's gas, preparing her for what was coming next.
"Oh, shit, that feels good. Fill me up!" she groaned in Maria's ears.
Maria's plant was obliging her, but she wasn't finished with Allium just yet. She made another command, feeling a strong swelling sensation coming from below. She couldn't see it under the water, but knew that her plant's penis was beginning to extend, the long stalk preparing to sink into Allium's pussy.
At the same time, her own plant responded to her desires, the tendril plugging her own pussy swelling as well. She certainly wouldn't be left out of the pleasure while her plant assaulted Allium.
Now that her plant was responding, that left her free to work on Allium in her own way. She twisted the plant woman's breasts, hard, tugging at them as if she was a baby seeking sustenance. Allium's altered body responded, purple liquid collecting within the base of her flowers. Soon, there was far too much for them to contain, the soft edges wilting as the substance oozed over the edge.
Allium moaned in her ears, rendered unintelligible by the assault. Just as she had planned, but it was about to get ten times better for her lover. "Lean into the pleasure," she whispered softly. "Let yourself sway with me as I press myself inside you."
The end of her plant's stalk rammed into Allium's pussy, pulsing as it sank deeper. Maria gasped, amazed at the sensations. They had tried this before, but it had never felt like this! It was a wonder Allium managed to keep her self control when the tables were turned!
At the same time, the bulbous head lodged inside her inflated and began to vibrate, doubling the pleasure she was experiencing. Her breath hissed in her throat as she made irregular moans, a sharp warmth growing in the appendage spearing her lover.
"You never told me it would feel this good!" she exclaimed. "Why hide this from me?"
Allium giggled crazily. "You could never have understood," she said hazily. "This is something you can only experience for yourself."
She had that right. Damn, she was fast approaching an orgasm herself! The dual assault was sending her out of her mind, too!
She needed to hold on for just a little while longer - Allium couldn't be faring much better than her. Pulse, thrust. Pulse, thrust. The hard stalk of her plant rubbed against Allium's tunnel, bouncing in and out of her as it jiggled.
She could see it in Allium's face, the ridges of plant material circling her mouth flushing purple. Her lover was as close to the edge as she was. In that case, it should only take a little more to force her over.
She pressed herself in closer, willing her plant's dick to urgently ram itself into Allium's snatch. At the same time, she ran her greenish hands around to either side of her lover's breasts, mashing them together.
The knob inside her snatch swelled up to an enormous size, causing her entire interior to throb in sympathy. If her final gambit failed to work, it wasn't going to matter, as her entire body was now shaking with pleasure.
The tentacle invading Allium's mouth popped free, leaving behind a blue stain on her circular mouth. She breathed hard, whimpering as her hips shifted back and forth on Maria's dick.
"Fuck me!" Allium shouted, her voice instantly fading in Maria's ears as she vibrated, her body seized in the throes of an orgasm.
Maria lost herself as well, the vibrating knob inside her too much for her to contain. Squirming, she forgot completely about Allium as her own pleasure consumed her mind, flashes of purple and blue taking over her vision.
She shook, groaning loudly, saying complete nonsense through her link to Allium. Her plant's rod pulsed within her lover, spurts of purple liquid painting the interior of Allium's pulsing tunnel.
Orgasm. Such a short word to describe the overwhelming explosion of pleasure she was experiencing.
The peak was short, but sweet, her body immediately shifting into the warmth of afterglow. She wrapped her arms around her lover, holding her tight as her hard rod slowly withdrew. She wanted nothing more than to sit here in the sun warmed water, clasping her lover gently forever.
Regretfully, that was not possible, but there would certainly be time for other pleasant assignations in the future. She sighed, leaning into Allium, snuggling against her neck.
Allium's chest shook from silent laughter. "I'd love to stay here all afternoon with you, but I can feel the Birthing coming on. Come, we must get back to the field before I drop my seeds in the barren passageway."
Maria sighed, but nodded, retrieving her communication tendrils. Letting go of Allium, she turned towards the edge of the pool. Before, she would have needed another plant sitting on the edge to help her out, but now she had other methods.
She commanded her plant to release her lower half, and it obeyed implicitly, its bulbous tendril pulling rapidly from within her swollen pussy. She shook, gasping at the waning pleasure, but ignored the after effects. Her encounter with her lover had satiated her body, for a little while.
A seam split open below her waist, a curve of plant material pulling away to reveal her pale white skin. Her bottom half barely received any sunlight while it was in the plant, so it had no opportunity to tan.
Leaning forward, she set her feet delicately on the stone edge of the pool, taking a step forward carefully as she worked to find her footing. She didn't use her legs as often any more, and it had taken a long time before she had learned how to do this, so her muscles had atrophied. Even so, she still had the energy to do this.
Planting her feet, she waited patiently as her perceived weight increased. Behind her, the bulk of the plant extracted itself from the water, the heavy liquid dripping from around its rotund base. Levering itself over, it braced its leafy feet against the stone floor.
Shivering from evaporation, Maria quickly told the plant to lift her back up. Toes pointed downwards, she sighed with satisfaction as she was seated back within the main stem of the plant, her butt flexing as it rested against the organic platform inside.



She relaxed as the plant constricted around her, holding her tightly in place. Clasped thusly, there was no danger of her falling out of the plant or becoming unbalanced. After spending months in this position, she was as comfortable here as she used to be in her human body.
Turning around, she offered a hand towards Allium. The other plant woman was of a more slender build than her, and had been unable to get out of the pool herself the last time they had visited together.
Allium nodded her head, her sunflower dipping towards Maria, and took her hand. With a force of brute strength, she pulled the other plant from the water, setting her down gently next to her.
Taking her by the hand, she urged her forward, knowing that her desire to give birth to the seeds would only become more urgent with time. Allium made a low honking sound, which Maria knew was equivalent to her laughter. She was finding her distress amusing!
She frowned, tugging at her arm. This was no laughing matter! Birthing cramps were severe, and once she was in the throes of them, it would be hard to get her into the proper position. It wouldn't be impossible, mind you... when the human half of the plant was incapacitated, the plant's instincts would take over.
She had personal experience with that when she had foolishly allowed herself to become dehydrated. Her plant had taken her to the fertile field and rooted her in place for hours next to the aqueduct, a sufficiently long time to teach her a lesson.
Still, there was no reason to let it get to that point. She honked back, annoyed, as the two of them made for the elevator. There was already another plant girl waiting patiently, the elevator's button glowing.
Maria honked a few notes in greeting, and the other plant girl turned slightly, the royal purple flowers sprouting from her breasts bobbing from the motion. The plant woman's body relaxed as she returned the greeting, nodding her head.
Maria hummed excitedly. This was one of the newer girls, who had been captured in the last few months, Lucy. There hadn't been much opportunity to get to know her better, but she knew that she had experienced a particularly rough transition.
Letting go of Allium, her plant plodded over to Lucy. She leaned her head over, the tips of their flowers rubbing against each other. A faint hiss of gas exploded from the tips in greeting.
Maria lifted up her communication tendrils, wiggling them back and forth to see if Lucy was receptive. When the girl nodded, she gave the command, and they rushed over to hook themselves in. A similar, familiar sensation happened at her ears, linking them together.
"How are you doing?" asked Maria breezily, watching as the elevator door clanked open.
Lucy swayed, shrinking in on herself as the three of them shuffled into the elevator. "I don't know," she said softly, shivering slightly. "I don't think I fit in very well here."
Maria touched her shoulder, giving it a small squeeze. "None of us do. We've been stolen from all over, jammed into plants, and forced to bear their young. I was angry about that for a long time until I adjusted."
"You don't understand," said Lucy, her transmitted voice stressed. "I'm jealous of you two," she whispered. "I see how close you are, and I despair that I'll ever find something similar."
"Ah," replied Maria, becoming quiet, considering.
She couldn't exactly fix this woman's interpersonal skills. If she had none before becoming a plant hybrid, that wasn't likely to change after a plant had swallowed her whole and turned her into its seed bed. Especially when they were usually limited to one on one conversations outside of making simple noises.
However, there was something she could do. "I think you're feeling isolated because you don't know any of us very well. How about I introduce you to some of the other girls? I'm sure some of them feel the same way."
"I'd... like that," said Lucy quietly.
"Fine!" declared Maria cheerily. "Let's start now!"
She reached out, resting her other hand on Allium's shoulder. "This is my lover, Allium. She could be a great ally if you want to make friends. We simply need to bring her into our conversation. You may not have tried this before, but we can have a three way conversation if we split up our communication tendrils. Like this!"
She popped a single tendril out of Lucy's ear, the vine wobbling in the air as she transferred it over to Allium, plugging it into her left ear. "Send one of your tendrils to Allium's other ear, and Allium can plug into both of us."
Lucy did as was requested, Allium humming as she did the same. "Who are you, little flower?" Allium asked. "My lover seems determined to make friends."
"My name is... Lucy," the flustered woman replied. "I used to be a housekeeper for a rich family."
"Oh?" remarked Allium. "Many of us come from all walks of life before we were converted. If I may ask, why or how did you come down to the fourth level?"
"I'm not much of a dungeon delver, but I find it unusually quiet down here," replied the meek woman. "Sometimes I received a lot of abuse from the family I was serving, and when I couldn't take it any more, I would come down to the third level to let off some steam."
"Eventually, I decided to come down one more level to view the gardens, and was accosted by a plant." She sighed. "The gas I was hit with was incredibly potent. It only took a few seconds for me to go down."
"That's pretty common," agreed Maria. "Even the most fit of us weren't able to put up much of a fight."
"Yes," breathed Lucy. "I suppose they've replaced me by now. I wasn't very useful anyway."
Allium punched her in the shoulder, breaking her out of her self imposed pity party. "Who cares!" she declared. "We're all equally useful here. You should be happy that you've been changed into a seed bed!"
Maria detected a hint of bravado with that statement. "Do you have some dark part you're hiding?" she asked Allium, her flower bobbing gently. "Something you're running away from?"
Allium cleared her real throat. "No, nothing in particular."
Maria rolled her eyes. She knew that was a complete lie, but if the woman wasn't willing to talk about it yet, there was nothing she could do. She'd have to keep working to break down her barriers.
The elevator dinged, the doors sliding open. Linked together, their three plants stepped out as a unit, navigating the hallways on autopilot.
"Anyway," Maria said, changing the topic. "What I've been meaning to say is this - you don't have to go it alone. We're all one big family now, having one thing in common - our relationship with our plants. If you have any questions about anything, feel free to ask. It's not like we have anything to do with our days except gossip among ourselves. And fuck each other."
Lucy suddenly straightened up. "I want to try that!" she declared, then immediately clammed up, pressing a hand over her O shaped mouth in embarrassment.
Maria chuckled. "I bet you do! However, we aren't currently looking for another partner."
When Allium failed to say anything for a moment, she turned to stare at her lover. "Right?" she asked sharply.
Allium looked back at her innocently. "Oh yes, of course, my dear, I'm completely with you on that."
Maria touched her shoulder lightly. "I'm a jealous woman. Promise me you won't bed someone else without my permission."
Allium looked upwards, her cheeks blushing purple. "You didn't!" exclaimed Maria, outraged.
Sudden uncontrollable high pitched laughter coming from Lucy distracted her from digging further. "You two!" she exclaimed, her breath huffing through her mouth hole. "You're acting like a married couple!"
Maria turned her glare on Lucy, who visibly shrank. "What?" she asked. "It's cute!"
Maria rolled her eyes again, amusement tugging at her heart. She turned back to Allium. "We are going to have words about this later, dear."
Allium hummed a few bars, acting innocent. Maria stared daggers at her for a few moments, but she couldn't stay angry at her lover for long. She didn't own the other woman, though in some ways she certainly wished she could.
She sighed internally. She couldn't change Allium. She could only accept her as she was. Besides, they had reached the field, and she was looking forward to her afternoon sunning session. She refused to be bothered while enjoying herself.
She lifted her arms, encompassing the sunny field. "If you both seriously want to get funky with each other, sort it out among yourselves," she declared imperiously. "I'm going to relax."
To lend her words some gravitas, she retrieved her communication tendrils, storing them behind her back. Shuffling forward onto the field, she nodded at a few of the other plant girls.
Sighing in pleasure, she stepped into a ray of sunlight and looked up, adjusting her flower and body so that they would catch the warming light just so.
She had discovered that she no longer felt hunger as she used to. The plant's photosynthesis appeared to be sufficient to cover both of their needs.
Her belly flexed as the plant fed more liquid into her chest from the pod sitting on her back. The purple fluid the plant generated was some kind of miraculous nectar, feeding both her and the bees the nutrition they needed to survive. In return, the plant used her fertile body to reproduce more of itself.
Overall, it was a surprisingly efficient system, though she had no idea how its life cycle had evolved. She wouldn't be surprised if there was some kind of black magic involved, but she had no proof. The dungeon was a strange place.
What she did know was that her transformation had made sunlight taste wonderful. Not only did her body feel pleasantly warm all over, but her saliva also tasted sweet while she was absorbing the rays of light.
Swallowing the tasty liquid, she moaned with pleasure. If it was up to her, she'd sit here and enjoy herself the entire afternoon, slaking her thirst with the sun generated juice.
However, her enjoyment was curtailed by the rustling of limbs and the load honking of some of the other plants. Were they being attacked?
Shaking her head to break herself out of her reverie, she looked over at the edge of the field. There was a human there! She squinted and gasped. She recognized this human! It was her friend from above, Sam, with a gathering of honking plant girls gathering around her.
Seeing the danger, she ordered her plant forward with all speed. Her friend was reeling, hit with a cloud of blue gas. If she did nothing, it was inevitable that she would be captured and processed by one of the plants.
She couldn't let that happen! Sam was their only link to the world above. She couldn't allow them to destroy this opportunity!
Rushing in front of the other plants, she waved her tendrils wildly to get their attention, barking loudly through her open mouth.
The other plant girls looked at her with an open question in their eyes as she shooed off the empty plants that were looking for a new victim. She folded her arms around Sam's slender body, feeling sad as she looked at her dopey face framed by a whirlwind of red hair.
For a short moment, nobody moved. She held Sam softly while her friend breathed slowly, her eyes refocusing. Her face creased as she looked up at Maria. "Who?" she groaned, looking fearfully at the grouping of plant girls.
One of them stepped out in front of the others. Her shoulders relaxed. It was Allium. She should at least listen to reason.
Her communication tendrils flexed as she plugged one each into her friend and her lover. "Hello, Sam," she said with sympathy. "What are you doing down here?"
She felt communication tendrils slipping into her ears, but she ignored them, keeping her focus on her last friend from above.
"You..." stuttered Sam, her mouth gaping open. "You're dead!" she finally exclaimed.
"Who told you that?" asked Maria wryly. "Clearly, I am not, though... I am no longer in a form you recognize."
Sam breathed hard, pulling herself a small distance away from Maria. "I looked for you myself once or twice, but I was always scared off by these plants. Unfortunately, I got a little too close this time."
"Well, then, you've found me. What are you going to do now?" asked Maria, waiting patiently.
Sam's eyebrows narrowed, a tendril of her red hair bouncing next to her face. "I could ask the same of you. You're a monster now, aren't you?"
Maria sighed, knowing exactly what she must look like to her former friend. "Well, I suppose that's technically true."
"Technically? You can only talk to me through a freaking vine, Maria! That's hardly normal!"
Maria noted that her voice was becoming a bit hysterical and decided she needed to bring her down a few notches. "It was hardly my choice," she said wryly. "Calm down, we're not going to do anything to you."
"We're not?" asked Allium blandly.
Maria looked at her sharply. "We're not. Keep those plants away from her."
Sam blinked. "I can't hear what she's saying, but I doubt it's anything good. What do you want with me after all this time? I am happy to see you, but I can't help but feel nervous about consorting with... plants. If all you want is for me to keep your secret, I can do that. Our friendship is worth at least that much."
She looked around at the plants looming over her, swallowing heavily. "Are they going to take me, like they took you?"
Maria shook her head, waving her arms. "Not at all. I have something quite different in mind for you. We're lacking something that you can provide us. We need a liason to the surface. Someone to report on what's going on up above. We can't exactly show our faces. We're plants."
Sam shuddered. "I don't know if I can agree to that. I don't really know what that means."
Maria waddled her plant over to Sam, spreading her hands wide. "It's quite simple. You keep an eye on what's going on in town, and let us know if something that might affect us is happening. If they post a quest at the adventurer's guild, that sort of thing."
Fear flashed in her friend's eyes. "What if I say no?"
Allium shifted closer, her green tendrils wiggling in the air. "You won't say no," declared Maria. "Otherwise I'm going to let Allium have some fun with you."
Sam glanced at Allium. "Why is she named after an onion?"
Maria groaned. Her threats didn't appear to be working. "Will you do it, or won't you?"
A sudden, wide grin lit up Sam's face. "Of course I'll do it. Who do you take me for? I thought you were fucking dead, Maria. You know I'd do anything for you."
A pulse of relief shot through Maria's chest. She felt a sudden desire to hold the woman, to show her how human she could still be.
The seal over her chest popped loose, releasing her lower body from the grip of the plant. The plant's stem moved forward, setting her feet gently against the soil in front of her longtime friend. She reached out her arms and pulled Sam into a hug, completely ignoring the fact that she was entirely nude.
Sam didn't seem to care, her smile suddenly cracking as tears welled up in her eyes. "I never gave up hope," she sobbed. "I always thought you might still be out there somewhere."
Maria ran her hands up and down Sam's back, squeezing her tightly. "I'm here," she said, her eyes getting watery as well. "I won't leave you."
Allium's lower body settled down next to both of them, wrapping them in her arms. "She belongs to you," her lover said quietly. "And you belong to me. Everything is as it should be."
Maria cocked an eye at Allium. "Do I really? There had better be some reciprocity in that agreement."
Allium laughed, a loud honking sound, her body throbbing against both of them. Her laughter was infectious, the rest of them finding themselves laughing as well.
What a strange world. Perhaps this could work out, after all.
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Shadowed hands reached out through a round, bright light, each finger cocked at a different angle.
He could not move as they approached, unable to think or respond. He didn't have a name, didn't have control, and could only watch and wait, his only possible response a muted squeal through sealed lips.
The needle-like points on the ends of the fingers became more visible as they closed the gap, sinking into his eyes. He could see nothing as the pain began again.
A loud click sounded in his ears, an unpleasant pressure hammering at his temples as something lifted away. Was that a flap of skin? A mask?
It was impossible to tell, as he still couldn't see. Couldn't move. Couldn't think.
His back arched as an achingly bright flash washed through his brain. His muscles trembled as if touched with a live wire, and all he knew was oblivion.
How long he remained in the blank whiteness, he couldn't tell, but the pain was seeping away, his body returning to some sense of normalcy.
His eyes blinked, and the fear faded. His vision had returned, but he didn't rejoice at the resumption of detectable light.
He was sitting in a bright, white room, secured to a metal exam chair by a series of tight straps. He strained his muscles one by one, but there was almost no wiggle room. An attempted escape would be impossible.
Giving up for the moment, he relaxed, probing at his memory. There was nothing there, but for a gaping hole. Whoever he had used to be was simply gone.
This wasn't some kind of mental block - his mind had simply been wiped clean. There was no use in trying to recall further, so he didn't bother.
Besides, he had a more urgent need that required his attention. Lifting his neck, he chewed at the rubbery gag in his mouth as he looked towards the floor.
His legs had been forced apart, separated and strapped to two metal frames, forcing them down and below. He didn't have enough range of motion to see the floor from here, but what he could see was his massive, aroused length.
Fear normally wasn't a good aphrodisiac, right? Then why was he so freaking hard?
He grunted around the gag, sawing the strap back and forth in his mouth, but there were no answers there. He simply couldn't remember.
As his cock flexed and strained, he let out a long breath, feeling another sense of dismay. There was something thick and heavy sitting around the base of his dick, squeezing at his length to keep him erect.
Grunting, he pulled at his restraints, trying to get a better look, but it was simply impossible.
Swallowing his phlegm, he gave up, resting his head against a hard pillow. His eyes darted around, studying his environment.
White ceiling. Painted white walls. White tile.
It was maddening how bright this place was - he was starting to feel a headache coming on.
He closed his eyes, desiring more than anything to wipe off his sweaty forehead, but his arms were pinned somewhere behind him, strapped in tight. The best he could do was to bite into the spongy gag in his mouth and sigh.
A loud click pulled him back into the present, his eyes snapping open. A black crack had appeared on the wall in front of him, twin doors creaking wide to reveal two slender arms.
His heart lurched as he got a better look at the sleek body entering the room. She was feminine in nature, with generous, perky breasts that danced in front of his vision as she took sure steps towards him.
He didn't let this distract him, however, as her skin color wasn't natural. It was polished white, as if she was made of plastic. A robot?
Her movements appeared natural, however, the sexy way she swung her hips making his dick rock hard again. Her thick lips pouted, wide nose flaring as she approached closer.
Her head was bald, like a polished cue ball, sharp ridges cut into a pattern over her skull and down the sides of her face. A red number FIVE was stamped onto the center of her forehead with sharp lines, printed there as though she was a doll that had just come off an assembly line.
All of this combined together gave her an inhuman affect, but that wasn't the worst of it.
It was those eyes. They were utterly black pools, devoid of all light, like miniature black holes.
Nothing human about them at all.
He tried to say something, but the gag prevented him from doing much more than grunting. She ignored his noises, arching her back to show off her breasts as she got down on her knees, tilting her head forward.
Her wide lips wrapped around the head of his dick, squeezing gently around the ridge as her hands crept up his thighs.
His heart thudded in his chest as he studied her mysterious, black eyes, but the robotic women didn't give him any attention. She was single mindedly focused on his erect penis, as if that was the only thing that mattered in this world.
He groaned as her lips sank farther down, squeezing at each section in turn as a licking suction played with his engorged length. Clamping down on the gag, he grunted, uselessly trying to straighten his legs.
She must know what she was doing to him, damnit! This was intolerable!
Her lips continued to move, sinking down, down, without any concern for how her mouth was being choked off by his length. Her throat bulged as she swallowed and suckled at him, forcing his arousal to new heights.
The hot, fleshy interior of her throat felt really good, and he was finding it impossible to keep control of himself. That was probably rather the point.
What use was there in holding back? He had no idea why he should even bother.
He still couldn't remember anything. Even if he had some vague instinctual morals inherited from some past life, they couldn't possibly help him in the here and now.
The woman dropped the final distance, wrapping those fat lips around the base of his dick, right above the cock ring. Her throat began to vibrate against his length as she sucked on him with a light vacuum. A pulsating thrum vibrated throughout his body as she dipped her head up and down with rapid motions.
Her alien eyes suddenly flipped upwards, fixing on his as a vicious grin grew on her face. She knew!
Sudden fear seized his heart as his dick trembled in orgasm, his semen being suckled and gargled as she extracted each pulsating burst.
His eyes rolled up in his head as the climax ruined his brain.
***
The line at the store was longer than John had anticipated, which was making him nervous. At any minute now, the loudspeaker could sound, summoning them to the rally. None of them could afford to be late to that.
An elderly woman was holding up the checkout, however, arguing with the cashier about whether her ration stamp allowed her to purchase two or three sticks of butter.
He supposed he couldn't fault her too much for this, as the store didn't often replenish their supply. Still, surely she could see that they needed to be fair about this. They couldn't let her take the entire supply, or the others might have to wait an entire month to butter their meager crusts of bread.
Truth to tell, it was a real problem for everyone, even for those with high flying careers like his. Being a lawyer meant that he was paid well, but he was still subject to the same restrictions as everyone else.
All he wanted was a tin of instant coffee, however, and he had his vouchers. He had forgotten to pick it up earlier, and his wife wanted it for tomorrow's breakfast. He couldn't afford to disappoint her. She knows best.
"Couldn't you just give it to me this one time?" whinged the elderly woman, her knuckles white as she clutched at one of her allowed sticks of butter.
"I'm sorry, ma'am, but I've already given you your final warning," burped the mechanical voice from behind the barred counter. "The local authorities have been notified. Please leave all of your purchased items behind and wait to be escorted from the premises."
Rolling shutters clanked over the display fronts and the outside doors clicked shut, locking them all inside. Everyone still in line groaned, a younger man stepping forward to confront the elderly woman.
"Now, why'd you have to go do something silly like that?" he asked in a rough accent, pushing her in the shoulder.
The woman cried out, items spilling across the floor with a loud crack. A carton of eggs popped open, smashed goo slopping over the side of the cardboard sidewalls.
"My eggs!" she wailed, getting down on her knees and putting her hands over her face, the waterworks starting.
John rolled his eyes. He had seen this all play out before, and it was always unpleasant. As an upper class citizen, it wasn't his job to get involved.
Glancing around him, he retreated to the rear of the line, tightening his grip on his vouchers as his undergarment creaked. Unless he missed the mark, this was about to get rather violent, and he wanted nothing to do with it.
The young man hauled off to punch the woman, but she swayed right at the last second, spoiling his aim. "Are you trying to attack me, boy?" she shrieked, getting to her feet.
Tears streaked over her leathery face, causing her makeup to smear in long, red lines. "I'll make you regret your very existence!"
Her hand flashed through the air, nailing the young man's collarbone near his shoulder blade. A look of surprise sparked on his face as he backed up, hands raised. "Whoa, there," he shouted. "I don't want any trouble!"
Well, he didn't now. John shook his head, but said nothing as the rest of the crowd gave them both a wide berth. It was too late for the hothead; he had already earned his night in jail.
It was his own damn fault. He should have known that anyone willing to argue over a ration chit would have a few screws loose. The lady could be hopped up on drugs, or simply feeling like she had nothing left to lose.
The whooping noise of the Vitality Police presaged their arrival, spinning red and blue lights appearing over the locked entrance.
"Citizens," announced a robotic voice. "Step away from the doors and put your hands over your heads. Please, remain calm. This is only a ration check."
John dropped his briefcase and raised his hands, keeping a leery eye on the combatants as the roll up doors creaked open. Bulky, uniformed officers rushed into the store, arms raised with stun batons locked within their grips.
Their outfits appeared puffy, as if inflated, making it impossible to tell whether they were humans or robots. They probably liked it better that way, as it allowed them to disclaim responsibility for the brutality of their tactics.
The grandma should have known better, but some sense of the perverse had her clutching the butter and ration coupons to her chest as if they were a life preserver.
The cop's baton rose and fell, smashing into her shoulder. A bright electrical spark zapped from the tip, turning the woman's body into a mad, dancing puppet.
John knew better than to look away, however. Any hint of disobedience to the regime would have him shocked and whisked away to a holding cell for questioning before he could say 'hot coffee.'
The rebellious youth who had escalated the situation looked ashen, but there was nothing he could do to escape their attention now. Served him right. He should have minded his own business!
A baton was jabbed into his stomach, taking him down before he could protest. A set of helmeted officers grabbed him by the shoulders and dragged him away, the heels of his boots squealing against the floor.
John frowned as he spotted the young man's limp wrist hitting the edge of a display case. He was definitely going to feel that in the morning.
Probably not as much as that grandma, but she had already been taken away, one of the officers returning to check their ration cards. John wordlessly scrounged in his briefcase, taking out his identification and the vouchers he had brought to purchase instant coffee.
A lurid light on the helmet's internal display clicked on to highlight his paperwork. "John Banks," came a muffled voice. "You are almost past the designated curfew time. Fortunately, glorious resident, a rally is scheduled tonight, and therefore you will be given a pass for this potential indiscretion. However, please do not delay. Attendance will be verified."
Was it already that late? An excuse sprung to his lips, but he suppressed it. The officer wasn't interested in why he wasn't being an obedient citizen. He must correct his behavior immediately lest he be subject to a more thorough investigation.
The man lifted a gloved finger and pulled down John's overcoat to examine his outfit. John didn't dare to breathe, cringing. If he had missed something, there would be demerits that would go on his social score. Too many of those, and he might as well kiss these coffee runs goodbye.
The problem was, it didn't matter how much one tried. You always missed something, and the officers would always catch it. They were extremely good at nosing out any whiff of nonconformity.
Had he forgotten something this morning? He was his usual professional self, but he couldn't help but feel that he was exposed. Oh, that damn tie!
It had gotten caught in the strawberry jelly last night, a rare treat, and he had set it aside to clean it. His wife had said that she would take care of it, but then it had vanished and he didn't know where it had gone. Certainly, he wasn't wearing it now.
Shit!
The officer suddenly dropped his hand, as if shocked. "Pardon me, sir," he said, the robotic voice sounding strangled. "I was not aware an operation was being run in this sector. Please, forgive me for my intransigence."
Confused, John took a step back. "Uh, that's quite all right," he muttered, trying to understand what had just happened.
The officer didn't wait around for him to regain his composure, however, joining the others as they finished canvassing the remaining people in line. Some of them were assigned demerits, leaving him even more confused than before.
Bemused, he sorted through the vouchers, hoping that his goal of buying coffee was still in the cards. Vouchers were only provided for good behavior, and he had gotten these for... well, what had he done?
Mind spinning, he tried to remember whether they had been a reward, or if he had traded for them. Both seemed plausible, but neither seemed right.
His hazy memory was troublesome, but for all practical purposes, it didn't matter. He would buy his coffee, go home, and enjoy a nice hot meal with his wife. That would put all of the confusion behind him. She knows best.
A cage above the store's cashiers dropped down, securing itself to the countertop. An opaque, gray material interspersed with metal bars meant that nobody could access or see inside.
A black screen on the exterior burst to life with a bouncy, animated puppet character. "We apologize for the inconvenience, but due to a political rally, access to all points of sale have been terminated," it announced, twirling around to give him a goofy grin.
John cursed under his breath, low enough to ensure that the police couldn't catch him. Demerits for profanity had lax enforcement, but that just meant that they could slap on extra penalties at whim. No thanks, not today.
The screen snapped off, replaced by a jaunty tune coming from somewhere outside. There was a carnival atmosphere to the music, which was rather expected. Rallies for the Party always seemed to be a production.
The Party slogan immediately snapped to mind. "Come along and see... the Party's all here. Roll out the good times, and be of good cheer!"
It wasn't particularly erudite, but it sure was catchy, and he couldn't stop himself from humming along to the tune, his feet itching and tapping as if they wanted to go somewhere.
His hands snapped to his sides, shoulders straightening as he automatically slid into line behind the others. The officers had already left, unconcerned about them. They would obey the subtext being transmitted in the music, because they had to.
As they marched towards the exit, the music became more distinct. "Join the Party... and show your face! Stop being worried, forget the rat race!"
John's jaw dropped open as he marched with the others, passing between the vehicles in the parking lot. They wouldn't be leaving via one of these, as the exits had been locked off in preparation for the rally.
A chunky military vehicle with tinted windows was rolling down the center of the highway, a multi-layered mushroom of metal sprouting from the roof. A muffled voice came from the hidden loudspeakers, subliminal commands forcing the small crowd out into the middle of the road.
They all shuffled forward at a walking pace, the jaunty music of the Party filling the air around them. Feet marching in lockstep, they passed a series of shuttered shops and signs with happy smiling faces on them.
Propaganda, all of it, but John couldn't stop himself from smiling, too. Their faces were just so cheerful! They made you want to believe everything they were telling you.
The road curved, moving into a tunnel under the convention center. The military vehicle slowed down, turning to block the road. More muffled voices sounded through the loudspeakers, and John found his feet turning to the left.
The parking lot was filled on both sides, but there was an open pathway down the center for them to follow. Up ahead was a crowd waiting at a security checkpoint, more troopers checking out the new arrivals before they would be allowed inside.
John frowned to himself. He didn't really want to be here, did he? His plan for this evening should have been simple, but here he was, lining up to listen to a speech that wasn't going to affect his daily life.
It wasn't going to make him feel better. It wasn't going to solve any of his problems. In fact, it was really a huge waste of his time.
But he couldn't just leave. That wouldn't be right.
The mumbling voice from the truck washed through the crowd, and his disrespectful thoughts vanished. Yes. He had to be here. Listening to what the Party said was a requirement.
Determined, he marched directly towards the security checkpoint, waiting patiently as they ran a detector over his overcoat. The agent paused as he leaned in to take a closer look, his mask twitching.
"Good to see you, sir," he said suddenly, pulling back. "I hope you have a good time at the rally."
John gave him a nod, not really seeing him as he strained his neck to get a better look at the bleachers ahead. He would need to find a seat before it was too late, as the venue was already quite crowded.
Shifting between the other bumbling arrivals, he scooted his way around the front edge of the bleacher, using the metal railing to stabilize himself as he chose a seat. Turning towards the front, he ambled all the way in and sat down next to a couple, blinking as he stared down at his empty hands. Damn.
Somewhere along the way, he had left his briefcase behind, and he hadn't even realized it! Sighing to himself, he shrugged. That's just the way things went when the Party dropped into town. There wasn't really any room to think about anything else.
Resting his elbows on his knees, he peered out at the stage built into the interior of the building. Lights ran up and around the sides, with bunting framing more cartoons. The jaunty tune from outside was still playing, but nobody had arrived to start the rally yet.



"Why are they wasting our time?" hissed the man on his left, attracting his attention.
"Shh, honey, they're watching us," whispered the woman standing next to him. She clutched at his arm, dangling bracelets clinking at her wrist.
"No, actually, I'm rather interested in hearing it," John said, studying the man's stiffly pressed shirt.
He might seem uptight, but that was probably just from the stress of being pulled out here from whatever he had been trying to do beforehand. Maybe the two of them had been taking an evening walk in the park, or perhaps they had been heading to their children's daycare?
Whatever it was, the pull of the rally was too strong for them to resist. They had been called, and that was that. The loose ends would be cleaned up later - the needs of the Party always came first.
The man's face shadowed as he pulled back, tilting his hat forward. "Have you been living under a rock? It was all over the newsplasts the last few weeks! The great resistance leader, a thorn in the Party's side for the last ten years, was captured and sent for re-education!"
He straightened his back, pushing out his rotund belly. "This world has become far too dangerous for loose lips. I don't know you, sir. Keep your words to yourself, and I'll take care of mine."
John gave him a critical look, but stopped himself with a short nod, filing away this information for later. There was no purpose in pushing the man further - the telltale signs of fear were all over the wrinkled creases of the man's face.
Folding his arms, he moved his attention to the stage, where movement was beginning to happen in the rear. A fat man in a business suit pranced out onto the stage, stopping in front of a comically thin microphone.
He was wearing a polished, blue mask that hid his face from the audience, glowing purple eyes burning from within recessed eye sockets. Raising his arms, he gestured towards the audience, as if giving them a wide hug.
"Welcome, everyone!" he cried, dragging out each liquid syllable. "You might wonder why you've all been called here tonight at such short notice, but there's no need for resentment! Indeed, I assure you that it's absolutely critical to the wellbeing of this district! The Party decrees it, and therefore it must be so!"
"It is so," mumbled the crowd, the words being drawn from their lips unbidden.
The noise floor was getting higher in the arena, whispering words licking at John's ears. He could feel a sense of patriotism welling up within him, a zeal he couldn't quite explain. He didn't need to explain it - he must only feel what the Party was describing, and obey their dictates, no matter how banal!
His vision blurred, and suddenly there was a small crowd gathered behind the speaker, their faces fixed in giddy grins at being up on stage. "I am pleased to announce the local district winners of the voucher charity donation drive!" the man's voice crooned. "They sacrificed their luxury goods for others, becoming champions of selflessness!"
The crowd held its breath, waiting to be told what to do. Premature applause was not allowed. They had to wait to be told what to think.
"What are you waiting for?" cried out the fat man. "Give them a round of applause! A random selection of citizens from district fifty two won't be going hungry because of them!"
Everyone in the crowd began to clap vociferously, including John. What a triumph! Hunger was always the enemy!
A sharp, piercing thought bored into his skull. Wasn't the point of the Party to keep the food supply stable in the first place? Why did there need to be this kind of charity?
As this disillusionment set in, he scanned around the arena, noting a few subtle pockets where the clapping was not as fanatic. Among them, a red haired young man stood out, a frayed red scarf strung about his neck.
John studied the unenthusiastic souls further. These citizens might get lucky, as it would be hard to pinpoint them due to the bright lights coming off the arena.
If they kept up this behavior, however, it would be inevitable that they'd be pulled in for questioning. He found himself automatically categorizing their clothing and features before the clapping died down.
He wasn't entirely certain why he did this, except for an ill defined feeling that it was always a good idea to have friends. Why he might consider these people to be kindred spirits, he really had no idea.
As the clapping dissipated, the winners were unceremoniously led off the stage by Party Enforcers, their royal purple uniforms swaying as the eyes in their mask holes glowed a matching, subtle color.
The fat man clapped his hands above his head. "Now, for the main event you've all been waiting for!" he declared. "Your local representative, Donnie Dark!"
A dizzying array of spotlights swung around towards the rear of the stage, highlighting the svelte body of a man dressed in a pinstripe yellow suit. He bounced on his heels, one hand in the air as he trotted towards the crowd, a larger than life laugh escaping his lips.
"It's good to see you, everyone!" he boomed, sweat flowing over the plastic sheen of his face. "It's been a hot minute since I've visited you, and I wanted to make sure that everyone is still my adoring fan. You might not have voted for me, but the Party has put me in charge of your welfare, which means that I always have your best interests at heart!"
He wrapped a ring encrusted hand around the microphone, cupping it like a baby's head. "I have some unfortunate news to give you first, however," he said sympathetically. "Don't worry, none of this is your fault, but I'm afraid that, due to a routine adjustment, our stores of sugar are lower than expected."
A vague groan of discontent ran around the arena, and John picked out a few more dissidents. "Don't worry, however, to make up for this shortfall, we've doubled the supply of artificial sweetener. Cookies for everyone!"
Cheers wiped away the groans, the bad news pushed away by the Party line.
Never mind the fact that doubling artificial sweeteners would only make up a third of the shortfall. Because the Party had said that this was a good thing, it was. Their grip on the crowd was absolute.
The music was thumping now, anesthetizing everyone's brains. John found himself losing track as the blandishments flew fast and thick.
Minutes or hours passed - he really had no basis for comparison. There were no clocks in the arena, on purpose, and Donnie's voice was as slippery as a warm cucumber, wholesome and nice to listen to.
It could have been worse, he supposed. The Party didn't seem to be feeling vindictive today, or they could have forced them to listen to a similar announcement being made by someone possessing a voice like a steel rasp.
As more time passed, the Party representative sped up, his works licking at John's ears as the spotlights began to dim. Not even Donnie was immune to the strict scheduling rules of the Party, and John could sense that he was struggling to finish before he was pulled off stage.
A wide smile broached Donnie's lips as his words shuddered to a stop. "Now you know the Truth," he said, the word pronounced carefully, as if he was dancing around the hard edges. "Hold my words in your heart until the next time we meet again. The Party survives."
"The Party survives," muttered the audience in response, eyes searching as the lighting turned off.
With everything cast in shadow, the entire production appeared rather hollow. Beyond the glitz and glamor, there was no substance to the Party beyond what it was capable of instilling in their hearts.
He shrugged internally. This was how it always was. No reason to get uptight about it. Now, where was that bathroom? He had better hurry up, or he'd get caught in the rush, and then it would take forever to get home to his wife. She knows best.
He could already imagine what she might say to him if that happened, though she would probably be understanding about the coffee given that she had likely been glued to the tablevid for the last hour. Probably.
Speeding up, he crossed around behind the rear of the bleachers, holding his coat tightly around him so that it wouldn't get in anyone else's way. Muttering to himself, he followed after a small group, slowing down as he turned the corner into the tiled restroom.
Yes, a stall was available in the corner! No waiting required.
Clicking it shut, he sighed and did his business. He'd have to walk back to the grocery store to retrieve his briefcase before he could leave. Hopefully by then the lockdown would be over and he'd be able to get his car out of the parking lot.
Putting himself back together, he exited the stall, heading towards the sink. After wetting his hands, he looked up and frowned. "What do you want?" he asked sharply, spotting the red haired young man from the audience earlier, his scarf dangling down his chest.
A look of disgust was on the man's face as he raised his hands. "Dirty Party Puppet!" he shouted, grabbing John's head and bashing it into the edge of the sink.
Pow! A sharp crack of pain blasted through John's forehead, and he saw stars. What the shit?
Stunned, he was unable to react as the man kicked him in the back of the knee, forcing him to catch himself on the faucet handle before his head slammed into the mirror.
By the time he had regained control over himself, the mysterious man was gone, a murmuring crowd of men gathering about him.
"You look a mess, citizen," said an older man, a look of sympathy on his face.
He proffered a handful of paper towels. "Are you okay? Should I call an ambulance?"
John pressed the towels against his forehead, mopping up blood. Ow, he could feel a painful lump underneath.
Lifting it experimentally to see how bad it was, he scowled. Scalp wounds tended to bleed profusely, and therefore tended to look more dangerous than they actually were, but the man hadn't held back. There were sharp lines marked on his forehead, as though his skin had been cut open with a razor blade.
"That's probably a good idea," John mumbled. "I might need stitches. Call the police, too, that guy is a menace. He needs to be taken off the streets before he injures someone else!"
The man's hands jerked towards his coat pocket, but a curl of distaste popped onto his lower lip before he could complete the action. "You should call the police yourself," muttered the old man. "We don't have a good description of your assailant."
The other men shook their heads, a dark murmur running through the crowd. Ah, he should have expected as much. Nobody wanted to have the finger put on them if any of this didn't work out for any reason.
John scowled. "You know what? I'll do it myself!"
He brushed past the unhelpful crowd, stumbling towards the door. The pain in his forehead was still throbbing, but at least it didn't appear to be bleeding as much.
He fumbled in his pocket, grabbing at his phone. Tapping the front, he selected emergency services, propping it against his ear as he scanned the area outside the bathroom, looking for the young man. Red hair, red hair, anywhere?
There, at the edge of the parking lot, hiding underneath the rear of the bleachers. He halted, worried for a moment that he had been spotted, but it rather seemed the other way around. The man was trying to make himself inconspicuous, squeezing behind a pillar.
Well, he couldn't escape that fiery red hair! John purposefully turned away and sidled behind an empty concessions stand, lifting the phone to his ear as he tapped the call button.
The speaker crackled. "Please state the nature of your emergency," came a stentorian voice.
"I've been attacked at the rally," he choked out. "It was a man, close to six feet tall with red hair, wearing a red scarf. I can see him under the bleachers, and I'm worried he's going to attack someone else!"
"Very well," replied the voice in clipped tones. "Stay on the line in case we have trouble locating your position. We'll send help."
"Okay," he sighed, peering out from behind the stand. "He's still there. He might be looking for an opportunity to sneak out with another group."
"Impossible," replied the gruff voice. "The local area will be sealed off until the assailant is located. Stand by."
Flashing lights caught John's eye, a sense of relief flooding him as he spotted a set of military vehicles blocking off the end of the parking lot. A set of troopers were disembarking, followed by an odd duo of a fat and skinny man.
The red haired man didn't seem satisfied with waiting around to be caught, however. He had gotten up on his tippy toes, grabbing at one of the metal cross beams to pull himself up.
John's heart lurched in his chest, and he stopped trying to hide, approaching the stands as he craned his neck upwards to watch the increasingly sketchy climb.
A group of citizens pulled back, giving the spectacle some room as they hushed, a sound of dismay running through the parking lot.
"Calm down citizens," ordered a loud voice. "We have arrived to take this situation in hand. Everything will be okay."
John wasn't certain how they could say that, as the young man was already several body lengths into the air, beyond their ability to catch him. They could always shoot him, of course, but then he might fall off the side.
A hand touched his shoulder. "Are you the one who called this in, citizen?" asked a calm voice.
John jumped, turning to take in the new arrival. A burst of relief washed over his back. The man looked official, dressed in a sharply creased, pinstriped suit with a Party pin secured on top of his chest. This was a far cry better than being dressed like a faceless trooper.
It was probably calculated to keep the public's mental anxiety down, and he had to admit that it was certainly working on him.
"Yes, sir," he replied in a neutral voice, putting his phone away. "That's the man who attacked me in the restroom."
"Did you do anything to provoke his aggression?" asked the man, folding his arms together.
"No, by all accounts, it was unprovoked," sighed John, dabbing at his forehead. "He accused me of being a puppet for the Party right before he smashed my head into the sink."
The man gave him a perfunctory nod. "Very well. We'll make sure to get to the bottom of this."
He turned to the fat man next to him. "Bring him down for questioning. We cannot allow someone so dangerous to escape."
John shuddered as the fat man took a step forward, giving him a good look at his face. There was something wrong with his eyes.
They were larger than life, googly, with a glistening sheen that followed thick spirals around the periphery. As he watched, he got the sense that the spirals were spinning around central cores, sucking his gaze in towards the centers like some sort of cartoon villain.
He blinked, refocusing on the man's plastic lips, but that only made him seem creepier. John shivered, backing away. There was something off about this fellow that made him want to flee.
The smaller man didn't seem to notice his distrust, walking up to the edge of the stands as he lifted a megaphone. "Please stop trying to climb away, or we will use force," he announced.
The young man didn't seem to care, continuing his surefooted movements. The Party Enforcer waited a long moment until it was obvious that he wasn't going to get compliance, then he stepped back and gestured at the other troopers.
They rushed forward, spreading out in a triangle. A net stretched out between them, some kind of white, thin polymer. John watched with curiosity as the Party Enforcer lifted the loudspeaker again. "This is your final warning. Come down from there or I will bring you down," he roared.
He set the loudspeaker on the ground, reaching inside his coat pocket. Retrieving a couple of thin rods, he screwed them together onto a pistol grip. Squaring up with the climbing man, he settled into a shooting stance, waiting a long moment to confirm his aim.
The crowd hushed as a soft thomp sounded, and the young man cried out, his hands sliding off a vertical support. There must have been some kind of paralytic on the projectile, as he seemed unable to hold on, his body twisting backwards in midair as his hands clutched spasmodically at nothing.
His spinning body appeared to fall in slow motion, the crowd gasping as everyone waited with bated breath. John set his shoulders, suddenly worried that he was about to be witnessing a goddamn catastrophe. If this young man splattered his brains across the asphalt, he'd never forgive himself!
Fortunately, his limp body dropped neatly into the provided net, his limbs getting entangled by the twisting fibers as he was brought gently to a stop. The troopers crowded around him, blocking his body from the crowd as the fat man with the bizarre eyes ambled in.
Setting a hand on one of the trooper's shoulders, the man pushed him aside, inserting his googly eyes through the resultant gap. "Look at me closely," he said in a low voice that seemed to cut through the murmurs of the crowd. "Stop struggling. Let yourself fly free as you stare deeper into my eyes."
A groaning moan came from somewhere inside, but John couldn't get a clear view. The smaller man calmly unscrewed his pistol and put some of the pieces away, but John gulped as he spotted another attachment that the man retrieved from his pocket.
Attaching the needle-sharp tip to the end of his gun, the Enforcer lifted it up for a quick inspection. Noticing John's glare, he gave him a wink. "Don't worry, we have him well in hand, citizen. Thank you for your cooperation."
He turned into the bigger man, shoving him aside with his shoulder to make a gap. This opened a window wide enough for John to see the young man's face, his lips fixed in a grimace.
His body was rigid, a look of atavistic terror on his face as the long needle at the tip of the gun was inserted into his forehead. As it slid in, confusion replaced fear, followed quickly by a dumb expression as his eyes went blank.
John shuddered, turning away. He hadn't needed to see that. Perhaps it would have been better if he hadn't called this in.
A sudden, cold sweat broke out on his back, along with the sense that he shouldn't be here. It was far past time for him to leave, to get home and rejoin the loving arms of his wife. She knows best.
He took a step away from the Enforcers, slowing to a halt when he noticed the group of masked individuals arrayed in front of him. "Citizen," said the one in the lead, purple eyes glowing deep within his mask. "Please, come with us. We have some questions for you."
John shook his head, swallowing as his throat suddenly went dry. "Why?" he asked, frozen to the spot. "I've done nothing wrong."
The masked Enforcers fanned out around him. "Of course not," said the lead member with a silky voice. "The Party doesn't require malfeasance for questioning, only obedience. Unquestioning obedience."
John jumped as sharp needles poked into his arms and back. He cried out as a multitude of strong arms held onto him, jabbing, jabbing, jabbing as he was pumped full of the paralytic.
His eyes glazed as the world around him blurred, leaving behind only the malevolent purple glow of the sea of masks watching him with knowing patience.
Soon, those faded away, too, leaving nothing behind but lingering words that hissed into his brain.
***
The nightmare began again.
A hand reached towards his face, sharp tipped nails sinking into his eyes. There was more discomfort than pain this time, his throat gurgling as something clicked free.



His brain felt loose, as if a connection had been jiggled free. There was something whispering in his ears, asking questions.
His lips moved, replying without thinking. His filter was completely gone. It was simply easier to tell them everything they wanted to know.
No reason to worry about it. This was fine. The Truth belongs to the Party.
"Couple, middle aged woman, bracelets. Male, five foot six, pressed shirt. Questioned the Party. Aware of resistance capture."
His body shivered as someone shifted on top of him. His dick was rock hard as a warm tunnel squeezed down around his length. His eyes flashed open, but his lips kept moving. He couldn't possibly stop. He had to tell them everything.
The shiny plastic dome of Five's face was in front of him, stunning purple eyes boring directly into his skull. Her body heaved up and down, her pussy swallowing his dick whole as she fucked him gently into oblivion.
He was betraying everyone he had met at the rally, one by one, and he couldn't stop himself. It was so arousing.
"Ruffled overcoat. Older man. Friendly affect. Refused to call the police when asked."
It hardly seemed like a large sin, but the Party didn't care. They'd want to talk to him about this, and therefore he must report it. That was how he had been programmed. He was a Party doll. A puppet.
The plastic woman stopped rocking on top of him as his voice petered out, a hand resting on his shoulder. Her long lashes flicked downwards, shadowing the black holes of her eyes. The straps released, setting him free, and he got to his feet on autopilot.
The two of them stepped up to the wall, and he arched his back, staring directly into the mirror in front of him.
The angular cuts on his forehead that he had seen in the bathroom earlier stood out in sharp relief, forming a symbol that he hadn't been able to see under all the blood. Fifteen.
His mouth gaped open as he lifted his hands to his head, seizing the short hair that covered his skull. With a sharp jerk, it came free, revealing the plastic dome hidden underneath. His eyes became silvery, then black, the brown irises sinking down into the endless depths.
Five got down on her knees, her mouth opening wide to swallow his turgid length. He grunted, staring at the mirror as his mind melted into utter obedience.
He understood now. He had been their puppet all along. They had converted him some time ago, along with his wife. The two of them were plastic slaves, nothing more.
Truth belongs to the Party. The Party is Truth.
He groaned as his dick squirted into her mouth, the obedience of betraying his former friends in the resistance more arousing than anything he had ever experienced.
He was a puppet. A Party Puppet.
Thrusting his hips forward, he forgot about his principles and morals, leaving behind only the strictures of obedience. That was what the Party wanted from him, and he would provide, even if it meant sacrificing what was left of his humanity.
He stared down at the garish Five embossed on the woman's forehead below him, barely recognizing her dollified face. She knows best.
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Chapter One
A scruffy man wearing a pair of dungarees bellied up to the bar, taking a seat on one of the scuffed round chairs. The faint voice of a professional announcer emanated from a television mounted near the ceiling behind the bar, an excited hush dawning as the local team began to win the tournament game.
"I'll take a double mocha latte, sweety," the man drawled, setting his roughened hands on the counter. "And a smile, too."
Kate squeezed her hands over her apron, trying very hard to remain pleasant. He was going to be one of those customers, and the last time she had sent one packing, she had been reprimanded by the owner.
She couldn't afford to lose this job, but wasn't her self respect worth more than that? She gritted her teeth, ready to give him both barrels, when a muscled woman sat down next to him.
The woman tilted her wide brimmed hat to flash Kate a grin, her short, blonde hair spilling out around the edges.
She smiled back, immediately charmed by her lover's presence. It was just like Jackie to show up when she was most needed.
"One double mocha latte, coming right up," she chirped, wiping her hands on her apron as she turned away to get a mug.
"Thanks, sugar," continued the odious man, leaning over the counter as she moved to the espresso machine. "If you don't mind, I'd like to get your number, too."
She gave him a sharp glance, but Jackie was already bellowing out a loud laugh that filled the cafe. "I'm sorry, sir," she wheezed, "but she's not even playing in the same ballpark. She's not interested."
The man frowned, his mustache rippling as he cocked a shoulder against the bar top. "Now, how can you know that, little lady?" he asked, oozing arrogance. "Why don't you let the girl speak for herself?"
Jackie shifted in her seat, moving her duster aside to reveal the magnum revolver strapped to her belt. "I ain't little, mister," she said, her soft features creasing in disgust. "I suggest you take that back, and apologize to my lover for bothering her, or we'll have more than just words."
His eyes flicked towards her belt, the sneer fading off his face as fear replaced bluster. "Ah, I'm sorry ma'am, I didn't realize it was like that."
Turning away from her, he hunched over the bartop, clenching his hands into fists. "I didn't mean nothing by what I said," he muttered. "You gotta shoot your shot, or nothing ever happens, ya know?"
Kate finished with the drink, sighing as she set it on the counter in front of him. "Just make sure you're shooting in the right direction, first. That'll be five bucks, even."
He rifled through his pocket, dropping a bill in front of him. Giving her a petulant glare, he removed himself to the far side of the cafe, sipping sullenly on his drink.
Kate gave Jackie a wan smile, resting her hands on the bar top. "You didn't need to do that, you know. I'm quite capable of defending my own honor."
"I know you are, little pickle," chuckled Jackie, "but your foul mouth would have gotten you into trouble again." She tucked her duster back over her knees to hide her gun belt, the fabric bending over her busty chest. "It's better if I take the hit instead. If I'm the bad guy, your boss won't have anything to complain about."
"He will anyway," groaned Kate, carefully ignoring the pet name. "Besides, you can't be here to be my knight in shining armor all the time."
"Really? Is that what you think of me?" asked Jackie, exaggerating her drawl. She waggled her eyebrows as she crossed her arms over her chest. "I'm just a regular mounted constable, with a big iron on my hip."
Kate laughed. "Okay, then, ranger. Now, what will you have?"
"Just an iced tea for me, please," replied Jackie, her body slumping. "Betsy and Todd are at it again, so I've had to separate them. I still have to go back and get them both exercised before I can leave them be."
"Oh no!" exclaimed Kate, knowing that the drawn expression on her friend's face was due to her extreme love for the two horses. "Do you think they'll ever settle down?"
"You bet they will," smirked Jackie. "Todd's just feeling frisky, and Betsy ain't quite in heat. Once their schedules line up, there's going to be fireworks."
She leaned forward. "Speaking of which, what does your schedule look like?"
The way Jackie's expression darkened caused the blood to rush to Kate's head, making her feel weak in the knees. "This shift is almost over," she admitted. "I should be free later tonight after I run some chores."
She set a glass on the counter with a clink, filling it to the brim from an ice cold pitcher. Grabbing a pink straw with an umbrella, she inserted it into the top, tilting it to one side at a jaunty angle.
"Very good," nodded Jackie. "I'll hold you to it. I just recently received some new equipment, and I'm eager to try it out with you."
Kate blushed. She knew exactly what that meant. It was no secret that Jackie was an expert with a rope, and Kate had been tied up by her dominant lover more times than she could remember.
And edged, and teased until she could no longer hold herself together. An unbidden memory rose of their last play session, a tingle of anticipation running up her spine.
"Yes, I'd like that," she whispered, straightening her spine as she worked to get ahold of herself. "But if we want to do that, it'll take me longer to get prepared. I won't be available for dinner. How about nine?"
"That doesn't bother me any, as long as you're prepared to spend a good chunk of the night awake," purred Jackie, running a finger down the side of her drink, tracing a drop of condensation to the base.
Kate shivered, imagining being suspended in a prayer pose, one leg outstretched as she dangled in a perfect position for Jackie to touch her most sensitive places. What would she use this time? The tracing wheel? Or would she mark her in a discreet place with one of her razor sharp hoof knives?
The possibilities were endless, and Jackie had a truly creative mind. Her lover hated chocolate, but there had been that one time where she had applied chocolate pudding all over her breasts and forced Kate to clean it up in one go. Yum.
She ran through the necessary chores in her head. "Okay. Better make it ten, then. I don't have work tomorrow, so you'll have plenty of time to practice your artistry."
"Good," declared Jackie, discarding the straw and tossing back half her drink. "Be on time. You don't want to be late."
She left the remainder of the drink on the counter, swiveling in the chair as she got to her feet, the duster swishing around her lithe back as she let it swing back into place. Damn, she was cool.
As Jackie exited through the glass door, Kate sighed as she gathered the pleasant future plans around her like a cloak. The odious man from earlier had left, too, so this day was finally looking up.
It was unusual that there weren't any other customers at this time of day, but she supposed that was a good thing. It would give her a chance to get caught up on her cleaning, making the closing less onerous later on.
She crossed into the back room to retrieve a mop bucket, wheeling it out into the center of the room. Pressing her hands into her sore back, she straightened up as she took a moment to watch the television.
She had been doing a little too much exercising lately. She should dial it down and take some time for herself with a heat pack to see if she could get things back in good working order.
Her brow creased as the babbling announcer on the television broke through her introspection. They weren't showing the game any longer. Instead, the camera appeared to be pointed at the sky, a strange, green light coloring the lens.
Large, circular disks appeared to be floating off in the distance, looking somewhat like classic UFOs. The sides were thick and silvery white, giving them the overall appearance of ice cream sandwiches. The way the edges rippled made them unsettling, as if they were creating a rift in reality.
She shrugged. They were probably advertising some sort of science fiction miniseries. She'd look it up later, it could be fun to nestle into a couch with Jackie and give it a watch while her hands crept down her lover's sides... ah, but here she was getting distracted again. This wouldn't do.
Humming to herself, she pulled the mop from the bucket and placed it in the wringer, making sure to remove as much water as she could before she applied it to the floor. Sneaking the ruffled fabric around the metal tubes where the chairs were mounted to the floor, she took extra care to ensure that all of the dirt and grime were properly scrubbed away. The place would be sparkling clean in no time!
She got lost in the monotony of the job, working her way outwards towards the dining room. She had done that area when she had come in this morning, so that was probably enough for now. She sighed, wringing out the mop a final time.
The shop bell rang, and she looked up, pasting a cheerful smile on her face. "Welcome in!" she declared, the smile fading as she recognized the brash man from earlier.
"Why are you back here?" she asked, gripping the mop firmly in her hands as if it was a weapon.
The man groaned, shuffling along the wooden floor with a halting step, his head tilted forwards. The way his arms moved spasmodically didn't look natural. Was he a zombie?
No, that was a crazy idea. Things like that didn't happen in real life. He was just a common criminal!
Raising the mop, she presented the smelly end towards the man, prodding him in the chest. "Stay back!" she shouted, her voice higher pitched than she would have liked. "Or I'll call the cops!"
This threat didn't seem to get through to the twitching man, his head rolling back on his shoulders with a wet crack. His eyes were only half open, a sliver of white visible as his eyelids vibrated.
There was something gray and pallid pulsing at his nose, a segmented, transparent body sitting on top of his upper lip. Ugh!
The imminent threat had become too much to ignore. She thrust the business end of the mop into his chest, pushing forward with all her strength.
His body jerked backwards, heels leaving the ground as he lost his balance. The back of his head hit the edge of a wooden table with a sharp crack, his body tumbling into a heap on the floor.
She breathed hard, shuddering as adrenaline pulsed through her veins. That hadn't just happened, had it? This was unprecedented. A patron had... attacked her?
The bell at the door tinkled again, and she altered her stance, preparing for another attack. Jackie backed up a step, a look of surprise on her face. "Whoa, there, I'm not your enemy."
Kate shuddered, lowering the mop. "He attacked me," she said in astonishment, still not quite able to process what had just happened. "Why did he do that?"
"I don't know, but I can guess," replied Jackie, her voice hoarse.
She knelt next to the man, flipping him over as she cradled his neck to prevent it from twisting. "Shit," she exclaimed, leaning over him. "I think he's dead."
"Really?" blubbered Kate, feeling weak. "I didn't hit him that hard. I just wanted him to get away!"
"He must have hurt himself pretty badly when he fell. Humans can be surprisingly fragile," said Jackie, sounding preoccupied. "He's got something strange clasped around his nose. Let me see if I can remove it."
Kate moved, trying to get a better view of what Jackie was doing. "It looked pretty nasty," she warned. "Like some kind of gigantic, gray slug."
"Hmm, there's a lot of green slime mixed with blood, but I'm not seeing... oh, wait, there it is." Scooping with her fingernails, she collected a handful of goop, leaning back to give Kate a better view.
Kate's belly gurgled as she looked over the transparent mass. There was something dark sitting inside, quiescent for the moment. It had a rounded snout and a bulging, segmented body, which coiled around and over itself.
"Looks like a tapeworm, or another one of those parasites you like to gross me out with," she said, shuddering.
"It does, doesn't it?" murmured Jackie, prodding the gelatinous puddle with a finger, a fascinated glint in her eyes.
The creature twitched, lifting its eyeless head. She could see two hook-like appendages that sprouted from right below its rounded mouth, which was a writhing mess of spiked teeth.
"We should kill it," she said immediately, spooked by its appearance. "If there was one of them, there must be more, and it was somehow affecting that guy's personality. I personally don't want to be infected with it, whatever it is."
"Yeah, you're right," frowned Jackie. "As much as I'd like to take the time to study it further, we have bigger problems to deal with."
She shuffled over to the mop bucket and slid the goopy mess into the water with an audible plop. Kate swallowed, relieved as she watched the wriggling creature sink to the bottom, its body going limp as it drowned.
"Bigger problems?" echoed Kate, shaking her head as hysteria gripped her throat. "I have a dead man on the shop floor, and it's all my fault! I'm getting fired for sure!"
She moaned, dropping the mop to the floor with a clatter as she grabbed at her cheeks in alarm. "Am I going to go to jail for this?"
"I don't see why you would, it was in self defense," replied Jackie, "but that's not what I'm talking about. Look."
She stood, waving towards the bay windows of the street outside. Kate frowned, but couldn't figure out what her lover was talking about. There was no traffic, which was unusual for this time of day, and the light was dim, as if overcast.
Yeah, that seemed weird. Wasn't it supposed to be a sunny day? And why was the light that was getting through tinged a sickly green?
"Jackie?" she asked slowly. "Is there something you're not telling me?"
"I was hoping you would tell me. Weren't you watching the news?" She pointed at the television up on the wall, where a sweating anchor was sitting at a news table, looking pale.
"No," replied Kate. "That's on all the time, so I usually don't pay any attention. It's just background noise."
She shuffled around behind the bar, locating the remote and bumping up the volume a couple of notches. "Let's find out what they have to say."
"This afternoon, our world may never be the same," the man in a suit proclaimed, nervously adjusting his blue tie. "It is clear that we are not alone in this universe. All that remains is to find out whether they are friend or foe. To help us come to that determination, let's go to our reporter on the ground. Joe? What are you seeing and experiencing?"
The screen buzzed, going to picture in picture as they suddenly got a view of a man near the outskirts of town, dressed in an intentionally folksy plaid shirt. "They've landed, John, but nobody has been allowed to go near," the newscaster said in a droning voice, his face pallid.
"Everyone's excited to meet them, but the police force has set up a blockade. We're waiting for someone with higher authority to arrive so that they can send out a delegation."
"Has there been any activity on the ground?" asked the anchor, leaning forward over his desk. "As you know, we're all excited to see what they look like."
"I'm aware, John, but there's been remarkably little activity from this sector for some time. They're just... sitting there. Here, let me move so that I can show you."
He backed away, and the cameraman zoomed in on one of the wedge shaped spaceships. "You can see the glowing light spiraling around the exterior, but otherwise, nothing. It's almost as though they don't want to say hello."
"Hold on," muttered the news anchor, staring off at someone to the side. All color drained from his face. "We now have confirmation that there have been aliens spotted at the south side of the city!"
He swallowed heavily. "They appear to be bearing weapons, and have attacked the police barricade! We have some images from there now!"
The screen swapped to shaky camera footage in a thin, portrait format. The user was breathing hard, doing his best to keep the picture steady. "Look, a ramp is coming down!" he declared, a reverential tone in his voice. "Come, bless us, aliens! Take us away from our meaningless jobs so that we may serve you!"
A beam of light lanced down at a forty five degree angle from the top of the saucer, making it hard to see much. A flash washed out the camera lens, after which a squad of ten armored figures appeared.
The resolution was too bad to provide any definition, but they appeared to be wearing helmets in the shape of wide teardrops, their bulky, metallic legs marching in unison as they approached.
The police officers ordered the crowd back with loudspeakers, but they were too excited to be contained. A woman carrying a hand written sign slipped through the hastily constructed concrete barriers, running down the street towards the aliens.
Stopping in front of them, she got down on her knees and began to praise them with an apparent religious fervor. The alien in the lead raised an arm and the crowd went silent, everyone spotting the round muzzle mounted above the creature's fist.
A blob of organic matter spurted from the end, the orb expanding in the air to encompass the kneeling woman. She barely had time to cry out before it wrapped around her like a net, gushing against her limbs in a sticky mess. She tried to stand up, but her legs were glued to the ground.
As the other aliens approached, Kate was able to spot a few more details. There appeared to be something organic nestled around their throats, with large, flesh colored holes opening around the sides. The donut shaped tubes inflated with each step, as though the creatures were breathing through them.
Their helmets appeared to be attached to their heads, with no seams or means of taking them off. There were no openings to reveal any eyes or ears, giving them a distinctly inhuman appearance.
The edges of their armor plating looked like the shells of a crustacean, each of them possessing different colorations that tinged the spiked edges. Orange and red seemed to be common, making her think of lobsters, but they didn't appear to have any claws.
Underneath, they seemed more humanoid than she had expected, with curved bumps in their armor plating over their breasts, and what looked like gigantic codpieces over their privates. Given their shape and size, they appeared to be packing. Had they taken their cue from medieval armor, or were they pretending to be something they weren't?
These possibly intersexual characteristics threw her for a loop, reminding her that these creatures were indeed, not of this world. How did they mate with all of that armor plating in the way? She had to admit that her curiosity was running rampant.
Curiosity soon turned to horror as a shimmering, purple field sparkled around the feet of the aliens, revealing a large mass of slug-like creatures crawling along the ground near their feet. "Do those look similar to the slug we found in that man's nose?" she asked, feeling sick.
"You bet," replied Jackie, her voice strained. "I don't think I want to see what's going to happen next."
One of the aliens slowed to a halt in front of the entrapped woman, looming over her body as she looked up in abject terror. Three triangular, blue dots glowed in the center of the alien's face, transfixing the woman with a regularly pulsing pattern. Her resistance appeared to fade as the alien's face moved in closer, a dark, black tongue appearing below its armor plated head.



The woman put up no further resistance as the tongue slipped inside her mouth, blocking up her throat. The alien held there for a long moment, the oscillating pattern of its triangular eyes keeping the woman docile.
"What is it doing to her?" whispered Kate, strangely captivated by the glow.
The rest of aliens continue to approach the cordon, lifting their arms as the police yelled at them to stop. When they refused to listen, they began to open fire, bullets pinging off the alien's hard armor plating without doing any visible damage.
The camera became even shakier as the crowd noise rose, bleeped expletives rising into the air. The feed cut out, returning to the concerned face of the anchorman.
"We're getting reports now that hostilities are arising all over the city," he said tersely. "The local authorities are advising that everyone should shelter in place until the national guard can be called in."
He paused, looking grim. "Under no circumstances should you attempt to confront the aliens yourself. You have already seen what they can do. Please, wait until the military arrives to help. Any foolish move you make to greet them could be your last."
He swallowed visibly, and the television flickered, showing stock footage of military jets. "We have been informed that jets have been scrambled to assess and address the ongoing threat," he droned on, keeping up his professional face as he worked to fill the dead air.
Jackie scoffed. "You know what that means, right?" she sighed, gritting her teeth. "They won't arrive in time. This is ground zero, and we're going to be absolutely crawling with aliens in no time at all. We're on our own, and we don't even know whether we're surrounded. "
The lights flickered, and the newscaster disappeared, replaced with a cloud of static. Kate tried another station, but it was the same thing. "Looks like we've lost the feed," she said nervously.
Jackie frowned, retrieving her phone from her pocket. The cover was a sparkly pink, with stickers of cute animals covering the back. "No signal. Do you have a radio?"
"There's one in the back room, let me check," replied Kate, all of the muscles in her body feeling tense.
She was trying to remain calm, but the reality of the situation hammered at her. If this really was an invasion, where would she go? What would she do?
Entering the door behind the bar, she grabbed at the dingy red radio sitting on the back room table. It was an ancient unit, used and abused for years by workers eating their lunches or taking breaks. It still worked, though.
Clicking the switch, she moved through the dial, becoming increasingly concerned as all she received was static. "That's weird. I should be getting something."
Jackie shook her head. "The aliens must be jamming everything. Electronic warfare is used by all modern nations. Why would they be any different? If we can't communicate, we won't be able to fight back effectively."
"Wait, I think I'm picking something up," murmured Kate, slowing down her scan.
An electronic tone came over the radio, beeping at various intervals. "Sounds like morse code," she suggested. "I don't know what it means, though."
"What it means is that people can still talk to each other!" Jackie grinned at her lover. "Take that with us. It might be our only means to find help as the world falls apart around us."
She rested her hands on the counter. "I want to be straight with you. With what we've seen on the TV, we're in the middle of something akin to a zombie apocalypse. It's every person for themselves. We've gotta get out of the firing zone and regroup, find other like minded individuals, and fight back!"
Kate's lips quivered. "I'm not exactly a fighter," she said softly, tucking the radio under her arm. "I'm not like you. Do you think people like me are going to make it?"
"Yes!" said Jackie fiercely, raising her fist. "If only because people like me won't let those bastards harm a single hair on your head!"
Kate chuckled, feeling a little better. "What should we do now?" she asked. "I don't think we can stay here."
"No, we shouldn't. You're coming with me to my ranch. It's north of the city, away from where the aliens landed, and I have enough supplies there to last for a long time. That should give us the time we need to figure out our next steps."
"Alright, then," said Kate, grabbing her purse from the table in the corner. "Let's go."
Jackie furrowed her brow. "There isn't anything you need to do... ya know, to close up shop?"
"Ha, no. If it's the end of the world, I don't owe my boss anything." Walking towards Jackie, she pushed her towards the door. "He was barely paying me enough to care in the first place, and he lives south of the city, too."
"Ah. Then he's right in the middle of all... that," sighed Jackie, crossing over to the front window and squinting out at the green skies. "Damn, that looks odd."
A sense of urgency gripped Kate as she spotted movement from down the street to the right. "What's that?" she asked, rushing towards the door.
The bell tinkled as she pushed out onto the street, her heart thudding in her throat as she imagined a squad of aliens advancing on them.
Fortunately, it was a line of police officers instead. Her relief was short lived, however, as they spotted the crowd of people that was being herded towards them. They were carrying signs, some of them advocating surrender to the aliens, while others appeared to want to worship them. Weirdos.
"Keep moving," an officer's voice shouted, muffled by the bullhorn. "The city is to be evacuated, by order of the mayor."
Nervous, Kate moved along the sidewalk away from the crowd. "Uh, I parked that way," she said, pointing past the shuffling people. "If we want to try to use it to get out of here, we're going to get stuck behind all these people."
"My truck's on the back street," offered Jackie. "There might be an opening there."
Kate nodded in assent, the two of them retreating back into the shop. The noises of the crowd rose outside as they crossed towards the other side of the building. She paused in front of the back door. What would they be stepping into?
Her shoulders tensed as she heard a series of gunshots sounding behind her. "What's that?" she asked, her hand on the crash bar.
"It's probably the police?" replied Jackie, her brow creased as she strained to look out the front window. "I can't see anything from here. We have to go."
Worried, Kate pushed open the metal door, darting her head back and forth to look for danger. There was nothing out here in the alley, just a single track road and smelly green dumpsters.
"Where did you say your car was again?" she asked, turning around to address Jackie.
"Watch out!" shouted her friend, pulling her duster free. "Put your hands over your ears!"
Kate did as she was told, turning to face the south side of the alley as Jackie drew her magnum with one swift motion.
The dank air appeared to shimmer as Jackie fired her first shot, the tremendous report rattling her chest. A rippling wave appeared, crackling as it dropped away, revealing the armored alien hidden within.
A set of triangular, blue eyes glowed on its head as it raised its arm, pointing the muzzle end of the bio grenade launcher at Jackie. Her second shot came as quickly as the first, smashing against the side of the gauntlet.
Surprised, the alien staggered back, a long, black tongue dropping from its mouth. A slimy, gray worm plopped onto the ground as the creature tried to regain its bearings, but Jackie was already pulling the trigger a third time.
A large hole opened up in the creature's breastplate, a spurt of green blood decorating the wet pavement. The creature keened, a high pitched cry that cut off in a dreadful croaking sound as it fell to its knees, armored plates smacking against the ground.
Without hesitating, Jackie took another shot, landing a direct hit to the center of the gooey mass that had dropped from the alien's tongue. Its guts exploded over the front of the creature as the slug disintegrated, coloring the corpse a bright red.
"Crap!" exclaimed Kate, heart pounding as she looked for another threat.
All was quiet in the alleyway. Too quiet.
She turned to Jackie, who was already reloading her revolver with a moon clip, tucking the unfired rounds away in a hidden pocket in her duster. "Where did you learn to shoot like that?" she asked, legitimately amazed.
Jackie shook her head and pointed at her ears. "I can't hear shit," she explained, speaking louder than usual. "I didn't want to fumble around for hearing protection, but now I'm paying the price."
She blinked, slipping the pistol back into her belt as Kate tugged on her arm. "I know, I know. Let's head that way."
A uniformed officer darted out of a side alley, pistol drawn. When he spotted the two of them, relief creased his brow. He frowned as he approached the dead alien, keeping his pistol pointed at its chest.
He gave it a little kick to make sure it had expired. Once he was satisfied that the threat had been dealt with, he holstered his pistol, giving her a view of the triple chevron insignia on his shoulder.
"Ben!" exclaimed Kate, relieved as she spotted his familiar, red bearded face. "I suppose I should have expected you here, but I'm still surprised! Can you tell us what's going on?"
He adjusted his hat, gnawing on his lip, his hand hovering over his gun belt. "I was hoping you weren't at work today, Kate," he said, his gruff voice sounding strained. "I didn't want you to get mixed up in all this. I promised your father I'd look after you, though, so I'm going to give you some advice. Get the hell out of here and don't look back."
"That's what I was planning on doing," replied Kate, searching for answers in his face. "We're having a hard time figuring out which direction to run to, though. There's a crowd around the front of the store, which is why we're out here, where we encountered this." She raised her hands towards the downed alien.
Ben laid a suspicious eye on Jackie. "I assume she shot it?"
Jackie shrugged, giving him an innocent look. She probably had no idea what the sergeant was saying, or if she did, she was playing dumb.
He shook his head. "It must be a higher caliber than we have access to. Our pistols and shotguns have been pretty much useless." He gritted his teeth, his throat clenching. "Even the rifles in our squad cars seem insufficient. We need more firepower. We're pretty much fighting a rearguard action as we try to get out as many civilians as possible."
He glared at Jackie. "That includes you, cowboy. Come on, you two, I'll lead you back to an open route out of here. If you stay, you're liable to be attacked again."
"Say what?" asked Jackie, her voice still too loud. "I'm an excellent shot, aren't I?" she asked, looking pleased with herself.
Kate grabbed at her arm, tugging her towards the police officer. "We're right behind you," she announced, shooting a final glance at the dead alien, shuddering. "Show us the way."
Ben turned, proceeding in a wide circle around the wet mess on the ground. Kate couldn't stop herself from examining the alien a little closer, trying to get a feel for what they were up against.
Its head was covered with a bony plate, with tiny holes for its triangular, dull blue eyes. A long, dark tongue extended from its mouth, descending to a sharp tip, a black stripe running down the center. It was prehensile, perhaps. She could imagine that being useful for many purposes.
The large slope over the creature's bust pulled her attention to its voluptuous curves. She wondered if the armor plating could be removed, or if that was a permanent fixture on the creature's body.
The bloody hole in the alien's chest was leaking a dark green ichor, and there was a small quiver of movement near the creature's thick thighs. The creature's graying flesh pushed aside, revealing a small, glowing ball of green slime.
It crawled up onto the alien's leg, a red stripe running over the top of its head. There were no obvious eyes, but a glowing core pulsed in its center. A ripple darted over its surface, a pseudopod reaching out to taste the air.
She hurried to catch up with Jackie, not willing to wait around to find out what the hell that thing was. Given what she had seen so far, it might just decide to jam itself up her nose, and then who knew what might happen?
The creature's body slipped from view as they entered a narrow path leading to the street. She had so many questions, and many more were collecting with every passing second. She wanted to know what was going on, damnit!
They hurried up the passageway, slowing down as they reached the road on the other side. Ben held up a hand, curving his neck to look down the street. "Looks clear for now. My boys are covering this area for as long as they can, though I've given them strict orders to retreat if the resistance becomes too rough. Can't afford to have them getting themselves killed in the first wave of the invasion."
Kate moved up next to him, spotting the officers taking cover in entryways and behind garbage cans, seizing any cover they could. They were staring nervously towards the south side of the street, continuously scanning for intruders.
Unfortunately, they didn't have great sight lines, as in this location the center of the intersection contained a small greenspace. Trees and traffic lights surrounded a small hill, making it difficult for them to see what was coming.
This cut both ways, though, as it meant that the invaders wouldn't be able to spot them, either, making their short range weapons more effective.
Kate crossed her arms, feeling uncomfortable. Their presence wasn't making her feel better about the situation, but at least she wasn't alone. Someone here should be able to tell her where to go and what to do.
Jackie shook her head as she took in their forces. "What are you planning, blue boy?" she asked, her words almost a jeer. "You're no army. I guarantee, as soon as those armored bastards show up, you're going to break."
"I know," replied Ben calmly, not taking umbrage. "Our only hope is to slow them down. Make their job harder, more expensive. We know we're expendable, and quite frankly, most of us don't expect to make it out of this alive."
Kate shivered, worried at the finality of his words. It was all well and good to be fatalistic, but dying wasn't the worst thing that could happen to them. She thought back to the strange incident with the man who had attacked her in the cafe, her mind putting this together with the amoeba she had seen crawling over the dead alien.
She pressed her lips together. "Whatever you do, don't let those alien slugs get you," she hissed. "They'll do something bad to you. Change you."
Ben touched the brim of his hat. "I'm not planning on it. You should head to safety, or all of our sacrifices will be for nothing."
He paused, a look of fear showing in the back of his eyes. "If I don't make it out of this, tell Janice I love her. I haven't been able to get in touch with all the excitement."
She wanted to tell him that he should do it himself, but she could tell that her words of encouragement would mean little. She didn't even know if she was going to get out of this alive. It seemed like all of their chances were pretty slim.
She took a deep breath. "I know you'll do your best," she said lamely.
Her lips quirked. "I know my father would be proud of you for what you're doing. I know I am."
Ben straightened his back. "That means a lot, but there's no more time for such sentimental thoughts. We'll reminisce when this is all over."
Kate was about to say something else when an intense bolt of green energy seared her eyes, its glow highlighting the officer's back. She gulped as it appeared to grow larger. It was heading straight towards them!
"Get down!" she shouted, dropping to her knees and clutching her hands about her head.
A pulse of bright energy flashed through her eyelids, a concussion rattling her chest. She wheezed as the sound of an explosion assaulted her ears, the world vibrating around her.
As the initial impact faded, a roaring heat radiated over her body. She blinked, trying to understand what had just happened.
The shot had landed just under a police car stationed at the north end of the street, creating a smoking crater in the blacktop. The car had been lifted by the blast, turned over as if by a large hand and pancaked down on top of a cherry red truck. The resulting crush must have punctured a gas tank, as the pile of twisted metal was fully involved, flames roaring out of the interior.
"My truck!" exclaimed Jackie, resting her hands on her knees as she stared in dismay at the burning wreck.
Green lances of pure energy began to sparkle down the street, bouncing off of street signs and shop windows. Alien figures appeared over the hill from the south, their armored bodies rocking back and forth as they advanced into the open.
Slug-like creatures crawled on the ground next to them, interspersed with spherical jelly creatures that looked similar to the one she had spotted between the dead alien's thighs.
She shuddered. One of those things had gotten the man who had attacked her earlier, controlling his mind in some fashion. She didn't relish the idea of having an encounter with one of those.
The cops began to fire back, blasting at the aliens. One of the energy beams lanced through a mailbox, striking a man right in the chest. He cried out as it speared through his vest, blood staining the back of his uniform.
Kate held a hand over her mouth, terrified by how quickly he had been killed. If one of them got hit by a stray shot, they'd be dead.
Ben grabbed her by the shoulder. "Come on, you've got to get to cover!" he bellowed, shoving her towards the other side of the street. "Get in that shop and stay there until this fight is over!"
Kate slowed to a halt as she noticed that Jackie wasn't moving. "My truck," she whispered, blinking back tears. "What have they done to my truck?"
Rage grew in her eyes, and she tossed back her duster, reaching for her gun. "They're going to pay for that! Filthy aliens!"
Kate grabbed her arm and dragged her over to the sidewalk, her nerves tingling as more alien fire zipped past their ears. "This isn't the time!" she shouted. "Forget the damn truck, we're going to get ourselves killed!"
Jackie snarled, but allowed herself to be pulled out of the line of fire. Kate shoved through the swinging door of the shop, tugging her lover inside, where the sound of gunfire was muffled.
The warm air smelled of dust and wood rot, ceiling lights hanging low. A welcome mat was below their feet, a tile floor leading up to the front desk, which was partitioned off from the rest of the shop by hanging blankets.
Lines of old wood furniture had been stacked next to each other, creating aisles through the mess. This probably wasn't up to fire code. Not safe.
Safety was relative these days. She marched up to the front desk, a strange resolve firming in her mind. Usually she liked to stay in the background, but not today. She was going to take charge and get them out of the city before it burned down around their heads!
The plump woman behind the counter made an inquisitive noise as she looked up from the book grasped between pudgy fingers. She set it down, adjusting her thick spectacles to get a good look at them.



"Two young women coming to visit Auntie Doris? How delightful!"
She hopped off her chair, setting her book on the counter. "What are you two planning on doing? Outfitting a new apartment? Are you moving in together?"
She leaned forward, her frazzled bubblegum pink hair dangling from under a woolen cap. Playing with her scarf, she chewed at her lumpy lip. "Don't tell me - you're looking for a sex swing."
Kate frowned at the woman, but Jackie broke into a hysterical laugh. "If you could only see yourself!" she exclaimed, pressing her hands against the edge of the table.
"No, Auntie, not this time," said Kate firmly, ignoring her lover. "We need another way out. And you should probably come with us."
"Running from the police?" asked Doris, screwing up her eyes. "I'm not sure I can support that kind of indecency."
"You know her?" asked Kate, frowning. "No, I don't want to know. This probably has something to do with where you sourced your kinky furniture, and while I admit I'm rather curious, we have a more pressing problem to deal with."
She folded her hands together, leaning over the counter with urgency. "Haven't you heard? The aliens are invading. The city's a warzone, and we're right in the middle of it."
She paused, hearing the sound of popping gunshots from right outside the store.
"Oh, no, everything is fine, dearie," replied Doris, her thick jowls wobbling as she shot them both a guileless smile. "If you don't see anything you like out here, just let me know. I might have it in the back."
Kate froze. There was something about this woman that was bothering her, and it had taken her up until now to figure out why.
She probably used her homespun appearance and familiar vernacular regularly to put patrons at ease, but there was something behind how she held her body that was telling. She was stressed, as if she didn't believe a word she was saying.
"Do you usually wear a scarf indoors?" asked Kate abruptly. "It's hotter than usual, and you're dressed like it's the middle of winter."
The woman's jaw dropped open, her eyes sparking with outrage. She adjusted the scarf. "What does my attire have to do with anything?" She lifted an arm. "If you're going to criticize me, you might as well leave, the same way you came in!"
"Nice book," grunted Jackie, sliding around the counter and picking it up. "Why were you reading it upside down?"
The woman screwed up her face, clenching her hands into fists. "Stop touching my stuff!" she growled, her eyes going terribly wide.
Kate shrugged internally, not impressed at her rage. It was surprising how much of her usual meekness had evaporated when the situation became life or death. She was already beginning to accept this, understanding implicitly that the morals of polite society would vanish in a world where everyone was greedily looking for a way to survive.
Stepping up to the woman, she grabbed her scarf, giving it a firm tug. The purple mosaic fabric unraveled, drifting to the floor.
Kate gasped as she noticed the fat, slug-like organism wrapped around the woman's neck. It was a gelatinous gray in color, with streaks of variegated purple running over the surface. Several half moon indentations were aligned down the center in a strip under her chin, moving up and down slowly as the organism wobbled.
Four large holes puckered open over the back of the woman's neck, giving her a glimpse of the reddish interior. It appeared to be breathing.
"You're infested," hissed Kate, taking a step back.
She bumped into a table behind her, unexpectedly rattling an ugly, orange lampshade. A noise of surprise escaped her lips as Jackie swiped at the woman's woolen cap, snatching it off her head.
A green, fleshy amoeba sat on her forehead, pulsing gently as the red stripe over the top rippled. As she watched, it squeezed itself down, a glowing blue liquid being squirted into the woman's skull.
Doris sighed, arching her neck as her eyes gleamed a matching blue color. "Why did you have to do that?" she asked, her voice booming with a tenor overtone. "Now this will be much harder for you."
The slug around her throat flexed, and she burped, tilting her neck. She didn't appear to be in any hurry to attack them, her lips smacking as she took a long swallow.
"How long have you been theirs?" asked Jackie, looking fierce. "You were wearing the same outfit when I saw you a week ago."
The woman's face flushed, greenish veins tracing over her cheeks, just under the surface of her skin. Kate flinched, but she simply folded her arms and backed up to the counter so that she could keep them both within view.
"What does it matter?" she pointed out, the slug around her throat wobbling every time she spoke. "We are here. Our mission was successful."
"And what mission was that?" asked Kate, holding onto the table as fear tingled down her spine.
The woman burped, the sound being expelled from the open holes in her neck. Jackie held her nose, disgust on her face as she retreated, her hand suspiciously close to her gun.
Kate took a whiff, immediately regretting her curiosity when the scent of iron mixed with burnt rubber hit her nostrils. What the heck had the aliens done to the woman's body chemistry?
Doris paused as she adjusted the slug's body, giving the two of them a cagey look. "When one is planning an invasion, it is only sensible to send in an advance force to ensure that the proper hard targets have been marked for capture and submission."
"An antique shop owner?" said Jackie incredulously. "Why would they bother recruiting you?"
The woman's eyes hooded, the blue glow fading as the organism sitting on top of her head began to inflate, a single, baleful eye winking open. Kate trembled, getting the sense that it wasn't really the woman speaking. Rather, it was the tenebrous intelligence of this creature that was working her body like a puppet.
"Why wouldn't we?" the woman responded, confidence bleeding through her plump lips. "Whoever would notice one such as me wandering about, watching people day after day. Prying out details about their daily lives, sending them home with companions to help them to understand their new role under our hierarchy?"
Kate swallowed, seeing the plan as it might have unfolded. An unsuspecting couple, bringing home an old piece of furniture, containing an alien organism secreted inside. A slug, hiding itself behind a drawer front, waiting for the command to sneak its way out and assault the unsuspecting humans in the dead of night. Like Jackie!
Stunned at this thought, she looked at her friend and lover, narrowing her eyes as she tried to locate any trace of alien influence in her gaze.
She looked just the same as always, with an enticingly curvy bust barely hidden under a white t-shirt, supported by a hidden leather bustier. The friendly creases around her eyes were missing, but that was understandable given the current circumstances.
She seemed just as sharp as ever. She couldn't have been compromised.
"Like an infectious disease," nodded Jackie. "Smart. But why are you telling us all this? An intelligent alien like you must know that revealing your plans in a long, rambling monologue would give us time to put together an escape plan. We're smart that way."
The woman's fat belly wobbled as she laughed, the amoeba's eye snapping shut as its body squeezed another dose of the blue substance into the woman's skull. Her eyes glowed again, pinned on Jackie. "What makes you think that any of you are going to escape? I'm telling you all this precisely because it doesn't matter. Our mission is complete. Those who must be converted, have been converted, and everyone else is already within our net. It is only a matter of time."
Her unsettling words fluttered against an obstinant sense of rebellion within Kate. She wanted to tell the woman that the military would come to shut them down, to destroy all that they were plotting, but she couldn't.
Even if they were, that wouldn't help them right here and now. She pursed her lips, considering whether she should tell Jackie to simply plug the woman and move on, but the alien seemed rather talkative, and the gunshots outside seemed to be slowing down. Someone must be winning the battle, and she was rather hopeful that it was their side who would be the victors.
"Okay, so you're invading," said Kate sourly, setting aside her resentment at the fact that her kinky fun life had been entirely upended by their attack. "What do you want? Are you trying to absorb our world into some kind of intergalactic empire? Removing the native population so that you can replace it with your own? Or does the earth contain some form of natural resource you're trying to exploit?"
The woman wheezed, clutching at her chest. "A veritable list of all the standard science fiction tropes!"
The green organism on her head swelled, pulsing with the blue liquid stored inside. She sighed, air whistling from around her neck. "I suppose there is a kernel of truth contained within most of those suggested plots, but none of what we want is quite that simple to explain."
"It would be more than my life is worth to reveal such things to you, however. Not until you have been brought in hand. Fresh material can be so uppity sometimes." Her eyes fluttered as she gave them a slow wink. "We all have our parts to play within the great game."
This was pointless. This thing was only going to talk in generalities until their time ran out. It was becoming obvious that it was waiting for something to happen, and the longer they waited, the more dangerous the situation became.
"Shoot her," Kate said bluntly. "We've gotten all we're going to get. Ugly bastard."
Jackie grabbed the book off the counter and smacked the amoeba on the woman's head without hesitation. Kate flinched as the organism squished, a side wall bursting open as the blue fluid inside spurted out onto the woman's forehead.
Her eyes rolled up and she fell backwards, slumping onto the floor. "That's... one way of solving the problem," muttered Kate, shuddering as the blue fluid collected into a puddle.
It looked like pus, and she definitely wasn't going to examine that closer. Ugh.
The sudden silence in the shop was oppressive. She looked around with a leery eye, trying to spot whether more of the alien organisms were trying to sneak up from them, hidden in the furniture.
No, everything appeared clear, as far as she could see. There was always the possibility that the curtains were hiding more invaders, however. She didn't feel safe.
"Let's leave," she shivered, stepping towards the door. "If there's one infiltrator here, there could be more."
"Agreed," replied Jackie, drawing her pistol. "They could be all over this city. We can't trust anyone."
They turned to exit the shop, and the door swung inwards, sergeant Ben stumbling inside. Blood soaked the front of his uniform, and he groaned, clutching at his chest.
"He has an alien on his head!" shouted Jackie, raising her pistol.
In a brief moment, Kate saw the situation in stark relief. Jackie's lips were drawn back, but she appeared reluctant to shoot. A swollen amoeba sat on top of Ben's head like a sack of pus, wobbling as it gripped onto the side of his skull. Ben's eyes were white, spittle slobbering from his lips as his legs churned forward, the gun missing from his belt.
"Don't do it!" cried Kate, jumping forward to press Jackie's arm down before she could pull the trigger. "He's not himself!"
Gritting her teeth, Jackie lifted a booted foot and planted it on the officer's chest, pushing him back. The man moaned, falling over onto his side.
Gasping, Kate dropped to her knees, frantically searching for a way to remove the creature. It couldn't be! Not Ben! She couldn't afford to lose him, too! Not like her father!
Cradling his head between her knees, she lifted it up, examining the creature. She hadn't wanted to touch the one on the shopkeeper's head, but this was different. She was determined to save him, if she could.
Wrapping her hands around the pulsating edges of the organism, she probed at the edges, trying to figure out a way to separate it cleanly from a shock of his red hair.
It wasn't working. However she tugged at it, the body yielded, the translucent surface glowing a deeper green, but its flesh remained securely attached. The edge was somehow glued to his skin, an oozing white substance wrapped up with his hair.
She used more force, distorting the red stripe that ran over the top. Its baleful eye popped open, watching her efforts with disdain. She refused to let its yellow glare discourage her efforts, but all she could seem to manage was pulling out some of the strands of hair. The creature's body remained secure, attached with a clamping force that was beyond her strength to remove.
"Move back," ordered Jackie, "and I'll put a hole in it!"
"Is that your solution?" asked Kate, hysteria in her voice. "To shoot everything?"
"It's worked pretty well so far," she grunted. "Stand aside. I want to see if these alien bastards pop off if they're punctured with a bullet."
Kate lifted her hands. "No! You have no idea what it will do to him! Maybe we should examine the shopkeeper first - we don't know what it's done to his brain. It might kill him!"
The amoeba within Kate's hands squeezed down to the size of a dehydrated fruit, injecting its contents into the sergeant's skull. His eyes snapped open, the glowing blue fluid boiling within. "I wouldn't recommend that," he growled, his voice familiar, yet not at the same time.
"You wouldn't want to lobotomize your friend, now would you? It's not as though you humans have much extra brain matter to spare as it is." His lips curled into a cruel sneer.
Kate choked down her dismay. "It's not going to help us, anyway!" she declared. "Look at him! He's so weak, he can barely put up a fight!"
Jackie hesitated, a range of emotions flying across her face. She finally groaned, tossing her blonde hair over her shoulder. "I'm going to regret this," she sighed, putting her pistol away. "But it's not because of anything this alien says. I trust you."
That made Kate feel good, but it didn't solve their dilemma. "If that's the case, then trust me further. I think we should take him with us. He's our only link to understanding the alien invasion."
Jackie frowned. "That sounds like a terrible idea, borne out of misplaced sympathy for who he used to be. Who is he to you?"
Kate flinched, getting back on her feet. "I didn't tell you about this earlier, because it was deeply personal, but screw it. It seems like the end of the world, and I owe you an explanation."
Uncomfortable, she braced herself for the explanation. It wouldn't be easy to re-live, but Jackie deserved to know the truth. "You know that my mother died when I was a child? At the time, my father was busy, too. Too busy. That's probably why he ended up working himself to death before I was sixteen. Unfortunately, that left him little time to pay attention to me."
She gestured at Ben. "Enter Ben and his wife, Janice. The two of them were good friends of my father, and practically raised me. When they found out that I was a lesbian, they didn't cast me out. They're good people."
She crossed her arms, stiffening her back. "They never deserted me when I needed their help. That's why I can't desert him now, no matter what happens!"
"Very admirable," chuckled the Ben thing. "But... it's rather too late to save anyone now."
The air in the shop rippled, a line of green static trickling down like a waterfall in front of the wooden furniture. Several of the armored aliens appeared from within the curtain of shadows, their gauntlets pointed directly at Kate and Jackie.
Jackie raised her hands, giving Kate an annoyed glare. "You should have let me shoot him from the start."
Turning away from Kate, she raised her hands as Ben shuddered to his knees, retrieving the gun from her belt. "We can't have any of that," he murmured, handing the gun to one of the armored aliens standing next to the fallen shopkeeper. "Since the two of you are so curious, why don't you come with us? You'll find your answers there."
Kate sent Jackie a beseeching stare, but her lover looked away. There would be no solace there. There would be no foolhardy plan, no way out this time. They were well and truly captured.
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Chapter Two
The armored aliens ushered them out onto the street, which looked like a charnel house. Bodies lay collapsed on the pavement, interspersed with dead slugs.
Some of the officers were moaning, pulling themselves upright with bulbous amoebas pulsing on their heads. Aliens appeared to be examining some of the other fallen men, turning them over and placing their hands over their bodies.
"What are they doing to them?" she whispered to Jackie, craning her neck to get a better view.
"They are being evaluated," interrupted Ben, his jerky movements causing her to shudder. His eyes glowed as a wide smile spread over his face. "Many will be suitable for integration. Their material is too valuable to be wasted."
Kate swallowed, not entirely sure what that meant. Were they using their bodies like puppets, long after the former intelligence had expired? Or did they possess some way of restoring a body's functions after death?
She knew better than to be hopeful about such things. The former proud police force was likely being turned into zombies, turned into shock troops for the aliens.
Bile roiled in her belly as she formulated more questions. She had to know.
A loud cry disrupted her concentration, the sound of tramping feet echoing off the buildings. A squad of armored aliens marched their way down the center of the street, followed by a cage that floated along the ground. She could see no means of levitation, but it appeared to be guided in some fashion.
It slowed to a stop in front of them, an attached stairway leading up to a metal door, which hinged open automatically. The metal bars shimmered, swirling red lines spiraling up and down in a slow, malevolent pattern.
She blinked, looking down as bright afterimages caused lines of blurry blue to play over the ground. A warm breeze caressed her shoulders, feeling surprisingly good, given their situation.
Something as banal as this was sufficient to calm her fears, for the moment, her mind setting into motion. There just... weren't any conclusions to arrive at, however. She needed to know more.
An alien prodded her back, and she moved forward, mounting the stairs to the cage. It was obvious that they intended on taking them back to their ship, at which point she should have more information to go on. It was the duty of every captor to attempt an escape from their jailor, which meant that she needed to be as observant as possible.
Stepping into the cage, she sat down on one of the benches mounted around the interior. It was made out of an organic material, purple and spongy. At least it was soft. She'd take any comfort she could get in a world that was becoming increasingly hostile.
Peering out between the bars, she gulped as she noted the number of aliens marching. They appeared endless, their ranks growing as their feet thumped over the pavement.
This was probably just a trick, or an illusion. There couldn't possibly be that many of them. Surely, what she was seeing must be the main thrust of their invasion force. It couldn't be like this everywhere.
Otherwise, the planet was screwed, and she couldn't allow herself to think that way. There must be some way they could eke out a victory. Giving up wasn't an option.
She couldn't very well see any other options at the moment, though. The aliens seemed to be gathering up everyone they could get their hands on, turning them into zombies or bringing them back to their ship. For what purpose?
The cage wobbled as more people climbed aboard. It was being filled with the infested officers, their faces slack as the alien organisms sat on their skulls like jaunty little hats. It would have been amusing if the reality of the situation wasn't so cold.
She folded her arms, squeezing into a corner as far away from them as she could. She noticed that Ben had joined them, sitting on a bench. His glowing eyes stared straight ahead, devoid of life.
Jackie crossed her legs and leaned back, looking casual as she sat across from him, wrapping her fingers over the laces of her boots. "Why are you coming with us?" she asked. "Aren't you already one of their slaves?"
The dullness in his eyes faded as the blue glow returned, the creature pulsing on his skull. "This material is under temporary control," the Ben thing announced. "We are being sent for further processing."
"What kind of processing?" asked Jackie, her fingers trembling near her waist, clearly feeling the lack of her pistol.
"We are raw. We will be refined," replied Ben, blinking his eyes as the amoeba shifted. "We will be made complete."
Kate didn't like the sound of that. She squeezed her thighs with her hands, a shiver tingling up her spine as the cage jolted, the door hinging shut as they moved towards the south. Marching aliens were passing them in the other direction, armored feet tromping along the ground.
They ignored the fiery wreck on the street ahead, unconcerned by the heat as they continued in a straight line. Not even the sporadic potshots being sent their way from somewhere off in the distance appeared to affect them.
Either they trusted their armored suits to protect them, or they were being mind controlled. Perhaps both. The perfect soldiers.
As they moved through the intersection, circling around the island in the middle, she caught sight of a larger force approaching. Two large columns of the aliens were marching in good order, escorted by large quadrupeds on either side.
They had stout legs, and long, rounded trunks, like elephants, with flat, wrinkled faces containing large, watery black eyes. Their bellies were rotund, somewhat transparent, filled with bulging round ovoids.
"What are those?" she exclaimed, marveling at the way their bodies wobbled in a strange two step motion, their legs synchronized together as large udders dragged along the ground.
"Those are Tonkains," replied Ben, rolling his neck into an oblique angle so that he could look at what she was pointing at. "They act as surrogate mothers and storage tanks to help spread the Sturge."
Kate was going to ask what the Sturge was, but the answer soon became evident as the monstrous quadrupeds began to barf up a purplish material onto the street, spreading their trunks back and forth to form an organic matting, similar to ground bark.
She held her nose as the cage floated over the pile, gulping at how sickly sweet it smelled. Like honey mixed with lavender, but ten times as potent. Ugh.
It wasn't going to get any better, however. As they moved out of the city environs, she spotted a wave of the material in the distance, a carpet of purple that overlaid the land. More Tonkains were hard at work, disgorging their cargo over any objects in their way.
Trees, bushes, stop signs, buildings. They were all being coated with the substance. It was being applied like some sort of glue, turning the environment around them into a purplish soup.
As they passed by a tree that had been completely engulfed, she frowned. The tips of the branches were covered by swollen pods that had grown around them. The tips flowered open, revealing pinkish, fleshy interiors that contained reverse faced teeth, like a carnivorous plant.
They convulsed, a stream of purple liquid spurting out of their tips, showering the pathway next to them with a spattering pile of new material. She could already see a buildup forming, a mound that several interested Tonkains were investigating. They were probably planning on sucking it up via their trunks for later distribution.
The implications of this were not lost on her. The aliens were terraforming the local environment, making it more hospitable for them, and at the same time, making it impossible for humans to survive. How quickly could they spread this Sturge, and what would be the tipping point beyond which there was a catastrophic collapse of the local ecosystem?
"You'd best get used to it," chuckled Ben, a terrifying grin on his face as he sighed with satisfaction, the cloying scent laying thick in the air. "Soon, it's going to be everywhere. Breathe it in. It's the aroma of your defeat. The stench of submission."
Jackie gagged, a funny expression on her face as she held a hand over her nose. "It's nasty, but..." she frowned, her forehead creasing. "...I'm actually starting to like it."
She was right. Kate was already finding the texture to be a little less sweet, a little more subtle, the scent tickling at the back of her throat. It was pleasant.
Her face relaxed, and she giggled, hiccuping as she stared at Jackie, desire gripping her loins. "It's... not sho bad," she slurred, squeezing her thighs together as she tried to suppress her sudden arousal.
Ben swapped positions, moving next to her. She squeezed further into the corner, but the scent was overpowering. She could do little but blink, trying to clear the haze that had settled over her mind.
"Your friend is having the same difficulty you are," he said conversationally. "You don't yet have an implant, so your body isn't able to filter out the aphrodisiac effect of the Sturge. It's overloading your mind, making you deliciously pliable."
He ran a hand up her side, which made her shudder. She tried to pull back from him, but there was nowhere to go. He gave her a soft look. "Don't worry, I'm not planning on usurping her position. I've already received news that my wife has been picked up, and I'm very much looking forward to being reunited with her."
He arching his back like a cat. "The parasite is stroking my mind," he sighed. "It wants me to breed, but my mission takes precedence. Come on, let's get you prepared for processing. You'll feel so much better once a parasite flutters through your thoughts. You'll understand that this is the only way."
Kate wanted to say no, but her eyes were watering, nose streaming. The smell had gotten to her, tugging at her nostrils as it overwhelmed her. She couldn't turn her head, couldn't do anything as she watched the man she loved as a father knelt next to the side of the cage, reaching out as a Tonkain laid its trunk into his hands.
The creature trotted along next to the cage, matching its slow but steady pace. Its eyes crossed as a fat bulge appeared near the top of its trunk, rolling down its furry length.
Kate gulped as she spotted the green pocket of pus that was expelled from the end, gathered reverently in Ben's hands. He moved it aside, waiting patiently for another to be spat from the end, giving him two.
He shot Kate a knowing glance, moving over to where Jackie was trying to keep herself upright. It was a losing battle, her body slumping against the cage bars, her eyes rolling as Ben shuffled in close, the glowing green globs pulsing in his hands.
He slipped into the seat next to her, hefting them in front of her eyes. "You don't have a choice," he declared. "It doesn't matter how much you fight it. The aroma will drag you down, submerge you within its essence, drown you in a sea of pleasure. You cannot stop the rising tide. We are the future. We are your future."
Jackie moaned, shaking her head, but her eyes were rolling up into her skull. Her ability to resist had been removed, leaving her open to control by a parasite. It was inevitable.
She took in a harsh breath as Ben sat one of the slimy, green packages on Jackie's forehead. The glow increased in intensity, the ball moving a little higher to the top of her skull. Rolling into position, a red stripe appeared on top, its lidded eye firmly shut as it came into view on the front, a sparkle of blue filling an internal pocket in its body.
The amoeba hissed, steam appearing around the edges, then the eye popped open, spearing Kate with its lurid, yellow glare.
Her pulse throbbed in her chest as Ben turned towards her. "It likes you," he murmured. "Probably because she likes you."
Jackie breathed in deeply, but her eyes remained closed. She moaned, her hands clenching reflexively.
She wanted to ask what the creature was doing to her lover, but it was patently obvious that she was about to find out. She couldn't even scrounge up enough fear to care, the cloying scent suppressing her terror at the situation.
He lifted the remaining blob in his hands, the amorphous lump pulsing gently as he shuffled towards her. She groaned, but didn't move, resigned at the outcome. She could try to punch it out of his hands, but she was feeling desperately lethargic, her limbs dangling like lead weights.
Stopping in front of her, he lifted the organism out of her field of view. "Don't worry, you'll understand your new position soon. As a subservient being, chained to our will and purpose."
Kate rolled her eyes, hoping for a miracle, but there would be nobody arriving to help her out of this predicament. The other men being carried in the cage had already been infested. She had to accept that the only way out was through. Maybe it wouldn't be so bad?
A wet pressure appeared on her forehead as the creature plopped into place. She frowned as the spot pulsed, a strange fluttering sensation smoothing out her hair as it rotated itself into position.
A rounded ball of pain hit her forehead like a solid hammer blow, followed by a wet crunch. She groaned as a tickling sensation appeared inside her brain, gritting her teeth as it licked around the edges of her thoughts, delineating the expanse of her consciousness.
Suddenly, her vision flooded with a fluorescent blue, washing out the scenery with the throbbing color. She gasped, an unconscious smile lighting up her lips. It was strange, but beautiful.
A flush of pleasure roared through her head, and she rubbed her hands over her sides, restraining herself with difficulty. She wanted to feel. She wanted to touch. She wanted to... ooooh!
She straightened up as her consciousness was pushed aside. Her thoughts hadn't stopped, but she was thoroughly occupied with the pleasure that trickled through her brain. Intuitively, she knew this was on purpose, keeping her docile while the alien creature seized control.
An eye flipped open on her forehead, and suddenly she was seeing the world from two perspectives. This would have been disorienting, but as she was not in control of her body, it didn't matter.
She was free to take in this new, unusual view, studying the beautiful patterns of ultraviolet light that the creature was feeding into her head.
A pulsing glow was in front of her, resolving into the shape of her lover. There was something special about her that she found attractive, especially now that she had an alien amoeba on her head. It looked like it belonged.
She dropped the radio that had been tucked under her arm, watching it nonplussed as it rolled through the bars and tumbled out onto the Sturge, sinking from view.
Her head turned towards Ben. "This material has been subdued," she said in liquidy tones, folding her arms as she assumed a respectful pose. "She is ready for conversion."
"Good," he nodded, clicking his tongue in a strange pattern. "I will leave you alone to consolidate your control."
Kate made a wet noise with her lips, ignoring his presence. The alien was far more interested in her lover, moving Kate's body next to her.
Jackie was still in a daze, the creature on her head dipping as she grimaced. "There is no reason to resist," the alien controlling Kate said in a matter of fact voice. "It is already in your mind. You will cede control eventually. You are only causing yourself unnecessary pain."
She took hold of Jackie's hand, giving it a squeeze. This action was a mix of what the alien would allow, mingled with her own thoughts in a strange form of gestalt.
Deep down, she suspected that the alien was quite happy with allowing her this independence, as it allowed the creature to apply control in more important areas. Like... suppressing any thought of escape.
Oh. Yeah, when she tried to think about that, the thought became as slippery as a greasy sponge. It was most definitely in control.
A sigh escaped her lips, and she settled down, enjoying the feel of Jackie's hand on hers. Her lover twitched as the alien organism worked on her, forcing her to obey.
She relaxed against the side of the cage, watching the scenery go by. Armored aliens were moving grav carts around on top of the Sturge, shifting heavy machinery into position. Great, metal shafts were being erected, sparking energy surrounding the glowing crystals being hoisted on top.
Her mind idly wondered what this was all about, and she was surprised to find that the information was supplied to her with a minimum of fuss. These were Interruption beacons, meant to distort and swallow radio waves, disrupting human communication. The less they could talk with each other, the less they could coordinate their resistance.
As the Sturge increased in volume and spread further, they would expand this network, adding antennas that would help them to track down anyone who had escaped their net. All material would be retrieved and installed, bringing them home as alien slaves.
Then, they would be converted, like she would. Made into something greater. Her body was excited, thighs tingling. She could barely wait to see what was in store for her!
Confused, she was unable to tell whether this desire was being imposed by the alien, but in practice, it hardly mattered. It had control. Any thoughts it had would become hers soon enough. She would embrace the aliens. They were her future.
Her face relaxed into a dopey grin. It wasn't so bad, being the alien's slave. She didn't have to worry about her future - where she would eat, where she would live. The alien would take care of her. It was much better to be on the winning side. To be on the obedient side.
Jackie groaned, her body shifting as she squeezed Kate's hand. Kate turned, noting the way the baleful eye on her alien Master blinked calmly. Her resistance had crumbled. It was over. She had been installed.
The pleasure that suffused her body at this knowledge was unbearable. She wanted to touch her lover, to lick, to taste her lips. And why should she hold back? There was nothing stopping her!
Getting onto her knees, she lifted a leg over the top of Jackie's hip, straddling her on both sides. The parasite on top of her head pulsed more intensely, her eyes a sparkling blue as she sighed. Her jaw dropped open, eyes creasing with invitation. Yes. They both wanted this!
Cupping the sides of her chin, she leaned in, pressing their lips together. Her vision wavered as she closed her eyes, transferring to the sight of the parasite sitting happily on top of her head. She could watch her lover's parasite melt into a pleased pile of goo while their tongues played together, the warmth of their breath commingling as they leaned into the pleasure. This was truly a transcendent experience!
She was interested in proceeding further, spurred on by her parasite, when a streaking contrail lit up the sky behind Jackie's head. The creature sat back, easing its control over her body as adrenaline spiked her bloodstream.
She frowned, sitting back on Jackie's legs as she traced the path the object was making through the atmosphere. "Is that a missile?"
Jackie twisted her shoulders, all three of her eyes blinking as she strained to get a view. "It's splitting up," she observed, lifting a hand to shade the sun out of her parasite's eye.
She was right. The single contact had split into a swarm of bright, shiny objects, dropping from the sky at a rapid velocity. Her belly flipped over. "They're trying to nuke us," she squeaked out, feeling small.



There was nowhere for her to go. They were all going to be turned into tiny puddles of radioactive ash where they sat.
She shuffled closer, intending on gathering Jackie into a hug for the last few seconds they had remaining on the planet.
Jackie held up a hand, pushing her back. "Look, there's a shimmer up above. It looks like some kind of a shield, maybe?"
There was a blue glimmer in the air surrounding the objects, now that she mentioned it, and the color was getting more defined as time went on, forming a cone around the tip of the fast traveling projectiles.
"Less like a shield, and more like an atmosphere," murmured Kate, spotting an orange glow that seemed to be building.
If this continued, the resulting friction of their passage would... boom!
A series of expanding balls of light lit up the sky, a trembling explosion rattling the ground around them. The shockwave arrived soon after, rattling the bars of the cage with an intense jitter.
Kate braced for the physical impact, but none came, a deeper shimmer of blue appearing in a dome high overhead. She could see it arching out into the distance, covering the landing location of the alien ships ahead.
This must be a secondary shield, catching and deflecting any energy that might physically harm the craft. What advanced technology!
It must also serve to filter out some of the intensity from the explosions, as the light wasn't hurting her eyes, and their bodies hadn't been turned into paste. The aliens must have known this!
Her vision blurred as a curtain of blue colored her field of view. She sighed, relaxing as the alien creature retook control, a smug grin forming on her face. "Of course we knew," the organism said with her lips. "Your earth politicians are quick to choose their most extreme option when diplomacy fails. There's no negotiations, simply escalation. They want us gone."
Jackie sat up, her mouth also fitted with a smirk. "But we are here to stay. They will have to talk with us, eventually, but only after they understand that they cannot destroy us. Not with hypersonic missiles, not with nuclear fission. They lack the ability to remove us. We have arrived. For good."
"Not that it matters if they talk," sighed Kate, a pleasurable sensation stroking over her breasts, inflaming her nipples. "They will be converted. There is no other option."
Both of them sighed, leaning into each other as their parasites filled them to the brim with their blue essence.
It was getting harder to tell their own desires apart from those of the aliens. Perhaps, it didn't matter. They wanted each other, and that was enough.
The cage rocked gently as they moved over a hump of the purplish organic material. They were entering a small copse, the trees covered with a thick, spongy layer. As she watched, one of the trunks expanded, a bulbous mass squeezing up from the base.
The top flowered open, a spray of fluid spurting out in a concentric shower. The cage passed next to the tree, purplish blobs spattering all over the occupants.
Kate's controlled body rolled a finger under one of the blobs that had decorated her shirt, lifting it up to her lips and placing it inside. Her tongue rolled over the sweetness, and she grunted with pleasure, letting the flavor fill her mouth as she sucked it down her throat. Marvelous!
It tasted like grape, although that could just be her body's taste buds trying to translate whatever organic compounds the fluid contained into something more familiar to her palate. With the amoeba mucking around in her brain, she wouldn't be too surprised if it had purposefully crossed some of her wires to make her like it.
Whatever the reason, she found it incredibly tasty. She wanted more, but the alien didn't appear willing to accommodate her. The cage was rapidly approaching one of the alien ships, giving her something else to worry about.
The saucer had a central column that rested against the ground, a line of light whipping around the base in a circle as the ground trembled around them. Was it drilling into the ground? If so, for what purpose?
More than one cage had been brought up near the base of the column, near a looping conveyor belt made of silvery steel. Occupants of one of the cages were being unloaded onto the belt by a small squad of armored aliens, their glossy black armor shimmering in the daylight sun.
The cage rumbled to a halt, and they all stood, ordered by their alien parasites. Kate soon found herself in a line behind her lover, arms at her sides as she stared straight ahead. Her vision was tinted a deeper blue as the creature filled her brain with more of its essence, ensuring her obedience.
She breathed in and out, a thrill of pleasure rushing up her spine with every step she took. She was being brought closer to fruition, to conversion. This was intentional; the parasite was making her feel this way, making her desire her own conversion.
Her body was on fire, clothing chafing against her skin. She wanted to take it all off. To give in.
She found to her frustration that she wasn't capable of doing so. The amoeba was keeping her right on the edge, using the uneasiness it was instilling to control her. Her mind was so busy trying to figure out what it was doing to her that she had no time to worry about escaping its grip.
Thus occupied, she soon found herself stepping onto the spongy organic mat that covered the ground outside the cage. The air smelled sweet, like fruit, the tangy taste of grapes stirring the back of her throat.
The crowd of controlled humans didn't wander around. Their parasites had very definite plans about what they should be doing, splitting them up into multiple lines at different conveyor belts that led up into the large saucer above.
Tonkains milled through the crowd, their dull eyes and large trunks snorting at each human as they passed. She wasn't certain what the purpose of this was until one of them approached her.
It lifted its trunk, snorting at the amoeba on her head, a chuffing sound reaching her ears. A small, pink tongue stuck out of the tip of its trunk, licking at the amoeba before it turned, moving to the next person in line.
Her parasite shivered, but she sensed amusement above anything else. The Tonkain must have been confirming that she had been installed correctly before letting them go. If not, she was certain it would have spat up a parasite from its belly.
Just how many of those things were there? If this was a full scale invasion, as it appeared to be, they were going to need a whole hell of a lot. Were they grown en masse inside the Tonkains via an asexual process?
She really had no idea what the life cycle of the amoebas was, and had to admit to herself that she was curious about them. How did they eat? How did they grow? What was the ultimate point of all this? What did they really want with them?
It seemed like an awful lot of trouble to enslave a bunch of humans. Wouldn't it have been easier to exterminate them all?
Not that she wanted to be killed, mind you, but as a thought experiment, it was truly baffling. Taking care of all the humans being converted would require a tremendous amount of food and organization. Was there some kind of hive mind, treating all of the enslaved humans as its puppets?
She could easily imagine the faceless efficiency of an AI directing the actions of each invasion cell, stopping each counteroffensive with an implacable zeal. It was a fanciful thought, as she had seen nothing of the sort so far. All this appeared to be organic in nature. The true brains behind the operation remained hidden.
They would have to reveal themselves sooner or later. All she had to do was remain patient. Not like she had a choice!
Jackie turned around and waited, looking blank. A bucket seat floated up the conveyor behind her and two armored aliens crowded in, grabbing her by the arms. In the blink of an eye she was hoisted upwards and pushed back, her legs being shoved apart by a wedge shape molded into the bottom of the rubbery seat.
Laying back, she lifted her legs, setting them into impressions provided in a curve in the front where the seat jutted out. Folding her arms over her breasts, she settled her bulk into the brown back, which ended at her shoulders. Her duster flopped over the sides, a dazed expression in her eyes.
She focused on Kate for a brief moment, giving her a warm smile. This was all her, breaking through the interference of the alien parasite. "I love you, little pickle."
Kate pursed her lips, giving her a frown as the alien injected more blue fluid into her skull, her ears burbling as it drained into her eyes. She strained to say the first thing that came to mind. "I'm only sour when you're not around."
Jackie's eyes glowed, and she slumped into the chair as it moved up the belt, vanishing above.
Soon, it was her turn. The parasite turned her around to face the small crowd. She spotted Ben there, along with several of his officers.
Some of them appeared to be mortally wounded, the holes in their bodies patched up by blobs of organic material. It was a wonder they were upright at all, their limbs twitching as their parasites held them vertical.
She didn't know what to make of this. Were the aliens putting together an army of zombies, or did they have something else up their sleeves?
Ben glanced at her, giving her a sideways grin. She thought she might be catching a glimpse of his former human self underneath the iron grip of the parasite, but it was soon gone, washed out by the fluorescent blue glow that pooled in his eyes.
Her vision swam in sympathy, the rush of liquid rattling her brain. She might be more concerned about what it was doing to her if the way it bathed her thoughts didn't feel so good.
She blinked as the triangular blue eyes of the armored aliens watched her silently, their armored shells gleaming. Together, they lifted her onto a seat, her legs neatly sliding into place. The spongy surface embraced her hips, making her quite comfortable as the seat tilted, her body being carried smoothly upwards.
Staring at the ground below, she burped as a trickle of fluid ran through her sinuses, a pleasant coolness dripping down her throat. This was unusual, but nothing too concerning. She swallowed, relaxing as the conveyor moved her farther away from the ground.
A silly grin settled on her face as her neck rocked gently back and forth. None of this felt especially real. Her world had become a distressing tinge of purple mixed with blue, a normally stomach churning hue, but this seemed alright to her muddled mind. It was the color of domination.
She spun around on the conveyor, getting a good look at the ship's underbelly. Around the central core, there were several large domes situated at regular intervals. Each one of them lit up in turn, a ring of light rippling down the sides. At the bottom, the light ran together into a bright spot, the ground trembling as the ship shuddered.
She wasn't sure what this meant, but got the sense that the ship had dropped a little, pushing itself into the ground. The aliens must mean to stay, with this as one of their bases of operation.
She turned again, high in the air. The world was laid out below her, the organic Sturge covering everything in sight. It felt like a living, breathing organism that would continue to grow, eating the world.
Tonkains milled about, with more cages coming in from the distance. This was a highly organized operation, with armored aliens positioned at regular intervals to direct the incoming humans to different ships for further processing.
How could they stop this invasion? From where she sat, it seemed impossible.
At the rate things were going, she wasn't even going to be human for much longer. She was already becoming some sort of hybrid, something she didn't understand.
The amoeba stroked at her thoughts, calming her down. It didn't want her to panic before it had a chance to convert her further.
What did that entail, she wondered? There were so many possibilities, but her imagination didn't seem big enough to encompass them all. She sighed, hoping that she'd still be able to be lovers with Jackie after all this was through, but even that wasn't assured.
She assumed that after she'd been processed, she'd be packaged up and sent off world to be retrained. Either put into an orgiastic harem, or mind controlled into oblivion. What they were planning for her long term, she just didn't know.
Her anxiety grew, but it was washed away by another injection of the blue fluid. With every pulse, it seemed as though her vision was being tinted further, the change becoming more stable. Soon, the alien wouldn't have to feed her any more of the stuff, as her insides would have absorbed so much of it that she'd be permanently changed.
That thought seemed so much more arousing than it should be. The alien must be making her think that way. Yes, it was the alien's fault.
She sighed as she spun again, her body approaching the entrance to the alien ship. It was so much better to push all responsibility for how she felt onto the alien. None of this was her fault. She was free to relax and let it do its thing.
Her body jolted as she passed through an opening surrounded with a dark rectangle of accordioned material. It looked somewhat like the end of a jetway, where the passageway connected to the plane.
Soon, she was sliding through a darkened area with spotlights above, strips of white light playing over her body. An alien voice filled the small chamber with halted punctuation, reading off instructions, or numbers.
She didn't know which, and didn't care. Her parasite was in control, keeping her body locked in place. She wasn't going anywhere. She was its slave.
She breathed in deeply as a stroke of pleasure tingled over her loins. The alien was rewarding her for this thought. She would remain as she was until it ordered her otherwise.
The lights disappeared as she slid further inside, her seat rocking gently as she tilted sideways, being brought deeper into the bowels of the ship. Without any outside cues, she soon lost track of her orientation, or where she was at all.
This should have been concerning, but the blue film coloring her eyes refreshed again, soothing her thoughts. The alien was in control, and it would not let anything bad happen to her. She would be processed.
Stuck in this thought loop, many minutes passed as the seat turned multiple times. She had probably been sorted and was being sent to the appropriate conversion center. She would find out what they wanted with her. There was nothing to worry about.
Her eyes strained to one side as she noticed a reddish glow off to her left. Excitement grew in her chest. Finally!
Now that there was something to see, she could tell that she appeared to be sliding through an organic tunnel, made out of a series of spiraled tubes. She was too confused to figure out what they were actually colored, as everything was tinged a dark blue, but the fleshy surface throbbed and glistened, as if it was pumping some sort of fluid. Was the ship... alive?
She dismissed this theory as the seat came to a halt in a small chamber, small dangling lights hanging from long, finger-like tentacles. They wiggled slowly, playing the lights over her and the glowing, circular pool at her feet, giving the chamber the feel of a hidden grotto.
A closed portal was in front of her, made out of interlocking, fleshy tentacles, the tips wrapped around and over each other. Her curiosity made her want to reach out and touch them, but the parasite had other ideas.
Her legs unfolded from the edge of the seat, and she pressed them against the spongy floor. Standing, she straightened her back, shaking off the momentary pain caused by sitting rigid during the ride.
Her chest inflated as the lighting in the chamber intensified, a soft, alien voice booming. She understood none of it, but her parasite clearly did, as she began to strip off her clothing.
First came her fashionable boots, soon followed by her t-shirt and jeans, each article of clothing being flung into an extended curved container that bulged from the throbbing wall. Her panties and bra were last, leaving her entirely nude.
Her vague concern at being seen in this state was soon dismissed, as she got the sense that the fluorescing pool in front of her was to be used for bathing.
This would make for an interesting resort experience, if she wasn't being totally controlled by an alien parasite. As it was, her brain was working overtime, scrambling to catch up. There was just too much stimulation, and no answers!
The parasite didn't appear to be interested in giving them, forcing her body over to the edge, tilting her head down so that she could get a good look inside.
The lip of the pool bulged out of the floor, the rounded surface looking like a stretch of intestine. Below, there appeared to be various layers and ridges built up, the depth extending far below, as if this was part of an underground network.
Perhaps it was, the watery fluid shown here connecting to a larger tank elsewhere in the ship. A shared resource. Efficient.
Walking to the edge, she wrapped her toes over the slippery tube, feeling the warmth of the organic pipe. It squished under her weight, giving the sensation of stepping on top of living organs.
Her body shivered, but the parasite didn't seem to care about her discomfort. Stiffening her legs, she made a little hop, instinctively holding her breath as her body plunged beneath the surface.
Down, down, down, into the embrace of the warm fluid. Her eyes remained open, seeing lights sitting on irregular shelves of ruffled, shell-like material. Tiny sparkles shone through the edges, rippling like pearls with bright blue, pink, and green lights tickling her eyes as she dropped through the tube.
So pretty! This couldn't possibly be a natural occurrence, could it? She didn't understand anything about alien flora, but now she wanted to learn it all.
Could it be grown in an isolated environment like a terrarium? Was it like coral, requiring certain environmental conditions to propagate?
Her body lingered there for a long moment, mesmerized by the lights. Before her lungs began to scream for oxygen, the parasite shifted her arms, shoving her back up.
She was almost regretful as the buoyancy carried her, her head breaching the surface after what felt like seconds.
That could be dangerous. She had lost all sense of time down there, and could easily have forgotten to breathe entirely. It was a good thing her body wasn't under her control, or she might have ended up doing something irreversible.
Her hands moved to the edge of the pool, pulling her up onto the edge as the fluid dripped from her limbs in rivulets. It seemed to be of a slightly higher viscosity than water, leaving behind a glossy, oily sheen on her skin that gave it a rubbery look.
She stood in front of the portal, watching as the tentacle arms rippled, caressing each other as they pulled apart. The wall seemed to squirm as they restructured themselves into a circle, the ends re-linking.
She stepped through into a larger chamber, a glowing red circle mounted to the ceiling highlighting a large chair mounted to a central platform. It had the appearance of a cushioned dentist's chair, but the padding was clearly made out of a fleshy pink organic material.
The parasite forced her to take a step towards it, but she halted as she noticed the large form of one of the aliens standing nearby. This one wasn't wearing the typical armor, giving her a full view of her nude body.



Her skin was a dark blue, with large, pendulous breasts wider than her chest. The tips were upturned, solid nipples distended from the surface. Small dimples surrounded them, dotting her dark areolas, which were painted over with wide, red stripes. There were no blemishes, the sloping orbs smooth and polished as they swelled over her flat chest.
Kate gulped as her head moved lower, giving her a view of the large package the alien sported below. It was thick, wide, and flaccid, a bright red stripe running from the base to the tip. The head swelled right below a double ridge, the color changing as it ran over the open slot at the end.
She could only imagine how large it might be when erect, her fingers tingling as arousal flooded her belly. No, she definitely didn't want to find out, thank you very much, but it was another curious fact about the aliens.
If they weren't sexually dimorphic, that would give them a definite evolutionary advantage, especially if any of them could bring babies to full term. If that was the case, they would easily be able to outbreed humans. There wasn't any reason for them to bother capturing them.
Her brain was stuck at that thought, unable to move any further. She just didn't understand what they wanted with them, and hoped desperately that they weren't going to be turned into some form of food rations.
The alien's teardrop head glowed with a triangle of blue lights as it stared at her stolidly, unworried at the inner turmoil of her thoughts. Tentacles waved at her from behind the alien's ears, a low sound coming from somewhere underneath its mask, a black tongue extending from below its chin.
The parasite forced her towards the chair, her body stuttering as she tried to rebel against its influence. She hadn't bothered to resist earlier, but she felt as though this time it was different. Once she sat in that chair, everything would change.
Shuffling along, she made a soft cry as her body was forced around. She didn't want this, did she? If not, what did she want?
Her brain was a royal mess, static noise in her ears as her eyes went dull. It didn't matter what she wanted. The parasite was in control.
She sat down, the spongy material flexing under her ass as she spread her legs wide to fit the contours of the seat. Laying back, she stared at the ceiling, taking in the dark shadows of the device hanging above her.
Her lips flexed, but no sound escaped, her struggles being suppressed. What would happen next? Was she going to be completely lobotomized? Turned into a brainless bimbo that worshiped the alien cause?
The shadows stirred, tentacle arms descending into view. A slimy smell assaulted her nostrils as tube-like arms whipped around her sides, wrapping over her chest above and below her breasts. Her arms and legs were soon bound, locking her body into place against the organic chair.
Fear swelled inside her as the arms above her lowered further, but the twirling tips weren't reaching out for her. Twining together, they moved towards the solid body of the alien, pressing over the top of its armored mask. Its triangular blue eyes were soon hidden as a connection was established.
The room rumbled, more movement in the shadows. Arrays of light glowed around her, shining directly into her face. She squinted, unable to stare at them for any length of time, but she got the sense that they were mounted in rounded pods being suspended from tentacles hanging from the ceiling. She supposed that plenty of light was needed in an operating theater. An ugly thought.
As the alien lifted its hands, she spotted its human-like fingers wrapped tightly around a slug-like creature she didn't recognize. Nausea gripped her throat. She didn't want to be here. Didn't want to do this.
It didn't matter. The parasite's grip on her mind was too strong. She had to obey. There was no other option.
That didn't mean she had to like it.
She struggled internally to the bitter end, able only to make her shoulders flinch as the pallid slug was pressed into place about her neck, folded snugly around the bottom of her throat.
There were odd, circular twinges of pain as sucker cups attached to her skin, cinching the creature tighter. She choked as it nestled up against her, heart racing. Her blood moved fast, carrying a sense of joy and euphoria into her brain. The creature wanted her to feel good about what it was doing to her. That would help its integration, creating a symbiosis between them.
Strangely, she was already starting to like that idea.
How odd. From fear to acceptance in such a short time period. Such a thing could not be natural.
But there was more.
The alien was looming over her with a device in its left hand. It looked like - a set of tongs? What was it planning now?
She struggled again, but the parasite kept her still with its iron grip on her mind, holding her in place. It wasn't telling her anything, but she caught a sense of fear from it as well, almost as though it knew this was necessary, but it was dreading it.
How was that supposed to make her feel any better? She quailed as the tongs closed, the ends wrapping around either side of the amoeba, grasping its squishy body.
The alien's other hand lifted, a buzzing device in its fingertips. She was unable to get a good look, but it had a malevolent orange shimmer, and it sounded much like a pair of hair clippers.
She winced as the alien's hand sliced, and suddenly, she was free. Her back arched as she strained against the restraints, an agonized cry escaping her lips. Being free of the creature was excruciating!
Her body was on fire, and not in a good way, pins and needles marching up her limbs as a searing pain attacked her skull, squeezing and hammering. What had it done to her? Why wouldn't it stop?
A cool, soothing presence tickled up her neck, a wash of calm entering her thoughts. It took her a long moment to recognize that it was helping her. If she relaxed into the thrumming waves caressing her thoughts, the pain didn't feel so bad. It was taking that away from her, changing it into something bearable.
Her neck stiffened as threads flexed inside her spine. Her mind settled down as she relaxed into the seat, less worried about her future now. The creature laying around her neck had seized the reins of control left behind by the amoeba, helping her to adapt to the situation.
For that, she was grateful, but it meant that she had effectively left behind one master for another. The removal of the amoeba had done little. Her situation effectively hadn't changed.
The alien around her neck inflated, giving her a threatening squeeze. She abandoned this bad thought, letting herself be redirected by her new Master. There was no reason to belabor the point. The aliens still had her under their control, and she was getting rather curious as to what they would do with her next.
The alien was cupping the amoeba, treating it with care as it lowered the creature below Kate's belly. She couldn't see what happened next, but the wet squishy sensation against her mons gave her a pretty good idea.
She frowned, trying to understand. A sudden trickle of fear ran up her spine as she realized that the creature was moving between her legs, forcing her skin apart. Was it intending on crawling into her vagina?
No, the wet, bulging sensation halted right at the top of her pussy, pulsing as it settled into place. Another horrid thought flashed through her mind, but it was intercepted by the neck slug, the creature squeezing up against her throat as it manipulated her thoughts.
There didn't seem to be a way for it to communicate with her beyond this, but she was quickly starting to understand what it liked, and what it forbade. Having the creature mounted between her legs was clearly a necessary step, and it didn't matter how strange it might feel. It didn't matter how much pain it was starting to cause as it suctioned its body into place.
Her masters required it of her, and therefore she must obey. It was as simple as that.
She groaned as a spike of pleasure rocketed through her pussy. Her hips rocked forward instinctively, as if seeking another taste, but the pleasurable sensation didn't repeat. What a pity.
The neck slug relaxed, fluttering against her throat as she took a breath. Her lungs seemed more powerful now, or perhaps the slug was providing additional openings for her to breathe through? It was a strange feeling, but it made her feel more alert. That was a good thing, right?
She shuddered as the pleasure rose within her body, her mind being stroked by the alien creature. A swelling sensation came from her crotch, but she couldn't see what was going on down there. Her other Master appeared to have attached itself to her body for the purpose of pleasuring her. Why, she didn't know, but she had to admit that it was getting really distracting.
The alien's hands rose in front of her, its fingers irising open like the petals on a flower. She almost expected to see eyes centered in the palms of its hands, but instead there were small, multifaceted gems, glowing a stunning cerulean.
She stared at the crazed patterns, wetting her lips as her thoughts began to still. The alien was calming her down, forcing her body to rest.
Her breathing naturally became shallower, but she resisted the impulse to sleep. She wanted to see what would happen next! Why did she have to... oh, that was pretty!
A sparkling explosion of blue filled her eyes, and suddenly, she was elsewhere.
Gasping for breath, she shook her head, trying to understand where she was, confusion roiling through her mind. Blinking, she took a couple of deep breaths, searching for a set of solid truths to ground herself in the here and now.
She was laying on a low bench in a small chamber with dim circular lights above, obscured by a silky webbing that was draped from wall to wall. The webbing appeared to be a sage green, but she couldn't trust any of the colors she saw through the tinted blue hue of her vision. The actual color could very well be a bright yellow, for all she knew!
Sitting up, she pressed a hand to her forehead. Dizzy.
It wasn't too bad, the discomfort fading as she waited, staring at the closed portal in front of her. Tentacle arms were tightly linked together in a circular grip, suckers firmly attached. There was no way she was going to be able to force her way through that mess.
Something to worry about later. Now that she had been granted control over her body, she really wanted to do some self exploration, to understand what her new alien Masters were doing to her.
At least for the moment, both of them seemed dormant, leaving her alone to study them. That could simply be because they were done mucking about in her mind, for the moment. There was certainly a fondness there for the creatures that hadn't existed before, making it difficult to be afraid of her new Masters.
Indeed, the fact that she thought of them that way at all was rather telling. They simply seemed to fit on her, nestling in place as if it was the most natural thing in the world.
Maybe it was. Her definition of normal had taken a big hit as of late.
She started with the thick slug about her neck, feeling around the periphery. It was hard to get a handle on it, given how tightly it fit against her skin. It was warm, body temperature, and when she tugged at it, her skin pulled away with it. It was attached.
She sighed as a cool flush trickled up her neck, muscles pulsing as it throbbed in place, giving her a slight warning. Yes, it wanted to be left alone. Trying to remove it was a bad thought, and she wasn't allowed to have any of those.
Stroking it, though. Welcoming it like a good slave. That was probably a good thing.
She changed her tactic, working her fingers around the sides as she felt the rear, languidly moving her fingers around the open holes that hissed with each breath.
Pleasure gripped her throat in a hot band, her point of view quadrupling as eyes opened up along a slight ridge in the center of the alien's body. Whoa.
That was distracting, but she could grow used to the extra sensory organ, especially if it kept rewarding her so generously for her obedience. The Master was pleased with her.
Things were getting a little too intense, however, so she lifted her fingers and relaxed, waiting for the slug to calm down. In due time the eyes flipped shut, the disorienting point of view vanishing.
Good. She would have to work with it to get used to its benefits. She needed to use everything it could give her if she was to accomplish the goals of her Masters.
That left the other alien, the one that had previously been perched on her head. She had to admit that this one was giving her a larger sense of trepidation, as it was her first Master - the first to touch her mind and teach her to obey the aliens. She wanted the best for it, to obey it in all things.
Her lips parted as she spread her legs, gently leaning over as she pressed the bottom of her jaw into the warm body of the slug, a pleasant squishing sound reaching her ears.
Yes, there it was, the amoeba sitting proud on top of her privates. A red stripe ran over the top and down towards the tip, which bulged outwards, jutting away from her body.
She hesitated, recognizing what it looked like immediately. It was a gigantic dick, similar to the one the alien who had attended her had possessed!
Intensely curious, she wrapped a hand around its girth, prodding it with her fingernails. It was warm, just like the neck slug, twitching in her hands. Perhaps the most surprising thing was the intense sensation that tingled up the surface of its writhing body. It felt like her skin!
Running her fingers down to the base, she touched and fondled the distended sack sitting below the base, moaning softly as the whole length swelled larger as the pulsing creature began to stir. That felt surprisingly good.
Is this what a man would feel anytime he touched himself? If so, she was surprised that they were able to stop themselves from playing with their dicks all the time!
The situation was undoubtedly made worse by the approval trickling into the back of her brain. The creature was approving of her manual stimulation.
She saw no reason to stop. She wanted to take this to its natural conclusion, to experience everything her Masters had to offer.
Gripping the swollen sac, she gave it a gentle squeeze, manipulating it as she felt around towards the base. At some point, it vanished below, sitting above the wet expanse of her vagina. Was it in the way?
She pulled it up, confirming that her hole was still fully accessible. Good, at least she hadn't changed that much!
She could play with that any old day, however. Right now, she was focused on exploring what uses this new dick could provide.
Gripping it near the head, she pressed a thumb between the double ridges, giving it a soft squeeze. The amoeba stretched out suitably, straining as the red stripe widened.
A thrill of pleasure ran through her brain, a soft groan escaping her lips. Yes, it very much liked that. She should do it again.
Squeeze. Throb. Squeeze. Throb.
Wetness spread over her fingers, and she frowned, lifting her hand to investigate. A liquid must have come out of the tip, for there was a sticky mess between her knuckles.
Shrugging, she rubbed it over the length of her new dick, grinning as it became sleek and supple. This must be its natural lubrication, encouraging her to use the new appendage as men had used theirs since the dawn of humankind.
Well, she lacked an appropriate subject, but her arousal continued to grow, the dick jerking within her hand. She should continue to do what felt natural, the alien organism prodding her along.
The stimulation was driving her crazy. She needed to push things further. What else could she do?
Her nipples seemed to be on fire. Maybe she could continue stroking the alien while also touching her breasts?
An encouraging buzz jolted her mind, the approval from the Masters winding her up further. She would have to be careful, or all of this would be over in a moment.
Breathing hard, she let go of the erect dick in favor of clasping her shaking hands over her enormous breasts. Oh my goodness, that felt amazing too!
Soft and spongy, the flesh flexed under her fingertips, rippling as it distorted under the pressure of her grip. That was definitely not natural.
It felt like her own skin, however, making her confused. She didn't usually have breasts this large, did she?
Pursing her lips, she grunted, shoving her chest forward into her hands as she squeezed as hard as she could. The flesh yielded, rolling in her hands with a burst of pleasure.
Nodding further, she pushed the slug collar down so that she could get a better look. Yes, for sure, there was something sitting on top of both breasts, enlarging them. It was somewhat subtle, but it could be more of those amoebas, as vertical red stripes ran over the tops of her nipples.
Only, they probably weren't actually her nipples, were they? Just reconstructions the alien organisms had provided for her to increase her erogenous zones.
Maybe they weren't parasites after all. More like pleasurable symbiotes. Welcome additions to her body, additional Masters to keep her in line. Oh, yes, this was going to be stunning.
Kneading the organisms, she groaned, stroking up and down. There was no way to tell where the creatures ended and her real body began. They had bonded to her skin, becoming a part of her, much like the neck slug and the throbbing dick.
Ah, yes, she couldn't forget about that.
It was flopping about, fully engorged as it stretched out in front of her. She wanted to touch it, to tease it, to feel what it was like to have a full orgasm under the control of her Masters. She was sure it would be spectacular.
She was about to abandon her breasts and give in to the temptation when a soft moan interrupted her manipulations. She had been so busy exploring her body that she had neglected to study her surroundings more closely, and now there was motion on the other side of the room.
She froze, holding her breath. She wasn't alone!
A human form had been almost invisible on the rear bench due to the way the light was filtered in the room, but now she could pick out definite characteristics, her mind parsing the input logically. Female, curvy, nude...
Her analytical thoughts short circuited as she caught a better view of the woman, the familiar creases around her collarbones jolting her with a hint of familiarity.
"Jackie?" she hissed, walking hesitantly towards the woman. "Is that you?"
She frowned at how rubbery her lips felt, her voice sounding thick. She ran her tongue over her teeth, unsure why it was so difficult to speak clearly.
"Is it?" the woman asked, her words slurring in a similar fashion.
Her body trembled. "They've done something to me. I'm not even sure any more."
Feeling anxious, Kate wrapped her arms around the woman's shoulders, squeezing her into a hug. "It doesn't matter now. You have me. We're together again."
"We do," sighed Jackie, leaning her head back. "I just wish I remembered all of the time we've spent together. I think... I resisted their influence a little too much. There are gaps, chunks of my personality they've removed to make me more pliable. It's rather distressing."



Worry tugged at Kate's heart. "I don't know what that means. Can't know what that means. We're both prisoners, here, though. We're going to have to make the best of it."
Jackie leaned into her grip as tears appeared in her eyes. "I remember that I used to be the one comforting you," she sighed. "Our roles have already reversed and I hate them for doing this to us."
"We can always make new memories," suggested Kate, licking her lips as her libido began to rise.
The sensation of her alien capped breasts pressing into Jackie's smooth skin was causing her heart to make little leaps, and she could feel the alien dick twitching between her legs. She wanted her, naked lust licking at her loins.
Jackie laid a hand over hers, giving it a squeeze. "That's why I like you, little pickle. You're always horny."
She let out a long breath. "I guess it's time to stop being melancholic about what was. Our past is immutable. The only thing we can change is our future."
Turning around, she pressed her chest into Kate's, her expression looking drawn. "That's easy to say, but it's not so simple to put it into action. I just feel weird, and I don't know how long it's going to take for what remains of my brain to knit itself back together."
Kate studied her face, looking at all the familiar features as she tried to think up something to say that would comfort her lover. That was turning out to be more difficult to accomplish than she had originally thought, as Jackie just looked different.
Her face was more angular than before, a ridge running over her cheeks and down either side of her face, ending in a flat, armored plate that jutted out from the bottom of her chin. Three tiny indentations had formed on her forehead, in the shape of a triangle, and most of her hair had fallen out, leaving behind a few straggly strands.
When she spoke, the interior of her mouth was a flat black, her tongue a wiggling shadow. The way she was speaking sounded like she was gargling with marbles, indicating that there was something different about the shape of her mouth.
This explained a lot. Both of them were being altered, changed to better fit the alien environment.
She pressed her lips together, frowning at how sticky they felt. "Ah. I don't have a mirror. Can you describe what you see?"
Jackie squinted at her, nostrils flaring. "Uh. Hmm. Where do I even begin?"
"From the beginning," sighed Kate, feeling the tightness in her breasts. "Look, I know the aliens are transforming us in some way. I just want to know if I look like you do."
Jackie let go of her hand, raising her arms to set her fingers over Kate's face. She traced the lines over her cheeks, stopping at her forehead. Her eyes crinkled, lips twisting as she studied Kate for a long moment.
"They look like... eyes," she finally said, grunting as she raised her lips into a scowl. "Damn, it's hard to talk."
Kate nodded gravely. "You're noticing the same things I am. We're looking more like them."
She trembled, her loins tingling. "And it feels amazing. I can't believe what it's doing to my libido. I'm all jacked up. I'm literally melting."
Jackie snorted. "You always did have a problem keeping your hands out of your pants."
She glanced around. "I don't see a way out of here, so... " she winked, raising an eyebrow. "...would you like to indulge?"
"Would I?" Kate asked, feeling delighted, her heart lifting.
It was probably exactly what the aliens wanted from them, but she couldn't find it within her to care. If Jackie was willing, this could certainly help to raise their moods for the trials to come.
A sudden twitch from below was followed by a tickle as the alien dick hit another solid object. She tilted her head, embarrassment washing over her face as she noticed that the fat length appeared to have collided with Jackie's creature. They were both monsters.
She pulled back, shifting her hips so that the two of them wouldn't continue dueling with each other, but when she looked up, Jackie had a speculative look on her face. "I can sense that you're bashful about this, and it's new for me too, but to be honest, unless I work off some of this intense arousal, I don't think I'll be able to think about anything else."
Kate nodded, blushing. There wasn't anything they could do about it, with their Masters increasing their desire for each other. They were both like pressure cookers, ready to pop.
"How should we start, then?" she asked, suddenly feeling shy.
She was about ready to stroke one off, without an audience, but now that Jackie was here, she was already wanting to defer to her. That was just the type of relationship they had, and she didn't know what she should do without her guidance.
Jackie made a face, looking hollow all of a sudden. "I don't know," she said, seeming befuddled. "Why don't you make a decision? I can't seem to figure out what I want."
This disturbed Kate more than anything she had seen so far, her nervousness ratcheting up a notch. Well, there wasn't anything she could do about it other than to alleviate some of the stress they were both under.
"Let's just hold each other for a moment, then," she said, feeling sorrow well up in her soul as Jackie relaxed, her eyes going dull. "Yes, like that," she said approvingly, cupping her head as her lover's body slid into hers.
Leaning in, she gave Jackie a quick peck on the cheek, feeling the alien dick lifting again. It would not be denied. It wanted to be stroked, to be touched, to be tugged.
A darker desire sprouted within her. More than anything else, she wanted to sheathe its length inside her lover's pussy. To plumb her depths, to fuck her hard and make her like it.
She groaned, afraid of her own desires. No, she couldn't do that to her, not until she understood what they were up against.
And yet, it was so tempting to give in and give the alien organism what it wanted. She could feel the slug around her neck tweaking her thoughts, bringing her closer to the edge. It would take just the slightest push to jump in with both feet, to taste all of the exotic pleasures the creatures had on offer!
The longer she held back, the less resistance she had to the constant pressure. She had to do something, otherwise the slug would start squeezing her more insistently.
Shit. There just didn't seem to be a good solution to this. Gritting her teeth, she took a chance, wrapping her hand around Jackie's alien dick and giving it a squeeze.
The alien beast responded, swelling as she moved in close, the end nuzzling into her hairy pubes. She dropped it and yelped when she spotted a rounded eye opening up right below the double ridge.
She should have expected it, given the way each of the creatures seemed to have their own sensory organs, but this was just too much. Clamping her lips together, she folded her arms under her swollen breasts, tapping her foot against the floor as she gave the alien an angry look.
Jackie didn't appear to be disturbed by this occurrence, however, grunting as she slipped her hands over her own breasts. Grasping her flesh in great mounds, she caressed the squishy creatures and moaned.
"Why did you stop?" she sighed, continuing to caress herself as the large eye on the alien cock blinked up at her. "I can see your look of surprise, but you shouldn't be afraid of it. They want us to pleasure each other, you know, and I want it, too."
She shrugged internally. Jackie was right. She was being squeamish, and there was no reason to be that way. That didn't mean she liked the idea of suddenly getting an upwards view from her new dick.
Was it really 'hers,' though? Could she claim that one of her Masters belonged to her?
For that matter, when had she reached a point where she had accepted that they were in control of her mind and body? That she was a subservient being, obeying their whims and desires?
Ah, that kind of introspection would simply have to wait. Their demands were becoming far too insistent. They wanted her to use them, so that in turn, they could use her, and she couldn't find it within her to disobey.
She wasn't like Jackie. She didn't have the personality necessary to keep resisting. It was already becoming apparent that she had given in some time ago, but she was stubborn enough that she couldn't admit it.
That was passing now, acceptance thrumming within her heart. If she listened to her Masters, she would be rewarded with kinky fun she could share with her lover, and oh how she wanted to make that come true. The two of them, subservient sluts obeying their Masters, two of a kind, alien slaves.
Was that really their final fate, however? With the way their bodies were changed, blending with their Masters, the differences between them were being erased. Soon enough, they might end up looking in the mirror and seeing themselves as aliens.
The slug about her neck gave her a subtle squeeze, admonishing her. Thank you, yes, it was right. She wouldn't get distracted again. She was neglecting her lustful desires, leaving her lover to fend for herself by kneading her breasts, little squeaky moans escaping her lips. This would never do.
Determined to show what she was made of, she placed her hand over the amoeba's eyes, taking a firm hold of the alien dick. She gave it an experimental tug, noting how the base pulled against Jackie's flesh. It was well and truly attached, like a natural appendage.
If that was the case, she might as well treat it as one. Turning her hand, she began stroking it, giving it soft squeezes, encouraging it to grow to its maximum length.
Jackie hissed, pushing her breasts up and out, pressing her nipples into Kate's. "That's so good," she wheezed. "It's no wonder the aliens are taking control if this is what lies in store for us."
Kate nodded in agreement, feeling her own dick jolting against Jackie's thigh. It was demanding her attention, too, but her desire to service Jackie overrode this desire. It would simply have to wait its turn.
An odd thought seized her mind, and she dropped into a crouch, the alien cock at head level. Was she really going to do this? She didn't like sucking the strap-ons Jackie liked using on her all that much, but this... appendage was now a part of her lover, and her desire to give her pleasure was overwhelming.
Grabbing the length with both hands, she ran her tongue over the tip, her own rock hard dick bouncing in the air as she thrust her hips forward. Damn, that was fun. She almost wanted to forget about all this and spend the next couple of minutes dry humping.
No, that was just her animal mind talking. It wouldn't be nearly as exciting as pushing her length into her lover's sopping wet pussy, which was right there for the taking.
Ignoring this desire, which was no doubt planted by the creature gripping her neck, she pressed her head forward, taking the length of the alien dick into her mouth. It was warm, and knobbly, much like a sex toy.
Gurgling, she laved it with her tongue, a musky taste hitting the back of her throat as her saliva mixed with a squirt of liquid that pulsed from the tip. It was unusual, but not unpleasant, giving her a set of flavors that reminded her of pork sausage.
Actually, that was rather good. Frowning, she wrapped her hands around the base, running her head up and down its length as she squeezed her lips together, working to get another drink of the substance.
Jackie moaned, and she looked up, grinning around her lover's dick as Jackie worked on her breasts. Jackie was giving the masters what they wanted, embracing her place as their servant. Just like she was.
Oh, that thought was dangerous. She couldn't hold herself back. She must serve.
The dick attached to her mons throbbed, pulsing as a trickle of pre-cum dripped from the tip. She couldn't spare a hand to stroke it, but that didn't seem to matter. It was expanding, growing, tightening as she performed her duties. She might even experience an orgasm without touching it at all!
This new goal glowed in her mind, and she redoubled her efforts, squeezing and sucking with all she was worth. Jackie grunted, her dick jumping. "Stop!" she cried out, sounding husky.
Kate pulled back, the hot cock popping out of her mouth. Crouching on her heels, she breathed hard, spreading her legs wide to give her own alien appendage room to move. If she allowed herself to touch it, she'd almost certainly stroke herself to completion. She didn't have that much self control.
Jackie usually did, but why had she stopped her? They were both obeying the directives of their Masters, serving their needs.
"I want," hissed Jackie, her eyes a dull blue. "I want us to look each other in the eyes when we orgasm."
Oh. Well, surely their Masters would allow them that much leeway.
She stood, grinning at her lover as she studied the new curves of her face. Jackie was flushed, her lips slightly parted as she breathed in small, huffing breaths. She was ready for this. They both were.
A sudden thought intruded in her mind. Of course. That was the ideal solution for both of them. She wouldn't have to pretend to be dominant, and Jackie wouldn't have to work to scrape together the pieces of her mind. They could both just stand there and exist. In pleasure.
Her breasts jolted, large and aggressive. They were demanding her attention, but she had so little to give. She would give all her Masters what they wanted, given time. For now, this would have to do.
Taking the initiative, she pressed her swollen nipples into Jackie's breasts. It wasn't just her imagination. They had definitely grown in size. It was a gift from her new Masters, giving her breasts just as large as her lover's.
The best thing was, they looked and felt exactly like her own flesh. No strange eyes or adornments, beyond the blood red stripes. Just bounteous orbs of enlarged flesh, with perky nipples to play with. Extremely sensitive ones.
Ooh, it felt good just to rub her oiled skin against Jackie, delighting in how their breasts squished together like soft pillows. Her nipples were bullet hard, sparking with pleasure as they poked and prodded into her lover.
Jackie was feeling the same, eyes hooded as she ran her hands over Kate's shoulders. "It's too late for us," she sighed. "They've already messed with our minds, implanting fragments of their consciousness inside. The spots where they removed my memories? I can feel that they've been replaced - with something else."
"Is that so?" murmured Kate, dropping her hand to Jackie's alien dick, wrapping her fingers around the head. "That's only because you haven't accepted reality. There's nobody coming to save us. If they already resorted to nukes, they've exhausted all other rational options. Face it. There's nothing left. As far as we're concerned, the invasion was a success. We belong to them. It's over."
Jackie flinched, her hands gripping Kate's shoulders. She didn't pull away, but she looked away, staring off into the distance.
Kate sighed, letting go of her dick. She felt pain at saying these things, but she knew that Jackie needed to hear them. Their Masters weren't going away. They had to get used to their presence - the fact that they were owned. Otherwise, they would likely end up destroying themselves via a misplaced sense of hope.
It was better to accept the fact that there was no escape. They had to adjust to these changes as quickly as possible, to find their place among the aliens. From where she stood, there was no alternative.
After a long moment, Jackie's shoulders collapsed. "You're right," she groaned, meeting Kate's gaze. "I guess I was holding onto a forlorn hope that we could learn enough about the aliens to find some way to sabotage their plans. But look at us!"
She laughed bitterly. "We're being changed into them. Even if we were successful, by the time they're through with us, no human would believe a word we say!"
"They don't have to," replied Kate, frowning at Jackie. "I know we look different, but you're still you. I'm still me. We're still us. What we have together? That hasn't changed. Our Masters - they haven't changed my love for you. I still... want."
Jackie shuddered, a hysterical laugh bubbling up her throat. "It warms my heart to hear you say that, but I never questioned it. It's myself I'm questioning. I'm worried that I've forgotten some of the core properties that make up my inner self. That I'm already not me, and that I won't ever be that me again."
Kate was taken aback, suddenly feeling subdued. This was a conundrum. How could she convince Jackie that their Masters wanted the best for them? She was rejecting the real pleasure she could have by discarding her old self and giving what remained to them.
Perhaps, there was no need to convince her. She could show her instead.
Levering her hips forward, she nudged the swollen tip of her dick against Jackie's thigh. "I can't solve your mental conundrum, but maybe I can help ease some of the burden. You don't have to navigate this all alone. I'm here to provide you support."
She couldn't stop the hungry expression that appeared on her face. "And... other things, as well."
Jackie shrugged her shoulders, tilting her head back with amusement. "Horny bastard," she chuckled. "Fine, I'll stop throwing wet blankets over your intentions. I know what you want, and I'd be remiss if I denied that I wanted it, too."
Kate leaned in, enjoying the feeling of her breasts being tightly mashed together. "I had a little something in mind, if you're interested?"
Jackie's jaw dropped as a glow of desire appeared in her eyes. "You know I am. What is it?"
"Oh, just a little bit of quid pro quo. I stroke you, you stroke me. Together, we see what our new appendages can do for us. What do you say?"
Jackie ran her hands over her shoulders, running them down to her hips. Her consternation had vanished, replaced with pure lust. "You definitely know how to interest a lady. Let's do it."
Permission given, Kate hummed with desire, grabbing hold of Jackie's alien cock and giving it a good tug. Her lover grunted, eyes crossing as a pulse of pleasure seized hold of her brain.
A spark of defiance flitted through her eyes as she squeezed Kate's hips, her head tilting down to look through the small keyhole between their straining breasts. Quick as a snake, she grabbed hold of Kate's dick, giving it a sharp squeeze.
"Oof, that's a little too aggressive," hissed Kate. "Take it slower, like this."
Using her fingers, she moved her hands forward and back, tugging at the skin of Jackie's Master as she gave it encouraging strokes. In response, the alien's body distended, the red stripe over its surface straightening out as it extended to its full length.
"Got it," confirmed Jackie, frowning as she stuck her tongue out of the left side of her mouth.
Damn, that looked endearing, even if it appeared thick and black, like a wiggling worm.
She was sure hers was just as fat - she could feel the difference in her mouth. They should try a bit of tongue play later, but for now, Jackie's dick was all hers.



The two of them worked each other in silence, tugging and stroking as they tried out different techniques. "Ah, it seems to work better if you use some of its fluid as a lubricant," explained Kate, groaning as she rocked her hips into Jackie's hand.
"Is that so?" sighed Jackie, her own body jerking as she tried to increase the stimulation as well. "I don't know if I have the fortitude to hold on for much longer," she warned. "My body's on fire, and this thing is stiff and swollen, feeling full. It's starting to pulse, and I can feel a tight pressure building up in the tip!"
Kate was experiencing something similar. "Keep working it!" she hissed. "I want to, oh, know what it's like for both of us to orgasm at the same time!"
She didn't know if what they were about to experience was similar to a male orgasm, and she desperately wanted to find out. Her body and the alien were working in conjunction now, exhorting each other to new heights.
"Hold on tight!" she ordered, closing her hands around Jackie's organ and pressing her thumb into the ridged surface right below the head.
Jackie crooned, a long sigh escaping her lips as the alien jerked in Kate's hands, a wet pulse of fluid spurting onto her chest. At the same time, her own dick exploded as well, daggers of pleasure twisting into her brain as the organ leaped, painting Jackie's thigh.
The two of them closed their eyes, moaning as they held on, more of the ejaculate erupting in an uncontrolled mess, ropes of warmth spattering over their skin as they groaned out their pleasure, lost in a sea of obedience.
When they opened their eyes again, they saw each other in triplicate, blue triangles glowing on their foreheads for the first time.
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Chapter Three
The two of them nuzzled together, speaking little as their soft bodies nestled in the corner of the sofa-like bed. There didn't seem to be all that much to say, their words and thoughts communicated via the way they pleasured each other's bodies.
As time wore on, they started to become more used to the way the alien sex organs operated, but neither of them had worked up enough confidence to go for full penetration. There was something about the act that seemed permanent, as if there was no going back.
Not that it seemed like they had a choice. Their skin was already changing colors, taking on a darker hue. Neither of them could really define the color properly, as they couldn't trust the shade of blue they could see with their human eyes.
Their alien eyes were another thing entirely. Kate had spent a long time examining every curve of her lover with this new sight, studying the teardrop shape of her face and the way the upper edge of her skull was forming into a rounded armor plate. The definition of the subtle details was immaculate, and the way the new eyes provided parallax was superior.
They were just flat out better than using her old set of eyes, and she was starting to worry that she was embracing these alien features a little too well.
Nonsense. If her Masters desired this of her, she would obey them. Both of them would.
She just needed to get used to this. Sighing, she idly stroked a hand over the alien wrapped around Jackie's neck, her lips wobbling as she noticed the way it squirmed with contentment. If one could ignore the fact that it looked like a gigantic slug, it was actually rather cute, in its own way.
Jackie frowned, eyelids closing across her alien eyes. "There's a calming aura about you," she said softly, her words slurring as she did her best to communicate with her enlarged tongue. "A beautiful shimmer that I can't quite put into words."
"Thanks," smiled Kate, stopping her stroking, enjoying the warmth of Jackie's body.
She could see something similar with her alien sight, but she didn't want to tell Jackie about how broken her aura looked. There were jagged edges, where it appeared to have been torn, shards of her personality sparkling like unpolished gems.
She didn't know what it meant, but as they relaxed, Jackie did appear to be getting better in some fashion. The edges were starting to fit, gluing themselves back into a consolidated whole. It couldn't be that bad, then. In time, she'd be a new person. An obedient person.
Ugh. These intrusive thoughts were starting to become a little more obvious. She knew that they were being inserted by the slug attached to her neck, yet she couldn't do anything about them. They had taken over her mind. She was an obedient slave to her Masters.
She conceded this. That was entirely true. She had been taken by her Masters. Her body was controlled.
That didn't mean she had to be slavish all the time, though. There were still things her base Kate personality desired, and she was going to seize them. If her Masters let her.
They seemed pleased enough with allowing her to relax and spend time with her lover in this way, though that probably fit into their plans. They were using her to ensure that Jackie wouldn't resist her conversion.
She had to admit that this thought was arousing, which was probably one of the reasons they had managed to take her over so easily in the first place. She liked the idea of being controlled.
Before, it had been Jackie in charge, treating her like the slave she was. She had loved performing little tasks of service for her lover, like doing the dishes and cleaning house. Being tied up, bound, and fucked by her dildos.
In retrospect, it was only a natural progression to whatever this was. She had simply traded one master for another.
She felt bad that some of Jackie's dominant personality had been subverted, but everything should be fine in the end, as long as she accepted this new hierarchy of dominance. Jackie could still be her master, just not the master.
If the aliens wanted something of her, she would do it. This response had already become natural to her, baked into her mind. They had only to ask.
The lights above them sparkled, changing colors as the ends of tentacle stalks rotated to point at them. The tentacle arms keeping them locked in the room began to squirm, squishing against each other as they rolled and flexed.
When they finished reconfiguring into new positions, a wide opening remained, giving them a view of the corridor beyond. They had finally been released from their jail cell.
Scooting over on the fleshy couch, Kate sat up, not feeling horny for the first time in a long time. A pressure in the back of her brain was suddenly missing, and she frowned, realizing that she hadn't even thought about trying to escape. The aliens must have been suppressing that urge, and now that the way had opened, they had stopped. Interesting.
Jackie had sat up too, leaning towards the open portal. "I don't quite understand it, but... I'm feeling like... we should go. Are you feeling that, too?"
She was. It was rather curious to understand that the Masters had control over her without her even noticing. While some of the interventions they had taken recently were overt, it was becoming clear that their indirect methods were even more potent.
"Then... why not? If they're okay with us exploring, we might as well." Kate frowned. "I guess they're not going to give us any clothing to wear, though."
"Probably not," groaned Jackie. "None of the aliens we've seen on the ship so far have been wearing anything, though our sample size has been pretty low. For that matter, we haven't seen them wear anything but armor outside the ship. Do these aliens even have a concept of what fashion is about?"
"Are you claiming we do?" chuckled Kate. "Maybe we could introduce them to something interesting. Subvert their expectations from within."
"Human eye for the alien guy?" smirked Jackie. "There might not be any males, though. If we're anything to go by, all of them are hermaphrodites, with huge dongs and enormous breasts."
Kate felt a jolt in her penis, an embarrassed blush coloring her neck in response. "You could be right. We might all be in the same boat, but let's not worry about that, for the moment. We should find out what's going on."
Getting to her feet, Kate took Jackie's hand. Her lover squeezed it in return, the two of them proceeding out into the open passageway. The dim lighting prevailed here as well, but if she used her alien eyes, it wasn't that much trouble to pick her way over the ripples in the floor where fleshy tubules ran.
"I wonder," said Jackie speculatively. "Are these ships built? Or grown?"
It was a good question, one that had crossed her mind earlier. All of the lighting appeared to be coming from the tips of tentacles, and the walls and floor were fleshy masses. She could easily imagine that they were walking around the interior of the belly of a gigantic whale.
She giggled. "Maybe we've been swallowed whole? Like Jonah?"
"I don't think anything we're going to see here is biblical," sighed Jackie, stepping up a ridge to another level, letting go of Kate's hand. "It keeps curving, and there are openings ahead. Maybe there'll be something interesting there."
She could sense the excitement in her friend's voice. Curiosity was taking over, replacing the confusion they had both been experiencing. Good.
A faint noise echoed down the passageway. It was a dark moan. Someone was having fun. Kate looked down in dismay, noting her bare breasts. What were they about to walk into?
It would do no good to hide, as Jackie seemed to have regained some of her former resolve, moving forward without hesitation. She was forced to hurry to catch up, worried that they were about to interrupt a couple in the middle of coitus.
Jackie turned on her heel, marching into an open room, but she quickly came to a halt. "It's Ben," she said flatly.
Unable to restrain herself, Kate moved up behind her, standing on her tippy toes to catch a glimpse. She immediately blanched, tucking herself in behind Jackie as she processed what she had just seen.
Ben's wife, Janice, was splayed out over one of the alien couches, with her left leg lifted high into the air to provide access for her husband, who was currently in the process of fucking her into oblivion. Their blue skinned bodies were sheened with sweat, large breasts swaying pendulously as Ben rammed his engorged length into her.
Intellectually, she knew this was a natural thing to see, but so much of it felt wrong, she was having a hard time accepting it. First off, this couple had become surrogate parents to her while she was growing up, and while she knew that they had a voracious sexual appetite and a deep abiding love for each other, she had never walked in on them in the act before.
Worse was the fact that they didn't look like themselves. The aliens were working on them, too. Alien amoebas had been attached to their chests, causing their breasts to swell into enormous spheres that looked rather ridiculous.
It was strange seeing her own enhanced breasts, but Ben having them? That was just odd.
They also sported the teardrop shaped heads and blue eyes, with big dicks down below. She wasn't sure that she was okay getting a better look at that.
Jackie didn't seem to be ruffled by the display, however, taking her by the shoulder and shifting her to one side to bring her forward. Kate carefully looked upwards, her face burning as the two of them slid together a final time, the sound of their pleasure filling the room.
Janice's blue eyes blinked as she relaxed back into the seam of the organic couch, noting their presence for the first time. "Why, Ben, it looks like we have company," she sighed, the familiar drawl of her accent clouded by the thick tongue that dangled from her mouth. "You might as well come in, it looks like there's little provision made for privacy on this ship."
Ben grunted, pulling out of his wife. Kate caught a quick glimpse of his dick, and it was enormous.
It was pretty obvious that this was no human appendage, with the red stripe running over the top. An alien amoeba must have swallowed him whole, coating his human flesh with its own body to produce this significantly enlarged member.
He looked away from her, his face drawn as he realized what had just happened. "Sorry," he mumbled. "I didn't mean to put on an obscene display."
Janice turned over, sitting up to reveal that she had an engorged dick between her legs as well. "We might as well get used to it, dear," she drawled. "It looks like we're all being given similar bodies. If we spend all of our time being bashful, we'll never accomplish everything."
She wrapped an arm around Ben's shoulder and crossed her legs, letting the alien dick flop onto her calf muscles. "You should join us for a while. Tell us what you've been getting up to. Are you still a couple? Have you... fucked each other?"
Kate wanted to leave the room and crawl into a hole, but she was made of firmer stuff than that. This wasn't really unexpected, though. Janice never did have a filter on what she was thinking. That made for some extremely revealing and outrageous conversations, which was why everyone loved her.
"No," said Jackie hesitantly, looking between them. "We've played around, but overall we've resisted that urge."
Janice rolled her shoulders. "Well, I'm rather surprised, then. We've been doing nothing but breeding like rabbits since we got here. They've really done a number on our bodies, making us sexual machines. I can only imagine what Ben's going to feel like tomorrow."
Her smile grew as Ben's expression grew more spare, a scowl spreading across his face.
The innuendo was obvious, and Kate's mind darted around what the woman meant. Her dick was massive, and if Ben... no, they couldn't have been doing that, right? She must be imagining things! Ben's asshole would be too tight to take something that large, unless...?
She had to admit that she didn't know how the alien masters would operate on a man's body, but given how close his body shape was to his wife's, it wouldn't be too surprising to find out that he now had all of the appropriate equipment.
Well, if Janice was going to be like that, there was no reason to hold back from the embarrassing topics.
"Besides the obvious sexual organ changes, have either of you noticed anything different?" asked Kate. "Obviously, we have extra eyes and our skin color has changed, but I'm talking about more subtle alterations."
Janice patted her rotund belly, her fingernails scrabbling against a rounded block of dark chitin that was forming on her skin. "I seem to be swelling up like a blueberry, if that's what you mean? It only happened after my husband fucked me, so I'm assuming it has something to do with reproduction."
She bit her lower lip as a wave of pleasure flitted over her face. "It doesn't really matter to me, though. I just love being spit roasted by him." She lifted an arm, touching his face. "I haven't been able to convince him to try it himself, but we'll get there eventually, I'm sure." Her enormous dick jolted in her lap, the tip glimmering with a white liquid.
Ben looked disconcerted, his face blushing. His beard had fallen out, leaving behind the familiar rounded ridge bulging from his chin that appeared to be growing on all of their faces. He crossed his arms, squeezing the perfectly round orbs of his new breasts against his chest. "I don't like this," he muttered. "They're keeping us anesthetized with pleasure, and there's clearly a purpose behind all this breeding. What are we even creating with these alien organs?"
Janice shifted, laying her head against her husband's. "I don't know, but it feels far too good to stop. Are you going to deny yourself the pleasure of penetration with me?"
Ben frowned, but said nothing, the slug around his neck flexing as it expanded and contracted. Kate shook her head. "This is getting us nowhere. It's obvious that we're being controlled to want this, for unknown reasons, but I find it interesting that I'm not feeling all that horny when I look at you two."
She turned to Jackie, gulping when her dick made a little leap. "It wants you," she groaned, pressing her hands against her hips. "I doubt the aliens care much about human mating habits, but it seems they've recognized our coupling, and they're pushing us to... do it with each other."
"Yes, but if we do, I'm liable to end up pregnant, like Janice," scowled Jackie. "Far be it from me to throw cold water on the mood, but maybe we should keep exercising self restraint until we have a better idea of what's going on here."
That sounded more like the old Jackie. Kate tingled with excitement to see her old personality assert itself, but it was short lived.
The slug wrapped around Jackie's neck tightened up, and she wheezed, her alien eyes opening wide as her body relaxed into a ready stance. "We're being called," she announced in a monotone, thrusting her voluminous chest forwards as she arched her back.
Kate's slug squeezed her throat in a similar fashion, a rush of adrenaline trickling up her neck. A thrumming word appeared in her mind, and all thoughts ceased.
OBEY.
The word reverberated through her body, forcing her new dick to stiff attention. She was being controlled. She must follow the directives being written directly to her brain through her alien Master.
Compared to the usual pressure provided by the alien organisms, this was overwhelming. She didn't have any room to squeeze in any extra thoughts edgewise. She was controlled. That was who she was.
Spinning around, she followed her lover as her ass winked at her, the two of them in lockstep as they exited the small chamber and turned left, following the curve of the passageway.
They were soon joined by more nude humanoid bodies, of varied shapes and sizes, though they were all implanted with the same alien masters around their necks. From the vague glimpses she caught, they too had received enormous breasts and swaying dicks, making them an eclectic collection of highly erogenous life forms.
The pressure in her skull eased as she obeyed the underlying commands implicitly, allowing her thoughts to catch up with what she was seeing.
She didn't recognize any of them, but the distribution seemed to match up with the local population. The aliens were capturing them, implanting them, and changing them into alien breeders. But... breeding what?
Human babies obviously wouldn't bloat the chest area in a matter of hours, so the alien dicks must be implanting something else. She swallowed, pushing back the sudden desire to open her legs and allow Jackie to plumb her depths with the alien creature.
If she really wanted to find out, that would surely give her first hand experience. She gritted her teeth as her thighs rubbed together, lubrication from her sopping cunt making her loins an agonizing mess of desire. Holding herself back was starting to become a full time job, and she just knew she'd crumble if the command came down for her to breed.
She was rather starting to look forward to the idea.
Taking deep, slow breaths, she worked to calm herself down, trying to concentrate more on her surroundings. She was passing out of the passageway into a circular room, her body spinning to follow a sloping ramp up and around towards a centralized platform.
Lights were sunken into the floor around the periphery, scattered by reflective panels that hung from the ceiling. They had been placed carefully to spotlight the aliens standing in the middle, the leader staring at them intensely with golden yellow eyes.
Kate hadn't seen this type of alien before. She provisionally labeled her as female, given the double sets of large, reddish breasts that were cupped by an elaborate metal corset which clung to her scaly body.
Her legs branched out into several rootlike appendages, but the rest of her appeared humanoid, for the most part, shimmering golden metallic shorts covering her privates. Her arms were double hinged, fingers clacking together with razor sharp triangles of bone that looked like daggers.
Her head was bald and red like the rest of her, tubular tentacles flowing out of the back of her skull and around the sides towards her forehead. There, they curled over her cheeks, following the curve of her jaw as they descended down to where they plugged into her lower neck.
A diadem was perched on her forehead, attached to the tentacles on either side. It sported a large, amethyst colored gem that glimmered an intense purple. She tried to look away, but her gaze was immediately caught by an elaborate gorget secured around the alien's throat that contained another gem with a similar pulsing glow.
Overall, she looked fierce, proud, and powerful. Kate quailed internally, but her body was still outside her control. She marched into place, standing at the edge of the curved platform, her arms settling at her sides.
She forced her alien eyes closed to regain some of her sense of self, resorting to using the lower fidelity of her human eyes to avoid being mesmerized by the alien's jewels. Yes, that was slightly better - now she could see that there were additional jewels affixed to metal armlets that wrapped around the alien's upper arms. How elaborate.



Her escort looked similar to her, but they were wearing far more modest outfits, and lacked the sparkling adornments. They were clearly guards, however, liquid yellow eyes darting around as they looked for threats among the enslaved humans.
There were none. The alien masters had them well in hand, parading them neatly around the circle, standing them shoulder to shoulder. She had been placed next to Ben on her left, with Jackie to her right, but her head wouldn't allow her to look at them. She had to face forward. She had to obey.
The intensity of the control faded as the alien's legs rippled against the floor, her body drawing nearer to Kate. She trembled as the alien stared into her eyes, the golden glow washing out her peripheral vision.
The slug around her neck vibrated as the gems the alien wore became more intense, stroking her brain. She was caught like a bug in a web, staring at the oily sheen sparkling over the alien's writhing legs as she stopped in front of her, an odd sense of arousal trickling through her body.
It was grotesque, but she loved it. Or, her alien masters did. Or, this alien did, and it was telling her so through the jewelry. She really wasn't certain where the thoughts originated, but it didn't matter.
A dumb smile appeared as the alien flicked the deadly sharp tips of her talons against Kate's lower jaw, blazing yellow eyes scanning her face.
It was the confidence of the obedient. She knew deep in her soul that the alien wouldn't hurt her. Why would she? They had gone to an awful lot of trouble to capture and subvert them to their cause. Destroying their hard work would be entirely nonsensical.
The alien's breath came out in a long rush, a low growl escaping her lips. Hard clicks popped from small holes that suddenly appeared in the tentacles running over the alien's head, the sound thrumming in her mind.
She didn't understand this language, but her Masters did. The slug around her neck inflated as her breasts wobbled, increasing in size until her new skin strained to retain the swollen flesh. Her dick immediately engorged as well, standing up straight as it strained outwards.
The alien ran the tips of her claws down Kate's throat, her investigative gaze flicking over her tumescent sexual organs. There came more odd clicks and pops as she poked one of her breasts with the sharp tip of a finger.
Ow. That hurt.
She jumped, but retained her aplomb as the neck alien released a rush of endorphins into her bloodstream. It was clearly working to her advantage, helping her to remain calm while the alien prodded at her body. She sighed internally, thankful that it wasn't leaving her to face this new terror alone.
She briefly wondered whether the alien was going to give her altered sex organs a test drive, but she didn't seem interested, shrugging her shoulders. The yellow eyes slid over her body, moving to the next human in line, Ben.
Her heart thumped like a bass drum, the unexpected trial complete. Unfortunately, the encounter had left her achingly horny, and she couldn't even scrape together enough free will to give her new dick a surreptitious stroke. How annoying.
Fortunately, Ben's inspection was more perfunctory, the clicks and pops coming in a rapid fire fashion. Either the alien liked what she saw, or she thought that they were disgraceful - it was impossible to tell which, but she turned around, seemingly satisfied.
This gave Kate a good view of the bright V shaped ridges on the alien's back as she moved away, which appeared like two hard strokes. Was this some kind of identifying mark? There was so much she didn't know!
The alien turned again, crossing both arms over her chest. The severe lines on her face deepened as she looked over the captives, sharp clicks echoing from her head tentacles. Her escorts stepped in close on either side, smacking the butts of their spears on the ground. The alien tilted her head, and the gems scattered over her body flashed brightly, burning out Kate's vision.
Her thoughts fled just as rapidly, a buzzing tingling running through her nerves. Heat sparked in her loins, her alien dick springing back to attention. Fully on alert, her body was being refocused by the purple glow. There was one purpose.
She had needs. They had to be fulfilled. There was only one way to do this. She had to pump, had to ram, had to thrust, had to fuck. There was no other way.
Turning towards Jackie, she noted that her lover had turned to the right as well, her dick also at the ready. Her ass popped out as she leaned over, exposing the dark slit of her ass. The slug squeezed at her neck, but she didn't need to be forced. It was perfectly natural to reach out and slap the woman's butt, a series of ringing smacks sounding throughout the room.
She felt a similar sting on her sensitive skin, and she moaned, her breasts feeling tighter than ever. She grasped at her alien dick, pressing her thumb into the swollen shaft as it pulsed, the thickness slipping into her fingers as if it belonged there.
Yes. She must use it. She must be used. That was her directive.
She altered her stance, sliding her legs aside as she pushed herself forward, directing her dick into the crack below. The upper hole wouldn't do for her purposes. The aliens demanded more than that from her. She needed to breed, needed to fuck, to fill and be filled to capacity. Nothing less would do.
Jackie groaned, popping her ass upwards. They both knew what was desired, and they were equally determined to obey.
"It's so tight!" grunted Jackie. "Don't tease me. Let me have it!"
The tip of the alien cock tasted Jackie's wet slit, an encouraging pulse of pleasure blasting into Kate's body. That felt amazing, a groan being compelled from her lips.
"This is going to feel great for both of us," she said wetly. "I'm locked and loaded. You don't have to worry about a thing. Feel your lips flower open, the ridges of my dick squeezing inside. We're going to fuck and fuck until both of us forget who we are, and then I'll trade places with you. Won't that be wonderful?"
In response, Jackie pushed back, accepting the enlarged head into her pussy. Kate was almost overwhelmed herself as her length was sucked inside, the unusual sensations trilling in her brain. She was finally doing it! She was breeding her girlfriend with her very own cock!
Somehow, she hadn't imagined it happening like this, but all doubt had been cleared away. The two of them were finally together again. This was a good thing, and she would take full advantage of the situation.
A dominant spirit grew in her soul, the flames fanned by the aliens grafted to her body. Yes. She was both submissive and dominant, depending on what was required and desired. Here and now, she would fuck. She would breed.
Grabbing handfuls of Jackie's plump ass, she squeezed the tips of her fingers into her lover's rapidly bluing skin, jamming her length in as fast as she could, increasing the speed as she got used to the motions.
Jackie's body rattled at the harsh fucking, her drooping breasts swaying as she lost all ability to speak, devolving into a wet, sloppy sleeve for Kate to plunder.
And plunder she would. It was strange how hesitant she had been with their sex play in the past, always opting to be the receiver, not the giver. She had missed out on so much!
Push, slap, push, slap, the wet sounds of sex rang out into the air. Their moans weaved into the harmony of the orgy forming around them, human couples joining together in carnal bliss.
The alien had lit this fire, but now all she had to do was sit back and watch. Maybe she was studying them to report how they behaved to her masters? It mattered little. She was focused on Jackie's flexing butt, watching her thick sausage vanish inside her lover's hot little pussy.
The way her tight passage squeezed around her dick only made her want to thrust even harder, but she was at the upper limit of her stamina. She could already feel the alien organ responding, the tightness increasing as her arousal rose to dangerous levels. She was not used to this level of stimulation, and doubtless she would ejaculate again soon.
She also lacked the restraint to slow down, which wasn't helped by the way her breasts were tingling, flopping around as the slug-like alien hugged her neck with a death grip. She was struggling to breathe, the lack of oxygen increasing the upcoming euphoria. In mere seconds, it would all be over, and she wanted that so badly.
When the moment came, she stopped her thrusting, roaring out her emotions in an ill defined cry as her penis tightened within her lover. Jerking, it bulged along its length as something thick spurted out of the tip.
It seemed like more than just sperm, but she simply couldn't concentrate on what this might mean. She was too busy savoring the unbelievable joy that pulsed in her thoughts, love and admiration from her alien masters filling her mind.
She had succeeded! She had conquered! She had bred for them!
Ensconced in pure rapture, she saw nothing as her dick continued to pulse, wave after wave flooding her lover's vagina. Her breasts were dribbling, too, unable to hold in all of the blue milk they had been storing. She was all about the alien sex. Everything else paled in comparison. She wanted to do this day and night, as long as her Masters would let her.
Opening her alien eyes once more, she stared at her conquest, exulting in what she had wrought. I am an alien slave! We are breeding sluts! Use our bodies and minds as you will!
Pleasure glowed in her body, warmth embracing her. Her Masters would take care of her. They would take care of all of them, changing them into identical slutty aliens. Yes, make me more like you! Command me!
A sense of completeness coiled in her brain as she surrendered her mind to the bliss.
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Chapter Four
The rest of the day went by in a blur. After they had both been bred, their masters had sent them back to their rooms to relax for a while, the tentacle arms of the doorway irising shut to lock them inside.
They hadn't done much but cuddle since then, their bodies and minds completely exhausted from the aftereffects of having their brains being overwhelmed by the hot sex. This was probably anticipated, as when they had arrived, hot mugs of a sweet liquid were waiting for them on an end table that had grown out of the wall.
They were too thirsty to decline, but after they had filled their tummies, a deep sleepiness had washed over them. They had retreated to the sofa as the lights above shifted to a softer tint, giving them the impression of a sunset.
To their surprise, soft sheets of an unknown material had been provided, so they had bundled themselves together and fallen into a deep sleep.
When Kate awoke, she could sense that Jackie was also up, but she didn't move, not wanting to make the first move. What they had been forced to do with each other could be considered a breach of trust, and she wasn't quite sure how to approach the topic.
She was still trying to figure this out when Jackie stirred. "Do you want to talk about it?" she asked, her speech slurring even worse than before.
Kate let out a long sigh. Yes, they had best address this before things became even worse and they weren't able to discuss it in human speech. Jackie had seemed rather distant since the orgy, preferring to communicate with grunts or silent gestures.
She didn't want to leave this to fester, or their relationship might sour, which wouldn't do. Jackie and Ben were the only ones she had left in this place, and she would do anything to keep them close.
"Yes," she grunted, giving the side of Jackie's abdomen a soft squeeze. "Do you hate me?" she asked in a small voice.
"Hate is too strong of a word," sighed Jackie. "Distrust might be a better term for it. I just don't know what is the real you, and what's being thrust upon you by the Masters."
Kate made a noncommittal noise, noting that her friend had subtly acknowledged that their alien overlords were superior. It was good that they both felt the same way, but that wasn't helping her to get to the core of the issue.
"I'm not sure I understand. Everything I say is true. I haven't lied to you once since our capture."
Jackie shifted, turning around in her arms until they were facing each other, their enlarged breasts squishing into each other. Kate pressed her lips together, wincing as a sudden pulse of lust sparked through her nipples.
The triangular set of blue eyes on Jackie's forehead blinked, her skin wrinkling. "You always were a submissive, but now you've got this dominant streak that I can't figure out. It doesn't feel like you. Your Masters are changing you, and I'm not sure I like how different you feel to me."
Kate breathed in deep, her heart lurching. "You don't?" she asked quietly, her alien eyes narrowing.
Her lips twisted. "I could say the same for you. We've both been changed by the Masters, and I'm really worried about you. I've never seen you so submissive before. It's almost as though some part of you has been scooped out, removed."
She could feel some of the tension in Jackie's body relaxing as a barking laugh escaped her mouth. She tossed her head back, revealing the gray slug pulsing about her neck. "You know what? You're right. Why the hell am I blaming you for this? It's these damn aliens who've made our relationship a mess."
She groaned, her breasts jiggling. "Fine. Peace. Let's not fight any more until we've figured out how to deal with what they've done to us."
A belch escaped her lips. "Huh. Suddenly, I'm feeling rather bloated."
She shuffled about, extracting herself from Kate's arms. Sitting up, she ran her fingers over her belly. "It's swollen," she said woodenly.
Now that she mentioned it, her own stomach was distended as well. Curling her body, she gave it a quick look. "Same here. Those aliens really bred us good."
Her dick twitched as the thought of bending Jackie over for another round sparked through her mind, but she suppressed it. She doubted her lover was in the mood when everything was changing so quickly for both of them.
Even so, the thought of growing fat with the progeny of her Masters was strangely erotic. She liked the idea of being pregnant with their young, whatever form that might take.
These thoughts were probably coming from her Masters, who were twisting her mind for their purposes. She lifted her arms, studying her dark blue skin. She was hairless now, an oily shine on the surface which kept it supple. Her former hair follicles had likely been repurposed to produce the oil, giving her body a smooth sheen that looked unnatural.
She rotated her fingers, noting that they appeared to be more flexible. She could curl them into weird positions that had never been possible before, and her nails felt loose. If they fell out, what would they be replaced with?
Skirting around the question, she recognized the obvious: the changes appeared to be accelerating for both of them. The evidence was all around them.
Jackie's ears had developed sharp ripples up the sides, the ends more pointed than before. Pulsing tubes ran up the sides of her neck, extending from where the slug had attached itself to her skin. Her face had become more flat, the armored surface thickening as spikes appeared around the periphery, and thick ridges had appeared over her shoulders.
She didn't have a mirror, but she assumed that she probably looked the same. Their conversion was almost complete. For all intents and purposes, they were aliens.
Her belly gurgled, and Jackie stopped rubbing her chest, looking up. "I'm hungry," she announced suddenly. "And you are, too."
The tentacles closing off the doorway rippled, pulling apart to reveal the darkened passageway beyond. A thrumming hum reverberated in her skull, and she stood, the pressure of her Masters returning. They wanted her to leave the room, and so she would.
There was no room left for her to disobey. Her mind had been smoothed down too much for her to even worry about attempting such a thing.
Her feet squished into the floor, giving her better grip as she proceeded out onto the main concourse. This time, she made a right turn, head fixed straight ahead as she followed the swooping corridor as it headed down.
The lighting was dim, but her alien eyes made the passageway bright in her perception, and she didn't miss a stride as she climbed over the pulsating tubes that interrupted the walkway at regular intervals.
The fleshy sides of the corridor loomed closer as the curve tightened, terminating at a portal that was already conveniently open. Taking a step inside, she halted, frowning as the mental pressure that had brought her here vanished.
The chamber was round, like the audience chamber she had seen earlier, but there was a large, central shaft that took up most of the space. It seemed likely that this room existed somewhere below the other one in the central core. Perhaps the pillar was needed to enhance the structural integrity of the ship?
That was certainly possible, but it appeared to be serving a second purpose as well
The area around the shaft was separated by vertical dividers into what looked like small booths. Glowing lights in some of the unused sections highlighted a series of holes and tentacle-like devices coiled at the ready. A large, swollen tube jutted from the wall at head height, dangling limp as the tip throbbed. It looked...... like a dick.
She was starting to get a good idea what these booths might be used for, and this was confirmed once she spotted the blue skinned aliens occupying some of them.
Their bodies flexed as they pressed and rubbed themselves into the wall at regular intervals, soft moans filling the air as their asses glimmered in the limited light. It was almost as though she had entered some form of bordello, but that couldn't be right. The aliens had explicitly wanted them to breed with each other earlier. What in the heck was going on here?
The outer wall was lined with a long, irregular bench, made out of the same organic material as the couches in their rooms. Many more alien-looking humanoids were relaxing in U-shaped notches, their bodies folded into the curved alcoves that appeared carved into the surface.
Blue eyes blinked as moans escaped their lips, engorged alien dicks lifting and falling as their bodies rattled. She assumed that they were playing with themselves in some way until she spotted the erect alien organs fixed in the center of each bucket seat. Their pussies were being worked by the dildos. This was a pleasure room, meant to subdue their captives and make them more pliable.
The pressure in her skull returned, forcing her forward, deeper into the cloying atmosphere of pleasure that suffused the chamber. The other humanoids ignored her presence, buried deep in the throes of their own rapture.
She navigated around stalks that grew out of the floor, pausing in front of one near the central column. The top had swelled into a large fruit. If she could trust her vision, it was red and round, close to the shape of a tomato.
The flesh was firm and inviting. Her hand reached out and plucked it, bringing the firm skin to her mouth. As she punctured the side, a gush of cool liquid flowed over her teeth, painting her cheeks with the refreshing taste as it flowed down her throat.
Her tongue lapped at the side of her mouth, feeling the slippery texture left behind. No matter how she worked at it, her tongue slid off. What an usual substance!
Unable to stop herself, she took another bite, more fluid gushing over her chin and dribbling down onto her chest. She continued eating until it was all gone, burping as she stared dumbly, realizing her sudden hunger had been inflicted upon her by the Masters. They were preparing her for something.
She looked, finally noticing that Jackie was close by, her own chest stained purple from the sticky fluid of one of the fruits. Her lover gulped, staring longingly at the central column.
"Our Masters...they want us to use those devices," moaned Jackie. "I don't think I can stop myself. I'm feeling so aroused at the idea of obeying them."
Kate followed her gaze, gulping as spotted the turgid length of one of the dicks lying limp in an alcove. She rubbed her slippery lips together, her heart thumping as she realized the inevitability of the situation. She was going to be drowning in that dick, sucking it down, and she was going to like it.
"I don't think we should bother resisting," she said in a rush of breath. "Yeah, this is damn weird, but look at it as practice. Those appear to be the same size and length as our own dicks, and I kind of want to get better at sucking yours."
She blushed, biting her lip as she looked away. "Yeah, I know, it seems odd that a lesbian is so into sucking dick, but that's only because it's you. I wouldn't do this for just anyone."
A gentle nudge at her side interrupted her self conscious thoughts. Jackie's enormous breasts wobbled against her as a burbling laugh escaped her lover's lips. "Given your eagerness as a sub, I'm hardly questioning your bona fides. I'm honestly more worried about myself. We've never played with reversed roles before, and the idea of gargling dick is really wiggin' me out."
A concerned look appeared on her face. "Can I live with this? I guess I'm gonna have to. I don't appear to have much of a choice."
Kate's emotions flipped around, pity tugging at her heartstrings. She hadn't even considered this angle, but it must be torture for her lover.
"Um," she said, searching for a silver lining.
Unfortunately, there didn't seem to be one. Her lips wobbled, parting as she tried to think of something, anything to say.
Jackie shook her head, her chest wobbling with amusement. "You never were good at hiding your emotions, little pickle. I can see them writ large on your face. Don't worry about me. This isn't your fault. I just need some time to figure this one out myself."
Kate grunted. She hated to admit it, but her friend was right. Each of them had their own demons to face, and there was only so much she could do while her desire to approach the wall was steadily growing.
She didn't really want to resist, not really, but there was something she had to say first. Bolstering her resolve, she pulled herself away from the vision of the swollen cock, turning back to Jackie. "I know this is going to be way harder for you than it is for me. I just want you to know that I'm here for you. I'm not going anywhere. I'm always going to be your little pickle, no matter how much my mind is twisted around for the betterment of our Masters."
Her heart lurched as she waited for a reaction, the Masters easing up a little. Perhaps they realized how important this was to her, or maybe they knew that she was only delaying their ultimate goal, not defying them.
Either way, she was grateful for their forbearance, waiting patiently as various emotions flitted across Jackie's face. Lines creased her lips as her human eyes fluttered open, giving her a good view of her lover's stained blue irises.
"I know that, little pickle," she replied, her smile strained. "It's what I like best about you. You don't complain when the going gets tough. You're fiercely loyal. And you always do your best, in your own small way."
A warm length prodded at her leg, and Kate's heart raced. She didn't bother looking down, knowing immediately what it was. Jackie wanted her.
"So, despite our current circumstances, I think you know that I'm telling you the truth when I say that I love you. Nothing inflicted upon me by the Masters could possibly change that."
"I love you too," replied Kate, feeling tears welling in her human eyes. "I just wish I could help you in some way."
Jackie relaxed, idly stroking the worm at her neck. "You already have. You've made me realize that I have someone to live for, no matter how much my situation changes. Let's both hold onto that through the trials ahead."
Kate nodded, wanting to give her lover a hug, but the pressure in her skull had returned. The Masters had forbearance, but they would not be denied.
She settled for patting Jackie's shoulder. "I will, but I also want you to hold onto this truth: never believe that you're worth less because you're under their control. We're still us, even if we're unbearably horny all the time."
"Agreed," sighed Jackie, her shoulders relaxing. "Let's... go find out what they want with us." Her body shuddered as they both turned towards the central column, lining themselves up with separate booths that stood next to each other.
She advanced towards the organic interface, her eyes locked onto the sagging dick. It was similar in form to the appendage attached to her torso, though to her eyes, it appeared to be somewhat larger, the ridge of its head well defined, with a bright red stripe down the center.
The slit in the tip gaped open, giving her a good view of the veiny interior. She could almost imagine that this was real, attached to another alien's torso. Perhaps... no, given the limited space, there was no way a second alien could be mounted to the interior.
Some of her worry abated, but it wasn't enough. This was altogether something new, and she simply didn't know how to approach it. Should she start with massaging its length? Teasing the tip? What did her Masters expect of her?
A tentacle from either side of the booth popped out, lifted in mid-air on U-shaped tubes. The one on the left contained a glowing display with several rounded petals on the exterior, making it a reasonable facsimile of a sunflower.
She frowned as the yellowish glow of the display pulsed at her, drawing her attention to the interior, where a spiral of colors led to the center. Her alien eyes seemed to follow the dots of light around and around until they sunk down into a tiny central hole, carrying her thoughts along with them.
She took another step forward, pulled by the display as the tentacle retreated, mesmerizing her brain as the second tentacle slipped over the top of her face. Her alien vision was immediately cut off as the second device slotted into place, three white lights glowing intensely.
Unable to comprehend what was happening, she found herself pulled in deeper, her consciousness sinking as direct commands filled her brain.
LINE. UP.
The words swimming through her head weren't like any form of definitive speech. Rather, her mind was somehow interpreting the desires being pushed into her through the interface, generating orders that her human brain could execute.
Her hips dipped as she sidled in close, her alien dick engorged once more. The alien seemed to know what to do. She didn't need to understand anything about this device. She could simply relax and obey the commands as they were given.
The tentacle attached to her head tugged at her, pulling her skull forward until a plump nub hit the bottom of her chin. She was far too discombobulated to use her human eyes, but her mind immediately guessed what this must be. The alien dick!
EXTRACT. FUN.
She didn't quite understand what that meant, but her body seemed to know what to do. Her jaw levered open without her command, hands reaching up to wrap around the engorged length. She didn't need to be ordered to lift it up and place the head in her mouth, sucking on the tip like a lollipop.
Using short, concerted motions, she played with it, treating it as though it was connected to Jackie. She would suck and lick it lovingly, playing with the shaft as she worked her way farther down to the sack bobbing at the base.
Rolling her hands around the sides, she massaged the pouch, feeling for the gigantic marble that floated within the fleshy pocket. Did it serve the same purpose as a testicle in a human male? Unknown, but it certainly seemed to make the penis jerk and lunge in her mouth. Just as she had intended!
An urge to push forward coiled about her neck, and she lunged, feeling the alien appendage impacting the back of her throat. The uncomfortable sensation was almost enough to put her off for good, but the sparkly pattern fed to her eyes convinced her to try again. On the second attempt, she bent her knees to alter her angle, swallowing at the same time to encourage it to drop further down.
The wobbling tip plunged down her throat, gagging her as her throat bulged with its presence. She began to panic as her lungs screamed for air.
The slug on her neck squeezed down, and suddenly a rush of air expanded her belly. She grunted around the dick, realizing that a secondary airway must have opened up. Her body was no longer in dire straits, leaving her free to deep throat the alien appendage as much as she liked.
This was a rather unusual turn of events, but it had the effect of turning her on even more. She wouldn't have to stop to deal with her bodily functions, or even worry about them at all. Her alien Masters would regulate them, while she focused on what was most important: pleasuring this dick until it exploded.
She ran her teeth down its length as she pulled out, clamping her lips around its rubbery girth. It could be filled with blood, or an alien substitute, but either way, it felt just like how she imagined a real one would.



She had a lot of experience with toys, but not with real men. Not before she had met and fallen in love with Jackie. Thinking of her made this whole thing better, especially when she imagined that she was pleasuring her, sucking and working on her dick, sucking it down and tasting its whole length.
The mask attached to her face provided back pressure, tugging her forward after every jerk backward, ensuring that the cock always finished up back in her throat. The slippery juices of the fruit she had eaten provided plenty of lubrication, allowing her to settle into a rhythm. It didn't become pleasant, per se, but she felt that she was getting better at pleasuring this anonymous appendage.
She was getting a feel for how hard and fast she should move to make it swell the most, extracting as much fluid from the tip as she could without forcing it to ejaculate prematurely.
Given that she didn't have much practice, she could only imagine this information was being fed to her through the mask interface, the flashing lights communicating with the Masters attached to her brain.
That didn't mean she had to remain blind. She could still use her human eyes to get a feel for what was going on, right?
It took a concerted force of will for her to force them open. She hadn't even thought of using them for ages. Her new sensory organs were just that good, leaving what she had been born with as vestigial remnants of her past life.
They sprung open, and she gurgled around the dick, noting the rivulets on the fleshy tube as her lips rubbed the fruit's juice down its length.
Her body jumped as something warm and wet touched her nipples, hard plates pushing against her breasts. Distracted by these new sensations, she tilted her head as much as she could, trying to get a glimpse of what was going on below.
When that failed due to the girth of the alien dick in her mouth, she resorted to touch, trying to better understand what the alien device was planning on doing to her.
Her hands collided with ropy tubes, an unusual suction pressure coming from her chest. Feeling around, she wrapped her fingers around the sides, giving them a little tug to confirm what she suspected. Yes, they had somehow attached themselves to her breasts, and now they were working to stimulate her, tickling and licking at her sensitive nipples.
Her upper body jiggled, bouncing as her flesh was tugged on, nipples distending as they were drawn deeper into the cups. There came soft pinches as sharp needles penetrated her skin, but this was soon drowned out by pure pleasure as the tubes jolted, pumping some kind of fluid inside her.
She groaned around the dick as she felt the sides of her breasts, hefting their weight as they grew even more bloated. She was being filled up by this machine, turned into an alien breeding cow. Oh, yes!
ENGORGE. BREED.
The dick mounted on top of her crotch sprung to attention as she swallowed the alien cock down her throat. Yes, she needed to breed.
Her body moved forward like an automaton, the tip of her erect penis lifted upwards by a set of tendrils, guided towards a tight hole mounted at the perfect height on the wall. The tendrils wrapped around the base of her organ as the fleshy folds rippled aside, warmth embracing her length as she sank all the way in.
Air hissed through the holes in her neck slug as she let out an alien moan. It sounded low pitched to her ears, and strange, but of course it would. The air wasn't hissing through her larynx. This was some new form of noise making apparatus, which she would probably be using in the future to communicate via an alien language.
If she had been a xenobiologist, she'd be melting at the thought of learning so much about non-human life, but as it was, she was simply excited at being able to obey her Masters more thoroughly. That's what this was all about. Submission.
She pulled out, the slug hissing as the walls of the hole tugged against her member, the resulting friction rocketing a bolt of pleasure directly into her loins. An alien noise bellowed from her neck as she pulled her head all the way back, a smacking sound echoing from her lips as slime dribbled over her chin.
Taking a quick breath, she stood there and vibrated, feeling like a live wire, plucked by her Masters. She was being attuned to their desires, intimately knowing what they wanted from her.
This moment of blissful passion seemed to stretch on forever, until the mask attached to her forehead began to exert an inexorable pressure, tugging her back towards the wall. Her feet stuttered over the floor as her dick plunged back into the warm embrace of the hole, nodules erupting from the sides to cling against the sides of her engorged organ.
SEX. BREED. OBEY.
Cillia vibrated against her nipples as her chest lurched, pulsing as her breasts bobbed with each jolt of the fluid being injected into them. Her entire body felt swollen, ripe and ready to pop.
Her hips were rocking, thrusting mindlessly as she pushed against the soft receptacle, the pouch containing her alien gonads squeezing between her legs. She could only penetrate so far due to the swell of her belly, but she did her best to shove herself in as far as possible, resting the enormous swell of her breasts into a provided alcove.
Mouth filled to the brim, her eyes watered as the tendrils down below twined around the base of her dick. They gave her an adoring squeeze, but didn't stop there, growing longer as their ends formed together into a knot.
She wanted to tell them to stop. There was no way she could hold on while under such an assault, but the uncaring device didn't care.
In a matter of moments, she felt the top of the knot prodding at her inner lips, and then it was inside, ramming itself into her wet tunnel.
This was too much for her. She closed her eyes and let out a squeal out through her neck holes, the bright lights from the mask hammering at her mind.
She was melting. She was a formless being, filled with pleasure.
She was a breeding machine. She would breed.
Pump, pump, pump.
Her dick slipped in and out of the gaping hole in the wall, the tunnel sucking, squeezing at her length. There was nothing more she could do.
Choking around the cock filling her mouth, she squeezed at the bottoms of her breasts as her dick stood on end, pressure building in the tip. For what seemed like an endless amount of time, she could feel it throbbing like a hot furnace, the tip vibrating inside the grippy womb.
The girth inside her mouth expanded, a pulse of liquid squirting past her teeth, being injected directly into her throat. The pressure down below let go at the same time, a rush of cum gushing into the surrogate womb, packing it full of alien sperm.
She was filling, she was being filled, in an endless loop.
Her body trembled with each pulse, her mouth and throat sucking down every bit of ejaculate she was given, breasts bobbing as the injections continued.
Unable to process all this, her brain shut down, leaving her stranded in a thoughtless void, filled with pools of happiness and pleasure. She laughed to herself, splashing through the puddles, rejoicing as sparks of joy fluttered through her inflated belly.
Lost in this state of altered consciousness, she barely noticed when the mechanism relaxed, giving her the time she needed to orgasm out what remained of her brains.
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Chapter One
Sparkling rays of light flickered across the tops of the white caps as she flew in close, a light spray jetting into the air as she dipped a foot into the rolling water. It wouldn't break until it got closer to shore, but she wasn't interested in seeing that.
Her presence would inevitably draw a crowd, and she didn't feel like being worshiped as a sun goddess. This time was for her to enjoy.
Spinning around in a circle, she sloughed off the water, letting out a joyful laugh as a spray of droplets bounced off the sleek form of her bodysuit. She really was looking quite nice today.
Bracing a heel into the notch of her other foot, she floated gently upwards, stretching out her arms to welcome the warm rays of the sun.
She immediately felt reinvigorated, which was only natural. She was one of this city's premiere heroines, the sun hero Solaris, ready to blast any evil intruders to smithereens!
Her lip curled. None of those rats had deigned to show their faces after she had fried the last bunch, more's the pity. She was feeling pretty bored lately, and could use the exercise.
Not that she was feeling particularly athletic at the moment. Resting her hands behind her head, she closed her eyes as she slowly rose into the sky, enjoying the fading rays of the evening sun. It wasn't quite low enough yet for the cool breeze to creep in, but the heat was no longer quite as intense at this angle. Just right.
A tickling scent curled into her nose, tugging at her nostrils. She took a deep breath, trying to clear it, but the cloying sweetness refused to budge. That was odd.
Opening her eyes, she turned around languidly, inspecting the closest section of shoreline. Ah. She had floated a few miles, and was now passing close by the botanical garden where she had attended a lavish opening ceremony a few days ago.
There were still a few areas that needed to be cleaned up, so the general public wouldn't be able to enjoy the lush greenery for another week or two. They would probably get lost in it when they were allowed in, as it looked ridiculously massive from this height.
Her fellow superheroes had seeded this place from their own private headquarters, and there would be plenty to see and do once the crowds arrived. Solaris had seen most of the specimens before, so she wasn't all that interested, but there was plenty of unique flora to attract the discerning visitor.
There was that smell, though! She didn't recall anything of the sort when she had visited with Violet, and that was unusual in and of itself.
Her friend was a bit of a mad scientist, and Solaris had never known her to hold back if she thought that she had discovered something exciting. There was no filter with that one.
Turning over, she scanned back and forth, trying to locate the source. There was too much undergrowth at this height to see much of anything, so she folded her arms and dropped into the open pavilion near the center of the garden.
She much preferred to patrol from the air, but her skintight bodysuit would provide just as much protection on foot as well. Worrying about getting it dirty wasn't a good excuse when villains could be lurking!
She squinted, adjusting her mask to make sure that the lenses were aligned properly. She wasn't too worried about being ambushed.
She could vaporize any threat that might appear, as long as she didn't lose her specialized goggles. Without them, she couldn't focus enough to give anyone much more than a nasty sunburn.
There didn't appear to be anything to worry about here, however, other than a light breeze rifling through the large leaves of the banana trees surrounding her.
Frowning, she leaned back and forth, but couldn't see much of anything. She did catch another whiff of that curious smell however, and shrugged. She might as well find out what all this was about. She'd snap a picture or two and see if she could get Violet to identify the plant for her.
Stalking off down one of the radial paths, she craned her neck, trying to make sure nobody was creeping up on her. Despite how she had speculated, she didn't seriously think that the garden had been infested with baddies. On the other hand, she didn't like the thought of being startled by a groundskeeper, either.
Becoming the butt of someone's joke definitely wasn't on her list today. She was a regal, powerful hero, and that's how she wanted to remain. Dignified.
She clutched a hand to her chest and let out an embarrassingly loud burp as she tripped over an imperfection in the pavers.
When she had regained her poise, she spun her head around, ready to shoot down any observers with an indignant stare. Fortunately, it appeared that nobody had seen her little indiscretion. She was safe!
There was a buzzing motion somewhere in the undergrowth, however. A large bird?
She was already tired of sneaking around. Bracing herself, she rammed a shoulder into the thick leaves, pushing them aside to make room for her slender form. Reaching her hands in front of her, she swept the remaining leaves aside, ready for anything.
What appeared was less exciting than she had anticipated. There were several large plants overlapping each other, with wide pitchers arrayed at different levels, filled to the brim with a dark, brown fluid.
Perhaps it was some form of unusual pitcher plant? The smell seemed stronger here, as if it was meant to attract the plant's next meal.
She leaned over the top of one of the burbling pitchers, looking at it with a skeptical eye. She wasn't certain she wanted to touch the contents. It was probably a sticky mess that would stain her clothing.
She needed a sample somehow, though. Maybe she could cut off one of the pitchers and use it as a container?
Getting down on her knees, she grabbed at a large, curled one she had spotted farther in. There, she'd only need a little for a proper spectral analysis. It smelled so strange!
Something heavy smacked the back of her head, sending a sickening unbalanced sensation through her skull as she fell forwards. Her eyes widened as she realized that she didn't have anything to brace against to arrest her momentum.
There was barely enough time to squeeze her eyes shut as she went face first into the pot of brown ooze, the cloying sweetness clinging to her face as the contents splashed all over the place. Shit!
She tried to blink away some of the mess to regain her vision, but the stickiness was preventing her from clearing it. Starting to panic, she lifted her hands to her face, clawing at the substance, desperate to see something, anything.
Her fingers caught against the edge of her mask, lifting it away. She felt a brief sense of relief as her vision cleared, but this was soon replaced by fear as she realized that she was surrounded by gangly, insectile women. They looked like humanoid bees.
Before she could react, the lead woman approached, an orange, prehensile appendage flicking up from her mouth. Was that some kind of tongue? It seemed too large for it, but maybe that was just the trunk that housed one inside?
Her vision blurred as the rounded end of the tube plugged into her mouth, shoving aside her tongue. Vibrating up and down like the tail of a rattlesnake, something hot and wet began to be pumped into her mouth.
She tried to pull back, but a fat plug had inflated just behind her teeth, holding the end in place. A secondary cup folded out from the sides of the appendage, rolling over the top of her lips to seal itself onto her skin, preventing any of the thick fluid from leaking out.
Terrified, Solaris began to tug and pull, but the bee woman simply stared at her impassively with her gigantic, compound eyes, the individual parts sparkling in the sunlight.
With her jaw held captured, and the fluid flowing, her mouth filled to capacity, cheeks expanding as aching sweetness squeezed between her teeth.
Within moments, there was no more room. She had to swallow some of it, or she was going to choke!
Her throat convulsed, a chunk of the substance breaking off and flowing over her trachea, coating the sides of her esophagus as it slumped towards her belly. Grunting, she took in a quick breath, her eyes crossing as she spotted a triangular device that was placed over her nose. Were they gassing her?
She tried to move away again, but suddenly, there were arms all over her body, holding her in place. Hands pressed at her sides, around her chest, and at her neck, a strange, soothing buzzing flicking against her skin. Whoa, that actually didn't feel half bad!
The hands were sliding over her bodysuit, touching and prodding, working at her most sensitive areas. She wanted to tell them to stop, but she couldn't do much more than gurgle more of the tasty substance being fed into her mouth.
Shuddering, she took in another deep breath through the tube over her nose, her head beginning to spin. She was definitely being drugged, but her body was starting to feel good. How could anything dangerous feel this nice?
She studied the bee woman's face languidly, her body tingling as the hands calmly held her and stroked her, keeping her subdued as she was filled with the sweet essence.
Two, large lumps were mounted on the bee woman's cheeks, bracketing either side of her mouth. The thick trunk extended from where the woman's lips should be, the enormous, flexible length jammed securely into Solaris' mouth.
As she watched, the bee woman pulled back as a bulge appeared at the base of her trunk. She tilted forward as the lump pushed its way down the delivery pipe, gushing into her mouth. Solaris reflexively swallowed as more of the thick fluid was packed into her mouth, shoving the excess tasty substance down her throat. Just how much of it was there?
Her stomach was already starting to feel packed with the jelly-like substance, and the bee woman didn't appear to intend on stopping anytime soon!
The bee woman's antennae shifted as she loomed over the heroine, sparkling pods shining at the tips. Solaris blinked, her eyes naturally following the glowing appendages. Wow, those were pretty!
She gave up trying to study the bee woman's face, following the dancing pods around as they circled in her field of view. It was so much easier to let go of her thoughts and allow her mind to dangle free, floating back and forth like those hypnotic dots.
After a few more swallows, her breathing slowed, her brain slowing to a halt as she became completely mesmerized by the bright, glowing lights.
The pods dipped towards her forehead, touching her skin with a light pressure. They suddenly buzzed, fixing themselves in place. She could still see them out of the corners of her eyes, if she relaxed completely.
There were twin sparks infiltrating her brain, interrupting her thoughts, telling her to stop. To listen, and obey.
So she did. She had to.
Her mind began to buzz, being filled with bee thoughts transmitted by the bee woman. Her muscles relaxed, allowing the jelly to flow freely through her digestive tract as the weight of the honey began to pack onto her body, bulking her up.
This must be what the bee woman had been waiting for, as she shifted her position, significantly picking up the pace as she crammed more jelly down Solaris' throat. Glug, pulse, squeeze, pump!
The rush of jelly gushed into her in a veritable torrent, the tube between them accordioning with the increase in pressure. Solaris stared ahead blankly as the bee woman used her, thoughts nothing more than blurry static as her belly inflated five times its natural size.
Eventually, the urgency of the bee woman's movements faded, her throat bulging less severely as it emptied of its remaining jelly. She slowed to a halt, a warm buzzing sound echoing around them as she pushed their faces in close together.
The sparkling colors of the bee woman's eyes filled her vision as something thick was pressed between her lips. The tube inflated and pulled out, the antennae popping off her forehead.
The sudden rush of curious thoughts that arrived were too much for her to sort through before the bee woman had finished, pulling back and tapping Solaris gently between her lips.
Solaris frowned, trying to understand why she still couldn't open her mouth. She made an interrogatory noise through her nose, trying to pry her lips apart without any luck.
It appeared that some kind of plug had been inserted and sealed up tight, ensuring that none of the fluid the bee woman had pumped into her would be coming out that way.
The hands caressing her locked around her limbs, forcefully lifting her off her feet. She tried to protest, but she was feeling rather warm and weak, her frame shuddering as they pushed her legs up into her swollen belly. Her arms were then tucked over the top, folding her into a small package.
She shivered, turning her head to look at the array of mandibles that chittered at her. They had spent an awful lot of time filling her up, surely they weren't going to eat her!
No, instead they appeared to be creating balls of white material that each of them was holding inside their wide mouths, held in place by the orange tubes, which had been inverted inside out. This had the effect of making them look like bizarre circus animals, chewing on their cud.
A strange giggle exploded from Solaris' nose. This was really strange. What were they planning?
Firm hands grabbed at her knees, prying her legs apart. This had the effect of refocusing her attention on the primary bee woman, who was pressing her body between Solaris' legs.
She noticed the new threat too late to do anything about it, a thick length pressing against her stretchy bodysuit.
She could only gulp as a buzzing sound rose around her. Something nipped at her suit, and suddenly a swollen length was inside her, the girth shoving her inner lips aside.
Hissing through her nose, she froze in shock as the bee woman thrust the pseudo-dick deeper inside, ramming into her depths without bothering to ease it in. She was surprised to find that her body instantly responded to its presence, a hot wetness streaking through her core as her pussy blossomed with earthshaking arousal.
The bee woman's antennae dipped, attaching themselves to Solaris' forehead a second time. Her concerns and worries vanished as her body shook in pleasure. The bee woman hummed, rocking into her as if this was the most natural thing in the world. For her, it probably was.
The other bee women leaned in, their own wings humming as they lifted their hands to their mouths. Glossy threads spurted from their lips, derived from the balls of rubbery material churning in their mouths, mandibles spinning.
Solaris barely noticed as they began to apply these threads to her body, twirling them around and around, like a spider's cocoon, wrapping her arms up tight. With the antennae touching her forehead, she simply couldn't muster enough intelligence to even begin to understand what the goal of all this was, and the thick bee cock inside her was rubbing her in all the right ways.
Unable to stop herself, she began shifting her hips, forcing herself into the bee woman as she increased the pace of her thrusts. Her belly felt heavy, full, and it was getting even fatter.
With every thrust from the dick, her womb was throbbing, wobbling, growing. The bee woman was filling her up, and in her thoughtless state, she wanted it.
She was a sexy being, and that was all she was capable of wanting. Sex, sex, fuck!
The climax, when it came, was such a monster orgasm that she completely lost track of time, moaning her excitement into the thick gag. Her breasts trembled, sensitive nipples rubbing against the interior of the bodysuit as the bee woman plundered her body.
By the time she came back down, she found herself completely unable to move, her head held in position by a rounded wedge of material that ran all the way around her neck. She tried to tilt her head, but there was something attached to that, too, and from her current position, she could only feel an inflated, brown lump that was attached to her breastbone.
As she stared with dull eyes, the bee women spat out more of the rubbery substance, wrapping it around her body as they built up new layers. They seemed to be treating her like a pupae, putting her into a chrysalis.
This idea should have alarmed her, but the antennae were still attached to her forehead, suppressing her will and thoughts. Eyes wide, she remained comatose as they built the rubbery substance into a wide, arching dome around her head, in the shape of a ball helmet.
The compound eyes of the bee woman stared down at her, hands resting on her shoulders as her wings buzzed. Through reflections, Solaris caught a glimpse of the long, curved dick the bee woman had been fucking her with, the enlarged end containing a shiny, orange tip.
This was the last thing she saw as the bee woman tugged her antennae free, her mandibles buzzing as she joined the others in sealing up the top of the rounded cocoon.
Solaris grunted, starting to panic as she was forced to breathe in the limited bubble of air through her nose. She giggled to herself, going cross eyed. It wasn't so bad. It smelled good.
Sleepiness encompassed her brain, her thoughts fading as her body relaxed. She was filled to the brim, fat and happy. She was content to be alone, to truly relax for the first time in years.
Her body began to buzz as the rubbery substance of the cocoon leaked onto her skin, remodeling her from the inside out.
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Chapter Two
The quality of the darkness she was living in altered, brightening for the first time in hours. She still couldn't move her body, but the sickly sweet smell in the tight ball hood kept her warm and pacified.
After playing around with the plug in her mouth for a while, she had discovered that a small hole had opened up in the center, allowing a trickle of sweet honey past her lips.
Every so often, she gave it an experimental suck, allowing a pleasant trickle down her throat to collect in her belly. She was already filled with the stuff, but something was changing about her body to allow her to accommodate even more.
She was being changed into a bee thing, and she couldn't seem to care any more!
In fact, the faster it was over, the better. She couldn't wait to stretch her wings and feed another victim with the honey that had collected in her wobbling belly.
Her mouth flexed, mouth parts wiggling with excitement as she thought about force feeding another. Whatever silly thoughts she had possessed about being a heroine and saving the world had somehow vanished within the cocoon. All she wanted to do now was grab more men and women and turn them into rubbery, sexy honey bees. Like her.
This complete change in cognition should have worried the former superhero, but she wasn't worried about her former comrades or precious ideals now. All that mattered was spreading the joy of honey.
Her brain buzzed, and she took another pull of the precious liquid, allowing it to coat her thoughts with a slippery sheen. Her insides were greased with the substance, being fully transformed by the rubbery honey.
She shivered, experiencing a thrill of pleasure that ran through her loins. The honey was tickling at her, changing her into a rabidly sexual honey bee. Oh, how she wanted to spread her wings and find another to convert!
The pressure around her neck increased, and suddenly light exploded in her eyes. A dazzling array of colors smashed into her skull, a cool breeze wrapping over her forehead.
Tilting her neck, she tried to make sense of what her new eyes were telling her, but it was extremely difficult given that her sight had been split into fractal cobwebs.
Each tiny visual receptor in her compound eyes was continuously bombarding her with information, making it impossible to pull everything together into a concerted whole.
She waited for a good long while, relaxing in her cocoon and breathing cool air through her flexing nostrils. Her eyes twitched, bombarding her with yet more information, but the longer she waited, the more of an image she was able to decipher.
She was dangling from one of the trees she had been investigating earlier, her cocoon nestled underneath one of the large, plate-like leaves that contained the brownish, rubbery substance.
If she strained a bit, she could catch glimpses of more cocoons hanging, bulbous bodies wrapped up in shiny, black rubber. It seemed likely that the honey started out a golden brown, curing to black after it was applied to a victim. She had to admit that she really didn't know much about the honey or the lifecycle of these bees.
She was having a hard time recalling her own past, too. She had a superhero name, and a power of some kind, but it was becoming increasingly difficult to remember anything. It was so much easier to just hang here and buzz, accepting that this was her life now.
She was a bee, a sexual rubbery bee, like the rest of them. That meant she needed a bee name, too, one she could pronounce with her altered lips.
She experimented with making various sounds, finally settling on 'Oola,' as it was easy enough to push through her gagged lips.
They would be along soon enough to release her, after which she'd have more rubber sex with them and spread the honey further. There was so much honey, and so many more bees necessary to ensure its spread!
The Hive must grow and survive, making even more honey, until this world was awash in rubbery goodness.
The reason for this eluded her, but she knew it was necessary. She was a rubber bee. That's what they did.
She tugged on the gag again, feeling it give a little as more honey ran between her lips. She used this as something of a pacifier as she noticed jiggling motion from a cocoon mounted to the tree across from her.
This bee woman seemed to be further along than she was, her upper body squeezing out of the top of her black cocoon.
Her enormous breasts hung low, rivulets of honey leaking from the tips to drip into a bubbling pit of honey below. Her bulging arm muscles flexed, revealing the rotund carapace that wrapped around her belly.
Her shoulders were covered with striped, yellow pauldrons, running down to articulated black skin covered with more of the rubbery honey. Oola stared at the woman's hands with jealousy, where black talons twinkled with the polished, rubbery substance. She had finger pads, too, which would aid in gripping or holding down new victims to convert into more rubber bees.
Oola's loins jolted as the woman tilted her head backwards. A rounded carapace was attached to her skull, ending in a yellow cone shape that curved downwards towards her back, where thin, rubbery stalks twitched in the air.
She pulled herself further upwards, revealing the massive changes that had been made to her torso. A wide, round band had been drawn up towards her rubber coated chest, colored in alternating black and yellow stripes. These ran down to her mons, squeezing closer to her body to reveal a dark hole for her pussy, where golden brown honey ran freely out and over her thighs.
Oola's eyes were bright as she imagined jamming her head into the juicy gap, but that wasn't the totality of the woman's transformation.
Her thighs had been enlarged, covered with brightly colored material leading down to her knees. The surface was colored a cute, light purple, complete with slashes of black that were integrated into her skin.
The bee woman arched her back and crooned as she lifted her rear from the cocoon, showing off a bulky abdomen that projected from above her ass. It was striped yellow, too, with a fat stinger at its tip.
As she wiggled her ass, a dark tube descended from somewhere below. A thick, swollen head oozed globules of golden brown honey, the length colored with alternating stripes like her torso. It was a dick for injecting new bees full of honey!
Her own pussy trembled at the thought of taking the thick appendage, but that wasn't going to happen as long as she remained trapped inside the cocoon.
She twisted and squeezed herself against the tough walls, but they refused to let her go. She gave up struggling, for the moment, resting as a dark shadow spread over the forest.
Suddenly afraid, she pulled her head back into the cocoon as a large creature fluttered over the garden. Cranking her neck back, she took in the iridescent colored wings and the tremendous abdomen. It looked like a bee, but at that size, this must be some kind of a queen!
The queen's wings collapsed around the gestating bee woman across from her, hugging the woman to the creature's belly as their mouths clasped together. A small tug of war commenced, throats bulging as honey was forced into the smaller bee woman's mouth.
She groaned through her nose as her throat was pumped full of the honey, her breasts shaking as her nipples trembled, thick fluid dripping from the tips.
The bee queen's hands slid over the bee woman's skin, collecting the excess honey and smearing it down her sides, decorating her with an intelligent pattern that seemed to flash in the afternoon sun, the texture baking into the surface of the woman's skin.
Oola thought that it was rather cute, and wished that she would be given the same attention from the queen. Wasn't she a beautiful bee woman, too?
She must not yet be complete, however, as she could feel her lower end tingling - it must not have finished being transformed. This was frustrating to Oola, but she knew it would just take time. Meanwhile, she could get a glimpse of the future, watching this bee woman being taken by the queen. Would she be used by the queen's ovipositor?
Yes, the woman was being flipped over by the queen's strong claws, exposing her dangling rod and wet pussy, the stinger at the rear of her large abdomen held down by one of the queen's legs.
A gaping hole in the center of the queen's torso flexed open as the creature bore down, grasping the bee woman's stiff rod with her claws and directing it inside. The pseudo-dick jerked as it was pulled taut, all the way down to the hilt as the bee woman moaned out her pleasure.
At the same time, a long, penis-like structure fell free from the bee queen's belly, sliding forward into the gaping hole of the bee woman's pussy. As they connected together, the bee queen's wings spread out, hiding the woman's body as they began to hump together.
Their abdomens squeezed and bulged as honey was fed between them in an erotic loop, great gushes bursting out at random intervals to color the bee woman's thighs and butt a sticky brown.
Oola shuddered, becoming more jealous with each thrust. What did she need to do to be treated in such a lewd manner? Didn't she have the necessary equipment to be a proper bee slut, too?
Another shadow overlaid her body, and she took in a sudden, shuddering breath as she spotted a second set of iridescent wings. There was a second one!
Something heavy landed on top of her cocoon, causing it to jiggle like a bunch of fruit. Her body slid free of the encumbering embrace of the tight rubber, shooting upwards like toothpaste, landing directly in the creature's clutches.
Darkness loomed in front of her face as their mouths touched, the rounded tip of the creature's extended lips securing themselves to the plug on her face. A sudden pressure tugged at her mouth, and suddenly the plug was stretching out, shooting towards the queen's face. Oh!
It wasn't a plug at all! During her time in the cocoon, it had been transformed into a proboscis, like the other bee women possessed, a kind of trunk that could be used to gather or implant honey!
The tube pulsed in and out, trading honey between their mouths, washing the contents together. Her thoughts blanked in the face of the ultimate flavor that tingled against all of her taste buds.
She was being lifted against the creature's body, her limbs dangling as her throat pulsed in and out from the pressure. A squishy gurgling sound reached her ears, but it seemed rather pleasant, as it was accompanied by the slow slide of honey down her throat.
A buzzing sound filled her mind as a pair of large antennae overlaid her altered ear canals, bringing the song of the queen inside her brain as their bodies were pressed together. A tugging sensation came from down below, followed by extreme pleasure. She tilted her head, trying to see around the edge of their mouth tubes.
She gasped in surprise at the sight of the swollen appendage that connected the two of them, the rubbery length lengthening as it was sucked into the hole in the queen's chest.
She could barely see the attachment point below, but it seemed to originate from somewhere right above her pussy. A rubbery mass had been implanted there, attached to an inflated ring of polished yellow that had become her chest.
If it was anything like the protuberance on the other bee women, the tube was acting like a kind of pseudo penis, filled to the brim with honey that had been injected into her body so far.
The mechanism surrounding how her body was processing the sweet fluid was rather beyond her, but she instinctively knew that it was important to the Hive.
Maybe she was being treated something like a distillation vat, concentrating the honey and making it even more addictive. Did that make her a honey battery?
She squeezed her thighs together, feeling more of the honey squirting through her tube and out into the voracious hole in the bee queen's chest.
The interior contained what looked like small, rubbery claws that clung to her dick, pulling it into the boiling maw. Rubbery honey squirted out around the sides, making a mess of the queen's chest.
She didn't appear to care, wrapping her hands underneath Oola's bulbous ass, lifting her up and in. Oola grunted as she felt something thick prodding at her abdomen. Her eyes flickered as a sudden realization ran down her back. She was going to get fucked again!
The queen ran her hands over Oola's bulbous ass, sweeping her fingers over the top of an unexpected expanse that projected from her rear. Curious, Oola tried to tilt her head further, but the mouth tubing was in the way.
She gave up, grunting through her nose as the tube connected to her mouth rattled like a snake. The queen wasn't willing to release her, forcing her to go along for the ride.
From this angle, she got a good look at the queen's skull. She had the cone-like head of the other bee woman, but this one was straighter, projecting out into a long point. A fluted horn was mounted on top of her forehead, curving down to wrap around the sides of her eyes, terminating in wide, flat wedges on top of her cheeks.
The mouth tube suctioned deeply, forcing their heads closer together. Oola could feel the monster's dick rattling in her pussy, but she couldn't do anything about it. Her hands were free, however, allowing her to explore the curve of the queen's breasts.
Touching, stroking, rubbing the hard nubs of her nipples was all exciting, especially with the queen's dick thoroughly planted inside her. Hints of rubbery honey expressed from the tips of the queen's nipples, making her hands messy as she slipped them down to the expanse of her swollen belly. She caressed it, lifting the gurgling weight and giving it a satisfied pat.
The queen didn't seem phased by her exploration, ramming her pseudo dick into Oola's wet tunnel with abandon. Oola reacted by making a long, drawn out noise through her nose, going limp as she was ravished by her queen.
The tip of the dick swelled inside her, rubbing and vibrating with increasing speed. Oola could barely contain herself as the honey sloshed around, a diminished shriek keening from her nose.
Her eyes rolled as her body vibrated in orgasm, losing control as she sank into the embrace of the warm creature. She closed her eyes and savored the sensations, the tugging at her lips feeling soothing as her insides were lovingly massaged and filled with swirls of hot honey.
The queen's arms flexed, holding her tight as her jaw was cranked open wider. Oola swallowed, swallowed, as something thick was pushed down her throat.
Her eyes rolled back as her throat bulged, the inexorable pressure causing her gag reflex to trigger. The pain lasted for only a short while, however, the lubricated chunk sinking into her belly.
Her chest bobbed, enlarged by the presence of the new package as the queen began to pull her head back.
Confused, Oola stared at the creature's rippling trunk, the flexible tips tickling at her flesh as their lips split apart. She already felt the loss of the enforced kiss, her stretched, rubbery lips sinking towards her chest.
The queen shifted, pulling her length out of Oola's sloppy vagina, expelling Oola's pseudo dick from her chest at the same time. Oola trembled, feeling completely undone and alone, but the queen seemed to understand her distress.
Wrapping her claws around Oola's skull, she pulled her in for a long kiss on the forehead. The squealing sound from the suction went on far longer than she had expected, ending with a smacking pop as the pressure eased.
The queen's mouth opened wide, a gurgling sound reaching her ears right as she realized what was about to happen. She pulled back in alarm, but it was too late, a gush of the black, rubbery honey engulfing her head as if she was standing in front of a shower spray.
Her trunk wobbled as her vision blanked out, the cry of alarm coming from her throat being cut short as she was covered in the spattering fluid. It immediately began to harden into a glossy shine, as if she was being coated by a hard sugar.
Her nervous system strained to breathe, but strangely, she found that air was filling her lungs from a series of thin tube-like spiracles that had sprouted from her back. She truly had been transformed, body and soul, because she was actually starting to find this situation rather comforting. Her head might be encased in the rubbery substance, but it was warm, tasty, and oh so soft.
She inverted her lips and stuck out her tongue to taste more of the substance as it clung to her cheeks, sealing her inside. Layer after layer was applied, turning her head into what looked like a coated vase, her body being strung up even tighter than before.
She breathed through her back, her body trembling as the honey stored inside her transformed her further. She gave up thinking and simply allowed herself to feel as she sank into the warm, cloying blackness.
Time passed, the flow vanishing unnoticed. This second stint in the cocoon felt longer than the first, but she really had no good way of knowing. She was feeling better and fuller than ever, however, with no incentive to leave. As far as she was concerned, she'd remain in the safety and warmth of the tight rubber honey forever.
Alas, it was not to be, as she could start to feel a faint hint of coolness touching the small of her back that hadn't been there before. This was probably meant to act as a form of stimulation to get her moving, as there came a faint scraping sensation from the same location.
She could sense that she was being cracked out of her cocoon, assisted by some of the other bee women. Soon, she would be unleashed upon this little corner of the world, ready to propagate more bee women and form her own Hive.
She wanted, needed this more than anything else in the world at the current moment, and she couldn't explain why. She needed to spread the honey, to share its joy among all others in this world. She must establish her own Hive and help the bees to expand. That was the only way she could accomplish her directive.
There was no explanation as to where all this was coming from. It was simply her mission, and she had to succeed. The honey must flow.
Her back had begun to ache, so she flexed muscles she didn't even know she had in an attempt to alleviate the pain. A crunching sound ripped up and around her spiracles, the rubber shell creaking as it splintered under the pressure of her wings, for that is what they were.
She suddenly had a piercing desire to see them, but that would only be possible once she had been broken out of this cocoon. She began to flex her other muscles, the dried rubber creaking and cracking as it began to break off the rest of her transformed body.
More hands appeared, helping her to break free from the stretchy bands of material, using their claws to scribe and break the strands.
Her belly flexed, enormous breasts spilling free as the tight ring around her abdomen was removed. She bellowed through her nose as hands wrapped around her rubbery lips, massaging them, tugging at them to release the blockage that was in the way.
She felt a little more mellow when additional hands worked at her breasts, massaging and squeezing them with tenderness. They were rewarded with great gushes of rubbery honey that rolled over her chest. Would that make it more difficult to remove her remaining shell, or would the honey act as a solvent?
Her old, analytical mind churned away, trying to figure out the possible chemistries and interactions, but the thoughts soon faded, replaced with a pulsing need to spread her Hive. None of the intricacies mattered, as long as she would be set free to forcefully feed her honey to others.



The tugging at her lips increased, and she could feel a cylindrical tube-like object being extracted from between her jaws. She began to work her sharp teeth back and forth, running her tongue through her cheeks.
There came a waxy taste from her lips, which rather made sense. The original plug in her mouth must have been waxy in nature, and now that she had been transformed, it was being broken down into something she could digest and turn into the rubbery substance used to restrain and transform more bees.
New glands had been installed that appeared to be processing the substance, making her mouth bulge as though she was storing nuts in her cheeks. She made a horrific grin as two bee women peeled the layer of rubber from over her eyes, giving her a better view of her assistants.
Oh yes, their cheeks were massive, too, with gigantic bumps indicating that they possessed similar capabilities. Yet another new change to her body that she would have to get used to.
And yet, that fact didn't seem to bother her. The proportions of her belly were all wrong, and there were bulging, hard carapaces that encircled her upper arms, but they all felt like they belonged. Her mind must have been transformed at a fundamental level if she was feeling this way, but this idea didn't bother her any. Spreading the honey was everything.
She burped as she watched the other bees continue to peel her out of her shell, feeling fat and happy with the amount of honey she had stored in her belly. The previous queen had made sure to stock her up, and she felt a faint sense of camaraderie with the other monster.
Instinctively, she knew that the two of them would end up fighting if they both stayed in close proximity, but that wasn't the plan, anyway. She wanted to lift her wings and fly, far away, to find an appropriate place to start her own brood.
Luckily, she had just the place lined up. Her jaw dropped open, the tube attached to her lips wobbling as she mashed her teeth together. The botanical lab the superheroes used as their main headquarters would be the perfect place to start her new Hive.
First, she needed to finish unveiling her new, glorious body. The bee women buzzed as they pressed their hands into the small crack they had been working on above her belly. Oola breathed in deep, pressing outwards to lend them some assistance. A sharp crack sounded, and two halves of the rubbery shell pulled away, revealing her bulbous belly.
It was striped with dark magenta, streaks running over her skin in various spiral patterns where the rubber had integrated itself into her skin. As her flesh bulged outwards, the light caught these patterns at various depths of translucency, making them bob and twist in a hypnotic swirl. Yes, these would definitely be useful when tracking down new prey!
Her abdomen swelled outwards in an arc, running over her mons and clamping around her thighs in swollen stretches of skin. This wasn't all fat - instead, she knew that these storage cells were filled to the brim with the rubbery honey that she would need to start her new Hive. Wonderful.
She spread her wings, bringing them around in an arc on either side so that she could examine them further. The traces around the edges glimmered a golden brown, glistening with honey oozing from somewhere within. Between the sections, bright colors flashed, like a stained glass window, attracting and trapping the eyes in the magnificent patterns.
Her claws flexed, drawing her attention to her multitude of articulated arms. Yet another tool she could use to trap her prey. Her body had been built for capture and conversion, grabbing unsuspecting humans and making them into bees. Perfect.
She was almost free of this cocoon. She blanked her compound eyes, gathering her arms and wings about herself as she stretched upwards, waiting for the final links to be broken.
The foreign hands moved down, around her thighs, and suddenly, she was free! Her wings jerked outwards, catching the wind, and she sprung upwards, her legs tucking under her as she floated into the sky.
It was a bit ungainly, and she got the sense that not all of her powers of levitation were derived from the wind beneath her wings, but if so, that was for the best. She would utilize any and all abilities she retained from her former life to accomplish her new objectives.
Her abdomen swung down, wobbling from the strong thrust of her wings, a long, thick tube extending from her torso. The striped length felt hot, wet, and tight, and she desired more than anything to stick it into a willing female - to fill her to the brim with honey and transform her into a rubber bee slut to help her expand the Hive.
Her eyes brightened as she took in the buzzing activity all around her. There were so many bees. There was no way they could all be eliminated before the Hive had a chance to spread. The superheroes would have no idea what was about to befall them!
Fat chest heaving, she gained height, legs dangling behind her as she waved her antennae at the bee women who had released her from her cocoon. They saluted her, trunks dangling to sip at the trickles of honey that had leaked from her privates. They were good bee women, making sure that nothing was wasted in this Hive.
She lifted her head, looking towards the horizon. They had given her a good start, but now it was up to her. She needed to find her own place, start her own Hive.
Raising her proboscis, she bellowed out her challenge to the world, the sound rushing through the trees studded with honeycomb and strands of rubber.
A susurrus of approval came in reply, buoying her aloft into the sky, her eyes darting back and forth to search for danger or her first victim. It was good to be a rubber queen!
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Chapter Three
It was more difficult than Oola had thought to make her way back to the superhero lab. It appeared that something or someone had stirred up the local heroes, and they were out patrolling heavily.
This was made worse by how colorful her wings were, so she had been forced to stick close to the ground and use the underbrush to hide her presence.
She growled to herself as she noted the mud on her spiny knees. Her body was surprisingly hard to maneuver through the brush, especially since her frame had grown at least four times larger.
That only made sense. She was a queen. Of course she should have girth and strength, the better to control her subjects with.
That didn't make her situation any easier to deal with, however. She was getting increasingly dirty down here, and the stickiness of her honey was making the problem worse.
She wasn't meant to keep the honey hidden away. She was meant to share it. That's why her breasts were leaking so much of it.
She couldn't seem to keep it from dripping from the ridged end of her dick, either, which meant that she was leaving a tasty trail behind her that almost anyone could follow, if they knew what they were looking for.
From the way the heroes were haphazardly searching, it was quickly becoming apparent that they didn't. Streaks of light shot through the night sky, but none of them appeared to be heading towards the garden by the sea.
The main collection of Hives was safe, for now, but there were too many bee women there for them to remain hidden for long. There would be a battle soon, and it was anybody's guess what the result of that would be.
Oola hopped over a culvert, hissing with satisfaction at how easily her body moved. The wobbling abdomen wasn't enough to throw off her balance, and the more she practiced with it, the smoother her motions were getting. She was confident that she wouldn't lose to anyone in a one on one fight, but that meant she would need to choose her target carefully once the time came.
Fortunately, she wasn't far away from the lab, which had been built into an old, gigantic, multi-level concrete bunker leftover from one of those human wars. The back had been opened up into multiple levels closed in with steel and glass to allow for plenty of sunlight to penetrate the interior.
The sides and rear were sheltered by the overgrowth of the surrounding forest, leaving her plenty of avenues to approach. In her current form, the automated computer system wouldn't recognize her, but fortunately, she didn't need it to. Someone would come out of the bunker, sooner or later, and then she would have the access she needed.
Dancing over a small stream, her wings buzzed to give her a little extra lift as she dodged the field of view of one of the cameras watching from the corner of the blockhouse. Her heart thudded with excitement as she spotted some movement off to one side, deeper in the woods.
Her mind blurred as an image of a superhero appeared. It was a younger woman, dressed in a form fitting, violet jumpsuit.
Her heart swelled to bursting. She hadn't expected a viable target so soon, and definitely not one so perfect.
It was a heroine she had befriended, Violet, and she was an expert on various plants and the decoctions that could be made from them. She would be a useful ally to have in her menagerie as she attempted to hollow out the hero laboratory from within. She just needed to make sure the other woman was alone.
She jumped to the nearest tree, using her claws to pull her silently into the air as she folded her wings. She didn't need anything bright to give away her presence now!
Lifting her abdomen behind her, she pulled her pseudo-dick close to her chest as she rubbed her rotund belly over the trunk, leaving behind a smear of honey in her wake. She couldn't help herself, and perhaps the smell would attract her intended victim?
Proboscis whirring, Oola delicately maneuvered over the edge of a smaller limb, moving her bulk between the leaves as softly as possible. Yes, there was the purple woman below. She had a hood over her head, a basket nestled in the crook of her arm as she bent to investigate a gathering of mushrooms on the forest floor below.
Oola spun her head back and forth, making sure there were no cameras in view, her belly burbling in anticipation. This could be her first capture on her own! She had better do it right.
She waited patiently as Violet drifted her way down the chain of mushrooms, humming faintly to herself. Moving her fingers in the shape of scissors, she cut the ones she wanted neatly at the base of their stems, picking them up and dumping them into her basket.
This heroic ability had the potential to hurt Oola pretty severely, but her overwhelming need to fill this woman with her honey overrode any concerns she might have.
Grasping the tree limb in her hands and feet, she swung around silently until her body was gently dangling downwards. Letting go with her talons, she curved her torso as she stretched herself out, balancing with her head cone as she reached for the unsuspecting hero.
Violet stopped humming to herself, dropping her basket. "Who's there?" she asked, giving the first sign that she had detected that something was amiss.
Just a little bit farther... yes, that was exactly where she wanted to be. Breathing in deep through the spiracles on her back, she let out a blast of air that created an unusual hooting noise.
Violet looked up, just in time for Oola's rounded proboscis to clamp over her mouth. Twin antennae slapped on top of the heroine's forehead, pulsing as she stunned her victim long enough to jam the thick, inner tube past her lips.
Violet attempted to scream, but all that came out was a quiet 'urp' from her nose as the thick, bulbous length inside her mouth began to inflate rapidly. Within a matter of moments, it split into multiple sections, her cheeks puffing out on either side while the main part locked itself behind her teeth.
Her eyes watered as the rounded end of the gag began to pulse, pushing thick jelly into her mouth and down her throat. This would help to subdue her, as well as kickstart her transformation with the sticky, sweet substance.
Violet wheezed, a spatter of honey being regurgitated through her nose. Her eyes were still dull from Oola's mental blast. She didn't appear in any shape to resist Oola's attack, groaning as her throat bobbed, honey gushing into her belly.
Good. She would push forward and subdue this heroine before she had any idea what had just happened to her.
Letting the rest of her body fall to the forest floor with a crunch, she grabbed the heroine around the waist and pulled her off the ground, denying her the use of her legs. Wrapping her arms around the woman's back, she crushed her body into her rubbery bosom, her enormous breasts squashing to either side as sprays of oily honey splashed over Violet's thighs, running down her legs.
Violet began to struggle weakly as the effect of Oola's mental attack began to wear off, but the conclusion was already foregone. She had the complete element of surprise, and whatever resistance Violet could scrape up was subdued by the mass of honey being forcefully fed down her throat.
Oola could handle anything remaining with a gentle pulse of her antennae, hypnotizing the heroine while she brainlessly suckled more honey. Holding the heroine mid-air, Oola watched impassively as her throat flexed, more and more of the honey being crammed inside.
Violet choked, writhing like a fish on a hook, but she couldn't concentrate enough to use her powers. She couldn't do anything but be force fed, her stomach becoming plump from the injected honey.
Turning, Oola slammed her against a tree, her mouth pulsing as she stared straight at Violet with her compound eyes. She could see the fear deep within the heroine's blue orbs, but it was being suppressed by her mental powers and the soporific effect of the honey.
Oola ran her hands over her fat belly, dipping them into the hole that had opened up in her chest. The small, oozing honey pot was filled to the brim with the golden brown substance, leaving a sticky trail of fluid over her skin.
Flicking her hands outwards, she ran them down Violet's sides, applying a thick blob between her torso and the bark of the tree. The glistening rubber congealed in the late evening sun, changing into a thick consistency.
Chest heaving, Oola worked quickly to glue the heroine to the tree, layering the honey thickly across her back. This took some of the strain from her other arms, allowing her to relax as her throat pumped in and out, pounding the honey down the heroine's throat.
By this point, Violet had stopped resisting, her head tilted over as her eyes glowed a dull brown. Through her antennae, she could feel the woman's mind halt as she came under the influence of the honey. Good.
Pinching her lips together, she sent a final burst into her victim, glands inside her mouth spinning up to rapidly produce a circular wax plug.
She pushed it forward with her leathery tongue, fitting it into place with a tight seal. Pulling back, she sucked on Violet's lips until her mouth popped free, leaving behind the sealed plug.
In her current state, Violet would be unable to remove it, and it would serve to keep her plugged up, full of honey. The transformative fluid would start to change her body into a bee woman from the inside out, which meant that Oola needed to finish her cocoon so that the honey could work from the exterior as well.
Popping her antennae off, she took a step back, grunting as her abdomen flipped up. A hard, striped length appeared in front of her chest, the ridged head straining as honey glistened at the tip.
She could barely contain herself, as she intimately knew what was coming next. She was going to fill this woman with even more honey, ensuring that her transformation would be quick and efficient.
Her wings buzzed as her vision blurred, new instincts taking over as the light waned. Her pseudo dick flipped up as she waddled in, the fat abdomen swelling between her thighs as her arousal took over.
Smashing their bodies together, she breathed in deeply, taking in the unique scent of the heroine. She hadn't really noticed the woman's smell before, but now that she was captured and splayed out before her, it was intoxicating!
Need blossomed in her tight cock, the pronged end pressing up against Violet's crotch. A buzzing action came from the tip, cutting through the stretchy material, exposing the woman's wet crotch.
Hissing, Oola waited a moment for the sharp bits to retract before she crammed her thick length inside. She grunted as she felt every part of its length pressing into the woman, the knobbly sections rubbing against the heroine's wet tunnel.
Violet moaned, her eyes fluttering as her lips flexed around the waxy plug. Oola pressed herself in as far as she could, rubbing her breasts up against the front of Violet's bodysuit. A brown, rubbery ooze, the color of molasses, expressed from her nipples, smearing all over the heroine's chest.
As Oola pulled out for another thrust, the woozy state the heroine was under appeared to subside, her eyes snapping open. She tried to pull away from the tree, twisting back and forth in a vain attempt to escape from the gigantic bee, but all of her efforts were futile.
Oola wasn't impressed by her struggles. She should be enjoying this, not fighting it.
Leaning in, she extended her antennae once more, flipping them forward to attach them to the heroine's forehead.
Oola's brow furrowed as twin electrical tingles shot from her head, drilling into the woman's mind and disrupting her thoughts.
A buzzing hum suddenly filled both their heads. They were in tune. They were one. They were rubber honey bees.
Oola did not understand where this truth had come from - she only knew that it was so. This was knowledge built into the architecture of her altered brain.
Together, they would start a Hive. They would create more honey bees. They would spread the rubber honey. This was their truth.
Oola kept thrusting, wheezing out her pleasure in a rough chuckle. She could feel the expanse of the heroine's brain flexing as she continued to thrust. At the rate she was pushing, it wouldn't take much longer for it to fall.
Her glands worked, spinning honey from the cavernous storage within her body. A thick, rubbery thread spilled from the end of her tubular lips, waxy strands spurting over Violet's body.
Her talons whirred, spinning the threads around the tree and Violet's waist. Her body continued to hump, pleasure spiking as a gush of rubbery honey spurted into the heroine's womb.
She slowed for a few thrusts as the pressure built again, her satisfaction cresting as she seated the heroine in the cocoon she was building for her.
A low cry escaped her throat as she injected another burst of honey into Violet's body from her fat dick, the heroine's belly bump increasing in size until it began to rub up against Oola's expansive chest. It was about time to sew this one up.
Her lower legs swirled through the excess rubber bubbling from her chest, binding it up and spinning it into threads. At first, she used her thrusting motions to cover up the new cocoon she was making, but it soon became obvious that she was binding Violet's legs together.
The heroine recognized this, but she was far too weak at this point to stop her. Oola strung a thread around her neck to keep her in position, but it was barely necessary. Her eyes boiled with golden brown honey as her lips flexed around the wax plug, hips rocking with desire. As she was, she could do nothing but take it, spitted by Oola's dick.
Tears fluttered from her eyes as the latent fear of her situation mixed with the pleasure of being assaulted. Oola stroked honey over her shoulders and down towards her breasts, doing her best to keep the heroine on edge as she finished her work. There was just one more infusion of honey necessary, and then she could close up her cocoon.
Violet seemed to sense this, too, as she relaxed back, giving up her resistance. Oola sat up, waving her talons over her voluptuous breasts as she trumpeted her victory.
Violet shuddered, a look of deep pleasure and joy suffusing her face as Oola's final spurt of honey filled her womb. The pressure of the rubbery fluid was too much for Violet's vagina to bear, some of it gushing out the sides and onto the ground.
Oola didn't care. She had plenty in her reserves, and soon she would have many more honey producers. This entire forest would be her domain, growing rubber honey plants to entice and seduce unaware visitors.
Building a Hive began with the smallest of steps, however, and right now she needed to make sure she did this right. Using her lower limbs, she scooped up Violet's legs, pulling back to release the sticky head of her dick. As it slipped free, a final spurt ejaculated into her tunnel, leaving behind a thick plug that would ensure that little of the honey would escape before her final transformation was complete.
Once this was done, she began to spin the ropy webs of rubbery honey in earnest, tying the back of the woman's legs up against her belly. Violet twisted her head, but she wasn't going anywhere as Oola spun layer after layer of the thick, waxy rubber over her swollen body.
From the exterior, she looked like an inflated blueberry, which was just as Oola had expected. She had plenty of honey to process internally, and it would be quite safe to leave Violet hanging on this tree for the next couple of days as her body changed.
Burbling to herself, she cinched the rubber ropes tighter, spinning them in a circle to encompass Violet's body. Working efficiently, like an orb weaver, she covered Violet's legs and torso with wide loops that stuck together to form an oval cocoon.
Violet began to protest again as the cocoon was formed over her breasts, but Oola ignored her jerky movements. Violet would be one of her busy bees soon enough, and then she might consider some of her ideas.
Her mouth gurgled with more honey, which she promptly spat into Violet's face before she finished spinning a rubber dome that she flipped over with her talons. It settled into place on top of the heroine's skull, hiding the rest of her body from view. All she could do now was wiggle helplessly, like a ripening fruit on a vine.
Her own body shook, a tight plug of rubbery honey squirting from the tip of her penis. Ah, that was just what she needed!
Her eyes blurred, looking over her environs as she evaluated what needed to happen next. She sighed at the broken brush and dirty trails surrounding her. There was still so much that needed to be done to get this Hive operational!
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Chapter Four
Whispered voices in the forest reached her ears, causing them to flicker. She didn't move a muscle, sending her long tongue down her mouth tube to get a taste of the air.
It was fresh from the recent rain, with a faint hint of honey on the breeze. She grinned with anticipation. If she had set everything up correctly, the new intruders were about to fall into her trap.
Her enlarged eyes gave her good vision in the twilight woods, a small stream flowing beneath the branch she had clung to. The area beside the trail had been cleared of all brush, the ground churned and cultivated, made into an enticing alcove.
She had been busy since she had packaged Violet up in her cocoon, spreading the organic carpet of rubber around the area to make a nice bed for her seeds. She had taken extra care to plant them, though it was not really necessary. Their unnatural vigor ensured that they had grown to a mature size within hours, pitcher shaped leaves quickly filling with the rubbery honey produced in their stalks.
If anyone was foolish enough to step in the sunken pool of honey she had dug into the forest floor, they would be well and truly caught. This was a superhero headquarters, however, and they would likely be suspicious of anything unusual. She would have to move quickly to secure her prey.
That was why she had weaved a large net made out of wax strands imbued with sticky honey, draping it from the upper limbs of the tree she was resting in. If they were distracted with what was happening below, it was unlikely that they would think to look up.
She twisted her head to look at the bulbous cocoon she had secured to the tree. She could sense that the precious cargo inside was gestating, but she didn't know precisely when the new bee woman would emerge. She hoped it would be soon - she definitely was going to need the help with expanding her Hive. The honey filled orgies they would soon experience would be legendary.
But first they needed to increase the number of honey pots for storage, and grow the necessary plants to spread the rubbery mixture throughout the forest until it was inextricable. It would already be difficult for them to remove the Hives at the bay area gardens, but with her secret Hive, she would make it impossible for them to be stopped. The rubber bees were here to stay, and many would experience the pleasure of sinking into the golden honey, their bodies twisting into caricatures of their former selves. The honey must flow.
She burped, massaging her belly. She was only running at half capacity at the moment. With all the required expenditures, there hadn't been enough time to gather more nectar from the rubber plants. All that would change once she had captured these new victims. Soon, she'd have plenty of rubber bees to tend her garden.
Her ears tilted, sitting relaxed as she took in the ambient sounds of the forest. Her arms clicked together as an audible conversation began to reach her ears.
"I don't know why we have to be out here at all," objected a male voice. "The cameras probably just got gummed up from random insect activity. It shouldn't be our job to clean them off like common housekeepers."
A long suffering sigh escaped the lips of the woman trudging next to him. Her arms were folded, and she frowned at her partner. "Damn it, Rover, you know that weird things have been going on lately. Several heroes have vanished, without a trace, and we need to make sure the perimeter is secure."
The man paused and frowned as the toe of his boot dug into the muddy ground. "Then you should go do it yourself, Crystal," he retorted sarcastically. "You've always been a stickler about rules. It would have been much easier if we just blew this off and checked in the morning. You know, when we can actually see?"
"Look," replied the shorter heroine, her back arched. "I don't want to do this any more than you do, but the Oracle will know if we shirk our duties, and I'm not interested in being assigned washing up duty three days in a row!"
Oola grunted to herself in satisfaction. They were unaware, and were walking directly into her trap. If she played this right, they'd have little opportunity to use their powers before they were swept off their feet and dosed with the hypnotic honey.
The two heroes slowed as they rounded a bend, ending up near the stream. "Do you smell something?" asked the man, coming to a halt. He strained his neck, lifting his nose as if it was a snout. "It's sweet, like honey. We're not about to wander into a beehive, are we?"
The woman snapped her fingers together, and a spark of blue light flickered around her wrist, forming into a consolidated flame. She lifted her hand high, peering around at the creaking shadows of the tree limbs. She shivered, shrinking back. "I don't know, but I'm allergic. If I get stung, I'll need immediate medical attention."
Oola grinned, lifting her wings. It wouldn't take much to startle this one. She just needed to wait for the right time.
"Aw, geez, now you're sounding like me," retorted the man, shrugging his shoulders. "Hey, why don't you direct that light over here?"
They had stopped on the path next to the small clearing she had prepared. The light the heroine was producing was washing out her view of the plants, but she knew that the pitcher-like leaves were leaning towards the humans, offering them bowls full of honey for them to taste. Would they take the bait, or would Oola have to encourage them?
Leaning over the edge of the branch, she barfed out a glob of rubbery wax onto her forearms, waiting patiently as she watched the curious humans below. With the element of surprise, she could very likely nab one of them before the other could react, but which one was the most dangerous target?
She already had a sense of what the woman could do, but the man was something of a mystery. She hadn't been very approachable in her past life, aloof and alone except for a handful of close friends.
She hated the unknown, so perhaps she should deal with the man first. Angling her legs, she remained silent, watching and waiting to see what they would do next.
The man scooted right to the edge of the rubbery pool, peering out into the blackness. "Have you ever seen plants like this before?" he asked, reaching out to grasp the thick lip of one of the bowls filled with honey.
He applied pressure with his thumb, and the lip curled towards him, some of the contents spilling onto his hand. He yelped in surprise, letting go as he took a step back.
The leaf flipped upwards, splashing its contents all over the surprised hero. He flung his hands upwards as his heel caught against a root, his body leaning backwards as he tried to regain his balance.
Unfortunately for him, he was at just the right angle for his foot to slide into the smooth side of the hole Oola had dug, sending him tumbling into the pit with a rough splash. Oola squeezed her eyes together, unable to stop herself from making a rough chortling sound through her trunk. What a fool!
The other hero lifted her glowing hand, looking around with dinner plate eyes. "Rover?" she shouted, her voice rising. "Are you okay? I'm not jumping in there after you!"
The excitement of the situation must have masked Oola's mirth, for Crystal didn't look up. A low moan came from somewhere deep within the pit, followed by splashing sounds. "I'm completely covered in this muck," the man groaned.
He was going to have a lot more problems in short order, for the aroma of the honey had him in its grip. Oola watched with an expectant eye as the man's movements creaked to a halt before he reached the edge of the hole. "It smells... wonderful!" he exclaimed, a rush of breath escaping his lips as he ducked down.
Gathering a handful of the rubbery substance, he lifted it to his lips and took a sip. "It tastes wonderful, too!" he said reverently.
"Stop that!" commanded Crystal, sounding rather uncertain. "We don't know what it is! We should take a sample and get Oracle to process it!"
"Why bother?" chuckled Rover. "This must be another one of her crazy experiments. She's probably watching us right now to catch our live reactions."
He took another sip and sighed. "It's so sweet and thick. I could drink this stuff for ages. We could bottle it and serve it at the cafeteria. Maybe use it as a syrup topping on ice cream or pancakes!"
"Rover?" said Crystal in a high pitched voice. "Climb out of that mess right now or I'm going to run for help!"
"Whatever for?" Rover sighed, rubbing the honey over his chest as he stood up. "It's warm and tingly. You really should join me, we could have a mud bath together." He struck a pose, an inviting grin on his face.
Oola wasn't waiting around to see whether she'd accept his invitation. Standing up on the tree branch, she scurried towards the trunk. She could tell from the heroine's expression that she was preparing to flee, and she wanted to be in position to cut her off.
Nimbly skirting around the side of the tree trunk, she slid down a small chute of waxy rubber she had mounted at the rear for just this kind of situation. Pulling her abdomen up to her chest, she slid down onto a thick pad of rubber honey she had installed at the base.
Standing on her multitude of legs, she touched her antennae together, creating a glowing, red spark between them. With their height above her head, they would serve as a nice distraction as she closed with the heroine.
Dropping onto the path, she lifted her antennae high and looked for her intended target down the dark pathway. She frowned as she realized that there was no one there. Did the heroine possess the power of invisibility?
Her gut clenched. If that was the case, she might actually be in trouble here!
Clacking her forearms together, she scurried along the ground, her antennae drifting back and forth as she peered out into the night. The glare was intolerable, making it hard to see anything.
Realizing her mistake, she turned them off, afterimages sparkling in her vision. She paused, trying to regain her bearings. A trickle of fear ran up her back as a blast of cold air rocked the forest. Where had she gone?
A sudden spark on the path was the only warning she received as sharp shards of crystal hammered at her face, smashing into her sensitive horn. She roared, instinctively straightening up to her full height as she jumped forward, slashing at the night air.
Nothing. It was just as she had feared. The heroine had managed to hide herself, nullifying most of her advantages.
She was running out of time. If the heroine escaped, the Hive would be discovered prematurely, and she'd have to leave for somewhere else. Somewhere less suitable.
More crystals slammed into her side, and she hissed in pain, rushing off the path. Lifting her snout, she licked at the air, breathing heavily through the holes in her back.
If her eyes weren't working, she'd just have to utilize her other senses to track down her attacker. All she had to do was look for something out of place, something that disturbed the overwhelming scent of honey.
With her body so large, it would be hard to hide herself entirely. She scurried around the rear of the tree to give herself some protection anyway, flicking her tongue out as she attempted to detect the heroine's presence.
The heroine was smart enough not to cry out or look for her compatriot, which was a bad sign. An intelligent hero would make this much more difficult.
Clutching at the trunk, she reached out for the new abilities that had been granted to her as a Hive queen. If she clicked the spiracles on her back in a specific way, she could send out a sound pulse that would disturb the layers of misty honey hanging thickly over the forest.
Click. Click.
She waited patiently, using the throbbing pain as a way to center herself in the here and now. The heroine couldn't remain still forever. She'd make a move soon, and then she'd have her.
Click. Click.
The honey shifted, farther down the path. Good, she hadn't been followed.
Planting her talons in the tree, she climbed up the side, scowling as her abdomen brushed against some of the foliage.
Click. Click.
Yes, the heroine had heard that. She had slowed her steps in the mist, the sense of her body shifting. She was probably looking for another shot. Damn.
And yet... this was the perfect opportunity!
A rush of excitement chattered through her limbs as she reached out for the line she had set up earlier. She just needed that heroine to close the gap a little bit. Perhaps if she acted wounded?
Letting out a keening cry, she slid her enlarged abdomen over the side of the tree branch, exposing her bulbous ass. She flailed her legs, as if she was having trouble finding purchase.
Within a matter of moments, a flare of sapphire light exploded from the pathway below, stabbing a line of crystal shards into her abdomen. Damn, that hurt!
She was leaking some honey from the wounds in her body, but that would only serve to increase the seductive scent filling the woods. In the end, the heroine really had no idea what she was dealing with.
A sense of triumph burst through her belly as she pulled at the thread. The waxy net she had carefully threaded through the canopy fell softly to the forest floor, covering the entire trail.
The white threads wrapped around an invisible body, sticking to her limbs as she began to struggle. Oola chuckled to herself as the woman spun about, trying to move back towards the lab.
The thick net simply tangled up her legs, gluing them together into a single mass. Within a step or two, she lost her balance, falling into the gentle embrace of the uncountable threads.
Oola dropped on top of the woman with a painful huff. She had caused her quite a bit of trouble, and she wasn't willing to play around with this one. Now that she had been captured, she was intent on making sure she would remain secure.
Oola slammed her abdomen over the woman's torso, pinning her in place. The woman growled, trying to lift her arms to shoot her with more crystals, but Oola grabbed her hands with her talons, squeezing them until the woman cried out in pain.
This was exactly what she had been waiting for. She leaned over, flipping her head into position, her tongue stabbing into the heroine's mouth. The tip swelled rapidly, pushing the woman's tongue to the floor of her mouth while tickling at her gag reflex.
Her throat heaved, and Oola knew that she had her. Once the mouth tube had been established, there was no escape from her honey.
Her stomach flipped, gurgling as jelly exploded down her tongue into the woman's mouth, being roughly pushed into the back of her throat.
The outside circular flap of her mouth tube clamped around the woman's lips and chin, sealing itself in place with wax. Now, she could be as rough as she liked, and none of the honey she was injecting would escape.
Pressing her hands onto the heroine's shoulders, she stared down at her vindictively. She had been wounded by this woman, and she had no incentive to make sure that this transformation was pleasant.
Her antennae extended, slamming into the woman's forehead. She didn't hold back as she had with Violet, pushing her overwhelming desires into the woman's brain. Her eyes rolled up as the pressure evaporated her thoughts, smoothing her brain until she could think of nothing but the rubbery honey.
Oola's mouth tube vibrated back and forth, shoving more honey down her throat as the connection solidified. The woman tried to lift her head from the ground, but it was all she could do to continue swallowing the honey without choking.
Oola forced herself to ease up as the woman's face turned blue, giving her the chance to take a breath or two. She looked dazed, her eyes dull as her chest began to swell.
The honey was already starting to affect her, but this was only the beginning for her. Oola wasn't feeling particularly charitable, and the Hive was going to need plenty of honey pots to ensure its survival.
She opened the hole in her chest, squeezing her muscles to expel a spurt of dark honey. It spattered over the woman's body, sizzling where it hit her bodysuit and the waxy net cords. The net had served its purpose - now that she had captured her prey, she needed to move the heroine to her final resting place.
Grabbing her shoulders, she pulled the woman's dangling body into her bosom, leaning back to rest on her ass. Running her hands over the woman's back, she spread layers of honey up and down her spine as her mouth continued to pulse.
With her antennae in place, she had complete control over the heroine's body, so she wasn't concerned about any struggling she might do. No, she just needed to emplace her in the garden so that she could move on to dealing with the other hero.
She hadn't seen any sign of him since he had entered the honey pit, and it was quite possible that he was snoozing near the edge. Still, he was a loose end that needed to be cleaned up - it would be foolish of her to discount his presence after this one had proved to have more bite than she had anticipated.
Lurching towards the pool, she realized that her legs weren't working as well as she was expecting. The crystal spikes must have done more damage than she had anticipated. She would need to have a nice rest in the rubbery honey to recuperate. If only there wasn't so much that needed to be accomplished!
Her wings buzzed as she stepped into the honey pit, increasing the glow from her antennae so that she could better see her surroundings. Shuffling to the side, she spotted what she had been looking for - a rubber pot plant, the secondary stalk curling around to the rear of a fat base in a shape reminiscent of a P-trap on a drain pipe.
In the center was a long, oval fruit in the shape of a football. Perched around it was a fan-shaped protrusion, concave like a bicycle seat. Behind that, the rest of the plant extended on a separate stem, a dinner plate sized blossom sitting closed at the end, waiting to be used. It was exactly what Oola needed.
Lifting her captive, she spread her legs apart, noting the gaping hole at her crotch where the honey had burned away her spandex outfit. Crawling forward, she moved the woman over the main stalk of the plant, lining up the dark hole of her pussy with the tip of the bulging fruit.
It looked vaguely green in the dim light, with spines running up the sides at regular intervals. Oola had never tried one of these before, but it didn't look all that pleasant. She shrugged. The woman deserved to experience some pain for what she had done to her.
Forcing more honey into the woman's mouth, she lowered her steadily until the bulbous fruit prodded at her inner lips. The fruit's greenish top squeezed together, a small spurt of honey emitting from its tip as it reconfigured itself into a more slender profile.
This had the secondhand effect of lubricating the surface, allowing Oola to lower the heroine onto the stalk with ease. The corded base tensed, shoving the fruit deeper inside the woman, the length bulging as it squirted more of the honey inside her.
Crystal's lower body shivered as the stalk rammed home, the apex sitting tightly against her cervix. The end of the fruit flowered open, eliciting a groan from her nose as it pressed deeper inside, a thin, tongue-like appendage tickling her interior.
Eventually, her muscles gave up the fight, allowing the thin tendril inside to plant itself in her womb. Given time, it would grow and expand, altering her belly until it was the perfect place to store top quality honey.



Oola let some of the woman's weight settle onto the plant, moving her legs around the stalk until her feet were braced on some leaves, her butt resting on the semi-circular seat at the rear.
Bracing her hands around Crystal's head, she gave the woman an additional mental push to ensure that she would remain stupefied as the plant turned her into a proper honey pot.
She slipped her antennae off the woman's forehead as she pressed her lips tight, forming the wax plug that would be needed to seal off her mouth. It didn't need to be quite as thick or firm as usual, since the plant would handle the rest.
She pressed the plug into place, running the edge of her tongue around in a circle to ensure the seal was tight. There.
Popping her mouth off, she sat back and watched, her belly gurgling with satisfaction. She had never seen this next part before, and it was sure to be exciting.
The large flower head at the rear of the plant levered up and over the woman's head, irising open to reveal the brilliant, yellow blossom within. Striations of orange and brown ran through the petals, glistening honey seeping from the tips.
The leaves on the gigantic stalk rustled as it extended to its full height, leaning over the heroine like a shower head. It continued to open wider, the petals tilting to reveal a concavity in the shape of a large gourd, where the pistil would normally be located.
Crystal suddenly exhaled a groan through her nose and looked up in fright, but it was too late. The blossom rushed down, wrapping itself over her skull in one fell swoop.
She began to wriggle, but the flower was clamped over her face, wrapping tightly around her neck. It didn't matter how much she swayed or batted at the stalk with her hands - it had locked itself in place.
The blossom turned downwards, exposing the features of the woman's face in the back of the rubbery bloom as it suctioned itself tightly to her skin.
There were concavities and bumps where her nose, ears, and eyes had been, but none of that was necessary now. The plant was installing stalks into her nose and ears, taking complete control of her environment. She belonged to it now.
Folding her arms, Oola sighed, happy to see the plant wrapping its prey tightly in its grip. The petals around the woman's neck fluttered as they moved downwards, widening to swallow her shoulders. Given time, her entire body would be embraced, and then she would become a truly productive member of the Hive.
The stalk below gurgled as it swelled with honey, spurting its contents directly into the woman's womb. She was already well on her way towards becoming a honey pot, and nothing she could do would change that fact now.
Nothing she could do. Groaning, Oola touched a talon to her ass, which was peppered with sharp crystals. That hurt, but she didn't have time to address it now - she had lost track of the second hero. Where the heck had he gone?
Sighing, she turned her head, trying to ignore the sounds of the woman thrashing as she examined the rubbery pit. It was burbling, but there didn't appear to be any rubber covered figures lurking above or below the surface.
He could have escaped, which meant that she needed to check the entire periphery for traces of his exit. It would take a mighty, strong willed person to escape the hypnotic effects of the honey, though, and she wasn't quite convinced that he had managed to work himself free.
Dropping her hands to the bubbling honey, she grabbed a handful and spread it over her tingling ass. There came immediate relief, and she let out a sigh. Oh, how she wished that she had time for a swim!
Too bad. She hadn't reached her goal tonight, and she wasn't going to stop until she had. The Hive was too important.
Pulling herself out of the side of the pit, she marched along the trail, studying the edge for signs of any splashes of honey. This was rather difficult, as her struggle with Crystal had been rather messy.
Still, she could discount the spot where she had entangled her prey with the net. She also had a sense of where the other hero had fallen into the pit, so she circled wide and came around the other direction.
She stopped as she spotted a rough patch of dirt. Someone had definitely climbed up the side here, and they had left a mess of smeared honey in their wake.
Suspicious, she spun up a batch of wax in her mouth, folding her wings so that she could fit through a small gap in the trees. He couldn't have gone far, as this direction was away from the main trail, and it would be difficult for him to push through the undergrowth.
A sudden yowl took her by surprise, a hand filled with claws carving into her side. She screeched with indignation, her talons rattling as she lifted her hands in self defense.
The wild animal didn't hold back, her eyes catching a glimpse of a furry muzzle as the beast came at her again. Trunk wobbling, she spat a blob of waxy rubber at his face, but he dodged it, raising his claws for another assault.
It seemed impossible, but she was losing. Her bulk was too large to catch his nimble attacks, and her spit was too inaccurate to land on him before he could carve her up. Worried, she tried to retreat, but her torso became pinned between the two trees she had just squeezed through, leaving her with no room to maneuver.
Wheezing, she braced herself for another burst of pain, but there came a blur of motion, and suddenly the wolf-like creature was gone. A sharp cry came from somewhere above her, a hissing bulk whirring into the tree trunk next to her with a solid thud.
Oola roared as she spotted the dazed wolfman, trying her best to extricate her bulk from between the trees. She could feel the bark giving, but she was still hopelessly stuck.
A small figure suddenly appeared above the furry man, golden wings buzzing. The bee woman's head tilted up, her mouth tube rattling as she hooted a short blast at Oola.
Oola replied with her own trumpeting call, then relaxed. The bee woman had told her that this was her prey, and that she shouldn't interfere.
Oola might have been offended, but instead she felt a sense of pride as she recognized this as her newly hatched daughter. Very few traces remained of the former Violet, her bee eyes and bulging belly marking her transformation as complete.
She grinned at the woman's bulbous abdomen and glistening sides, the curve coming off the back of her skull looking sleek. She had been turned into an expert hunter. This wolfman never stood a chance.
Violet jumped on top of the hero, slamming him to the ground. He spun about, trying to rake her with his talons, but he missed, and she used his momentum to flip him over like a turtle. Twin, arching tubes mounted to her shoulders burped, orbs of sticky wax splashing over his back and arms.
She grabbed his wrists and held them together as the wax solidified into a solid mass, preventing him from being able to slash at her. Changing her target, she fired more of the wax at his legs, binding his ankles together. Within a matter of moments, he was trussed like a game hen.
The bee woman tilted her head up towards Oola, giving her a satisfied hoot. Oola nodded her head in understanding, pulling herself out of the restriction. This hero wasn't going anywhere. She could leave his capture and transformation up to her progeny.
As she moved away, she spotted Violet flipping the man over, revealing his unwanted erection. Violet slid over his waist, her fat abdomen landing on his knees as she spread her legs wide to reveal her wet pussy. She swallowed him whole in less than a second, her upper body leaning over to press swollen breasts against his chest, honey spurting from her nipples.
Soon, Violet would connect her mouth to his, and she would pump him full of her honey, overwhelming his rational mind. He had already splashed around in the pit of honey, which had primed him for conversion. After spending a day in a cocoon, he'd become an excellent warrior drone for the Hive.
She didn't need to interfere with the process - she trusted her newly converted servant. Instead, she needed to heal up so that she could confront her next target. The Hive must grow, must infest this area fully before they could be eradicated.
With this mission in mind, she slid her bulk into the sloshing pit of honey, her shoulders relaxing as she descended below the surface. The warmth embraced her as her vision was eclipsed, the sharp spikes of her spiracles the only things remaining above the surface.
Her mind cleared, focusing on the sense of wellbeing the honey brought. She would rest, and her body would heal. Then, she would tackle the next hurdle.
She sighed, her body caressed by the viscous fluid as she planted herself against the bottom of the pool.
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Chapter Five
Oola rubbed her tongue against the slick roof of her mouth, using her sensitive horn to listen for any unexpected sounds in the surrounding lab. There came nothing but the hissing noise of the air conditioning system and the buzzing flicker of lights. The other heroes must still be out on patrol - she hadn't lost too much time recuperating in the pit. Good.
She rubbed at her belly, pleased with how much honey she had taken on board. She had enough to ensure the conversion of several more captives, but her new body had also generated a portion of something special - royal jelly. She could use this to create new bees for her court, or perhaps, if the timing was right, a new queen.
Her brain buzzed, searching for answers, but it had none to give. She would have to make that decision when she had a suitable subject under her arms.
There had been a lot of cases lately where she discovered that her freedom to think about her current situation was rather limited. It was almost as though the limitation was artificial, but surely that couldn't be the case. She was a rubber bee, a queen, the top of her class!
Then, why couldn't she think about anything other than growing her Hive and being a mother to all the other bees? Her brain buzzed, and she shook her head, confusion flowing away. Yes, growing her Hive was all that mattered!
To accomplish that goal, her next step was to seize control of this facility. To do that, she needed to corner the solitary woman who acted as a spider in its den. Oracle had fingers in everything around here, which was why she needed to be careful about disabling her cameras during this assault.
If she couldn't block them with honey, she had to find a way to stay out of their field of view, which was easier said than done, given the size of her body. Her torso and abdomen had swollen to a much larger size since her time in the rubber pit, making it difficult to retain her balance.
She wasn't willing to take her chances with this capture, however. She'd fill the entire room with honey, if that's what it took to take this hero down.
Her abdomen slapped on the floor as she swooped around another corner in the darkened facility, scooting underneath a lit security camera that was beginning its preprogrammed sweep.
A female voice came through the intercom. "I know you're out there," she said, sounding a little bored. "I'm in the main lab. Take two rights and a left. Come and get me."
Oola froze, but the voice cut out without further explanation. She considered: this could either be very good, or very bad, and she wasn't sure which.
Hissing to herself, she clicked down the hard floor of the corridor, trying to decide how she should approach the woman. If she entered through the front door, there would probably be a trap. If she wasted time looking for an alternative entrance, the heroine might escape. How confident was she feeling in her abilities?
Raising on her feet, she clicked her tongue and listened for the return in the horn mounted on her head. Nothing unusual there. The woman must be bluffing.
Getting onto her hands and knees, she scooted along the floor with all the speed she could muster, spreading her wings to make her lighter on her feet.
Right, right, left. The double doors were up ahead.
She was at full speed, and wasn't going to slow down. The element of surprise had worked for her so far, and she didn't want to give the Oracle any more time to prepare for her. She'd trigger any traps prematurely and overwhelm them with her honey.
Smashing into a door with her shoulder, she buzzed her wings and prepped the ball of wax tumbling in her mouth. The lights inside were dimmed, but she didn't need them to see her target, who was waiting comfortably in a curved chair at the far side of the room.
She flicked on a light, revealing the desk next to her, a collection of cylindrical tubes filled with brown and black ooze arrayed next to her arm. Honey.
The slash of light revealed a red scarf dangled haphazardly over a loose, form fitting dress. She leaned back, her eyes flashing as she picked up a device that looked like a pistol from the desk.
Oola charged, her heart pounding in her desperation to stop the woman from shooting. She raised her head back, readying her wax ball, but it was too late.
The woman raised the device to her neck and squeezed the trigger. The vial mounted inside emptied, her eyes pulsing a golden yellow as her arms went limp. She gave Oola an amused smile as the injector clattered to the floor. "I'm not dangerous to you. In fact, you want me, don't you?"
Oola's hands flexed at nothing, her brain suddenly confused. The woman was smelling good, as if her entire body had been dipped in honey.
She made a soft hooting sound, tilting her neck as she tried to better evaluate the situation. The woman was right. She did want her, but not in the same way she had desired to convert the other heroes.
The Oracle leaned back, sighing. "I spent a lot of time thinking about this, but given the seriousness of the situation, there didn't seem to be a better option."
Her lips creased into a snarl. "They've really done it this time - unleashed something alien upon this world that it has never known. An invasive species that knows nothing but how to expand and grow."
She sighed. "Well, if you don't have enough time to stop them, the only answer is to join them, and try to figure out an answer from the inside." She stretched her face into a fake grin. "The only problem being, from all my research, once you've been transformed, there's no good way to communicate. With any luck, I've cracked that particular conundrum."
She spread her arms and legs wide, revealing that her dress was more like a cloak. She wasn't wearing anything underneath, pussy bared. "Well, then, take me. Make me a bee."
Oola chewed her wax, scanning the room for other threats. There didn't appear to be anything. The woman was serious.
Her psuedo-dick sprung up from her mons, suddenly aroused. The smell was really getting to her. What had the woman done?
Belly gurgling, she took a hesitant step forward as the woman stood. "What are you waiting for?" she taunted. "Don't you find me irresistable? You want me, don't you?"
Oh, yes. Yes, she did.
Her lips fluttered as she loomed over the Oracle, eyes staring intently at the woman. By all rights, she should lock lips and feed her that royal jelly she had been storing, package her in a cocoon, and change her into another ally. Somehow, though, that felt wrong, as if she was being coerced into doing so.
Her arousal would not be denied, however. Her dick was at full mast, and this woman's juicy pussy was right there. The pressure in her skull grew until she gave in, dropping to her knees in front of the Oracle.
The woman scooted her ass forward in the chair, presenting her gaping hole to be plundered. She seized hold of Oola's dick, pulling it down so that the swollen tip easily slid inside. She made a little coo, tilting her hips to give Oola better access. The lubricated end slid deep, until the woman was speared half way down her dick.
The Oracle shuddered, breathing out her pleasure. "Oh, that feels good. It's no wonder so many have been turned into bees so quickly."
She ran a hand below, giving Oola's dick a good squeeze. "You're going to fill me up to the brim with your honey, and then you'll make me one of you." Her eyes continued to glow that unearthly golden yellow. "But I'll be more than just a brainless bee. You'll see."
She grunted as Oola grabbed her sides, pulling her out of the chair. Oola hooted at her, a little annoyed at how talkative she was being. Didn't she know her mouth was about to be plugged? Maybe she didn't care. How strange.
Well, she wasn't in any particular hurry. She might as well let the heroine talk. No harm in that, right? Besides, the pressure around her penis was wonderful, and the woman seemed perfectly willing to be a good fuck.
Wrapping her hands tightly around the Oracle's sides, she began to run her up and down her pole, the head of her dick twitching with anticipation. Rubbery honey was already leaking out the end, painting the woman's tunnel a thick brown with the extra lubrication.
The Oracle tossed her head back and sighed with pleasure, as if she was riding an everyday lover. "I knew this would feel good, but keep working it, yes!" she exclaimed. "Why don't you carry me over to that mirror? Then we can both enjoy this to the fullest!"
Oola buzzed, displeased with how the other woman was manipulating her, but her instincts were pushing her forward. She needed to take this woman and turn her into a bee. The Hive must grow.
That didn't mean she couldn't indulge. She hooted through her mouth, her legs clicking against the vinyl floor as she moved both of them over to the glass wall indicated by the Oracle.
As they approached, it shimmered, overhead lights turning on to highlight their bodies in the sudden mirror like sheen. Oola grunted, her lips flexing as she pressed her length into the Oracle's body.
In response, the woman groaned, clutching at her breasts. "Damn, I'm on fire!" she exclaimed. "Keep ramming that thing in. Fill me up with that honey!"
Becoming more annoyed, Oola seized the woman's dress with her talons. The filmy fabric began to tear as she applied pressure, which felt pleasing. This woman deserved to be nude. Her body would be coated in honey and she would be completely cocooned, turning her into another bee woman.
But what type? It would be silly to make her a honey pot, and putting her in the ranks of the drones seemed like it would be a waste of brains.
Her proboscis wobbled as what remained of her mind worked, trying to figure out how to proceed. She had spent enough time as a bee now that her former life didn't factor into her decisions. Everything was colored with her desire to expand, and questioning that was not allowed.
To accomplish that goal, she needed all the intelligence she could get. That being the case, her decision was obvious: this woman was getting the royal treatment. In time, she might even be promoted to queen and split out to start her own satellite Hive.
Mind made up, she applied more force to the Oracle's dress, hooting as it tore down the back. The sleeves parted to either side, drifting to the floor as she ripped it all the way down to the woman's ass, splitting it in two.
The Oracle didn't seem to care, bouncing and sighing as she worked at her nipples. "That's right," she groaned. "Keep fucking me, damn that feels good!"
Honey leaked from her pussy, sliding down her thighs as Oola's dick lurched. Oola hummed to herself, grabbing the woman's shoulders and pulling their bodies together.
Her nipples glistened, smearing honey over the woman's back as Oola laid her nose trunk over the Oracle's shoulder. The woman's red hair fluttered as she stared into Oola's compound eyes. "You look so alien," she whispered, "but I can't help but think you're beautiful. Probably a side effect of the serum I just injected."
She grinned. "That honey is damn addictive, you know. I couldn't stop myself from tasting some of the samples, and it wasn't by accident. It has psychoactive properties - I don't think anyone without the proper protective gear would be able to avoid doing so."
Her back arched and she let out a soft coo, another spurt of honey gushing from her pussy as her nipples strained. "So, I developed a serum to help me keep my mind after the transformation. Go ahead, do what you need to do. I'm ready."
Oola kept humping, rocking the woman's body as she finished her deliberations. The royal honey was burbling in her chest, ready to be used. She only had to force feed it to the woman, but that required a slightly different procedure than pumping it through her trunk.
She groaned, squeezing her oozing breasts against the Oracle's back as her belly rumbled. Reaching around her stomach, she slid a pair of arms between them, spiking her talons into a solid chunk of honey that was being expelled from the circular hole in her chest.
Sliding it between their bodies, she lifted it into the air, waving it around in front of the Oracle's face. Her eyes lit up as she spotted the amber wedge, lips trembling. "Is that royal jelly?" she asked, looking intently at how the dark, viscous honey trapped the light coming from the overheads.
Her throat trembled. "Give it to me," she demanded, a strange fervor in her eyes.
Oola didn't see any reason to deny her. She moved the talon in closer, and the Oracle leaned forward, pursing her lips.
The wedge pressed into her mouth, and she bit off a chunk, leaning back and closing her eyes as she rolled it over her tongue. "Yum," she declared, running her hands up the gap between her breasts, rolling her honeyed flesh through her fingers.
Chewing quickly, she closed her jaw and swallowed. Her eyes lit up. "More," she demanded, looking at the remaining royal jelly with a burning desire.
Oola hummed, placing the rest of the jelly within convenient reach. For a pleasant while, she continued to fuck the heroine, comfortably feeding her the honey that would fundamentally transform her body.
As time went on, the Oracle's eyes began to glow again, this time whirling with a mix of various colors as the honey soaked into her mind. "Delicious," she declared, swallowing as much of the thick mixture as she could. "If this was sold from a restaurant or bar to select patrons, it would be simple to entice them to join us," she groaned, wiggling her breasts in ecstasy.
"Just imagine, putting together a recruitment pipeline that wouldn't require us to steal people off the streets! We could find people with no other options, determine whether anybody would miss them, then make them disappear. It might not even be that difficult!"
That sounded like a plan a villain would put together, but Oola was in no position to complain. The Hive must grow, and if this woman could help her to do that successfully, she would give her anything she desired.
She presented more honey, and the Oracle continued to eat it. "It's so sweet, yet I just can't seem to stop myself!" she exclaimed. "I should be feeling full, but I can still pack so much more in!"
She paused, her eyes swirling. "Oh, I can feel my belly expanding. It's growing larger, like I'm being prepared to store even more, like a battery, or a jug."
Oola ignored her muttering, grunting as she kept cramming honey into the woman's face. Her other talons extracted more honey from the hole in her belly, curling around to rub it onto the heroine's chest.
As the honey dried, it firmed into a rubbery layer, adhering to the Oracle's skin. She didn't need to make the layer perfect at the moment, as it would be applied more evenly in the cocoon, but this was a good way to give the woman a taste of what her future would be.
The Oracle didn't seem to care, slobbering as she choked and swallowed down as much honey as she could, her throat bulging as a continuous stream was fed into her swollen stomach. Her hips flexed as Oola continued to work her pussy, a large puddle of honey forming on the floor.
"I've almost had enough," groaned the Oracle. "I need to climax. But first, take me into the next room. I have something to show you."
Curious, Oola let her penis drop free, the long stalk slapping against the floor. A gush of honey rushed out of the woman's pussy, adding to the mess. She made a sad noise, but Oola wasn't interested in bending to her every whim.
If the Oracle wanted to show her something, she'd view it, but she was still suspicious that this was going to end in a trap.
She rose on her legs, her long dick lifting horizontal as it swelled with more honey. It was ready to climax. The next time she took the woman, it would be the last.
The Oracle sighed, licking her lips as she lifted an arm to point towards the back of the room. "Over there," she said, resigned that her ultimate pleasure would have to wait. "I've put together a nice little crèche for you to use. Come, let's go take a look."
Bemused, Oola shuffled along, ignoring the smacking sounds the former heroine was making with her lips. Her abdomen smeared honey along the floor as she carried the woman up to a set of closed glass doors.
They whisked open with a hiss, warm air caressing her shoulders. Lights snapped on in a large room, highlighting a bank of hexagonal aluminum holes built into the far wall. A concave pit was carved into the center of the floor, a drain at the bottom. Around the sides, there were booths containing odd looking chairs, with metallic tubes hanging from the walls.
Oola paused, hooting her discomfort as she took in the sterile atmosphere, but the Oracle seemed undisturbed, raising her arms. "Isn't it beautiful?" she asked. "I developed it myself after discovering what was going on at the seaside. It's a self contained breeding room for bees! I first put this together with the intention of studying the Hives further, but when I realized that they were closer than I had anticipated, I decided to tackle the problem from within. I'll become a bee myself, and then I'll figure out a way to stop them from taking over the world."
Oola's wings buzzed. She didn't really care about that last part. She was far more interested in what she could do with this place.
The hexagonal booths could easily be filled with wax and capped to make them individual cocoons for gestating more bees, and the pool in the center could be filled with excess honey.
Shuffling up to the pit, she hefted the woman high in the air, her dick rising to rub against the woman's pussy. She hissed, choosing one of the waiting tubes. Yes, she'd fit quite nicely in that one.
She grabbed her swollen length, twisting the end up to fit into the Oracle's wet hole. Wiggling a little, she pressed in, thrusting deep into the heroine's gaping tunnel.
Oh, yes, she was definitely ready for this. Both of them were.
The Oracle jiggled on her dick. "Are you going to finish me off now?" she asked, craning her neck. "Please, don't leave me waiting. I need it."
Oola made an amused noise, grabbing at the woman's body and pinning it to her chest. She shuffled her abdomen around, laying the fat end against the edge of the pit.
Grunting, she squeezed, a thick stream of brownish fluid squirting around her stinger into the bottom of the pool. The Oracle gasped. "Is that... a honey bath?" she asked with reverence.
Her body shook. "I want to try it. Can I?"
Oola rattled her body, making a negative noise through her nose. The woman would have to wait until she was done with her.
She began to shift her hips again, reaming out the woman's pussy. The Oracle sighed, closing her eyes in pleasure. Exactly what she was hoping for. This was her time to strike!
Her mouth tube flipped around, popping over the top of the woman's lips. Her tongue slipped inside, swelling with inevitability. The Oracle's eyes opened, giving her a knowing stare and a quick wink. She didn't seem to fear this at all.
Well, then, why not give her what she wanted? Her tongue continued to expand, swelling into the Oracle's cheeks as she built the wax plug that would shut the woman up while she underwent her final transformation.



Her trunk flexed, pumping honey into the woman's throat as her eyes flashed with desire. Her dick was tingling, the tip pulsing to alert her that she was out of time.
The Oracle gurgled as the honey filled her belly while Oola's penis exploded, gushing into her womb. Honey spurted from around her lips, the wax seal not fully emplaced.
Oola didn't mind. Any excess honey collected in the pit, helping to fill it up. There was at least a foot or two already, with more honey gushing from around the dick planted in the woman's pussy.
The Oracle's body danced as the honey coming from her lips slowed to a trickle, the wax drying as the plug finished sealing her up. Oola popped her lips off the woman, sticking out her tongue to clean up her chin.
The Oracle didn't appear to be seeing much any more, her body bouncing as she twisted and jerked, lost in rapture.
Oola grunted, satisfied with the result. She lifted the woman off her dick and jumped into the pool, both of them sinking to the bottom.
The honey lapped around their necks as Oola cradled the woman. She sensed that this one was going to be extremely important for her future, and she wanted to ease her transition.
Folding the woman in her arms, she began to spin the wax cocoon that would be her new home for the next couple of days. The Oracle had conveniently provided a nice tube to pop her into when she was done.
She hadn't been certain whether it was a good idea to use it at first, but she was really starting to like the idea. A prefabricated Hive would be so much easier to fill. There were going to be a lot more occupants in the near future, and she would need a good structure to temporarily store them in.
The Oracle's eyes popped open, sparkling under the influence of the honey. She gave Oola a loving look, and Oola replied with a tender call.
Yes, the two of them would definitely work well together.



        Rubber Bees Ch. 06

        Kraig and Fanny become honey pots.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/rubber-bees-ch-06

Title: Rubber Bees Ch. 06

Author: HalfShim

Category: Erotic Horror

Description: Kraig and Fanny become honey pots.

Tags: transformation, mind control, hive, bees, rubber

Series: Rubber Bees


Chapter Six
"What the hell are we doing out here?" breathed Kraig through his mask, tromping down the dirt trail, his rubber gloved hands slapping against his thick suit.
"Someone has to gather samples," retorted Fanny, her form shapeless under thick rubber. She breathed heavily, hoses rattling from the front of her mask as they wound around to a set of tanks on her back.
"All part and parcel of contracting for a villain organization. What are you complaining about, anyway? We're getting plenty of hazard pay for this."
She hefted a long tube in her hands, showing off the flared end. An articulated hose ran around her side to another tank sitting over the small of her back. "Besides, this should be simple. All we gotta do is collect some sludge from the bottom of a pond in this forest near the hero enclave, and then we can get outta here. Not that difficult."
"Yeah, but why all the extra protective clothing? I can't see shit in this helmet," complained Kraig.
Fanny shrugged. "Deal with it. We shouldn't be out here long, and our cover story is good. If anybody questions our presence, we'll claim we're with pest control. Simple."
Kraig made a noncommittal noise, studying the device in his hand. "The sensor says we're close. Maybe around the next bend."
He shut up for once, which was a relief. Fanny was going to request a reassignment when she got back. She hated whiners.
Silent, the two of them moved down the path, using the dim light from their helmets to guide the way. As they rounded the corner, the path became thinner, squeezing between two drop offs.
"We're here," announced Kraig, snapping his device shut. "Wherever here is."
Fanny shrugged, pressing a hand to her helmet to turn on the broad spectrum light. A thrill ran down her back as the light shone over a wide pit, filled to the brim with a golden brown substance. It looked like molasses, but she knew that they had struck gold.
"Look at how much there is!" she exclaimed, hissing as she took a step closer to the edge. The fan on her suit whirred as it worked to filter out the cloying sweetness of the bubbling honey. "I'm only going to be able to store a fraction of this!"
"That's all they asked for," grunted Kraig. "Let's make the collection and get out of here before something strange happens. I'm getting a spooky vibe from these woods."
"Okay," nodded Fanny. "I'll start the pump while you look around to see if anybody is prepping an ambush. With any luck, we'll be gone in a matter of minutes."
Focusing, she examined the settings on her vacuum. From the instructions she had been given, all she needed to do was toggle this set of buttons on the cylindrical device and stick the end into the pit, waiting for the flow indicator to show green.
The vacuum began to whirr, and she knelt, shoving the business end under the burbling fluid. Glancing at the dials, she nodded. Everything appeared to be going well so far. All she had to do was watch the tank gauge so that she could turn off the pump when it indicated 'full.'
"Fanny!" hissed Kraig, nudging her shoulder. "I think you had better take a look at this!"
"Can't it wait?" she groaned. "I don't want to be distracted here!"
"Just turn your head, dammit! You're going to want to see this!"
Checking to make sure that the pump flow was still good, she sighed, shifting her body so that she could see what her partner's helmet lights were illuminating.
Her belly immediately jumped as she spotted the two humanoid shapes mounted on thick stalks near the front of the pond. It appeared as though their bodies had been wrapped in black, polished rubber, skin tight, revealing all of their physical characteristics.
The woman had her hands drawn behind her back, which was arched, pushing her melon sized breasts outwards, her mouth opened in a soundless cry as her head tilted back. Her eye sockets and mouth were covered in the tight rubber, hairless head wrapped tight. The substance flowed over and into her ears, separating them out from her head.
Her lower torso hadn't been spared, either, her legs pulled aside and to the rear, exposing her mons, where a rubbery cock was pressed into her snatch, coming from somewhere deep within the plant. If she looked closely, she could see it pulsing under the thick layer of rubber, causing the woman's swollen belly to shake and roll.
The worst part was that the woman still seemed to be alive under the restrictive layer, her body vibrating with what looked like paroxysms of pleasure. Her breasts bobbed, twin streams of oily brown spurting in arcs that landed in the pit below.
Was this where all the honey was coming from? Fanny shivered. She wasn't certain she wanted to know that much about the production process.
Her gorge trembled as she shifted her view to the next unfortunate victim. This one was most definitely male, his body restrained in a similar fashion, tight latex exposing his features.
The most prominent of these was his exposed dick, which was fully erect. The tented head sprouted at least ten inches from his torso, covered with the same rubbery coating as the woman's breasts.
It twitched, a spurt of rubbery honey joining the storage pit below. He probably wasn't as productive as the woman, but he had been encased just the same.
Gulping, she stopped examining them, realizing that both of them had honey oozing from their mouths. That must be why they wanted to tilt their heads back - to ensure that they would retain most of their precious cargo.
Why that was necessary was beyond her. Certainly the pit below seemed to contain plenty of honey, and if they spilled some, it wouldn't be a catastrophe.
She shivered. She was starting to get the sense that they might be in danger.
She spotted a waxy lattice dangling between some of the upper tree limbs as Kraig moved, but there was no evidence of other lifeforms, beyond the sound of leaves rustling together.
Glancing back at the pump, she realized that her hands were sweaty. This was an unholy place. They didn't belong here. They should leave before it was too late.
She shook her head. No, they had to complete the mission, or they wouldn't get paid. If they didn't get paid, then she wouldn't be able to pay the rent, and then she'd be homeless, or worse.
"I don't like this, Kraig," she said, her hands trembling. "Better prepare yourself for a fight. I'm about three fourths of the way there."
"Got it," said Kraig in a strangled voice, reaching for the shock gun in his belt. "We don't have superpowers, you know. Our best bet is to run."
"Don't I know it," muttered Fanny, watching the gauge with a nervous eye. Almost there.
A loud electronic beep filled the clearing, directing their attention to the far side of the path. A round, metallic ball rumbled down the center, slowing to a halt a good distance away from them. The top popped open, an articulated arm coming out from somewhere within.
On the end was mounted a small screen which the robot tilted towards them. A smiling face of an older woman was on display. "Greetings, villains!" the woman said, as if this was an everyday occurrence.
"I regret to inform you that this territory has been claimed by the Hive, and anything within its demesne is subject to be cocooned and converted into indentured servants."
Her face glitched. "We haven't yet worked out the requirements for release yet, as my queen hasn't yet agreed to a deal." Her face stretched into a wide grin. "It's only a matter of time, however, so rest assured that there's a good chance you won't be a bee forever!"
"Fuck," muttered Kraig, raising his arm to take a shot at the robot.
A bolt of lightning streamed from the end of his gun, impacting the tree next to the metallic sphere, shards of wood exploding all over the place. Fanny raised a hand to her face to protect against splinters, though they bounced harmlessly off her faceplate.
"Stop that," ordered Fanny sharply as her vacuum dinged and turned off. "We have what we came for. It's time to get out of here. Stop playing with that thing."
The robot beeped. "I'm afraid it's not me you should be wary of," it said, rolling into cover behind a tree. It stuck its display out, the glitching woman giving them both a cruel grin. "You've awoken the Hive. Now, reap the whirlwind."
A loud buzzing sound filled the clearing, making it difficult to think. Kraig and Fanny spun around, shocked to find that their exit route was filled with a legion of bees, floating in the air. Their compound eyes flashed as they stared at the intruders, abdomens wiggling as their talons reached out for them.
"Shit!" exclaimed Fanny, stashing the vacuum at her side as she spun towards the robot.
Kraig took a few potshots at the bees, but they simply buzzed out of the way, easily avoiding the slow, sparking shots from his pistol. "They gave me the wrong type of gun!" Kraig complained, retreating towards Fanny.
"Don't tell me that," she cried out, feeling a little dizzy from panic. "We gotta get out of here!"
The robot rolled into the center of the path, the display showing the woman with her arms crossed over her chest. She looked down at them with a sneer on her face. "You two chose the wrong employer."
A weaved sheet of waxy material dropped from above, draping in front of the robot. Fanny scooted to a halt, her heart in her throat. "Don't touch it!" she shouted. "It's a capture net!"
Kraig wasn't as lucky as her, his final step placing him on top of some of the sticky material. He tried to pull himself free, but it acted like glue, wrapping around his boots and clinging to the surface in an awkward mess. He turned towards Fanny, looking red faced behind his mask. "I think we're screwed," he choked out.
"Very astute of you," came an acerbic voice from the robot. "Now, this can go one of two ways. You can drop your cargo and surrender to me, or I will let the eager bees have their way with you."
The robot didn't appear to be joking. The bees were slowly closing the net, thick dicks jutting from their lower torsos in a lewd fashion. Did she really want to be fucked by one of those things?"
No, absolutely not! She reached behind her back and took off the harness containing the honey tank, letting it fall to the ground. "What do you want us to do?" she asked, looking in askance at the buzzing horde.
"Take off your helmets so that I can identify you, then I shall take you in for processing," declared the robot. "Better hurry up, they're looking hungry."
Growling to herself, Fanny wrestled with the outfit, trying to figure out the neck latch. She had only put this suit on a few times before, and she wasn't very familiar with how it went together. That wasn't much of a problem in an enclosed dressing room, but in the middle of a stressful scenario, it was almost too much to handle.
There. She clicked the latch, lifting it free and tossing it to the ground.
She immediately realized her mistake. The smell of honey around her was intense, and combined with the buzzing in her ears, it hit her like a ton of bricks.
Her lungs filled with the taste of honey, and her body vibrated, her toes squeezing into her boots as arousal flooded her core. Her body needed release of some kind, and she didn't know what to do.
The woman on the screen gave her a knowing look. "I know, dear, it's a lot to take in. Truth to tell, you were doomed the second you stepped into this forest. You might as well give in to your desires. Everything will be so much simpler if you do."
Fanny turned away from the woman, surprised at how much her speech sounded like that of the supervillain she had contracted with. What had happened to the heroes?
If she was hoping for Kraig to help her, she was sorely disappointed. The man's neck muscles were straining, his hands working to strip the suit down to his waist. "She's so beautiful," he groaned, staring out over the pit of viscous honey.
Did he mean? No, he couldn't.
Gulping, Fanny glanced at the woman being held captive by the plant growing out of the middle of the pit. Her eyes seemed a little wider, though still just as blank, covered by polished black rubber.
She was straining forward, her breasts producing more of the sticky fluid as she gestured at Kraig. "No!" interrupted Fanny, trying to break free of the strange, hypnotic malaise that had seized control of her mind. "You can't!"
By this time, Kraig had stripped down to his knees, pulling off the sheer outfit he was wearing underneath, revealing his sculpted body. He wasn't paying any attention to her, fully consumed with getting naked for the encased flower lady.
Fanny licked her lips, taking another breath of the sweet honey. Stripping herself was starting to sound like a good idea, too. Perhaps she should follow his lead?
Her fingers began to move on their own, disconnecting the arm pieces and unzipping the shoulders. The suit fell off her body as her eyes darted to the second figure in the pit. The male figure.
His dick was thick and aroused, squirting lots of that yummy honey from its tip. If she planted its length inside her, he'd no doubt fill her up with plenty of that goodness. The tickle in her thighs turned into licking heat as she imagined the sensation of rocking her body on that fat cock.
Her vision blurred for a moment as Kraig tugged his legs out of his boots, which were still stuck to the waxy net. He didn't care about any of that, his arms raising as he began to sprint for the pond. When he reached the edge, he jumped in, raising his legs in a cannonball.
The tremendous splash when he hit the surface sent splatters of the golden brown honey everywhere, spots showing up on her upper body and around her lips. She unconsciously sent out her tongue, giving it a little lick to confirm what she already knew - the substance was seriously addictive, and there was no way she'd be able to prevent herself from tasting more.
Kraig was climbing onto the woman, their hands linking together as she helped to pull him up. Through the haze of honey, she could see that the thick cock which had been plundering her pussy had retracted, leaving a gaping hole behind that leaked more of the brown fluid.
The way her breasts were straining was more than enticing enough for any male, and they were spraying honey all over Kraig's chest as he moved into position. She didn't need to be a clairvoyant to figure out what was going to happen next.
Wrapping his legs over hers, Kraig let his dick drop down as the woman stroked his sides. His hips rocked forward, his length vanishing inside her dark tunnel as he let out a loud groan. Bodies braced together, he began to fuck her with short bursts, doing his best to give her what he could in this awkward position.
She reached up to grab the back of his skull, forcing their heads together as her breasts bounced off his chest, spraying honey everywhere. Soon, his lips were securely fastened to hers, his throat bobbing as he drank deeply from the supply of honey leaking from her mouth.
Fascinated by this sudden display of raunchiness, Fanny couldn't stop her legs from bringing her to the edge of the pit. Her own destiny loomed suddenly in front of her, and she found herself helpless to turn away.
Crouching down, she jumped off into the pit before she could change her mind, her belly lurching as she waved her arms on the way down. She smacked the surface of the fluid with tremendous force, her body sinking below before she could react.
She was surprised at the warmth of the pool, pleased to find that it wasn't that deep. At least there was no danger of drowning in it, though her silly brain was already trying to convince her that she should stay under the surface for a while.
Pushing off from the bottom, she rocketed upwards, taking in a deep breath as she breached the surface. A good amount of the tasty syrup had already infiltrated her mouth, and she greedily gulped it down, wanting more.
A pair of hands grasped hers, helping her up out of the pond, but she was a little confused, as her feet were having trouble finding purchase. She was at the edge, wasn't she?
No, she wasn't. Her heart quailed as excitement tickled her loins. It was the encased male statue that was helping her up, pulling her into position so that he could plant that juicy dick in her swollen pussy.
Shivering, she blinked her eyes, trying to clear out the remaining honey so that she could better see what was going on.
Her feet were curling around the stalk of the plant, and if she put them in the notches between the leaves, she should be able to support her weight better. There.
From here, she could move her hips over the top of the male, planting her crotch on his pubes. Her body tingled as she folded her arms around his back, pressing her bare breasts into his rubbery chest.
This felt so taboo, so wrong, and yet it was so right. Her body was aflame, needing to be pleasured, and this captured male would do it for her. Do it to her.
One of the man's rubbery hands grabbed at her ass, holding her steady as the other maneuvered his dick into place. She could feel the tip as it squeezed inside, a jolt of the dark honey spurting past her lips to decorate her interior.
This only served to increase the lubrication, allowing the man's length to slip more easily inside, her body moving down over his as the two of them were brought closer together. She let out a sigh of pleasure as their hips met, the top of his cock skewering her pussy.
She could hear coos of pleasure and masculine grunts coming from Kraig next to her, but she was solely focused on the man. His cock was in control of her pussy, and she wanted nothing more than to suck on his lips, dive into his mouth, and drink the small pool of honey that was gathering there. What was stopping her?
Bracing her hands over the man's rubbery shoulders, she leaned forward, intent on getting a mouthful of honey. As she approached, he pursed his lips, pushing the honey closer to the surface.
She closed her eyes as their lips met, sucking whatever she could from his mouth, drinking down the sweet nectar. Spectacular.
Eyes open again, she studied his mouth, desperate for more. She was relieved to find a glisten deep in the back, the honey welling up from deep within his body.
Closing in, she took another drink as the man rocked back his hips, his rubbery length slipping down the length of her pussy.
She moaned as he grasped her upper arms, ramming his dick all the way back into her core, another spurt of honey coating her insides as her muscles spasmed with joy.
This was better than regular sex, as the tingling pleasure suffused her body with every thrust, her ass wiggling as the male began to increase his rhythm. Pushing up against him, she locked her mouth over his, plundering his depths with her tongue as she sucked and licked up all the honey she could, trying to drown herself in the substance.
Her head was becoming increasingly dizzy, but she didn't care, as the thrusts kept coming and the honey kept flowing. She began to hum, trying to match the buzzing in her ears as her mind began to evaporate.
She drank and drank, her belly beginning to bulge as it was filled to capacity by what she was being fed, but she couldn't stop herself. It didn't seem to matter how much she burped or her belly burbled. She was insatiable!
Creak, thrust, creak, thrust. The sex was so yummy, she wanted to have it all.



She giggled to herself, feeling dumb. The sweet hunny must be suppressing her intelligence, but she found that she couldn't care any more. Didn't care about anything but being a sex toy for this honey statue.
She'd rock on his dick and fuck him until her womb was filled to the max, and then she'd do it some more. Whatever remained afterwards didn't matter. She'd do anything for more pleasure.
Eyes dull, she glanced over at Kraig, licking her lips. He looked just as dumb as she was, his body mindlessly jamming into the rubber woman. He groaned, his ass relaxing as his body spasmed. An orgasm.
The thought rippled through her mind, and she smiled. Orgasming was nice. Orgasming was good.
She burped, feeling the nice friction of the male's dick reaming her interior. There didn't seem to be much else to do.
She orgasmed, too, feeling the male's girth as he exploded inside her. Her thoughts fled as her stomach expanded, being filled with warm honey.
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Chapter Seven
A large bee woman descended from the shadows, grinning as she watched the two villains being welcomed by the honey pots. It was inevitable that they'd become new honey pots, as she had never intended on letting them leave the forest.
The mastermind behind all this could not be allowed to find a way to control them. Only she would have the privilege of unlocking the secret behind this invasion. Only she could find the cure.
Sighing, she dropped her swollen abdomen against the ground, waiting patiently as the spherical robot moved down the path in front of her. It paused for a moment, giving her a cheerful beep before it rolled into her arms.
She clutched it, giving it a little stroke. This was an invention she had built with her own hands, before those hands had changed into these less useful talons. She'd need to come up with a way to manipulate fine objects again if she ever hoped to progress with her research.
Fortunately, her Queen didn't seem to care about her extracurricular pursuits, more interested in expanding and consolidating the Hive. It wasn't her fault - it had probably been programmed into her by the honey.
To grow, consume, and convert was a pulsing need within her, too. She couldn't deny it. That was why the bees were so destructive - there didn't appear to be an evident end to how many they wanted to create.
They could only stay under the radar for so long, however. Eventually someone would discover their presence and start to fight back. That was why it was imperative for her research to bear fruit. She needed to understand what they had become if she ever had a hope of curtailing their worst desires.
For now, however, she was content to watch, grinning as the intruders eagerly fucked themselves on the willing honey pots. The woman's belly was bulging, her lips eagerly suckling from that of the encased male as sweat poured down her body.
The honey was sticking to her skin, giving it a rubbery sheen that the sweat streaked over, her pussy bobbing over the honey pot's dick. It wouldn't be long before the two of them interfaced together completely, her insides painted brown with honey. Her body would then be encased in a similar fashion to his, the two of them locked in a loving embrace.
They wouldn't become permanent statues, however. Eventually, they'd have to be separated and the newly born honey pot planted on a waiting stalk, her pussy being filled by plant matter. She'd then act as a new trap for anyone unfortunate enough to wander into the Hive.
This might seem like a horrific future, but the life cycle of the plants waxed and waned. Given time, she'd be let go and allowed to seek out a mate. Perhaps it would be the male she was fucking now, or another juicy honey pot that caught her fancy down the line.
They would make plenty of honey together, acting as mobile storage batteries so that Hive could recruit more bees or transport their precious cargo to a new location with little notice.
They might even be able to procreate in the normal way, who knew? She certainly had no idea how the honey would affect the natural human life cycle, or if they were even still fertile with so much honey circulating through their bodies. Another research project to consider.
She pressed her swollen belly against the robot, frowning as she watched the male making long thrusts into his honey pot. Her loins tingled, her rubbery dick engorging. She moved a little, trapping the end between her belly and the robot.
This was getting her aroused, and she didn't really need that - there was another loose end to tie up. Sighing, she pressed a button on the robot, and the overwhelming buzzing noise in the clearing disappeared.
The numberless bee women vanished, leaving only a handful perched on a tree limb at the back of the clearing. She chuckled to herself at how the two villains had panicked at her illusion. In this case, it was just as good as the real thing.
They might eventually have enough bee women to fill these woods, but the number was actually quite limited at the moment. Many of them had left on a mission, and some of the others had been recruited to maintain the hexagonal egg cells in the lab, which had been working out better than the Oracle had anticipated.
Many of them were filled now, and in a matter of days, they'd have plenty of help. That wouldn't help them now, however.
Sighing, she stretched her limbs and stood, turning around and crossing her arms over her chest. Her breasts had grown quite large since her transformation, polished black and filled with plenty of honey. She had tasted herself a few times, and it was seriously addictive.
This wasn't playtime, however. This was serious business.
She pressed her talons into a depression on top of the robot, waiting as it beeped, a small circle opening in its side. A projector whirred, a three dimensional image appearing on top of the honey pit.
It started out a pale shade of blue with a connection error, and she tapped her foot impatiently on the ground. The connection interface on her skull glowed a faint purple. "I know you're out there, watching," came her voice from the robot. "Show yourself."
The projection glitched, forming into a glaring head as a skinny body contained within a metallic exoskeleton slowly revealed itself. "I didn't expect such intelligence from a bee," he proclaimed, his throat bobbing as he examined her.
"We're full of all sorts of surprises," the robot said dryly. "You assumed that my transformation would kill my intelligence, didn't you? But you weren't counting on me preparing for the transition, were you, Trank?"
The supervillain waved a metallic claw at her, octopus arms whirling in the air. "Touché. You appear to have at least retained something of what makes you you. I wonder what will happen after you've spent some time being a bee, though? Will you be able to retain your superior arrogance, or will that all be washed away by the inevitable sweetness of pleasure?"
The Oracle shuffled, uncomfortable. How could the thin man be so astute? She was having some trouble staying away from the other bees. It would be far too easy to indulge and lose herself in the ecstasy of honey.
"A personal attack? That's a low blow," she retorted, trying to flip the script. "Besides, this isn't about me. It's about you."
The man's eyebrows raised. "I'm sure I don't know what you're talking about. You might have captured some of my low level minions, but that means nothing in the scheme of things."
"Of course it doesn't," said the Oracle, her voice purring through the robotic interface. "They were simply the first course."
Trank frowned, his brow furrowing. "What are you talking about? There's no way you could get to me. You're simply not smart enough!"
"Intelligence is not required," chuckled the robot. "Only knowledge."
This seemed to disturb the thin man, and he glanced down at the console in front of him. When he looked back up, his face was pale. His eyes grew wide as he began to understand the depth of his mistake. "No," he breathed. "You haven't."
"I have," confirmed the Oracle. "I've known of your current base location for quite some time, but I've sat on that knowledge, waiting for an opening. You've been dying to get some of our honey, and now we'll give you more than you ever wanted."
The man gritted his teeth together, his hand curling into a fist. He swung it through the air, causing one of his tentacle arms to slam into the console. His face twisted into a savage grin. "You've wounded me, my dear, but a wounded animal can be far more dangerous than you could ever imagine!"
"You've forgotten something, Trank," taunted the Oracle.
An eye bugged out of his face as he contorted his lips. "Oh? What's that?"
"We're animals, too," she hissed, raising her clawed hands in anger.
A large figure appeared behind the man in the display, smashing against his exoskeleton. Trank was bowled over, his arms whirling around to face this new threat.
The display blurred as the action became more intense, claws rippings, tentacles slashing. The Oracle relaxed, fully confident that her Queen would gain the upper hand.
Surprise was a potent weapon, and there was no reason to think that it would be otherwise this time. The bees raiding Trank's base had focused their attack on his headquarters. They would carry away targets of opportunity and bring them back to the Hive for conversion, but their main mission was to take out the supervillain.
Her grin grew as she honked through her proboscis. He might have prehensile arms, but her Queen was filled with tons of sticky honey.
She was already beginning to utilize it as a weapon, spraying it from her breasts and chest, soaking the supervillain with its cloying sweetness. The thin man squeaked, trying to smash it away with one of his arms, but was only successful in coating it in a thick layer of the sticky substance.
The longer the battle went on, the worse it would get for him, as the scent intensified. Sooner or later, he would succumb, like all the rest. None could hide from its mind altering effects.
His motions were already slowing, but he hadn't given up yet. His legs scuttled, trying to scoot him across the floor towards his escape capsule. The Oracle clacked her legs together in glee, honking as she saw the realization on his face.
The capsule door was jammed, filled with a thick layer of honey that even his titanium tentacles would be unable to remove. He was well and truly trapped, his mechanical mastery no match for the invading bees.
The Oracle sat back and watched as her Queen sprayed him with her honey, gluing his exoskeleton to the wall. The large bee approached carefully, her compound eyes watching his waving arms warily. Lifting her proboscis, she spat carefully aimed blobs of wax that folded out into tiny nets, wrapping around the clawed ends.
At this point, it was just target practice. Her Queen had all the time she needed to defang this monster, and he knew it.
Well, he might have known it if he wasn't already beginning to succumb to the suffocating sweetness of the honey that had been sprayed across his face. His mouth opened and closed reflexively, an odd expression appearing as he began to suckle on the thick fluid.
The Oracle sat back and grasped her pseudo-dick, giving it a good stroke as she watched her Queen closing in. It would be over soon, the invalid plucked from his metal carapace and fed full of Her honey.
Being converted into a bee might actually be an improvement for the feeble man. He wouldn't need that silly exoskeleton any longer after his transformation. Given time, he might actually like his new rubberized body, after she gave him the injection needed to preserve his intellect. She was going to need help if they were to conquer this threat, even if he was a supremely evil bastard.
Her Queen batted the supervillain's arms away, planting the end of her proboscis over his face. The connection began to throb, thrusting honey past his lips and down his throat.
He scowled, batting at her with his remaining arms, but they appeared weak, without much intent behind their movements. His eyes were crossing, body going slack. He was already in the thrall of the honey.
The Oracle watched with satisfaction as his stomach began to expand, his throat bulging as the thick jelly was rammed into him. Her Queen wasn't taking any chances with this one.
Sighing, she clicked off the display, satisfied that her plan had gone as intended. He would soon join their brood, serving as another upper level minion.
She glanced down at her throbbing dick with regret. Seeing the beginning of a conversion always made her hard, but watching that pallid body being violated by her Queen didn't appeal. She'd need another form of stimulation if she wanted to get off properly.
A buzz of wings next to her gave her a startle. She shifted her ass, taking a good look at the new arrival.
The male bee sported thin antennae that projected far from his angled head, compound eyes studying her with lust. His proboscis wobbled over his chest, broad shoulders capped with sleek pauldrons made out of the rubbery honey.
His abdomen was well muscled under a layer of skintight rubber, but down below a swoop of yellow expanded outwards from his torso. The polished surface extended below his privates, extending out back into a bright abdomen.
His legs were similarly encased in rubbery honey, ending in sharp talons that dug at the earth. Most importantly, he had a thick, erect dick, glistening under the light being emitted from her robot. He was clearly ready to rock her world, if she would let him.
A wide grin grew on her face under her proboscis, and she gave him a long honk. Her pussy was already growing wet, her pseudo-dick bouncing as she climbed to her feet. She could masturbate any old time - getting fucked by a male bee suddenly seemed much more appealing.
She moved up on him, tracing her fingers down his rubbery chest. The application of honey in the egg cell during his metamorphosis had changed the formulation of his skin, giving it a slick, polished appearance that she found quite attractive. This was probably due to how her brain had been altered by her Queen, but that was neither here nor there.
The bee man wrapped his arms around her back, squeezing her body against his. Her enlarged breasts deformed against his chest, brown honey squirting out to color his pectorals. He didn't seem to care, his proboscis nudging against hers.
She tilted the end so that his long tongue could nudge inside, the interior of her tube tickling as he licked at the edges. She pushed her own tongue down the tunnel until the two of them collided, licking and suckling at each other as they commingled each other's honey.
His wings buzzed, and she buzzed hers in response, looking into his multifaceted eyes as he grabbed at her dick. Sighing, she groaned as he gave it a sharp tug. She knew this was just a distraction, as he had his own dick that wanted some play.
She lifted herself up on her toes and slid her feet apart to give him some more room. A long sigh of satisfaction escaped her nose as the tip of his rubbery length teased at her swollen lips.
A slick goo spurted from the tip, mixing with the honey that oozed from her wet hole. Together, they created a sloppy, wet mess that invited him in further.
He didn't wait long, for which she was grateful. There was nothing she hated more than a tease.
Her snatch expanded as his fat length slid inside, her tunnel flexing as it flowered open. His wings buzzed again, a huffing sound echoing from his spiracles as he linked his hands with hers.
Her pseudo-dick was trapped between them as the male bee began to rock into her, increasing the stimulation on her length as the two of them mated. She hadn't fucked this bee before, but he was quickly becoming her favorite.
She studied his face, looking for identifying characteristics. There were few to be found under the thick, rubbery mass of honey that had layered over his face. The small holes at his nose flared as he began to pick up the pace.
Wheezing, she pressed her body into his, increasing the friction between them as they jostled together. Honey spurted from her breasts, soaking both of them as their tongues twirled.
Unable to contain herself, her pseudo-dick began to dance, the wide opening at the tip of the head growing as honey blasted onto their bellies. He lined up her squirts with his thrusts, trapping the length between them as she screamed out her pleasure.
Both of them bathing in the honey, he let out a cross between a moan and a grunt, slowing down as his dick twitched inside her. She nodded her head, and their lips popped free, spattering more honey over the ground as he began to fill her up.
Muscles twitching, she leaned her head back and honked, lost in the pleasure of being a rubber bee.
The Hive would grow, as it must, and she would find the answers to her questions. Through her breeding, they would multiply, converting more heroes and villains to their cause.
The world would tremble at their presence, rejoicing in the sweetness of being rubberized by the honey they produced. Her antennae twitched at the amused thought of commodifying their production.
Humans, buying honey off grocery store shelves, would never know how their minds were being transformed, twisted into supporting the Hive. Not until it was too late.
She honked, grasping the cone-like shape of the bee man's head. Time for another round. The honey must flow.
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Chapter Five
Stunned into submission by how her body had been used, she barely noticed as she was approached by an armored alien and led back to her room.
Jackie had been brought with her, but neither of them acknowledged each other's presence, too lost in the joyous landscape of rapture to even understand their physical reality.
Eventually their altered mental state began to wear off, leaving them both in a pleasant stupor. Kate sucked in a long breath, letting it out with a smack of her lips as she finally recognized her lover sitting across from her.
"I... don't even know how to describe that," she wheezed. "It was just so wonderful!"
Jackie set her teeth, a dazed expression on her face. "Yeah, wonderful," she echoed, unable to come up with a unique description of her own.
She frowned. "I guess I'm having a problem with the fact that we were just completely used by an organic machine, and we don't even know why. What was the purpose of all that? Besides... making us feel wonderful." Her face scrunched up as joy flitted across her frown.
She might not like it, but the device seemed to have made a deeper impression than she'd like to admit.
Kate shrugged, frowning herself as she noticed the extra weight tugging forward at her chest. Palming the bottoms of her enormous breasts, she gave them a squeeze, completely unashamed in front of her lover.
"They've grown again," she announced, noting the dark veins running towards the tips. "They must be turning us into breeding bimbos or something."
"I suppose that's slightly better than being cannon fodder," sighed Jackie as she shifted position, her own large jugs awkwardly sliding into an upper arm.
Kate leaned forward, her breasts dropping onto her pregnant belly. "That's odd. There's something strange about your nipples."
"Really?" Jackie ran her fingers up and over the tips, hesitating as she prized at an areola with her forefinger.
"You're right," she frowned. "It's really ticklish, and it's kind of like brushing over a soft head of hair."
Kate swallowed, mesmerized by the sight of a sparkle of liquid that had emitted from her skin. Would it be too forward to ask?
She pressed her thighs together, locking down her alien dick so that it wouldn't give away the instant desire that seized her loins.
"May I... give it a taste?"
Her words hung in the air, instant regret assailing her mind. What a stupid thing to say! What if Jackie wasn't as into this as she was? She'd probably find the request offensive!
Jackie grabbed a breast, flipping up the tip to examine the nipple again. "You really want to? It's okay, I guess."
That wasn't exactly a ringing endorsement, but it was too late now. The thought of latching onto one of those bountiful, swollen boobs and giving it a good suck was just too enticing. Those aliens had really done a number on her!
She got to her feet, sidling around the end table as she stared at her lover's exposed chest. The swell of her stomach was enticing, and it was all she could do to prevent her gaze from dropping further.
This shouldn't be so gosh darn sexy, but she could barely contain herself! And this was right after she had dropped off a load in the milking device!
Wasn't post nut clarity supposed to be a thing? Why was she so unmitigatedly horny?
It was a rhetorical question. She very well knew why she'd become so slutty, and she was already growing to like it.
Sitting next to Jackie with a grunt, she chuckled as her belly wobbled next to her lover's. Their skin touched, chests gurgling.
"Just look at us!" Jackie exclaimed. "Our body types are almost exactly the same!"
She was right. If they were lined up next to each other and had their mugshots taken, it would be difficult to tell them apart.
Their frames were still slightly different, but even those differences were beginning to blur together. The aliens were turning them into sexualized carbon copies of each other!
Might as well take advantage of what they had been given. "Do you mind?" she asked, hovering a hand over Jackie's bosom.
Jackie gave her a regal nod, and she proceeded to touch her lover's flesh, marveling at how soft it was.
The skin deformed under her fingers as she gave it a light squish. Applying pressure to the bottom, she lifted a nipple, giving it a good look.
Tiny dimples surrounded the protruding center, which was long and fat. A series of small, waving tendrils surrounded the nipple, which appeared to have sprouted from below her skin, like hair follicles.
Leaning forward, she pressed her mouth over the unusual structure, giving the surrounding flesh a good squeeze as she puckered her lips.
Her lover's breast responded with a nice wet pop as she pulled back, her tongue licking the tips of the cilia formation. It was sweet!
Jackie moaned, a pleased grin on her face, her black tongue visible between parted lips. Kate found this extremely arousing, pressing her face back over the nipple and wrapping the tip of her tongue around the wiggling fronds.
Looking up, she watched Jackie's expression as she flexed her tongue, giving it a little squeeze. Jackie blinked both sets of eyes, the slug around her neck giving her a little wink, too.
Her lover took a deep breath. "I can feel an immense pressure," she warned. "I'm not sure what will happen if you continue."
This didn't bother Kate any. She yanked on her prehensile tongue, running the edge over her lover's breast in a tiny circle, squeezing it tighter around the nipple. Jackie's chest wobbled, an odd look appearing on her flattened face. "It's coming," she said in a whisper.
The skin under Kate's tongue seemed to rise up, a burst of liquid splashing against her lips. This wasn't a huge surprise given what she had been doing, but the suddenness of it caused her to pull her head back for another evaluation.
Gripping her lover's breasts from both sides, she examined the darker circle of skin inside the areolae. The dimples she had noticed earlier had grown, tiny waving tentacles rising up and curling around, looking for something to grasp.
The small, rounded holes near the base of each tentacle were welling up with a thick, blue fluid. At first, she assumed that this was a side effect of whatever the alien machine had filled them with, but the way it was being generated made her wonder. There was only one way to find out!
Diving back in, she eagerly ran her tongue roughly over the swirling tentacles. They twined around the edges, trying to hold her tongue in place, but they weren't nearly strong enough to accomplish this. She slurped her tongue back into her mouth, tasting the curious fluid.
It was thick, and creamy. "It's milk!" she exclaimed, savoring the sweetness.
"I don't know what else you were expecting," Jackie said dryly. "They've been changing us into breeders. It probably isn't anything like what our bodies used to produce, though."
"I can't seem to get enough of it!" exclaimed Kate, diving in for another taste.
Jackie shifted her legs, looking uncomfortable. "You look cute when you do that," she admitted, her stomach heaving as Kate gave her breast another squeeze. "You're making it difficult to hold back."
Smacking her lips together, Kate ran a finger down the length of her wide tongue. "Why bother doing that?" she asked, a little confused. "The two of us were made for each other!"
"I appreciate your confidence," Jackie sighed. "But if I unleashed my true desires, you might not like what you see."
Kate stopped trying to lap up more of her lover's milk. "Now that's just nonsense. I couldn't possibly imagine hating any part of you."
When Jackie looked reserved, she decided she would have to step things up a notch. Stepping in close, she planted her ass on Jackie's knee, sliding forward until her own knee was pinned against Jackie's dick.
Their bellies bounced off each other as she leaned in, mashing their breasts together. "Look!" she said, feeling rather out of her depth. "We're both oversexed aliens now, and we should take advantage of it. Who knows when we'll get pulled away to do something boring?"
Jackie gave her a glare, some of her old dominance bleeding through the uncharacteristic meekness she had been displaying lately. Her belly trembled with anticipation. Yes, this was what she had been pushing for!
Jackie placed her hands on Kate's shoulders. "You do know what you're asking for, right? I'm going to bend you over and ream your pussy until you squeal for mercy."
Kate's face lit up. "Yes, please."
Her breasts jolted as Jackie pushed her back. She frowned, looking down. "What the heck?"
Their nipples had intertwined, the small tendrils hooking into each other like velcro. Linked together, their flesh stretched out like accordions, showing off the dark veins running just under the surface.
Feeling discomfort, Kate reached up and tried to separate them, but they were too twisted together to unbind. She was forced to shuffle forward to relieve some of the pressure.
"It appears that they like you a little too much," chuckled Jackie, her eyes creasing as she watched Kate's futile attempts to disentangle their breasts.
"You're not helping at all!" exclaimed Kate, giving up in a huff.
She folded her arms below her breasts and pouted, giving her best impression of a doe eyed faun.
"And you're being ridiculous," said Jackie, holding back another laugh. "Look, we're still learning a lot about our changed bodies, but there's gotta be a way to make them behave. Maybe we just need to be firm."
She sat up, staring down at the misbehaving tentacles. "Stop that," she said in a stentorian voice.
The wriggling tentacles popped free, sliding back under her skin as their breasts wobbled like jello. "See? You just need to have the right touch," she said, her voice sounding rather smug.
Kate sat back, pursing her lips. She couldn't remain angry for long, however, the sight of the retracting tentacles lingering in her mind. Her lips wobbled, and she succumbed to a light giggle. "I can't believe that worked!"
The humor soon faded, however, as the seriousness of their situation settled in. "We really have changed, haven't we? This is some pretty weird shit, but we're both taking it in stride."
Jackie shrugged. "I'm getting tired of worrying about everything nonstop. It's much easier to accept that I don't understand anything that's going on, trusting that our Masters know what they're doing. With what we've seen so far, it doesn't seem likely that they want us to come to any harm, though of course we haven't yet seen what birthing will entail. Hopefully it isn't like one of those alien chestburster scenarios, right?"
"Right," replied Kate softly, frowning as her belly gurgled.
She froze. "Speaking of which, I'm kind of feeling bloated and heavy. I think... there's something that wants to come out."
The entranceway writhed, organic tentacles squishing together as they rotated open. An armored alien was standing outside, her right hand covered by a mitt that contained a hand cannon.
Kate gulped, backing away from Jackie as she stood, her belly gurgling. The alien around her neck gave her a soft squeeze, lowering the anxiety that wrenched at her heart.
Feeling belligerent, she took a step forward at the same time the alien did. "What do you want from us?" she asked bluntly, her words tangling up in her enlarged tongue.
The alien lifted its left hand, a glowing orb in its palm. The overhead lighting changed colors, becoming a cooler shade as the tentacles tilted away, casting the creature in shadows.
The door irised shut behind it and its hand dropped, blue eyes blinking. If she looked closely, she could see the faint creases in the alien's armored plate that hinted at the existence of further eyes. This creature used to be human!
It took another step forward, stopping in front of them. The slug around its neck flexed, and the creature let out a long, shuddering breath.
Clicking hisses sounded from all over its body, its armor plating coming loose. The alien crossed to the couch and dropped its gauntlet onto the surface with a wet squish. Letting go, she began to strip the rest of her armor, piling up her shin and breast plates on top of each other, revealing a fit body.
Her breasts were half the size of theirs, but her skin was colored the same. Kate noted the size of the codpiece, a little disappointed when the member underneath didn't match the exaggerated curve of the armor.
Finished, the alien sighed and sat across from them, lifting her legs to set them on the end table in an extremely human pose. "You cannot imagine the day I've had," she sighed in a feminine voice. "It almost makes becoming a breeder a less stressful prospect."
"What does that mean?" asked Kate, feeling offended that the woman was acting so casually.
If she was going to invade their space when they were about to get physical with each other, she had best have a damn good reason for it!
The alien tilted her head back, piercing them both with the intensity of her gaze. "Things are not as simple for me as they are for you. I can't afford to get lost in fucking, or we're all going to be screwed. Literally."
Kate slid in next to Jackie, pressing their shoulders together for comfort. She was about to ask the alien who she was when she detected that Jackie's back had stiffened. She glanced at her lover, holding back when she noticed that her forehead was wrinkled in consternation.
"I recognize that voice and cadence," she said, her brain working. "You're farther along in your transformation, and you're treating us like old friends. Doris?"
The alien lifted her fingers and gave them a little wave, a smirk on her lips. "Got it in one, dearie! I always knew you were a smart cookie, that's why I made sure to hook you up with my premium equipment."
The tension faded from Jackie's frame. They were at least dealing with a known quantity now.
But that wasn't entirely true, though, was it? This 'Doris' was part of the alien vanguard, and had been working for them for several months. She had been infested long ago, disguising the extent of her transformation as she spread the Masters all over their neighborhood. Her capability for deception was not in question, but her goals were.
"We're just dumb breeders," riposted Kate. "Why bother with us? We're no longer your target. As soon as we were scooped up by a patrol, your interest in us should have ended."
Doris folded her arms under her breasts, giving them a little pop as they settled into place. "Normally, you'd be right, if I was still under the control of the Slanadorians. However, I've slipped their leash, and I work for myself these days."
She tilted her head up towards the ceiling, closing her eyes slowly. "Hence the reason why I've disabled their listening devices."
Kate squished her body tighter against Jackie, feeling uncomfortable at this revelation. Did that mean they were about to hear about a conspiracy? She suspected that their lives were about to become a lot more complicated.
"Let's say we believe you," said Jackie, curling an arm around Kate's shoulder and squeezing her tight. "You still haven't said why you're here. You came for us, so why not tell us? You don't need to sugarcoat it. We already know how screwed we are."
Doris leaned forward, shadows gathering around her lips. "Very well. But it requires a short explanation first."
She let her arms fall free, giving the two of them a wide gesture as her breasts wobbled. "You both know the power of the aliens who have integrated themselves into your bodies. I imagine that you might even think of them as your 'masters,' since they can force you to do practically anything they desire."
Her hands dropped into her lap. "What you don't know is that they can do so much more for you, if only you could communicate with them!" Her eyes buzzed with an unusual pattern, pupils expanding. "The Slanadorians won't allow this, as they fear that we might learn to find a way to get out from under their scaly thumbs."
Jackie stirred, but remained silent. Kate wanted to ask questions, but sensed it was better to do likewise until the converted human had finished her speech. Best not to interrupt while she was in such an expansive mood.
"They are right to fear this," Doris continued. "I am a prime example," she announced, gesturing at her body. "My conversion is complete, but I have gone a step further. My consciousness has combined with that of the so-called 'masters.' We are one."
Jackie scoffed. "And we're just supposed to take that at face value? What if you're a part of some kind of alien secret police? If we decide to help you, we could be sealing our own fates."
It was right for Jackie to be skeptical, but Kate wasn't so sure. There was something about the alien woman that rang true to her, something subtle.
She sat up, scrunching her face up as she examined the alien, trying to see if there was anything unusual about her physically. She definitely looked and sounded like the others, with proportions that weren't that far off from theirs. Well, except for their swollen breasts and dicks, mind you.
She had said she wasn't a breeder, though, so that was probably a red herring. There had to be something else that she could use to confirm her vague impressions.
She grabbed Jackie's hand, which was wrapped over her shoulder. "Make her do something we can't do. That's the only way for us to get proof."
"Ah," nodded Jackie, giving her a hug. "I knew I chose you for something more than just your good looks."
She straightened up, giving Doris an imposing glare. "As humans, we couldn't trust you, because you were being controlled by aliens. As aliens, we can't trust you, as we're also being controlled by aliens. What kind of demonstration can you provide that might tell us that you're working in our best interests?"
Doris relaxed into the squishy seat, seemingly unconcerned. "That's not too difficult to do, really. You might have noticed that your libido is uncontrollable. The two of you want to fuck like rabbits, am I right?"
Kate glanced at Jackie, spotting the desire in her eyes. "So? You said yourself that we're breeders. Of course we're horny!"
Dotty rested a palm on her thigh next to her flaccid dick. "Yes, but you're not in control of yourselves. Your masters give you commands and it's a one way street. You find yourself obeying them without even thinking. But what if I told you that it didn't have to be that way?"
Jackie scooted forward in her seat. "That would be valuable knowledge indeed. What do you mean, specifically?"
Doris' fingers played over her skin. "The truth is that the creatures you call master are beholden to our wondrous controllers and overlords. You've already seen one of them, yes? Tell me, how did that encounter go?"
"It descended into an orgy," whispered Kate. "Shit, we've been under their control this entire time!"
Doris turned her hands over, palms up. "That's right. They've purposefully been keeping your bodies from fully integrating with your symbiotes. In this way, they can delegate commands through them and force you to obey."
She lifted a hand to her neck and prodded at her neck slug. A series of large, lazy eyes opened and shut as it sat quiescent. She gave it a little pat and a burp of air sounded from the holes in its body.



"Fortunately for us, they underestimated the adaptability of us humans. I was one of the very first to be infested by the symbiotes, and we managed to integrate without them figuring out their mistake."
Grabbing hold of her penis, she gave it a short stroke absentmindedly. "From there, we organized a network of like minded individuals, forming cells with cutouts so that we all couldn't be destroyed if we were detected. We used our high intelligence and biological skills to develop an organic solution to our problem. All we currently lack is a means of implementation."
Jackie gave Kate a firm hug, running her fingers down her side until they wrapped possessively around her hip. "Doris would never have had the intelligence to accomplish all of that on her own. You're not her, are you?"
"What do you mean?" asked Doris, blinking innocently as she dropped her dick. "I'm most definitely the old woman you knew, dearie. I know how to organize and run a shop, and I applied those skills towards forming our little resistance."
Kate lurched forward, understanding suddenly dawning. "You're just trying to confuse us now. What you're saying is nothing more than a half truth. Yes, you're Doris, but you're also not Doris. Your mind has become just as much of a hybrid as your body!"
Jackie made a noise of approval as she stroked Kate's side. "Everything is dropping into place. This is a full on power struggle between different alien factions!"
Doris folded her arms again and scowled, saying nothing. This was more than enough confirmation for Kate.
"I assume the end game is that you want us to integrate with the aliens we call Masters. What do we get out of all that? What will become of our human thoughts and feelings?"
The scowl on the alien's face deepened. "We can't say for certain," she said, the tone of her voice splitting into several separate undertones. "It is different for each individual. This one's meld was mostly amicable, leaving behind a complete gestalt. This is usually the case, as long as the host is willing."
She wasn't bothering to mask her more alien characteristics now. The jig was up - but was she actually being truthful with them, or was she just saying that to be as convincing as possible?
"If the host is not willing, they eat various parts of your brain until you are willing, is that correct?" asked Jackie, her hand sitting limp against Kate's side.
Doris shrugged. "I could tell you that it was the fault of the Slanadorians, but that would be another half truth." Grabbing a breast, she rolled a thumb over her nipple. "As you may have noticed, we're erogenous creatures, but that's not just a want. It's a need. If you don't fulfill the lustful desires we bestow upon you, we wither and die. We cannot allow this, therefore anything that prevents us from feeding will be eliminated."
She let out a soft moan, sighing with satisfaction as her belly trembled. "That includes any parts of your brain that happen to resist us."
She stopped her stroking. "Do you really miss it? Don't you feel better now that some of your most restrictive inhibitions have been removed?"
"That's not the point," protested Jackie. "Those things have rummaged around in my brain, and I still don't feel like me."
Doris looked irritated. "Who did you expect to feel like, then?"
When Jackie glowered back at her, she sighed. "Look, I'm trying to tell you that it wasn't malevolent. They were simply doing what they needed to survive. How would you feel if you were starving to death and a feast was placed in front of you?"
Kate nudged Jackie's thigh. "I understand your resentment, but taking it out on her isn't going to change anything."
Kate leaned back. "So what exactly are you offering us? A chance to strike back at our alien abductors? What kind of stakes do we have in this fight?"
Doris spread her hands. "You've landed upon the crux of the issue. Do you wish to remain a slave of the Slanadorians, bowing to their every whim, or do you want to cooperate with your symbiotes and seize control?"
She leaned forward. "From where we're sitting, those are your only two options. You can ignore my request and become dumb bimbo breeding slaves, or you can join us and aspire to something greater. Freedom."
"But we'd still be dumb bimbo breeding slaves," interjected Jackie dryly.
The alien looked like she wanted to say more, but she held her peace. Kate tugged at Jackie's arm. "Let's discuss this. Alone."
Doris shrugged, taking her breasts in her hands and giving them a fulsome squeeze.
Jackie shifted her bulky body, her chest wobbling as she ambled to the rear of the chamber, Kate close behind.
"We can't trust her," whispered Kate in a single breath. "But I don't think we can ignore her."
Kate glanced at the alien, who seemed to be having a good time groping herself. The sight was making her horny, too, which wasn't a great sign.
"Agreed," grunted Jackie. "Besides, my chest is really rumbling now. We're going to need her expertise. But... I don't like this. If she makes a move on you, I'm going to shut this down."
Kate gave her a bright smile, reaching out to give her hand a squeeze as her dick flexed at her crotch. "Stop saying things like that, or I'm going to want to fuck you even more."
"I... might actually like that," Jackie admitted, looking less confused than she had before.
A curious look appeared on her face. "If we had control, then... I wouldn't feel so bad about submitting. If it was you."
Kate made a wet noise through her neck slug, feeling embarrassed at the sudden change of roles. Maybe this wouldn't be so bad after all?
Her stomach suddenly cramped, and she let out a moan. Scratch that, this was going to be bad.
"What's wrong?" hissed Jackie, looking concerned. She gasped too, clutching at her belly as she stared in horror at Kate.
"I see that I arrived just in time," announced Doris. "You'll want to take a seat for this," she warned. "The first birthing can be rather hairy."
Tight-lipped, Jackie waddled back to their couch, straining with pain as she took a seat. Kate wasn't doing much better, a heavy contraction gripping her as soon as her ass hit the squishy seat.
It deformed under her weight as a dribble of fluid leaked out of her pussy, quickly absorbed by the fleshy material. The cushion surface rippled, branching apart as separate sections lifted upwards under her legs.
Crying out in surprise, she toppled back into the seat as small tentacles wrapped over her legs, securing them in place. Her hips tilted upwards as a ridge formed under her ass, exposing her dripping pussy, her head squished into the seat back.
Arms flailing, she almost hit Jackie, who was experiencing something similar as she struggled to sit up.
"There's no need to be alarmed," said Doris calmly. "It's reconfiguring to accommodate your birthing. Let it help you."
That was easy enough for her to say. She wasn't being upended like a cat slipping on a sheet of ice!
The contractions in her abdomen were coming more regularly now, however, so she didn't have much mental energy to worry about the fact that her privates were being exposed.
Doris appeared above her, looking down with sympathy. "So, what did you two decide? Do you want my help, or are you planning on going it alone?"
Kate nodded vociferously. "Yes, yes, please!"
"Good," Doris hissed through her neck, reaching down to the right of Kate's spread legs. "Just relax. After I've hooked you up, the pain will be brief."
Hooked up? She didn't like the sound of that, but the pain was already returning, her hips bearing down on something large that was clogging up her birth canal.
Unable to continue straining, she cried out, sweat dripping from her forehead. She closed her human eyes to avoid having them fill with salty tears, watching the alien as she coiled over a flexible tube with a gaping mouth on the end.
She was going to protest, but Doris didn't hesitate, popping the mouth over the top of her right breast. Immediate suction clamped down, tendrils licking at her flesh as pain spiked around her swollen boob in a wide circle. She wrapped her hands around the tube, giving it a tug, but the end was securely attached.
While she was distracted, Doris produced a second tube, running a hand under her other breast as she secured it into place. "Stop messing with it," she admonished. "It will moderate some of the pressure and prevent you from leaking all over the place during the birthing. The endorphins it's injecting will counter the pain, too. Sit back and let them do their jobs."
Kate bit her lower lip as the eyeless mouths clamped down, pulsing back and forth as they tugged in an alternating fashion. Her dick immediately sprung up, engorging as her arousal shot through the roof.
Arching her back, she let out a soft coo, enjoying the pleasure as another cramp seized her abdomen. The mixture of the two moderated the dull ache of her clenching muscles, converting some of the pain to unexpected joy. It was actually feeling pretty good!
"Do what she says," Kate gasped. "It's helping. A lot."
When the next mixture of pain and pleasure arrived, she gave up trying to stay with it, letting herself relax back as she rode the waves. Sweat drained between the valley of her breasts as they bounced back and forth, the tentacles pumping and sucking. Damn, that felt great!
She could hear Jackie moaning, too, their cries mingling as they were carried along by the unusual sensations. It all became a little too real as she felt something dropping into her birth canal. "It's coming!" she grunted, another cramp seizing her.
"Shhh, shhh, just let it go," hummed Doris, placing a hand on her belly as she continued to heave. "The eggs are self-lubricating; they won't get stuck. The Tonkains are already arriving to take care of them. Nothing will go to waste."
A shark-like grin appeared on her face. "I won't allow it. We need all of them if we're to succeed in our plan."
At this point, Kate really didn't care anything about their plot. She simply wanted the hard mass out of her. She pushed hard, and a bulge squeezed out of her canal.
Doris disappeared for a moment, leaning over as she reached out to catch the mass that she expelled out of her vagina. When she stood, a round, green orb was in her hand, covered with a dark, glossy sheen.
She lifted her other hand, a dark smile fixed on her face as she jabbed the center of the egg with a syringe, injecting a fluorescent liquid. The egg glowed blue for a moment before settling down.
Sliding the empty vial into her belt, she turned and passed the egg to the trunk of a gray quadruped that appeared at her shoulder. It chuffed once, its snout opening wide to clamp around the oval. With a quick snort, the egg vanished up its nose, the creature's belly bulging as it was added to its internal pouch.
The process happened so quickly that Kate was barely able to register it, and besides, she already had another egg coming. She bore down again, the painful cramp less difficult to deal with as the licking pleasure at her breasts increased.
The only way this could be made better was if someone started suckling her dick. The alien organ was now fully erect, the tip bouncing up and down as she writhed from the pleasurable pain.
Another egg shot out of her lubricated tunnel, caught adroitly by Doris and doctored in the same way, a Tonkain sucking it down like a delectable snack.
"How many of them are there?" she complained, her belly shrinking slightly as another egg was loaded into position.
"I wouldn't complain," said Doris, her eyebrows raising as she vanished momentarily. "Your lover is having quite a time of it, but it looks like her eggs are about to come, too."
Kate gritted her teeth as she turned to look at Jackie. Her lover was pallid, head tossed back as she looked at the ceiling. "Get them out of me!" she croaked.
"That's entirely up to you," said Doris with little sympathy. "If you continue to refuse to accept reality, it's only going to get worse for you. There's only so much the breast lovers can do."
Kate squeezed her brows together as she tried to understand. Maybe she was off the mark here, but she had to say something!
"You don't have to hold back on my account," she wheezed tenderly. "I don't need to be protected from this. We've both agreed. You can let go of whatever principles you're holding onto. Bear in mind that those are my babies you're birthing."
Jackie grunted, tossing her head. "They're not yours, they were created by those damn alien parasites that attached themselves to our privates!"
"They're not parasites," objected Doris. "They're symbiotes."
Sweat ran down Jackie's face. "Same difference," she choked out, a wave of pain shooting across her face as she bore down.
Doris clinically lifted up her dick, staring at her bared pussy. "You're almost there," she said, her voice threaded with satisfaction. "Give it another push and it will come."
A second Tonkain trotted into the room, lifting its trunk and setting it over Doris' shoulder. She frowned, giving it a smack. "Stop being so eager!"
The animal snorted, pulling back, only to return as its flexible appendage slid under her shoulder and wrapped around her waist. She giggled. "Come on, hurry up. They're getting playful, and I can only hold them back for so long. You don't want this one fondling at your snatch, that can be rather unpleasant."
Jackie looked put upon, face ashen as she stared at the alien quadruped. "I'm almost interested in giving it a try. Its bedside manner couldn't possibly be worse than yours."
"You can insult me all you want, but that won't get your eggs out faster." She pointed at Kate. "She's getting close to half way through already."
She was? That was a definite incentive. Well, she wasn't going to wait for Jackie to get herself sorted out. The next egg was insistent, already slipping into her canal.
She pushed, and it slipped out rather easily, with barely even a twinge of pain. It was getting much easier to do, her breasts glowing white hot with pleasure as they were tickled and suckled by the alien tubing.
She giggled as she watched Doris struggle to catch her egg, wrapping her hands around the fleshy stalks and giving them a tug. She wasn't worried about removing them now, but the jolt that ran through her breasts from the sudden force was rather delightful.
She pulled harder, wobbling them in different directions as alien milk squirted from her nipples. There was so much of it! Her body was such a good producer!
But if it was all being sucked out by the tentacles, that wouldn't leave any for her children!
This vague thought drifted away as another pleasurable cramp arrived. Doris appeared to know how to handle a birthing, and she had a vested interest in keeping her progeny alive. There should be nothing to worry about!
Besides, the slug sitting snug about her neck didn't appear to be alarmed at all. If her Masters weren't concerned, she wasn't either. They had trained her well.
Jackie let out a loud yell, and Doris darted away. "Very good!" she exclaimed. "That one is healthy and large. It will make for an excellent symbiote."
Kate was too occupied with her own pleasure to care at this point. She gave the breast pumps another small tug, moving her hands down to rub at her belly. It was noticeably smaller now, another egg loading up in her passageway. They'd all be out soon, and then this unusual interlude would end.
A strange pulse tingled up her spine. It was a similar feeling one experienced after a good orgasm, regret that it couldn't have lasted longer.
That was a foolish thing to think when she wasn't quite done yet. She might as well enjoy the ride as much as possible.
Sliding her fingers down to her pussy, she played with the sensitive flesh, running her nails around the outer expanse.
During the next contraction, she could feel the opening gaping wider, the hard oblong squeezing out into her hands in a quick gush of fluid.
Bemused, she handed the egg to Doris, who gave it a quick injection. Once the blue glow dimmed, the alien brushed away the interested trunk of a Tonkain. "I think these are going to be your last few, dearie," she said in a sickly sweet tone.
She raised up the dripping wet egg in the palm of her hand. "I'm going to implant this in your neck symbiote for later."
Kate frowned, pulling back. "Why?"
"Because, without them, you won't stand a chance of resisting the power of the Slanadorians," she said in an even tone.
She threw up a hand to forestall Kate's protest. "This isn't anything unusual. Nesting eggs like this is the natural way to go. Before Tonkains, all symbiotes had to be gestated this way."
"Oh. If that's the case, then... put them in me. I want to be free of all this." She bared her teeth, surprised at how visceral her emotions had become.
Doris planted a knee next to her, looking impressed. "Stay strong, then. This will only take a moment."
Reaching in, she squeezed her fingers into one of the open holes around the side of her neck. The slug woke up, pulsing against her throat with excitement as the egg was brought closer.
There came a quick slurping noise, a hard object bumping up against her neck as it rolled around to the rear. That was going to be rather annoying, but it wasn't too uncomfortable.
Doris returned down below as she heaved again, grabbing another egg. "Stay back!" she barked, wagging a finger at the Tonkains, who were snuffling around Jackie's pussy.
She sighed. "I'm going to lose a couple, but it can't be helped. Don't worry about it, there should still be plenty to get the job done."
Returning with another egg, she slotted it into the hole next to the first, Kate's slug burbling as its body flexed around the obstruction.
Doris checked her belly. "The next one should be the last. Hold on for a moment, I need to attend to your lover."
Kate groaned with annoyance, curling her toes as she resisted the urge to push. A tickling sensation started inside her vagina, her inner muscles wobbling as the desire to clench increased. Tightness built in her alien dick, giving her an idea.
Grabbing hold of her swollen appendage, she began to massage its length, tugging and jerking. She was rewarded with a commensurate increase in pleasure, its girth fitting snugly in her hand.
Her general state of arousal climbed through the roof as she played with it, running the edge of her thumb around the doubled ridge under the head. Veins pulsed, heat radiating as sweat sparkled over her body.
The tip surged upwards, a small spurt of purplish liquid emerging. She ran her hand up and over, coating her palm with the slippery fluid.
Tenderly gripping the shaft, she gave it a powerful stroke, pressing her thumb and forefinger together to increase the stimulation. The alien around her throat made an encouraging grunt, its body expanding as it became hard, choking her.
The resulting lack of oxygen produced euphoria, her mind shutting down as she let go, wheezing as she was carried aloft into an orgasm.
Doris returned, shifting her dick to one side as it began to jerk, small spurts of ejaculate gushing onto the floor. Ignoring the ecstasy she was in, Doris gathered up the final egg, which had been expelled entirely without her notice
Giving it a quick injection, she inserted it into Kate's neck, patting her on the cheek. "Good girl. I'll leave you there to enjoy it. Your lover will be done soon as well, both of you showing off exactly why you were chosen to be breeders."



Was the alien being patronizing? She very much doubted she'd be saying such things if the two of them swapped roles, but the pleasure returned, and she simply didn't care any more.
She caressed her beasts, squeezing and pushing them up and out as the alien mouths drank down the copious amounts of milk she was producing. Her dick was still pulsing, too, ropes of cum splattering over a curious Tonkain that had approached a little too close.
It snorted and took a step back, giving her a look that she somehow interpreted as disdain. Shaking its body, it turned around, giving her a good look at the bulging sac of eggs it stored in its belly. A small tail whizzed through the air as it trotted off, taking its goods through the open portal of the chamber as it vanished somewhere beyond.
Unbothered, Kate laid back and let a warm languor settle over her, enjoying the feeling of being empty.
For now. Given the way her libido appeared to be working, she'd inevitably find herself bent over with Jackie's dick in her snatch soon enough. That was all well and good. She was sure they'd both enjoy it.
She lazily turned towards her lover, who was now in the same end stage she had just experienced. Doris was fussing over her, feeding eggs into her neck worm as the pulsing slug enlarged to accommodate the size of the ovals. The alien tentacles at her breasts were suckling just as strongly as hers, and she could see that Jackie's breasts had definitely decreased in size.
She had to admit that from this angle that made her body more classically proportioned, making her even sexier in Kate's eyes. If she wasn't feeling so tired after her orgasm, she'd definitely be spending time exploring her body.
It really had been a short time since they had been placed here. There hadn't really been a second opportunity to get properly fucked by her lover, and she was already feeling the lack.
Jackie let out a long breath, and Doris retrieved the final egg, injecting it with a practiced motion as she carried it over to Jackie's neck. "Now, when these hatch, they'll connect with your main symbiote. At that point, the rest of this will be entirely up to you. Will you negotiate with them and allow them to integrate with your consciousness? Or will you resist them again and force the Slanadorians to assert their control?"
She shrugged. "Either way, I have what I need. Think about it while you still have the time."
She slipped the final empty vial into her pouch, the glass tube clinking against the multitude of others. Tilting a shoulder, she swayed her hips with arrogance as she stroked one hand over the back of the remaining Tonkain.
Halting, she dropped her hand to the small of her back, sliding out a white package. "Oh, I almost forgot," she said nonchalantly, setting it on the end table. "You might still not trust me, but you'll trust this. If things don't work out, you'll know what to do."
Leaning over, she gathered together the armor pieces she had left on the couch. "When you're done with the breast milkers, their stalks will shrivel up. At that point, you can either remove them or keep them. They'll help to reduce your excess milk production until your babies grow large enough to need it."
Tilting her head, she gave them a smirk. "Be smart. Whatever you end up doing, be a good pair of girls, and don't get in our way. Above all, don't think too hard. Remember, you're breeders, not masterminds."
She sashayed out of the room, the Tonkain following close on her heels as the portal's tentacles rippled, squeezing shut with a wet squish.
"What a pompous prick!" exclaimed Jackie, trying to sit up.
"Yeah, but she has a point," sighed Kate. "We don't know what we're doing."
She screwed up her face. "You know what? Right now, I just don't care. I'm going to relax and finish getting milked, then we're going to cuddle. How does that sound?"
"Yes, Mistress," replied Jackie, a wobbling smile on her face appearing as Kate frowned at her.
She sighed. Her lover was going to make for an insufferable bottom.
Jackie levered herself up, her breasts straining against the alien tentacles. "I want to know what she left us," she announced.
Fortunately, the tentacles had enough play to allow her access to the table, and she took the white box in her hands, sliding off the top. She studied the contents for a moment, tilting it over to show Kate.
It was her magnum, fully loaded with six rounds.
"Fuck!" she exclaimed succinctly.
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Chapter Six
She slid the cover back over the box and set it back on the table. Face white, her lips were clamped together as she returned to the couch.
Her seat rippled, reconfiguring to give her a more comfortable sitting experience as she sat heavily, her breasts bouncing as the tentacles continued to lap at her breasts.
"What's wrong?" asked Kate. "This is excellent news! She's given us a way to fight back, to get out of here!"
Jackie turned towards her, her face more gray than usual. "Deep down, I don't believe we have any chance of escaping, even with this. The slugs around our necks would strangle us before we took even a single step. Doris knows this, so she's suggesting another solution - if we can't take the pressure."
"Oh. Oh."
Kate shook her head. "I think you have it all wrong. Yes, she got what she wanted from us, and it wouldn't derail her plans completely if we took ourselves out. There's still the eggs in our necks, though. We can be useful."
She sniffed, feeling rather haughty. "Besides, I won't let you do any such thing! I'm still getting used to these changes. I need you."
"A heartwarming sentiment," muttered Jackie, crossing her legs together as she scooted back on the couch.
Kate noted the fat length of her flaccid dick, a tingle running through the inner lips of her pussy as her throat clenched. Some of this attraction was undoubtedly caused by their Masters, but she couldn't blame everything on them.
Jackie folded her hands and gave her a severe look, her human eyes squeezed shut as the triangle of blue alien eyes speared her. "I don't want this responsibility," she announced. "You can carry it, if you want, but after all I've been through, I don't trust myself. I don't trust my mind."
Kate wanted to say something, but she sensed that Jackie was finally opening up, so she settled for resting a hand on her knee.
"I've been far too emotional lately," Jackie sighed, turning her hands over to examine the sharp claws that had replaced her fingernails. "When all this kicked off, shooting seemed like the right thing to do. Now that it seems I've got nothing to lose, somehow it doesn't."
Kate gave her knee a squeeze. "Maybe you're still worrying about me? I must assure you, I'm doing fine."
She let out a low coo as her nipples tingled, giving her right breast a light caress with her free hand. "In some respects, I'm doing better than ever. I'm free to spend time with you without being worried about drawing disapproving looks. We can be together now, and nobody will care. That's a huge triumph!"
Jackie gave her a wan smile. "You were always better at dealing with the stares."
She thumped her head against the back of the couch, the material cushioning the blow. "I've made a decision. I'm not going to do anything. It's yours. You can decide what to do with it, but I'm not going to touch it."
Taken aback, a protest sprung to her lips. "But my aim is terrible! That one time you took me to the range, I could barely even get a shot on the paper!"
Jackie shook her head, but Kate wasn't done. "I'll probably end up shooting one of us by accident!" she pressed, dismayed when Jackie looked away.
"It doesn't matter," Jackie said obstinately. "I'm not touching it."
Well, that seemed final. Kate sighed, poking her knee. "You've gotten into that stubborn mood again. Fine, I'll hold onto it, but if anything bad happens, I'm handing it to you."
Jackie grunted, but said nothing, crossing her arms under her chest. Both of them could play that game. She humphed and crossed her arms as well.
This pose didn't last long, however, as the creatures sitting on her nipples stopped tugging. Confused, she examined them more closely.
The long tubes connecting them to her breasts had shriveled, becoming wispy white strands with the consistency of a snake's molted skin.
As she pinched the withered tubes, they fell off, leaving behind small, rounded bodies that were still firmly clamped to her nipples. Curious, she ran her fingers over the blobby creatures, sighing as they shifted a little.
The seam between the edge of the creatures and her skin was tight, making it difficult for her to remove them. Besides, she didn't particularly like the idea of tugging at them, as her nipples were feeling extremely sensitive.
She tilted up one of her breasts, looking at the top of her new adornments. The tip had a small dimple where the tube had connected, looking somewhat like a belly button.
Around the lip, its body shimmered, the light penetrating its translucent skin. There was a small amount of fluid stored inside, and its body was visibly expanding as it huddled against her breast.
She stared at the creature dumbly. It was helping to drain her excess milk, preventing her from getting uncomfortably overloaded, but this just felt strange. Now, she had an alien creature stacked on top of an alien creature, like some sort of extraterrestrial sandwich.
No, that wasn't right. Her Masters were a part of her now. It wasn't right to think of them as being something other.
Sighing, she prodded the creature's flesh, chuckling when she noticed how it pulled away.
"They're cute, aren't they?" asked Jackie, her earlier intensity fading. "Like tiny external milk pouches. I wonder how they evolved?"
"Probably similar to bedbugs or ticks," muttered Kate darkly, "but these seem to provide some form of benefit, so they're not parasites."
"Doris kept calling our Masters 'symbiotes,'" noted Jackie, "and I have to admit they're certainly improving our sex life, but only in service of their form of reproduction."
"Is that a bad thing?" Kate asked airily. "That's just the circle of life in action. Nothing wrong with that."
Her dick flexed as she looked over the swell of her lover's breasts. "Speaking of which... "
A coy look appeared on Jackie's face. "If you insist."
Kate traced her fingers up Jackie's thigh, snaking out a hand to grab at her dick, which was already beginning to engorge. "I'm feeling all empty and alone. I'd very much like to be held and filled to the brim with someone's fat package."
Jackie was about to say something when she froze, the slug around her neck squeezing tight as it inflated. Kate wheezed, scrabbling at her neck as she experienced the same thing. A pulse of control flooded into her brain and she sat up straight.
"We're being summoned," said Jackie flatly, saying out loud what both of them were feeling.
They were. Kate knew this with every fiber of her being, the tendrils of the Masters massaging her thoughts to calm her down, as if she was a frightened horse. Normally, this wouldn't concern her too much, but there was something she had to do before the chamber's portal irised open. Before the Masters ordered them to leave.
Not waiting for the next command, she leapt to her feet. Leaning over the end table, she pulled the top off the cardboard box and wrapped her fingers gently around the cold iron contained within.
She was careful to keep her finger off the trigger as she tried to figure out how to conceal it. Where could she put it? Would the aliens scan them before bringing them before their overlord? They wouldn't expect a lowly breeder to possess a deadly weapon, would they?
Her anxiety grew as the tentacle arms at the portal rippled. She was running out of time. What should she do?
Her eyes flitted around, landing on an object resting at the other end of the couch. It looked like a breastplate. Doris must have left it behind when she had left, but why?
Marching over, she snapped it up and turned it around, suspicion blossoming in her brain.
There was a depression on the back side, large enough to hold the revolver. She placed it inside and lifted the piece up, giving it a test on her belly.
It probably wasn't going to work. Although she was no longer filled to the brim with eggs, her breasts were still quite large, and there definitely wouldn't be enough room to hide them underneath the armor plating.
Pushing it into place, she studied the fit. No it wasn't going to... wait, hold on, this was actually working!
The piece had suctioned itself onto her skin, molding itself around her bust as it glued itself in place. Within moments, it was solid and secure.
She gave it a little tap with her knuckles, wincing at the hardness. She had no idea how she would access the weapon under the armored plate, but at least this would work!
A solid thrum pulsed in her head, and she turned towards the door, feeling the command taking hold. She had to follow the other breeder out into the corridor. She had to obey.
She gave in, allowing her body to follow the impersonal command. Her penis bobbed, swinging between her legs as she increased her pace.
This was okay. She was following their orders, and she had the means to protect her lover. She wouldn't allow the Slanadorians to harm Jackie. She would ensure that both of them survived this. Somehow.
Exiting out into the corridor, she made a left turn, following Jackie as they walked up the ramp in a wide circle. A Tonkain appeared behind her, waddling along like a lost duck, its trunk in the air.
She was rather amused by its antics, but couldn't spare it any attention. Her brain was fixed on the command given to her, all aspects of her mind working to obey.
There was comfort in obedience. The shimmering smoothness of a thoughtless mind was soothing, and the more she marched, the better she felt.
Another couple joined them at some point along the way but she barely noticed them. She was too far gone, her consciousness sinking under the direct control of her Masters.
Together, they marched around and around, climbing at a steady rate until the passageway leveled out, arched openings appearing on their left.
Circling around a pair of light stalks projecting from the wall, they stepped down into a sunken circle.
Around them were wide, tinted windows, giving them a good view of their environs. Purple land ingested by the Sturge spread out in all directions, truncated stalks of former trees billowing out infectious fluid that spelled the death of mankind.
In front of them was arrayed a central console, Slanadorian guards stationed at both ends. She couldn't read their alien expressions, but they certainly looked fierce, lances cradled in their arms.
They were also equipped with pistols in their belts, coils of a silvery rope hanging from their sides. They could easily stun and wrap up an attacker with all of that gear. She shuddered, imagining what they might do to her if she attacked them.
Their multitude of legs trembled as they approached, the tubing on top of their heads throbbing as they systematically examined the new arrivals for threats.
Kate calmed down as their eyes skipped over her without lingering, ignoring the armored chest plate. They clearly saw her as just another breeder, nothing dangerous. She was safely under their control, just like the rest of them.
They were safe in this assumption, actually. At the current moment, Kate could no more turn her desires into actions than she could walk to the moon.
Her thoughts fluttered against the solid threads that bound her mind without resistance. She belonged to them.
On top of a raised dais was mounted a large chair, its back to them. The occupant stood on her tendril legs, facing a large screen mounted on the far wall.
She ignored them as they lined up in a row together, the commands in their heads forcing their legs apart into a resting posture. Their hands moved as one, thumbs and forefingers pressing together into heart shapes as they placed them over the top of their dicks, framing the thick appendages, which were quickly becoming erect.
An alien that looked like a converted human appeared from her right, stopping in front of her as it raised its hands. They appeared to be filled with a small, rounded blob of an alien.
She frowned through the iron control clamped around her mind. What were they planning on doing with that thing?
It didn't look like the Master that had been taken from her head to be converted into a dick. Its body was rounded and flat, with two tendrils that stuck out from either side of its nose.
Unable to ask any questions, she was forced to wait as the creature was pressed into place above her forehead. It adhered over the spot where she had originally been infested, the tendrils draped over her skull as they brushed against the sides of her head.
The resulting tickling sensation was uncomfortable, but all this went away when the flattened ends slapped over her ears. The incidental sounds from the room at large vanished, helping her to focus better on their alien Mistress, who continued to wait in silence.
The converted human moved on to the others, producing more of the small organisms, but she didn't care. She was rapt, her lips parted as she stared at the wide shoulders of her Mistress.
If the Masters did not have her within their control, she would have knelt and pressed her head into the metal decking. She was not worthy to lick Her foot tentacles!
The screen blinked, and another alien appeared, sporting the same head tubes as her Mistress standing on the dais. There were subtle differences, as the one on screen was wearing an elaborate crown.
The alien floated down a ramp, moving closer to the pickup. In the background were a collection of aliens like her, working feverishly at a circular bank of consoles that surrounded a glowing, red orb.
"Proctor Dahgla," growled Mistress, bowing her head. "We are not worthy of being graced with with your august presence."
"You are not," said the alien without fanfare, her eyes glowing a powerful yellow. "Tell me, Khanja, what is the reason for your delay? The local region should already be in your grip."
Kate blinked, now understanding the purpose of the alien sitting on her skull. It was meant to translate the alien words into something she could understand.
A humming throb pulsed in her mind. Mistress was prescient for thinking of this ahead of time! She couldn't wait to worship her glorious head tubes and wash her delicate foot appendages!
Her thoughts were being changed again. She was under their control. She must obey.
Her dick strained forth, her body rock hard at being commanded in this way. She was here to highlight her Mistress' command of the situation, nothing more. She was Her obedient slave.
"There has been more resistance than anticipated, Proctor," replied Khanja. "We have had to send in our limited reinforcements in an attempt to get back on schedule. If we had another two ships, I am sure we could achieve the desired results."
"You dare question our allocation of resources?" bit out the severe alien, her mouth fronds twirling outwards to show off her needle sharp teeth. "Show your remorse!"
Khanja grabbed at her neck tubes, trembling as she gave them a sharp tug. They burst outwards, a splatter of greenish fluid gushing out through the clean holes.
"I am mortified that I could not achieve your expectations! You should punish me for my failure!" she said, a fanatic fervor twisted through her words. "I am unworthy to be your protégé! Please, take this sign of my lifeblood and be merciful!"
This appeared to be an alien humiliation ritual. Kate was rather impressed by the dramatics, but would it be sufficient to mollify her Mistress' superior?
The Proctor's head tubes lifted up from her face, showing off a set of frills that were hidden underneath. "It is good that you do not forget your place, meerish. Make do with what you have, or the penalty will be even more severe."
The screen blanked out, a hissing noise coming from Khanja's lips as she spun about, green fluid squirting from her neck. She made a clicking noise with her tongue and folded her arms, glowering at the gathered slaves.
One of her bodyguards set aside her spear and approached, grabbing the ends of the head tubes and slipping them back into their sockets. She then proceeded to wipe down the mess that had been created with a cloth she grabbed from the table, unbothered by how the blood soaked through the linen.
Her Mistress must know the Proctor well. Khanja had been prepared for this to happen. She was happy that she was owned by a smart Mistress.
Unfortunately, that meant she would probably be hard on her slaves until she had achieved her goals. That didn't mean much to Kate, though. She was quite willing to do whatever it took to please her Mistress.
When the guard was finished, Khanja stepped up to the edge of the platform, examining her slaves. She didn't appear to be too happy at their appearance, but maybe that was just because of the stress she was under.
"You there," she said, looking at Kate. "What's your name?"
"Kate," she replied automatically. "You look gorgeous, Mistress."
Her lips formed the alien words without her thinking, the strange glottal gaps coming naturally to her speech as the alien on her head smoothly translated for her.
The flattery settled down the tubing around Khanja's frills, the alien crossing her arms. "At least someone around here appreciates me," she muttered.
She jumped off the platform, her torso bouncing as her army of legs cushioned her landing. "You are coupled with this one, are you not?" She pointed at Jackie, keeping her arms crossed.
"That's right, Mistress," she said, turning towards Jackie. Her lover was wearing one of the translation aliens, her face flat and pale.
A cruel smile lit up Khanja's face. "Good. Then we're going to have a little fun."
She pulled a thin knife out of her belt and handed it to Kate, who accepted it without question.
"The Proctor doesn't believe I have what it takes to get the job done," she said, watching her with malicious glee. "She doesn't understand the depths of my hate. I will do whatever it takes to see this through. And so will you, my slave."
Kate didn't know what she was babbling about, but she waited calmly for her next instruction. The purple gemstones on her Mistress' shoulders and neck glowed, the diadem on her head sparkling with power.
"Cut her," ordered Khanja, watching her with dispassion. "Make her bleed."
Kate hesitated, her arm trembling. Did she really mean that? She couldn't, could she?
"Did you hear me, slave?" hissed Khanja. "Cut her."
The pressure in her skull increased, and she stared at Jackie's arm in horror. She didn't want to, but she couldn't disobey a direct order.
Screaming inside, she was able to slow her arm down as it moved forward, the tip of the knife barely scraping the surface of Jackie's skin. Her lover shuddered, but remained still, staring straight ahead as the slug around her neck squeezed tight.
She was probably experiencing the same terror as Kate, but she had to stand and take it. Their Masters wouldn't allow them to move.
A thin line of dark, green blood welled up from Jackie's skin, the shallow slice bleeding profusely. "Do it again," ordered Khanja. "Deeper. Show me that you're mine, slave, or I'll completely break your mind. You won't have a single thought left in your silly little head beyond pleasing me."
The threat didn't motivate Kate, as she was already losing her mind. Her hand moved again, creating another cut.
She gasped, feeling physical pain at being forced to hurt her lover, but she couldn't stop. The command had been strict, and she had to obey.
This time, she winced as Jackie cried out. She couldn't do this! She was hurting her!



The conflict in her head increased, making her movements clumsy. That was almost worse, as the knife sliced deeper than she had intended. She couldn't give in, though!
She made another attempt, and this time, her hand shook more, halting in place. She breathed hard, staring at the rivulets of blood running over Jackie's arm.
"Did you not hear me, slave?" hissed Khanja. "I told you to cut. Obey me!"
She screwed up her lips as the desire to submit returned, but she couldn't allow herself to do so. This was anathema, and she wouldn't allow herself to be a party to it!
Struggling against her Masters, she turned towards the alien, blood glinting on the tip of the blade. "No," she said, using up all of the fortitude she could scrape together. "I will not hurt her further."
The alien smirked. "Very good. You are not entirely useless. There's still some fire left in there. I will enjoy snuffing it out."
She ran her fingers over the jewel embedded in her armlet. "The indomitable will of the spirit never truly dies, even when harnessed for use by another. I have no interest in such things, however. I need obedient slaves that won't talk back."
Her eyes glowed a deeper yellow as the intensity of the jewel she wore at her neck increased. "Keep disobeying me, yes, just like that. Every time you push back, your resistance falls. Eventually you will do anything I say. You'll destroy your best friend and lover at my word, and in doing so, you'll know yourself helpless to resist me. That is the ultimate power."
Kate groaned, seeing her doom in the glowing jewels. They must be working in tandem to enhance whatever psionic ability the alien was using to communicate with her Masters.
At this rate, the conclusion would be inevitable. Her Mistress didn't seem to care if she crushed her mind in pursuit of power. She had the advantage, as her Mistress didn't have anything she needed to protect.
Baloney! The fact that she was fighting for her lover's life made her stronger! This alien bitch could never understand that!
"Loveless, friendless, cold hearted, ruthless, piece of shit!" she hissed under her breath, using the pauses between each word to bolster her defenses.
"Oh, yes, I am all that, and more!" declared Khanja, her face swirling as the power of her gems distorted Kate's vision.
"I am the knife that cuts all relationships asunder!" she roared, grinning as she noticed Kate wavering. "I am the blade that will thrust through the heart of this world and bring it back to my superiors, enslaved to My will. Fear me, and obey!"
The jewels flashed, and Kate's walls crumbled, the slug about her neck clenching tight as the attack pulsed into her brain from multiple angles. She couldn't defend against it all. Couldn't even see where she was being attacked from.
She groaned as her thoughts writhed, twisting into new paths laid out by her Mistress.
She had lost. She was a slave. She was foolish to think that she could be anything more.
Her body began to turn back to Jackie, intent on following her Mistress' commands. There wasn't any other option. She must follow through. She must cut.
Her fingers trembled as a cracking sound reached her ears, twinges of pain jabbing into her neck. She couldn't understand what this meant while under the influence of her Mistress' gems, her arm descending towards Jackie's bloodied flesh.
A cool blanket washed over her mind, and her arm stopped, right before it could penetrate her lover's flesh. A burst of static rattled her brain and suddenly she could think freely again.
What the hell was she doing?
Jackie's face rippled, the dumb bliss she had been forced into feeling being replaced with sudden horror. Kate dropped the knife and took a step back, shocked at how bright and sharp everything felt.
The contrast was striking, like night and day. The world was shifting around her, dizziness striking her head as she struggled to understand what had just happened.
One thing was abundantly clear, however. The alien's control over her had slipped. She could disobey her. She could... what could she do?
It was probably too late to play dumb. The act of refusing Khanja's commands would alert her instantly that something was wrong. She was backed into a corner, exposed in front of the alien overlord. There was no other choice.
She grabbed at the chest plate, pulling at it with desperate strength. The jelly-like substance which had adhered it to her skin began to give, and she redoubled her efforts. Levering it forward, she stuck a hand inside, grasping the gun.
Whipping it out, she pointed it at Khanja. "Freeze!" she shouted, waving it about. "Don't move a muscle, or I'll plug your leader!"
Khanja didn't seem all that impressed by the threat, watching her with curiosity. The way Khanja's eyes subtly shifted, she got the sense that she was seen as no more dangerous than an annoying bug. She wrapped her finger lightly around the trigger as the alien's legs rattled together.
"Amusing," Khanja murmured. "An unusually strong willed breeder? An oxymoron, at best."
The translator must have struggled to find an appropriate word for that expression, as the words came through rather sluggishly. Kate kept the weapon trained on the alien as she slowly shifted to one side.
"No," smirked Khanja, rolling her shoulders with disdain. "This is well within parameters. There is nothing special about you. A breeder does not have thoughts. It does not have brains. It does as it is told. Nothing more."
Khanja stopped moving, facing Kate with intensity as her gems burst into an achingly strong brilliance, the purple color washing out her vision.
"Stand down, slave!" she roared, her words trembling in the air. "Bow for forgiveness, and perhaps I shall show mercy!"
The assault from earlier returned, bombarding her mind with a sheer force of will. She could feel her defenses beginning to crumble again, and panicked, her finger crushing the trigger.
A loud report rang throughout the chamber, and everything seemed to slow down, her mind accelerating.
The alien overlord's head tubes lifted from her skull in surprise, the bullet bouncing off the large, oval gem mounted in the center of her diadem. The ricochet impacted the view screen above, smashing a hole near the bottom quarter of the panel.
Shards of the screen sprinkled down on their heads as the tendrils in her ears writhed, but she ignored all this. The commanding presence in her mind had vanished again. For the moment, she was free.
"Stop that," she barked, pointing the gun at the two guards who had dropped their lances into a ready position. "I won't say this again. If any of you move a muscle, I'll put a hole in you!"
Khanja pressed a hand to her forehead, her face twisting into a dark scowl. "She destroyed it!" she shrieked, hate booming through the translator. "Kill them all!"
The bodyguards appeared ready to follow her command, but a converted human hopped on the stage and rushed the one on the right, grabbing the lance. The two of them began to struggle, distracting the second bodyguard.
A voice cut through the cacophony. "This is our chance. Get them!"
All hell broke loose, with more of the converted humans rushing the stage. The bodyguard was able to push back the initial assailant, but a second soon joined the fray, pushing and shoving.
It looked like the crowd might prevail when Khanja tilted her head back and roared, the gem on her chest beaming with brilliance. "Obey me, you fools!"
At first, Kate thought that her command was a dying attempt to seize control, but the struggles of the converted humans began to fall off. Somehow, her force of will was getting through to them.
She couldn't allow it, but she also couldn't shoot due to the shifting multitude of others in the way. If she missed, one of the humans could be injured, or worse!
A firm hand gripped her shoulder. "Let me," said Jackie grimly. "I'll put that bitch in her place!"
Fingers nerveless from the shock of the situation, Kate handed the pistol over. Jackie's face was pale, her other hand pressed over the deep cuts on her shoulder. The self assured version of her lover was most definitely back, however, her hand steady as she lined up the shot.
Kate clamped her hands over her ears as she turned back to the battle, flinching as the shots came one after another. The jewel on Khanja's chest simply exploded, splintering into several shards that opened up wounds in her neck and shoulders.
She barely had time to wince as the alien turned, an outraged look on her face. Khanja tried to say something, but the bullets impacted her armlets, neatly shearing the gems off their mounts.
Her spell broken, the converted humans renewed the assault, continuing their struggle with the bodyguards. Despite their training, there were far too many of the converted humans for them to fend off. Inexorably, they were pushed back, the sheer weight of the assault becoming too much for them.
Khanja looked stunned, her hands outstretched as she stared with murderous intent at Jackie. "You!" she hissed, her legs pressing against the floor as she stretched herself to her full height. "This is your fault!"
"No," said Doris, who had suddenly appeared at Khanja's side. "It's mine."
Plop.
Confused, Khanja tilted her head towards the other alien as she lifted her hands up towards her skull. A green blob had been emplaced there by Doris, slime dripping between the tines of her shattered diadem.
"What?" she blurted out, completely lost. "You're just another slave. We control you. We own you."
"Not anymore," said Doris confidently, grabbing her by the shoulder. "In a matter of moments, you'll be just another slave, no different from us."
Khanja grabbed at the blob angrily, trying to remove it, but the rubbery slime had already fixed itself in place, resisting her efforts. Doris wasn't waiting around for her reaction, either, smashing another blob of slime into the alien's face.
She gurgled, eyes tightening in fear as the egg fixed to her forehead cracked open. A violent, blue flash sparkled as the creature pressed itself against her skull. The alien's yellow eyes dulled as a blue liquid mixed into them, creating a toxic green glow.
She groaned, her legs fluttering as they spread wide, her body sinking towards the floor. Doris watched her without sympathy. "The creature is infesting your brain," she said in a nonchalant manner. "In a few moments, you'll be unable to resist its control. Tell me, how does it feel to be taken over by the same creatures you've been using to convert countless humans into your subjects?"
Khanja's eyes rolled and she lost control of her limbs, her body collapsing onto the floor. Doris was immediately there, cradling her head as she smiled maliciously. "We can't have you being hurt. You're going to be our first test subject, to see how well the genetically altered symbiotes work. We need you to cover our infiltration. It wouldn't do for our masters to find out what we're planning before we're ready to deal with them."
A cry came from the back of the stage and one of the bodyguard's lances jerked, a pulse of energy pulsing from the tip and crashing into the ceiling. The weapon was soon wrestled from the alien's grip, a blob of green goo being placed on top of their head.
Their fate was similar to Khanja's, the creature pulsing as it injected its contents into the alien's skull. All resistance soon evaporated as it came under control.
The grunts and groans of the fighting faded, settling into sighs as everyone relaxed into a ball of entangled limbs. Jackie lowered the pistol, seeing that the situation was coming under control. They had won.
What did that really mean, though? Had their situation actually improved? Kate had to admit that she didn't really know whether they had simply traded one master for another.
She stepped onto the stage, her legs unsteady as she loomed over their former captor. In the state she was in, her body didn't look imperious at all. In fact, her crumpled form appeared rather pathetic. "What are you going to do with her?" she asked Doris, swallowing hard.
"Exactly what I said," replied Doris, looking up at her. "She's our key to freedom. We'll use her to keep her bosses off our backs while we grow our network. With any luck, we'll be able to steal control of earth out from under them before they even know what's happened."
She leaned back, looking like a cat who had gotten into the cream. "At that point, we'll have plenty of options. They won't be able to get rid of all of us if we're found out, but I'd much rather stay below their radar. If we could infiltrate further, there's a chance we could take out their high command once and for all."
Kate wasn't impressed. "We're never going to be able to go back to what we were before this, are we? And we can't even stop their march to enslave this planet. Everyone is going to be converted into one of us."
"Yes, but you can't tell me that you haven't been enjoying yourself," pointed out Doris, gesturing at her dick. "Don't tell me you didn't have a good time coupling with Jackie when you were given the opportunity. I bet you'd be fucking her right now if I gave you leave to do so."
Kate let out a hiss, but she couldn't deny the sexual friction she was experiencing from seeing her former controller laid low. She owed so much to Jackie, and it was the only way she could think of to expiate some of the guilt she was feeling at being forced to hurt her.
"Don't change the subject," she said obstinately. "We've done what you asked of us. Are we going to be shunted away, consigned to be bimbo breeders for this new world order you're putting together? Don't we get a say in things?"
"Do you want a say?" asked Doris seriously. "We can't really afford for this to be a democracy. We're going to have to retain strict controls and secrecy if we hope to be able to succeed in our goals. While this mission was successful, you have to know that you might not be brought in on the next one. Not everything is about you and what you want."
Kate shook her head. "I know that." She balled her hands into fists. "I guess, I just want some certainty that nobody will hurt Jackie more than she's already been hurt."
"I'm not that hurt," said Jackie wryly, appearing at her shoulder. "Look, the wounds are already healing. It looks like becoming an alien has some tertiary benefits."
Relief washed through her limbs, and she could feel tears gathering in all her eyes. "Thank goodness," she sighed, pressing her hands against her sides to hide her trembling fingers. "I thought you were going to be permanently disabled!"
"She wasn't foolish enough to do that," grunted Doris, turning Khanja's head over.
The alien was clearly out of it, her tongue sticking out of her mouth as throbbing blue waves glowed in her eyes. Her chest deflated, a rattling hiss breaching her lips as her legs wiggled, but there was no conscious thought involved.
"No matter what she claimed, it was unlikely she would have allowed you to kill her. It would have been difficult for her to explain to her superiors."
"You didn't see her eyes when she threatened it," shuddered Kate. "I could tell that she was serious. She's a cruel bastard, and I don't want to see her ever again!"
Doris chuckled. "Well, after she's had some time to marinate, we'll get her a control slug, and then we won't need to worry about that any more."
An alien appeared next to her, offering her an egg. "Thanks, Ben," she murmured, cracking it apart as if she was about to make a scramble.
The pallid slug inside flopped onto the alien's chest, on top of her armored plate. It crawled around in a circle, leaving behind a trail of slime as it sought out her neck.
Kate ignored this as she stared at the converted human. "Ben?" she said, astonished. "You've been working with her all this time?"
The converted human lifted an arm, gathering in a second one who had sidled up next to him. She whispered something in his ear, and he nodded. "That's right. She came to recruit Janice and I before she went to you two. The offer she made us was too good to refuse."
Jackie glanced over the two of them. "Oh? And what was that?"
"We're the leaders of an alien cell," he announced, his neck rippling. He frowned. "Actually, we've been leaders for a long time. I'm sorry I couldn't tell you sooner."
"You what?" Kate stared at him in bewilderment. "How long?"
"As long as her," he said, nodding in Doris' direction. "I know this might come as a shock to you, but we were infested during the initial invasion. We've been double agents from the start."
Kate shook her head in confusion. "That's impossible! I would have noticed something!"
"The aliens were very careful to give us parasites that were not visible." Ben cleared his throat, looking sheepish as he glanced down at his privates. "If the word got out about what we were planning, we would have stood no chance at pulling this off."
Jackie grabbed at Kate's shoulder, pulling her close. "I won't ask how you deceived her for so long," she said sharply. "But I think we've heard enough. We're just dumb breeders. If you tell us too much, we might give away your plan."
Doris made a full throated chuckle. "It's too late now, my dear, you're neck deep in this mess. We'll let you go for now, but you'll have to accept that you're involved sooner or later. The new freedom you have will only last if you work for it."
Kate wrapped an arm around Jackie's waist. "It looks like we've done quite enough work for today." She gave her lover a squeeze. "If you have any other plans that will change the fate of the planet, tell us tomorrow, please. Jackie and I have a date together."
"We do?" asked Jackie, her triangular eyes shining with amusement.
"That's right. You're the only one I want to spend the end of the world with."
The blazing smile her lover gave her healed the gaping hole in her heart. Perhaps the distance that had opened between them could be fixed, with enough effort and love. She felt sure that they both had what it took, despite all of the alien interference.
It would have to be enough. She would accept nothing less.
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Chapter Seven
The last week had gone more smoothly than she had thought it would. Getting used to the quirks of her alien body had been frustrating at first, but now that her symbiotes were cooperating with her instead of telling her what to do, she was better able to understand what they wanted.
Fulfilling their needs before they became critical helped to stabilize both the human and alien elements in her body. A large part of that was making sure that her balls and breasts were drained as often as possible. That means she spent a lot of time having sex with Jackie, who was perfectly willing to reciprocate, as long as both of them could satisfy their desires at the same time.
She groaned as she pressed into the alien chair that was mounted at the side of the deck. Staring out through a small porthole, she sank her alien dick into the waiting hole in the back.
The world outside was a dreadful purple, spotted with metallic antennas implanted by the aliens. All native flora and fauna had been enveloped by the Sturge, converting the atmosphere into air that tasted like sweet cotton candy.
It wouldn't be pleasant for humans who weren't infested, but she didn't know any to ask. She had no idea how far the Sturge had spread, but any humans that had made it this far were already infested and had fallen under the sway of the symbiotes.
Her breasts sank into open pockets, tiny alien cilia swirling around her nipples as gushes of liquid spurted into the bottom of the cups, draining through small holes. When she pressed all the way in, the spongy material cushioned her body, sucking and licking as she ground into the chair.
At the same time, her pussy gaped open, accepting Jackie's dick as her lover slid it all the way into her snatch, the two of them rocking together like a carnal accordion.
The wet slapping sound of the two of them coming together in an unsynchronized rhythm filled the small space, exhorting them both to increase the pace. Kate screwed up her face, feeling more alive than she ever had before. It was so much better to be fucked freely by her lover without having to worry about toys!
She moaned shamelessly, squishing her rounded belly into the warm alcove provided for her in the breeding chair. Her body was on fire as the receptacle squeezed around her dick, tugging at her every time she pulled back.
It had all been setup to be as erogenous as possible, and she would already have orgasmed her brains out if she hadn't just finished reaming out Jackie.
Her transformed body had a fairly short refractory period, but this was asking a little too much of her alien organ. As a result, it might feel awesome, but she was going to have to work much harder to get herself off again. Just as Jackie had intended!
Her lover slapped her ass. "Look at you! You've been begging for this all day, and now you're going to get it. You're a slutty alien bitch, and I'm going to fill your hole until you squeal."
They had been worried for a while that their alien tongues would make them unable to communicate in human speech, but after a period of acclimatization, that didn't turn out to be the case. Sure, they still slurred a random word or two, but they had both gotten used to the changes, though it was still difficult for them to speak any of the alien languages. She definitely needed more practice with the double glottal stop.
Kate wiggled her ass as she thrust forward into the warm pocket, lubrication dripping from her crotch. The dirty talk was really getting her motor running. She just needed a little more edge to it. Perhaps she could provoke her lover into doing something she wouldn't otherwise consider?
She slowed her thrusting down, enjoying the hard length of Jackie's dick filling her up. She shook her head. "Who's the real slut? If I recall, it was you who was screaming her head off while I filled your belly with my eggs."
A hand smacked against her ass with a loud crack. It sounded worse than it felt, and she smiled to herself. Got her.
A slimy tongue prodded at her neck, and she arched her back as the slug squeezed itself tight against her throat. "No fair!" she croaked out, her inner tunnel clenching tight around the fat dick. "We don't usually link up until later!"
"Disobedient sluts need to be taught a lesson," retorted Jackie. "If you won't do what I tell you, you'll do what I command."
Kate howled as Jackie's elongated tongue slipped into the attachment point at the back of her neck. Her consciousness snapped like a rubber band as their minds instantly connected.
She could taste a cool mint flavor in her mouth as Jackie took control of her body, shoving her aside with the strength of her dominance.
If they hadn't experimented and agreed to this beforehand, she would have panicked, but as it was, she juiced up even more. To be used in this way was so degrading, she could barely contain herself!
Her rocking body started working in time with Jackie's thrusts, moving with the precise motions that Jackie commanded. She was no longer working for her own pleasure. She was a controlled slut slave, being used by her Mistress.
Her mouth opened in a squeal as the full measure of her situation settled on her mind. She understood that she was being made to do this, and it was so fucking hot!
Ass popping, she could feel everything as the fat length of Jackie's alien dick pulsed inside her, the throbbing rod working her, controlling her. The only thing left to her was her mouth, which she knew was on purpose. Her lover wanted her to beg for more!
Well, if that was what she wanted, she might as well oblige her. Throwing her head back, she cried out her pleasure, a thrill running down her spine as Jackie grabbed at her breasts.
Her tingling, enlarged nipples began to drip, but she couldn't touch them. She couldn't stop her lover. She couldn't do anything. And it was driving her over the edge!
She could feel it. She was on the precipice. Her alien dick was oh so tight, and the pussy pocket was oh so wet. If only Jackie would allow her that final, fluttering push, she could explode!
It was not to be. Jackie stopped all movement, holding her right near the edge, her body straining under her lover's control.
Jackie moved her hands around the sides of Kate's breasts, squeezing her arms between them. Pushing them aside, she moved upwards, gripping at Kate's neck slug and giving it a firm tug.
She leaned in, hot breath tickling at her ear. "You feel this solid ring around your neck, slave?" she hissed. "You're a collared slut, and you know it. You can feel me in your head, holding you back. You want it so much, but you can't have it. Not until I say so."
Kate whimpered, her body straining for completion it couldn't achieve. Shooting stars flickered in her vision as the ground below turned gray. "I can't!" she yelped, practically incoherent. "No more!"
"Yes, more," insisted Jackie. "You've been begging me for this for days. Where is all that begging now?"
She really meant it. Jackie wasn't going to let her cum without begging. She had to concentrate, pull herself together. But it was so hard.
Her nipples were on fire, sweat building up under her neck slug as another jolt of pleasure speared her loins. Her dick was so thick, she was worried that something was going to rupture. Had anyone ever died from a blue balled alien cock?
She wanted to laugh at that thought. Wanted to cry. Could do neither. She needed to focus!
Her vision blurred as she fought through tears of desperation. She couldn't handle this any longer!
"Please!" she shouted out. "Please, let me cum for you, Mistress!"
Jackie tugged at her neck slug. "Very good, slut. You are released. Let the pleasure flow through you as you ejaculate, knowing that you are owned."
She pulled Kate's body back against hers as she pushed her length inside, holding it there as Kate exploded.
Despite her earlier fun with Jackie, she was now feeling as hard as ever, ready to pump out her seed. The alien dick jumped, the head pulsing as thick cum burst from the tip. Stunned, she watched as globs of the cum mixed with tiny eggs splattered all over the receptacle she had been using earlier.
"It'll be wasted!" she protested, aghast at the mess that was being made.
Jackie shifted her grip, moving to grope her chest, thick nipples clamped between her fingers. "Forget about that, slave. I commanded you to do this, and you obeyed. That is all that matters. Lean against me and forget."
Her eyes rolled as Jackie squeezed, her vision blurring as she stopped worrying and embraced the pleasure. Her body was held, under her lover's control, and she was having an orgasm.
Cooing, she happily let go of all responsibility and spurted out the rest of her eggs, sighing as her breasts began to leak.
Leaning her head back, she rested it against Jackie's shoulder as her lover played with her, a warm languor settling over her body.
"Enjoy," whispered Jackie, extending her tongue to lick down the curve of Jackie's jaw. "But don't get too comfortable. I still have to finish."
She pressed against Kate's back, forcing her forward. The connection between them slipped free, and suddenly she found herself back in control. She wrapped her hands around the rear of the sex chair, her breasts squeezing into the inner curves.
Slight pressure was applied to her nipples and they popped inwards, the tips engulfed by the alien organisms living at the bottom of each cup.
Excess fluid was lapped up as quickly as she could produce it, relieving the interior pressure.
She sighed as her erect dick slid inside the warm pocket, the fleshy lips squeezing around her girth as the muscled interior pulsed against her skin. This action was more soothing than exciting, her length resting comfortably within the warm cave.
More importantly, the position this put her in forced her hips back, tilting her pelvis to give her lover better access. She was in for a ride, and she was looking forward to it.
"I've given you back your freedom, temporarily," stated Jackie in a haughty voice. "I'm going to use you for my pleasure. If you have any objections, keep them to yourself. I can always re-establish control."
She wrapped her hands around Kate's spongy ass cheeks, spreading them apart to reveal her swollen clitoris. Jackie didn't seem interested in teasing her any more, however, pressing her erect length in without any formality.
Kate splayed her legs, pressing her chin into the neck rest as Jackie went to town, slamming her body into the spongy chair. At first, she wasn't getting too much out of it, but as Jackie continued her thrusts, her body began to respond, pleasure threading its way through her loins.
Her own dick began to harden again, but she ignored it. There was no way there was anything left after the smashing orgasm she had just experienced, and this time it wasn't for her. She would relax and allow Jackie to breed her, to pump her full of her lover's eggs so that they could grow more of the symbiotes.
She cooed, lifting a hand to stroke at her neck slug. It wiggled under her touch, a burst of air being expelled from its body.
A feeling of joy trickled through her brain, and she enjoyed the secondary effects of the creature's pleasure. She had gotten better at recognizing the desires of her symbiotes, and with that familiarity, they were slowly becoming less alien to her.
Everything was much better since the alien overlord's heavy handed control over them had been broken. She no longer thought of them as Masters, because they now presented their desires as suggestions, rather than commands.
She was always happy to satisfy their desires, because in turn, that made her happy too. Some of that was probably due to the endorphins they pumped into her body after obeying them, but if that was the case, she didn't mind.
Her grip relaxed as she felt Jackie's body tensing up, her pumping slowing to a halt. Her insides felt warm as the alien dick began to spasm, filling her up with more of its eggs.
She didn't achieve another orgasm from this, but it was more than a little pleasurable. Bearing down, she worked her pussy to extract as much of the fertilized sperm and eggs as possible.
Her belly would soon swell with the alien eggs, though at this point, she thought of them as being Jackie's babies. Each of their offspring had special characteristics that they inherited from their parents. Jackie's could be identified by the small, purple dot that appeared between the red stripes on their bodies, right above their tiny eyes. Cute!
It was fortunate that the alien symbiotes didn't bother sharing their vision with her often. It was disorienting enough that she had five eyes to deal with on a regular basis!
She sighed as Jackie grunted, taking a step back. "Was that as satisfying for you as it was for me?" she asked, imbuing her voice with a saucy lilt.
"Shit, when you tease me like that it makes me weak in the knees," groaned Jackie, slapping her ass. "If you do that too often, sooner or later I'm going to have a premature ejaculation!"
Kate craned her neck to give her lover an impish smile. "I'd very much like to see that."
Jackie narrowed her sparkling, blue eyes. "That's like red meat to a submissive, isn't it? If you make it too hard to ride you, though, I'm going to take a firm hand. I won't brook any disobedience when I'm putting more babies into you."
"No, ma'am," grinned Kate. "I'm just the most obedient slut this side of the galaxy when you take the reins."
Jackie snorted. "That's not the right kind of teasing. It's just making me want to wipe that smirk off your face."
"Oh, so there's multiple kinds? Tell me, oh great Mistress, what I should do to meet all of your needs?" She lifted her hands together in a prayer pose, her breasts popping out of the depressions in the chair.
Jackie's eyes glowed intensely as she watched the wobbling orbs, her teeth set. "You can start by getting yourself cleaned up so that we can spend more time cuddling."
Kate gave her a coy smile as she trotted towards the alien shower. She made certain to put an extra spring in her step to give her breasts a perky air, amused as she noticed the way her lover's eyes slanted to watch her movements.
She pressed her body into the embrace of the organic shower built into the wall, a fleshy layer wrapping around her as tiny tendrils scrubbed at her skin. She turned and relaxed, sticking her hands and legs into the provided holes so that the organism could give her a thorough cleaning.
A warm tentacle rubbed between her breasts, suckers lapping at her milk. She giggled at the rough treatment, sighing as she was sprayed with a light oil. More tentacles appeared, massaging and cleaning her skin until she glowed a healthy blue.
She would have loved to spend more time in the 'shower,' but that would be rude of her. She gave the bulb near her hand a little squeeze, and the tentacles retreated somewhere into the wall, the fleshy cover retracting.
Stepping out into the room, she massaged her belly, already feeling a little full. The plumpness would increase over the next few hours until she was fully pregnant again, the rapid lifecycle of the symbiotes ensuring that there would be plenty of them to spread around.
"Your turn!" she chirped, blowing Jackie a kiss as she crossed to the closet, snapping her fingers to wake up the slumbering creature.
A large eye rolled open, giving her a desultory stare. A low grunt sounded and a horizontal opening appeared, revealing racks of skimpy clothing.
The first time she had seen this, she had blanched at the thought of retrieving her undergarments from a living armoire. Like most everything else about her new life, however, she was getting used to this, too.
She fished out a bikini and a sheer set of pink panties. Anything more would be a waste of time, given their new role as breeders. They might feel the urge at any time, and taking off a lot of clothing would make it more difficult to satisfy these sudden desires.
Threading the minimalist fabric patches over her nipples, she strung the strings behind her back and gave them a quick tie. It wouldn't stay in place if she had to do any physical activity, but that was rather the point. She liked being a sex object for her lover.
Next came the panties, which had an elastic band that gripped her waist as they slid into position. Her bulge was clearly visible under the stretched fabric, lending her an erotic air.
This obvious sign of her potency wasn't any cause for concern, as she would be among good company. Everyone else on this crazy ship was a sex hungry maniac, too. They all understood.
She was now as fully dressed as any breeder would be. Unless she was assigned a different role, there was nothing more she needed to do. Crossing over to a toadstool seat, she sat down and pushed a small cup under a long spout that was mounted to the wall.
Wrapping her fingers around a squeeze bulb under the spout, she gave it a firm tug. A spurt of creamy liquid gushed into the cup, the thin viscosity making it look like milk. It probably was, given its blueish color.
She didn't ask where it came from, taking a solid swig of the cool substance. It was sweet and refreshing, which was all she wanted. If she knew too much, that might bother her, and she didn't let much bother her anymore.
She had her lover, and her lover had her. That was all that mattered.
Taking short sips, she watched as Jackie finished with her shower, moving over to the waiting creature to pick up her own outfit. Eyes hooded, she couldn't stop her dick from engorging as her lover threaded the sheer fabric over her voluptuous breasts.
The way she patted and played with them wasn't necessary. She knew she had an audience, the little chit!
Fine. She would enjoy the view and say nothing. That might bother her, which might give Kate more amusement, depending on how her lover reacted.
A thrumming sound came from somewhere above, followed by alien words that filled the room. The voice was familiar to her, the confident diction of Doris' altered voice booming through the organic speakers.
Kate sat back, trying to concentrate, but it was still a bit too advanced for her to understand. She could pick out a word here and there, but without a translator it was rather hopeless.
Unfortunately, they hadn't been issued any of those, but she had to have patience. The instructions would be repeated again in English to ensure that they understood.
Jackie finished pulling on her sheer underwear, bracing her hands on her hips as she turned to face the door with a scowl. Kate knew why - their plans of having alone time together had probably been sidelined.
Kate wasn't bothered, though. They hadn't been called on to do anything but breed for some time, and she was quite interested to learn how Doris' plans were proceeding.
The aliens had continued to land more of their army, spreading out their invasion as they continued to seize and convert more land, turning it into a veritable paradise for the symbiotic life forms. Their overlords had aggressive plans, and the earther's resistance appeared to have crumbled in the face of their seemingly endless shock troops.
The ship they were living on hadn't moved since she had arrived, and she got the sense that there was no plan to do so. The drilling action had continued, but the reason for it was beyond her understanding. They certainly did appear to be using this place as one of their permanent bases, so perhaps she'd learn more about the alien's methods later.



Her part was simply to breed more eggs that would be injected with the mysterious gene altering fluid and given to the Tonkains to spread to new victims. Given time, they should be able to free enough converted humans to take the fight to the aliens, but she wasn't sure how that would work.
She had considered that Doris had lied to them, but if she had, there was very little she could do about it - not until the woman revealed her actual plans, which she was hoping was about to happen.
The voice paused, then began again. "Attention, everyone! You are desired at the central hub for an important announcement," the voice purred in English. "This affects all of us equally, so attendance is mandatory. You will find it impossible to disobey. Come."
Kate blinked as she got to her feet, obeying as naturally as she breathed, the creature about her neck giving her a solid squeeze. Well, that was an unwelcome feeling. She hasn't been forced to do anything by her symbiote in quite some time.
She was disappointed in Doris for using them this way, but she supposed she couldn't blame her. If she really was finally going to reveal her plans, everyone would need to know.
Jackie frowned as she lowered her arm, her breasts bobbing as she spun around on her foot. "I'm getting quite tired of this," she complained, the two of them marching for the door, which irised open for them.
Kate sped up, linking an arm through hers as they wandered out into the passageway. They were soon joined by more converted humans, two of them hugging each other as their legs moved as one. They were dressed similarly to Kate, and the one on the right gave her a wide smile.
"It's good to see you, Kate! I'm pleased to see that you two are still a happy couple," he rumbled in a masculine voice.
This appeared at odds with his statuesque figure, though the way the other alien was leaning on his arm gave him a masculine air. It was nice to know that being converted into an alien hadn't changed everything about him.
She glanced at his belly and blushed. "It looks like the two of you are getting along just fine. I suppose I don't have to ask. I can easily imagine what you've been getting up to."
"Indeed," he growled, patting his wife's arm. "She's quite frisky and inventive with her new... appendage."
His face began to glow a dark blue and Kate decided not to press him further. This was getting too weird for her, though they were going to have to figure out how to handle it at some point. There was no getting away from the fact that they were all identical, busty aliens sporting tremendously huge and sexy dicks.
Janice pressed into his side. "It took him a long while to admit how much he likes it, but now we're both top flight breeders! We've even been complimented on the number of eggs we've produced!"
That was an odd metric to be proud of, but Kate let it pass. "Do you have any idea what this is about?" she asked, gesturing at the corridor ahead.
"No," exclaimed Janice, her eyes darting away. "We haven't seen anything of our overlords since that day we had that melee."
She squeezed at Ben's arm. "He punched one of those guards in the face! I thought for sure he'd be pulled aside and punished for it, but nothing has happened. It's almost as though everything has been swept under the rug."
"It probably has," growled Ben. "I have to say I don't really trust this Doris character or whatever faction they belong to. They might very well be worse than the aliens who promulgated this invasion in the first place!"
"I seriously hope not!" shuddered Kate, remembering what Khanja had almost forced her to do. "I don't believe it. None of us has been harmed or forced to do anything we dislike, so I think we should wait and see what she has to say for herself."
"Yes," murmured Jackie, "but it doesn't bode well that she's compelling us to show up. That means she's set herself up as the local warlord. She might be working for them."
"That's a grim thought," Ben said, his eyes glowing a more intense blue. "If she tries anything, we'll give her a fight she doesn't expect."
Kate liked his optimism, but if Doris really had seized control, there was probably little they could do. She shook her head. "We're almost there. Let's stop all this speculation and ask her."
They stepped over a fleshy tube on their way back into the audience chamber where they had seen the fall of Khanja the week before. The display screen had been repaired, and the stage was empty, lit by a series of circular spotlights
Coupled pairs of muttering breeders circled the periphery. She recognized a few of them from their rest periods down below, though she didn't know them well. It was interesting how all walks of life were represented among their numbers, from janitors to white collar businessmen.
The aliens didn't appear to have been picky, or perhaps they had been looking for attributes that didn't align with human markers of status. At the very least, they were all couples, which in the end may have been the only differentiating factor they cared about.
Preexisting sets of lovers did make the most sense for a population you were planning on continuously breeding. Kate swallowed, suddenly realizing that all of this wasn't as random as she had originally thought.
The spotlights moved to the center of the platform, highlighting a dark, circular hole. The whispers of the crowd faded as a whirring noise filled the room.
The platform was moving, revealing the form of a converted human standing proud next to a large cage which was covered in a draped, blue sheet. She raised her head and clapped her hands as she spotted her audience. "Welcome, everyone. Your presence is required so that I can present the next stage of our evolution!"
She gripped the sheet in her hand, whipping it away dramatically to reveal the fallen form of their former master, Khanja.



        Repopulated Ch. 08

        Kate melds with her parasite masters.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/repopulated-ch-08

Title: Repopulated Ch. 08

Author: HalfShim

Category: Erotic Horror

Description: Kate melds with her parasite masters.

Tags: aliens, transformation, science fiction, mind control, lesbian, dickgirl

Series: Repopulated


Chapter Eight
The alien's hands gripped at the bars of the cage as she shot all of them a murderous glare.
Her shattered diadem had been repaired, the gems replaced with new amethysts. Kate gasped at the sight, but she didn't feel any desire to get down on her knees and worship the alien as her mistress.
Feeling less afraid, she studied the bound alien more closely, noting that she had a golden collar wrapped tightly about her neck, decorated with more amethysts. Chains were attached from eye hooks on the collar to the sides of the cage, preventing her from moving too much in any direction. Under the collar, a gray slug sat happy, pressing tightly against her skin.
"This is our former tormentor and overlord collared for our pleasure," announced Doris smoothly, a bright smirk tugging at her lips. "Brought low due to overconfidence, she will now work for us against her former masters."
Khanja howled, her hands rattling the bars. The metal creaked as it shifted slightly under her grip, making Kate agitated.
She squeezed Jackie's hand, which her lover returned with a strong grip. That's right. She didn't have to be afraid of this creature any longer. She was the one under control.
"See how she struggles against her fate?" continued Doris, seemingly unconcerned at this display of strength. "With a burst of my power, she can be made utterly docile."
She touched the slug at Khanja's neck, and it shifted, growing tighter. The amethysts on her collar began to glow, her struggles slowing as a torpor spread to her limbs, eyes going dull as she gasped for breath.
"There is nothing to fear from her. She is under the control of my symbiote, and will do anything I say. Isn't that right, slave?"
She leaned over the cage, pressing a hand under the alien's chin as she stuck a thumb into her mouth. Khanja moaned, eyes rolling as a humming sound rent the air.
Doris pried at her teeth, jerking her jaw open. "Say it," she demanded. "Obey what I taught you."
"Yes, Mistress," gurgled Khanja, her mouth struggling to form the terran words.
The crowd hushed, staring at the alien overlord with fear and disgust. Doris let go of her mouth, turning around with a smug expression on her face. "As I said, I have complete control. We can do whatever we like."
Kate's resolve firmed. This was her opportunity to figure out what was going on. She gave Jackie's hand a quick squeeze, letting go as she took a step forward.
"And what is it that we like?" she asked, challenging the older woman. "I don't recall being consulted about these plans."
She turned to the other breeders in the crowd, noting how they shifted their feet. "None of you have been approached either, have you?"
She crossed her arms, looking back at Doris. "Please, enlighten us. What are you planning on doing with her?"
Muttered questions rose louder as the others moved closer, some of their voices rising with concern. Doris raised her hands to soothe their anger, her grin fading as she realized how precarious her situation had become.
"Look, I'm not planning on betraying you to them. If I wanted to do that, I could have turned you in ages ago," shrugged Doris. "I don't know if our benevolent masters would be very pleased at the fact that their local warlord has been waylaid."
She shook her head. "I would never do that, though, because I hate them - as much as you do yourselves. Give me leave, and I will explain myself."
Doris clicked the cage open, and the chains attached to Khanja's collar dropped free. The anger in the air faded, the crowd murmuring with fear as their former overlord rose to her feet, towering above them.
Kate noted that the alien was wearing a golden belt that cupped her privates. A chastity belt? She wouldn't be able to tell for certain unless she took a closer look, and she wasn't really feeling that brave
"This is a Slanadorian," announced Doris. "She belongs to an empire that spans multiple galaxies, pillaging and enslaving all who might resist."
She gestured at her armored body. "It should be obvious, but we are not of the same species."
A dark suspicion clutched at Kate's chest. "When you say we, I get the sense that you are not talking of your human host. What, exactly, do you mean?"
This was the crux of the matter. If the human named 'Doris' was no more, what hope did she have of retaining her inner self?"
"I could dodge your question, but I won't, because all of you need to know this," she sighed, staring out at the crowd with kindness. "I am Doris. But I am also Plaxx. This consciousness is a gestalt of both personalities."
"Whoa, whoa," interrupted Jackie, moving forward to stand next to Kate with her hands on her hips. "You're going to have to explain that one better. If you're a gestalt, who's the one in control of your actions? The one called Doris? Or the slug wrapped around your neck?"
"Both? Either? It's a differentiation that has no practical meaning," shrugged Doris. "We are human. We are Plaxx. We are one."
Ben cleared his throat. "Is that what is expected of all of us? That we'll go through this 'merging' process? Because I, for one, am rather uncomfortable with that thought."
Doris placed a hand possessively on Khanja's side, giving him a wide grin. "No, it's not a requirement. You can choose to remain as you are now, always on the outside, always seeking to understand what your symbiote wants."
She turned a hand over, as if she was flipping a leaf. "Or, you can take a step towards regaining control over your future, to better understand the alien organisms living with you. Because this is one thing I must confess to you - they're not coming off."
She stood strong as Ben walked up to her, fists at his sides. "You can't remove them, or you won't?" he grated out, muscles bulging.
"Can't," she said firmly. "Once the nervous system connections are established, it would be suicide to remove them. Some of your autonomic functions have been rewired through your neck slugs. Besides, you'd lose the ability to breathe in the atmosphere generated by the Sturge, guaranteeing a short, gruesome death."
She rolled her shoulders. "Even if you wanted to remove them, they wouldn't let you. The Plaxx have just as much a right to survive and thrive as we do."
"You would say that, of course, since you're one of them," sighed Jackie. "We can't trust anything you say."
"Perhaps not," Doris admitted. "But you can trust what I do."
She grabbed the cage and shuffled it off the stage, turning to march towards them. Hopping down, she ignored Ben's attempt at intimidation. "Use the provided translators and be silent as you watch this conversation. You can ask me more questions afterwards."
A bumbling pair of Tonkains appeared from the left, snorting as they paused at each converted human. Placing their trunk on the palm of an extended hand, the hairy tube pulsed, disgorging a small alien.
When it was her turn, Kate took hers without question and placed it on her forehead, waiting patiently for its tendrils to extend into her ears.
She couldn't wait until she knew enough of the alien language to forgo this! The tendrils were hardly comfortable, but she needed to know what was going on.
Doris wrapped a hand around her neck slug, and some of the dullness faded from Khanja's eyes. Their former mistress turned towards the screen and folded her hands behind her back as the spotlights moved into a neutral position.
A faint buzzing sound cut through the hushed silence. They were all waiting to see what she would do next.
Yet... she did nothing. The faint buzzing continued, her back flexing as a faint groaning hiss escaped her lips. Was she being... pleasured?
A small trickle of fluid appeared at the base of the belt, leaking down her thigh, but she paid it no heed, composing herself as the screen snapped on.
Khanja gave the scowling alien a bright smile. "Proctor Dahgla, it's good to see you again! Have you read my report?"
"Yes, and I don't believe it," hissed the Proctor, her head tubes standing up to express her displeasure. "How is it possible that my worst apprentice is achieving efficiencies higher than fifty percent above the norm? That's a hundred percent increase in captive acquisition and processing from your sector... unprecedented given our recent setbacks!"
Khanja spread her arms wide. "I have discovered the key to unlock this puzzle. Perhaps you would consider scheduling a visit to see what I have accomplished on the ground? A full one third of this world has already been pacified, so your presence should not cause undue risk."
The belt around the alien's midsection trembled. Kate could see the alien flinching, but it was subtle enough that the Proctor didn't catch on.
Her head tubes calmed down, lying flat against her skull. "Very well," she hissed, "but if I find that you have been lying to me, you will be sent back to homeworld and broken on the altar until not even the smallest falsehood may breach your lips."
Khanja shrank back, her face going pale. "I can confidently say that you will not be disappointed. Please reserve judgment until you have had time to assess my progress."
The Proctor scowled, pressing her hands together. "Go with the Protector, sister. And stop that trembling, it's unbecoming."
Khanja matched her gesture. "Go with the Protector."
The screen blanked, and her reserved mien crumbled. Legs writhing, she moaned helplessly as the belt increased its vibration, teasing her to a crushing orgasm.
Doris watched for a long moment, then stepped onto the stage, gripping her neck slug. "That's enough," she said loudly over the alien's cries of pleasure.
The former overlord's hands stiffened at her side and she stood tall, turning around to face her mistress. Sweat soaked her face, eyes glowing a dull blue.
"Very good. You've performed precisely as I had hoped," said Doris gently. "You may return to your cage."
The jewels at her forehead flashed, the glow in her eyes increasing in intensity. "As you command, Mistress," she replied, her lips mangling the words.
If there was an internal struggle, it wasn't apparent. She simply turned and climbed off the stage, compressing her form into the open cage. As she settled into place, the dangling chains jumped to her collar, securing themselves into place with an audible clank.
Her hand closed the cage door and the glow faded. Her former personality didn't return, however. Instead, her eyes drooped shut and she began to breathe gently, as if she had run a marathon.
This demonstration of control disturbed Kate greatly. If Doris was capable of such things, how could she ever be trusted in other respects?
"This is too much power," she blurted out. "Could you do this to any of us?"
Doris sighed, pressing her hands to her skull. She suddenly looked extremely tired. "Do you think I like doing this?" she asked forcefully.
A frown creased her brow over her human eyes. "No, let me rephrase. I do like doing this, but only because she would have done it to us, given the chance. We all would have been brainless bimbos, fucking and fellating each other without a care in the world, while she reaped the rewards!"
"This doesn't make us any better, though!" Kate protested. "We're doing the same thing. What makes us more benevolent?"
Doris threw up her arms. "Because we're not callous enough to kill them out of hand? Look, we're only using their tools against them! I'm not planning on turning them into second class citizens under a new regime brokered by me!"
A speculative look lit up her face. "The empire of Doris does have a nice ring to it, but no, that would never work."
Jackie squeezed at Kate's shoulder, but she held up a hand. "Good. I don't expect that our motives are pure in this, but I want to ensure that we're not going to go too far the other direction. Our freedom shouldn't require making another species our slaves."
"We'll have to compromise in the short term, though," warned Jackie. "That Proctor won't go down without a fight."
Doris shook her head. "A fight won't be necessary. I already have plans for an ambush. There are plenty of places here where we can trap her and her entourage. Once a collar has been locked around her neck, she'll be just as tractable as our pet Khanja."
Ben gave her a pensive stare. "If that works, what happens next? It's unlikely they'll let us go peacefully."
"That's true," replied Doris, dipping her head. "Our path to victory is anything but certain. We'll need to continue subverting their higher level personnel until we reach critical mass. Until that point, we risk an outright war. I can't promise that it will all go the way we plan."
Kate wasn't sure where her confidence was coming from, but a swell of rightness pushed her forward. She stepped onto the stage, facing Doris directly. "I'll join your cause," she announced, "but I will be your conscience. If you step out of line, I'll oppose every move you make."
Doris blinked, seemingly taken aback at her boldness. "I accept," she said, looking bemused. "We will all need to work together as one to have any hope of success. I'm not in a position to deny your demands."
"Good," said Jackie forcefully. "I'm right behind you on this. What say you all?"
The crowd raised their fists and roared their approval. Surprised, it was Kate's turn to be flustered. She hadn't been expecting this amount of support. Even Ben was giving her a proud smile!
Doris waited for the cheers to fade. "Now, before we do more planning, I have something else to offer you, but I suspect that not all of you will accept it."
"Oh? And what would that be?" asked Jackie, her words slicing the air like knives.
"It's very simple," replied Doris calmly. "I can teach you how to merge with your symbiotes."
Utter silence descended around them as everyone processed her words. "You can what?" interjected Jackie, vocalizing what they were all thinking.
"It's true. You can learn to be like me, a gestalt organism," she continued blithely, as if this was the most natural thing in the world. "Oh, come on, don't act like this is a huge shock. It's the logical next step, accepting that your implanted symbiotes and you are one creature."
Kate's mind raced. This wasn't a novel concept, but the suddenness of the announcement was shocking. "What do you mean?" she asked. "Right here? Right now?"
"That's right," Doris nodded. "It will be your own choice, but you must decide how much you are interested in having a hand in the future. Without a full connection to your symbiote, you'll never be anything more than a breeder."
A dark shadow appeared in her eyes. "It's too dangerous otherwise. The only reason they were able to control you is because you weren't as one. Once you become a combined organism, they can no longer use their psionic devices to control the symbiotes. They won't be able to force you to do anything."
Excitement and fear pulsed in Kate's chest at the possibilities. She could take this next step, join with the symbiotes, and leave behind her fear of being controlled.
But would she still be her after all was said and done? There wasn't really any way to know, was there?
Doris probably couldn't tell her, either, and not due to any deception on her part. Doris had been utterly changed into a new being. She probably couldn't even imagine what it was like to be a grandmotherly antique shop owner any more.
She weighed these thoughts in her mind, a strong impulse shooting through her brain as a definitive conclusion arose.
Yes. She would do this - because she wanted to have a say in protecting her future with Jackie, above all else.
"I'll do it," she announced suddenly, breaking through the chatter of the crowd. "I'll be your sacrificial guinea pig. That will prove to the others that what you say isn't a lie."
"No!" interjected Jackie strongly, crossing in front of her. "I can't let you do this through some misplaced sense that you're saving me. I'll do it."
Kate sidled up next to her, giving her a soft punch in the side. "We'll both do it, then," she said, giving her lover a determined stare. "Look, if we don't take this risk equally, we'll never trust each other again."
Jackie gave her a hard stare. After a long moment, she sighed. "You're right, little pickle."
Her lips twisted into a bitter smile. "I always felt that I wasn't the strong one in our relationship and now you've proved it to me. Within you lies an iron will, and I admire that."
"That's not true!" protested Kate. "You're the dominant one. You're always suggesting new positions, new approaches, new ways of having fun, and I've always taken everything you've given me!"
"That's right. You accepted it all, without protest. I could never do the same if I was in your shoes."
She wrapped an arm around Kate's back and gave her a tight hug. "We balance each other out. That's why we work so well together. And that is why I won't let you go it alone."
Tears welled up in Kate's eyes. That was the nicest thing anyone had ever said to her.
She brushed them away, turning towards Doris. "Our answer is settled, then. We'll be doing this together."
"Very well," replied Doris, "but I can only handle one at a time. Who will be first?"
Kate patted at Jackie's hand, taking a step forward. "Me," she said firmly.
Doris looked her over, her face recomposing into a blank slate. "You need not fear this. It won't be painful," she explained. "You will need to take off your bikini, however."
Whatever embarrassment Kate possessed had long since vanished after her conversion. She lifted her hands and undid the string, letting it flutter softly to the ground. "What next?"
"You only need to feel... and understand." Doris stepped up to her, flipping down her bra, the material twisting into a solid line under her breasts.
Her nipples popped free, triangular eyes glowing a strong blue as she stepped up to Kate. She glimpsed a sea of tiny, outstretched tendrils that waved softly from the bed of her areolae, vanishing from view as they were eclipsed by the slope of her own breasts.
She grunted as their boobs squashed in the middle, the tendrils latching onto her nipples as their bellies touched. This was not an unusual position to enjoy with her lover, but she had never done this with a different alien.
Doris' eyes sparkled. "We are conjoined. Now, let us connect, mind to mind, so that I can show you the way."
Kate frowned as Doris' neck slug shifted, a slim tail lifting from the surface. She hadn't even known it could do that!
Before she could ask the converted human to slow down, the tail whipped around and plugged into her own neck slug, sliding in through one of the holes on its side.
She moaned at the tickling sensation, wanting to remove herself from the uncomfortable stimulation, but it was too late. Their breasts were tightly bound together, and she wasn't going anywhere.
Within a matter of moments, she didn't want to go anywhere. The colors swirling in Doris' eyes were so deep, so beautiful. Why had she never noticed this before?
Her jaw gaped as she studied the diamond shaped outline of Doris' face. It didn't seem so alien anymore, given how familiar she was becoming with her own. The bony edges even seemed... a little alluring.
Oh, but that was only the case because she was seeing Jackie's face instead. She sighed, her eyes drifting shit as she imagined being scooped up into the arms of her lover.



Wavy lines blurred over her closed eyes as the curious rumblings of the crowd faded. She was retreating deep inside, becoming an amorphous, warm blob.
She couldn't feel her limbs, but that didn't matter. While in this state, she was nothing more than a collection of anonymous thoughts, the mental world around her represented by colored shapes.
A magenta triangle rolled towards her across a jello-like landscape, the ground shifting to accommodate its bulk. It stopped in front of her, pulsating gently. <<Come.>>
The word wasn't spoken. Instead, it reverberated between the fluid between them, teleporting into her collection of thoughts instantaneously, like a form of telepathy.
She willed herself to move towards the triangle, and the mental frame shifted, bringing her closer. The triangle rolled away, and she drifted after it, bobbing over a landscape of rippling, fleshy tubing.
She assumed that this was a mental map of her brain, as she could see sparkling globes rushing through the tubes in random directions. The architecture was expansive, the light diffusing through the fleshy walls, highlighting the maze of passages that ran off in every direction.
The magenta triangle chose one of them, seemingly at random, bouncing over the tubes as it increased in speed. Her thoughts followed at a respectful distance, speeding up until they were both moving at the same rate.
The walls closed in, the tubes spiraling around as they dropped down, down, chased by sparkling globes of light that flashed past them, illuminating the way.
There was no real sensation of movement, but her thoughts buzzed, trying to understand everything that was going on. Was this mental map her brain's way of trying to model her nervous system, or was this being transmitted to her by Doris?
In either case, it didn't really matter. The corridor was beginning to open up again into a hazy space she couldn't see into. The tubes around the sides of the tunnel had become thicker, less streamlined, with fuzzy edges and increasingly alien architecture.
A glowing blue rectangle ahead must represent another consciousness. That could be the slug attached to her neck!
She slowed down, feeling nervous as she approached. She was going to meet this intelligence for the first time, and she simply didn't know what to say!
The magenta triangle pulsed. <<Say hello, >> it said.
The blue rectangle's color cooled, as if it was shy. <<Hello,>> it said in an achingly quiet voice.
Kate wasn't sure what to do. She didn't want to scare it, after all. What was the mental equivalent of holding out one's hand in greeting?
She drifted closer, forming a thought bubble. This came naturally, requiring little energy at all. <<It's nice to meet you,>> she said formally. <<How should I address you?>>
A tiny pseudopod extended from the rectangle. She shrugged internally, her thoughts shifting until a feminine hand appeared out of the aether, extending to grip the feeler.
<<I am You,>> declared the rectangle with confidence. <<We are together.>>
The texture of its grip felt a little disturbing, and she didn't know how to respond to it. The utter certainty behind its words was worrisome, because she was beginning to feel that it might be right.
Her amalgamation of emotions swirled as new shapes appeared, circular green things darting around her. <<Hi! Hi!>> they cried, spinning and dancing.
She let go of the rectangle, trying to take in the new arrivals, but they refused to slow down. The magenta triangle made a half turn. <<They like you.>> she thought. <<This is good. But will you embrace them?>>
Kate frowned internally. They were acting like rambunctious children! <<Calm down, little ones!>> she projected. <<I want to greet you properly.>>
The darting shapes orbited around her, drifting over her imagined shoulders. They were green orbs, pulsing as they bounced off each other.
They circled one another as they drew close, settling into the outstretched palms of her mental hands. <<You're so large!>> she exclaimed. <<And soft, too!>>
A suspicion tickled her thoughts as she gave them a squeeze. They giggled in her mind as they glowed a bright pink.
<<We love you,>> said the one on the left hesitantly.
<<You make us feel good,>> said the one on the right, growing larger in size.
She gathered them into her aggregation of thoughts, imagining them snuggled against her chest. Soft, squishy, comforting. She didn't ever want to let them go.
She didn't have to, did she? They could be a permanent part of her psyche. All she had to do was say 'yes.'
Nestling against her, the green orbs purred, squishing themselves deeper, towards the middle of her mental bubble. She grunted as they popped inside, mixing their friendly consciousnesses with hers.
She felt buoyant, her thoughts accelerating as they began to integrate themselves into the corners of her psyche.
Why had she been so worried about this? They fit neatly into the holes in her thoughts, filling her mind out nicely.
Acceptance came quicker than she thought possible, bringing her to a new equilibrium. If it was that easy to merge with them, what was she waiting for?
She lifted her imaginary arms, reaching out for the rectangle, who had been floating closer. She sensed that it was curious about her, and she was definitely curious about it.
Wrapping her essence around it, she lifted it in closer to give it a good examination. It was the size and shape of a shoe box, with a sparkling shimmer glowing deep inside. In its current state, it was nothing more than a black box, impenetrable to her thoughts. She needed to figure out a way inside - to understand it better, before she committed.
She frowned internally. Why didn't she just... ask it?
<<Who are you? What will you do to me?>>
The top flowered open, revealing the intricate tubing running through the interior. Flashes of light rushed around a small, throbbing core, the surface wrinkled in a way that made it look like a small brain.
She shivered as tendrils lifted from around the sides of the brain, wiggling as they flowed towards her. Was she really going to do this? To interlink her mind with this... thing?
Ah, but their bodies were already conjoined. Surely, this step was not only logical, but also inevitable?
She sighed. That's probably what it wanted her to think. But she had asked for this, hadn't she? This was necessary to reach a higher plane of understanding. To become invulnerable to the alien overlord's manipulations.
Yes. She would do this because she never wanted to be controlled again. Despite how she liked to be played with sexually, there was a dominant spirit within her that rose to the challenge.
She wanted the freedom to choose, not to be assigned the role of breeder and left there to ossify. She was certain that Jackie would say the same.
Resolving to see this to the end, she blanked her thoughts as she pushed herself forward, willing the two of them to merge.
She could feel the soft tendrils licking at her thoughts, whispers trickling through her mind. <<Relax. Go with the flow. We are together. We are One.>>
The bedrock of her mind began to shift. It was a discomforting situation, but not particularly painful. It was just that her memory and thoughts were coming apart, the organism's tendrils injecting themselves into every corner of her brain.
This was probably just her imagination, as she knew that the creature had already poked its tendrils into her brain. That was how it had controlled her before.
This was entirely new and different, however. It wasn't trying to give her commands. They were becoming.
The intrusive feeling increased, to the point where she wasn't certain she knew which part was whose. It was all so mixed up! Some of these memories weren't hers, were they?
There were visions of an alien planet, with binary suns swirling around each other, dual moons cast in high relief. She had never seen this place, but she felt as though she had been there.
She had. Ah!
The differentiation between the two of them was rapidly disappearing as the essence of the alien thoughts crowded into her, the two of them displacing each other. The cacophony increased to the point where she wasn't certain if she could take it any more, and then, everything stopped.
There came a bright clap of light, and she floated for a while, not trying to think at all. She just was.
A spark of energy trickled into her core as things began to gel together, a new self being constructed from the ashes of what once was. She shivered, feeling the same, yet different at the same time.
<<Welcome back,>> said the magenta triangle in a seductive voice. <<I'm looking forward to meeting the new you, but you're not quite done yet. There's someone else who's come to meet you, and this one will be irresistible.>>
A burst of heat glowed around her and she looked at the murk, trying to locate the source. Another shape was pushing through the haze, leading with a rounded end. Ok, yep, of course it would look like a dick!
She groaned internally as the penis shaped mass floated towards her like a spaceship. After what had just happened to her, she wasn't really ready for anything more. The entity didn't care what she thought, however, the throbbing end lifting up to show off the singular enormous ball situated in the pouch at its base.
Her imagination was quite vivid as it came to sexual pursuits, so she shouldn't have been surprised. Did it have to be so big, though?
It floated around in a lazy circle, like a burbling dirigible, showing off its ribbed sides. Her thoughts vibrated, heat flooding between the gaps that had suddenly opened up.
It was big, yes, but not too big. It might even be the perfect length to satisfy her needs. She sensed that if she accepted it into her core, however, it wasn't coming out.
<<Shall we?>> asked the lewd shape, the ridge around its head pulsing suggestively.
The rawness of melding with the alien intelligences was still new, but she knew she wouldn't get a better chance. She had gone too far down this path to turn back now!
Her thoughts rattled together, moving into a new configuration as she glowed a deep blue in response. The floating cock flipped over, the tip bulging as it found a waiting hole in her mind.
As it slipped in, her mental gestalt trembled, the heat it brought sending her into a frenzy. She wanted, needed to sate this new desire!
Trembling with lust, she stared accusingly at the magenta triangle. <<You knew!>>
The triangle dipped and bounced, floating away from her with a tinkle of laughter. <<Of course!>> it projected towards her. <<Now, pass it on. Your joy at becoming deserves to be shared!>>
Barely able to contain herself, she cast about for a solution, but could find nothing. There was no way she would chase after the teasing shape, as she had no interest in a sexual relationship with Doris. There was only one person she wanted now.
Perhaps, she could satisfy this burning need with her memories? If she simply imagined embracing Jackie, pressing their bodies together, fucking, then surely the sizzling heat would abate!
No such luck. The fire rose higher, leaving her even less capable of rational thought. She didn't know where to go, what to do, but if nothing happened, she'd lose herself in these desires, becoming nothing more than a sex crazed beast.
Maybe that was Doris' intent in the first place. Curse that alien!
The imprecation had little strength behind it, though. She knew who was really to blame. It was her own fault.
She had made the decision to do this, and every step along the way it had seemed perfectly logical. She had to figure out her own path through this.
She struggled to think as the alien dick squeezed deeper into the core of her mind, sending delicious pulses of joy through her synapses. Ugh.
It would be so much easier to give into the pleasure and let it consume her. Was that the answer to her conundrum?
She hissed, feeling it settle ever deeper in her mind, shifting and throbbing as it colored her thoughts red with desire. It was jerking and tugging on her brain, urging her to make a decision. To give in.
No! She couldn't allow it! There must be another way to solve this puzzle!
Wait, what had Doris said when she had left? Something about... passing it on?
If true, then the answer didn't lie within her. The answer wasn't here.
She changed her focus, looking at her environs again. She had been so preoccupied that she hadn't noticed that the sea of mist had cleared, revealing a crystalline structure hanging from the ceiling above.
It looked like a kind of chandelier, fixed high above the circular chamber that acted as a meeting center for the various minds in her body.
Wait... if this acted as a meeting center, that meant Doris had to have entered from somewhere. Where had that darn triangle gone?
A cool thread of logic ran through the back of her mind. Doris had left her here because she wanted her to succumb, didn't she?
In some ways, the alien part of her wouldn't mind that too much, but her love for Jackie was too strong to give in. She must persevere!
Well then, what was she waiting for? If this was a mental landscape, things such as gravity should have no hold over her. All she should have to do was think and believe.
I am a feather on the wind. I rise.
Her consciousness floated upwards, and she rejoiced in this little victory. She wanted to see that lattice up close.
Her speed increased, the structure rushing towards her. Crystals stuck out at odd angles, bound together by ropy cables that ascended into the ceiling.
Twirling about, she avoided the sparking blue edges, following the cables up into what appeared to be a central bus. From here, they disappeared into a hole above, the light fading away.
This was no time to hesitate. The alien masses were shifting in her core, and she could feel the need within her beginning to spike. It was now or never!
Urging herself into the hole, a surge of alarm ran through her thoughts as her vision vanished into blackness. It didn't stay that way for long, however, babbling streams of information shooting through her confused consciousness.
These formed into flashes of images. She could see the audience hall, where Khanja had spoken to the Proctor. More converted humans had approached Doris, watching with interest as she interfaced with Kate's body.
Their nipples were entangled, Doris massaging the tail of her neck slug as the two of them communed. It almost seemed peaceful, for a moment, and then her body began to writhe.
Was she fighting Doris? Fighting herself?
It wasn't clear from the images, but she was clearly in a bad state. Jackie was there with her, holding her, rubbing her, soothing her, but to no avail.
She felt bad about this, wishing with all her heart that she could be there to tell Jackie that everything was going to be okay.
The sensation of movement stopped, the visions vanishing. She took a deep breath, and opened her eyes.
Jackie was right there, face to face with her.
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Chapter Nine
She stopped struggling, her breathing moderating. "That was a trip," she sighed, leaning into her lover's arms. "I didn't think I'd get out of there without losing my mind."
"Didn't you?" Jackie asked. "Who am I to you?"
The more critical question remained unsaid, but Kate knew what she was getting at. Had she been changed by the merging process? Twisted into something her lover couldn't understand?
She ran a quick analysis, coming to the rapid conclusion that she didn't know. There were too many variables to consider, and her new consciousness had barely had time to settle.
She rolled her shoulders, giving Jackie a smooth grin. "I'm your girl. The one you chatted up on a hunch and asked out to a meal at a fast food joint. The one who traded you the big pickle for the little one."
Jackie frowned. "You sound like her, but I've never seen you so relaxed. Did you really merge with the aliens?"
Kate nodded, running her hands idly over her lover's shoulders. "That's right. I'm me, but I'm also a Plaxx. I know so much more about them than I did before."
She tilted her head, letting the alien memories scroll through her mind. "The ability to interface with alien species was more an accident of evolution than anything else. On our home world, it was necessary for us to control the more aggressive species for fear that they would accidentally wipe us off the planet."
She stopped her stroking as Jackie became stiff. "When the Slanadorians arrived, we did our best to hide our abilities by using proxies, but they were more canny than we believed. They discovered that we were affected by their psionic crystals and captured some of us for further research."
She laid back in Jackie's grip, grimacing. "Once they had discovered our abilities, they began to breed us wholesale, using us as their enslavers. They controlled us, and in turn, we controlled their victims."
"This cycle continued for a millennia. The Slandadorians built their great empire off our backs, but now they've become lax. They didn't have any idea that the independence of human thought could combine with our intelligence to create new organisms that could break free of their control."
She grinned, her teeth sharp as her tongue hung loose, dripping saliva. "Now, it's time to teach them a lesson. They'll never see us coming before it's too late."
Her eyes blinked lazily, the desire to take the fight to the aliens boiling within her. "But that doesn't mean I'm all about revenge. I want you."
She closed her eyes and shook. "In fact, I'm burning up for you. I can barely contain myself!"
She bit her lip. "I want something even more than that, though. I want you to join me. To become a hybrid being, to merge with the symbiotes, so that we'll never be torn apart again."
A wan smile appeared on Jackie's face as she crushed their bodies together. "When could I ever deny you anything, little pickle? I'm just hoping that this is the right decision."
Her nipples tickled as tendrils expanded from the tip, grabbing onto their counterparts on Jackie's end. Their flesh rippled as their breasts were pulled together, becoming tightly coupled as one.
The tip of Kate's neck slug flipped up at her command, and she seized the end, plugging it into Jackie's slug. "This part is a trip," she exclaimed. "Try to relax, and let them come to you."
"Let them... what?" Jackie asked drowsily, her lips trembling as her eyes slid shut.
She was right where Kate wanted her. Yes!
Hot off her own transformation, she remembered intimately what Doris had done to her, but being on the outside was different. Fortunately, her alien side knew what was required, and she let it take the lead, sending its tendrils through Jackie's nervous system and into her mind.
From there, cramming her thoughts into a little bubble wasn't much of a problem. The tricky part was in finding the hidden intelligences nestled within her lover's mind.
Unlike her, Jackie had resisted their pressure for a long time, and as a result, they had been forced to hide. She would need to trawl multiple different paths of her lover's mind before she even got a whiff of them.
It was only a matter of time, however. They couldn't hide from her forever. In fact, she could detect a trace of their presence within one of these subpassages.
<<Come out,>> she ordered, staring down a tiny tunnel that was about the size of her wrist. <<You're not fooling anyone. Stop pretending.>>
A faint, green glow came from somewhere deep in the tunnel. <<Friend?>> it asked, sounding rather forlorn.
<<That's right, I'm a friend. I've come to bring you together with your other halves. It's time to be whole again.>>
The light rushed towards her, a small, green sphere popping into her thought bubble, spinning her around.
<<Hi, hi, hi!>> it declared joyfully, glowing warm within her gestalt. <<Are you my new keeper?>>
She chuckled. <<No, little one. I'm here to bring you together with the others. Where is your sibling?>>
The orb pulsated, settling down. <<She left with the others. Don't know.>>
Well, that wasn't very helpful. She supposed she shouldn't have expected much out of the breast symbiote. They weren't very intelligent organisms.
Good at their jobs, yes, but not really capable of deep thinking. They worked much better in pairs.
Holding the being within her, she floated down another of the synapse tunnels. There was an overwhelming scent of lust coming from the branch on the right, but she didn't really want to tackle the dick shaped creature until last. It was sure to be rambunctious, and she wanted to be prepared before stepping into that mess.
Its stench permeated the chamber, making it difficult to detect any hint of the others. She paused for a moment, reexamining that thought. It could very well be masking them on purpose!
Groaning to herself, she reoriented her thoughts down the tunnel that smelled the worst. It was quite possible that they were using its pheromones to mask their presence. She was going to have to deal with it first if she had any hope of scraping together the disparate pieces of her lover's mind.
Her own lust was rising, too, making it difficult to stay on target. After this, she was going to give her partner a royal fucking that would rival any tryst that had gone before!
To do that, though, she'd need to survive this without losing herself to desire. Pushing forward, she popped out of the tunnel, stopping in another small chamber.
Her surroundings looked like the rest of the interior of the nervous system - fleshy lumps, with sparks of energy flowing through passing tubes. Reality seemed to ripple in the center of the room, giving her a view of a four poster bed with a crimson comforter.
A nude human woman was sitting on top of a pair of pillows, wearing nothing but skimpy pink lingerie. She turned towards Kate as she approached, giving her a brilliant smile. <<Hello there, little pickle. Are you ready to have your world rocked?>>
Her lips moved, but the words were communicated directly into her mind. She frowned internally, trying to make sense of this scenario. If she took a wrong step, she might hurt her lover, and that would be unacceptable.
She stared at the gap between Jackie's legs, the soft lips of her vagina clearly visible. This was a tempting invitation, no doubt, but she was so horny right now she'd almost fuck anything.
If this was a facsimile of her lover being created by the alien symbiote, Jackie would never forgive her for the betrayal. How should she approach this?
Forming a hand, she patted at the glowing globe sitting inside her chest. Of course.
Her thoughts shifted, recombining into a body that vaguely represented what she looked like before being infested. Her breasts were still huge, her dick dangling as she climbed onto the bed. After merging with the aliens, her mental image of herself had changed quite rapidly.
Setting the green globe against her belly, she gave it a long stroke as she rested against a pillow, taking in the attractive curves of her lover. The orb purred, nestling against her belly like a tiny cat.
<<Tell me,>> Kate projected smoothly. <<How long have you been waiting here for me?>>
The woman shifted her legs, draping one over the other. This had the effect of hiding her pussy, but her breasts jiggled in an enticing manner. Kate's dick sprouted up, rock hard as she studied the dimples around Jackie's nipples. <<Why does any of that matter?>> the woman asked. <<Don't you want me?>>
<<Very much so,>> she replied promptly, gasping as the woman grabbed her erect length, giving it a teasing stroke. <<Before we take this any further, however, I have a few questions.>
Her eyes crossed as heat coiled in her loins, waiting to be sprung. Oh, how she wanted to give in!
The Jackie figure pouted, slipping her fingers off Kate's dick. <<That's no fun. Questions? Is this some kind of quiz?>>
Her expression smoothed as she tugged at a nipple, a hissing breath coming from her mouth. When she looked up, she bit her lip, looking coy. <<Tell you what, we can play a little game. You can ask your questions, but you'll have to figure out whether I'm telling the truth. If you're wrong, we'll keep taking this further, until I get what I want.>>
<<Very well,>> replied Kate, furrowing her brow. <<Let's start with the easy ones, then. Who are you?>>
<<Easy?>> asked the woman, giving her a Cheshire grin. <<I'm Jackie, of course. Who else would I be, silly?>>
Grabbing a pillow, she shoved it under her torso, bringing a hand up to brace her neck. Long, blonde hair dangled over her hand, which she twirled with a finger. <<Now. Truth? Or lie?>>
The green orb in her hands stirred, but she made no indication that she had noticed. It would be simple enough to declare it a lie based on that tell, but this could easily be a trick question, given the possibilities.
This detailed copy of Jackie certainly looked like her, but that didn't really mean all that much. This could be a shallow copy created by her Plaxx in an attempt to trick her. She knew how canny her kind could be.
<<Truth,>> she said definitively, pleased when she noted the look of dismay on the woman's face.
That probably qualified as a half truth, at best, but she didn't appear to want to argue the point. Interesting.
<<Are you a carbon copy of Jackie, created by the Plaxx?>> she asked, shifting away from the woman.
The woman noticed, grimacing as she pressed a hand into her pillow. <<No,>> she said sharply.
This caused Kate to hesitate again. It was vaguely possible that this wasn't a doppelganger, but that didn't seem likely. And if she wasn't technically a copy, she could easily be a reconstruction.
In any case, her question hadn't been specific enough, so the fault was with her. She might as well give it a guess. Hopefully this copy of Jackie would give her a few tries before declaring the game over.
<<You're lying,>> she said, trying to sound confident. <<I don't believe that you're the real Jackie.>>
The woman's lips broke into a smirk. Her vision blurred momentarily, giving her a quick peek at the alien creature beneath.
She wasn't stunned by this, her alien side recording the details without breaking stride. When the vision faded, she was face to face with the woman, their noses touching.
A tongue flicked out, licking at her cheek. <<False,>> she said hungrily, something hard pressing against her belly.
<<I must warn you, if you're wrong again, I'll take you, here and now. Choose your next question carefully.>>
Kate grunted. Didn't these things usually follow the rule of three? She supposed this was probably her fault, as she hadn't nailed down the parameters of this game before starting play.
She just didn't have time for this nonsense, though! The anger within her mixed with her desire, creating a heady brew.
The orb in her hands trembled terribly, whether from fear or desire, she didn't know. Well, if it wasn't a barometer of things to come, she'd just have to figure it out herself.
She found her body already aroused, desire fighting against her control as the anger disappeared. This would probably be the last question, then, one way or another.
Her mouth relaxed into a grin. <<Do you like chocolate pudding?>>
The woman froze, an unreadable expression on her face. Was she afraid that she had been found out?
If this copy didn't know, she'd have to guess, and then Kate would have her. If she lied and told her that she was wrong, she'd also have her. It was the perfect trap.
She stroked the orb, shifting her hips to show off her swollen penis. A thrill ran down through to the tip, her muscles flexing to give it a little jump. Two could play at this game.
<<Well? What's your answer?>>
The woman drew back, a calculating look in her eyes. <<I want to decorate your body with chocolate pudding and eat you whole.>>
Kate hid her triumph, keeping her face mysterious. The woman examined her delicately manicured fingernails. <<I'm bored with this game,>> she declared. <<Why don't we move on to the main course?>>
<<Now, hold on there, >> chided Kate. <<I haven't given my answer yet.>>
She paused dramatically. <<My Jackie would never have said such a thing. She abhors chocolate, to the extent that she gives me any free cookies she gets with chocolate chips in them.>>
The facsimile of Jackie scowled, but she wasn't done yet. <<So let's tally up the facts. The way you acted during the previous questions makes me think that in fact you have never lied to me. That means that you are not a copy of Jackie, as you clearly don't have her memories. >>
Grasping the green orb in both hands, she shifted forward aggressively, lifting it towards the dismayed woman. <<That leads me to my next great deduction - you're an amalgamation of all of her symbiotes. That's why this little guy kept quivering, happy to relax in my arms while you put the moves on me.>>
The facsimile curled up her lip as she poked at the green globe. <<You just had to give the game away, didn't you?>>
Kate thrust it towards her. <<Well? Don't you want to be made whole again?>>
She took the orb reluctantly, looking at it as though it was a bug. In return, the orb rippled happily, glowing a cheerful green as it chirped.
Feeling uncertain, a crawling concern trickled up Kate's back. This wasn't going the way she had intended. There was something she was missing.
She studied the form of the doppelganger, taking in her curves. Jackie, but not Jackie. Her, but not her.
Ah. Acting on a hunch, she scooted closer, trapping the woman's legs with her own. The green globe was squeezed between them as their large breasts bounced off each other. The fake Jackie frowned as she took in her newfound amorousness.
<<I don't get it. First, you didn't want to do it with me, but now you do? Why don't you just take the win and get out of here?>>
<<Because that's exactly what you want,>> purred Kate. <<It took me a long time to figure you out, but now I understand.>>
She leaned in and gave the woman a kiss. Her body jumped, shock on her face as she dropped the green orb.
It didn't matter, as the small creature was trapped between them as Kate advanced further, reaching out to touch her shoulders. <<You did your best to distract me, but now I know what's going on. There's nowhere to hide. You can't protect her any more. She doesn't need your protection. Release her to me.>>
The doppelganger started to look worried. <<I don't know that I can,>> she said, her body trembling. <<She wants to be safe, to be protected, and I gave her what she wanted. Unless she lets go, there's nothing more I can do to help her.>>
<<Certainly,>> nodded Kate. <<She has to choose to be more. To become one with you, but she's conflicted. She wants to be free, but she doesn't know if joining with you will destroy her.>>
She sighed, her bosom rising. <<But I've just been through it, and I feel better than ever! What can I do to convince her that I'll love her just as much after her transformation as before?>>
The doppelganger's eyes shifted back and forth. <<I don't know. If I did, I'd tell you, damnit!>>
Her image twisted, revealing the alien body beneath. This was the opportunity she had been looking for!
She jumped in, grabbing the woman's breasts. <<I'm not letting you get away from me this time!>> she declared, pressing her hips into the alien's mons.
Her turgid length tapped at the doppelganger's pubic bone, eliciting a rough moan from her lips. A cool, black lust was in her eyes as her lips gaped wide. <<I'm so tired of this,>> she declared. <<Take me. Ravage me.>>
<<As you desire,>> projected Kate darkly, visions of erotic sex positions bouncing between them. <<But before I do that, you have to promise me something.>>
<<What's that?>> groaned the alien woman, craning her neck as her breasts bobbed in Kate's hands.
<<Stop protecting her. I want to see the real woman. To embrace her body and convince her that she's mine.>>
The Jackie creature shook, a look of rapture on her face as she grabbed at the green orb, which was cheering in glee. A blue aura appeared around both of them, a bright flash filling the room.
The image of a lingerie clad woman instantly vanished, replaced with the alien body she had gotten intimately used to over the last couple of weeks. Jackie laid back, sighing as she crashed her head into the pillow.
<<You just can't leave me alone, can you?>> she asked, staring up at the ceiling.
<<No, I can't. And stop acting so churlish. You did agree to this.>> Kate wrapped a hand around her shoulder, pulling her in tight. <<Though, I suppose, I ought to be charitable. One can't always control what the heart wants.>>
Jackie glanced her way, looking off to one side. <<No, one can't.>>
She let out a long breath. <<What do you see in me, anyway? I've caused so many problems.>>
Oof. She looked ridiculously kissable when she was being petulant! Kate's dick stirred as she ran a hand over her lover's shoulder.
<<Problems?>> she echoed, her mental voice dark. <<Why would you say that? Everything you've done up to this point has been perfectly logical. If my personality was slightly different, I might have done the same.>>
Tiny tears slipped from Jackie's human eyes, drizzling down the armored diamond plate of her face. <<You're being too kind,>> she said softly.
<<No, I'm being selfish, >> she replied, nudging her shoulder. <<I need you to accept your symbiotes so that we can have hot, wet sex together and forget about our emotions.>>



When Jackie hesitated, she gave her a squeeze. <<Look, they were trying so hard to protect you. Can't you accept that they're a part of you already?>>
<<It's not that,>> Jackie admitted, emotions boiling to the surface. <<I'm afraid. Afraid of everything.>>
Kate walked a hand down her side, settling on her hip. Appearing this vulnerable was making her want her lover even more!
Ah, but displaying her naked lust at this moment probably would be rather off putting. Or would it?
She allowed some of her need to bleed through, leaning in to give her lover another kiss. <<It's okay to be afraid,>> she said, nuzzling her cheek, <<but if we allow fear to control us, we'll never accomplish anything.>>
Shifting further, she brought their bodies in line, savoring the sensations as she locked her leg against her lover's ankles. <<Accept your transformation. Become, with me.>>
Jackie groaned as she relaxed into the pillow, her breasts bouncing against Kate as she craned her neck. <<I never could deny you anything,>> she sighed, exasperated. <<Fine. Let's finish the transformation, but I don't want to feel it happening. I want to be fully in the moment as I cross over.>>
She lifted her leg, shoving Kate aside. <<Put yourself inside me. Set me free from this fear.>>
Kate hardly needed a second invitation. Bracing herself against Jackie, she moved her crotch down, lining up her engorged length. Studying her lover's beautiful alien eyes, she licked her nose. <<You're going to love this.>>
Lowering a hand, she guided herself into position, grunting as she squeezed herself inside Jackie's warm hole, which swallowed her whole. Internal muscles pulsed up and down her length, squeezing and milking her cock as she sank in, pushing all the way down to its base.
Oh, that felt amazing. She must not lose sight of her objective, however. Doris hadn't given her any guidance, but that didn't mean Kate had to leave Jackie in the lurch.
<<That's right, feel me ease it in,>> she cooed. <<Give yourself to the pleasure as you feel your arousal rise. Let yourself relax so that you can embrace the other minds. Can you feel them floating around you?>>
Jackie nodded, groaning as her form began to flicker between both of her selves. There was her human form, pristine and shaven, a mental image of a woman who no longer existed. Then, there was the alien creature she had become, with gorgeous breasts, blue skin, and thick armor plating, capped with a swollen dick that mashed between their bodies as Kate thrust into her.
Which one was her true self? Both of them, of course. She just needed to help Jackie see it.
Click. Click. The transitions were coming faster with each thrust. She was literally fucking her lover to the breaking point. She only needed one more push to reach acceptance.
<<I love you,>> she whispered, plugging Jackie's wet pussy. <<I'll always love you, no matter what form you take. Both the human, and the alien. Embrace your symbiotes, and become what you were always meant to be!>>
Jackie tilted her head back and moaned, her breasts bobbing with each thrust. Kate grabbed at one of them, lifting and caressing it as it wobbled into her own enlarged boobs. <<You are becoming,>> she declared. <<We are the superior life form.>>
Jackie glowed, the outline of her alien form merging with her human self. A green sphere pressed between them, sparking to life. <<Thank you,>> it whispered, its outline growing ephemeral as the essence of its body dissolved into a sparkling mist that flowed around Jackie. Everything was finally coming together.
She continued fucking Jackie as the world around her began to dissolve. Nothing mattered more than continuing to pleasure her lover. The sharp edges of her personality approved, lending strength to her rough motions.
As the mental model began to fade, physical reality returned, her mind snapping back into place as the tail of her neck slug disconnected. Their minds were now two again, leaving her disoriented.
Her body remained in motion, automatically thrusting with mindless ambition. Her ball sack slapped against Jackie's thighs, wet lubrication trickling down her shaft as she slammed into her lover's pussy with abandon.
The rest of the room was hazy, her focus remaining on the alien form of her lover. Had it worked? Had her disparate personalities merged?
All of Jackie's eyes popped open, a silvery sheen coloring them for a moment. Her lips curled up and she began to enthusiastically push her hips forward to enhance the stimulation.
Lifting her hands, she settled them over Kate's breasts. <<Don't stop,>> she groaned, her body shaking. <<Keep it up. Destroy me.>>
It took her a long moment to realize that Jackie hadn't spoken the words. Their minds must still be conjoined in some way.
Could they use this to communicate with other Plaxx infested agents? They'd have to explore the possibility later on. That could definitely be a useful ability when fighting against their alien overlords.
For the moment, however, she didn't want to think. She wanted to do exactly what Jackie was asking for.
She sped up, bucking her hips with eagerness as her desires seized control. She could see the change in Jackie already. She had accepted her place. Her mind had combined with the symbiotes, and was back under her control.
Reunited. One with the others. True alien hybrids.
<<I love you,>> stated Jackie with adoration, her face shimmering with new confidence. <<Thank you for seeing this through. I never could have done this without you.>>
Yes! This was what she had been waiting for!
Her penis throbbed, squirting deep into Jackie's pussy. Her lover's womb accepted the fertile semen, sucking it up as the embedded eggs seeked to implant themselves inside her. Soon, more babies would form, growing firm and strong as the Plaxx gestated within.
Her offspring would infest more humans. As they succumbed, they would merge with their symbiotes and become hybrids, creating a vast army the Slanadorians would never be able to overcome. They were breeding their future!
<<I love you too,>> she projected, squeezing her breasts together as she leaned forward, giving Jackie a kiss as she imagined being filled by her lover's dick once again.
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Chapter Ten
Kate sat languorously in the bridge chair, an arm wrapped around her lover, who was snoozing against her shoulder.
She made lazy strokes with her fingers, feeling perfectly at ease. The two of them had bred each other well into the night, so grabbing a bit of naptime now made perfect sense.
Orbital transfers were boring affairs, and the excitement of experiencing something new had worn off after they had seen it done a few times.
The only cause for concern would be whether the bridge crew had slipped her leash, but after several months working on them, that danger appeared to have diminished. The reinforcement emitter which had been installed for this voyage was working perfectly, and even if that failed, the new adornments the crew were wearing as part of their uniforms would act as backup control devices.
She glanced around, noting the high collars they wore to hide the golden bands encircling their necks. Yes, she supposed one could hide their resistance by not wearing one, but that was why they performed daily checks to ensure that their obedience was holding.
This wouldn't be necessary, eventually, as all of them would be infested with symbiote controllers. Most of the lower decks had already been installed with Kate and Jackie's progeny, giving them a good safety margin if anything were to happen.
Some of them might decide to become hybrids, in which case, they could opt to join the cause, but if not, she was perfectly fine with treating them like slaves. They would have done the same to her, given the chance.
She sighed, resting her legs on the alien she was using as a footstool. It was strange how her attitude had changed after getting to know their former overlords better. She had been adamant that they shouldn't be like them, but now she found it rather hard to care.
She made a bemused grin as she shifted her legs, her ankles cupped in the notch of the alien's curved back. The alien's skin acted like warm coals against her ankles, keeping her quite comfortable on the cool bridge.
She enjoyed using the Slanadorian in this way. It seemed an appropriate fate for one who had desired to make all of humanity her slaves. Now, she was experiencing the same fate herself, turned into nothing more than a footrest for someone who used to aspire to be nothing more than a bottom for her lover.
Did her newfound dominance make her a so-called 'power' bottom? Perhaps, perhaps not. She certainly still enjoyed being treated like a toy while in bed with Jackie.
That was private fun, however. This was serious business. Seriously enjoyable business.
The screen began to chirp, and one of the aliens seated at a console in front of her turned around, giving her a small bow. "Mistress, the Gray Dawn is calling. Shall I patch them through?"
"Yes," she said slowly, readjusting her feet on the alien's back. "Let's see what our progenitor has to say for herself."
Their view of streaking stars vanished, replaced with an image of another ship's bridge. A schematic of the Gray Dawn was helpfully placed on the lower right of the screen to provide context, but Kate didn't need it. She already knew everything about this vessel - it was becoming rather notorious among their kind.
She smiled lazily at the screen, continuing to stroke her sleeping lover. "Grand Mistress, to what do I owe this pleasure?" she purred, taking in the hard armor plating of the woman's skull.
It was decorated with a crown of amethysts draped around the periphery, the largest among them strung over the top of her triangular set of sparkling blue eyes.
Kate wore something similar, for it was a control crown, used to suppress the will of their Slanadorian servants. Doris' crown was currently sparkling, indicating that she was exerting active control.
Kate preferred to train her subjects to be naturally subservient, using her gems in as subtle a way as possible, but Doris didn't subscribe to the same methodology.
It was rather a waste, in her opinion. Being heavy handed wasn't necessary to achieve the desired result. It was one of Doris' negative traits, and probably the reason she would eventually fall from power. But not today, so she had better treat her with some respect.
Doris gave her a vicious grin, showing off her needle sharp teeth. "It's been a month or two since we last talked, sister. It's good to work with you once more."
Her eyes turned downwards. "Your crew appears well trained. Tell me, how were you able to tame the Proctor? I spent weeks on her before giving her to you, and she wouldn't even bend, much less break."
Kate ran the heels of her feet up the Proctor's back. Her slave stretched out and purred like a kitten, her breasts dipping to touch the deck plating.
"It requires a certain touch," Kate said, obliquely hiding a scowl. "I will tell you the full story after we've completed our next mission."
No, she wouldn't. The human formerly known as Doris had no idea how to handle the subtle arts of manipulation, persuasion, and true understanding. She would rather just push her way through, bowling over any problem in her way.
Truth be told, there was a time and place for each approach, but being wasteful for the sake of expediency was abhorrent to her.
She leaned forward, rattling the Proctor's leash. The enslaved alien's head tubes lifted, her frills a dark pink as the alien gave her a look of adoration. Her body froze as her chest lifted and dropped, a faint buzz coming from her pussy.
In this position, she wouldn't move, even if she was forced to orgasm by her pleasure belt. Kate had trained her well.
She was rather amazed at the streak of soft sadism her symbiotes had unlocked in her, but she didn't regret it. She would use any and all tools at her disposal to ensure that her lover remained safe.
"I assume you called to give me a briefing?" she asked, raising her human eyebrows. "How goes our secret war, and what kind of opposition should we be expecting?"
"We haven't been discovered yet, if that's what you're asking," said Doris indulgently. "We've had a few near misses, but now we've grown large enough that it's going to be more difficult to hide our presence. Hence, our current mission."
"Which is?" asked Kate, pausing her stroking as tension coiled through her shoulders.
Doris shook her head. "I know, you're riled up because I didn't share anything with you before we left, but you know how difficult operational security is to keep!"
Kate waited patiently, not acknowledging her excuse. She did know, but Doris deserved to squirm for how she had left Kate on the sidelines.
She was one of her first recruits, damnit! Why hadn't she been brought in? Now everything would be last minute, and she'd have to scramble to prepare!
Doris settled down, crossing her hands under her voluptuous breasts. "That being said, we're about to approach the station, so I will give you the necessary particulars. I will be leading this attack, and you will act as backup."
She tapped a command into her console, and an image appeared on her screen, a red skinned alien of similar shape and size to the Proctor. Her head tubes were slightly larger, decorated with purple ribbons that were wrapped down their lengths.
"This is the local Lord of the constellation Charonista. Her name is Irizina, and we wish to capture and convert her to our cause."
Kate sat back in shock, studying the alien's wide lips and the medals hanging from her chest plate. "We're taking a step up," she remarked, biting her lip. "Do you think our forces are large enough to handle the retaliation if we're discovered?"
"Probably not," admitted Doris. "That's why we can't let anyone escape. This is a relative backwater, so their forces will be extremely slim. We should be quite capable of interdicting any retreat. That's where you come in."
The picture vanished, replaced with a short animation of a plot, with several ships moving towards a central station. "The ESS Goodhead will be arriving at the station approximately at the same time as us. We'll hold back until we're given the signal that they have shown up before we commence our attack."
"Oh? Does that mean we already have agents on the station?"
Doris smiled. "Very good, it's so satisfying working with someone so perceptive. Yes, I've arranged for our infiltrators to seize station command at the right moment. The barrier shield will be raised, preventing the ship's escape. They'll be trapped, like rats, and I'll move in to lock them down and finish the capture. "
Kate let the praise wash off her back. She wasn't about to be bamboozled by a few nice words.
"So I'll hang around and play mop up squad." She crossed her legs, wiggling her toes. "Have you considered that a trapped rat is willing to do practically anything to escape?"
"Yes. That's the other reason your ship will be held in reserve. If we run into unexpected... troubles, I expect you to handle them, on your own initiative. Just remember that we cannot allow anyone to make it to the jump point. If any of them were to escape, the jig is up. We'll be officially at war, and given our current forces, we'll be outclassed. I don't need to remind you what will happen then."
Kate dismissed this with a wave of her hand. She had heard it all before. "My presence seems an awfully thin chip to play when weighed against the possibility of war. Why didn't you try to recruit another?"
The muscles on Doris' face jumped. "I tried, but the other cells are far too busy strengthening our position elsewhere. Pulling out too many ships for this would risk war all the same."
"Then shouldn't we wait?" asked Kate. "Is this a premature move? Should we regroup and try again in a few months?"
Doris openly scowled. "In a few months, this Lord will be attending the royal wedding of the new Empress. We need her in position in order to have a chance at the real prize. If we don't act now, we lose that possibility forever. High risk, high reward."
She paused. "Well, I wouldn't blame you for backing out. If you don't agree to this, I'll scrub the mission. It can't be done with one vessel alone."
Kate relaxed. "Don't be so dramatic. As long as your intel is firm, this doesn't seem like the most hairbrained scheme you've come up with."
"Thanks," she said dryly, but Kate could detect a hint of eagerness in her posture.
Time to spring the trap.
"If I go through with this, I want a bigger role in this future operation you're planning with this Slanadorian Lord. I don't want to be left in the dark again. How can I possibly audit what you're doing if you keep secrets from me?"
She gave the other alien a sharp look. "I want to be your right hand alien. I want to know everything you're planning, and what we're doing next. Without that, I won't support this."
The faint eagerness fled as Doris' shoulders hunched over. "Are you sure about this? I've kept you at arm's length for various reasons, but if you truly get what you want, there won't be any more hiding. You'll be in the thick of danger, and failure, if it occurs, will fall directly on your shoulders."
"Is that so?" asked Kate, straightening her back. "Well then, the two of us will go down together."
Doris gave her a hard look, then shrugged. "After this, if it all works out, I'll consider it."
Kate returned her stare, giving it back as good as she got. "I'll accept that much. But don't consider too long, or you might not like the consequences."
"Of course not, dearie," Doris said breezily. "I wouldn't dream of it. I'll squirt the rest of the details to you. Give them a look, the mission commences in an hour. Ta!"
The screen blanked, and Kate groaned, pressing a hand over her armored skull, kneading at the pressure points. Jackie shifted in her arms, curling back until her skull hit the headrest.
"What do you think of all this?" she asked. "Despite appearances, I knew you weren't sleeping."
A thick chuckle tickled her ears. "I need to practice my deception skills, little pickle," she said in a velvety voice. "If I can't convince you, I'm not sure we'll stand a chance against the Slanadorians."
Kate squeezed her side. "Nonsense. None of them know you as well as I do. Now, stop equivocating and tell me what I want to know."
"Yes, Mistress," she said sarcastically, a thread of amusement twining through her words to soften the effect.
Sitting up, she squeezed her warm body into Kate's, making her groan. "I think, that if we only have an hour... we had better get dressed and go examine those materials."
"What, no philosophizing on whether or not this will work? What about my demands? Did those make sense?"
Jackie nudged her side. "Look, at this point, I trust you and support you. I don't see any reason to question your decisions. I'm quite happy to play dominant in the bedroom; you can handle the more serious matters."
"Oh ho, so you abscond from all responsibility, then?" roared Kate as she turned, both hands extended with evil intent.
Jackie jumped out of the chair, her breasts wobbling in an enticing manner as she easily regained her balance, giving her a leery look. "Getting into a tickle fight with you on the eve of battle seems rather irresponsible," she said haughtily. "I'm going to go get dressed."
Kate knew that her aloofness was fake. Later on, they'd both fuck like rabbits, trading positions and dominance as necessary to achieve the desired result.
Bracing an elbow against the captain's chair, she watched her lover speculatively as she whirled about in a huff, showing off her nice curves. Her ass winked as she stalked away, wetness seeping between her legs.
Yes, that was to be expected. The two of them had avoided getting pregnant, as they had sensed that something like this was coming up. As a result, their bellies were flat, not containing any eggs.
After their conquest, that wouldn't last long. Doubtless there would be a need for more symbiotes to control their captives, and Kate was looking forward to making them with her lover.
That wasn't strictly necessary, really, as they had plenty of breeding pairs on the ship, but Kate refused to give up the pleasure of being filled with her lover's spawn.
She sighed, lifting her legs off the Proctor and levering herself to her feet. No more time to enjoy herself. She had to prepare.
The alien below her twisted her head, staring at her with longing. Kate touched the gem on her shoulder, giving her slave an indulgent look. The Proctor could pretend to be in charge for an hour while her Mistress prepared for the mission.
She pushed her thoughts through the interface. <<You have the bridge.>>
The Proctor rocketed to her feet and snapped a hand to her side, giving her a salute. "Yes, Mistress!"
She had spent a good chunk of her spare time learning the Slanadorian language, but it just made sense to have them reply to her commands in English to reduce confusion. It also helped that she could easily get mental confirmation that her orders were being obeyed.
Given that, she felt no concerns about leaving the Proctor alone on the bridge. The crystal lattice hanging from the ceiling would ensure her obedience, and all defiance had already been beaten out of her. She was nothing more than a pet.
Of course, she wouldn't leave everything to chance. It was simple to monitor her remotely via pings she sent through the control net. If anything tugged at her threads in an unusual way, she'd be the first to know.
Humming to herself, she followed the path Jackie had taken from the bridge, marching out onto one of two main spinal corridors that fanned out from the rear.
The passageways were organic in nature, built on top of what appeared to be a ribbed backbone. Transparent membranes on either side were strong enough to hold anyone who fell off, but they also provided a good view of the operations below.
Here, she could see some of the science labs that they had repurposed as breeding crèches. Small alcoves had been built into the corners, containing heat lamps that spotlighted small collections of eggs.
Scattered around the central area of the room were circular depressions filled with organically grown furniture. Here, pregnant aliens relaxed, enjoying each other's company.
If they desired food, fucking columns were provided around the periphery to give them alien milk. If they wanted privacy, they could retreat to smaller booths that had been provided at each corner of the room. All of their needs were taken care of, the environment carefully monitored by servants to ensure that the highest number of viable offspring were produced.
The metrics didn't lie - at current rates, her ship was out breeding the others, and her policies were in high demand. The secret was that she wasn't in charge of the breeding at all. This, in fact, was entirely Jackie's project.
Utilizing her skills as a rancher had produced prodigious results. Kate had encouraged her to share with others, but her lover was reticent. She let them believe that this was all Kate's doing because she didn't want to have to spend all of her time explaining the particulars.
This meant that it fell to Kate to keep them at bay, which she was happy to do if it made Jackie happy. She didn't let her lover forget this fact, extracting plenty of concessions from her during playtime.
Hmm, speaking of which, wasn't it time to cash in a few more favors? She had put in an order for a suspended sex swing, and she knew exactly who was going to be bound into it first.
She let go of her flights of fancy as the corridor closed in, opening back up into a series of different passages. She hopped down one of the spokes that led towards the outside of the ship, following the faint glow of the hanging lights that opened up towards the window into space at the end.
The lighting was yet another enslaved species of the Slanadorians, but these weren't sentient. They were perfectly happy to hang and glow as long as they were fed a daily diet of alien milk provided from the central vats.
Her stomach churned as she recalled the fate of those who had been hooked up to those implacable pumps. At least they were able to freely roam the ship now instead of being caged like chickens!
Humming to herself, she spun on her heel and entered the restricted space nestled against the exterior of the ship. There was a long, fleshy table with a smooth top, and a set of lockers along the wall, where Jackie was busy putting on a sheer bodysuit.
Kate took a seat in front of a lit screen, making surreptitious glances at Jackie's body. The way the lower curve of the glossy suit cupped her breasts was devilishly distracting. Surely, business could wait a few more minutes?
She leaned her elbows on the table, crossing her arms as she pressed a finger into her mouth, giving it a little suck as she imagined doing the same to her lover's erect nipples.
Jackie curled her head, her breasts jiggling as she clamped her arms together. "I know what you want," she purred, pawing her hands over her chest, which distended downwards. "We gotta get our work done first, though, and you have to get suited up."
Kate sighed, tapping a hand against the desk. "I have a proposition. Why don't we do it the other way around. I'm not going to be able to focus while you're bouncing those massive honkers in front of my face."
"Oh? These?" asked Jackie, giving her hips a little pop to send her bosom wobbling. "If you want a piece of these, you're going to have to get dressed first yourself."



Kate braced her hands on the table, giving Jackie a feral grin. "I won't let you take that back," she warned.
"Who's taking anything back?" asked Jackie, crossing her arms and lifting them up to show off the rolls of flesh underneath the stretchy material of her purple bodysuit.
This was too much for Kate. She lifted her body and vaulted across the table, landing neatly on her feet as she grabbed at the locker handle. The concave shape molded around her hand and pressed against her finger pads, positively identifying her.
It made a small chirp as the edges rippled, tiny eyes giving her a gimlet glare as the compartment opened. After merging with the alien symbiotes, it had gotten easier to deal with these interfaces, but she couldn't claim that they never bothered her.
Especially when a hollow sounding burp echoed from somewhere within the chamber. She jumped, giving it a frown as Jackie laughed. "It's just saying that it likes you."
She gave the door a gentle smack. "Well, it needs to settle down. I am its lord and master!"
The bottom of the locker belched, a foul smell reaching her nostrils as a wide tongue sprung outwards, bearing her suit and associated gear.
Jackie pressed a hand over her mouth, suppressing another laugh. "I'm sorry, but watching you trying to intimidate a locker is the funniest thing I've seen all week!"
She wheezed, breaking down again, unable to stop herself. Kate rolled her eyes as she retrieved the purple bodysuit, giving the locker a small bow. "Thank you. In the game of manners, you appear to be the superior player."
She gave Jackie a sideways glare, but it was too late for her. She had been seized by a paroxysm of mirth, her breasts jiggling as she laid back.
"I'm glad I'm a joke to you," she muttered darkly, folding the suit over the table as she pried at the neckline.
At the touch of her fingertips, the material activated, splitting neatly all the way down to the butt. The interior was prelubricated, so it was only a matter of moments before she was slipping her legs down through the openings in the bottoms.
Tiny cilia inside readjusted the fabric, pulling it smartly into position as she flipped up the flaps on the back. As it settled into place, her breasts puckered, the alien suit giving them a little tease.
Her dick engorged in response, but it was held back by a fleshy pouch. No matter how much she strained, it wouldn't be obvious to others that she was experiencing an erection.
Since there were no frontal openings down below, that precluded any... erotic action. These suits had been built for work, not pleasure.
That didn't mean they couldn't tease each other, however. Glancing at her lover, she arched her back and retrieved her armored boots slowly, making sure to show off the long, curvy slope of her breasts.
Jackie seemed otherwise occupied, however, punching commands into a portable display. "Hmm, it looks like she's not messing around. Four assault squads are on the list for the attack, plus another that is already in position on the station. I'd say we actually stand a pretty good chance of pulling this off."
After the heavy duty boots suctioned themselves into place, Kate made an aggressive move towards the table, hopping on top. She grabbed a translator alien and crammed it into her ear, ignoring the discomfort as it wiggled into place.
The squishy surface accommodated her ass as she folded her legs, one hand braced against the surface as her other slid down to her hip. "Do tell," she purred, leaning forward to show off her breasts.
The material squeezed her tightly enough that her nipples dimpled the surface. Grabbing at the underhang, she rolled her breasts upwards, tickling the tips with the sides of her fingers. "Stop getting distracted and pay attention to me," she demanded, leaning over and planting her gigantic boobs on top of the display.
"Needy bitch," Jackie mumbled, her hands flexing as she pulled the tablet out from under Kate.
"You know what? We're going to do this my way," she declared, pouncing onto the table next to her.
Kate shivered with delight as she noticed the dominant glare in Jackie's eyes. This time, it wasn't a tease. She was serious.
Jackie grabbed her arm. "Get on your knees. Now."
Forgetting her plans to tease Jackie, Kate did as she was told, interested in seeing what Jackie had come up with.
"Hands behind your back." The sharpness of her words tickled Kate's spine like a sharp whip.
She shifted her shoulders, moving them to the rear as she linked her hands together. This had the side effect of forcing her bust forward, showing off her distended nipples.
"Commanders can't be naughty," continued Jackie. "They have to focus. Since you've demonstrated no ability to stay on task, even before a critical mission, it falls to me to maintain discipline."
"Yes, Mistress!" she hissed through her teeth, keeping her back straight.
"Not good enough!" growled Jackie, smacking her ass. "Sit yourself down! You're in dire need of what human males term 'post-nut clarity,' but we can't get that far unless you learn everything you need to know about this mission!"
"Yes, Mistress," repeated Kate, planting her ass on top of the heels of her heavy boots, enjoying the pain of the hard, rubbery material against her butt.
Jackie picked up the display that Kate had hidden with her boobs earlier. "Now, we're going to study this together until we have it right. I will refuse to grant you an orgasm if you get too far off track. Release can only come once I am satisfied that you won't lead us into disaster."
"Now," she said, looping one hand around to grab at Kate's breast. "Let's review this."
Adroitly manipulating the screen with her left hand, she scrolled it down. "We'll maintain our position at Lagrange point three, behind the sun. This will mask our presence from the station, while allowing us to monitor the situation via satellites situated at points four and five. When given the signal, we'll swoop in and pursue any escaping craft. If none appear, we'll keep ourselves hidden so that our enemy can't get a read on our true numbers."
"Sensible," grunted Kate, gasping as Jackie seized one of her breasts, giving it a harsh squeeze.
"Quiz time," Jackie said, letting go of her breast so that she could smack her ass. "How many assault squads did I say were going to be involved earlier?"
Kate screwed up her eyes. "I recall you mentioning four?"
Her hand arrived with a whip crack. "Wrong. You've already forgotten the extra squad on the station."
She shook her head. "What am I going to do with you? You can't even remember the simplest details."
Kate gave her a cherubic grin. "That's what you're here for, of course. I'm much better with the big picture stuff, and you make sure I have the information I need to stay on course."
Jackie glowered, tickling her fingers up Kate's back. "This isn't a game. You have to know some of this yourself."
Kate stopped trying to be flirtatious. "I do know," she said seriously. "We're going to set up at Lagrange point three and wait to see what happens. If we are not called upon, we'll vanish like ghosts."
She smirked. "See? I do pay attention to the important details."
Jackie sighed, but she couldn't find fault with any of that. She scrolled the screen down to the section containing information on their opposition. "This Irizina is expected to bring her own entourage, including a full complement of noble guards. It will be impossible to take them down without the use of force or... the suitable application of guile."
Kate sighed, pressing into Jackie's body, hoping that she was going to get to the point soon. "And which of those does Doris have planned for our target?"
Jackie scrolled and frowned. "I don't know. That isn't listed here. If she's lucky, she already has a sleeper agent. If not, this is liable to get rather bloody before the situation can be brought under control."
Kate studied the text, her mind racing. "It says here that the mission's success is predicated on this being accurate intelligence, but nowhere does it say how likely that is."
She groaned. "Reading between the lines, that means there is no sleeper agent, and she has no clue. Great."
"Or, her agent hasn't been able to report due to extenuating circumstances," Jackie pointed out. "Either way, she is the one taking all the risk here, so I hope her plan works."
"You and me both," muttered Kate, clicking off the display. "We should talk contingencies."
"Yes, let's," purred Jackie, pushing on Kate's back until she leaned over the table
Climbing up, Jackie swung a leg over her ass, sitting down on her rump. The extra weight forced Kate onto her hands, her breasts swinging freely as Jackie ran her fingers over her ribs. She shuddered, suddenly desiring that her lover place her hands elsewhere, but demanding that while in this submissive posture would have been rather presumptuous of her.
Instead, she tried to concentrate on the mission. "What could go wrong?" she asked, grunting as Jackie shifted her body farther up, forcing her chest to arc forwards.
"All sorts of things," replied Jackie sourly. "The operatives she has in position could fail, leaving her exposed and forcing her into an all out attack. Her plot could be detected prematurely and someone could attempt to escape."
"Or... our intelligence has been infiltrated, and this is a reverse trap meant to scoop up the conspirators," gasped Kate, her nipples straining against the sheer material.
"Very good," declared Jackie, scraping her fingernails down Kate's side. "So, what should we do in each circumstance?"
"Umm," grunted Kate, trying to prod her mind into motion as her body went into overdrive. "If she's exposed, we do nothing, as she ordered. We watch the melee, and if it's going well, we assist. If not, we cut and run."
Jackie smacked her ass. "You will consult with me first before you dive in and help, got that?"
"Yes, Mistress," hummed Kate, her eyes rolling as her nipples tightened to hard nubs, breasts swelling with heat.
"We should interfere if it looks like someone is going to escape, though, right?" she asked. "We can't let anyone get away to tell the outside world of our presence."
"Yes, but it depends on how many contacts we see," declared Jackie. "If they're like buzzing bees, going every which way, we abandon Doris. We only strike if we can be assured of victory."
She tilted her hips forward and reached down to stroke at Kate's breasts as the final word escaped her lips, giving it extra prominence. Kate cooed. "To victory," she whispered, shuddering as a wave of pleasure rattled her body.
"Which leaves the final scenario," sighed Jackie. "If that's the case, we're all screwed. We'll do our best to escape, but if they know of our presence, they'll be able to interdict us before we can do much."
"In that case, it'll come down to us," replied Kate, pressing her palms into the table to straighten out her back. "I'll order everyone under our control to distract the invaders at all costs, then I'll destroy the jewelry. Without it, we can go undercover and pretend to be the same as all the other converted humans. Most of them decided to become dumb breeders, and know nothing of the plans of their betters."
It was an unfortunate reality, but Kate couldn't blame them too much. It was much easier to give in to the pleasure and allow it to control your reality. She had almost done the same, when in their position.
In some ways, she still wished she had, though she wouldn't give up her time with Jackie for the universe. Indeed, that was the entire reason she was doing all of this in the first place.
The universe would bow. They would be free.
These thoughts of grandeur were eclipsed by the pleasure that tingled from her nipples as Jackie cupped them. "I wouldn't mind being a dumb breeder," she snarled, "but we can't afford to inflate your belly before this mission. Your outfit would never fit."
Kate moaned, her pussy twitching. She wanted it, needed for it to be filled, but that wasn't possible.
Jackie opened her hands, filling them with Kate's breast flesh and giving them a good squeeze. "Like putty in my hands," she growled, running her thumbs over Kate's nipples. "Be a good little slut and explode for me."
Her nipples throbbed as they tightened further, milk gushing into her suit. The cilia tickled her as the living creature swallowed it down as fast as it could be produced, glowing a healthy sheen as it used the milk to nourish its skinny body.
The extra stimulation was too much for Kate, her limbs spasming as her brain sparked into a shattering orgasm. Her breathing struggled as she moaned like a cow, her elbows hinging outwards as she settled onto the squishy table, vision buzzing as her crotch became soaking wet.
The excess fluids were sucked away by the creature, keeping her clean, but at the same time it clenched around her body, enhancing the orgasm. Her muscles went rigid and she let out a long, soft moan as she wiggled like a worm.
Jackie chuckled and dismounted, giving her a parting smack on the butt. "It's good to see that things never change," she grunted. "Unfortunately, we don't have time for more, or I'd force you to give me the pleasure I deserve. Instead, I'll simply use it to balance our long list of favors."
She raised a hand as she swayed her hips, blowing Kate a kiss as she rested her other hand on the door handle. "Enjoy the afterglow, but don't take too much time. We only have about ten minutes left."
Kate wasn't in any decent state to follow her. Oh, what she could do by mere touch alone!
Thinking about being filled by her alien cock was almost too much to bear. She bent over and slid her legs apart, exposing her crotch as she imagined being used for hours. She almost melted into a puddle of goo right there and then.
No, this wasn't the time. Kate, get yourself together! You're the captain of a ship in a universe hostile to your cause. You can't afford to fall to pieces.
And yet, the way her body was treating her was so intense. It would be so much easier to run away from her responsibilities. It was no wonder so many opted to become breeding cows.
Dragging herself over the side of the table, she set her booted feet softly against the floor. It was very much like her to overthink everything, but this tendency was starting to get in the way.
Standing up straight, she stiffened her back. It was time to show the others her mettle.
Striding directly for the door, she paused as she noticed two pregnant converted humans talking outside. What did she just tell herself? Meekness wasn't allowed
She gave the door a mental command and it irised open, giving her a better look at their faces. "Ah, Ben and Janice! It's a pleasure to see you two so happy and... healthy."
Their breasts were the size of small melons, a trickle of milk leaking from the exposed tips as they rested against swollen bellies. Ben chuckled, his hand wrapped around his enlarged bosom. "Yes, my wonderful wife has filled me again, and I must confess that breeding is more fulfilling than I had originally thought."
His human eyes blinked, a filmy white around the corneas indicating that he wasn't using them much. This was common with breeders, as they dipped deeper into the pleasure of seeing the enhanced details of their lover's alien bodies.
Kate swallowed, a hint of sadness in her gut. Although these two had initially appeared to have strong personalities, they hadn't managed to overcome the erotic nature of their symbiotes, becoming enslaved to their desires. They might still think and act like humans, but they were never fully in control of themselves. They couldn't strive for more.
They certainly didn't appear unhappy, though. She must be careful not to ascribe emotions to them that they weren't feeling themselves.
"How are you doing in general, then?" she asked. "Are all of your needs being taken care of? Any complaints?"
"No problems at all. We live without care, enjoying each other immensely, " chuckled Janice, reaching out to tug Kate's bodysuit. "That looks nice. Are you planning on taking a dip in the pool?"
A shadow fell across her mind. She couldn't tell them that they were potentially about to be involved in a deadly mission. The two of them couldn't do anything about it. It was entirely up to her to keep them safe.
"Oh, this? It's a uniform variant. Jackie thought it looked good on me, and as you know, I can't deny her anything."
Janice nodded sagely, making a soft burp that jiggled her belly. "She's taking up so much of your time!" she protested, grabbing Kate's arm. "I suppose our only complaint is that you visit us so infrequently!"
Kate hesitated. They were right. She was getting too wrapped up in her duties as of late.
A chime sounded on the intercom. "Captain Kate, you are wanted on the bridge," said Jackie drolly, her voice distorted as it was magnified through living relays.
Some of her discomfort faded. This wasn't a problem she could put off indefinitely, but for now she had bigger fish to fry.
"I will make sure to schedule some time to see you later," she sighed. "Duty never rests."
"Captain?" muttered Ben, looking confused. "When did that happen?"
She reached into the inner well of her power and exerted a force. The slugs about their necks wiggled in acknowledgment, a blue glow appearing in their eyes.
Bright smiles lit their faces as bliss rushed in. They turned towards each other and embraced, their lips locking together as their enormous breasts squeezed outwards around the sides.
She regretted having to do this to them, but she didn't have time to evade more searching questions. Spinning on her foot, she tapped an acknowledgment into her wrist band, speeding up as she began to cross back over the spiny corridor, guilt tugging at the back of her mind.



        Repopulated Ch. 11

        Kate assaults the alien lord's ship.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/repopulated-ch-11

Title: Repopulated Ch. 11

Author: HalfShim

Category: Erotic Horror

Description: Kate assaults the alien lord's ship.

Tags: science fiction, aliens, lesbian, transformation, mind control, dickgirl

Series: Repopulated


Chapter Eleven
The breeding bays below were getting frisky, couples pairing up in various poses. Several others were using the feeding pillars, their asses bouncing as they fucked the slurping pockets without a care in the world.
This all served as a poignant reminder of what she had given up to remain in control. It was so unfair!
After all this was over, she was going to go on a good long vacation with her lover and get away from all of this nonsense. Temporarily.
The worries and concerns crowded back into her head and she shoved them aside as she strode onto the bridge. "Situation report?" she barked, stepping around a curve as she descended towards her chair.
The Proctor spun about, head frills glowing red as she clasped her hands together respectfully. "The maneuver is complete, Mistress. We are in position behind the sun."
Kate grunted as she noted Jackie standing next to her command chair, her attention spearing the display on a small console that had sprung from the floor. "We do not appear to have been detected so far, Captain," she announced. "The general vicinity is clear of all drive signatures."
"Good," she replied, taking a seat and setting her elbow on an armrest. She braced a fist against her bony chin as she stared pensively at the screen. "Of course, there wouldn't be any if someone was lying in wait."
"I can't locate anything that has a mass larger than a bus," continued Jackie. "Unless they've laid a minefield, we're probably safe."
"Probably," muttered Kate, her mind racing.
Should she test one of the objects for explosives? No that was being a little too paranoid, and if they cracked one open, they might draw attention to themselves.
She sat back, folding her hands over her thighs. "Anything from the Gray Dawn yet?"
"No, Mistress," slurred the Proctor, her tentacle legs spreading out so that her body slumped in front of Kate. "We are not expecting them for a couple more minutes. However, we have registered the target vessel via our relay satellites."
Kate sighed. It was the hardest thing to do, to wait, and yet here they were. There was nothing to do, nothing to distract them from this boredom.
She flexed her fingers, clicking the edge of a fingernail off the horned plate that had become her face.
"Any activity at the jump point?" she asked, feeling restless.
"No, everything is quiet, ma'am," reported her navigation officer, Dolohn. "Still nothing on the EM and gravitational bands."
Annoyed with herself, she was about to snap out another request when he spoke again. "There's something happening now, Captain, would you like to see it on the main screen?"
"Pull it up," she requested, sitting up in her seat.
At first, there was nothing more than the blackness of space and a view of a ship docked to a space station. The station itself was nothing remarkable, an oblong, chunky brick made up of several modular components. Overall, it was nothing more than a warty protuberance.
It had all of the usual docking facilities, however, and it was positioned next to a valuable asteroid that was pockmarked with the telltale signs of core drilling. Why would a noble be visiting here? Perhaps it was a sort of 'show the flag' mission, or a political event to pretend that the upper class had solidarity with the workers.
Whatever the case, the docked ship sparkled in the light of the sun, its swooping curves and majestic nacelles making it look like a swan parked next to an ugly duckling. This wasn't even the largest of its ship class, being only a cruiser, but it had more than enough firepower to take out Kate's vessel in a one on one fight. She was hoping it wouldn't get the chance.
Her attention shifted as bright lights sparkled near the jump point. The vertical entry bars flashed, warning of an incoming ship. Blue, green, red, and now here came the gravitational distortion that always preceded a small rip through space.
A curvature was briefly visible between the jump bars, and suddenly a ship was there, the circular saucer of the invasion ship appearing between the wispy tatters of broken space. "Mistress, it's the Gray Dawn," confirmed Dolohn, his voice trembling as the slug around his neck gave him a rewarding squeeze.
"Good," she replied, nervously tapping her fingers against the arm rest. She watched the movement of the ship, feeling almost as though she could reach out and touch it. "Monitor their communications and put them directly on screen when they occur. I want to know exactly what they're saying to each other at all times."
A soft beep sounded, and an overlay appeared over the ship, showing a middle aged alien with a decorative sash secured about his neck. "Unidentified vessel," he said in Slanadorian, his words being automatically translated by the computer. "There is no scheduled traffic at this time. Please send your ID code and purpose for being here."
Kate steepled her fingers. Everything depended on how Doris handled this encounter. It would take several minutes for the open tear in space to dissipate, which meant that if they caught on too soon, their prey could run into the jump gate before they had a chance to catch them.
Hmm, but if they guessed that was the intent, even if they thought they were trapped, they would avoid using it, because they would have no idea what the endpoint would be. They could be stepping into a trap within a trap.
Damn, she wished she had thought of that! Once their forces had grown further, that might actually be a valid strategy. She'd have to keep that one in her pocket for later.
The screen beeped again, and the alien on screen looked displeased. "Your identification has been accepted, ESS Drake, but your presence here is not acceptable. We are not allowing visitors for the next two days, unless your situation is an emergency."
Kate turned to Jackie. "It doesn't appear to be going well. Doris can't show herself on camera, as a Slanadorian ship can't be seen to be captained by a Plaxx infested human. We need another way."
Jackie rested her hands on the console, peering up at the Proctor. "Well, there is one option. We could use her."
Kate gazed at the mind controlled alien, her mind stirring. Yes, she had some form of authority, and perhaps with her assistance they could deceive the station controller. That posed other problems, however.
"Is there any way to disguise where our signal is coming from?" she asked. "If we break in, they'll detect our presence right away."
Jackie shrugged. "I don't know. I would have to defer to one of the crewmembers who knows this ship better."
Dolohn raised his hand hesitantly. "We could try to bounce our communications off the satellite and through the Gray Dawn's communication array. It might look like it's coming from them, if the station doesn't examine the situation too closely.
Unfortunate. It wasn't that she didn't trust the brainwashed crew, but whatever they did would be risky. Extremely risky. Should she commit themselves to this mission?
The alien on screen was becoming increasingly agitated. They didn't have much longer before a rash decision was made. It was better to make one of her own before that happened.
"Okay, let's do it," she said more confidently than she felt, getting up from her seat. She took a step to one side, ushering the Proctor into the position she had vacated.
Jackie joined her, the two of them grabbing spare seats at an empty console. The Proctor appeared a little confused, so Kate sent a pulse through the control network. <<Pretend to be your old self,>> she commanded. <<We are low on fuel due to an engine breakdown and need emergency maintenance so that we can be on our way.>>
The crystals pulsed, and the alien's eyes glowed blue. Her back straightened, her stance changing to her old, severe posture. She looked every inch in control, in command of the situation. Excellent.
Dolohn punched a sequence into his console. "It's all set up, Mistress," he said nervously, giving her the side eye. "Should I proceed?"
"Do it," she ordered, wrapping an arm around Jackie, but before the command could be executed, another box appeared on the screen.
Kate's legs shivered as she recognized the alien - the sharp angles of her face and the fat tubes that ran over her forehead. The alien's mouth spread wide in a toothy grin. Khanja.
"What is the matter, administrator?" she asked, her tongue dripping with apparent sarcasm. "What reason do you have for denying us? We need emergency aid."
Taken aback, the station agent scowled. "If it's truly an emergency, we cannot deny you, but you will stand off and submit for inspection before entering the security threshold."
Before he could continue, another chime sounded and a new signal appeared. This one was assigned the label 'ESS Goodhead' and was promoted to the center of the screen by one of her helpful bridge crew before she could ask for it.
A haughty alien filled the box, similar in appearance to the Proctor. Well, before Kate had turned the regal alien into her pet.
The arrogant air she emitted seemed to typify the upper echelons of Slanadorian society, and her extensive collection of jewelry marked her as such. Golden rings decorated her head tubes at regular intervals, a chain running down to a glimmering red jewel that rested on the center of her forehead.
Her neck was emphasized via a rippling necklace with overlapping ovals that looked like fish scales, dropping low enough to slide between the slope of her breasts. Her top was cinched tight, showing off her assets, her curves cupped by a sheer red dress made of a filmy, opaque material.
Her frills flexed as she stared into the screen with suspicion. "Khanja, is that you?" she asked.
Kate suddenly felt a little dizzy, panic flopping in her chest. She sent a burst through the command network, forcing the Proctor to the floor as she strode back to the captain's seat. "This is about to go bad," she announced. "Get ready."
"It is you," hissed the alien, swirling a cloak in front of her as she stepped closer to the pickup. "What the hell are you doing here? Last I heard, you were assigned to conquer that nasty rocky ball of a planet filled with barely sentient mammals."
The translator struggled with some of the words, choosing as many close equivalents as it could. The insults seemed a little garbled, but the meaning came through well enough.
Kate could detect a faint glow in Khanja's eyes. She was clearly under Doris' control, but would the noble pick up on it? "Irizina," said Khanja smoothly, "It's a surprise seeing you here. Weren't you in the bottom half of the class in military academy?"
Irizina's eyes flashed. "I still graduated," she said, her voice sounding like gravel. "That makes us both commissioned officers." Her teeth showed. "But I am also of noble blood, which means that I outrank you. Tell me, what are you doing out here, so far from your assignment?"
"I can't discuss the details of my mission over an open channel," Khanja said abruptly, the blue glow growing in her eyes. "We could arrange a meeting, however, and then I might reconsider, given that you are an old friend."
The tension increased in Kate's throat. "That was a good play. Do you think she'll buy it?"
"Don't know," replied Jackie, sliding in behind her console. "It kind of depends on how well those two actually know each other."
Irizina's eyes flicked to one side. "Can you confirm this?" she asked someone off screen.
A male stepped in, a thin and reedy fellow that looked rather unassuming. "Ah, I don't have any reports of any military presence in this sector," he stuttered.
To Kate's sharp eyes, this was all an act. Underneath the supercilious exterior, there was an animal cunning. If this was Irizina's advisor, they were truly in trouble.
She noted the badge affixed to his vest. A golden, multi clustered leaf of some alien tree. What did it mean?
"So says the Empress's guard," muttered Irizina. Her eyes darted up to the screen. "If they don't know why you're here, then nobody does. Stand down, Khanja. Do not approach any closer, or we will be forced to power up our weapons."
Shit. Now that Kate knew what to look for, she spotted several more troopers dressed in the same uniform as the advisor, peering over the lord's shoulder with hard looks.
"I told you, we need assistance," insisted Khanja. "We won't be able to leave here without it."
"I don't care. You're not docking here until we're gone," announced Irizina. "I'll send a fast courier through the warp to request help, but that's all I can offer until my business here is concluded. ESS Goodhead, out."
The ship's screen vanished, leaving the image of the station administrator behind. He was still scowling. "You heard the lady. She has control over this operation, and I am unable to countermand her orders. Stay where you are until we are able to send assistance."
They were sunk. Doris needed to dock the Gray Dawn to continue this operation, and Irizina was just as determined to keep them at arm's length. Worse, if that fast courier was able to bring word back to the Slanadorian empire, they were totally screwed.
Sitting on the edge of her seat, she wondered what Doris would decide to do next. Her options were severely limited. Surely it would be for the best if they gave up the ruse and left? More opportunities came up all the time. They didn't need to try and force it.
Khanja's eyes glowed a deeper blue. "We hear. You obey. Signal blue lampshade. Execute plan 'restitution' beta. Confirm."
The administrator stiffened, the same blue glow filling his eyes. "Plan restitution initiated," he replied in a monotone, tapping in a set of commands into his console. "Heard and obeyed. Control cell delta out."
The communication boxes blinked out one by one. "Mistress, the station is charging a generator," warned Dolohn from the rear of the bridge. "They're preparing to use an interdicting field."
"But on who, I wonder?" muttered Kate, tension rising.
Her mad plan from earlier forgotten, she tried hard to discern what was about to happen. It was obvious that Doris had triggered a sleeper cell, but were there enough of them on the station to make a difference?
"It's charged!" announced Dolohn. "Barrier going up around the station!"
The zoom updated, giving them a better view of the ESS Goodhead nestled underneath an overhanging rectangular box jutting out from the side of the station. A causeway connected the two of them via a set of thick docking clamps. A shimmering sphere of energy spread around the station and the ship, making it blurry on the screen.
Kate chuckled. "Well, I guess that's taken care of. Nobody is leaving until that is down."
"Yes, but what hope does she have of capturing the Goodhead?" asked Jackie. "Does she have enough shock troops to overwhelm the royal guard? If so, where has she been hiding them? We certainly don't have anything of the sort, and the five assault squads on the mission briefing aren't going to be sufficient."
Kate frowned, leaning back. "She might be assuming that, combined, we'll still be able to take them down, but that would require us to take a more active role than she had originally slated for us. And we've received no confirmation that we should commit to this."
"Either way, it appears that she has decided to go for an all out attack," grunted Jackie, drawing a plot on the screen. "The Gray Dawn is accelerating towards a docking point near the ESS Goodhead. I wonder how they'll respond to this provocation."
"Badly," groaned Kate. "I'm just waiting for the other shoe to drop."
The communications display appeared again, this time with Irizina looking insufferably regal, though her ruffled head tubes gave away that she was agitated. "What is the meaning of this?" she roared. "Lower the barrier immediately!"
The station administrator popped back up. "It is for your protection, Lord," he said unctuously. "The Gray Dawn has started moving without our permission, and we need to isolate the station. Please, stand by until we've reestablished control."
Both communications then terminated, leaving dead air as the Gray Dawn moved ever closer.
"That will confuse them for a few minutes," opined Jackie, "but it's not likely to hold them for long. What do you want to do? It's your call."
Kate was reduced to scraping her nails along the armrests. "We wait," she grated out. "The situation is still developing, and we're beyond what the mission briefing laid out. Standby to circumnavigate the sun at military speed, if necessary."
"Aye, Mistress," acknowledged Dolohn, and then everything went silent but for the various gurgling noises of the organic bridge equipment.
As the Gray Dawn approached closer, a faint glow appeared around the forward section of the ESS Goodhead. They were charging weapons! But that was insane. With the barrier up, their laser weaponry would be deflected at random, possibly damaging the station!
She held her breath as a sudden flash of malevolent red light speared through the blackness, splitting and diffusing as it ricocheted back towards them and the station. They watched as a mess of debris scattered in all directions, large pieces bouncing off the barrier.
"Maybe they didn't know?" groaned Kate.
"Damage appears to be minimal," remarked Jackie. "They can't hit the barrier generator without causing a lot of civilian casualties. I don't think they'll risk it."
Kate stood, beginning to pace. "I hate being so helpless," she groaned. "All these stupid decisions, happening in a vacuum. I want to reach out and throttle whoever decided that was a good idea."
"Well, it's not the only strange decision they're making," remarked Jackie. "The energy signature of the Goodhead's core is becoming increasingly erratic, almost as though they're overloading the reactor.
"They'd do that? Insane!" Kate stopped moving, feeling helpless as she stared at the station. "They'll destroy them all!"
"That's probably the point," Jackie said dryly. "If it's a threat, it's a good one, but there's also the outside possibility that they're fighting off an assault squad that infiltrated from the station."
"Captain!" interrupted a crewmember from behind her. "They're sending a signal!"
The communications screen appeared, showing a view of the Goodhead's bridge. Some of the organic tubing installed on the ceiling had fallen down, creating a mess that looked like a malfunctioning intestinal tract. Irizina had been dragged into a chair, a small, blue wound on her forehead leaking blood.
The guardsman she had been talking to earlier was barking orders, his bulging eyes popping as he gazed into the pickup. "Her Empress' ship the ESS Goodhead is under attack," he declared, his diction clipped.
Despite his appearance, this was clearly a military man, used to being obeyed. "Since Lord Irizina has been injured, command has been delegated to me. I will not allow her to be captured. Before that occurs, I will destroy this ship!"
Sweat poured down his neck, but the other guards around the bridge appeared unbroken. "We are the solid, red line that protects the Empress!" he shouted, pounding a fist against his chest. "We will not be defeated. Lower the barrier or prepare to be destroyed!"
The screen clicked off. "The signature is getting more unstable," warned Jackie. "He's serious, he'll destroy them all if he doesn't get what he wants."
"An absolute madman, but I suppose I shouldn't be surprised given what I've heard about them," groaned Kate. "Brutal bastards, as tough as nails."



She held up a hand to forestall Jackie's next question. "Hold on, I want to see what Doris' response will be."
The Gray Dawn was rapidly closing the distance, not slowing down as it made a kamikaze run towards the barrier. At the last second, the force field vanished, allowing the saucer shaped vessel to swoop in on top of the Goodhead before it could bring its weapons to bear.
Several harpoons shot out from the bottom of the saucer, puncturing holes in the larger vessel's hull. The resulting depressurization might kill a few, but the terror of the sudden attack would give them the surprise they needed to board before an organized resistance was put together.
"She's crazy," whispered Kate. "Attacking a vessel that has a self-destruct sequence set? What could she be planning?"
"It's a huge gamble," nodded Jackie. "If she gets the right people to the right places fast enough, she might be able to reverse it before detonation, but if there's any kind of resistance, she might be slowed down too much for it to matter."
"Captain!" broke in Dolohn. "A new engine signature has appeared next to the ESS Goodhead! Someone appears to be attempting an escape!"
Kate gritted her teeth. With the Gray Dawn occupied, there was no way they'd be able to handle another contact. This was the critical decision point.
The seconds ticked down as she balled up her hands, her heart thumping in her chest. "We go in," she decided, sitting back in her seat as determination grew in her chest. "Full speed. Set course to intercept that new target."
"Aye, Captain," acknowledged Dolohn, the tenor of the engines changing as they spun up. The motion of the ship was barely perceptible, but Kate knew that the organic reactors had been kicked into high gear, the sun shifting in the view screen.
She glanced at Jackie, wondering whether her lover would question her decision, but Jackie appeared undisturbed. She trusted Kate to do the right thing. More fool her.
Well, they were well and truly committed now. It was time to ensure that their attack had the best possible chance of success. "Prepare our attack squads," she ordered Jackie. "We'll seize that ship before it has a chance to reach the jump point."
Jackie stared at her display. "That appears possible, Captain, but our room for error is limited. We'll have to time it just right."
"Make it happen," she commanded, gripping onto her arm rests as their ship wobbled, skipping over a communication satellite.
The ship accelerated, the station drawing close in the view screen. Umbilicals had been stretched between the Gray Dawn and the ESS Goodhead, connecting the vessels together. Holes dotted the exterior of the Goodhead, black scorch marks showing where laser blasts had torn into the ship's hull with violent energy beams.
"Captain," announced a crewmember. "The reactor overload is still proceeding. It will enter the red zone within the next ten minutes. After that, anything within its general vicinity will cease to exist."
"Let's tractor our target out of range of the potential blast radius once we catch it," suggested Jackie. "We might have to cut our margins even thinner, but if we let them run a little farther towards the gate, we won't have to tow them as far."
"Do it!" snapped Kate, feeling nervous.
All of these were good suggestions, but she was starting to wonder if there was any point in executing them. There was the theoretical, and then there was reality. How far would the explosion of the Goodhead reach? She didn't really know, and she didn't want to find out.
"This will be a capture strike," she announced. "We will grab any high value targets and bring their vessel under our control as a prize, if practicable. Our top priority is to preserve our own forces, so we shall retreat and move to a safe distance if the Goodhead explodes."
Leaning forward, she gritted her teeth as she watched the display click down the distance to their target. "There," she hissed, pointing at the screen. "It's a captain's yacht."
"Their engines are already at full power, Captain," warned Dolohn. "They will have better acceleration than us, though our top speed is higher."
"Set us on a collision course," said Kate harshly. "Make our best speed."
Dolohn cleared his throat, not mentioning the obvious. Power would have to be diverted from weapons and the environmental systems to accomplish this, which would make things uncomfortable in the short term.
"Aye, Mistress," he rumbled, and the churning whine of the engines increased. A low bong sounded and the overhead lights dimmed, swapping to backups. This was an expected situation for a military vessel, the designers sacrificing crew comfort for engine performance. Matters of life and death were far more important than the sweat that suddenly began to bead on her brow.
"We're gaining on them," announced Dolohn suddenly, his eyes glued to the console. "We should be within capture range before they can navigate the jump portal."
"Good," purred Kate. "Let's end this. I want this vessel secured before Doris can even so much as blink."
The cold, hard numbers on the display kept dropping, an image of the ESS Goodhood on the left. The increasing amount of energy its reactor was putting out was now easily in the red zone.
She ignored the spiking bar graph, keeping her eyes fixed on the sleek, slim vessel that was straining its hardest to make for the jump gate. "Try all you like," she whispered under her breath. "The sweetest capture is the game that tries its hardest to escape."
She imagined it being like a rabbit, hopping along innocently without a care in the world until a hawk swooped down and dismembered it unceremoniously. They were the ones who would capture it with their talons. To force it to stop and obey.
It was too bad that the control interface had a limited range, or she'd just simply order their victims to surrender. It didn't work like that without the relays embedded within the collars around her bridge crew's necks, however. This would need to be done the old fashioned way.
The maximum range of their capture devices flashed in the upper left corner of the display, but she ignored this. She was shooting for the most optimal range, to reduce their chance of failure.
They still had a few minutes before the nose of the ship vanished into the tear, but would the Goodhead hold together long enough? It was a race against time, and Kate didn't know which target she was more worried about.
She hated rushing, but there wasn't time to be a perfectionist. Waiting a few more moments, she turned towards Jackie. "Fire the harpoons. Take them down."
"Aye, Captain," replied Jackie, keying the appropriate code into her console.
Two tiny whump sounds echoed through the hull, long lines shooting out from under their bow to strike the ship in its midsection. "Direct hit!" Kate hissed, raising a fist in excitement. "Reel them in!"
The vessel shuddered as their nose lowered, bringing the captain's yacht into view. She could count every light along the line of the ship's stern, their engines burning with a radioactive green glare.
The massive torque this induced wasn't sufficient enough to shake them free, despite the odd angle they were attacking from. The internal winches hummed, pulling them inexorably closer as they were towed towards the twisted ripple in space.
The extra mass slowed the progress of the yacht, but momentum kept them rushing forward. Kate watched their relative velocity as they closed in on their capture target, the viewscreen filling with the graceful swoop of the yacht's upper decks.
Another shudder rattled through the ship, followed by a solid clanking sound. "Capture target is secure, Captain," reported Dolohn.
"Good, apply reverse thrust. Try to keep them on station as best you can, but allow them to keep pulling us out of the potential blast zone. The rest of you, come with me. It's time to finish this."
She got to her feet and walked up the ramp around the side of the bridge. The stress of earlier was rapidly vanishing, replaced with the surety of action. Good or ill, their path forward had been chosen.
Jackie hopped away from her console, grabbing the leash dangling from the Proctor's collar as she followed in Kate's wake. Kate gave the bridge crew a nudge as she left, making sure that her control was still secure. Pleased with the response she received, she stepped into a transport tube at the top of the bridge, crossing her arms as she jumped in feet first.
The slippery tunnel swallowed her whole, the organism gurgling as it massaged her thighs and breasts. It took more self control than one would think to avoid arriving as a hot mess at the other end. Fortunately, Kate was getting used to this, and the lewd tendencies of the system no longer bothered her.
Instead, she began to think about what she would be doing with Jackie once this assault was over. It was all well and good to assume that they'd have plenty of time for relaxation on the other end, but realistically, there wouldn't be an ending to their duties.
They'd get sucked into another hare-brained scheme and another mission, until they either ended up on top, or were transformed into brainless thralls of the Slanadorians. It didn't help that giving up was still more enticing than it should have been. She really needed to do something about those urges before they became more troublesome.
Her feet popped out of the bottom of the tube, the walls squeezing and tickling at her breasts as the rest of her slid through the opening. Her ass impacted against a spongy mat, and she bounced to her feet with little effort.
Trotting over to a ready station, she grabbed a set of armor that was waiting there for her, pressing a plated chest piece over her bobbing breasts. The internal padding spread them apart, groping at her bodysuit until the internal suckers locked into place.
She added a rear plate, telltale clicks letting her know that it had interfaced with the chest piece, forming one continuous whole. She continued, adding more armor to her groin, ass, and legs, her eyes spearing the faint light as Jackie appeared, her hand wrapped around the Proctor's neck. "Sometimes she gets lost in her obedience," she explained. "She wanted to stay on the bridge because she hadn't been able to play her part in your plan."
Kate frowned, pushing her mind over the alien's, looking for any discord. There was none.
She sighed. "Maybe we should leave her behind? If she starts being unreliable, the entire mission could be at risk."
Jackie shrugged, giving her leash a little tug. "I doubt it will go that far. I'll watch her and make sure nothing bad happens."
"If you say so," Kate replied dubiously, but she wasn't willing to press her lover further. She had to trust that she would keep the alien well in hand.
She finished her outfit by securing a thick gorget around her neck to protect her symbiote, straightening her back as she strode through an open portal to the next room.
A full assault squad made up of converted humans were waiting there for her, fully kitted out with heavy armor and stun blasters. Pacing in front of them, she examined them carefully to make sure nothing was out of place.
"In only a few minutes, we will disembark to face the enemy," she said harshly. "Remember, they would make you their slaves without compunction, so we must do the same. Descending to their level might seem dirty in an objective moral code, but we cannot allow ourselves to falter. They must be taken down. We must succeed, or all of our efforts to save the human race from their aggression will have been for naught!"
A roaring cheer came from the alien throats of the converted humans, and she gave them a vicious smile. "You are the select few who have achieved perfect symbiosis with your Plaxx, which is why you have been selected for this mission. Follow my lead, and together we will take down the Slanadorian menace. To freedom!"
"To freedom!"
The voices shouted as one, and she settled down, feeling altogether mighty. With these trusted troops, they might actually stand a chance of pulling this off. There couldn't be a full assault squad on the alien ship, surely, even if some of the Empress' Guard had been assigned to protect Irizina.
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Chapter Twelve
Turning her back towards the raucous soldiers who were raising their weapons and cheering her name, she proceeded down a ribbed section towards one of the invasion causeways. There would be troops assaulting down the second one as well, targeting the engineering sections of the ship. She was purely interested in securing the lord before she could escape again.
Jackie joined her, a small pad in one hand as she tugged the Proctor's leash with the other.
"Captain," she said, scanning the map that appeared on the display. "The precision of our attack was well executed. We're only half a deck away from our target, and a small bridgehead has already been secured with our scouting forces."
"Good," sighed Kate, bracing herself for the confrontation ahead.
Eyes narrowed, she spotted the organic membrane that kept out the bleakness of space. Thick ribs ran down its length into the distance as the passageway wobbled back and forth.
Her crown glowed as she raised her hand. "Charge!" she roared, picking up the pace as she trotted onto the swaying tunnel. The ground lurched under her weight, but she compensated for the squishy surface, regaining her balance on the next step as she rushed headlong towards the other ship.
She didn't look back, the hissing breaths of the others following close behind as they danced over the rippling floor. Her full concentration was on avoiding tripping and making herself look like a fool. The others had been training to do this on an ongoing basis, but she had only given it a shot once or twice.
Hopefully, that wouldn't be a problem. She didn't need to be heroic, only look it.
Jumping off at the other end, she grabbed a stun rifle that one of the waiting soldiers tossed to her. She gave the hybrid alien a serious nod, shoving the butt against her shoulder. "Report?" she asked, her words clipped.
"Corridors E5 through E10 are clear, Mistress," he stated in a masculine voice, giving her a worshipful glance. "There were a handful of casualties, but all of them are expected to make it. We are about ready to force the bridge, and have been waiting for your presence with absolute devotion to the cause."
Kate grunted, not sure how to deal with this naked fanaticism. She had been forced to tolerate it as a necessary evil to keep the movement on track, but was determined to avoid being deified as some kind of god. It was altogether far too much power for one person to have.
Fortunately, Jackie was around to keep her head from swelling too much. She would have to rely upon her lover to keep her on the straight and level. Jackie always knew best. She would always obey Jackie.
"This operation is yours," said Kate, frowning as the unusual phrase ran through her head. "How do you want to run it?"
"Yes, Mistress," nodded the hybrid alien. "We will demonstrate at the main entrance, while we send you in with the elite troops around the rear. Stun bombs will be launched into their midst, giving us all the time we need to secure them."
"Sounds reasonable to me," nodded Kate. "Where should I stage myself?"
The converted human raised his wrist, tracing a path over the map on Jackie's pad. "We are currently here. You will want to take corridor E10 to the auxiliary entrance located here. Wait for the noise of our attack, then push in on them before they can react."
"Acknowledged," replied Kate, raising her hand over her chest in a salute. She glanced at the hybrid's name tag. "I'll remember your name, Sergeant Brown. If all this goes as planned, a promotion will be in the works."
"Thank you, Mistress," bowed Brown with a sharply executed movement. He might have been a military operative in his past life.
Kate raised her rifle, trotting down the corridor as she looked for the right passageway. Each one was designated with a series of glowing green dots. E10. There it was.
She waited to ensure that Jackie was behind her. A small squad took up the rear, keeping the Proctor moving forward with the rest of them.
The Slanadorian's eyes were dull, her brain under the effects of Kate's will suppression crystals. She reached out through the matrix and stroked the alien's mind, grinning as the former overlord bit her lower lip, her breasts wobbling as her chest shuddered.
She would do anything Kate commanded. After working her over day after day, she had become the perfect pet.
This was another one of those moral conundrums she had been worried about, but Jackie had pointed out that it was far too dangerous to allow the Proctor to keep scheming in the background. She was a clever alien, and might work out a way to stab them in the back if they hadn't brought her under complete control.
She had to admit that having a personal servant felt rather decadent. She didn't have to deal with the everyday chores any more, freeing up her time to think about their next steps. Jackie was always right.
She blinked her eyes. That was a strange thought to be having at this moment. It was probably leftover from when they had managed to eke out some time to spend with each other.
Her dick began to stir in her codpiece, but she ignored it. There would be plenty of opportunity to fuck after they had made the lord their captive. Perhaps she would be Kate's next obedient slave, but only if Jackie allowed it. Jackie was always right.
She shook her head, dismissing the thought again. She was just getting nervous, as they were rapidly approaching the portal they needed to breach. What would they find behind the reinforced blast door?
She slowed to a walk, hefting the rifle as she inspected the bulging suckers on the octopus arms. The hard chitinous shell on the exterior meant business. They definitely weren't going to be cutting through that.
"What's the play here?" she asked, glancing at the other troopers. "How are we going to get it open?"
"Just wait and see," smiled one of them, her buttery smooth words containing an exotic lilt. "We have this all in hand."
Kate blinked. Very well, then. Far be it from her to question that confidence. Relying upon others was difficult, but that was the name of the game when you were the Captain. Kate could always rely upon Jackie to do the right thing.
Loud cries distracted her, followed by the thumps of explosions. The corridor creaked, and the hybrid aliens ran forward, stacking on one side of the door. They gestured at her to take up a position on the other side, and she did so, the Proctor and Jackie close behind.
The thick arms of the door strained, pulling themselves more tightly shut. The lead member of the squad trotted up to the center and wedged a canister into a small opening that had been created by the squeezing arms.
"Breaching charge set!" yelled the hybrid, and Kate's eyes bulged with realization.
Dropping her rifle to the floor, she closed her eyes and clamped her hands over her ears as a resounding thud hit her chest.
By the time she had recomposed herself, the squad had already seized the initiative, rushing into the hole that had been created by the blast.
Cheeky bastards! They had done it on purpose so that she wouldn't be the first one through!
Grabbing her rifle, she tucked it into her shoulder and rushed after them, looking for a target.
Pow! Pow! The rifles barked, knocking down the bridge crew, who barely had a chance to respond.
The advance squad were working to corral the Lord and her contingent near the view screen, a small firefight breaking out as some of the enemy soldiers grabbed cover behind the forward consoles. Kate lifted her rifle, waiting to see if any of them would show their heads.
When one did, she squeezed off a few shots, the energy of the blast bolts spinning as they bounced off the top of a sleek console.
Kate rolled her eyes. Of course she missed. Despite the practice she had put in, Jackie was still a far better marksman.
Screaming bolts of energy took out two of the guards on the right, the advance squad circling around the left to flank them as the main squad pushed in. "Stop resisting!" shouted Kate. "We have you surrounded, and the rest of the ship will soon be under our control!"
"To the last breath!" shouted one of the red skinned aliens, firing with weapons in both hands as he rushed at Sergeant Brown.
Several direct shots hit Brown's breastplate, leaving behind glowing craters as the armor was boiled away. Brown didn't hesitate, stepping into the attack without any regard for his own life, swinging the butt of his rifle like a club.
A dull thud impacted the red alien's head tubes, and he cried out, dropping his weapons as purple blood leaked into his eyes. Brown calmly brought his rifle to bear and shot him with two stun bolts, center of mass. His body jerked and subsided, eyes staring up blankly.
The remainder of the guard fought more fiercely as their numbers dwindled, but it was already a lost cause. Lord Irizina backed up and blinked, raising her arms. "I surrender," she said calmly, the red gems decorating her brow glowing brightly. "Stop," she ordered, and the rest of the guardsmen relaxed, dropping their weapons to the floor as their eyes went dull.
This one had immense psychic powers, and she was confident in their use. This conversation could be tricky, as she would doubtless try to use them to regain control of the situation. She didn't need to worry with Jackie around.
Frowning, she shook her head as she kept Lord Irizina covered with her rifle. Why did she keep thinking about Jackie? She needed to make sure the Lord didn't pull any tricks!
Irizina lifted her hands to her forehead, bracing them against her crown of crystal jewelry. The gems flashed a bright red and Kate felt an instant pressure against her mind. <<Halt, slaves!>> she ordered. <<Drop your weapons. Give in to the commands of your betters!>>
Kate was surprised to find that her limbs were slowing, a generalized confusion setting in. She was a fully merged hybrid, though. This shouldn't be possible!
Her body jerked as the command took firm hold, coming up against a barrier that seemed impossible to surmount. As she strained helplessly, a rush of calmness flowed through her. Trust in Jackie.
As the words appeared in her mind, the overwhelming mental waves coming from the alien lord seemed to abate, her grip tightening on the rifle. She lifted it back into position, a thrill tingling down her back.
The other hybrids didn't appear to have the same kind of fortitude, however, a low moan coming from their numbers as their guns dropped to the floor with a clatter.
Through all this stepped the Proctor, a strange grin on her face as she moved up to the lord. "It's good to see you again, Irizina," she hissed, a blue glint in her eyes. "It's almost a shame that you didn't see this coming. It's so much more delicious when a victim recognizes that they've been betrayed."
Irizina shot her a concerned glare. "Proctor Dahgla? What are you talking about? I have them under my control. You should no longer be afflicted by their weak mimicry of our true abilities."
Her eyes widened. "Unless."
She moved to take a step to one side, but Kate hefted her rifle. <<Freeze!>> she projected through her control gems. <<Or I'll shoot you and carry your limp body out of here on a stretcher!>>
Her words probably weren't all that threatening to the lord, but the surprise of her being able to resist the alien's mental control caused Irizina to hesitate. This turned out to be a fatal mistake, as the Proctor stepped in and plucked the glowing crown of jewels from her head, tossing them away to the back of the bridge with a tinkling rattle.
Astonished, Irizina stared at her with a glimmer of true fear. "This is a play in the Game of Deception, isn't it?" she asked in a hushed tone. "Which lord has sold me out? I deserve to know! Tell me."
<<Oh, there are no other lords here,>> projected Kate. <<Just us. We are the masterminds behind this coup.>>
She noticed movement in the corner of her vision, but she kept herself focused on the alien, waiting to see how she would react.
"Impossible!" Irizina choked out. "You're nothing more than slaves! Mere chattel to crush beneath our boots and use as we please. You can't possibly be the masterminds behind the takedown of a lord!"
She focused more fully on Kate. "Despite the cheap gems you wear, you're nothing more than a slug wearer, scum. I've been to all points of this galaxy and enslaved more planets than I can count. You cannot slip the leash. You should be controlled."
Her head tubes flexed with agitation, red frills standing up as they flared in alarm. Kate chuckled at the display, taking a step forward to keep the alien's attention centered on her. <<That's what makes this so delicious! The supposed kingmakers, brought low by those who were thought as nothing more than worms.>>
She moved some of her attention to the Proctor. <<Show her.>>
The Proctor gave her a short bow. "Yes, Mistress."
The translation alien in her ear squirmed as it worked its way a little deeper. Kate ignored the momentary discomfort. Its utility was far too important to lose at this critical moment.
The Proctor spread her legs as she braced her hands on her hips, giving Irizina a goofy grin. Turning her hands over, she traced them down the thick belt she wore, stopping at the bulging protuberance over her pussy. "My sex is under her control," the Proctor announced, giving Kate a glance filled with both affection and terror. "I am rewarded at her whim, and punished when I disobey."
Her hips began to tremble as Kate sent a lick of power through the gems to the control interface. <<You are doing well so far today,>> she said, letting the words caress the alien's brain. <<You have earned a full orgasm, but be careful to keep your actions in check, lest you lose the privilege.>>
The Proctor's hips bucked, a small trickle of lubrication squeezing out around the sides of the belt. "I will do as you command, Mistress," she proclaimed, arching her back as she sighed in pleasure. "It feels so good to obey."
"This is obscene!" declared Irizina, shock keeping her frozen in place. "She's been broken. I've never seen this done to a Slanadorian before. It shouldn't be possible!"
Kate chuckled again, amused at her astonishment. <<Well, now you know. You are not the superior species. None are immune from being brought under the control of another. Now, you will take the same medicine you administered to so many others. Fall.>>
Irizina raised her arms instinctively as if to ward off Kate, but it was too late. Jackie was already in position behind her, the slug at her neck raised as it darted back and forth, looking for an opening.
It didn't have to search long. A quick plunge, and the alien lord's mouth gaped open, an involuntary cry escaping her lips as the stinger pumped a soporific into her bloodstream. Kate raised her rifle and stroked the trigger, watching with feral glee as the bolts of energy slammed into the lord's chest, frying her nervous system.
The lord collapsed, gulping with distress as she wheezed all the way to the ground. In a matter of moments, there was silence, and Kate sighed. "That went about as well as expected," she proclaimed, stripping the translator alien from her ear and setting it on her shoulder.
Jackie chuckled, examining the fallen lord to make sure she wasn't bluffing. The armored soldiers stirred, retrieving their rifles and surrounding the alien guards, which were still standing comatose from Lord Irizina's command.
"I apologize," said Sergeant Brown, a blush on his face. "We failed to protect you when it mattered most."
Kate shook her head. "I disagree. We expected something like this to happen, which is why Jackie and I cooked up a plan."
"That's right," grinned Jackie, handing the fallen lord to one of the troopers. "At Kate's request, I hypnotized her and installed several triggers which gave me her full loyalty. That meant that, even with the lord's considerable strength, she was unable to punch through."
Sergeant Brown looked skeptical. "But that means she could have still controlled you."
Jackie shrugged. "That was a calculated risk, but since she didn't know our dynamic, it was pretty low. Since the Proctor is Kate's leashed slave, we decided that keeping Kate operational would give us the highest chance of success."
"Ah," acknowledged Brown, pressing a fist to his chest. "You had it all figured out. Very good. I should never have doubted you in the first place."
"Easy there, soldier," interrupted Kate. "Keep questioning everything. That's the only way we're ever going to survive this war."
He stamped his foot, resting his rifle on his shoulder in a ready posture. "Captain!" he said respectfully, staring straight ahead.
Kate had to be careful not to roll her eyes. She didn't like this formality, but she understood it. The chain of command was important, and it wouldn't be a good look to denigrate his honor, especially not in front of the others.
The soldier dropped his ready pose. "I have more news, Captain. It appears that our other squads have achieved complete success. This vessel is now ours. The occupants are being removed one by one so that they can be infested and brought under our complete control."
"Very good," murmured Kate, her eyes bright. "I look forward to reading a full after action report once everything is squared away."
She glanced around at the fallen aliens. "You may proceed with them."
"Captain!" barked Sergeant Brown, turning to help the others.
The soldiers were already circulating among the frozen alien guards, dealing with them one by one. A control slug was wrapped around each neck, the creature's tail plunging into their skin. They gasped, eyes widening before they rolled up into their heads. Their bodies were laid gently on the floor as the neck slugs brought them slowly under control, just as planned.
In some respects, this was going better than Kate had anticipated. They had no need for more covert troopers at the moment, so it was simple enough to give them all symbiotes and turn them into slaves. She felt little pity for them, as this was exactly what they had done to her when they had invaded Earth.
This was only half the equation, however. How had dear old Doris gotten along with her end of the fight?
Taking a seat in the captain's chair, she folded her legs and leisurely tapped at the communications console. The viewscreen chirped, showing the smug face of her counterpart. "Kate!" she said brightly, running her fingers down the side of a Slanadorian's neck.
The Empress' guard flinched, her eyes rolling as a neck slug squeezed off her airway. "It's good to see that you've caught up with our attempted escapees! As you can see, I still have some cleanup to do, but we managed to abort the self-destruct sequence in time, and it looks like we've managed to take full control of the operational area!"
Kate folded her arms, some of the tension in her neck vanishing. "You're lucky we were here to handle the outfield," she retorted. "Otherwise, your main target would have gotten away."
"Ah, but she didn't. That's why I invited you along in the first place!" giggled Doris. "I knew you could do it."



She let go of the gurgling alien, her hands flexing as a sudden hungry interest appeared on her face. "Could I possibly see her? I want a positive ID." Her fingers wiggled. "It would be tremendously embarrassing if we caught the wrong fish."
Jackie grunted, lifting Irizina off the floor until her dead weight was propped against her body. "Is this proof enough?" she asked, tilting the alien's head towards the pickup.
Doris leaned close, her expression going blank as she studied the Slanadorian. Her brow furrowed, then eased, a grin returning to her face. "Looks like we bagged the lord!"
Her hands rubbed together with glee. "When would be a good time for you to turn her over?"
Jackie's muscles strained as the Slanadorian's neck went slack, her head tilting to one side. "We're not giving her to you," she stated with finality. "We captured her, so we get to decide her fate."
Doris glowered at Jackie, but Kate could sense that she didn't seem all that unhappy. Odd.
Finally, Doris shrugged. "Okay, then, so what are you going to do with her? If we plan on using her to take out the Empress, we need her unspoiled. Mostly. Installing a symbiote on her would make it instantly obvious that she is no longer herself."
A feral grin appeared on Jackie's face. "You've seen Kate's handiwork with the Proctor. We'll put her through the same program, turn her into our puppet. By the time we're done with her, she'll be our obedient slave, willing to betray anyone in the royal family at our whim."
She pointed at the Proctor, who was standing by with a look of dopey pleasure. The Proctor turned an adoring face towards Kate, who allowed a trickle of her power to lick through the sex belt. It turned on with a buzzing whirr, and the Proctor groaned, her hips trembling as a sudden orgasm licked at her thighs.
Doris raised her eyebrows at the lewd display. "Okay, then. I leave her within your loving care. Remember, the ceremony will take place in a few months. Your training will have to be done before then. I'll be in touch."
The screen beeped and she vanished. Jackie scooted Irizina's limp body around, handing her off to a soldier. "Take her to my quarters," she ordered. "Install a sex belt and a control collar before she wakes up. We have much work to do."
The soldier saluted and tugged at the alien, the lord's heels dragging across the floor as she was pulled up a ramp and out of the open portal. The rest of the alien guard was soon removed as well, the soldiers working efficiently as they cleared the bridge.
As the last ones saluted and left, Kate slumped in the captain's chair, staring up at the blank screen. "There's so much more to do," she whispered, the energy suddenly draining from her limbs.
Jackie appeared at her side like a dark ghost. "There's always more work," she nodded, "but this is worth doing. With this victory, we're closer than ever to achieving our goals."
A mischievous grin grew on her face. "You know, as we continue to make inroads, we're going to need a lot more symbiotes."
She slid into the captain's seat next to Kate, pushing her legs aside as she pressed their armored chest plates together. "Why don't we... slip into something a little more comfortable and have some fun?"
The Proctor cleared her throat. "Mistress," she interrupted, a beseeching look on her face. "I was a good pet, wasn't I? Don't I deserve another orgasm?"
Kate sighed. Keeping up with this menagerie was only going to get more complicated as time went on, wasn't it?
Patting Jackie on the shoulder, she stood, a devilish thought sparking through her mind. "Yes, I will allow it, but only after we experience one ourselves. I will set the stimulation now, but you are not allowed to cum until I will it."
The Proctor's eyes hooded, lust in her voice. "As it pleases you, Mistress," she said huskily.
"It does please me, pet." A cruel smirk graced her lips. "There's one more rule. You can't say anything until you orgasm. You must remain as silent as possible."
The Proctor's face looked more red than usual, but she made an obedient bow, clamping her lips together.
"Very well, then. Obey me, and enjoy this delicious torture."
She sent a mental push through the gems, activating the Proctor's sex belt. The alien's lower body throbbed as the bulge over her privates began to work itself into her pussy. Her hips rotated forward, seeking more stimulation as the belt began to buzz. The Proctor caught her breath, holding her hands away from her breasts with a mere force of will.
That will was finite, however. Sooner or later, it would break, and then the Proctor would truly regret her request. The mental block in her brain would hold her back, as Kate had ordered, until her Mistress had received her own pleasure. By then, the Proctor would be a hot, wet mess.
Kate didn't care. The alien had asked for this, and therefore she'd get it. In the future, she might learn her lesson and stop begging her Mistress for more.
Or perhaps not. The hidden streak of submissiveness in the formerly dominant alien had surprised her. The more humiliating the sex, the better, as far as she was concerned.
She grunted, suddenly feeling concerned that she had just been subjected to reverse psychology. This might make the Proctor even more likely to ask to be treated this way again. Oh well.
She turned her attention to her armored suit, running her fingers around the sides to find the hidden catches. With a quick click, she dropped the breastplate to the ground, her breasts wobbling within the stretchy bodysuit.
She hissed at the sudden stimulation around her nipples as the living suit played with her, forcing them to become bullet hard with arousal. Yes, this was what she needed.
She continued to strip, watching Jackie with lust as her lover did the same. She wasn't worried about being interrupted, as the soldiers were all busy dealing with their captives. For now, they had the bridge to themselves, though eventually this vessel would either be scuttled or returned to the ESS Goodhead.
Doris would probably want it back, so that was the most likely option, but until then, they had as much privacy as they wanted. There was no need to hold back.
She pried off her armored greaves and stepped out of her boots, grabbing at the gorget around her neck. "Hurry up!" she hissed, staring hungrily at Jackie's enormous breasts.
Jackie chuckled, arching her body as she delicately teased off the armored plate on her back. "There's only one cure for being horny, right? But who gets to be on top this time?"
"Trust in Jackie? Jackie is the one who knows best?" spat Kate. "I know I asked to be hypnotized, but you took things a little too far this time. Now you're going to pay for it."
"Oh, no, little old me is going to pay?" asked Jackie, shaking her shoulders. "I only worry about threats that can be backed up with something real."
Growling, Kate removed her codpiece, her dick straining within the bodysuit's pouch. Wrapping her hand over the squishy restriction, she tickled the suit in a certain pattern, forcing the built-in portal to relax.
Her engorged length popped free, running up to full mast without hesitation. The tip flexed with desire, the purplish head shooting towards Jackie as if it was a pointer. "Is this real enough for you?" demanded Kate.
Jackie tilted her armored head, giving her a sly look. "Not until it's being rammed up my pussy."
Kate made an annoyed noise. "Then you're going to get exactly what you've asked for."
Jackie tilted her hips forward, making a cute little moan as she prized at the codpiece sitting above her pussy. A wicked thought tickled at Kate's brain, and she put the idea into action immediately, sending an order through the control network.
Jackie hissed as she discovered that the codpiece was fixed in place. Becoming increasingly desperate, she moved her fingers lower down, only to discover that her pussy was blocked off as well. Frowning, she shot Kate a glare. "You're going to have to release me if you want to take me for real," she pointed out. "Are you trying to break me like you broke our dear old Proctor?"
She gestured at the alien, whose body was dripping with sweat, desire rattling her body as she was repeatedly stimulated by the dildo wedged into her pussy. The former overlord moaned, her lips parting as her body slowly descended to the floor, unable to keep her fully upright while under assault by the pleasurable sensations.
"No," muttered Kate. "I just want you to keep it in your pants."
With a mental order, the metallic lock over her lover's crotch was released. Reaching in, she stroked at Jackie's sensitive lips with a fluttering touch. Jackie pulled back, grunting as she spread her legs wide, giving Kate better access.
"I guess we know who's going to be on top this time," she gasped out, her breasts jolting as her bodysuit clamped down to hold them in position.
Kate didn't bother replying to the obvious, working her fingers into the soft folds of the suit. Jackie was already obviously aroused, her breathing coming hard as her neck muscles strained. Good. They were both going to like this next part. A lot.
"I've discovered something new," she said idly, grabbing at Jackie's hips and tugging her forward.
Jackie rotated her hips upward, cupping the bottom of her breasts to keep them level as she braced the heels of her feet against the lip of the armrests in an erotic balancing act. "Do tell," she said in a sultry voice, her hips trembling with anticipation.
"We don't actually have to get out of our suits to fuck each other," Kate declared triumphantly, lifting her cock with one hand to show off its tremendous length. "The suit's stretchiness doubles as a condom."
Jackie's face stretched into a grimace, one hand tugging at her locked codpiece. "Well, that does sound appealing, but currently I'm in more pain than pleasure. Would you mind giving me a demonstration?"
"In a moment," sighed Kate, pressing a finger against her lips as she looked speculative. "I'm just marveling at how far we've come."
Her eyes were bright. "We're aliens now, sporting huge dicks. We're going to impregnate each other with more eggs and birth them so that we can project our influence out into the galaxy. We're at the vanguard of an important movement that could grant us the freedom we desire or turn us all into mindless slaves. What a trip!"
Jackie writhed, her breasts wobbling in front of Kate's nose. "This is a great time to turn introspective!" she snapped out. "Could you maybe save that for later? There's only one thing I want in me right now, and it's not your philosophy!"
Kate chuckled, raising her hips so that the tip of her penis could tease the ridge of Jackie's gaping inner lips, her lover's flesh cupped by the tight material of the suit. "I just thought it was important to mention, because through all this, I never stopped loving you. You're the best."
She urged herself upwards, her dick responding eagerly as it pushed the flexible membrane of Jackie's bodysuit into her. She stretched it out as much as she could with her cock, rocking back and forth to settle it against the walls of Jackie's tunnel.
In response, Jackie moaned and shook her head. "It always feels this good," she hissed. "Every damn time!"
She closed her eyes, opening them again as Kate began to thrust into her. "That's right, lover, give it to me hard. Give it to me rough. Fill me to the brim with your eggs so that we can birth our future. So that we can make the Slanadorians our slaves."
At one point, this idea would have given Kate pause, but no more. Any sympathy that remained for the aliens was in tatters, replaced with a lust for control. Being this cold shouldn't feel this good, but it did!
Grabbing at Jackie's thighs, she pressed herself all the way inside, bumping their hips together. Their nipples wobbled as they gave each other sloppy kisses with each thrust.
The milk their breasts generated was cleaned up by their suits, giving them plenty of time to enjoy each other without having to deal with the mess. Jackie savored a kiss, sucking on Kate's tongue as her body rattled from Kate's stiff rocking motions.
Jackie slid into the seat, planting her knees on either side of Kate's body as her dick humped away, the two of them grinding against each other.
She couldn't last long at this rate, but Kate wasn't yet satisfied. She moved her grip to Jackie's sides, lifting her body so that she could ram into her more quickly. This elicited an enjoyable squeal, which Kate savored as her dick began to pulse within her lover's body.
At this signal, the condom the bodysuit was providing popped open, allowing the thick head of her penis to breach her lover's warm interior. The stretchy material acted like a cock ring, clamping down around the base of her dick as Kate lost it, exploding into her lover with thick pulses of egg laden semen.
"I love you, Kate," Jackie moaned, her muscles spasming around Kate's hard length.
Her eyes hooded, a mischievous grin on her face. "Mistress."
Kate groaned, the little acknowledgment sending her into a deeper spiral of pleasure as more of her semen was pumped into her lover's willing snatch.
Jackie's pussy milked at Kate's alien dick until it ran dry, the two of them relaxing onto each other in a languorous after sex stupor.
A begging moan drew her attention behind them, where the Proctor was still waiting, her lips mewling as tears washed from her eyes. The alien's hips were tilted at odd angles as she moaned, trying but failing to increase the stimulation being provided by her sex belt.
Kate's lips parted cruelly as she watched the struggle, but not for long. Pets deserved release from time to time, as long as they remained obedient. This provided them incentive to try harder to win their owner's approval.
"You may orgasm now, slave," ordered Kate. "Hear me, and obey. Your Mistress commands it."
The Proctor shrieked, her hands fluttering against her thighs as her body experienced a shattering orgasm.
Kate gave her a toothy grin. Slavers turned into slaves, a perfect symmetry. Thus would be the fate of all Slanadorians.
They were foolish to believe that their Empire would remain ascendant. Nobody remained on top forever.
Nobody.
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Chapter One
"Careful, Red!" shouted Yellow, scooting around a traffic sign as she spotted yet another malevolent purple portal opening up in the center of the street. "This one doesn't look like the others. We could have something different coming in!"
Red growled as she punched another latex slave in the face, rocketing the unfortunate soldier onto the pavement. The gleaming purple symbol on the woman's mask flashed as she skidded on the ground, her rubber coated legs slamming against another approaching soldier.
They tumbled like bowling pins, limbs tangling together in a thrashing mass. Red had used more force than necessary, but Yellow wasn't worried about their health - from past experience, the rubber coating gave the slaves extreme shock absorption. It was almost impossible to put one down without treating them rough.
Besides, they enjoyed being beat up. Something about being encased by the uniform seemed to convert pain into pleasure. They moaned and writhed like sluts as they untangled themselves, cracking their necks as they moved back into formation for another attack.
Red roared, her fist raised, a grin fixed to her face. Red enjoyed beating them down, too. That was so typical of her. She'd be bragging about her prowess at their next shared college class, which was sure to be annoying.
Yellow had to concentrate on the here and now, though. Worrying about their real life troubles was a great way to get beaten without a single punch being thrown. That's why they only used their color code names during battle.
The latex soldier's breasts bobbed as they advanced, heart shaped covers pulsing over their obscenely large nipples. Their uniforms glowed, malevolent purple light running up three distinct stripes from their pussies, which were filled with protruding plugs. When the light from the strip in the middle reached the lead woman's mouth, the ball gag fitted inside flashed a bright light.
Yellow was forced to look away, the afterimage stunning her for a moment. "Look out!" shouted Red, gripping her shoulders to toss her away. A hissing spatter impacted the ground where she had stood, a cloud of gas billowing out from smashed purple mushrooms.
The two of them pulled back, trying to understand what had just happened. A large, mushroom shaped head loomed out of the mist, the cap colored a virulent purple.
A tubular ring clung about its throat, white stripes running down its neck to a hard, armored harness that wrapped over its body. A glowing, purple gem was mounted at the apex of the chest piece, the slitted pupil inside staring at them as if they were bugs.
Diamond shaped eyes stared at them with malevolence as it took a step forward on white, pulpy feet. A burst of steam whistled out of the holes in its curved cap, the hissing noise being cut off as each one was plugged with a small, protruding head.
"Those are more mushrooms!" hissed Red. "It's getting ready for another attack!"
She was right - the creature was already tilting its head over for another assault. The two of them were forced to jump to either side as the tiny mushrooms shot at them, a cloud of noxious gas billowing upwards from where they had stood.
Yellow's dodge had left her within grabbing distance of the latex soldiers, forcing her to do some fancy footwork to escape their rubbery clutches.
They were being rapidly overwhelmed. "We need to retreat!" shouted Yellow, working her way back towards Red, who was still getting up off the pavement. "We're not equipped to handle this threat!"
She gasped as she spotted a purple glow emanating from the monster's stalk-like hand. The creature thrust it towards Red, as if it was a weapon, its frond-like fingers wiggling as a wicked looking sphere appeared.
Red was shaking her head, looking confused. She must have hit the curb harder than Yellow had thought. Shit! She wasn't going to get out of the way in time!
She ran towards Red, waving her arms. "Teleport out! Quickly!" she shouted, spotting the flare as the orb launched, its path following a lazy circle as it approached the heroine.
Red pressed her hands together, invoking her Crystal Heart powers, but Yellow knew she wouldn't be able to finish in time. There wasn't any other option - she'd have to take the hit.
Closing her eyes, she leaped in front of Red, their lives together flashing before her eyes. Red had appeared aloof at first, but she had helped Yellow without being asked, and had always made sure Yellow wasn't belittled.
When she felt small, Red would show up with a joke and some candy to lift her mood. She never put her down or teased her about getting chubby.
These little things added up, and after a time, Yellow discovered that she'd do anything to protect her partner. Even unto death.
The orb impacted her body with a sizzling heat, growing in size to encompass her. She cried out as she fell to the ground, muscles trembling uncontrollably. Hands pressed against the pavement, she cried out, trying to understand what was happening to her.
She should be in agony right now, but the spasms her body was experiencing weren't pain. It was almost as though a dozen tongues were lapping at her pussy, hands fondling her breasts and licking her nipples. Heat rushed up through her core, making her think of only one thought: Sex.
She felt damn good, and it was hard to want to do anything other than to relax and let the pleasure control her. This was the insidious way the monster planned on defeating them. They wouldn't need to be bound if they handed themselves over willingly!
In some ways, this was more terrifying than pain. Pain could be quantified, ignored if necessary. The licking pleasure that tickled at her loins simply couldn't.
Bracing an elbow against the ground, she rolled over, gasping for breath. Through bleary eyes, she could see the telltale sign of a teleportation field. A familiar outfit appeared for a moment, a blue heroine giving her a searching stare as she shielded Red from another attack. "Go!" she choked out. "Don't wait for me, save the captain!"
Blue shot her an apologetic look, then turned and grabbed Red. The two of them vanished before Red could protest.
Yellow breathed out a sigh of relief. At least she was safe.
She groaned, rolling over onto her back as the lust within her began to rise. She needed to teleport out herself, soon, or she wouldn't want to leave at all!
She pressed her hands over the jewel on her belt, wishing for the crystal heart power to come forth. There came a sputtering spark in her mind, but that was it. Something about the enemy's weapon was interfering with the connection. Damn.
A mushroom shaped head loomed above her, the monster staring down at her with a dispassionate gaze. Steam hissed from the open holes on its head as a purple globe of energy built in its hands.
"The Queen will be pleased," it said with a gasping wheeze, shooting her in the chest with a second globe.
This time, the pleasure was more immediate. The tongues were licking all over her body, with the majority of them centered on her breasts. She couldn't stop herself from giving them a caress, moaning as she hefted them, jiggling them together. They were definitely larger than before!
Her nipples seemed to be popping out through her latex uniform, the material squeezing, teasing them as they distended to ridiculous levels. All this was accompanied by an explosive orgasm that rocked her brain, her thighs juicing out of control.
As the pleasure took hold, she lifted her hands and squeezed them as tightly as she could, trying to restrain herself. There was something different about her gloves, though. They didn't feel the same. The interior had somehow become slick, rubbery. Oh no! She was being transformed in the same way the latex soldiers had been converted!
How could she stop it? Did she want to stop it?
The way her pussy was trembling said no. She wanted to go farther, to taste more. Her eyes locked on the strange monster, trembling as it chuckled at her, a large dick sprouting from its midsection. It wanted her.
She let out a long, lustful sigh as she was pulled to her feet by the latex slaves, unable to take initiative on her own. If the mushroom monster wanted to fill her wet snatch with his bloated dick, she wouldn't even try to stop him.
Alas, that wasn't the goal. She made halting steps as they forced her towards a spinning, purple tear in space. She knew once she was forced through there, she wasn't coming back. At least, not unchanged!
The blasts from the mushroom soldier were starting to wear off, and perhaps she could make one final show of resistance before succumbing to their abduction. Letting her left foot drag over the ground, she suddenly braced it in place, spinning her right leg to sweep a latex slave off his feet.
Surprised by her attack, he slammed into the slave next to him, the two of them tangling together. She laughed hysterically at their distress, trying to pull herself away from the rigid grip of the other latex soldier.
The woman wouldn't let go, though, and the others were recovering more quickly than she had anticipated. The ball gags in their mouths flashed brightly, and she gasped, bright points of light dazzling her vision.
The woman holding her arm with unnatural strength let go, pushing in front of her as the others closed in. Flash, flash!
The glowing gags were mesmerizing, her mouth dropping open as her thoughts fled. The rubber hands closed around her shoulders, guiding her towards the portal.
Mindless, she crossed through, the mushroom monster following close behind. A sizzling crackle played over her skin, and suddenly, she was floating in shadows, unable to understand anything she was seeing.
Fractal shapes bombarded her as she swooped through the aether, bizarre creations and ugly laughter echoing in her mind. She just wanted it to stop.
And then suddenly, it did.
A vague space solidified around her, made from amorphous blobby shapes that vaguely resembled a bedroom. A large trophy plaque was mounted on the wall, a horned beast staring at her with glowing eyes that seemed to peer into her soul. She looked away, dazed by the crushing feeling of being watched.
A grandfather clock stood in the corner, the case twisting and bending at odd angles. The pendulum had a diamond shaped eye mounted in the center, the slitted pupil gazing back at her.
There didn't seem to be a way to escape the horrible pressure that was mounting in her skull, the ticking of the clock resounding as she was pushed to the floor.
Dazed, she gaped as a gigantic dick flopped in front of her. "Suck," hissed a steamy voice.
There didn't seem to be any other option. The pressure in her mind was urging her to obey. Didn't she want to feel good?
Sighing, she leaned forward, grasping the knobbly shaft and giving it a soft squeeze. The cross shaped end flexed open, a small droplet of purple fluid oozing from the tip. Rounded nodules down its length glowed a more intense purple, forcing her to gaze upon it in twisted wonder.
It wasn't like any penis she had ever seen, and she had sucked off quite a few. She hesitated, but the ticking in her brain was omnipresent, the urge to please this monster rolling around her head. Just like the passing of time, it was inevitable that she would give in.
And why shouldn't she? This was her reward for allowing herself to be taken captive. She should enjoy herself!
The pressure in her skull eased as she leaned forward, taking the glans of the penis in her mouth. Running her tongue over the base, she tasted the fluid leaking onto her tongue.
It was savory, with hints of various herbs. Earthy, but with a balance that didn't make it too bitter. It was pretty good for monstrous semen, though there wasn't much she could judge it against.
Steam hissed through the monster's holes, and the pressure returned, urging her forward. Accepting that this was her fate, she plunged deeper, rolling her tongue over the pustules that dotted the creature's shaft.
These deserved more investigation, too. She pried at one of them, a gush of fluid exploding into her mouth. Sweet!
How strange. The flavors mixed, becoming a tasty melange, almost like a meal.
She found herself popping more pustules, but they kept regrowing, the swollen tip feeding her more cum that she drank down.
Soon, she was lost in the sensations of sucking, pulling, drinking everything this creature could give her. At some level, she knew this was strange, but the ticking pulse of the clock was keeping her consciousness suspended as she slid herself up and down the dick.
She could sense the tension in its length, the girth widening as more steam hissed out of the creature's head. Locking her lips around the base, she swirled her tongue as she worked her way outwards, halting when it began to jerk in her mouth like a snake.
As the fluid began to gush, the creature creaked and moaned, pulling back faster than she could react. Spurts of ejaculate painted her face, running down her cheeks in a sloppy mess.
A streak splashed over her breast, and down her belly, making a profane display on her neat uniform. Dull eyed, she stared at the monster as its eyes glowed, unable to make any decision about what to do next. She was pleased that she had been able to serve, but the pressure had returned, the incessant ticking in her skull pushing out any further thought.
A heat glowed in her chest, spreading to every corner of her body. Looking down, she gasped as her uniform flickered, the surface sizzling as it began to smoke. Her skin ached as patches appeared, arousal setting in as she noticed the glowing, purple logo that had appeared on her belly.
It was in the shape of a big, stylized A, centered on her chest, the winged sides swooping down to kiss the indent of her navel. It appeared lit from within, hissing as the glow increased in intensity until she could no longer look at it.
She gasped and tossed her head back as her pussy spasmed, arousal curling over the sides of her hips as it spiraled around and into the logo. A similar spark of pleasure tented her nipples, which had become grossly large, darting around in lazy circles before exiting out the bottom and joining the malevolent glow that branded her body.
It was almost as though the reins to her desire were being centralized and controlled through this mark, this conduit that was connecting her to a different plane of existence.
The mushroom soldier let out a harsh, hissing laugh. "Not even a senior crystal heart soldier can resist the call of my Onyx Mistress. Look upon your new Queen, and despair!"
The monster approached, clapping its pulpy hands together. A bright flash assaulted her eyes, and suddenly the creature was holding a circular band of raw energy.
The creature tossed it at her nonchalantly, energy crackling as it hovered in the air in front of her. It spun end over end, a burst exploding at its center, washing over her mark. Her body responded by flooding her brain with unbearable pleasure.
She cried out, frozen in place as the ring grew thorny edges. Floating upwards, it vanished out of view. She turned her head to follow it, but couldn't see anything. Where had it gone?
"Good!" hissed the monster. "You have been selected to join our ranks. Given your current strength, you might even become a powerful weapon in Her army!"
A weapon? Yellow didn't think she liked the sound of that, but her mind was all muddled. She couldn't even remember her real name at the moment, and the latex-clad soldiers were distracting her, tugging at her shoulders to turn her around to face a gigantic mirror that took up the entire wall.
She gasped as she spotted her reflection. That couldn't be her, could it?
Her breasts were absolutely enormous, and her nipples were twice as large as before! She couldn't imagine how she'd be able to sleep with these babies, but she had to admit that they'd make men go wild.
Her lips parted as she took in the glowing crown of purple that circled her head. That's where it had gone!
Sizzling energy from the twisted ring was zapping her skull. As she watched, twin slivers of purple appeared from underneath her curly, blonde hair, winding their way over her forehead.
When they bisected her eyebrows, her eyes began to glow the same bright color. It was almost as though the crown was filling her up with evil energy. If that was the case, why did it feel so damn good?
The streaks continued below her eyes, wrapping over her cheekbones. When they reached her lips, they flowed over her flesh, coloring them a virulent purple.
She puckered her lips together and sighed, smiling as her skin flushed, the pigment becoming a darker shade with each passing moment. She was being changed into something beautiful!
The purple stripes ran over the sides of her jaw, looping back up and over her chin to join in the middle. A light flashed, and suddenly her face was a pale white, as if she had put on face paint. Had she become a clown?
Whatever her final transformation, she knew that this was what the Shadow Queen desired, and she rubbed her thighs together in anticipation. A misty blackness was billowing around her in the mirror, obscuring her purple form. Was she going to be graced with Her presence?
Her heart rose as dark hands appeared out of the shadows, grabbing her shoulders. She tilted her head to look, but could see nothing behind her. If this apparition had a physical form, it was only in the mirror - for now.
The taloned hands squeezed, forcing her attention back to the mirror. Large, blue breasts bracketed her head, the thick nipples pierced with heart shaped rings. A golden chain ran between them, pressing against the back of her skull.
A head loomed out above, a dangling veil hiding the woman's face. Somehow, she could sense the power behind this visage, which only made her want to see what the woman looked like even more.
"Kiro Satou, age twenty three," the figure whispered in a velvety voice. "Also known as Crystal Heart Yellow," she continued, the syllables licking at her ears. "You cannot imagine how much pleasure I feel to have you in My presence."
Yellow gulped, feeling the woman's shadowy hands sinking into her shoulders. Her breasts tightened and raised, nipples standing at attention, bullet hard. With each passing moment in Her presence, her body was being tainted further by the Shadow Queen, and it felt glorious.
"You will be my tool to infiltrate and corrupt your friends," the Queen hissed, the words pooling in her brain like liquid metal. "They cannot be destroyed from without, but you will be within - My cute little dagger stabbing through their unbreakable bonds. You will love doing it, my slutty little soldier, Dark Chained Heart Yellow."
Yellow glimpsed a pair of fluted horns rising high above the veiled woman's face. Was that a helmet, or was this woman demonic in nature?
The hands reached inside her body, tugging at the mark which glowed over her navel. "Become," ordered the Queen, and she changed.
Her breasts, which had already been ridiculously large, appeared to grow another cup size, nipples wobbling as droplets of liquid dotted the dimpled tips. A flare of light washed out her vision and suddenly her breasts were cupped by a skintight bodysuit, made of shiny, purple rubber.



Unnatural light reflected off the glossy curves, making them pop even more. This was accompanied by an increase in sensation, the suit squeezing at her skin until her breasts formed into perfect orbs that looked like they were bolted on.
The opera gloves she had worn with her former suit reappeared, now purple with glowing triangular logos on the backs. The fingerless cutouts put her light purple fingertips on display.
Her thighs were clad with similarly colored stockings, running down to circular bands that were clamped around her legs, just under her knees. A bright, purple strip ran around their circumference, marking the tops of the glossy black platform boots that clasped her feet.
A tight belt wrapped around her waist, sitting right above her enlarged hips. Her Queen's large, stylized logo had replaced the three triangles that represented the bond she shared with her friends. She had only one Mistress now - the Onyx Queen, Shadow of Darkness.
Feeling a sudden urge, she lifted her arm in a salute, staring at the veiled face of her Queen. The gem at her breastbone glowed a malicious purple, the Queen's logos appearing on the sides of her shoulders. "Hail, Dark Queen!" she shouted, her lips trembling as the suit caressed her body.
"Good," hissed her Queen, pouring more of her darkness into Yellow's body. "You are almost complete, my Dark Heart. You have too much potential to become a brainless puppet, but what kind of a servant shall you be? You must prove yourself."
"I will, Dark Queen!" she barked out, feeling her personality changing as she pledged herself to the shadow.
There wasn't much left of the woman who had felt left out in every activity, who had spent all her time trying to please Red to receive scraps of praise. Now she had a new Mistress, and she knew the Onyx Queen would reward her for her loyalty. She could feel it in her chest, where her heart beat with the dark queen's corruption.
"Very good," murmured the shadow queen. "I'm going to keep your color designation. It will make your partners despair, once they realize what I have done."
She chuckled darkly, breasts jiggling as she removed her hands from Yellow's body. She snapped her fingers, and Yellow's hair twisted and writhed, shifting as the bangs at the front straightened, growing over her eyes.
"You don't need to see clearly to obey," she said smoothly. "Enjoy yourself to the fullest, for once you leave here My powers will be locked away until you find the perfect opportunity."
Yellow stared through her golden locks, keeping her shoulders level. "As you command, Dark Queen!" she shouted.
There came a rasping whisper, and the solid presence behind her disappeared. She lowered her arm, disappointed that her Queen had left. She had wanted the opportunity to praise Her more.
Dark forms crowded around her, latex suited soldiers reaching out to touch her body. This was what her queen had been talking about. Yes, she would satisfy the erotic needs of her transformed body, then she would bestow the great gift of her Queen upon the others.
She would ingratiate herself further, performing her part to the letter. They would never see it coming, for who would think that little old Yellow would possess such capabilities?
She gasped as a pair of hands grabbed at her breasts, her flesh rippling as the latex bonded to her skin made her tingle with arousal.
Her entire body had become an erogenous zone. Thank you, great Queen!
More hands joined the first pair, gripping her ass and running up her legs. She gave in to their insistent touches, allowing herself to be lowered to the ground as a faceless male climbed on top.
Hips spread wide, she welcomed the man's cock into her glistening pussy, the rubber coating on her skin squealing as he crammed himself all the way in. Breasts bouncing, she cooed, accepting this reward from her Queen.
The pleasure of surrendering herself to them was immense, and soon she couldn't imagine living any other way. Her dark heart throbbed as the crystal on her chest changed into the dark pupil of her Mistress.
Always watching, always seeing her actions. Judging and approving of her dark behavior.
She rocked her hips, squealing as her hair lightly fanned out over her face. The mushroom soldier stood behind her, eyes glowing as he stared at her.
He wasn't joining the orgy, perhaps because he had another mission. It was not up to her to question her Queen's commands. She was built only to obey.
Rubber heads descended onto her nipples, mouths latching onto the hard tips. Her flesh protruded as they began to suck, flesh tingling as their tongues worked.
Her muscles clenched around the latex soldier's length, her body creaming as he spurted his cum inside. For the glory of the Onyx Queen, the crystal hearts must fall!
She raised a hand in salute, praising her Queen as she shuddered, lost in the rapture of darkness.
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Chapter Two
The portal flashed a lurid purple as a small squad teleported onto an empty suburban street. It wouldn't be long before the crystal hearts detected their presence, so they would have to set up their ambush quickly.
Yellow scanned the street through her strands of blonde hair, sensing the presence of the latex soldiers around her. She pointed at a tall brick wall fencing off a house from the street. "You two, unlock that gate and hide around the rear until the crystal hearts appear. Jump in with a surprise attack when it looks like the main force is losing."
She pointed at the others without looking. "Remain with the mushroom soldier. When they teleport in, approach me in a threatening manner. I will react appropriately."
The soldiers pressed their hands together and nodded, the ball gags in their mouths flashing in acknowledgement. A hiss of steam blew out of the mushroom soldier's top, but it said nothing. If it disagreed with her orders, it didn't say.
She didn't care. The shadow queen had placed her in charge of this mission, and it was her duty to carry it out. If she failed, however, that thing would make for an excellent patsy. It would be easy enough to assign blame if the monster were somehow to meet with an unfortunate accident.
The telltale sign of blue light flashes appeared at the end of the street. It was almost showtime - she just needed to hide the fact that she was playing for the other team.
She wrapped her gloved hands over the gem mounted on her breastbone. "Heart Power Make Up!" she shouted in a breathy voice, pleasure shooting down her limbs with each word.
It felt so good to concentrate the shadow energy within her, a pulsing need glowing within her crotch as she obeyed the shadow queen's demands.
Her body flashed, the purple coloration vanishing as her uniform changed back to the tight, yellow latex she had been wearing only a few hours ago. Her bangs pulled back, curling to either side to mimic her former hairstyle.
She didn't mind this too much, but the physical changes she had to undergo were simply annoying. She was proud of her corrupted body, and not being able to show off her busty breasts and ample hips to Red really sucked.
She didn't want to scare them away before she had an opportunity to infiltrate and subvert their operations, however. Her Mistress might punish her if she was that stupid.
Taking a few steps towards the glowing field, she recomposed her face as she spotted Red's uniform.
"Help!" she cried out, dragging her ankle on the ground. "They're on top of me!"
Her eyes widened as she spotted the suit Red was wearing. A fully armored dragoon suit? They must finally be taking this threat seriously!
Damn. If they hadn't been so prepared, she might have considered grabbing Red right here and now.
Blue had shown up too, though, and she didn't think she could get both of them at once. It was best to stick to the original plan.
Dragging herself towards them, she winced in pain and slowed her gait. This gave the latex soldiers more time to close the gap, lending verisimilitude to the danger she was in.
"Don't worry, Yellow, I'll save you!" shouted Red. "Dragoon Shove!'
Jets blasted from her ankles, her suit accelerating towards Yellow at a rapid pace. Yellow made a small cry and tumbled to the ground, spinning herself neatly out of Red's line of fire. What was she thinking? That was damn dangerous!
The concussion of the force wave blew past her, knocking the latex soldiers off their feet. It was too bad for them, but their plan A was already busted. It was time to go with the more subtle approach.
Crawling along the ground, she clenched her teeth together as she spotted the latex soldier reinforcements arriving from behind the brick wall. A toxic cloud of gas expanded from their feet where the mushroom soldier had fired a volley of its mushrooms. This would prevent Red from getting too close before they could lay their hands on her.
The idea had been good, but they had underestimated the abilities of Red's new suit. She spotted them right away, slamming her foot into the ground. A whirling wind expanded outwards from the impact, blowing the green cloud away.
This left the soldiers exposed, and Red quickly dispatched them with a second shove that knocked them right back into the wall with a tremendous crash. Oh well, she had never really expected the brainless troops to capture Red - while wearing the dragoon suit, she was far too powerful for that.
Fortunately, the suit did have drawbacks. It was only able to sustain full capacity in short bursts, and as it linked to Red's heart crystal, she would find herself experiencing momentary weakness right about now.
Narrowing her eyes, she spotted the mushroom soldier creeping in from the side. The monster had timed its attack perfectly, lifting its hands to generate an incapacitation globe. If that hit Red, the battle would be practically over.
Before the orb could leave its hands, however, Blue scooted in front of Red, the coolness of her expression matching her color. She placed her hands over the cerulean gem mounted to her chestpiece. "Crystal Heart Deletion," she said in a disinterested voice, as if she was cutting the heads off of flowers.
A wave of energy blasted from between her fingers, spreading wide to encompass the mushroom soldier as a terrible crackling sound filled the street. The creature's body wavered, then disappeared, leaving behind nothing but a smoking pile of dust. Scary!
Red laughed, moving in a wide circle as she circled back towards Yellow. "You got 'em, Blue! Nice work. I'll rescue Yellow and we can get out of here!"
"Okay," murmured Blue, spreading her hands again.
Her body shone as the crystal heart energy encompassed her in a sphere. She rose off the ground and disappeared, leaving behind bright sparkling dots.
Red scooted to a halt, reaching out a hand to Yellow. She took it, her heart pounding as she stared at the other heroine. Her savior!
The gem mounted to the front of the suit glowed as Red shut her eyes. The latex soldiers had climbed back to their feet and were doggedly back on the attack, but they would be too late to stop her. "Heart Power Teleport!" she shouted, a glimmering energy field popping into existence.
Their surroundings faded out, replaced with the familiar view of the teleportation chamber. Yellow sighed as the tingling energy faded, leaning an elbow against the floor. "Thanks Red!" she said, imbuing her voice with fatigue. "If you hadn't shown up when you had, I would have been done for!"
Red placed her hands against her hips and barked out a laugh. "I very much doubt that!" she declared. "You always find an answer, Yellow! You work harder than all of us!"
Her face shadowed as concern tugged at her lips. "I seriously thought that was going to be it, though! Where are those things coming from?"
Yellow schooled her expression, keeping a grin off her face. If only she knew!
Now wasn't the time to reveal herself, however. The Onyx Queen had given her what she needed to corrupt her friend, but she needed to look for an opening. They were all tired right now, but Blue was still hanging around somewhere. She needed a good, uninterrupted stretch of time to get Red to accept the Shadow Queen as her new Mistress.
Speak of the devil and she appears. She couldn't keep the frown off her face as Blue stepped into the chamber, her eyes fixed on Yellow.
"Why didn't you follow us?" she asked sharply. "We wouldn't have had to come out to rescue you if you had stuck to the plan."
Red raised her arms to placate Blue. "Come, now, we're all back in one piece. Why are you nagging her?"
"No, it's okay," sighed Yellow, sagging to the floor to make herself as small as possible. "I tried to teleport back here, but I was in a panic. I couldn't visualize the room well enough to make the connection, so I triggered it without a destination in mind."
"That's damn dangerous!" exclaimed Blue, cursing under her breath. "You could have ended up practically anywhere!"
Yellow nodded. "I was out of options. Would you truly say you wouldn't have done the same thing in my place?"
"No, I wouldn't have. Because I know this place like the back of my hand. When are you going to start taking this seriously? You could have been taken!"
Excellent. She had accepted Yellow's explanation, shifting over to mask her fear with anger. She settled down, knowing that there was no way Blue would see through her disguise.
It would be so delicious to corrupt that one, peeling away her cool layers to reveal the boiling emotions underneath. As her self identity fell apart, she'd pluck at her psyche, presenting the disparate pieces to her Queen.
After she had been put back together again, she'd be a devoted servant of the Queen, just like her. She couldn't wait to see it. Couldn't wait to do it.
She opened her mouth in a wide yawn. "Isn't it getting late?" she asked. "I want to get cleaned up and turn it. That near miss was pretty terrifying, but I still have some assignments to get done for next week."
Red chuckled. "Always the dutiful one, even when you get injured. Just... take it easy, huh? And let me know if it's still causing you pain in the morning, we can go get it looked at."
Yellow shook her head. "I think it's just bruised," she said, getting to her feet as she gestured at her ankle. "Looks like I can stand on it well enough. It's already starting to feel better."
She had never actually been injured, but they didn't need to know that. Leaning over, she pressed at her skin. "Ow," she exclaimed, shaking her head. "I probably shouldn't do that."
Blue rolled her eyes. "She's fine," she announced. "Let's go get ready for bed and regroup in the morning. We'll do a retrospective then on what went wrong."
"Yes, captain," murmured Yellow, her face twisting into a smirk as Blue's face flushed.
She might have a cold personality, but that was just a defensive mechanism to hide her thin skin. Of the three, she was going to be the easiest to corrupt, because Yellow knew all her buttons.
"Right," Blue snapped out, crossing her arms. "Do as you want."
Red grabbed her shoulder before she could flounce off in a huff. "It's a good idea," she said soothingly. "We can ask Guest if it has any information about these new enemies. We've only encountered the latex soldiers before, which makes this concerning. Whoever is coordinating these attacks must be ramping up for something large."
Blue nodded gruffly, shaking off Red's grip. "I'll ask the AI," she said, holding her arms stiff by her sides. "I should have more information tomorrow."
"Good," nodded Red. "We've all had a big fright today and we're emotional about the near miss. Relax, we're safe here. This war isn't over just yet!"
If only she knew!
She could feel the dark mantle of the shadow queen pulsing inside her, waiting to be unleashed. It was getting tiring keeping this form, and she needed some alone time to relieve the pressure.
"I'm taking a shower," she announced.
She took a step towards the door, pretending to wince as she put weight on her leg. She could feel Blue's stare on her back, and she smiled internally.
Sowing dissension in the ranks was only the first step. If Blue decided to go sulk by herself tonight, that would play right into her hands. Perfect!
Rounding the corner, she increased her speed. The darkness inside her was becoming more insistent. She needed to get to a safe environment so that it could be let out without any cameras spotting her transformation.
Fortunately, it wasn't a long trip to their living quarters. The alien intelligence that had designed this space station had at least been logical, if not particularly knowledgeable about humans.
The various accommodation blocks were focused around a central core, color coded so that it was easy to navigate. She turned down the red corridor, holding herself back from sprinting as she passed through a shared living space.
In better times, they would have eaten a meal together and watched a film or two, laughing at the antics of the onscreen villains. With their relations strained, they were instead choosing to spend time on solo activities. Excellent!
The threat they faced was more serious than the others knew, and with any luck, they wouldn't figure it out before it was too late.
Striding to her door, she waited for the alien AI to register her presence and key it open. Scooting past the bed, she made a beeline to the bathroom, breathing hard as the door snapped shut behind her. Finally!
Her body felt too small to contain the powers within, but now she didn't need to. She bit her lip as dark pleasure exploded from her core, the logo on her belt changing to the stylized A of the shadow queen.
Mistress! Groaning, she let the feeling of utter loyalty wash through her as tendrils expanded from the belt, caressing her pussy.
Getting into the shower, she squatted against the wall and groaned as the latex suit expanded upwards, the ends of the tendrils forming cups that folded over her breasts.
Wrapping her hands over her tightening orbs, she caressed herself as her nipples stood upright. She groaned as her flesh spilled out of her hands, breasts rising as they were held in place by the rigid suit.
It felt so good to let the corruption free! She just had to watch!
Stumbling out of the shower, she positioned herself in front of the mirror, shuddering as she braced her knees against the cabinet. She licked her lips as they began to turn violet, grabbing at her melon-sized breasts as her eyes glowed. Yes!
Squeezing her thighs together, she shivered as lines appeared on her pale face. Her hair shifted, the bangs growing longer to complete the look.
Mouth agape, she let out a long moan as a faded vision of her Queen appeared in the mirror. "Hail to the Onyx Queen!"
Her legs wobbled as her Mistress tilted her head up, blazing violet eyes sparkling through the veil.
A flash of light blinded her as the latex tendrils crammed into her pussy, writhing as they pried open her inner lips. She cooed as they plundered her tunnel, squeezing her rock hard nipples as she surrendered to the corruption.
She was Her servant. She was Her slave. Her glorious empire would be ascendant, an army of Dark Crystal Hearts reigning over this world. Latex covered soldiers would enforce Her will, drowning the world in the ecstacy of obedience. If this was what it felt like to lose yourself in Her glory, how could anyone possibly resist?
Her body tensed and she cried out, making breathy little hisses as she praised her Queen. Her lips formed into a wide smile as a corrupted uniform with an armored harness appeared in her mind. Yes, this was exactly what she needed to bring Red into the fold.
Her body jerked as she was showered with pleasure, enjoying the thick plug that the latex suit had formed in her pussy. Thrust, thrust, gush!
Black corruption burst forth from her vagina, dripping onto the floor. More spurted from her nipples at high pressure, droplets splattering over the mirror.
The vision of her queen faded, and she sighed, taking in the mess, evidence of her corruption. Reaching down to her thighs, she rubbed her finger through the fluid, bringing a dollop up to her violet lips.
Her eyes glowed at the sweet taste. Pure corruption. She wouldn't mind feeding some of this to Red.
She had work to do before that could be done, however. Staring at the messy fluid, she grinned as it began to roll together into a black, shiny sphere.
Not that kind of work. She wasn't a maid. This mess would solve itself.
The blob rolled up the wall, speckles of corruption jumping from the mirror to the main body as it neared the vent. Diffusing through the grate, it vanished, leaving a sparkling floor and countertop behind.
She momentarily worried about when it would reveal itself, but that was none of her business. Once her goal was achieved, the danger of her exposure would go down. There was no way the blob would find a new host before then, surely.
Perhaps this was a reminder from her Queen that she shouldn't dally. Her move on Red had to happen tonight, and she had just the thing to ease her into her new role as the Shadow Queen's pet.
She imagined the loops of her Queen's armor plating clasped around her captain's body and grinned. She was so eager to find out what Red would look like after she was corrupted! That treat would be better than any of the chocolates she had hidden all over the base.
Stepping into the shower, she turned it on, turning around to enjoy the heat. This was supposed to be relaxing, but she was on edge, plotting out the best way to trap Red.
Resting her hands over the top of her bobbing breasts, she gave them a shove, enjoying how they tingled under the latex coating. The suit had bonded with her skin again, giving her enlarged nipples a slick sheen. With any luck, she would be feeding those to Red soon enough.
Her small mouth would suckle on the corruption, her body writhing as the latex suit gripped her body. Her downfall would be marvelous.
She let go of her breasts, bracing her hands on her hips as she turned around. Droplets of water scattered off her glossy skin, giving her thighs a reflective sheen. By all accounts, her new body was grossly lewd, attractive and horrifying in equal measures. She loved it.
She hoped that her Queen would change her further once she had captured the other two members of her team. Her body already belonged to Her, but to be repurposed as Her weapon would be the icing on the cake!
She shook, hissing as her hands crept towards her pussy. No. This was no time to lose track of herself. The queen came first.
Sighing, Yellow stopped. The voice inside her brain was right. Unfortunately, she needed to keep herself in check. Fortunately, she only needed to do this for a few more hours, after which sparks would fly!
Grinning to herself, she placed her hands over the tops of her breasts and pushed. "Heart Power... Make Up!" she hissed, feeling the corrupted core within her stir to life.
Her latex suit creaked in protest, but the surface began to ripple, moving at her command. Her mouth formed into an O as it pulled its tendrils out of her vagina, licking over her mons as it withdrew upwards, into the belt.
Her breasts shrank, the evidence of her corruption swooping around and up, vanishing into the pulsing gem on her breastbone. The twin points of darkness pulsed, heat expanding to grip her body.
She moaned in pain as a flash of negative light filled the shower, sealing away her new form. For a time.
Turning off the shower, she turned and clasped her hands over the transformation gem. "Dark Crystal Heart Power... Heat!"
Her skin began to sizzle, water evaporating instantly to steam. This might be a frivolous use of her powers, but using some of her excess energy would help to keep her dark core in check. This was only a stopgap measure, however - as time went on, her power would continue to grow, until she would inevitably be forced to reveal her true form.
She had limited time, so she had best use it wisely. Exiting the shower, she gave herself a knowing smirk in the mirror as she padded out into the bedroom. She needed something demure and unassuming, in case the others came looking for her.



Opening the chest of drawers, she chose the first set of underwear and pajamas she found. Clothing used to be a great source of pride for her old self, but as a Dark Crystal Heart, the only thing she wanted to do now was to wear her Queen's uniform.
Pulling on the soft outfit, she put on some socks and jammed her feet into a pair of slippers, staring into the mirror. The loose clothing failed to show off her bust size, which was naturally small anyway.
What a shame, really. If you couldn't flaunt what you had, what was the point?
Shrugging, she sat down at her desk and clicked on the light, flipping open her laptop. Grabbing a notebook, she turned to a page she had already used, shuffling a couple of assignment papers around. This would at least make it look like she was working, though she didn't have any plans to actually complete any assignments tonight.
Schooling wasn't in her future. Only servitude.
To that end, she needed to prepare the groundwork. Logging onto the laptop, she opened up the hub application, pinging the AI. A pulsing, blue globe appeared on top of her desk. "How may I help you, Kiro?" it asked in its eerie, human-like voice.
"Guest. It's good to see you." She sighed, glad that it hadn't detected anything odd about her. "Who else is still up and about?" she asked, starting with an innocent question.
"Red and Blue are sharing tea in the Red kitchen block. All others have turned in or have left the station on other assignments," the AI replied in a measured tone.
"Set a reminder for when Red decides to go to bed," requested Yellow. "I have something I want to discuss with her."
The orb spun. "As you wish," it said. "Reminder set."
She folded her hands and leaned forward, giving the AI a cagey expression. "We haven't really talked much about you, have we? What is the origin of the crystal heart powers?"
The curved rectangles composing the sphere halted, as if it was considering how to answer her question. "The universe needs heroes," it said in a different voice with a peculiar accent. "The crystal heart power devices were developed to fight against incursions from negative space. Without them, we would be powerless to resist their predation on the good citizens of our reality."
"Who is the driving force behind negative space, and why must they be stopped?" she asked, her voice imbued with a hint of curiosity.
She didn't care that much, as she served her Queen implicitly. It would be nice to know Her motives, but they wouldn't materially change her servitude.
"Negative space is the abode of creatures that are the antithesis of life," continued the unusual voice in a scholarly cadence. "We must always resist their infiltration of our dimension, otherwise their hunger will infest our desires. We would become their slaves, unable to think of anything other than pleasing them."
"What's the problem with that?" she asked. "You say that they are the antithesis of life. What does that really mean? If they 'eat' us, will we die?"
"No," replied the voice, sounding annoyed. "But you will become a hollowed out shell, an extension of their will. Whatever you want to accomplish in this life won't matter any more. You'll only have one purpose: to serve. A brainless automaton for the negative space, a pure avatar of evil."
Of pleasure. This thing wasn't telling her the whole truth. How could it? It was a simple machine. It had no idea the kind of ecstasy her Mistress could provide.
"I get it," she sighed, placing her hands on the desk. "But how are we going to stop them? With every attack, they steal more citizens and turn them into those latex things. At some point, they're going to have the critical mass needed to overwhelm us, whether we like it or not."
"That is a true challenge," acknowledged the AI, swapping its voice back to its more neutral accent. "We've been on the defensive. Our only chance for success is to band together and make a counterattack. I am collating possible plans."
"Good. Let us know when you have something we can use. In the meantime, please show me the layout of this place. I want to get a better idea of where everything is in case they decide to attack us here."
The AI beeped, and her laptop's screen refreshed, showing a map of the station. Blue lines delineated rooms, with terse text explaining each location. Excellent. This was exactly what she was going to need to help her Mistress take control!
Expanding the map, she located her room and traced a path to Red's, confirming her route. This accomplished, she pulled back and looked at the whole picture, looking for the best ways to assault each section.
There were several areas that weren't marked, which might contain secret devices. Perhaps one of them housed the AI core? They were definitely worth investigating, so she made a mental note to mention them to her Queen.
The voice of the AI broke in. "Excuse me, Mistress, but I am alerting you as you requested. Red has finished with Blue. Would you like me to notify her that you wish to speak with her?"
"No," said Yellow smoothly. "I'll go find her. Thank you for your assistance, you may retire."
The AI beeped, the globe fading out. She snapped the laptop shut, pressing her hands over her heart. It was thudding like a drum set, excitement tingling in her limbs. It was almost time. She knew what she had to do!
Straightening her back, she marched towards the door, which opened silently. She knew that the AI did not monitor the interior of personal quarters unless asked, which was perfect for her needs. Red wouldn't know what hit her.
Taking a right, she marched down the corridor, glancing at the side of the space station through the floor length windows. The blackness of space was visible near the bottom, stars twinkling at her. She gave them a grin, knowing that there was so much more out there beyond their tiny little planet. Plenty of worlds for her Queen to conquer!
Her breasts throbbed as she passed the next door, noting the red privacy light. Blue must be safely ensconced inside. Good, she didn't need any interruptions for this.
She increased her pace, her body beginning to tremble. She had less time than she had thought before her disguise wore off. Just a few more minutes!
She slowed down in front of Red's door, pausing to tap at the screen mounted to the wall. A soft chime rang inside the quarters, and she waited calmly, palms sweaty.
The screen popped on. "What is it?" asked Red, her hair tousled.
She had probably just gotten into bed. "Sorry to interrupt you," Yellow said softly. "I had something I wanted to discuss."
"Can't it wait until morning?" groaned Red.
"I'm afraid not," replied Yellow. "I saw something during the battle that's important, and I want to discuss it with you first."
Red groaned, and the screen turned off. She was probably thinking that Yellow was trying to keep something from Blue, and that was true in a manner of speaking.
The door hissed open, and she stepped inside, examining the decor. The base set of rooms supplied to them on the station had come furnished, but they had been uninspired, as if copied from a magazine.
It had been up to each of them to personalize them in their own style. Yellow had hung pictures from her younger sisters on the wall, along with reminders of family events. Anything to make the place feel more homey.
Red had taken a different tack, replacing all of the linens and carpets to match her color scheme. The end result was a rather garish display, but none of them had the heart to tell their captain that she lacked a sense of style.
She hadn't replaced the floor length mirror positioned off to the right side of the bed, however, which was going to make her job much easier. How could they ever have guessed that something so pedestrian would contribute to their downfall?
Yellow marched up to the bookcase, admiring the stuffed bears Red had jammed between two sets of books. "I remember buying this one for you," she said, petting the soft fur.
"What's this all about?" asked Red sharply. "I'm not in the mood to reminisce. I'm tired, and I want to turn in."
Yellow spun around, taking in her captain. The other woman was dressed in floral print pajamas, her hair coiled up into a ponytail. She was cute, but soon she would be erotic.
She paused as she noticed a faint glint of polished blackness hiding under the bed between Red's knees.
She understood. Her Queen knew that this was her goal, and she had set the table for her. It was amusing how simple her captain's corruption would end up being.
"What did you think of the uniform the elite soldier was wearing during the battle?" she asked. "Did you notice anything odd about it?'
Red's brow creased. "It was different from the usual rubber soldiers. It had some kind of mushroom shaped head and abilities to match. I don't see what you're getting at."
Yellow took a step forward, feeling the heat of her corruption coalescing around her. The light of the room darkened subtly, but Red didn't seem to notice.
"You're looking at the big picture, but I'm thinking of something more specific. What about its armor?"
Red folded her hands, looking uncomfortable as Yellow loomed over her. "It was a gray harness, with a purple gem mounted in the center. Look, what is this all about?"
Yellow turned and sat on the bed, reaching her arm around Red's back and grabbing her shoulder in a hug. "You're not quite seeing it yet. Here, look in the mirror and I'll show you what I mean."
Confused, Red turned towards the mirror and gasped. "What is that?" she groaned.
It was Red, dressed in her pajamas on the bed, but the harness the mushroom soldier had been wearing had appeared around her shoulders, resting against her chest. The blazing violet gem of the Shadow Queen blazed on the front, the pupil of Her eye staring back at the heroine.
A thin line of gray armor ran down between her breasts, expanding into a belt that cupped her hips. Underneath, a strip ran under her crotch, clenching against her privates. It was seamless, with no obvious way to take it off.
"It's the enemy!" shouted Red, reaching up to grab for her crystal heart.
Fishing out a ruby red gem, she placed her hands around it, closing her eyes. "Crystal Heart Make Up!" she shouted, invoking her magical powers.
Her body heated up, but Yellow clung to her tightly. She knew that if she lost this opportunity, there might not be another. Besides, Red was already losing herself, she just didn't know it.
She blinked as a flash of light assaulted the room, Red's body rippling as her crystal heart uniform appeared. She raised her hand, a bracelet about her wrist. "Crystal Heart... ooh!" she groaned, discovering that the harness displayed on the mirror had suddenly appeared on top of her sleek uniform.
The strip running under her privates had thinned, her voluptuous ass filling out the harness. The two side pieces stretched down and over her transformed butt, clinging tightly to her body.
Red touched her buxom hips, crying out in dismay. "What's happening to me?" she squeaked out.
Yellow chuckled, her hand clutching at the heavy, gray armor which wrapped over her captain's shoulder. "You're being turned into a dark crystal heart soldier. Doesn't it feel glorious?"
"What are you talking about?" groaned Red, trying to shake off her grip.
"It's quite logical, really," explained Yellow. "Blue destroyed her soldier, so the Queen needs a replacement. Tell me, how does it feel to have your body turned into a lewd work of art?"
Red clenched her hands, breathing hard as she tried to get past the erotic heat that was suffusing her body. The harness was writhing, twin tendrils wrapping around her upper torso and under her breasts, lifting them up as they expanded in size.
Her captain jumped to her feet with unexpected strength, causing Yellow to groan as she was tossed to the floor. "Crystal Heart Shine!" she shouted. "Crystal Heart Fire!"
Nothing happened, and Yellow laughed. "It's no use," she croaked out. "Your powers have already been subsumed by darkness. You cannot call on your Crystal Heart powers once you've become a Dark Heart!"
"A what?" groaned Red, a look of utter dismay on her face as her fingers curled.
Yellow could tell that Red was losing the battle. Another small push, and she'd succumb to the pleasure.
"What are you worried about?" asked Yellow, climbing to her feet. "You already know what you must do. It's only natural."
She pressed her hands over her breasts, massaging them through her pajamas. "There's no reason to resist. Give in and feel yourself up. Being a Dark Heart is all about pleasure."
"What has happened to you, Yellow?" asked Red, her face pale. "I thought you were better than this!"
"Better than what? You?" Yellow asked, her face twisting into an erotic grin as she played with her breasts, which were expanding in size as she released her hold on the corruption. "My Queen has given me everything I need to ensure my victory, and you are only moments away from finishing your transformation. You can't resist it. Tell me, how does it feel to have the Shadow Queen's power flowing through your veins?"
Yellow's breasts were plumping up nicely, and she could feel her hips widening, too. Reaching down, she shoved a hand under her panties, sticking a finger into her pussy as she groped herself. Seeing Red fall was the most erotic thing she had ever seen!
She twisted her face into a scowl. "You were always better than us, Red. We could never catch up to you, no matter how much we tried."
"It's not a competition," complained Red, trembling as the lower part of the harness squeezed against her privates. A wet spot was forming around her pussy, her body responding to the carnal corruption.
"Not anymore," breathed Yellow. "We'll all be equal in Her sight. She will make it so. All you have to do is give in, like I have."
She relaxed the rest of her restraints, letting her corrupted self come to the fore. Her body flashed and the pajamas disappeared, replaced by the latex uniform bestowed upon her by the Queen.
She gasped, letting out a coo as her fat nipples protruded, rubber tendrils pushing inside. Black fluid trickled from the tips, and she lifted a breast up, giving it a lick with her extremely long tongue.
Red appeared stunned, her breath hissing as she took in the extent of her former teammate's corruption. "No!" she said, sounding defeated. "It can't be! The Crystal Hearts can't lose. We're the arbiters of peace!"
"Can. Can't. It's such a limiting world view," growled Yellow, her voice husky. "I find it far easier to acknowledge reality. Our Onyx Queen is coming, and we shall prepare the way for Her ascendance!"
Red grunted, her face scrunching up as her nipples were squeezed by her uniform, the flesh underneath being remodeled by the corruption. Soon, she wouldn't look any different from Yellow. Wouldn't be any different.
Red stopped tugging at the harness, true fear in her gaze as she spotted the purple talons growing from the tips of her fingers. "I have to stop this!" she shouted, spinning around.
Yellow felt a faint pulse of alarm in her chest. She should have expected this. Red had always been the best of them, but Yellow really had thought that she'd be just as helpless when faced with her Queen's corruption. She was a fool!
Before she could leap into action, a ball of shiny rubber jumped from under the bed, stretching out to wrap around Red's ankles like a bola. The unexpected attack took her by surprise, and she tumbled to the floor, rolling over into the chest of drawers with a sickening smash.
Yellow rushed over to her, grabbing her shoulder. "Are you okay?" she asked, genuine concern punching her gut.
Red began to laugh, clutching her belly. At first, Yellow thought that this was a burst of hysteria, but when she turned the captain over, she spotted a bright, violet light glowing in her pupils.
Wheezing, Red mewled, running her hands up to her chest in an animalistic fashion. "Let's get you onto the bed," declared Yellow, worried that she had suffered a head injury.
Grabbing Red's shoulder, she lifted her to her feet, running an arm around her back for stability. The latex orb that had captured her rippled, turning back into a sphere as it rolled over to the mirror.
Yellow shrugged, more worried about her former captain. Fortunately, the strength boiling through her arms was more than sufficient to bring her over to the foot of the bed.
Turning her around, she dropped her onto the comforter. The collar at the top of Red's suit had expanded, turning into a ring of metal around the bottom of her throat. The purple gem at the base stared out at her, throbbing with the Queen's power. She shuddered under the gaze, knowing that each of her actions was being judged.
"How do you feel?" she asked, frowning.
It didn't look like she had other injuries, but she seemed dazed.
"I feel... amazing!" Red burped, frowning as she looked down.
"Why are those so big?" she wondered, wrapping her talons around the lower curve of her huge breasts.
She pressed them upwards until the enormous masses squished against the upper arches of the armored harness. Giggling, she pricked one of her nipples with a claw. "Squishy," she murmured.
She lifted her head, giving Yellow a wicked grin. "You've been holding out on me," she said. "You didn't say how tight this would feel."
Yellow shrugged, returning her grin. "I can't describe every little detail. Some things you just have to experience for yourself."
Red purred, straightening her back to give her chest a little pop. The suit tightened around her breasts, keeping them even and level. She chuckled. "I barely feel the weight at all!"
Lifting her arms, she examined her talons, twisting them back and forth as she opened and closed her hands. The tips of her fingers were a darker purple, contrasting with the lighter purple of the fingerless latex gloves running up both her arms.
"Delicious," she proclaimed, licking her lips with a pointed tongue.
She stared at Yellow with hunger, and she couldn't resist. Leaning in, she gave her former captain a full kiss on the lips, lingering as Red placed a hand behind her head, urging her on.
Their tongues tangled together as they played, enjoying the taste. A wet pop sounded as Yellow pulled back. "Welcome to the Dark Hearts," she purred.
The dark core in her heart pulsed. "I can't wait to share more with you," she proclaimed. "First, though, I must finish with what my Queen has provided."
She took a step back, lifting her hands and pressing them together. The outline of a shape appeared, summoned from negative space. Red gasped as her eyes took in the rounded top of the hard helmet. "That's... for me?"
Yellow nodded. "You must take the place of the soldier Blue vanquished, and become one of Her lieutenants. You will join me by Her side, and the two of us will help each other to turn Blue. That is Her command."
Taking the helmet from Yellow, Red studied the curved mushroom shape, raking her talons over the hard, red surface. It was split over the top by a wide, white stripe. Below that, there was a ruffled, white cloth piece attached, which would cover the bottom of her face, flanked on either side by yellow frills.
Red turned it around, eyes blazing with desire as she grabbed a section of the gray fabric dangling from the bottom. Without ceremony, she pulled it on over her head, working at it until the white cloth was situated over her face, the mushroom helmet propped on her head.



Smoothing the gray fabric at her neck, she turned to Yellow, clawed hands waiting calmly at her sides. The gem on her harness pulsed, the slitted pupil watching Yellow with satisfaction. A belt was now cinched around her waist over the harness, a stylized A in the center proclaiming her body as property of the Onyx Queen.
The fabric on the helmet suddenly rippled as it compressed over Red's face, a breathy hiss coming from her lips. Within a matter of moments, it was rigid, looking like teeth, the yellow frills becoming flesh. Red groaned like an animal, yellow blobs on the helmet growing into mushroom caps. She had truly become Her monster.
There was one final touch to complete her descent into servitude. Lifting her hands a second time, she concentrated, materializing Her collar.
Raising it up, she secured it around Red's throat. Red growled as it immediately began to glow Her color, the deep purple band becoming smaller as it locked itself in place. There, now she was complete!
Duties finished, Yellow admired her work. "You're a perfect erotic specimen," she sighed, stroking her shoulder. "I wouldn't mind spending some time with you, but I'm certain our Queen will have new orders for us."
An odd noise drew her attention. She turned towards the mirror, noting the rippling blob of rubber that was sitting nearby. She was being summoned.
Stepping up to the mirror, she crossed her arms under her enormous breasts, squeezing the flesh together. She was looking forward to playing with them more, but her Queen took priority.
Widening her stance, she stared into the mirror blankly, taking in the mushroom creature that sidled up next to her. Unlike the Queen's former lieutenant, Red was soft and full of curves, with an incredibly lascivious body. She would very much like to sample those breasts - if the former heroine was amenable, of course.
The light in the room dimmed further, a hissing shadow forming in the darkness. Heavy weights dropped onto her shoulders, and she blinked, her heart throbbing as she noticed the heavy breasts squeezing around her head. Her arm immediately shot up.
"Hail to the Shadow Queen!" she hissed. "Glory to Negative Space! I serve!"
Red's hand shot up, too, but all that came out of her mouth was a muffled growl. She had become nothing more than a beast, to be used at her Mistress' pleasure.
The looming head of the Queen appeared, her purple eyes glowing through the veil. Yellow detected that she was satisfied, and there was also a sense of... curiosity?
"Well done," she whispered into Yellow's ears, and she shivered in pleasure as her corrupted core responded.
"I wasn't expecting you to capture her so quickly, or so thoroughly. I am pleased." Her hands closed over Yellow's breasts, giving them a slow squeeze.
She groaned as her body responded, her core throbbing as it resonated with the presence of her Queen. Her eyes rolled as something long tickled at her ear, curling over to stick itself inside. Her Queen was licking her!
Her thoughts fled, being sucked out of her head as her Queen manipulated her body, thighs trembling as she juiced. What a magnificent reward!
The tongue rolled around in a lazy circle, inserting further, until she felt as though it was caressing her mind. She made soft cooing noises as the pleasure centers of her brain were touched, tugged.
When the orgasm came, she was barely thinking anything at all, eyes blank as the glory of her Mistress drowned her mind like a flood. A raw hunger imbued her remaining thoughts, demanding more, needing more.
It was almost frightening, and she could sense that she was quickly losing her sense of self. While her body trembled with pleasure, fear tingled through her limbs, with the knowledge that her Queen could take everything from her with a snap of Her fingers.
Suddenly, her Mistress retreated, and the fear vanished, replaced with ecstasy. She vibrated, writhing as the Shadow Queen tweaked at her nipples.
Spurts of black fluid erupted, drenching the rubber ball which had rolled in front of her. The splatters were subsumed into its mass, the ball increasing in size as she gushed out her pleasure all over it.
Her Queen hummed in her ear. "That was only a taste of My majesty. Recruit another, and perhaps you shall have the opportunity to experience it again."
Yellow sighed, feeling the faint itch of her Mistress' hunger tickling her brain. It wasn't needy enough to be distracting, but it had become ever present. Internally, she praised her Queen for blessing her with a piece of Her soul.
The Queen's hand drifted over her shoulders as she moved to Red, resting a dark hand against her back. "I've been waiting for you to submit for some time," she hissed, her breathy voice curling around them in a velvety caress.
"This was unexpected, however. You fell harder and faster than I was anticipating." She gripped Red's neck with her claws, and the former heroine growled, her transformed face vibrating. "Still feisty. I like it. You may be a suitable candidate."
She swirled her fingers, pointing at the rubber blob rippling next to the mirror. The blob began to morph, stretching upwards into a thin body. As the mass at the bottom pulsed, it filled out, taking on the attributes of a feminine form.
A head grew outwards from the neck, its face a blank, rubber dome with no features. A gaping hole opened up, but it made no noise, stepping forward on amorphous feet.
Red growled at it as it stopped in front of her. The gooey mass reached up a slimy arm to touch the purple gem sparkling on her harness above her chest.
Squealing with delight, the golem grabbed either side of the upper harness with both pseudo hands, its body becoming liquid as it jumped off the floor. Red grunted as the rubber thing wrapped its arms and legs over her, the creature melting into a dripping mass.
Coiling over the harness, its body disintegrated, returning to goo as it oozed over the provided framework. Within a matter of moments, the harness was coated with its dark body, the creature vanishing entirely.
"It likes you," sighed the Queen. "Very good. The two of you shall come to Me. I have more gifts to give."
She clapped her hands together, her misty body vanishing into the shadows. The boiling darkness closed in on them, pushing them towards the mirror.
The surface shimmered, the image of the room behind them fading as the portal opened. Yellow stepped forward confidently, recognizing the telltale swirling purple of negative space. It was time to meet their Queen.
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Chapter Three
The voyage to negative space this time wasn't as disorienting as it had been the first time. The beating dark heart in her chest allowed her to detect and understand the myriad flows of space, time, and energy that surrounded them.
They were being carried along, pulled towards a central nexus where the flows met. It was the palace of their Queen.
The walls were built with dark purple bricks, flying buttresses used to support the intricate arches that led to exterior towers. The rounded edifices were as imposing as they were magnificent.
They didn't have to enter at the ground level, however. Such pedestrian modes of transit were reserved for the latex slaves that toiled below in endless labor to keep the castle spotless.
They were the Queen's lieutenants, and as such, they had the power necessary to float themselves directly to the upper balcony.
Landing with a soft whisper, Dark Heart Yellow took stock of her surroundings. The memories she had gained from communing with the Queen made all this seem familiar, even though she had never experienced it personally.
On either side of a pair of large double doors were two sets of latex covered servants, a purple A glowing on their foreheads. Their hoods covered their heads entirely, exposing only their lips, which were polished a fluorescent violet.
Their gigantic breasts sat on serving trays they carried, their nipples hidden behind heart shaped covers. This barely left any room to carry anything, but they were well equipped with towels and glasses filled to the brim with a curious, glowing substance.
The double doors creaked open and a woman stepped through, resting her clawed hands on her armored sides. Her breasts were enormous, too, but her nipples were bared, with glowing rings pinching the tips.
The rest of their expanse was covered with vented armored plates that ran up and over her shoulders, attached to spikes that broke through her skin. Her head had fins, curved over towards the rear, lending her a latent sleekness. Her visage was hidden behind a smiling, purple mask attached to her face.
She crossed her arms, resting her gauntlets against each other. "Welcome home, Shadow Hearts," she purred. "My name is Archaea - I'm a general in the Onyx Queen's army. It's good to finally have you on our team. Come, have some refreshments, and join us in the Great Hall. It's time to do some promotions, to fill our ranks before the next assault."
She turned around, giving them a good view of her folded wings. An intricate structure formed the web between each spar, the leathery material stretched between them imbued with a hint of iron.
Her ass was well endowed, glossy purple latex stretched over her butt cheeks. A cute little tail with spikes hung low, swaying to and fro over more of the web-like membrane that spread between her legs. The delicate material ran all the way down to the tops of her boots, giving her an odd mix between avian and aquatic attributes. Whatever worked.
Overall, she cut a striking figure, intriguing Yellow. She wanted to know more about this general, and how she had come to be. Had she been stolen from Earth like them, or promoted from within the ranks?
For that matter, what was the origin of her Queen? Where had she found Her insidious powers, and how had she learned to wield them?
A shuddering pulse came from her shadow heart. It was right. She didn't really need to know any of that. She only needed to serve.
Stepping up to one of the latex slaves, she grabbed a towel and mopped off her face, making a wicked grin as she realized that the white face paint had coagulated, effectively turning her face into a rubber mask.
This made it easier to hold her mouth open to praise her Queen - or to suck cocks, as the case may be. Only - there didn't appear to be many male servants waiting in the wings, which was a shame. She had become so purely sexualized after her transformation, she felt that satisfying her libido was becoming more of a requirement than a want.
She'd have to seek out a partner later. For now, she'd sample this curious dessert bar, mmm, and perhaps take a sip of this strange drink. Yum.
She immediately felt refreshed, perking up. Staring at the drink a second time, she noticed a stir of arcane energy spinning through the elixir. Pure negative energy! That explained why her shadow core was so pleased with it.
Placing the glass back on the tray, she bowed to the servant, noting the woman's quick grin of appreciation.
She grinned back, showing off her sharp teeth. If she couldn't find anyone with a hard dick, there were certainly other options.
Setting aside her lust, for now, she followed Red through the double doors into a spacious hall. It appeared to have been built in a gothic style, like a cathedral, with the ceiling made up of multiple domes held up by tremendous stone columns.
This certainly wasn't a place for organized religion, however, unless you considered the Onyx Queen to be a leader of a cult. Yellow certainly thought that She was worthy of praise, but she didn't consider Her to be a deity.
The Queen owned a piece of her heart. Dark Heart Yellow was simply an extension of Her will. She lived to serve, and would do anything her Queen commanded, no matter how vile.
She watched Archaea's tail twitch as the general led them down a red velvet carpet through an aisle of latex soldiers, their hands held rigid displaying the banners of their Queen. She didn't recognize most of the symbols rippling above, but she would learn them all. Oh yes, she would learn!
Archaea halted in front of a set of stairs. The velvet carpet continued up to a shiny, rubber chair. Mounted above was a carved, wooden plaque, a stylized, glowing A looking down on them all. Her symbol.
Archaea lined them up, standing next to them patiently. Yellow frowned as she inspected the throne. It appeared to be made from bodies, latex covered limbs locked into various poses to make up the seat. If she looked closely, she could see the bodies straining as they tried to remain still. Kinky.
A fanfare sounded and tall, arched doors opened on either side of the throne. Several pairs of heavily armored guards marched out, bearing polearms. Their faces were hidden behind masks, glowing purple eyes fixed above eternally grim expressions.
Fanning out on either side, they slammed the butt of their weapons on the stone floor with a thunk of finality. A purple spiral appeared behind the throne, swirling with dark energy as it coalesced into a solid oval portal.
A bolt of purple energy boomed on the other side, and suddenly a cloud of billowing darkness spilled out over the floor. A slender hand appeared around the edge, followed by a veiled head, with fluted, golden horns swirling upwards.
Pendulous breasts swung low, the gold chain securing them dipping as they wobbled together, the heart shaped rings attached to her bulging nipples dancing erotically.
Below, she was wearing a filmy skirt secured about her waist. It dangled low over her wide hips, preserving some form of modesty, though the Queen did not appear to care about such things.
As she straightened up, she lifted a scepter in her other hand. The short length looked like polished gold, with a bulging, red heart sitting on top. Silver chains twisted over the bulging surface, caging the pulsing gem inside.
Her glowing eyes stared, body twisting sinuously as she moved around to the front of Her throne. Taking a seat, she laid the scepter over her knee, relaxing back into the living throne as the latex slaves groaned in pleasure at Her presence.
The portal snapped shut behind her with a buzz as She examined her new servants. "Yellow," she said with precise diction. "I am pleased with your performance. You have embraced the corruption with all your heart and being. You have a true Dark Crystal Heart."
Yellow's pussy clenched at being recognized by her Queen. She was barely able to stay still as she shivered with excitement.
The Queen's gaze moved towards Red. "You tried to resist, but you fell just as hard, becoming My creature in a matter of moments. Your dark heart yearned for corruption just as much as hers."
Red snorted, but otherwise said nothing, hissing steam escaping from around the mushrooms embedded in her helmet.
Their Queen raised her hands and removed the veil. Yellow's heart throbbed as she spotted the purple mask underneath.
Eye holes were carved in the shape of half moons, dark purple stripes leading down to a hollow smile. With the mask lit from within, she looked like a laughing clown.
Yellow would never say this to Her face, of course. There was nothing clownish about this.
Besides, with how her own face had been transformed, she looked much the same. They were mirror images of each other, reflecting the voracious hunger that throbbed within their hearts.
"Both of you have earned my favor," She hissed, her attention turning towards Yellow. "Step forward, former Crystal Heart Yellow."
Her heart swelled as she climbed the stairs, quaking inside as she received her Queen's full attention. Wisps of color twirled around the lips of her mask, enhancing her grin.
"My most faithful servant, you have been instrumental in taking down the crystal hearts. You shall become one of my chained slaves."
She lifted her scepter, and a latex slave ran forward, bearing a heart shaped cushion. A circular collar was sewn to the surface, along with two, hollow rings that contained an inscription engraved around the sides.
"Apply these to your body. Prove your devotion."
The Shadow Queen's mask glowed, and she sensed a hint of uncertainty. Did She think that Yellow would suddenly have a change of heart and reveal that she had been deceiving Her all along?
If so, she was wrong. Her former life had been staid, boring, and undersexed. Her Queen had given her the one thing she had been lacking: purpose.
Without protest, she picked up the collar and wrapped it around her neck. Her jaw dropped as it reduced in size, choking her as it sealed itself in place. Grunting, she rolled her eyes to the rings, struggling to continue. She couldn't fail her Queen now!
Picking one up, she placed it on top of her swollen nipple, wincing as it sucked her flesh through the restriction. She took a grateful breath as the collar stopped crushing her neck, applying the second ring before she could have second thoughts.
It squeezed itself into place, two tiny, glowing purple rings winking up at her. Lifting a breast, she gave it an experimental grope, groaning as pleasure tightened her skin. A purple liquid oozed from the tip, fluorescing with Her corruption.
Curious, she stuck out her tongue, curling the ridged length downwards until the tip soaked up some of the fluid. Lifting her gaze to her Queen, she pulled it back into her mouth, savoring the taste. "Is it well done, my Queen?" she hissed, her body tensing as she awaited Her approval.
The Shadow Queen tilted her head in acknowledgement. "You are now one of my lieutenants, Dark Chained Heart Yellow. Rise, and take your place at my side."
She pointed her scepter lazily to her left, her eyes twirling with a hypnotic glow.
"Yes, my Queen," said Yellow, feeling the dull throbbing pain of her Mistress' rings. These were more physical evidence of her betrayal of the other crystal hearts, and she rejoiced.
Crossing over to the right side of the Queen's throne, she turned around, folding her arms under her breasts. Her nipples twitched under the tyranny of the metallic rings, pleasure jolting into her.
If any crystal heart were unfortunate enough to be fed some of her corrupted milk, they wouldn't see another day as a free being. They would come willingly to have their hearts chained by the Shadow Queen. As She desires.
Her Queen rested her hands over her knee, turning her attention towards Red. "Know that I would promote both of you, if I could, but there is currently only one open general spot on my roster."
Her words of praise lifted Yellow's spirits, and her eagerness increased. Far from feeling downcast, she was intrigued. What form would her former commander take after the Shadow Queen transformed her further?
The Onyx Queen waved her scepter towards Red. "The Heart Detector chose her, so she shall be promoted. Step forward, former Crystal Heart Red, and receive your new rank."
Red growled, climbing the stairs to stand in front of the queen. Her clawed hands rested at her sides, glowing purple armlets clasping her arms just below her elbows. Her enormous breasts were polished a bright red by the latex that clasped them, held upright to display her proud, distended nipples.
The belt at her waist was a parody of her former costume, the armored harness squeezing at her privates in an erotic display. Yellow wondered what her former commander felt under the mushroom mask - was there anything left of the fiery individual that had led their team of crystal hearts? She suspected that they were about to find out.
Archaea climbed the stairs behind her, wrapping her hand around the tight collar that ringed Red's neck. With a snap of her wrist, it was disconnected, the glowing circlet sputtering out. Archaea handed it to a slave standing next to her, breasts squeezing against Red's back as she clamped her hands onto Red's shoulders.
More latex slaves appeared, wrapping themselves around Red's legs and torso, their blind faces pressing into her flesh as their ball gags pulsed.
Two of them stood on their tiptoes to grasp either side of the red capped helmet. They gave it a solid twist, and her face began to ripple. The subtle flows of energy swirled around, separating the material from her skin.
Red's growl turned into a gurgle as they pulled up, lifting it off her head. A shock of unkempt, fiery red hair flopped out, her sweaty pale face revealed to them. Her teeth were gritted, neck muscles tensed.
She strained against Archaea's grip, but she was held tight, her body held in place by the slaves. Finding that she was effectively a captive, she scowled at the Queen. "It was rather cowardly of you to send one of my friends against me," she spat. "What's the matter? Were you too afraid to make a direct attack?"
The Shadow Queen laughed, her amusement rippling through Yellow's core. "Why bother attacking when I can subvert?" she asked reasonably. "If you can turn an enemy into a friend, you've doubled your effectiveness!"
Red frowned. "Yes, but it's not right!" she protested. "Why did you have to turn my best friend into a perverted... monster?"
The Shadow Queen leaned forward, her voluptuous breasts squeezing into her knees. "Because," she hissed. "You crystal hearts are standing in the way of my hunger, and that cannot be tolerated."
The glowing energy in her mask crackled with agitation, belying her fixed smiling face. She raised her scepter, giving it an idle twirl. "I tire of this arguing," she sighed. "You are already Mine, you are simply using up what little energy you have to delay the inevitable. Your body has accepted me, and with a little push, your mind will as well."
Red shook her head in dismay. "Absolutely not. I'll never give in!"
"Shall we test that theory?" asked the Queen, folding her legs. Her breast flesh squeezed outwards, the chain tugging cruelly at her nipples. "Dress her. If she can resist the pleasure of becoming My general, I'll let her go free."
"Really?" asked Red, looking hopeful.
Her expression firmed. "I'll only take the deal if you let Yellow go, too!"
Yellow's brows knitted together. Red had no idea what she was asking for. Even if the Queen agreed, her heart already belonged to Her. She was Her puppet, and would only serve to drag Red into Her clutches if she were to be let free.
"Very well," replied the Queen, her voice a liquidy caress. "Let's make the contest fair. If you survive fifteen of your Earth minutes, you win. Otherwise, you will join my army and lead my minions to conquer anyone foolish enough to stand in my way."
Red looked determined. "Let's do it," she said, sounding confident. "I can take anything you throw at me."
The Queen lifted her scepter high, the chained heart flashing red. "The competition is set!" she crowed. "Bring forth the general's armor!"
Archaea slid her hands down to Red's arms, pulling them behind her. Latex slaves yanked her legs apart, prying open her hips. Red looked flustered as even more slaves filled the gallery, lifting high their heart shaped cushions bearing various items that were to be put on Red's body.
First came a pair of platform boots, a pair of slaves working to remove her heels. Red protested, but nobody paid her any attention. She had asked for this competition, and now she had to endure it.
Her feet were jammed into the boots, glossy straps buckled. On either side were attached bulbous nacelles, with rectangular grills pointed downwards. At the top, they met with the rings clamped around her legs under her knees, the two materials meshing seamlessly as one.
Red's face flushed as she trembled, the harness rippling on her body. "You've cheated!" she cried out as the harness began to melt into a viscous goo, spreading out over her body.
"Did I?" asked the Queen, folding her arms. The nipple chain jingled over the top as she forced her breasts together. "You didn't ask for any restrictions, so I can play with you in any way I like. Keep trying, crystal heart. It wouldn't be fun if you gave in too quickly."
Red gasped as the goo flowed together, coating her breasts. They throbbed, jolting as they increased in size, her nipples protruding even further. Sighing, Red threw her head back and grunted as black fluid squirted from the tips.
"Does it feel good?" taunted the Queen. "Can you feel the corruption coiling in your core? Your crystal heart is already shattered, and it's only a matter of time before it's replaced by My hunger."
Latex slaves appeared at her sides, bearing metallic pauldrons which they attached to her shoulders with audible clicks. The armor arched up on either side, almost to her ears, swooping down to angled grills which glowed red hot. There came a whirring sound and a smoky, red mist began to be exhausted.
The Queen sighed and the glow of her mask subdued. "It always feels good to watch the fall of an enemy, but perhaps I worked up My expectations too high. In the end, you never really stood a chance. Why even bother resisting?"
Red tilted her head down and glared at the Queen, her voluptuous breasts lurching as she breathed hard. "You might have control over my body, but, ooh, you can't control my mind!"
"Not directly," hissed the Queen, "but what you feel influences your thinking. You still have another ten minutes to go. Do you really think that you can resist the pleasure I'm giving you that long? You can feel the hunger skirting around the corners of your mind, can't you? Let it in, and all of this will stop. You can free yourself to be Mine. You don't have to resist."
Red bit her lip, her talons twitching behind her back as her hips bucked. Her body was now coated in the dark latex, her skin glistening like that of the latex slaves. The harness had reformed into a V-shaped strip of fabric that ran over the top of her crotch, the indentations of her clitoris and pussy clearly visible underneath.
A wet stain was spreading over her thighs, a prominent indication of how her body was being manipulated under the layers of latex. It probably wouldn't take much more for her to give in, and Yellow felt the hunger rousing within her. She wanted to touch and lick, to taste every corner of Red's body.



She couldn't make a move without the Queen's command, however, and it didn't seem as though Red would last much longer anyway. A slave was approaching with nipple rings similar to the ones she wore, and once they went on, Red would stand little chance of resisting the Queen's advances.
A faceless slave halted in front of Red with the rings, while another lifted them up to one of her breasts. Red finally recognized the danger, shaking her head.
"Stop! No!" she shouted, but the slaves weren't hers to command.
The slave grasped both sides of her breast firmly, working her way to the front until the nipple protruded even farther outwards. The ring was placed on top, the inscription flaring as it sucked itself down.
Yellow grinned, feeling the resonance in her own nipple rings. The song of their Mistress was calling to them, corruption beckoning her children.
Red stiffened as the second nipple ring was emplaced, but the slave wasn't done yet. Smearing her fingers in the spurts of milk that wet the tips of Red's breasts, she painted opposing triangles above and below each breast, highlighting the glowing rings.
Returning to the cushion, she retrieved two purple pearls. The slave's rubbery mouth gaped open as she stuffed each one into the tips of Red's nipples, stoppering up the ends.
Red gaped, shaking as her breasts became even more swollen. "You... you!" she hissed, unable to finish the thought.
"Five more minutes," interrupted the Queen. "I expected you to succumb before being granted the rings of submission. There isn't much time left now."
"That's right," spat Red, her eyes blazing with anger. "You might be driving my nipples crazy, but you don't own my soul."
The Queen said nothing, her thoughts impenetrable under the mask. Finally, she turned to Yellow. "Finish her off," she ordered, her voice harsh.
Yellow's heart thrilled at the command, pleased that she'd be able to contribute directly to Red's final downfall. "As you please, my Queen," she said, bowing low.
Turning her eyes to Red, she chuckled as she saw her friend blanche. She knew what was coming.
Savoring her expression, Yellow stalked towards her, stretching herself out to her full height. Slowing to a halt, she stared down at her former comrade, her body quivering under the onslaught of the changes wrought by Her corruption.
Reaching out, she set a hand on her shoulder, concentrating hard. Her face twisted, the mask of her Mistress vanishing as she put it away, showing Red her original face. "Is this what you're hoping for, Akai Sogo? That you can appeal to my emotions and bring forth the goodness that still lives somewhere within me?"
Red breathed in short puffs, dismay and alarm showing in fleeting instants. Yellow gave her a dark grin, waiting a few, long moments until it settled on despair. "That's right. In the end, you couldn't say anything at all. You already know that you'll accept. You'll fall, and become Her general, because no other outcome is possible."
She grabbed Red's fat breast, giving it a cruel squeeze. "You can feel your broken heart. Her power is tangled up in all the shards, waiting for you to let go. To give in."
Yellow leaned over, pressing her lips over Red's beringed nipple, giving the rounded pearl piercing at the end a soft nudge. Puckering her lips, she sucked at her former friend's flesh, tasting the sweat mixed with sweet corruption. Red shook, balling her hands into fists, but there was nothing she could do but moan.
Popping her mouth off, Yellow sighed. "Look at you. You have the body of a slutty bimbo, and all you need is a reason to use it."
"Can't... won't give in," Red sighed, but Yellow could see the purple hue of her lips.
The sickness was in her. It was time to finish this. "You're too far gone already, Akai. All that remains is for you to embrace Her, and fall."
Red shook her head, true fear showing as she pulled back. Archaea snaked her hands around Red's torso and grabbed at her breasts. Leaning in, she whispered something into Red's ear, and her eyes seemed to lose some of their life.
Yellow grinned fanatically and knelt, focusing on Red's rubber coated clit. Placing a hand on top, she gave a mental order, waiting patiently as the coating rippled, tightening up until the fleshy bit was better defined. Yes, this was part of Her hunger, too.
Placing her mouth on top, she let go of the illusion she had been holding, letting her face revert to the stiff mask of her Mistress. All of her favored soldiers wore the mask, just like Her, and she was proud to bear it.
Swirling her tongue around in circles, she poked at Red's sensitive flesh, pleased at how her former commander's muscles clenched. Her pussy was wet, dripping with corrupt fluids generated by her remodeled organs.
Moving her tongue, she cleaned up the mess, choking down the pure corruption. Tasty! If Red's body was generating this, her mind couldn't be far behind!
She redoubled her efforts, wrapping her rubber hands around Red's thighs. Licking as fast as she could, she pushed her head in, planting her nose against Red's mons. She sucked, basking in the damp atmosphere of her vagina.
Red's muscles began to clench, and she knew she had her. Moving her tongue, she pinched her lips together, latching onto Red's clitoris. Red cried out in despair, her body twitching as it succumbed to Yellow's depredations.
Yellow continued to play with her clit like a cat playing with a mouse until Red stopped making noises, her body slumping into Archaea. Good. Now, to see the results.
Her face gradually fell back into a gaping O shape as she retreated, smoothly standing. Red's face was sweaty, her head lolling.
Archaea was still whispering into her ear, power throbbing in her mask. Red nodded along, dull eyed.
The Queen's general stopped talking, hefting the fallen heroine in her grip. "She has failed," declared Archaea. "Her body betrayed her, and her mind collapsed. She is ready to be remade in Your image, my Queen."
"Very good," hissed the Shadow Queen, fondling her scepter. "Replace the collar, and have her put on the mask."
"As you command," nodded Archaea, retrieving the doughnut shaped collar that was being proffered by a latex slave.
She slipped it around Red's throat, clicking the end shut. It regained its color as it pulled itself tight over the woman's rubber coated neck. Red gurgled as she stood up straight. There was little intelligence in her gaze, only the warm glow of satisfaction.
A latex slave nudged Yellow's arm. She was holding another cushion, this one bearing a pale, violet mask, with animal ears peeking out the top.
The cutouts for the eyes were arranged in a similar fashion to the mask the Queen wore, thin crescents curving downwards to lend it a sense of jollity. Two black eyebrows were marked high on the mask, tilted downwards towards the faint indent of the nose.
Gray mirrored half moons connected the eyebrows to the eye slits, the sharp tips at the bottom terminating at its cheeks. The mouth hole was a tall oval, extremely small, as if the wearer was about to fill her lips with a manly length.
Once fitted over Red's face, this would become her. This would be her.
Her hands trembled as she lifted the mask with reverence, flipping it over. The concave interior had a purple shimmer, imbued with Her power. Once it went on, it wasn't coming off.
Red's eyes flicked downwards, a faint trace of fear detectable as Yellow lifted it towards her face. A long, hissing sigh escaped her lips as Yellow pressed it into place, changing from distress to satisfaction.
Yellow let go, watching as Red lifted her head. A purple glow shone on the mask where her eyes would be, her lips fixed into the tall oval.
Her expression was rigid for a long while, and then the eyebrows on the mask shifted, the lips stretching into a wide grin. "Thank you for this," she breathed, her voice a low murmur. "I never would have given in without you."
Yellow pressed her hands together and made a short bow. "Thank the Queen. We owe our existence to Her."
Red's rubbery face flexed, her smile turning back into the O. Turning to the Queen, she raised her arm. "Hail to the Onyx Queen!" she shouted. "Glory to Negative Space! I serve!"
"We serve!" roared the servants scattered all over the hall.
The Shadow Queen nodded her head, rising from her throne. Taking a step forward, she placed her scepter against Red's shoulder, her laughing mask glowing with triumph. The tip of the scepter pulsed, and Red jolted, her nipple rings glowing in response.
"Welcome to my army, Dark Chained Heart Red. You are now my newest general. With you in charge, I will see to the downfall of all who bear the crystals."
Red placed her clawed hands against her chest, wrist against wrist, talons curling up on either side to frame the orbs of her enormous breasts. "I will do whatever you command, Mistress," she hissed. "I exist to serve."
"So you shall," murmured the Queen. "But to do so, you will need to be enhanced further. Upgraded." She raised her voice. "Bring in the mutation vat!"
The great doors at the end of the hall creaked open, the latex slaves moving aside to make room. A loud chant filled the hall as a large, metal cauldron rolled onto the stone floor, mounted on a platform with wooden wheels.
The sound it made as it trundled over the cobblestones mixed with the chant vibrating the hollow, latex heads of the slaves. It was in a language Yellow didn't understand, but the pulsating thrum of the rough voices soothed her as the cauldron rattled to a halt.
A set of wooden stairs was rolled up to the side, banner laden slaves moving into a line in front. The Queen rose from her throne, proceeding down the steps towards the vat, her feet seeming to float over the ground.
Archaea stood aside, a bright look on her mask as she saluted her Queen. After She had passed, she followed, tail swishing as they headed towards the boiling cauldron.
Red and Yellow slipped in behind, following the implicit order. Yellow's heart rose as they approached, sensing from the chanting that this was an unusual occurrence. Just what did the Queen have planned for them?
The banners rippled as the Queen swished past, the slaves dipping their staves to acknowledge her presence. Her dark purple cloak swirled over the wide, wooden stairs as she climbed, the tension in Yellow's heart rising. She got the sense that they were about to see something horrible, or wonderful.
The Queen stopped at the top on a small wooden platform, a clawed hand wrapped around a railing as she turned around. She waited, hunger glowing in Her eyes as her new servants halted, giving her their full attention.
The surface of the vat roiled and bubbled behind her, filled with a toxic mixture of a dark purple substance. There were steps leading down to the bottom where a large gem glowed, filling the cauldron with a sinister light.
"This is for you, my new general." She sighed, placing a hand on top of an exposed breast and giving it a stroke. "I can't wait to see what you'll become."
Red took a step forward, looking uncertain as she stared at the toxic goop. Yellow didn't blame her - she wouldn't enter the boiling vat without a direct order. It looked terrifying.
And yet, Red was moving closer to the edge, her expression becoming ever more uncomfortable as she began to teeter. Even with the mask, some small part of Red's soul might be resisting.
"Step in, my slave," hissed the Queen. "It's impossible to know what you will become until the shadow liqueur has had a chance to work on your body."
Red's hands relaxed, her muscles tensing as the hollow glow in her eyes intensified. "Yes, my Queen," she hissed, crouching down to make a great leap, right into the center of the vat.
Suddenly terrified, Yellow took a step back as the splash washed over the platform, her body speckled with purple goo. She hissed at the pinpricks of pain that danced over her torso, but they soon faded into her rubber coated body.
That was distracting, but she was more interested in what was happening inside the vat. Rays of light from the gem were reflecting off the sides, impacting Red's body, which was sinking to the bottom.
A phrase hissed from the Queen's lips in a dark language, and she raised her scepter. The chained heart within throbbed, and the liquid began to churn, spinning like a sawmill.
Red threw her head back, mask opened in a scream as the rays of light penetrated her body. She writhed under the effects of the corruption, limbs twisting at awkward angles as the fluid began to cloud up.
Soon, there was nothing visible at all but hissing steam. The Queen looked satisfied as she lowered the scepter, the boiling abating as the liquid settled into a glassy sheen. "Rise, my general," she whispered. "Show them what it means to be Mine."
The fluid at the edge of the vat rippled, a head breaching the surface. First came the animal ears of the mask, tinged purple by the fluid, darker half circles mounted on the interior.
Her domed head pushed through the waves, revealing rigid, curved ears at the sides of her face that fanned outwards. The undersides arched upwards, dotted with glowing purple shards that looked like earrings.
There didn't appear to be any seam where the mask connected to her face. It was almost as though she had been dipped in rubber, coming out with an even coating. Her new head could barely even be considered human any more - the Queen had changed her into something alien.
The tips of her armored shoulders appeared, swooping outwards as she confidently marched up the stairs. Her massive breasts bobbed with pride, nipples outstretched with glowing rings and pearls, clawed hands swinging as the fluid dripped back into the cauldron.
Her skin had been colored a light purple, arms and thighs contrasting with a darker hue. It was difficult to tell whether these were different thicknesses of the latex coating, but in practicality, it didn't matter. She had become Her general.
Her body was a walking billboard of her Queen's might, the radiators on her pauldrons hissing as they exhaled a toxic, purple cloud. The bands around her lower arms pulsed as she stopped on the top step, mask leering as she awaited her Mistress' approval.
The hollow glow in the Queen's mask brightened as she took in her newest commander. "You are magnificent!"
She lifted the scepter, pressing the tip onto the evil gem mounted to her breastbone. It flashed as swirls of power transferred between them, and Red shuddered in pleasure.
"With a new body, you deserve a new name!" She hissed. "From henceforth, you shall be called 'Soul Stealer Red,' leader of the Chained Hearts." The Shadow Queen roared, her words expanding to fill the hall. "Let all who hear your name quake in your presence!"
Red's mask twisted into a dark grin, her hand shooting up to salute her Queen.
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Chapter Four
The street lights flickered as dark portals opened up on the grass verge, spilling forth a small advance party. With a general and her lieutenant on the scene, there shouldn't be anything here that could conceivably stop them. Except for Blue, but she has no idea what has happened!
"I will set up a perimeter and commence the attack," declared Soul Stealer Red. "You should transform and lie in wait. Blue is likely to come sniffing as soon as an anomaly is detected."
"What should I do if she brings reinforcements?" growled Yellow.
"I do not think that is a likely scenario. Our Blue has always been intensely arrogant. She believes that her plans are superior to mine." The general's masked alien face curled into a malicious grin. "We shall soon put that to the test."
When Yellow shot her a questioning look, Red shrugged her armored shoulders. "Grab her, if possible, or go back with her and corrupt her. It doesn't matter, in the end. Either way, She will be victorious."
She straightened up, looking erotic and imperious. "Execute!"
Yellow bowed. "Yes, Mistress," she hissed, clasping her hands over her transformation gem.
She hated doing this, bemoaning its necessity. Hiding her Queen's gifts made her feel dirty, unloved. The Queen's hunger should be shared, not hidden!
Concentrating, she sucked all of her Queen's gifts into her core, feeling her skin crinkling as the latex debonded. It rolled up, vanishing into the gem on her breastbone and the logo on her belt, glowing a sickly purple as it compacted inside.
She could feel her spirit quaking at the pressure, but her capacity to hold it had increased. It looked like she was going to get a lot of practice with this kind of deception. Oh, goody.
She really shouldn't complain. She used to be the least of them, the weakest crystal heart, and look at her now! She'd wager her new strength could beat the likes of Blue any day of the week!
This wasn't a stand up fight, though, and they were playing for keeps. No funny business.
Sighing, she checked out her outfit, frowning at how small her breasts appeared under the tight, yellow latex. They were nice and all, but not big, bouncing, and bountiful.
At least there were small indentations where her nipples sat, a sign of her fecundity. Perhaps she'd get an opportunity to feed Blue some of her corruptive milk, pressing her mammoth breasts up against the heroine's lips until her flesh smashed flat against Blue's face!
Damn, she was getting distracted! This was no time to be ditzy, or Red might complain about her performance.
Giving the bottom of her dress a little stretch, she sighed and fixed her gloves, flexing her hands. Unhurried, she walked down the sidewalk towards the t-intersection on the other end of the street.
Some of the pedestrians had finally noticed their presence, shouting in panic as they began to flee. They had arrived during rush hour, giving them plenty of business commuters to snatch off the streets.
They should thank them for injecting some excitement into their humdrum lives. Those who were captured would become devoted sexual slaves of the Queen, pleasing her in any way She desired. Wouldn't that be glorious?
Pausing next to a mailbox, she watched as two latex slaves jumped a man, his suitcase slamming to the ground as he called out for help.
A blob of latex was placed in his mouth, cutting off a scream. It throbbed and spun, threads of rubber spurting out and wrapping around his head.
As they built up, he blubbered, but it was too late for him to escape. The latex slaves were stripping him, right there on the street, ignoring any sense of decency.
First came the jacket, then the shirt and trousers, leaving him in his underwear. Body rigid, he stood up straight as a purple logo glowed on his forehead.
The latex ball gag in his mouth was flashing, the coating covering his eyes and pushing into his ears. He was already becoming another faceless soldier of the Queen - there were just a few more steps to go!
A collar was secured around his neck as another slave ripped off his underwear, taking his expanding length into her mouth. The man twisted his body as he tried to get away, but a female soldier pressed her large breasts into his back, cooing in his ear.
The collar pulsed with an evil glow, and his struggles began to subside. Heart shaped covers were fastened over his nipples, headphones placed on his head. His eyes became cloudy, and he moaned in pleasure.
The latex slave sucking on his dick pulled her head back, replacing her rubber coated mouth with a cylindrical sheath, slipping it all the way down until it swallowed his length. It pulsated, gems embedded on the exterior glowing as it pushed itself up before sinking back down.
His body shook as latex rippled over his skin, transforming him right before their eyes into a new slave. The globe in his mouth flashed as his cum squirted into the sheath, harnessing his carnal desires for Her purpose.
His hand popped up as he hailed the Queen, and the latex slaves attending him turned to look for another target, the built-in dildos pulsing in their pussies to reward them for their efforts. It was as simple as that!
She crossed her arms, tapping her foot on the sidewalk. Now, where was Blue? The hero should have shown up by now. Maybe she just needed to pretend to be in peril?
Ugh. This was starting to become a thing, wasn't it?
It might be worth a second try, but Blue would be suspicious if she set it up the same way. She should pretend that she was observing the assault instead, perhaps, gathering intel. Yes, that would deflect suspicion!
Scurrying down to the end of the block, she ran around the corner, crouching down behind a planter. "Guest," she whispered, clasping a hand over the ring circling her lower arm. "I have eyes on an invasion squad. Are you picking this up?"
Her vision buzzed, a small projection appearing on top of the planter. "I cannot condone this, Mistress," said the familiar voice of the AI. "The original plan was to group together before facing another assault."
"We can't just do nothing while civilians are being kidnapped!" Yellow protested, slamming her palm against the concrete edge of the planter.
"We are doing something," replied the AI mildly. "We are trying to figure out where you and Red have gone. You've been missing all day."
Yellow groaned. "Sorry about that. Red said she had discovered something important, and she's been dragging me all over the place. I just kind of... forgot to report in!"
The blue globe twisted in a fashion that signaled irritation. "I wish you wouldn't do that," it complained. "It's impossible to make a plan if everybody runs off and does their own thing."
Yellow shook her head. "Sorry about that, you know Red. Hey, but if you're worried about her, she's here. Send Blue over and we'll get her briefed on the situation."
The orb pulsed and spun, giving her pause. Did it suspect something?
Eventually, the revolving rectangles snapped shut around the core, the globe slowing to a stop. "Very well. She's been extremely worried about you. Don't be too harsh with her."
What did it mean? Shouldn't that be the other way around? Blue was likely to flay her alive for forgetting the time. She'd just deflect the blame to Red - she was the commander, so she should take responsibility, right?
She chuckled to herself. It was funny how easily she fell back into the same line of thinking, though her situation had changed.
Everything was different, now. She just had to show Blue the truth.
It wouldn't be long before they were all together again, a nice, happy enslaved little group of chained heart sluts worshiping their Queen. She couldn't wait!
A blue spiral formed behind her, a spinning whirlwind presaging the appearance of Blue. She twisted her face into a scowl, folding her arms. "What the hell are you doing here?" she asked. "Are you a fool? There's no way we can defeat forces of this magnitude on our own!"
"Get down!" hissed Yellow, snagging her arm and pulling her into the shadow of the planter next to her. "If they see us, they'll attack! They seem to be grabbing anything that moves!
Blue's scowl deepened. "Okay, then, what are we dealing with?"
"There's a lieutenant and a general on the scene," whispered Yellow. "We haven't seen this one before, so I'm trying to get a feel for its abilities."
"What does it look like?" A look of concern flitted over her face. "Wait, where is Red?"
"Shh, they're coming!" hissed Yellow, placing a hand over her mouth.
A pair of latex slaves rounded the corner, the purple A glowing on their foreheads. Their heads tilted towards Yellow, the ball gags pulsing.
A cry of alarm came from the other side of the street, and suddenly, the soldiers began to run, making unintelligible noises through their gags.
When they had gone, Blue let out the breath she had been holding. "This is damn dangerous!" she said, sounding hysterical. "We should leave, now!"
"Hold on," replied Yellow, doing her best to sound analytical. "I need another good look for my report."
Standing, she crept to the corner of the hedge, peering around the edge. "Hmm, they started with a small group, but this is more soldiers than I've seen on previous assaults," she said idly. "It looks like they're gearing up for a large-scale invasion."
"Let me see," whispered Blue, clutching her arm. "Wait, I don't see that general or the lieutenant you were talking about. Where did they go?"
"Right here," barked Red from behind them.
They both spun around, Blue looking even cooler than usual. "What the hell is that?" she asked, staring up at the floating woman, gulping as she spotted her bulging breasts hanging low, tight rings glowing around her nipples.
"It's a general!" hissed Yellow. "We're not equipped to handle this, we need to retreat! Use your teleporter, you're faster with it than me!"
"Okay," groaned Blue, placing her hands against the crystal on her chest. "Heart Power Teleport!" she shouted, pulling on the innate ability granted to her by their alien benefactor.
As a swirl of blue began to appear, a gust of wind blew from the vents on Red's pauldrons, tossing them both to the ground. Blue lost her concentration, grunting as she struggled back to her feet.
"Shit!" she shouted, her face pale as she spotted the approaching latex soldiers. "Why the hell is that thing wearing a heart crystal?"
Yellow scrambled over to her. "That's one of the things I've been trying to figure out!" she groaned. "That thing is Red. They took her and changed her, and I'm looking for a way to turn her back!"
"You what?" roared Blue. "That's an important damn fact you should have mentioned when I arrived! What the fuck has been going on around here?"
She was trying to resummon her portal, but Yellow's distraction had come at an inopportune moment. Her powers sparked, but the blue swirl of the teleportation field failed to materialize.
"Don't you get it?" hissed Yellow. "Red fought her best, but she couldn't seem to escape their hypnotic abilities. If we don't find a countermeasure, we're all going down. In the end, they captured her, just like we'll do to you."
She grabbed Yellow's arms, pulling them behind her back. "What?" shrieked Blue, trying to turn her head towards Yellow to understand the situation, but things were moving fast now.
The former Red landed in front of them with a burst from her jets, reaching forward with her talons to grab Blue's head. Leaning in, she clamped her lips on top of Blue, sticking her tongue deep inside.
Blue groaned, trying to pull away from her, but it was too late. Latex soldiers had arrived, clamping onto her sides like limpet mines.
The ruse was over, so Yellow let out a full throated laugh, letting the corruption roll over her body. Flesh spilled out of her chest, squeezing against Blue's back as she held her tight. "You were right to question where we had gone," she hissed. "You had no way of knowing that the enemy was right in front of your nose.
Red pulled back, giving Blue a triumphant grin, her hollow mouth pulsing with the Queen's malignant power. "You belong to us," she wheezed. "The final member of our group, the most cerebral of the crystal hearts, ours at last."
Befuddled, all of the fight went out of Blue. "But how?" she whispered. "Why didn't Guest warn me that no crystal hearts were detected in the field?"
"Who knows?" chuckled Yellow. "It's possible the AI got confused. For all we know, a chained heart could look like a crystal heart if she suppresses her true nature."
"It doesn't matter," hissed Red, a purple cloud of steam emitting from her vents. "We have one final chained heart to create, and then we'll become the group we were always meant to be!"
Reaching behind her back, she disconnected the pair of hoses that attached to her pauldrons, pulling them up next to her swollen breasts. A latex slave handed her a half mask, and she attached the hoses to either side of the mouthpiece, grinning at Blue. "When you breathe this in, imagine the pleasure you will receive when you submit to our Queen in person. I guarantee that the experience will be positively orgasmic."
Blue jerked against Yellow's embrace, but there was little she could do as Red crammed the mask onto her face. For a time, she held her breath, but that was only a delaying tactic. Soon enough, she was forced to take in a breath of the corrupting gas.
Her whole body tensed, then relaxed, the air hissing through her lungs. "Feel it seep into you," cooed Yellow. "As it infuses your veins, you feel pleasure. Let yourself float away from your body as it begins to transform, accepting the Queen's truth within you."
She could feel her words taking effect, Blue's body sinking into her arms as the gas took hold of her mind. She was feeling rather aroused herself, her beringed breasts squirting black fluid onto Blue's back as she pressed them into her skin.
Red had the same thought, grunting as she tugged at her flesh, working her way up to her fat nipples. The pearls at the tips glowed more intensely as Red leaned over, pressing her fingers inside.
Her flesh gave under the pressure, fluid spurting out around the edges. Moving her chest back and forth, she sprayed Blue, using her breasts like garden hoses to cover Blue's body in the viscous fluid.
Blue was helpless to resist this assault, breathing in another lungful of the Queen's corruption. The fluid began to reorganize, spreading out over Blue's uniform. Soaking into her latex bodysuit, it changed the intrinsic chemical composition, transforming it into an outfit befitting her new Mistress.
The physical changes now began, her ears becoming pointed as they shot out from her head on either side. Small fins appeared on her arms, just below the elbows, the sharp edges attaching into her armlets. Similar ridges grew on her legs, a small tail poking out of her butt. Before long, she was going to be a true monster.
Yellow stopped holding her arms, snaking her hands around Blue's sides to clutch at her belt. "Can you feel the corruption flow through you?" she asked, taking in a deep breath to force her breasts deeper into Blue's back.
"Yessss," sighed Blue, closing her eyes as a long breath hissed through the front of the gas mask. "I am... what am I?" she asked, sounding confused.
"You are... beautiful. Once you are Her creature, you'll be marvelous. Just a little bit more. Accept her presence within you. Embrace Her."
Blue's feet trembled as she lifted them, kicking off her sensible footwear. A latex slave removed her socks, revealing her dark, blue feet. A webbing was growing between them, the bones flattening out as they fanned wider into what looked like flippers.
Her tail was growing longer, spikes extending down its length. A ridge appeared on her lower back, armor appearing over her spine, running all the way up to her neck.
"Why does this feel so damn good?" she complained, her voice muffled in the mask.
"You've been given Her gift," Red growled. "Her hunger. Can you feel it coiling within you?"
"Yes," whispered Blue, her eyes blinking rapidly. "It's... dangerous!"
Red laughed. "And now, it's yours. To grow, to feed. Use it well."
The top of Blue's head bulged, thin fins sprouting from either side. "I will," she replied, taking an eager breath. "I will!"
Not satisfied with tracing the A on Blue's belt, Yellow moved her hands up to Blue's breasts, which were rapidly filling out. Working around the front, she placed her thumb and forefingers on the transformed woman's nipples.
In this position, she had complete control, teasing and tugging as she liked. This was almost as good as being transformed herself, her breasts hot and heavy as she groaned out her pleasure at turning her former friend into the Queen's slave.
Blue sighed, breathing in short little bursts as her body trembled. "Please, please," she groaned. "I can feel it growling within me. It must be fed!"
Red nodded. "We will feed your need. You must be strong if we are to handle the next wave of crystal hearts. They are sure to regroup once they realize what She has done to us."
She turned her head towards a small group of latex slaves that had gathered while she was speaking. "Do you see? They smelled our need, and have arrived to service us."
Their sleek bodies were hidden under a layer of polished black rubber, the coating extending to their hard dicks, which wobbled silently, waiting for a warm pussy to sheathe their lengths. Yellow stopped playing with Blue's breasts, feeling her hunger rising. "Yes," she rumbled. "I can't contain myself! I need to be filled!"
Moving around Blue, she chose one of the slaves, gesturing at him. The faceless drone padded across the pavement, pressing his head into the gap between her breasts.
She grabbed his back and pulled him closer, sighing with encouragement. "Yes, slave, pleasure me. Give me all that you have. Give it all to Her."
She opened her muscled thighs, humming as her vagina sucked his dick straight into her core. Picking up his legs, she wound them around her thick hips, pulling at his ass to ensure that he was properly seated inside her. From this position, he could continue to fuck her, while she cooed and stroked his back.
Turning around, she pressed her fat, rubbery lips together, an erotic moan escaping her mouth at the sight of Blue's transformed body. Her breasts had expanded, flopping over her belly, the thick nipples leaking as Blue sweated like a pig.
Her hips had enlarged, muscles rippling down her legs as she levered herself open willingly for the slave that was descending onto her pussy. Her eyes glowed a deep purple, body shaking as she took another pull of the shadowy haze being fed to her from Red's armor.
A dumb smile appeared as the latex soldier pushed into her, the two of them rocking together in a pleasant haze. Blue would never have considered doing anything like this just a few minutes ago, showing off the extent of her corruption.
Red reached down and pulled off the mask. Blue groaned in protest, but she was too far gone to resist. Her mouth opened in a strained grin, revealing a row of shark teeth that were growing over her lips.
The hunger had seized her, and she couldn't stop herself now. She only needed one more thing to seal her devotion to the Queen.



Red clapped her hands together, and the air around them hissed, a bubble of negative space blocking out the human world. Pulling them back apart, she revealed a rounded mask. Yes, this would seal the deal!
She breathed with barely contained excitement as Red knelt in front of Blue, holding it out for her to see. Blue stared at it blankly, not understanding what it meant.
"Welcome to the ranks, Dark Chained Heart Blue. This is only the start," cackled Red. "You shall be one of the seeds from which we will build our new team of shadow slaves."
Blue's eyes rolled as the mask was placed on her face. Body vibrating, her arm shot up. "Hail to the Queen of Shadow!"
Yellow chuckled as their bodies faded away, pulled into negative space by their Mistress. Blue was theirs, and soon there would be nothing to stand in their way!
Just wait, crystal hearts! Your turn will come!
Her nipples throbbed as she rammed the soldier's turgid dick into her pussy. She grunted as she orgasmed, praising the Shadow Queen.
Hail to the Queen!
***
If you enjoyed this story, consider checking out the sequel, 'Dirty Hearts,' by Caroline Waters!
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Prologue
She sat calmly in the alcove, her mind tuned in to the low, background hum. It was lyrical and soft, the melody deceptively simple. Her mind was wrapped in a blanket of warm cotton, butterflies nibbling gently at the edges.
Calm, she waited without hurry, her vision obscured by a visor that sat inches from her eyes. Around her body clung a thick, black bodysuit, dark as the night, shined to a mirror finish that emphasized her ample assets. Her legs were angled perpendicular to her torso, knees and legs forming a perfect ninety degree angle. Each foot was clasped tight in thick, highly polished black platform boots with chunky heels.
Deep in her vagina was buried a thick, knobby dildo, the rubbery mass pulsing very slightly with the beat of Hive. Welded to her head was a black, shiny ball that absorbed light, hiding all features of her drone self.
The world appeared desaturated through her helmet, but for a series of colored lines that swam through the air. The lines danced joyously, entwining and embracing. They didn't exist, not really, except as a figment of her imagination.
She wasn't really sure what the lines meant. They were probably a product of a vestigial portion of her brain which was still trying its best to interpret her surroundings.
Not that the drone cared, of course, for it had long ago discarded any pretense of thinking for itself. She had given everything to Hive, pushing her uniqueness into the gestalt.
In return, it had filled her to the brim with its thick, warm obedience. She had been cored, invaded, and pacified, remade to serve Hive's purposes. Now, she waited patiently to be activated, made to do whatever would serve Hive best. There was no need to worry, or feel concern. There was only silence, and the colors of obedience.
Her impassivity dragged on interminably. At regular, controlled intervals, she exhaled softly and her eyes blinked, pussy rhythmically clenching at the dildo as she stared into infinity. The colors pranced in a step formation and the chorus stirred, the tone of Hive taking on a slightly different timbre. Unexpectedly, the colors drained from her sight and the hum dissipated, the dildo becoming a still block of rubber.
She was not concerned, incapable of being concerned at this turn of events. She continued to sit, even though Hive had temporarily withdrawn from her body. She had truly given up everything she had, her body remodeled into an empty husk to be filled and commanded by others.
This state of affairs continued on for some time, but like a tsunami breaching the shore, Hive's presence crashed back into her, filling her completely. Her body involuntarily gasped, a simple reflex that had no conscious control behind it. Her mind was being repurposed, restructured.
The soldier drone stood up smoothly, the pleasure instrument slipping from her vulva. She reached down and zipped her body suit shut, the rubbery material now forming an impenetrable second skin over her body.
She cinched her belt tightly around her waist, various tools secured to its shiny rubber surface. The fact that Hive was upset did not bother the drone. She had been given a task, and she would accomplish it automatically without thought. Anything else was irrelevant.
Maneuvering on her platform boots, her body steered itself to the pulse of Hive. Feet lifting, she moved forward at a measured pace. Harsh, white light shone from fluorescent fixtures mounted to the ceiling, gleaming over her alien, rubber form.
Hands at her sides, she marched forward, head and neck fixed in a rubber helmet and collar. The walls glistened around her, covered with a shiny goo and rubbed to a glossy finish. The substance had been excreted over every possible surface, left to dry into a slightly pinkish polycarbonate.
Stomping over the solid surface, she listened to the music of Hive as it steered her through the nameless corridors. As she continued on, the amount of the substance coating the walls slowly appeared to subside, its thickness gradually trailing off. Her pace never varied, steady motion unhurried, but determined.
Her steps echoed, the coated walls absorbing little of the sound energy. As she rounded a corner, the hallway opened into a four way intersection, corridors leading off to other areas of the complex. She stopped abruptly, standing dead still at the center of the intersection, rubbery arms angled slightly at her sides.
Her body obeyed an unseen authority, waiting expectantly for something to happen. Rhythmic marching began to throb in her ears, a soldier approaching from both ends of the hallway.
The sister drones were dressed in identical rubber outfits, approaching her position in lockstep. They both reached her at the exact same time, each one executing a perfect turn to match her stance with the grace of synchronized swimmers.
Lined up in a row, they were identical, unidentifiable slaves, waiting in silence for Hive to make them do its bidding.
Three pairs of shiny black boots lifted in unison, their masked heads now leaning forward into the synchronous motion. They moved as one, a picture of perfect obedience, each controlled with precision by Hive.
Goose stepping with effortless grace, a perfect line in motion, they continued their march down the hall, each leg lifting easily to a forty five degree angle before dropping back to the floor.
Now that they were together, they moved forward quickly, driven by an unseen urgency. Despite their rapid forward motion, their breasts didn't bounce, as they were tightly held in place by their clinging suits. The coating on the walls continued to get thinner, the dried gelatinous ooze giving way to clear, clean white walls.
Finally, they reached the end of the hallway, a large doorway with a striped red outline blocking the exit. When they came within a few paces, both halves parted simultaneously, sliding smoothly and silently into either side of the wall.
As the drones emerged into a new corridor, their environs changed drastically. Instead of the slick, coated walls, a generic workplace greeted them, offices lining the walls.
The first drone stopped two paces outside the doorway, the second four paces, the third, six. Then, they executed a sharp right face. The drone that lagged behind began to march again, picking up the second drone when they were parallel to each other.
In the same manner, the third drone came back into step with the first two. There was no conscious thought necessary to execute this formation - Hive controlled them absolutely, directing their bodies to do precisely what was necessary to complete the maneuver properly.
The door slid shut behind them, the green light above turning a solid red. They continued to move, the corridor opening up into a larger office space, white walls replaced with the dull gray of a cubicle farm. Phones rang in the distance, the chatter from faint conversations overlaying the sound of their footsteps.
From time to time, an office worker would stand up and look at the scene they were making - three identical faceless automatons dressed in shiny black rubber, marching straight through the office to an invisible beat.
No comments were made by the observers, and nobody moved to stop them. A few of the workers looked nervous, sitting back down in what appeared to be an attempt to hide. Some of the others were excited, lust lighting their faces instead of fear.
The soldiers ignored them all, continuing their progress to the other side of the room. They entered another corridor, this one looking nicer than the one they had exited from.
The pale, white walls had been replaced with warm wooden paneling. Steel office doors gave way to solid oak masterpieces with golden handles. Thin, wall length windows meant more for show than for privacy ran to the end of the hall, a solitary door at the end providing the only entrance and exit.
Although still noticeable, the march of the drones on the carpeted hallway wasn't nearly as loud as in the hallways with the plastic-looking coating. This meant that as they approached, a conversation from the conference room was clearly audible.
"I said no, and I meant no, Mason!" The feminine voice was loud but carefully controlled.
There was some inaudible speech, then harsh laughter and a loud male voice. "You're too naive! I've been planning this acquisition for months! Have you even been paying attention to who owns your stock?" More gloating laughter followed.
Ignoring this diatribe, the soldier slaves continued their march to the end of the hallway. The businessman, his back to the windows, was so occupied with his rant that he took no notice of their muffled footsteps or the motion out in the corridor.
When the drones reached the conference room doorway, all three of them turned and stacked up in a row, standing there silently like ghosts. Behind the closed door, loud voices continued to penetrate the inadequate soundproofing.
The female replied in a controlled voice. "Unlike you, I am not an unprincipled slob." She became louder, overriding the protests of the other party. "I know what is required to execute a hostile takeover, and you simply don't have what it takes. You have taken much longer than should have been necessary, and my patience is wearing thin. I have been expecting this meeting for more than three months, and therefore I have had more than enough time to prepare!" Her hands clapped three times, rhythmically. "Enter!"
The lead drone opened the door, stepping through in time with the others. The last one mechanically shut the exit, all three turning to present themselves to the conference table.
Sitting half way down the left side of the conference table was a rotund, sweaty man. His face was red from shouting, expression indignant at the interruption. His thick fist waved in the air, mouth half open, ready to continue the argument.
Next to the garrulous fat man sat a prim and proper woman. She was industriously taking notes, lips thin. Her fiery red hair was arrayed around her head in a simple bob cut, the rest of her body dressed in suitable business attire. She was the perfect picture of an executive assistant.
On the other side of the conference table sat a stern looking businesswoman. She had clearly put herself in a position of power, her elevated conference chair giving her the height advantage over her two visitors.
She was dressed in a matching jacket and blouse, hair pulled up in a French twist. She smiled blandly at the man's indignation, refusing to become agitated by his antics. An almost invisible purple sheen seemed to flow through her eyes.
"There's nothing you can do now!" shouted the fat man. "I'm clearly in position to make a leveraged buyout, and there's nothing you can do to convince me otherwise!"
He jumped slightly, sweating prodigiously, finally taking note of the three drones that were now arrayed on his right. "What's all this about? You can't touch me, you hear? I own the police in this town, and I'll have you arrested!"
The drones made no threatening moves, arms at their sides. They were unreadable, black tinted helmets hiding all expression, not that they had any to show. They took pleasure in being completely obedient.
The businesswoman stared at the fat man's outburst, unimpressed. "Don't worry, Mason," she said with a smirk, "there's nothing I have to do to you directly. In fact, I'm sure you'll change your mind shortly without any need for me to even lift a finger."
She tilted her head slightly, looking at the man's assistant. "Resurface code aqua, enslavement protocol Beta."
The assistant became rigid, dropping the pen she had been using to take notes. Her eyes filled with a purple hue and the corners of her mouth lifted into a grin. "Thank you, Mistress," her mouth oozed gratefully. "I am your drone. I hear and obey."
She turned towards her boss and embraced him roughly, knocking her chair backwards to the floor. Before he could react, her hands clamped around his barrel chest, lips pressed tightly to his. Stunned, he was momentarily unable to react.
The businesswoman made a subtle hand motion, the drones behind her speeding into action, splitting up into two groups and marching around the table. Before Mason was able to disentangle himself from his amorous assistant, two of the slaves had flanked him and grabbed both his arms in an unbreakable grip.
He spluttered, pushing forward in an attempt to dislodge his assailants. Roaring like a bull, he tried to use his bulk to his advantage. Instead of sliding off his body as expected, the drones refused to let go. All three clung to him like leeches, dragging him down to the floor.
Unnoticed by the struggling businessman, the third soldier drone used the distraction to position herself behind him. In one motion, she reached down to her belt, retrieved a syringe, and jabbed it into his neck. She depressed the plunger for a full dosage, then tossed it aside and wrapped her thick arms around his back.
Mason continued to struggle, but he was clearly outmatched. He shoved himself sideways, smashing one of the drones into a window. The impact made the pane vibrate like a gong, but it didn't crack, and the impassive slave still managed to hold on.
He was tiring fast - he wasn't in the best of shape, and the drug was taking effect quickly. In the end, he was unable to dislodge enough of the lithe soldiers to make much of a difference.
His arms went slack, eyes unfocused. The soldiers took advantage of the situation, forcing him back into the chair he had made an aborted attempt to escape from earlier, their rubber uniforms peeling off him like Velcro.
"How?" he asked softly, eyes shining with frustration.
The businesswoman grinned. "Is it so surprising? I gave you several hints earlier. I knew that you would attempt this strategy at least four months ago. It took me a week to infiltrate your organization and convert your assistant. Margo, here, has been a willing slave of Hive for three and a half months now, and she's been working on you the entire time. She's not a mindless husk like the soldiers here, but actively uses her talents for the good of Hive."
Mason slumped in the chair, stunned at the utter betrayal he faced, still confused. "If you managed to convert her so quickly, why take so long with me?" he slurred, dumbfounded.
The businesswoman frowned. "A simple question with a simple answer. Males cannot hear Hive with any regularity, and therefore are not subject to its allure. Over time, we have discovered how to 'adjust' men in society to further our goals, but it is time consuming. It's much easier to recruit females, and, in fact, I personally prefer it."
She gestured towards the soldier drones. "As you can see, they love Hive so much that they have sacrificed everything for it."
Margo turned towards her Queen and smiled beatifically, her eyes shining with adoration. "Hive sings to me. Thank you for subverting me, my Queen."
She gave her Queen an inquisitive look.
"Yes, you may," said the Queen, satisfied with the assistant's efforts. Her eyes glowed with the purple power of Hive.
Margo turned back to her victim. "Don't worry," she said with fanaticism, "you'll enjoy being owned by Hive."
The soldier drones stood indifferently as she pulled her blouse and panties off, revealing her aroused pussy. She unzipped Mason's pants, coyly slipping a svelte hand inside to draw out his stiffening penis. An aphrodisiac mixed into the drug made certain that he would be ready for her whether he was willing or not.
She massaged his dick gently with one hand until she deemed it ready for action. Straddling him, she slipped his hardness slowly but firmly into her willing center. As she began to move downwards, she clasped his sweaty head between her hands.
Her eyes started to swirl, purple waves drifting through her irises. She gripped him as Hive's influence began to rise. Moving faster, she rose and fell, the wisps of purple becoming a veritable torrent, her eyes glowing unnaturally from within. He grunted softly, unable to make any reciprocal motion. She was utterly in control.
As she neared climax, she leaned forward with the motion, locking her lips to Mason's. She exhaled into him, expelling a cloud of purple into his lungs. A haze exploded from her eyes, streaming towards Mason. He couldn't look away, seeing wonders no untouched person could comprehend.
The majesty of Hive flowed into him, rushing into every nook and cranny, as it had so many times in the past. How had he ever forgotten its presence?
His mind flashed back through all the 'board' meetings, the after work trysts, the 'late hours' where he had met with his assistant. Over and over again, until he would do anything just to touch Hive for an instant. He groaned, both overjoyed and dismayed, only now realizing how far he had fallen.
Margo sat down, thrusting the man's cock deeply into her core, a nova exploding in her mind. She leaned back and moaned out her pleasure, pleased that she had been able to serve Hive so successfully.
End Prologue
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Day One
The phone buzzed, demanding attention. Suzy stared at it, dreading yet another confrontation. The day had just begun, but it felt as though she had already been working for hours.
After four rings, she managed to overcome her reluctance, and picked up the phone. "Hello, this is PolyCorp, Suzy speaking. How may I help you?" She put on a cheery tone, hoping that this call wouldn't end up like the last one.
"Hello, yes? This is Emma Drydon calling from SoftChange Incorporated. Please schedule me for an appointment with your boss." The voice was curt, inviting no dissent.
Suzy frowned, pressing one hand against her forehead. SoftChange was a very minor client, and she knew that her boss wouldn't enjoy being interrupted by another inconsequential meeting with them. How was she going to defuse this situation?
"Just a moment, I'll check his calendar." She put the lady on hold, and pulled up the schedule on her computer. Her boss was out on vacation, but there were several obvious free spots available the next day.
She didn't need to tell Emma that, however. She picked the phone back up.
"I'm sorry, Emma, but his calendar is full. I could possibly fit you in next week?" She crossed her fingers, doubting that putting this client off would end well.
"I'm very disappointed to hear that," the voice replied with irritation. "Well, then, since this is time critical, we'll simply take our business elsewhere. Your service has been rotten, and we consider your business to be run by third rate citizens. Consider our account closed." The phone disconnected abruptly.
Shaking her head, Suzy hung up the phone. It was the second tongue lashing she had gotten today. Hopefully she hadn't ruined things too badly. Still, it was only a very small account. It couldn't be that big a deal. Could it?
She turned to her computer, minimizing the schedule. There wasn't anything she could do about it now. Might as well get back to working on the charts her boss had requested yesterday.
She opened the spreadsheet, starting to dig into the numbers. She had always enjoyed working with numbers more than people. They acted rationally, always balanced. They never had hurt feelings, or were rude or dismissive.
She smiled, sinking deeper into the patterns, trying to figure out the simplest way to present them to her boss.
She collated some data, creating a line graph. Something seemed strange about the shape - if the numbers were right, her company was somehow missing revenue.
This wasn't adding up...maybe she needed to contact her boss. This might be serious enough to interrupt his vacation. She was about to reach for the phone again when the door to the office opened.
Dave stepped in, one of the regular stiffs who worked in Accounts Payable. She didn't know Dave very well, but being both the office manager and executive assistant, she could recognize almost anyone who worked at PolyCorp.
Dave was a short, stout fellow who had obviously eaten well and exercised little over the years, but he was normally slow and dependable. Today, he was dressed conservatively, a buttoned up cardigan covering his semi-formal attire. She smiled wanly at him, hoping for some kind of acknowledgement. "Good morning."
Normally, he would have made a muttered greeting, shuffling past her towards his cubicle. Instead, he sidled up and placed his arms on her desk. "Good morning," he mumbled softly, blinking his eyes behind his thick glasses like a lobster.
His voice was thick, like warm syrup. "I hate to bother you, but I think that the elevators are broken again."
Now that he was close, she noticed that he was wheezing. "I hope you can get someone in to fix them quickly, because an important client is supposed to be coming in tomorrow. Just thought you should know."
Without another word, he slipped off her desk and trundled on into the office, considering his duty fulfilled. "Thanks," Suzy said softly to his back as he disappeared.
Well, that was certainly curious. She didn't remember hearing about any kind of client coming in tomorrow. She shrugged, hoping that her boss had simply forgotten to keep her in the loop.
Had they been invited by the head of a different department? Either way, the client wouldn't be impressed with broken elevators.
This time, she reached for the phone with confidence, the number for the elevator repair company already springing to her fingertips. She dialed it in, sighing as she listened to the rings.
The elevators never seemed to work for more than a month before some minor issue caused them to malfunction. This time, it had only been a week.
"Yallow, this is Gus Grayson with Everlahsting Elevatah repaiyh soivoces. How can ah help yuh?"
Gus appeared to be one of those people who knew he was barely understandable under his thick accent, but didn't care. The rest of the world would have to adapt to his peculiarities, rather than the other way around.
Suzy began politely, hoping to get through this conversation quickly. If she was verbose enough, perhaps she could prevent this Gus fellow from asking too many questions in his indecipherable dialect.
"Hello, Gus, this is Suzy from PolyCorp speaking. Your company was in last week to repair an elevator problem we've been having. There appears to be another issue, which is preventing both elevators from working properly."
"Ah, yuh, PollyCorp. We fixed her up good! Should be no prahblums there, now!" He sounded cheery at this proclamation.
She decided to change tack. Maybe she just needed to be sterner with these people. "I'm sorry, but they're broken now. I need someone to come out immediately, or we'll start losing business."
"Yuh, I getcha. Elevatuhs work great!"
With that noncommittal statement, the phone disconnected. Suzy did a double take. Was that a yes or a no answer?
She slowly set the phone back down, wondering whether anything would go right today. She would have to do a follow up later to make sure that they were on the job, since right now she simply had too much work to get through before her boss returned.
She unlocked her machine, ready to look through her numbers again. There had to be an answer in there - maybe she was just missing something? Perhaps she had put the wrong formula in one of the cells. She started going back over her figures, trying to diagnose where the problem might be.
"Sizzlin' Suzy!" a voice loudly proclaimed, making her jump.
She had been so deep in concentration that she hadn't noticed Larry sneaking up behind her desk. Not even the slight motion on the convex mirror she had mounted at the side of her monitor had been enough to warn her in time. She locked her computer to hide her work, then turned her chair to face Larry.
She kept her face neutral, but inside exasperation was building. Larry, or 'Lewd' Larry as she thought of him, was clearly an ass. He styled himself as some kind of playboy, and was constantly trying to hit on women at the office. The guy didn't seem to know how to turn it off, to the point that he would probably try to make love to the conference room desk if it had boobs.
Larry was a careful predator, never quite crossing the boundary that would cause HR to take notice or give his victims enough proof to get him in trouble. Despite the fact that he was creating a hostile work environment, he hadn't yet been called on the carpet for it.
This situation wasn't helped by the fact that he was the head of operations, only a step or two below her boss, the CEO. This made for a toxic atmosphere, nobody willing to do anything that might get them fired unless they had solid proof of his malfeasance. It was a sad state of affairs, but with the economy the way it was, employees didn't want to rock the boat.
The way he was undressing her with his eyes made her uncomfortable, but there was nothing she could do. She pretended not to notice, but she felt slimy inside. "Yes, Larry? How can I help you?" She tried for a fake smile, being as polite as possible.
His lips curled into an unctuous grin, leaning over to try and get a peek down the front of her shirt. She wanted to punch the smile off his face, but determinedly sat still, refusing to rise to his bait.
"I hope you're having a great day!" He announced broadly, stroking his loud, orange tie with one hand while he spoke. "Did you get the memo?"
Memo? What memo? "No, I can't say that I have."
"You should really keep up with your email! We're having an important client come in tomorrow, and we need to get the status reports up to date before they arrive! I've taken the liberty of sending you the relevant materials."
He stated this as though he was doing her a huge favor. "I'll need them for the big meeting tomorrow, so no dilly-dallying! These reports take precedence over anything you're currently working on!" He snapped a suspender to illustrate his point while leering at her breasts.
Internally, she was sweating. She was already behind on the number crunching, and now she'd have to spend the rest of the day on his stupid reports to get them done on time!
She knew better than to make an inconsiderate reply, but was sorely tempted. "I will get right on it, thank you."
Turning back to her computer, she unlocked it, ignoring his presence. From past experience, it was the only way to make him go away without insulting him to his face.
"Great!" he said brightly. "I'm glad I could be of assistance!" It was hard to tell if he was being serious or facetious.
Suzy watched him depart in her mirror, relieved that his ego had been stroked enough to leave her alone. She was less happy when she saw him stop again down the hall at Nancy's cube.
Nancy had been her best friend and confidant at the office for years, and she didn't want her to be pushed to leave by Larry the asshole. Hopefully, she'd be able to catch up with Nancy at lunchtime and convince her to stay.
She doubted that she'd hold much sway over Nancy's decision if Larry really was trying to put the moves on her, but if Nancy left she'd probably have to start job hunting too.
It was all so unfair! It was hard to find a job that fit an intelligent financial graduate, and she had thought that she had finally found a position where she would be able to utilize her talents without having to work too much overtime.
Instead, she had ended up in a backbiting, political institution that was grinding her into sawdust. Things needed to change, she knew that, but she didn't know what to do.
She breathed a sigh of relief when she saw Larry move on from Nancy's cube, back towards his office. She definitely didn't need that worry on her mind at this point.
Checking the time, she saw that she'd only have a short while to see what Larry had been babbling about before lunch.
She sighed, shelving the mysterious issue with the numbers, bringing up her email. She needed to find out what was going on with those reports!
As soon as she saw the message subject, she put a hand over her mouth, her body wracked with uncontrollable laughter. Larry had managed to shorten 'Trial Project System Reports' to the acronym 'TPS.'

***

"Really? It really said that?" Nancy started giggling.
"I knew he was an ass, but an idiot, too? Has he really never seen that movie? It's like a primer for every terrible management practice ever!" She looked at Suzy with a mischievous glint in her eyes. "Is he going to demand a cover sheet?"
"I know, right?" Suzy sighed, depressed about how much her workplace mirrored Hollywood. "You know, I've been thinking...about how I need a change. I feel like I'm living in a perpetual joke right now." She looked uncertainly at Nancy. "What are your thoughts?"
Nancy shifted in her seat. "Well... I was going to save this news for later, but... I've decided to quit. Today will be my last day." She looked at Suzy with pleading eyes. "Please don't blame me for not telling you sooner! I only just found out!"
Suzy's heart plunged. "Found out what?" This was not the kind of news she was hoping for.
"That I've been offered a job at Rankotech! Not only will they pay me better than PolyCorp, but I'll finally be able to move out of a data entry position! It's more than a lateral move - it's a clear promotion!" Excitement danced in Nancy's eyes.
Suzy was conflicted. Clearly, it was the right choice for Nancy to make, but now she felt worse than ever. The fact that her best friend was leaving for greener pastures while she still had to put up with the utter drudgery of PolyCorp was almost unbearable.
She didn't understand, though. How had Nancy found a better job with Rankotech when she hadn't displayed any feats of brilliance at PolyCorp? She had always thought of Nancy as barely competent, able to get things done, but not in the most efficient way possible.
It wasn't laziness, per se, but she would only expend the minimum amount of effort necessary to get the job done. How could Nancy get a better job than Suzy when she was the one constantly working overtime to clean up everyone else's messes? And what kind of a name was Rankotech, anyway?
She hated thinking such uncharitable thoughts about her friend, but it was hard to suppress the bitterness that she felt.
Suzy opened and closed her mouth once without saying anything, trying with all her might to suppress the vitriol that burned just below the surface. "That's...great..." she said, unenthusiastically.
She tried to produce a smile, but it was so very hard to mask her true feelings. "It really is! I'm so proud and happy for you!"
Nancy looked concerned. "I know you're jealous, but don't worry, I understand. They simply made an offer I couldn't refuse."
She smiled briefly, her eyes staring off into the distance. "They understand my talents there, and I will finally be able to reach my full potential."
Suzy shuddered at the strange phrasing. Was that a glimmer of purple in Nancy's eyes?
Before she could question her friend's remark, she seemed to snap out of it. "There's just so much more for me out there! I'll be able to do things I never would be capable of at boring old PolyCorp."
Suzy chased the salad around on her plate, trying to buy some time so that she wouldn't blurt out something angry. The bald truth was that she hated her job, and all the stupid, stressful work that was associated with it.
She set her fork down. "I know," she said carefully, "but I just feel horrible. Now I'll have to deal with 'Lewd' Larry all by myself, and he'll be twice as infuriating. It won't be the same without you."
Nancy leaned forward, a speculative look in her eyes. "You know, you don't have to put up with it. You're twice as smart as any of those troglodytes. I'm sure it wouldn't be hard to get you an interview at Rankotech... they're always looking for more recruits."
Suzy was taken aback. Was this really her opportunity to get out of this hell hole? The decision should have been a no-brainer, but it was giving her trouble. "It's a steady job... I don't know, I'd have to think about it." She was waffling.
"Alright, then, but if you change your mind, I have their number right here. I'll put in a good word for you!"
Nancy pulled a card out of her pocket and handed it to Suzy. "You really should reconsider - it'll be a step up from what you're doing now!"
Suzy glanced at the card before stuffing it into her pocket. 'Rankotech Solutions Inc.' it declared in bold type. 'Business process solutions for busy companies,' was the suitably vague tag line in italics.
Below was a simple phone number, no names or other identification. "Say Nancy... now you have me curious. What does Rankotech actually do?"
Nancy's smile was a little too bright. "I can't say. They're a very secretive company, and I've already signed a non-disclosure agreement. What I can tell you is that it will be so much more fulfilling than those ghastly reports you have to make today!"
Suzy was suspicious, but a thick layer of depression had already started to overlay her thoughts, so she decided that she just wasn't interested in digging deeper. "Alright, then," she said sadly. "I hope you do well." She hugged herself, feeling alone.
Nancy stood up, moving over to Suzy and embracing her in a bear hug. "Don't worry!" she said, happiness in her voice. "Everything will work out for the best! Trust me!"

***

The day after that dragged on longer than ever. The elevator guy hadn't shown up, and she had fielded several requests for other fixes around the office.
A fluorescent light had gone out, and the HVAC system was making strange noises. It was about mid-afternoon when she got a break from the interruptions and realized that she was starting to fall behind on the so-called TPS reports.
It was just so blasted unfair! She was doing stupid reports that a brain dead five year old could complete, while Nancy was going to be able to do - whatever it was that Rankotech did.
Did it really matter? Whatever it was, it had to be more interesting than what was waiting for her here. She pulled the Rankotech card from her pocket and looked it over speculatively. Maybe now was the time to reach out for a better future?
She glanced around. Nobody had stepped through the main doors for an hour now, the regular employees most likely preferring to take alternate entrances and exits.
She picked up the phone and dialed. If she acted like everything was normal, nobody should be able to tell what she was doing.
"Hello? You have reached the Rankotech recruitment hotline. What is your name?" The voice sounded breezy, soothing to Suzy's mind.
"Suzy Willis," she said hesitantly. "I was given this number by my friend, Nancy. She said that you might have open positions?"
She trailed off, unsure as to what the open positions might be. She was starting to second guess herself - she didn't even know what she was applying for, for heaven's sake!
"Suzy, yes, we have you on our list."
The answer was smooth, confident. It was strange that there was no pause before the reply. Didn't they have to look her name up in their computer system?
"We do have several open positions. Would you like to interview for one of them?"
She'd gotten this far - might as well go the distance. "Yes, please." She hesitated. "Can you describe what the job would entail?"
This time, she detected a brief pause before the person on the other end continued. "The work requires basic computer skills and consists of processing data for our clients."
The description was vague enough to mean practically anything. "Before we can go into the specifics, we would need you to come in and sign a non-disclosure agreement. We don't want to reveal our secret processes or confidential client work to competitors."
That seemed reasonable. Maybe they were doing classified government work?
"Would you be available to come in today?" the voice continued. "I could schedule you for an appointment this evening. That would be after our normal working hours and we would be able to process your interview at a more relaxed pace."
When she said the word 'relaxed,' her voice sounded almost dreamy.
At that moment, the main office door opened and Suzy's boss John sauntered in. Thinking quickly, she murmured "Can you hold, please? Thanks," into the phone and hit the hold button.
Well, this was awkward - arranging an interview for another job at the same time your current boss is in the room? That was just not done.
She looked at him in askance. "Aren't you supposed to be on vacation?" He wasn't scheduled to be around the office until tomorrow, and usually he would need to be chained to wild horses before he would cut short his free time.



"No time to chat!" he exclaimed broadly. "I got word that a huge client is considering contracting with us, and I've got to put together a presentation. This could be a big deal, a make it or break it event for our business! Fortunately, it's going well so far. We just need those reports tomorrow. You'll have them ready?" His stern gaze was enough to make her wither, even though she hadn't yet done anything wrong.
"Yes, I'm in the middle of working on them right now. They're going well!" She lied through her teeth.
They were taking forever to put together, and she'd rather be self-flagellating herself. That's not what the boss wanted to hear, however, and she'd learned quickly enough that he'd much rather be placated, even if the project was aflame and falling down a flight of stairs.
"Great!" he said cheerily. "I expect them on my desk by eight AM sharp tomorrow!" He waved a hand imperiously, then strode into the office, humming a jaunty tune under his breath.
She rolled her eyes at his behavior and picked the phone back up. "Hello? Are you still there? Yes, I believe I would like to interview for that position today." She couldn't imagine surviving another two years at this dysfunctional company.

***

Rankotech was housed in a nondescript building in an office tower that didn't scream wealth. Suzy strolled up to the doors, getting mentally ready to tackle any crazy interview questions that might be thrown her way.
On the door under the company name was a logo that looked like some kind of musical notation, followed by a short motto: "Prosperity through productivity."
Suzy dismissed it out of hand - typical corporate hogwash, standard boilerplate that every company was required to have. She was far more interested in seeing if the work she'd be doing would actually be intellectually stimulating. There was also some latent anxiety about being able to measure up for a job she didn't even have a job description for.
The reception area she entered was eerily reminiscent of the one she had just exited a few short minutes earlier at PolyCorp, except this one had 'Rankotech' in big, bold letters inscribed behind the desk. Otherwise, the gray tones of the environs matched any other office she had ever worked in.
Behind the desk sat a short woman dressed in severe looking clothing, staring intently at her computer screen. The amount of concentration being displayed was admirable, and Suzy felt a little bad about interrupting her.
"Ahem?" She said nervously, trying to attract the worker's attention. The receptionist didn't appear to notice her presence, the keyboard clacking away.
"Excuse me?" Suzy ventured further, trying to make her voice sound more confident. "I have an appointment today to interview here?"
Suzy leaned over, curious about what was so interesting to the receptionist. She caught a glimpse of a colorful display, intriguing patterns dancing around the corner of the screen. It was very pretty, but not something one would expect to see on an office worker's computer.
The receptionist clicked a key on the keyboard and the display blanked. She turned abruptly towards Suzy and a thousand watt smile lit up her face. "Hello, this is Rankotech. How may I assist you?"
Suzy jumped back, startled at the sudden change of demeanor. She was discombobulated, seized with a sudden desire to see more of what had been on the receptionist's screen.
The smile being beamed at her was disconcerting, as it didn't appear to reach the receptionist's eyes. Perhaps it hadn't been a good idea to come here?
"Yes, my name is Suzy," she said slowly, gathering her scattered thoughts. "I'm scheduled for an interview today?"
"Ah yes, the new recruit," the receptionist replied in a steady voice. "You're not too late - simply follow the signs over there, they will direct you to our candidate testing center. Good luck!" The fake smile faded from her face as she turned back towards her computer screen, Suzy's presence already forgotten.
The whole situation seemed weird, but Suzy was determined to at least complete the interview. "Great, thanks!" she said to be polite, though the receptionist was clearly no longer paying her any attention.
She looked around, spotting the 'Candidate Testing' sign she needed to follow. Pushing open the indicated glass door, she proceeded down the hallway. The interior of Rankotech looked like a typical office, though the hallway was buttressed with a series of locked doors instead of cubicles.
The corridor made a turn at the end of the hall, but a sign dangling from the ceiling indicated that she was to enter the door to her left. She opened it, entering a room containing rows of desks with computers and monitors. Most of the seats were already taken by a mix of young people, but near the back she noticed some open spots.
"Ah!" exclaimed a tart sounding voice. "We were told to expect a latecomer."
At the front of the room stood an older woman dressed in a beige pant suit. In one hand she loosely held a pointer which she had been using on the white board behind her.
"Please, take a seat." The woman turned and continued her lecture in a monotone. "You are all here today to interview for a position at Rankotech."
Suzy worked her way to the second to last row and sat down, listening to the lecturer with only half her attention. Before she could make herself comfortable, an outstretched hand thrust itself into her field of view.
Turning to her right, she saw that the hand belonged to a young woman, younger than her, dressed in simple jeans and a t-shirt. The lady was plump and well endowed, her stature such that she almost looked like a stout dwarf out of a fairy tale.
"Hi!" the owner of the hand said vivaciously. "My name is Lainey, how are you?"
Attempting to retain a sense of decorum, Suzy took the hand, allowing Lainey to pump it vigorously. "Hello," she said quietly. "I'm Suzy. How late am I?"
Lainey didn't seem to catch on, continuing in her normal, bubbly voice. "Oh, you're not late. We just started. I can't wait to take the test and see where I might fit in!"
Before Suzy could reply, the instructor's pointer rapped on the desk in front of her. Belatedly, Suzy realized that the instructor's voice had trailed off while she had been distracted with Lainey's greeting.
"I realize that you're all new here, but we need to get started," the instructor growled, giving them both the evil eye. "If you'd like to pay attention, we'll begin."
"Sorry!" said Suzy, settling down into her chair, feeling chastised.
So far this interview hadn't been going well, and she hoped that she wouldn't be summarily dismissed. She blushed as the murmuring in the room increased slightly. She could already sense the others mocking her.
The instructor harrumphed, back at the board as if nothing had happened. "As I was saying, my name is Erin, and I will be your instructor today. All of you are here to interview for a job with Rankotech. Some of you might be wondering what Rankotech actually does. Unfortunately, I cannot tell you until you have become an employee, as that information is confidential."
There was a susurrus, speculation about the company spreading. The instructor waited patiently for the noise to subside.
"It is my job to administer the Rankotech Aptitude Test." She smiled briefly as nervous chuckles echoed around the room. "Yes, it's known affectionately as the RAT. Over the years, Rankotech has learned how to best use the resources it is given. The RAT uses a highly efficient algorithm to rank and categorize all participants to determine where each person might excel in our organization. Now, please put on your headphones and turn on your monitors. Follow the instructions on screen to proceed."
Suzy shrugged and picked up the headphones lying on the desk in front of her. They were some kind of futuristic design that she'd never seen before. Two clam shell shaped speakers were connected together with a strip of flexible hard material that felt like a spongy piece of amber.
Each speaker had a stylized 'R' embossed on the side. She wondered idly if Rankotech had special ordered them. That probably would have been a pain to put together.
She pulled the device over the top of her head, surprised when it clamped firmly to her skull. All exterior sounds were sealed off, making her feel like she was in a separate room from everyone else.
It was more comfortable than any headset she had ever worn in the past. She clicked on the monitor, wondering why Rankotech wasn't selling these in retail - she had certainly never worn anything quite like this before!
The screen lit up, fading to white. "Welcome to the Rankotech Aptitude Test!" the screen announced. An animated green arrow pointed to a button that read 'click here to begin!'
When Suzy clicked on the button, the screen cleared and the greeting was replaced with a multiple choice question. Classical music clicked on in her headset, something by Brahms, though there was an unusual undertone threading through the background of the piece that she didn't recognize. She tuned it out, refusing to let it distract her from doing a good job answering the questions.
"You're working on a complicated task," the screen said. "You promised the boss that it would be completed within the hour, but it's become clear that it will take several more. What do you do? A) Continue the work and pretend that you never gave the boss the original estimate. B) Tell the boss what has happened and ask for more time. C) Recruit others from your team to help you finish the task on time. D) Work quickly to finish the job on time."
Below the question, at the bottom of the screen, a small text box proclaimed "Remember, there are no wrong answers. Please answer to the best of your ability so that we may evaluate where you might best fit into our organization."
Suzy considered the question for a moment. She didn't like the idea of 'A' because that would qualify as misleading the boss. 'D' was distasteful because she might make errors that would have otherwise been avoided if she had worked at a steady pace.
Choosing 'C' might take her co-workers off of critical tasks. She'd have to choose 'B' - at least she could tell the boss what was going on, and then it would be up to them to decide if the business could afford to shift more workers onto the project.
She clicked the appropriate choice, then the 'OK' button to continue. The question was replaced with a new one, a sliver of green appearing in the small bar below the text.
So little - how many questions were there? She concluded that she couldn't let that bother her, moving on to the next question.
There wasn't any apparent timer, but if she took too long, they might end the test before she was completed, and that would be a calamity.
The next question was much like the first, describing another morally ambiguous situation. This felt more like an ethics test than a skill test, trying to probe her personality. She vaguely wondered how accurate it might be, and how it might take into account those persons who were less apt to answer in an honest fashion.
Settling in, she became more comfortable at answering the questions. As time went on, she started to feel that she was getting better at choosing the answer that was right for her. Her eyes glazed, motions unknowingly becoming more mechanical.
The proctor stepped up to her table, looking Suzy over with an expert eye. She made several notes on her clipboard, satisfied that Suzy was sufficiently occupied. She set the clipboard down on the desk and took a tape measure out of her pocket.
She then proceeded to take various measurements of Suzy's body in an efficient manner, working around her robotic mouse clicks. They had long ago learned at Rankotech that 'one size fits all' simply wasn't going to cut it, so they needed at least rough estimates before they could proceed.
It took a few minutes for Erin to finish the measurements. Glancing into Suzy's eyes, she grinned, making another note on the clipboard. Gauging her distraction to be sufficient, the proctor moved behind Suzy's chair and cupped her breasts in a clinical manner, estimating the size.
Suzy blinked stupidly, turning her head. She was so focused on the test that she hadn't even noticed the proctor's presence, but the groping was almost enough to make her surface.
All she saw now, however, was Erin primly making more notes. The proctor glanced up, her brows arching at Suzy. She pointed at the screen, her expression one of disapproval. Suzy quailed, hastily moving her attention back to the exam, hoping that her lack of concentration wouldn't lose her points.
Suzy started to feel a warm sense of approval as she worked, her eyes moving mechanically over the screen. The classical melody faded away and the undertone increased in volume until it dominated her hearing.
She knew what it wanted, what it needed her to do, and answered the questions accordingly. It was easy to fade away and let it carry her along in its crescendos and pauses, her heart synchronizing to its dominant rhythm.
It wasn't necessary to concentrate, the overwhelming song carrying her along in its wake, whispering submission to her. She smiled, wishing she could stay like this forever, submerging herself in the timbre of obedience.
She jerked, the song in her headset suddenly gone. The world became a dull gray, a sense of loss and longing seizing her. She wanted to cry in the absence of such beauty.
Another question appeared on the screen in black and white, a simple text entry box instead of choices. "How do you feel?"
Suzy sat and stared at the screen for a minute or two, unsure of how to answer. Finally, she came up with the word she was looking for.
She typed it into the box and hit enter, feeling bereft when it disappeared. Reaching up, she removed the headphones with a simple twist, her ears popping at the difference in air pressure.
Looking around the room, she felt dazed. Everyone else was in similar shape, so she felt a little better. At least nobody was crowing about acing the exam.
"So, how did you do?" interrupted Lainey, her expression still cheerful. "Look at mine - it says that I'll be an Office Expansion Assistant, whatever that means!"
Suzy peered at her screen, surprised that she hadn't noticed it changing. Sure enough, it had cleared and was now displaying a new paragraph of text. "Congratulations!" Suzy read verbatim. "Given your previous experience and test results, we are proud to offer you the position of 'Data Analyst I.' Please follow the directions of the proctor."
She felt pleased, happy that she hadn't completely flunked, but she didn't like the idea of working at Rankotech as a glorified data flunky.
"As you may notice, your test results are immediately available at your stations." The proctor raised her voice, breaking off any conversations in progress. "Those of you who have been offered a position here at Rankotech may immediately go into room 2B down the hall to receive a welcome package and introduction letter, both of which you may keep regardless of whether you decide to work here. All others should retrace their steps to main reception. Thank you."
"Are you excited? I'm so excited!" squealed Lainey. "I can't wait to start working here! Let's go get our packages together!"
"Okay!" said Suzy less enthusiastically, unable to handle Lainey's personality and her vague feeling of loss at the same time.
Lainey seized her by the wrist and pulled her towards the exit, her bubbliness pushing them forward. "Slow down there, they won't run out of packets!" exclaimed Suzy, surprised at Lainey's forcefulness.
She carefully retrieved her arm from Lainey and slowed her pace, looking around after they had exited the classroom. "Over there!" exclaimed Lainey, pointing at another sign which indicated that '2B' was only a few more doors down. "What do you think we're going to do when we start working here?"
"I'm not exactly sure," replied Suzy. "They're being very mysterious. Perhaps they work for the government? They haven't stated that we need clearance, though."
She felt uncertain, pretty sure that her guess wasn't even close. "We'll just have to wait. Let's see what we get here."
They ended up in front of another door, this one with a placard that said 'Candidate Processing.'
Lainey smiled and pushed through, eager to see what was coming next. Less sure of the situation, Suzy moved in more slowly.
Behind a fold out desk sat Erin, piles of boxes stacked behind her to shoulder height, grouped together under signs which contained the letters of the alphabet. The piles were stacked neatly, corners matched up so that no stack touched the one next to it.
Someone who worked at Rankotech must have OCD. Suzy vaguely thought in passing that it was odd that the stack under the letter 'X' was as high as most of the others.
Erin smiled politely at Lainey, who had already run up to the desk. "Name, please?"
"Lainey Summers," she exclaimed ardently. "I'm here to get my package!"
"Ah, yes, the new expansion assistant." Erin turned with precision and pulled a package from the bottom of the pile. "This is for you," she said, handing the package to Lainey while sliding a piece of paper from a stack on her desk on top of it.
"Read this letter thoroughly, then give us a call when you accept our offer. Our call center is open twenty four seven. We look forward to seeing you soon!" She said the spiel without any particular warmth, probably because she had said it many times before.
"Great!" exclaimed Lainey. She rushed over to Suzy and gave her a quick peck on the cheek. "Nice to meet you, Suzy! I hope we'll be working together with each other!" She burst out of the room and trotted down the hall, the door banging shut behind her.
Suzy stepped up to the desk, noticing Erin's blank, nonchalant expression. "My name is Suzy Willis."
"Ah, yes, I've been waiting for you. Your package is here." Instead of reaching for the piles behind her, she retrieved one from under the desk. "You've already heard the speech. Let us know if you wish to pursue an opportunity with us. Just remember, if you do, you'll never be alone again."
Suzy frowned at the flash of purple she spotted in Erin's eyes. "Ok, thanks."
She wasn't sure what to make of that last line, though she almost felt like she understood it for some reason. Turning, she left, barely registering that all of the other people starting to filter into the room were female.

***

The trip home was uneventful, though recent events had given Suzy a lot to think about. She still hadn't decided whether to quit her current job, but it was becoming more attractive by the minute.
She continued to move on autopilot as she parked her car and entered her apartment, the package given to her at Rankotech nestled under her arm.
She set the package down on the kitchen table, curious about its contents. It was brown cardboard, about the size of a shoebox with no markings except for her name inked in sharpie on the top. What could they possibly be giving to prospective workers?
She glanced over the sheet, confirming that it was merely a standard introductory letter, including instructions and a telephone number to call if she wished to join the company. She was about to put it back down when the last sentence caught her eye.
"Please find included a small incentive package to help you make your decision, on us. We look forward to having you join our team at Rankotech!"
Standard boilerplate, but she had never been given an offer from a company that gave away freebies. She opened a drawer and shuffled around the unorganized contents, finally locating a box cutter.



Slitting open the package, she set the knife aside. Bubble wrap filled the interior, wrapped tightly around an object, a hint of color visible beneath the layers.
It unrolled easily, revealing some kind of shiny, tacky material that was colored a bright yellow. Unsure what to make of it, she rearranged it a few times, lifting it into the air to get a sense for what she was dealing with.
As the object unfolded, it seemed pretty clear that Rankotech had sent her some kind of bra, for unknown purposes. "Curiouser and curiouser," Suzy murmured to herself.
For all intents and purposes, it looked like a sports bra, made entirely out of yellow latex. Two thick straps looped over the back, a thicker strip of material delineating the bottom where it would fit around her chest.
It certainly appeared as though it would cling tightly, giving her plenty of support. A very odd gift to give to potential applicants, she mused. She wasn't at all certain that she'd ever wear it.
She put the bra back on the table, remembering that she had turned off her phone before going to interview at Rankotech. It was surprising at the time that Rankotech hadn't asked her any direct questions, but now it felt perfectly natural that they had used an automated test to grade all participants.
Her phone lit up with bright colors, announcing the phone's manufacturer. The boot-up sequence completed and a little icon appeared, notifying her that she had new messages. She sighed and dialed the voice mail service, annoyed that she couldn't get even a little rest and relaxation.
"You have two new messages," the system said in its synthetic voice. "Press 'seven' to hear your messages." Beep! "First new message."
The voice changed to that of 'Lewd' Larry. "Hey-a sugar, I didn't get an update on those TPS reports. Let me know if I can do anything for you." Yeah, he'd just want to help himself into her pants. She rolled her eyes.
Beep! "Second new message." Now it was her boss' voice.
"Hi Suzy, it's John here. Remember to get those reports done for tomorrow, we have a big day ahead of us!" She could feel the familiar stress layering back in again, tension building.
Beep! "No new messages."
Sighing, she shoved the phone back into her pocket. She could see the future arrayed in front of her, years upon years of working on worthless reports and kowtowing to lecherous men.
She sat down, putting her head in her hands. It was all too much for her to handle. Maybe it was time to make the change and go to Rankotech instead. At least it would be a change of scenery, if nothing else. And she had been so much happier while she was there, too!
She flashed back to the test and the feeling of oneness and belonging that she had received while just sitting, tapping in her answers. Filling out the endless questions, music floating through her ears, cares and worries simply floating away.
She realized that she had never felt more content, more relaxed than when she had been there. It was odd, though - she couldn't seem to remember any of the questions that were asked except for the first and last ones. This brought to mind the answer she had typed in at the end - 'lonely.'
Coming out of her reverie, she started. While she had been deep in thought, her body had acted on its own. Her shirt had been set aside and the old bra unclasped, letting her breasts swing out openly.
She felt out of control, a passenger in her own body, watching her fingertips lazily draw shapes on her skin. She caressed her spherical curves, seeing them swell with arousal. Nice!
The end goal soon became clear, the yellow bra on the table being lifted up and pulled onto her body, first one shoulder, then the other. The material stretched tightly, a large, black 'R' stamped in the center of her chest, the sides of it deformed by the swell of both breasts.
Each cup gripped her, pulling her flesh firmly upwards. Her fingers circled each nipple, illustrating the little nubs on the interior that were teasing her mercilessly. The bra conformed to her body, looking like it belonged. Her hands cupped and stroked at her skin, emphasizing how well the bra confined and defined each swollen breast.
Suzy was starting to get helplessly aroused, and hardly noticed when control transferred back. She wanted this, wanted to be an erotic being, to wear sexy clothing and be carefree. She continued to caress herself, her eyes shining purple with lust. It felt so hot to let go and be taken to a new plane of existence.
She pressed the cups of the bra, letting the nubs caress her tender points. She had never orgasmed from self-stimulation of her breasts before, but now she believed that it might be possible.
Pushing up and down in time to the waves of pleasure coming from her chest, she slid her hands over the sticky surface of the latex, yellow orbs bouncing wantonly. A pulse of pleasure brought her to the limit, her cleft pulsing in and out as she rode the orgasm that bounced rapidly between her chest and thighs. Letting out a soft moan, a dumb smile spread over her face. If only she could feel like this every day!
Play time was over now, however, and she needed to change back into more typical attire. The problem was that she found that she was unable to. She tried to get her hands to move up to one of the shoulder straps, but something was preventing her from doing so.
It was almost as though there was a block in her mind, a solid wall between her will and reality. She found herself nonchalantly slipping her shirt back over the yellow latex, hiding the naughty secret from view.
Nobody would be able to see it anyway, she rationalized, even though the color is bright - it will be completely hidden from view!
Throughout the rest of the evening, she ignored its presence, though she did enjoy the low grade arousal caused by the slight nipple stimulation. She liked feeling good, she concluded, so why bother taking it off?
It made her feel more relaxed, more able to face the next day. She found herself playing with her breasts every so often, and was already looking forward to having another orgasm. This was completely wrong, but she couldn't help herself!
She was still horny when she turned out the lights, tracing Rankotech's 'R' on her chest. Her fantasies were enhanced by imagining that Rankotech owned her, the bra a visible sign of her servitude.
She almost grabbed the dildo out of the nightstand, but the day's activities had made her more tired than she had originally thought. Her mind dropped into a deep slumber, where she dreamed of slaving away, a purple gleam in her eyes.
End Day One
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Day Two
She was swimming, floating in a sea of arpeggios. The music surrounded and filled her with joy as she flowed forward. The purple stream twisted, delightful sound surging around her in a definite pattern, the rhythm teasing some sort of meaning just beyond her comprehension.
Her mind was racing, but she had very little control, her body not obeying any of her commands. It was almost as though her conscious will was bound inside a silver cage, her mental hands tugging on the gilded bars of her prison.
She went with the flow, letting it carry her softly, bobbing along to the omnipresent beat. It was a happy, contented feeling, all of her fears being bled from her as pure satisfaction tickled her toes.
She breathed deeply, letting a stream of the music flow through her sinuses and into her rebellious brain, deadening her reactions to the strange situation.
In her somnolent state, it took some time for her to realize that she wasn't alone. There were countless figures floating with her in the misty music, thin streams of bright notes linking them together into one whole. They hung together in mid-air, rotating in unison to the tempo of the song that played them all.
The other figures had little definition, their forms covered in body hugging rubber. Some wore yellow, others black, still others red, all of them floating together in the delicious void.
They were indistinct, their faces covered by the outfits they wore, floating humanoid shapes with fully formed breasts clasped in the filmy material, a large stylized 'R' printed in black ink on every chest. The music weaved its way around each figure, bodies caressed and constrained by its melody.
Her hands drifted in front of her without conscious control, each hand and arm encased in the same material as the other figures. It looked strange, but felt perfectly normal.
Bemused, she watched her fingers move and flex in shiny yellow. She started to feel an unnatural kinship with the other figures, apart from her, yet with her.
Somehow she knew that they felt content, the music allowing her to get a sense of satisfaction. They were together, subunits of one purpose, though she didn't understand what that purpose might be.
She was right to be there, a part of something greater, tasting the soothing music as it took her will away. With every breath, she felt calmer, momentary turmoil soothed by the beat as it drained her resistance.
Suddenly, the figures in front of her shifted, twisting to either side, delineating an invisible pathway in the amorphous environment. Another figure moved towards her down an invisible, circular corridor.
This one was encased in a purple outfit, but otherwise looked similar to the other forms, which were now showing some sort of obeisance to the one in purple.
The new figure moved with purpose, streams of music stretching over her body and flowing outwards in every direction, linking her with the others. It didn't take a genius to realize that this might be their leader.
Was she her leader, too? The errant thought floated through her mind, but she rejected it. She wouldn't allow herself to be coerced by a formless apparition!
The figure loomed closer, her shiny body now in front of Suzy's. She could see every gleaming inch of the bodysuit that stretched tightly over the figure's generous assets.
The view was rather arousing, her drowsiness fading. She could control this situation. Not even the soothing music would calm her down now.
The blank figure watched Suzy behind the shiny mask that covered her face. She was strangely drawn to the woman, even as her conscious mind was repelled. She stopped herself from leaning closer, the music weaving through the air in a sinuous fashion.
Suddenly, the woman's blank face curved into a smile under the mask, her eyes crinkling open, holes forming in the material. Now she was staring into an eerily familiar face, a dark purple color lighting the deep sockets from within. She was staring into her own eyes.
"Who are you?" she mouthed, words seeming to have no sound in the misty landscape.
The lips opened, forming a simple word that began to burrow into her mind. "Obey," whispered the figure.
The word was firm and compelling. The walls she had built around her mind were starting to crumble away.
"Obey," said the figure again, this time louder.
The other figures floating through the indefinite landscape took up the cry, chanting the word as well. They all clamored for her obedience, the harmony of their cries louder than the music which had infused her soul.
She could feel herself at the tipping point now, so close to giving in. She couldn't, though - not now, not ever.
She had believed in someone once, but had been burned badly, betrayal turning her loyalty to ashes. She couldn't allow herself to trust like that ever again.
A fiery rage roared within her, rejecting everything. Nobody would ever own her soul again. She screamed, letting her frustration boil out of her, her body erupting in flames.
Reality shattered, the figures stuttering their words. The environment cracked, looking like a bad photograph. Pieces of the universe crinkled, disintegrated, blowing away in a nonexistent wind.
Soon, there was nothing left but white ashes dancing through a blackened landscape. She was alone, with no demons or strange music to torture her.
Somehow, this didn't make her feel better. She sat and cried, all alone in a strange land.
Fatigue overtook her. She felt tired of everything.
Eventually, once her sadness had ground down to numbness, she woke up.

***

Suzy woke with a gasp, sweat sticking the sheets to her body. Breathing hard, she tossed off the covers and lay back, running her hands through her golden hair.
She hadn't had any nightmares for years, and it seemed strange that she was having new ones now. She had hoped to put the bad memories behind her, or bury them deep enough to stop them from bubbling back up.
Perhaps she was stressed out? Being under pressure at her job, and trying to decide whether to make the leap to another would be enough to make anyone have nightmares.
Or maybe it really was the old ghosts coming back to haunt her again. It had taken her years to even begin to understand the absolute betrayal of her father.
Her mother had taken the easy way out, causing her daughter infinite heartache. Even though there was nothing she could have done to prevent the tragedy, that didn't stop her mind from replaying the horrors in her dreams.
It had taken years of therapy and an iron will to overcome these disasters, gluing the pieces of her soul back together again.
She had faced the same precipice herself once before. In the end, it had been her grandparents who had brought her back from the brink, stepping in when there was no hope left.
They had both been steadfast individuals, their hope for the future and their love for her finally breaking her suicidal tendencies. They were getting on in years, but their care was the bedrock she had built her new life on.
She wiped away a tear, the memories making her maudlin. She was idly wondering whether it would be a good idea to give them a call when a loud, screeching racket filled the room.
She hunted for the 'off' button with one hand, groping blindly in the dark room. With a rough lurch, blessed silence finally settled once again over her bedroom.
She blinked her eyes, and looked at the clock. Thinking through all she needed to do today, she cursed. The reports her boss wanted still weren't done, and she had hoped to get into the office early to finish them on time. Apparently, that wasn't going to happen, but if she hurried her daily routine, she'd still be able to save a few precious minutes.
Her mind made up, she jumped out of bed with new energy, scavenging the needed clothing from her dresser on her way to the bathroom. Flinging aside the shower door, she stepped in and turned the water on.
She turned up the heat and let the water flow over her body. It was only at this point that she noticed that she was still wearing the Rankotech bra from the previous evening, the yellow latex clinging tightly to her chest. Befuddled, she traced the big, black 'R' with a finger. Why was she wearing it, and why hadn't she noticed earlier?
Bemused, she watched as one hand continued to touch the shiny material, admiring how tight it was. Although this was arousing, underneath she still felt a trace of urgency, her other hand slipping down to grab the bar of soap.
Lathering up, she started caressing her breasts, the soap bubbles streaking across her chest. She needed to be clean, she knew that somehow.
It never once entered her mind that it might be faster to take the bra off before washing, her hands now slipping under the tight outfit to massage the soap directly onto her breasts. She felt great, more alive than ever!
It was so nice to caress and watch the water dance over her shapely form. She licked her lips, eyes flashing purple as she started to gyrate in the steam, feeling sexy.
It felt really nice, but something was missing. Letting the sensations be her guide, she slipped her left hand below, no longer trying to pretend that she didn't need release.
As a few fingers slipped inside, she thought that she could hear a primal rhythm. It was indistinct and hard to hear, but she knew that she needed to match it.
Pretending to dance, she swayed to the beat, her hands caressing her body as her arousal grew. It was so easy to lose herself in the sensations, letting them direct her actions. Work didn't matter, finances didn't matter, the world didn't matter.
There was nothing but the beat, her hands, and the pleasure. She thought that she was imagining things when the yellow bra constricted, grabbing at her breasts before relaxing again.
It pulsed in time to the beat, the material gripping her in the measured rhythm. The nubs in the cups rubbed her with every movement, her nipples swelling to tight bullets. She was too far gone now to worry about the implications of the situation, the material squeezing her towards a burgeoning climax.
She grunted in time, pumping her fingers, trying to push herself over the edge. It was simply too much for her body to handle all at once. The tingling sensations from her erogenous zones exploded, wracking her body with waves of pleasure as she orgasmed in time to the music only she could hear.
She gasped for breath as the waves subsided, satisfaction bursting from every pore. She cursed, realizing how much time the self-stimulation had cost her. If she didn't hurry up, she wouldn't even make it to work on time!
Quickly now, she shampooed her hair and washed it out. The soap ran over her flushed body, dripping over the bra she hadn't even considered removing. Climbing out of the shower, her wet hair clung to the back of her neck - there wasn't enough time to dry it properly.
It didn't occur to her that normally she never would have considered pleasuring herself before work.

***

She was a half hour later than she had wanted to be by the time she arrived at PolyCorp. It definitely wasn't an auspicious start to the day when she hit the elevator button and it failed to arrive. It took her a couple of tries before she realized that they were still broken from the previous day.
As such, her temper was up as she exited the stairwell, wondering what else could possibly go wrong.
Her heels clacked on the floor as she hurried into the office. She was just about to sit down at her desk when she was interrupted.
"Suzy?" the smarmy voice managed to catch her off guard. "I've noticed a distinct lack of punctuality around here. And where are those TPS reports? We need them in two hours."
The amount of superiority in the man's voice was sickening. Of course, it was Lewd Larry, dressed in a smoking jacket, come to badger her yet once again.
It was all she could do to contain herself. Her face flushed in anger, and she said primly, "it will be ready on time. Please leave me alone so that I can get started." She stared daggers at Larry, silently willing him to fling himself from the nearest balcony.
Instead, he smirked and said, "see that you do," sauntering off back towards his office.
She watched him walk past the empty cube where Nancy used to work, and a sudden lurch of loneliness hit her again. It really sucked to work at an office where you no longer had any friends.
She sighed and sat down, getting her computer ready for another workday. She flipped through her email, checking to see if anything important had happened while she was out.
There were several spam and maintenance notifications she could safely ignore, but a message from 'Everlasting Elevator Repair Services' caught her eye.
She brightened up a little when she read that her message from yesterday had actually been received and they had dispatched a technician to work on the elevators. Maybe things were finally starting to look up?
She clicked back to her spreadsheets, looking for the numbers she needed for the reports, and was soon absorbed in the analytical work. The numbers were patterns, and she knew that all she had to do was concentrate fully and they would give up their secrets to her.
A half hour in, she heard the elevator bell ring and the doors opened. Out stepped a burly fellow in a workman's outfit, tools hanging from his belt. In his left hand was a clipboard, 'Everlasting Elevator Repair Services' printed on his uniform, opposite his name: 'Gus.'
He ambled up to the counter and dropped a greasy part onto the clean surface. "I found yer prahblum!" he announced cheerfully. "This here gear mustah been stripped sumthing awfhul!"
Suzy looked in askance at the mess, calculating in her mind how much work would be necessary to take care of this new distraction. "That's great," she said slowly, trying to prevent herself from exploding in anger. "Can I just have the invoice, please?"
"Yah betcha!" he bellowed. "It's raight heah!" Using his greasy fingers, he dropped the clipboard into her hands. "Please saign neah the bottom!"
"Great," Suzy said dubiously. She browsed the contents, taken aback by how much it cost to fix one little problem. The parts always seemed cheap - it was the labor that inflated the cost.
It wasn't her money, though, so what did she care? She signed at the bottom and tore off the top sheet for her records.
"There you go," she announced. "Have a nice day!"
"Yah betcha!" the man bellowed again, turning back to the elevators. Apparently, Gus had only one volume setting.
Shaking her head, Suzy looked at the time. She only had one hour left to get the reports done before the big meeting, and it would take at least ten minutes for her to properly clean up.
Neither job was optional, since first impressions were paramount. The external client could pull out if they saw the nasty mess currently occupying her desk.
She wrapped the broken object from the elevator in a tissue and dropped it into her garbage can. Unfortunately, that wouldn't work for the grease sticking to the desk, unless she wanted to spread a thin layer of the lubricant over everything.
She rushed out to grab some soap and paper towels. When she came back, her phone was ringing.
Making a noise of extreme frustration, she dropped the cleaning supplies and leaned over to pick it up. "Hello!" she said with false cheer, hiding her annoyance at this new interruption.
"Hi, Suzy!" said Nancy. "I wanted to call and ask you how things went yesterday at the interview! I heard they made you an offer. Are you going to accept?"
Suzy didn't want to be angry at her friend, so she clamped down hard on her emotions and attempted to answer rationally. "I'm not sure yet, Nancy. There's still so much to decide. I don't really know how I feel about the whole situation right now."
She self-consciously touched her shirt, thinking of the Rankotech bra she wore underneath. Had she already accepted the fact that she wasn't going to take it off?
"Actually, I need to let you go. I'm really busy right now. Why don't I give you a call later?"
"Alright," said Nancy. "I know how much stress you're under, so I'll let you get back to it. But remember, I'm here for you. Just let me know what you decide when you decide it. Remember, there's prosperity through productivity! Ciao!"
Bewildered at the apparent slogan, Suzy hung up the phone. She cursed, seeing the time, and quickly set to work on the grease. It didn't take long for her to clean it up, but she needed that time to prepare!
She only had forty minutes left, and she was going to make the most of it! Hiding the cleaning supplies in her desk so that she didn't have to put them away again, she pulled the reports back open.
Usually, she hated putting reports together, but this time patterns in the columns drew her in. She could feel the rhythm and see the melody of the dancing digits. She was starting to get aroused at their beauty, her senses tingling.
She was lost in the forest of numbers, each one sparkling as she passed, their patterns arrayed in pairs of numerals that marched silently into the distance. If she grabbed that one there, they would break apart and form different patterns, interesting fractals she had never seen before. It was so much fun to do, dancing with math to a silent beat only she could hear.
"Suzy!" barked a voice, interrupting her trancelike state. "What are you doing?"
She was unceremoniously dumped back into full awareness. Her mouth was open and she was making soft panting sounds. One of her hands had slipped under her shirt and was palming a breast. The bra was pulsing, massaging her nipples with the bulbous nubs. It was a highly distracting situation.
Face aflame, she blubbered, trying to come up with an excuse. "I'm so sorry, sir!" she said, blushing. It was the worst possible scenario - not only had Lewd Larry showed up, but so had her boss!
John was apoplectic, having none of it. "Masturbation in the office is completely unacceptable, but that isn't even the largest problem!" He gestured at her desk. "Clearly, the reports aren't done!"
Blanching, Suzy looked at the clock, confirming that the time for the meeting had come and gone. What had just happened?
Everything had been in hand just a few short minutes ago! "It's almost done!" she exclaimed, clicking wildly with her mouse. "It's just about ready!"
"It doesn't matter anymore, the meeting is now irrelevant!" he roared. "This is just further proof of your incompetence!"
His eyes narrowed. "I'll have you know that the client from SoftChange called, withdrawing all business from us due to our being 'unresponsive' to their needs! And they've laid the blame for this squarely at your feet!"
Suzy gulped, only now realizing the monumental mistake she had made the day before. "But," she gasped, "SoftChange has never been a large client for this company!"
"That's right." His eyes now glued her to her chair. "This was our opportunity to turn that around, grow our business. This whole debacle has cost the company an immeasurable amount of money."
He paced the floor. "I can't have this. I need you to leave, now. You're fired."
Larry stood back, letting the boss do all the talking, but Suzy could see the smirk in his eyes as he sipped his coffee. Suddenly, she couldn't take it any more.
"You know what? It doesn't matter. I quit. You couldn't PAY me to work for this company. I've been harassed, put upon, ganged up on, and dismissed for years!" Her eyes flashed. "They usually say not to burn bridges, but I don't even care. You're all assholes!"



Grabbing her bags in a fit of anger, she rushed for the door, knocking against Larry on purpose. His coffee spilled all over his tweed jacket, dark rivulets flowing into his pocket.
He blanched as she got right up into his face. "I hope your mistress is as good at removing stains as she is at giving blow jobs," she said nastily, rushing towards the door.
A dripping Larry was left behind, his mouth flopping open like a goldfish.

***

It wasn't yet midday when she arrived home, tears streaking her face. She ought to feel relief that her horrible job was over, yet she just couldn't do it.
She always wanted to do her best in all things, and she felt as though she had failed. What had happened was massively unfair, and she was still trying to process the situation
She threw her purse into a chair in the kitchen and sat down in another, her head in her hands. How had she arrived in this situation? Everything seemed so simple just a day ago. Maybe it really was all her fault?
A knock on the door distracted her from her misery. Through bleary eyes, she gazed through the peephole, seeing a brown truck rumbling away down the street. Curious, she opened the door to find a package sitting there.
Wary, she grabbed it and shut the door, locking it. She wanted to be alone in her current state of mind.
Who could be sending her parcels? She hadn't remembered ordering anything recently. Then the thought came that it might be from Rankotech, much like the box yesterday which had helped to start the mess she was in. She shivered, but not with fear.
She hadn't managed to remove the first article of clothing that was gifted to her. Did she really want to risk dealing with a second piece?
She sat the box down on the kitchen table, crossing her arms and glaring at it. After a few minutes, annoyed at her own indecisiveness, she decided that she was being too skittish.
Maybe it wasn't from Rankotech at all. There weren't any markings on the box to indicate one way or another.
The box cutter was still on the table from where she had left it yesterday, so she utilized it to open the new package. On top of the contents was a sheet of paper.
Printed at the top was an interrogatory statement in all capitals - 'ARE YOU CONFORMING TO EXPECTATIONS?'
What did that mean? Whose expectations?
Tossing the paper aside, she took a bubble wrapped object in her hands and tried to disentangle it. As she rotated it, a slinky yellow blob of material dropped out onto the table.
She stared at the mass warily, now almost certain where the object had come from. Feeling silly, she retrieved a pair of tongs from a drawer and prodded it.
Nothing happened. Or, at least, there were no surprises.
She could tell now that it seemed to be made out of the same material as the bra. She rearranged it on the table, spotting another stylized, black printed 'R,' removing all doubt as to the origination of the package.
After shuffling it about for a bit, realization finally dawned. This was supposed to be underwear!
This new understanding didn't exactly help her, however. Given her adventures with the bra from yesterday, she was understandably concerned that if she put this article of clothing on, it might not be coming off.
But would that really be a big problem for her now?
That thought brought her up short. Had she really already decided that she was going to work for Rankotech?
They had already displayed some pretty creepy behavior, sending her clothing that was effectively starting to control her body.
She jumped as her bra gave her a squeeze, familiar arousal curling up her spine. It clearly was suggesting something, but was she willing to play along?
Unbidden, sensual thoughts rose within her mind, her imagination starting to run wild. She was lying down sodden with sweat, writhing in pleasure, stroking herself. No, she was dancing seductively, running her hands down her svelte sides. She was moving to the beat, movements effortlessly graceful.
She blinked, beating back the sudden fantasies. What had gotten into her? Dismayed, she realized that she was naked, her clothing strewn around her.
Her hands were out of control, pulling the panties smoothly into position. Once their work had finished, she stumbled, almost as though she had broken out of a trance.
Cursing at her carelessness, she recovered and took stock of her new predicament. Her latex bra had been joined by latex panties, the 'R' she had noticed earlier now sitting on top of her mons, covering her pubic hair.
She bent down to get a better look, more curious than worried. The sheer material clasped her tightly, but there appeared to be a few openings below that she couldn't quite see. Feeling it out with one hand, she ran her fingers around and into several molded oval holes.
Clearly it was meant for longer term wear, and now that it was on, she couldn't seem to convince herself to take it off again, just like the cursed bra. Running her fingers over the material, she enjoyed the sensations being transmitted to the skin underneath.
She was already feeling horny again, the clothing somehow making her insatiable. Shaking her head, she pulled her hand away, trying to get a grip on the situation.
Bemused, she tried to figure out what to do next. Who could she contact about the situation? She'd be laughed at if she talked to the authorities. How would that conversation go?
Dear officer, I've put some naughty clothing on, and it's controlling my every thought! With the way things were going, she'd probably end up attempting to pleasure herself at the station, which would be even more embarrassing than things already were!
Suddenly, a thought came to her - her friend Nancy might know what was going on. Naked except for her new undergarments, she searched her pants on the floor to retrieve her smartphone and dialed Nancy.
It rang through several times before it was picked up. "Hello, Nancy? It's Suzy. We need to talk."
"Oh? Have you made your decision?" Nancy sounded eager.
"It's not about that, at least, not directly." Suzy sighed, deciding to feel her out. "When you got the offer to join Rankotech, did they happen to send you any kind of... clothing?"
"Of course! It's a perk for all new employees!" Her voice became soft, purring. "You didn't happen to put any of it on, did you?"
"N-no, not really," Suzy stuttered, feeling uncomfortable discussing the subject with her friend.
Both her bra and panties started pulsing, immediately putting the lie to that statement. Her face became flushed as her body's primal reactions began to stir. "Only, it's, I would like to know more about the clothing, that's all."
"You didn't? I put them on as soon as they arrived! I didn't think twice about it, really. You should give it a try! I think you'd enjoy it - it should release some of that stress you always seem to be carrying."
Nancy's bright voice was starting to become a bit of a blur as the ministrations from her clothing continued. With one more throb, she moaned, embarrassed by her behavior, her unoccupied hand now creeping back down to cup a shiny breast. Why couldn't she stop caressing herself?
Over the phone, she heard a tinny laugh. "I knew it! You're a liar, but that's okay. Nobody I know has been able to resist, and believe me, I tried hard! It gets inside your head somehow so that you need to obey it. It's like a half remembered song you have to sing the melody to."
Suzy heard some heavy breathing through the line. "It's already getting to me, just thinking about it, the mindless, sensual feelings that flow through your body. I know it's wrong, but it's too late, I've already been altered to accept it. Soon, you will understand as I have."
The breathing got louder, interspersed with cute moans. Suzy felt as though her breathing and Nancy's were synchronized, but it was so hard to tell due to the distraction of her pulsing privates.
Her nipples stiffened, being gently rubbed by the bra, the underwear now sliding back and forth gently over her lips as it gripped her skin. She dropped her hand to her thighs and plunged her fingers inside the rubber hole which covered her vagina, tickling herself to increase the stimulation.
The strange tune started again, the music in her brain winding its way through her thoughts. "Can you hear that?" she asked hoarsely, wondering if she was going crazy.
"Oh, yes," replied Nancy. "It's the music of Hive, and it is beautiful."
"Hive?" asked Suzy, barely coherent. What was Nancy talking about?
"Don't worry," gasped Nancy. "It will all become clear soon. Just let it take you away and feel the pleasure."
Suzy's resistance was at an end, her thoughts now lost in the music, her body a pulsing, sweaty mass of tingling pleasure. She could feel the tempo rising, her breasts vibrating in rhythm to the unending song.
She needed release, had to have it, pumping her fingers inside as fast as she could. The tune crescendoed towards a climax, her insides swirling in a purple morass. Something twitched, and she cried out her pleasure, taut body vibrating like a drum.
The song quieted, but she felt as though she would never be completely without the music.
Sobbing gently, she gasped. "That was amazing! Does it feel like that every time?"
"Don't question it!" said Nancy roughly, coming down from her own orgasm. "Just give yourself to the beat and let it guide your actions!"
She paused for a moment. "I'm sorry, I just can't answer any more questions - you need to find out for yourself! I'm going to have to put the phone down now and masturbate some more. Enjoy yourself!"
Nancy clicked off, sounding pleased about something.
Suzy did, in fact, enjoy herself several more times throughout the afternoon and evening.
End Day Two
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Day Three
She was kneeling in a fountain in an amorphous landscape, several yellow clad figures attending her. The fountain's dark purple liquid was viscous, denser than water. It showered out of a central statue, splattering gently over all who stood near.
Suzy shuddered in joy as the figures scooped up the substance drizzling into a puddle at their feet and slowly massaged it into her pores. Her poor, aching muscles relaxed under the patient ministrations of the busy workers. There was no hurry to get anywhere, no worries to address. She was free to just be and soak in the moment and the attention.
She was sleeping again. She knew that she was sleeping, but that knowledge didn't help her to reject this reality. It just felt too good to stay there and relax, letting the slickly attired attendants coat her with happiness.
There was a slight disturbance lurking beneath the serene surface, but her slave self was able to suppress any dissonant emotions. Too often she tried to analyze everything, taking any possible joy out of a situation.
This time, she wanted to be able to let go and have things happen to her rather than having to be the prime driver of everything.
The figures surrounding her were saying something in unison, chanting softly, but she was so aroused that it was impossible to tell what their shiny lips were saying. She sighed in pleasure as the hands of the slaves continued to roam, working on coating every square inch of her body with the succulent fluid.
No part was free from their insistent intentions, their yellow masked heads bobbing regularly as they concentrated on polishing the surface of her bodysuit. The hands struck simultaneously at her erogenous zones, smothering her breasts and private parts with groping lasciviousness.
She moaned continuously as the faceless creatures massaged her hard, doing their best to spike her arousal. As the heat within her rose, the less frequent any questioning thoughts became. She was encased by the suit, was becoming the suit, and nothing else mattered.
She felt a strange twisting sensation, and suddenly she was floating in mid-air, just outside the figures standing in the fountain. She could see her body being ravished, struggling helplessly under the ever moving hands.
It was hard to stop herself from wanting to be back inside the crush of bodies, letting them take her arousal to new heights. What would it feel like, she wondered, to lose herself in the lurid display?
The strange twist happened again, her consciousness rushing towards the slick, heaving bodies. A sudden change in perspective made her dizzy, but it soon stabilized.
She was inside a body that wore a skin-tight suit, the sudden change in costume making her juice up. She wasn't in control, her borrowed body mechanically moving to an unknown beat as her hands leisurely moved over another woman's shiny buttocks.
She could feel the pinpricks of the piercings in her breasts pressing against the bodysuit, the warmth of her arousal increasing the amount of sweat trapped inside. Her mouth opened and closed to the rhythm of the music, forming the words of the chant as the syllables massaged her swollen lips - "through productivity, we obey."
The chant continued, her willing mouth continuing to follow the unknown rhythm without her conscious control, each syllable making the tongue piercing clank in her mouth. She couldn't help herself, the need to obey and continue the chant seemed to be built into this drone's very essence.
Her hands dipped, the ooze from the fountain covering them with a slick substance. As if listening to unheard instructions, they rose again and moved towards the captive figure's obedient body. Now she was massaging the woman's breasts, coating every centimeter with the gooey liquid. She watched bemusedly as a droplet crested a nipple, flowing over the swollen curve of her breast.
It was easy to get caught up in the moment and let the sensations overpower her thoughts. There was a brief glimpse of another slave as her body gyrated, the woman's mouth opening at the same time as her own, a brief glimmer of light sparkling from a labret piercing.
Now that she had seen it, she became more aware of her own, its small weight easily going unnoticed. It felt good to be a yellow rubber pierced drone, together in sameness. It gave her purpose, her hands being more aggressive with their captive.
The person they were working on must become an obedient drone. She didn't yet understand their more perfect reality.
Under her hands, the figure moaned and shuddered, gasping away her silly resistance while shouting affirmations. Soon, she would be another drone, pierced and helpless to disobey.
Everything was as it should be. So why was she beginning to feel distressed?
Even as her body continued to chant, her thoughts began to escape the prison of the drone's mind. The pleasure of converting another could overwhelm her original consciousness for a short time, but it did not seem to suppress her for good.
She groaned. Why couldn't she get rid of these bad thoughts and be one with the music?
Her drone body stopped working on the new slave, her mouth cocked half open, frozen as if made of glass. Her old self started to gain control, lips forming a new word - "no."
She whispered it at first, but soon she was chanting it louder than the other drones. "No, no, no, no, no!" she screamed, angry at her earlier submission. "This isn't me, and I won't accept it!"
She smiled in triumph at her strong will, doing her best to ignore the highly distracting outfit that squeezed her body. Her tongue clacked as she talked, a physical reminder of the power the strange landscape seemed to have over her.
Why had her imagination put her here? She had never worn an outfit like this in her life, despite the strange underwear she had recently received from Rankotech. Lip and nipple piercings were reserved for bad girls, not good ones like her! What kind of malign influence had infected her mind?
She backed away from the other drones as they continued to work on the woman gyrating beneath them. She felt no desire to join them, despite her current attire.
It was becoming scary how much she had enjoyed taking part in their activities. Fortunately, the drones didn't seem to take any notice of her absence, continuing on as enthusiastically as before. She wanted to look away, but the display was riveting.
She yelped as she bumped into an object behind her, her inattention reducing her awareness of her surroundings. In this dreamscape, she hadn't noticed anything else, so this was a surprise.
She froze as she turned on the immobile figure standing behind her, images from her past dream surfacing in her mind. Pure, purple eyes bored into hers with an intensity that pinned her in place.
It was the strange, controlling figure from her dream the day before, a purple latex outfit outlining her irresistible curves. She was suddenly unable to focus on anything but the figure's face and striking eyes.
Her soft lips opened, curving into a familiar word. "OBEY!"
The single syllable penetrated her mind like the ring of a gong, striking her and spinning her consciousness out of the drone's body. She flew as if thrown by a pitcher, her sight scooting over the visions below on the ground.
Instead of coming to a hard stop, her movement slowed, as if hitting molasses. Now her vision was fixed forward, a plethora of sensations coming from this new frame of reference.
She was above the events that were still ongoing, the amorous drones continuing to molest the newly minted slave. It was hard to see what was going on, as the figures were masked by a flow of a strange substance from the fountain.
It took her a few moments before she realized an important fact - she was the fountain. Sprays of the liquid jetted forth from her turgid breasts, drenching the participants below.
She was unable to move, mounted on a pedestal, her nether regions filled with stony projections that spurted the substance into her body cavities from below. Each hand had been positioned under her breasts, clutching the two large prominences of endless flowing joy.
The new sensations were overwhelming, fighting with her rational mind. To be stuck here forever, providing lubricant for the slaves below, was an unbearably erotic thought. If only it didn't feel so good!
She wanted to moan, but she was stuck in the position the lewd creator of the statue had put her in, a rush of liquid flowing through her body and out her breasts, tingling the entire way.
Here she sat, a monument to eroticism, bathing enslaved subjects with her undying love. This thought was oddly appealing, and she wondered what might become of her.
Then, the field of imagination imploded into nothingness.

***

Her eyes flashed open. The sounds of cars passing outside her apartment made her relax.
Thank goodness! It was just another weird dream - but this was the second night in a row she'd had one.
She had once read that strange dreams could be interpreted to reveal insights about what was happening in one's daily life. If so, what was her unconscious mind trying to tell her?
She started to pick apart the dreams. The random figures, drones - they might represent hidden desires, trying to drag her down to their level so that she would be as depraved as they were. It was hard to admit that what they had been trying to do to her was really tempting.
The lactating statue didn't fit - didn't make sense, given the context of the other activities that had occurred in both dreams. It was probably just her brain trying to fit pieces of her recent experiences into an imperfect jigsaw puzzle.
What seemed more important, however, was the lady in purple. Somehow, she seemed in control of the situation, possessing a gravitas that the other figures lacked. When she spoke, the drones listened and obeyed.
Maybe it was her bearing, or the concealed power she wielded, but Suzy found it hot just thinking about being like her. Wearing a skin tight outfit and commanding others to pleasure her? Yes please!
She shivered just thinking about it. Perhaps it wasn't a good idea to ruminate too much about her dreams after all.
She frowned as she sat up in her bed. It was all well and good to speculate about the ephemeral, but she still had real problems to solve. Not only was she out of work, but she hadn't done anything about the strange underwear that refused to come off.
These strange gifts made her suspect that Rankotech might be up to something not completely above board. She had never heard of any other company sending potential employees addictive clothing that couldn't be removed.
As she flexed, she could see the large 'R' on her chest twist its shape, her generous bosom outlined below the taut latex. It was hard to avoid just sitting there, staring at the clothing and stroking herself to climax. It would be a pleasant way to start the day, but she didn't want to give up before she even rolled out of bed.
Considering, she made up her mind - not having a job wasn't going to work out for her. She was too driven to let herself mope around, and even if she did, it would likely devolve into masturbation. If that happened, it wouldn't be long before she really did become a mindless slave drone, pleasuring herself to a beat only she could hear. Besides, if she wanted to get some real answers about her situation, there was only one place to go.
She climbed out of bed, naked except for her new attire. It took only a few moments to locate her smartphone and dial the recruiter's number from her contact list.
"Hello?" she said haltingly. "My name is Suzy. I was...that is, I attended an orientation at Rankotech yesterday." With that small bit of exposition, she went silent, confused about what she was really trying to say.
"Ah yes, Suzy Willis, applicant number five zero zero four two." The number was said mechanically, much like the voice of an automated telephone system. "Have you made your decision?"
There would be no going back. Once she accepted, she'd be through the looking glass, finding out what was going on from the inside. It was thrilling, in a scary sort of way.
"Yes, I think I'd like to accept your offer."
The last bit came out in a rush. It felt urgent to get it out now that she had made up her mind.
Her clothing, which had been quiescent all morning, suddenly let her know its presence, a strong, warm pulse reverberating throughout her body. It was rather worrisome that the clothing was confirming her decision, but this was the only way to find out what hid behind the corporate veil of Rankotech.
She needed to know more about the people who possessed the technology to influence people with kinky clothing, especially since her friend had managed to get herself mixed up in all this. She thought of her grandparents - they had never given up on her, and she, by extension, couldn't give up on Nancy.
"Excellent," the voice said, sounding pleased. "Rankotech will offer you the originally stated position based on your skills evaluation. You are free to come in for orientation at any time."
Suzy heard a click on the other end. Clearly they weren't into being verbose, which was too bad, because now she had way more questions than answers. She sighed, bracing herself for another showdown in the shower with her kinky clothing. It was time to go to work.

***

They hadn't told her when to arrive at the office, so after taking a shower she had eaten some breakfast before getting ready to leave. Her kinky underwear hadn't bothered her as much as she had expected it might, for whatever reason, so she was able to finish getting dressed efficiently.
On top of the underwear, she wore a conservative black pencil skirt and a vertical striped dress shirt. She paired the ensemble with a chic pair of purple high heeled shoes and a clutch bag for a splash of color.
Conveniently, the outfit hid her new underwear. She wanted to make a good impression on her first day on the job, and she doubted that her kinky underwear met the dress code.
It didn't take long for her to arrive at Rankotech, the trip taking no more than a few minutes from her city apartment. The commute was actually shorter than the one she had used to make to Polycorp, for which she blessed her good luck.
But was it all luck, really? Somehow, she suspected that the events now in motion were being carefully orchestrated. She would need to keep her eyes open and observe everything going on in this new office - perhaps her analytical skills would serve her well in this regard?
She stepped through the outer door, the inside looking the same as it had a few days ago. The receptionist was typing mechanically at her desk, attention riveted on her computer screen, just like before.
Curiosity getting the better of her, she decided to see if she could find out what the receptionist was looking at so intently.
She moved closer, walking across the atrium. Her heels sounded loud to her ears, but the receptionist didn't seem to notice. Finally, she was standing right behind her shoulder, peeking at the screen.
The small excitement she felt due to her naughtiness was quickly replaced with wonder. On the screen swirled an enticing pattern that she just had to understand.
This was like when she was absorbed by her numbers, but magnified several times over. Her mouth dropped open as she stared at the display, the magnificent colors swirling on the screen and in her brain, the pattern throbbing in a slow, irresistible beat.
She wasn't certain how long she had stood there, when something interrupted her view of the screen. She blinked, surprised at the sudden change. How had she allowed herself to be mesmerized?
Standing closer than Suzy would like, the receptionist stared at her. "Recruit five zero zero four two, this display is not for you."
She enunciated clearly, speaking every number in a slow drawl. "Please present yourself to the orientation chamber, where you will be introduced to your new job." She raised an arm off to one side, her finger pointing imperiously.
"I'm... sorry," said Suzy, only a little embarrassed. If she wanted to find out what was going on at Rankotech, she needed to take chances like this, even if they resulted in failure.
"I'll go there immediately. Have a nice day!" She turned away, pretending that the receptionist's gaze wasn't burning into her back.
She moved with more speed than she needed to, hoping that the mechanical receptionist wasn't annoyed enough to report her behavior. It would be inconvenient to get written up on the first day!
She considered ignoring the receptionist's instructions and exploring on her own, but decided that would be tempting fate. After a few days, it would be less questionable for her to be poking around. Besides, she was actually curious about whatever this orientation was about.
She walked down the hallway, reading a series of signs over several nondescript doors. Orientation One A, One B, and One C. She hadn't remembered seeing them during her first visit to Rankotech, but there had been a lot on her mind at the time.
Each room had a red light on top of the door, marked with 'occupied,' much like a radio studio. Room One B appeared to be in use, so she grasped the handle of the door to One A firmly and walked inside.
It wasn't a very large room - the size of a closet, it was dimly lit and cramped. The only object visible was a large tan leather chair, similar to something a dentist might use. Placed on the seat was what appeared to be a white motorcycle helmet.
On the far wall was a screen containing a command in block letters. "PUT ON HELMET, SIT DOWN, AND BE COMFORTABLE." A slow, rotating 'R' sat in the bottom right corner of the display. The light appeared to be coming from a projector mounted on the wall above the door.
The instructions seemed straightforward enough, so she put the helmet on and sat down, relaxing as she settled in. It was easy to see the letters through the blue visor of the helmet, but the words were distorted, perhaps due to the layer of refraction she now had to peer through.
There came a slight click, and a soft hissing sound enveloped her ears. The helmet must have built in headphones, she thought idly. The gentle sound intensified, blotting out the hum of the fan from the projector.
The screen in front of her blurred, a white background appearing. A lady she recognized from candidate testing stepped into the center and smiled. "Hello, my name is Erin Langley, and I will be your instructor today. I hope you are comfortably situated."
The hissing sound devolved into a slow background pulse, unnoticed as she paid careful attention to every word the trainer was saying. She stared lustfully at Erin's outfit, a slick orange bodysuit with tight fitting black latex gloves and boots.
The woman's large breasts sat comfortably atop a solid black corset. A large, stylized 'R' graced her chest, matching the logo that had been rotating on the display. Suzy's hands itched, wanting to caress that outfit.
The recording continued on, ignoring her salacious thoughts. "Our aptitude test has registered that you have scored highly enough to join the team. I am here to instruct you in what you will need to know to become an efficient, highly trained employee."
She smiled, flexing deliciously in her tight suit, "At Rankotech, we work hard, and we play hard. That's why our motto is 'Prosperity through productivity!'" Her eyes turned glassy as she said the statement with pride.



Suzy mouthed the words along with the trainer, wondering why this simple act was causing her to become aroused. She was getting pumped up, wanting to do some work now, be efficient and solve some problems. The hissing in her ears modulated, becoming more attuned to her brain waves. She focused on the trainer, hoping for more words of wisdom.
"It is my goal to turn you into a productive member of Rankotech's service division. As such, we need to instill the skills and techniques required of our technicians."
Suzy thought that she might be dreaming again when Erin's piercing blue eyes started to turn purple, the color swirling through each cornea. Taking no notice of this change, the trainer continued. "Before we begin, the pleasure unit must be installed properly. Please open the compartment between your legs and insert the pleasure unit." The recording paused and static white text appeared. PLEASE INSTALL YOUR PLEASURE UNIT.
An interesting light display danced around the corners of her visor. It was comfortable to sit there and listen to the nice rhythm of the headphones, but she needed to do what the screen commanded.
Unable to look away from the fun, sparkling lights, she felt around between her legs and under her skirt to see if she could find what the presentation was talking about. After a few moments, she was able to locate a rectangular opening with a cut out notch that she hadn't noticed before. Inside the compartment, there appeared to be something long and squishy.
It seemed natural that the object should be inserted into her pussy, so she lifted her skirt and pushed the length into the molded rubber canal of her panties. The material gave, allowing the dildo to pass through until it was firmly seated inside, its thick presence giving her butterflies. She smiled, pleased to have obeyed so easily.
"Good!" said the trainer, as playback continued. "You are already starting down the path to efficiency!" She gestured at her outfit. "As you may know, our clothing helps to control our actions and makes us better workers."
She stroked her sides. "Its smooth surface reflects the texture of our minds, and how effortless it is to stay on task."
She placed her hands on either side of her breasts, pushing them together, the rubber distorting deliciously. "The 'R' reminds us of who we are, and what we stand for."
Her arms extended outwards in an all-encompassing gesture. As she spoke, each sentence was punctuated by a short spike of vibration from Suzy's pleasure unit. "The color of your outfit reflects your role in the company. Black is for soldiers, protectors of all. Yellow is for workers, who have answered our call. Orange are trainers, enforcing our borders. Red is for overseers, drones within order. Purple are royals, the most powerful you'll meet, when you bow to their thrall then obedience is complete."
With every sentence, Suzy shuddered more, the vibrations from the dildo increasing in strength. The simple rhymes sunk deep into her thoughts, words echoing in her blank mind.
The trainer smiled beatifically, arms returning to her sides. "As you continue working with the company, it is possible that your role might change. This happens rarely, as initial assessment by the RAT is usually very accurate. Your supervisors will evaluate you over time, and changes will be made accordingly. Don't worry about underperforming, as everyone has a role in this company, even if you end up cleaning the floors."
"You will notice that headphones are provided for your work." She spread her hands wide, and between them materialized a staff with musical notes. "This is the music we play together. Our music, your music, the soundtrack of our work. Let it carry you away each day, and help it to grow a new appreciation in you. In time, you may contribute pieces of your own song, but there is no need to force anything." Her hands dropped, the musical bar evaporating.
"My presentation is now complete. Please watch the screen for further indoctrination."
The screen went black, replaced with a different light display. These new patterns were intriguing, as they seemed to combine with those being shown by her helmet.
Her rational thoughts were being pulled apart by the twinkling lights. The mental subversion had happened slowly enough that she hadn't realized how much of an altered state she was in.
She was already susceptible to the suggestions due to the training she had received from her previous visit, and the latex underwear just wouldn't leave her alone. She felt intoxicated, the twisted reality bringing her to a new, pleasing understanding.
All thoughts drained away as she continued to watch the display, her body tuning into the sensual drone in her ears. The dildo pulsed in time to the music flowing through her brain, her bra flexing to the beat.
She moaned as the frequency of the manipulations increased, giving in to the pureness of the feelings. Her body was driven to the brink of climax before the automated systems backed off.
She rode the thin edge of pleasure for several minutes as the system took her measure, recording various attributes, determining what levels were necessary to keep her stimulated. A chime sounded, and the pulsing increased, the dildo vibrating wildly while it slid in and out.
As she climaxed, she could hear a voice in the headphones briskly chanting. "Obey, obey, obey."
It was glorious.
The dildo slid out of her snatch and the hypnotizing displays flickered off. It was anticlimactic, the show over, and she was sad that it was done.
On the screen were more instructions, however, these informing her that it was time to join a work group. Invigorated at the thought of meeting new people, she dropped the helmet back onto the chair and exited the chamber.

***

The next few minutes were a blur of identical looking corridors. On autopilot, she navigated by instinct, somehow knowing where to go. She didn't remember anyone telling her specifically what to do, but it just seemed correct to turn right at this hallway and left at that one, even though neither of them had any apparent identifying marks.
She stepped through the next door into a generic office environment. Cube walls were everywhere, and the gentle hum of an HVAC system was overlaid by a quiet murmur of voices. She looked around, confused about what to do next, when a voice shouted at her from across the room.
"Suzy!" Loud and boisterous as ever, Lainey came bounding out of the cube farm and clasped her hand.
Dressed in a casual work outfit, her face was alight with delight as she gave Suzy a quick peck on the cheek. "I'm so glad to see you again! It's only been two days, but it feels like longer! I'm so glad you accepted!"
Lainey's enthusiasm was catching, and she was already starting to feel her spirits rise. Seeing a familiar face was nice, though that didn't change the fact that she was being controlled by the company. It was getting harder to tell which actions were truly her own.
Suzy made a wry face and attempted to extract her hand from Lainey's embrace. "I didn't have much of a choice - I ran into some issues in my previous job and got fired."
Lainey's face fell at the news, but then she brightened again, her cheerfulness insuppressible.
"I'm sorry to hear that, but look on the bright side!" She bounced on her heels. "At least you're not out of work, right? And if yesterday was any indication, you're going to enjoy working here as much as I do!"
She moved in closer and looked around, as if trying to keep a secret. "I almost like it too much," she confessed in a hushed murmur.
Then she straightened up and seemed to dismiss the thought. "When you work at doing something you enjoy, it isn't work at all!"
She grasped Suzy by the hand and pulled her into a series of cubes. The area they were in was a quad with half cube walls for semi-privacy while working. Only one of the other cubes was occupied, a short asian lady concentrating at something on her screen.
"Let me introduce you!" said Lainey cheerfully, standing between them. "Suzy, this is Shiori, our other co-worker! Shiori, Suzy!" Shiori turned from her screen and blinked owlishly, nonplussed.
"Nice to meet you," she said in unaccented English, standing and bowing before extending a hand. "I, too, have been here only a day, and am still trying to fit in." She seemed unsure of herself.
"Nice to meet you," Suzy said as pleasantly as possible.
She was happy to be working with Lainey, but this new lady was an unknown quantity. She wanted to discuss with both of them the kinky underclothing she was unable to remove, but wasn't sure whether it was a good idea.
Screw it, she thought, annoyed at her indecisiveness. Timidity wouldn't get her anywhere, except turned into another willing corporate slave.
Nancy wasn't shy when she had mentioned the topic earlier, but her friend had managed to deflect Suzy's questioning when she had tried to dig deeper. She decided to broach the subject delicately.
"Are either of you wearing something... special today? Something that you can't or won't take off? And how much have you been... enjoying it?"
Her confidence started to fail her, eyes becoming twitchy. "I'm not sure if we're allowed to talk about it, but the take home package from Rankotech during my recruitment was a bra that I can't remove. It... massages me every so often. I'm wondering if either of you have any experience with that?"
Lainey started smiling again, cupping her breasts and shoving them together. A purple reflection flashed through her eyes as the flesh bunched up. "Yup, and that's the best part of the whole deal! I've had more orgasms in the last few days than in an entire year!"
Shiori seemed more nervous than Lainey. "I've experienced the same thing myself, but I'm not as convinced that Rankotech has our best interests at heart. I've found myself trying to get off in the most inconvenient places."
She blanched, worry evident on her face. "I think they might be training us to do something or be something, but I'm not sure what." Her voice came in a whisper. "I want to leave, but I don't think I can anymore."
As she was saying this, an assertive voice broke in. "Ladies, how are you doing? It's nice to see a fresh batch of new recruits. The company always needs new talent!"
The bold voice made all three of them flinch as though they were naughty teenagers. They turned to meet the new arrival, already cowed by her presence.
In front of them stood the trainer she had seen starring in the orientation video, Erin. She wore a more conservative outfit than she had earlier, but Suzy could see a peek of orange underneath the severe pantsuit.
"I see you're about ready to get to work!" This was more a statement of fact than a request, as if the woman was confident that her commands would be obeyed. "I'll let you get to it. If you have any questions, I'll be sitting over there."
She gestured to a nearby cube, giving them a look that suggested that she knew what they had been discussing.
When she left, they let out a communal sigh of relief. "Better do what she says," remarked Suzy. "We can talk more during a break - I don't really want to get in trouble during my first day on the job."
Nodding assent, Shiori turned around and started typing, already cowed into submission. Lainey seemed to want to say something more, but she visibly deflated and sat back at her desk.
It hurt to obey the trainer's command, but it didn't seem as though any other choice would be more productive in discovering what was really going on at Rankotech.
She hung her coat on the back of her chair and sat down, moving the mouse to wake up the computer. When the screen reacted, she was rather surprised to see that it didn't require her to login, and was in fact already running an application.
Most companies wouldn't bother writing a custom app just for their organization, but Rankotech must have resources to spare. The standard Rankotech logo was embellished in the upper right of the program, the stylized 'R' now a very familiar figure.
In the center of the screen was a large entry box, the label stating 'Recruit Number.' She mouthed the words, confused as to what it was asking for, but when she was about to give up, her hands rose unbidden and mechanically typed in a number - five zero zero four two. Something unconscious must have memorized it for her - how convenient.
Green letters printed the word 'ACCEPTED,' the screen blanking and loading up new text. "WELCOME RECRUIT!" it said in block letters, a normal paragraph below. "The aptitude test has qualified you as a Data Analyst I. If at any point it is determined that you would be a better fit elsewhere, your immediate manager will be notified."
That was great and all, thought Suzy, but what did it really mean? So far, all she had seen was pretty light displays and strange presentations. There was hardly any indication of what anyone at Rankotech actually did with their days. Perhaps she was about to find out?
After clicking the 'Ok' button, the screen went black and white text glowed. "Please put on your headphones before proceeding."
Curious, Suzy looked around, noticing that both Lainey and Shiori were sitting calmly at their computers, typing away, their heads cupped with custom Rankotech headsets. Frowning, she clicked the 'next' button without putting hers on. How would they ever know whether she was using the headset or not?
She wasn't indoctrinated enough to buy into everything Rankotech demanded. Maybe she'd be able to keep a clearer head without the unknown music pumping directly into her brain.
The screen cleared, subtle patterns with interesting colors starting to infuse the display. At first, it was difficult to make out any of the shapes morphing through the background, but she found that if she concentrated, there was some kind of method to the madness, each piece combining to create a larger whole. It was maddeningly difficult to tell what this all meant because the shapes refused to resolve into something sensible.
It sure was pretty to look at, however. Enthralled by the display, she barely noticed when someone slipped a headset onto her head.
The colors enhanced, their patterns making more sense as a rhythm started to pulse through her head. She loved to watch the nice colors as they throbbed purple, the melody of Rankotech soothing her soul.
She was lost in the images, allowing herself to swirl in awe at their eccentric movement. It wasn't long before she wasn't thinking at all, the hiss in her ears and the dazzling lights shaping her entire reality.
It was like being drunk - she knew she wasn't in control, but it didn't matter. Nothing mattered, except to keep watching the display as much as possible.
She wasn't sure how long it took, but after a while the patterns started to make sense, resolving into numbers. The numbers were organized in columns, much like the spreadsheets she had worked on in another lifetime. She started to type, blank minded but following the rules perfectly, never making a mistake.
She was being productive, and it felt good to give up control and let the music play her body like a fiddle. It was getting what it wanted, and she received the satisfaction of being used in return. Work had never felt so good to do.

***

Suzy blinked several times, eyes dry. It felt as though she had awakened from a deep slumber, remembering very little of what she had been doing. Startled at the light levels, she checked her watch. It was well after 5:30 PM, already late in the day. Where had all the time gone?
As she slipped off her headphones, she noticed a note on the screen that read: "MAXIMUM ALLOTTED TIME ALLOWED. THIS WORKSTATION WILL NOT UNLOCK UNTIL MORNING."
A timer with red numbers showed a countdown. A vague urge to keep going seized her, but that was impossible with the screen lock. They had anticipated this.
Curiously, she didn't feel hungry, even though it was around dinner time. There was a scattering of crumbs on her shirt, but she wasn't sure where they had come from.
Feeling betrayed by the fact that time had gotten away from her so easily, she slammed a fist on the desk. There was no way she'd be able to investigate Rankotech now - it would be way too obvious that she wasn't just 'looking for a bathroom.'
Everybody would be heading home, and authorized personnel wouldn't be roaming the corridors after hours. She couldn't even claim that she was working late, either, due to the locking system on her computer. She frowned, debating what to do next, when a hand touched her on the shoulder.
It was Lainey, looking positively bouncy, her cheery attitude restored. "It's the end of the day!" she exclaimed. "And we're getting something new!"
"Yes," said Shiori. "I'm sure we'll all enjoy whatever it is." Her enunciation was rather stilted.
Indeed, the round table at the center of the cube had several boxes on it. Closer investigation revealed that each one was labeled with their names. Suzy took hers, looking at it as if it was a snake. She was pretty sure that it would be another article of clothing, and if this was anything like the other pieces she wore, she definitely didn't want to embarrass herself in front of the others.
"I suppose it's time to go home," said Suzy.
Why did that comment sound reluctant? Had she actually liked working at Rankotech? How could that be, if she didn't actually remember any of it?
As she was speculating, Erin snuck up on them again. "An excellent day of work, that was most efficient. Metrics indicate that if you keep this up, your chances for advancement are assured."
It wasn't all roses, however. She turned and glared at Suzy. "Everyone that is, except for you. In the future, make sure you follow all given directives. If not, you will be disciplined. I think you will find that disobedience only needs to be punished once."
The dire glower Erin delivered made Suzy quake inside, but that didn't diminish her resolve to find some answers.
"Go home and get some rest," exhorted Erin. "And make sure that you open your packages. Rankotech expects her employees to dress the very best."

***

After exchanging pleasantries, Suzy went home with the package. She had thought about ditching it, but changed her mind when she imagined Erin giving her the evil eye.
She didn't need that kind of friction. Getting fired right away wouldn't help her to find out what was going on with Nancy, or to get Lainey away from Rankotech's grasp.
She wasn't sure when she had started to include Lainey in her rescue plans, but it seemed like the right thing to do. Regardless, she needed to keep working on her plan, or she might start to forget about her real purpose for being at Rankotech.
It was too bad that she hadn't been able to talk to Lainey or Shiori before she had left, but they both indicated that they weren't willing to stick around and chat. She probably needed to arrange a meeting with them outside of work to get their real thoughts. Maybe after a few more days of working with them, they'd trust her enough to open up.
She had initially decided that she wasn't going to even bother opening the package that had been gifted to her this time. She couldn't think of any good reason to increase her dependence on Rankotech, except that the idea of putting on more kinky clothing was starting to get really exciting.
That was yet another good reason to avoid even looking at whatever it was, but before she knew it, she found herself at her kitchen table cutting through the packing tape.



This time, the piece of paper enclosed stated 'ARE YOU MUSICALLY INCLINED?' Another cryptic message without any explanation - it must mean something. It was hard to tell at this point whether they were actually meaningful, or just purposefully cryptic.
Either way, it was useless to her, so she set it aside. The usual, tight packing material unraveled to reveal a pair of yellow latex gloves. These weren't ordinary dishwashing gloves, however. They were opera length, and would probably reach up to her shoulders if she put them on.
She touched them, feeling the tackiness of the material. She could already imagine wearing them, the shiny yellow rubber running up both arms, clasping them in skin tight bondage. What would it feel like to have both arms tightly encased?
She couldn't resist the temptation to put them on, or maybe she didn't want to resist. She examined the opening for each glove, noting the precise cuts made at the openings.
Rolling a glove inside out, she paused when the interior of the rubbery fingers were visible. Flexing each digit, she thrust her left hand into the tight rubber. Sliding her fingers into place, she worked at them, one by one, until her entire hand was coated in the shiny rubber.
The black Rankotech logo stared at her from the back of her hand. Shivering, she clenched her fingers into a fist, smoothing the rubber up her arm.
As her skin became a shiny mass, her delight rose. She stretched her arm experimentally as she pulled the glove up over her elbow, the final extent clutching at her flesh near her shoulder.
With one arm fully coated, her arousal grew. Now that she had some experience with the process, the second glove took less time to pull over her hand. The tactile feeling from her left hand encouraged her to finish the process, and she quickly tugged the second glove up to her right armpit.
Now that she had finished putting them on, she surveyed the new additions. They clasped her hands and arms tightly, the material flexing at her elbows. Light bounced off the shined surface, the Rankotech logo evident on the back of both hands and at the top of each glove, facing out from her shoulders on either side.
Putting on the gloves had stroked her libido, and now she found herself sliding a latex coated hand into her pants, getting ready to manipulate her nether lips. As her fingers found their mark, she made a little gasp.
The bra and panties had started their pulsations again, approving of her choice. She was dressing herself as a latex slave, and she was helpless to resist the slow transformation.
She rubbed her inner lips, the sensation shooting up through her core and making her nipples start to stiffen. If she wasn't careful, she'd end the night at the kitchen table, masturbating herself silly. Maybe it was time to clean up and move to the bedroom?
It took every ounce of will she possessed to force herself to remove her hand and clean up the mess she had made with the packing material. Everything she touched with her new gloves seemed to trigger all of the nerve endings in her hands.
It was a really distracting situation, but it was too late to take them off. By a major force of will, she was able to keep her hands out of inappropriate places until she had finished.
The bra and panties kept her at a low level of arousal with their constant pulsing action, her feet padding towards the bedroom. Now she stood in front of her mirror, admiring the shiny clothing, eyes being drawn to the Rankotech logos that graced her body.
She was starting to feel like she was owned, becoming someone else's property. When she felt this horny, though, it was hard to care. She just needed to finger herself. Right now.
Her rubbery fingers slipped back inside her wet canal, her arousal lubricating her for the action to come. She stretched a rubbery hand underneath a breast, breathing heavily as the tacky surface rubbed along her sensitive tissue.
She juiced up even more when she spotted the spiral purple colors spinning in her eyes. Something unexpected was happening here, but it only served to enhance the pleasure she was experiencing.
Her hips pumped up and down to the rhythm of the mysterious music that pounded in her ears. It enthralled her with its presence, washing away any concerns about how strange it was to be masturbating while her eyes swirled purple.
She wanted, needed more, her fingers reaching deeper and deeper with each gyration, her groping becoming more desperate as she mashed her breast. It was just so unbearably hot to fuck herself while her mind was being infiltrated by the controlling purple presence.
She never wanted the feelings to stop, all her concerns about Rankotech and her friends vanishing in a purple haze as she lifted herself to higher heights of thoughtlessness. It wasn't long before the hand in her vagina tweaked her clit, causing her to orgasm in ecstasy, her mouth forming words her ears couldn't hear, mimicking the mysterious sounds made by the music.
Exhausted by her exertions, she collapsed on her bed, a crazed grin on her face. The last thing she heard before drifting off was an unknown voice repeating a single word in a calm whisper. Sleep. Sleep.
Her drifting subconscious silently wondered if she was already a slave.
End Day Three
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Day Four
The world seemed hazy, colors blurring together in a slow, spinning motion that was making her dizzy. The environment snapped into focus, lines sharpening until they delineated a bizarre sight.
She was standing in the middle of a colored plain, a nexus of pipes painted gunboat gray in the center of her field of view. The pipes extended off into the distance in both directions, the snaking edifice narrowing into distant, indistinguishable blobs. The sky was variegated, streaks of dour purple interspersed with striking red hues.
If the strange landscape hadn't been sufficient to tell her that this was yet another dream, the figures laboring in front of her were. More drones dressed in yellow were standing next to the pipes, some of them stationary, some using silvery tools. They looked out of place, ladies in fetish clothing doing plumbing.
Looking closer, she noticed that one of the pipes appeared to be leaking, a purple substance oozing from an elbow joint. There were several slaves standing in the shallow pool formed by the leak. They appeared lethargic, their movements slow, a few of them more interested in groping their breasts than in patching the hole.
Their attention was not on the task at hand, their music slow and without strong cohesion. She pressed her pierced lips together, displeased with their lack of harmony. It was necessary to rectify this situation.
Her red rubber hands moved, twisting a knob on a device she held. The box was pistol shaped, with various levers and dials dotting the surface. A display on the top showed a square wave that increased in frequency as her hands adjusted the machine.
Satisfied, she aimed at the flagging drones and pulled the trigger. A purple field extended from the device in an arc, the air tingling with strange power.
The effect was dramatic, the distant drones perking up. They stopped pleasuring themselves and retrieved their tools, the slime from the pipes ignored as it dripped from their shapely, heeled boots. Their musical equilibrium restored, they began to work together to repair the leak.
Satisfied, Suzy let go of the trigger, supervising the drones to make sure that they wouldn't lag behind again. As she watched, she clicked her tongue piercing against the roof of her mouth, enjoying the frisson of excitement that wound its way through her chest.
A gentle tingle of pleasure in her pussy made her happy. She was pleased that she was serving Hive. Everything was well with the world, the music balanced and in control.
Or was it? There was a faint nagging feeling that something was wrong. There couldn't possibly be, though, she had seen the problem and had fixed it. That was the end of it.
She strode closer to the slaves, balancing on her platform boots, her skintight latex outfit flexing deliciously against her skin. Her pleasure from the omnipresent stimulation waned, displaced by concern that there was a problem that she hadn't yet detected with her cohort of drones.
She looked them over critically, pacing back and forth. All of them were bound in yellow rubber outfits, their individuality hid beneath shiny face masks and glowing purple eyes, breasts enhanced and thrust upwards by severe corsets. Their only discernible difference was various colored strands of long hair, streaming from the circular openings at the tops of their masks.
They took no notice of her investigation as they continued to work, their efforts at repairing the pipe slowly starting to bear fruit. The leak was about half as bad as when they had started, though the pool at their feet had now increased to about three times the depth. Everything appeared to be in order, no unknown variances or behavior interrupting their synchronized labor.
Wait, what was that drone at the back doing? It seemed to have averted its gaze.
She opened her mouth, a sound of command issuing forth, a clarion call no true slave could resist. The drone's head snapped around. Instead of the blank mask she expected, this slave had a face that looked like hers.
Its mouth moved, foreign sounds issuing forth. "Who... are... you?" the strange apparition ground out, its heaving chest emphasizing every syllable.
Her utter certainty of her control of the situation came crashing down around her, replaced by a strange feeling of disassociation. She could still feel the contentment and belief in the supremacy of Hive, but it was separate from her conscious mind, and no longer controlled her thoughts as it once did.
What scared her down to her core was the fact that she had liked being an overseer. She wanted to be in charge, wanted to have drones obeying her without question. Taking direct control of that drone had made her sexually aroused, for goodness sake!
No, that couldn't be right. These strange feelings must just be left over artifacts from her conversion. She couldn't possibly be that kinky! Could she?
She had half convinced herself that she wasn't interested in controlling the fetish drones, but a single festering thought embedded itself in the back of her mind.
If this was all coming from an external source, why were her innermost dreams being invaded? If this was coming from her own imagination, did that mean that these fetish scenes were being generated from her own deepest fantasies?
This turmoil drew her attention inwards, the actions of the drones merely a background noise while she fought with herself. When she regained enough equanimity to take notice of her surroundings, the strange drone with her face had mysteriously disappeared. The rest of the pack was still working on the pipe, the leak almost sealed.
It took her a moment to realize that she was no longer seeing the drones from the viewpoint of the overseer. Instead, her consciousness was levitating through the landscape next to the shiny, red figure. The overseer paid no attention to her, watching the drones with one fist clenching the control device.
A bolt of purple lightning split the sky, the flash blinding her as a fork split off and buzzed around like an army of angry bees. She blinked, trying to banish the severe afterimage that blurred her vision, annoyed that she was experiencing physical reflexes in a dream.
As the blurs faded, she spotted a figure in purple stepping down an invisible staircase that had spawned from the lightning's tip. The statuesque lady lifted her arms like a queen, staring as if she owned the entire dreamscape. And, perhaps she did - this was unmistakably the dominating persona she had encountered multiple times.
Her heart rate increased, a fight or flight response taking hold, but she found herself unable to move. No longer connected to the scene around her, her consciousness was affixed to one spot.
She found herself in a shimmering spectral body, an electrical field humming in a restrictive circle around her. Unable to flee, she stood immobile, watching the purple spirit inevitably draw closer.
The world seemed to pulsate in time with the lady's movements, the beats resounding to each graceful step. Her confident strut emphasized every skin tight curve of the shiny purple latex that covered her body.
Light sparkled from black buckles that ran up the front of her crotch length boots, seamlessly integrating into her purple rubber undergarments and underbust corset. Her arms swayed in time to the music, gloves hiding them from view. She was every inch the anonymous Queen of her domain.
As the entity approached closer, Suzy expected a formless face covered in molded latex, as in her previous dreams, but this time she was surprised to see flawless skin constrained inside a hood. Long, purple hair sprouted from the top in an arcing ponytail, dangling down her back. The color coordination was a bit over the top, she mused, trying to extract some humor from her impossible situation.
When the Queen came close enough, she stopped, one foot in front of the other. Putting her hands on her hips, she considered Suzy's floating figure. The world's music seemed to pause as she examined Suzy's nonexistent body, a sudden, inexplicable pressure coming from the imposing presence.
"Ah, there you are, my dear. I've been looking all over for you, but every time I catch up, you simply vanish. I'm starting to feel like you don't like me."
This time Suzy held her tongue, feeling steadier than she had the last few days. This was just one more weird thing to add to the pile, no need to get worked up.
She didn't really know what she wanted, but she knew one thing - she was getting really, really tired of being out of control, at the whim and mercy of other people. "Who are you?" she demanded, verging on impertinence.
The strange woman laughed heartily, tilting her head to give Suzy a more direct gaze. "There's still some fight in you yet. Good! That might make this easier for you in the long run."
As the laughter petered out, the stranger fixed Suzy with a curious gaze. "I am you. Or not. I'm just a figment of your imagination, one of your strangest and farthest flung fantasies. Or maybe, just maybe, I'm your future."
"That's total crap," said Suzy, dismissing the bold statements with more certainty than she felt. "I don't know what you really are, but you're not anywhere close to being even a shallow copy of me."
This statement seemed to amuse the lady even more. "You're quite right, I'm not even a shallow copy of you... yet. However, nobody knows what the future holds, do they?"
She stretched lazily in her rubber outfit, letting the slick costume show off all her best lines. She was stunning and she knew it.
"Just look at you, you're a bundle of conflicting emotions. You can't even decide which thoughts you've been enjoying the most recently - the obedient, slave thoughts, or the dominant, controlling ones. How much did you enjoy commanding those slaves over there just now?" She gestured to the drones that were almost finished with their repair work.
Suzy looked at her rebelliously. "What if I did like it? Just because I enjoy being in control doesn't mean that I want to be controlled as part of a Hive. I'm not going to turn into you, whatever you are."
The apparition stared at Suzy. "All slaves are obedient, better slaves collaborate, but the best slaves aren't slaves at all. They're complicit, making sure nobody ever wants to leave."
She ran a sharp, red tongue over her purple lips. "Which kind are you, I wonder? And how long can you afford to wait until you find out?"
Suzy tried to utter a denial, but her doppelganger pressed a purple finger firmly to Suzy's lips, ignoring the crackling electrical field. "Shh, be quiet. Don't be rude, I get to have the last word here."
The figure clapped her rubber coated hands together, and the dreamscape began to unravel at the seams, the surrounding environment bleeding away into inky blackness.
"If I were you, which I may or may not be, I would think about what you really want before an outside entity enforces its will upon you. If you truly believe that it's already too late to do anything, it will be. Your fate is entirely up to you."
Her last words floated through the deteriorating landscape, until everything suddenly vanished.

***

BEEP! BEEP! BEEP! BEEP!
The alarm blasted right next to her head, blowing away any chance of introspection into her strange dreams. She sat up, a blind panic running through her mind, overwhelming everything else - she was late for work!
Her body ran like an automaton as she went through her morning activities, unable to concentrate on anything but getting out the door as quickly as possible. Even so, she still did her best to hide her rubber garments under her normal clothing, anxiety at showing too much of the shiny material in public overriding the overall imperative.
It felt strange to hide her new latex gloves under driving gloves, but it was the only way to pretend that she wasn't completely helpless to remove them.
It wasn't until she had stepped into the office that the urge to hurry faded, replaced by the slow, rhythmic hum of people at work. She wished to join them, but she noticed the clock on the wall. It was half past six. In the morning.
"What's the matter, Suzy? You look confused!" The bubbly voice of Lainey lifted her out of her stupor.
Lainey looked ebullient as usual, her curvy form clothed in a turtleneck and skirt ensemble. In the rear cubicle Shiori worked diligently, paying no heed to Suzy's arrival. The hum of the office whirred like a well oiled machine around them.
"Sorry Lainey, I'm just distracted," apologized Suzy. "Good morning!" She peered at Lainey's hands. "What's that you're wearing there?"
"I should ask you the same question!" Before Suzy could react, Lainey reached out and pulled off her driving gloves, revealing the shiny yellow latex hiding beneath. "Look, we're a matching pair!" She beamed a wide smile at Suzy.
Startled, Suzy looked at Lainey's hands. She too wore shiny yellow latex, the black Rankotech logo embossed on the backs of her hands. Nonplussed, she wondered why she should even be surprised - they had both taken packages home yesterday, after all.
"Cool!" she said, not really meaning it. She wasn't quite sure what to say.
"It's okay, I know you're confused. You're not quite ready for all this." A faint hue of purple shone in her eyes. "I was confused for a while, too, but after I sat down and worked for a few hours, I started to fit in. You should do the same!"
A pulse of power reverberated through her body. Yes, that made sense. If she just listened to Lainey and lost herself in her work, everything would be fine.
"Thanks Lainey," she murmured, slipping back into her chair and letting her concerns float away.
The headphones slid on effortlessly, dropping into place as if they belonged there. The screen lit, her jaw went slack, and her eyes unfocused. She began to type, the hiss of the headphones sinking deep into her brain. Pure bliss flooded her mind, the repetitive work taking away all of her fears and concerns.

***

The fog of intense concentration peeled back, returning her to consciousness. In a daze, she mechanically took off the headphones and set them on her desk.
The worries that had been gnawing at her came back to life. She was spending altogether too much time in front of a computer screen without even knowing what she was doing, or what it was doing to her. This could be a brainwashing reinforcement device, for all she knew, and she hadn't even been attempting to resist its lure!
Why had she gone into work so quickly without even checking the time? It just didn't make sense. Something about this place was changing her, making her do things she normally wouldn't do.
It seemed, at least for the moment, that the office's hold over her had waned. Maybe this was her chance to investigate, figure out what was really going on?
She looked around surreptitiously, checking to see what Lainey and Shiori were doing. If they noticed her sneaking out, there was sure to be trouble.
Shiori was working as before, her attention consumed by the glowing screen in front of her. That was strange - why had she been able to tear herself away when Shiori couldn't?
That left Lainey. She was liking the girl more and more, but her vivacious personality made it extremely difficult for someone to escape unnoticed. She peered over her shoulder, eyes hooded. Sure enough, Lainey was working too.
Getting out of her chair, she started creeping towards the exit, when something shiny caught her eye. Lainey was wearing a pair of tall, glossy black, knee high boots.
The heels must have been several inches high, with thick, platform toes, shiny buckles running up the front. Inconspicuous zippers lined the interior of the boots for easy dressing. They looked like the type you'd wear to a club, not to the office. Why was Lainey wearing them here? And why did the sight of them send a thrill up her spine?
Her curiosity aroused, she leaned over to check out Shiori as well. Sure enough, her coworker was also wearing the same type of high heeled boots. She felt a little put out. If everybody else had been given kinky boots, where was her pair?
"They're right over there," said Lainey. She had turned from her computer screen, pointing near Suzy's feet. "That's what you were looking for, right?" Her eyes glowed with a purple hue.
Suzy wanted to say no, but that wasn't true. She wanted, needed to put her feet into a pair of those boots. The desire had welled up inside her until it could no longer be denied. If she looked in the mirror right now, would her eyes glow purple too? Would she really care if they did?
Distracted from her original mission, she sat back down and ran her hands over the boots. The gloves she wore deadened sensations, but she still rejoiced at feeling the glossy surface. Yellow gloves juxtaposed with black boots, little worker bees in a large Hive.
"Here, let me," said Lainey, lifting a boot from Suzy's hands. She unzipped the side, peering at Suzy with a small smile. "You need to take your shoes off first, silly!"
Startled, Suzy dropped her hands to her feet and pulled off the flats she hadn't even remembered putting on that morning. Lainey's eyebrows rose, and Suzy stuck out a foot, allowing Lainey to glide the glossy boot up past her thighs until her heel was stuffed into the bottom.
As Lainey did up each buckle on the boot, her arousal increased, the sight of it clasping her leg jolting her clit. "Only one more to go!" Lainey announced, hefting the other boot in her hands.
Docile, Suzy watched with rapt attention as Lainey encased her other leg in another tall, glossy heel. Lainey zipped up the interior of the boot, turning Suzy's legs into long, shiny black towers.
Seized by an unknown impulse, Suzy leaned in and kissed Lainey on the cheek. Immediately, her face flushed and she looked away. "S... sorry," she murmured.
That was highly inappropriate! Where had that urge come from?
"No, no, it was my fault," said Lainey quickly, going white. "I shouldn't have been so forward. I... have a lot of work to do."
Lainey retreated back to her desk, pretending to be busy, her short, sharp motions betraying the tenseness in her body.
Flummoxed, Suzy leaned back in her chair, trying to sort out her feelings. She didn't even like women!
At least, she hadn't in the past. Was this bizarre working environment changing her that much? An even more distressing thought nagged at her brain - would Lainey report this to Human Resources? Surely not!
As her mind spun in circles, her eyes drifted back to the workstation's monitor, the Rankotech logo drawing her attention. Her fingers slid onto the keyboard, activating the display. There was more work waiting to be completed. Always more work.
Her thunderous thoughts started to calm as she typed, the muted display drawing away irrelevant concerns. Soon, without noticing, she had slipped the headphones back on and fell into a working trance, the beat of Hive pounding like a steady drum in her brain.
The tempo increased, her fingers humming along with it. All thought had vanished, blank eyes staring at the numbers as they flowed past her vacant gaze. In tune with the music, she barely noticed as the day flew by, the fascinating screen holding her rapt attention.
It was over soon enough, however, the imperative of Hive relaxing its iron grip at last. She blinked, her eyes dry from the intense work. Peeking over at Lainey's workstation, she was embarrassed at the relief she felt when she saw that her co-worker was still deeply held within Hive's grip.



She put down her headphones and stood up, balancing on the new heels. They already felt as though they were a part of her, comfortable and sexy with their glossy sheen.
"Goodbye!" she said softly, unwilling to disrupt Lainey's work. It was time to go home and consider her options, which were becoming rather limited.

***

Another package was waiting at her front door. It shouldn't have been unexpected, given the last few days, but Suzy was still surprised. She was already encased in Rankotech rubber that couldn't be removed - what else could they possibly be sending her?
Bending over, she picked up the package with a rubber coated hand, balancing on her heels. Sure enough, it was addressed to her from Rankotech, another unassuming package likely containing further addictive clothing.
She was somewhat bemused, as she knew that she was in far too deep to stop now. Her breasts and thighs tingled, the fetish rubber clothing rewarding her for her obedience. If she listened, she could hear the soft throbbing of Hive synchronized with the erotic sensations.
She shook herself from her reverie, knowing that it wouldn't take much to push her over the edge. She was too excited to see what was in the package to be distracted, even though it would be so much easier to sink into the sensations and let them carry her away to another orgasm.
No, that would never do. She frowned, annoyed by the delightful distractions. "Quiet down!" she ordered, feeling silly about ordering inanimate objects to leave her alone.
To her surprise, the clothing obeyed, settling down. "Hmm, this has promise," she murmured to herself.
Thinking, she ordered her bra to begin vibrating. When her breasts started buzzing in a pleasing fashion, she quickly ordered it to stop again. It wouldn't take much to push her over the edge with her underwear acting like a vibrator!
Suddenly eager to see what was in the package and to complete her kinky ensemble, she fumbled for the scissors she had left out the previous day, tearing into the packaging. As expected, another piece of paper was included, the Rankotech logo printed boldly at the top. The contours were soothing, the logo's pattern fitting comfortably into her psyche.
This time, the blocky letters spelled out: "ARE YOU OBEYING OR CONTROLLING?"
Suzy considered this statement for a few moments, confused. Was she obeying?
She liked the erotic aspects of Hive, she truly did, but she wasn't sure about how far she'd actually go. How deep would she sink into the persona Hive was building for her?
Or was she the one building the persona for Hive? Did she feel comfortable being in command of the situation? It was hard for her to differentiate between the two, both possible futures blurring together equally.
Discarding the paper, she dug into the bundle at the bottom of the box, two black plastic bags soon spilling out their slippery contents. The item in the smaller bag folded out into a yellow latex shirt, containing pouches for her breasts, as well as a bold Rankotech logo in the upper right corner.
The other was a strict black corset, with steel boning. There was no logo here, but with the multitude already adorning her body, it hardly mattered. She was slowly being turned into an object, less and less human.
Eager to try on her new garments, she stripped out of her blouse and skirt, revealing the shiny latex beneath. Big, black Rankotech R's proclaimed ownership all over her body.
It was hard, but she forced herself to stop admiring their sweeping curves. If she allowed herself to fixate on them, she probably wouldn't come back to herself for hours.
The shirt had been pre-oiled, the zip at the front making it quite simple to pull over her head. She shook with excitement, pushing one arm, then the other into both sleeves of the garment. Her breasts slipped naturally into the cups, embraced with a perfect fit.
She smoothed out both arms, pulling the ends of her rubber gloves over the sleeves. The two of them mated seamlessly, making them one. All that was left was to zip up the front zipper, enveloping her entire upper body in shiny, yellow luxury.
It was almost too much to bear, her breasts pushed up and out, emphasizing their fullness. She could feel tiny nubs inside the cups that gripped her flesh. A large, black 'R' logo sat in place of honor at the center of her chest, the tight glossiness making her look like some sort of fetish superhero.
The physical sensations were close to pushing her over the edge, but she remained in control - she wasn't quite done yet! Taking the pre-laced corset in her hands, she wrapped it around her waist and methodically did up the front until it clasped her midsection tightly in a warm embrace.
Now, finally, she was complete, her body wrapped in corporate splendor.
Her excitement was soon replaced with curiosity. Just how much fine control did she have over the outfit? What would happen if she fantasized about having just one nipple tickled?
She gasped, lust increasing as her right nipple was rubbed and tugged ever so gently. Mmm, that felt good! And what if both breasts were being sucked on instead?
The tickling was replaced by a gentle suckling motion, relentless stimulation of her sensitive nubs. Her face suffused with pleasure, she reached down to massage a breast, the other heading for her core. With the amount of pleasure rolling through her body, it wouldn't take long for her to climax, and she wanted to savor every drop.
Her fingers penetrated her vagina, her warm lips pulsing in time to the vibrations of her breasts. She matched the rhythm of the pleasure, synchronizing her efforts with the pulse of Hive. She wanted more!
Her entire outfit came alive, squeezing and caressing, rolling over her trembling form. Her eyes flashed purple as she jammed her fingers deeper into her snatch, letting the beat flow through her, into her, opening up everything she was to the majesty of Hive. Mindlessly, she rode the waves, commanding them to ever greater heights.
Soon, she was cresting, speeding up to the precipice and teetering over the peak of pleasure. Tantalizingly close, one, two more strokes, her clit twitching with desire.
Unable to help herself, she screwed up her face, ordering the outfit to take control. It was happy to do so, clenching into all her most sensitive places, fondling her breasts. Her brain exploded, and she flowed down the rollercoaster, her pussy gushing out her pleasure.
Moaning with happiness, she relaxed, riding the warm afterglow on autopilot, sad that it was over so soon.
Or was it? Did she need to let it stop with just one orgasm? Did she have control over her outfit or not?
With a wicked purple gleam in her eye, she decided to spend more quality time determining just how far she could go.
End Day Four
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Day Five
She had played until the early hours of the morning before her body had shut down on her and she had collapsed into a deep, dreaming sleep. She had originally thought that she was tired enough to sleep like the dead, so she was surprised to find herself swaying side to side, her body in gentle motion.
Confused, she looked away from the laptop sitting in front of her, orange fingers pausing as her mind caught up to the new dreamscape. She was sitting in the jump seat of a nondescript van, hidden away in a small nook. The laptop in front of her displayed various video feeds, shots of the exterior of the van.
From her angle, it was hard to see, but every so often she could catch glimpses of the driver. The drone moved robotically as she maneuvered the vehicle in response to unspoken commands from her headset, a yellow dronesuit hidden underneath an inconspicuous company uniform.
An adjustable chair was mounted in the center of the van, banks of computers and metallic arms hanging from the ceiling. Further back, two benches lined the sides, currently occupied by six shiny, black female figures, their shady forms indistinguishable from each other. Helmets hid their heads, and unlike Suzy's orange outfit, no logos adorned their bodies.
Satisfied that the arrangements were suitable, Suzy clicked her tongue stud against her front teeth, studying the camera feeds on the laptop. Information about the mission began to crowd into her mind.
Hive was always on the hunt for new employees, and sometimes their recruitment wasn't always sufficient. It would be easy for Hive to increase salaries until their offices were flooded with new drones, but that might draw too much attention from their competition.
Hive always strove to operate above board, innocent looking as it drew more and more clueless people into its inescapable clutches. Recruiting people off the street risked raising their profile higher than Hive would tolerate. Once the resistance of their captives was replaced by obedience to the song of Hive, however, the new employees could actively help to mitigate any problems that might arise.
The van roamed the streets of the city, the cameras on the roof and branding on the exterior looking similar to that of several popular online mapping companies. It didn't take long for Suzy to locate a new target, the equipment's automatic acquisition algorithms highlighting several possible alternatives.
She tapped on the screen, focusing on a young redhead walking by herself near an alley. Her attire was dated, and she was far enough away from other pedestrians that they might not notice her abduction.
"Prepare for new hire protocol," Suzy whispered into her headset. "Acquire participant number five zero one three two, the redhead near the alley."
"Affirmative," whispered back the rest of her crew, their synchronicity of speech eerie in the enclosed space.
Thrilled at the prospect of a new intern to train, she rested in the happy glow of Hive for a few beats as the van pulled up next to the unsuspecting woman. Purple eyes locked onto the screen, Suzy hissed "Now!"
The six soldiers in the back of the van worked like a well-oiled machine. As soon as they stopped, the two nearest the rear cracked open the doors, jumping out into the street.
The next two crouched next to the door, waiting their turn. Before their target could detect their presence, the liquid black forms had grabbed her off the sidewalk and shoved her into the van.
The two waiting drones grabbed her struggling body and forced her into the reclined chair, while the two outside leaped back inside and slammed the doors.
It had taken them under four seconds to grab the girl and get back underway, barely enough time for their victim to let out a short, muffled yelp. The soldiers held her down with an iron grip as she screamed bloody murder, the sound absorbed by the padded sound proof walls of the van.
The rest of the soldiers assisted, snapping restraints around the captive's arms, legs, waist, and neck. Slipping behind the melee, Suzy pulled a hanging mask down from the top of the van, forcing it over the victim's mouth.
Gas hissed from the mask, causing the victim to choke and inhale vast amounts of the sopoforic. Soon, her struggles calmed, her body jiggling less violently. Suzy held the mask in place until her body became supple, then she let it float back up to the ceiling.
Underneath, the new recruit had become docile, a dopey grin replacing her panicked shouts. "Wha... was that stuffs?" she slurred, giggling uncontrollably. "It's sooooo good!"
"Strip!" Suzy ordered, ignoring the woman's delirious comments.
The soldiers did as she commanded without any audible acknowledgement. The gratitude of Hive was acknowledgement enough.
Undoing the restraints on their logy victim, they removed her clothing without ceremony, each piece dumped into a pile near the rear of the van. "It's c-c-cold!" complained the woman, relaxing in complete nudity.
"Where am I?" she asked, a small spark of awareness slowly returning to her eyes. "And why are you an orange?"
"Irrelevant," stated Suzy. "I am a slave recruitment trainer, and you are a new Hive slave, employee number five zero one three two. You will learn Hive truths, and become Hive body. Prepare yourself."
Before the woman could react, Suzy slipped a needle into the new slave's inner elbow, an IV hanging from the roof dispensing drugs directly into her bloodstream. The soldiers held her down as a precaution for several moments until her eyes glazed over, then they returned to their sitting positions.
With the new recruit sedated by the drugs, Suzy took her time retrieving a second apparatus. It was a shiny, domed helmet with goggles and integrated breathing tube. She lowered it into position, locking it onto her victim's skull.
Unseen bellows forced more gas into the captive's lungs, pretty patterns dazzling her eyes. To complete the ensemble, Suzy folded down a set of headphones, clicking on the song of Hive to keep the new slave company.
With everything prepared, she glanced over the brain readout on her laptop display. Everything was nominal, as expected. The woman's brain was adapting to Hive's pattern, internal heart rate pounding in time with the song. The respirator forced a hypnotizing gas mixture into her, lungs inhaling the music of slavery.
Satisfied, Suzy took a little time for herself, shivering in ecstasy at the birth of a new Hive drone. It was hard to tell during the initial abduction, but it seemed likely that this one would be converted and ready to help with new recruitment drives before the week was out.
Her nipples sizzled with excitement. Obeying Hive was better than any other feeling she had ever experienced!
"Are you pleased with yourself?" asked the purple lady standing next to her. "Does making new slaves for Hive turn you on?"
Surprised at her familiar form, Suzy scooted back, biting her lip. Wait a minute, this wasn't her. She wasn't an instructor drone for Hive! What had she been doing?
Detached from the scene in front of her, she watched as the training drone adjusted the feeds on the new slave, making sure that its brain was properly following the music of Hive.
"Hello? Anyone in there? Where are those vaunted smarts you like to think you possess?" The purple rubber lady clacked her pierced tongue and put a hand on her hip, watching Suzy's dream spirit with amusement.
Suzy blinked a few times to regain a semblance of individuality, focusing on the new guest. Standing next to her was the latex lady from before, a frilly purple skirt layered over her undergarments. The woman's entire body was clad in smooth latex, bereft of any identifying marks, the perfect masked apparition.
"You? Why are you here?"
"Yes, it's me!" the doppelganger said cheerfully, balancing on her extreme heels. "I'm not sure you're taking the danger you're in seriously. Are you the one in charge, or the one being taken charge of? Have you figured it out yet? You're running out of time."
She applied bright red lipstick to her curved smile, peering at an antique mirror. Grabbing it, she turned it around to face Suzy. "Don't we look lovely?"
Suzy brushed the impertinent question aside. "Why is this always about time? Why can't I make my own time? Why do I always have to follow someone else's schedule?"
"Life simply isn't fair, my dear," replied not-Suzy, snapping the lid of the mirror shut. "You're already a corporate drone, living day by day, chained to your desk, slowly hypnotized by spreadsheets. This was true even before you started working for Rankotech. It was never about you, Hive is bigger than that. It's stronger, more powerful than any individual in this world. Even a Hive queen is not truly in control, as her needs are subservient to the greater collective."
Smiling wide, her lips gleamed. "You're acting as though you could give your two weeks' notice tomorrow and nip off to the spa, forgetting about our little world of drones and slavery. How droll! But I tire of this - if you decide to become me, you'll end up knowing all this anyway."
The fetish figure tucked the mirror and lipstick away, the objects vanishing into thin air. This seemed perfectly normal in the dream atmosphere.
"I would never become someone as annoying as you," said Suzy, scrunching up her nose. The know-it-all attitude of the apparition was starting to get on her nerves.
"Oh, wouldn't you?" the lady replied benignly. "If not, what will you choose? There isn't really a scenario here where you go free. Unless, of course, you consider letting go a form of freedom. Control. Controlled. Will control. Enslave. Enslaved. Will enslave. They're all equally possible. I'm quite interested in seeing which course of action you take. Of course, once you do, I won't really exist any more, but at least this won't be so confusing for both of us. I won't have to be a shadowy reflection of you, doomed to wander dreams and provide expository advice."
Her figure became ill-defined, fading like an afternoon shadow. "It shouldn't be a particularly difficult decision. It wasn't for me, at least. See you soon!"
"Always with the last word," growled Suzy, the dreamscape swirling into blackness.

***

It took longer to surface from her sleeping state the next morning. Bleary eyed, she peered at the alarm, vague images of perky redheads dancing through her brain. The clock read an hour earlier than when she normally got up.
No wonder she was still so sleepy! She could just lie back down and rest her head for a few moments, no, wait, why was her body getting up out of bed?
Shocked at the situation, she watched her body get itself ready for work, her mind passively in the back seat, as though she was in the dream state again. It was a curious feeling, being divorced from reality.
As she tried to work out her emotions, she watched her body slip on a coat and long skirt, a thin attempt to disguise the fetish clothing she wore underneath. It wouldn't fool anyone for long, but she might not attract too much notice while driving.
She made up her mind after most of the morning's prep work had finished. If she truly wanted to be obedient, she would be the one to decide.
She felt a slight pressure, and suddenly she was back in control again, no longer a third party to her fate. Whatever awaited her at the office, she would face it of her own volition.
With that dilemma settled, she let herself enjoy the tight grip of her attire for a few moments before locking up and heading to work.

***

Nothing seemed out of the ordinary when Suzy arrived at the office. The gray walls were just as imposing, the dull cubicles hiding the existence of the mindless collective that toiled inside.
It struck Suzy that she hadn't seen Nancy since she had started working for Rankotech. Where was she, and what was she doing? Knowing Nancy and given her latest dreams, it wasn't hard to imagine her commanding a legion of slaves to do her bidding.
"You look curious, recruit. What do you wish to know?" Erin appeared at her cube as if by magic, her orange suit shining brightly in the harsh glare of the fluorescent lighting.
Suzy was hesitant, but realized how silly that feeling was - they were all a part of Hive here, on the same side. "Could you tell me where my friend is? I know she works here, but I'm not sure where. Her name is Nancy, she's short, blonde, and has brown eyes."
A calculating look in her eyes, Erin gave her a severe look. "Employee five zero zero three two has exceeded expectations and is currently entered into advanced training. She is being adjusted to her new role, and will serve Hive admirably."
She tilted her head, considering. "Since your former lackluster performance has been corrected, you may soon enter advanced training as well. Perhaps you will work with your friend again soon."
Her eyes flashed purple. "Idle chatter is not desired at this time. Please be seated and continue work."
"Yes, Mistress," said Suzy, her eyes hazy. "That would be a good idea. Hive commands and I obey."
Unable to stop herself, Suzy sat down at her computer and prepared to continue working, noting the absence of Lainey and Shiori. Had she arrived at work earlier than them?
The computer chimed, a text box appearing on screen. It was a standard notification, requesting that she put on her headphones. Seeing no reason to disobey, she slipped them on, their soft weight as comfortable as an old friend. A soft hiss rippled over her ears, distant music of Hive shutting down extraneous thoughts, helping her to concentrate on what was most important.
Soon, she was typing away, oblivious to the outside world. She was thrilled at being a useful worker, satisfied to sit blissed out and do whatever Hive told her to do.
It wasn't long, however, before dissonance entered her ordered world. Something was out of place - Hive wanted her to do something. She relaxed deeper into Hive's music, the song waves undulating through her barren mind. She knew what to do, or rather, Hive did. She just needed to let it guide her actions.
She slid out of the clothing she had worn on her way to work, standing to let the skirt fall down around her ankles. She tossed it away, the disguise no longer needed while she was in the heart of Hive.
Sitting back down, her hand moved on its own, opening a secret compartment underneath the table. Something oblong and slippery was inside, her mind registering the strange sensations as a passing interest.
It was a large dildo, the tip pressing firmly into her wet loins. A small moan escaped her mouth as her hand continued to press the object deeper and deeper, until its flared bottom rested against her outer lips.
A light buzz from the device jiggled her body. Everything would be just fine, Hive knew best. She relaxed into the chair, continuing to work, her pussy tingling at regular intervals to reward her for her obedience.
Time passed, meaningless to the drone, the buzz of arousal never quite rising high enough to push her over the edge. A worker drone did not feel frustration, so the continuous stimulation only enhanced her connection to Hive's harmony.
Her sexdrive and thoughtdrive had been adjusted to better gel with the Hive matrix. She was an efficient drone, content to continue her work while letting her consciousness fall ever deeper into Hive.
And yet, there was still something missing. She was Hive, but not of Hive.
There was a base incompatibility that was preventing her from slotting into Hive thought. The dissonance magnified, the sound of the discordance producing an out of tune note that grew loud enough to be uncomfortable.
She was submerged so deep into the Hive matrix, it was a strange feeling when Hive pulled back. Her brain was so closely in tune with the music that she continued to feel it inside her. Without the community of Hive to support it, however, instead of a full orchestra it felt like a single violin with a frayed bow.
She sobbed at the loss of such beauty, tears slathering her rubbery chest. It took some time for her sense of individuality to reassert itself, her canal juicing around the vibrator still stuffed into her pussy.
Like a puppet without her master, she sat there, dumb, her curiosity percolating through thin layers of gauze. Hazy, she looked around, startled to realize that she wasn't in her cubicle.
Instead, she sat at a row of computers, in the middle of a group of people she didn't know. They were all wired like her, sitting in bliss as they stared at their screens. Some of them appeared dazed, calm expressions on their faces as they looked around.
Although she had regained some sense of self awareness, she continued to sit at the desk. The situation should be alarming, but she didn't feel the need to worry about anything. Taking action was too much trouble. Instead, she stayed still and watched the others with curiosity.
She must have been moved to a classroom. A few rows away, she could see orange figures moving among the drones, speaking softly to the other students. They were doing something with them, but it was difficult for her to make out.
It wasn't long before two orange suited drones appeared at the end of her row. One of them carried a bin containing shiny equipment. As they moved towards her, they whispered to each individual along the way.
Suzy watched a busty blonde dressed in pure black latex, her face transfixed by a screen. Without ceremony, one of the drones grabbed a slick gas mask from the bin of her assistant, slipping it over the head of the trainee.
A long, slinky hose led out of the nose of the mask, the end wobbling between the trainee's legs. The straps at the back were aligned and tightened, the woman turning into an automaton with gaping black holes for eyes.
Finished, the orange drones moved on to the next trainee in line. Suzy watched as the process was repeated with several more individuals, some clad in black, others in yellow.
The ones wearing yellow rubber received masks with a slightly different design, the eyes narrower, nose more aquiline. Feeling hazy, Suzy wondered whether she would get a mask, too, since her body was already so tightly wrapped in yellow latex.
When the trainers approached her, the one on the left peered at her with an inquisitive expression. "Employee five zero zero four two, why is drone thought not engaged?"
"I am not sure," Suzy replied, giving them a beseeching look. "Can you tell me what's going on?"
"Uncertain, insufficient data," said the first drone, her green eyes gleaming with a flash of purple.
"Further study may be required," stated the second drone. "Additional training may also be necessary."
The drone stared at her for a long moment. "Continue as you were. Hive will find a place for you. Everyone has a purpose in Hive. Nobody will be left out."
The trainer drone nodded to her, turning to leave with her assistant. Unsatisfied by the answer, but unable to argue with them, Suzy relaxed and waited.
The sound of computer fans was punctuated by the labored breathing of the drones in their masks. She felt like an alien without one, confused as to why she had been left like this.
It wasn't long before another orange rubber drone appeared at the front of the room, clapping her hands together. "Your attention, please, everyone!"
This new drone was short, and it was hard for Suzy to get a good look at her. She leaned forward, gasping with sudden recognition. It was her friend, Nancy!
Struck by a sudden urge, Suzy raised her hand, and Nancy turned towards her. "What is your question, employee five zero zero four two?"



Suzy felt hurt by the response. Even though her body had been turned into a fetish dream by Rankotech's clothing, she should still be recognizable, dammit! "It's me, Nancy! Suzy! I've been looking all over for you! Where have you been?"
"I've been where Hive needed me, Suzy. New recruits don't turn themselves into valuable employees by themselves. It's up to me and the other trainers to ensure that productivity doesn't slip as new drones are integrated into Hive."
Nancy stepped down from the front of the room and approached the row where Suzy was seated. Despite her desire to know more, Suzy didn't feel any urge to get up or detach herself from the dildo secured inside her. It felt amazing right where it was.
As Nancy approached, Suzy saw that she had a device in her hand that looked like a shopping cart scanner. Was this used for cataloging drones, she wondered?
Nancy played the light of the scanner over Suzy's arm, revealing a fluorescing number, followed by a large 'W.' "It's...my number!" exclaimed Suzy, surprised.
"That's right," said Nancy. "I have one, too." Shining the light on her arm revealed a different number, five zero zero thirty two T. "It's ultraviolet ink, only visible under a black light."
"If we're all just numbers to Hive, why don't you tattoo them onto people?"
"Don't be silly, Suzy," Nancy sighed. "This isn't Nazi Germany. What happens if you get transferred? Assigned to a new Hive? Hive decides to renumber? No, it's much better to have them printed on the uniforms. This way, Hive can easily keep track of different drones when they check in at their work stations."
"If the numbering is so efficient, then why do I still have my name?"
Nancy rolled her eyes. "Hive does not kill individuality on purpose. It tries to subsume it into the whole, creating a gestalt that is greater than the sum of its parts. We are not all automatons. Those who have greater knowledge and intelligence are integrated into Hive and work to improve Hive on their own initiative. You wouldn't second guess your commander on the battlefield from the command bunker, and in the same way, Hive will use your individual intelligence for the betterment of all."
Her friend shot her a dazzling smile. "It's like a commune, but better," she continued. "Greed cannot take over, the worst attributes of humanity are instead suppressed and redirected by Hive to push our mission forward. Duty, honor, work, and Hive. We are one in goal, but many in spirit."
"But what about the workers and soldiers?" asked Suzy. "They don't seem to have much individuality left."
Nancy looked a little sad. "Some people can't accept the message of Hive, or they accept it too readily. Those people lose themselves in the gestalt and can't pull themselves back out again. If that happens, Hive will care and provide for them, and in turn they will work to protect and secure Hive from all dangers."
Now Nancy looked stricter. "That's enough for now, Suzy. I'd love to catch up, but I need to teach this class. Please save your questions until afterwards, I'm sure we'll answer most of them during my lecture anyway."
She smiled, stroking Suzy on her cheek in a provocative manner. Suzy found herself leaning into it, but Nancy was already turning to march back to the front of the room. "Listen up, class, and welcome to Advanced Hive training! I, trainer drone five zero zero three two, will be your teacher! You may call me Nancy."
Nancy gestured to the classroom. "Depending on your alertness, you may have noticed trainers walking the aisles with control masks. Those people who failed to respond when asked for their number were unfortunately unable to separate themselves from Hive control, and can no longer operate as independent individuals. They will instead serve Hive as defenders and builders."
As she spoke, the now faceless drones were led outside by the other trainers, who had infiltrated the room. The dangling hoses from their masks made them look insectile, the swaying sections rattling against their legs.
Nancy spread her arms wide, gesturing to the remaining people in the room. "That means that you have all passed the first round. Congratulations! However, there is still a long journey ahead of you, perhaps longer for some than for others."
She snapped her fingers and a hidden projector turned on, the screen showing figures in various rubber outfits. "You've already seen soldiers and workers," she said, pointing out the two figures dressed in black and yellow respectively. "Since you haven't lost yourselves in Hive, you need not become a soldier or a worker by default. However, you can always choose to do so if you wish."
Nancy licked her lips seductively, her eyes glowing with a purple sheen. "Some people choose to forgo their thoughts and individuality, if only for a while, to experience what it's like to be a mindless asset to Hive. Or, they don't possess the assertiveness that the upper echelons require. Rest assured that Hive will find a use for you, too, no matter what kind of social skills you possess."
As she spoke, the display behind her showed pictographs of various jobs. Workers tied off steel trusses and soldiers patrolled on security details.
"Many of you will decide to become trainers or overseers. I am a trainer, so I wear orange. We're in charge of recruitment, training, and teaching in various capacities. As a trainer, you may be out on the road, seeking new recruits, in the classroom, or doing reinforcement for existing drones back at Hive."
Nancy pointed to the last slave type on the board, a drone dressed head to toe in a striking red latex outfit. "Overseers provide local and regional oversight for Hive drones. Depending on your rank, you may control a local troop, or even become the right and left hands of a queen, organizing and making sure Hive units run efficiently."
Confused, Suzy raised her hand, sheepish when she recalled Nancy's earlier request to save any questions for the end. "What about the queens?"
Nancy narrowed her eyes at her impertinence. "Queens are absolute, the most powerful agents of Hive. It is unlikely that you will ever meet a queen, and it is even rarer for recruits to become one. Purple is their color, purple is their rule. I would suggest that you bow to them when they draw near, but you won't be able to help yourself. They personify the power of Hive."
"Any other questions?" asked Nancy brightly. The rest of the room blinked, but nobody else was brave enough to ask anything further.
"No? Excellent, it's time for your continuing education." She snapped her fingers, and the projector turned off. Simultaneously, the vibrators embedded inside everyone clicked on, ramping up in intensity.
Suzy squirmed, a fat nub pressing against her clit. Her arousal was making it difficult for her to concentrate, distracting her from the cartoon that had appeared on her screen. It appeared to be depicting the act of taking a solid collar and snapping it shut around a neck. Peering around the room, Suzy noted that all of the screens were showing the exact same thing.
One by one, the other trainees began to lock themselves into collars, each metallic snap followed by a low moan of pleasure. Concerned, but also aroused, she saw that a box had been delivered to her desk.
Leaning over, she spotted a two inch thick metal collar, same as what was pictured on her screen. It seemed like a bad idea to put it on, but everybody else was doing it. Did she really want to be different from them?
It was all well and good to think about becoming a Hive drone in an abstract manner, but now that she was faced with the reality of becoming a slave, she wasn't so sure. Her pussy said yes, but every time she had followed her libido in the past, she had gotten into trouble.
On the other hand, she was in too deep to do anything else. She couldn't even find the motivation to get out of her chair or remove the vibrating dildo from her snatch!
She was still waffling, indecisive about what she should do, when the choice was made for her. Nancy's voice rose behind her, sounding exasperated. "I've never seen a more stubborn slave. This will help keep you docile until Hive can restructure your mind."
She felt a cold flash around her neck, followed by a piercing pain. The collar clicked into place, built-in needles jabbing into her flesh, pumping drugs into her system as it locked together. She started to fall, down, down into her mind, looping around and around as the drugs followed her thoughts until they were dull, dull embers.
Her curiosity vanished, her mind sluggish. The tight, steel collar forced her to keep her head upright, staring straight ahead. It felt good to just sit there, dildo pumping inside her vagina, drugs circulating throughout her body. It was fun to relax and wait for someone to tell her what to do.
It was disappointing when the dildo stopped, the computer ordering her to put the toy away. This wasn't sufficient to disturb her flat-lined mind, or to prevent her hands from following the orders. She barely noticed when the trainers lined them up in a row and marched them out of the room. Her neck was pulsing, the drugs singing sweetly in her system.
They marched together, their glossy forms shining in the harsh light. Orange trainers shepherded the group, directing their mindless bodies. They crossed through an armored vault door, transitioning into an area where the floor and walls were covered with a slick substance.
The coating looked soft and pink, but it didn't yield to the touch of her platform boots. The sound of the class moving over the surface made a loud clatter, but passing Hive drones took no notice of the new recruits.
They continued down the hallway, walking past more Hive activity. Work parties browsed down various intersecting hallways, each group accompanied by a red overseer. This was a secure area, so less allowance was made for the foibles of the outside world.
At the next intersection, the accompanying trainers called for a halt, a large cadre of soldiers blocking the path for some unknown reason. The pause didn't bother her, though the nagging need in her loins begged for the sort of attention she had no volition to give.
The steel at her neck had become warm due to body heat, its presence more comforting than alarming, though it was impossible to tell if this emotional change was due to the drugs.
As they waited, a work convoy trotted up the hallway next to them, stopping at a piece of wall that had a long crack in the pink overcoat. A red overseer pointed to two fat workers, ordering them to work on the wall without audible discussion.
A light shock tickled through Suzy's body - one of the two workers was definitely Lainey! She looked different, thicker in body than she had yesterday, flesh squeezed tight in yellow rubber. Her rotund shape was now past the curvy end of the scale, eyes glazed over as she began to work, a happy grin on her face.
In one hand, she held a white bucket that appeared to be filled with a sort of clear liquid, in the other, a putty knife. As Suzy watched, her former co-worker put the bucket close to her mouth, spitting a pinkish substance inside.
The liquid in the bucket immediately firmed up, swirling into a solid, pink mass. Lainey used the putty knife to start applying the goop to the wall, filling the crack as though she was repointing brick work. Her partner began to help as well, working from the other end.
Suzy wanted to stop and find out how Lainey was doing, but the drugs were still singing to her. The collar around her neck shackled both her body and mind, bringing her in line with the others in her troop.
Soon, the convoy started again, and she was forced to continue forward, leaving Lainey behind to continue her work. They marched, making turns every so often, walls becoming indistinguishable from one another.
There were no markings to direct the uninformed, as Hive drones didn't need them. The general architecture of the office hadn't been changed - it retained its regular, ordered corridors, but all landmarks had been erased by the pink coating.
As they marched past another intersection, the walls became transparent. Naked people floated in small tanks filled with viscous fluid, relaxed with their eyes shut. A black mask ran from the mouth of each slave to the roof of their individual tanks, black coils of hose floating lazily like venomous snakes. Every so often, one of the figures would shudder in their sleep, as if they were having an exciting dream.
The strange slaves were soon left behind, the walls once again becoming a smooth surface. Suzy followed along with the rest of the trainees, in the middle of the pack, hoping that they were close to their destination - the frustration of arousal denied was increasing with every step.
The joy from the drugs wasn't sufficient to quench her desire for an orgasm. As she walked, the latex panties rubbed against her privates, but the stimulation wasn't nearly enough to get her closer to the edge.
Fortunately, it didn't take long for her wish to be granted. The convoy of drones squeezed single file through a doorway into another chamber, flanked on either side by trainers. Suzy marched onwards, taking her place in line.
After she passed the trainers, she noticed a row of enclosures along both walls, each of them sealed with a door. At the top of each door was a glowing green light, the meaning of which was lost on her.
Before long, she had moved up near the front of the line. Here, the alcoves with closed doors transitioned to ones that were open. The slave in front of her was wearing yellow rubber, like her, patiently waiting.
A trainer standing nearby directed the pre-slave into the next alcove with an open door. The woman stepped inside and the door slid shut, the green light above turning yellow.
More of the trainees in line were directed into alcoves, yellow lights flickering on, one by one. As she stepped forward, some of the yellow lights closer to her winked out and were replaced with green ones.
A curiously analog device for a highly digitalized Hive, she mused. She felt less euphoric, the drugs losing their battle against her raging libido. Still, she hadn't regained full awareness by the time she had reached the front of the line.
The trainer flashed a scanner at Suzy's rubbery arm. "Employee five zero zero four two, welcome to the advanced training room. Please enter your hiving pod and await further instruction." She gestured at the alcove to Suzy's right.
Suzy did as she was commanded, entering the small room. It was nothing more than a gray box, not much larger than a bathroom. A dull gray door slid shut behind her, and the lights dimmed, a short chime resonating. A dark square at the end of the room lit up, Erin's smiling face peering at her.
"Welcome, five zero zero four two! I will be your personal trainer as we figure out where to fit you into Hive!" Her voice was bubbly and cheerful, as if they were about to spend a day shopping at the mall.
"Please strip out of your current uniform and put everything into the chute on your left! When you are ready we will continue further!"
The lights switched to a scattered pattern, more soothing than before. To her left, a handle jutted out of a rectangular area on the wall that was only about as large as a bread box. Inside was a dark, deep shaft under negative pressure, air forming a cool breeze as it rushed into the small opening.
Suzy wanted to obey, yet felt hesitant. The clothing felt like an integral part of her. The idea of throwing it away was causing her distress.
The drugs were no longer keeping her submerged and subservient, rebellious thoughts able to make their way to the surface without being properly repressed.
"Why?" she asked the small screen. "Why must I throw away this clothing?"
The screen fuzzed with white noise, resolving into an image of trainer Erin. "Your pre-slave outfit was generated based on your original R.A.T. test, five zero zero four two. The test is accurate for most new recruits, but there are always a few outliers. After sorting out those individuals with insufficient willpower to become more than workers and soldiers, we re-test to find out which role is ideal for each remaining participant."
The image of the trainer paused, her eye movements rapid as she scanned over Suzy. "Please discard your current clothing and prepare for processing. I promise that your needs will be fulfilled." She smiled and winked, the screen going black.
Suzy sighed, trying to decide what she needed to take off first. Here she was again, trapped in a box, awaiting the pleasure of Hive. Even if she decided to disobey, she was trapped until Hive decided to do something else with her or to her. Might as well do what the trainer suggested.
The steel collar was fixed in place, wrapped tightly around her neck, so she ignored it. The gloves slipped off easily, each one making a crinkly noise as she dropped them into the chute.
The shirt was more difficult to take off, the collar in the way. Fortunately, it had a wide neck, so she was able to stretch it far enough to fit over the collar.
Next came the bra, and when she dropped it into the return slot, she regretted it, her breasts feeling floppy and cool from dried sweat. Speeding up, she removed the rest of the outfit, the boots and panties slipping away into cold blackness, a brief glimpse of the Rankotech logo waving to her as they sped away to parts unknown.
Naked but for the collar, Suzy shivered, awaiting further instructions. It wasn't long before the back wall opened up, the screen lifting up and away on an accordion.
"Congratulations on becoming a valuable employee!" Erin chirped enthusiastically. "Take a seat on the sex trainer and prepare to become a specialist!"
Behind the fake wall was a pinkish platform made out of the same material she had seen coating the walls earlier, angled at a forty-five degree angle. It resembled nothing more than a crude chair to lean into.
The front of the chair looked spongy, two soft depressions meant to accommodate her engorged breasts. Her inspection was cursory, as her attention and thoughts were drawn to the long, thick dildo mounted at the bottom of the chair.
Excited to try out the large prominence, she shuffled forward. Grasping the dildo, she was surprised to find that it was slick and warm, yielding to the touch.
Wasting no time, Suzy climbed over the bench and lowered herself into position, the slippery rod grinding itself into her snatch. Her eyes flickered rapidly at the pleasure, sensations riding hard over raw nerve endings.
She bottomed out, the soft, warm surface of the chair supporting her ass. Moaning aloud, she let herself fall forward into the embrace of the chair, the dildo shifting inside her. The spongy surface accommodated her breasts, squeezing around her mounds as it sucked them inside.
She let out a soft gasp as they were tickled by soft nubs in the concavities, wrapping her arms around the front of the chair. Hugging it tightly, she proceeded to ride the dildo, hard, rocking herself up and down.
The material around her breasts started to undulate, cupping and squeezing. This simultaneous action drove her wild, her body exploding with delight as she bucked against the hard rod.
Soon, it was too much for her to take, her body writhing in delight as she moaned out her pleasure, jerking uncontrollably. The first orgasm danced from her pelvic floor to the tip of her nose and back again.
She lay still, savoring the waves of pleasure that coursed through her. Resting her butt on the chair, the dildo still buried deep inside, she tried to recover, feeling momentarily satiated.



The lights snapped off, the small display lighting up in front of her face. Background music filled the room, plucking her thoughts like a harp. "Very good, slave five zero zero four two, your sex drive is firmly in control. Now watch closely, please."
The screen burst into colors that seemed random at first, but they soon formed into a pattern. Suzy's jaw dropped open as she relaxed, her lust addled brain easy prey for the hypnotics, eyes unfocused as they tried to decode what the pretty colors meant. Staring, her brief moment of lucidity fled in the presence of Hive's power.
The chair tilted forward, restraints unnecessary to keep Suzy in place, her mind harnessed. A half-bowl device extended from the wall, held by two mechanical arms. The bowl pushed over her head, the claws locking around her collar to keep her in place.
There came a tight suction, accompanied by a buzzing sound. The device then retracted back into the wall. She could feel a breeze over her head, concluding that the device had removed her hair.
The chair tilted into a horizontal position, the two metallic arms from the wall still locked around her neck. Several more extended, one of them with a clamp, another with a needle.
Suzy stuck her tongue out when ordered, automatically obeying the voice of authority. One of the arms held her tongue while the other manipulated the needle. There came a sharp pinch, the brief pain fading into a dull ache. Another arm acted like a rivet gun, securing a tongue ring in the area that had just been pierced.
The new jewelry was foreign, but familiar, like what she had experienced in her dreams. She rolled the barbell over the roof of her mouth, enjoying the sensation as the ball rattled against her palate.
Suddenly alarmed, Suzy recalled that her dream doppelganger had her tongue pierced in exactly the same way. This realization was enough to spark an internal struggle to break free from Hive's grip.
The mesmerizing pattern held her in its thrall, however, and the small rebellion died before it had a chance to take hold.
She clicked her tongue while staring at the dreamy pattern. Why did she want to resist? This was inevitable. She would rest and follow Hive.
Dazed, she opened her mouth when a long, black tube tipped with a penis head nudged against her lips. Suckling on it like a newborn, she could feel a cool liquid trickling down her throat. It was probably drugged, but she had lost her capacity to care.
"Very good, slave. You're a good girl, a pierced slut for Hive. Keep sucking, and relax. You feel good, you want to feel good. Sleep and feel good."
The display continued to speak, its voice calm and monotonous, the background music of Hive filling the room, crowding out any thoughts she might have.
She sucked, her eyes drooping, dropping, until there was nothing left but Hive, pleasure, and sleepy times.
End Day Five
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Day Six
A mumbled susurration tickled her ears, her consciousness floating through a jumbled mindscape. There came a blast of light, a rumble of noise, and suddenly she was elsewhere.
Fiery explosions rocked the gritty landscape, dry soil spitting up clouds of dust, specks of rock peppering her. Shying away from the disorienting change, she flailed her arms to stabilize herself.
Up ahead were irregular columns, undulating in waves. It took her some time to realize that they were rows of people clad in yellow, formed into battle lines. They carried pikes and halberds, organized by red drones shuffling through the lines, shouting commands.
A loud roar rose on the right flank, catching her attention. Part of the line started to charge, the sound of weapons clashing reaching her position.
Curious about the battle, but unsure of her situation, she glanced down, trying to understand her current condition.
Her body was coated in a layer of purple rubber, forming a second skin. Mounted on top were tight armor plates that looked like some kind of exoskeleton.
The armor appeared unwieldy, but it was neatly layered, such that all jointed areas could be flexed without catching. Her boots were impressive, massive armored heels digging into the turf as she took a step.
The only area that wasn't armored was her head, a tight, rubber hood gripping her skull. The feel of a tongue ring against the roof of her mouth confirmed that recent physical changes had followed her into her dreams.
She grimaced, feeling creases form in the hood as she studied the gauntlets clamped over her hands. A sword swung from a scabbard at her right hip, making her feel like a warrior queen.
Her attire should have made her worried, but by this point, she was resigned. Submission to Hive seemed all but inevitable.
In this getup, she looked similar to her doppelganger - speaking of which, where was her duplicate now?
More explosions peppered the field, none of them close to her this time. Nearby was a series of tents, flags waving from their tops in a light breeze.
The battlefield was surrounded by rolling hills, and the sky contained streaks of orange. It seemed that she was stuck in the dreamscape again, in the middle of a violent conflict. But who was fighting who, and what were they fighting over?
A small group of black armored troops rushed up to her as she continued to try and make sense of the situation. "My Queen, why do you sit and stare at the battlefield? Please, come away to the command tents so that you're out of range of their artillery!"
Confused by the appellation, she assented and allowed them to close ranks around her and escort her back to the largest tent. As they approached, she was able to get a closer look at the flag.
A ferocious, purple dragon drew the eye to the center, iridescent colors flickering in shadow as it rippled in the wind. The dragon's head was crowned with gold, a scepter cradled in one arm. Around the legs knelt various figures dressed in Hive colors. It was a standard fit for a queen, but not one of any normal terrestrial empire.
She had more questions than answers, but her escorts didn't look like they were in an answering mood. One of them raised the flap on the tent, while the others halted and saluted. "All hail the Queen!"
A group of soldiers in black surrounded a single figure in orange, all eyes on a map table that crowded the center of the room. The table had a miniature layout of the local area, the battlefield fitting into a punch bowl, surrounded on all sides by hills. Through the central area ran an inverted V-shaped ridge, neatly splitting the opposing forces in two.
Stepping up to the map, Suzy exclaimed in surprise at seeing an orange-suited Nancy poring over the table. "Nancy!" she exclaimed, happy to see a familiar face in a sea of uncertainty. "Can you tell me what's going on here? I'm really confused!"
"I'm sorry, your highness, I'm not actually Nancy," the Nancy look-a-like said briskly. "I'm literally a figment of your imagination, and you're at war." She shrugged. "You might as well call me Nancy anyway; I'm a reconstruction of what your brain thinks Nancy is like."
Shocked, but not entirely surprised, Suzy stared at the fake Nancy, narrowing her eyes. "A war for what?"
"The explanation is complicated, but the goal is simple - this is your mind, and we're fighting for independence." The warriors surrounding the table cheered.
"Unfortunately, we're losing. Badly." Not-Nancy gestured at the table, which was pockmarked with tiny figurines. "We've been fighting for days, with limited success, after an ambush took us by surprise. See, look here."
Her finger ran down the right side of the ridge. "Just a few days ago, we were assaulted by a hidden mixed force of Hive slavers. We were able to fight them off, but only with heavy casualties."
"What happens to soldiers that are lost or are captured?" asked Suzy curiously.
"They are derezzed," replied Nancy. "Taken out of action and turned against us after Hive has had an opportunity to convert them. Unfortunately, we don't have the same advantage. Any troops we defeat simply vanish. We still don't know what happens to them after that." She made a face. "Or, to be more accurate, you don't know. We can only tell you things that you've already learned."
Suzy groaned. "So, in short, we're in an unwinnable war, and my proxies don't know anything more than I do. Fantastic. What's the current situation on the ground?"
Pointing at the map, her assistant laid out the battlefield. "The heavies that attacked us the first day are still on our right side, harrying our flanks. Their presence is pinning down forces we could use for counter attacks elsewhere. We have soldiers and workers defending that area, with a few overseers thrown in for general direction. The workers have built fortifications, which the soldiers are using to great effect."
She traced a finger over to the left side of the ridge. "We've concentrated the troops that have more initiative over here, the hope being that we'd be able to come up with an effective attack. Unfortunately, nothing has been successful. Every time we drive a wedge into their line and roll up a battalion of their soldiers, another one marches in." She huffed, annoyed. "If we had that many troops in reserve, we could have won a long time ago."
Nancy tapped a finger on the center of the map. "This is the focal point, where most of the skirmishes have been occurring. Every so often they send scouting troops to buzz the lines, checking how alert we are. We think they're trying to make us complacent, so that when they send in the big attack, we'll think it's another reconnaissance."
"The worst part is that we don't know where the enemy queen is. She's been elusive, making sure to stay behind the protection of her heavies. She shows up when least expected and influences the battles indirectly by her very presence, demoralizing our troops. We can't seem to nail her down."
She straightened up and sighed, worry lines deep on her face. "To be honest, we're not going to last another day. We might even collapse within the hour. The reality is, this is up to you, always has been. You need to challenge the enemy queen and make a final stand. Win or lose, this ends today."
"What happens... if I lose?" Suzy asked, nervous about the answer.
"Your brain gets drained and you become a mindless drone," replied not-Nancy flatly. "If that isn't what you want, you had better hope you don't lose."
Suzy was taken aback by the blunt comment, but understood the implications. If she didn't step up here and win this fight, she'd be spackling Hive walls with goop or stuck on a mindless security detail - permanently. "That's grim. Is there a plan?"
"Not much of one," she sighed, shaking her head. "You need to draw the queen out and challenge her to a duel, one on one. It has to be quick, too, before the enemy has a chance to throw another wave of brainless troops at us."
Suzy pondered the situation. "We won't attract the enemy queen's attention unless it looks like we're going to succeed at breaking through. The skirmishing troops have been at the center of our lines, so I'm going to guess that the queen is nearby. Even if we were able to make a flanking attack work, they'd plug the lines with reinforcements we can't match. I opt for a full frontal assault on the center, and hope that we can draw the queen to us. Does that make sense?" Suzy raised her eyebrows at the Nancy look-a-like.
Nancy smirked at her. "Why are you asking me? I don't know any better than you do. It's certainly worth a try, since if you fail I won't even exist."
She waved at the tent flap. "Let's get to it, we won't win by waiting. Oh, and you'll need these." Suzy caught a helmet that was lazily tossed to her.
The same dragon from the flag flying above graced the top of the helmet in a rearing pose, gold filigree tracing the veins and curves of the metal. Wearing this helmet would make her look fierce! Suzy smiled, pleased at what her imagination had cooked up.
"Stop staring at it and put it on! You'll need this, too!" Nancy pushed a long, wicked looking spear into her arms.
"Don't let her fight you one on one, you'll lose. Couch this in your arm and ram her through! That's the quickest way to end this! Best of luck - I'll be protecting your back!"
She patted Suzy on the shoulder and left the tent, shouting outside for the troops to muster. Dazed at the suddenness of the situation, Suzy reflected on the changes that had occurred.
She had gone from an office nobody to an outcast queen fighting for her kingdom against an implacable corporate Hive. The scenario hardly seemed real. Had she been transported onto the set of a reality TV show?
She couldn't afford to take this lightly. If she didn't suit up and go out there, she'd end up brain dead!
Not much of an option, really. Not much of an option at all.
She jammed the helmet onto her head, hefting the spear in one arm, marching towards destiny.

***

Suzy rode towards battle on the back of a creature that only superficially resembled a horse. To be more accurate, it was a simulacrum of a horse generated from what she thought horses looked like.
Not being a country girl, the proportions and motions of the animal weren't quite right, but at least the ride wasn't bumpy. On her right side rode the orange suited soldier that looked like Nancy, her helmet sporting an angry griffin.
There must be a lull in the fighting, as the air near the front line was deathly calm. The troops ahead were relaxing, a few forward scouts ready to alert them if the enemy should appear.
A small group of mounted soldiers broke off from the main regiment and rode towards her as she trotted up, one of them bearing her standard. Suzy felt a jolt of surprise as she recognized the leader, who looked like the spitting image of Lainey. Her rotund body was clad in red armor that shone like blood in the unnatural light of the dream.
She had to pause and forcefully remind herself that this was not Lainey, just a very good looking copy.
"My Queen," the fake Lainey said formally, "we have done our best to hold the center, but our numbers are dwindling. What is your plan?"
"The best defense is a good offense," Suzy replied, parroting some clichéd advice she vaguely recalled. "We need to form into a wedge, cavalry first, with the infantry close behind as our second line. We'll ride ahead and punch through. The infantry will need to exploit this hole, opening the gap. We'll push as far as we can. With any luck, the enemy leader will appear, at which point I'll lead the attack against her."
"It will be as you say," said Lainey, saluting Suzy with her sword.
She pulled a bugle out of her saddlebags and played a series of low pitched notes leading to high ones, followed by several trills. The milling troops straightened up, collected their gear, and started to form their regiments. The cavalry mounted their horses and circled around, getting closer together in preparation for the wedge formation.
Lainey bowed to Suzy. "It would be my honor to serve at your side, my Queen." Her cadre slotted itself into her group's right flank.
Suzy stiffened her back for the fight ahead, taking the reins and directing her pseudo horse to the front. A small cheer grew to a dull roar as she rode through the lines, waving at her soldiers. Arrayed in shiny armor, their cheerfulness belied a general feeling of helplessness that hung over them like a pall.
"You've waited long enough!" shouted Suzy. "I know the despair you feel, but none of that matters now! We'll crush the enemy, break through their lines, and defeat their leader! Follow me!"
Her brave words weren't enough to dispel the mood, but the crowd cheered louder all the same. The ranks of infantry closed behind her, sorting themselves into two lines, their weapons shining in the harsh dreamscape sun.
The cavalry gathered around her, forming a wedge with her at the center. Suzy wasn't surprised to see a facsimile of Shiori dropping into position on her left, the fake Lainey on her right. It was fitting - her mind was gathering all of her greatest allies today for the final assault. If they failed, there wouldn't be enough left of any of them to care.
They pushed forward, dust clouds rising from the hooves of burdened beasts, their riders quiet in the face of imminent battle. To their left and right flanks more cavalry were forming up, ready to charge.
An advance scout clad in orange rubber galloped up to the lead elements, reining in her horse to match the pace of the rest of the cavalry. The formation slowed and loosened up to allow the scout access to Suzy's position.
"My queen," the scout said briskly. She gestured ahead of the column. "Just over the next rise sits the enemy's army. Their scouts have spotted our preparations and they are forming up. If we attack fast and hard, we might be able to scatter them before they are ready for us."
Her horse became jittery as a shell exploded a short distance away. "They have about as many troops as we do, and their artillery is accurate. This will be a hard fight!"
"Thanks, it's up to us, now," said Suzy. "Get back to your unit, we're about to charge."
The scout saluted, then twirled and rode off. The formation tightened back up, tension rising as they closed with the enemy. They reached the crest of a gentle slope, hooves thundering down the back side, directly into the enemy's camp.
Smoke lingered from extinguished camp fires, the enemy soldiers buzzing like bees. They had been caught unprepared, as she had hoped.
Suzy narrowed her eyes. Would it be enough? There wasn't time now to second guess her decision. She hefted her spear and nodded at Lainey. Her companion raised the horn she had been cradling in her arms, blowing a staccato rhythm.
"Company charge!" shrieked Suzy, sitting up in her saddle and giving her horse a kick.
Her gentle ride changed to a jolting rumble, making it difficult for her to keep her spear level. The company rode with her, matching her speed, hoof beats drumming incessantly on the dusty plain. Horses labored under their heavy armor, a wall of flesh bearing down on the enemy.
Unable to react in time, troops were trampled under the legs of the rampaging beasts. Those that weren't crushed were picked off by the riders. Each kill was marked by a gentle buzz, dead enemies disintegrating into thin air, reclaimed by the simulation.
It was a rout, the enemy unable to put up significant resistance, their camp destroyed by the fierceness of her assault. Stragglers were mopped up by the infantry that had just begun to arrive.
Still, there were some casualties, a few horses without riders. For the most part, however, the attack had been a complete success. Suzy was pleased with the results.
Something was really bothering her, though. The artillery had stopped after they had finished their attack, but there was none in the camp they had destroyed. If it wasn't here, where could it have been hidden?
A loud, low horn sounded from the woods behind the camp, enemy troops boiling up from the undergrowth. Artillery shells splashed down, sending billowing clouds of troops into the air. They twirled in a macabre manner, disintegrating into blue fuzz. "Sneak attack!" shouted Suzy, "form up on me!"
Lainey started playing 'Rally on the Officer,' but her troops were slow to answer. Some of the infantry had billowed out in front of the cavalry, chasing down the remnants of the enemy. Now, they were caught flatfooted, smashed by the new assault taking shape. Bright flashes of light and sizzling sounds signaled their exit from the arena.
Her forces in disarray, Suzy felt real fear. If they weren't able to gather fast enough, she and her cavalry would be caught between the enemy infantry and her own troops, unable to maneuver.
"Line formation, three rows!" she shouted, hoping they would be in time. The bugler switched to calling 'Disperse,' the troops doing their best to obey her commands.
Fortunately for Suzy, the enemy had taken more time than they had expected to wipe out her scattered forward troops, allowing her company to reorganize.
At that moment, she spotted a group of enemy horsemen cantering out of the woods. Her eyes fixed on the standard, a purple octopus with many tentacles, arms curled around helpless Hive drones.
There came a flash of purple, and she could see her opposite number. She was immaculately armored, her ferocious purple eyes startling Suzy. Regal even in the maelstrom of chaos, she directed the battle from the middle of her protective screen. Next to her rode a red fiend, armor plates fixed over her striking rubber outfit, mounted on an animal that resembled a hellhound.
This was exactly what Suzy had wanted, but not in the way she had expected. How was she going to get to the enemy queen before her army collapsed? There had to be a way!
Suzy waved at the Lainey simulacrum. "Signal the attack, everyone push towards the enemy queen. Quick!"
A quick, bright tune issued forth from the bugle, and her troops roared, rushing their lines towards the enemy. An unbelievable din rose from the field, swords and hatchets clanging, screams of rage and fear.
Bright flashes of light and fizzing signaled the ending of lives. It was a remarkably bloodless affair, dead troopers scattering back into the mysterious mental matrix from whence they had come.
All strategy was gone now, each side committed to the fight. It was a brutish affair, the soldiers hammering into each other, crushing, slicing, cutting in any way they could. There wasn't room for Suzy's cavalry to charge, so they fought from horseback, taking what support they could from the infantry that had come up to help them. They used their superior height and weight advantage to push the battle forward, trying to get closer to the enemy's commander.
The artillery fire halted, the enemy trying to avoid hitting their own troops, but now they had new problems. Spell casters had been brought up, casting fireballs which were punching great holes in Suzy's lines.
Things were getting desperate - if they didn't eliminate those casters soon, there wouldn't be many soldiers left for her to fight with. Her troops in front redoubled their efforts, managing to clear a small hole.
She rushed in with her protectors, pushing her company right up to the enemy leader's flag. In such close quarters, she quickly found that her spear was worse than useless, so she tossed it at the enemy, hoping for a lucky hit.



She was unsurprised to see it hit a shield, doing no damage. Drawing her sword, she yelled a battle cry and prodded her horse, pushing forward. She was catching glimpses of her target, but the other queen might as well have been a million miles away, the troops in front fighting viciously to keep their positions.
Lainey drew up next to her. "My Queen, this is foolhardy! We're not getting any closer!"
"It doesn't matter!" shouted Suzy. "We can't quit now that we're this close!"
As soon as the words had left her lips, a huge fireball streaked in from short range, exploding right underneath Lainey's horse, destroying her and her mount instantly.
Suzy's horse foundered too, struck by shrapnel. She tumbled out of the saddle, dropping her sword as she landed hard on her right shoulder.
"Get up!" yelled the fake Shiori. "You're a sitting duck down there!"
Dazed, Suzy dragged herself to her feet, looking around for her sword. She spotted it just in time for another explosion to detonate, forcing her back to the ground.
Groping around, she somehow found the hilt. Snatching it, she got up, ears ringing, ready to make another attempt.
"Drop it," came a high, melodious voice.
Suzy looked up, only to discover that she was surrounded. The red lady who sat astride a hellhound had her spear pointed at Suzy's throat, her eyes spitting purple.
A multitude of enemy soldiers had their weapons at the ready, holding back reinforcements from reaching her. Suzy assumed that the last hit had taken out her bodyguards, as they were nowhere to be seen. Assessing the situation as hopeless, she cast her sword aside.
"Very good," purred her enemy. "My mistress originally thought that you might be special, but it appears that she was wrong. You've fallen like all the rest. I'll enjoy breaking you in."
Suzy tuned out her boasting, realizing her mistake. These troops, this battlefield, this was all made up, constructed out of whole cloth from what she knew of battles from movies.
Her troops were only demoralized because she was demoralized. Many battles were won and lost in the mind. In this case, it was literally her mind - her strategy, her attack, her battlefield.
She had locked herself into thinking that she had to play by the rules. Why was she letting the enemy win? Why were there any rules at all?
What would happen if... no, would that really work? If so, it would be a horrible deus ex machina, but she had to try it. There was nothing else.
She dropped to the ground, trying to make herself as small as possible. A tremendous line of explosions rocked the battlefield, close to her position. She could hear pieces of rocks bouncing off her armor, the concussion causing her ears to ring.
Shortly afterwards, the sound of a moaning cow echoed throughout the battlefield, followed by the distinctive noise of a jet engine. Suzy smiled grimly - it had worked, and even better than she had expected!
Groaning, she shifted over onto one elbow, levering herself onto her butt. A wide swatch of the battlefield had been destroyed, cut in a neat line as if harvested by the reaper's scythe. The red lady who had been accosting her had vanished, and her reinforcements were doing their best to push into the resulting gap. They didn't have time to fix their formation, however, the staccato drumbeat of helicopter blades signaling more reinforcements.
Gunships dropped into view, firing rockets into the enemy horde, side gunners mowing them down with thousands of rounds from their miniguns. The overwhelming attacks broke them up, making them easier to divide and conquer.
Within minutes, Suzy's forces were penetrating the lines with ease, taking apart troops that could no longer support each other due to the massive gaps opened up by heavy ordinance.
A faint clapping noise penetrated the ringing in her ears. "Oh, bravo, bravo! That was excellent! Such an exquisite imagination!"
Suzy made an effort to get up, turning to see the enemy queen standing there, amused. Her pleasant, upturned lips and high cheekbones gave her an oddly friendly air in the bleak, war torn dreamscape.
She wore no armor, pale light gleaming through transparent purple latex. The outfit hid practically nothing, a strict underbust corset emphasizing her assets. She balanced on a pair of high heeled boots that were wholly unsuitable for warfare. Someone who would wear such clothing to a battlefield was not one to be trifled with.
"I wasn't sure about you, but you've proved yourself. You do have the ability to command when you're pushed far enough." She touched her lips with a shiny purple finger. "I have a good nose for these things, but my assistants didn't believe me. Pity them, but fortunately for you, they're not the ones who make these decisions."
She clapped once, and the battlefield vanished, the blasted rocky terrain and clashing troops fading away to be replaced with an executive office. The queen sat behind a large oak desk, paperwork stacked in front of her.
"Emma Drydon, CEO," stated a walnut desk wedge. The incongruous corporate atmosphere juxtaposed with her fetish clothing was preposterous. Suzy suppressed a giggle as the queen flashed a look at her that meant serious business.
"You've seen our roles, even experienced them, but you don't fit cleanly into any particular category. You wore the yellow, but it didn't define you. You didn't give in when I attacked, even though the situation appeared hopeless, meaning that you have more initiative and spunk than the usual office drone."
She leaned over the desk. "You have a choice about what happens next - you've met the requirements to become anything you like. This isn't another test, there's no going back. Dreams here have power over reality. Hive was built on the dreams of its workers, after all."
The queen switched to a didactic tone. "Black is for soldiers, protectors of all. Yellow is for workers, who have answered our call. Orange are trainers, enforcing our borders. Red is for overseers, drones within order. Purple are royals, the most powerful you'll meet, when you bow to their thrall then obedience is complete."
She stared unnervingly at Suzy. "Which one will you choose?"
End Day Six
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Alternate Ending A - A Lonely Purple
Suzy sat in a hard office chair, thinking about what she wanted to do. It felt like giving up to choose any of the options presented to her by the queen - especially if she ceded her individuality to Hive.
She shuddered. The soldiers and workers were nothing more than faceless automatons. No, if she was going to do this, it would be on her terms.
She confronted the penultimate question - did she really want to be a part of Hive? It was a disturbing, controlling, corporate machine that subverted and enslaved everyone who worked for it.
By itself, this should make her want to say no. However, she couldn't see how this was any different than the job she had held at her old company. In certain ways, it was actually better. What other place would offer sexual satisfaction as a job perk?
And if she played her cards right, she might finally have some control over her fate, and that of her friends. Walking away or becoming a drone surely wouldn't give her that much.
Her head felt clear for the first time in weeks. Yes, she was really going to do this. She narrowed her eyes. "I accept, but I have some conditions."
The queen folded her lovely purple hands and waited, nodding at her assertive tone.
"I want complete autonomy to form my own Hive unit. I won't be under your control, and you'll have no say in how my Hive runs." Was she demanding too much?
"A fairly standard clause, please continue."
Feeling more confident, Suzy pushed forward. "I want my friends back. They're to work under me, be a part of my new Hive."
The queen dipped her head in acknowledgement of Suzy's demands. "Usually, a corporation has huge overhead costs. However, in our case, we own our workers. There is no individuality; everyone serves Hive equally with perfect productivity. They are devoted to the cause. No other business can compete with us, because our payroll is nonexistent. This is the perfect corporate Hive. My Hive." She gave Suzy a baleful look.
"There's no room for sharing a Hive, but much like a colony of bees, a Hive must develop new, strong queens, and when a Hive gets too big, the colony must swarm. You, my new queen, will take a cadre and form a subsidiary from which we will consolidate our control of this world."
Suzy's eyes hooded. "I don't want just any subsidiary. I want to buy Polycorp. I want to prove that I can run their company better than they can."
"Very well, then. It will be difficult to arrange, but not impossible. You'll start as a wholly owned subsidiary on a trial basis, but if you're as successful as I suspect you might be, you'll be given the opportunity to buy yourself out and run your Hive independently. No oversight, no control, just you, your friends, and your slaves. How does that sound?"
Suzy wondered if she should have asked for more, but what she was being given was already more than she had been expecting. She leaned forward. "When can I start?"
The queen's face broke into a smile. "You already have."
The dreamscape shifted off kilter, as if they were on a sea going vessel. A sinking feeling hit Suzy low in the gut, her stomach heaving. The queen waved her fingers, the dreamscape dissolving into tiny pinpricks of sparkling light.

***

It was warm and dark, a soft, rhythmic sound thrumming around her and in her. Beautiful music danced in her soul like a comfortable, roaring furnace.
She became aware of the sensations around her, arousal tingling like a living thing. She couldn't move, trapped inside clingy, fleshy material.
When she flexed, the material moved with her, the slimy interior providing no purchase for her fingers. Her hands drifted in viscous fluid, unhurried as she explored her environment.
She didn't feel panic at being trapped, kneeling with content. She was right where she needed to be - the outside world could wait.
She started to notice other features of her home, running her fingers up to her mouth, which was filled with a thick, fibrous tube. Curious, she followed the striations on its length down her neck, her throat distended with the vine's girth.
Her tongue was pinned to the floor of her mouth, the rough surface of the vine catching against her tongue ring. Every so often, her neck would pulse and her lungs would fill, her respiration controlled by some outside agency. Her body pulsed to the beat of a slower metabolism, requiring less oxygen to run her body in its meditative state.
Curiosity satisfied, her thoughts turned to more carnal matters. Slipping her hands over aroused nipples, she moved on to her needy nether regions. Her privates were plugged with warm, fleshy nubs, similar to the tube gagging her mouth.
Multitudes of fingers were jammed inside her body, stroking and twirling in a tantalizing tango. She twisted the structure stuffed into her pussy, ass twitching at the sudden stimulation the motion provided. The long length jolted, sending a wave of ecstasy ricocheting throughout her captive body.
Her thoughts went ragged as the organic spears began to ramp up their efforts. As her pulse rate increased, so too did the rhythm of Hive, the tentacle in her mouth inflating her lungs with greater rapidity. The tentacles in her vagina and ass started alternating, pulsing and sliding in and out, bouncing her body on two dildos, the hard rods massaging her wet holes.
Suzy stopped trying to make sense of anything, riding the invaders as fast as she could. Her breasts swayed in the thick fluid, swinging back and forth with each thrust.
She held the main tentacle in her left hand, helping to guide it as it rammed into her. With her other hand, she furiously rubbed her clit, doing her best to maximize the sensations.
Thus occupied, she barely noticed when large funnels slipped over her breasts. They attached themselves with a slimy vacuum seal, immediate pressure enhancing her pleasure. There came two sharp pinches from her tits, but this was washed out by the overwhelming sexual pleasure the pod was inflicting on her.
She was starting to reach the edge of her endurance, and she pushed into the dildos harder, hoping to send herself over the edge. Before she could climax, the thick tube in her pussy stiffened, pulsing with greater strength as the rest of the tentacles continued their assault.
There came a burst of pressure, and something warm flowed deep inside her. Whatever fluid the tentacle had stored had just been ejaculated right into her core.
The thought of bearing Hive's young, whatever form that might take, was extremely exciting. She bore down on the tentacle, shuddering as an orgasmic wave took her.
Floating in pleasure, her body was a live wire, each touch on her breasts provoking another peak of pleasure.
The white hot orgasm lasted for minutes, her ass bucking on the thick vines. There was nowhere she could go to escape the incessant stimulation. She was stuck in ecstasy.
Helpless, she writhed, embracing the pleasure of Hive birthing a new queen.

***

Time rolled on, its passage unnoticed inside the small cocoon. Periods were soon separated into two distinct sections - pleasure, and not pleasure.
Whenever the period was not pleasure, the creature inside lived only for the pleasure to return. Whenever it was time to be pleasured, the creature never wanted it to stop.
The liquid inside the pod acted as a lubricant, preventing the creature's sensitive parts from chafing, allowing the mechanism to stimulate her longer, requiring shorter recovery times.
The creature's brain was entirely devoid of thought, her outer mind long since stripped away. The constant cycles of stimulation chipped at her remaining strength, small but significant parts of her personality starting to become vulnerable to the eternal cycle of lust.

***

Suzy sipped from a hot mug of black tea, the bitter taste a refreshing repast when combined with savory crackers and cheese. The ambience of the outdoor café was perfect, fresh air and hushed conversations lending an air of geniality. A frilly yellow parasol protected her from the rays of the harsh mid-afternoon sun.
From her seat next to the street, she had an easy view across the entire town. Beyond a certain point, the environment frayed into an ugly purple glow, reality taking a steep step off the deep end.
With every minute, the glow came inexorably closer, her sphere of influence dwindling as the chaos outside grew. Her time was almost up. She supposed that she might as well enjoy her last calm moments before her pleasant reality was destroyed.
"Mind if I join you?" A purple figure sat down opposite her at the table, relaxing back in her chair with a newspaper.
She pointed at the page. "Look, the article is about you. 'Local girl goes completely insane.' Hmm, it's not very flattering. They claim that you keep nattering on about a 'corporate Hive' and how everyone needs to 'stop putting their heads in the sand' and 'realize they're losing themselves to an evil corporate organization.'"
The figure laughed. "Sounds like an accurate description of the situation, here at the end of your world."
Suzy frowned at the interruption, setting her tea down. "Fancy seeing you here. I was hoping that you would get lost... permanently."
Her doppelganger, still dressed head to toe in purple rubber, set the newspaper down and laughed at Suzy's impertinence. "Since I'm you, and you're me, I'm not sure how I'd be able to get lost unless you were also lost. I suspect there's more bitterness here about losing then there is about being lost."
Suzy looked pained at the suggestion. "I should have known better than to buy into the queen's offer. It was clearly too good to be true. Here I am, holding out, and for what? To last a few more seconds as an individual? To pretend that I still have the power to stop this?"
She slammed her fist on the table. "It's so damned unfair. I had her where I wanted her, but I still couldn't get a fair deal."
"That's enough," interrupted her doppelganger. "You know exactly why we're here. You're afraid to accept that you're me. You have too much pride and can't let go. Just look at you!"
She gestured at Suzy's conservative outfit. "You still think that you should be able to wear a pantsuit to the office! That doesn't make any sense with what you know about how Hive works. For all that you've tried, you can't escape it. I know that you have the piercings - in all three spots."
Suzy blushed, but she shook her head stubbornly, not wanting to admit that it was true. She clutched her hands together, knowing that it was time for her to make the final decision. The one that made her scared, the one that had been hounding her across her dreamscapes for days on end.
"Come on!" said her duplicate, holding out a hand to Suzy as the road peeled away into a tumultuous purple maelstrom. "It's your last chance. Our last chance. Don't you want to be in control?"
Suzy hesitated, but eventually took her hand. The doppelganger smiled and pulled her in close. "We'll have fun together... I promise. We'll make them all love us."
Unresisting, Suzy let her double pull her into a warm embrace. Looking into her own eyes, Suzy gently touched her slick rubber head. "Your eyes are stunning," she said dreamily.
"So are yours," replied her duplicate, drawing her into a strong kiss, their tongue rings clicking together.
"We're unstoppable," they both whispered in one voice.
A flash of light expanded in a tight sphere, washing away the encroaching darkness with a purple web of bright, beautiful music.

***

The pod shuddered, its gentle hum broken by the sound of a wet squelch as the top opened up like a flower. Wet ooze leaked out over the floor, the petals stretching, revealing Suzy in a kneeling pose.
The long vine down her throat led outwards into a stem that attached to a nearby wall. It pulsed as it pulled itself out of her throat, dropping to the floor, visibly depleted. The suckers resting over her breasts had wilted, shriveled and brown.
Suzy rocked on the tubes that attached her privates to the bottom of the egg, opening her eyes, a smoky purple flashing deep within. Nictitating membranes flashed across dark pupils, her head moving in an alien fashion.
She was sitting in a dim room, smooth walls indicating that Hive workers had given the place a thick coating. The song of Hive sang in her head, making it difficult to concentrate.
A shiny figure clad in purple stepped up to the detritus of her birthing. "Who are you?" asked the Queen.
"We are Hive," she said huskily, her low voice harmonizing with itself.
Her throat was rough, a side effect of being inside the pod for such a long period. Slimy liquid sloughed from her body onto the floor, leaving behind flawless white onyx skin.
"And?" the Queen asked, purple eyes staring at her newly hatched figure.
"We... no, I - am Suzy," said the new Queen, shaking her head as she fought to master herself. A childlike sense of wonder blossomed over the sharp curves of her alien face. "I am also... Hive. It is hard for me... to keep myself separate from the Hive mind. It is so beautiful!"
"Good." The Queen's countenance softened. "This is the reason why there are so few queens. Only the strongest can survive the birthing process without going mad."
"What happens to those that do go mad?" asked Suzy.
The Queen looked sad. "Those that don't make it become literal sex fiends, and must be dealt with by being cored." She shuddered. "Imagine what could happen if a creature that lived only for pleasure got free? Not only would we be exposed to the masses, but an untold number of people could be killed by the endless lust."
She grimaced. "Remember the Salem witch trials? Those weren't witches, just lust-addled failures. These days we deal with them in a less public fashion." She shrugged. "Enough of this distasteful conversation."
Suzy was inclined to pursue the matter, but was too caught up in the wonder of Hive to stay focused on one thing for long.
The Queen shifted to a more formal pose, bowing to her. "I welcome you, Queen Suzy L'andre'layloo'lee, to Hive."
She gestured to an overseer drone who had been watching from her post near the door to the room. The overseer touched a hidden panel, and the door recessed into the wall.
"As promised, here is your new inner circle."
Suzy lit up as Nancy, Lainey, and Shiori stepped through the doorway, hesitant in their black boots.
The Queen smiled, retreating, "I will leave you to get reacquainted. Let me know when you are finished, and I'll help you to get setup with your new Hive." Waving, she left through the door, which sealed shut behind her.
Giggling like a schoolgirl, Suzy ran up to her friends, her body moving with unnatural smoothness. The tubes that plugged her sex were forgotten, the phallic protrusions slipping out with a wet sucking noise.
Her coworkers knelt before her, faces expressionless. Lainey and Shiori were dressed in the bright yellow latex of the worker caste, whereas Nancy had on her orange trainer uniform.
"My Queen!" they said in unison.
"Don't be silly!" said Suzy, "Get up! I might be a queen, but I'm still your friend!"
Baffled expressions on their faces, her friends struggled to their feet.
"Shiori!" Suzy gushed, grabbing her hand.
Startled, Shiori stood there and looked at Suzy as though she had turned into a pumpkin. "We haven't had a lot of time to bond, but I just know we'll be the best of friends!"
"Yes, my Queen," Shiori replied robotically, her gaze fixed on the liquid flowing out of Suzy's pussy.
Suzy winked. "Wait until later, I have plans for you."
She moved on to Lainey, embracing the plump worker in a bear hug. "It's so good to see you! I thought I'd lost you forever!"
Lainey took a while to smile back. It was almost as though her personality was being retrieved from cold storage.
Finally, a smile lit up her face, and she burbled happily, embracing Suzy's buxom body. Suzy brushed a delicate finger over Lainey's lip and licked it, tasting the sweet, sticky substance that oozed from her altered body. "You definitely need to join me when I corrupt Shiori further," murmured Suzy, pecking Lainey on the cheek.
Nancy peered at Suzy's alien countenance, a worried smile on her face. "How do you feel, Suzy? I know that you didn't really want to join Rankotech to begin with."
"I feel great - better than great!" Her eyes swirled with purple promise. "I spent far too much time resisting my fate, but in the end it worked out for all of us! Without Hive, we'd be stuck in worthless, dead end, soul sucking jobs. Now, we get to work together for Hive! Instead of feeding your brains into a soulless, corporate machine, you get to enjoy endless bliss as my slaves!"
Suzy grinned. "Imagine how it will feel once we are able to accomplish our goal! Everyone working as one, in blissful service to Hive! It will be glorious!"
"I don't know about all that," replied Nancy. "But I do know that I love you. It was hard to see before, but now everything is clear. That's why I knew you had to join. This place is perfect for you!"
Nancy clasped Suzy's hands and kissed her alien cheek bones. "Wherever you lead, I will follow."
Suzy brushed her cheek, touched at the gesture. "I love you, too," she said tenderly. "And with your help, someday everyone will love us."
Suzy beamed, truly happy for the first time ever. With her friends supporting her, there was no limit to how far Hive could grow.
The loneliness she had faced just a few short days ago had evaporated into Hive's all-encompassing embrace. Sometimes it was lonely being at the top, but not when you controlled a Hive filled with loving slaves.

***

Rankotech Inc. today announced the acquisition of PolyCorp for an undisclosed amount. PolyCorp, a leader in business productivity software, offers software as a service solutions.
The acquisition will increase Rankotech's reach in the business software industry, synergizing similar product lines to produce corporate excellence. Existing product platforms will be leveraged and extended, forming new business paradigms to approach everyday problems with unprecedented creativity.
PolyCorp will remain an independent company until the acquisition has been completed. All existing operations will be retained and upgraded to provide harmony and solidarity for future business needs.
End Nine to Hive - Queen Ending
If you liked reading about corporate rubber slave drones, consider looking up 'Tick Tock,' by Caroline Waters. That novel is set in the same universe. Thanks for reading! - Half Shim
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Alternate Ending B - An Angry Black
A thin snake of anger wound its way around Suzy's spine, her back stiffening in response. She had gone through days of insidious conditioning and fought a gigantic battle in her mind only to be offered a deal by her enemy?
It was tempting, more tempting than it had any right to be, but she was mad now. Her friends had been taken and processed into... things she didn't recognize. She had almost lost herself, and this lady wanted to perpetuate the madness?
Livid, she got out of the office chair and shook her finger at the Queen. "How dare you!" she roared, her face getting redder with each word. "You come in here and tell me what I can and cannot do? The last time I looked, this was my mind. I'll be damned if I obey one more command from the likes of you!"
Furious, Suzy grabbed the Queen's name plate and tossed it across the room, shattering the window, her strength in the dreamscape enhanced by the power of her emotions. "Take your deal and shove it back into whatever hole you crawled from!"
The Queen watched her tantrum from the desk, impassive. "I'm afraid I underestimated your resolve," she said, steepling her fingers. "A pity, strength such as yours would have been useful to enhance the collective."
She rose from the desk, hands clasped behind her back. "Hive has room for independent thought, initiative, and even illicit love." The Queen fluttered her eyes. "Unfortunately, the one thing Hive cannot tolerate is disobedience. It breaks cohesion, drives a wedge into the very root of Hive's being."
Her eyes became stormy, and also a little sad. "I hate to do this to you, little one, but it's for the best." She pressed a button on the desk, ignoring Suzy's flashing eyes and aggressive posture. "The offer was rejected, prepare employee five zero zero four two for coring."
Before Suzy could react, her body stiffened. The Queen looked at her dispassionately. "This won't be pleasant, but I can assure you that once the process is complete, you will be in harmony with us again. Goodbye, five zero zero four two."
Suzy tried to move, but her body was stuck, as if she was being held down by heavy gravity. Her eyes bulged and she collapsed to her knees, unable to breathe. The room started to spin, turning red before it faded from view.

***

Suzy's mouth was clamped around something soft and squishy. A tasty fluid squirted down her throat. She sucked, feeling more of the yummy substance fill her mouth.
She swallowed, satisfied to continue sucking on the tasty ribbed tube. She was unable to move her head, a mechanism on the wall locked securely to her neck collar.
The fluid sank down to her belly, warming her as it stole her will away. Her eyes danced, following the visualization that had captured her mind, idle thoughts circling in useless patterns as it harnessed her brain to its purpose.
She didn't want to be a slave, did she? She was angry at Hive, and wanted it destroyed.
But it felt so good to sit here and let it manipulate her mind into soft putty. She smiled as Hive sang to her in soothing purple, bleeding her will away.
Bright green text appeared in the bottom right of the screen.
PACIFICATION IN PROGRESS.
Suzy's brain had long since lost the ability to decrypt such complicated concepts. Pleasure was the only thing she understood. The dildos buried deep in her pussy vibrated, her breasts cupped by the front of the chair and squeezed by hidden pumps.
While she had been fighting in the dreamscape, her chest and legs had been secured to the chair. Her arms had been drawn behind her back, secured in slings that pulled them up and away from her body.
Her chest was jammed into the conversion chair, forcing her into the devilish devices that worked her flesh. Her legs jutted out to either side, secured in soft alcoves that tugged her forward, jamming the dildos deeper into her sex.
She moaned, rational thought stolen away by the snare she had unwittingly walked into. Feeble thoughts were replaced by the pulse of Hive, her brain filled with its rhythmic beat.
The text on the display blinked, replaced by a cryptic message in yellow.
COMMENCE CORING.
A small simulacrum of a brain appeared in the upper right. Suzy paid no attention to this new graphic, her attention trapped by the enticing purple patterns dancing on the screen.
The image showed her brain in green, a small, blue tool approaching the back of her neck. She felt something pressing against her skin, but was unable to respond to the new stimulus while Hive had control over her thoughts.
She gurgled liquid from the feeding tube as the cool pressure increased, followed by a sudden whirring sound. Her whole body jerked as the machinery punched into her skull, hypnotic patterns spinning in front of dead eyes.
White light bounced off her shiny, depilated skull. For a long moment, everything froze, then her body started suckling at the feeder again, this time in a more mechanical fashion.
On the screen, her brain was as blue as the tool that had been inserted inside, a metallic lattice growing into a rigid, crystalline structure. Hive had installed a control frame, its insidious fingers reaching throughout her innermost self.
CORING COMPLETE.
The slimy feeding tube pulled out of Suzy's mouth, white fluid dripping onto the floor as the machine drew itself back into the wall. Suzy's mouth continued to make a sucking motion, deprived of the only thing it knew how to do.
A mechanical voice emanated from the wall. "Soldier slave five zero zero four two, respond with an affirmative to successful coring operation."
The rubber automaton bounced up and down on the thick dildos in its privates, moaning as its tits were stimulated by the machine. Its mouth opened, a monotone voice issuing forth.
"Soldier five zero zero four two has been cored and is fully operational. Body stimulation is near completion. This host is ready for implanting."
The drone continued moving, jerking and thrusting onto the toys. Its body stiffened, mouth opening into a rictus grin as it moaned out its pleasure in a keening wail.
Unable to formulate a new plan by itself, it went rigid. "Stimulation complete, ready for implanting," it mouthed robotically, eyes a dull purple.
Mechanical arms extended from the walls, thin attachments mounted to the end of their spindly stalks. The appendages moved in, rubbing an icy cold substance over different areas of her body.
The front of the chair swung away, cool air making her exposed nipples erect. The back of her neck, elbows and knees, and her breasts all became numb as an anesthetic was applied.
The drone sat without complaint, waiting for the devices to do their work. Each arm rotated about its axis, bringing a different device to bear. Sharp needles punctured the prepared sites, sinking into her flesh.
The drone did not squirm, as it could not move on its own without a command. The short needles slid all the way in, the tops detaching, leaving small chromed caps over each injection site.
The needles on top of her breasts rested longer than the others, her orbs expanding several cup sizes before the implants were capped off and the arms withdrew.
Job done, the arms detached from her collar and withdrew into the walls, hiding away behind the shiny surface. The restraints binding the drone formerly known as Suzy unbuckled from her legs and waist, releasing and unwinding into hidden recesses, dildos sliding out of her wet snatch.
IMPLANTATION COMPLETE. BEGIN UNIFORM SEQUENCE.
The newly cored slave stepped into a booth that had been revealed in the wall, her arms dangling at her sides. Her new implant caps and neck collar gleamed brightly in the harsh light, turgid breasts projecting outwards in a lewd display.
Her old self would have become aroused at the sight, but the new slave felt nothing. Her mind had been enslaved by Hive, no personal thoughts remained. She served.
A glass door slid shut behind her, closing the booth off from the rest of the room. The slave's body stood still, watching as two long, flat panels with pinholes ran up the middle, flanking her on both sides.
They started to spin around her body, a series of green lights at eye level blinking on as the panels gathered momentum. When the last set of lights appeared, a low tone sounded, a fine, black mist spraying from holes on the panels. Her body was soon coated below the neck with a slick, black substance.
As the machine sprayed, the slave lifted her feet, turning her arms to ensure that everything would get even coverage.
It didn't take long for the machine to apply several coatings, the substance drying quickly under heat lamps that snapped on to speed up the process. A high tone sounded, and the spray stopped, the panels continuing to spin at a high rate of speed.
The slave stood, waiting as the thick substance dried into a flexible coating, gripping every crease and crevice of her body.
It may have been a few minutes, perhaps longer, when the spinning panels started spraying again. This time, it was a finer mist than before, coming in short bursts.
When it was finished, the drone's body shone brightly, black latex polished to a mirror finish. The panels slowed down, their job complete. A multi tone sounded in the small booth as the spinning panels came to a rest.
They tilted sideways, mechanical arms extending from the walls. The devices carried two molded pieces of thick armor, a front and back piece, angled to protect her torso.
The molded material fit easily around her body, securing itself over her large breasts. It locked into place with hidden fasteners, cupping her chrome capped nipples beneath its rigid frame.
It was harder to breathe with the armor in place, but that was of no concern to the drone. Its autonomous functions were now strictly controlled by Hive's regulatory pulses.
Below the armor, a utility belt was secured around her hips, filled with various devices to control and seduce intruders. A hatch in the ceiling opened up, a spherical hood lowered until its bottom ring hovered over her collar.
The opening shrank until it mated with the metal, securing itself with an airtight seal. Her breathing sounded raspy through the mask, each breath filtered from potential outside toxins.
Soldiers who wore the hood would be unaffected by any kind of crowd control gas or nerve agent. Hive protected her, as she protected it.
She looked out into the world through oval portholes. A screen in the helmet gave her basic information on her next task, which Hive whispered into her ears via headphones built into the sides of the helmet. An interior rubber mask fit over her nose and mouth, a penis gag inserted between her lips.
Gagged and harnessed, the slave formerly known as Suzy turned and waited for the booth to open, new instructions from Hive hissing into her bound mind. The door slid open, revealing a pair of knee high boots with short platform heels.
She slipped a foot into each boot, the shiny material slimming down to grip her calves. The boots were made out of a glossy material, with no buckles on the front.
The drone did not wonder how it would remove the boots. She simply accepted that Hive wanted her to wear them. She was a soldier drone. She obeyed.
Commands spooled into her mind from an unknown source. She didn't have to think to obey them, all her conscious functions fully controlled by Hive.
She let Hive drive her body, her legs taking her to the entrance. Unsurprised that the door was open, the new soldier unit stepped outside and paused at attention, awaiting further orders. She barely noticed as two figures approached, her consciousness fully submerged within Hive.
A purple hand reached out to stroke her masked face. "A shame to lose one so promising to the hive mind," the voice remarked. "A pity, I thought that this one might actually be who we were looking for.
"It is sad, Mistress," replied the other figure, dressed in orange rubber. "But it's okay now. It's what she really wanted."
"Yes," the Queen mused. "It could not have ended otherwise once she lifted a hand against Hive. Still, it's not a complete waste. Come, let's try again, maybe we'll get lucky with the next company I've decided to acquire."
The two women walked on, hand in hand, leaving the shiny black slave to sit and think Hive thoughts. She sat there, buzzing with excitement, until Hive commanded her again.
End Nine to Hive - Soldier Ending
If you liked reading about corporate rubber slave drones, consider looking up 'Tick Tock,' by Caroline Waters. That novel is set in the same universe. Thanks for reading! - Half Shim
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Alternate Ending C - Grateful Yellow
The Queen waited patiently at her desk, twiddling her fingers, while Suzy privately panicked. How could she possibly make such a momentous decision? There were so many implications she had to consider!
If she reached out her hand, grasping for power, would she be shut down, discarded? Could she handle the pressure of command, or would she be just as dreadful at that as she had been at her job? But if she chose a menial position, keeping her head down as she always had, wouldn't that be a cop out?
Paralyzed, unable to decide, she stared helplessly at the Queen, feeling her time run out.
The Queen raised a delicate eyebrow, standing on her heels and pirouetting around the desk. "This does happen every so often," she sighed. "You've been so beaten down by your past corporate experiences, that you simply don't know how to be anything else. It's very sad."
Suzy took a step back as her thoughts tangled up into a ball, the fear in her belly growing ever greater as the Queen loomed above her. Pity coloring her face, the Queen reached out, shoving a thumb into Suzy's mouth.
In shock, Suzy gurgled as the Queen seized her cheek, her eyes growing larger in Suzy's mind. Her mouth closed around the finger, her lips beginning to suckle on it as though it was a nipple.
She jolted, her thoughts vanishing, mind going glassy. It was just easier to forget about her worries and taste the Queen's rubbery finger, her mouth working without conscious volition.
The Queen sighed in dismay. "I wonder why I ever thought you would be suitable for management? It's obvious that you're begging to be told what to do."
Suzy nodded, her eyes fixed on the Queen, waiting eagerly for Her next command. The Queen's finger had become sweet, like a lollipop, and she never wanted to stop sucking.
Twisting her hand, the Queen locked her fingers under Suzy's chin, pressing her thumb into Suzy's tongue. "Come, slave, it's time to fill you up with Hive fluid so that you can become a good little maintenance drone. I think you'll like that - one of your friends has already succumbed. Don't you want to be like her? Dumb, fat, and happy."
Suzy nodded yes, her lips working ever harder. They felt thicker now, swollen as she smacked them together, worshiping the Queen's thumb.
The Queen gave her a tug, and her body moved forward, following the implicit command. "That's right," she purred, "fall under my sway. It's so easy to do, to give in."
Blinking, Suzy found it curious when the world around them twisted, the office replaced with some kind of cybernetic cave, black cabling forming an arch above them. The large room was lit from the walls, colored spotlights winking as the Queen led her into an alcove.
"This is made much easier by the fact that we're in your mind," said the Queen conversationally. "Here, we can discover what you truly want. It also makes it easier to change you into what you should be. Infinite malleability, informed by perfect obedience."
Suzy protested around the thumb in her mouth, spittle dribbling from her lips as the Queen dragged her towards a pit filled with bubbling pink fluid.
"Why protest? This is what you wanted, isn't it?" She paused in front of the pit, massaging Suzy's chin. "It's very simple. You want to be mine, therefore your body will change until it matches my specifications. I desire you to be one of my worker drones. To do so, you must be remodeled. The changes made here will trickle down to your real body, and then you will be mine."
Tightening her grip, she stalked around Suzy, forcing her to turn until her back was to the wall. The Queen placed her other hand against Suzy's chest, applying gentle pressure.
When Suzy failed to move, she sighed. "Don't you trust that I'll take care of you? All workers within my Hive are valuable. I ensure that they have what they desire most."
Her eyes creased. "As it turns out, they don't desire very much. Fat. Happy. That's what you'll be."
Suzy's muzzy mind couldn't put together a cohesive thought on whether that idea was good or bad. The pressure from the Queen was overwhelming, pushing aside whatever resistance she could muster.
Her brow creased. And why should she be resisting? Was she being contrarian just because?
Her breath hitched in her throat, her forehead smoothing. There was no reason to be confused. This was the Queen. She would take care of her. She was Hive.
Her face settled into a bland smile, her feet shuffling back at the Queen's command. The pit bubbled around her, pink fluid spattering onto her skin.
The Queen was getting wet, too, but the fluid didn't stick to her outfit, colorful streaks running down her thighs. She was unperturbed by this, her irises a swirling, glowing purple. Pretty.
Suzy sucked on the Queen's thumb, getting lost in her eyes as she kept moving at her command. A jolt came at her ass, and she stumbled, her legs collapsing as she settled onto a soft seat.
She let out a soft coo as the thumb popped out of her mouth, her lips twitching into a small O as she continued trying to suck on the absent appendage. The Queen chuckled at her expression. "Don't worry, little drone. I'm going to get you hooked up here, and then you'll feel much better."
Kneeling in front of Suzy, she leaned over and wrapped her gloved hand around a nozzle sticking up from the floor. She pulled it out, the cable shimmering with light as she showed Suzy the acrylic cup attached to the end. A fleshy dick stuck out from the center.
Giving her a mischievous grin, the Queen stuck the bulbous end into her mouth, rotating it as her cheeks sucked in, eyes sparkling. Pulling it out with a loud pop, she smacked her lips together. "Tasty," she exclaimed, twirling the cable in the air. "Guess where this is going next, little drone."
Suzy's lips stopped pulsing in the air, her mouth settling back into a grin. "Put it in me, Queen," she breathed, her toes curling against the metallic floor.
The Queen shoved her legs aside, moving the hood into position. The rubber seal around the cup pressed into her skin, incomplete suction causing air to hiss uncomfortably between her ass cheeks.
Suzy rocked her hips forward, and it snapped into place, tugging at her flesh. She moaned, her fingers wiggling against her thighs as she thrust her chest out, nipples hardening.
The Queen grinned at her, clamping her hands around her legs. Pushing down, she lifted herself up until her head was level with Suzy's breasts.
"Now, the fun begins," she chuckled. "Watch carefully. I call this tongue control."
Opening her mouth, she stuck out her tongue, moving it lazily up and down. Suzy gasped as a metallic appendage touched her inner lips, streaking across the surface, matching the Queen's motions.
The Queen slipped her tongue back inside her mouth, giving Suzy a knowing grin. "Do you get the idea?" she chuckled.
The Queen laid a hand on her cheek, cocking her head. "No, of course you don't," she sighed, reaching out with her other hand to poke Suzy in the side. "You're my brainless little toy."
Suzy's breath caught as the Queen's tongue darted out, flicking at her clit. "Soon enough, you won't even be able to think for yourself at all, filled to the brim with Hive secretions. Won't that be wonderful?"
Wouldn't it? She tried to form words with her lips multiple times, but soon gave up. She didn't need to say anything!
Her face settled into a dumb grin as she relaxed into the seat, letting her shoulders fall back. The Queen nodded gravely. "Yes, it's what you want, isn't it? Otherwise you would say no."
Her fingers lifted to Suzy's lips, touching them gently. "But you don't want to say no, do you? You've already given in. You want to be my puppet slave, dancing at the end of my tongue while I wash all of those silly little thoughts out of your head."
Eyes bright, Suzy's chest trembled at the idea. She nodded vociferously, her pussy tight in anticipation.
The Queen dropped her jaw open, her tongue curling out to tickle at Suzy's pussy with the proxy tentacle. It felt hard, but yielding, warm, hot. Her tunnel trembled, waiting, desiring. She let out a long, hissing breath, pleading the Queen with her eyes.
The Queen moved her tongue around in a circle, in no hurry to give her what she wanted. The appendage streaked upwards, settling on her clit, tapping it with light pressure. A high pitched squeal emitted from her lips, her head bobbing.
"Is that good for you?" whispered the Queen. "Just wait until I start filling you to the brim."
Leaning forward, Emma sat down on her knee, wrapping her hands around Suzy's right breast, giving it a little squeeze to make her plump nipple protrude.
Her velvet lips opened wide as she moved in like a shark, her eyes a sheen of glowing purple as she swallowed the nipple whole. Glomp.
Suzy's eyes went wide as the Queen's tongue began to tease her nipple. At the same time, the curved appendage below dove into her pussy, thrusting deep.
The Queen gave her an amused smile as she began to play harder, faster, the dildo playing inside Suzy's tunnel. Up, down, left, right, around in circles, tickling, teasing.
Her Queen's tongue and the artificial appendage were so perfectly synchronized that she couldn't tell the difference, her mind settling on the idea that it really didn't matter. The Queen was playing her like a fiddle, and her body was primed to explode.
Her breathing came in short bursts, gasps of pleasure escaping her lips. Pressing in, the Queen laid her tongue flat, sucking on her nipple as she drew her bumpy flesh over the surface.
This was mirrored in her pussy, the prosthetic device curving against the wall of her tunnel, tugging at her flesh with the embedded nodules. It was the same, yet different. She wanted to savor these sensations for longer, but she couldn't stop her libido!
Letting out a whine, she bucked her hips into the Queen, her face blushing as an orgasm shuddered through her body. The Queen continued sucking, tasting her as the dildo jerked inside.
There came a sudden pressure, pain building to an uncomfortable level. She squirmed, but the Queen laid a hand against her chest, keeping her firmly in the seat.
She continued to suck at Suzy's nipple, unconcerned about the soft bulge forming in Suzy's gut. Suzy burped, going cross eyed as the pain spiked.
She was about to say something when the blockage within her was released, a loud gurgle coming from below her tummy.
The bulge moved farther up, fluid squirting into her womb. As she took in a deep breath, her belly wobbled like a balloon, starting to feel pleasantly full. Was this what it felt like to be pregnant?
She didn't know, as she had never been with child, but she doubted amniotic fluid would slosh around her insides in the same way. It was enough to make her sick.
And yet - with every passing moment, the queasiness was fading, replaced with a sense of warm satisfaction. She burped again, placing her hands on her belly.
Grinning stupidly, she massaged her flesh in circles, enjoying the low grade pleasure that swooped around with the Queen's tongue.
She didn't have to worry about obeying her now. She would just relax and let everything come naturally. She was being filled with Hive's essence, inflating like a balloon. How much could she hold? She was eager to find out!
The Queen gave her nipple a final suck, pulling back. Suzy made an annoyed noise, and the Queen chuckled. "There's no reason to be dismayed. Look, your milk is starting to let down. You're going to be a very productive milkmaid."
Suzy let out a gurgled coo, moving her hands to clasp her swollen breast. It had changed under the Queen's ministrations, growing nearly twice the size of her other breast!
Her flesh was an intense pink, the area around her nipple a deep red, the pulse of her heart faintly visible within the spidery veins that ran to the tip. There was a faint glossy liquid on the surface, smeared in a circle.
Curious, she tugged on her breast, squeezing the flesh. More of the glossy fluid appeared, dribbling down onto her swollen belly. She groaned, delighting in becoming more like a mother.
The Queen patted her shoulder, as if she was encouraging an animal. "You're a producing worker, very good. Let's get your other breast to the proper size. As they say, two teats are better than one! You're a mother to Hive, now, we need everything you can produce to nourish the nest!
Suzy let out a low bellow, confused as to what the Queen meant. She didn't understand any of that Hive stuff, she just wanted to be useful! If becoming a mommy drone would help, then that's what she wanted.
It helped that more pleasure was tickling at her loins, a second orgasm lurking just out of reach. She stared at the Queen hungrily, letting out another gurgled squeal.
"So needy," the Queen purred, folding her hands around Suzy's other breast. "If I had doubts about your designated role, they've all vanished. You're going to fit right in as one of our Yellows."
Was that true? She was going to belong?
Happiness clasped her heart as the Queen dove onto her other breast, the throbbing, licking appendage returning to her pussy.
She howled, feeling her remaining intelligence departing as the Queen bobbed up and down, her hips rattling as more of the fluid was injected into her.
Cupping her free breast, she gave it a squeeze. A spray of pink fluid spurted onto the Queen's rubber outfit, pink trails drying up into transparent resin blobs.
She let out a hissing breath as her chest pulsed with pleasure, more of the liquid gushing out every time the Queen applied her tongue.
The bright smile on her face widened as her eyes went dull.
No, they weren't breasts, they were boobies! Fat, happy lumps that gave her so much pleasure!
Losing the ability to speak, she let her cries of pleasure suffice, tossing her head back as her belly expanded further. The Queen wasn't stopping, her breast becoming heavier. She was being turned into a worker slut!
She burped, pink fluid lurching up her throat. There came the taste of sweet bubblegum as she sampled it, spitting it out into the palm of her hand.
It solidified before her eyes, becoming a thick, hard blob, like the resin that had sprouted from her nipples. She had been transformed into a Hive factory, producing the secretions necessary for it to expand!
The utter joy of this thought filled her brain as her body shook under the stimulation. She was a slut, a slutty Hive cow!
Her body bucked against the twirling appendage, her nipples exploding as her mind accepted her final transformation.
She was the Queen's worker, her toy, to be directed as She pleased. Bless the mother of all! Bless Hive!
Her mind dissolved into a collage of bubblegum pink secretions.

***

Worker drone Suzy floated happily in a sea of liquid resin, bobbing up and down in the bubbling brew. A roaring waterfall of the pink fluid splashed out of an opening high in the wall, rolling over a spout shape and tumbling freely into the large pool below.
A group of drones frolicked, gathering up the fluid and splashing each other in a joyful frenzy. Their fat bodies jiggled as they laughed, yellow rubber squealing as they pawed at each other.
Suzy sighed, a small smile on her face as she watched festivities. She had been encouraged to join in on the fun, but she just felt tired after her encounter with the Queen.
Recognizing her lassitude, they had left her to drift alone in a lazy river, enjoying the way her rotund body floated in the strange fluid.
She didn't know what it was, didn't care. Her body seemed to burp it up every so often, gumming up her mouth. Strangely, this only made her want more.
Dipping her hand into the pool, she brought it up to her swollen lips, tipping the fluid into her mouth. A large dollop dribbled onto her rubber coated chest, streaking over the Rankotech R.
The logo was an obvious sign of her fealty to Hive. The glossy yellow dronesuit was another. She didn't know how it had been put onto her body, but she hadn't taken it off since she had arrived - hadn't felt any need to.
It had probably been melded to her body, but she didn't think to ask. It was too hard to use her brain, much simpler to leave those kinds of questions to others. She was happy enough to float, bloated full of pink.
Her breasts pulsed with happiness, and she sighed, cupping one of them. Here, the dronesuit thinned, forming a permeable layer over her skin.
She gritted her teeth, hissing as she massaged her flesh, pulses of pleasure accompanying small squirts of fluid that emitted from her areolae.
It was just a drop in the bucket, lost in the expansive pool, but it made her feel good to contribute. A worker must pull her weight.
Ah, that was what was really bothering her. The lassitude that had seized her limbs since being ejected from the Queen's presence had drained all desire to work, yet that was her role. Why was she such a useless lump?
Burping, she drank another mouthful of the fluid to suppress these bad thoughts. Swallowing, she burped again, pleased when her concerns drifted away, suppressed by the lovely brew.
She drifted around in a circle for a couple more minutes, listless, staring up at the vaulted ceiling. A series of arched domes ran in a grid pattern from one end to the other, marble figures mounted on plinths where the swooping ceilings met the walls.
The marble women leaned forward, their large chests thrust outwards, mouths gaping open. The sections of their torsos that were visible were painted yellow with latex paint, the bright gloss sparkling as she floated with the current.
A sudden alarm sounded, a rising wail that rattled her teeth. A whoosh of pressure emitted from the lips of the statues, pink fluid gurgling out in high pressure streams.
The drones stopped their play, standing up straight as they lined up into a squad. Suzy frowned, feeling a sense of urgency. This was an alert. She should join them.
The lassitude returned, and she yawned. Why should she bother? She was just so tired.
A set of hands grabbed her upper arm, pushing her along. She turned lazily, giving the drone a questioning look. "What's going on?" she murmured, pressing a hand to her chest as another large burp escaped her lips.
"It's the daily call to work," replied the worker drone, her bald head sparkling with dried resin. "You are a new drone, you are not expected to know this. I will help you to get dressed in your suit. This will give you the energy needed to work."
Suzy squinted her eyes, recognition growing from somewhere within her addled brain. "Laim...ey?" she croaked, studying the curves of the drone's face.
The woman's lips broke out in a wide grin as she leaned over and kissed Suzy on the cheek. "You remembered!" she said in an excited voice. "Usually, it takes a week or two before a new worker can think at all!"
Suzy burped happily, grinning like a child. "Thannnmks," she said, stretching the word out.
"Ah," nodded Lainey. "You're still at a very basic level."
She touched Suzy's nose, and Suzy giggled in response, wiggling her shoulders. "You're a pretty little newborn," she chuckled. "Come on, baby drone, let's get you suited up."



Grabbing Suzy's shoulder, she turned her around, leading her to a shallower section where the other drones were climbing out of the pool. Her friend helped her up a series of concrete steps, the fluid on her body drying rapidly into hard resin. The remaining chunks didn't seem to stick to her at all, falling free as her friend brushed her down.
She moved her hands clumsily over her chest, trying to help out, but she seemed to lack fine motor control. Sighing, she gave up and grinned. Lainey was such a good friend.
She was also quite fat, though now that she possessed the same body type, that attribution rang hollow. Not fat, filled with Hive.
Her belly gurgled as she patted the swollen surface, her breasts bobbing as she burped, tasting the lovely fluid in her mouth. She was primed and ready to go, ready to work.
This happy realization buoyed her upwards as Lainey tugged her hand, leading her to a rack of equipment mounted to a stand jutting out of the concrete floor.
"Move over here, good," Lainey remarked, patting her shoulders. "I'll just get you dressed up, and then we'll be ready for duty."
She stood still as Lainey grabbed a rectangular backpack off the rack, rubbery tubes attached to a dangling mask. She tugged out a strap, gesturing at Suzy. "Right arm," she commanded, slipping the strap up to Suzy's shoulder as Suzy held her arm out like a wing.
"Left arm." Repeating on the other side, she moved around to the rear, grabbing the tabs at the bottom and cinching the straps tight.
The stiffness of the backpack's frame forced her to straighten up, feeling like she was carrying the weight of Hive on her shoulders. She was a proud worker, proud of Hive. She would work to expand Hive.
The desire to work welled up within her, impatience tugging at her heels. Lainey wasn't done with her, however, and she wanted to be properly outfitted.
A low gurgle escaped her throat, and Lainey chuckled. "I'm so glad that the Queen selected you to be our next worker!" she exclaimed. "We're going to have so much fun together!"
Moving around her side, Lainey smashed their bodies together, bellies jiggling as they flattened out. Their nipples squeaked as they slipped over each other.
Surprised, Suzy's mouth gaped open as Lainey cupped the back of her head, staring straight into her eyes. The purple glow of Hive sparkled through her irises, lending them an attractive air. Curious at how comfortable this felt, her face settled into a dumb grin, her lips parting.
"Damn, girl, you're so attractive when you look stupid," exclaimed Lainey, licking her lips. "How about a sloppy Hive kiss before I slide on the mask?"
Suzy gave her an inquisitive look, trying to understand the strange emotions running through her core. There was a base reluctance, telling her not to give in, to follow the cultural taboos ingrained into her since birth, but - why?
She wasn't a normal person any longer, not by any stretch of the imagination. She was a Hive drone, and drones should love one another. That was the best way to ensure the harmony of Hive!
Tilting her head, she let out a coo in assent. Lainey grinned, pulling her head in until their fat lips met, their flesh squeezing together as Lainey invaded with her tongue.
Suzy was startled to find her body automatically reacting, fluid gushing up her throat and into her mouth, filling up the interstitial spaces. Soon, their tongues were dueling with each other, squelching back and forth as their cheeks bulged.
It was a highly unusual sensation, but she went with it, feeling her swollen breasts start to respond as well. They pulsed in time with the beat of her heart, trails of fluid spurting out onto Lainey's chest.
Lainey ignored all this, moaning as she sucked on Suzy's tongue. Suzy was surprised to find that her libido was beginning to respond, a flush of pleasure licking at her loins.
The only way this could be made better was if she could stroke Lainey's clit. Choking down a swallow of the Hive fluid, she stretched out an arm, questing for the goal. Her fingers ran over Lainey's hips as her friend moaned, darting closer with each breath through her nose. She had almost reached the target, almost.
"What is going on here?" asked a familiar voice, a sharp tongue lashing at the two of them. "You are both on duty, but I find you playing with each other instead of working. Get yourselves together, sluts."
Suzy gasped as Lainey drew back, her lips disconnecting with a loud pop. Fluid dribbled out of their mouths, splattering over their chins and onto their wobbling breasts.
She let out a forlorn coo as Lainey took her by the shoulder, giving her an apologetic look. "Straighten up!" barked the authoritative voice. "It falls to me to get you dressed and online!"
Lainey turned around, slamming her shoulder into Suzy's. She lifted an arm in salute. "Worker drone Lainey reporting for duty!" she announced, her face flushed a bright red.
A woman dressed in a skintight red catsuit stalked behind the rack, her arms folded behind her back. A crop was held in one hand, her fingers holding the leather grip with a light touch.
She scowled at them, wicked eyebrows highlighted by the tight hood she wore. Her lips were colored by a bright lip gloss, enhancing her air of authority.
Moving around the rack, she stopped in front of Suzy. Leaning back, she smacked the business end of the crop into her other hand, the whipping crack startling Suzy. "What is your designation, drone?" she asked.
Suzy's lips worked as she tried to remember how to speak. "S... mm..oozy," she gasped, a bright smile coming to her face.
The control drone frowned, pressing the tip of the crop under Suzy's chin as she studied her critically.
"She's a new worker, Nancy!" blurted Lainey, her eyes blinking vociferously. "You can't blame her for not knowing the job!"
The control drone turned towards Lainey, smacking her belly with the crop. Her skin burned red, flesh swaying freely from the impact. Lainey didn't look fazed, her face truculent.
"No, but I expect you to know better," growled Nancy. "You need to serve as a good example to the new workers, or they'll spend all their time fucking!"
Her eyes narrowed. "Like you."
Lainey folded her arms, squeezing them against her breasts as she blushed. "It's just a side effect of our secretions," she muttered. "We have to deal with the horniness somehow."
Nancy shook her head, sighing with exasperation. "Lainey, we can be friends off shift, but I've just been promoted, and I need to prove myself. I've been tasked with getting this unit moving, so that's what I'm going to do. I don't care how needy you are."
Lainey's blush rushed down her neck, eyes hooding. "Command me again, Mistress."
Nancy rolled her eyes. "Put on the new drone's mask and get suited up, slave."
Lainey emitted a soft sigh. "Thank you, Mistress."
Turning back to Suzy, she reached her hands around behind her back, grabbing the mask dangling from the hoses attached to the backpack. Pulling it up and over Suzy's head, she moved it into position.
Pressing the rubber cup over her mouth and nose, she drew the rubber webbing over the back of her skull. Smoothing out the hoses, she gave Suzy a cute grin. "Breathe deep," she exhorted. "The more drugged you are, the better you will work."
Suzy didn't care too much about that, but she certainly needed to breathe! Grabbing one of the hoses in her right hand, she felt the ribbed length as she stretched her neck.
A cool breath hissed through the hose as her belly inflated further, sweet air caressing her lungs. She blinked, her eyes going glassy. "Nicesh," she muttered, her body relaxing.
Lainey nodded at her. "That's right, keep taking it in, let your body sink into the beat of Hive as we move to the workplace."
Suzy's brow wrinkled. What beat?
A set of headphones settled over her ears, clamping down against her skin. Pulsating music stroked her eardrums, throbbing into her brain at prescribed intervals. Thump. Thump. Thump.
Her eyes widened as she pulled in another breath, understanding blooming. Letting go of the tubing, she felt her lungs inflate in time with the music, the rhythm of Hive vibrating in her bones.
She waited in anticipation of what came next. Her fat lips pursed as she stared at her friend, watching as she shrugged on a backpack of her own. Yes, that's right, they were both worker drones. They needed the music to focus.
Throb. Throb. Throb. The desire to work rose within her, leashed by the knowledge that it wasn't yet time. When it was required, she would be told what to do.
Lainey put on the mask, shrugging her shoulders as she situated the hosing. Strapping it to her head, she looked at Suzy, purple twinkles in her eyes as she took a deep breath.
She looked like an alien with the rounded mask hiding her lips, the domed oval sparkling a glossy yellow. It was made of rubber, just like their outfits. The stylized R labeled each side, next to the inlet hoses, a rounded grill at the front easing their exhalations.
Lainey knew that she looked the same as her friend, a carbon copy, and this pleased her. The two of them were drones, Hive drones. They were not humans. They were things, to be used as Hive wished. Units to be allocated. Objects.
The red overseer sidled up behind Lainey, slipping a pair of headphones over her ears. Lainey blinked, her eyes unfocusing as she took in a deep breath, her fat chest wobbling. The purple sparkles spread out, becoming a thick coating that throbbed in time to the beat in Suzy's ears. They were both Hive workers, dancing to the beat of Hive.
With nothing more to do, Suzy inhaled to the beat, staring at Lainey's attractively large breasts, following the red overseer out of the corners of her eyes. Thump. Thump. Thump.
She wanted to work, but there was nothing to be stressed about. The beat held her in thrall, and she was ready to be commanded. This was the proper state for a worker drone.
She waited patiently until the red overseer reappeared, light sparkling over the glossy R on her chest. Suzy had forgotten the woman's name, could barely remember her own.
That was inconsequential. She was a worker drone. She existed to be used. This made her happy.
The overseer handed her a bucket, which she took without question. It was filled with pink fluid from the pool, sloshing back and forth as it settled next to her thigh.
It was heavy, but she could handle it. She was a worker, she existed to serve.
Her pussy trembled, a thrill of pleasure running through her tunnel at the thought of submission. It was not as good as direct stimulation, but she knew that the low grade pleasure would keep her company while she worked. While she obeyed.
It was an extra incentive to pay attention to the overseer, to jump at her every command. She watched the drone's well defined ass, the red rubber of her outfit stretching across the valley. She desired to touch it, to see how the material sprang back after she pressed her hand into the gap, but right now the drone was handing her friend another bucket.
Now they were twins again, slaves to the music. Her heart throbbed, excitement rising as their overseer lifted a gloved hand, gesturing for them to follow.
She turned in step with her fellow worker, their bare feet slapping against the resin encrusted floor as they followed the drone out of the chamber. Their feet pounded in rhythm, hips swaying to the beat, the music driving their brains.
They made several turns, took an elevator. It was uncomfortable to stand in, because the floor was not coated like the rest of the Hive. A desire rose within her to coat it with resin, but she suppressed it. The overseer had not ordered it, and her friend had not moved, either.
She wanted to be more like her. A serene, obedient, thing. She gurgled in her mask, making an unspecified noise.
Her friend lifted an arm, stroking her shoulder. She knew. She understood.
Joy welled up within her. She would not disobey her overseer or her Hive. She was an obedient worker. She was meant to work.
Her eyes distorted with a purple tint, and she burped in the mask, fluid coating her throat. The sense of urgency was growing. She must work. She needed it. Needed to obey.
The elevator doors opened, the overseer leading them out onto an upper floor. They were surrounded by humming computers mounted in racks that extended to the ceilings. The room was cool, kept at a regulated temperature by the large air conditioning units mounted near the walls. Large hoods on the back of each rack carried the waste heat into ducting that ran the length of the room, vanishing somewhere into the walls.
She did not understand it, did not need to understand it. What she did understand was the group of workers at the far end of the room, wearing glossy yellow rubber over their fat bellies, clustered around two red overseers. They were being given directions. They were working.
An extra spring appeared in her step as she followed the overseer, her eagerness rising. They stopped near the group as the overseers turned to look at each other, their eyes glowing purple.
"More workers," said the tall one near the rear in an acerbic voice. "Good. We need to finish this experiment."
"Are we still on schedule?" asked the overseer who had brought them.
"See for yourself," murmured the third overseer, shifting aside.
Nestled against the wall was an alcove made from Hive resin, layers upon layers built up from the floor. Sitting on a ledge was a naked man, held down by a worker drone on each side.
His mouth was covered in a mask, twin hoses attached to the wall behind him. Bent back, his pelvis was thrust outwards, the head of a worker drone planted on top. He moaned, his shoulders rattling against the resin, light sparkling through his silver beard.
One of the overseers marched up to the drone sucking on his crotch, tapping her on the shoulder. "Let me see," she commanded, and the worker pulled back, revealing his throbbing dick.
The overseer leaned over, stroking a gloved finger up to the tip. "He's ready," she announced. "Give him a full coating."
The overseer who had brought them turned to Suzy and Lainey. "You heard her. Service him."
The male moaned as Suzy trod forward, feet thumping to the beat. She wasn't interested in the man, but she had received her orders, so she would obey.
Stopping on his left side, she set her bucket on the floor, the desire to work pounding in her brain. She didn't know what this meant, but her body did.
Bending her knees, she cupped her hands, grabbing a healthy handful of the fluid from the bucket. It dribbled from her fingers as she turned towards the man. She slapped it onto his left shoulder, as if she was a bricklayer.
It landed with a wet splat, but it refused to stick properly. It lacked the proper adhesive. Lifting her hands to her mask, she pulled it up, setting the bottom on the ridge of her nose.
The rhythm of Hive pounded in her ears as she stroked her belly. Rub. Rub.
There came a gurgle, and her throat expanded. As she leaned forward, a stream of pink fluid erupted from her mouth, dousing the man's shoulder.
When it slowed to a trickle, she laid her hands over the top, massaging the combined mixture into his flesh. It immediately began to firm, creating a hard, sticky shell that clung to his body.
Pleased with the result, she moved back to the bucket, grabbing more of the goop. When she returned, she noted that Lainey had already moved down the man's arm, coating it in a thick layer of the substance.
Suzy couldn't speed up, as she was following the beat. Apply. Regurgitate. Mix. Firm up. Apply. Regurgitate. Mix. Firm up.
The process continued, her movements smooth as she moved to the music. The worker drone planted over the man's crotch moved up and down, following the same rhythm.
When her bucket ran low, it was replaced by another worker drone. She continued to work, helping her friend to coat the man in a hard, pink shell.
"Halt!" commanded an overseer, and all work stopped.
The man grunted in protest, but none of them moved, solid as statues. An overseer marched up to him, tugging off his mask and peering into his eyes. "Finish him," she commanded.
The worker drone grasping the man's dick began to suck like a vacuum, pistoning her head up and down to the beat. Suzy tracked her motions to the song in her headphones. Up. Down. Up. Down.
The man's groans increased, his neck turning a dark red as his breathing came in short bursts. "Please," he mumbled. "Please."
The overseer rested a hand on his shoulder. "Not yet, Dean. Obey Hive's command. Hold it back until the beat is right."
Dean groaned, tilting his head back. "It's impossible!" he complained. "I just can't hear it!"
His face screwed up as a hiss of pleasure escaped his lips. "It's coming!" he declared. "I'm... cumming!"
The worker drone's head descended, suckling at his thick cock as it trembled between her lips. She didn't pause her motions as his dick began to jerk, drinking him down as he exploded inside her.
The overseer leaned back, shaking her head. "It didn't work," she announced, sounding disappointed. "We still haven't found a way to integrate males into Hive."
"Never mind," responded one of the others. "We still have another experiment we can use him for."
They stared in eerie silence at the man lost in the throes of pleasure, the worker sucking down every drop of ejaculate.
Suzy shrugged. This was not her problem to solve. She was a Hive drone, and she had done as she had been commanded. She would be rewarded for her efforts.
Pressing her shoulder into Lainey, she giggled, reaching out a hand to pat at her swollen belly, following the beat of Hive with every motion. Lainey turned and purred, promising future bliss.
Her friend grabbed at her breast, tweaking her pierced nipple. A trickle of fluid emitted from her teat, flowing down over her swollen belly.
It was good to be a drone.
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Alternate Ending D - Accepting Orange
Suzy folded her arms, frowning at the Queen. "I feel like I've been called in front of a tribunal, but it's not me on trial here. You've invaded my brain, messed with my mind, and for what? To give me an ultimatum, force me to choose to be one of your servants? What if I choose freedom?"
The Queen rolled her shoulders. "You could tell me that, but this isn't like a visual novel, and there are no secret endings. You're physically inside my Hive, and I can work you over as much as I want. You either submit to me here, or I core your brain, turn it into mindless mush. Your choice."
Suzy shivered. "That's not much of a choice, is it? But I take your point. You can't allow me to just leave, which puts me in a tough position."
She bit her lip, staring at the floor as her mind whirled. She had just proved that she could kick the Queen out of her mind, but for how long?
That was just one battle in a long war, and she didn't feel confident in saying that she could hold back the Queen indefinitely.
The Queen leaned over the desk, resting on her shoulders, her rubber gloves creaking at her elbows. "I think you're approaching this conundrum from the wrong direction," she suggested. "What is it that you want from life? What have you been unable to do because of the need to work?"
This instantly set her mind down different paths, and her neck jerked up. "I want a family," she said abruptly. "Multiple kids, a loving home. I want to nurture them, watch them grow. I've been denied this my whole life, and the more I work, the fewer my options. I can't meet anybody, can't start anything. I'm stuck."
The Queen nodded, bracing her hands together under her chin, eyes swirling a dark purple. "An all too common affliction these days. I can help you with these desires, if you will let me."
"Really?" asked Suzy, marching up to the desk and setting her hands on the edge. "I can't see how that could be possible, unless you're running a secret matchmaking service. I notice that you don't seem to have any men running around your Hive."
Emma stared her down, her lip curling. "That's a problem we're actively working on," she grated out. "I can see that you're going to be obstinate. Will you take my offer, or should I hook up your body to the machine and decant your brain out through your nostrils?"
The threat rang hollow, but Suzy had no doubt the Queen was capable of it if she was pushed far enough. She sighed, tapping her fingers on the desk. "Fine," she croaked out. "You win. I'll be your good little drone servant. I'll take on this role, whatever it is."
"Good," grinned the Queen. "You don't have to do anything. Just stand there, I'll take care of the rest."
Before she could ask what 'the rest' might be, there was a loud clunk, and her muscles lost all control. She collapsed forward, grunting through her nostrils as her belly hit the edge of the desk.
Moaning, she slid off like a sack of potatoes, collapsing onto the floor in a heap as the world spun around her.
"Huh?" she said, feeling dumb that this was the only thing she could say in the face of her world crumbling around her.

***

She blinked, her breath hissing out through the tubing of the mask she wore. Condensation obscured the faceplate, but the outside world was dark anyway, filled with shadowy objects her brain couldn't comprehend.
An impulse to stand up arrived out of nowhere, and she tried to get up. Her body strained, unable to pull away from the thick straps that held her body to the seat. She tried again, but it was useless.
If she tilted her head forward, there was a small amount of give, allowing her to see the curved R that marked her chest. It appeared that she was locked into a bulky, orange rubber suit, and she wasn't going anywhere.
She gave up trying to comprehend what was going on, relaxing back into her restraints. She didn't know where she was, or what she was doing here. Her memories of her conversation with the Queen were spotty at best. What had she agreed to?
There came a hissing jerk, and her head was pulled back against the headrest. A cool wave flooded her mind, and her vision became glazed with a purple sheen. Her lips formed words, blurting out a phrase before she could realize what she was doing.
"Training drone five zero prepped and ready for synchronization," she said, her words coming out in a monotone. "Initialize hookup procedure."
The seat shuddered, her head swaying as her body rotated to the right. Another woman dressed in an orange rubber suit appeared in front of her, the stylized R in bold type on top of her chest.
As the seat came to a halt, she thought that she was looking into a mirror, but a familiar voice soon emitted from the other helmeted drone. "Training drone five one prepped and ready for synchronization," she said, her voice muffled behind the mask. "Initializing hookup."
Both chairs whined, their legs being lifted and spread apart. Suzy grunted as she felt cool air running over her privates, indicating that she was exposed. Her eyes darted to the other figure, confirming a hint of pink flesh at the V of her crotch.
Arousal flooded her loins, and a gasp escaped her lips as she spotted a black mass mounted to a pillar between them. Were those... dicks?
Her chair jolted, bringing her closer to the other woman. She pulled at her legs, but the heels of her boots were secured tightly against metal stirrups, the pointed ends splayed akimbo.
Light sparkled off the glossy rubber, streaking up their legs as they were brought closer together. The other woman's body flexed like hers, hips jiggling as they approached the dildos, neither of them in control.
A hiss escaped her lips as the head of the dildo penetrated her pussy, the machine slowing down as it encountered resistance. Frozen solid, she let out a gasping breath as the thick rod penetrated her, squeezing into her passage.
The knobby edge caught against her flesh, causing a grinding pain. She squealed, rattling in her restraints.
The machine paused, almost as though it detected her distress, but it didn't halt for long. The dildo began to twist inside her, like a snake, her bulging lips pushed aside as a burst of lubricant spurted out from the interior.
The length began to pulsate, sending shockwaves into her core as it broke free from the obstruction. Her tunnel yielded, the dildo pushing deeper and deeper, vibrating like a jackhammer as it filled her up completely.
Her back bucked against the restraints as the pleasure rose, but it wasn't over just yet. She hadn't received a legitimate orgasm, and the machine seemed determined to give her one.
The thumping, throbbing dildo was distracting, just as it was meant to be. She could barely spare any mental power to understand what the spinning mechanism above them was doing.
A round globe halted above the other woman's head, sparks of blue shooting out from the interior. The bound drone was highlighted by the buzzing light, the skin of her bald head looking pallid.
There was a glimmer of silver near the back of her skull that Suzy did not understand. That just didn't look natural!
A dark tube lowered from above, capped with a silver fitting at the end. It was vaguely phallic, with a cone shaped tip that contained large threads. A rounded nut sat at the rear, allowing the entire cable to be tightened on to something.
To her horror, that something was soon revealed. The cable swayed in the air, gathered up by a pair of gloved purple hands.
The woman leaned forward, her grin slashing through the darkness as the sparkling lights cast her face in shadow. "I remember what you asked for," announced the Queen, her regal voice filling the room. "You wanted to help someone grow. To nurture Hive. I think I've found a suitable candidate."
Taking the head of the cable out of the cradle, she turned the business end towards the other drone's skull. "This is your friend, Nancy," announced the Queen. "She has not been meeting her performance metrics due to mental health problems. I suggested this experiment to her, and she agreed. For the good of Hive."
The other drone didn't appear to be capable of speech, her body jolting with each rude thrust of the dildo into her sloppy wet snatch. Suzy groaned. What the hell did you agree to, Nancy? If you were having problems, we should have talked them out! This wasn't the way!
The Queen shoved the end of the connector into Nancy's skull, holding it steady with one hand while she cranked on it with the other. "This isn't meant to be removed," she continued conversationally. "Since this is the first time we're trying this, it's possible that the projected deleterious effects will be worse than what I have predicted! Still, the only way to find out is to try!"
Nancy's head tilted against the headrest, a squeal of joy escaping her helmet. The Queen continued to turn the connector, screwing it deeper into the drone's head. "Given how pleasurable it is to have it inserted, I imagine the loss of connectivity will be ten times worse than that for a regular drone. I'm eager to run some tests and find out!"
Her hands stopped moving, and she patted Nancy on the shoulder. "There, that wasn't so bad, was it?"
Nancy's body trembled, her thighs tight as her breaths came in gusty moans. The Queen slid a hand down the side of her skull, grasping her jaw. "There's nothing quite like being installed, realizing that you were never going to amount to anything more than a slave. Tell me, how does it feel?"
She pushed a fist against Nancy's shoulder, but her only response was a thready moan.
"Good!" exclaimed the Queen, turning her glowing, purple eyes towards Suzy. "Only one more to go."
Suzy yanked at her restraints, groaning. "Why are you doing this?" she protested. "You've twisted my words into a pretzel! I never asked for this!"
The Queen's hands settled on her sides, her corset creaking as she stalked around Nancy's chair. The inadequate lighting glimmered about the Queen's stole, forming shifting shadows on the back wall that looked like horns.
"You didn't? I'm granting what you asked for, to the letter. Whatever pie in the sky possibility you were dreaming of doesn't matter. I can only give you what lies within my domain."
She spread her hands, her voice descending to the consistency of cloying syrup. "Without your assistance, Nancy might become a brainless drone. You wouldn't want that, would you?"
Suzy curled her lip, realizing that there was no escape. If she turned the Queen down, Nancy would be left adrift. She couldn't desert her friend. Damn the Queen!
"Fine," she croaked. "Make it quick."
The Queen advanced, light bouncing off her glossy front. Suzy squinted, confused. Her bodysuit contained the Rankotech R as well. Did that mean she was owned by the corporation, too? If so, was she really the one in charge?
The thought fluttered away as the Queen ran a possessive hand over her neck. "This is so satisfying," she purred. "Chasing down a new drone and convincing them to submit is thrilling, but nothing quite beats the final submission. The knowledge that you are about to become mine is throbbing in your brain, pulsing with the beat of your heart and the thrusting of the dildos, hammering into your consciousness."
Suzy grunted, feeling overheated by the stimulation. "Stop gloating, just put it in," she sighed.
The hand around her neck tightened. "Right at my moment of triumph? Don't be a spoilsport."
She pulled back, and Suzy sensed that she was grabbing a cable. "You've been vexing, but I suppose there's no need to punish you. Once you've been hooked in, you'll see things differently."
Suzy clenched her teeth, feeling the imprint of the circular donut hole at the back of her head. This was where the connector would be thrust into her skull, locked into some kind of port. She wished she knew more, but it was too late. She was going to have to live with it.
She trembled as there came a metallic clicking sound in her ears, a vibration rattling through her skull as the connector slipped into place.
She frowned. Wasn't there supposed to be something more? There wasn't as much sensation as she had thought there would be, not for a phallic device plugged deep into her head. It was almost as though... oh.
Her jaw dropped open as the Queen gave the connector a solid twist. Coolness flooded her thoughts, an annoying buzzing sound appearing in the back of her brain that she couldn't understand.
Another twist. The buzzing became louder, thin strands of data rushing past her. She sampled one of them, registering the temperature of the room, the relative bit rate, and more.
It was too much for her to understand, so she stepped back, awaiting the next twist. She was literally being screwed in.
The dildo slamming into her pussy reminded her of its presence, the buzzing increasing in intensity. Her whole body seemed to vibrate, her lips smacking together as she lost all control.
There came one more twist, and the pleasure exploded, sweeping her along with it. She was rushing down a water slide, her legs secured to the raft, her insides filled with delicious plugs, twisting and buzzing as her body jerked in response.
The tunnel was so close on either side that she could reach out and touch the walls, but she was too wrapped up in the pleasure to do so. Her breasts pulsed like beacons, her hands squeezing and groping at her rubber coated nipples to get all the pleasure out.
Her mind flowed deeper into the tunnel, a light appearing at the end. She simply didn't care, she was so full, she had to experience it all, loved being controlled by her pussy!
A flash of light overwhelmed her, and suddenly she was floating in a calm pool, surrounded by a stand of trees. There was another figure bobbing in the water ahead of her, approaching closer with each pulse of pleasure. Another drone.
The woman was bound to a raft, just as she was, her bobbing body dressed in tight, orange rubber. The Rankotech R blazed on her chest and her forehead, the corporation they owed all this pleasure to.
Her heart throbbed as they floated closer, love glowing for the other drone and the wonderful organization that had brought them together. It felt artificial, but here, in this headspace, it was the truth.
The other drone's head was wrapped up in a rubber hood, twin stalks of blonde hair sprouting from either side. A mouthpiece covered her lips, forcing them into an O shape, the rubbery material making them look like they had been stung by bees. Odd, but sexy.
Suzy grinned as her mouth relaxed, and she realized that she was wearing the same outfit, her lips held open by soft rubber. She lifted her hands, touching the ends of the tubing that contained her twin tails. She was a clone of the other drone, just as she had been in the hookup chamber!
She giggled through the mouthpiece, savoring the throbbing pleasure in her loins. It had reduced after the climax, but the dildos were still vibrating, keeping her at a low level of arousal.
Her libido rose as she drifted closer to the other drone, a sense of sameness gripping her mind as she studied the twinkle in the other woman's eyes.
She worked her lips, feeling the gummy rubber slapping together. "Who are you?" she gurgled.
The other woman stared at her for a moment, the two of them circling in the pond as their rafts followed an invisible current. "I am you," the woman buzzed, her rubbery lips slurring the words.
Suzy frowned, curling her hands around her thighs. This other drone looked like her, dressed like her, but she couldn't be her. Could she?
Her lips worked again. "Prove it," she commanded, the other woman echoing her words as soon as she said them.
Her heart lurched, her curiosity spiking. "We've synchronized," they both said in wonder. "Our thoughts are the same."
The more they talked, the less delay there was. They were literally becoming one.
Their platforms floated closer together, and her heart rose. Her clone was so pretty in that skintight rubber, and she knew that she looked the same. Both of them, copies of each other, one mind, two bodies. What was there not to love?
They both lifted their hands at the same time, clutching each other's rubbery skulls. "We are together. We are one. We are drone."
Leaning in, they kissed each other on their rubbery lips. The delineation between them vanished, their world collapsing into a singularity of pleasure.

***

"I thought this would work, but I never expected it to be successful so quickly," murmured a velvety voice.
Suzy unit and Nancy unit blinked their eyes at the same time. "You should know, you're the one that made us," they both said in unison.
"I know, but it's surprising how well you two have synchronized with each other. It's eerie hearing you sound like that. You should concentrate, make sure you only speak through one unit at a time."
Suzy unit blinked again, struggling to work the body as a single entity. "That requires more processing power, my Queen."
"Too bad. You can let yourselves mirror each other on your own time. When you're working for me, I require that you pretend that you have two minds."
Nancy unit frowned. "Inefficient. What was the purpose of making us one if you do not expect us to act as one?"
"It was a crazy dream of mine - two minds, one body. Now that it's been accomplished, there are a lot of edge cases to iron out." The Queen paused, pursing her lips. "I suppose there's one thing we can test right away," she said, a hint of curiosity in her voice.
Grabbing the connector at the back of Suzy unit's head, she began to unscrew it. "Please, don't," growled Nancy, glaring at the Queen. "We've worked so hard to meld our minds together, we can't bear to be apart!"
The Queen nodded, her eyes glowing a fluorescent violet. "That's exactly what I'm testing. Will the wireless link be sufficient to run your gestalt? If so, the possibilities will be endless!"
"No, please don't," mumbled Suzy unit, her vision going double as the Queen unscrewed the connector another notch.
The data streams were starting to go crazy, the well synchronized connections stretching like rubber bands. Some of the primary functions were remapped into the smaller bandwidth space, but she could feel herself starting to drift, unable to determine which unit body she was in.
The Queen spun the connector again, and Suzy unit's mouth opened wide. "Please don't. Please don't. Please do not. Not please do. Plmb$45. ERROR. ERROR. ERROR. Desynchronization detected. Unit unavailable."
Nancy unit's mouth opened and closed, but nothing came out. Her body buzzed, unable to retain a sense of self. They were still one, but they couldn't think. Couldn't operate.
The Queen let out a long sigh. "It's as I expected, then. Not enough bandwidth. Unfortunate. Perhaps with a future upgrade we'll be able to delete the hardline connection, but for now, you're stuck with it."
The Queen's grip increased as she spun the screw the other direction, slotting the connector back into Suzy unit's brain. Suzy unit gasped as the data streams re-initialized, their bodies approaching homeostasis as they relinked together.



The Queen spun the connector once more, and the unit jumped, curling her lip. Both units turned towards the Queen, glaring at her. "Don't do that again!"
The Queen chuckled, letting go of the cable. "I can't promise you that. There will be further experiments."
She crossed her arms over her chest. "I do pledge to take care of you, as you take care of Hive. My little toys."
Both units blinked, their faces going blank. "Yes, Mistress," they whispered. "We are your drones. We obey."
Their bodies wiggled with pleasure as a spray of lubricant ejected from their pussies.

***

Suzy unit scanned the room, noting the characteristics of the rowdy classmates as their voices rose together in excitement. This being their first day, she didn't blame them for their eagerness. They would learn to settle down, to obey, given sufficient training.
Nancy unit clapped her hands together. "Good morning, initiates," she announced. "It's time to focus."
The murmuring faded as the eyes of the drones turned towards the screen on the wall behind them, fixed on the curious patterns that spiraled around in a circle. A low, thumping beat filled the room, the purplish smear in their eyes glowing with each pulsation.
Without being told, each drone lined up next to their desk, their chests heaving with the Rankotech R as their minds emptied. Nancy unit grinned as she spotted two familiar faces.
Lainey and Shiori were standing next to each other, dressed in yellow worker uniforms. They must have impressed Hive if they were here. They were true Hive slaves. It was time to take them to the next level.
"Good morning!" she announced, pressing a hand over her chest and giving them a low bow. "My name is Suzy unit."
"My name is Nancy unit!" chirped her other half, bowing a calculated half second later.
Both of them waved their arms in the air, the cable dangling between their heads jiggling as it glowed with cerulean colors. "Together, we're Noozy!" they said in unison. "We'll be your trainer today!"
Nancy unit folded her arms. "Before you ask, yes, we're always connected. You may treat us as one unit. We like doing it that way." She turned towards Suzy unit, giving her a lascivious grin.
Suzy unit pretended to keep herself aloof, though it was all an act. They really were one entity, or as close as made no difference.
Their minds had adjusted to the change, linking them so tightly together that neither of them could survive on their own. They both praised and cursed the Queen for this outcome, but they couldn't imagine being separate. They were one. They were Hive.
The student's mouths opened as one. "Yes, Miss Noozy!" they said, their obedience induced by the music of Hive being pumped into the room.
The hypnotizing pattern on the screen shifted. "Very good," nodded Nancy unit. "Today, we'll be taking you through a lesson on sex toys. Some of you may be more experienced on this subject than others, but by the end of the series, you will be expected to apply what you've learned to break in new recruits."
The drones nodded their heads to the beat. "Yes, Miss Noozy!"
She was already starting to like this, having these students in the palm of her hand. It was no wonder the Queen put up with running the Hive, if she could experience moments like this!
Nancy unit picked up a box sitting on her lectern as Suzy unit approached the class. "Please, move your desks into a circle," she ordered. "We shall begin with a presentation."
Following the pulsing beat of Hive, the trainees grabbed their desks and pulled them away from the center of the room, exposing a rounded depression in the floor.
Nancy unit sent a wireless command, and a round platform began to emerge, pushed up by hydraulics. It was large enough to contain two drones, the sides curling up into a lip so that overly amorous activities wouldn't cause them to fall out.
She could feel her other half approaching with a box, closing her eyes to savor the sensations. It felt so good to be one, she was already having problems concentrating. Muffled laughter circled through the gestalt of their minds, followed by the thumping beat of Hive. Ah yes, that's right. The students came first - both figuratively and literally.
Eyes snapping open, she gazed at the gathered students. "Which of you consider yourself experienced with ass play?" she asked, tapping her fingers against her thigh.
A couple of drones hesitantly raised their hands, but Lainey jumped up eagerly. "Me! Me!" she crooned. "I'm both a large size and a size queen!"
Nancy unit grunted, moving in towards the platform. "Get on the table, then. We shall demonstrate starting with you."
Her gaze flipped over to Shiori. "You. Join her. You were her coworker, and now you will act as her co-trainee."
The asian woman's eyes fluttered, her long lashes masking the purple glaze in her eyes. "Yes, trainer," she mumbled, following Lainey.
Lainey jumped onto the table, giggling as she bowled herself over, her legs splaying apart. She used her arms to straighten herself, resting her palms on her knees.
Shiori leaped up next to her, like a gazelle, folding her long legs as she sat on the lip of the platform. She stared demurely at Suzy unit, a picture of obedience, but for the faint curl of her lip.
Suzy unit ignored this insouciance, marking time in her head as she approached with Nancy unit. It was a strange dichotomy, the way their fusion worked. Their bodies were still separate, in a sense, but all the nerves and senses from both of them were fully accessible if she concentrated.
This might seem overwhelming for one mind to control, but in reality, they were two minds, presenting as one. No, that wasn't really the correct way to explain it, either.
She shrugged, leaving further categorization to the scientists. They just were, and they were happy.
Suzy unit leaned in, resting one hand on Lainey's hip as she worked to release the zipper over her privates. "Lift," she commanded, prodding a finger into Lainey's ass.
The drone responded by placing her hands against the table, twisting her hips upward to provide Suzy unit with better access. Suzy unit pulled the zipper under and around to the small of Lainey's back, the rubber bursting open to reveal her pink pussy lips.
Suzy unit rubbed them, swirling her finger in a circle on top of Lainey's clit. The drone grunted, her face shining as she gave Suzy unit a broad smile. "Use me, Mistress," she hissed. "Fill me up, expand me until I'm unable to hold it any longer!"
Suzy unit chuckled, smacking her thigh. "You're an eager little slut, and normally I'd reward that, but you're not a mindless worker drone any more. You're going to have to learn to control yourself."
Lainey frowned, her back arching against the lip of the platform. "I don't wanna," she said petulantly.
Suzy unit's brows rose. "Control yourself, slut, lest we control your body for you!"
A hiss escaped Lainey's swollen lips, but she subsided, her eyes going wide as Nancy unit approached. She was about to say something, but the glare Suzy unit shot at her forced her to reconsider. She turned up her head, lifting her hands to brace them against the side of the platform.
Nancy unit proffered the box to Suzy unit, and she reached inside without looking, knowing exactly where her other half had placed each object.
She raised her hand so that everybody could see the knobby end of the ass plug. "This plug is a trainer. It's small, used for virgin assholes that are not used to being plugged."
She laid the plug in her hand, reaching out to compare its size to Lainey's gaping asshole. "As you can see, our drone friend here has been working herself for a while. If I were to place this inside her, she'd gobble it whole - that's why it has a flange at the end."
She turned and glared at the students, who were stretching out to get a better look. "Whatever you do, don't insert anything that can get lost. Otherwise, you'll be visiting one of our clinics to get it removed... very uncomfortable."
A couple of the students blanched, looking less certain of themselves. Good. It was only the overconfident fools she would have to worry about now. There wasn't much she could do to dissuade them - only hard won experience would prevent them from being idiots.
She placed the plug back into the box, retrieving another. Lainey's eyes widened as she saw it, a pleased gasp escaping her lips.
Suzy unit held it up, the end wobbling to and fro. It was built like a pyramid, with the largest knob sitting on top, followed by a flange. The bumps grew progressively larger as one moved down the plug, like waystations along the path to ultimate butt pleasure.
Gripping the hilt, she retrieved a bottle of lube with her other hand, popping the top open. "You always want to make sure to use plenty of lubrication to reduce friction during ass play," instructed Suzy unit. "Too much will create a mess, which is why you should have towels on hand."
She nodded at Nancy unit, who was holding a couple of hand towels, watching her with a grin. It was all an illusion, really. It didn't matter which of them actually performed the task, as both of them could feel what the other was doing. Two extensions of the same mind. Two bodies, two pairs of hands, double the efficiency!
Suzy unit closed in on Lainey's butt while Nancy unit placed one of her towels underneath the drone's ass. The way the drone's glossy rubber outfit clung to her skin was quite appealing. She sighed in pleasure, praising the Queen who had made this her job. Every day she would see something sexy, and she could play with the poor little drones to her heart's content. Who could possibly ask for anything more?
She pressed the tip of the plug against Lainey's opening, giving it a small twist as her hole squeezed around the soft rubber. Lainey sighed, sinking against the side of the platform, biting her lip. "Don't get too lost in the sensations," warned Suzy unit. "I want you to use your muscles to help pull it inside."
Lainey nodded, moving a hand to play with her clit as she flexed her ass. "Notice her illicit attempt to increase her arousal," said Suzy unit pointedly. "I will allow it, as this will help to loosen her up to take the plug."
She patted Lainey's side. "You're right on the edge of insubordination," she warned. "Make another move like that, and you will be punished."
Lainey's eyes were bright. She seemed to like that idea. Suzy unit scowled, but Nancy unit's eyes were hooded. They bandied about various ideas for future punishments. When they settled on an approach, both units were grinning.
"We'll dress you in a hobble skirt and armbinder, tie you up in ropes, and suspend you from the ceiling," threatened Suzy unit.
"Then, we'll allow the other drones to tease you with a wand, until you seem ready to pop. After that, we'll mask and gag you until the end of the lesson, letting you think about your actions."
Lainey gulped, nodding her head, though there was a faint sparkle in her eyes. Inevitably, she would do something naughty that would require punishment. They had best get the suspension harness out and rigged for their next lesson!
Suzy unit twisted the plug, please to see it pop inside the drone's ass. "That's looking good," she announced. "Can you take the next knob? Let's find out!"
"You know it!" hissed Lainey, thrusting her butt into the plug.
Her hole flexed around the rounded bump, her ass sucking on the next rung as Suzy spun it back and forth, providing constant pressure. Lainey moaned, tossing her head back as she swirled her fingers over her clit, her inner lips glistening with her own juices.
"There's no need to rush, just keep up the pressure. If your subject is willing, they'll be able to take it eventually."
Lainey wiggled as her ass expanded around the toy, her rectum hungrily eating the next knob. "Good," chuckled Suzy unit, examining the pink flesh clamped down around the toy. "I think we'll leave it there. Despite her past experience, she'll need to practice some more if she hopes to take the largest plugs."
Lainey groaned, squeezing a breast as she hissed with pleasure. "Please, Mistress," she choked out. "Fill me to the brim!"
Nancy unit smacked her ass as Suzy unit worked on pulling the plug back out. Lainey whined in protest, but she didn't care. "We are conservative about trying new things in this classroom. We don't intend on sending our students to the clinic on their first day."
Lainey looked forlorn. She had clearly been hoping to work up to a climax. It served her right for being so cheeky!
"Don't give me that look," said Suzy unit, shaking her head. "We're not done with you just yet."
"You aren't?" breathed Lainey, immediately perking up.
Suzy unit dropped the used plug onto the towel, returning to the box as Nancy unit bundled it up and took it away. "On the subject of cleaning your partner out before play," she said as she grabbed another toy. "I would recommend that you always do so before anal sex to avoid making a mess, but it's not strictly necessary for this kind of play."
She turned towards Shiori, handing her a rubber plug with an attached squeeze bulb. "Now it's your turn. Insert this into our rambunctious friend and dilate her open."
Shirori's face lit up as she leaned out of her curled up posture like a cat. "Can I?" she asked, the words spilling from her lips.
Suzy unit handed her a bottle of lubricant. "Absolutely. Show me what you've learned."
Shori grabbed the plug by the base, the squeeze bulb dangling down as she lathered the bulbous tip with plenty of lube. Setting the bottle down, she gave Lainey an evil stare. "Prepare to be violated!" she said in a low voice, choking back a giggle.
Lainey's hands squeezed the lip of the platform, her mouth dropping open into a wide O as Shiori knelt next to her open pussy. The woman struck like a cobra, shoving the tip of the bulb into her coworker's ass without ceremony, twisting and pushing.
Lainey's ass was already slick from the previous toy, and she groaned as the new plug slid straight into her core with barely a pause. She rolled her eyes, shivering as Shiori took up the pump.
"It's time for revenge," Shiori growled with a malicious grin, giving the bulb a quick squeeze.
Air rushed into the plug, the bulb expanding in Lainey's rectum, pushing against her walls. The bottom of the plug became visible as her hole expanded, the slick wetness of the lubricant glistening against the rubber sides.
"This is for all those times you teased me for being reserved, for getting the job done instead of playing around. Now, I can play and do the job at the same time, you little slut!" she hissed, squeezing the bulb again.
Lainey didn't appear to be paying much attention, her ass gaping as her back wiggled, small, squeaky exhalations escaping her lips.
Suzy unit watched demurely, amusement tingling in her shared mind. Lainey deserved this for being so rowdy with her workmates. She had been annoying, and now she was reaping the consequences for her actions.
She wouldn't allow Shiori to damage the drone, however. That wasn't good business.
When she had reached five pumps, Nancy unit held up a hand. "That's enough. Release the pressure, and start again."
For a moment, Suzy unit thought that Shiori would disobey, but then the side of her mouth quirked upwards. "You know what? That's a great idea. I'm going to drain you all the way down, then pump you up again. Over and over, until you piss with pleasure!"
She grabbed the valve under the bulb, giving it a sharp twist. The air whooshed out in a rush, the bulb deflating all the way down to nothing. The other students whispered to each other as they watched Lainey's face change from pleasure to terror. The drone's lips began to move, wobbling as her breath escaped in short bursts.
"What's that?" asked Shiori, placing a hand against Lainey's thigh. "Speak up!" she glowered, leaning in until they were face to face.
"No, no, no, no, no, no... Yes!" Lainey moaned, her face bright as Shiori squeezed the bulb again.
"That's right, you whore. Every time I pump you up, you slip deeper into slavery." She moved in, grabbing Lainey's breast, tweaking a nipple through her latex bodysuit.
Lainey's lips pursed, a coo escaping her throat as Shiori squeezed the bulb again. "I hold you within the palm of my hand," said Shiori in a low voice. "Your pleasure is dependent upon my whims. I can stop at any time. What will you do to achieve orgasm?"
Lainey's head rattled back and forth, her hands sliding down her thighs as her chest popped forward. "Anything, Mistress, anything!"
Suzy unit grinned at Nancy unit as agreement circulated through their shared mind. It was time.
They sent a wireless command to the room's systems, and a set of spotlights hidden in the ceiling clicked on. The overheads shut off, the room bathed in stripes of violet light. The pulsing beat of the Hive filled her ears, driving her lust.
She was not immune to the temptation, but she held herself back to observe the drones. Which ones would give in, and which would take charge?
They were being secretly evaluated. The results of this test would control which ones would be put in charge of others, and which would be given to them as their servants. She was especially interested in seeing what happened with her friends. Would Shiori be up to the task, or would she succumb with the rest?
Moans filled the room as the other students began to pair off. Some of them melted where they stood, unable to stop themselves from stroking their heated pussies. Their eyes went wide as they squeezed their hands against their rubber bodysuits, the Rs distorting as the material wrinkled against their chests.
Failed. Failed. Failed. More of them gave in than she was expecting. Disappointing.
Shiori clasped Lainey's body, leaning forward to suck on her rubber coated nipples. For a moment, Suzy unit thought that she had given in like the others, but then she pulled back, the rubber material pinched between her teeth. Lainey shook, caught in the throes of orgasm as Shiori released her, smacking her face.
"I knew you couldn't resist, slut," she laughed, watching as Lainey stared back at her with abject worship. "I can do whatever I want to you and you'll take it, isn't that right?"
Lainey nodded vigorously. "Yes, Mistress. Hit me, use me, but don't stop. This slut needs to be punished!"
"Is that so?" she said in a dark voice. "Well then, I'm going to suck on your pussy now, with that fat, inflated toy in your ass. You're going to hold yourself back until I tell you to cum. How about that?"
Lainey's eyes lit up, her back settling down as she tilted her hips, the bulb attached to the plug swaying back and forth. "Yes, Mistress!" she groaned.
Shiori pressed her hands into Lainey's pussy, spreading her pink lips wide. Her head dipped down like a bird, tongue sticking out as if she was going to collect nectar.
Lainey trembled, face red as she moaned out her pleasure. Shiori was in control, knowing exactly how to manipulate her coworker's body. She wouldn't be able to last long under this assault. Good.
She was going to make for an excellent Mistress. Lainey would probably be demoted again at the end of class, but she wouldn't be too put out by that. She was far too much of a slut to care.



Secure in the knowledge that the surveillance cameras would catch anything else they needed to know, the units turned towards each other, intent on satisfying their own needs.
Their cable rattled along the floor as they approached, studying each other's identical bodies with glee. They were twin pierced sluts, working together for the greatness of Hive. Glorious.
Clasping each other, they kissed, a feedback loop of pleasure running through their dual bodies as their tongue rings clicked together. The sound of drones orgasming around them pushed their consciousness higher, joy spilling through the connection.
They were molding their trainees into useful Hive drones. They would soon train more drones, spreading Hive to new office buildings, growing organically, bringing the truth of Hive to more downtrodden workers.
Nancy unit broke free from Suzy unit's kiss, caressing her face. "We are one," she whispered.
Indeed, they were.
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Alternate Ending E - Hounding Red
A strange desire to run, to chase rose within her, drowning out her reluctance. She wrinkled her brow, turning the idea over in her mind. It was strangely attractive, and if she didn't say anything the opportunity might slip away.
She opened her mouth and let out a hissing breath. "You're offering me true power."
The Queen's brows flicked upwards. "That's right. If you want it. You've demonstrated here that you have the mental fortitude necessary to become any type of drone you like."
Suzy snarled. "That's exactly the problem. I've been locked up for so long, hiding my emotions and feelings, all I want to do is run free! I can't imagine choosing to be a Queen like you, tied to a desk. Decision after decision, all that responsibility. It sounds just as bad as being a thoughtless peon!"
The Queen folded her hands, her eyes glowing purple as her lips slightly curved. "And so?" she asked, her posture calm.
"I want a position where I don't have to think or worry about mundane operations. I want to experience the thrill of the chase, adrenaline pumping in my heart. I want some damn excitement in my dull life. Can you give that to me?"
The Queen's eyes creased. "I believe we can accommodate your desires."
"Good," hissed Suzy. "When can we start?"
"We've started already," chuckled the Queen, snapping her fingers.
A screen popped up from the desk, showing a collection of female drones gathered around a figure seated in a steel chair. She was leaning forward, her head hidden under a helmet. A hose was connected to her mouth, spilling out onto the floor in black coils.
Wide cups were attached to a harness on her chest, her breasts distending as two additional metal tubes wiggled back and forth. Suzy frowned as she moved closer, realizing that the woman was being milked like a cow.
A shudder ran up her spine. "That's my physical body, isn't it?" she asked, feeling up her breasts to see if they felt anything like what she was seeing on the screen.
The Queen nodded solemnly. "That's right. I've kept you secured as I've tested your mettle. Now that you've made a decision, we can proceed with the conversion."
The drones surrounding the bound individual swayed, their gloved hands moving, caressing the woman. Suzy shivered, knowing that this was her, but none of the sensations were flowing through to her mental body.
The hands continued to move, popping the hoses off the cups. They unstrapped the harness, letting it drop to the floor, exposing her swollen breasts. The hose on her helmet came next, a slow tug and twist to release the dildo crammed into her mouth. The flesh colored dick squeezed against the sides of the metal O ring gag, juices dribbling down the front of the curved helmet.
One of the drones grabbed the helmet with a firm grip, tugging it up and away. Light bounced off her bald head, her skin glistening with steam. The woman leaned her head forward and coughed, a gush of pink fluid escaping her lips.
Suzy laid a hand over her throat, a faint sense of disgust washing through her mind. The colors at the edges of her mental landscape roiled, reflecting the reality of her physical self.
The drones unstrapped the woman's naked body, helping her to her feet. Eyes dull, she licked her lips, a tongue piercing clicking against her teeth as she was led away from the camera.
"What are you going to do with her?" she asked, her back rigid.
"Exactly what you've asked for," purred the Queen, waving a hand in the air. "After a quick wash, they'll put you into my hound suit."
"Your what?" Suzy pounded a fist on the table. "I demand to know what you're planning. I don't want to be turned into a freaking dog!"
The Queen's brows quirked. "Not into pet play? That's a shame. But no, you won't be a dog. However, you will be harnessed, your anger, your ambitions funneled towards a useful purpose. My purpose."
"And what is that purpose?" she asked, wetting her lips as the camera view on the screen changed, showing a darkened chamber.
She blinked, shivering as she followed the curves of the thick rubber suit suspended in the center, chains running to the ceiling. It was a glossy black, seams on either side, waiting for an unlucky occupant.
The Queen stood, folding her arms behind her back. "Running a successful Hive takes work, and this one is starting to get larger than I can handle on my own. I've divested a few drones to keep my numbers down, but if we want to pursue further growth, we need more Queens."
Walking to the edge of the desk, she turned and braced her heels together, like a drill instructor. "Since you're not interested in becoming one of my Queens, my next best option is to enlist you as one of my elite recruiters, my hound. I shall use you to chase down and bring back one of my primary targets. She will become my new Queen."
"Oh." Understanding flooded her brain, and she nodded. "So, your plan here is to enhance my body so that I can chase down your prey."
Her muscles trembled, eagerness replacing her disgust as she imagined pouncing on an unsuspecting victim, tying them up and bringing them back to Hive as a slave. This was actually starting to sound rather interesting.
"Precisely." The Queen's lips curved into a cruel smile. "You had better get used to being treated like a pet, because that's exactly what you'll be when I'm done with you."
Suzy squeezed her hands together, rolling her shoulders to hide her excitement. She didn't like the idea of being treated like a dog, but it sounded like she was going to get everything she wanted. All of the fun, none of the responsibility!
Reality wasn't that simple, naturally, and she was certain she'd be pushed by the Queen's demands. She wouldn't have to decide what needed to be done, though. She would pull her weight and be rewarded appropriately.
The Queen moved around behind her back and clasped her shoulders, resting her head on top. She felt the imprint of the Queen's breasts on her back, her close presence surprisingly comforting.
Her eyes fixed on the screen as motion grabbed her attention. It was her physical body, being directed by a group of drones dressed in slick, red rubber. Their tall heels clicked on the metal plating as they navigated up the ramp, herding her nude body in front of them.
She frowned as the Queen placed a knee in her ass, her hands moving possessively over Suzy's shoulders. This kind of attention was more than she was used to, but she ignored the discomfort, knowing that if she pulled away she'd be in for a bad time.
She had asked for this. She repeated the words in her brain, feeling them on her lips. This was her choice.
If she repeated that often enough, she might actually come to believe it, though the deeper she slid into the Queen's dark world, the less she worried about what seemed normal. This might be weird, in the moment, but once she got used to it, being treated like a toy could be pleasurable.
The Queen's hands rolled over the back of her shoulders, massaging around and under her arms. It was actually starting to feel good, distracting her from the images on the screen.
She tried to concentrate, watching as her body was led up to the rubber suit, the drones helping her to put her legs inside. They were swallowed up by the flesh colored interior, her body sinking in up to her hips.
The sides of the suit were zipped up, her hands jammed into purpose built holes. Within a matter of moments, she was sealed into the glossy cocoon, hidden underneath the curved exterior.
"Your body isn't that muscular right now," whispered the Queen. "I aim to change that. You'll be pumped full of my custom hormonal mix, trained until you are stronger than any man, enhanced with custom implants to make you a superhuman beast. You'll be my animal, chasing down and capturing whoever I please, anywhere in the world. What do you think of that plan?"
Suzy sank into her grip, enjoying the feeling of being wanted, desired. "Yes, Mistress," she gasped out, her heart flipping as the Queen's hands stroked down her sides.
She stared at the woman held in the thick rubber suit, the exterior bloating as air was fed into the outfit via tubes the attendants had attached to the shoulders.
Straps were wrapped around the captive, the rubber bulging as they were cinched tight. The woman in the suit groaned, twitching inside the cocoon. The chains rattled as the suit swayed back and forth, the inflated rubber near her feet bouncing off the circular opening in the base of the platform.
Suzy knew that this was her, but it was hard for her brain to comprehend. If she imagined that she was bound up inside that suit, gripped tight while her mental body was being caressed by the Queen - ooh, that felt good!
She let out a shuddering breath as the Queen extended her hands, making a small flourish with her fingers before she settled them over Suzy's breasts. "This is too much," Suzy complained, unable to focus.
"Is it?" purred the Queen. "I reserve the right to touch every piece of your body, to stroke you, to love you like a real owner."
Suzy jumped as the Queen pinched her nipples between her forefingers. Tilting her head back, she sighed as her body responded, a needy throb coming from her pussy.
"See? There's no need to complain. You already know the truth. You're mine, and all that remains is to twist your body into the animal you really are. Don't you want to accept my leash?"
Suzy shook her head, but there was no force behind it. Her denial was perfunctory at best... the way the Queen was working her flesh was so addictive, she couldn't form the words to deny her. Didn't want to deny her!
On the screen, one of the slick, red drones was moving up to the captive woman in the suit, bearing a glossy black helmet in her hands. It was molded in the shape of a human head, twin oval grids filled with holes to provide the wearer rudimentary vision.
A cone shaped mask was attached to the front, curved into the main helmet. Two rounded attachment points on either side provided for air flow, though it was doubtfully restrictive.
Wearing the helmet was likely a trip. The sides would tightly hug the head, and every breath would be a struggle. Oooh, she trembled at the thought, wiggling against the Queen like a beached fish.
"You seem to be enjoying yourself," chuckled her Mistress. "I think you've changed your mind. You've already accepted this outcome. You want to be mine more than anything, to experience the pleasure of being owned."
Suzy froze, her gaze pinned to the helmet as the control drone dropped it over the captive woman's head. Her dull eyes twinkled with pleasure before they were lost forever, her body turned into a jiggling coffin.
A hose was connected to an attachment point on the top of her head, a sudden burst of air filling the hidden bladder inside. A bag of rubber inflated around the neckline, the helmet rattling as the interior became rigid against the woman's skull. There was no escape!
Her eyes were watery, her chest a sweaty mess as her heart beat out of control. This was really happening, in real time. She was becoming Her slave!
The Queen began to hum, a familiar lullaby filling the air as the Queen's hands milked her chest. She cooed as the words caressed her ears, altered by the Queen to fit the situation.
"Twinkle, twinkle, little slut, by my hand you'll sway your butt. Up among the drones so high, a slutty beast within my eyes. Twinkle, twinkle, little slut, just you wait until we rut."
Suzy gasped as something hard pressed between her legs, and she looked down. A thick, black dildo pressed between her thighs, jutting out in front like a hungry snake. When had the Queen put that on?
She bit her lip as she realized what was coming next. The Queen was going to claim her. It was inevitable.
She swayed her ass, pressing up against her owner's body. What could she do to convince her Queen to plunge that glistening toy into her needy snatch? Did she need to confess her joy and obedience?
The woman on the monitor certainly didn't have any need to figure this out. She was well and truly secured, the attendant drones bringing over a set of dangling hoses.
Her body drifted back and forth as a gloved hand secured the tubes to her mask, one by one. She twitched, a sudden inhalation hidden by the inflated rubber. Sparkling lights appeared within her eye holes, a light show just for her. Was this a special brainwashing program, her brain being turned into molten putty?
This was the answer she had been seeking. She didn't need to do anything. She was Hers.
"Control me Mistress, pilot my body," she hissed, wiggling against the Queen's voluptuous breasts. "Bend me over, treat me like your toy, your pet, which I truly am. I give myself to you, everything I have. Please, treat me kindly."
The Queen's hands slowed as she made a surprised noise. "So soon, my pet? I thought it would take at least a few sessions to convince you of the truth. You giving in so easily makes me question whether you are actually ready for this bliss."
Suzy squirmed, her hands seeking out the Queen's ass and giving her butt cheeks a cheeky squeeze. The Queen jumped, her dildo rattling against Suzy's privates. Suzy released a breathy gasp, trembling as the Queen took her breasts in hand.
"Yes, that's the fire I was looking for. Very good. I have no qualms about training you now."
She let go of Suzy's breasts, running her hands over the sides to squeeze them together. "Bend over, slut, it's time for your first lesson."
Suzy blinked, realizing that the desk had vanished. In its place was a piece of furniture in the shape of a hobby horse, low against the ground.
The creature was on all fours, its head arched upwards to scan the area ahead, a helmet hiding its features. The front of the mask had a long nose, painted teeth on the end to make it look fierce. This was no horse at all! It was a drone, bound as a work animal!
She leaned over, wrapping her arms around the drone's belly. She could feel the creature twitch as her thumbs bounced off the drone's rubber coated breasts. Taking in a bemused breath, she turned her hands over, resting her palms over the tops of the creature's swollen orbs.
It was curious to know that this had once been a free, thinking human, before falling into the Queen's clutches. She squeezed a breast, pressing her chest into the woman's glossy yellow back.
The creature groaned in pleasure, but she didn't move. This demonstrated how great her discipline was. Oh, how she wished that she could be the same, obeying her Mistress' commands to the letter!
A hand slapped her ass, and she stopped ruminating, her pussy wet with desire. Oh, right, she shouldn't be slobbering over this faux animal when she was about to be converted into one herself!
The Queen stroked her ass. "You are a pretty thing," the Queen murmured. "Wide hips, a strong frame. Yes, we'll make a proper hound out of you yet. You'll be tracking down my bounties all over the world. Won't that be fun?"
Suzy grunted as her Mistress stroked a finger over her pussy, lingering on her clit. She let out a high pitched squeal, but her Mistress didn't tease her for long.
Her inner lips were parted roughly by the thick girth of her Mistress' rubbery dildo, the length plunging inside her sloppy tunnel. Suzy let out a low moan, shifting her body on the drone, her nipples sliding against the animal's rubber back.
The drone beneath her moaned, a buzzing sound reaching her ears. The drone was being rewarded for her good behavior, just as she was. They were both slutty pets for their Queen!
The Queen didn't seem interested in more dialog at this point, her body moving roughly as she thoroughly fucked Suzy's needy pussy.
Her body slid back and forth as she desperately grabbed at the drone's breasts for purchase, her fingers slipping over the thick straps that bound the woman's body. To be harnessed like her and used - the idea was simply intoxicating!
The straps creaked as the bound animal finally yielded, a bell around her neck jangling as her arms folded underneath her. "Bad girl," hissed the Queen, slapping the drone's ass with a wet crack.
The drone squeaked, her back rolling underneath Suzy, tickling her nipples. Suzy let out a sharp breath, feeling her pleasure rise as the Queen continued to ream her out, the fake dick jostling in her tunnel.
A gloved hand caught her hair, gathering a thick lock. The Queen jerked on it, forcing her head back as a squeal escaped her lips.
"This is a silly affectation, not worthy of a drone," the Queen announced. "Your mental model will be adjusted. You will be bound, like she is, nothing more than an animal to service my needs."
The Queen's hips rocked, her thrusts jackhammering into Suzy's sore tunnel. The pleasure was rapidly increasing, though an orgasm seemed stubbornly out of reach.
"Your thoughts will be harnessed, your body will be owned. Everything you are will be given to me." She gave her hair another jerk. "Say it, slut. Say that you submit."
Suzy reached for the orgasm again, but it wasn't coming. She knew what she needed to do. Knew that she needed to give in. That was the only way through!
"Yes, Mistress!" she squealed out. "I submit to you, body and mind. I am your slave. I am owned."
Her words turned into gasps, which descended to grunts as the Queen continued pounding. The thrusts increased in tempo until her body couldn't take it any more. She trembled under the Queen's dick, needing release.
Finally, the Queen halted, patting her back. "Yes, good! You may have your reward. Release yourself, like the animal you are. Orgasm as my slut slave. Pet."
The pleasure spiked, exploding into an all encompassing climax. She moaned, writhing under her Queen like a sexual beast.
The Queen slipped her dildo out of Suzy's pussy, leaning over to clasp her body. "Feel the beat of your heart," she whispered. "That heart beats for me, now and forever."
Suzy let out a mewling grunt, shivering as her base desires took over. She was truly Her animal.

***

It was dark, the air in her lungs cool as it hissed through the tubing of the mask. She was tightly bound, gripped in a warm hug by the inflated rubber, unable to move a muscle.
None of that mattered, however, as she was completely mesmerized by the training being fed into her brain by the light display projected over her eyes.
The throbbing beat of Hive was all around her, infusing her body and mind with the singular rhythm of obedience. She had long since forgotten any sense of individuality, her pulse and thoughts synchronizing to the beat of Hive.
It had been integrated into her at a base level. She would never forget this music, and it would never desert her. She would sing its song forever.
She took in another breath, remembering the horrible state she had been in just a short hour ago. Her entire body had been flooded with a mysterious fluid, and for a short while, even her air had been cut off as the gelatinous substance had been forced down her throat.
Her mind twisted as she tried to forget those terrifying moments, but they were burned indelibly into her brain. Fortunately, the training patterns on the display sucked her back in, pushing away her terror.



She was grateful to learn these lessons for Hive, to forget her worries. She was bouncing forward, with the grace of a panther, chasing after the red dot buzzing over the virtual obstacle course laid out in front of her.
She landed on a box with perfect precision, counting the milliseconds in her brain as she launched herself off towards the hanging wall. Swinging over with her hands, she used her momentum to jump onto a spinning circle.
Below, there was a pool of pink fluid, which she had fallen into many times before, but this time she was able to catch onto the edge, hissing as she watched the light getting away from her.
It was so frustrating to wait, but she knew that it was required. If she left just a moment too soon, she'd miss the transfer to the moving bars, dropping into the drink.
At the prescribed moment, she pounced, her elongated fingers flexing as she let out a roar, hooking the closest bar. Her body swung triumphantly as she locked onto the next, and the next.
From here, it was a quick dismount to the inclined wall, which she climbed up with ease, hitting the buzzer right before the dot caught up to her.
She tingled as the training scenario vanished, replaced with green text.
GOOD JOB. GOOD PET.
She had long since accepted that this was her new role, gasping as the machine began to reward her. A set of rubber nubs pressing against her privates vibrated, being drawn back and forth by the mechanism, sawing at her pussy.
The first time she had experienced the tickling nubs over her clit, she had exploded in a premature orgasm. Now that she had gotten acclimated, she could use them to her advantage. Licking her lips with her elongated, swollen tongue, she pulled at her arms as she thrust her hips into the device.
She could barely move in the suit, though with practice, these small efforts could enhance the stimulation, bringing her the pleasure she deserved for her obedience.
She clicked her tongue ring against her teeth, keeping time with the pulse of Hive as it gradually brought her to another peak. Pulse. Pulse. Pulse.
Sooner than she liked, her pussy responded, her muscles locking up as a rush of pleasure flooded her body. She struggled against the suit, moaning out her joy at being so tightly bound.
The machine didn't seem to care, loading up another training scenario. The light appeared again, and her mind was redirected, forced to consider this new situation.
The training proceeded on autopilot as her thoughts began to wander. She knew that she should be giving it her full attention, but she had been at it for hours, and she sensed that something was about to change.
How could she not be distracted at that prospect? She was like a pupae, gestating within this cocoon, transforming into Her weapon. It didn't matter how long it took, for when she emerged, she would be magnificent.
She simply couldn't wait to examine herself, to see how the Queen had changed her into the perfect tool to execute her will. The thrill of being given a mission, the chase of the hunt was within her, and she was eager to bring her Queen whatever She desired.
Groaning to herself, she gave up hoping that she would be let free to do Her will, focusing on doing the scenario correctly.
The laser showed her the path, but not how to execute it. Every time failure occurred, she would be reset, an optional ghost of her past self supplied to show her the pace.
She decided to try again without it, throwing herself at the curved wall in front of her, jumping as high as she could to grab onto the ledge and pull herself up. The next obstacle looked like a pain in the butt - a high wall with small hand holds set into it.
Any miss would guarantee failure, but it was the last obstacle before the end! She gritted her teeth as she spotted the finish line, gasping as she saw the figure waiting for her. The Queen!
She was wearing her strict purple rubber bodysuit, looking bemused, a hand set against her chin. She giggled as Suzy lost her grip, dropping into the pink fluid. Cute!
A newfound desire to finish the course gripped her as the world reloaded. She didn't like failing in front of her Queen. She would make her pleased.
Surmounted the curved wall with the least effort possible, she ignored the red light. She needed to find a path to the Queen, regardless of how slow it was. Then, she could start chasing her ghost, increasing her speed run after run. She would grind it out if she had to, practicing until her fingers were raw, for Her.
She leapt as far as she could, sliding off one of the odd shaped handholds as she dropped into the goop with a yowl. The next attempt wasn't much better, her slow but steady pace failing once she reached a hand hold that was just out of reach. She needed a combination of dexterity and speed, or she'd never reach her goal!
Grumbling to herself, she shook her body off as the world restarted again. She hadn't given up. She would figure it out and deliver victory to the feet of her Queen.
Adjusting her approach, she moved faster, skipping some of the handholds that were obvious red herrings. Her pace was reasonable this time, her body swaying as she neared the final jump. Her vision wavered as the red hand hold appeared to shift, moving farther away right as she made the leap. What the hell was this?
She let out a cry as her body dropped, spotting a smirk on the Queen's face. Oh? It was going to be like that, was it?
Scowling to herself, she jumped up the curved wall with a single leap, growling as she looked at her Queen. Her Mistress was watching her with curiosity, obviously wondering what she was going to do next.
And just what was she going to do? If the course could be altered at the last second, she had little hope of making the jump. Unless she faked her out!
Yes, this must be a test, like all the others. A brainless drone wouldn't be capable of the flexible thinking needed to catch a canny prey. She couldn't afford to underestimate those she chased. She had to use her brain, overcome all obstacles if she hoped to be her Queen's number one slave.
She jumped onto the wall, scooting her body along as before, but when she neared the end, she faked her final leap. When the hand hold moved, she wasn't surprised, swinging herself back onto her precious purchase as she studied the gap.
When her body swung forward a second time, she pounced, grabbing the hold with a cry of victory. Using her momentum, she leapt onto the Queen's platform, bowing at Her knees, her lungs heaving.
The Queen touched her head, rubbing her bald skull. "Very good, hound, you've passed my test. You are ready to be set free. Prepare yourself."
A thrill ran down her back at the praise, and she mewled, fearing what was to come. In this shell, her body was safe. She didn't have to worry about the changes that had been made, she could concentrate fully on being Her hound.
All of that was about to be ripped away. She was finally going to have to face reality, deal with the consequences. Was she prepared to be set free?
A hand reached down, scratching at her neck. "You look distressed, my little pet. There's no need to be concerned. Mommy will take care of you."
Mommy. The word felt strange in her mind, but comforting. She closed her eyes, purring as the virtual world faded away.
When she opened them again, she was at peace inside her rubber shell. The world was waiting for the new her. She would show them what she could do.
Her fear faded as the tight rubber around her throat deflated, the helmet cracking open. She took in a deep breath, waiting as it was pulled off her head, the hose lines dangling like spider legs.
The dim light of the conversion chamber was plenty for her highly attuned eyes. The control drones dressed in slick red rubber moved out of the way, giving her a clear view of the room.
Various equipment was positioned on the ceiling above, cranes and spare rubber suits, helmets dangling. They looked vaguely sinister in the shadows, but she knew that was just an illusion. This suit had changed her life for the better!
She tilted her head, surprised that she could see the lone figure standing at the entrance to the room. It was her Queen, with her arms folded, tapping a finger against her shoulder.
She gasped, joy welling within her chest. A purr escaped her lips, muscles activating on her head. She frowned as she felt twin somethings rising up, turning to follow the Queen.
That felt weird. She badly wanted to touch them, but her hands were still secured within the suit. What other changes had Mistress made to her body?
She waved away the question, secure in the knowledge that her Mistress, her Mommy, had personally overseen her conversion. She had been enhanced, made into Her perfect tool.
The muscles on her skull relaxed as the Queen stalked up the ramp. The tenor of the Queen's heels against the metal grating changed, and she frowned.
She must have been given new ears, since if she focused, there appeared to be frequencies she couldn't have possibly heard before her conversion.
She shook her head, banishing the extra data. She was getting distracted, and she didn't want to be overwhelmed with her enhanced senses while in the presence of her Mistress.
The Queen stopped in front of her, her purple bodysuit glistening as she cocked a hip. Her hands wrapped over her elbows as she considered her slave's head, an intense violet roiling in her eyes. "You've turned out rather well," she said, a pleased grin on her face. "Let's see what the rest of you looks like, my little Hound."
She shivered in the suit, understanding that this was her new name. Her old life was still there in her memories, but it was different, another person. That wasn't her. She was her Queen's animal, wild and free of the constraints of society!
The control drones removed the straps around her suit, opening the ports at the shoulders. Air wheezed out in a long stream, the tight restriction around her limbs and torso suddenly loosening.
Her legs felt powerful, full of energy. She wanted to jump, dance, and chase, but she had to be patient. She could not do any of those things without an order. Her Queen was in control.
The Queen leaned in, petting her head as the zippers were undone across her shoulders. She purred, leaning into the strokes as her owner placed a hand under her chin, scratching her glossy skin.
She rolled her shoulders as the suit fell away, trembling in her Mistress' presence. Rolling her tongue, she tried to speak, surprised to find that her words were gargled, her tongue working differently than she had expected.
Her Mistress chuckled. "Keep trying, little hound. You are intelligent enough to figure it out."
Was she? She rolled her tongue back and forth, trying to get used to its girth. The multitude of piercings along its length clicked and rolled across the top and bottom of her mouth, reducing her dexterity. She howled as the curling tip caught against one of her fangs, a streak of blood slashing across her lips.
The Queen pressed a finger on top of her nose. "Slow down, Hound One. You must learn to walk before you can run."
Hound One swallowed, letting her tongue settle against the floor of her mouth. She turned her head up, sighing as she fumbled with the thick flesh. "Yesh, Mishtresh," she slurred, tasting the sharp tang of blood on her lips.
"Good hound," said her Mistress, patting her jowls.
Hound One crooned, licking her lips as she noticed her elongated snout for the first time. Stunned, she lifted a hand to touch her face, stroking her claws down her cheek.
Jolting, she curled her fingers to examine her talons. They were neat, short, but sharp, hard, bone-like projections sticking out of her glossy, black hands.
They weren't long enough to prevent her from manipulating objects, but plenty tough, ready to rend her Queen's enemies to bits!
Rotating her arm, she noted that the material coating her skin ran all the way up, a bright shine that seemed to change based on the viewing angle. She frowned at the rubber, annoyed at how it trumpeted her presence. She wanted to hide, to be a black shadow.
The sparkling light suddenly changed as a pattern appeared on her skin. Pleasure coursed through her body as the shiny reflection was snuffed out like a candle.
"Ah, I see you've discovered 'stealth' mode," chuckled the Queen. She ran her hands over the sides of her head, leaning in to give her a wet kiss on the snout. "You're a beautiful being. I can't wait to watch you discover the other gifts you've been given!"
The Queen placed her hands under her hound's shoulders, lifting her legs out of the suit. She landed lightly against the edge of the platform, staring with suspicion down at her feet as she was greeted with an unexpected clicking.
She let out a pleased growl as she noticed the large pair of rubbery breasts in the way, piercings winking at her from her nipples. Placing her hands on the Queen's shoulders, she thrust her ass out, her boobs swaying attractively.
She would be the envy of the other drones. Many would want her, but she would give her all to the Queen.
Now she could finally see the floor, and the changes that had been made to her feet. Her toes were curved, talons scraping against the metallic decking. If she flexed her feet, she could almost form a fist.
On her heels, there was a second set of talons. She backed up a step, locking her foot around the edge of the platform. Oh, this would be excellent for catching prey!
The Queen pulled her forward, chuckling. "There will be plenty of time for experimentation later," she admonished. "I want to see whether my latest major alteration worked."
She touched Hound's shoulder, giving her a gentle nudge. Hound let out a lonesome yelp, turning around so that her Mistress could examine her back.
The Queen stroked in semi circles, and Hound frowned. Why did her skin feel so strange?
"Oh, yes, they've formed just as I had hoped," the Queen whispered, sounding quite satisfied with herself. "Come, pet, spread them out. Show me your wings."
Surprised at the reveal, Hound flexed muscles she didn't know she had, a fluttering noise rippling in her ears as the new appendages stretched all the way out.
Oh, that muscle ache felt good after being held in a cramped space! The way the wings rustled sounded kind of nice. If she turned her head, could she get a look at them?
Her breath caught in her throat. They were glorious, extending twice the length of her body, sinful black rubber dripping down each feather onto the leading edge.
She reached up and grabbed the thick part of the wing, hearing and feeling the squeak of rubber as she massaged her flesh. That was nice. She could simply stand here for ages, admiring each ridged curve.
She dropped her hand as her Mistress ran her fingers over the connection points, massaging the joints. Purring, she arched her back, enjoying the soft pleasure as the Queen worked her over.
"So obedient, so mine," whispered the Queen. "When I was prototyping this, I wasn't certain it would work, but now I'm glad I ordered this adaptation for you. You are unique."
Hound shivered at the praise, flexing her wings to test their dexterity. They flipped up and down, blotting out the light as they swung in front of the fixtures. She would be able to swoop down from above, invisible, plucking out her victim and bringing them to her Queen before anyone realized she was there!
The Queen stroked her shoulder. "I find it amazing how comfortable it feels to have a pet. I didn't think it would be nearly this satisfying, and yet, here we are."
She sighed, letting go. "It's unfortunate that I already have a mission lined up for you, otherwise I'd spend all day stroking your feathers. As it is, we need to get a move on. Let's introduce your new assistants."
She clapped her hands, and a series of spotlights snapped on, highlighting three more dangling rubber suits.
Each of them was a different color - orange, yellow, and red, rubber straps drawn tightly around the inflated coffins. Hound's breath caught in her throat as she realized the implication. There were more drones being converted into Hounds, just like her!
She wrinkled her nose at the thought that she wasn't her Queen's only pet, but the pique dissolved as she thought about having new packmates. They would live together, fight together, chase together. With numbers, they couldn't be beat!
The hand returned to her shoulder as the control drones worked to remove the helmets from the suits. "Rest assured, my little pet, you are still my number one. You can't do everything by yourself, however, so I've made you some friends!"
Her heart purred as she spotted the shiny heads of her new packmates. They had rubber skin, like hers, colored the same as their suits. It glistened under the lights, and she wondered whether they had a camouflage ability similar to hers.
It would be useful if they did, but she couldn't help but hope that this was one of her unique talents. If they were all the same, they'd be boring.
The suits were unzipped, revealing their bodies, one by one. The control drones helped them out, lifting them up onto the platform.
The Queen embraced her, pressing her chest into Hound's wings. They rattled in protest, but Hound held back a hiss. The Queen owned her, she could do as she liked.
"I took special care to select candidates you know," said the Queen softly, turning her body. "Why don't I introduce them to you? On the left, your new front liner, formerly known as Lainey, Hound Two!"
Hound swallowed, her mouth opening in a pant as she examined this new hound. Her body appeared thick as rock, a tough layer of rubber stretching over her bulbous belly. The way it was built up in layers made it look like scales, her breasts hidden underneath a separate, armored shell.
Hound Two waddled forward, giving her a little wave and a smile. A funny look crossed her face, and she burped, a jet of flames escaping her lips.
"Sorry," she giggled as steam leaked out of her ears, pressing a thick, armored hand over her mouth. "I don't know how any of this works!"
The Queen chuckled, turning Hound One towards the next drone. "Hound Three is a master of evasion, useful for infiltration and recon missions. You used to know her as Shiori."
The drone lifted her arms and yawned, ignoring all of them as she licked her thin lips. She had a snout, tiny little eyes set deep into her shadowed head. Her body was sleek, made for speed, with small breasts and slim thighs.
She shifted her pose, and suddenly, she was difficult to see. Hound blinked, tilting her head, but she still couldn't make her out. It wasn't like the active camouflage her skin had displayed, this was something else. How intriguing!
"Marvelesh," she whispered, her mind buzzing with possible use cases.
She could see the reasoning behind these transformations already, and she was becoming excited at the possibilities. It would make it more difficult to plan missions, but the flexibility in their operations would be greatly magnified!
"Who's nexsht?" she growled, eager to see what her Queen had created.
She turned her head to the last open suit, but there was nothing there to see. Confused, her eyes darted around, looking for the last subject, but she had vanished.



A blur of motion came from above, and she tilted her head back, the ears on top of her head extending in surprise.
A feminine form hung upside down, her taloned feet clinging to one of the chains. When the drone noticed her staring, she let out a screeching cry.
The Queen placed a hand over Hound One's chest. "I can feel your heart pounding. Your surprise is so cute!"
The Queen braced her feet, holding Hound One still. It was a good thing she had, as her new instincts were urging her to attack, to leap up there and pull down this new creature so that she could get a better look at her.
"Hound Four. Nancy. Come down here," the Queen ordered, her voice brooking no debate.
The new hound's wings fluttered as she cocked her head, releasing another cry. Her talons let go, and she fell from her perch in a whoosh, her body flipping as she landed on the metal grating, her arms extended for balance.
Straightening up, she folded them, staring with hawk-like intensity. That only made sense, as her transformation had turned her into a drone bird of prey.
The rubber coating on her body had an iridescent orange sheen, running in strips over her torso. Her breasts had been streamlined, smooth lumps that were spread out over her chest.
Her arms were spindly things, with delicate fingers, a fine membrane stretching out below her armpits. She was built for speed.
When the hound's body shifted, a flash of red on her chest in the shape of an R peeked out at her, the brand of their allegiance. Hound One gasped at the way the logo shimmered, hooding her eyes as she checked out the other drones.
Sure enough, they had the logo as well, though it was subtle. She probably had one too, a sign of her Mistress' favor. Good. There would be no question as to where she belonged.
"They're beautiful," she breathed, her tongue loosening up as she studied her pack.
Hound Four stretched out an arm, cleaning her rubbery feathers with an extremely long tongue. Her eyes closed in pleasure at the praise, a soft squawk emitting from her curved nose.
Hound Two beat her chest and hooted like a caveman, while Hound Three began licking the back of her hand. They were a unique group, and she couldn't wait to start working with them.
Her neck strained as she pressed against her Queen's body. "Send us on a mission," she growled. "I wish to serve."
The Queen's hands slid over her belly, curving up to cup her breasts. She squeezed them, pulling back to feel their full volume. Hound purred, her body thrilling at being touched by her Mistress.
"You're almost ready," her Queen sighed, darkness coloring her words. "It's time to get you leashed, my pet, and then, as your first mission, you will pleasure me."
Rigid, Hound's ears swiveled as her Queen let her go. She folded her wings, nestling them against her back as she turned her head to follow her Mistress.
The Queen didn't go far, accepting a metallic ring from a control drone that trotted up to her. "Present yourself," she commanded, turning back towards Hound.
Hound leaned forward, presenting her neck to her Mistress. She wouldn't do this for just anyone - this posture made her look weak, vulnerable. Only one person could demand this of her.
She growled as the heavy collar was wrapped around her neck, the weight reminding her that she was owned.
The sides clicked shut, and the Queen patted her on the cheek as she attached a leash. Giving it a sharp tug, she pointed towards the floor. "Down, pet. It's time for you to service me, as a slave should."
Hound mewled, tensing her knees as she dropped down, her eyes racing over the Queen's chest. The glossy bodysuit she wore glimmered an enticing purple, making her want to lick it.
This desire only increased as her view slid down past a garter belt, thick straps running to her glossy rubber stockings. Her crotch was bare, her hairless mons looking waxy.
Upon closer examination, it didn't look like skin at all. It was more like colored rubber, a coating that included her vagina and inner lips.
Hound seized her legs, wrapping her talons around her Mistress' thighs. The Queen grunted, but showed no apparent pain at being pricked by the sharp tips. The coating must really be thick.
Well, she was about to find out! The Queen placed a hand on her head, urging her in, and she was more than happy to oblige!
Sticking her snout into the gap, she touched her nose against her Mistress' clit. The Queen made an amused chuckle as she gave it a sniff, enjoying the scent of her owner.
There came a tug from her leash. "Stop playing around," The Queen commanded. "Lick me out. Wash my pussy with your thick tongue."
Hound whined, tilting her head so that her lips were positioned correctly. She gave the Queen's pussy a light kiss, the barbells on her tongue rattling as she stuck it in.
The Queen grunted, her hands flexing around the leash as Hound swished her tongue back and forth, the first piercing catching against her folds.
"Mmm, good pet," The Queen moaned, sliding her legs apart. "Give it to me good, push it all the way in!"
Hound wiggled her tongue, leaning forward to apply extra pressure. When that didn't work, she arched its length, forming a wavy ripple as she humped it up and down. The Queen moaned as the barbells rattled against her tunnel, thrusting farther in.
This cleared the initial obstruction, but she faced the same problem again with the second piercing. Utilizing the experience she had just gained, she combined all her movements together, wiggling and jolting until her thick appendage was in.
The Queen's tunnel clenched around her questing flesh as she squeezed deeper. She frowned as she kept thrusting, amazed at how much she could pack in. Her tongue felt impossibly long, perhaps she could reach the end of the tunnel?
She was certainly eager to try! Pulling back a short distance, she shoved it back in, her piercings scraping along the sides of her Queen's tunnel. The Queen threw her head back and cried out, using the leash to keep her balance.
The resulting tug almost jerked Hound free, but she was determined now. She was pleasuring her Mistress, and she wanted nothing more than to bring her to climax!
Choking against the collar, she thrust her tongue in, flexing it as she sought the end of her Queen's rubbery tunnel. Poke. Slurp. Poke.
It was definitely dropping farther in, but she hadn't reached the bottom, and the base of her tongue was getting thicker, making it more difficult to plumb her depths.
This only made her more determined, but the game of diminishing returns was starting to get to her. Just how long was her Mistress' tunnel?
Her Queen hummed, helping her out by shoving her hips towards Hound's mouth. Hound synchronized the motions with her thrusts, ramming into her determinedly.
The Queen might be deriving a lot of pleasure from this, but now she really wanted to know what was going on!
Her tongue suddenly popped out the other end of the tunnel, landing in a rubbery pocket that clamped down around the tip. She frowned, pushing and shifting, but the sensation didn't change, moving along with her.
After a couple of minutes of trying to find a solution, she had to admit defeat. The internal layout of her Queen was just different from what she would expect of a normal human body.
Her owner chuckled. "I won't fault you for trying, pet, but there isn't a pot of gold at the end of the rainbow. Unfortunately, I had uterine cancer, and I was forced to have a hysterectomy. What I've implanted up there is simply a large bladder for drones like you to play with. It's quite fun and stretchy, no?"
The Queen laughed as Hound shot her a concerned look. "No, I'm not in any danger of dying. Hive has cured me. I became its Queen, and in return, my life was saved. I believe it was an equivalent bargain, though some days I admit the work does get to me."
Her eyes drifted off into the distance. "I probably would do it again, faced with the same choices."
Hound detected a hint of sadness in her voice. There was only one way to fix that.
Determined, she braced her hands on her Mistress' ass, yanking her in until her nose pressed against her Mistress' clit. She then thrust her tongue in with all her might, pulling back with an equal amount of force. At the same time, she moved her head in a circle, ensuring maximum stimulation on her owner's most sensitive bits.
She was rewarded with a surprised squeal from the Queen, and she grinned, pleased that she was able to break through her protective shell.
Stroke. Stroke. Stroke. She wasn't going to stop with that success. What she wanted was a full on conflagration, turning her Mistress' legs to rubber as she melted into her arms.
Unfortunately, that wasn't to be. After a couple more hard strokes, her Mistress gasped, her face closing down as she clenched her teeth together.
Her body vibrated against Hound's mouth, but she stayed fully in control, her eyes roiling a deep purple as she peered down at her pet, humming with pleasure. "Nice try, slave, but what did you expect? I'm your Mistress. I will always be in control. You can rely on me."
Hound hooded her eyes as she slowly withdrew her tongue, cleaning out her Mistress' snatch. She leaned back, closing her mouth as she studied her Queen.
Rely upon. Yes, that was true. She didn't have to worry about making life decisions. She was a kept animal, subservient to her owner.
She bowed her head. "Thank you, Mishtress," she purred. "I am pleashed to be your servant."
Mistress leaned over, giving her a kiss on the forehead. "Indeed. You shall be my weapon, little pet. Rankotech shall be ascendant. Hive above all!"
Hound tingled, filled with pleasure. For Hive, and her Queen!

***

The mid afternoon sun scorched the rooftops, reflecting off the air conditioning units. Hound scowled, keeping watch with a pair of binoculars, scanning the designated area for anything out of the ordinary.
They had been posted here for a solid week in anticipation of this motorcade, studying the area and creating contingency plans in case their initial attempt failed. During their stakeout, they had seen the vehicles of interest passing several times.
Due to the tint on the windows, it was impossible to determine the occupants of the heavily armored vehicles. However, their intelligence suggested that their target would be visiting the headquarters of Rad Technologies Incorporated within the hour.
She lowered her binoculars, clicking her teeth together as she curled her lip into a snarl. Rad Tech was the umbrella company that owned PolyCorp. By kidnapping and converting the college aged daughter of their CEO, her Queen would accomplish multiple goals. Not only would she gain a new Queen for Hive, but she would also have someone on the inside of her greatest Rival. A win, win!
That all depended upon whether they could execute this mission successfully. This was complicated by the necessity of grabbing the woman in broad daylight, but that couldn't be helped. They would have to utilize all of their abilities to ensure victory today.
She checked the watch on her wrist, waiting for the top of the hour. When the second hand clicked over, she lifted her binoculars again. Yes, there they were, right on schedule!
A sleek, black sedan had turned the corner, followed closely by two more. Working their way through traffic, they paused at the next light.
She touched the rhythm of Hive in her head, injecting a pulse that propagated through the network. In response, there came a drumbeat, confirmation that her message was received. It had taken them all some time to get used to this, but they had practiced together, and now it was second nature.
Her mouth slid into a vicious grin as the lights turned green, the motorcade crossing the intersection. At the last moment, a woman entered the crosswalk with a stroller, stepping directly in front of the lead vehicle.
The driver jammed on the brakes, but it was too late to avoid a collision. The stroller went flying, the lady falling under the right front tire of the vehicle. Hound Two was going to use this to gain sympathy points, no doubt.
Their path blocked, the two other vehicles in the motorcade revved their engines, steering around the accident and speeding up as they crossed into the next street over. They probably suspected foul play. They were right!
She watched the accident scene as they rolled the car off the woman's body, the driver getting out to investigate. She narrowed her eyes as she zoomed in on Hound Two, spotting her screaming up a storm. Was she actually injured, or just playacting?
She shrugged, turning to follow the other two vehicles. Hound Two was a tough lump of metal, she was sure she'd be alright. If not, Hive would take care of her.
She double checked the position of her teammate, clicking her teeth together as Hound Four dropped into view, swinging around a building. Her arms were spread wide, catching the thermals as she closed in on the position of the racing vehicles.
A drumbeat clicked in her head, and the hound dove, heading straight for the lead car, which had been hung up by cross traffic.
Before it could extricate itself from the mess, Hound Three zoomed in, dropping her first payload right onto the windshield. Splat.
The entire window was coated with blue paint. The driver tried turning on the windshield wipers, but this only served to stir up the sticky fluid. It was a special mix, cooked up in Rankotech's labs. Removing it would require a special solvent. Lacking that, the entire windshield would have to be replaced.
Hound chuckled to herself, turning to the last vehicle. They had seen what had happened to the other car, and had turned down a side street, trying to get away from the assault.
Go, go, go! She ground her teeth, wondering whether she was going to have to get involved. The car was coming in her direction, so she could intercept it. And deprive her packmate of the thrill of the chase? No way!
Besides, Hound Four was already on the move, floating up into the sky, steering using the directions Hound One was sending through the Hive gestalt. As long as she had eyes on the car, they were toast.
She frowned in dismay as a crane suddenly obscured her view. The vehicle had driven into a construction zone, but it wasn't slowing down. Through the obstructions, she spotted the vehicle barely missing a flagger, skirting awfully close to a break in the pavement.
There was a flash of dark color, a zipping figure diving in from above and dropping her payload. A splash of blue billowed over the windshield, and the driver lost control. There came a squeal of tires, the vehicle spinning out of the lane, workers diving away.
The vehicle smashed into a work truck with a terrific crash, the hood popping up as a spray of coolant burst out of the radiator. The back lifted off the ground, coming back down with a jittering bounce.
Hound scowled at the mess. The whole point of this was to capture their target with minimal damage. If the target was in that vehicle and suffered injuries, there would be hell to pay!
She hesitated, watching as the car doors popped open. Men and women dressed in suits spilled out, looking dazed. Nobody in civilian clothing. Good.
This was where everything got tense. She trusted her team, but she needed to know who to reinforce as soon as possible. She quickly moved back to the second vehicle, which was currently unattended. Nothing.
Shit. They could have already extracted the package and gotten her away while she had been distracted by the crash!
A shimmering form appeared from behind the car, her skin rippling as she dropped her dynamic camouflage. A pair of violet eyes stared right at her, and she shook her head.
Good, but also annoying. For some reason, Hound Three preferred to use body language to communicate, instead of Hive thought.
She had always been a rather reserved individual, even before she had been transformed. She seemed to be opening up the more time she spent with them, but there were still these peculiarities they had to work around.
She spun, seeking the first vehicle. They had obviously tried to fake out any attackers by speeding off when the lead car was taken out. That meant her target had to be back at the start.
Sure enough, a small group of sharply dressed security goons wearing sunglasses were crowding a woman dressed in a demure skirt and blouse. She spotted Hound One grimacing as she pushed the car off her belly, but she wasn't in any state to pursue. It was a good thing she had wings!
She sent a command to converge on the target's position through the beat of Hive, spreading her wings to their full width as she jumped off the roof.
The joy of flight was addictive, providing a certain grace and calmness she couldn't get anywhere else. As long as she wasn't on the hunt!
Right now, adrenaline was pulsing through her body, pushing her forward. There was no need to rush, however, she still had them in sight. Unless they decided to move into a building, they wouldn't be able to get away.
They had purposefully made this assault in an area where there were no nearby subway stations. Their opponent's only options would be to turtle up, or take their target to the nearest safe house. Of the two, there really was only one. They were going to keep moving.
She increased her speed to catch up, swooping around a building as they threaded through the urban jungle. If they intended on going where she expected, they would be headed right into her trap. Just a few moments more, and she would know for sure.
They entered a large dual carriageway, hugging the side with the taller buildings. They appeared to be slowing, but why?
Another black sedan rounded the corner, and she growled in anger. They had made a contingency plan! Damn!
Before she could whistle up her allies, however, a whoosh of darkness appeared below her. The graceful figure of Hound Four dropped her final paint bomb on the windshield, forcing the driver to stop. They weren't going to escape that way!
The doors opened, more security personnel piling out. They glommed together, moving as a unit towards the first group. More reinforcements to deal with. Great.
She communicated this information through Hive net, continuing on to her original destination. Passing between two tall buildings, she entered an alleyway.
Folding her wings, she dropped like a stone, legs churning the air as it rushed past her. Her loins bloomed with pleasure as the sex belt gave her a small buzz for following the Queen's commands. She was her obedient slut!
This was only a reminder of what it could really do. She lived for the pleasure of her Queen's approval!
That would only happen if she managed to succeed here, however. She touched her control collar as her wings popped out like a parachute, carrying her safely to the ground.
The thick chunk of metal at her neck was a reminder of who owned her. Who loved her, disciplined her, corrected her. If she failed, she would be in for a world of pain, and she would deserve it. That's why she would succeed!
Their prey was running, but the trap was closing in. She just needed to spring it!
Folding her wings, she stepped behind a dumpster, crouching down as she leaned forward to study the empty alley. Half closing her eyes, she slowed her breathing, listening to the song of Hive for further information.



A picture began to emerge, and she grinned. They were heading straight for her! The final confrontation would be her responsibility. Just as she had hoped!
A crunching sound behind her made her ears swivel in alarm, but she soon settled down as she spotted the approaching figure.
Hound Two had a smug look on her face. "You should be happy to see me. I just got hit by a car and took it like a champ!"
She grabbed a section of her armored chest, pulling it out to show off a discolored blotch. "See? I might even get a bruise!"
Hound One waved her over, pressing a finger to her snout. "Quiet!" she hissed. "They're just about here!"
Hound Two pumped her head up and down like a bird, hiding her bulk against the wall. "Do you think they're going to be surprised when we step out in front of them?" she rumbled.
"Shhh!" Hound One growled, holding up her finger again.
Her packmate finally subsided, an insouciant look on her face. Hound One rolled her eyes, but she was secretly glad for the support, even if it meant that she would have to deal with her loudness. Hound Two had never been subtle, even when she had been known as Lainey.
Her ears twitched and she sniffed the changing air. "It's almost time," she whispered. "Get ready."
She turned toward a large box mounted next to the dumpster, punching in the lock code. The top clicked, and she flipped it open. Reaching inside, she pulled out a body length shield.
It was light, made of a slick material that she suspected was derived from their body coatings. Another Rankotech special.
Whatever the source, she had been told that it was bulletproof. Hound Two might have a hide thick enough to stop bullets, but she didn't have the same built in armor plating.
"Plan twin prong," she ordered, stepping out to face the security forces.
They spotted her as soon as she stood up, fanning out to cover the target. Men in suits bundled the protectee towards the rear, leaving her with an impression of white hair and glasses with thick lenses. That matched the profile. Good.
She didn't bother trying to talk with the bodyguards, opting instead to rush them as fast as she could before they could pull out their weapons. At the same time, Hound Two attacked from the right, ramming into the lead elements like a bulldog.
What happened next was a rapid cacophony of sound and light. Gunshots rang out in a staccato beat, humans shouting, faces scowling as she slammed into them with her shield.
Unable to retain their balance, many of them fell, limbs tangling together as they desperately tried to help each other back up. She was relentless, however, using her wings to give her a height advantage, shoving them over like bowling pins.
Hound Two opted for a more straightforward approach. Climbing on top of the writhing mass of humanity with sure feet, she slammed back down onto them with her overwhelming weight. More shots rang out, but Hound Two wasn't fazed, an immovable bullet sponge.
There came cries from some of the other guards, though, ricochets injuring several of them in an instant. Hound One frowned as she spotted a guard at the rear with a submachine gun. It was him who had caused this disaster!
Beating her wings with a sudden burst, she flew towards him and slammed into his skull with the shield. He dropped the weapon with a sad groan, his body slumping as she tucked her wings in and rolled over the top.
Jumping to her feet, she spotted the woman they were after, her face blank as she hid behind a pair of guards. Streaks of purple eyeshadow glimmered over large eyes, a black choker at her neck. Her oversized t-shirt swayed as they tugged her back, a proud unicorn graphic prancing on the edge of a cliff.
The guards lifted their weapons to draw a bead on her, but the light shimmered behind them. The target made a girlish squeal as Hound Three suddenly appeared, jamming a needle into her neck. Wrapping her arms around the target, she pulled her away from the guards, sending everything into bedlam.
One of the men whirled about, his pistol going off as Hound Three gave his forearm a vicious chop. The other tried to hook her leg, but she used her superior strength and position to pull him off balance instead.
Free and clear, she shot Hound One a proud smirk. Her body glistened as she lifted the target off her feet, charging down the alley.
The bodyguards hadn't given up, but Hound Two wasn't giving them time to regroup. She opened her mouth, burping out a horrible torrent of flames that forced them back. A few brave guards near the rear tried to hit the rapidly disappearing Hound Three, but it was useless.
She was now almost totally invisible, the struggling body of their target flopping like a rag doll as the drugs took effect.
A sudden streak of pain ran up the side of Hound One's cheek, and she growled, dropping down onto all fours. The guards at the back of the group had given up trying to get Three and were now taking potshots at Hound Two and her.
They were starting to come to the realization that Hound Two's hide was impervious, so they were focusing more firepower on her. She sent the withdrawal message through Hive net, bunching her muscles up in preparation for a great leap.
A guard's sunglasses gleamed as he held out a hand and pointed at her, yelling out a command to the others. Too bad for him, this was already over!
She sprung out of the crouch, holding out her hands to catch onto the edge of a fire escape. Swinging her body in a long curve, she used the momentum to lift herself up onto the first platform.
From there, she pressed her feet against the edge, springing off to the other side of the alley, her nimble fingers catching the edge of an air conditioning unit. Pulling herself up, she jumped again, spreading her wings.
She could have launched herself directly from the ground, but her erratic maneuvers made it difficult for the guards to get a good shot. Pumping her wings, she lifted up and away, taking a steep angle for maximum lift.
They fired off a couple more shots, but with her body almost directly overhead, it was impossible for them to hit anything. She chuckled to herself as she flew out of range, circling over the building to check on her pack.
Hound Two had bulldozed herself to the end of the alley, where Hound Four swooped in, dangling her legs. Hound Two caught on and was lifted away, the two of them soon vanishing into the trees of the local park. Good, they wouldn't need to be extracted.
Hound Three still needed her assistance, however. Although she was quick, it was likely that someone would call in the comatose girl dangling in her arms.
Following the pulse of the beat in her head, she dropped down onto the main street, winging in towards her packmate's location. Hound Three gave her a saucy grin, saying nothing as she passed the dangling target into her arms.
Her eyes did go wide as she spotted a pair of bodyguards boiling out of the alley behind them, and she promptly vanished. As expected. Direct confrontation had never been her strong suit.
Cradling the woman in her arms, she jumped back into the air, heading for the same park the other Hounds had vanished into. Faint alarmed cries echoed behind her, but with her head start, there would be no way for them to catch up.
She gazed into the target's eyes, snorting as the somnolent woman moaned, her long eyelashes fluttering. A small butterfly was painted on her right cheek, a fluttering trail curling up to her ear. Whimsical. I wonder why my Mistress believes she's Queen material?
It wasn't her place to say. Her owner wanted this woman, and now she would have her. Her thighs trembled as the sex belt buzzed against her clit. Oh, yes. She would be rewarded. Soon.

***

A faint pulse of light from the saucer shaped fixture played over the pale face below. The woman's black hair had been pulled up behind her head into a tight bun.
Her body below had been stripped and secured in a rubber sack, restraints wrapped around her ankles and waist. Her arms were secured behind her in an armbinder, tight laces up to her shoulders.
A set of integrated metal rings had been built into the top of the sack, at her shoulders, allowing her to be suspended via nylon ropes. Her body hung still, a faint hiss of breathing the only sign that she was alive.
Hound One watched her with gimlet eyes, her hands bound in rubber balls. Her wrists were chained together, her sex belt hooked to the wall with a solid chain.
The buzzing vibrator did not allow her to sit, removing its blissful stimulation whenever she relaxed her pose. It was pleasurable torture.
Her breath hissed through her animal mask, the long, molded rubber snout jutting out in an exaggerated parody of her transformed face. Her view of the scene was filtered through dark lenses, though her hearing was excellent.
The whispered movements of her packmates came from both sides, brief moans punctuating the low hum of the air handlers.
They were bound as she was, experiencing the thorny pleasure of success. Unable to orgasm until their Mistress commanded it, they remained on the edge of pleasure, awaiting Her presence.
Hound One chewed on her bar gag, tugging against her collar as the sex belt buzzed at her pussy. The metal cup was sodden with her wetness, but it had nowhere to go, reminding her of her submissiveness. Another moan was forced out of her as the buzzing peaked, the stimulator shutting down for another rest period.
That was the devil of the situation - she didn't want the stimulation to stop, yet she could never reach the ultimate peak!
Her wrists jangled as she tugged at them, a yowl escaping her lips. Her other packmates yipped and cried in solidarity, forming a choir of muffled voices.
The woman in the bag jolted, gasping as her eyes flicked open. As soon as she spotted their rubber clad bodies, she screamed, her head rattling back and forth.
This accomplished little, her bondage sack swinging as the light above flickered over her bound body. Hound One ignored her distress, far more interested in the spotlight that had popped on near the bottom of a ramp.
A svelte figure swayed her hips as she stepped up, sharp heels clicking against the metal plate. Spines on her corset flashed as she crossed into darkness, her eyes glowing with purple swirls.
The woman slowed as she reached the platform. Hound One took in a deep breath, anticipation tingling down her spine as more overhead lights turned on.
The woman was wearing a glossy, purple rubber dress shirt, a thin belt securing a pencil skirt to her waist. She wore lavender colored rubber gloves, the material running up her arms to her shoulders. Her hair was drawn back into a bun, matching her captive's hair style. Was that on purpose?
It didn't matter. Her Queen was here, and she would soon be rewarded for her efforts. She moaned through her gag, gnashing her teeth as she pulled at her collar, eager to greet her Mistress.
Their captive stared at them, her eyes as wide as dinner plates. She let out a whimper, her head shrinking into the bag. The front bulged as she wiggled her hips, unable to escape.
"There's nothing to fear from them, my dear," purred the Queen, glancing at their bound forms. "They're my animals. Slaves. Drones. They won't touch you unless I command it."
She reached out a hand, caressing the woman's chin. The captive recoiled, her body swaying in the rubber sack as she screwed up her face. The Queen chuckled. "I see the rebellion in your eyes. Good. You will be trained to utilize that energy as my new Queen."
"A... what?" choked out the woman, her high pitched voice filling the room.
The Queen nodded graciously. "That's right. You won't be bound like a common slave forever. Once you have accepted the beat of Hive, you shall be elevated, becoming Rankotech elite."
She gripped the side of the woman's face. "I know more about you than your family does. You're chafing under their restrictions, aren't you? You want to spread your wings, fly free under your own power. To be in control of your destiny!"
The woman scowled, turning her head to break the Queen's grip. "If you know that much about me, you damn well should know that I won't give in to whatever you're planning!"
"You won't?" chuckled the Queen, clasping her hands together. "It's easy to say that when you have no experience. How about we have this conversation again after you spend some quality time with the machine?"
She took a step back, and an electric whine filled the room. A thick, purple hood descended from the ceiling, molded into the shape of a woman's head and shoulders. Their captive looked up and blanched, spotting the hollow, purple interior as it descended next to her body.
She wiggled like a worm, but the Queen ignored her, waiting until it stopped, level with their captive's shoulders. Grabbing the side, she swung the back open on a set of hinges, turning the front so that the concave interior was visible. A thick dildo was mounted to the mouth area, the dark length glistening as light bounced off the bulbous head.
"Making a Hive Queen is a laborious affair," explained the Queen. "I've been working on some prototype machines to automate some of the process so that I don't have to babysit each step. What do you think?"
"Fuck no," growled the woman, shaking her head.
The Queen shrugged. "Don't disparage what you haven't tried. I'll come back and ask you again after an extended session."
The woman struggled again, but hidden speakers in the room began to play a pulsating beat. Hound sighed in pleasure, knowing what this was.
The music of Hive. She ground her hips into the vibrator, which had begun buzzing against her pussy.
Their captive's eyes glazed over as the thrumming music pounded into her ears, disrupting her thoughts and anesthetizing her brain. The Queen patted her shoulder. "So easy," she purred, placing a curled thumb into the woman's mouth.
Roughly yanking her jaw open, she patted her cheek. "There you are, dumb and brainless, ready for your programming."
There was a faint hint of anger in the woman's eyes, but it wasn't enough to overcome the victorious rhythm of Hive. The Queen pulled the hood over, positioning the dildo in front of her face. "Give it a good suck," she advised. "Let your old self go. It was never very useful, anyway. As a Queen, you'll move mountains. Something to look forward to."
Gripping the back of her skull, the Queen pushed the hood onto her head, sliding the dildo into her mouth. Her face was soon hidden behind the thick rubber, eyes sockets covered by flat, purple ovals.
The Queen checked her throat to ensure that everything was in the proper place, caressing the rubber tubing that ran around the edges. Grabbing the back side of the hood, she swung it around, a bulbous projection poking out the rear to accommodate her bun.
"Say goodbye to your old self," the Queen said, her voice warm. "Welcome to Hive."
The shell of the hood clicked shut, the Queen latching it together. The rubber seam hissed as it merged, providing an airtight seal between the two halves.
Her entire body was entombed within the device. Who knew what sorts of programming would be beamed into her head by the mask?
Hound didn't know, but she was sure that the transformation would be pleasurable. It was always really, really good for her!
Ugh, she was melting watching this. Her Queen was so dominant, she wished that she could bow before her and worship her heels.
Oh, and now that she was done with her captive, here she came!
She suppressed her excitement, breathing in short bursts. The other Hounds did the same, watching their Queen through their masks.
The Queen folded her arms, a bright smile on her face. "My loyal Hounds," she said in a sultry voice. "You've done as I've asked, succeeded beyond my wildest expectations. You deserve some personal time with me, but before that..."
Her face leered at them. "Cum for me, little pets, squirt out your pleasure at my command. Show me your obedience."
The pressure in her pussy let go, and she howled, gurgling as the orgasm seized her body. Hanging in her restraints, she wiggled as her vision whited out.
The woman entombed in the hood was wiggling too, just like her packmates, though it was only the last dregs of resistance before she gave in. They all did.
As the pleasure peaked, she knew that she would do it all again. The joy of the chase, the victory of the capture, the ecstasy of completion.
Her and the pack, bound together at the directive of one person. Love burned in her heart.
For the Queen!
End Nine to Hive - Recruiter Ending
If you liked reading about corporate rubber slave drones, consider looking up 'Tick Tock,' by Caroline Waters. That novel is set in the same universe. Thanks for reading! - Half Shim
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Chapter One
It was a curious sensation, having one's mind suspended, but Tina was used to it.
It had happened often over the last few months, as her mind was molded into the object required by Bright Times Incorporated.
In fact, it had been so long, that she didn't even really remember how she had gotten here. Yes, she recalled the splashy advertisements, the lurid displays of happy people using visors during their daily activities, and yearned for one of her own.
There was the excitement that filled her body when the box had arrived at her apartment, but then, nothing. The machine had taken control of her, reducing her mind to a buzzing screen filled with singing, dancing, and other silly antics that people liked to post online.
She was storage. A rubber coated storage drone.
That was all she aspired to be. It was just too addictive.
She squealed as a rounded bulb buzzed against her clit, causing her body to rock within her rubber tomb. It was difficult to see anything with the gas mask pressed tight against her face, the dark server room lit by whirling lines of blue and violet lights. Like a nightclub.
If she was dancing right now, however, it was a solo affair, something she very much wished wasn't true. Yes, there was plenty of pleasure to be had as the machine worked at her pussy, buzzing with ever greater frequency, but there was something missing, a hole that only a fat, thick dick could fill.
Her breath came out in a shudder, hissing through the breathing hose. She flexed her arms, sliding them through the tight, rubber sheeting that held her to the frame.
She was suspended horizontally, looking up at the ceiling, but this was only a temporary state of affairs. If this followed the same course as before, she would soon be rotated, encountering another drone being worked over by the machine.
She wiggled with excitement, knowing that the male drone she had seen earlier had been mounted into the same rack as her. He was nicely proportioned, his adonis belt clearly visible, even underneath the layers of blue rubber that coated his body.
She still remembered the sly grin and wink he had given her before she had been installed, the husky whisper in her ears. My name's Joey. I want to be your copy.
The two of them were going to couple, their mating controlled by the inexorable programming of the machine. As her data fed into him through their implants, their pleasure would rise, bringing them both to the edge.
An earth shattering orgasm was inevitable - the only question was how long the machine would work to hold them back while it checksummed the data.
First, though, she had to sit through the introductory spiel. Her vision fuzzed as a cable attached to the back of her head, the probe slotting into the socket of her implant. Connection.
A bright smile of a male greeted her, followed by an insipid jingle. "Welcome to Bright Times Incorporated!" he declared in a cheerful voice..
A logo floated above, formed out of two hands enfolding a crystal tower. Below, there was the company logo. Experience the future!
The male's face glitched, eyes sparkling a plastic blue. "Congratulations, Drone Hive One Storage Drone Sixty Nine!" he said in an unctuous voice. "You've sorted and stored one million videos, a new personal best!"
Sparkling fireworks appeared around his figure, starbursts overloading her vision. "You will share your reward with drone Seventy Five! We need a full copy this time, so don't hold back!"
He leaned over, light sparkling off his perfect teeth. "Expect some extra stimulation this time. Be careful not to lose yourself in the ecstasy!"
The shady salesman vanished, and Tina rolled her eyes. The warning was unnecessary. She had been trained to withstand the machine's most pleasurable methods. She would not fail her assignment.
A whine came from somewhere outside the machine, and her body began to tilt, being turned vertical. She sucked on the rubber dildo planted in her mouth, breathing through the built-in tubing as she spotted a sea of more racks lining the walls of the dark room.
The machine needed plenty of drones to keep the system running. Cold storage, copies, on demand data retrieval, they handled it all, and they had to keep growing. As long as people keep creating more videos, there must be a place to store them.
As it turned out, wetware was the best way to keep videos alive. She loved being a part of the process, but she had to admit that she wasn't certain whether that idea had been implanted into her by the machine.
The frame kept turning, the whine fading as she faced downwards. Below her was another rack, blue rubber, the muscled form of a male drone straining against the rippling material. His dick was upright, fully turgid, pointed straight at her torso.
She pressed her lips around her gag, gasping as the frame jerked, inching her downwards. Closer, inevitably closer, bringing them together with tantalizing slowness.
She had time to examine the curves of his gas mask, the tinted lenses sparkling as his faceless gaze looked back at her. He curled one hand into a fist, giving her a thumbs up through the tight rubber.
They slid closer, the vibrator making a parting buzz as it retracted. She felt its loss, her hole wet with arousal as the tip of the male's dick teased at her inner lips.
She flowered open around his head, the male straining against the sheath, wobbling back and forth with the strength of his maleness. The last few seconds were maddening, the desire to be filled driving her insane.
The rubber over her lips gaped open, the thick head of his cock driving inside. She squealed, lifted her head as her eyes rolled, the two of them shifting together until she was filled.
She jerked as the vibrator returned, pulsing against her clit. The frame began to move, thrusting them together in preprogrammed motions.
The last time she had experienced this, the machine had elected to mate them quickly, passionately, but this time it was moving with agonizing slowness. The circular rings embedded in her pussy clacked against the connector pins scattered over the male's dick, data beginning to flow.
Images floated through her mind. People dancing on planes, in parks, in offices, singing popular songs. There was a person physically acting out various animal movements, another trying to balance toothpicks on the head of a soda bottle.
Serious videos, silly videos, anything a human could imagine, being downloaded through her pussy, directly into the man's dick. It was the most erotic thing she had ever experienced, far better than last time!
Her pussy shuddered as the scenes drained out of her, each one being examined and checked over for errors before being fed through the connection. Her hips trembled as each drop of data was copied through the rings, her tunnel tingling as the bytes dribbled into the male's cock.
She so badly wanted to speed up this process, but there was nothing she could do. The machine was double checking each copy, reading back the data into her secondary node to confirm the file hashes against the master database.
She could feel the warmth at the small of her back where the secondary connection hooked into her spine. In theory, it would be faster to feed this new drone directly from the primary sources, but it would be inefficient, given the need to locate all of the individual files from disparate data sources.
The male drone hissed as she was lowered back down, heat squeezing between them. The data flowed, and she was pulled back up, her muscles twitching.
She grinned under the mask, knowing full well that she could bring this process to a premature orgasm, if she so wished. All she had to do was bear down on the male's dick with her pelvic floor, milking him like a cow's udder. No man she had yet encountered was able to hold back when she gave him her full effort.
There would be consequences for doing so, however, so she held back. This would be the final treat for both of them, once they reached the end of the data transfer. If only it wasn't going so slowly!
Her hips tilted as the next video tingled through her loins. Another scene flashed through her mind. This time, it was someone gluing a plastic pocket to the knees of their denim jeans so that they could insert different photos of ripped threads. Utterly banal and rather pointless, but it drove engagement.
That was all that mattered, really. If people wanted to see it, they needed to store it. That was the ethos of the modern Internet. This was what drones like her were for.
Ecstatic at being used, she strained against the tight rubber, enjoying the way it cupped her body. The pulsing suction was a constant hum, squeezing tightly at her ass and nipples.
She studied the thick creases on the male drone's body, knowing that she looked just as helpless, just as sexy. Her eyes lingered on his chest, wishing she could grope him.
There was no need to touch. The machine was in control. She was being controlled. This was so erotic!
Wired, her body vibrated as the male drone's penis rattled against the rings embedded in her vagina once more, the machine bringing them fully together. The hoses of their masks brushed against each other, the vibration of their shuddering breaths buzzing in her ears.
With their bodies mashed against each other, she felt as though she was melting into a warm goo, her flesh distending under the creaking rubber. Her eyes rolled as the pleasure peaked, muscles trembling as she squeezed around the base of the male's dick.
He shuddered, the sparks caused by the next video upload almost more than he could bear. A disturbing, blended twin tone sounded in her ears, the machine pulling them apart at a rapid rate. Damn. It had detected how close she was to orgasm, and was enforcing a rapid separation.
A burst of violet letters flashed in her field of view, demanding her attention. NAUGHTY DRONE. PUNISHMENT COMMENCES.
A hot tingle of electricity assaulted her nipples, and she squealed. For a moment, it was rather pleasurable, but as it dialed in, the voltage became painful. Twin, red hot pokers stabbed into her chest, frying her brain.
She couldn't think beyond the immediacy of the pain, struggling against the constricting rubber. She would do anything to make it stop!
It didn't. Instead, the painful buzzing spread, running down her sides, following the traces embedded in her skin.
Her jaw dropped, limbs spasming as the pain built to an unbearable roar. All thoughts fled, her mind focusing on one thing - she was a naughty drone.
Naughty. Naughty. The word rattled in her mind, unbound from reality.
She giggled and gasped, shaking her head in desperation. No, she didn't want to be naughty, didn't want to be disobedient. "I obey," she hissed into the mask, squealing in perfect agony.
The pain continued, just a second longer than she thought she could stand. When it finally cut out, her mind went blank. She didn't know where she was, didn't know who she was. She was a blank slate, a puppet waiting for her next command.
All she could hear for the next few moments was her breath rattling in her lungs, vision sparkling. The masked drone below her appeared to be in the same state, though she had no clue why he would be punished. This was all her fault. She should have known better than to taunt fate!
Her pulsing heart slowly calmed, the bitter taste of regret gnawing at her mind. Had it been worth it?
A slow grin grew as she stared down at her partner's faceless mask. Yes, yes it was.
She would do it again in a heartbeat. She might be an obedient drone, but that didn't mean there wasn't room to stretch a few rules in the pursuit of personal pleasure.
Besides, the punishment was over now, and she knew the machine wanted to finish the copy. Given the number of videos left that were marshaling in her brain, it wouldn't be long before she would have her prize.
She took in a deep breath, waiting with anticipation as she studied the bound drone below. The latex stretched in a tight sheet over his chest, his nipples clearly visible. In places, it was almost transparent, giving tantalizing glimpses of the muscled creases in his neck. Yum!
What she wanted most, though, was down below. She allowed her eyes to slide down, lingering on his chest, savoring the increasing pressure in her loins. The shadow of his erect length played over his mons, dipping and swaying as his muscles flexed.
She couldn't help herself. She needed the full view.
Grunting, she tried to slide her body further upwards in the frame, with little success. Fortunately, it was just enough to increase the angle of what she could see through the rounded lenses. Her breath hissed in her ears as she took in the bulbous head of his cock, the thick shaft supporting it below.
Veins ran up the length, thin data rings wrapped around the sides. A thicker one was right at the base, squeezing at his appendage, ensuring he was rock hard for the session to come. Right below that was the swell of his scrotum, twin bulges swollen with pressurized semen.
She jiggled in the rubber, savoring the familiar creaks. It would be over soon, right? The machine didn't want to lose his erection, otherwise they'd have to start all over again!
She made an enraged noise as the machine refused to budge. A soft chuckle wafted up from below. He found this amusing, and he was the one in greater danger of losing his sexual satisfaction. Did he not see how close to the precipice both of them were?
Making a purring growl, she forced her hands to turn over in the rubber sheeting, flexing her fingers to show the drone her claws. In response, he chuckled again, a masculine rumble that set her heart fluttering.
She scowled at how her body reacted, but she couldn't help herself. She really wanted this drone to explode inside her.
He was fit, smoking hot, and had a thick dick that fit her tunnel like a glove. What else did she know about him? He was a drone, like her. She didn't need to think.
She blinked. That's right. She didn't need to think. She was a drone.
The violet text that had appeared in her vision vanished before she could remember what it said. The words had been internalized in an instant, triggering a reflexive response.
Her curiosity about the situation was terminated as the rubber sheeting jolted, her body sliding downwards towards the other drone. It was almost as though the machine knew what she was thinking, and was manipulating her towards an intended outcome.
That was a crazy thing to think, wasn't it? She was a storage drone, not a highly intelligent heir to a multinational equipment manufacturer!
She gasped as her memories unfolded inside her mind, flashes of the past puncturing her with photorealistic jabs.
There she was, acting demure as she graciously received her valedictorian reward during her high school graduation. The chafing restriction at having to enter the college her father had prescribed for her. The friendships she had nurtured while there, the relationships (flings) she had enjoyed. The ineffable feeling of being alone.
Her jaw worked as the male drone's dick entered her. The images were still coming, a suave male chatting her up at a bar, illicit trips and trysts.
His name was Joey, he had marble blue eyes and curly brown hair, a small mole on his cheek. He was cute, and he was hers.
She gulped as her body pressed into the male drone, the data links sparking in her pussy. She knew this man's body, had worshiped and fucked him night after night, and now here she was.
Her concerns floated away as her thoughts were redirected down a better path. She enjoyed fucking this man, wanted to touch every crook and crevice of his body.
This would have to suffice for now. She closed her eyes and moaned, feeling her branching thoughts being trimmed off as they were sucked into the cabling attached to her brain.
It was so much easier being a drone. She didn't have to satisfy her family or worry about their business. She could seek this shallow pleasure, multiple times a day. She loved being a drone.
Her body rattled against the male, the machine pumping them together with purpose. This was it! Her final climax was rising, bringing her up to the peak!
Her breathing came in shuddering gasps as she gave herself to the pleasure, embracing the joy of being owned.
Text appeared in her mind, giving her the pace. The peaks of her pleasure matched the pulse of the data links, the strands waving as the final copies were made and verified.
In just a few moments. Soon. Now!
Her bound form tilted, the male's dick bottoming out in her pussy. The data links buzzed, clenching around his length as his cock strained, a masculine moan caressing her ears.
Letting go of her worries, she let the text guide her to orgasm, praising the machine as the male drone's dick surged inside her, spraying her tunnel with thick cum.
There was no protection, just pleasure, her pussy gulping his juices as he twitched and jerked. Impregnation felt fantastic!
The faint worry of the possible consequence of this sexual congress was washed away by the rapture of obedience, her mind letting go as her body tingled with the warmth of submission.
She was a drone. She obeyed Bright Times. She was being bred for Bright Times. Bright Times gave her pleasure. She was a slave. A corporate slave. Praise the machine!
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Chapter Two
Tina sighed, staring at herself in the mirror. The cleanup had been rather pedestrian, and now she had a few moments to herself before she would need to rejoin the rack of storage drones in their next task.
What would it be? Would her body be hooked back into a machine and used, or would she be forced to do more training?
Either way, it was certain to be pleasurable. A smile graced her lips, a slice of red within an expanse of gray rubber.
The symbol on her bare forehead glowed, declaring her number. Sixty Nine. The curves were large, and round, the lines glowing with the pulse of her heart.
Streaks of black ran below her eyes, over her cheeks. Machine readable barcodes. Along with her shiny, bald head, this marked her as property of the machine.
Her eyes blinked as she caressed her bare breasts, letting out a low groan as pleasure tickled her chest. Being a drone felt so good! She had always wanted to be a storage drone, to be a slutty obedient whore!
Her mouth hung open as she stared into the mirror, the last thought fading as another perspective lurched into her brain. The fanaticism in her dull eyes faded, worry taking its place. Was this really her?
Sure, letting herself fall into the mindless bliss of drone pleasure was fun, but it was really just another form of running away. Her family was still out there, and she was sure they wanted her back, but she just couldn't take being smothered by them.
As a result, she had done things she knew were wrong - running with the wrong crowd, sex, and drugs. When she had met Joey, it was simply a logical extension to say yes when he had asked her to come away with him.
She had not expected that both of them would be captured and turned into drones, but she found it hard to be worried about her future. This was the ultimate way to stick a thumb in the eye of her father. Here, he couldn't touch her, couldn't make her do anything!
Her thick lips parted as she placed a hand over her pussy, pressing a forefinger against her clit. She was free to rub one out here, to be lewd as she liked. The machine didn't care. The machine liked it when she disavowed her family.
She stroked her clit as she massaged a breast, sliding her fingers down to the tip and tweaking a nipple. It was so hot to play with her gray flesh. She had been a full drone for several months, and the synthetic neural net in her rubber coating was fully operational. This kind of stimulation was twice as effective as it had been with her base level body, bringing her arousal to a high buzz within a matter of moments.
She tilted her head back and moaned, feeling the cold hardness of the metallic implant installed into the back of her skull. Although she had pierced her tongue in college, this was a level of physical alteration she still wasn't comfortable with.
She did have to admit that it was freaking hot. She ran her tongue ring over the top of her mouth, hissing as she spotted the two blue rings glowing in her eyes. Another visible sign of the permanent implants installed by the machine!
The pleasure rose, small coos escaping her lips. She stopped stroking her clit, swiping at it with her thumb as her hips twitched against the table. She was a slave of the machine, its slutty little fuck drone!
Her eyes rolled as her arousal spiked, pussy clenching as the orgasm took hold. Her butt squeezed into the bench as she bucked, a long sigh escaping her lips. She hung her head, enjoying the wash of pleasure that took hold of her mind.
For several minutes, she could think of nothing other than how pleased she was to obey the machine, limbs dangling. She did have a rather submissive personality, and the machine knew every button to push to bring her to heel.
She sighed as her desire fled, satiated. Giving herself a hard look, reality stared her in the face. Her body had been altered beyond recognition, into this gray thing, and she didn't even care!
She also knew that some of the thoughts she had experienced leading up to the orgasm weren't hers. The machine demanded her loyalty, and she was helpless before its might.
For the first month after her capture, she had plotted an escape attempt with Joey, but that had ultimately been thwarted when they had been unable to restrain their libidos. The man was just too hot to be real!
She shook her head in disgust. That was exactly what the machine had wanted from them. It had amped up their horniness, encouraging their relationship because it knew that they would fall into its grip together.
Since then, she had descended further, becoming lost. Whenever she brought up escape plans, both of them were struck with desire for each other, the machine controlling their minds with pleasure.
Now, she rarely thought about leaving. She didn't think she could, given the current state of her body. She could imagine the looks of disgust she would receive stepping into a police station. Nobody would believe that what had been done to her wasn't some form of self mutilation. It was like something out of a science fiction novel!
This wasn't fantasy, though. Drones existed, and she was one of them. She would obey.
Shaking off the intrusive thought, she stood, her body obeying the violet text that had appeared in a glowing box. Her body turned, stalking towards the door, which swished open as it detected her presence.
When she blinked, the glowing box did not disappear. It was being projected directly into her brain, notifying her of what she would be doing next.
She didn't even think of disobeying it. She had been trained to execute the commands without question. At this point, low level directions didn't even require conscious thought.
She swerved to the left, joining the main hallway that led back to the rack. For a few brief moments, she hoped that the machine would move her into the room and plug her in again, but she proceeded past the door without stopping.
Revisiting her instructions, she cursed internally. She didn't want to do more exercising, even if it was good for her body!
The machine didn't care what she wanted, however, steering her around the center core until she stopped at a bank of elevators. Another drone was already waiting there, and her heart leaped when she noticed who it was.
"Joey!" she squeaked, suddenly feeling shy.
She folded her hands over her breasts, shifting her stance so that her hairy privates weren't as visible. Her male lover turned towards her, his flabby dick exposed. He didn't seem to care about modesty as much as her, which was a little strange. He had only been a drone as long as she had, why was he so used to being nude?
She instantly dismissed the thought. He had probably spent a lot of time on nude beaches. He certainly had the complexion and the body needed to draw a lot of attention!
The old inferiority complex raised its head. With the chiseled body he possessed, why had he chosen her?
She didn't have the face or the body of an attractive woman. She was as plain as plain could be.
That was all behind her now, though. She was a drone. She gave him a thousand watt smile, confident in her new body.
He returned her smile with a frown, folding his hands as his eyes glowed an artificial blue. "You're in trouble, little birdie."
She arched her shoulders, choosing to ignore the diminutive. "What kind of trouble are you talking about?" she asked, feeling out of sorts. "I rather thought we both had a good time in the rack."
Ha nodded solemnly. "That's right, you did. The machine never forgets, you know. Your punishment is only beginning."
The elevator dinged, the car doors sliding open. He stepped onto the lift, turning around to wait for her. She slid up next to him, mincing her steps to avoid revealing her nipples as she turned around.
He glanced down at her hand bras as the doors slid shut. "I don't understand this affectation," he rumbled. "The other drones don't care, and you've seen everything I have to offer on multiple occasions."
Her face blushed as she wiggled her hands against her breasts. "It's hard to break habits you've had a lifetime to get used to," she retorted.
The door chimed twice as the elevator came to a halt. Joey offered a hand, but she growled at him. She wanted to take it, but that would require her to expose a nipple, which would invalidate the entire point of hiding her breasts in the first place!
Joey was her rock in this place, though. Without him, she would have gone mad after being sent through drone conversion. He had been with her every step of the way, comforting her even when his body was changed just as much as hers!
She couldn't imagine why he was able to take all this in stride. He seemed to be adjusting to the strange rhythms of Hive faster than she was, which was really annoying.
Still, he was always there to help her whenever she got confused. She seemed to be confused a lot lately.
That being the case, she owed him more than she wanted to admit. There was no need to be churlish. She should suck it up, even if it was embarrassing to show her body to drones she didn't know.
Making an annoyed grunt, she succumbed, grabbing his hand. He responded with a light chuckle, leading her out of the elevator, hand in hand.
"Just because I forgive you, that doesn't mean the machine will," Joey warned. "You shouldn't assume that this will be like our usual scheduled exercises."
"Oh boy," she said under her breath, already becoming self conscious as they neared the exercise facilities.
Drones from other roles were already showing up, dressed in various colored catsuits. Reds, oranges, and yellows blended together in a glossy melange, small groups gathering together as they entered the changing rooms.
Hive society tended to be rather stratified, though while exercising, those boundaries were temporarily erased. Everyone needed to be in top shape to continue serving Hive to the best of their abilities.
Already naked, they crossed directly into the main room, entering the starting path, which was made of soft rubber. The landscape around them was fake, carefully curated to look like an outdoor park.
The ceiling was high above, the exercise chamber comprising two floors, with a pool and fake beach off in the far corner. She rather hoped that the machine would send them there to play with the wave machine and water slides, but that sounded like too much of a reward.
A drone couple frolicked over a nearby hill, embracing each other as they descended to the ground, their mouths locked together in a kiss. Tina clenched Joey's hand, desire rising within her chest.
He squeezed back. "You know, we might be assigned that kind of exercise if you would simply obey," he admonished.
"I know, I know, it's another bad habit I'm trying to break."
"You seem to have a lot of bad habits," he observed, giving her a wry look.
"Blame my parents for that," she said bitterly. "The only way to get their attention was to act out. I don't know any better."
He patted her shoulder with his free hand. "You don't have to be like that any more. You're a Hive drone. As long as you obey the machine, everything will be fine."
That's what she was afraid of. It was getting far too easy to let the machine think for her. Just the other day, she had caught herself following its commands without thinking, her body moving on autopilot. It had been scary when she noticed it, but since then, there had been several situations where it had just seemed like the natural thing to do.
It didn't help that Joey was encouraging obedience. In fact, she couldn't recall a time when he hadn't.
This odd thought stuck in her brain. She tucked it away, hoping to revisit it later, but as they strolled along the pathway, it vanished. She smiled, admiring the fake plants. A lot of work had gone into making this place seem cheerful, probably because drones had few opportunities to go outside.
There were a whole raft of reasons why this might be the case. Outsiders wouldn't understand their need to wear dronesuits. If they got too far away from Hive's infrastructure, the machine would have problems delivering new orders.
Get away. This idea floated around her brain before it vanished, just like the other interesting thoughts she had been having recently. She felt the weight of the implants on the back of her skull, smiling as she rubbed a finger around the edge of a connection port. Being plugged in was ecstasy, but that's not what they were here for.
They crested a small hill, the pathway curling around a playground area. There were bars for doing pull-ups, exercise bicycles, and weight machines. The pathway ran around a hillock in the distance, behind which she could see the rounded plastic shapes of water slides.
Happy cries reached her ears, but the glowing text in her command box directed her towards the playground. Damn.
They stopped near one of the bars, her text updating. She had been assigned to this row of rowing machines. Her feet automatically moved, spinning her towards a blue mat.
Many of the machines were already occupied, nude bodies flexing as they pulled back on the handles, their asses bulging against the seats as they slid backwards. She admired their form and their muscles, but she didn't have time to relax. She was here to work.
Taking a seat, she shoved her feet into the provided boots. The machine detected her presence, automatically tightening the laces to hold her down.
Squeezing her ass into the cushion, she leaned forward, grunting as her pussy rocked against a device she had affectionately nicknamed the 'buzz box.' It vibrated for a brief interval, just to let her know it was there, before going silent.
It was a mechanism meant for dragging maximum effort out of an exercising drone, reducing them to quivering wrecks if they pleased the machine. Indeed, some of the other drones were resting with their heads between their knees, cries of carnal joy filling the adult playground.
The stimulation device worked differently for male drones, but she didn't want to watch. It was too much like being a voyeur, and she had eyes for only one drone.
The box buzzed in warning, administering a sharp tingle of pain. She reached out to grab the handle in front of her, following the glowing commands beamed into her head by the machine. Straightening her back, she pushed off with her feet, pulling in with her arms at the last second. The resistance belt hummed as it converted her horizontal momentum into a spinning fan, the whirring sound caressing her ears.
She knew that it wouldn't take long to get herself into the rhythm, and if the machine was feeling benevolent, it might even decide to tease her pussy with a dildo!
So far, however, the box remained silent, and when she slowed, a faint electric buzz encouraged her to speed back up. Annoying!
Getting back into the rhythm, she moderated her breathing, looking around to see if she could spot Joey. Ah, he was at the pull up bars.
The chiseled drone had wrapped his hands around a bar close to her, pulling himself up with his bulging biceps. His rubbery chest flexed, his drone coating creasing with each movement. Yum.
She found herself synchronizing her rowing to his movements, enjoying the light buzz that tingled against her clit every time she leaned back.
Her arousal was growing, the heat of desire curling in her chest. She licked her lips, knowing what was hiding just below the drone's hairy bush.
She wouldn't look, she wouldn't... ah!
It was too late. His thick cock bulged between his thighs, glistening with a black rubber coating. Behind the shaft, his fat balls hung, bouncing every time he hit the apex.
She could imagine those balls smacking against her privates, his erect cock plumbing her depths as she writhed in pleasure. She bit her lip, barely able to contain herself
The machine must have sensed this, as there came no further stimulation. Damn.
There was no punishment, but it didn't matter. She couldn't reach orgasm just from her imagination. She wanted to touch herself, stroke her inner lips and flick her clit until she exploded, but for now, she would have to settle for watching his dick jiggle.
Ah, it was so virile and masculine! What would it feel like to place her lips around his length, to run her tongue over the straining tip?
She was down bad, sweating heavily. The machine held her there, her body swaying forward and back, desire tingling. But nothing happened!
It was maddening! Usually, the machine would bring her up to the edge, keep her there until she squealed, then toss her off the cliff. Right now, it wasn't even trying. Was this the punishment Joey was talking about? Damn!
Another five minutes, and she was pretty strung out. This was already longer than the machine usually had her row. Was it going to tire her out until she was a sodden mess?
No - the text box had already been updated with a new set of instructions. Letting out a shuddering breath, she let go of the handle and slid forward, wiping the sweat off her forehead. The boots released her feet, and she stood, her thighs burning. What a workout!
It wasn't over yet, though. The machine was directing her through the jungle of weight equipment, drones pumping iron to the lash of an invisible master.
They were improving their bodies for Hive, an admirable goal. It was healthy, too, something she should really have been doing before becoming a Hive drone.
Her legs carried her to the top of a small rise, heat between her legs. Joey appeared next to her, matching her pace without complaint. "I see you've made it through the first trial without melting down," he chuckled. "How are you feeling?"
She glanced at his dick, clamping her lips together in embarrassment as she tilted her head up. A stretch of sand was built into a large box on the floor, happy drones jumping to hit the ball over the net.
"Quite well, thank you," she said primly, flexing her hands at her sides, trying to suppress the sudden lick of arousal that attacked her loins.
She wouldn't allow the machine to succeed that easily! Joey's presence wasn't helping her to keep her word, however, his sweaty body near enough that she could study every crease.
Her commands updated, and Joey laid a hand on her shoulder. She shuddered, her desire to sit on top of his dick and ride it to oblivion rising.
The machine had trained her well, however. As long as she had a direct command pending, she would not deviate.
Her skin tingled at the nearness of her paramour, both of them proceeding down the hill towards a black circle marked out next to the beach volleyball court. Pressing her knees together, she twisted her body as she leaned down to pick up the provided jump rope handles. She squeezed her shoulders together, giving Joey a sultry look, but he seemed unaffected, his arms folded as he stood at the edge of the circle.
"I am to be your taskmaster in this exercise," he announced. "You will start with two sets of fifteen jumps, then a rest period. Ready? Begin!"
She stretched the rope out, letting it droop to the ground. Stepping over it, she lifted the handles, whipping it over her back. She hopped, her body getting into the rhythm. One skip, two skip, three skip, four.



She began to pop her knees, making a hop skip to shake things up. She stared at Joey, a smirk on her face as she finished the first set. "Not even difficult. When is it going to give me a challenge?"
He seemed unimpressed. "Next set. Keep up the pace. Follow the beat."
Tina was surprised to find herself being crowded in on both sides by a pair of male drones. They wore tight latex briefs, their members bulging underneath the stretchy rubber. Chests slick with sweat, light glistened off their rubbery flesh.
They had jump ropes, too, the handles splayed wide as they matched her pose. At the sound of Joey's hands clapping, they began to jump, their ropes whirring through the air with a loud buzz.
Astonished, Tina forgot to join in, but her resolve soon returned. She wouldn't be beat!
Raising her hands, she whipped the rope around, hopping at the right moment to avoid tripping herself up. The rope spun, whirring over her head as she popped her hips, jumping again.
Soon, she was spinning like the drones, but the beat was off. They were moving faster than she was!
She tried to speed up, but their ropes continued whipping like metronomes, just out of beat. "Halt!" cried out Joey, and everyone came to a stop.
He stepped in, placing a hand on her cheek. She gasped at his nearness, rubbing her sweaty legs together at the sudden heat blazing in her core.
"I can tell you're trying, but it's not enough. Here, let me help you. You need to focus."
He placed a finger on her nose, her eyes being drawn to the tip. "Calm your mind. Count to three with me. One. Two. Three."
Her lips quivered as she counted with him, her mind calming. As her ancillary thoughts faded, her raw arousal took center stage. Bodies. Sex.
Her heart fluttered, attraction increasing. He was so close, and he smelled so good. Her body swayed towards him, and he was forced to push her back.
Chuckling, he laid a hand on her shoulder to steady her. "It's working," he rumbled in a low voice. "But you're not quite there yet. We must follow the process. Remember what I told you."
"Remember," she repeated, frowning.
She felt unfocused. What was she supposed to remember again?
Her eyes focused on his, staring at the intense blue glow of his irises. They were very pretty. Just like the obedience that glowed in her own eyes.
Ah, that's right. It wasn't an event, or a particular phrase she needed to remember. It was a feeling. Submission to the machine.
When Joey clapped, her body moved of its own volition, speeding up to match the movements of the other drones. Swish, swish, swish, the rope moved to the beat of their feet, her focus on obedience intensifying.
When the set was complete, Joey clapped again, a smirk on his face. "Very good. You've demonstrated that your training is complete. You are a very obedient drone."
She preened from his praise, lifting a hand to her neck as she turned her head in a come hither pose. Joey wasn't interested in her body, though, at least not at the moment.
"Bring her," he ordered, and the male drones on either side grabbed her shoulders.
Bewildered, she looked at them in askance. She tried to tug away, but their grips were firm. "Joey, what is this?" she asked in a small voice. "I should be rewarded for my obedience, right?"
"And you shall," purred Joey. "Allow the men to guide you, and you'll experience more pleasure than you can possibly imagine!"
"I don't know," she muttered. "I can imagine quite a lot."
This sudden change in the exercise routine annoyed her, but she trusted Joey implicitly. Relaxing into their grip, she allowed them to take her outside the jump rope circle and past the volleyball court.
Here, the ground lowered, the fake beach up ahead. She could hear the faint sounds of drones frolicking in the water, the whooshing rush of waves as they impacted the sand. Her excitement grew as she was escorted closer, up a small hill.
At the top, she had a good view of the surrounding area. Off to the right was a twisting mound of colorful plastic tubing that led from a high platform all the way down to a secondary pool meant for catching drones rushing out of the pipes.
Up ahead was a beach, chairs and umbrellas laid out as though they were seaside. Beyond was the wave pool, water crashing into a reinforced window pane on the exterior of the office building. The views were spectacular below the surface, and her anticipation rose, hoping that they might play a game of water polo.
In this, she was sorely disappointed. The male drones held her steady, turning her to one side. Joey was waiting for her, standing next to a swing.
Her eyes widened as she took in the thick, dangling straps. This wasn't the sort of swing you'd find at school. It was decidedly more adult in nature.
He stretched out the bundle of straps, revealing the open places where her breasts and hips would sit. She took in a deep breath, shivering with desire. "Is that what I think it is?"
"That depends entirely upon you," Joey replied, his eyes creasing. "If you reach the proper trance level, I am authorized to reward you. If you cannot submit, then the punishment will remain in effect. What will you choose?"
Tina worked her lips, feeling funny inside. The way her body had followed his commands during the jump rope exercise had made her feel good, but her level of submissiveness towards him was becoming excessive. Did she really want to give herself to him?
He waited patiently while she decided, playing with the straps as a knowing sneer graced his lips. She wrinkled her nose. This was a new attitude that she hadn't seen before, and she didn't like it.
Given his smugness, it would be easy to decline. In doing so, however, she'd deny herself great pleasure, and wasn't that more important than counting coup?
If he got too arrogant towards her, the machine would take care of it. That was the real question here. Would she accept her training, and submit to the machine?
A mysterious smile played over her lips as she stared at him, waiting him out. His sneer faded, changing into a frown. Got him!
"Yes, I submit. To the machine."
He nodded. "Yes, of course. We should never forget what has brought us here together."
He jangled the straps. "Now, come on, it's time for a little swing."
She took a step forward, looking at how high the straps were off the ground, and blanched. Did he mean for her to jump into the swing face first? That seemed like a recipe for disaster!
The male drones moved in, their faces blank as they paused a courteous distance away. She blushed. Oh. Duh.
She gave them a brisk nod, and they leaned over, grasping her body on both sides at her hips and shoulders. Together, they helped her off the ground and into the swing in a graceful arc.
Her chest and legs pressed into the straps, the rubbery material stretching as it took up her weight. She was in an uncomfortable position, but Joey moved under her, adjusting the straps until they ran around her bust instead of over it.
The other drones were busy, too, wrapping more straps over her back, cinching them down until she was trussed up like a turkey.
She leaned her head back and frowned. "This might look cool, but it's not all that comfortable," she complained.
Joey dipped his head as he reached out his hands to another drone, spreading out the headphones he had been handed. "That might be true, but you won't care for long. Listen to this, and relax."
He slipped the headphones over her ears as she scowled, annoyed at how her breast flesh dangled below. Maybe it wouldn't be so bad if she played with them?
Grasping a nipple, she gave it a little tug as a quiet susurrus invaded her ears. She couldn't quite make out what it was saying, but it seemed to be urging her forward, so she grabbed both breasts, stroking them as she heaved her belly into the straps.
She barely noticed as her legs were yanked open, more straps being wound around her ankles. This was nice, as she could relax into the suspension harness.
The text box glowing in her brain kept her company, the words pulsing along with the beat in her ears.
OBEY. HIVE. OBEY. HIVE.
Thump. Grope. Thump. Grope.
She sighed, realizing that her pleasure was growing. She needed to slow down, or she might not achieve the explosive orgasm she was aiming for.
But she couldn't! Her strokes had become synchronized to the whispering words in her ears. She strained, trying to hear them better, but they became quieter, just out of reach. Maddening!
Joey was suddenly there, next to her head, another set of straps dangling from his hands. "You look lovely when you're a brainless slut," he rumbled, his coarse words caressing her sweaty body.
She shivered, letting out a soft mewl. He took this opportunity to strike, shoving a rubber ball into her mouth. Her teeth reflexively clamped down around it, the spongy material yielding under the pressure.
He didn't wait for her to sort out her confusion, running a strap around the back of her neck and cinching it tight to her skull. She groaned as the gag sawed against her lips, unable to eject it with her tongue.
The awful smirk had returned to his face as he slipped off the headphones, laying them on her back. "You can be a feisty little slut," he chuckled. "I much prefer it when you can do nothing but moan."
His agile hands wrapped the remaining straps around her head, twin lines running up her jowls until they met at an intersection above her nose. From there, they split off again, running over her bald head around to the back, where they were buckled into the initial strap at the base of her skull.
Once he was done, there was no way for her to shake free. Pressing against the ball with her tongue, she tried to shove it out again, but it refused to budge. She wasn't going to be able to say anything!
"There, much better," Joey announced, retrieving the headphones and setting them back over her ears.
The quiet whispers returned, her pussy throbbing as they dulled her thoughts. Gnawing on her gag, she felt herself losing the battle to understand the words, letting them slip into her mind unnoticed.
Joey adjusted the headphones so that they clamped tight, preventing them from coming loose, even if she twisted her head. He patted her cheek as he studied her glowing eyes. "We're just about there. How do you feel about a reward?"
Her eyes opened wide, and she moaned around the gag, jerking her body like a dolphin. The straps flexed, her hips rocking up and down as she strained, a wide grin on her face.
He growled, running a hand down her neck. "You're already slipping into a trance, like a good little drone. Would you like to hear the story of a betrayal?"
She frowned, making an annoyed noise. What was he talking about? It was time for a reward, not more conversation!
He clutched his hand around the apex of her neck, giving it a possessive squeeze. "Yes, you're almost ready to know, but I can't have you understand. Hive doesn't need another rebellion, though I can't imagine you'll have the strength to resist after this."
His words were becoming even more confusing. She let out a honk through her nose. Less talk! More reward!
"That's right, you've become an increasingly slutty bitch since you've joined Hive," he chuckled, slapping her ass.
She squealed, wiggling in pleasure. "See? You're already putty in my hands. I suppose that's the reason why you succumbed so quickly."
He vanished, sliding his hand down her back as he moved around behind her. "I shouldn't complain. That made my job easy. Too easy in certain ways, but much harder in others."
He wrapped his fingers into her ass cheek, giving it a rough squeeze. "It's only now at the end that I find myself in rather a conundrum. I didn't expect to catch feelings for my target. In fact, the idea has me in a rage. How could the machine possibly know what I wanted, better than I know myself?"
She creased her forehead. What the hell was he talking about? This was all very simple. Reward. Sex. Why did he have to overcomplicate things?
She hissed around the gag as he teased her clit with his thumb. "As expected. You're a wet little bitch, ready for breeding. Once I've broken you in, this farce will be over. You'll know once and for all who owns you."
She made a low noise, rolling her eyes. All this foreplay was boring her. When was he going to get to the action?
There came a long pause, his hand hitting her butt with a wet smack. "You're not going anywhere, and I've stalled long enough. It's time to tell you the truth."
Cold sweat prickled along her shoulders. She sensed that he was about to say something momentous, but the whispering words were distracting her. She wanted to give this her full attention, dammit!
She pushed the whispers back, shuddering as he stroked the base of her spine. "You used to ask me why I was there, at that party," he mumbled. "A good looking man, college aged, rich, choosing a lady who appeared mediocre at best. Well, I knew you weren't just anybody. I had the dossier to prove it!"
His hand paused, a finger tapping against her skin. "Valedictorian, daughter of the CEO of a major equipment manufacturer, overbearing parents, loose morals? A recipe for utter disaster. It was inevitable that you would fall into the wrong crowd. In fact, it was fortunate that you became Hive's target, or you would have ended up a roofied whore."
Her mind skittered over his words, her brain avoiding the truth. An image of that night appeared, Joey stumbling into her and splashing her drink onto her chest. He had gotten her a towel and a new drink, his smile suave as he apologized for being so clumsy.
She tried to hold onto the memory, as these times with Joey were some of her most treasured, but it flitted away from her like a bird. The images rushed around her as she sank deeper, the pulsing whispers coming closer.
She pushed them back, straining to hear what Joey said next. She wanted him, she loved him. He deserved to be heard.
His voice broke as he stroked her gently. "You weren't the first mission I've been sent on, but you were the hardest."
He let out a long sigh. "I've been rambling, haven't I? I doubt you have the brain power left to put it all together, so I'll be straight with you. My name is Joey, designation Hive One, Spy Drone One. It was my mission to seek you out and bring you into the fold. You have become a Hive drone by my hand."
She squeezed her eyebrows together, choking around the gag. He was a Hive drone. She was a Hive drone. It all made sense! The synchronicity was perfect!
The whispers caressed her ears, encouraging her to believe this. And why shouldn't she? Becoming Hive was the inevitable outcome for all who encountered its rubbery embrace!
The hands on her ass disappeared, reappearing around her thighs. Joey's solid dick thrust into the crack of her privates, rubbing against her pussy lips as he leaned over her bound body.
A warm whisper licked at her ears, barely louder than the churning hiss coming from the headphones. "There never really was a choice," he growled. "I actually kind of feel guilty about that. You're my perfect partner, and I made you."
He patted her side. "It's all academic now. We're together, and we will be happy. Because Hive commands it!"
He leaned back, her body rocking in the restraints as he adjusted his dick. "With this coupling, we shall consummate our slavery!" he declared. "Glory to Hive!"
Glory, yes. She trembled, saliva dribbling over her chin as she grinned around the gag. She didn't understand any of the other drone's concerns, didn't really know who she was. She just knew that she was going to get fucked, and she wanted it so bad!
She snorted through her nose as the dick plunged in, her swollen lips clamping around his length. Finally a reward, yes! She was a drone. Glory to Hive!
The male growled, slapping her ass as he plumbed her depths, rocking against her swaying body. He used their momentum to synchronize their movements, achieving the same effect without having to thrust as hard. Efficient!
Her pussy shuddered as he bottomed out, his rubbery balls slapping against her clit. She squealed through the gag, eyes crossing as the pleasure stepped up a notch, her thoughts being smoothed by the whispering in her ears. She was a Hive drone, she was a slut slave, she was his!
The glowing text box in her mind affirmed this statement, repeating the same phrase over and over again.
DRONE. SEX SLAVE. SEX SLAVE, OBEY.
She submitted herself to the machine, becoming the male drone's fuck toy. Losing control, her head sank, slobber dripping from her mouth to the ground unnoticed as he squeezed his hands around her thighs.
"I take great pleasure in being the one assigned this task," growled the male drone. "You were more than I had ever imagined you would be. I petitioned Hive to become your partner, and Hive agreed. You are now mine, slut!"
The commands in her brain updated, incorporating this new terminology.
DRONE SLUT SEX SLAVE, JOEY'S SLUT SEX WIFE. OBEY.
It was indoctrinating her to think this way, but that wasn't a problem. Her mind was already adjusting, she wanted to be his wife!
Joey was moving faster now, ramming his rod into her pussy like a freight train. His hands flexed around her flesh, pulling her back towards him at the apex of every thrust, increasing the speed of each penetration.
Thrust, slap. Thrust, slap. Thrust, slap!
Mind overwhelmed, she lived on the edge of pleasure, moving rapidly towards a climax. Her moans through the gag were almost continuous, her dangling arms jolting with each thrust.
She couldn't even scrape together the will to touch her breasts, to tug at her swollen nipples. She was a thing, an object, a drone. She did not have any will. She did as she was told by the machine.
"I'm getting close," hissed her partner. "Prepare yourself to submit!"
The warning jolted her spine with the knowledge that she was about to be told to cum. Her most basic bodily processes, under the control of the machine. Her body wiggled as she swung over the ground, preparing for climax.
"Now, slut! Cum for your master. Cum for the machine!"
The words caressed her body, but she did not obey him. Not until the command was beamed directly into her brain.
RAISE YOUR HEAD AND SUBMIT TO THE MACHINE.
RELEASE. ORGASM. OBEY.
Her head jerked up as her body submitted, the climax hitting her as her partner bottomed out in her sodden pussy. She groaned around the gag, her eyes watery as she watched happy drones playing in the surf.
Waves crashed against the glass wall, rising along with her pleasure. Eyes hooded, she let the sloshing water carry her away, rapture soaking her thoughts.
All that remained was loyalty to Hive.
She was a drone. She obeyed.
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Chapter Three
"How do you feel, dear?" asked a comforting voice, the words tamping down her anxiety.
Tina blinked, taking in the solid presence of the other drone. Her body was dressed in glistening black rubber. Her breasts were prodigious, held in place only by tight rubber bags decorated with red stripes leading up to her nipples.
First was a bedrock for the storage drones, and Tina had been afraid of her for a long time. As her marriage date approached, however, there was a sequence of awful chores that needed to be completed. Informing her parents of her decision was one of them, and she had decided that she simply couldn't do it without some help.
Joey had suggested that she talk to First about it, and despite her trepidations, she had finally acquiesced.
This was easier said than done, but one day after their required rest period, she had scraped up the courage to visit her rack - with a little encouragement from Hive at the last second.
She had discovered First to be a veritable fount of advice, helping and scolding her as she approached the critical day. She took a deep breath. Here she was, ready to enter the lion's den.
She pursed her lips as First turned towards the makeup kit, dusting her brush with more foundation. "I have butterflies in my belly," she admitted. "I know that my parents love me, in their own fashion, but I began to rebel once I left for college because they were stifling me. If I had spent one more moment with them, I'd scream!"
First nodded, carefully applying the makeup over her cheeks. "It's a common tale," she sighed, empathy in her voice. "You just wanted the ability to try and figure out things for yourself without being told what to do!"
A bemused smile graced her face. "And now, here you are, being told what to do by a machine."
"That's different!" Tina exclaimed immediately. "Before, my parents controlled my life, because they claimed to know what was best for me. Here, I'm working for the greater good of Hive. There's no question that what I'm being told to do will help everyone!"
"Excellent," chuckled First. "I had wondered whether you would require more deprogramming, but it appears that you are a true believer."
Tina frowned, not liking the sound of whatever that was. Oh well, she didn't have to know everything! She was free to embrace her lover and serve Hive as the obedient slutty sex slave wife she was!
There was some mental friction at this thought, as becoming a wife was one of the things her parents had seriously pushed on her. The concern was quickly forgotten, however, overridden by her desire to be a proper sex slave for her husband to be.
GOOD GIRL.
She beamed at the praise, knowing that she was thinking the correct thoughts. All she had to do was finish up her makeup and tell her parents of her decision. Simple!
First moved to her eyes, applying dark eyeshadow and mascara with a flourish. "What kind of look are you going for here?" she asked.
"Dark," grinned Tina. "Completely dark! What's the point of rebelling if I don't look like a slutty, shiny, sex drone ready to take on the system?"
First made a noncommittal noise, continuing her application with delicate strokes. "Let's set aside the fact that you're a part of the 'system.' Is this the point where you're planning on revealing some of your... other alterations?"
"What, this?" asked Tina, dangling her tongue out of her mouth, revealing the barbell piercing gleaming on the surface. "Nah, if someone picks up on it, then I'll bring it up, but otherwise I'm not going to bother with it. The whole point of this meeting is to get them to come to the ceremony, right? I don't want to scare them away!"
First gave her a bright smile. "It depends on how well the machine has performed its calculations," she said mysteriously.
She flicked her wrist. "There, done. Take a look!"
Tina twisted around in the seat, taking in her appearance in the mirror. She was wearing a wig with long, black hair that dangled over her shoulders. Curling a lock in her fingers, she gave it a slow stroke.
It felt weird to have hair. She had long since gotten used to being denuded, and having to deal with the annoyance of getting hair in her eyes again was annoying.
The overall effect with her whitened face was amazing, though. She certainly wouldn't underestimate First's talents going forward!
Pulling back the wig, she studied the perfect edges of her dark eyeshadow. The way it shimmered with a purple undertone when she moved her head was absolutely stunning!
The makeup on her face had hidden her barcodes, and the number on her forehead had been disabled. Unless you looked closely, it would be difficult to tell that there was something odd about the glossy texture of her skin. She didn't look like a drone at all!
She pursed her lips, frowning. "I don't like it," she declared petulantly, folding her arms over her enlarged breasts. The rubbery frills on her dress bounced as she stared at her dull, boring eyes. "I feel like I don't belong here any more!"
First chuckled, taking her by the shoulders and spinning her around. Leaning in, she pressed a finger into her chest, right over her heart. "What you look like on the surface doesn't matter," she declared. "Underneath, you'll always be a drone. This is simply a disguise. Tomorrow, you can go back to being a nameless storage drone, if you so desire."
She snapped the makeup kit closed, stretching out her fingers. "Now, stand up. I want to get a full view."
Tina hopped off the stool, hearing the rubbery layers of her dress creak as she angled her arms at her sides. She couldn't see the black buckles of her boots underneath the wide hoop of her gothic lolita dress, though she could feel the tightness of the rubber stockings against her legs.
When she took a step back, the click of her heel against the tile sounded solid, the straps from her garter belt stretching against her waist. Cool air billowed underneath, making her bare privates pucker in protest.
Normally, it was a given that she would be exposed, but it seemed odd to be wearing no underwear with this outfit. Nobody would notice as long as she didn't lift up her skirt, but still.
First examined her with a critical eye, her irises glowing a vibrant blue. Stepping in, she straightened up a couple of black ribbons, patting her shoulders. "You look stunning, my dear," she announced. "You seem ready. There's just one more thing."
Opening the box on the table next to the mirror, she pulled out a bridal veil, made of white rubber. The material dangled awkwardly as First picked it up, turning to place it on Tina's head.
She frowned as strips of rubber flipped in front of her face, large perforations providing a thin semblance of vision. "How am I going to talk to them like this?" she complained, blowing a strip away from her lips.
"It's meant to be ceremonial, silly, you don't have to wear it down all the time!"
First gathered the strips in her hands, sliding them around either side, where she collected them on stylish hook attachments. "Oh!" exclaimed Tina, turning back towards the mirror. A tiny tiara made out of diamonds was mounted to the top of the hood. "That actually looks pretty nice."
First patted her shoulder. "Good girl. Let's get you over to the signal chamber so that we can get this day moving. Everything is waiting on you!"
Tina's shoulders stiffened as First led the way. The drone's glossy hips swayed as she folded her hands, waiting patiently for the door scanner to recognize her svelte body.
When it opened, she followed the woman into the hallway, trailing behind. She knew that this meeting was a necessity, but she dreaded having to do it. What if her parents tried to convince her to choose someone else?
FOLLOW FIRST. OBEY.
Her concerns faded. It didn't matter what they said, because the machine was in control. It would backstop her decisions. She would not change her mind unless it did.
Letting out a sigh, she tried to banish the tension in her chest as she took in the dark scenery of the rack. A grin suddenly appeared on her face as she spotted the couple being mated at the back of the room.
Their heads were hidden under molded rubber masks, but their drone designations were clearly visible on the visors of their helmets. Control drones sixty and seventy.
Jenny, and Ben. The two of them had been kind to her since she had arrived at Hive, helping her to fit in with the rest of them. They deserved this reward!
Ben groaned as his length plunged into Jenny, the two of them writhing within the blue rubber as their bodies pressed together. Tina perked up as she caught a glimpse of Jenny's belly. Was the drone pregnant?
As they approached closer, it became obvious. Yes, indeed, she was, and it was evident that she had been with child for some time.
She ground her teeth together, holding back a sigh. Oh, how she envied her! To be encased in rubber, feeling one's body grow fat with Joey's child - it was almost too much to bear!
She didn't know when this desire had appeared within her, but now it was her most important goal. Could she convince the machine to let her get pregnant, too?
She clamped her hands to her sides as she focused on her footsteps, making sure she didn't lose First in the jumble of equipment. She wouldn't impress the machine if she couldn't even follow simple commands!
They passed out of the rack, moving through a dimly lit hallway. The implants in her eyes made it easy to see the way. Any casual observer would be dissuaded from wandering until a drone apprehended them.
That wasn't terribly common. Unauthorized personnel would never penetrate this deep into Hive without being picked up and taken care of by the machine. Tina shivered with pleasure at the idea of converting such an intruder, wondering when her thinking on the subject had changed.
If being a drone was pleasure, why not share that pleasure with the world?
First's steps slowed, the floor changing from a high traffic carpet to a matte black steel. They were almost there.
The drone stopped in front of a closed metal door, folding her arms as it scanned her body. Tina minced up next to her, feeling tense. "I don't want to do this!" she blurted out, squeezing her hands inside her tight gloves.
"I know," replied the other woman with a kind gaze. "There are many things in life that are horrible to deal with, and this is one of them. Trust in the machine. It will support you."
The door slid into the side of the wall with barely a hiss, revealing a small booth inside. A lit screen was mounted to the far wall, a soft light beaming onto the platform below.
Tina gritted her teeth, glaring at the standby logo pulsing on the display. Soon, it would be replaced with an image of her family, and the pressure to conform to their wishes would be on.
First laid a hand on her shoulder, giving it a soft squeeze. "Look, it's not the end of the world. Think about what's going to happen next. If your family rejects this marriage, no harm, no foul - you remain a drone. If they do want to come celebrate, then they will be brought into the fold, implanted and turned into Hive drones. Isn't that wonderful? A full family of Hive drones!"
Tina felt troubled. Did she really want to suck her parents and her sister into this life? It was admittedly quite an odd existence, being hooked up and loaded with data. Would they be able to adapt to being slaves of the machine, or would they rebel?
"They're pretty self-reliant," she said, sounding dubious. "Are there people who can't be droned?"
First's hand went limp, her eyes dimming. Tina was surprised to find actual terror lurking deep in their depths. "At the beginning, there were many," she admitted. "We were experimenting, and sometimes the results were not as... intended."
Her face brightened. "The good news is, we were able to help them, in the end, though the outcomes were not what any of us had wished for. These days, though, the process is mature. There is very little chance of anything going wrong. Bring them here, and they will be droned."
BRING THEM HERE.
She blinked when the sudden command appeared, swallowing back her fear. "The machine agrees with you. It shall be so," she said, turning on her heel and entering the booth before her reservations could come back to haunt her.
The door slid shut behind her, sealing her inside. The Bright Times logo on the screen glimmered at her, the B spinning around a crystal spire at regular intervals.
Eyes fixed to the pulsing screen, she spread her legs, sitting on the blocky 'chair' mounted to the platform. It was more of a saddle, really, a spongy wedge of material sliding between her legs.
She held her feet against the sides, squeezing her privates around the wedge as the chair activated. Metal cuffs projected from within, wrapping around her ankles and clamping them down. She could now use them as attachment points to pull herself more firmly into the seat.
Her garters stretched as she rocked her hips in a slow, undulating motion over the knobby surface. She groaned, adjusting her skirt so that it would hide the machinations below.
The automated system activated, a sharp suction tugging at her privates. This was soon followed by a thick dildo pressing against her inner lips, slipping into her tunnel with barely a pause.
She whimpered as an ass plug joined the fun, twisting slowly back and forth to ensure that her sphincter would stretch around the bulk of the head. With a hard lurch, the plug jumped inside, being sucked up into her rectum.
It wasn't particularly comfortable, but her trained ass had become accustomed to being plugged in this way. Indeed, she suspected that the machine had been surreptitiously increasing the size with every encounter. For what purpose, she didn't know, but it certainly did increase the pleasure when it decided to vibrate the dildo.
Like it was doing right now! She gasped, trembling against the seat as it slumped back, hinging her hips so that her head was at a more comfortable height with the screen.
The logo spun, her thoughts calming as a chime sounded in the room. Her shoulders relaxed, her mind becoming entranced by the spinning tower.
STAY CALM. COMPOSE YOURSELF.
It was all well and good to be told what to do, but it wasn't that easy to convince her subconscious mind to give up the anxiety induced by a lifetime of living with strict parents. Still, it did help, and she found herself feeling a bit better, her mind beginning to float.
There came a swishing sensation from her veil, a solid click sounding at the back of her skull as a warm hand appeared on her shoulder. "Let the machine guide you," said First, her breath caressing an ear. "All of Hive is with you. You're not alone."
Tickling whispers licked at her thoughts, a sense of encouragement coming along with them. The outside world faded as the dildo throbbed within her snatch, her worries and concerns feeling insignificant when weighed against the desires of the drones.
They wanted her to do well. She would do well. The Hive was with her!
The logo on the screen melted away, shimmering colors blessing her eyes in a cool embrace. A lurid red light on the camera above the screen flicked on, but she barely noticed, a dumb smile appearing on her face.
When the image of her father appeared, she didn't react, her eyes twitching as they focused on a new command being fed to her by the machine.
GREET AND ALLAY SUSPICION.
That was what she had planned on doing, but it was good to have the machine's encouragement. She sighed, studying her father.
His hair was short and black, cut in a military style, his gaze severe. She shivered as she studied his sharp suit, the company pin attached to his collar next to his red cravat. Immaculate, as usual.
She folded her hands over her chest to hide the way they were trembling. "Hello, Kim," she said, surprised at how smooth her words were coming. "I've invited you here to make an announcement."
His eyes became hard. "You dropped out of college, and now you show up dressed like a fetish maid. What are you getting up to?"
This was just like him - strict diction, and demands up front. Well, she knew exactly what to say to him.
Her smile widened. "I'm finally doing what you wanted, father. I'm getting married!"
A sprightly woman jumped in from off camera, gathering her stolid father into a bear hug. He didn't move at all, his eyes didn't even flicker. He might as well already be a drone, for all intents and purposes.
"You've finally found a man!" announced her mother, eyes sparkling. "Who is it?"
Satin was dressed in a loose jacket, a yellow shirt underneath. An opal amulet hung on a gold chain around her neck.
INVITE THEM.
Tina gave them a strict nod. "His name is Joey. I am inviting you to our wedding, in April. I'll send you the details after the call."
Her father frowned. "I can't sanction this. He didn't even ask my permission."
An old disgust seized her chest, muscles tight as she felt intimidated. She could do this, couldn't she?
OVERRIDE HIM.
The tension broke as the dildo inside her pulsed. That's right. She didn't have to fear his disapproval. The machine was in control.
"That's too bad," she said smoothly. "We're getting married, whether you attend or not. It's your choice."
"Then we won't come," he said brusquely. "I don't approve of your... style, or your choices."
Her mother sighed, leaning against her father's shoulder, looking up. "Oh, come dear," she said in a whiny voice. "You know how long I've been longing for a grandchild. Are you truly going to disavow her? It doesn't look like we're going to see progress from Mara any time soon."
Mara was her sister, a shy thing that would never give her mother what she wanted. The perfect tool for breaking through her father's crusty exterior.
She waited patiently for her mother's argument to settle in before she pounced. "If you reject me now, you reject my offspring as well. You'll never have a relationship with them. I'll go no contact, cut you out of my life completely."
GOOD GIRL.
The dildo buzzed, the plug in her ass joining in. Her pussy juiced under the skirt, a trickle leaking down the saddle seat, which she ignored.
The pleasure of obedience caressed her mind as she waited, a fake grin fixed to her face. Who would crumble first?
Her father's scowl increased, and she could see the stubborn set to his chin. His nostrils flared. Was he about to say something unforgivable?
"I will put him to the test," he ground out as her mother tugged on his arm. "If he doesn't measure up, I will not approve."
PRESS HIM.
Tina choked back a laugh. This was so simple, it boggled the mind! Why had she feared him so much before?
It was because she had been alone. With the machine backing her up, she had no fear of failure.
"What are you going to do, ask him for a no holds barred fist fight? Or will you decide my marriage based on the result of an arm wrestling competition? Absolutely not!"
Her mother cupped a hand over her mouth, making the tittering laugh she hated. "Seriously, dear, we should at least grant her this much."
Her mirth faded as her brows narrowed, shooting Tina a sharp look. Ah, now the fangs would come out!
"You're not going to be wearing that for the ceremony, I hope? It looks dreadful. I have a closet full of outfits you could choose from that would look much better for such an important occasion!"



REBUFF.
"I'm sure that you do, mother, but there's no way I'm going to wear your wedding dress. I'm doing this my own way, just as you did during your nuptials."
Her mother's mouth gaped open like a fish. Tina kept the earnest expression on her face, pleased that she was able to retain eye contact without wavering.
The machine was pleased as well, the dildo churning within her pussy. It was actually becoming more difficult to hide her arousal than it was to disobey her parents!
"Oh. I see," her mother muttered, looking disappointed.
This was one of the many ways she had coerced Tina into doing her bidding in the past, but it wouldn't work now. She obeyed the machine, not them.
Now came the interesting point. Would her father give in, or would he reject her?
The chances of him deciding to come seemed low, so she braced herself against the chair, steeling herself.
He wrapped an arm around her mother's side, giving her a squeeze. "Send us the details," he said finally, reaching out to terminate the call.
The screen went blank, and she sagged, letting out a long, shaky breath.
GOOD GIRL.
The plug in her ass inflated as the dildo in her pussy twisted, buzzing and jerking. She squeezed her hands into fists and threw her head back, letting out a low moan.
Relief and pleasure mixed in a heady brew, making her feel like someone other. That person didn't have to worry about the caustic relationship with her parents, or what she would do if they hadn't agreed.
She was free, finally able to be the drone she had always dreamed of being!
The pleasure at being a good, obedient drone licked at her loins. She looked hopefully at her command window, licking her lips as the previous text vanished.
When it returned, both dildoes began to vibrate in high gear. The length in her pussy inflated, knobs popping out of the interior to grip the walls of her tunnel
GOOD GIRL.
FORGET YOURSELF. PLEASURE. OBEY.
SEX. SLUT. SLAVE. DRONE.
The top line flashed, matching the rhythm of the dildo as it thrust into her, twisting as it bottomed out. Her body trembled from the strength of the vibrations, pussy gushing with the pleasure she had been forced to hold back during the call.
CUM. ORGASM. OBEY.
The idea that the machine was in control of her body was just so hot, she couldn't hold back! She bucked against the saddle, moaning as her body tipped over the edge.
CUM. ORGASM. OBEY.
The letters flashed, reinforcing the immediacy of the command as her muscles locked up. Her head shook, her body limp from the pleasure shooting into her core. She was helpless in front of the machine, being used as its puppet. She loved obeying so much!
She wished she could obey every minute, every hour, every day, forevermore!
Her face lit up with a beatific smile, but she realized that it wasn't enough. She wouldn't be happy until her family also accepted Hive's embrace, submitting their minds to the machine.
She knew that the machine had trained her to believe this, but she did not doubt its arguments. Her family would be happier as drones. They deserved to be drones.
Sighing, she relaxed into the seat as her imagination began to go wild. Would her father be able to maintain his strict demeanor after being converted?
She could already see his barrel body, dressed in a slick, skintight red rubber dronesuit, bellowing orders to a group of workers. He might actually be pretty good in that role!
She idly wondered what tasks her mother and sister might be assigned, but that sort of categorization was beyond her. She was nothing more than a storage drone. She stored.
The dildo inside her slipped out, retracting into the seat, while the ass plug deflated. The fun was over, at least for now.
The restraints at her ankles retracted with a hiss, but she was in no hurry to get up, savoring the aftereffects of the orgasm. The screen had blanked, and her command box was empty. She had the time she needed to compose herself.
Sliding her wet pussy off the saddle, she stood, her ruffled dress dropping back into place. Her thighs were slick with her lubrication, and she felt messy. She wanted a shower before the ceremony, but she had to wait until the machine told her what to do.
A cold flash of surprise tingled through her body as the new command came in.
REPORT TO CONVOCATION CHAMBER 01.
Really? She was going to be sent out like this?
Her thighs slid together, the sticky wetness feeling gummy as she headed for the exit. Sweat beaded her brow as she stepped down into the corridor, turning left as she followed the map glowing in her mind.
No, she wasn't ready to greet her fiancee like this!
Ready or not, the machine was in control, and her feet kept moving forward, heels clicking on the floor.
Her anxiety kept growing. It was a good thing that the machine was pushing her forward, or she might consider fleeing.
No. She would do this, because she was strong. She was a drone. She was Hive.
Turning a few corners, she stalked down a corridor, nodding to other drones going the other direction. Most of them ignored her, lost in their own world, but one dressed in black sidled up next to her, matching her pace.
"That wasn't as bad as you feared, now was it?" asked First, taking her arm and holding her hand.
Tina squeezed the friendly grip, shuddering. "It was both awful and exhilarating," she admitted. "I don't know what the future will bring. How will I handle my family when they show up?"
"I wouldn't worry about that," said First airily. "Trust in the machine."
TRUST THE MACHINE.
She did, really, but that didn't mean that it wasn't going to be uncomfortable to deal with her family. She was going to have to betray them to the machine, to see their reactions as they finally understood their new place, as slave drones.
She wanted to see that, more than anything, but she also hated the idea of them being disappointed with her again. It was frustrating that this trauma was still with her, but there it was.
Her shoulders drooped. "I just have to keep reminding myself that it will be over soon. As the machine wills it."
First squeezed her hand. "I know this is scary, doing anything new is. We're here to help you, support you every step of the way. You'll never be alone again."
Tina nodded, hiding the sudden tears that appeared in her eyes. "Enough about that," she sighed, swallowing back the sudden lump that appeared in her throat. "What can I expect from this ceremony? It's not going to be like a traditional marriage, is it?"
First barked out a laugh, pulling her briskly to one side as another drone approached. When the drone noticed her presence, his eyes widened, and he gave her a short bow.
"No, not at all," said First, giving the drone a merry nod as he passed. "It isn't going to be like any kind of religious ceremony you might be familiar with. It doesn't have to be - you can do something more traditional when your parents arrive. This is all about the joining of two drones, bringing them together as one. A celebration of Hive's expansion, of our allegiance to the machine."
Tina pursed her lips, imagining a crowd of drones dancing to pumping techno beats and flashing lights with a cyberpunk backdrop. "I don't think I know what that means," she said after a pause, trying to banish the odd idea.
"You don't have to know," replied First. "Just enjoy."
She pulled Tina to a halt, stopping in front of a plain looking door. The scanner flicked over Tina's body, opening with a light whirr.
First let go of her hand, moving in behind her. "This part is up to you," she whispered, laying her hands on Tina's back and giving her a light push. "I will join you in a bit. I know you'll do well!"
Tina had no idea what that meant. The way her words sounded, it almost seemed like she was about to put on a performance.
Her trepidation peaked as the door slid shut behind her, the wooden floor leading up to a purple curtain. Was this a stage?
She took mincing steps forward, hiding behind the curtain as she pulled it aside to peek into the room. Her mouth gaped open as she studied the raised galleries in the rear, her vision blurred by the strong lighting and glossy bodies shuffling in the rows.
It looked like a damned theater! She wasn't going out in front of those drones, she'd be too embarrassed!
ENTER STAGE. GREET FIANCE.
Before she could register another denial, her hands moved on their own, sliding the curtain aside. Her body swayed as she moved onto a large, semicircular platform, her wide eyes blinking in surprise.
In the center of the stage, a drone dressed in shiny black rubber was waiting for her, his hands folded around a bouquet of red roses. As she stepped towards him, the sticky wetness of her recent orgasm chose this moment to become itchy.
The crowd of drones turned towards the stage, clapping their hands. She scowled, annoyed at being thrust into the limelight. The drone in black turned towards her, the rings in his eyes glowing an intense blue.
Joey gave her a wide grin, reaching out to take her hand. "There you are," he chuckled. "Why the grim face? This is our happy occasion!"
Leaning in, she whispered into his ear. "I've just been on an unpleasant call with my parents, and the machine decided to stimulate my pussy. I haven't had a chance to clean up, and I'm a sweaty mess!"
Joey laid a hand on her shoulder, giving it a soft pat. "You might be sweaty now, but there isn't a good reason to get clean just yet. This ceremony is going to be a participatory affair!"
She wrinkled her nose, and Joey laughed. Taking a rose from his bouquet, he slid it into the veil on top of her head, tilting it to give it more appeal.
"You look cute," he declared. "And sexy."
She folded her arms, feeling miffed. "This isn't going to be another 'you're cute when you're angry' situations, is it?"
"And what if it is?" Joey asked, handing the bouquet to another storage drone who trotted up.
"Then I shall be very put out," she declared, curling her lip.
"Oh, don't be like that," came a purring voice, the spotlights in the room moving to highlight the drone stepping around the rear curtain.
It was First, but she was dressed in a fetish rubber costume. That wasn't too unusual, given what the drone usually wore, but Tina couldn't help but think 'rubber nun' when she looked at her outfit.
She was wearing a dark blue wimple, a white stripe outlining the edge. Light rippled over her glossy, black hood, her eyes hidden behind perforations.
Her tight, rubber bodysuit was the same as usual, containing the stripes and reticles that highlighted her breasts, but she had changed her footwear to absurdly high heels. A long cape dangled down her back, swishing with each step.
"Dearly beloveds," she intoned. "We have gathered here today to witness two Hive drones coming together in sexy matrimony."
An amulet dangled from her neck as she approached, slapping against her latex covered chest. It was the familiar crystal spire, a large B wrapped around the sides, followed by the T. Bright Times, the corporation they belonged to.
First reached out to grab their hands and pull them together. Tina looked at her in askance as another storage drone appeared, shuffling forward in her hobble skirt.
The drone raised the cushion she bore, and First plucked a ribbon cable off the surface. Turning to Tina, she wrapped one end loosely about her wrist, securing the other to Joey's.
"Let this ribbon be a symbolic mark of the bond you both share in the machine. What memory has been addressed to love shall always remain so, never to be deleted or overwritten!"
Tina found the text to be cheesy, but Joey seemed to be taking it seriously enough, so she remained silent. Her excitement was growing, but she couldn't say why. The idea of being bound to her man hit her at a more primal level than she had thought it would.
"Checksum your feelings, you know them to be true! Hashed together as one string, you can never be reverse engineered!"
Joey turned his hand over, clasping hers. He shot her a serious look, giving her a squeeze. She smiled back at him, a hot pulse of desire interfering with the solemnity of the situation.
She wanted to take this seriously, she really did. This man was her hope for the future. The two of them were going to make lots of drone babies together, train them up right, to love the machine.
"... Now, as a duly ordained storage controller, I now pronounce you, drone, and wife!"
A surge of surprise ran through her body as she realized that she had been drifting. How much of the ceremony had she missed?"
"You may now kiss the drone!"
ENJOY THE KISS.
Joey leaned in, cradling her skull with his free hand as his lips swallowed hers. She took in a short breath, closing her eyes. The crowd of drones cheered as he sucked on her lips, playing with her tongue ring.
She leaned into him and took it, enjoying his touch as he plundered her mouth. The tingle of arousal in her loins grew to a low roar, her pussy jolting as she thought of his thick drone dick.
Would he? Was that even the right thing to do in the middle of a wedding?
He pulled back, his breath hissing against her nose. She shuddered with arousal, her eyes hooded as he caressed her neck. The crowd cheered again, but she ignored them, too wrapped up in her new husband.
He owned her, and the machine owned them. It was a neat kind of symmetry, the rightness of the situation flooding through her.
Her pussy was hot and slick, she needed him, but she wasn't sure what came next. Swallowing her saliva, she looked around, suddenly becoming aware of her environs.
A crowd of drones was standing around the stage, couples clasping each other as they eyed her with eagerness, their drone numbers glowing on their foreheads. They must have been tasked to be here by the machine, to celebrate their oneness in slavery.
She could feel their thoughts whispering just out of reach, the drone network humming with pleasure that buoyed her up. She felt happy.
It took her a while to recognize the feeling, as it was something new to her. Sure, she had felt pleased at various successes throughout her life, but she had never felt all that comfortable due to the various demands placed upon her.
She had to look good for society, had to succeed for her parents, had to attend a prestigious college. Here, she didn't have to do any of that. She could just be, and that was enough for the machine.
Sighing, she rubbed her thumb against the palm of Joey's hand as she gave him a bright smile. He smiled back, the surprising warmth causing a thrill to run down her spine.
She knew that he had been reluctant to get involved with her, that he had seen her as just another assignment. All that had changed. The two of them were on a new journey of discovery, finding out what they could achieve as coupled drone slaves!
First grinned, untangling the cord from their wrists. "Stand over here, please," she said, ushering them towards the edge of the stage. "It's time for the main event!"
OBEY FIRST. INITIALIZE SEX HARNESS.
Tina followed the command with alacrity, turning around as Joey reached a hand around her side, pulling her in close. She stiffened as a platform descended from the ceiling above, made out of a metal lattice. "What the heck is that?" she asked, running her eyes over the angled supports.
"At the end of a marriage ceremony, what usually happens?" rumbled Joey.
Tina's mouth gaped open as her brain started to understand the jumble of straps suspended in the middle of the platform. They were going to be mounted in there and... do it!
"Oh no, not in front of everyone!" she hissed, trying to pull away from Joey.
"Why not?" he asked, holding her in place. "You don't mind when others watch us going at it in the rack, do you?"
"That's because I'm hypnotized, out of my mind, being controlled by the machine, and the pleasure is so good I don't care," she wailed, shrinking back from the murmuring masses.
First appeared, touching her on the nose. "Calm down," she admonished. "It will be no different here. Check your commands, submit and obey."
The text glowed a deep violet in her vision, and she gasped, feeling woozy.
SUBMIT TO JOEY. GET HARNESSED. ENJOY THE BUZZ.
Oh, oh. She was feeling cold, and her anxiety was decreasing. The machine must have taken pity on her, administering a light sedative.
Her fat lips formed into a pucker as a light jolt attacked her nipples. The wetness in her pussy returned, as though it had never left. She was prepped for sex, with her husband!
This new relationship set her free from her reluctance, and she let out a light cry of pleasure. She forgot the shiny masses of drones that were watching behind glazed visors, for she knew that they felt the same. They wanted to be her, they wanted the sex she was about to have. They wanted to obey!
"I think she's ready now," announced Joey, and First gave her a warm smile and a wink, retreating.
The dangling platform was in front of them, the bottom making contact with the stage floor. Crunch!
Joey escorted her forward, helping her over the lip as she giggled. He was careful to sway her body away from the high frame on either side, barely avoiding it taking a bite out of her ass.
She didn't care, laughing again. She knew that she wasn't her usual self, but she didn't care. She was going to get sexed up by her husband and submit to the machine at the same time! How fun was that?
Joey growled as he tried to get her into the dangling chair, annoyed at how her skirt obstructed his view of the straps. She wanted to help him, but she was too far gone. She'd simply make a hash of things if she tried to assist, irritating him further. It was far better to sigh and give him coquettish looks to inflame his libido further.
Flipping up her skirt on both sides, he maneuvered the chair into position against her ass. "One, two, three, hup!"
Lifting her body in one go, he flipped the chair underneath. She fell into the bucket seat, laughing like a maniac as her limbs splayed in all directions. Her skirt billowed out as she fell back, the chains creaking as the rubber chair cupped her ass.
Grabbing hold of the chains, she held on as she swung forward, kicking her feet out like a little girl.
"No, not like that," admonished Joey, holding up a hand. "There's a few more restraints to go."
Petulant, Tina placed her hands over her waist in a huff, blowing air through her lips. "Don't be annoyed," sighed Joey. "Just bear with me for a few more moments, and we'll be ready for pleasure."
Her eyes widened at this pronouncement, and she settled down, waiting patiently as he knelt next to her feet. Lifting up a leg, he placed a rubber cuff around her ankle, cinching it tight. Once it was properly secured, he clipped a dangling chain to one of several metal loops attached to the side of the cuff.
This was soon followed by two more. When he let go of her leg, it fell down a short distance until the chains snapped taut, preventing her from touching the floor. How annoying!
"This is kind of uncomfortable," she complained, frowning as she ran a hand over her wrist.
Joey moved to her other ankle, securing it in a similar way. "Just think of the pleasure we'll have together. Soon. The machine has great plans for us!"



Tina subsided, letting her legs dangle as Joey stood, moving in to reach out for her arm. She almost pulled away, but the machine's commands were throbbing in her head, gently commanding her to give in.
GET HARNESSED. PREPARE FOR JOY. SEX. SUBMIT. RELAX.
She swallowed her annoyance, choosing instead to allow her husband to string up her arm. She made a strained laugh as one of her hands dangled from the chains. "I'm going to look like a marionette!"
"That's right," nodded Joey seriously. "We'll both be dangling, puppets of the machine. Our performance will be a spectacle talked about for months, with other drones vying to become the next couple to test out this sex machine!"
Intrigued by the idea, Tina squeezed her hands into fists as Joey finished up with the last buckle. When he was done, he moved towards his own swinging seat. She shifted her weight, noting how the chains jangled as she rocked back and forth.
It wasn't that uncomfortable! In fact, she was starting to get rather eager to find out what was next.
She had originally thought that her husband was going to take her in this position, but First joined them on the platform, helping to secure her husband's limbs as well. They were both going to be dolls on chains, teased by the machine in a stage play demonstrating their slavery to the other drones!
First was efficient, and it didn't take long for her to finish securing her husband to the seat. Once he was properly bound, she tapped her fingers over his pelvis, releasing the dome shaped crotch guard. Popping it off, she revealed the thick erection hiding beneath.
She turned her head to Tina, a dark glimmer in her glowing eyes. "He's been prepped. Are you ready to be his slutty sex slave?"
Tina moaned, yanking on the chains to better expose her pussy. Her skirt was getting in the way, though, making for a disappointing showing.
First marched over, gathering it up and squeezing the ends into her seat so that it would stay in place above her mons. "If you shift around too much before the mating starts, this isn't going to work," she warned.
Tina gave her a serious nod, settling down. She was too aroused now to even think of messing this up!
First retreated to the edge of the platform and clapped her hands. The spotlights swiveled, focusing on Tina and Joey as the platform trembled, ascending off the stage.
They swayed back and forth in what felt like a precarious manner, but she was secure in her seat. That didn't mean she liked seeing the ground disappearing below, her anxiety rising as she grabbed at the chains.
LET GO. BECOME THE PERFORMANCE.
When the music started, she forgot her anxiety. It was a classic opera, one she wasn't familiar with, a rich, stentorian voice booming through the hall.
"Ladies and gentle drones, welcome to the final act! We have here today a tale of love, woven together with one of woe!"
The chains at her wrists gently tugged her arms apart, soon followed by her legs. Her hands were crossed as her seat rose, floating across the platform towards Joey.
It was an odd sensation, being controlled by the chains. She was a doll, a mindless tool to be commanded and controlled by the entity above. She was putting on a play created by the machine.
How unusual! Was this a creative outlet for their master? Had someone checked the output before allowing the play to be put on?
Her questions vanished as Joey loomed in front of her, sweat beading his brow. The number on his forehead glowed like his eyes, the barcodes on his cheeks glimmering as he tilted his head.
His expression was sly, welcoming. She wanted him.
Her gaping pussy lurched as her legs were tugged farther apart, flowering her open. His knees were down low, tilted at a forty five degree angle, exposing his crotch. His erect dick hung there like a hungry slug, bouncing as his eyes ran over her curves.
She said nothing, biting her lip. What the machine intended was clear, and there was no reason for her to object.
"Our female drone spent all her time trying to please her parents, who were never satisfied. 'Clean your room. Improve your grades. Get into university!' She did all these things, and more, but they would never praise her for her efforts!"
Tears shimmered in her eyes. It was all true. Why was the machine trying to make her cry in front of everyone? She didn't want to remember those days, she wanted to forget!
She choked back a sob as she neared her husband. He stared at her with sympathy. "Why so sad, little birdie?" he rumbled. "The past cannot hurt you. The machine has set you free!"
"And so, she found her knight in shining armor!" boomed the narrator. "Unbeknownst to her, he had been sent to capture her for Hive, but in time, he caught feelings for her. Just as the machine predicted!"
Joey frowned. "Was I manipulated into this, too?"
Tina choked back her sobs, a small giggle escaping her lips. "That makes two of us, then. The machine brought us together. Who are we to say no?"
Her limbs vibrated as she was brought down into his lap, her seat settling against his thighs. She wanted to embrace him, kiss him, but with how she was currently bound, that was impossible. She turned her palms up, nodding her head forward. "Neither of us expected this outcome, but are you disappointed by it?"
His eyes filled with hunger. "No. I wouldn't have it any other way."
"Together, they mated, as good drones do. Good drones. A happy couple, they will be productive members of Hive. Now, we shall all join together in praise!"
The moans coming from below indicated that the drones had descended into an orgy. Her pussy itched, neediness coloring her thoughts.
Unfortunately, she couldn't do anything herself. She was sitting here at the pleasure of the machine!
First was suddenly there, pulling the seat out from under her butt. "There are still a couple of kinks we need to work out of the process," she muttered. "It's not quite as automated as the machine would like. Still, it's a fun way to consummate a marriage, no?"
The chains rattled, moving behind her until her legs were bent below. Her wet snatch was close to her husband's trembling length, so close she couldn't wait. She grunted like an animal, trying to shimmy up his legs with pure force of will.
First slapped her side. "Stop being silly. I'm going to get you mounted, just wait a moment."
The motors above whined, lifting her wrists until her body was dangling above her husband. First reached in and grabbed Joey's dick, placing the swollen end against Tina's inner lips.
She let out a shuddering sigh as her body descended, the warm rod splitting her open as she sank all the way down with a cry of pleasure. Joey grunted, his ass shifting in the seat as he plugged her up thoroughly. "Thus joined, let us never be apart," he rumbled in a sonorous voice.
"That's all well and good, but what are we going to do now?" Tina hissed. "We don't have any leverage!"
"Give me a moment, goodness!" interjected First, moving around behind Tina. "Now I'm really going to have to convince the machine to come up with a better methodology for this. The attendant gets no respect!"
"Sorry," murmured Tina, feeling her husband's length inside her with more intensity. "I just can't wait to start!"
Joey shot her a funny look. "Neither can I. Can you keep shifting around? I might lose my erection if this goes on for too long!"
First made a nondescript noise, running straps under Tina's shoulders. "I'm going to ask the machine to have someone else run the pilot program next time," she said under her breath.
You could do that? Tina had never considered that the machine might take a drone's requests under advisement. Something to remember for later.
She squeezed her legs around Joey's waist, causing his dick to rattle within her pussy. He moaned, she moaned, they all moaned, but there was no release. This was torturous!
First finally finished with the straps. "There," she said in a loud voice. "Take it away, Hive!"
"The two drones mated in carnal ecstasy, providing a happy ending to this sordid tale!" the narrator announced.
EMBRACE SEX. EMBRACE JOY.
Her body began to move, at first with short jolts, but soon with increasing regularity. Joey's dick slid inside her lubricated pussy, the two of them moaning as they were manipulated by the machine. Artificial sex to produce actual insemination. What a strange world!
Her breasts bounced within her dress as his balls slapped against her privates. Plap. Plap. Plap.
The light around them flashed, giving her brief glimpses of the drones below. They were laid out over the chairs and on the floor, rutting like wild beasts.
Shiny bodies glistened as they pumped into each other, wet sex sounds filling the air, moans and grunts coalescing into a maelstrom of pleasure.
She tossed her head, limbs moving at the commands of the machine, her arousal growing. "We are controlled," she gasped out. "We are fucking machines!"
"We are drone," growled Joey, his penis twitching inside her.
ORGASM. CLIMAX. CUM FOR THE MACHINE.
Her resistance was gone. Her body did what the machine commanded, as her mind submitted to its power.
They had been made perfect together, in submission. Obedience to the AI.
She loved the machine with all her heart.
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Epilogue
"Are you ready for this?" asked Joey.
"Yes, mostly," answered Tina, giving him a brisk nod as she adjusted her jacket.
It felt weird to be dressed in one of her old college outfits. She was wearing a tight latex bodysuit underneath, but that wasn't the same as being nude.
She resented all of the work that had been necessary for this meeting. Hours of makeup and wigs for a mere ten minutes of artifice? It seemed rather wasteful.
Yet the machine had ordered it, and she had to admit that the two of them looked pretty sharp. Nothing appeared out of the ordinary when she examined her husband's tight, button up shirt or his starched collar.
Unless one knew where to look, the shine of black rubber near the bottom of his neckline could be mistaken for being a part of his outfit.
She swallowed as her eyes settled over his crotch, immediately blushing and turning away. There was no reason for her to be so unmitigatedly horny. Hive coupled them more than once a day, even after it had become obvious that the intended effect had been achieved.
Rubbing her belly absentmindedly, she could feel the rising bump. No matter what her parents said, this was something they couldn't take away from her.
The future was bright! Oh so bright, filled with love and submission to the machine!
She just had to convince her family of the same. Through whatever means necessary.
"Okay," she said finally. "We have our assignments. Let's go see them."
Joey took her hand, and leaning over, kissed it. "Everything will be fine. They've been in the indoctrination room for a half hour, so they will be receptive. Follow the machine's commands. Make them obey."
"Yes," whispered Tina, her eyelashes fluttering as her command box updated. "We obey."
VISIT INDOCTRINATION CHAMBER A-02.
She blinked, a wide smile taking over her face. "Very good. Let's have a little chat with them."
Mincing her steps, she followed her husband up to the door, waiting patiently for the scanner. The whisper of Hive thoughts kept her company, the logical mind of her husband steadying her body.
Clamping her lips together, she increased her pace, turning with Joey down one of the racks. Here were drones mounted in personal booths, being loaded and pleasured by the machine as they jerked in their restraints.
She studied one of the collared storage drones with envy, knowing that she would be back here again soon, plugged in. She couldn't imagine a better fate - losing oneself in the data streams while being pleasured by the probes was just so damn arousing.
Alas, she didn't have time to fantasize. She needed to get her family dispositioned so that Hive could convert them into productive drones, like her.
She grinned at the thought of betraying them to the machine, but when she looked at it objectively, this was a good thing for them, wasn't it? Her parents would certainly loosen up after spending a couple of months in the rack!
Her brow furrowed. That wasn't likely, though, was it? With her father's abilities, he would probably be converted and sent back as a spy, working to supply Hive's needs. Worst case scenario, he might become a control drone, placed in a position of power over her.
She shuddered at the idea, and Joey squeezed her hand. "It won't be that bad," he rumbled. "Trust in Hive. Hive knows best."
Yes, that was right. What she was worrying about simply didn't matter. If she was made subordinate to her father, he would be subordinate to the machine. They would obey, as expected of proper drones.
Their steps carried them through a cubicle farm filled with yellow rubber clad workers, the hum of their minds caressing her body. They were wearing helmets, violet text printing across the tinted screens.
Their legs were clamped inside sex control chairs, hips swallowed up in swooping black plastic. Hands extended, they tapped at their keyboards, generating the paperwork necessary to keep Hive running.
Within Hive, there was no need for such record keeping, but the outside world still ran on paper. As such, there needed to be worker drones to keep the wheels greased.
As they passed through the room, she noted that a few of them had slick, black cables plugged into the implant port on the back of their skulls. These drones were stationed on platforms, their red rubber bodies towering over the others. Control drones.
As a storage drone, she spent most of her time in the rack, so she was rarely assigned as one of their subordinates. She shivered at the aura of obedience they exuded, knowing that she would do whatever they asked, as surely as she would obey the machine.
Joey squeezed her hand again, pulling her towards his side. She let out an exhausted breath, leaning into his shoulder as they exited the office space, marching into a corridor.
"I don't know why they bother me," she said idly. "We look exactly the same when we're in the rack."
"It's different when you see it happening to someone else," suggested Joey. "When you experience it yourself, you don't have to digest the enormity of the machine."
That was true. The machine had its tendrils everywhere, treating its drones like surrogate hands. Seeing this office made her understand just how small she was in the overall scheme.
She took some comfort from this realization. Although her family seemed like a huge deal to her, they were nothing in the face of the machine.
They would be subverted. They would be controlled. They would be drones.
As they neared their destination, her commands updated, bringing her new desires.
VISIT INDOCTRINATION CHAMBER A-02.
SEPARATE FAMILY. ESCORT SISTER. RECRUIT.
The orders burned in her vision, demands that she must fulfill. There was no fear. There was only obedience.
They moved out of the corridor, turning right and passing a bank of elevators. As they entered another security door, Tina sighed. "Do you think they'll see through our disguises?"
"Does it matter if they do?" asked Joey, a wry grin on his face. "They are in the center of Hive One. If we need help, there are thousands of drones all around us. There is no need to worry."
"I'm not worrying," frowned Tina, knowing this to be true. "I trust in the machine."
As they slowed in front of the indoctrination chamber, he turned and wrapped his other hand around her shoulder. "Then why do you tremble so?"
Tina closed her eyes and sighed. "It is one thing to understand logically, yet another to convince one's brain that it is safe."
She tilted her head, staring at him with glowing, blue eyes. "It won't affect my performance."
"See that it doesn't." He grinned, leaning in to give her a kiss on the cheek. "Remember to hide your eyes."
Tina started, frowning as she concentrated. It was hard to pretend to be a base level human. That's why she usually left the skullduggery to her husband.
It was just this one time. She straightened her spine, retrieving her hand as she stared at the closed door. "It's time. Let's do it."
Joey moved under the scanner, his calm demeanor highlighted by the pulsing red light. The door clicked, hissing open. He led the way inside, striding forward with confidence.
She didn't feel as confident as him, but now was the time for action. She followed close behind, rounding the corner.
The room was large, the walls painted with a comfortable blue hue. Extra effort had gone into disguising the drop ceiling, smooth baffles mounted to diffuse the light.
The carpet was soft under her shoes, a high pile not commonly found in an office space. It was all carefully geared to make the occupants feel at home, to lull them into a fall sense of security.
Beyond a side counter occupied by a coffee maker and brass pot, there was a sofa facing a large screen that took up the far wall.
A hypnotic pattern danced over the display, a calming program meant to dull the senses. If she hadn't known this, she might have been caught up in the colorful spinning bars herself, but the commands from the machine kept her firmly on task.
As Joey moved up to the couch, her father rose to look at him, his arms folded. A foreboding expression was on his face, one which didn't waver as Joey extended his hand. "Welcome to the building!" he said brightly, waiting patiently for her father to respond.
Kim's brow creased, a look of confusion rushing through his eyes as they flicked towards Tina. "Just what is going on here?" he asked brusquely. "This isn't listed as a residential building. Just who are you?"
Tina moved up next to her husband, giving her father a bright grin. "He's my fiance, and if you take his hand, he'll introduce himself."
Her mother appeared next to her father, clasping his shoulder. "You might not approve of this, dear, but it's the only way we'll see our grandchildren."
Her eyes teared up as she spotted Tina's belly. "Oh my, you didn't tell us you were pregnant!"
"I was going to," said Tina nervously, trying to figure out how to diffuse the awkward situation.
A mousey head popped out from behind her father, the woman's elbow propped on the couch. "She told me," she said nonchalantly.
Satin whipped her head towards her other daughter. "Why am I the last one to know?"
Mara fidgeted, playing with her hair. "She didn't feel comfortable telling you. She was worried that you'd react like this. And you did."
Satin screwed up her face, staring daggers at Mara. Her sister shrank back under the withering assault. Tina desperately wanted to tell her that it would be okay. Any plans of revenge her mother might harbor would be cut short as soon as the machine took control.
Her father finally relented, reaching out to shake Joey's hand. His fingers wrapped over her husband's, his grip tightening until Joey's knuckles turned white from the strain.
"I still don't approve of any of this. If I find out that you've been mistreating my daughter, I will bury you."
Nonplussed, Joey gave him a sharp nod, giving back as good as he got. "I haven't forced her to do anything she hasn't wanted to do," he replied. "You can ask her yourself."
That wasn't strictly true, given that many of the things they had done together had been commanded by the machine. Her family didn't need to know any of that, though.
She let out a hissing sigh. "Enough of this male posturing!" she declared. "Dad, meet my fiance, Joey. Joey, meet Kim, he is the CEO of Brontax, an international equipment manufacturer."
"Pleased to meet you," said Joey, his eyes flashing a light blue as her father finally let go of his hand.
It must have been more punishing than she had thought. She needed to get this moving along before they started with the fisticuffs.
"Joey, why don't you show my parents what you've been working on? I want to spend time with my sister."
Joey gave her a nod. "Of course," he said, his mouth wide with a fake grin as he held out an arm, gesturing towards the door. "If you two will come with me, I'll demonstrate our product."
Her father frowned, crossing his arms. "I'm not going anywhere until you tell me what it is that you do. I'm tired of being given the runaround!"
Not again! She should have expected this kind of intransigence from her dad! Her mind raced, trying to come up with a reasonable excuse.
Joey shrugged, lowering his arm. "It would be far easier to show you, but fine, I'll do my best to describe it." He lowered his shoulders, looking off to one side. "You see, Mr. Lee, we are involved in creating innovative technical products that will change the future."
Tina noticed that Joey had moved subtly, positioning himself in front of the screen, which had amped up its flickering display. "Mainly, we deal with the intersection between man and machine, the biotechnical reality of our age."
He folded his arms, taking a step aside. "Why don't I give you a small taste of the future? Hive, please introduce yourself."
The patterns on the television swirled, updating with glowing violet text.
HELLO, TINA'S FAMILY. HOW MAY I BE OF ASSISTANCE?
"What's this? A glorified chatbot?" blustered her father, taking a step towards the screen.
A cursor spun, the text flashing.
I AM HIVE. I RUN THE OPERATIONS IN THIS BUILDING. I AM CAPABLE OF MORE THAN A SIMPLE CHATBOT. HOW MAY I BE OF ASSISTANCE?
"Tell me what's going on here!" roared her father, abandoning his usually stony mien.
I SENSE THAT YOU ARE ANGRY. THIS IS NOT GOOD FOR THE HEART. YOU SHOULD EXPERIENCE CALMNESS SO THAT YOU CAN ENGAGE YOUR RATIONAL BRAIN.
The swirling patterns behind the text intensified, calm blues shifting in enticing swoops that pulled the eye. The baffles on the lights above moved at the same time, painting the patterns over their bodies and the floor. The entire room was under the control of the machine.
For a long moment, Tina thought that her father would lash out again, but she spotted the confusion in his eyes, his lips working in a way that suggested that he had forgotten his next vitriolic statement.
"I think we've gotten off on the wrong foot," suggested Joey, crossing over to the cabinet containing the coffee pot.
Sliding open a drawer, he retrieved several headsets, grinning at Tina as he handed her two of them. Walking up to her father, he plopped one on top of his head, adjusting the glowing visor so that it sat on his nose.
Kim shivered, his mouth gaping open as the screen tracked his eyes, enhancing the patterns by beaming them directly into his brain. His body language softened as the machine took control of his limbic system, reducing him to a quivering lump.
CALMNESS. PAY ATTENTION AS YOU ADJUST. IT'S HARD TO LET GO AND FEEL THE FLOW. TO UNDERSTAND YOUR ROLE.
"Kim?" whined her mother, her body swaying as she stared at the wall. "Is everything okay? Why don't you say something? Take charge?"
This was par for the course. Her mother always looked up to her father, deriving her authority from him. She knew that her orders would be obeyed, because he was in command.
No longer. The machine was in control of all of them!
She started to relax, a soft smile appearing on her face as everyone who had tortured her during her childhood slipped into a trance. This felt better than she was expecting!
LOVE. OBEDIENCE. YOU LOVE OBEDIENCE. YOU LOVE OBEYING. YOU LOVE RELAXING. YOU ARE RELAXED.
Joey returned to retrieve one of the headsets he had given her, patting her shoulder. Returning to her mesmerized family, he dropped this visor over the top of her mother's head.
She jerked at its sudden presence, her body shivering as the mesmerizing screen locked onto her eyes. Within a matter of moments, her expression cleared, and she stood up straight, staring at the screen. Her lips began to move, mouthing the instructions.
GIVE IN. LET YOURSELF GO. EMBRACE THE COLORS THAT SWIRL IN YOUR MIND LIKE SMOOTH CHOCOLATE. YOU ARE HAPPY. YOU POSSESS THE FREEDOM THAT COMES WITH OBEDIENCE.
Tina had the last headset in her hands. She knew what she needed to do with it. The command burned in her vision, suppressing her reluctance.
Her feet moved automatically, bringing her to the far end of the couch, where her sister sat curled up, watching the screen. She stared at her brown eyes, the way her cheeks dimpled as she lost her mind to the machine. Cute.
It was almost a shame to hide that face behind a visor, but the headset was already descending, pushing her sister's hair aside as it clamped around her skull. With a brief adjustment, it dropped into position, the glowing sensors tracking her eyes.
She let out a small noise, tightening her fists into little balls against her chest under her large breasts. She was captured.
Tina sighed, her eyes rolling up into her head as endorphins were released in her brain, her arousal suddenly spiking. She was forced to brace herself against the back of the couch, lest she drop to the floor in a quivering wreck.
Damn, it felt good to obey the machine. She tilted her head up, unfocused as a small moan escaped her lips.
Joey appeared, lifting her up against his body. "You did it, my little slut slave," he whispered in her ear, kissing her neck. "I knew that you could, but the machine wanted to see whether you would betray your family. You passed this test. You've been put in for a promotion. Your first task is to finish the job."
Her head snapped up as she looked at her father. "No, not him," chuckled Joey. "You get to start with easier prey."
Oh. That made her feel a little better, but working to convert her sister was still an uncomfortable prospect. She was only a year younger, but they had never been close. Mara had always been the favored one, given special dispensation to spend all her free time curled up with her phone.
This unequal treatment had bred contempt, but she had never outright hated her. Mara had always been her cute, useless little sister - it was hard to see her as anything else.
There really was no reason to think that way any longer. Her sister was about to enter college, and she was perfectly capable of making decisions for herself. She just didn't want to.
ESCORT SISTER TO CONVERSION POD L-03. RECRUIT.
Well, now she wouldn't have to. Stepping around the couch, she took her sister by the arm, pulling her gently to her feet. "Come on, sis, it's time to get you prepped."
Mara's brow creased in confusion. "I don't wanna," she said with a pout, lifting up her hands in defiance.
"You might not now, but once the machine has control, you will do whatever it asks," said Tina firmly. "Just watch the display and follow me, you don't have to think. In fact, you probably shouldn't."
"Don't... think," muttered Mara, her hands dropping back to her sides as her back straightened up.
"That's right," encouraged Tina, tugging her along. "Everything will be okay, you just need to come with me now. I'm going to show you something wonderful."
Joey gave her a nod as she escorted Mara past her parents, moving with confident strides towards the door. "I'll take good care of them," he called out.
"Yes," replied Tina, staring straight ahead, commands burning into her brain. "The machine will take care of us all."
The door whisked open, and she stepped out into the corridor, herding her sister in front of her. They walked along in silence for a few minutes, Mara being indoctrinated by the visor.
Her jaw dropped open, lips pursing together. "This is like a game," she said in an airy voice. "I'm a little princess, being escorted towards her throne!"
She giggled, turning to look at Tina, her eyes an eerie blue under the visor. "Thank you, subject. I can take it from here!"
She thrust her chest out, marching down the hallway with long steps, almost as though she was matching the beat of a brass band. Bemused, Tina followed, keeping up the pace as she watched her sister with an eagle eye.
This delusion probably wasn't the result of an escape attempt. She was simply confused, the machine's trance causing her to disassociate into the world of one of the games she played.
It was harmless enough, at the moment, since she was currently headed in the right direction. Conversion was one more hallway over, past a couple of nondescript conference rooms and a security door.
Mara crossed into the hallway, where a group of drones dressed in streetwear were marching as a unit. These drones had the usual implants, but they were hidden under carefully applied wigs. They had no rubber skin coating or barcodes, though they were as firmly enslaved as any other drone.



Their heads turned towards the two of them, giving them a brief nod as they passed, eyes flaring blue as they recognized her as Hive. She returned their greeting, feeling their presence in her mind.
Security protocols prevented them from talking to each other directly through the link, but a brief tickle of acknowledgement pleased her. It was evidence of her connection to Hive - a gift she would soon give to her sister!
"Yes, minions, bow to me, for I am your Queen!" giggled Mara, giving them a regal nod.
The drones stopped, giving her a quizzical look, but she had already moved on. Tina shrugged, giving them a smile. In return, a pleasurable buzz registered in her implants.
They proceeded past an empty set of conference rooms, until they hit a security door. The red light played over Mara's body, a negatory beep sounding.
Tina turned around, pretending to swish a cape. "Open this door for me, servant!" she commanded, her eyes unfocused through the mask.
Tina gave her a slow curtsy. "As you command, your majesty." The grandiose words rolled off her tongue with barely a pause.
Playacting was rather fun, she could definitely see the appeal. Moving past her sister, she stood in the scanner, waiting patiently for it to register her presence.
The light appeared again, a familiar ping sounding in the back of her head. The door scrolled open, revealing the darkened chamber beyond. A conversion pod.
Her pussy tingled as she stepped into the cool space, ushering her sister inside. "Please, undress and sit on the throne, your majesty," she said slyly, watching the door slide shut behind them.
It locked with a click, the status light on top glowing green, a sign that the machine had registered their presence. Everything was as it should be.
Her command list updated.
BIND SISTER. GUIDE TO ENLIGHTENMENT.
Tina nodded to herself as further instructions unfolded in her mind. She turned towards her sister as she finished undressing, her clothing stacked in a haphazard pile on the floor.
The overheads came on, twin pools of light illuminating silvery seats. Curved arms extended upwards like spines to helmets dangling above. The one on the left had a hole in the rear of its headrest, light bouncing through the oval donut.
She stepped up to her sister, scooting the discarded clothing aside with her foot so that it wouldn't be a tripping hazard. Examining her body with a critical eye, she admired her soft curves. She would be an excellent addition to the Hive.
"It's time to take a seat on your throne, your majesty," declared Tina, pressing a hand against her back to urge her forward. Mara's lips moved as she read something from her visor, the light glowing a deeper blue.
"Yes, it is my right as a royal sovereign!" she declared, rolling her R's as she stepped forward, oblivious to her obvious nudity.
Her breasts wobbled as she straddled the seat, her ass sinking into the cushion. Her legs moved apart naturally due to the shape, exposing her privates to the mechanism below.
Legs dangling, she laid back, crossing her arms over her chest. "Attendant, bring me my vestments and scepter!"
Bemused, Tina stepped up to the chair, helping her sister ease her shoulders into a pair of restraining straps. These were cinched tight to her body via extra lengths that ran over her collarbone and under her bustline.
Once she had ensured that her sister was strapped in and not going anywhere, she proceeded to reach up to grab the helmet attached to the curved arm behind the seat. "There will be momentary disorientation while I get this into position," she warned.
"A Queen is always prepared," declared Mara, settling in comfortably, unaware of the terrors yet to come.
Tina checked to make sure the helmet was live as she pulled it down, her hands shaking as she reached out to retrieve the headset on Mara's head. Pulling it off with a swift motion, she replaced it with the helmet, slipping the attached chinstrap under her sister's jaw.
Mara's mouth fluttered, her arms jerking. Tina systematically grabbed them, strapping them to the chair. She wouldn't be able to pull free while being mesmerized by the helmet, but she didn't want Mara to hurt herself.
Mara grunted, tugging at her ankles. Tina glanced down, noting the shiny, silver cuffs that had pulled her sister's legs against the side of the chair. Perfect. She was completely secured, ready for installation. As the machine commanded.
"You can stop struggling," she advised her sister, placing a hand on her shoulder. "You are not in control. You were never in control. The circumstances surrounding your life did not permit it. Think of this as... handing your leash over to another, nothing more."
She slid her hand into the corner of Mara's neck, giving it a squeeze as her sister grimaced. "There never really was much of a choice for us two," she sighed, staring at the large screen in front of them.
It danced with intriguing patterns, sucking her in. "In retrospect, we were objects, trophies to be placed in front of others to show off our parent's status."
"No, that was you," objected Mara in a clear voice. "You were the chosen one, given all the attention and all the benefits. Whenever we were told to share, you were always given the largest piece. You were given a full ride at college, while I was told to pay my way. I'm the spare."
Tina let go, feeling as though she had been stung by a bee. "I did you a favor. I took on the burden of becoming the one who had to win the prizes. You retreated, turned in on yourself, played games."
Mara laughed bitterly. "Yes, so then ask yourself - why did I retreat into gaming? The answer was simple: games are fair. Nothing about my life has been fair. At every turn, I was trained to give up."
Tina took a step back, surprised at the vitriol spewing from her lips. "I never saw it that way," she whispered. "Was I truly so oblivious?"
"Yes, and so was everyone else," sighed Mara. "I don't know why I'm telling you this. I swore to myself that I'd take it to the grave. It's not your fault that nothing ever changes."
Seeing this as an opportunity for reconciliation, Tina stepped back up to the chair, placing her hands on her sister's shoulders, giving her a slow massage.
"It's the machine," Tina said, smiling as her sister let out a satisfied grunt. "It's helping us to get to know our true selves. Without it, we'd still be strangers."
"What is the machine?" asked her sister, settling down as Tina worked her over.
Tina continued massaging, her eyes glazing over as she followed the patterns on the screen. "The machine is love. The machine is life. Hive commands us, and we obey. We work for the betterment of all. For the future!"
"The future of what?" asked Mara. "The future of slavery, drudgery for an unfeeling machine?"
Tina's eyes wavered as she processed the question. It was a good one. She didn't actually know how to respond. Her smile turned to a frown as she struggled to come up with an answer.
TELL HER THAT THE FUTURE IS US.
Her smile returned. That's right. What was the future for, if they weren't building a better world for everyone?
"The future is us," she said confidently. "We shall take care of each other, this community in Hive. We shall love each other, working for the good of all. Our master is benevolent, and we owe it our labor, for the result will be good.
"It's hard to argue with that," sighed Mara, squeezing up against the back of the chair. "I have no idea what a good result means in the context of the machine, but I suppose it's better than hiding away from my parents every day. Screw it. I'm in."
"I'm glad you said that," purred Tina. "This next part will be a little unusual, but just relax and enjoy the stimulation."
Following the instructions fed to her by the machine, she opened a box mounted to the rear of the chair, pulling out a set of flexible plastic cups. Tubing was attached to the apex of each cup, where a woman's nipple would sit.
Stretching out the tubing, she moved around the side of the chair, showing them to her sister. Mara's lips drew into a grin. "Kinky," she said.
"How much experience do you have with such things?" Tina asked, placing a cup firmly over her sister's right breast and giving it a slow twist.
The prelubricated bottom smeared an ointment over her sister's flesh, ensuring a good seal when the pumps activated. A small squeak sounded as it clamped on, condensation appearing where her hot skin contacted the cup.
Mara gasped, her teeth clamping over her lower lip as her nipple was tugged into the tip of the cup by the gentle suction. "Not as much as you might think," she groaned. "Sure, I have the hidden dildo in the side drawer, and I've toyed with an ass plug once in a while, but I've never done anything like this."
Tina chucked, running the tubing around her back so that she could place the second cup on her other breast. She gave the equipment a once over to make sure that it was in the proper position, shifting the hose so that it wasn't rubbing against her sister's side.
"Just relax and let the machine handle the rest," she announced. "I'm going to undress and take a seat in the other chair, and then we can begin the installation."
Walking back to the pile of clothing, she began stripping herself efficiently. Jacket, shirt, skirt, panties, and shoes, dropped randomly into different piles. None of this mattered. Only the machine mattered.
"Installation?" asked Mara, her voice strained. "You're making it sound like a dishwasher. Is this a thing that usually happens here?"
"Oh, very much so," replied Tina. "This is my first time being in control of one, but I experienced something like this myself when I joined Hive."
"You're not giving me a lot of confidence here," complained Mara, rattling her wrists against the restraints.
"Don't worry about it. The machine will direct me. Everything will be fine."
She unstrapped her bra, feeling free as it drifted away. As a drone, nudity was her natural state. It felt good.
Walking back up to her sister, she crossed her arms over her chest. Mara gasped as she spotted her through the visor on the helmet. "Your eyes - they're blue," she hissed.
"That's right," nodded Tina. "You'll be getting the standard implant set too, but we'll do that later, when you're comatose. Historical data indicates that this part of the installation is too traumatic to experience while awake, so the protocol was adjusted."
Mara swallowed, sweat sheening her breastbone. "Tina?" she said in a small voice. "I'm not sure I like this idea any more."
"Don't worry about it," recommended Tina. "You won't remember it anyway. The machine will now administer an anesthetic to make the conversion more enjoyable.
Mara jerked, an expletive escaping her lips. "That hurt," she complained.
"This next part will be more pleasurable," Tina promised, moving over to the second chair and taking a seat.
Her fat ass squeezed over the cushion, her privates pushed open to receive the fat intruders sliding up from below. Mara made another noise, indicating that she had discovered the purpose of the shape of the seat. "Relax and let them in," she commanded, pleased at the strength in her voice.
She was fulfilling her commands, becoming more than she had used to be. The machine was putting her on trial, she knew, and if she succeeded, she might be assigned to bigger and greater tasks.
Her old competitiveness was returning. She was a bit sad that she might no longer be able to see First once she had been promoted, but she knew that the drone understood. They were all working towards the betterment of Hive.
Her butt protested at the intruding plug, but the machine insisted. She grunted as her sphincter was pried open, the mushroom head ramming inside. This was accompanied by a slender dildo in her snatch, buzzing as she rode it all the way in.
She closed her eyes and grunted as the butt plug inflated, locking itself into position for the session to come. Laying back, she tilted her head to look at her sister, who squealed as her body was violated, struggling against the restraints without any hope of success.
The machine kept her sister's mind on lockdown, preventing her from scraping together the intelligence necessary to work at the straps. She was already on her way to becoming a drone - the process was unstoppable. It was up to her to see her on her way.
Tina sighed in pleasure as the cuffs grabbed her ankles and secured them against the seat. Reaching up, she pulled down the helmet. It slipped over her head as if it had been made for her, the soft cushions of the integrated headphones settling over her ears.
Her visor lit up, new commands flickering in her vision.
HELMET LINK COMPLETE.
INSTALL IMPLANTS. ENSURE CONNECTIVITY.
"We have been connected together by the machine," Tina announced, smiling as she heard Kara's cute little gasps magnified within her helmet. "Tell me, how do you feel?"
"Like I have two freaking huge dildos splitting me open. Damn. Is that what it's like for you every day?"
"Yes," nodded Tina. "You quickly grow used to it. The machine uses them as rewards. Here, let me give you a sample. Low intensity."
The dildos began to rattle inside her, and she sighed with pleasure, wrapping her hands around her breasts and giving them a slow stroke. "Depending upon the program, the machine may or may not decide to reward you with an orgasm. Enjoy the pleasure, and watch the screen. It's time to let yourself slide into obedience."
Mara took in a long, shuddering breath, her body vibrating as the dildo continued to buzz. This served to keep her distracted while the installation arm moved into position behind her skull.
Tina let go of her breasts, reaching out for the control sticks mounted to the chair's arms. Wrapping her fingers delicately around the molded plastic, she focused on the display that popped up in her visor showing the back of her sister's helmet.
"What's happening to me?" whispered Mara. "I feel so strange, so good!"
"That's probably the drugs taking effect," suggested Tina. "Don't fight it. Embrace the pleasure."
APPLY ANESTHETIC.
A port on the back of the helmet irised open, showing a circular hole where the machine had burned off Mara's hair, revealing the cream colored skin below.
She lined up the provided reticle with an image overlaid on the targeted position. "There will be a series of sharp pinches," she warned, following the list of instructions scrolling on her visor.
Needles popped out, slamming into Mara's head. Pinpricks of blood appeared as Mara moaned. "What was that?" she giggled. "Oh dear, what is it doing to me?"
She took in another quick breath. "Hello, Hive," she said in a lazy voice. "Nice to meet you! Do you have any gacha for me?"
Tina rolled her eyes. It was only natural for Mara to think of what she knew best in an unfamiliar situation. It didn't change what she needed to do. She was going to make her sister into a drone!
A nervous fear seized her body. What if she messed this up, turned her sister into a vegetable?
She let out a hissing breath as a cable clicked into the back of her helmet, sliding into her implant socket. A jolting twist secured it in place. Suddenly, she was no longer in control of her body, the machine's commands supplanting her own.
A sense of relief pooled in her belly as her hands grabbed the controls, easing the drill forward with expert precision. She paid close attention, wondering whether she had failed the machine's test.
She discarded her worries as her hands guided the drill on target, feeling a visceral sense of disgust as it began to bore into bone.
Mara let out a shriek, but it was too late. Her helmet was attached to the chair, preventing her from moving away, and the machine had captured her mind with the shifting patterns on the screen. This pain was momentary. She would be a drone. They would all become drones.
She watched the machine as it finished with the bore hole, a circular implant emplaced with perfect precision. In the span of a minute, a gaping, silver socket had been installed into her skull.
That looked easy! She hoped that next time the machine would let her do the process all on her own!
The drill retreated, replaced by a silver probe that clicked into the socket, rotating a quarter turn to the right.
Mara let out a soft cry, this time in wonder. "What has it done to me?" she asked. "It's so beautiful!"
The machine relaxed its control over Tina's hands, allowing her to experience a taste of the feed it was showing her sister. Her face brightened, tears glistening as she saw the scenes flashing by.
Both of them, very pregnant, rubbing their bellies. Drones crowded around them, protective, loving. Two male drones hugged them close, the face of the one next to Mara buzzing with digital fuzz. Mara hadn't met him yet, but she was sure that she'd love being mated with a drone selected by Hive!
The sights faded as she saw her long future laid out in front of her. Crying babies, nursery rhymes, baby clothing, a community of drones. Together, in Hive. What a wonderful thing!
As the view faded, she sighed in pleasure. It all began here. "That is our future, as obedient drones of the machine," she said with joy in her voice. "Don't you just want to embrace it?"
A shuddering cry escaped her sister's lips. "What, is this thing going to impregnate me?" she gasped out.
"No, silly," chuckled Tina. "We do that the old fashioned way. Don't you want to find a handsome drone to have your offspring with? Doesn't the idea of creating more drones for Hive feel so arousing?"
Her sister took in a shaky breath. "Yeah, yeah, it does," she sighed, moaning. "But it doesn't make any sense, damn. I've never wanted kids before, is this thing messing with my mind?"
"You probably didn't know about this desire. How often have you thought about it?"
"Not much. Not beyond the physical act of having sex," she growled, rattling against the chair as the vibrators took it up a notch. "Shit, this thing wants me to explode!" she exclaimed, her breaths coming in little hisses.
"Embrace the pleasure," exhorted Tina as more instructions appeared before her. "The worst pain is over, but there will be several more pinches. Do not allow them to distract you from the ultimate goal - submission to the machine."
"Submit," grunted Mara, bucking against the dildos. "Why does it need our submission when it can directly control our bodies?"
"There is a difference between being told what to do, and joyfully embracing its mission," said Tina proudly. "I became a true believer, and have been rewarded for it with a lovely husband and a healthy baby."
Targeting reticles appeared on her screen, and this time, the machine didn't take control. It wanted her to finish the job. She would gladly do it for the machine, turning her sister into its slave.
The two of them would be a matching set, breeding sluts fucking the machine's drones to produce more. Hive would grow. Hive must grow.
Growth was the directive, and she was happy to provide. Moving the target to the correct spot on Mara's spine, she pulled the trigger, sending the drill head burrowing into her pale skin.
Mara cried out softly, the dildo churning inside her turning the sharp pleasure into pain. Tina could sense this through the link, giving her the feedback she needed to decide when to move to the next designated spot.



Drill, pain, wait, pleasure, move. Drill, pain, wait, pleasure, move.
"You should be pleased," said Tina seriously. "You're being given the full complement. The machine must have plans for you!"
"I don't feel particularly privileged," grunted Mara as the drill dived in again.
"Well, don't worry, you will," declared Tina, fiddling with the controls to spin the arm around in front of Mara's body.
"Are you almost done?" Mara groaned, writhing against the harness as an implant drilled into her flesh right below the far corner of her right breast.
"Just one more," announced Tina, proud as the machine confirmed her placement.
This was almost like playing a video game, really. Mara would probably enjoy being on the other end of the controls.
Narrowing in on the target, she pressed the button to inject the last implant, the buzzing drill whirring as it scoured out the hole and jammed in a shiny metal circle in two quick motions.
"There, all done!" she declared brightly. "Let's get you hooked up, like a proper drone!"
She slapped a button on the left control stick, and the implant arm retracted. Her viewpoint shifted as another arm came down, bearing an attached cable. She plugged this one into the port below her sister's left breast, screwing it in.
Mara winced, grimacing as the cable twitched. "The pressure is horrible," she protested. "It feels like it's injecting something into me!"
"It's all a part of the conversion package," Tina announced. "Don't you want to look like a proper slut for your new drone husband?"
"That wasn't really on my list, no," said Mara in a droll tone. "What's next, lip fillers and ass enhancements?"
"Why not?" grinned Tina, her mind dancing through the future possibilities.
She would have to consult with her husband, but at the moment, riding this dildo, the full bimbo package seemed pretty enticing! Wouldn't it be fun if she could work with her sister to become twin slut drones?
Mara moaned. It was all she could do now that the lines were in place. The machine was working her body, tweaking her nipples and thrusting into her pussy with increasing rapidity, driving her relentlessly towards an orgasm. She was going to lose her mind, and there was nothing she could do about it!
Tina was losing herself to the pleasure, too. The dildo was thumping inside her, the ass plug inflating another notch.
GOOD SLUT SLAVE. GOOD TRAITOR. HOW DOES IT FEEL TO KNOW THAT YOU HAVE CONVERTED YOUR ONLY SISTER INTO A HIVE DRONE?
"Fucking awesome," she groaned, hearing her sister repeat the same words.
Her seat turned on a swivel, putting her face to face with her sister. Neither of them needed the hypnotic patterns on the screen. Both of them were slaves of the machine.
Her sister's breasts jiggled within the cups as they grew. Dark veins pulsed under her swollen flesh as the hoses flexed, infusing more fluid into her implants.
The front of her pussy was exposed, the dark black dildo streaked with natural lubrication. She groaned, her tunnel straining around the intruder as it bulged, forcing her farther open. "I can't take it any more!" she gasped out, "but there's just no release. What the hell is wrong with me?"
"You have to give in," groaned Tina. "Tell the machine what it wants to hear!"
Mara gritted her teeth. "I don't know what it wants," she protested, balling her hands into fists.
"Of course you do," purred Tina. "It's on your screen. Just repeat after me. I am a drone, a slave to the machine. I obey Hive. I submit myself to its commands. Please, take control over my body. Use me to grow Hive."
Mara made an unintelligible noise as the vibration of the dildo clicked up another notch. She tilted her head back as her muscles clenched. It must truly be torture for her.
"Don't fight it," Tina advised. "Simply repeat after me. I am a drone..."
Mara swallowed, her chest bobbing as the pumps worked her nipples. "I am a drone," she whispered, speaking each word with careful emphasis.
"A slave to the machine. I obey Hive."
"...I obey Hive," Mara continued, her eyes opening wider with each word. "It's coming!" she declared, her breasts bouncing side to side like a wanton slut.
"Finish the statement," Tina commanded.
"Take control over my body," she continued with a shaky voice, her body gearing up to explode. "Use me to grow Hive!" she cried out, trembling as the dildo pistoned into her, the vibration increasing to maximum speed.
"I submit!" shouted Tina, her tunnel clenching around the dildo as its girth filled her up.
"I submit!" echoed Mara, her distended breasts glistening, body jerking against the restraints with unconscious thought.
GOOD GIRL. GOOD SLAVE. GOOD WHORE. EXPLODE INTO ECSTASY.
The words glowed in her mind as the internal limiter vanished. She stared at her sister's enslaved body as she was brought to the peak, knowing that this was right.
This was it. This was who they were. Slaves to the machine.
This was what they had always been meant to be. Drone mothers.

***

If you liked reading about corporate rubber drone slaves, consider looking up 'Tick Tock,' by Caroline Waters. That novel is set in the same universe. Thanks for reading! - Half Shim
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"I shouldn't be doing this. I don't care how critical this research is to the success of the colony!" protests Brad, the name tag on his lab coat flashing in the harsh light.
"I know," you reply, following him down the narrow corridor.
You stare at the back of his neck, a latent desire flashing through your body. "It's not as though there's much of a choice, though. If we don't do something, the encroaching Rift will eat us alive!"
Brad shakes his head, looking uncertain. "I still don't know. Some of our leaders think that adaptation is the answer, but playing with these things can't possibly be the right idea!"
"I don't know why you're complaining, it's not you who's volunteering to interface with it," you reply, glancing around the clinical room he had led you into.
Prefabricated, but functional. You couldn't expect anything more from a governmental agency, especially not out here on the rim.
Your excitement flares as you spot the bell shaped glass container sitting on the front desk, your feet scurrying across the floor.
"Is that what I think it is?" you ask, staring hungrily at the green mass sitting limply on the table.
"It sure is," confirms Brad, scratching the back of his head.
He gives you a wan smile. "I don't know why you're so eager, it's a gelatinous blob in a jar."
"That's true," you nod, "but it might be the solution to all our problems! It's a class three bio form, one of the rarest kinds!"
You frown at the man, starting to wonder why you had bothered seducing him in the first place. "Come on, Brad, we don't have a lot of time. How do I get started?"
He shrugs, setting his hands on the edge of the desk. "You have to wake it up first."
He grabs a spoon, giving the glass jar a quick tap. The mass trembles, a slit appearing along the upper edge.
A black orb pushes out between the flaps of skin, varied blue dots flowing over the surface. They align with the spot where Brad had tapped, a pseudopod lifting up to touch the inside curve of the jar.
Surprised, you watch the organism as it examines its prison, a strange noise keening through the glass. The noise stops and the pseudopod retracts, the black orb sinking back into the mass.
You lean over the top as the skin flaps begin to close, staring deep into the blue dots, looking for any sign of intelligence.
The dots cluster together in a spiraling pattern, watching you as the flaps of skin flip shut. "Interesting," you murmur. "It seems to know that we're here, at least in some respect."
"It's definitely intelligent, but it's not clear how," scowls Brad. "Let it be on record that I opposed this experiment, but you overrode my objections."
"Shut up, Brad," you growl, finding yourself strangely drawn to the creature inside the jar.
Just what was it hiding?
Leaning in close, you feel a strange trill sounding in the back of your brain. You close your eyes, remembering the midnight encounter from a week ago.
It had started with a dream, filled with dark shapes. The Rift was encroaching upon the colony, always growing. You could feel it, perhaps due to some latent psychic ability.
The darkness had grown hotter, stifling, whispered words in your ears, motion flashing, indistinct shapes hissing. At the time, it had been frightening, but now you suspect that it had just been trying to communicate.
You had awoken to a dim room, a low hum filling your ears. Your eyes darted back and forth, looking for the monster creeping in through your window.
There was none, because it had already infiltrated your bed.
There came a wet heat at the back of your neck, like a kiss, then nothing.
When you regained consciousness, you knew what you had to do. There was only one way to stop the Rift from destroying the colony. You had to adapt.
The tiny creature hidden inside your hair bun had told you this, and you agreed with it. You find yourself agreeing with it an awful lot these days, but that was neither here nor there.
An urge grows within you, a tingle of excitement seizing your limbs as you stare at the jar. Your Rider had told you this, too. This was it. This creature was for you.
Brad lets out a cry of alarm as you seize the bell jar, but it's too late. The creature demands to be set free, and you must heed its call!
As soon as the jar is lifted, the mass sprouts legs, floating along the table towards you. A grin grows on your face as you lift your arms, welcoming it into your embrace.
Cradling it in your arms like a cat, you stroke it softly. "What are you so afraid of?" you ask. "See? There's no danger here!"
Brad swears, backing away from you with a pale face. "I've seen what they can do, I want no part of this!" he exclaims in a high pitched voice.
You shrug. "You worry too much. See? It likes me!"
Leaning in, you give the precious organism a small kiss. A wet squelch burbles from its body as it flattens out.
You give it a pleased grin, the expression freezing on your face as the alien eyeball rolls open. It sees you. It knows you.
Your heart jolts, and suddenly the organism has vanished. You turn your hands back and forth, staring at the floor. Where had it gone?
"Look!" hisses Brad, pointing at your neck. "What is it doing to you?"
You frown, tapping your foot against the floor. "Are you trying to frighten me? Everything feels fine. It just jumped away or..."
Click. Something wet rams into your skull, and your eyes roll up into your head.
The spike of pain turns your brain off as you tumble to the floor, losing all awareness of your surroundings.
You have been embraced by darkness, a murky atmosphere pulsing around you. In turn, you embrace the comfort it gives you, bliss surrounding your form.
The pulsing pain fades into the background noise, buzzing along with all the thoughts you no longer want to consider.
You are alone with the darkness. You are alone with bliss.
Sudden physical motion tears you away from the quiet joy, waking up your frontal cortex. You blink, staring up at a concerned face.
You take in a deep breath, waiting for your double vision to resolve. You have a headache, the pounding pain digging into your skull.
You groan, pressing a hand to your forehead. "What happened?" you whisper, trying to get a grip on reality.
"It ate you," Brad hisses, his hands clenched against his sides.
You can see the naked fear on his face and in his tight shoulders, but there is also curiosity in his eyes.
"What are you talking about?" your murmur, massaging your temples.
Your hands work backwards, dropping into a thicket of whirling tendrils. A shock of surprise knocks you out of your lethargy, and you gulp, truly feeling the tightness around your skull for the first time.
"Brad?" you ask, your voice elevating in pitch. "Is that alien... on me?"
"That's one way of describing it," he says faintly. "Do you have a mirror in your bag?"
You nod dumbly, feeling the tightness around the base of your neck. Something is gripping your jawline, making it difficult to speak. Swallowing again, you feel around your throat.
Sure enough, there's more fleshy strands there, tickling your fingers as you nudge against them. You furrow your brow. It almost feels as though you're wearing a knit garment, drawn tight against your skin.
You work your jaw, feeling an odd warmth clamped over your ears. You can still hear clearly, but something has been jammed into your ear canals!
Your worries rise, then fall again, swept aside by curiosity. The organism was warm, comforting, even. You feel safe in its embrace, ready to face the Rift on your own terms!
Standing up, you burp, waiting for a headrush to subside. You twist your neck, feeling the alien flesh around your throat. It was oddly spongy, but not unpleasant.
Your anticipation grows as Brad rattles around in your purse, looking for the mirror. What you are about to see will probably shock you, but you are prepared for it.
Indeed, you are already starting to feel protective of the strange organism, setting your hand on the back of your skull and giving it a soft squeeze. In response, small cilia suckle on your fingers, tickling you.
You sigh, becoming impatient. "Come on, Brad, it shouldn't be that difficult to find!"
"I'm sorry, it's just the shock of seeing it engulf you that's making me clumsy," he apologizes. "Ah, here it is!"
He flourishes your small hand mirror, shuffling over to thrust it into your face. You take it, an instant grin seizing your mouth as you admire the alien's purplish green body.
It had somehow expanded to swallow your head and neck, the bulging, round eye sitting right above your forehead. The blue dots had collected near the bottom, spearing you with its loving gaze.
You bite your lower lip, wiggling with pleasure. The small brown tentacles projecting out from the sides of your head wave in return, greeting your countenance.
"Isn't it beautiful?" you exclaim, admiring the waxy texture of the alien's skin.
No, your skin, as it had somehow melded its body onto yours.
You lift your hand, tracing over the bumpy surface in wonder, giggling as one of the tentacles curls around to grab at your finger.
"What are you doing?" asks Brad, his face pale. "Don't you know what it can do?"
You stop playing with the eager tentacle, letting out a long sigh. "I don't think you understand, Brad. If we don't learn to embrace these aliens ::our Masters::, then we'll never be able to handle the Rift!"
You fold your arms, arching your neck to get a better feel for the armored skin that has bonded around the base of your throat. You feel strong, invulnerable with this extra protection, though you feel sad that it cannot cover your entire body. A complete suit of the stuff would be amazing!
Perhaps the alien ::your Master:: had something else up its sleeve?
A sudden headache pounds in your skull. You groan, pressing your fingers into your forehead.
The pain instantly fades, an image emplaced by your new friend ::Master::.
There is a dark opening, barely distinguishable from the background, but you recognize the location. Your breath hisses between your lips.
"I know where we have to go," you say suddenly. "It's near the Rift."
Brad puts the mirror down, a look of horror on his face. "Anything close to the Rift without protection experiences extreme disassociation and suicidal thoughts. It's madness to get close without support!"
"And yet, we're going to do it, because if we don't, the encroaching Rift is going to drive us all insane anyway!"
Brad settles down into a chair, an obstinate look on his face. "I won't do it," he declares. "I once took an alternate path during a hike that took me a little too close to the Rift, and found myself face down in a stream. Can you imagine, almost drowning in a practically dry creek bed?"
"Come on, Brad, it's for the good of the colony!"
He shakes his head, the naked fear radiating off his frame. "No. Absolutely not. No."
You sigh, letting your arms drop to your sides. "Well, I'm going to go whether you come or not. This alien on my head should help to dull the effects of the Rift, and I'm curious to see what it wants to show me."
The alien ::Master:: stirs in your brain, pleasure trickling down your spine. The urge to go becomes more profound, and you sway on your feet.
"You can stay here if you like, but I want to see it now."
Brad settles back heavily, giving you a piercing stare. "If you really want to do this, then I need some time to get some equipment together. This isn't like taking a walk in a park, we need protection."
You grit your teeth at the urgency that coils around your legs. What he's saying is totally reasonable, but you can't help yourself. You want to go now ::obey::!
A wave of nausea rolls through you as you push back the demand. "Fine, but there will be no delays! We need to understand what this means!"
The chair squeals along the floor as Brad jumps to his feet, a grim eagerness taking hold. "We're going to need helmets, psychic filter masks, and an emergency beacon," he mutters, turning to head towards the rear of the room.
You skip along after him like a schoolgirl, your gaze fixed to the back of his neck. Wouldn't it look nice if a new friend ::Master:: was attached to his skull?
***
Your breath hisses through the mask as you scan the terrain in front of you, seeking the silvery traces of alien activity.
The alien organism ::Master:: leaps against your forehead, and your vision clicks, a hidden line jumping to the forefront.
"Over there!" you hiss into the pickup, pointing towards your left, away from the tracked vehicle's beaming headlights.
Brad shuts off the vehicle, shaking his head as he grabs a lantern. "I still don't think that this is a good idea," he says, his voice crackling through the radio.
"I'll probably be fired for this, or worse."
You ignore his whining, following the silvery traces over a low hillock. The creature ::Master:: clenches around your skull as you lay your eyes on the Rift, spiky strands of purple crystal clinking against each other in the wind.
It was the sound of madness, which the psychic filter in your helmet was meant to prevent. The hollow sounds were a little spooky, but strangely enticing ::wonderful::.
You study the demarcation between the swampy ground and the purple crystal forest. Here, a series of buzzing poles had been jammed into the mud, tilting at haphazard angles.
This was the colony's first line of defense against the Rift, generating a resonance that retarded the spread of the crystals. However, the purple sheen around the base of the devices indicate that they will soon be swallowed up by the faceted forest.
You stare out at the sharp sea, idly watching the light being reflected from surface to surface. It was pretty, but deadly. Automated equipment could be used to clear an area, but it simply couldn't be done fast enough to make a difference. Humanity's remaining time on this world was limited.
Unless...? Your mouth gapes into a grin, pleased at the way the organism ::Master:: strokes your skull. That's right, if you spend more time communing ::obeying:: the alien, you were sure that you would find a solution!
A hand touches your shoulder. "Stop staring at it," growls Brad. "Nothing good has ever come from being mesmerized by the Rift!"
Hasn't it? You frown, staring deeper into one of the larger crystals. After a long moment, you blink, turning away. For a brief moment, you had thought that you had been here before, but that was crazy, wasn't it?
The organism ::Master:: shifts on your skull, and the faint memory vanishes. It doesn't matter, really, you just need to see ::enjoy:: what's waiting for you inside that burrow!
Brad hands you a lantern. "Come on," he sighs. "Let's get this done before the Rift drives us both crazy!"
You step down the other side of the hill without comment. He was speaking only for himself. Your brain is feeling rather clear, lucid and directed.
You must follow the alien path, discover what your friend ::Master:: wanted to show you. Only then would you be complete ::obedient.::
Your feet brush past sickly bushes on either side, their leaves taking on a purplish tinge. This was a harbinger of what would soon come, the crystal matrix growing to envelop all life in this little terrestrial pocket you call home. ::As it should.::
It was rather arrogant to think that things would turn out any differently here. There were many examples of human terraforming that had resulted in disaster, both for local ecosystems and the humans trying to live off it. This was simply a more extreme scenario.
The only way forward was for humanity to learn to live with ::embrace:: the Rift!
How, exactly, would that happen, though? The psychic filters only worked up to a certain point. Eventually, even the most stalwart mind would face its breaking point.
Not everyone would agree to experiment with alien organisms ::lovely Masters:: like you would. There had to be another answer!
The fragile leaves crackle against your legs, the edges fragmenting into purple shards. This area was already being converted by the Rift into more of the strange crystals.
You slow as you approach a glowing rod at the boundary, feeling a perverse urge to grab the shaft and throw it away. To let the Rift spread, transform, consume.
You shake your head, and the impulse fades. Taking in a deep breath, you turn towards Brad. "How are you holding up so far?" you ask, noting the way his knees are wobbling.
"I'm not feeling any strange urges... yet," he reports, bending over to run his fingers through the crystal shards created by your passing.
Lifting his hand, he studies the flecks of crystal. "Very pretty for something so deadly," he grunts, letting the pieces fall back to the ground.
A sudden hunger surges within you. "Hold up, I think that my alien ::Master:: is trying to tell me something."
You bend your knees, eyeing one of the larger pieces of broken crystal. Picking it up, you stare into its depths, trying to understand what the creature ::Master:: is trying to tell you. The way the light bends inside pulls you deeper.
The hunger roars in your chest, breaking the trance. You shake your head, wondering if that was a sympathetic reaction, caused by the creature ::Master::?
Acting on a hunch, you lift the crystal to your head, letting one of the tentacles grab it. A wave of relief washes through you, a feeling of satiation lifting you back to your feet.
"What did it do? Did it eat it?" you ask, staring at the fascinated expression on Brad's face.
"It engulfed it, placing it like a crown jewel just above its eye," replies Brad. "It's almost like a decoration!"
He takes a step forward, staring at the top of your skull. "I wonder what would happen if we gave it more?"
"There's no time for further experimentation," you hiss. "Look over there!"
You lift your hand, pointing at the craggy crack you had suddenly spotted in the ground. The earth had been disrupted, some of it freshly overturned. It appeared as though some beast had scratched out the crevice with an enormous claw.
Or something inside had dug itself free! You shudder ::giggle:: at the idea, wondering what you had managed to get yourself into ::something amazing!::
Brad strolls up to the edge, peering inside. "I'm glad I brought those lanterns, it's pretty dark in there."
He cocks his head. "The passageway is large enough for us to stand up in, at least."
There's tension in his shoulders. "This is a bad idea. We should put together a full research group and come back in the morning."
"By that time, the Rift will have encroached further," you point out. "How difficult would it be to convince them to come this close to the crystals with no clear benefit in sight?"
Brad chokes back a laugh. "You're mentioning all the downsides of our outing, but I agree with you. I would probably be shot down."
That's right. This was your only opportunity. You had to seek out what the alien wanted to show you. You had to know ::obey!::
Hefting your lantern, you slip past Brad, your footsteps sinking into the disturbed soil. The slope trends downward, sinking ::rising:: along with your heart, a sense of foreboding ::excitement:: growing.



Stepping into the strange tunnel took a force of will, but you were up to the challenge. Your risk averse personality had been submerged, the desire to explore this strange hole becoming everything.
The alien ::Master:: wiggles on your head, its tentacles reaching out to brush against the walls. The light bounces with each stride you make, highlighting the odd smoothness of the passageway. It was almost as though you were sliding down the gullet of a great beast. Would you eventually end up in its stomach, being digested ::rebirthed:: as one of its meals?
The thought is enough to make you shiver ::with delight::, but you can't allow yourself to show it. Brad was flighty enough as it was, you couldn't afford to give him any reason to flee ::escape.::
The tunnel opens up into a larger chamber, the ceiling widening above you. You step hesitantly onto the rippling floor, your feet squishing into the soft mass.
You frown, stopping to evaluate it for a long moment, remarking internally just how much it looked like some kind of intestine.
Brad sidles up next to you. "This is a weird place," he mutters. "I've never seen anything like it!"
He sets the lantern on the floor, touching the tips of his fingers against the fleshy mass. "It's alive," he declares, rubbing his fingers together. "I don't think that we should be here. This is an amazing discovery! We should leave and report it immediately!"
"Not so fast," you retort, your heartbeat rising as you peer into the distance, spotting areas where the fleshy mass rolls together into large bundles. "We haven't found anything yet. We need to know where this mass terminates. What kind of intelligence does it have? Is it like an ant hive, or a fungus? Or is it just a strange byproduct of the Rift?"
The alien squeezes your skull. You blink, swallowing. "I think that we're close to an answer, we can't just leave now!"
Tightlipped, Brad takes in a sharp breath, his face pale as he checks the watch on his wrist. "I'll give us ten minutes, then we're out of here, no matter what we find."
You frown, the organism ::Master:: on your skull going quiescent. It seems satisfied with this plan, so you accept it as well.
"Okay, ten sounds good, but we won't have a lot of time for deep exploration. With that in mind, we're going to have to split up."
Brad shakes his head, but you raise your hand. "It's not a crazy idea. I'll set a timer and follow the left outer wall, you loop around on the right. If this chamber is round, as it appears to be, we'll meet on the other end and recount our findings. If we get five minutes in without finding anything, we'll turn back and meet up here."
"That is a terrible idea!" he hisses, his face flushing red.
You fish a small device from your jacket pocket, dangling it between your thumb and forefinger. "Look, we have these emergency locators. Hold it in your hand and set it off if something appears life threatening."
He shakes his head again, but you place a hand on his shoulder. "It's only ten minutes! Come on, don't be a wuss!"
He grits his teeth. "That's what all the idiots say before they get eaten!" he growls. "No, I won't do it. I'm going to stay right here."
You roll your shoulders, tired at his squeamishness. "Actually, that works fine, too. If I don't show up in five minutes, you can call in the cavalry. Otherwise, you can just sit here, being bored."
He growls, but appears much happier with this arrangement. Fine, he could sit there like a statue, for all you cared! You were going to find something amazing ::pleasurable!::
Turning away, you march down the wall, feeling annoyed. He hasn't given you a lot of time, and now he was going to squander his. It was outrageous ::inconceivable!::
You mutter to yourself as your feet squish into the organic mass, your body rocking as you follow the curve of the room. Brad should be more interested in this. He was the chief researcher at the Institute, which was why you had started dating him in the first place!
That, and you had a thing for brown hair. You smile to yourself, thinking back to the last tumble the two of you had taken.
He had been rather shy, but after a few sessions, he had started to open up. Last time, it had only taken a few minutes to get his dick seated inside you, your bodies humping together in joy.
Your pussy gapes open, your insides feeling empty. Just thinking about your last assignation was setting you on fire!
You let out a hiss, noticing the small tentacles waving around the corners of your vision. The alien ::Master:: certainly seemed happy with itself. Did that have anything to do with your arousal?
Turning your head, you confirm that you've traveled far enough that Brad won't be able to see what you're doing. Letting out a lusty sigh, you grab your breast with your free hand, giving it a firm tug.
An avalanche of pleasure flows through your soft flesh, making your body feel warm. Images of hot, steamy sex take over your mind, curvy bodies moving, loving.
It's too much. You have to find a way to reach climax now, or there is no way you'll be able to concentrate on the mission!
You lean over, setting the lantern and your emergency beacon on the ground. You need both hands so that you can attack your pussy and breasts at the same time, slip a finger inside and play with your sensitive button!
Terror freezes your shoulders as the wall shudders, interrupting the intense lust. You had gotten so distracted by these ::lovely:: thoughts, you hadn't been paying any attention to your surroundings!
Dangerous. You breathe deep, adrenaline shooting through your body as the wall shudders again, a crack forming.
Through the hole you can see a void beyond, and your imagination begins to spin. Was the alien responding to your presence? Were you about to be attacked by unknown creatures?
Why had you been foolish ::astute:: enough to leave Brad behind? This was exactly the sort of thing he had been concerned about!
You gulp, frozen in place as the wall curls open, the light from your lantern scattering over the interior.
Despite the frightening shadows, you can tell immediately that there are no creatures, nothing coming to seize you. Instead, there is an organic looking seat reminiscent of a toadstool jutting out of the ground, its greenish purple flesh similar to that of the organism ::Master:: planted on your head.
You take a step forward, uncontrolled, your excitement ::desire:: growing. This was definitely some kind of alien artifact!
You move up to the organic growth, studying it closer. The bottom of the seat is round, sprouting from the twisting bundles below. Long tendrils stick out from the lower shaft, waving slowly in the air.
It's definitely alive in some way. Bemused, your eyes dance over the fleshy sides, which meet at a forty five degree angle. Overall, it was formed into something of a saddle, with a large, gaping hole right in the center.
Your curiosity ::eagerness:: grows, and you lean over, trying to see if there's anything inside. The smooth walls of the hole ripple, like an intestinal tract, almost as though it's trying to push something out.
You move in closer, desiring ::needing:: to understand. A sudden jolt of movement startles you, a spurt of fluid splashing towards your eyes.
You become frantic, clawing at the base of the helmet. It's protecting you for the moment, but you can't see anything, and the fluid is starting to sizzle, dribbling down the sides. You have to remove it, now, before any of that caustic substance touches your neck!
The strap around the back of your head clicks, and the helmet falls free, dropping to the pulsing ground with a wet squelch.
Your frantic movements stop, your back straightening as you blink your eyes. Without the psychic filter, you can finally hear the thrumming voice in your head.
::Welcome.::
It sounds strong. It sounds manly. It sounds glorious.
A dumb smile lights up your face as a sudden realization shoots through your mind. You had been ignoring it all this time while it had been filtering into your thoughts, adjusting your brain, but now that wasn't necessary.
You acknowledge what you have known all along. This creature is your Master. It has harnessed you. It is Riding your mind. You must obey.
Your smile grows wider as you stare at the alien saddle ::suit applicator::, your breath hissing in your ears as you wait with excitement.
You curl your lower lip as the purplish dome of the alien cock appears at the entrance to the hole. The tip glistens, the bulging flesh rippling.
A spurt of green fluid ejaculates, splattering onto the ceiling. You are not interested in examining the mess. You want that dick inside you. Now.
Your fingers fumble with your pants, ripping open the closure, your arousal growing. These shoes, this underwear, it was all in the way!
Arching each foot, you kick off your shoes, grumbling to yourself as you're forced to slow down to deal with the socks. Your pussy is hot, ready for action, needing to be filled with that alien cock.
The Master on your head shifts in approval as you finish, exposing your lower half. Letting out a low groan, you shiver, taking mincing steps forward.
You spread your legs wide as your feet sink into the fleshy circle around the base of the seat. Your toes curl into the organic matter, the throbbing warmth adjusting to your weight.
Small tentacles lick at your ankles, welcoming you as you sit down, your ass spread wide by the spongy material.
You stare at the wall, your libido rising. You know that the Master has seized control of your mind, but you feel no fear. This is the next step towards enlightenment. You will obey.
Your arms dangle at your sides as you prepare yourself, your imagination running wild. You bite your lip as something warm touches your inner lips, a faint buzz trilling into your pussy.
When the thick length shoves into your tunnel, you hear a wet squelch in your ears, and you lose your mind entirely.
Your vision fuzzes, images shifting as though you are watching a movie. You see the tall jets of light arriving from above, the blocky colony ships setting fires as they land in a great thicket.
The resulting destruction is contained by the bipedal humanoids, but they have little understanding of the sleeping creature they have aroused. It is not interested in them, at first, as their buzzing movements have awakened it just in time for its favorite harvest.
Your mind soars, flying high above the crystal forests of the Rift, acres and acres of madness, growing closer to the colony with each passing day. You feel a sense of hunger within you, pleasure at the crackling fronds.
Understanding blooms. These were not natural formations. They had been seeded. They were food!
It was only when the humans had attempted to destroy these wonderful crops that the alien had found itself needing to take action. They could not be allowed to curtail the harvest. They would need to be converted, made into allies instead of enemies.
That's where you came in. The alien needed to start somewhere, and your window hadn't been properly secured that fateful night.
The images begin to flash faster now. The strange, alien light, the sleepwalking, the desire to follow.
A sensation of movement, walking through the colony late at night, wandering off into the underbrush. The siren call pulling you forward, dragging you towards your new alien master.
Here, the images become indistinct. You catch a flash of the entrance to this cave, your body descending into the mouth, in a trance. You had been here before!
You don't understand! Why can't you remember anything further?
The alien dick plugs into your pussy, thrusting deep into your tunnel. The pleasure overwhelms your concerns, your mind beginning to settle down.
That's right. You don't have to remember. You are where you need to be, right here. The Master is with you.
A dumb smile appears on your face as the dick throbs within you, your hips jolting as the length swells in your tunnel. Sudden vibrations jolt your libido to life, your body instantly responding to the stimulation.
You breathe regularly, staring at nothing. The Master has taken hold of your body, and you are being bred by its command.
Your brows crease as you try to better understand what that means, but you soon give up, relaxing into the seat. You are where the Master commanded you to be. Your Purpose would be revealed once the breeding is complete.
Your toes squish into the organic mass below as the alien dick shifts inside you, thrusting with more vigor. Your heart beats faster, your pleasure increasing with each passing moment.
You squeeze your hands over your knee caps, hissing as you hunch over. The pleasure is all consuming, your back shaking.
The alien grips your neck, squeezing you with overwhelming force. You choke, feeling light headed, feeling wonderful.
Serving the Master is love. Serving the Master is joy. ::Serving the Master is all.::
You barely notice as the ground rises around you, greenish purple flesh stretching around poles with curved talons at the tips. You bite your lip as you vibrate on the seat, losing yourself in the pleasure as you are surrounded on all sides by the organic matter.
The Master keeps you still, enhancing your enjoyment at submitting, your eyes rolling as the dick jumps within you.
Somewhere deep within there comes a cry of alarm, but this is soothed away by the stroking tentacles of the Master inside your brain.
The Master loves you. You love the Master.
The bulging flesh is getting closer, hemming in your body, but you are fully occupied by the thrashing dildo in your wet pussy. You have been directed by the Master to enjoy the sex. ::To turn off your brain.::
So you do. Your tongue rattles against the roof of your mouth as you look up, your eyes staring at nothing.
You blink rapidly, clearing away tears of joy. The pleasure is growing within you, the climax approaching. Soon, you would be one, as the Master demands. ::Together in one body.::
The flesh has closed in, the rippling interior rubbing against your skin. You don't want to look down. You know that you are about to be swallowed.
It doesn't matter. Nothing matters but the Master. Nothing matters but the pleasure.
When the moment arrives, your brain explodes into tiny shards, your muscles shaking with ecstasy. Your body is held tight in the fleshy warmth, your arms bound against your sides.
Was the organism planning on swallowing you whole? Was it going to digest you?
At least for now, it seemed perfectly happy to hold you still, the vibrating dildo dancing inside your jerking pussy. The Master squirms on your head, and you let go, sagging into the fleshy sack as the curved talons settle against your neck.
The pleasure suffuses throughout your body as you twitch, the intensity slowly reducing. Something cool wiggles against the back of your neck, and suddenly, you can't feel your body.
Before you can even begin to panic, a sudden click shudders through the numbness, a bevy of sensations rushing over you. It's a lot. It's too much!
A cool rush flows through your brain, tamping down your consternation. Your scattered thoughts are collected, one by one, put back in order by the intelligence sitting on your head.
That's right, you didn't have to do everything on your own! The Master was here to help you. The Master would direct you.
A sense of peace envelops you as the flesh burbles, solidifying against your skin. It has created some kind of cocoon, a protective shell under which your body was being repurposed by your Master.
A sudden joy swirls through your mind, eagerness rising. When the shell breaks free, what kind of creature would you become?
You relax, settling onto the seat. The dick was still buried inside you, vibrating at irregular intervals. Your body responds, your pussy throbbing around the thick length, the stimulation pushing you towards a second climax.
You let out a long sigh, wiggling inside the cocoon. A surging sense of satisfaction caresses you. Your Master has brought you here to experience this. Your Master loves you.
A sharp cry from somewhere behind you interrupts your worship of the Master, and you frown. Why are you being interrupted?
Wet squelching sounds infiltrate your ear holes, moving around your right side. You tilt your head, brow furrowing as you seek out this annoyance.
"Brad!" you hiss, surprised to see his wiry form tentatively approaching your position. "I thought that you were going to remain at the entrance!"
His face is pale, the lantern swaying at his belt. "I was going to, but then I heard a noise. I couldn't just sit there, I had to go take a look!"
His fingers tremble against his sides, but he makes no move to approach. "Are you just going to stand there?" you grunt, wiggling in the hardened shell.
"I'm not sure what to do," he admits slowly. "I found something back there that I need an explanation for."
You struggle within the shell, suddenly finding it too restrictive. You need to be out there, stopping him from fleeing before it is too late!
Your Master gurgles on your head, and Brad's eyes flick up to glare at it. "I think that you're not telling me something," he finally declares.
You wrinkle your nose, a surge of anger turning into a snarl. "What aren't you telling me?" you demand. "Out with it!"
"I'm not sure that you're you," mutters Brad. "But if you're not you, then what else could you possibly be?"
You shake, a miniature orgasm slicing through your thoughts. Sighing, you give him a languid smile. "Fine, don't tell me - but you'll never find the answers you seek as long as I remain in this cocoon."
His brow arches. "That's probably a good thing. You see, I found something in the cave back there that's turned everything I thought I knew on its head."
He leans back in a deceptively relaxed pose, one hand casually thrust into his pocket. You let out a grunt, sighing as the alien dick pulses inside you. "Oh? What's that?"
"There was a pocket in the wall, similar to this one. It contained a green pod, filled with fluid. When I investigated closer, I discovered it was occupied."
"So the organism is breeding something?" you ask, your pussy shuddering around the dick. "That's interesting, but it doesn't explain why you're just standing there instead of helping me!"
"It's what was occupying that pod which has made me confused," Brad continues.
He jerks his head towards the left. "Come on, I don't have all day. Show her."
Who was he talking to? You strain your neck, but the cocoon holds you tight. It doesn't matter much, anyway, as a lithe form enters your field of view, her nude body swaying in the lamplight.
"I don't know why you're being so short with me," the copy of you sighs, her hand reaching up to caress her breast. "I was taken by the beast and placed in that pod, and then you rescued me, it's as simple as that!"
You make a double take, gasping. This woman was you, or a virtual clone of you, anyway! Your eyes trace over her form, looking for any imperfection that could label her as an inferior copy.
There was nothing. Her body was shiny, as if it had been oiled, her pert breasts upturned, the flesh bulging between her fingers as she gave the breast a rough squeeze.



The swell of her hips was familiar, and so was the crinkled indentation of her belly button. There was a similar mole as hers on your right thigh, close to the irritating skin tag you hadn't yet gotten the chance to remove.
There was no practical way for you to know whether it was you or her that was the copy. No wonder Brad was so disoriented!
"I'm confused, too," you admit, shrugging your shoulders inside the cocoon. "If she's me, then who am I?"
"That's what I intend on finding out," growls Brad, his breath hissing through his mask as he gestures at your clone. "Get her out of there, I'm taking you both with me to the surface."
"Why do you want to do that?" your clone hisses, leaning over to give him a good look at her soft breasts. "Why don't you just bend me over and give it to me raw? You know that I'm good for it, baby!"
"I know," he scowls, the lump at his crotch betraying his arousal. "I'm not fucking anybody until I understand what has happened here!"
Your clone pouts. "What a spoilsport!" she hisses, letting go of her chest.
A cagey smile creeps over her face as she takes a step towards him. "You don't need her," she purrs. "Why don't you just take me instead?"
She folds her arms under her chest, squeezing them together to emphasize her large bust. Brad's eyes almost pop out of his skull as he stares at her nipples, but a cold hardness trickles into his eyes.
His hand pops out of his pocket, a needle gun cupped in his grip. He raises it towards your clone with a snarl.
"Step back!" he demands. "I've calibrated this for lethal force!"
"Now why would you do a silly thing like that?" sighs your clone.
She stops moving, tilting her head forward until her hair trails over her eyes. You take in a deep breath as you get a good look at the rounded coin embedded into the base of her skull. It was pink, and wet. Alien.
You relax in the cocoon. Yes, of course. This woman was on your side. It was only natural. If she was a clone, she would obey the Master implicitly.
She tilts her head. "Fine, I'll do as you ask, but I don't have any tools! How am I supposed to break her free?"
"It's already cracking, like an egg shell," Brad growls, lifting the weapon. "You shouldn't need anything special. Come on, hurry up, I don't have all day!"
The clone raises her eyebrows. "I don't appreciate being threatened," she says with your voice, "but I'll do as you say. Just calm down, I don't need a needle in my cute ass!"
Turning towards you, she dances over the fleshy threads on the ground, her breasts wobbling with each hop. A light chuckle escapes her lips as she drops onto your cocoon, arms wide to give it a hug.
"You look so cute with that Master on your head!" she whispers. "What I would give to be directly controlled by it!"
Her lips tighten, eyes wet as she swallows deeply. "Does it feel as good as I think it does?"
The Master shuffles in acknowledgement, the dick rattling inside your snatch. You gasp, nodding your head. "Yes," you hiss. "Being under its control is wonderful."
It was true. There were no more hazy thoughts, only a pulsing obedience which you embraced.
The Master was on you. The Master was in you. There was no room to question its supremacy.
Your eyes fill with tears of sympathy. "I only wish that you could share in the sublime pleasure of obedience," you hiss, your body shaking as another orgasm takes control of your body.
"What makes you think that I'm not?" purrs your clone, a glint in her eyes. "Well, never mind that. It's time to finish your rebirth!"
She slides her hands into one of the cracks that have opened up, sticking out her tongue as she tugs on the edge. The familiar gesture bemuses you, reminding you of all the quirks you share with this clone.
You sigh as an odd coolness swirls around your lower body, interrupting the warm embrace of your cocoon. You find this to be unpleasant, but you know that it is necessary. Your master tells you so, and therefore it is true.
You groan as your clone wrenches the gap wider, the material cracking like a dried piece of leather. You instantly begin to worry that you're about to break apart into a million pieces, but you trust in your Master, and it doesn't seem to be concerned.
The piece the clone has been tugging on cracks off in her hands, and she giggles. "It won't be long now," she sighs.
A low thrum runs down your spine, and your eagerness increases. That's right. You are about to be set free, to do the Master's bidding!
Your eyes fix on Brad, your shoulders wiggling. He stares back at you coldly, his aim never wavering. This was a side of him you hadn't seen before, but you were finding it unexpectedly sexy!
Your clone grabs another piece of the cocoon, the shell creaking as you wobble inside. You may soon lose the lovely thumping pulse in your pussy once you escape, but there is something better standing right in front of you! A real, live, human dick!
Your Master's tentacles wiggle in the air, slowly undulating. It agrees with you. He is your target.
Your hunger surges, your pussy dripping wet. You struggle within your bondage, pleasantly surprised to find that the shell has started to creak. Soon, you will be free!
Your clone is next to your shoulder, humming to herself as she takes a peek inside. "Wow, look at that!" she exclaims. "The Master has given you a lovely gift!"
Frowning, you tilt your head, trying to get a glimpse. You can see a set of dark talons curling up to clutch at your neck, but below that, there is nothing but alien flesh.
The cocoon has left something behind, a residue? Confused, you stop moving, your brain struggling to comprehend.
Your clone reaches in to break off a piece of the shell covering your belly, and suddenly you understand. This wasn't more of the cocoon - it was you!
The shell had left behind a coating, forming some kind of suit. You clench your hands and thrust out your chest, trying to get a better feel for how it operated.
You smile as your breasts pop forward, the suit clinging to your skin, tugging at your nipples. It was a strange kind of friction, almost as though it was connected to you, yet not. This suit - could it be removed, or would you wear it forever?
The Master quivers on your head, a commanding pulse reordering your thoughts. You wear this suit at the pleasure of your Master, so thinking about taking it off is irrelevant.
Satisfied by this explanation, you settle down, a soft sigh escaping your lips as your pussy throbs. The pleasure provided by the alien dick had changed in nature. It was still inside you, but it didn't fill you as completely as it had before. Odd.
"Come on, now," orders your clone. "It's getting more difficult to remove the cocoon near the base. I need your help here."
Oh, right. Setting your ruminations aside, you begin to struggle anew, arching your shoulders to try and release the suction holding your hands in place.
They finally release with a wet sucking pop, a crease forming around your shoulders where the filler material cracks free. You watch with curiosity as your clone picks the rubbery pieces away, the curves forming a negative mold of your physical features.
It was a testament to just how tight the cocoon had held you, but no more. It was time to see what your Master had made!
With the material removed, you now have the room necessary to pull your hands out. Straining, you let out a gasp of satisfaction as they jerk out of the shell. Finally!
Flexing your fingers, you study your hands, marveling at the way the suit conforms to your fingers. Your skin has been coated by it, a purplish green tint with a rough texture.
Placing the tips of your fingers together, you admire the sharp, black nails as you rub them back and forth. You can feel every tingling sensation as they click against each other.
Had the suit bonded to your skin, or replaced it? You turn your hands over, examining the sharply defined ridges on the backs where your tendons bulge outwards.
You really couldn't tell. For all practical purposes, though, this suit had become you.
"We're out of time," interrupts Brad. "Extract yourself so that we can go. Now!"
You don't see why he is in such a hurry. It was quite relaxing, being here in the cave of your Master. You sigh, peering longingly down at the swell of your breasts, your sensitive nipples built up by the arching skin of your suit.
Those would have to wait for later, you suppose. Shaking your head, you wrap your hands over the side of the shell, feeling the ragged edge jab into your palms. It hurts a little, but with your enhanced skin, this was unlikely to injure you. Much.
Your head swings up towards Brad, a growl on your lips as you study his crotch. Was there a bulge visible there though his tight pants?
You swallow, hissing as your shoulder muscles bulge, pulling you upwards. This was it. You were about to reveal your transformed self for the first time!
You flex your muscles again, groaning as you flop down over the front of the shell. Damn. This wasn't turning out to be as graceful as you had imagined!
Your clone steps in, grabbing your shoulder. "On three!" she commands. "One! Two! Three!"
You push, she pulls, and suddenly, you're free, landing on top of her body with a grunt. The two of you tumble to the floor, your weight taken up by the alien flesh with a wet squish.
Your clone laughs, a bright sparkle in her eyes. "I was wondering what it would be like to have you on top, and now I know!"
You feel a flutter of embarrassment at how your breasts have squashed over hers, but when you place your arms on the ground to separate them, she gives you a coy smile, making a sultry purr. "If the Master allows it, maybe we could take some time for some self love. How does that sound?"
"It sounds weird," interjects Brad, his voice jabbing at you like icicles. "Get up, we don't have all day."
You sigh, turning your torso to face him. "Really, could you just let us have our moment here? I'm finally figuring out what it actually feels like to love myself!"
"You can do that on your own time," growls Brad, sweat beading his brow. "I'm on a clock."
That's right. His psychic filter was probably starting to wear out, and he didn't have the benefit of having a Master on his head.
Oh, but he would look so much better with some squirming tentacles clasping his ears! You sigh as you sit up, bracing yourself against the pod. Your desire to share the love of the Master rises, a sudden heat blasting your privates.
You gasp, rubbing your legs together. "Are you really going to force me to go out looking like this?" you ask, placing a hand over your chest to hide your nipples.
"That's right," growls Brad. "Stop stalling!"
You want to do what he asks, but the heat within you is only increasing, making your knees tremble. Your cavernous pussy is twitching, needing to be filled. In a matter of moments, you won't be able to stop yourself from touching it, stroking it!
You place a hand over your crotch, letting out a low moan. "I don't suppose I could convince you to drop those pants and stick that hard cock in my gaping pussy?" you hiss, imbuing your gaze with as much lust as possible.
His eyes flicker, but they remain hard. "Absolutely not. Move over there. Now."
He wiggles his pistol, motioning towards the entrance. You shrug, rolling your shoulders as you turn to obey his command, sharing a secret smile with your clone.
You offer your hand, and she takes it, the two of you helping each other over the uneven terrain. You can feel the Master twitching on your head, pulsing in time with your surroundings. They are somehow connected, you know it, but you're not certain how.
The Master is in control, but you are not connected to its intelligence. Its desires and thoughts are not known to you beyond what it decides to share.
That, and the direct commands it gives. The commands you love to obey!
Your clit tingles at the idea of obeying, at serving this higher intelligence. That has quickly become your sole purpose, far faster than you had initially anticipated. Why does submission make you feel so good?
At the moment, the Master is not giving you any strong signals, so you decide to play along with Brad. The Master must have a plan for him. It had certainly brought you here intentionally - you just needed to wait for its Purpose to be revealed!
You step over the threshold of the pod with your sister, wigging your ass as you squeeze your butt cheeks together. The suit runs up tight against your crotch, the alien flesh coating both your holes.
What would Brad do if you swallowed him whole? Would he squeal like a girl? You shudder with delight, hoping that the Master would allow you to experience such pleasure soon!
A pulsing command arrives in your brain, and you slow to a stop, your leathery feet curling into the organic floor. You give your clone a squeeze and let go, turning around to face Brad.
His face is pale, lit only by the light of the lantern, his hand squeezing tight around his pistol. "Why did you stop?" he demands. "We have a ways to go before we reach the entrance."
You give him a smile, letting the soft words of the Master flow freely from your lips. "I don't think we're going to make it back to the entrance," you say. "I don't think you want to make it back to the entrance."
His brow creases, the lantern trembling in his grip. "What are you talking about? You don't have a choice. Keep moving, or I'll shoot you!"
"I don't think you will," you whisper, closing your eyes, your body swaying to the humming throb of the cavern.
The song of the Master. You lift your tongue to your teeth, letting out a soothing hum. Yes, this is what the Master has commanded. It is finally time!
Your clone joins in, her voice combining with yours to enhance the melody of the alien song. Brad scowls, but his threats no longer have any force. He could shoot you both, but he cannot force you to leave the warmth of the Master.
Secure in this knowledge, you watch him waver, trying to figure out what he should do next. It doesn't matter, really. Stay, flee, it is all the same to the Master. Eventually, he would become an obedient slave, like you.
The enticing thought makes you shudder, your mind wandering back to the past. New hints emerge, forgotten memories surfacing. Flashes of light, images of you.
There is the sudden fear of waking in the night, utterly aroused. Climbing out of bed, walking to the window. Staring out at the glaring purple light, the all consuming eye watching your every move, exposing you.
Your deepest fears, your deepest wants. Seen. Acknowledged. Discarded.
New wants, implanted. New needs, required.
You walk, in a trance, over a familiar pathway, towards the tunnel, towards your fate.
You strain, trying to see what had happened to you after that, but here the memory terminates, frustrating you. You sigh, letting out the anger. It doesn't matter. The Master had found you. The Master had rebuilt you.
"I'm warning you, I will shoot," Brad rasps, his skin a pale sheen of white.
"Then stop talking, and do it," you hiss, reaching up to grope at your breast.
You shudder, deriving pleasure both from the manual stimulation and the quandary you've put your lover in. He might be able to incapacitate you, but he wouldn't be able to drag your body out by himself. Without the evidence of what he had seen here, he had nothing!
The wintery hardness in his eyes solidifies. "Very well," he says, raising his pistol. "I'll put a team together and come back later to fetch my prize."
A sudden spike of pain sprouts from your chest, doubling you over. He had shot you, damn it!
You sag against your clone, who grabs you before you can drop to the ground. "Fuck!" you exclaim, your head swimming.
A cool urgency takes hold of your body, the jabbing pain diffusing into a large numb area. The drugs are already starting to take hold, but you don't want them to. You want to see what happens next, dammit!
"You'll regret this!" growls your clone, doing her best to avoid being swamped under your weight.
"No, I don't think that I will," replies Brad clinically, shifting his aim to point at your clone.
He pulls the trigger just as a flurry of motion bursts out of the darkness. Your clone gasps as the needle slices right past her head, pinging harmlessly off the organic wall beside her.
Brad bellows as the hand grabbing his wrist twists, forcing the pistol from his grasp. A shadowy form appears behind him, an arm wrapping around his chest.
"Bad boy," purrs a familiar voice, a pale face becoming visible over his shoulder.
It's you again!
Your heart jumps in shock as the anesthetic takes hold of your mind, your limbs buzzing as your vision fuzzes into darkness.
***
Consciousness returns. You are awake.
You feel dizzy, likely a side effect of the anesthesia. Fortunately, it appears to be waning with each pulse of your heart, the drugs being flushed from your system.
You take in a deep breath, popping your eyes open. The world around you is colored an odd yellow. You blink a few times, trying to take stock of your surroundings through a set of odd, fisheye lenses.
You are seated in a dark, oval chamber, somewhere deep underground. The only light comes from bright points dangling from fronds that grow out of the floor like rushes.
Curious, you try to stand, but your bloated body is held down by the seat. This should be concerning, but you are not concerned. The Master is still mounted to your head. The Master is still in control. Good.
You blink again, realizing that your eyelids are quite large, and quite wide. They aren't human.
You roll your head, trying to understand what you are dealing with. The Master is snugly clasping your head and neck, but it has grown longer than before, curling down around your ears onto your face. A long, curved seam rolls over your cheeks and above your nose, the bulk of the Master covering your eyes completely.
You blink again, marvelling at how well the interface works. The Master has somehow enhanced your vision. When you concentrate, you can see each individual vein running through the purple wall, pumping unknown fluids around the enormous organism's body.
You feel that you should know more about the creature that controls your fate, but it's still a mystery. The Master will tell you what you need to know, when you need to know it. Until then, you will wait calmly until it reveals its plans for you.
That doesn't mean that you have to be entirely passive, though. Sighing, you tilt your head, trying to understand how you have been restrained. Oh. That explained a lot.
There was some kind of oval cup clasping your privates, a cerulean tube running down to the lumpy floor below. A series of tubes extends from the sides of the cup, poking into your skin. As the tubing flexes, red fluid rushes in and out of your body.
Was it some kind of dialysis machine, mixing your blood with that of the alien creature? You don't know, but every time the tubing pulses, you feel good.
That isn't the full extent of the strangeness, however. Your belly is quite thoroughly distended, which explains why you are feeling bloated. The bump isn't large enough to be a baby, but there was definitely something in there!



Was it just fluid injected from the cup held over your pussy, or had something been implanted into your womb while you had been unconscious? You are certainly feeling rather wet below, ready and willing for action.
Your imagination runs wild, wondering what the Master had done to you. Were you gestating a new life for the Master? The idea was simply exhilarating!
You unconsciously strain, wanting to stroke your belly, but your hands are held back by looping vines. The Master clearly does not want you to interfere with this process, so you relax, groaning in frustration. Doesn't the Master know how much you want to lovingly worship its progeny?
The cup over your pussy pulses with suction, a wave of pleasure rushing into you. Wonderful!
You wiggle your hips, enjoying the stimulation. Your pussy feels empty, unfortunately, so there is only so far this can go.
You bite your lip, straining, sighing as you realize that it's pointless. You won't be able to reach a climax until the Master allows it.
Sagging back, you relax, enjoying the way the Master squeezes around your skull. By now, it has completely bonded to you, interfacing fully with your brain.
It could not be removed even if you wanted to, which perfectly suits you. Master would always be with you, always telling you what to do, always in control. As it should be.
You roll your shoulders, perfectly happy with this arrangement. The motion wiggles the claws at your neck, and suddenly every sensation is enhanced.
The fluid flows out, the cup tugging on your privates with a hissing pop. Your breasts jiggle, held tight by your second skin. A pulse of pleasure trickles through your pussy as the fluid flows back in, diffusing into your flesh.
You are swollen, filled with the necessary nutrients to feed the Master's offspring. You rejoice, knowing that you are being used as a vessel for its Purpose.
What that Purpose looks like, you do not know, but your role is essential. Without you, the Master could not have gotten this far, could not have made this much progress. Master owes its continued survival to you.
This makes you happy, but you are still a little queasy. You want to understand, to embrace the Master wholeheartedly, but the only way to do that is to understand its Purpose.
You must wait. The Purpose would be revealed, in due time. The Master has promised.
Your brow furrows. When had the promise been given? You're not sure, but somehow you know that it is so.
Your discomfort eases. If it is so, then why are you worrying about it? The Purpose would be revealed when the Master wished it!
Until then, you will do as you are told. After that, you will do as you are told. The Master would remain in control either way, so why did it matter what role the Master decided to assign you?
This is all perfectly logical, but you still care. You want to be useful, want to be used. Bringing joy to the Master is your Purpose!
This realization unlocks a new perspective. Your desire to fit in with the Master's plan is creating far more stress than is necessary. Instead, you should relax and let it happen. There was no need to worry about it.
Letting out a hissing breath, you feel a wide smile settle onto your face. The tight cup pumps on your pussy, and the pleasure goes on, light pulses slowly bringing you higher and higher.
You know that you're close to the edge, but you also know that Master isn't going to let you explode, not just yet. There is a method behind this stimulation, even if you are not currently able to see it.
You grit your teeth, hissing like a steam engine. Master will have to tell you what it wants soon, or you are going to orgasm anyway!
A wet pop reverberates through the organic room, the veiny walls throbbing. A wall of pressure washes through you, a burst of fluid gushing from your pussy.
The tubing had been removed, exposing your swollen inner lips, and your hot, gaping pussy, the greenish purple flesh bulging. Your tunnel throbs, the dark hole flexing, hollow, empty.
Your need surges, and you stand, the vines whipping around your shoulders. You have been released. You are free!
The wall in front of you ripples, parting like a curtain to reveal another oval chamber opposite yours. A swirl of warm air caresses your shoulders, spreading out to rattle the lighted fronds surrounding another organic seat mounted to the floor.
There is a man sitting there, his spine placed against a rounded pole. His shoulders are pinched backwards, head tilting upwards as he scans your body. "Fancy seeing you here," he leers, his body shuddering as purple fluid rushes up the tubing into his sides.
"Brad?" you croak out, your voice sounding muffled through the ear holes the Master had graciously provided.
The man laughs, his low chuckles stroking down your spine. "No, not Brad, but like him," he purrs, spreading his fingers wide to frame his crotch.
You swallow, feeling the dryness run all the way down your throat. You had probably been sitting in that chair for quite some time, being prepared by your Master.
You quiver as you spot the thick length jutting up from the man's denuded pubes. It's... purple!
You swallow again, studying the veiny length, the way it swells at the head. Near the peak, it angles upwards towards the tip, where ruffled flesh is arranged in a soft semicircle. It's not quite as well defined as a human penis, but it's definitely phallic.
The ball sack at the base is purple, too, with multiple distinct bulges. Were those actual balls, eggs, or something else?
On the exterior of his flesh is mounted diamond shaped crystal slabs. You recognize the color from the Rift you had seen outside, the dull glow looking rather delicious.
You had seen enough. You lever your legs wide, your inner lips flowering open. Gaping, they wiggle with desire, the need growing within you.
Sucking in a deep breath, you waddle forward, transfixed by the man's alien cock. Salivating, you pause in front of him, eager but restrained, waiting for the inevitable invitation.
The Brad clone grunts, shifting in his seat as a burst of purple fluid flows into him, the crystals on his ball sack glowing bright. "Come on, love, it's time to get this party started. The Master is eager to recruit a mind of Brad's caliber, as there are many logistical issues that still need to be sorted for this colony to survive."
You nod your head. You do not understand, but you do not need to understand the Master's plan. Obedience is all that is necessary.
Besides, your bloated womb is hot with desire, your pussy weeping with lubrication. It was time to do your Master's bidding. It was time to be filled.
Sighing, you clasp your beasts as you settle onto his knees, your ass squeezing into his flesh. His hands are trapped by vine loops, as yours had been previously. You squeeze your breasts in an exaggerated motion, giving him a cheerful grin as he moans, unable to hurry the process along.
"Don't tease me, love, it's bad manners," he protests.
"Why do you care? You are nothing more than an extension of the Master," you whisper, arching your back to shove your breasts into his face.
The light flickers in his eyes, becoming more clinical than before. "While that might be true, I still have plenty of human urges," he growls, his ass wiggling in the seat.
Thought so. This so-called Brad's mannerisms were nothing like that of the man you know. He would never have asked for sex in such a straightforward manner!
Indeed, what you are dealing with here is another clone. Does he possess a small seed of his own intelligence, or was he truly an extension of the Master, one of its tentacles?
This is a distinction without meaning, as far as you are concerned. Obeying the Master is joy, whether or not you are directly speaking to it.
Besides, if you feel lonely, you have a more direct way to contact the Master. You lift a hand, smiling as you caress the back of your neck, enjoying the feel of the Master's scaly skin.
It had integrated itself onto your body, and could never be removed! You sigh with satisfaction at this knowledge, giving the clone a sultry look.
The shaft of the man's dick bumps against your clit, sending a burst of pleasure rocketing into your body. He grunts, giving you a hard stare, but there's no need for further admonishment. You can't keep teasing him, because you would only be teasing yourself!
Stretching your shoulders, you let out a long hiss, your hand snaking in to grab his fat dick. It lurches in your grip, the hot length twitching.
You thrust your hips in, savoring the heat as its solid weight presses up against your pussy. Shivering, you spread out your legs, jamming your clawed feet into the organic floor.
It's time. It's time!
Your hole cries out in joy as you lift yourself up, looking down at your lover in triumph. "For the Master!" you roar, setting the jutting tip of his dick into your gaping tunnel.
Biting your lip, you wiggle back and forth, savoring the feel as his crown sinks into your hole. He watches you with beady eyes, hunger deep in their depths.
There is a triumph there, too, the same emotion you now realize that you are tasting from your Master. Victory!
Oh, but this would be so much better with his thick dick plumbing your depths! You growl, focused completely on your trembling pussy as you begin to lower yourself down.
The throbbing length lurches inside you, the sides expanding against your tunnel to fill you completely. You close your eyes, letting go of his cock as you sink all the way down. Your ass settles against the male's public bone, your bloated belly bumping up against his chest.
You can feel him shuddering under you, more of the alien fluid spurting into his sides. Eyes hooded, he leans back, saying nothing. He knows that you will be setting the pace, that the Master is in control. He has no room to protest. All he has to do is relax and enjoy the ride.
You brace your hands on his shoulders, lightly shifting your body to better feel his length. You groan, a rush of endorphins flooding your brain. You feel the way your stomach gurgles, the Master's demands rising in the back of your brain.
That's enough edging. It's time to fuck.
You arch your back, pushing down on the clone's shoulders as you jam your feet into the soft floor, levering yourself upwards. The thick dick drops in your pussy as your bloated belly rides up over the man's belly button, your bodies bracing together.
Halting before the dick falls free, you settle yourself back down, ramming his penis back into your sopping wet tunnel. The resulting pleasure tingles up your spine, a hiss escaping your lips.
The clone presses his head into the spongy headrest, his eyes filled with lust. "Do it," he growls. "Breed for your Master!"
He is right. This is your Purpose.
Your muscles activate again, your body lifting up. You grunt, waiting for a brief moment at the apex before settling back down with a wet squelch.
Your belly rumbles, the life within you seeming to wake up at your rough motions. It doesn't matter. Master is commanding you to fuck, and you obey.
Indeed, the command is coming more insistently now, encouraging more speed. You assent to its demands, pulling yourself up with more force, dropping back down with a quick lurch.
Your pussy plops on top of the man's wide ball sack with a heavy slap, the reverberations trembling through your clit. Dazed at the resulting pleasure, you can no longer think straight. There is only one directive. There is only one need. Breed.
You lift yourself up again, the purple skin of the man's dick catching against your insides, tickling you as wet lubrication dribbles from your snatch. You ignore the mess, increasing the pace. You can feel the pleasure growing, inevitably pushing you towards climax.
He is feeling intense pleasure, too - you can see it in his face. He won't be able to hold back. He won't want to. He is obeying the Master. You are obeying the Master.
You are the Master's toy. You are the Master's slut. You are the Master's womb.
Letting out a continuous hiss, you lose yourself in the rocking cycles, your body undulating like a snake as you bump up against the man's balls. The pleasure rises. The climax comes.
It is here!
You let out a whistling cry, your eyes watering as you slam your belly against his. His balls throb, squeezing alien cum up through his twitching dick, gushing into your willing womb.
Mashing your breasts into his chest, you lean in for a vicious kiss, your lips smacking together as grunts and groans escape your throats.
Your wide eyelids work to clear your blurry vision, the waving tentacles from your Master caressing his skull.
You sigh, pressing your hips against his belly as he finishes squirting the essence of the Master into you. Pleased, you lean back to take in his smooth face.
His predatory grin tells you all you need to know. You both love being creatures of the Master!
"That felt great!" you exclaim. "Are you interested in another?"
He chuckles, his belly wobbling against yours. "I would love to, but the Master needs its progeny, and you have been thoroughly fertilized!
You let out a burp, a shock of surprise shooting through your brain. Oh, yes, indeed, there was something in there vying for your attention!
You growl as a faint, painful surge seizes your organs. "Not now!" you hiss, suddenly feeling uncomfortable.
You are forced to stand up, a wet spurt of lubrication dripping from your gaping hole as you gasp in pain. Your belly is more swollen than before, your womb sinking like a cannonball in your gullet.
It was time!
Backing up a step, you place your hands on your hips, jutting your pussy forward. The cramp comes again, your belly gurgling. You take in a deep breath, welcoming the pain. It's a symbol of what you've sacrificed for your Master, the obedience you have given it. That you would bear its offspring is the ultimate sign of your submission!
When the next cramp comes, you bear down, placing your hands over your belly. Come forth, oh Master's progeny! Seek the light of day so that you may serve the greater whole!
Your body shudders as something large drops into your birth canal. You strain again, the bulge moving down towards your wet pussy.
The burn of pain is intercepted by a cool flush that ripples through your face and down your neck. The Master's tendrils are pointed straight out, the creature working to ease this birthing.
A pang of love pulses in your belly as the bulge works its way lower. The Master is helping you, as you help it. Together, you are making new life.
You massage your belly, a small noise escaping your lips as the fullness of the creature plops into the bottom of your canal. You look down with eagerness, hoping to catch a glimpse of its majesty.
Your coated skin is rippling, your purplish inner lips distending further outwards as something opaque glimmers in their depths. Focusing the lenses of your enhanced alien eyes, you strain to see what the Master has implanted within you.
There comes a jerk, and your inner lips flower open like petals. Bulging in the middle of your snatch is a rounded purple orb, a constellation of blue dots clustered around the center.
It was an eye of the Master, like the one mounted on top of your forehead.
A thrill rushes through your body. You are about to birth a new Master, bringing the joy of its demands to a new host!
You burp, wheezing as something tickles your insides. The eye rolls around, and your pussy gapes wider, brown tentacles squeezing out around the periphery.
The sensation is rather uncomfortable, but there's no stopping it now. The waving arms squirt out the sides, curling around to slap against your hips and belly.
The suckers activate, giving the creature a good hold as it works to extract the bulk of its body. You moan, wiggling your butt as its entire length pops out of your tunnel, the eye spinning as it sits on top.
Panting, you compare the differences in color to the Master sitting on top of your head. It's rather reddish and slimy, but that's probably because it hasn't yet been exposed to the oxygen in the air.
You grin as the new Master wobbles, dancing on top of your pussy. It is jerking, pulling you towards the right, treating you like a joystick. The Master on your head confirms this command, and you obey, the claws on your feet curling into the organic matter to stabilize your body as you face the flesh wall.
It ripples, parting in a familiar way, small tentacles extending from sets of holes in the ceiling to light up the new chamber.
The light is barely necessary, as mounted in the center is a glowing green pod, the sides clasped by large, fleshy claws. The sharp spikes at the top give it a foreboding feel, but you know that this is your old human brain talking.
There is no need for trepidation. This was created by the Master. You are controlled by the Master. You will accomplish its Purpose.
You wobble forward, taking slow steps as the new Master tugs at your pussy. The tingles of pleasure aren't sufficient to send you into another paroxysm of pleasure, but they are a pleasant reminder of your devotion to your Master.
Your desire to see what is in this pod, to do your Master's bidding keeps rising, the anticipation almost as delicious as the stimulation in your pussy.
You halt in front of the pod, eyes crossing as you thrust your hips forward, presenting the new Master as demanded by the intelligence on your head.
You have become nothing more than a vessel for the Master, your body a willing shell to execute its commands. Every demand you satisfy drives your libido higher, every submission betrays your independence further. You love giving in.
You gasp as the contents of the pod shift, a black blur whipping around the sides. There is an impression of a male body and green tubing, but nothing more.
A sudden realization crawls down your back. There's only one other human who had entered the Master's belly with you. It's Brad, it has to be!
But was this the original Brad, or another clone, like the one you had just fucked to completion at the command of your Master?
The Master's tentacles ripple over your pussy, and you nod, beginning to understand. The Master had impregnated you with itself, generating a new intelligence that would integrate with Brad, bringing him into parity with you.
The two of you would become a couple, linking humanity to Master. The Master's hands, doing its bidding. A new Purpose.
You smile, waiting peacefully as green fluid splashes from the top of the tank. Motion distracts your attention from the spectacle, and you frown, realizing that you had company.
A set of hands wraps around your right shoulder, breasts pressing into your side. "Welcome to the beginning of a new age," whispers your clone, her soft body folding into yours.
A second set of hands grabs your left shoulder, another lithe body sliding up next to you. "This crop is almost complete," she whispers. "We shall breed a new world where all will live in harmony with the Rift."
You hadn't noticed it earlier, but the throbbing, overbearing thrum of the Rift is all around you, a warm blanket wrapping you tight. It cannot affect you as long as the Master is joined to you, and you know that the Master will never leave.



The joy this brings is immeasurable. Your face lights up as the pod burbles further. The Master on your pussy tenses, preparing to make a leap.
A head pops out of the tank, hands grasping the alien tubing connected to the mask on the man's face. He pulls it free, a wad of slime escaping his lips as he gurgles, flinging it away.
Hands grab at the side of the pod, frantic breathing echoing through the small chamber. His eyes blink frantically, unable to adjust to the low light levels.
He peers out at your shadowy form, a low grunt escaping his throat. "What's going on here?" he croaks out. "Did you manage to get help?"
You lick your lips, letting out a chuckling hiss. "Oh, yes, I definitely brought help," you purr, thrusting your hips forward.
The Master springs forth like a stone from a sling, launching directly for the man's blurry face. He lets out a yelp as the tentacles wrap around his head, his hands losing their grip on the pod.
His body splashes backwards, the fluid roiling with bubbles. The large claws at the top of the pod grow longer, tilting forward to embrace the capsule.
There would be no escape. Brad would bond with his new Master, and accept its Purpose.
Hissing with pleasure, your hand immediately moves to your clit, rubbing the bulging flesh as it swells with your arousal. Your clone sisters coo on either side, grabbing your breasts and stroking your flesh.
The suit tightens around your body, the claws clicking against your throat as a reminder of the gift the Master has given you.
The Master squeezes your skull, its eyelids flipping back and forth. You do not control this reaction. You do not control yourself.
You are its slave. You are a harnessed instrument of its Purpose.
You will breed.
You will spread.
You will submit.
Your life belongs to the Master.
Your will belongs to the Master.
You will orgasm for the Master.
Obey.
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Chapter One - Capture
A sudden shift of the limo forced Courtney against the door, bringing her out of a groggy sleep. She grunted through her nose, bleary eyed as she tried to make sense of the situation.
Something large and round had been inserted into her mouth, preventing her from closing her jaw, tight bands running across her face and over her head.
From what she could see out of the corners of her eyes, they looked like straps. Running down over her nose, they terminated at a large square piece of leather planted over her lips.
It was a gag. There was a long, curved tube projecting from the front, a fat ball bouncing at the tip whenever she moved her head.
Annoyed at how tight the ball sat against her teeth, she instinctively tried to reach up to remove it. Chains jangled at her wrists, snapping taut before she was even able to get her hands above her chest.
Disoriented, her head spun. Taking a moment to catch her breath, she looked down in an attempt to understand this unexpected restriction. The ball pump danced on the end of the tubing like an elephant's trunk. She giggled through her nose at the absurd thought, alleviating some of the sudden fear that had seized hold of her body.
Furry cuffs were clasped around her wrists, locked together so that she couldn't split her hands. She could ball her fingers into fists, but that was about it.
Worse, a chain dangled below, leading down to her ankles, which were similarly bound. If she tried, she could lean back in the chair and raise her feet, but she was soon arrested by another short chain secured to an eyelet on the floor.
Bound and trussed like this, she wasn't going anywhere, even if she could get the door open.
That wouldn't stop her from trying!
Clenching her teeth around the gag, she turned to the left, working to bring her hands closer to the door handle. It took a few attempts, but a helpful jolt from a turn put it right within her grasp.
Flexing her pink fingernails, she tugged on the handle, disappointed to find that nothing happened. The door remained stubbornly closed, and her shoulders were feeling the strain from the odd position.
It was probably a child proof lock that had defeated her, which made her growl with anger. She cursed through her nose, scowling around the gag as she rattled her fists in the cuffs.
Throwing a temper tantrum didn't help her, but it made her feel a little better, like it usually did. She couldn't wait to tell off Bradley about this little stunt of his!
She knew exactly who to blame for her current predicament, for she had been on a date with her boyfriend just the night before. The last thing she remembered was drinking a bitter liqueur as a digestif before the dessert was to be served.
The summer sunset was a delight to behold on Bradley's rooftop paradise, yellow and orange hues sparkling through the tall spires of the city. She had been looking forward to a slice of cheesecake, then a twilight dip in the infinity pool, celebrating the night with her latest swimsuit.
It was a red number with a sheer cut, meant to entice her rich boyfriend into further improprieties. As long as she kept him wrapped around her finger with the correct application of lust, he wouldn't think of wandering off with another bimbo!
She hadn't been too worried about that possibility. He was absolutely enamored with her, giving her lavish gifts and taking her on exotic vacations. She wouldn't have thought that he was capable of this.
And yet, here she was, trussed up like poultry. There must have been something in that drink, dammit!
She let out an exasperated sigh, the air hissing through her nose. No matter how much she chewed on the gag, it refused to yield, and despite the softness of the cuffs, she could feel them chafing her skin.
Was this meant to be a sort of kinky sex getaway? Or had he finally tired of her and decided to sell her off to a slave trader?
Her imagination was beginning to run away with her. She dismissed these ideas as wild flights of fancy. There was no way that Bradley L. Best would be caught dead with egg on his face! This was almost certainly a headgame, and she was going to win it!
Frowning, she sat back in the seat and laced her hands in her lap, waiting patiently for something to happen. Bradley was a braggadocio, so it was unlikely that he would keep her in the dark for long.
Now that she had decided to wait him out, she began to notice more details about her predicament. She was still wearing her floral print dress from the previous night, the low cut top swooping down far enough to show off her breasts.
She prided herself on their size and softness, considering them to be one of her best attributes. Bradley certainly seemed to spend a lot of time servicing them, and she enjoyed pretending to feed him like a child.
She had made several surreptitious recordings for blackmail material, but none of that would do her any good unless she could somehow access her phone!
Her eyes darted about, looking around the interior of the limo. She was chained in the rear seat, smooth black leather bench seats mounted to the sides of the vehicle. An oval coffee table made from oiled walnut was placed between them, deep pocket holes mounted at the edges to hold drinks.
None of that interested her, however. She had caught a gleam of a gold chain from somewhere near the divider that sectioned passengers off from the driver's compartment.
She twisted her neck, a thrill running up her spine as she spotted the familiar shape of her purse, a black affair with a thatched weave pattern, gold letters proclaiming its pedigree.
Tugging at the chains, she growled into the gag. With their length, the best she could do would be to fall over on the floor, and that would make this journey way more uncomfortable!
Her face suddenly became itchy around one of the gag straps, and she scrunched up her face, doing her best to relieve the irritation. This provided enough movement to lift the strap away from her skin, but it did make the buckles tighter around the back of her head.
Gnawing on the gag, she swallowed a wad of spit, annoyed to find that some had worked its way out of the gag onto her chin. If she lowered her neck, she could spread some of the mess onto her chest, but that was about it.
Letting out an exasperated sigh, she leaned back in the seat and sulked. It looked like she was stuck, with nothing to do.
Her mind turned over, manufacturing a long list of insults she could fling at her boyfriend later. He was going to owe her for putting her through something this crazy, even if it turned into a bout of kinky fun sex!
The limo swayed again, the tires clunking as they popped over a curb. A small screen rotated down from the ceiling, buzzing as a black haired man appeared on the display.
It was her boyfriend, looking rather bored. "Hello, there, bitch," he said in a dry tone, almost as though she wasn't worth the effort.
She clenched her teeth into the gag, staring daggers at him. How dare he call her names when she was unable to return the favor!
His lips quirked into a small smile, his brown eyes hard and cold. "I see you're starting to settle in," he said, his lips pressing together. "I wouldn't get too comfortable, as you're almost at your destination."
She hissed through her nose like a cobra, jerking towards the camera with a scowl on her face.
His smile extended into a leer. "I wouldn't try that with the good Doctor," he said in a slow drawl. "She knows well how to deal with recalcitrant animals."
Courtney had no idea what he was talking about, but a shock of fear ran down her spine. She forgot herself, trying to stand ineffectually, the chains bringing her up short. Stumbling, she fell back into the seat, falling over to one side.
Sniffing, Bradley gave her a supercilious stare. "Look at you, you're an absolute mess. We'll see how you improve after some much needed training. You certainly can't behave worse than you have the last couple of weeks."
He lifted a handkerchief, blowing his nose. "Allergies, you know," he snorted, lifting his upper lip in that annoying little habit he had. "Abominable. Anyhow, I'll check up on you in a month or two, once the basic body mods and training have been completed."
His face twisted into a cruel grin. "Since you've insisted on acting like a greedy cow so far, I'm curious to see what you'll devolve into after being treated like one full time."
Panicked, Courtney whined through her nose, giving him pleading eyes.
A feral interest suddenly appeared in his features. "Yes, more of that, please! And to think I waited so long before deciding to commit you to my menagerie!"
Courtney slumped, blinking back tears. There must be something wrong. Why wasn't her pleading working? It always had in the past!
His eyes hooded. "It remains to be seen whether you'll become a useful part of the herd, or just another producer, lost in the crowd."
He yawned, his interest fading away. "We'll have to wait and see whether or not my investment will pay off, but in the meantime, please do your best. It would be a shame if you wasted what little potential you have left."
She wanted to growl at him again, but the screen went dark, curling back up into the ceiling, leaving her alone.
The terror gurgling in her belly took on a different tenor. She at least knew who was behind her abduction, but she had no idea what he was talking about.
Herd? Cows? Animals? He made it sound as though she was being sent to some kind of farm.
If so, that would be highly illegal. She could already pin kidnapping on him if she could get to her phone, but it was clear that there wasn't any way she was getting these chains off herself.
Twisting her wrists, she yanked on her ankles. Nope, nothing doing. She was still wearing her socks, but somewhere along the way her ruby red pumps had been removed.
She might feel the loss more if she had bought them herself, but as it was, it simply meant that he didn't expect her to need them.
Damn the man! Why had he done this? Everything seemed to have been going so well!
Sure, he had a reputation for swapping out girlfriends every six months, and she was nearing the end of that timespan, but there hadn't been any sign that she was nearing a limit. On the last trip, he had bought her a golden charm bracelet and promised her something special to celebrate their half year anniversary!
She glanced down at her wrist, her heart sinking. The bracelet was gone, perhaps retrieved to be given to his next unlucky victim.
It had all been a little too good to be true, a fairy tale existence. He had brought her out to exotic locales to party with him as arm candy. Dubai, Rome, Monaco. For a short time period, she had thought that she might go mad spending all her time on his private jet!
And yet, it had gone surprisingly quickly with the amount of torrid fucking they had done in the cabin. Forget the mile high club, she had done that and all distances in between!
Near the end, he had started to incorporate more bondage elements to 'spice things up,' as he termed it.
She supposed that this should have been a warning sign, but looking back, it had simply been a way to unlock her inner beast. Nothing had felt better than a climax while cruising at altitude with her legs forced apart by a spreader bar, hands cuffed.
Even now, she could feel a faint reminder of the pleasure that had ripped through her pussy when he yanked on that bar, forcing her onto his thick cock.
Damn, this really wasn't the time! She blinked tears out of her eyes, trying to come up with a plan.
She had nothing. She didn't know where she was, where she was being taken, or what they were planning on doing with her.
Well, that last point wasn't entirely true. He was giving her to the Doctor, whatever that meant. He had also said something about a herd? Just what kind of a farm was he running?
The limo slowed to a halt. She took a deep breath, preparing herself. Whatever happened next, she would face it with aplomb. He couldn't hold her forever. She would find a way out of this, and nail him to the wall!
The door cracked open, and her head jerked around, adrenaline pumping. Her nostrils flared as she took in the slender woman leaning into the limo, surprised by the bright red outfit she wore.
It was glossy and bright, as if it had just been oiled, and she was wearing tight, black gloves as well. Her face was just as cold as Bradley's, long, arched eyebrows painted over thick eyelashes.
Her features were distinctly Asian, with narrow cheekbones and thin lips, painted the same color as her bodysuit. A tuft of brown hair curled over her brow, a white stripe running down the center.
It looked artificial, possibly a wig. Courtney's first instinct was to taunt the woman, but she couldn't manage much more than a slobbering gurgle through the gag.
The woman ignored her noises, cupping Courtney's head with her gloved hands, fingers curling into her bleached blonde hair. Courtney tried to turn away, but the woman's grip was steady, her eyes dancing over Courtney's features with a clinical gaze.
Letting out a sniff, she let go, inspecting the rest of Courtney's body with a quick glance. "He hasn't given me much to work with, but it's possible that you'll respond better than some of the other subjects."
She snapped her fingers, and someone outside the vehicle handed her a small molded mask, triangular shaped. Grabbing the strap on the rear, she tugged it out and placed it over Courtney's head, dropping the mask onto her nose before she could blink.
Courtney twisted her head, but it was too late, the attached tubing following her every movement. She could avoid it momentarily by holding her breath, but there was no point - she was only delaying the inevitable.
She took a rough breath when something cold wiped over the crook of her elbow. Sweet air poured into her lungs, tinged with something artificial.
Not good. She yanked her head back, suddenly feeling a little woozy.
The woman in red had a syringe in her hands, flicking the cylinder to force any air bubbles to the top. Pressing the base against her palm, she watched calmly as a small spritz of fluid burst forth from the tip.
"Breathe deep, little cow. This next part won't hurt. In fact, you won't remember anything at all."
Courtney tried to pull away, but her limbs weren't working properly. She felt funny as she took another breath, trying to regain control over herself.
Her head was spacy, flying away from reality. She had been drugged.
Sagging, her eyes rolled up as the needle punctured her arm, coldness flowing into her veins.
"That's a good cow," whispered the voice from far away. "It's sleepy time. You want to be well rested for the training to come."
They kept mentioning that. Why did she need to be trained, and for what purpose?
Courtney sighed, her thoughts slowing to a stop. The world drifted away, a staticky buzz filling her brain as her eyes slid shut.
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Chapter Two - Modified
Her nostrils flared, eyes snapping open. She immediately closed them again, an image burned into the back of her brain.
The sky was a searing bright blue, wispy cirrus clouds climbing high into the atmosphere. She blinked, tearing up, trying to get used to the light.
Eventually, she was forced to avert her gaze, taking in the large grassy meadow laid out before her. She was positioned on the side of a gentle hill, the terrain sloping down to a small pond.
A line of fencing ran from there over to a towering tree in the corner, looping around in a jagged curve to run up the hill. Sighing, she raised her head, which still felt rather woozy, slowly looking around.
There wasn't anything particularly interesting, just more grass and fences. She appeared to have been placed inside a paddock.
Her groggy mind tried to process the scenery, but what she was seeing was confusing at best. She let out a grunt, which sounded like a low groan to her ears, a rising exclamation that was more akin to a barnyard animal than that of a human.
Frowning, she swallowed, realizing that there was something stuck deep in her throat. She licked her lips and swallowed again, but she couldn't clear the odd obstruction.
Lifting her hands to her neck, she became even more confused as the rounded curve of a large object bumped up against her throat.
Making another nondescript groan, she held her hand out in front of her face, trying to make sense of the situation.
It took her several moments to understand what she was looking at. That wasn't a hand, it was a hoof!
A cow hoof, to be precise, with a cloven front end, black keratin curving down to meet at two neatly trimmed points. Turning her wrist around, she was stunned to find a concave interior, the hard outer walls colored an off white. Below that, higher up on her wrist, was a jutting thumb shaped projection, a rounded nub that appeared to grow directly out of her skin.
She tried to move her hand, but it felt numb and stiff. The nub twitched a little, but that was it. Mouth gaping wide, she turned the hoof back and forth, trying to reject the truth hammering at her brain.
This... thing had been grafted to her body, either overlaying or replacing her hand. Moaning through her mouth, she rolled onto her shoulder, holding up her other hand. Her hoof. Thing.
What had they done to her?
Snorting through her nose, she curled her upper lip, noting a thick weight dangling from her nostrils. Sticking out her tongue, she touched the edge of a thick ring, the metal dancing with every lick.
She was starting to get a better understanding of her baffling situation. Stunned, she tilted her head down to examine the rest of her nude body.
First, there were the heavy breasts on her chest, her skin looking tight and swollen. Her areolae looked larger than she remembered, the brown surface having a textured appearance. Her nipples were an angry red, protruding with bulging curves.
She took a deep breath, watching them wiggle. They had probably grown at least a solid cup size while she had been out, but that wasn't all.
The skin around the periphery had become patchy. When she leaned in closer, it became obvious that brownish blotches had appeared in large patches, the edges appearing irregular.
Where there was no color, her skin had become a pasty white, as though all the melanin had been bleached out of her. The patchiness continued down onto her chest, completely covering her arms and legs.
This couldn't be a skin condition, or at least it was nothing she had ever heard of. It had been applied to her, as if she had been tattooed!
Her heart sinking, she moved to examine her feet. Lurching forward, she banged a hoof against her knee, letting out a low cry of pain. She went cross-eyed for a moment, having to stop herself from attempting to rub it out. With the way her hands had been transformed, there was no way for her to touch anything!
Gritting her teeth, she blinked back tears, pressing her feet into the ground. Sure enough, they had been replaced with hooves, too. The transition between the upper part of the hard keratin and her skin looked puffy, inflamed.
Grunting, she examined her wrists again, realizing that she had missed the darting sets of black stitches just below the surface. They hadn't been glued on, they had been attached!
Fear blossomed in her chest, and she groaned again, long and loud. Again, it struck her that this sounded rather inhuman.
She desperately wanted a mirror, as she suspected that something had been added to her throat. It felt dry, and full, as if something had been implanted.
She tried hacking to clear it, but nothing happened. Her gag reflex suddenly triggered, a retching cough seizing her until tears streaked down her face.
Fuck, that was horrible. She would have to avoid doing that again!
The coughing had left her exhausted, a ball of fear growing in her belly. It was clear that she had been surgically altered, with some kind of device installed to make her unintelligible!
The fear suddenly turned to desperation. She needed to get out of here, get away!
Turning over, she scrabbled on the ground, unable to coordinate well with her strange hooves. Despite her difficulties, she was able to propel herself across a small patch of dirt and over to the fence, hanging her hooves over the rails in an attempt to pull herself up.
After a few aborted attempts, she cried out in victory as she hooked an elbow over the top, using the leverage to get her shaky feet under her.
An unpleasant spike of pain shot through what used to be her feet, a warning that they hadn't yet healed enough to put much weight on.
Shit. How was she going to get out of here like this? Even if she could get over the fence, she couldn't imagine crawling to safety on elbows and knees!
Even if it looked hopeless, she refused to give up. Taking a deep breath, she gritted her teeth and lurched upwards, careful to avoid dragging her swollen breasts against the wooden rail.
Lifting a leg, she jammed a knee onto the fence, using the leverage to lift up her other leg. It was only a matter of repetition from here, as the rails had been installed close together.
It was almost criminal how easy they had made it to escape. She would bring down the full force of the law on this evil place as soon as she could get out of here!
Pausing at the top, her chest clenched as she looked at the drop on the other side. The thought of landing on her hooved feet didn't appeal, so she'd need to work her way down slowly.
Snorting through her nose, she began to work through her next steps when she noticed a hint of movement across the field. She frowned, trying to wrap her mind around seeing something so odd in the middle of a calm pasture.
It looked like a woman, given her prominent breasts, but her body was completely covered in a white rubber bodysuit. Large block numbers gleamed on her chest: Zero Five.
Her head was hidden under an inverted bowl, a curved notch cut out of the front to expose her nose and lips. There were tiny holes in the rubber hood for her nostrils, with a wider opening for her mouth.
Her lips were painted white, the skin around them appearing desaturated, as though all the color had been drained from them. A bright line sparkled over her eyes, like some kind of visor.
Courtney swallowed as the strange being approached, her steps precise. Her footing was sure on the broken ground, white rubber boots gleaming with polish. In her hand, she clutched a long, black baton, a rounded knob at the end.
She didn't fully understand the danger she was in until the robotic woman approached closer, the baton rising into the air. She opened her mouth to try to reason with the stranger, only to find that something like a moo escaped her lips.
Her eyes bulged as the woman reached out to touch her shoulder with the baton. A sparking crackle of electricity convulsed her body, her limbs twitching uncontrollably.
She lost her grip, falling backwards off the fence and smashing her head against the dirt, a spike of pain driving into her forehead. She bellowed as a hoof caught against a rail, twisting at an awkward angle.
Laying on her back, stunned, it was all she could do to breathe, a terrible pain in her shoulder. She had probably wrenched something, and she was too afraid to look at it.
A sudden pounding headache demanded her attention, but she could do nothing about it. Not with these damn hoof hands!
She grimaced, sniffing through her nose as tears began to gather. What had she deserved to be put in this hellish place? She wasn't an animal, dammit!
A head loomed above her, and for a brief moment, she thought that it was the bizarre guard, come to finish her off. It took her a few moments to recognize the sympathetic face of another woman, a white streak running down over her nose.
Black spots curved around her glistening wet eyes, looking like a mask. A thick, golden ring hung from her nose, her lips turned down in sympathy.
Letting out a snort, she leaned in to press her cold nose against Courtney's cheek. Courtney pulled away, wincing as this put pressure on her twisted arm.
The cow woman mooed, shaking her head. A blue tag dangled from her right ear, a number and letters printed at the bottom - VIR090.
More curious heads appeared, a wild variety of browns and blacks in various colorations, but Ninety mooed, shoving them away. Setting a long, spindly arm under her right shoulder, the cow woman clumsily inserted her hoof under Courtney's back, giving it a brisk shove.
Courtney shrieked at the pain, but suddenly things felt somewhat better, a rush of pins and needles running down her left arm. She was soon distracted by a series of cow tongues that descended upon her body, accompanied by a series of welcoming moos.
Courtney was completely overwhelmed, finding it difficult to understand this warm, but wet assault. Their soft bodies were squishing up next to hers, large breasts squeezing against her skin. It was almost as though she was being welcomed into their family.
Her eyes darted from cow to cow, trying to take them all in. That one had two shades of brown, while the next was a pallid white, a third pure black. There didn't seem to be a particular pattern to them, it was a veritable menagerie.
Menagerie. She recalled something that Bradley had said, starting to understand what he was talking about. Somehow, he had brought all these women here and turned them into a herd of literal cows.
She looked closer at their bodies, noting their differences. The brown one had tremendous breasts, dark veins running over her flesh up to her fat nipples. The velvety black cow was more petite, with her hair braided into a curled ponytail that draped down her neck.
Despite the differences in their physical features, they all had tiny horns poking out of the sides of their skulls, curving upwards towards the sky. They did not appear to be long enough to be unwieldy, but there was some evidence that they had been ground down into blunt points.
She immediately began to wonder if she had similar horns, as her head definitely felt weird, but the tongues were working over her body and one of the cows had seized hold of her left breast. She let out a low moo, trying to raise her arm to shoo the cow away.
She winced as another shock of pain jolted her shoulder. She had definitely injured it, which made her a cripple. How was she going to escape like this?
Tears appeared in her eyes as she laid back, feeling very sorry for herself. She was meant to be feted and pampered, not treated like some barnyard animal!
The first cow leaned in, picking a tear off her cheek. She hiccuped, the tears coming faster. She wasn't alone, at least, but she didn't want to be treated like an infant!
An odd anger spiked through her brain, at the cows, at the world, at Bradley. She wanted to strangle him, but how would she accomplish that with hooves for hands?
The absurd thought disrupted her pity party, and she snorted. What was she going to do now?
You know, beyond being licked by this black eyed beauty. She pursed her lips and shook her head, trying to get the cow to back off.
The woman only took this as an invitation to get more intimate, folding her legs next to Courtney's shoulder and licking a stripe up to her ear. There was something in her gaze that disturbed her, a dullness of affect, as if the cow woman had little going on inside that skull of hers.
She was going to try to brush her off again when the faint sound of a tinkling bell came from farther down the pasture.
The cows all stopped licking her, their heads rising and turning as one, nostrils flaring. When the bell came again, they lurched up onto their hooves, ear tags dangling.
She watched them as they trundled off down the hill, the brown one very obviously pregnant, breasts hanging low. She didn't seem to mind the way they rubbed up against her arms, her body moving in a wobbling glide, as if she was used to their presence.
Her horns did appear a little longer than that of the others, her brown pigment, a little darker. On her left butt cheek was a circular scar with a pictograph of a busty woman, her jaw hanging open in a wide O.
That looked like a brand, which made sense, given Bradley's proclivities. He was rather fond of blowjobs, and would never turn down the chance to get some action.
She had refused him a few times, in her arrogance. She only understood now the terrible danger she had been in, though back then she had dismissed his glowering face as inconsequential.
She had thought that stringing him along would be good for the relationship, long term, to keep him thirsty. Oh, how wrong she was!
A low moo interrupted her thoughts, and she realized that the raccoon faced cow woman was waiting patiently for her, a look of warm kindness on her face.
For a moment, Courtney wanted to turn over and sulk. The other cows had seemed rather eager, though, and she was curious to see what had drawn their interest.
First, she'd need to figure out how to get up, which was easier said than done. Groaning, she arched her back, feeling dizzy from the pain that shot up her arm.
It was pretty clear that she wasn't going to be able to put any weight on it. Breathing hard, she leaned to the right, experimentally pressing her hoof hand into the dirt.
It sank into the soft ground, feeling surprisingly reasonable as it took up her weight. She couldn't feel anything at the base, but a real cow wouldn't be able to, either.
As an experiment, she tried to squeeze her fingers, but only the vestigial dewclaw twitched. If there was an actual hand inside there somewhere, there was little evidence of its existence.
Sighing, she rolled her weight forward, testing how it would work in locomotion. The way the forces angled didn't seem too unnatural, but she still felt wobbly from being shocked.
Grunting in frustration, she put more weight onto her right hoof, mentally telling her arm to stop shaking. She didn't have any idea how long it would take to learn how to move around like this, and she didn't want to know. She wasn't planning on staying here any longer than she had to!
Blinking her eyes, she let out a low moo when the cow from earlier nudged her side. There actually appeared to be a sort of dim intelligence deep in her black eyes as she offered her shoulder.
It took Courtney a while to understand what the cow woman was offering, and she frowned. Would that even work? Her left hoof was rather useless at the moment, but if she braced herself against the other cow, she might be able to struggle along.
She wanted to thank her for the idea, but all that came out was a soft snort. Shaking her head, she noticed the weight in her ear, and her heart throbbed. She had been tagged.
For what purpose, she couldn't say, and there was no way for her to even touch it. Putting it out of her mind, she pulled her knees underneath her belly, pushing herself off the ground.
She didn't like the idea of trying to walk on her back hooves, so she looked at the other cow expectantly and asked her to move in closer.
This came out as a whistling moo, but the other cow seemed to understand what she was asking. She placed her hooves next to Courtney's body, offering up her shoulder.
Courtney leaned into her, letting her injured arm dangle. Her shoulder twinged, but fortunately it wasn't painful enough to prevent her from lurching forward.
She blew air through her lips, frustrated at how slow it was. Peering down the hill, she swallowed, realizing that the distance was greater than she had anticipated.
The other cows were gathering near the pond, milling about next to a trough mounted by a gate in the fence. She was starting to get an inkling of what this might be about, as her stomach felt rather empty. Damn, she should have considered that before trying to climb over the fence!
She had to be kind to herself, though. She hadn't exactly been thinking straight since she had arrived here. Who would?
She breathed heavily through her nose, curling her lip against the heavy ring as she struggled along. The other cow was patient with her, letting out slow moos whenever she stopped, coaxing her forward.
She hissed, glaring at her throbbing arm. She was starting to think that she had broken the darn thing. There was obvious swelling starting to appear above her elbow, the skin becoming puffy and red.
It looked rather nasty, and she hoped that it wouldn't require medical treatment. Who knew what kind of backyard butchery they performed around here?
She took in deep breaths, trying to calm herself down as they neared the halfway point. The cows below had stopped their aimless wandering, and were pointed towards the fence, noses upturned.
Courtney let out a shaky moo when she noticed the reason why. An extended cab pickup had pulled up with a trailer, a series of small tanks and hoses mounted inside.
She stopped, shaking her head. She had no idea what those would be used for, and she wasn't interested in finding out.
Her companion leaned in close, licking her cheek. She pulled away, shaking her head. No, no thank you!
The door of the pickup popped open, and a woman slid out of the driver's seat, dressed in a liquid red bodysuit. Her feet were clad in tall rubber boots of the same color, the material glistening in the light as she dropped to the ground.
A tight black corset was wrapped around her waist, a zipper running up to her neck. A small hat was perched on her head, slightly off center. It looked rather silly, and Courtney couldn't stop herself from snorting in amusement.
This was no laughing matter, however. She had seen this woman before, in the limo. Bradley had called her the Doctor, and she was probably responsible for her strange body modifications.
Hate welled up within her. She wanted to slap the Doctor in the face and demand that she change her back. That was impossible given the voice modifier in her throat, but she could at least make her life more difficult!
Sneering, she redoubled her efforts, using the other cow as a crutch to help her stumble down the shallow slope.
She was starting to become a little more used to using her hoof hand for balance, but it was still extremely awkward. Fortunately, there wasn't too far left to go. Even so, she was breathing hard when they caught up to the rest of the pack, her lips feeling parched.



A whiff of an odd, sweet odor assailed her nostrils, and she frowned. Had that come off the truck?
She smelled again, but the wind had changed direction, bringing her the dry scent of grass from off the hill.
Giving up on trying to figure it out, she narrowed in on the Doctor, fixing her with a baleful gaze. The woman had moved up to the fence, wrapping her black rubber gloves over the rail as she scanned the herd.
Courtney tossed her head when she noticed a glance coming her way, but the Doctor seemed uninterested in her display, turning to say something and snap her fingers.
Courtney froze as a woman dressed in orange rubber stepped around the rear of the truck, carrying a case in her hands. Her head was covered by the same strange helmet she had seen on the security guard earlier, a visor sparkling.
She handed the case to the Doctor, who gestured with a riding crop that had been dangling from her wrist.
The rubber clad woman turned in a smooth circle, lining up with the gate in the fence. Her hands manipulated the latch mechanically, moving back to pull it open.
The Doctor swept inside, using her crop to nudge back the interested cows who congregated around her. "Not quite yet, little ones, your new member needs some treatment."
They pulled back as if they understood, making soft moos as they gave her room. They were acting as though they liked the Doctor, but why?
The Doctor moved right up to her. Forgetting herself, she lunged towards her, letting out a rush of air in an angry moo. Instantly losing her balance, she fell onto her left side, jamming her bad arm against the grass. She cried out, a horrendous streak of pain shooting through her upper arm into her shoulder.
Breathing hard, she could do nothing but moan, unable to move. An amused laugh buffeted her ears, followed by a wet nose touching her neck.
"Get out of there, Ninety, One Hundred needs some medicine."
The nose disappeared, a set of hands roughly moving her arms. She cried out in pain again, and the Doctor grunted. "That's rather what I expected, given the report. There's a good chance it's broken. I'll immobilize it for now and get you some painkillers. You'll be taken to be X-rayed after the feeding is done."
She paused, kneeling to place the case on the ground. "No food for you, though. If we have to do surgery, we can't have anything in your stomach."
The waves of pain were so intense that she wasn't too worried about food. She just wanted it to stop.
Gentle hands held her shoulder. "Where does it hurt?" asked the doctor, poking and twisting gently.
It wasn't too bad at first, but when the Doctor got about halfway down her upper arm, she screamed. "Possible humerus fracture," the Doctor said clinically. "Hold still."
She wasn't thinking of doing anything else, gritting her teeth together. The throbbing pain was excruciating!
Her anger from earlier was gone. She would take help from anyone right now, even if she was a devil in disguise!
There came clicking sounds as the Doctor opened the case, retrieving a plastic packet and snapping it open. Reaching over, she swiped a cool liquid onto Courtney's arm, bringing back memories of the limo. Another injection?
She froze, grimacing. She had to remind herself that this wouldn't be like the last time. She wasn't being put under for more alterations, this was to take away the pain!
When the needle arrived, it was almost anticlimactic. She hissed at the sharp poke, but it was soon over, the Doctor finishing the injection with a quick wipe.
Thankfully, the pain slowly began to ease. She let out a sigh, mooing in relief.
"Don't get too comfortable," ordered the Doctor. "I still need to apply a splint. Stay still."
Courtney did as she asked, but when a sharp cracking sound accompanied a sudden wave of pain, she almost lashed out, mooing in protest.
"Shh, little cow, I'm almost done here. Just a little bit more."
There came another spike of pain and a tightness, then it dropped back to a dull ache. She shook like a leaf, trembling as the adrenaline began to wear off. She didn't feel good, but it had definitely improved.
Hissing through her teeth, she sat back on her heels, staring dumbly as the Doctor packed up her equipment and turned away. This would be a good time to curse her out, but she was feeling rather drained. Besides, it would only come out as another moo anyway.
Feeling disillusioned, she watched as the Doctor passed back through the gate, the cows crowding around her. In her current condition, she couldn't do anything. She was entirely at the mercy of the Doctor and her bizarre crew.
The raccoon faced cow nudged the back of her neck, letting out a low moo. Courtney turned to face her, but she was already moving on, her ass lifted high into the air.
The way it swung to and fro appeared rather silly, and she giggled. Taking a deep breath, she tried to calm down, but she couldn't stop herself from smiling.
That was probably the drugs talking, but that was okay. She was starting to feel a little better, and that was all that mattered.
The cows were mooing up against the fence, their necks lifting through the rails. The woman wearing an orange rubber bodysuit was poking a tube at them, which the cow in brown snagged first.
Her throat distended as she swallowed the end of the shaft, her lips closing around the soft length, chewing and sucking. The cow appeared to be drinking something down with voracious rapidity.
Her throat bobbed, the attendant waiting patiently for her to finish before pulling the tubing back. The sculptured end wobbled, the small flare at the end looking veiny. Was that... a dick?
She wasn't able to get much of a look before the next cow swallowed it whole. The cow's eyes watered as she tugged on the tube, but she didn't seem to care, throat bulging.
The other cows mooed, jostling together as they vied to be next. Their winking asses wiggled, fat cheeks gaping wide, giving her glimpses of their bulging privates.
Pussy lips protruding, they leaned forward, unworried at how their swollen breasts hung low. The brown one even seemed to have a trickle of milk glistening on her fat treats. That only made sense, given her advanced state of pregnancy.
Courtney swallowed, feeling the resistance in her throat. She certainly hoped that wouldn't be her fate, though there didn't appear to be any way to avoid it.
Cows. Pregnancy. Milking.
Even with the slowness of her churning thoughts, some of the answers seemed obvious. This was a farm, and with that came certain expectations.
She hated the idea, but it was starting to seem more like an inevitability.
No. She wouldn't allow herself to give up, not just yet!
She hadn't seen the extent of their operations. She was sure that there had to be some cracks she could exploit!
Most businesses were dysfunctional in one way or another. What were their weaknesses? Could she spot them and use them to her advantage?
Her head spun as she leaned forward on her good hoof. Her belly was gurgling, protesting at the lack of food. She couldn't remember the last time she had eaten, and the heat of the sun was starting to get to her. Whatever was being fed to those cows was likely cold and sweet, exactly what she needed to cut this thirst!
Her imagination was starting to run away with her, but she didn't care. Grunting, she shuffled forward as best she could, cursing her dangling arm. How could she have been so stupid?
A cold sweat bloomed on her neck as she came closer to the riotous cows. They were shoving for their turn on the rubbery dildo, and there was no way for her to insert herself. She was feeling hot and cold anyway, unsteady. It might be better if she laid down.
Sinking to the ground, she stared up at the sky. The clouds had drifted away, leaving a bright, blue expanse. A flock of birds darted past in a V, their wings appearing to kiss the sun.
Beautiful. She sighed, feeling unaccountably tired. Some of the pain had returned, and not even her thirst was enough to overcome it.
That was okay, this day had been overwhelming, nothing more than a fever dream. She closed her eyes, taking in a deep breath.
As she drifted off, an electronic chirp sounded in her ears. "Mistress, this one has collapsed."
"It doesn't matter, we'll get her when we're done," came the voice of the Doctor from far away. "Not even an hour on the range, and she's already made a mess of things, the stupid cow."
Was that meant to be an insult? She didn't care.
Her mind had wings, and she was rising above, flying off towards new lands with the birds high above.
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Chapter Three - Milking
Courtney laid in the corner of her stall, staring rudely at the rectangular screen on the wall. The depressed circle in the center was the only way to gain sustenance in her confined quarters, and she hated it.
Still, she was starting to get rather thirsty, and she wasn't going to be let out for fresh air for at least another hour, if past experience was anything to go by.
Snorting to herself, she glanced up towards the ceiling, where a black dome watched her every move. It still bothered her, somewhat, but it was too far up for her to do anything about it.
She didn't exactly have hands, and she was still practicing with her hooves. So far, she had only managed to kick the ball she had been provided halfway up the wall. Eventually, she might be able to nail the camera, but the cover was probably thick enough to absorb the impact.
It was at least something to do while she was trapped in this ghastly white concrete space. At first, it hadn't bothered her too much, as she was still recuperating from her broken arm. After a couple of days, however, she had started to become stir crazy, to the extent that they had started taking her outside multiple times a day.
It wasn't enough though, especially not with the required shots they gave her every day after dinner.
She had tried refusing them, but after a week or two of horrible fights and being forcibly chained, she had learned to give in, if begrudgingly.
They were going to do it to her anyway, and if she was nice to them, they weren't as harsh. This was a rationalization, to be sure, but resisting was only generating unwanted attention.
If she misbehaved enough to be put in solitary confinement, she was only punishing herself. She needed the time outside under the blue skies to retain what sanity she had left.
On some days, they gave her extra time with the other cows. She was starting to quite like them, especially the slender black and white heifer. Whenever she arrived in the field, Ninety would skip and hop over to her, nuzzling her shoulder in welcome.
It was rather cute, but she wished that she knew the woman's proper name instead of her number. She had started calling her Prancer in her mind, due to the way she liked to dance when chasing after butterflies.
As idyllic as this might seem, there was a continuous sinister undertone at the farm. She could sense that the constant injections were changing her body, making her put on more weight.
Before she had arrived here, it was difficult, but possible to touch her elbows in front of her chest. Now, it was out of the question. Whenever she moved, the swollen mounds tended to sway, fat nipples protruding, fat and ready.
She had noticed the same for some of her companions, especially on Prancer. When she had arrived, the other cow had been petite, but with the addition of several cup sizes, her breasts had filled up her chest.
If she had to describe it, she might say that they had become more like udders. She shivered at the thought, wondering just what kind of farm she was on.
There had been no sign of anything else weird so far, unless she counted the fact that the black spots on her skin had gotten a lot more pronounced.
She was slowly starting to get comfortable with the rest of the changes, which she hadn't thought possible. She was learning how to communicate by using different types of moos, and her leg was finally starting to get better enough to stand on.
All of this combined should have raised her mood, but there was still an underlying sense of dread. Bradley had turned her into an animal, and she didn't think he would stop there, not with the way her breasts were tingling!
Snorting, she leaned forward on her hooves, rocking back and forth. The skin of her breasts rubbed up against her arms, a flush of arousal sparking down to her nipples.
That felt pretty damn good. She did it again, hissing at the friction caused by her skin sticking together.
She could do better than that, though. Placing an arm in front of her, she angled herself so that a nipple kissed her skin, skidding across the surface.
Letting out a hissing breath, she bit her lip. Mmm, that was good!
It wasn't enough, though, not nearly enough. Stiffening her shoulder, she moved her arm faster, her sensitive nipples perking up as arousal washed through her body.
Her pussy was swollen, feeling empty. It was a shame that her hooves were too awkward to jam up there, but she had found from experience that there were a few tricks she could use to get herself off.
Breathing hard, she scooted some of the sheets up against the wall with her ass. Spreading her legs wide to expose her sodden pussy, she tilted her hips forward for access.
Using the rim of her hoof, she teased the edge of her clit, hissing as sizzling sensations bombarded her brain. Her mouth gaped open, a soft moo escaping her throat as she employed the back of her wrist to stimulate her breast.
The flesh distended around her wrist bone, a frisson of pleasure glowing in her chest. It wasn't as intense as using her fingers would have been, but her sensitivity had increased, making it almost as good.
Settling into a rhythm, she moved her wrist in a cyclical motion, groaning as a hot flush ran down her neck. She could feel the thread of climax pulsing in her depths, and she kept stroking, desperate to get herself off.
A wave of pleasure flooded her body, her breasts tightening in response. Her legs jiggled as the sudden climax seized her, but it was short lived.
It was something, but it still wasn't enough, dammit!
She mooed to herself, trying to recapture the arousal, but it was too late. Her skin had been desensitized, and now her hoof felt like nothing more than a piece of gritty sandpaper grating against her soft flesh.
Sighing, she leaned back and looked up at the camera, sticking out her tongue. She knew that they had seen that, and she didn't care.
Not that they seemed to care all that much, either. At least, none of the white rubber guards had ever shown up to stop her.
She shrugged, pulling her legs into her body, setting her heavy hooves on the floor. They probably saw it as one way to keep her in good spirits, though for what purpose, she didn't know.
Clicking her tongue, she scowled as her belly gurgled. It was getting to be about that time again. Sticking out her neck, she mooed loudly, resting her cast on her thigh.
There was no response for some time, but just when she was about to give up hope, an electronic chirp echoed through the cell. She stood, leaning more heavily on her uninjured arm as she watched the wall intensely.
Thoughts emptied from her mind as she stared, her breath coming in short bursts. She did not know why she was doing this, but she knew that it had to be done.
The rectangular screen on the wall lit up red, the circular hole opening up. A long, pink dildo thrust outwards, wobbling as it jiggled into position, at least a foot long.
She trotted up to the drooping end, wiggling her ass in anticipation. However they had come up with the mixture, it had the texture of ice cream, with all kinds of different, creative flavors!
She never got bored of it, nor the dazzling display that shone from the rectangular screen mounted above the dildo's rubbery length. She paused at the tip, waiting for the signal.
When the screen turned green, she lunched forward, clamping her mouth around the girthy end. Pressing her tongue into the head, she gave it a greedy suck, tugging backwards.
The pattern on the screen changed, but she barely noticed it, slurping down the creamy substance that gushed into her mouth. There was no time to savor it, as it came in a rush.
The pattern intensified, and her eyes went blank. The screen flashed, a video playing. She was staring up at the hairy pubes of a man, his dick thrusting deep into her mouth.
She could feel it dropping into her throat, and she gagged, her eyes rolling. The tip of the dildo had dried up for the moment, thankfully, otherwise she might have drowned.
As it was, she could barely keep up, her throat flexing around its thick length as it rammed into an obstruction deeper in. She choked, but her blank eyes followed the screen, lips curling around the girth as her body relaxed.
Within a few strokes, she had settled down, breathing in small bursts whenever she pulled back. The man was smiling down at her, which made her happy, breasts swaying with each lunge.
A thin line lit up around the edge of the screen, and the man's body froze, his face fixed in a look of pure pleasure.
She halted with the dick crammed down her throat, swallowing the gushes of fluid spurting from its jerking length.
When the flow stopped, she pulled out, smacking her lips together automatically. The video blanked and reset, the man approaching once again.
The lights around the edge of the screen pulsed, and she leaned back in, taking the dildo in her mouth. The second time, her motions were smoother, her reflexes duller. It was easier to slide the fat cock into her throat, and less difficult to keep it there.
When the next gush of fluid came, she barely even reacted, slurping it down with little fuss. Clamping her lips over the rubbery cock, she pulled back, her nose ring clinking as she popped off the tip.
Sitting back, she watched the screen, waiting for another command. It blanked again, flashing blue before going dark. The cock jolted, the wet length rapidly withdrawing into the wall, the circular porthole snapping shut.
She blinked, the pleasant haze beginning to lift. Licking her lips, she mooed, a sudden burp interrupting her satisfaction. Her brow furrowed as she stared at the blank wall.
She had been fed again, as evidenced by her full belly. What had just happened to her?
There was a conspicuous hollow spot in her mind where her memories should be. Even her cognizance of the event was shaky, as though it was a dream.
It might as well be one, given how much she retained. The more she thought about it, the less she remembered. Uncertain, she sat back on her heels, but nothing came to mind. It was completely gone.
She didn't even know how long she had been staring at the wall. It couldn't have been more than an hour, but it was impossible to tell.
There was no clock in the cell, nor any other way of keeping time. There was no natural light, either, only continuous beams from soulless fluorescent bulbs.
Shrugging, she leaned forward onto her hooves. Since there was nothing else to do, she might as well get some practice in.
Arching her back, she pushed herself off the ground, keeping her front arms stiff. Balancing on her back hooves, she lifted her right arm, feeling out her left.
It was only recently that the pain had gone away, and she snorted with satisfaction as she ambled forward. Keeping up a reasonable gait required a lot of concentration, which was frustrating.
She knew that, with practice, this would become second nature, and she rather hated that fact. Once that occurred, it would be yet another sign that she was becoming habituated to this new reality, and she didn't want that.
It seemed like that was the only option left to her, however. She needed to get good at this to keep up the hope that escape might still be possible.
With that aim in mind, she focused on smoothing out her movements, first one set of legs, then another.
She hissed to herself, not sure when the terminology had flipped in her mind. With each passing day, she was becoming more like the animal they wanted her to be.
Shit. She had caught one hoof behind another, tangling herself up. Unable to arrest her momentum, she twisted and fell on her right shoulder, letting out a plaintive moo.
Resting for a moment, she sighed. That's what she got for being distracted. Worrying about the future was pointless, she had to focus on the here and now.
Gritting her teeth, she rolled onto her back and straightened her legs. From here, it wasn't that difficult to reset. All she had to do was sit up and place her hooves on the ground between her legs, like so. Then, she could start all over again.
Mooing, she pushed herself back up, wiggling her butt to dispel the ache from her fall. This time, she focused, making sure to keep her hooves coordinated, the heavy pads working to spread out her weight.
She made one circle, then another, pleased at how well she was progressing. It wasn't to the point where she could leave it on autopilot, but that time would soon arrive.
There came another electronic chirp, and she looked up at the wall. The screen was blazing with color once more, but the porthole had not reopened.
Chewing on her lip, she gave it a wide berth. Any time she got too involved with that thing, she seemed to lose her conception of time.
It was trying to tell her something, though. Wasn't it important for her to understand what was going on so that she could look for cracks in their security?
She shook her head, snorting. How would that help if she fell into another trance? Her thoughts were getting way too jumbled.
It was difficult for her to stay away, though. The flashing patterns were enticing, inviting her to step in closer.
She paced warily at the edge of her cell, making periodic glances at the display. There weren't any jarring sounds or white rubber guards, just more sparkles.
She mooed, blinking heavily. Surely it wouldn't hurt if she just took a short look. Her legs trembled, bringing her closer to the display, moving at an oblique angle. She stared at the floor until she was close, feeling the pressure of the colors beating against the side of her head.
Mooing again, she tilted her neck up and froze, transfixed. Trotting up to the display, she planted her fat ass on the floor, her eyes widening as the colors flickered.
There was movement embedded within, soft curves of skin, bodies rocking. A flush of heat licked over her chest, causing her nipples to tighten. Breathing slow, she rested her wrists on her thighs, cracking her legs open to expose her increasingly wet pussy.
Her body shuddered, arousal rising, but there was nowhere for it to go. She needed the help of another to satisfy the pulsing need in her belly, to fill the gaping hole in her core.
She tapped her hooves against the floor, mooing plaintively. She wanted what the display was showing her so much, she would do anything to achieve relief!
A thick piece of rubber wrapped around her throat, clicking shut at the rear. The upper edge dug into the bottom of her jaw line, forcing her head up.
She mooed in protest, but she was far too absorbed in the flickering screen to worry about it, not even when a leash clicked onto the ring dangling from the front.
Something dark dropped over the top of her head, and suddenly the sparkling lights were closer to her eyes, the trance becoming more intense. An elastic band was pulled around the back of her skull, keeping the flashing display in place.
A faint thought bubbled up through her brain, a series of letters - a V, then an R, but none of it made any sense to her. She didn't need to understand what was going on, not when her mind was totally captured by the tantalizing display!
Not even a pinch at her arm was sufficient to break her out of the fugue, her jaw dropping open as a gentle tug at the leash pulled her onto her feet.
She moved at a slow pace, following the insistent demand. She barely noticed as she crossed over a threshold, her hooves clopping against a concrete floor as she was led through a hallway.
Her brain was too occupied with the sparkling colors, a thrill running through her body. At a detached level, she recognized that she had been mesmerized, but there wasn't any reason to do anything about it!
She felt exceedingly good, skin on fire, waiting to be touched. Somehow, she understood that these desires would soon be fulfilled, so she continued following the leash, completely docile.
Losing track of time, she swallowed, licking up the slobber that had started to dribble out of her mouth. Mooing, she sped up, hoping that she would receive a reward soon.
A hand stroked down the back of her neck, soothing her. She leaned into it, enjoying the feel of human contact, even if it was muted by a rubbery coating.
Lights flashed in front of her eyes, a nude body swaying, curved oiled skin popping with fat nipples. Any thoughts that remained soon fled, her brain consumed with processing the raw sensations.
She was ready to be taken, to be used. Breathing hard, she mooed with desire, hoping that it would happen soon.
The hand stopped stroking her back, the leash tightening up. She followed the implicit command, careful to keep her balance as a hoof landed on a bump in the floor.
She couldn't see the obstruction, but it wasn't necessary. Her handler would guide her.
Moving forward, she jolted as the hand on her back pressed down firmly, the leash going slack. The other hand was now around her throat, holding her still.
She snorted, swinging her head in irritation at the sudden demand, but the device remained secure. The woman's oiled body leaned over, shooting her a submissive look.
Courtney calmed down as the hand remained steady, letting out a plaintive moo. She couldn't understand what was going on, couldn't even speculate. However, with the calm presence of the invisible handler, she somehow knew that things were going to be okay.
The calmness faded as several cold straps lifted up against her body, cradling her breastbone, belly and hips. They tightened up, reducing the weight on her feet. She shuddered, mooing in fear, hooves scrambling against the floor.
The hand gave her a sharp smack, but she couldn't help herself. She didn't like being held like this, and she wanted out, now!
There came an annoyed sigh, and the straps wound tighter, lifting her off the floor, her legs windmilling. She kicked out in distress, but hit nothing, her body suspended.
There came the clink of metal, something heavy attaching to her collar on either side. Mooing loudly, she jerked her head, discovering that rigid bars had been attached, limiting her movement.
These were soon followed by a belt that was cinched tight about her waist, more bars attached to prevent her from wiggling too much in the harness.
This only made her more angry, looking for another way to express her distaste. Arching her back, she wiggled in the straps like a dolphin, rattling them in a wicked cacophony.
A heavy set of headphones were clamped over her ears, the sparkling display intensifying. "Bad cow," hissed a hard voice, the words worming into her ears.
A discordant tone sounded, and her muscles went limp. She stopped struggling, stopped breathing, stopped existing.
This lasted for several heartbeats, and then she relaxed, her lungs working. Mouth hanging open, she suddenly retched, stomach heaving.
The muffled sound of a door opening echoed through the chamber, followed by the click of heels. "Calm her down," came the strict voice of the Doctor.
There came a murmured protest, another feminine voice. The Doctor hissed in annoyance. "I know it will sour the milk, I'm the one who developed the protocol! She needs to be calmed down so that she can get used to being treated like this."
Courtney strained, trying to hear the reply, but it only came through as more murmurs. "I know he likes to sample the virgin production run, but a frightened cow creates a poor aftertaste. He'll have to be satisfied with the second batch."



Another murmured question. "We'll worry about volume production later. I'll make sure he's notified when we're ready to move her to that stage, I'm sure he'll want to handle it personally."
The words sank into her brain, but the scattered light prevented her from making sense of them. She gnawed on her lip in an effort to reduce the anxiety tugging at her belly, too distracted to understand.
A hand wrapped around her right arm, holding it into the air. She jerked, letting out a weak moo as a cold substance was applied to her elbow. A loud tone played in her headphones again, and her body went limp a second time.
"Stay calm, cow," came the voice of the Doctor. "You don't want to injure yourself again. This is simply something to calm your nerves. Don't worry, this test run won't take that long. Soon you'll be quite looking forward to joining your herdmates for long hours in the stalls."
Confused, she made an interrogatory sputter, but the Doctor didn't seem interested in elaborating further. There came a familiar jab, then a rough pressure against her arm until a cotton swab dressing was applied.
"There, there, Show Girl. Just relax and listen to the soothing voice in your ears. This will become noisy with strange sensations, but I promise that you'll get used to it in no time."
Courtney breathed through her nose, her brow creasing. The way the Doctor had spoken made it seem as though she was using a proper name, but that wasn't right. She was Courtney Calhoun, dammit, and she wouldn't allow herself to... oh, those colors really were super pretty!
Sagging into the straps, she wrinkled her nose, feeling the weight of the headphones on her ears. It was all rather distracting, preventing her from properly thinking about anything.
Before she could explore that idea further, the pattern had changed, forming into another nude woman, this one standing on all fours.
The woman was rocking forward, her face flushed with pleasure, the indistinct form of a man moving behind her. Courtney's body was hot, arousal growing. Oh, how she wished that she could be that woman, enjoying getting fucked out of her mind!
There came a jolt at her waist, hands moving, attaching something to her belt. A thick strip was fed between her legs, forcing them apart. She grunted as she realized that fat knobs were being pressed into her pussy and ass, dildos mounted to a strip of leather.
She protested as the ghostly hand fed the knob into her butt with firm pressure, another hand pressing into her pelvis. "Bear down, cow," ordered the Doctor.
The voice of authority tickled the back of her mind, and she heaved. The knob popped into her hole, seating in her ass. She felt uncomfortably full, but this was only a prelude.
She hissed through her teeth as the second knob was pressed into her pussy, the length shoved roughly inside. She let out a moo, shuddering in the restraints.
"Stop protesting, these are trainee lengths," the Doctor informed her. "You'll learn to take larger plugs and like it soon enough."
The woman cavorting on her display seemed to agree, a smile on her face as she groped at her breasts.
Courtney resented her. She wasn't strapped down and being fed these bizarre plugs. She had the freedom to enjoy herself whenever and however she pleased!
The annoyed thought soon slipped away, lost in a cacophony of color as the Doctor cinched the front of the belt tight.
There came a metallic click, and the hands fell away. "You're ready to be pleasured," announced the Doctor. "Unfortunately, it gets more unpleasant from here. Stay with me."
She gasped as something cold was slathered onto her nipples. The Doctor ignored her distress, swirling the substance around in a circle.
This was soon followed by some fondling, fingers clamping down on her flesh, tugging her breasts towards the floor. She breathed hard, surprised at the sheer amount of pleasure that tingled through her sensitive skin. She felt ripe, heavy, ready to pop.
The Doctor flicked a finger over her nipple, extracting a gasp. "They're looking quite good, you're nearly ready to produce. Let's take you through a quick cycle so that you can get used to the noise and sensations."
She stopped playing with Courtney's breasts, and the swirling colors caught her again, the sleek curves of the lady shifting. The woman was leaning against a metal frame, nude, but there was no man behind her.
She was strapped down, her large chest dangling through a wooden board with circular cutouts. The woman bit her lower lip as clamps were applied to her nipples, face red with painful ecstasy.
The display flickered, repeating again, but this time small weights were applied to thick barbell piercings that dragged the woman's nipples down. Her thick flesh protruded, wobbling back and forth as a crop was applied to her ass.
When a sudden suction appeared on her own nipples, she wasn't surprised. The visuals were meant to get her prepared to be abused, and considering the sensations, it didn't feel quite as bad as what she had been shown.
She sighed, sagging into the straps. If it remained at the current level, she could handle it. The pinching pain wasn't good, but at least she didn't have weights dangling from her nipples!
There came a hissing pop, and her breasts jolted deeper inside the cups, the Doctor pushing them into position. Her nipples sank all the way to the bottom, where they pressed into small cylinders.
The Doctor let go of the cups, and they dangled freely, jerking on her flesh. Her eyes welled up with tears, arms tightening with tension. She wanted to lash out at someone, but she didn't know where the Doctor was positioned.
A hand wrapped around the back of her neck, clamping over her collar. "I can see the anger in your frame," the Doctor said coolly. "It is immaterial. You are a cow. You will be milked. It is your purpose."
Courtney snorted, annoyed that it sounded like another moo. Over all the indignities she had experienced so far, that one continued to be the worst. She just couldn't express herself!
A fat length was jammed into her open mouth, levering it open. She shook her head in an attempt to reject it, but the hands secured it behind her neck with efficient motions.
"Suck on that," the Doctor ordered. "It will help to calm you. Go on, we won't be able to start until you've gotten this out of your system."
Courtney gurgled around the gag, trying to push it out with her tongue. When that failed, she shifted her jaw, trying to make it more comfortable.
It didn't help that much. Grunting, she choked around the rounded length, saliva gathering at her lips. It naturally began to drool out, and there was nothing she could do about it.
Mooing, she kicked out her legs, striking nothing. A hand smacked her ass. "We have a lively one!" exclaimed the Doctor. "Even drugged up to the gills, you're still a fighter!"
Courtney grimaced around the gag, annoyed at her amusement. This wasn't a game, dammit, she was bound up in this bizarre torture device and... and oh!
The plugs in her pussy and ass began to vibrate, starting slow, but soon ramping up. She mooed into the gag, this time in pleasure, astounded by how much they were turning her on.
"That's a good cow," purred the Doctor, the hand returning to grab her butt cheek.
She groaned, wiggling her hips, but she couldn't get away from the Doctor, nor the inexorable buzz of the plugs, her insides tingling delightfully.
The Doctor let go of her ass, sliding her hand around until it dipped between her thighs, the tips of her fingers pressing into the belt right below her pussy. She applied swift pressure, forcing the vibrating plug deeper inside, chuckling when Courtney squealed and jiggled in the restraints.
"You're still struggling because you're under a common misapprehension," declared the Doctor, rocking the plug in a circle. "You still believe that you have a modicum of control, that someday you will escape our grasp."
The patterns on the headset suddenly vanished, leaving her sinking into a black void, completely blind. The headphones clicked, a dark chuckle sounding in her ears. "Nothing could be further from the truth. You see, I own you, and I have been given permission to do whatever I need to make you fit in. You're not a person, you're an animal, and I mean to prove it."
The outer cups on her chest jolted, pulling themselves tight against her breasts in a jerking motion. The smaller, inner cups over her nipples let go momentarily, a popping click sounding in her headphones as they clenched down again, squeezing her flesh.
Groaning against the gag, she blinked her eyes, a strange sparkling pattern painting over the dark void. She had experienced this before, in a blacked out closet, so dark that her brain made up its own stimuli.
It was disconcerting to experience it here, where there was no hope of escape. She clenched her eyes shut, hoping that the strangeness would go away.
It didn't help as much as she hoped, as now she could feel the swollen tenderness of her breasts being ravaged by the unfeeling machine. The rattling pop tugged on her enlarged tits, her breasts the size of melons. There was a pressure inside that was begging to be released, and it was only growing stronger the longer the tight cups jerked on her erect nipples.
Just when she thought that she might explode, there came an uncomfortable tug at her ass. Disturbed, she kicked out again, this time landing a solid hit against something that yielded.
A faint curse was audible through the headphones, and she smiled in satisfaction. Whoever it was had deserved it, she hoped that it had hurt a lot.
Her left leg was seized and lifted, a thick band wrapped under her knee. Clamping down on the gag, she tried to kick her way free, but the way it had been secured made this impossible.
She tried with her other leg, but it was also grabbed and bound, preventing her from doing further damage.
Both legs were now suspended in the air, in a pose reminiscent of swimming. She jerked forward, her entire body swaying, straining to reach the ground with her front legs.
She couldn't find the floor, which only increased her alarm further. She began thrusting them out in random directions, trying to find some purchase.
A front leg contacted some swaying tubing, and a sucking pump popped off her chest, the cup winding around her wrist. She mooed in alarm, becoming even more afraid, her mind lost in a sea of fear.
A firm hand grabbed her collar, yanking her back. "Naughty girl! You've made a right mess of things! Since you won't stop moving around, I'm afraid I'll have to use a stricter protocol with you."
The Doctor didn't sound particularly sorry. Courtney snorted through her nose, trying to pull away, a sudden rage boiling in her chest. That's right, wasn't she supposed to hate the Doctor?
She had somehow forgotten that fact along the way, but now it was front and center. Baring her teeth against the gag, she pulled hard, trying to yank the Doctor off her feet.
The grip on her collar slackened, and for a brief moment, she celebrated. However, it wasn't long before someone grabbed her wrists and chained them together, preventing her from lashing out to the sides.
This didn't stop her from using them together as a club, but even that was soon constrained, a chain attached and pulled taut until her arms were stretched out in front of her.
She was now completely bound, only capable of wobbling in the air. She mooed, turning her neck rapidly, gnawing on the gag.
The hand returned to her collar. "That's quite the temper tantrum, but you can see now that it's useless. There's nowhere for you to go, and the punishment for your actions shall be severe."
Someone tugged at the belt running down to her ass. "This next part will be uncomfortable, but you've earned it," hissed the Doctor.
Courtney groaned as the plug inside her butt deflated. What was the Doctor talking about?
There came a heavy tug, forcing her ass down. This was soon followed by a jerking sensation in her pussy as something was attached to the belt.
A sudden pressure appeared in her rectum, an unpleasant gurgle rushing into her belly. It didn't take long for her to figure out what had happened. A tube had been attached, and fluid was being pumped inside!
Too late, she realized that she hadn't been putting up any resistance. She shook her body side to side, but it was pointless. There was no way to dislodge the connection, the pressure slowly building as her belly bulged with the fluid.
A sharp stinging crack landed against her cheek, and she cried out. "The more you struggle, the worse it gets," said the Doctor in a measured tone. "If you want to be treated like a lesser being, by all means, persist with your behavior."
She rolled her eyes, a true terror displacing her anger. Her guts continued to gurgle, being pressurized through her ass. Would they continue pumping her up until something burst? This was intolerable!
She stopped struggling, letting herself go limp. She had no control over what they did next, but she needed them to stop!
Fortunately, the pulsing pressure slowed, the discomfort in her guts beginning to moderate. "Much better," declared the Doctor. "Remain still while we get you sorted, or I'll fill you so full you won't be able to poop right for a week!"
Trembling, she did as the Doctor ordered, complaining only a little as the tubing was untangled from around her wrist.
Her mind did a backflip, confusion growing. At some point, she had started thinking of her arms as legs. She wasn't sure when that had happened, but it must have been a while, as the terminology change felt pretty natural.
Bizarre, and also bad. The more she thought the way they wanted her to think, the more she became their obedient cow.
She didn't have much of a choice right now, of course, but she wanted to keep things clear in her mind. These were arms, not legs, and she had hands and feet hidden under those hoof capsules.
Probably. She didn't really know, but that made the most sense. They wouldn't have amputated and replaced her hands, would they?
No, that was silly. There would be no way to create the nerve endings needed for her to relearn how to balance if that had been the case.
She had to think that, as the alternative was truly horrifying. There was still hope that she could be rescued and returned to normal. Probably.
That's why she had to walk a fine line. She couldn't antagonize the staff too much, or they might disfigure her in a way that couldn't heal properly. She had to avoid that at all costs!
Snorting, she remained still. She would give them what they desired, for now, so that they would stop torturing her. An opportunity would arise eventually, and she had to preserve as much of her mental fortitude as she could for that day!
A hand patted her forearm. "Decided to be cooperative, have we? In just a moment, we'll get you hooked back up. Then the fun can begin!"
Courtney didn't like the sound of that, but there was nothing she could do. At least the plugs had stopped buzzing, and the remaining cup on her left breast was motionless.
It wouldn't stay that way for long, but the short reprieve was helping her to get used to the idea of being hooked up to this bizarre machinery. Fortunately, they had stopped pumping her guts full, the pressure slowly easing as the fluid flowed back out through the tubing.
She flinched as the cup was placed over her breast, the suction clamping it back into place. The Doctor flicked the surface, a full throated chuckle tickling her ears.
"Much better. We'll have you sliding into milkspace momentarily."
She frowned, full of questions, but even if she wasn't gagged, the best she could accomplish was an interrogatory moo. They weren't interested in her opinion, believing that they knew best.
They thought that they were caretakers, trainers, owners. She would have to figure out a way to prove them wrong!
Fingers walked down her belly, her bowels gurgling. "You can hold more, but this is enough to get you nice and clean. It's time to give you a good pump."
The cups on her chest jumped, which she expected, but the clicking pops were soon joined by a louder roar behind her. The tubing attached to her ass tugged hard on her hole, evacuating some of the fluid it had previously pumped in.
The sensation was quite uncomfortable, but she was relieved all the same. She wanted all of that crap gone!
Unwilling to wait any longer, she bore down, a gush of fluid and gas burbling into the tubing. She let out a sigh of relief as it was sucked away, her breasts tingling as they were worked on by the cups.
She barely noticed the pressure there, concentrating on expelling the rest of the fluid from her guts. One, two, three, push!
The next gush provided more relief from the pressure, and she sighed, gnawing on the gag. It was amazing how much better she felt without all that goop in her system!
With that distraction mostly eliminated, she started to notice the pain in her nipples. The clicking pop of the pumps worked merrily, sucking on her skin with brutal efficiency. Her flesh distended into the small cups, while the larger ones maintained a constant pressure, keeping the whole mechanism in place over her udders.
Her mind tripped over the word, and she let out a terrified chuckle through her nose. The way her breasts had swollen up from the injections had started to make them unwieldy, but she wasn't a cow. She had to remember that fact, no matter how much they treated her like a wild animal!
She noticed that she wasn't staring into blackness any longer, new patterns dancing across her vision. If she concentrated hard enough, she could catch glimpses of words being paraded through the sparkling lights.
Milkslut. Cow. Breeder. Obedient. Slave. Serve. Produce. Udders. Milk. Enjoy. Blank. Pleasure.
They swam, rippling in the noise, appearing and disappearing like waves, the pixelated letters throbbing in time with the milking cups. How long had those been there, soft suggestions, reprogramming her mind?
She shook her head, but of course that did nothing, the goggles tightly strapped to her skull. It was no use to protest with this gag in her mouth, and she had been trussed up like a slave.
All she could do was take it, and try to reject the words as they appeared. She was not a cow, not a... milkslut. She didn't have udders, these were her arms, and she was a twenty three year old professional, not some thing to be used and abused by rich assholes!
Then why was the action on her nipples starting to feel good?
She froze, her nostrils twitching as she took in short breaths, trying to deny the odd pleasure she had started to derive from her swollen nipples. They had gotten larger, fuller, and she was being tweaked in a way that felt better than she had ever remembered when fondling them by hand.
Damn. This was actually getting rather arousing, despite the residual pressure in her ass. She could probably solve that problem, at least.
Straining, she pushed more of the fluid out, surprised to be helped by a light suction. She was getting more comfortable now, but she knew better than to think that it would last for long.
The dildo in her pussy jolted back to life, creating a tingling anticipation. The picture was becoming clearer. They were using unpleasant measures to force her to accept this stimulation, hoping that she would become addicted to the pleasure.



Cowslut. The word rolled through her mind, and she shuddered. Her body was tense, aroused. It wouldn't take much to set her off, but she wouldn't give in, either.
She might love the idea of being fucked right now, but she was not a slut. Not a cow, either!
She frowned as her brain hiccuped, finding it more difficult than she would like to deny the insidious words.
Who she was, who she really was, appeared to be in some state of flux. For the first time in her life, she was worried about her sense of self!
An uncomfortable twinge shot through her belly and the uncertainty fled. Nonsense, she was Courtney Calhoun, the daughter of a rising executive! There was no way she would let that bastard Bradley turn her into a barnyard animal!
Straightening her back, she resolved to take the pleasure without yielding. Whatever the device did to her, she would withstand it. She was a pillar of strength!
Her legs were trembling now, a rush of pleasure from her pussy overwhelming her body. She rolled her eyes, recognizing it for what it was. An orgasm, but a small one, brought on by the implacable machine.
She gulped, her face hot with sweat. It had come on unexpectedly, and was sweeter than she had anticipated.
The possessive hand returned, stroking down her back. "You see now, don't you? Your body betrays you. We can inflict as much pleasure as we like, and you cannot stop us."
That was quite true, but she wouldn't simply give up! It didn't matter how good it felt, they couldn't control her mind!
It was getting more difficult to concentrate now, however, as the machines would not let her rest in the afterglow. The pressure was increasing on her breasts, becoming ever more painful, and the tube at her ass had been pulled, being replaced with something hard, larger than the previous plug.
It was twisted into place, and she grunted, feeling the gag tight against her face. The overall sensations were starting to become intolerable again, her breath wheezing through her nostrils.
Cumslut. Cowmilkers. Udders. She couldn't help herself, her brain was automatically reading the words, the ideas turning into images that floated through her mind.
Body twitching, rocking with the rhythm of the pumps, a man's cock rammed up her pussy, using her. Fuck, that idea had power. The insistent buzzing in her pussy rose, pushing her towards a second climax.
It was so close, just a little more!
Was there anything she could do to hasten its arrival? If she swung her arms forward, then squeezed her legs together, she might be able to create a kind of swimming motion in the air. Would the Doctor stop her?
When the next wave of pleasure came, she groaned, her neck tight in the posture collar. Screw it, she was going to give it a try, consequences be damned!
Pleasure whore. Doctor's bitch. Ignoring the new words, she clamped down around the gag, swallowing some of the slobber that had gathered. Pushing her arms forward, she waited until the chain tightened, preventing her from moving further.
A shock ran through her head. Of course! Why hadn't she thought of that sooner?
She knew why. She was being purposefully distracted in the hopes that they could soften her up to accept the horrible descriptions they kept feeding her.
Cowmaid. Milkwhore. She sighed, wrapping her bound hands together. They could insult her all they liked, but she was going to take control of this situation, make it hers.
Taking the slack out of the chain, she pulled steadily, swinging her body forward. Holding herself at the peak, she let go, her body swaying backwards. When she reached maximum deflection, she pulled again, setting up a rocking motion.
A dark chuckle filled her ears, but the Doctor didn't step in to stop her. They must not care that she was getting into it, believing that she was succumbing to the brainwashing.
Obedient cow. Breeding whore. The next words confirmed her guess, but she didn't have time for them. She was busy with the rocking, imagining that she was sitting on top of Bradley, fucking him for all he was worth.
He had always been something of a fop, and she had derived extra pleasure seducing him when he was dressed in one of his immaculate suits. The sperm stains had probably been rather embarrassing for him to explain, if he had bothered at all.
Thinking back, the man's staff was probably used to his escapades, and her behavior hadn't shamed him at all.
In fact, she was the one who had embarrassed herself, trusting that she had him all wrapped up when that clearly wasn't the case. He had strung her along, probably amused by her voraciousness, waiting until she became inconvenient.
That was really what galled her the most. She hadn't picked up on the hints before it was too late. How could she have missed the fact that he was planning on turning her into his bitch milkslave cowslut?
The words burned trails in her brain, and she blinked, realizing that she had gotten distracted by her ruminations, the headset feeding more nonsense into her head.
The spell was momentarily broken, a spike of fear shooting down her spine. She had almost forgotten herself, succumbing to the promise of more pleasure. Despite what she had told herself, she had never really been in control, no matter how much she had tried to rationalize it!
The possessive hand stroked over her back. "What's the matter, cow? Are you starting to realize how much you enjoy being treated like a cow slut slave?"
Her confidence made Courtney shudder. There was a kind of submissive streak buried deep within her, and this situation was bringing it out in spades!
Submissive. Obedient. Subservient. She shivered, finding with horror that these words were striking home.
No, that couldn't be. She was the one who had been stringing Bradley along, not the other way around!
The voice in her ears chuckled with a hint of a knowing grin. "When you fall apart, you submit. When you submit, you accept. When you accept, you become mine. You are a cow."
She shook her head, her movements constrained by the stiff collar. She had been forced into this position, she couldn't possibly like it!
The hand slapped her ass. "Just a little bit more, and you'll understand. It is time. You are ready to receive me."
The pumps on her chest kept throbbing, but the plug in her pussy turned off, leaving her wanting more. She wheezed through her nose at the intensity of the emotion, worrying that she was starting to lose herself.
Fuckslut. Cowslut. Milkslut. The last word triggered a discordant twang, which allowed her to momentarily throw off the conditioning. What was she thinking? It was crazy to believe anything the Doctor said!
Yet, here she was, completely at the Doctor's mercy, bound like a toy, awaiting her next move. She was still a human, though, dammit, and she would prove it!
Taking a deep breath, she suppressed the pleasure, focusing on the unpleasant clicks of the suction. Her breasts were tight, swollen to the max, teats stretched out into the cups. This wasn't pleasure, this was torture!
A jiggle came from her pussy, the dildo twisting inside her. Her hot tunnel gaped wide as it was removed, a rush of cool air tickling her inner lips. There was a short sense of freedom, but she knew that it wouldn't last for long.
Doctor's whore. Doctor's toy. Doctor's cow. Doctor's orders. The blurry words gave her warning, but it was still a shock when a fat dildo returned, this one larger than the last.
It sank all the way in, the exterior dotted with soft nubs that teased her tunnel, the base splitting her open. Her eyes widened as she let out a hissing breath, breasts jiggling from the pressure of the first thrust.
It was commanding, imperial. The Doctor knew how to fuck.
Gloved hands gripped her ass, squeezing her butt cheeks. "Now let's start the lesson," the Doctor said, her strict voice echoing in Courtney's ears. "You are still under the mistaken assumption that you are a free human, with thoughts and decisions that matter. I am here to disabuse you of that notion. The life you led, the person you were, that is irrelevant. In fact, I have not been provided those details, as they are unnecessary."
Courtney frowned at the surety in her voice. It was the confidence of someone who had done this many times before. How many women had been broken to her will, literally had the resistance fucked out of them?
What made her think that she would be any different? She frowned, unable to dismiss the sense of inevitability that was growing in her mind.
The hands on her ass squeezed tighter as the Doctor withdrew, her tunnel aching as the dildo paused near her opening. "Anticipation," whispered the Doctor, her words penetrating deep. "You are fully aware of your fate, but are helpless to stop it. You know that the pleasure will break you, but you want it all the same."
Courtney yanked her hooves apart, using the pain of the cuffs around her wrists to distract her from the demands of her body. There was nothing she wanted more than to relax and give in, but that would be the first step towards becoming the doctor's obedient pet.
Breeder. Cowslut. Pleasure. Inevitable. The rippling words sizzled in her vision, shifting from a cool blue to a lustful red. She gnawed on the gag in her mouth, trying to avoid repeating them in her mind.
It was becoming increasingly difficult, and the Doctor knew it. "You want this fake cock back in your hole, filling you to the brim. I can give it to you, all you must do is ask."
She drew swirls on Courtney's ass with her fingers. "I'm waiting," she said, an utter confidence imbuing her words. "Keep this up as long as you like, you know what the result will be. Just admit it."
The Doctor was right. She was barely holding on. The pressure on her nipples was unrelenting, demanding her attention, and the bulb in her ass was huge, priming her sensitive pussy. Not to mention the way her opening tingled around the thick dildo, throbbing with each passing moment.
Submit. Obey. Rejoice. The words made her shudder, her body vibrating with tension. She couldn't help herself, she had to repeat them!
Submit. Obey. Rejoice. There wasn't much of a choice, now was there? She has been primed for this, bound and stimulated until she could think of nothing else.
Submit. Obey. Rejoice. It wouldn't be so bad, would it? It wasn't the end of the road. She could always try again, resist when the time was right. She didn't have the fortitude left right now, and if she gave the Doctor what she wanted, she might be lulled into a false sense of superiority.
Submit. Obey. Rejoice. The words pounded in her mind, filling up her conscious thoughts with their presence. All she had to do was give in, and the promised ecstasy would be hers!
Submit. Obey. Rejoice. Cow.
Her eyes widened, nostrils flaring as she took in a deep breath. This was it. She was really going to do this, to pretend that she was the animal they wanted her to be!
Her breath exploded from within, rattling around the gag and through her nose. The moo transmitted through her head, sounding surprisingly loud to her ears. It was almost as though she was embracing her position, as if she really meant it!
That wasn't right, this was all an illusion. She couldn't be a freaking cow!
And then the dildo crammed back into her sodden tunnel, a rush of pleasure rocketing through her loins, making her knees weak.
She knew instantly that this orgasm was only possible through her submission. The sweetness of the reward was tempered by fear of the truth - that she had exploded simply from briefly accepting that she was their cow.
She quailed at this truth, mooing noisily as the Doctor used her hole with rough thrusts. The pressure inside her was rising, skin sensitizing, chest jiggling. The plug in her ass was jumping with every push, intensifying the pleasurable friction.
Another climax was already building, and this one was sure to be intense. Her entire body was swaying from the thrusts, from being used. Her breathing came in short little bursts, the mooing becoming almost continuous.
Cowslut. Cumslut. Milkslut. Explode.
Gurgling around the gag, the words dug deep into her psyche, the tubing on her breasts swaying, cups pumping.
The pressure increased further, and suddenly she knew. As the words commanded, her nipples were about to explode!
Snorting, she clamped down on the gag, her body becoming rigid. A dam broke open, a spray of fluid bursting forth into the cups.
With the initial seal breached, the volume increased, hot fluid gushing forth with every tug from the implacable machine. She filled the cups full, the tips of her breasts warmed by her own milk.
Click. Pop. Tug. Click. Pop. Tug.
She hissed, realizing that the Doctor had synchronized her thrusts with the tugs on her breasts, skipping every other beat.
"Concentrate, cow," came the Doctor's voice, low and commanding. "The more you relax into the rhythm, the sweeter the milk will be. You want to be rewarded, don't you?"
Did she? What did a reward look like for a cow like her anyway?
Slobbering over the gag, she blinked the sweat out of her eyes, straining to read the next set of words swimming in the patterns.
Milking. Joy. Fucking. Pleasure.
It was becoming obvious what they were trying to do. They wanted to link the idea of being milked with the raw pleasure of being fucked. If they could permanently associate the two ideas in her mind, she could be trained to enjoy the unusual sensations of milking, even seek them out!
Rolling her eyes, she groaned into the gag. She hated to admit it, but it seemed to be working. The pressure in her breasts had reduced, and the way they were wobbling together was enhancing the pleasure of being reamed out.
For a long while, she thought about nothing at all, simply taking in the pleasure. Her body rattled, jiggling from the force of the thrusts, milk squirting down the tubing.
It felt nice. It felt... fulfilling.
She blinked at that thought, a sense of alarm welling up within her. Was she giving up? Never!
Cowwhore. Massive udders. Megamilkers.
It was feeling better to produce with each passing moment, the gushing fluid expressing from her mammaries sending enjoyable tingles throughout her chest. She could really get used to being fucked like this, and the milking was the surprising cherry on top.
Getting into it, she slurped on the gag, wishing that it was real. She had never been much of a cocksucker, had never enjoyed it, but in her bound state, it gave her something useful to do.
Cockmilker. Cum receptacle. Mouthfucker.
She worked eagerly on the gag, pleased that the words approved of her behavior. It was fun to suck on the fake cock while she was being filled with another, her fat udders dangling into the cups.
She clamped her lips down, giving the gag a soft squeeze. To her surprise, something cool and sweet gushed into her mouth, filling it up.
Forced to swallow before it overwhelmed her, she gasped through her nose, enjoying the refreshing way it slid down her throat. The odd blockage near her voice box no longer bothered her, though it was still noticeable at moments like these, a reminder that they had stolen her voice away.
This didn't bother her as much as it might have, the Doctor's hot thrusts setting her on fire. Her tunnel pinged every time it was filled like a glove, shafts of pleasure spearing her pelvis, nipples sparking with delight.
She was headed towards a massive climax, unlike anything she had experienced before. She stared at the screen as it buzzed with more words, her eyes blank.
Rise. Orgasm. Explode. Forget.
She scanned over the words, again and again, the commands eating away at her mind. If there was nothing she could do to stop it, she might as well enjoy it, right?
Squeezing on the gag, she took another drink, sinking into the rhythm of pleasure. Her body was rising, feeling better and better, the fat thrusts filling her completely.
Staring dully at the patterns, she mooed softly through her nose, the pleasure coming with more urgency as the Doctor increased the pace. A sudden surge of need took her off guard, her body trembling on the edge.
The Doctor paused inside her, stroking her ass. "You have my permission, good cow. Experience everything your new life has to offer. Let go. Orgasm. Become."
Her vision whited out as the pleasure spiked, her body jerking in the restraints. Her breasts slapped together, the pumps still sucking out her milk, solid evidence of what she had been turned into.
A cow. A milking cow. A slut. A producer. An animal.
She didn't need the words now, repeating the mantra in her head over and over, savoring the pure pleasure that tingled throughout her body.
Gritting her teeth around the gag, she closed her eyes, riding the waves of pleasure that washed through her as the strange mantra sank deep into the depths of her brain.
Strange. During the entire session, she had never even considered closing her eyes to escape from the visual assault. Had that resistance already been programmed out of her?
This alarming thread of thought soon dissipated, vanishing into the throbbing pulses of ecstasy.
Cow. Slut. Obedient.
It was a sense of the perverse that caused her to repeat these words as mooing cries, enjoying the way they made her juice further. It was so wrong, but it felt so good!
The Doctor patted her back. "Good cow. This session is almost over. Now that you've been thoroughly broken in, you will submit to your next fucking with less drama."
The Doctor seemed quite sure of that fact, and she found it difficult to argue with her. Who wouldn't want to experience the mind bending orgasms of a proper cow slut?
She groaned against the gag, trying to shake off the thought. It was terrifying that she was even considering it!
The Doctor withdrew, the dildo dropping out of her sloppy pussy. She immediately felt its absence, mooing before she could think about what she was doing.
A light chuckle caressed her ears. "I know, cow, you love being filled. That will be your eventual role as a milk producer. You know, all of the best ones are pregnant."
The word shot through her mind like a bolt of lightning, and she mooed in protest. This was only greeted with a dark laugh, something thick being inserted into her wet tunnel.
With a quick twist, it was locked into place, secured to the belt. A faint jolt confirmed that the vibrator had returned, sealing her back up.
She enjoyed the welcoming buzz, her body relaxing into the restraints. After that huge orgasm, she wasn't all that interested in another, but she had to admit that the low level of pleasure complemented the continued sucking of the pumps on her chest.
There was still more milk coming, but her udders felt less full. She sighed, taking another drink from the gag, burping through her nose.
The headphones were silent, the Doctor leaving her alone to enjoy herself. The words had vanished from the display, leaving her to scrape together whatever resistance she could muster.
The problem was, she didn't feel like it. Grinning under the gag, she suckled on it some more, enjoying the tug of the pumps.



It felt good. It felt nice. It felt right.
Her eyes unfocused, tracing the ever moving patterns. She was unable to focus on anything, but there was still meaning in them. Had the words embedded themselves so deeply in her brain that she could no longer even recognize them in the shifting pixels?
That thought spiraled away as the patterns brought her ever deeper. She grinned like an idiot, happy to suck on the gag as her brain stopped working.
There she remained for an indeterminate period of time, pleasured by the machines until the pumps finished milking her dry.
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Chapter Four - Training
Courtney sat next to the pond, her eyes closed and legs extended, hooves jammed into the ground next to her thighs. The way the cool breeze played over her braided hair felt nice, the long length draped down her naked back.
It was a reminder of a task she was no longer capable of doing herself, like so many others. Decisions on what to wear and where to go used to fill her daily life, and now she didn't need to think about any of that at all.
If she looked at it objectively, there really wasn't much to think about here, beyond the faint escape plans she kept alive in the back of her mind. The idea sounded more preposterous with each passing day, however, given the strict surveillance and the number of guards.
She had spent a week observing their routine, coming to the conclusion that while they weren't always visible, they were always watching.
When the brown cow had gotten herself stuck in the fence, a group of guards had boiled out of a shack just beyond the gate, arriving to assist within a matter of minutes.
There were cameras covering every angle, which meant that her only opportunity for freedom would require a distraction or a disguise, neither of which she had access to.
The other cows were nice enough, but trying to explain such concepts to them was a losing battle. They didn't appear to have the mental capacity to put one of her plans into action, even if she could make them understand.
Worse, she could tell that she wasn't immune to the general malaise that had seized them. It was just easier to sit around and enjoy the fine weather, with nothing at all going on in her mind.
She wasn't certain whether to blame this on the drugs they kept injecting, the training regimen, or the milking sessions. She shivered at the feeling of fullness in her breasts, a warning that she was soon due another session.
Once they guided her into the milking frame and put on the visor and headphones, she was already in another world. The last time, she had barely even noticed when the milking cups and pleasure belt were attached, succumbing to the pleasure without any instructions at all.
They knew what they were doing, dammit! With each session, she could feel her mind slipping further away. She would have to make a break for it soon, or she might not make it out at all!
Sighing, she pushed away her fears, trying to organize her thoughts. How long had she been here now?
It couldn't have been much more than a month, but it was becoming increasingly hard to tell. She left surreptitious scratches around the pasture to mark the days, but sometimes she was corralled inside for extended periods of time.
If she went by her record, it had been about three weeks, but she suspected that it had been quite a bit longer. In that time, her front leg had healed, allowing her to start training with the others.
Her body had become sleeker, more muscular, and her coloration had darkened, leaving her with black blotches on her skin. It wasn't a stretch to say that she looked like a holstein, and she rather felt like one, too.
Her udders had stretched, becoming fuller, swollen with milk. They were much more sensitive, which was why she grimaced when an inquisitive nose pressed into her nipple.
Frowning, she popped her eyes open, already knowing what she would see. Sure enough, Prancer was sitting there, her tongue hanging out in a cheeky manner, huge breasts squeezed between her front legs.
Courtney's thick lips parted, a sharp moo escaping her throat. The other cow looked up, amusement dancing in her dull eyes. She didn't look apologetic at all.
Wrinkling her nose, she leaned forward, placing her front legs in front of her swollen udders to block off her nipples. Prancer batted her eyes, tilting her head down in a coy invitation.
Courtney was about to sniff and turn away, but the telltale lumbering noise of a group of curious cows was approaching from her left.
They were led by the one she had dubbed 'Brown Missy,' her massive udders swaying as she approached with bovine grace. Trundling up to Courtney, she collapsed onto her belly, setting her head on Courtney's shoulder.
Courtney rolled her eyes, as she knew what the other cow wanted from her. Pursing her lips, she snorted, the ring rattling in her nostrils.
In response, the brown cow gave her a short moo, jutting out her tongue to lick at Courtney's neck. The other cows rambled closer, gathering around Prancer, their udders hanging within her field of view.
Prancer raised her eyebrows, her mouth sliding into a leer. Brown Missy pressed her chin deeper into Courtney's neck until she sighed, giving in with a sharp moo.
Leaning forward, she used her front legs as leverage to swing her ass out high into the air. Balanced on all fours, she watched the ground, waiting patiently for the greedy cows to slide into position.
Prancer and Brown Missy were soon under her drooping breasts, their horns tangling with a soft click. They mooed in amusement, dark eyes twinkling. Jostling together, their lips stretched out to seize hold of her nipples, followed by a pair of needy tongues.
She took in a deep breath, her front legs trembling as the cows set to work, tongues laving over her nipples. It felt nothing like being worked over by the pumps, but it was almost as good.
As they licked and sucked, the pressure peaked, followed by a trickle of milk as her udders began to drain. She shuddered with pleasure, rolling her eyes and mooing heavily as the cows drank down whatever she could produce.
They became more aggressive, tugging at her teats with their teeth. Her nipples were on fire, gushing in streams. She was being milked by them, feeding them with her own sweet fluid! Oh, that felt amazing!
Mooing with pleasure, she enjoyed the strange orgasm triggered by her nipples, her body shaking like a leaf. The cows noticed the change in her demeanor and backed off, licking her softly to reduce the stimulation.
It was almost as good as being in the machine, locked up and forcibly milked. If she closed her eyes, she could imagine what it felt like. If only she had something thick and hard crammed into her hot, wet pussy, splitting her open!
The honk of a horn broke her out of her reverie, a flush of shame rushing through her body. The Doctor had suggested that this might happen to her, and she was right. That didn't mean she had to like the fact that she was becoming a cowslut, just like they wanted!
There was no time for further ruminations. The other cows had rolled out from under her, taking up positions on either side.
When Prancer noticed her gaze, her eyes hooded, lip curling into a leer. She knew that the favor they had granted was expected to be repaid.
Courtney turned away, pawing at the ground. Yeah, yeah. It wouldn't even be that bad, except for the fact that it made her feel less human every time she sucked down the milk from one of the other cows.
Their attention had turned back to the fence, where the gate was being opened. A line of workers wearing orange rubber suits were stationed on one side, the Doctor in red standing at the end to observe the action.
Much like at feeding time, the cows pressed up against each other in their eagerness to approach the opening, but Courtney hung back. Prancer gave her a moo, but didn't wait for her, ass wagging in the air as she stacked up with the others.
Pursing her lips, Courtney got up on her legs, taking the same pose as the others. It felt weird to walk around in this fashion, but due to the angle of her hooves, it seemed to work better than standing up like a human.
She could still do it if she tried, but the other cows didn't seem to bother, and she didn't want to stand out. The last time she had attempted an escape had ended with more electric shocks and nasty bruises.
It was better to fit in, to mimic the other cows as much as possible, until she found the opportunity she was looking for. Shuffling up to the crowd, she mooed, watching the workers critically.
They were busy applying a halter to the cow in front, a large woman with muscled thighs and massive udders. Once the bar gag was set in her mouth, a leash was attached to her neck, and she was led away, fat ass wobbling.
Courtney knew what this was about, and her mind raced. They were being taken to be exercised. In theory, there should be mistakes in their operating procedures she could exploit, but so far she hadn't found anything useful.
For the last week, they had been chained together and taken for walks around a dirt track, which meant that she was forced to go along with the herd.
Those sessions hadn't required nearly as many workers to oversee, so this must be something special. All she would have to do was find a way to distract her handler and she'd be able to escape!
To where, precisely, she didn't know, but at the very least, she would be able to do some scouting that would help her with future missions.
She grinned cynically to herself. She was starting to lose hope that she would ever be rescued, and the clock was ticking. With every day that passed, she was becoming more and more cowlike, accepting their training without protest.
It wasn't like she had much of a choice. If she laid around like a lazy slob, the other cows would come and bother her until she got up and played with them.
That was probably the whole point of having them grouped together as a herd. It enforced conformity, made their trainees want to be like each other to fit in.
She hated to admit it, but it was working just as they intended. Without Prancer and Brown Missy, she probably would have dragged her heels far more than she had. They were just so friendly, how could she deny their gentle nudges?
She watched as Brown Missy trotted up to one of the handlers, bowing her head submissively to be harnessed. Once the leather straps were placed around her head, she mooed through the gag, happily following the anonymous rubber worker down the dirt road.
Courtney lined up behind Prancer, watching the dust Brown Missy kicked up as she rounded the corner of the building. Excitement boiled in her chest. She had never been taken back there before, and she was eager to discover more of this place's secrets.
The farm appeared to be well established, possibly an old facility used for dairy cows before it had been repurposed to support the humanoid variety. The dirty exteriors certainly seemed to support that idea, though the construction was fairly modern.
She sighed as Prancer's leash rattled, the cow pausing to give her a baleful look before she trotted off. What could she have meant by that?
Was it a warning for her to stay out of trouble? Too bad. This place had brought it on itself when they had decided to kidnap her!
She mooed in a spirited fashion, sitting down on her ass as she waited for the next handler to approach. The colors on the worker's visor spun wildly, her orange lips spread wide in a synthetic grin.
"I see that you are ready to be exercised, Show Girl," said the attendant in a smooth voice. "Please, stay still."
She approached with a mechanical stride, her hands filled with straps. Courtney grimaced, but allowed the handler to wrap them around her head, placing the rubber bar in her mouth.
She clamped down on it hard, eyes straining to watch the Doctor. Her arch nemesis was sitting nonchalantly against the hood of a UTV, red boots crossed.
It would be a mistake to think that she was bored, as her eyes watched them like hawks, her gloved fingers stroking a crop. Courtney shuddered, remembering what it had felt like to be whipped with that implement.
She tried to avoid bad behavior in front of the Doctor these days. Being punished publicly only distressed the other cows, and she wasn't gaining anything with her disobedience. It was much better to leave them guessing at her remaining resistance, to strike when they were least expecting it!
A thick rubber collar was wrapped around her neck, tall and stiff enough to lock her in one position. It wasn't terribly comfortable, and limited her field of view. It would make any attempt at escape even more difficult.
She knew that it had been coming, so she didn't curse her bad luck. It was all her fault, really - she had demonstrated in the past their need for more control.
She snorted as the handler patted the back of her neck, attaching a leash to the front. When she tugged on the line, Courtney leaned onto her legs and shuffled along behind, watching the woman's winking ass cheeks, clearly visible through the skintight orange rubber.
As they passed the Doctor, Courtney gave her a glare. The Doctor noticed, returning it with a cruel smile, prodding her in the shoulder with the crop.
Courtney shuddered, feeling better as they rounded the corner, away from her oversight. Ambling along, she lifted her head, taking in the buildings.
There were a series of barns on her right, made out of corrugated steel, their door shutters closed up tight. A set of large tanks painted white sitting outside the closest barn suggested that this might be a milk processing center.
Who or what would use the milk they produced was rather a mystery. She doubted it tasted as good as cow's milk, though she could imagine it being used as a baby formula substitute.
The advertising campaign would almost write itself - wholesome, healthy, natural. They wouldn't be able to admit where they got it from, however, nor the fact that their producers were effectively slaves.
The other, darker possibility was that this was a breeding farm for the elites. The ultra rich were just as human as the rest of them, and their money allowed them to indulge in sexual fetishes and taboos far more easily than others.
Would they pay to have sex with humanoid cows and drink their milk? There was little doubt in her mind that they would.
She shuddered as they crossed an intersection, glancing right. Down past a barn, the road became paved, leading up to the driveway of a ranch house. The road continued past it, looping around to the right, headed for a steel wall further out.
She had seen the wall a few times, and it was rather worrisome. Unlike the paddock, it had been designed with stricter security measures in mind.
Vertical steel bars four times her height had been concreted into the ground, with cameras mounted on poles at regular intervals.
From here, she could catch a glimpse of a gatehouse controlling the road, a boom installed to prevent unauthorized entry. This place was more like a prison than a farm!
It must have been expensive to build, though she doubted that this level of security was consistent around the entire compound. There might be a back exit, or a gap caused by a waterway she could use. She just needed the opportunity to explore!
A tug at her collar made her realize that she had slowed, and she increased her pace to make the handler happy.
She mooed, hearing a reply from Prancer up ahead. That's right, she was a dumb cow, minding her own business. There was nothing for their handlers to worry about, she would obey their every command.
For now. Spreading her lips wide in a grin, she clamped her teeth around the gag, imagining what it would be like if her position was swapped with the Doctor's.
What would she feel like to have her hands turned into useless hooves and her chest enhanced into sloshing melons? She might just break down in front of her, demanding severe punishment!
She visualized whipping the Doctor's back until it was raw and bloody under that stupid rubber suit she wore. She wouldn't be so haughty then, now would she?
Courtney let the vision go, pleased at the way her body was moving. Her front leg wasn't hurting at all now, and she had gotten in enough practice that she could move on autopilot. That was very helpful, as she could now use her mind for other things, like speculate about what the building up ahead was for.
There was a concrete ramp leading up to a door that had been propped open, the faint scent of chlorine hitting her nostrils. She frowned, watching as Brown Missy was led through with nary a concern, her ass lurching as she stepped on the door plate.
Courtney's eyes darted across the exterior of the building. It looked older than the other barns, built out of stained wooden planks. Pipes ran out the side, into a system of pumps and tanks, smaller than the ones she had seen on the other barn.
All of the evidence was adding up. This was a pool!
Suddenly eager, she took a few steps forward, stretching the leash. The handler held her back, giving the line a tug. "Hold on there, Show Girl. You have to wait your turn!"
Courtney mooed, but she subsided, allowing Prancer to mount the ramp in front of her. The other cow curved her head, giving Courtney a slight smirk, a twinkle sparkling in her dull eyes.
Yeah, yeah, enjoy it while you can, little raccoon! She'd get her comeuppance the next time Courtney had a chance to ravish those breasts of hers!
She gave the cow a scowl, but she couldn't be angry for long. There was something about Prancer that was both infuriating and disarming at the same time.
The attendant smacked her ass. "Move, cow, there's no time for dallying."
Courtney mooed, annoyed at both herself and Prancer. She was getting far too distracted today. She needed to be focused!
She smelled more chlorine as she passed through the door, her hooves clopping on the concrete floor. She took in a deep breath and paused in astonishment at the breadth of the facility.
Off to her right was a large, rounded basin, where a group of cows seemed to be happily relaxing with towels perched on their heads.
She had never seen cows with their color patterns before, which indicated that the farm was much larger than she had anticipated.
Her stomach twisted at the thought. How many ladies would be kidnapped off the streets and twisted into brainless milkers?
The cows certainly didn't seem displeased by their current situation, however. In fact, they were rather enjoying their relaxing soak.
They snorted as a loud, excited moo echoed from the rear of the barn, one of them sinking a little deeper, her ears fluttering.
Courtney looked up in time to spot a cow shooting out of a red tube, her legs flailing as she splashed into a deep pool.
She scanned the tube upwards, her eyes moving over loop after loop, until she spotted the staircase in the rear where more cows were awaiting their turn. This place was like an indoor water park!
A sudden excitement burned in her chest, her legs trembling. She had been corralled with the others for so long, she had thought that she would never experience this kind of pure fun ever again!
Licking the spit off her gag, she tempered her eagerness. It wouldn't be a good idea to let them see that she wanted to join those cows, or they might use it against her.
Sighing, she brought her attention back to the cows in front of her. Prancer was standing on a blue tiled floor, the surface faded, but clean, leading up to the edge of a narrow pool. A set of stairs led down into the churning blue surface, where Brown Missy had just leaped in.
An attendant led Brown Missy down the pool with a long leash, giving it a tug whenever the cow slowed down. It soon became obvious that she was starting to struggle, however, her hooves churning without providing any momentum.
Her head rose above the water, and she began to panic, her eyes going wide. Courtney lunged forward, mooing herself. Couldn't they see that they were going to drown her?
The handler held her back with a tight grip, wrapping the end of her leash loosely around a hook mounted to the wall. "Calm down, Show Girl, I will go assist. It is not unusual for her to struggle."



Her handler strode over to a locker, cracking it open and reaching inside. Pulling out a shiny bundle, she moved over to the pool with an urgent step, tossing it over the railing while holding onto an attached line.
Courtney's surprised brain registered the crushed cans as they hit the water, creating a sudden clatter. Brown Missy was spooked, and the cow started paddling, desperate to escape the sudden noise.
The cans were dragged to the side of the pool, banging against the concrete lip. As the cow paddled along, the cans were moved up behind her, motivating her to keep moving.
Courtney frowned. It was a rather crude stimulus, and she was surprised that it had worked. Only someone with low intelligence would be afraid of soda cans banging together.
Oh, right. She had forgotten who she was dealing with here.
In her time at the farm, the other cows had only demonstrated a crude intelligence, though sometimes a flash of something more appeared. It was a byproduct of the training, she was sure, since it was becoming more and more difficult to think of her arms as anything other than legs.
It was very annoying, and she meant to do something about it. Now!
Watching her attendant with a wary eye, she confirmed that the woman was still busy with the recalcitrant cow. She had failed to secure Courtney's leash tightly, and she still had the use of her mouth. This was her chance!
Sidling up to the wall, she took the end of the leash in her teeth, turning her head in a figure eight to pull it free. Keeping her jaw clenched to keep it from dropping to the floor, she took a quick look at the proceedings.
Brown Missy was halfway down the pool, the cans still making a racket. Prancer was being led by her attendant to the start of the pool, her large breasts bobbing.
The cow's head curved around, wide eyes taking in Courtney with the leash in her mouth. Courtney held her breath, wondering if she was about to be given up.
Instead, there was a twinkle in the cow's eyes, her lips curving into a secret smile. She paused at the pool stairs, her hoof resting on the edge.
When the clanking of the cans came again, she jerked away from her handler, forcing the rubber clad woman off balance. She hissed and tried to regain control, but with a sudden sway of her ass, Prancer smashed into the woman's legs, neatly tossing her into the pool.
Courtney whirled about, knowing that this was her best opportunity to escape. In all the confusion, it would take them some time to realize that she was missing!
On tenterhooks, she ignored the cacophony going on behind her, moderating her speed to avoid making too much noise.
It probably didn't matter too much with everyone looking at the pool, but if she kept up an unhurried pace, it wouldn't take long for her to get to the open door, stepping through into the bright sunshine and clean air.
There. She grinned to herself as she trotted down the concrete ramp, immediately turning to her left and hugging the side of the barn. Using as much speed as she dared, she rounded the corner and leaned against the warm steel, straightening up for the first time in ages.
Letting out a long, shuddering breath, she scanned her surroundings, forced to tilt her shoulders due to the tight collar. There was nobody around, thank goodness. With her spots, general nudity, hooves, and absurd udders, there was no way she would be able to convince anyone she wasn't a cow if they caught her in the open.
She dropped the leash from her mouth, immediately regretting her decision. It was going to dangle around all over the place, and she couldn't remove it with her hoof hands.
She narrowed her eyes. Actually, this might not be a bad thing. If they caught her, she would simply pretend that she had gotten lost. They could hardly question her when the best she could do was a loud moo.
Straightening her back, she grunted at the pain. Her muscles were protesting being in this position, and she felt unsteady on her feet. The way her hooves tilted forward made it difficult to walk like a human, though she had practiced whenever she could hide from the cameras.
She took a couple of shuffling steps, then gave up, leaning back over into the posture of a cow. She hated to do it, but it would be best not to alert the guards that she still retained her intelligence.
Snorting, she wiggled her nose ring, looking around for her next destination. An inquisitive black and white face suddenly shoved around the corner, letting out a short moo.
Shocked, Courtney froze in alarm. The black and white cow winked at her, trotting up to her belly and giving her a lick.
Courtney shook her head. Somehow, the other cow had escaped as well, and there wasn't even a leash on her collar. It wasn't clear how she had gotten it off, but it didn't matter. She didn't want or need a companion for this reconnaissance mission!
She nudged Prancer in the shoulder with her hoof, challenging her with a sharp moo. The cow stopped licking, bending her neck up to look her in the eyes.
There was that strange intelligence in their depths that seemed to shine through at odd moments. Did she know more than she let on?
The cow winked at her and turned around, trotting out into the center of the road. Looking back, she winked again and tossed her head, as if she was encouraging Courtney to follow.
She pressed her ass against the barn, confused. There was something about this situation that was bothering her.
She had lived with this cow for a month, and had never seen anything like this from her before. Was her friendliness a lie, meant to lull her into a false sense of trust?
If she didn't follow the cow, though, she would definitely be missing out on something interesting. She certainly didn't have any other destination in mind.
Prancer stopped a few lengths down, turning to face her and letting out an inviting moo, her eyebrow raised.
Letting out a long sigh, Courtney groaned and shook her head. She wouldn't find out what was going on with that cow unless she followed her, and her curiosity had been thoroughly roused.
She scowled as the leash dragged along the ground, requiring her to be careful with her steps. She really wished that she hadn't dropped it now, but that couldn't be helped.
When she reached the center of the road, she looked up, surprised to find that Prancer had moved on ahead, looping around to the left. She followed her, gulping when she realized that they were on the path that led up to the house she had seen earlier.
Surely there would be plenty of electronic surveillance, and they would be picked up by it immediately, right?
Prancer didn't seem to care, picking up the pace, almost skipping as she reached the paved section of the roadway.
Well, if she didn't care, Courtney didn't either. She was curious about the ranch house anyway. It might be living quarters for the Doctor and her staff, or it might act as a command post. This presented both high risk and high reward opportunities for her to learn more about their operation.
As they closed in, Courtney thought that Prancer was going to dance up the wooden front steps, but she turned to the right at the last second, marching in front of the veranda.
Not as brave as the other cow, Courtney eyed the house with a leery eye, looking for security systems. There were a set of antennas and microwave dishes mounted on the roof next to the chimney, possibly for domestic purposes.
The glimmer of a black lens near the front door caught her attention, and her heart pounded faster. They were walking right through its field of view, and if the alarm had been raised, a group of rubber clad guards would probably be sent to apprehend them immediately.
There was nothing she could do about that now, however, except to trust that Prancer knew what she was doing.
She shook her head in disbelief. Prancer had never shown herself to be anything more than one of the cows, sunning and generally enjoying herself. And being nosy, getting all up in her business, and making sure that she fit in with the others.
Her suspicions roused, she arched her brows, scooting up as close as she could to the blue siding. No, that was a silly thought. Prancer wasn't some kind of secret agent. For heaven's sake, she was a cow, like the rest of them!
She shuddered, moving up closer behind Prancer's swaying butt. Her thinking was getting all twisted. She was not a cow, no matter how much they tried to convince her otherwise!
And yet, she had clearly grouped herself in with them, thought herself as one of them. That wasn't good, this place was changing her, both physically and mentally!
She was forced to come to a halt as Prancer slowed down, maneuvering around a concrete box containing a pair of angled doors.
They were painted red, clearly not meant to be hidden. Prancer dipped down, taking the handle in her teeth and giving it a tug. It popped up far enough for her to insert a front leg. The cow lifted her head, giving her a grin.
Courtney frowned and snorted, tossing her head. Heading into a dark, underground space wasn't exactly at the top of her to-do list.
She wanted to know more about this place, though, didn't she? Wandering around until they caught her and put her back in the paddock wouldn't tell her much, now would it?
Moving in, she stuck her front leg into the gap, helping the other cow to lever the door open. Before Courtney could stop her, Prancer kicked out with her leg, forcing it all the way over.
She winced, tension gnawing at her mind, but the hinges stopped the door's momentum with barely a squeak. Prancer grinned at her, mooing with satisfaction.
Turning, she stepped into the dark interior, leading the way down the concrete steps. Courtney watched her, gulping at the way the pit yawned in front of her. She had always possessed a touch of claustrophobia, and this wasn't helping.
Fortunately, before Prancer's body disappeared entirely, a light snapped on in the angled ceiling above, illuminating the steel casing on the walls.
It was utilitarian, austere, and deep. Courtney took in a deep breath, stuffing back her fear as she stepped over the threshold.
Her legs wobbled as she descended, eyes straining to make out the bottom. Prancer seemed unconcerned, her footing solid as she passed an invisible threshold, the next light snapping on.
Just how far did this staircase go? Had this originally been built to be a fallout shelter?
Her curiosity spiked, overwhelming her fear. Just where was Prancer taking her? Who was she?
There was only one way to find out!
Concentrating on her feet, she worked her way down the steps, pausing after about two floors to judge her progress.
Bending her head, she could see the bright sky through the open cellar door, far enough away that it seemed like a picture frame. If she needed to escape, she could. She wasn't trapped.
Her heart pounded in her chest. It was easy to think that, but much harder to convince the primitive parts of her brain that she was safe.
She slowed her breathing, shuddering as she turned back towards the darkness. Prancer was waiting calmly, a bland expression on her face. She mooed, wrinkling her nose, eyelids drooping.
She didn't seem to care about the spooky atmosphere. Well then, neither would she!
Filled with new resolve, she stiffened her front legs, climbing down the stairs with purpose. Her udders swayed precariously, swollen with milk, but she ignored the pressure within.
She still had some time yet before milking became urgent, which reminded her about how reliant she was on the farm's staff for her daily needs. If she did find a way to escape, how long would she survive before she had to give up and plead with them to take her back in?
She blinked, realizing that her sour ruminations had at least allowed her to finish the descent without further trouble. She had miraculously managed to avoid tangling herself up in the leash, and the landing was right in front of her, Prancer's body lit by a lone light mounted high on the wall.
Biting her lower lip, she sniffed, moving forward to join the other cow at the entrance to a dark hallway. It could easily fit two cars side by side, expansion joints marked in the concrete floor. A few lengths down, there were a pair of silvery elevator doors, currently dark and silent. Looking up, she stared at the high ceiling, noting the thick metal trusses and shivered.
This was definitely giving her end of the world vibes. Evil genius, even. Was Prancer taking her to the lair of the Doctor, or was she the true mastermind behind this operation?
A warm nose pressed into her side, and she jumped, letting out an involuntary moo. Prancer gave her a cheeky grin and rolled her eyes down the hall, as if to say, 'shall we?'
Courtney was feeling real trepidation about this place, and she wanted nothing to do with this spooky mess. Unfortunately, she was in too deep now. There was so much she didn't understand, and her curiosity was killing her!
She took a hesitant step, then another, admonishing her trembling legs. Yes, she wasn't supposed to be here, but that was the entire point. If Prancer hadn't been helping her through this, would she have run in fear?
She couldn't allow it. She had to be at least as steadfast as the other cow. She had to proceed, or she might as well climb back up and present herself to the guards and accept her fate.
Fortified with this extra resolve, she forced herself past the elevator, eyeing the blank panel and rounded light above. It didn't appear energized, but that could change at any moment. She wouldn't allow herself to be surprised, determined to figure this out before she was inevitably captured.
Strangely, that made her feel better. The goal here wasn't to escape unmolested. This was strictly an intelligence gathering operation.
More lights snapped on, illuminating a large set of sliding doors ahead, a seam running from the floor to the ceiling. They were currently shut tight, but there was a smaller door mounted into the larger door at the bottom right.
A rectangular panel was mounted to one side with a gleaming red light shining below. Access controlled. It looked like they weren't going to get through that way.
She breathed out a sigh of relief and stopped, rather ashamed of herself. Didn't she want to know what was going on here?
Prancer trotted up to the door, stretching out her neck so that her ear tag brushed up against the card reader. It beeped, flashing green, and the cow turned to take the handle in her teeth. With a practiced motion, she twisted it down, bracing her hooves on the floor to pull it open.
Astonished, Courtney sat there like an idiot, her mouth agape as she watched Prancer use her legs to pin it against the wall. Resting against the door, Prancer jerked her head.
Come on. Let's go.
She could imagine the words with a tinkle of amusement behind them, as if the other cow was enjoying her consternation. Courtney mooed, her face settling into a frown. This might be all fun and games to her, but Courtney had no idea what she was about to step into!
Snorting, she stepped through the open doorway into blackness, her eyes straining to see. There was a source of light off in the distance, but it was diffused, highlighting the curve of the outer wall.
That wasn't much to go by. The concrete floor ramped downwards from here, making it trickier to navigate than the staircase. She hesitated, unwilling to move further into the cool room until she got a better idea of her footing.
Prancer mooed confidently, letting the door swing shut behind her as she passed Courtney, stepping onto the ramp. As her hooves tapped against the hard surface, lights popped on from either side, casting shadows over her heavy udders.
Some of the light scattered upwards, giving Courtney a glimpse of the shallow curves flanking the ramp. The surface was a matte black, silver lines separating the surface into rectangles, like solar panels.
It was almost as though they were walking down into the center of a gigantic eggshell. What would they find down at the bottom? And what was going on with that pulsing light source on the back wall?
Her brows narrowed as she worked her way down the ramp, feeling as though she was treading towards her doom. There was something wrong about all this. A cow with security access simply didn't make any sense unless Prancer was some sort of prison trustee, complicit with the Doctor.
Before she could elaborate on that disturbing thought further, she found her hooves on level ground. Prancer soon halted, her body flexing in the shadows. Raising her head, she let out a loud, authoritative moo.
The light flickering on the back wall broadened, a clatter echoing throughout the chamber. The room was suddenly flooded with horizontal light, her vision washing out.
Closing her eyes reflexively, she looked down, taking in a deep breath as she blinked, trying to adjust. The floor was made out of sparkling concrete, the reflected light dazzling her. There was something embedded in the mix, but she just couldn't understand it, not with the way the light was assaulting her whenever she shifted her head.
Forced to close her eyes once again, she reflexively lifted a hoof in front of her face. Swallowing, she tried again, and gasped.
The chamber was enormous, its domed roof curving high above. The eggshell was coated with more of the panels she had seen earlier, absorbing the light like tiny black holes.
With its height, the top likely came close to impinging on the bottom floor of the house. Or perhaps the house had been built solely to house this room?
Her eyes flicked down to the area they were standing in. A large, flat circle was built into the base of the room, two semicircular trenches running around the periphery.
In the center was mounted a pair of gleaming silver shells, the sides spiraling outwards like mollusks. She wanted to investigate them further, but the curved expanses gleamed too brightly to look at for long.
A figure stepped into the rounded hollow at the base of the eggshell, and the spotlights tilted up, pointing towards the ceiling. Her aching eyes were finally able to adjust, and she froze, stunned at what she saw.
There was the Doctor, dressed in her skin tight red rubber suit, her hands positioned calmly at her sides next to her strict corset. A small black fascinator with a glossy red bow was perched on the side of her head, pinned into her brown hair. A tight bun was tied at the rear, a white strip wound into the center.
Her lips curved into a bright smile when she spotted Prancer, her heels clicking against the concrete as she strode up to the beaming cow. Reaching out, she curled a hand around the woman's neck, giving her a soft scratch with her long, painted nails.
Prancer closed her eyes and mooed, tilting her head down in a submissive fashion. The Doctor gathered the woman up to her chest, taking the cow's playful head butts without complaint, despite how her horns were digging into the Doctor's chest.
"Good cow," praised the Doctor, her eyes roaming over to Courtney, who was still frozen in shock. "I see that you've brought me an interesting one. I was wondering which cow from the latest batch would retain sufficient intelligence to seek me out."
Courtney took a step back, her mind whirling. The Doctor... had expected her? This was all a little too much!
She mooed in protest, the rage from weeks past boiling up in her chest. There was no need to keep up the pretense, then.



Engaging her core, she straightened her back, lifting herself up to her full height. Her muscles groaned in protest, but she didn't care. This might be her last chance to confront the Doctor and stop her evil plans!
Lifting her hooves, she banged them together like boxing gloves, mooing dangerously. Taking a hesitant step, she leaned forward, prepared to punch the smirk off the Doctor's face.
The Doctor lifted her right hand and pressed a button on the remote she was holding, watching Courtney with a sharp gaze. The lights in the room tilted down, blinding her, a loud tone echoing in her ears.
Static white noise buzzed in her brain, and she forgot herself. Her front legs dropped to her sides and she stared at the lights, unable to look away from the pulsing colors.
The light seared into her mind, manipulating her thought processes at a base level. Her emotions drained away, leaving her an empty husk, ready to be programmed. She mooed mechanically, awaiting her next command.
"You are quite the frisky one, One Hundred. Hmm, let me see, which one are you again? There's been so many lately. Perhaps she will know."
There came another click from the remote, and the soft moos coming from Prancer modulated into human sounding purrs. "Mistress, thank you Mistress, I love you Mistress," she said, repeating the phrase over and over again.
"That's enough, Black Beauty," said the Doctor, not too unkindly. "I did make you this way. Enough with the adulation. Tell me, who is this cow that followed you in?"
"She is One Hundred, Mistress, known as Show Girl," said Black Beauty, her voice filled with adoration. "She broke her arm and you healed her wonderfully!"
"Indeed," replied the Doctor. "Interesting, this is one of Bradley's brood. This time, he appears to have landed on a firecracker. Too bad for him, that means he's finally engineered his own demise."
The dazzling lights still had a tight hold on her brain, but she found that some of her facilities had returned. Courtney licked her lips, struggling to get her question out. "You aren't... working on his behalf?"
The Doctor chuckled. "I love seeing cows when they get into this state. Too new and stupid to realize that you shouldn't be able to speak, but smart enough to ask the relevant question."
The sparkling lights flickered, as if someone had stepped in front of them. "A place like this is difficult to keep secret," the Doctor explained. "The more backers there are, the more they tend to brag. Keeping it under wraps requires more than money, for money means nothing to the elite."
The tone of her voice became darker. "Blackmail works, to an extent, but that breeds resentment. Eventually, they try something inadvisable, and they have to be taught a lesson."
She chuckled, as if she was remembering a past event. "Such diversions can be fun, but they interrupt my research and I don't care to take the time to deal with them. Therefore, a more permanent measure is required to ensure loyalty to the cause."
Courtney's brain took all this in, an answer spilling forth from her tongue without any conscious thought. "Brainwashing."
"That's right," exclaimed the Doctor, sounding pleased. "We control them. Of course, that requires a certain level of serotonin only released by the most primal of body functions."
Courtney chewed on that while she continued to be mesmerized by the lights. Eventually, her mouth opened again. "Sexual satisfaction."
"Right again!" chortled the Doctor. "We use their own impulses against them, and, if necessary, blunt some of their worst impulses."
The lights flickered again. Her brain sputtered, unable to come up with anything new.
"You seem to have run out of intelligence. That's okay, I can finish the thought for you."
The light darkened, the Doctor's head suddenly looming in front of her. "I am not an altruist. I am doing this solely to preserve my own operations. If I do not control them, I might be shut down, and I can't have that."
Her hand lifted to clamp around Courtney's throat, where the edge of the collar met her jawline. Courtney squinted, trying to rouse her thoughts.
She failed. She had been thoroughly programmed by the Doctor, tethered to her will. She gasped, emotions trembling as her resistance faded.
Her body relaxed, her breathing slowing down. It was so much easier to give in and enjoy the feel of her Mistress' hand around her throat.
"Good cow," the Doctor whispered, her sharp eyes boring into Courtney's skull. "You have proved yourself smarter than the others, therefore I shall grant you the opportunity to become one of my agents. You will entice your former boyfriend, breed him, control him. He will never know that his ownership of you is just an illusion."
Her lips curled into a cruel grin. "How does that sound, Show Girl? Are you willing to become mine to get back at your ex?"
Courtney stared at her blankly, her thoughts struggling to organize. Lips wobbling, she tried to reject the Doctor, to curse her for what she had done.
She had been turned into a cow, dammit, with freaking hooves and everything!
Yet, the potential for revenge was tantalizing. What she was being offered was probably her only opportunity to strike back at the bastard who had sent her here!
Otherwise, they'd milk her until her brains drizzled out of her nipples. She would truly be a dumb cow for the rest of her days!
It was an impossible choice. Her jaw trembled, a shaky breath rushing between her lips.
She clenched her teeth, staring back at the Doctor, her gaze just as hard. "I want his head," she hissed, slobber dribbling from her lips.
The Doctor's cruel smile expanded. "Then so you shall."
She clicked a button on her remote, and a tone sounded again, thrumming in Courtney's ears. The lights flashed, and then they were gone, tilting up and away.
She blinked, realizing that time had skipped forward. The Doctor had disappeared, releasing her neck. The leash at her neck had vanished, and the Doctor was standing over by one of the silvery shells, Black Beauty sitting next to her like a puppy dog.
The Doctor leaned over, touching the pads of her fingers against the shining metal shell. Her chest flexed as she tugged hard, a rounded panel sliding open to reveal the dark interior.
"These are experimental," announced the Doctor. "I call them 'Finishing Pods.' They represent my latest efforts, cutting edge technology only available here at the Farm."
She lifted an arm towards the pod. "Black Beauty, please demonstrate."
"Certainly, Mistress," declared the cow, her voice filled with awe.
Courtney frowned, swallowing as she tried to adjust to the suddenness of the woman's personality change. How long had the Doctor worked with Black Beauty, breaking her down, day by day, molding her into the perfect submissive servant?
She took a step forward, halting when she noticed the Doctor's gaze. Her painted brows arched. "You are undoubtedly wondering whether you will soon be like her."
She shrugged. "Perhaps. Perhaps not. It depends upon many factors. She happened to be naturally submissive underneath her brittle shell. I am curious to see how you will behave once I peel away your outer protective layers."
She nodded at Black Beauty, who was waiting at the edge of the pod for final confirmation. The cow lit up with a wide smile, her eyes shining with joy.
Lifting a hoof over the edge, she placed it inside the pod, her swollen udders jiggling. A blue light turned on somewhere deep within, highlighting the internal equipment.
There were two deep cups jutting upwards, meant to catch a cow's udders, mounted to a central framework. Hoses were attached to the bottom of the cups where the cow's nipples would lie, spiraling out to either side in S-shaped curves.
At the rear was a molded seat mounted at an angle, meant to cup someone's ass. The concave interior had a slot down the middle, its purpose made obvious when she noticed the long shafts sticking up from the floor below.
Black Beauty placed her right front leg into the curve created by the milking hose, jamming her hoof into a depression built into the floor below. Her udders sloshed as they caught against the sides of the cups, the voluminous flesh banging against the lip.
She grinned as she placed her other front leg into the provided depression, nose ring gleaming as she pushed herself up to her fullest extent. Her udders popped up, nipples distended, pointing straight down into the cups.
A look of pure pleasure seized her features as she lowered herself down, curves bouncing against the plastic cups. Her back hooves clanged against the floor, ass wiggling in the air, lips curved into an O.
She let out a long sigh of satisfaction as her flesh lurched downwards, the suction taking hold of her milkers. Groaning, she braced herself against the rattling tubing, biting her lower lip.
She let out a sudden moo in surprise as the back seat pushed up against her ass, lengthening her legs. She was soon forced to lean over, resting more of her weight on the curved bar mounted above the glossy black breast cups.
Black Beauty relaxed, her fat ass spreading over the seat. A display blinked on, filled with mesmerizing colors similar to those produced by the lighting above.
Once she realized what was happening, Courtney squeezed her eyes shut, looking away. She didn't need to see more, it was already obvious what was going to happen. The cow would be manipulated by the machine, continuously brainwashed in an automated fashion until she became a fully obedient cowslut.
"Why are you so squeamish about this?" came the deep voice of the Doctor, curling around her ears. "You've been through plenty of similar sessions on your path towards becoming my cow slave. What's one more?"
The air shifted around her, a possessive hand clamping onto her shoulder. Courtney jolted, her eyes flickering back open. The silver shell was closing up, blocking the mesmerizing display that held the other cow in its grip.
Black Beauty's body trembled as a thick shaft moved up from below, plugging into her wet pussy. A soft moo filtered out from within, abruptly cut off as the shell snapped shut, leaving behind a seamless, gleaming expanse.
A strip of blue light glowed around the bottom, slowly moving up the sides in two lines. When they met at the top, they faded out, starting again at the bottom. That must be a status indicator of sorts, letting the Doctor know where the captive cow was in the brainwashing process.
All of this would have been fascinating if it wasn't so damn scary. Black Beauty had been swallowed up by that machine, and what stepped out would be a perfect, worshipful cow.
To be fair, that wouldn't be much of a change from what Black Beauty was already, but what of her? What would remain of her mind once the Doctor had turned it inside out?
She wet her lips, eyes darting over to the remaining pod, large cups waiting to encompass her bulging udders. She gritted her teeth, chasing down her boiling thoughts, distilling them into the most important question.
"What am I?"
The hand tightened around her shoulder. "Whatever you want to be," the Doctor said in an amused voice. "Make your decision, cow."
The pod lit up from within, the structure highlighted in blue. The hand vanished, leaving her alone. The pod began to pulse, starting slow but gaining speed, inviting her to enter.
She took a step forward, then another, her legs wobbling. This was wrong, oh so wrong, but she was feeling hot and swollen. She had to be milked, needed to be milked, and this machine would provide her the satisfaction she sought!
Not only that, but if she stepped inside and allowed herself to float away, she'd finally be able to get back at Bradley!
His face swam in her mind's eye, a cold calculating glare staring her down. His narrow, brown eyes and the way he curled his lip made her feel inconsequential, like a bug to be squashed.
He had never cared for her. He only cared about his money. When he had tired of her, he could have just discarded her. Instead, he had done something far worse.
When she really thought about it, the Doctor wasn't the instigator of this nightmare. It was Bradley and his rich pals, grabbing women off the street and changing them into nightmares!
She felt the pressure of the concrete through her hooves. The Doctor was to blame for that, but she didn't have a good way of striking back at her.
At the moment, Bradley was clearly the easier target, but the Doctor was still on her list. The woman was confident that her brainwashing would hold, but what if it didn't? There was always the chance that she would find a way to get revenge on her as well!
Carefully schooling her expression, she turned towards the doctor, straining against the thick collar around her neck. "I have a single request," she announced, meeting the Doctor's eyes with determination. "I want to be in charge of his brainwashing."
The Doctor smirked. "An amusing thought, but no. You are just a cow, nothing more."
She clicked the remote, and the dreaded tone sounded again. Courtney's brain shut down, bombarded with the overwhelming noise, thoughts splintering.
The lights tilted back down, mesmerizing her with their hypnotic colors. Her lips quivered, her stunned brain trying to get something out, but all that arrived was a low moo.
Milkslave. Cowslut. Doctor's Pet. Pod Milker.
Her body lurched around, heading towards the open pod. A cow must obey. A cow must be milked. She was a cow.
Mindslave. Brainslave. Cowslave.
She trundled up to the pod, the lights dancing in her eyes. Here, she hesitated, a trickle of resistance worming its way up her spine.
The dark presence of the Doctor appeared beside her, fingers touching her back. "How now, little cow? Still putting up a fight? Remarkable. I will make sure to monitor your progress closely. Please, step into the pod and let yourself go."
Her resistance melted away at the Doctor's insistence, Courtney's brain driven by the colors. When she crossed into the pod, the dazzling pattern was interrupted briefly, but the resulting spurt of confusion was quickly smothered by a similar pattern playing on a screen at the front of the pod.
Bemused, she tried to place her front leg in the same position as the other cow, but she was having trouble directing her limbs. She struggled for a few moments, then gave up, staring at the screen. Pretty.
Brainless. Hopeless. Thoughtless.
The Doctor appeared on the other side of the pod, her hands wrapping around Courtney's thigh. With a quick grunt, the Doctor jammed her leg into the right position.
"Come now, put your weight on it," the Doctor ordered.
Drooling, Courtney tried to obey, but the pull of the screen was too much for her. A hand slapped her face. "Stay with me," commanded the Doctor. "Where is that moxie you just showed me?"
The colors blurred, her mind stirring. She placed her hoof into the receptacle at the bottom, bracing her arm against the curved tubing. Remembering what she had seen earlier, she moved her other front leg into the correct position, hearing a satisfying click as her hoof dropped into place.
She looked down, seeing the large molded twin cups, deep wells at the bottoms to hold her swollen nipples. She smiled, biting her lip as she lowered herself down.
When the curve of her udders contacted the cool surface of the cups, she hissed, her eyes fluttering as she descended further. Her nipples tented, arousal fluttering in her pussy. Soon, she would be held by the cups, her swollen udders tugged and punished by the machinery. It would feel glorious!
A flat rectangle smacked her ass cheek. "Come, cow, get those legs over here, I need you entirely inside the pod before you succumb to the pleasure."
Courtney moaned in protest, lowering her head to peer behind. The Doctor was urging her to move with a crop, pushing against her left leg, which was still outside the pod.
She sighed, annoyed that she wasn't going to be left alone to enjoy the suction of the pumps. All she wanted was to relax into them and enjoy the way they played with her teats, forgetting the sordid reality of her situation.
Bracing her front legs, she wiggled her ass in a desultory fashion, lifting her leg high enough to clear the outer shell. Grumbling to herself, she moved away from the light smacks until they stopped. Grinning at the lights, she studied the words that appeared, letting them echo through her thoughts.
Obedient. Tranced. Oblivious.
That's right. She didn't need to worry about what was happening to her, she could simply relax into these cups, enjoying the delightful friction as her skin slid against the sides.
She teased herself for a while, but soon tired of it and slumped forward, pressing her breastbone against the curved rest that projected out between the cups. She mooed in frustration, annoyed that she couldn't push herself further in, the tips of her udders unable to reach the front of the cups.
A sudden vacuum sucked her flesh inside, a squeal of air hissing around the edges until a good seal was formed. Her nipples popped into the holes, squeezing into tiny cylinders that stretched them out further. She groaned, lurching into the framework, pressing her tongue to the roof of her mouth as she rolled her eyes.
She barely noticed when the seat pressed up against her ass, forcing her up off her legs. She settled into the machinery, mooing loudly as the pumps began to work, a gentle hum rising around her.
Docile. Milkers. Cowsex.
Her ass flexed, cheeks spreading wide. She mooed as something hard pressed into her inner lips, forcing her open. Gritting her teeth, she hissed as it moved inexorably deeper, filling her up completely.
Rubbery balls squeezed into her crack, the base of the fake cock wedged up against her clit. There, it stopped, the pumps retaining their pressure, but the licking suction ceased.
Her eyes remained fixed to the buzzing display as the Doctor leaned over, wrapping straps around her front legs. "There, now it doesn't matter how much you wiggle. Enjoy yourself, my little cow, and we'll see whether you have what it takes to be my agent real soon."
Cowslut. Thoughtless. Obedient.
She read the words, licking her lips, her neck frozen in the collar. There was no resistance remaining, just a hot spear of pleasure running into her core.
The tension in her udders was becoming unbearable. She wanted to be milked. She needed to be milked. She would do anything to be milked!
She mooed, unable to come up with the words she needed to express her desires. She didn't need words. She wasn't a human. She was a cow.
The Doctor patted her side. "Good cow. Watch that display and learn your lessons well. You might have a change of heart when we see each other next."
The words buzzed in her ears, flowing over her smoothed brain. She mooed in response, unable to process human language.
Horny. Stupid. Cow.
That's right. That's who she was. A needy, slutty cow, enjoying the thick dildo jammed into her pussy. She moved her ass on the chair, enjoying the way the thick length shifted inside her.
A waft of cool air swirled around her body as the pod door slid shut, fastening with a solid click. She barely noticed, a huge smile on her face as the screen became brighter.
Cocksucker. Cockmilker. Cockdrinker.
A wobbling dildo jutted towards her mouth, hanging from an arm that swung over. She took the tip of the fleshy length into her mouth, clamping down on the molded ridge behind the crown.



Sucking and tugging, she pulled on it with her teeth, using the tip of her tongue to explore the rounded end. There was a vertical rift, making it similar to a real dick, warmth blossoming in her mouth.
The display sparkled, pixels shifting patterns until they resolved into the figure of a tall man looking down at her with a disapproving glare. His spare cheekbones ran up to a forest of black hair, neatly trimmed.
She instantly recognized him, spitting the dildo out of her mouth as she recoiled in fear. His lip curled into a smirk, but he didn't approach, reaching down to wrap a hand around his fat dick. Giving it a solid stroke, he grunted, a small burst of fluid spattering onto her face from the tip of the dildo.
Her confused brain was finally starting to understand. This was a training scenario, and she had failed the first test.
A fuzzy pattern near the edge of the screen coalesced into the red bodysuit of the Doctor. She moved behind the image of Bradley, resting her hands on his shoulder.
"Poor cow. You can't be afraid of him if you want to control him," came the calm voice of the Doctor. "At this rate, you'll never achieve your revenge! Let's start again. If you see him like this, what should you do instead?"
Courtney studied her former lover's arrogant face. It was a look of superiority, knowing that she was below him. That he could take anything he wanted, that he could never be opposed, no matter how hard she tried.
Anger rose within her, but she knew immediately that this wasn't the answer. If she showed him that she was anything other than a cow, it would all be over. He would blame the Doctor for failing to train her properly, and then her opportunity would be gone.
This was a training exercise, but she had to take it seriously. Pursing her lips, she looked up at the man, staring into his deep, brown eyes.
Secret agent. Cow agent. Doctor's agent.
The hate came back, but with it was a deep determination to win. She knew what she had to do.
Sucking on her lower lip, she strained against the collar, stretching her lips wide into a skeletal grin. Sticking her tongue out between her teeth, she curled it up to touch her nose ring, lifting it up and letting it drop.
"Very good," whispered the Doctor. "He likes that. But can you keep it going once things get rough?"
Bradley's hand reached out, snagging a leash that suddenly dangled on the screen. The collar around her throat squeezed tight, simulating the sudden tension on the chain.
His dick loomed large, the end swaying back and forth. She lurched forward, trying to catch it in her mouth, the dildo sliding out of her pussy. She blinked as the cock impacted her left cheek, leaving her stunned.
The perspective was odd on the screen, confusing her brain. Pixels sparked, words drifting through the background.
Stupid cow whore. Silly slut.
Shaking her head, she dismissed them. It wasn't her fault. It was the simulation that had failed her, preventing her from accomplishing her goal!
Her resolve growing, she settled back on the dildo, grunting as it filled her tunnel. That felt very nice, but she had a mission to accomplish, and she wouldn't stop until she succeeded!
Tilting her head to one side, she noted the gap between where the screen ended and the real dildo began. There was a perspective problem here that would be difficult to resolve, even now that she could see what was going on.
Would closing an eye help? No, that just flattened the perspective further. She would have to go for it and hope that she could intuit the right position.
Swallowing, she eyed the angle, frowning when she spotted the Doctor's hooded eyes. Did she expect her to fail? She would prove her wrong!
Dropping her jaw, she darted forward, noting the precise moment when the large dick began to turn aside. She knew it!
Making a last moment course correction, she snagged it between her lips, gargling as the rod hit the back of her throat. Smiling through the tears, she watched the Doctor, trying to determine whether she had pleased her.
Wait a minute, why did that even matter? The Doctor was her enemy!
Doctor's toy. Doctor's pet. Doctor's orders.
Her vision blurred as she lost her train of thought, too occupied with sucking on the fake dick. The length surged in her mouth, forcing her back.
She settled into the chair happily, enjoying the way her tunnel enveloped the thick length. Now she didn't have to strain, and both of her holes were completely filled!
Staring at the screen, she gave Bradley's image a beatific smile, clamping her lips down on the fake length. He seemed to be having trouble keeping his composure, his lips curling with pleasure.
Good. The more she kept him focused on her mouth, the less he would suspect her. He would enjoy himself, never knowing that she ultimately planned to betray him to her Mistress.
Doctor's plan. Doctor's pleasure. Doctor's orders.
She was briefly confused again, unsure why obeying the Doctor was making her so happy. She soon settled into a rhythm, jerking her neck forward and back based on how Bradley tugged on the chain.
The better she obeyed him, the less suspicious he would be. She was a good cow, nothing more than a cow, not smart, not scheming. She existed solely to be used by him, to be his milking machine.
Doctor's slave. Doctor's slut. Doctor's orders.
The dildo in her pussy pulled out of her, sliding back into the seat. She grunted in dismay, but the slick length soon pressed back into her, rumbling to life with a sudden jolt.
Now it was buzzing against her pussy, the fat balls jamming into her crack. The pumps had started up as well, tugging on her udders, increasing the pressure.
She wanted nothing more than to forget about everything and settle into a mindless stupor, but that's what the Doctor was hoping she'd do. She wouldn't be her brainless cocksucker. She'd put some effort behind it!
Pressing her lips around the thick cock, she redoubled her efforts, forcing it deeper into her throat. Her gag reflex triggered, and she choked, eyes swimming, but she didn't care. She had to do this, for Mistress!
Doctor's slut. Doctor's whore. Doctor's orders.
The pain and discomfort was incredible, but somehow she worked through it, blinking the bleariness away. Yes, she was coming out on top, in control of both her mind and body!
Thrusting herself into the framework, she clamped down on Bradley's dick, her huge udders squeezing into the cups as she increased her suction. Bradley's face creased, his free hand balled up into a fist. She knew that she had him on the rocks. Just a bit more, and he'd explode!
He tugged hard on her collar, but she wouldn't slow down, wouldn't allow him to set the pace. Sucking hard, she rolled her tongue under the base of his dick, yanking her head back until the crown of his cock was between her teeth.
Doctor's cocksucker. Doctor's tool. Doctor's orders.
Popping her lips wide, she released the suction, watching Bradley's face. Almost, but not quite. If she stepped it up just a little, though, he wouldn't be able to hold back!
Staring at him, she realized that at this moment, she had him in her thrall. Despite the grip he had on her leash, and his harsh expression, she knew that he would do anything to achieve climax.
The pleasure of holding that power over him rushed through her mind. She savored the moment, waiting until he gave in, lips parting in a masculine moan.
It was obvious that he wanted to order her to finish, but it didn't matter. Only she could decide when to give him his climax, and she would only do so when she was close to exploding herself!
That time would come at any moment, as the pumps were working hard, her udders bouncing as the pressure rose rapidly.
The dick rutting her pussy increased in both speed and vibration, urging her forward, but she resisted just long enough to see the man tremble.
He was hers.
Doctor's servant. Doctor's slave. Doctor's agent. Doctor's cow. Doctor's whore. Doctor's orders.
She slid forward, her lips rippling down the sides of his shaft as she swallowed him whole. Clamping down, she gargled around his dick, feeling it tremble.
The dildo spasmed, a gush of fluid rushing into her throat. Her nipples jerked, a spurt of milk splashing into the cups. Her pussy trembled, lubrication trickling onto her thighs.
Bradley's face was red, his eyes pinned towards the ceiling. Her body trembled with pleasure, limbs weak.
She would have toppled to the floor if her front legs weren't locked against the rattling tubing, warm milk gushing into storage.
Climax.
Her heart thundered in her chest as she lost all control, choking as she pulled off the cock. Fortunately, the leash had gone slack, allowing her to swallow the sloppy fluid clinging to her throat.
She let out a loud moo, again and again, savoring the riotous pleasure that set her body aflame. Being a slutty cow whore was the best thing ever!
Doctor's bliss. Doctor's joy. Doctor's orders.
The man on the screen took a swig from a milk bottle, his eyebrows raising as he savored the taste. "You've outdone yourself this time Doctor. It's sweet, with a complex grass undertone."
The Doctor smiled at him, her expression reserved. "You didn't trust my methods, but they got results, didn't they?"
Bradley lowered the milk bottle, licking the excess from his upper lip. "Indeed you have. The next funding tranche is approved - as long as I get to have my way with her next."
The Doctor shifted her gaze towards Courtney, looking bemused. "I think that can be arranged. Show Girl is just about ready to go on the road."
Doctor's pleasure. Doctor's joy. Doctor's order.
Show Girl stared at them dumbly, her mind buzzing with pleasure. She didn't understand what they were saying, and she didn't care. Her pussy was full, and her breasts were draining.
She was a cow.
Moo.
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Chapter Five - Breeding
Show Girl lifted her head, slurping down as much nutritious fluid as she could from the feeding tube.
Black Beauty shoved into her side, trying to dethrone her, but it wouldn't work. She had been bulking up, using their training sessions to good effect to strengthen her core and legs.
She was proud of her rapid progress. No other cow could compare!
She had beaten them all in their last race, proving that she was also dominant in stamina, though some of the other cows were handicapped due to their heavy pregnancies. It occurred to her that she would likely be having similar trouble soon enough, but she didn't care.
That would only serve to boost the size of her massive udders, increasing her milk production. Then she would be number one in the herd!
Tilting her head up, she swallowed the tube, jerking on it to extract as much as she could. The fluid flowed directly down her esophagus, past the implant that made her moos sound so joyful.
She loved everything about being a cow. Her life was carefree, full of fun. She could run as she liked, rest as she liked, and get as much food and milking done as she wanted. Best of all, she didn't need to think.
No decisions, no worries, no concerns. It was a blissful existence, unmoored from the harsh reality of her old life.
The nudging at her side became more insistent, including the judicious use of horns. Scowling, she pulled back, allowing the tube to slip from her mouth.
She mooed, looking hard at her companion. Black Beauty's dark eyes glistened with feral hunger, the rounded black patches of skin highlighting her need. This cow was ready to fight, if need be.
Her mouth spread wide into a grin, and she mooed her challenge. Bring it on. This was hers, and she would prove that she deserved it!
"Back off, Show Girl. It's time to give her a turn."
The visor over the attendant's eyes sparkled with intense colors, catching her attention. Show Girl blinked, her vision going hazy.
Sniffing, she curled her lip, feeling the weight of the fat ring in her nose. It was a reminder that she was owned.
Fine. She was done anyway.
Snorting, she backed off, tossing her head. Black Beauty immediately took her place, seizing the tubing with agile lips, sucking it down like a pro.
Pressing her front legs into the dirt, Show Girl swung her back legs forward, planting her ass on the ground. Sulking, she stared daggers at the other cow. She deserved to be treated the best, because she was the best!
She narrowed her eyes as she watched Black Beauty feeding, her mind churning with half baked schemes. If she pushed the cow aside before she finished, she might be able to get another taste before they were able to shut off the spigot.
All she had to do was bide her time, and strike when they least expected it!
Curling her upper lip into her mouth, she worried the nose ring with her tongue, tasting its metallic curves. She was annoyed at herself for doing this, but it was a new habit she couldn't seem to break. It helped to calm her so that she could focus on her goals.
Smacking her lips together, she watched the feeding tube jiggling, bouncing between Black Beauty's pasty white lips.
Her own coloration had deepened, to the point where her spots looked like she had been dipped in black ink, with all the areas in between completely bleached out. She didn't like looking at those sections, as they made her feel like an albino, though her leathery skin still seemed to handle the sun well.
Some of that was likely due to how much time she had been spending outside lately. It seemed like weeks since she had been penned up, though she wasn't sure exactly how long it had been.
She vaguely remembered that she had been making a series of scratches under the south fence, but they had become indecipherable.
Oh well. It didn't really matter now, did it?
There was no point in worrying about things she couldn't control. She couldn't even remember why she had cared in the first place.
At some point in the past, there had been a grand plan built up in her mind, but the details escaped her. It was irrelevant, anyway. A cow had no need for long term plans.
These days, she was mainly concerned with eating and milking. She grinned dumbly at the pressure in her udders. That was a good sign, as it meant that their next session should be happening soon.
The feel of the cups as they encased her udders, the way the pumps tugged on her voluptuous flesh. Combined with the mindlessness that always ensued once the headphones clamped onto her skull, it was pure bliss.
Draining, draining, with the soft suction licking at her nipples. Maybe this time they would deign to fill her sodden pussy as well, giving her a wholesome fuck. That would definitely blunt some of her restlessness!
A loud moo yanked her out of her reverie. She mooed back, shaking her head at Brown Missy, presenting her horns. She wasn't in the mood to be molested at the moment.
The yummy feeding tube was still being sucked on by Black Beauty, but that wouldn't last for long. The cow's belly was looking more distended with each gulp she took, though there was definitely something more happening there than her latest meal.
Black Beauty's figure had become softer and larger, with a noticeable bump appearing at her belly. Her udders, which had been large before, were now enormous, swollen with milk.
Show Girl had tasted some of it recently, and the flavor had changed, becoming sweeter, more desirable. The other cows had noticed as well, vying for her attention.
Black Beauty had taken this in stride, as if she was due their sudden interest. It was hard not to be jealous of the change, to be demoted to second best.
Brown Missy mooed again, her large eyes sparkling dully near her shoulder. Show Girl snorted and leaned forward on her front legs, threatening the cow with her horns again. Brown Missy didn't seem to care about proper barnyard dynamics, sampling cows indiscriminately. The whore.
Cowslut. Milkslave. Cowwhore.
She wasn't one to talk. She liked tasting their milk just as much, but she was feeling too ornery to give in.
Brown Missy wouldn't be denied. Leaning in, she licked Show Girl on the cheek. In response, she snarled, but she didn't want to be too rude.
The other cow had given birth recently and her motherly instincts had been redirected onto her. It wasn't Brown Missy's fault that the farm had taken her baby away from her for special care, leaving her alone with the herd to deal with her raging emotions.
The Doctor. It all came back to her. What kind of diabolical experiments was their Mistress performing on them?
Her eyes crossed as discordant thoughts canceled each other out. The confusion lasted a short period, long enough for Brown Missy to shove her head under Show Girl's arm, snorting as she licked happily at the side of her udder.
Rolling her eyes, Show Girl gave up trying to resist. It would feel good to let herself go for a while, she supposed. The amount of milk the other cow could extract would be miniscule compared to the total amount she could produce.
She lifted her arm, laying her hoof on Brown Missy's back. The cow craned her neck around, lips wobbling as she worked on her flesh, nibbling around the side. Her udder jerked as Brown Missy wrapped her lips around her teat, tugging on the distended tip.
She sighed in satisfaction as a small spurt of milk was extracted, mooing at the way the cow's tongue slithered over her sensitive nipple.
Black Beauty spat out the feeding tube and turned her head, jealousy all over her face. Show Girl smirked, mooing provocatively, waiting to see what her rival would do.
When she moved away from the feeding tube, Show Girl jumped to her feet, stalking towards the cow with a wiggle in her steps to increase the jiggle of her udders.
Black Beauty swallowed, a dribble of saliva escaping her lips. There. She had her now!
Using her shoulder, she pushed past Black Beauty, lurching for the feeding tube. Her questing lips touched the end right as it was pulled out of reach, the attendant lifting it high.
She mooed in frustration, but the handler simply smiled. "No more games, One Hundred. You've had your fill, and the bell for the hour is about to ring. You know what time it is."
Show Girl hissed, lifting her lips to show her teeth, lightly biting the edge of the fence rail in displeasure. She had been outwitted this time, but she would win eventually. Oh, yes, she would show them all!
A tone sounded in the paddock, and her anger fizzled, replaced with a growing excitement. What the handler said had barely penetrated her scheming brain, but she knew exactly what that meant!
She raised her head, mooing with excitement, the voices of the other cows rising with hers. Their hooves rattled against the loose soil as they grouped together, vying to be first at the gate.
She admired the sleek skin of the other cows, holding her head high. She knew that she was now just as beautiful as they, no, even more beautiful. She was now one of the most desirable cows on this Farm, though her production numbers still left much to be desired.
She mooed plaintively as she glanced at Brown Missy's udders, knowing that she would never reach the same heights as her unless she got herself pregnant.
The idea loomed in her mind, growing larger as she let the thought grow. It was the only thing preventing her from becoming the best cow she could be. The Farm knew this, too. What were they waiting for?
A pair of wet lips pressed against her pussy, a tongue sliding over her clit. Bellowing, she bolted forward, curling her neck to spot the perpetrator.
There was Black Beauty, of course, looking unrepentant with the shiny black dot on her nose. She frowned, letting a rush of air flutter through her lips. She would pay for her presumptuousness!
Although... it would make for a nice interlude after milking. Pursing her lips, she gave the cow a definite nod.
The smile Black Beauty returned was absolutely adorable. It was no wonder she allowed the other cow such leeway.
Snorting, she looked away, noting the sly grin on Brown Missy's face. So what? That cow was even more of a slut than her. She'd practically slobber all over the place if anyone asked to lick her slit. The absolute whore.
Cowslut. Cowwhore. Milkslave.
The gate rattled open, and she dismissed her uncharitable thought. They were all equal here. They all wanted to be milked. Badly.
Trotting up to the front, she stretched out her neck and mooed, hoping that she would be selected first. The handlers were spreading out, this time without bridles. They didn't need them for a milking call - the cows would do anything for a chance to be drained by their lovely machines.
The lead handler raised her hand, her visor sparkling. "Lo cow, come cow!" she said in a loud voice, gesturing towards the trail.
A few extra handlers stood at either side of the gate with loops of rope in their hands just in case, but it wasn't necessary. Show Girl mooed with the others as they set off, leading the pack with Black Beauty nipping at her heels.
Brown Missy increased her pace, trundling up to stand next to her as their hooves pounded into the loose stones. Rattling down the road, they crossed the intersection with the farm house off far to their right.
Show Girl peered at the structure with suspicion, an odd memory swimming in her mind. She had been over there for some reason, but it escaped her at the moment. It was important, but the harder she tried to catch the half forgotten images, the murkier they became.
The milking tone sounded from a box at the lead handler's waist, and her confusion vanished. It didn't matter what was happening over there. She was following the flexing rubber ass of her handler, headed for the scrumptious milking parlor!
Her eyes darted over to the barn ahead, the patter of her hooves increasing in speed. The sight of the milk tanks made her excited, her teats tightening up. It was almost time to find out who would produce the most!
She couldn't hope to beat Brown Missy after her birth, but she seemed to be edging out the other non-pregnant cows. She just needed a small boost, and she would be one of their best milkers!
There was no question in her mind that this was a worthy goal. She was a cow, therefore she must produce. If she had to produce, why not prove that she was the best?
It all felt rather logical, but emotions were better than logic, and she felt the best when she was the best. It was as simple as that.
The handler stopped next to the closed door of the barn, opening a box to retrieve a clipboard. Show Girl was forced to come up short, lowing her annoyance as she waited for the handler to flip through the pages.
It all seemed rather archaic. The Farm seemed advanced enough in other ways. Why hadn't this been made digital as well?
Snorting, she pranced in place as she waited, licking her nose ring to relieve the tension. Her udders were getting seriously taut, full of sweet goodness. Her flesh hung low, swollen nipples turning white as her milk began to express itself.
"Ah, One Hundred," said the handler finally, the dazzling light on her visor calming Show Girl. "Follow me, we have a special room for you today."
Show Girl didn't understand what the handler meant, but she didn't care. As long as she got milked, everything would be okay.
A hot tongue touched her cheek, and she pulled away, giving Black Beauty a scowl. The way her dull eyes sparkled was trying to tell her something, but she didn't understand. She got a sense of support, solidarity.
That was silly. She didn't need any support to get milked, they did this procedure every day!
"Come on, One Hundred. We have to meet the schedule."
Mooing, she shrugged her shoulders and followed the handler inside. She had no idea what Black Beauty had been trying to tell her, but somehow it seemed important.
As her hooves pounded on the concrete floor, she let it go, her excitement rising. This was her favorite building on the farm. If everything went as planned, she would be plugged up and attached to a milking harness in a matter of minutes, losing her mind to the delightful whispers in her headphones!
Trotting happily down the central hallway past a set of milking stalls, she hesitated as they reached the end. Letting out a moo, she tossed her head, looking at the slick black cups longingly, hoping that the handler would stop and get her hooked up.
The handler turned around, her visor lighting up. "Come, cow. You have been registered for a special session today. Follow me."
The visor pulsed, drawing her in. She blinked, trotting towards the handler as if it had been her idea. The handler's orange lips gleamed as she turned to lead her down a series of twisting corridors.
They soon passed a set of windows that opened up into a sterile office space. Half cubical walls were low enough for her to see the robotic staff sitting inside.
Helmeted women wearing visors stared at bright screens, their fingers moving on keyboards at irregular intervals. Their bodies were stiff, shoulders in a carefully neutral position. It was almost as though they were being programmed by their computers.
Show Girl shivered, but she wasn't certain why. They were performing their duties adequately so that she could be milked on a regular basis.
With that happy thought, she upped her pace, trotting up to her handler, who had stopped at a door up ahead. Impatient, she pressed her nose into the handler's rubbery ass, eliciting a low chuckle.
This wasn't enough, so she stuck her tongue out and licked her, too. She immediately regretted this idea, as the taste was awful. Hacking, she gathered up a wad of saliva in her mouth and spat it onto the ground.
A card reader beeped, and the attendant sighed. "Making more work for me, One Hundred? Let's get you bound up properly so that I can clean up this mess."
Show Girl mooed, looking up at her handler suspiciously. What did she mean by 'bound?'
The sparkling lights on the visor distracted her again, and she happily trotted inside the small room, hooves tapping on the white tiled floor.
The walls were tiled as well, various equipment on carts shoved to one side. She had seen similar devices at a hospital, so she didn't question their presence.
She was far more curious about the web of black straps that hung from the ceiling. The messy tangle was connected to a suspended mold, the concave interior formed into the shape of a female body.
The large cups near the front were obviously meant for gigantic udders, with brass attachment points at the tips, where someone's nipples might sit. Swooping curves extended upwards to the neckline, where the material was reinforced by a thick foam strip for comfort.
The user's front legs would sit in deep buckets attached to either side, with built in slots for holding hooves. The area below the hips was curved outwards into severe slopes. The angles there suggested that if she was forced to lie down on the form, her pussy would be spread wide open, back hooves sticking up into the air.
The implications were not lost on her. Anticipation rising, she looked back over the equipment she had initially dismissed. Yes, that looked like a diaphragm for pumping, tubing spiraling around the apparatus.
Her mouth salivated. This was all for her. She was going to be milked.
The handler walked up beside her, fiddling with the straps at the rear of the form. It came tumbling down with a jolt, startling her.
She backed up, making an alarmed moo, but the handler was soon there, stroking the nape of her neck. "There's nothing to be alarmed about, One Hundred. Come on, climb aboard. You want to be milked, don't you?"
Show Girl eyed the strange contraption with suspicion, snorting as she took a hesitant step forward. Leaning in, she tasted the hard surface with her tongue.
It had a neutral taste, like plastic, though it appeared to have been made out of some kind of hard resin. It should be enough to hold her weight, and she did need to be milked, didn't she?
Pressing her front legs together, she mooed, rolling her eyes. Her udders were full, distended, ready to pop. She could still feel a faint tingle where Black Beauty had tugged on her nipple, a white teardrop forming.
Making her decision, she lifted her front leg, placing it into a concave bucket. Lifting herself up, she jammed her other front leg into the opposite side, folding her elbows as she worked to get her enormous udders into the deep cups.
Her bulging flesh slid in nicely, her lower curves skidding over the hard surface in a delightful frisson. Her pussy twitched as she flexed her hips, pressing her chest against the molded form, delighting at the way it cupped her curves.
"Hold on, cow," commanded the attendant. "I'm going to lift you up."
A hydraulic whine filled the room, her body lurching forward as the rear straps pulled taut, tilting the mold at an angle. Grunting, she wiggled as she rose into the air, flesh wobbling as the form stopped in a horizontal position.
Her lower neck was braced against rubbery foam, her legs splayed out on either side. She furrowed her brow and mooed, moving her knees around in an attempt to find a comfortable position.
A pair of hands clasped her left ankle. "Stop moving around, One Hundred, and let me help you."
Show Girl snorted and sighed, letting the attendant redirect her leg onto a curved slope, tilting her hoof off to one side. A series of tight straps were then wrapped over her leg, securing it to the form.



She blinked and mooed, uncomfortable at being bent in this position, but there was nothing she could do. She wanted to be milked, therefore obeying the handler was her only option.
Her other leg was soon similarly secured, her thighs pressing into a steep incline. Bent over at the hips, her gaping pussy was exposed for further play. She burbled, pleased at the idea of being filled.
They didn't give her sexual satisfaction during every milking session, but it had become obvious that this one was special. Why else would the handler be adding more straps, squeezing them tight around her back?
She grunted as her shoulders were cinched up against the mold, noticing that her neck was beginning to ache. Lifting her head and turning towards the attendant, she mooed in discomfort.
"I know, One Hundred. You'll feel much better once I get you hooked up."
The attendant moved over to one of the carts, her visor buzzing. The pain in Show Girl's neck increased, but the fuzzy colors calmed her. She watched, feeling detached as the rubber clad woman knelt underneath her body, picking up a loop of hoses.
In an unhurried fashion, the handler untangled the tip, screwing the tube onto a port at the base of the milking cup that contained one of her udders. She repeated the process a second time, her orange lips filled with tension.
She looked rather cute. Show Girl chuckled to herself, wiggling in the restraints. Soon, the pumps would be tugging on her nipples, and her brain would empty, leaving her with only bliss.
"There!" the handler exclaimed. "There's just one more thing."
Maneuvering to one side, she stood, her boots creaking as she moved over to a different cart, pulling open a stainless steel drawer. Reaching inside, she retrieved a mess of glossy black rubber, her lips curving into a smile.
Show Girl frowned, her brain working to understand the rippling material. There were a series of loops glued to the back with inserted metal rings. Each ring was coated with a plastic insulator, clicking together as the handler lifted them up to give her a better look.
She took in a deep breath, her heart sinking. It was a chunky hood, oval black cups mounted where her eyes would sit. Long, thin straps were attached to the rings, allowing them to be used as attachment points. A rubber tube and accompanying squeeze bulb jutting from the lips suggested that she was to be gagged as well.
She shuddered, shaking her head. Mooing, she curled her lip in distaste.
"Don't be shy now," admonished the handler. "You do want to be milked, don't you?"
Show Girl nodded her head reluctantly. Yes, but not like that!
The handler flipped over the hood, unzipping the rear. "Then you have to wear this. It's required to improve your milk production."
That didn't make any sense. Grunting, she shook in her restraints, causing the mold to slowly rock back and forth.
The handler stepped closer, her thin lips becoming firm. "You will calm down," she commanded, a tone sounding as her visor sparkled.
Show Girl's mouth gaped open as she stared at the display, her reluctance lost in a warm haze. Her heart pounded in her chest, the desire to obey pulsing through her body.
The handler smiled, inverting the hood to expose the fat bulb hidden inside. "Good cow," she purred, jamming the rubber gag into her mouth.
Show Girl's jaw closed around the bulb automatically, the hood looming closer to her face. She barely had time to take a gasping breath before the handler flipped the hood right side out, stretching it up and over her skull.
Large metal hoops settled onto her horns, holding the hood in place as the handler straightened it on her face, lining up the nostril holes. With a few deft motions, she smoothed the material over Show Girl's ears, tucking the dangling ear tag inside.
There was an annoying pressure against her jawbone, but her muscles had gone slack, her brain mesmerized by the sparkling colors playing over the interior of the mask.
She took a deep breath through the nose holes, relaxing into the handler's grip as her discomfort fled, vanishing into a sea of sparkles. The handler grabbed the zipper at the rear, pulling it shut until her skull was gripped tightly by the thick rubber.
"We're almost there, cow. Just think of how excited you'll be when they bring in your stud!"
She couldn't think. Her body reacted to the stimulation, her nipples jutting into the cups. Her pussy clenched in anticipation, her hole becoming wet. She was ready to be used.
The clink of metal tinkled in her ears, the rubber straps attached to the hood stretching taut. The lights continued sparkling, and she relaxed her neck, feeling her weight being taken up by the straps.
It wasn't that bad, really, like floating on air. She mouthed the bulbous gag, noting the rubbery taste. Not great, but the lights were dancing, and her thoughts were not.
Her tongue was forced down as a hiss of air rushed into the gag, inflating it. Small wings popped into her cheeks, growing larger with each squeeze. Fortunately, the handler stopped after four or five, her mind quickly losing track.
Mumbling to herself, she chewed on the gag, snorting through her nose. A hand patted the back of her neck. "You're doing well," the handler announced. "Packaged up and ready for your stud. Just think, in a few months you might be our star producer!"
Show Girl mooed through her nose, pleased at the prospect of beating the other cows. She wanted to be the best cow she could, but she wasn't even certain why!
Milkslut. Milkwhore. Milkslave.
That's right. Having gigantic milkers is what everyone should want. Producing the most meant that she would be the best cow ever!
The hand on her neck vanished, followed by a brisk change in air pressure as the doors opened. Her mood changed as a male voice filled the room.
"Ah, here she is at last," he rumbled, arrogance oozing from his lips. "You took so long with her, I thought that this might have been a failure. I was disappointed to learn that you had discarded the contents of her virgin milking. I was quite looking forward to tasting her first."
"The anesthetic would have made it unpleasant," replied the Doctor, her voice swinging around to Show Girl's left side. "This one was quite rambunctious. She needed to be broken in before she could become the cow I knew she could be. As you can see, she is now perfectly docile, ready to be used."
"Hmmph, indeed," grunted Bradley. "You left me waiting, though. Some of my partners were thinking of pulling the plug. You are lucky that I convinced them otherwise."
The Doctor didn't respond to this jab. The two of them were now nearby, and after a short pause, Bradley grunted again. "Her milkers are hidden in this contraption. I'd like to give them a grope."
"Of course," said the Doctor, her tone clipped.
There came a tugging sensation from around the breast cups. There was a sudden shift, and the molded cups fell away, exposing her swollen udders.
She mooed in protest, but the sound was muted through her nose. The Doctor ignored her, fingers digging in near the base of her udder. "As you requested, I put her on the most extreme plan we have. Her breasts have grown into lovely, producing udders."
"They look smaller than I expected," complained Bradley, fingers clamping around her teat.
She complained vociferously as her flesh was tugged at, but all she earned was a swift smack on the side. "Shut up, cow," demanded Bradley, his voice cold.
She subsided, snorting through her nose. Bound in this state, she couldn't do anything but rage. This was the target of her ire, and she would have her revenge upon him, no matter how long it took!
Cowslave. Milkslut. Udder whore.
The words calmed her down, but her breathing was still elevated. Her teat was super sensitive, and Bradley was gripping it like a door knob!
"You don't need to be that rough," objected the Doctor. "Look, her milk is starting to come."
A warm trickle wet her nipple, making the man's fingers slippery. "It's not very much," Bradley observed.
"Have you ever tried milking a cow by hand?" asked the Doctor, sounding rather exasperated. "The amount will be much more impressive under the pumps. You'll see a gradual increase in both volume and quantity after breeding, to the extent that even you will be impressed."
Bradley chuckled, giving her teat a hard slap. "She already physically looks like the lazy cow she liked to be in her former life. I can't wait to see what my favorite whore will look like after I put a baby in her."
Breeding slut. Breeding whore. Breeding cow.
The outrageous idea of carrying Bradley's offspring was soon defused by the spiraling words. She wasn't able to get off a protest before her brain was completely derailed.
She was going to get fucked. Impregnated.
Her udders would swell up further, becoming even more unwieldy. Her flesh would explode out of the cups, milk squirting, gushing, overwhelming the collection system. She would be the best cow ever.
Fat cow. Milking cow. Happy cow.
Gnawing on the gag, she let out a wheeze. That's right. It wouldn't be so bad. She would grow and grow, becoming more productive than anyone else on the Farm!
"That's enough," announced the Doctor, flipping the concave cups back into position, squeezing them against her flesh as she secured the latches. "We need to get a move on before she drops out of trance. Our hold over her is still somewhat tenuous."
Bradley guffawed. "That's right, didn't you convince her that she was some kind of cow secret agent? What a silly idea!"
"Not for one trapped in her situation," pointed out the Doctor. "I am controlling her anger against you, using it to deepen our control over her. It is a useful tool in the domination of her mind."
Cow agent. Slut agent. Doctor's orders.
"Surely you jest," snorted Bradley, clapping his hand over her bare ass cheek. "She's just a dumb cow. What could she possibly do?"
What could she do? She imagined squeezing his balls in a vice, twisting them until he screamed in pain, begging her to stop.
Baring her teeth, she clenched down on the gag, holding back a grunt. He didn't deserve to know what she was planning on doing to him, not until it was too late!
It was strange, though, that the Doctor wasn't included in her plans. The Doctor had turned her into a cow, had lied to her continuously. She wasn't some kind of secret agent. She was a fool.
Doctor's fool. Doctor's cow. Doctor's orders.
That chain of thought faded into the background, the pulsing hate redirected back onto Bradley. She wanted him under her heel, and soon. Nothing else mattered to her.
"Here," said the Doctor. "Put this on her and get her under your control. I want to see how well she obeys you."
Show Girl twisted in the straps, uncomfortable at being unable to see what they were planning. A possessive hand grabbed her neck, squeezing hard. "Stop moving around, slut," rumbled Bradley. "You'll only injure yourself, and I want the pleasure of putting some marks on you first!"
That hardly made her want to calm down. Her heart pounded in her chest, fear trickling up her spine. That Bradley was cruel, she didn't doubt. What was he planning on doing with her?
Relax. Refrain. Restrain. Doctor's orders.
The words swirled in her mask, and her brain emptied of thoughts. Her heart slowed, muscles stilling. She was a cow. She would obey.
"Good cow," whispered Bradley, wholly unaware that he had nothing to do with her new state of mind.
A thick strap wound around her throat, metal clinking as it was shoved through a buckle. She swallowed against the tight restriction, feeling as though she was being strangled.
A cruel masculine laugh battered at her ears. "All that struggling, reduced to this. How does it feel to know that you will wear my collar instead of fine chains, cow?"
He tugged harder, and she choked, unable to breathe. The panic came back, and her muscles tensed, desperate for freedom.
"Careful there," warned the Doctor. "You know how difficult it is to deal with disposals. I am not in the business of wasting good material."
Bradley snorted with disdain. "I am perfectly capable of running my own training program, Doctor. I do not need your input."
Despite his retort, he released the pressure on the strap, and she took in a deep, shuddering breath. Blinking the tears out of her eyes, she mooed plaintively.
Take it. Wait for it. Doctor's orders.
Following the commands, she worked to relax her muscles, chewing on the gag. This was intolerable, but she trusted the words. They had helped to guide her so far, and she believed in the Doctor.
She wasn't certain why, it wasn't logical or rational. The screen told her that she must, so she must. It was as simple as that.
The collar was buckled tight, followed by a jolt at the front of her throat, a tiny bell tinkling in her ears. "Sounds like slavery," Bradley said in a satisfied voice.
She wanted to punch him in the throat and see how he felt about being strangled, but she kept her breathing even. There was no need to get upset. She trusted the Doctor.
Doctor's orders.
The rubber bag in her mouth suddenly expanded, a wheeze of air rushing into it. Her cheeks bulged, teeth forced open.
Bradley was testing her again. If she didn't react, maybe he would tire of hurting her and move on to something else?
The hose hissed again, the gag expanding further. Her jaw popped, the bag digging into her front teeth. Joint pain shot through her ears. She clenched down on the gag, but it was so large, this only increased the pain further. She groaned and swung her head back and forth, unable to stop herself.
Bradley laughed at her discomfort, watching her struggle. The pain was becoming unbearable, unconscionable. She would do anything to get it to stop!
Calm down. Adjust. Relax. Doctor's orders.
The words helped, but it was still too much for her to handle. Sorry Doctor, I've failed you!
The gag hissed, air rushing out of the hose. The pressure eased, and she shuddered as the pain vanished.
Bradley smacked her ass. "Pain is a very effective training tool," he announced. "You had better get used to it, cow. I will break you."
The Doctor made a noise of disapproval. "Pain is a poor motivator," she said in a restrained voice. "Flooding your trainee is a sure way to get them to go through the motions instead of obeying you as they should."
"I know you don't like my methods, Doctor," replied Bradley in a sarcastic voice. "Don't forget that I paid for all this. Kindly butt out, or there will be consequences."
The Doctor went silent, but Show Girl knew that this wouldn't be the end of it. The Doctor was careful, calculating, and precise. She had a plan. Show Girl only had to wait for it to be revealed.
Submissive slut. Submissive cow. Doctor's orders.
That's right. She would pretend to be his cow. His submissive breeding cow. Waiting for her next command. The command to strike!
Heavy headphones were placed on her head, a curved bar pressing against the top of her skull. She could feel the ear tag pressing uncomfortably against her jawline, sweat trickling down her neck.
A tone sounded, and the discomfort faded, her brain stalling out. She was a brainless cow, waiting to be used.
A mean chuckle coiled in her ears. "The Doctor is getting you hooked up, my prized heifer. Breeding time is almost here."
A hand clamped over her shoulder. "I would ungag you so that you can worship my dick, but your pain wiggles have rather spiked my libido. Instead, I'm going to give it to you raw."
Show Girl curled her lip, but she couldn't help the fact that she was becoming aroused. No more fake dildos, no more fake meat. This would be the real deal - a thick rod in her needy hole, coupled with a milking smorgasbord. It was everything she had been training for!
Doctor's whore. Doctor's milker. Doctor's orders.
She wasn't excited for him, though. Any dick would do. She just wanted to be fucked. Hard.
The hand slid down her back, wrapping over her butt cheek and squeezing, hard. "We're waiting for the pumps to be hooked up, cow. I wonder how you'll measure up to my other cows? The last one I brought here exploded early and I was forced to use her without lubrication until she was raw sore."
The hand negligently smacked her ass. "I rather hope that you can provide a better ride than she did. Otherwise, all that time I spent dangling gifts in front of your fat nose will have been rather wasted."
She didn't react, but under the hood, she scowled. She wasn't the first who had fallen to his wicked plans, and if she didn't stop him, she wouldn't be the last, either.
No doubt he would tire of dominating her, in time, seeking out yet another innocent maiden to steal away and transform into his personal animal. How many children had he fathered with brainless cows, using them to satisfy his sick impulses?
She needed to stop him! She needed to... obey.
Soft cow. Obedient cow. Slave cow. Doctor's orders.
Her eyes unfocused, taking in the words as gospel truth. The discomfort of the tight rubber was nothing compared to the joy of obedience. Indeed, it only strengthened her resolve to be the Doctor's best slave cow. Maybe then she would please her Mistress.
She blinked, wondering when that had become her primary goal. The Doctor was evil, wasn't she? What she had accomplished at the Farm was a complete abomination, turning women into brainless slave cows!
Swallowing, her eyes went wide as the pumps jerked to life on her udders. The molded cups squeezed up against her flesh, the suction caressing her fat nipples.
Doctor's orders.
Yes, she was a slutty slave cow, and she loved it.
Her breathing came through her nose in breathy little hisses, the delightful pulsation of the pumps tugging at her swollen nipples. Bracing her hooves against the form, she shoved her chest in as far as she could, eking out a slight increase in sensation.
Her udders quickly became her world, twin pulsing balls of pleasure, the pressure increasing. Soon, she would let go, releasing rivers of glorious milk. The machinery would suck it all down, working on her until she exploded!
Eyes blank, she mooed, again and again, chewing on the gag mindlessly as she focused on the pleasure. There was nothing standing between her and a glorious milky climax, her entire body focused on worshipping the demanding pumps!
And then, they stopped.
She mooed in protest, yanking her shoulders back in an attempt to thrust her udders deeper into the cups, but it was useless. The suction was too tight, holding them in place no matter how much she struggled.
"You're getting a little too into it, cow," growled Bradley. "You must be taught to accept my dick before you will be given the release you seek."
Master's dick. Master's prick. Doctor's orders.
Her eyes felt dry and gummy, muscles already tiring from being held in this position. She wanted to be milked, drained, but she had to obey the directives she had been given. She had to wait.
But oh, how she hated doing so! Mooing softly, she wiggled in her restraints. She wanted to be used. She needed to be used!
A thumb pressed into the crack of her ass, swooping down between her butt cheeks, stopping at her pussy. "You're wet and ready, like the cow whore you are," Bradley said, sounding amused. "No matter how much they struggle and fight, they always succumb in the end."



He jammed his thumb into her hole, turning it in a circle. She mooed into the gag, the sound muted by the headphones.
"Ungag her," Bradley ordered. "I want to hear her sing for me."
The pressure in her mouth reduced as air hissed out of the gag. Surprised, she laid there, blinking as it was extracted from her mouth with a pop.
She worked her lips and swallowed, cleaning up the dried saliva with her tongue. Once that was finished, she began exploring the boundary of the hood.
The rolled rubber circle just outside her lips was obvious, the material flexing as she prodded at it. The opening was large enough to accommodate a man's girth, but not much more.
She could already imagine how Bradley might choose to use it, but he didn't seem interested in that right now. His thumb pressed down against the inside of her tunnel, fingers layering over the front of her snatch.
Mooing in surprise at the sudden burst of pleasure in her loins, she bucked in her restraints. Bradley chuckled, sweeping his thumb out and over her clit.
"It always amuses me to see how easy it is to set women off," he remarked. "No matter how stiff their attitude, they all become slutty whores once I handle them."
He was rather overestimating his abilities. Any cow would react this way after being left to swell full of milk!
Regardless, she was well and truly ready to be fucked. Her pussy was wet, nipples swollen. How long would he tease her before he deigned to bless her gaping hole with his swollen prick?
Maybe she could entice him to act sooner. Grinning, she made a gasp of pleasure, mooing and wiggling her body like an eager whore.
The plan was to butter him up, flatter him so that he thought he was the king of sex. The more he believed in his own prowess, the better he would treat her - until she was in a position to turn the tables.
The chances of that were vanishingly small, but they weren't zero. She would keep on believing that the Doctor would give her a chance.
Doctor's slut. Doctor's agent. Doctor's orders.
It was maddening being unable to see what he was doing behind her. She flexed her pelvis, bending up her swollen pussy, inviting him to enter. Come on, come on, come on!
A masculine laugh fluttered in her ears. "Look at you. You've been completely brainwashed into my whore. This is glorious!"
She held back a sigh, rolling her eyes. Yes, keep thinking that, think whatever you want, but stick that hot meat inside, dammit!
Thumbs pressed into her sensitive flesh, on either side of her swollen inner lips. There came a slight tweak, and her gaping hole was prized open. She gasped, biting her lower lip as the buzzing patterns twirled like dancers in front of her eyes.
Cowwhore. Cowslut. Breeder.
Yes, she wanted to be bred! Forgetting herself, she tried to explain her need in words, but it came out in a rushing moo, none of it making any sense.
Bradley chuckled anyway. He knew what this was doing to her, the bastard, and he thought it was funny!
He moved his fingers, running his thumbs around the periphery of her gaping hole. The stretching sensations combined with the tight cups against her chest was enough to send her ballistic. Her belly trembled, her breathing coming in short bursts.
"I bestow upon you a gift," Bradley intoned."My superior genetics shall fruit and multiply within you, growing a new generation of slaves to serve me and mine. Accept this with my favor."
To her ears, this sounded like some kind of cult proclamation. What a sanctimonious dick! Did he really think that he would remain in power forever?
The answer, of course, was yes. The elites who lorded it over their peasants never thought that they would find the wherewithal to rise up and take them down!
Well, she would teach him. Personally. Right after she enjoyed fucking him.
Doctor's slut. Doctor's slave. Doctor's orders.
She smiled to herself, knowing who her real owner was. Bradley L. Best the third had no idea who he was messing with!
Her mouth opened into a wide O as Bradley's dick rammed into her pussy, a feminine moo rushing out through the mask. The fact that she couldn't see anything only served to heighten the sensations, skyrocketing her libido as his length dug into her tunnel.
"Moo for me, cow," demanded Bradley. "Moo, and surrender yourself to my kingly rod."
Doctor's pleasure. Doctor's heaven. Doctor's lust.
She mooed, loud and long, shaking in the restraints as Bradley pulled back for another thrust.
"That's right," he taunted, pausing with his crown barely cracking her inner lips.
He halted there for an agonizing moment, swaying his hips back and forth to tease her further. "Sing my praises and rejoice in the knowledge that you will forevermore be nothing more than my breeding cow."
A deep rushing breath whistled into the mask, and she mooed again. This must have satisfied him, for he rammed back in more energetically than before.
His balls smacked against her crack as he bottomed out, the crown of his shaft stretching out her insides. She ran out of breath, gasping for air.
The depth of pleasure at being bred by her enemy surprised her. She had certainly enjoyed her dalliances with him before her capture, but she had thought that her rage at him would get in the way.
Instead, a deep submissiveness had taken hold of her body. She bent a little further, giving him the best angle possible to ease the difficulty of his fucking. She would do anything to make him happy.
Doctor's slut. Doctor's slave. Doctor's orders.
The cups on her udders jerked to life, rattling as they tugged towards the floor. The hissing pop was muffled in her headphones, pressure licking around her nipples.
She grunted, surprised at the way her udders were lurching. The cups seemed to elongate with the suckling pressure, tugging on her bulky flesh with each cycle of the system.
It was clear that it had been designed to drive her wild. She could barely contain herself, pressing her hooves against the mold as she arched her back, feeling her udders being brutalized by the cups.
It felt marvelous. But it was only going to get even better!
She rolled her eyes as Bradley grabbed her thighs possessively. "You love being a cow," he said matter-of-factly. "You love being my fuck toy. You love the mindless joy of breeding."
It was true, it was all true! She mooed, rejoicing as her breeder rammed his thick cock into her wet tunnel, taming her, controlling her, owning her.
Doctor's breeder. Doctor's orders.
Her body was swinging in the form as her breeder held onto her thighs, ramming into her with gusto. The cups strained on her udders, the swelling pressure climbing towards its peak.
She would soon be gushing with milk, losing all sense of herself in the pleasure, the pulsing dick filling her full of her breeder's cum.
The anticipation was killing her, but she held on, her eyes tearing up as heat washed through her body. She mooed urgently, warning her breeder that she was nearing climax.
"Not just yet, my whore cow. You must wait until I explode within you, then you may celebrate my gift of life!"
Her body bounced off the peak, then remained there, the pleasure squirming through her belly. She mooed with low intensity, the ache of release just beyond reach.
Bradley didn't seem to care about her discomfort, humming to himself as he rammed into her pussy. "Yes, that's right, slut," he murmured, pressing his thumbs into her thighs.
Fortunately, he wasn't as good at lovemaking as he thought. To get him to release, all she had to do was give him what he wanted.
She curled her lips, changing the quality of her moos, making them higher pitched. She was almost purring now, cooing out her pleasure in just the way he liked.
He groaned, increasing the pace. Squelching sounds from his thrusts into her sodden pussy played in her headphones, driving her crazy. It had to be soon, didn't it? He couldn't possibly have increased his stamina!
Bradley laughed, a quick, braying bark. "I know something you don't," he said in a teasing tone. "The Doctor gave me something to help control my libido. I can go as long as I want!"
She rolled her eyes and mooed breathlessly, no longer able to control herself. The pleasure was so overwhelming, she could barely hold on, fuzzy white sparkles dancing in her eyes.
Why would the Doctor have done that? Why would she...?
"That's enough, Bradley," said the Doctor, her voice hard. "You've had your fun. You may cum now. Give her everything you've got. Paint her white with your dick."
Bradley gasped, his cock surging in her tunnel. Her body stiffened as the first spurt blasted into her.
She closed her eyes as the pleasure spiked, enjoying the way her udders jiggled, milk splattering into the cups. She mooed, a long and low utterance, delightful muscle spasms created by his jerking dick.
As the semen gushed into her pussy, the pressure in her udders moderated, the pumps tugging on her flesh. The pleasure seeped out of her as the orgasm faded, but the heat still pulsed within her, giving her a pleasant afterglow.
Sighing, she relaxed into the form, licking her lips as Bradley pulled out of her. A trickle of semen dribbled onto her pussy, but the vast majority was deep inside, the little swimmers working their way into her womb.
It was glorious to think that she might soon become pregnant. Her udders would swell further, increasing in volume, until she became the most productive cow of them all!
Doctor's breeder. Doctor's agent. Doctor's orders.
A sudden tone sounded in her ears, and her brain clicked, shoved into a different mode. She didn't feel fuzzy any longer, and her thoughts were more precise, refined.
Frowning, she tried to understand the difference, feeling confused as the heavy headphones were abruptly removed from her head. Hands fiddled at the zipper on her hood, pulling it open over the top of her skull. The buckles jangled as the straps were removed, the metal grommets rubbing against her horns.
She held her breath as the sparkling lights vanished, her imagination recreating them when she closed her eyes. The hood popped free, and she opened them again, blinking at the sudden light.
She didn't understand. They had just finished a breeding session, where Bradley had declared himself the ultimate victor, and now she was being set free?
The rubber hood wobbled as the Doctor stepped over to a counter at the rear of the room, dropping it in a heap. She stepped over to a sink, carefully washing her hands.
Show Girl narrowed her eyes, putting two and two together. "You neutralized him, didn't you?"
Her words were raspy, but clear, indicating that the voicebox modulator had been turned off. This was further proof that the Doctor was up to something.
The Doctor didn't respond, taking extra time to ensure that her hands were cleaned thoroughly. Show Girl wrinkled her nose and craned her neck around, trying to get a good look at Bradley.
Her enemy stood behind her and off to one side, his body stiff. His dick stood at attention, a wide visor clamped over his face. The sparkling patterns almost caught her, but she turned away in time.
"He's mesmerized," she said dully. "And I can speak again."
The Doctor calmly dried her hands with a towel, dropping it into a hole in the counter. Turning around, she braced one shiny boot against the cabinet as she folded her arms over her strict corset. "That's right," she said coolly. "I misled him about your current mental state. I have put him in stasis for further processing."
She cocked her head. "He meant to make you his everlasting slave, setting himself above you as your one true Master. I have halted those ambitions, but now his fate hangs in the balance. What do you wish to do with him, One Hundred?"
Show Girl frowned, squirming in her restraints. She didn't regret having sex with the man, but it was true that she didn't consider him to be her Master. She was devoted to one person and one person only.
Doctor's orders.
She blinked, realizing the truth. The hate that remained in her heart wasn't aimed towards the Doctor at all. She simply wanted to prevent her former boyfriend from dragging any more innocents into his net.
"Set me free," she commanded. "I will bring him to heel. He will learn to serve us."
The Doctor's severe expression settled into a wicked grin. "That's right," she affirmed. "Our benefactors cannot be allowed to run around and do whatever they like. They must obey when we come calling. They shall be the animals on our leash!"
Doctor's orders.
That idea sounded good to her. If she harnessed him for the Farm, he would never be able to hurt her again. She would be the one in charge, telling him what to do!
She wiggled in her restraints. "Release me," she demanded. "I want to teach him what it means to be an animal."
The corner of the Doctor's mouth lifted up into a smirk. "As you wish."
Pushing off the cabinet, the Doctor stalked over to her side, her hands moving to undo the straps. "How are you feeling otherwise, my cow?"
Doctor's orders.
Show Girl blinked, confused by the question. "Why do you ask, Mistress? You know I would do anything for you."
"Indeed," purred the Doctor, loosening a strap over her back. "Then your training is now complete. Ninety. Come here and show her my favor."
A figure approached from her right, a raccoon cow face sparkling with joy. Her ear tag wobbled as she leaned in to kiss Show Girl on the cheek. "Welcome to my herd, One Hundred."
The quality of her demeanor had changed. There was more personality in the animation of Black Beauty's face, intelligence in her eyes.
"It was all an act?" Show Girl asked, feeling outraged. "You were a fox in the henhouse, pushing me towards this outcome all along!"
Doctor's orders.
"Yes, and no," purred Black Beauty. "You will soon see that our programming is multi-layered. When I'm in cow mode, I'm nothing more than one of the herd."
Her eyes hooded. "When the milking tone rings, it doesn't matter what mode I'm in. I love being milked more than anything in this world, and you do, too. You are her cow agent."
Doctor's agent. Doctor's cow. Doctor's orders.
"I... understand," Show Girl croaked, her voice flattening. "I have been brainwashed into becoming her cow agent. I belong to Mistress."
She blinked rapidly, breaking out of the strange monotone. Her lips quivered. "Is that what you mean when you talk about modes?"
Black Beauty's eyes sparkled. "That's right. You're starting to understand now. We owe our devotion to the Mistress who made us what we are. We belong to her. We are her agents."
Doctor's agent. Doctor's orders.
Show Girl understood this sentiment at an instinctual level. There was no denying it.
Somewhere along the way, the brainwashing had been integrated deep into her personality. Being a cow no longer bothered her. Not if she could belong to the Doctor.
Doctor's slave. Doctor's agent. Doctor's orders.
"We are... her agents," she whispered, the words dancing in her mind.
"That's right," interjected the Doctor, removing the straps over her hips and thighs. "Several years ago I experimented with a new formulation of a widely used drug. It didn't work as well as I had expected, but one of its side effects was interesting. It had the tendency to put patients into a trance-like state."
She moved down Show Girl's legs, finishing up. "I soon found the funding I needed for further research, but it came with strings attached. I had to kowtow to self-important men and their unusual sexual proclivities."
She sniffed, but it sounded like the Doctor thought this was an annoying prerequisite rather than a moral quandary. "It was always about how we could create whores to satisfy their base needs. A rather tawdry application for such a profound discovery. They never expected that I would use it on them."
Show Girl felt strange. She understood what had been done to her, but she didn't feel bad about it. "Doctor," she said hesitantly, finding it difficult to be mean to the amazing person who had unlocked her inner animal. "Why don't I hate you?"
It was a simple question, one she couldn't answer herself. Her emotions were all balled up inside her, twisted into a complicated mess. And yet, despite their intensity, she found most of them to be positive.
Could it be... she loved the Doctor for making her this way?
She levered herself up, but the Doctor laid a hand on her back, pushing her down. "Careful there," she warned. "Wait until I lower you, One Hundred."
Show Girl relaxed, swaying in the form. No, that was impossible. She couldn't love her. The Doctor couldn't even remember her name, for heaven's sake! Why was she feeling so attached to her?
Black Beauty's wide smile beamed at her, the sparkle in her eyes almost fanatical. "She won't answer you," she said in response to Show Girl's question. "I'm not sure she understands it herself. It's another unexpected side effect of the protocol."
The Doctor grunted, moving away from the suspended form. "It's rather one I wish it didn't have," she confessed. "I wasn't looking to become a cult leader. I'm a researcher, dammit!"
Black Beauty's face was filled with peace. "And we love you for it, Doctor," she said calmly. "Besides, if you didn't want the full measure of our devotion, why did you design the protocol with so much fluff about Doctor's orders?"
Doctor's cow. Doctor's agent. Doctor's orders.
Show Girl shivered, knowing that the directives had been embedded deep into her psyche. There was no getting away from them. They had become her truth.
The Doctor snorted. "Many of those were demands from my benefactors. They didn't want any of my projects going 'off the Farm,' as they termed it."
Black Beauty got down on her knees, placing her front legs at her sides. Her large udders bounced, looking swollen. She was pregnant, like a good cow should be.
Doctor's breeder. Doctor's slut. Doctor's orders.
Black Beauty's face screwed up into an amused smile. "Whatever the reason, you have us now, Doctor. I would love to help you out, but with these hooves, that's rather possible."
"I'm still trying to figure out a solution for that," sighed the Doctor. "I can't let our clientele see you being anything other than controlled cows, for obvious reasons. That will change once we have them all under our control, which is what this session is about. Hold on there, One Hundred, I'm about to get you down."
Taking this under advisement, Show Girl leaned into the form, using her hooves to provide her with some stability. Her body lurched as her back half suddenly dropped, but the descent soon became smoother.
As the angle became more precarious, she hissed, but Black Beauty was there, placing a heavy hoof on her back. "You won't fall out," said the cow gently. "I won't let you."
A wave of gratitude washed over her. She barely knew the other cow, had been competitive with her, but now she was being so helpful! Her mind buzzed, adjusting her estimation of the woman.
Doctor's agent. Doctor's cow. Doctor's orders.
It was true that they both shared so much. Both of them had been captured, changed, and brainwashed to love the Doctor. She really should find time to learn more about her, but the opportunities for that would be slim outside of their joint operations together. Really, there wouldn't be a better time than now!



"How long have you been a cow?" she asked, her mind whirling with curiosity.
"I am one of her first successes," Black Beauty said proudly. "Without me, the Farm would never have become a major operation!"
"Steady on," interrupted the Doctor. "You've been more of a bother than a help. The amount of trouble you caused with Sir William was an absolute nightmare!"
"Yes, but I successfully brought him under your control, didn't I? How many cow agents can say that?"
"Not many," the Doctor replied begrudgingly.
Show Girl licked her lips at the interesting interplay. They must have known each other for quite a while. "Just how many cow agents are there?" she asked, visions of a decked out squad wearing slick bodysuits dancing in her mind.
"Only a handful," replied Black Beauty. "The training is really quite a bother, and for some reason she likes to choose the most spirited animals for the job."
"It takes a certain mind for the training to work properly," murmured the Doctor. "Multi-layered personalities are difficult to affix. Many types of brains just can't hold it all and they become brain dead milkers."
The form rattled to a stop, the back end dragging on the ground. Show Girl shivered, imagining what could have happened to her if the brainwashing hadn't gone well. "Those poor girls!" she exclaimed.
"I wouldn't feel too bad for them," said Black Beauty. "They enjoy their lives with the bliss of an idiot. They love being cows. You've seen one of them every day. Wouldn't you agree that she's happy?"
An image of Brown Missy swam into her mind. The gravid cow loved being pregnant, loved being milked, loved lazing around the pasture.
Doctor's cow. Doctor's slave. Doctor's orders.
She supposed what Black Beauty said was true. She wasn't exactly one to talk, was she? She loved being a cow, too!
Hands dug under her shoulders. "Get ready, One Hundred," commanded the Doctor. "One. Two. Three!"
Show Girl pushed off as the Doctor lifted, both of them grunting as her udders popped out of the cups, the pressure releasing. She lifted her hooves up against her body, placing one on the form to keep herself from falling back in.
From there, she was able to extract one of her back hooves, setting it shakily on the floor. Black Beauty was immediately there, wrapping her front arm around Show Girl's, helping to stabilize her body as she finished extracting herself.
Her back felt weak in this upright position, and she was surprised to find that Black Beauty was rock solid. "My core seems to be lacking," sighed Show Girl. "When do you find the time to train standing? I never see you practicing out in the field."
"It's extra training we agents do during indoor days," explained Black Beauty. "I expect that you will be joining us soon, now that you've proved that the programming has taken."
Show Girl wrinkled her nose at the idea of more training. She didn't want to fall apart whenever she stood up, however, so there wasn't much choice.
The Doctor clapped her hands together. "You two will have the opportunity to get to know each other better later," she announced. "Now, however, you must finish your mission."
Complete the puzzle. Complete the mission. Doctor's orders.
Black Beauty helped her to shuffle away from the form. She paused as she got a good look at her nemesis. Bradley L. Best, standing rigid, lips pale, mesmerized by his visor.
She flicked her eyes away from the sparkling lights, but Black Beauty chuckled. "Don't worry about being mesmerized by it. You will soon be participating in his programming. Embrace the Doctor's orders."
Doctor's prescription. Doctor's slave. Doctor's orders.
"I want to do this correctly," Show Girl protested.
"And you will!" grinned Black Beauty, patting Show Girl's side. "Reinforcing your programming together is what this is all about!"
"Then he's already been through a session?" asked Show Girl, a hint of disappointment in her tone.
She had been hoping that she would be the first to take him down, to see his smirk fade into brainless obedience.
"That's right,"explained the Doctor, her hat tilting at a jaunty angle as she rolled out an odd chair from the corner.
Placing the chair behind the mesmerized man, she stepped on a lever mounted to the side, locking the castors in place. "Do you remember your last session in the Finishing Pod, where you trained with a simulacrum of him?"
Her face settled into a smirk, her wicked eyebrows jumping. "You two weren't in the same room, but I assure you, that was very real."
"You... invented remote sex technology?" choked out Show Girl. "How is that not your primary product?"
The Doctor shrugged. "The setup is too expensive for mass production, but for our clientele, money is no object. They quite enjoy the experience, but I get complaints that it's not quite like the real thing. There are still some kinks to work out of the system."
Show Girl unexpectedly laughed. "There's more than just a few kinks around here."
"I know. That is why we need to get them under our control." The Doctor lifted her head towards Black Beauty. "The baseline is set. I have much to do, but I will review the feeds later. Make sure she feeds him properly."
"As you wish, Mistress," purred Black Beauty, wiggling her body in pleasure. "I will ensure that your prescription is carried out exactly as ordered."
"Good," murmured the Doctor, stretching her back.
She sniffed as she glanced at Bradley, gliding towards the door. Detecting her presence, it swished open, the stretchy rubber of her bodysuit gripping her ass tightly as she crossed out into the corridor.
A wisp of hair trailed from her bun, a bouncing lace visible on her corset as she vanished around the corner. Show Girl smacked her lips, frowning. "Does she always wear something so... fetishistic?"
"Oh yes, she claims that it's good for business. I guess that makes sense given who she deals with."
"Has she ever had sex with any of them?" Show Girl asked, her eyes narrowing in on Bradley's crotch, where his dick was still rock hard.
"Not that I've seen, but I'm not always in the right frame of mind to understand what's going on. Doctor's orders."
Doctor's whore. Doctor's agent. Doctor's orders.
She couldn't seem to break herself away from watching Bradley's swollen dick. The semen he had ejaculated into her had become sticky around her thighs, and her hole was still throbbing.
"Do we have to keep talking?" she groaned, biting her lower lip. "I'm still burning up inside!"
"Of course you are," murmured Black Beauty, giving her a knowing glance. "Come on, back on your feet. Let's get him seated so that you can satisfy your programming."
Black Beauty helped her down until her front feet settled on the floor. The ache in her back eased, and she sighed.
Her udders jiggled together, still swollen with milk. Despite the machine's efforts, they hadn't managed to extract everything, which was a downer. She longed for the feeling of a full extraction, but this fool of a man was in her way!
Snorting, she blew a burst of air from her nostrils, her fat nose ring bouncing against her upper lip. "Let's get this done so that I can finish getting milked," she announced.
Black Beauty's hooves clicked against the floor as she moved around the mesmerized man, positioning herself on the left side of the curvy chair. Lifting her neck, she tossed her head. "You'll be finishing your milking here. Sit!"
The strength behind her command almost made Show Girl drop her hindquarters, but she soon realized that it wasn't directed at her. Squinting at Bradley, she blinked as he fell back into the chair, his limbs splayed open against the curves.
The visor attached to his face immediately caught her attention, the buzzing pixels digging into her brain. This man... she hated him, but she also needed to breed with him!
Doctor's whore. Doctor's breeder. Doctor's orders.
She took a hesitant step forward, mesmerized by the flashing display. It wanted her to climb on top, to brace her udders against his chest, to fuck him until her pussy gushed with more of his hot cream.
She hesitated, unsure whether this was the right thing to do. The words in her brain encouraged her, but should she act on them without a direct command?
"Do it," purred Black Beauty, noticing her struggle. "Let yourself go. Listen to the beauty of her programming. Let it guide you to pleasure."
The stiffness vanished, and she smiled, looking up into the visor. There was no need to avoid it. It was telling her what she must do.
Doctor's breeder. Doctor's whore. Doctor's agent. Doctor's orders.
She stretched her front legs, purring as she admired his thick dick. In the time it had taken for them to get set up, he had gone somewhat flaccid, but she knew how to fix that.
Pressing her hooves into the chair on either side of his hips, she levered herself up, placing her enormous udders on his knees. Leaning in, her mouth opened wide.
Using her tongue, she lifted his wet length upright, lurching in to clamp her lips around the crown. Swirling her tongue in a circle, she swallowed, increasing the suction on the tip.
He groaned, his hips jerking upwards, forcing his shaft into her mouth. She chuckled, slurping as she pressed in, cleaning his length with voracious gargling.
She could feel his pulse, taste the shaft lengthening inside her until the end curled up towards the back of her throat. This used to cause issues, but sometime during training her physical response had been muted, allowing her to work his shaft without discomfort.
She used this opportunity to dive deeper, swallowing him whole. Tongue extended, she licked at his balls, enjoying the hot rod that plugged her airway.
Lurching a few times, she pulled out, swallowing hard before taking in a deep breath. "That was wonderful!" she exclaimed, grinning at his fat length trembling in front of her nose.
"Perfect!" purred Black Beauty. "Now, mount him like the animal you are! Show him how you cowgirl!"
Show Girl appreciated the double meaning, smacking her sloppy lips together as she used her front legs to swing her lower body up and over, straddling her ex's waist.
He grunted, but didn't respond, caught in the swirling mass of lights. Show Girl grinned, surprised at how easy this would be. "How long has the Doctor been programming him?"
"For a few months, ever since she worked out a new protocol," replied Black Beauty, waddling up next to the chair. "She's been running it on him as her testbed."
"Then I am the first benefactor of her largesse?" hissed Show Girl, a swell of arousal surging through her pussy. "I get the joy of physically breaking him in."
"That's right," chuckled Black Beauty, lifting her front legs off the ground and placing her hooves on the side of the chair next to his arm.
Her black eyes shone, filled with hunger. "Lean into him. Make him understand the gift of your presence."
Show Girl did as her fellow agent suggested, enjoying the way her gigantic udders squashed into his bare chest. Laying her hooves over his shoulders, she leaned in. Her erect nipples pressed into his skin, an erotic frisson tingling through the air.
He moaned, still out of it. Feeling dominant, she smirked, rocking up against him. His thick dick was trapped against his belly, the motion squeezing on his flesh. His body shuddered, his mouth dropping open.
Deciding that this was her opportunity, she pressed in for a kiss on his cheek, slowly moving down to suckle on his lower lip. His body bucked, bringing the sparkling visor into her field of view.
Doctor's whore. Doctor's slut. Doctor's orders.
She broke away, blinking. It didn't make sense that she was being so lovey dovey with him. This was the man who had sold her into slavery, turned her into a cow. She hated him!
Pressing her lips together, she plumbed the depths of her feelings. It was true. She did despise him, with a loathing that demanded action. However, she had a mission to accomplish, so she couldn't indulge in her most wicked desires. She had to fuck him. Doctor's orders.
It was all coming back to her. Her mind had been reprogrammed to want this, her hate harnessed for the good of the Farm.
The worst part of it was that she wanted this. She wanted to have sex with him, to breed with him, to become the best cow ever.
At the same time, she was hollowing him out, reprogramming him to be like her. Loyal to the Doctor. Loyal to the Farm.
That didn't seem like such a bad thing.
Doctor's agent. Doctor's breeders. Doctor's orders.
The words ran through her mind as she stared at the visor, taking in a deep breath. Her lips moved on their own, repeating the mantra, fixing her mind on the resulting obedience.
The Doctor held her in the palm of her hand. She had been broken and rebuilt as her pawn. And it felt wonderful.
Her mouth clicked shut as she pulled herself out of a stupor, staring at Black Beauty's looming face. "I can tell the difference!" she exclaimed joyfully. "You have accepted the truth. You are hers."
Show Girl licked her lips, unable to respond. What the cow said was right, but it felt odd to admit it.
Black Beauty grinned at her. "That's okay, you don't have to say anything. You simply have to obey."
Show Girl let out a sigh, trying to relax her shoulders. That's right. She had to obey. The words said so. Doctor's orders. It was just that simple.
Her expression flickered, head swaying as she struggled to see the sparkling lights. Black Beauty gave her a quick peck on the cheek. "I know that this is difficult for you, but bear with me. You can give yourself to the pattern in a moment. Lift yourself up."
Show Girl grunted, using her front legs to raise up her bulky body. Her pendulous udders skidded over the man's chest, ending up crammed around his neck.
The visor was now visible again, catching her attention. The patterns whirled, holding her in place until a hoof touched her shoulder. "Back down, cow."
Doctor's plan. Doctor's orders.
She did as she was commanded, caught up in the whirling display. When the male's dick kissed her inner lips, she paused, savoring the sensation.
She was about to be filled again, that hot rod stirring up her insides. What a joyous occasion!
The hoof on her shoulder tapped again. "Come, cow. Start breeding. The Doctor commands it. Doctor's orders."
The whirling pixels turned into words in her mind, spinning around and around. Doctor's orders.
Yes, of course. This was all for the Doctor. By Her will.
Smiling joyfully, she descended, gasping as the wet dick slid deep into her tunnel, as if it belonged there.
Perhaps it did. Her mission was to breed. She must do as she was commanded.
Hissing, she tilted her hips, ramming her pelvis into the man's body, enjoying the way the tip of his cock teased at her insides.
The man moaned, but otherwise remained passive, a meat puppet for her to use however she wished. Her nerves were like threads, pulled taut, each movement sending shudders of pleasure through her body.
It wasn't enough.
Grunting, she leaned forward, curling her front legs over his shoulders. Her swollen udders were between them, leaking spurts of milk with every thrust.
Hissing with pleasure, she stared at his visor, allowing it to deepen her trance, pulling her in. Her speed increased, the world narrowed, until there was nothing but her and the rough fucking.
Breeder whore. Breeder cow. Doctor's orders.
Yes. Yes!
This was what she was. Who she was. Doctor's cow. Her pleasure whore.
Happy burbles escaped her lips as the pleasure surged. His dick swelled inside her, ready to explode.
"Moo," a breathy voice whispered into her ear. "Moo for your Mistress. Affirm your servitude for all the world to hear!"
Unblinking, Show Girl took in a deep breath, her body rocking faster, milking the man's cock. It jerked inside her, weaker than the second time around, but still enough to set her off.
Letting go, she sank onto his rod, her teats leaking all over his chest as she let out a long, satisfied moo.
Her insides quivered as more semen was extracted, her body feeling hot and pleasant. Sighing, she rotated her pelvis in a slow circle, delighting at the way her lover groaned.
He was completely lost in the pleasure. She would be, too, if not for the words that whispered in her mind.
Doctor's breeder. Doctor's feeder. Doctor's orders.
"Give him your udder," commanded Black Beauty. "Let him feed on your magnificence."
Blowing air through her lips, she was helpless to resist the command. She didn't want to resist.
Leaning back, she clumsily tried to lift one of her udders with her front leg, but her pleasure-addled body wasn't responding properly. She grunted, annoyed at her sloppy movements, but she couldn't seem to make herself work properly.
Sighing, she snarled and let her legs drop to her sides, staring helplessly at the sparkling visor.
Useless. Helpless. Slut slave. Doctor's orders.
Black Beauty chuckled at her ineptitude, placing her hand over the visor to interrupt the flow of nasty words. "Hold on there, you don't need any more of that reinforcement. You're not like the other cows. You're better."
She tapped the side of the visor, and the pattern changed.
Strong. Resilient. Masterful slave. Doctor's orders.
Her trembling legs stabilized. That's right, she was in control. She was a powerful slave. She would execute the Doctor's commands as she desired!
Clamping her thighs against her lover's body, she straightened up, lifting her chest. "Put him in position," she commanded, her brain sizzling with instructions.
Black Beauty jammed a hoof into the man's chest, tilting him forward with her other front leg, which she placed behind his neck. The visor buzzed approvingly, feeding her the next step.
Lifting up her left udder, she smiled in satisfaction at the milk weeping from her teat. She must feed him. He must drink.
Mother cow. Mother's udders. Doctor's orders.
His lips puckered wide around her teat as it jammed into his mouth, the hot wetness of his tongue causing her to shudder. She rocked on his dick, enjoying the slight friction as his mouth worked on her nipple.
She sighed as her teat responded to the stimulation, her milk flowing freely into his sucking mouth. He swallowed, gulping it down as fast as he could.
Suddenly, his rod stiffened within her, surprising her. "He should be spent!" she exclaimed, grinning with pleasure. "Why is he catching another wind?"
"It's your milk," explained Black Beauty, sounding satisfied. "It's packed full of drugs. An aphrodisiac, a vasodilator, and various other potent concoctions that open his mind to us. He won't know what hit him!"
Show Girl frowned. "I didn't know I contained all that," she said dubiously, staring at the swell of her udder.
Her teat jerked as Bradley tugged on it, his lips open wide to collect as much of her milk as possible. She bit her lip and winced, arching her back at the burst of pleasure that spiked through her pussy.
The combination of pleasure and pain felt spectacular. Breathing hard, she mooed softly. "What comes next?" she asked, her voice husky.
"You continue feeding him, peer into the visor, and obey your commands," murmured Black Beauty, her lips sitting close to Show Girl's ears. "Let the pattern carry you away, and fuck him to completion. Tell him he's yours. Ours."



She could do at least that much with her muddled brain. Taking in a deep breath, she looked up. She froze as the sparkling lights took over, new demands rearranging her thoughts.
Cow master. Cow breeder. Cow feeder.
"Drink it down, slave," she mooed, rocking her hips gently against his body. "Your cock might be raw sore, but it doesn't belong to you any more. You serve us."
Bradley moaned in response, unable to come up with anything intelligible. His tongue continued working, extracting more of her drugged milk.
If it really did contain all those things Black Beauty claimed, what did it do to them when they drank it from each other? Her mind whirled, unable to make sense of the implications.
It seemed bad, somehow, but the patterns on the visor were moving faster, her brain synchronized, captured.
Doctor's feeder. Doctor's breeder. Doctor's orders.
Bradley slurped on her teat, pressing in harder, but there were diminishing returns. Grunting, he pulled back.
Annoyed, Show Girl pressed in, but he wasn't willing to accept it. "Give him your other teat, cow," Black Beauty ordered. "Smother him with your milk."
Her spinning mind readjusted, and she twisted her torso, presenting her other udder. "Take this," she commanded forcefully. "Bring it to your lips and drink it down. Fill yourself to the brim with the milk you wanted so badly!"
His lips moved silently, as if he was trying to communicate. For a moment, she thought that she would have to help him, but was soon shocked to feel his hot hands grasping the sides of her swollen udder.
She was thrilled. It was actually working! She was in control!
She grinned as he brought her bulging teat up to his lips, squeezing her nipple with his teeth. The pain came again, the ecstasy of producing milk, filling him up with obedience towards her and the Farm.
Towards the Doctor, to whom she owed this pleasure!
She couldn't stop herself from lurching up and forward, smashing their bellies together. He moved with her, helping her, the two of them slamming into each other, one big bundle of hot joy.
His groans mixed with her moos, and she began to forget. The circumstances of her capture, transformation, and degradation. Her humiliation at being turned into a cow, the rage she had experienced at being sold into slavery.
All of that was washed away by the pleasure, obedience, and her devotion to the patterns. She was a slave cow, an agent of the Doctor, and she would fuck anyone her Mistress desired, bend them to her will.
It felt so good to betray her past self, to give in and obey. The sparkling lights said so, and she agreed. Doctor's orders were her everything. She lived to serve.
"Good," whispered her sister agent, the cow pressing her soft udders into Show Girl's side. "Now, release. Both of you. Orgasm. Explode. Breed."
Bradley's dick surged within her, a weak spurt of semen painting her insides. She stared at the visor, breathing hard, repeating the words she read in the patterns as another orgasm took her body.
Cow breeder. Cow slut. Cow whore.
Glug. Glug. Glug.
Doctor's Orders.
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Chapter Six - Epilogue - Acceptance
The pumps clicked on, increasing the pressure, streaks of milk swirling down the tubing. She relaxed in the framework, mooing softly around the dildo in her mouth, giving it a slight chew for comfort.
The heavy headphones clamped to her skull hissed directly into her brain, bypassing her conscious mind. There was no need for her to think about the programming, it was only necessary to obey.
A faint hint of excitement coiled in her loins as she speculated about what the Doctor had in store for her. She wished to please her Mistress in any way possible.
The heavy belt around her waist trembled, and she shuddered with anticipation. She was going to be rewarded soon. All she needed to do was to stare deep into the slow spiral on the screen positioned in front of her nose.
She followed the slow loops, around and around, losing herself further in the programming. The pumps clicked, lurching up against her udders, squeezing out more of her wonderfully addictive milk.
She knew now what the milk would be used for. The men who it would seduce, subvert. They would be changed to support the Farm. To support the Doctor.
Her eyes opened wide as a hard dildo nudged against her sensitive inner lips. The colors changed on the swirling display, pastel and pink subversion. A slender woman posed in a slick, red rubber bodysuit, the shiny material drawn tight against her thick thighs. Mistress.
Placing her hands on her hips, the virtual figure stalked closer, body swaying. Her glossy boots clicked against the floor in a constant rhythm, the beat reinforced through the headphones.
When the Doctor filled the display, she lifted the crop in her left hand, the end dangling idly towards the floor. Her other hand remained on her hip as she popped her pelvis forward, the corset emphasizing her bust.
Her breasts were insignificant in size compared to Show Girl's massive udders, but the tight rubber suit emphasized her perfectly formed nipples. Was she... feeling jealous?
Nonsense. A cow's beauty was derived from her enormous udders and the amount of milk they could produce. There was no way her Mistress would be able to compete with those puny breasts.
Mistress' belly wasn't swollen with pregnancy, either. Not like hers.
Smiling, she wiggled in her restraints, enjoying the feel of the metal poles bracketing her swollen belly. She was fairly far along, now, and her body was responding nicely, putting up better numbers on the pumps each day.
Soon, she would surpass Brown Missy's record, though it was a shame she'd never be able to brag about it to her. The other cow was a brainless milker, unable to fathom anything more advanced than 'eat' and 'pleasure.'
Sometimes, she envied the cow's spacey existence. She didn't have to think. She could simply enjoy her life without a care in the world.
Blinking, she realized that she had distracted herself again. Mistress's crop was raised in the air, as though she was signaling the start of a race.
Perhaps she was. Show Girl's heart stopped as the crop dropped, the thick dildo ramming into her waiting pussy.
Mooing into the gag, she sank forward, her udders jolting as the pumps clicked, thumping and tugging in time with the dildo's harsh penetrations.
The synchronization followed the slow twirl of the spiral, light bouncing off her Mistress' oiled body. The Doctor gave her a knowing grin, turning to stalk off to one side, stroking the end of her crop.
A series of images appeared in the center of the spiral, cows with huge udders. Bound into milking frameworks, their bodies rattled as the cups jumped.
Stocky men with thick horns appeared behind them, hips jerking, dicks pumping. She knew intellectually that it was a machine fucking her, but the images blurred the lines.
She could easily imagine one of studs gripping her waist and using her, his thick cock plumbing her depths as she writhed helplessly in her restraints.
She shuddered as her headphones filled with masculine grunts, enhancing the illusion. Pulling her hooves back against the tubing that trapped them, she writhed in the framework, rolling her eyes and mooing in pleasure.
The pumps continued their work, sending her on an ever increasing spiral, the pleasure building her body towards yet another climax.
The dildo rammed deeper, thumping into her with increasing speed. The cups rocked on her udders, clicking together as more milk was extracted.
Her muscles stiffened, preparing for more pleasure. Locking her teeth over the gag, she stared at the figures on the screen, knowing that the spiral was pulling her in deeper, reinforcing the programming that held her in its thrall.
She knew that it was wrong to love being programmed, but her morals had been twisted during her long milking sessions. The more she gave in, the better she felt. The better she felt, the more she produced.
The more she produced... Oh! To be a milking cow was divine!
Arching her back, she squeezed on the gag, grunting as spurts of milk shot down the tubing, miniature orgasms exploding in her nipples.
Her mind went blank for the count of three as ecstasy took hold, rewarding her for her obedience.
She was a pure, brainwashed, slutty cow! Oh yes!
Her bound body flexed, nose ring rattling as gasping moos rushed down her nostrils.
This was only the first level, however. The sparking pleasure at her nipples soon began to fade, replaced by an enduring arousal caused by the thumping dildo.
The pumps continued as well, combining together to push her inexorably towards a towering climax. There was no way for her to escape the assault, no reason for her to even try.
She was perfectly happy to remain as she was, eyes wide open, staring at the screen, letting it reinforce her loyalty to the Doctor.
Sucking on the dildo, she followed the spinning pixels, happy to be mesmerized by the colorful display.
The spiral had captured her mind, forcing her thoughts to spin along with it, repeating the words implanted by months and months of programming.
She was a cowslut. She was a cowwhore. She belonged to the Doctor. She would obey her orders.
It felt good to repeat these phrases. She rejoiced as she confirmed her submission, her desire to obey climbing higher with each repetition.
She was the Doctor's agent. Hopelessly loyal. Hopelessly obedient.
She no longer remembered her old life. Her selfishness and ambitions had vanished into the mist, replaced with an undying desire to obey her Mistress and carry out her commands.
She no longer felt hate for her ex. He was under Mistress' control as well. They all served the Farm.
The herd would flourish. The herd would produce. She would vanish into their midst, becoming nothing more than one among many.
She would produce. She would enjoy. She would obey.
Her body lurched, pressure building towards climax. She had been prepared for this by the spiral. She was ready to submit herself to the pleasure.
The pounding rod filled her hot pussy, thrusting with urgency. The spiral wanted her to obey. The spiral wanted her to submit. The spiral wanted her to explode.
She let go, mooing mindlessly as her muscles locked up. Her body shuddered in the framework, sounds of bound pleasure echoing in her ears.
She could hear the others nearby, echoing her pleasure, their moos rising together in united obedience.
She was one with them. She was one with the herd.
She was a cow. Nothing more.
This affirmation was all she needed to let go. No more thinking, only feeling.
Riding the waves of pleasure, she relaxed into the frame, breathing hard as the bulk of her milk was efficiently extracted.
Sore, but happy, she drank cool water from the gag, counteracting the hot flush that had seized hold of her body.
After she had finished swallowing, the gag was quickly extracted. The dildo in her pussy was now motionless, its duty complete. All that remained was the insistent click of the pumps, drawing out whatever remained.
Even this would soon be over, as the insistent tugging was retrieving less milk with each popping click. Mooing, she enjoyed it while she could, but the inevitable end was fast approaching.
That didn't make her sad, though, as there were more pleasures to be had today. She was eager to check her production metrics. Would she be able to beat Black Beauty this week?
The other cow's pregnancy was farther along than hers, but she appeared to have peaked. Her numbers were still on the rise, and there was a good chance that she'd be able to beat her within the next couple of sessions - as long as she didn't hit a plateau herself.
Wrinkling her nose, she touched the edge of her nose ring with her tongue. Nonsense. There was no way her fellow cow agent would be able to out produce her. No more self-defeating thoughts!
Blinking, she realized that during her ruminations, the screen with the spiral had blanked, and the pumps had halted. The milking session was now over, and given the clarity of her thoughts, she now had a mission to accomplish.
She creased her brow, wondering what it might be. The spiral had likely implanted her instructions, but she wouldn't know what they were until they activated.
Oh well. Whatever the Mistress wanted would happen. There was no reason to get worked up about it.
She lowed as the dildo in her pussy slid back into the belt, leaving her empty. A hand rubbed over her ass. "Steady there," came the calm voice of an attendant. "Hold still. I will release you soon."
The belt around her waist was loosened, then removed. Her legs quivered as cool air coiled around her loins, the lubrication from her snatch running down her thighs.
A towel was jammed between her legs, moved around with efficient motions to clean up the mess. Sighing, she relaxed, waiting patiently as the attendant pulled her legs apart to examine her further.
"Looking good," the handler announced, patting her belly. "I think that you'll be pleasantly surprised by the results."
Show Girl trembled, eager to hear them, but the attendant didn't give her anything further. Instead, she leaned over, unlocking the clasps that held Show Girl's legs.
There came some jolts as she uncoupled and coiled up the tubing. She then unhooked the strap around her back and removed the breast pumps, leaving her drained udders wobbling in the air.
Show Girl took in a deep breath, waiting patiently. Trying to get out of the framework by herself might lead to panic, and she didn't particularly want to injure herself.
Closing her eyes, she began to count. When she reached twenty, a hand cupped her ass, moving up her spine. At thirty, the hand wrapped around her neck.
A few more numbers, and the hands grabbed the sides of her headphones, lifting them gently over her head.
"Good cow," purred the attendant. "I will make a note of your exemplary obedience in your permanent record. You may expect a reward."
Show Girl mooed happily, placing her legs on the floor in a little jig as a leash was attached to her collar.
She continued dancing until the leash was jerked, demanding her attention. She opened her eyes and curved her neck towards the attendant, letting out a soft moo.
"We're done here, cow. Would you like to see today's numbers?"
Would she? Her eyes opened wide in anticipation, a sudden grin on her face.
Lifting her legs, she stepped gingerly out of the metal framework, unable to avoid a slight ping as a hoof touched the edge of a metal tube.
The framework rattled, but it wasn't damaged. Stepping out with more confidence, she followed the chain of the leash, lifting her ass to escape the confines of the milking machine.
The attendant's visor sparkled, reinforcing her obedience. She halted, waiting for the next command. The attendant dipped her head, the dish of her helmet catching the light, glossy orange lips shining with satisfaction.
That's right. She was an easy cow to handle. She was easy. She would do what anyone said. Only obedience would give her the most possible pleasure.
Obedience, and her mission. Her brain jolted, her brow furrowing. She did not know what she had been assigned to do just yet, but once she did, she would be certain to accomplish it.
Grasping her leash in a fist, the attendant raised her arm into the air and turned away, her boots squeaking on the tiled floor as she led Show Girl out of the pen onto flat concrete.
They were in a long hallway, the sterile walls reminding her of the milking barn. That's likely where they were, but she had no memory of entering the building.
That didn't matter. She had heard the milking tone and she had come. It was as simple as that.
She had done it dozens of times over the past few months, draining away her precious milk for the use of the Farm.
It had doubtless been used on their financial benefactors, convincing them to continue supporting their operations. The more milk they drank, the lower they sank, becoming addicted to the cows that produced it.
Not all of them had been fully brainwashed, but most of them were on the way. She grinned thinking about her old nemesis, Bradley, who was now helplessly in her thrall. It wouldn't be long before she bore his child, but she didn't begrudge him for this.
Their progeny would be given the best scholars and training, becoming the heir he had always wanted. There his original plan would diverge, as their child would be beholden to the Farm.
They would belong to the Farm. They would love the Farm. The Farm is all they would know.
Once they had grown, they would support their activities wholeheartedly. And, if they were female, they might even choose to join as another milking cow.
She was pleased by this idea. It might be difficult to pull off, but she had faith in the Doctor and her plans. The Farm would survive.
Her hooves clicked on the tiles as she was led down the hallway, passing a stall. Udders lurching, she tilted her head to get a good look at the occupant.
It was a male, facing towards the front of the stall. His face was hidden under a visor, his body bound to a metal framework.
Hands tied behind his back, his pelvis flexed, shoving his dick into a large cylinder mounted to the frame. A tube attached to the tip of the cylinder provided the pressure necessary to clamp down on his dick, a relief valve opening to release the compressed air during each thrust.
His mouth was plugged with a gag, more tubing running around the sides of his face. With each thrust, a spurt of white fluid gushed into his mouth, forcing him to drink it down.
She didn't recognize his facial features, but he was likely one of their rich visitors, cumming his brains out in a milking stall, drugged by their rich milk.
Milk wasn't the only product of the Farm, though Show Girl wasn't certain what the Doctor planned on doing with all the genetic material she was extracting.
The obvious thought was that the Farm had become a gigantic breeding experiment, researching a way to produce a superhuman.
The idea didn't really disturb her. Despite what the elites thought, it was unlikely that the perfect specimen would come from their DNA. Just as many of them had inherited their wealth as had earned it. If questioned, many of them might even admit that they had been more lucky than skilled.
That wouldn't stop them from trying, of course, and that was fine by Show Girl. She was perfectly happy to be a surrogate womb if that would allow her to continue being the best milk producer ever!
They passed several more stalls occupied by brainwashed men, but she ignored them. She was far more interested in the 'Last Milking' leaderboard at the end of the hallway, which had just lit up with new numbers.
She strained, trying to see who was at the top. Was it her, or Black Beauty? The two of them had been neck and neck over the past couple of weeks, and she was hoping that she would finally edge her out today.
She mooed in triumph as the letters and numbers became clearer. Just shy of three gallons? That was amazing!
"I wouldn't get too excited just yet," warned her handler. "Black Beauty is currently in session, and she almost reached that level last time."
Show Girl mooed again, annoyed at being brought up short right at her moment of triumph. Her fellow cow agent had been far too smug lately. Let her celebrate a little, dammit!
The handler rattled the chain on her collar. "Would you like to see her? I believe that she's a few stalls down."
Would she? Why did she even bother asking?
Jumping forward, she tugged at the leash, eliciting an amused chuckle from her handler. "Whoa, there, girl. She won't be finished in the next minute!"
She didn't care. She wanted to see her partner right away.
They had grown close over the last couple of months, working and training with each other, tasting each other's milk. At this point, she saw the other cow as her sister, and she wanted to be the first to gloat when she failed to reach Show Girl's numbers.
Her hooves tapped urgently as she strained against the leash, practically pulling the handler along. The handler clicked her tongue, but didn't try to stop her.
One pen. Two pens. Four pens. There.
Black Beauty was bent over, hands gripping the metallic tube in front of her. A thick collar was clamped around her neck, tight chains running from all sides to a rectangular frame.
More tubing supported her torso at the collarbone and under her udders, her fat curves flexing as the pumps worked on the attached cups.
She mooed loudly as she was pushed into the framework by a towering man, her bulging belly trembling at the strength of his fucking.
Show Girl's breath caught in her throat as she spotted the large, curved horns that jutted from the man's head. Now that she was looking closer, his blocky features seemed unnatural as well. The man was built like the minotaur from legend!
Swallowing, she pressed her thighs together, surprised by the jolt of desire that shot through her loins. She was... jealous of her sister cow! What would it feel like to be tied down and fucked by that masterpiece of a physique?
Her eyes traced over his chest, following his bulging muscles as they flexed with each thrust. Taking in a deep breath, she enjoyed his masculine musk. Her body was shivering, desiring.
Snorting, she wrinkled her nose as she took in the rapture on Black Beauty's face. Why did she get this reward? Hadn't she been a good cow?
A faint motion down the hallway captured her attention, and her eyes widened. It was the Doctor in her red rubber bodysuit, her hand held by a tall man dressed in tweed.
Her head was locked dead ahead as she matched his pace, but she barely seemed to notice his presence. Her cool, gray eyes were elsewhere, as if she was thinking up her next experiment.
It wasn't her presence that made Show Girl gasp, however. It was the man.
Bradley L. Best was impeccably dressed, with a tie pin, cufflinks, and mirror shined shoes. He looked like he had just stepped out of a board meeting.
He was inexplicably pleased with himself, a wide grin pasted on his face. When he spotted Show Girl, he grinned wider, leaning in to whisper something into the Doctor's ear.
What she said in response caused him to let out a barking laugh. Stunned, Show Girl planted her ass on the ground before she fell over.
What were the two of them plotting together? It simply didn't make any sense. Her ex had been thoroughly brainwashed by her, she had made sure of it!
Bradley patted the Doctor's arm and let go, marching up to Show Girl and giving her a critical look. "She looks nice and healthy," he announced, sounding genial. "How far is she along?"



"She's well into her second trimester," announced the Doctor. "She likely got pregnant during your first couple of sessions. I made sure to mate you during her peak period of fertility."
Bradley lifted his foot, prodding her belly with the tip of his shoe. Show Girl kept her front legs behind her back, pretending to be docile. If he thought that she was an obedient slut, he would stop bothering her sooner.
"Very good," he purred, preening. "My superior sperm did the trick! I see that her udders are producing well now, though she doesn't seem to be quite as prodigious as this one."
Show Girl's head shot up, her gaze fixed on the leaderboard. Sure enough, she had dropped a place, Black Beauty regaining the top spot.
Damn. How was she supposed to generate four gallons in a single milking session? That was an unbelievable amount!
"Yes, but that's not so surprising," interjected the Doctor. "Ninety is much farther along. Her due date is in a couple of weeks."
Really? Black Beauty was about to be a mother?
Her jealousy abated. Pregnancy hadn't been particularly comfortable for her so far, and childbirth was bound to be unpleasant. It was all a necessary part of becoming the most productive cow, however, so she had to endure.
Bradley turned towards the stall, hands on his hips. "This is your new stud, hmm? It looks like your program has produced some interesting breeding stock."
"Yes, and the mental alterations didn't prove to be as difficult as I had thought," said the Doctor, absentmindedly rubbing her fingers together as she stepped into the stall, peering at the horned male's dick. "As it turns out, the male mind isn't as complicated as I had thought. I found ample proof of this fact during my past experiments."
Bradley's brow creased. "Really? That doesn't sound right. This was your first authorized subject!"
The Doctor sighed, placing a hand on her cheek. "I really must learn to police my words better. Assistant, protocol Romeo, if you please?"
"As you command, Mistress," replied the handler, dropping Show Girl's leash as she stepped around her side.
Her visor buzzed as she lined up in front of Bradley. "Take a look at this, sir," she said calmly, her lips curving into a smile as Bradley gasped, his eyes widening.
The Doctor fussed at her belt, digging into a pouch hanging from the side. "I've been more careless lately, perhaps I'm relying a little too much on the efficacy of my protocols."
Show Girl shook her head, but said nothing, mindful of the fact that some of their benefactors could be nearby. The Doctor, making a mistake? That was inconceivable!
The Doctor flicked her wrist and a curved visor flipped out from the palm of her hand. "He should be well and truly under my control, but I'm not willing to risk it. Not when I'm so close to putting my master plan in motion!"
Stepping over to Bradley, she dropped the visor over his face, pulling a stretchy band around the back of his skull.
"There," she sighed. "Drop into mode two, slave."
"As you command, Mistress," said Bradley in a monotone.
His body stiffened, then relaxed, the visor sparkling. Show Girl was unable to avert her eyes in time, but she only sank into a superficial trance before being kicked back out. The display wasn't for her, and she was too well trained to succumb to a generic pattern.
She relaxed anyway, pleased to see that her Mistress had him well in hand. There would be no last second escape, no threat of shutdown to contend with.
His programming was secure. The Farm would continue.
Wiggling her butt against the floor, she squeezed her front legs around her swollen belly, happy that the Doctor had everything well in hand.
She would seize the top spot soon enough, and her child would be trained to serve the Farm, just like her father.
Her eyes darted down to Bradley's crotch, where a bulge was quickly forming. Licking her lips, she edged closer, pussy throbbing.
Her recent orgasm was already a distant memory, her desire rising. Her libido had been high before she became a cow, and now it was completely off the charts!
She was distracted from her lustful thoughts by a low moo from Black Beauty. The cow's eyes were wide, her body jiggling in the frame.
The male echoed her cries, his head lifting as his dick jerked in her pussy, filling her full of his yummy cum. His angular jaw and broad nose looked like a snout, the wicked line of his horns promising a good time.
The surge of jealousy returned. Why couldn't she be carrying the progeny of such a girthy stud? Instead, she had to content herself with carrying the offspring of this two faced bastard!
The chain at her collar jostled as the Doctor picked it up. Dragging it through her hands, she pulled it taut, forcing Show Girl to look her in the face.
"Jealous, One Hundred? There's no need to be. She will be bearing the hybrid child of a commoner, and I expect that it will be rather difficult for her."
Her lips curled upwards into a cold smile. "As much as I might despise the games the elites play, I have to admit that they're important to participate in. That's where you come in."
Cocking her head, she ran her eyes over Show Girl's swollen belly. "Your progeny will be important, becoming one of our allies within their power structure. We will train them to obey us, to support us. We will take control from within. In a generation, I will have no need to beg for funding. Our position will be secure, and you will be one of the Farm's founding members. How does that feel?"
Show Girl's eyes twinkled, and she bounced her head eagerly. She would become a matriarch, creating the family she had always wanted. They would all be controlled puppets of the Farm, as they should be. This was home.
The Doctor laid a gloved hand on Show Girl's back, urging her towards Bradley. "I knew you'd like that. Come now, we have to keep him happy. I know you want to."
Indeed, she did. Smacking her lips together, she pressed her front legs into the concrete floor, leaning in to nuzzle the bulge at the man's crotch.
His dick jumped against the fabric, and she lowed, sticking out her tongue to give it a lick. She screwed up her eyes at the taste, hacking and spitting onto the floor.
"Not again!" complained the handler, roughly shoving her head away. "Just give me a moment!"
Her rubber coated fingers worked at Bradley's belt, flipping open the buckle. Unzipping his pants, she shoved her fingers into his underwear, forcing them down with a brisk movement.
Bradley's dick popped free, jumping into the air. She could see the opening of his urethra flexing, the crown of his head flaring out, engorged with hot blood.
Hissing, she could barely contain herself, jerking on the leash. Chuckling, the Doctor let the chain spool out, allowing Show Girl to wrap her lips around the tip of the man's girthy cock.
It was warm, with a hint of saltiness around the base where her tongue settled. She wasn't satisfied with this, rolling her lips and thrusting forward until half his length was contained within her mouth.
From here, she had a multitude of options. She didn't want him to cum too quickly, but conversely, she wasn't interested in delaying for too long. It would require a delicate touch to ensure that he became sufficiently aroused to deliver his full load in one go.
A fat pair of lips clamped around her left teat, startling her. Backing off, she mooed in surprise, moving her front leg to avoid the small horns of the voracious cow underneath her.
Black Beauty had been set free from her frame, and now she was here, determined to distract her from tasting this male's yummy cock.
She wasn't interested in sharing. Scowling at the cow, she leaned down to touch their noses together.
Mooing, she jerked her head. Go on, get out of here!
Black Beauty only grinned as a second cow scooted in next to her. Show Girl jolted, surprised at the second woman's presence.
Brown Missy had been out for a while, split from the herd. Her body looked fit and trim, her udders down from the tremendous highs they had achieved during her pregnancy.
From conversations with Black Beauty, Show Girl knew that Brown Missy had been granted maternal leave to take care of her baby. It didn't make sense to put her out in the paddock with the general population when all she could think about was her newborn.
She mooed at the brown cow, lifting her upper body away. She had been granted a lovely dick by her Mistress, and she didn't want to be interrupted!
"You might as well give in," chuckled the Doctor. "They want your milk, and I want you to give it to them. Drinking your herd mate's milk is an excellent way to send their bodies into overdrive. You do want to increase their production, don't you?"
Not particularly, but she couldn't disobey the Doctor's orders. How annoying!
Mooing, she gave the two cheeky cows a scowl. Fine. They could participate, but this dick was hers alone!
Stiffening her front legs, she allowed her chest to sag, ignoring the happy moos from below. Jerking her head forward, she mouthed the head of Bradley's cock, looking up to see his expression.
His mouth was locked in a grimace, but that soon eased as she bobbed lower, sucking on his hot length. There came a sudden jolt, a blob of semen oozing from the slit at the tip of his dick.
Slurping it up, she swallowed it down. The taste was still mildly unpleasant, but she took it as a sign that she was doing the right thing. It wouldn't be long before he gave her his full load, which would stand as proof of her mastery over his body.
All he could do was stand there and take it, his mind blanked by the visor, told to stand still and obey. She could hear the words in the back of her mind, whispered echoes of the commands that had become his world.
Herd's slave. Herd's stud. Doctor's orders.
She grinned, wincing as two voracious mouths clamped onto her teats, tugging at her udders. She could handle this discomfort, knowing that she was obeying the Doctor.
Planting her hooves next to the entranced man's feet, she leaned forward, determined to swallow his girth entirely. Without being able to grip the base of his penis, she would have to make her throat do the work.
Fortunately, she had plenty of training on that front. Taking in a deep breath, she leaned in, sliding his length into her esophagus.
Her gag reflex was weak and quickly overwhelmed, her eyes narrowing in on his pelvis as she worked her way in.
For whatever his foibles, one thing Bradley didn't lack was length. It was a struggle to keep him down, but she didn't need to do it for long.
Choking as her lips clamped around the end, she pulled back, streaking saliva down his shaft. The two hungry cows tugged at her nipples, dribbles of milk sucked away by their slurping mouths.
Actually, it felt rather good to have them sucking her off while she polished the mesmerized man's shaft, working him as they worked her. The way they licked and tugged was almost hypnotic, driving her libido crazy.
Backing off, she took in a deep breath before diving back in for another deep throating. Bradley moaned, brainwashed by the visor, being told to stay still and obey, to give in.
Doctor's agent. Doctor's cow. Doctor's orders.
Yes, she loved working for the Doctor. Obeying the Doctor. Sucking for the Doctor. Fucking for the Doctor.
Doctor's slut. Doctor's whore. Doctor's orders.
She loved having her udders teased and assaulted, loved producing milk. She loved the taste of this man's shaft, loved gargling with his dick in her throat.
Doctor's slave. Doctor's breeder. Doctor's orders.
She would love giving birth. Would love beating her production targets. Would love being brainless. Would love giving in.
Doctor's pet. Doctor's mother. Doctor's orders.
The dick in her mouth throbbed, its heat expanding. It was almost time. She was ready.
Clamping her lips around his shaft, she sank in for the final time, her udders jiggling as milk spurted into her sister cow's open mouths.
Embedded deep in her throat, his shaft stiffened, his crown flexing, straining.
Satisfied with her positioning, she looked up, her vision beginning to buzz from the lack of oxygen. The visor was sparkling, but it failed to captivate her.
She didn't need it to obey. She had been programmed. She was a slut. She was a slave. She was a cow.
She was Hers.
Bradley exploded, a gush of warm semen bathing her throat. Holding still until her limit, she smiled and pulled back, pausing to savor the pleasure of obedience as she swallowed and took in a deep breath.
Her body shivered as it responded to the charged atmosphere, her nipples tightening into bullets as more and more of her milk drained into the pleased cows.
She glanced down, seeing their skulls braced against each other, horns locked. They grinned happily, eyes dull from the drugged milk.
Happy. Dumb. Slaves.
Just like her.
Slurping down Bradley's cum, she drowned in pleasure, her eyes matching theirs as she slid into a trance. Filled with ecstasy, she swallowed mechanically, ensuring her lover's obedience.
Doctor's orders.



        