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		Introduction

		

		Invasion was originally written as a commissioned story. It is a significant departure from my previous work. If you’re looking for bimbo related content, you will not find it in this story. The transformations present hold some relation to bimbofication, but it is a stretch to call anything that happens in this story to involve bimbos.

		If you are interested in having a custom story written for you, please consider contacting Sadie Thatcher about a commission. There are multiple tiers available to you at reasonable prices. Contact Sadie Thatcher via email at author.sadie.thatcher@gmail.com. You can also send a direct message through Tumblr or Twitter (links in the About the Author section).
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		The band on stage played the final song of the encore. It had been a long day of music, dancing, and fun for the four friends. The beach had been the perfect setting for the music festival. Almost all of them were glad they came.

		Zoe had been the trip organizer. She had arranged to get tickets for all of them and their partners. However, this final act of the night had been left to them, a bonding moment among friends.

		Judith, or Judy as most people called her, was the shy one, but she also was the one who held the group together. She was the catalyst that created the friendships in the group. For a day like the one they had just had together, she was happy with all that had happened.

		Marlene, or Marci as she was frequently called, had nearly been dragged kicking and screaming to the festival. She was not someone who generally enjoyed the activities her friends found fun. She was a proverbial stick in the mud, but on this night, she was a stick in the sand. It was only by force that she would admit she had enjoyed herself.

		And then there was Dakota. In the group of women, she stood out like a sore thumb. Five years younger than her counterparts, she was only there because of Judy. When eight tickets had been obtained for the festival, Judy had invited Dakota and her partner along. It made no sense to let the tickets go to waste. She had enjoyed herself, but she had also become painfully aware that her partner was the wrong woman for her, even though they were engaged. Not that her true love was capable of loving her back. Judy was in a committed marriage and no amount of pouring her heart out would change the fact that Dakota pined over a woman she could not have. Luckily, as Judy was completely unaware of Dakota’s feelings, she could remain quiet without anyone discovering her secret. Not even her partner knew.

		“Phew,” Marci said after the cheers finally died down at the end of the song. She sported bright orange ear plugs sticking out of her ears to avoid hearing damage. She was the only one of the group who had done such a thing. Then again, as far back from the stage as they were, the risk of ear damage was lower. If they had tickets for the area at the front of the crowd, closer to the stage and the huge speakers that sent loud sound waves to wash over the crowd, it would have been a different story.

		“What did you think?” asked Judy.

		“This really isn’t my kind of music,” Marci answered. “I’m glad we can go back to the motel now. I’m tired.”

		“Hold on a moment,” Zoe interjected. “The music is over, but they still have to do the big drawing. I’ve got lots of tickets in this thing. Apparently the new hotel hosting this shindig has loads of cool prizes.”

		“No, I think I should go,” Marci pressed.

		“I can walk with her,” Dakota offered. “No one should go off on their own tonight. I’ve got this weird feeling. I can’t explain it.”

		“Just hold up, will you?” Zoe said. “They’re about to start now. And I saw you buy some tickets. Don’t pretend you don’t want to see if you won anything or not. It says you have to be present to win.”

		Zoe pointed up at the stage. The roadies for the band were clearing the stage of instruments, but there was another group of people now on stage, one of them holding a large tumbler cage with lots of little strips of paper. Each strip of paper was a raffle ticket.

		“How many raffle tickets did you buy?” Judy asked.

		“Enough to give me a decent shot at winning something,” Zoe answered. “I figure with how much I spent, the very least they could do is give us some tickets to the after party at the hotel.”

		“I just bought one,” Judy said, feeling small compared to her friend. Not that it was a competition to see who could spend the most money on raffle tickets. But with Zoe’s take-charge attitude, it sometimes came off that way.

		“Me too,” Dakota added.

		“I didn’t buy any,” Marci offered. “Raffles are just a waste of money. You never win anything of real value. It’s probably all just swag or junk. I mean, they have to make money somehow.”

		“Your loss,” Zoe snapped. She turned her attention back up toward the stage where the first drawing was about to take place.

		The cage filled with tickets was spun to mix them up. Then with one clawed hand, the woman on stage reached in and pulled out the first ticket.

		“The first winner tonight, getting passes to the after party with the bands and rooms to crash in afterward at the Isley Hotel, host of this year’s festival, is the owner of ticket number 6-7-4-2-4-7.”

		“I won,” Dakota suddenly shouted. “I can’t believe it. I won.”

		Judy gave Dakota a hug, congratulating her friend on winning the first prize offered in the raffle.

		“I’m going to make sure we get four tickets to the after party,” Dakota said as she practically bounced away.

		“I don’t want to go,” Marci said, folding her arms over her chest.

		“Come on,” Zoe said. “Loosen up a little. I’m sure your husband won’t mind if you’re an hour later than originally planned. Anyway, it should be fun. And we’ll get to meet the band.”

		“Zoe’s right,” Judy added. “And besides, you might actually have some fun. We’re not asking you to get drunk and dance with us. Just come check it out. This is the sort of thing that might only happen once in our lives. You might be kicking yourself down the line if you skip out on this opportunity.”

		“Fine,” Marci said, pouting. She had a specific view of the world, but unfortunately the world rarely lived up to that view. There were too many vices for people to partake in. Life should have been simpler. All these supposedly fun activities her friends always dragged her created complications. The alcohol and sex only made it worse.

		It took a few minZoes for Dakota to return. Zoe waited impatiently, tapping her foot. She had not been keen to have Dakota along until they needed someone to use the extra festival tickets. But after Dakota won afterparty tickets in the raffle, she was glad Judy’s friend had been able to join them. Dakota certainly helped make up for Marci’s stubbornness. And she added a bit of extra youth to the group. She lowered the average age of the four of them by at least a year.

		“I got four tickets,” Dakota said as she reappeared from the crowd. She held up four neon green bracelets. “We just put these on and we can go in. No need to worry about losing pieces of paper or getting QR codes scanned.”

		“Cool,” Zoe said.

		“Awesome,” Judy added.

		They both took the offered bracelets and wrapped them around their wrists. Dakota held on out to Marci, but she did not move to take it. Dakota gave Marci a look that conveyed both a questioning of her actions as well as an annoyance about her pouting.

		“Okay, I’ll go,” Marci finally said, grabbing the bracelet and snapping it around her wrist.

		The four then set off across the beach, toward the lights of the hotel in the distance. The beach entrance was a little ways up the beach. As they walked, Dakota snapped her bracelet in place. They were not all ready.
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		The Isley Hotel was fresh and modern. Before it was remodeled and rebranded, the hotel had seen better days. It had languished under the constant threat of severe repair bills. The deferred maintenance had been astronomical. Luckily, someone had an affinity for the old place. The property was purchased and construction began. The hotel had been closed for almost two years as everything, every room and every common space, was gutted, taken down to the studs, so that the hotel could be rebuilt from the ground up.

		Despite the modern appearance, the hotel still managed to keep some of its previous charm. However, the luxury at the hotel set a new standard for itself. There was to be a new cast of characters, new clients and customers who could pay a higher price, but also demanded greater service and accommodations. It only made sense that a hotel going through a new grand opening would need an event to bring people in. The beach helped, but the idea of hosting a music festival had been genius. There were thousands of people to choose from.

		As the quartet approached the entrance to the hotel, they chatted happily, discussing the band and its music they had just witnessed and listened to. Not Marci, however. She already felt as if she was being dragged to the party against her will. She was no longer the young woman who could get away with parties every Friday and Saturday night. Not that she ever partied to start with. For her, such actions screamed low-class. Not that she and her husband were rich people, but they were comfortable. At least they were as comfortable as could be while only having sex once per month, at best. And even those times required more foreplay than Marci wanted to admit.

		“Here we are,” Zoe announced as they stepped into the lobby. The room was large, almost cavernous. Although that was partly by effect and not as an indication of the hotel’s size or its management.

		It was not difficult to find the afterparty. The loud bass music coming from one of the conference rooms was hard to miss. And despite being the first recipients of the raffle award, they were not the first people there. The dance floor already had several people dancing away as the DJ spun tracks.

		“I hate you all,” Marci said, half joking. This was exactly the kind of party she hated. She liked her friends, for the most part. They were the best friends she had ever had, outside of her husband. But that just went to show the kind of background she had. Marci had never been particularly friendly and that showed in the kinds of friends she had been able to keep. She was cold and uncaring toward others. Only a select few ever managed to break through her cold and hard demeanor. Not even Judy or Zoe had managed to do that yet. Although she saw hope for Dakota. The offer to walk back to the motel with her had not gone unnoticed. But those plans changed as soon as the raffle had taken place and all of them were given tickets to the afterparty.

		“We know you love us,” Zoe countered, trying to lighten the mood. “Come on, let’s get drinks and see if we recognize anyone.”

		“I’m going to call my husband to tell him where I am,” Marci said, trying to stall things. Not that she really wanted to stay. She had already planned to ask him to drive up from the motel to pick her up so she could leave. Not wanting to disappoint her friends, she figured a little white lie about how her husband needed her back would be sufficient enough an excuse. That would be hard to argue with.

		“That’s actually a good idea,” Judy said.

		All four women reached into their purses for their phones, intending to call their husbands and partners.

		“What the hell?” Zoe complained. “My phone isn’t working.”

		“Mine neither,” Dakota added.

		“Same,” Judy and Marci said in near unison.

		All four phones seemed to be dead, completely without power.

		Zoe glanced around the room, looking for an electric outlet she could plug into and charge her phone. She had never seen four different women’s phones all dying at once. It was almost as if some power or entity wanted them cut off from their significant others. And to make it worse, all the outlets were taken, whether it was for lighting or the row of computers that acted as the hotel’s business center. There was nowhere to plug in.

		“It’ll be fine,” Zoe finally said. “No one will miss us if we don’t check in right away. Come on. Let’s get some drinks.”

		Zoe led the other women into the party. They flashed their wristbands at the door and made their way straight to the bar. There were free drinks available, in addition to fancier drinks that cost money. They all went for the free drinks, wanting to keep it simple and sample all that the party had to offer.

		“Lots of women here,” Dakota commented as they waited for the bartender to serve them.

		The women turned and surveyed the room, trying to get a read on the type of party they had just entered. And Dakota was correct. Outside of the male bartender, the DJ, and the men working security at the door, all the guests were women.

		“Is this supposed to be some sort of groupie party?” Marci asked, frowning at the thought of the band they had just watched coming in and having all these women fawning over them.

		“I’m sure it’s not,” Judy said, although she was beginning to have her doubts.

		“Don’t worry about that,” Zoe said. “We get free rooms as part of the raffle Dakota won. Let’s just get our drinks and then we can go get checked in so we can see the rooms. I’m sure we’ll be able to call out from there. Then we can either go back to the motel or we can get our partners to come here and join us. Seems like a win-win to me.”

		The women nodded their heads in agreement. That did seem like the prudent thing to do. Marci fully intended to call her husband and have him come and pick her up. She was done with this hotel. She just wanted to go home.

		Their drinks arrived, each of them green. Marci’s, being non-alcoholic, was a slightly darker shade of green. The mixer had not been diluted by alcohol like the others’ drinks.

		The quartet moved to a corner of the room, selecting a good place where they could watch the other guests as they sipped their drinks. There were big signs by the door saying, “No Alcohol Beyond This Point.” They could not leave until they had finished their drinks.

		Slowly the room began to fill up with more people. A steady flow of people streamed in through the doors, all of them women. Dakota, as the resident lesbian in the group, was almost more disturbed by the lack of men than the other women were. It reminded her of the women’s nights at the gay bar she regularly visited in college. But on those occasions, she had chosen to be there, knowing, for her, there would be people she was interested in. This time, it was unplanned, at least by her. It definitely made her feel that something nefarious was going on.

		As the four women drank and watched, they each found themselves starting to groove to the music a little, swaying their hips and shoulders. It was a completely unconscious response. They were feeling the music. Despite the oddities of the evening, they were actually enjoying themselves, even if they never would have admitted it publicly.

		“Oh, I guess I finished my drink,” Dakota said as she sucked on the straw and heard the familiar sound of air being drawn up through the straw. She had been too zoned out to notice.

		“I guess you’re right,” Judy added. She had just finished her drink as well.

		Zoe and Marci seemed a bit more zoned out than the others, but their glasses were now dry as well.

		“Do you think we should go check out our rooms or should we get another round of drinks?” Dakota asked.

		“What?” Zoe said, slightly confused. “Sorry, I wasn’t paying attention.”

		“I think getting our room keys would be the way to go,” Judy said, making the decision for once. Usually she deferred to Zoe, but she did not seem ready to take charge at the moment. Judy decided she would be the one to make the executive decision this time. And after all, Dakota was the one who asked the question and the only reason Dakota had joined them was because of her.

		The quartet dropped their empty glasses off at the bar and then filed out of the party. There were a lot of women there and more were still arriving. It was almost like all the female attendees of the festival had been given tickets, raffle or not.

		“How can I help you?” asked the man behind the counter at the front desk.

		“Hi,” Dakota said, already starting to feel the alcohol in her drink. “I won a raffle earlier that came with four tickets for the party and rooms at the hotel. We’re checking in.”

		The man looked down at the four bracelets on the women’s wrists. “Yes, of course. How many rooms will you need? Don’t worry, we have lots of vacancies right now. It’s a good thing you’re checking in now and not waiting until the party winds down. I’m sure there will be a mad dash to reserve rooms then.”

		“Four,” Dakota said. “We’re friends, but we’re not that close.”

		The man smiled. “Very well. Just give me one moment.”

		The clerk started doing his work, entering their information into the computer. They provided him identification, as well as payment for any additional charges the women might incur while staying. All of this was expected, although it took longer than any of the women wanted to admit. Marci was yawning by the time she received her key card.

		“Your rooms are on the fourth floor,” the clerk explained. “I’ve put you all in adjacent rooms. It makes it easier that way.”

		“Thank you,” Dakota said.

		“Have a wonderful stay here at the Isley Hotel.”

		The quartet made their way to the elevator. There was no way they were going to take the stairs after spending all day on the beach for the music festival.

		“Oof, I’m tired,” Zoe said as she stretched her arms and shoulders.

		“I hope you don’t mind, but as soon as I’m in my room, I’m going to call my husband to have him pick me up.”

		The other women nodded. That was fine by them. In fact, they all planned to call their partners once they were in their rooms.

		Stepping off the elevator onto the fourth floor, the women turned right and then one by one peeled off, stopping at their respective room.

		“Tonight was fun,” Zoe said. Judy nodded her head.

		“Thanks for inviting me,” Dakota said. “I had a blast.”

		Marci just waved and then used the key card to enter her room. She was done for the day. She wanted nothing more than to crawl into bed with her husband and fall asleep. However, the moment the door shut behind her, she found herself being pulled toward the bed. She did not even glance at the phone on the bedside table before she found herself sinking into the soft covers on the bed. Before she knew it, she was completely out.

		The same scenario was playing out in the other three rooms. All intents to call someone and either invite them to the hotel or to be picked up were forgotten. Instead, a drowsy sleep took all of them, leaving them dead to the world. They were fast asleep.
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		Marci woke up sometime later. She glanced at the bedside clock, but the blurry numbers swam before her eyes.

		“Ugh,” she groaned, feeling disgusted with herself. She felt dirty and her mind seemed slow. She vaguely wondered if the bartender had somehow added alcohol to her drink after all. As someone who did not drink, she knew she had no tolerance for it. One drink would probably be enough to make her drunk, or so she assumed.

		Marci pushed herself up and staggered into the bathroom. The bathroom was well appointed, giving it a luxuriousness that she had never experienced before. This was not a generic hotel bathroom, but something that someone had put a lot of care into, finding matching pieces of marble for the floor, the counter, and the backsplash behind the tub. It even had a walk-in shower large enough for several people to fit inside. A potted plant had been placed in the shower, on a pedestal in a corner that would prevent it from getting too wet. It looked vaguely tropical, but Marci had no idea what kind of plant it was. She knew very little about plants except that she was certain she did not have a green thumb. Anytime she tried to take care of a plant, it always seemed to die on her.

		Needing to wake up, Marci tried splashing some water on her face, but it was not enough to fight through the fog she felt. She needed something more. She needed a shower.

		Having fallen asleep in her clothes, Marci stripped out of the dress she had worn to the festival. It was a light summer dress, perfect for the hot summer days and warm evenings. She had chosen it because she would not need a jacket or sweater to stay warm. It was that time of year.

		“That’s weird,” Marci said as she turned on the shower. The hot spray quickly steamed up the glass separating the shower from the tub. In addition to the normal sounds of the shower, she also could hear the way drops of water struck the leaves of the plant, creating a pitter patter sound in addition to the normal shower noise. It was not what she expected.

		Stepping into the shower, Marci felt her mind start to clear. She still felt foggy, but at least she felt more like herself. Her body felt so good under the hot spray. Her skin felt almost electric in how sensitive it had become to every touch. Marci closed her eyes and enjoyed the sensation of the water striking her skin and then flowing down her body. She had never been the sort of person to masturbate. Sex, in all its forms, was distasteful in her mind. However, this was proving to be one of the exceedingly rare instances when her body demanded more than her mind could possibly deny.

		Marci’s hands slid across her body. She threw her head back and smiled, enjoying every touch. She was so enraptured by it all she failed to connect the added touch around her ankle could not have possibly come from her. The plant, the one she had mostly ignored, had sensed her presence, had sensed her repressed need, and was taking action to help Marci find the satisfaction her body needed.

		The plant started with a single vine. It reached out and began to wrap itself around her ankle. When Marci did not move or try to pull away, it grew bolder, wrapping around her legs, moving upwards, as a second vine slipped out from the pot and began to wrap around her other leg. With each inch the vines rose around her leg, soon reaching her thighs, the more Marci found herself giving in to her body’s desires.

		Suddenly her eyes snapped open. “No,” she cried out, her mind reasserting itself over her body. This was wrong. Sex was wrong. That was her rule.

		Marci pulled her hands away from her body. She held them up and placed them on her head, figuring that was the easiest place to put them and keep them from wandering again. She very nearly reached out and turned down the temperature of the water. A cold shower would give her what she needed. She needed to have the arousal shocked out of her system. Her mind was as clear as it was going to get while it was still the middle of the night. Once she got out and dried off, she would be able to call her husband. She was sure he was worried about her. She was sure he had questions.

		However, despite Marci’s hands pulling away from her body, the plant had continued its advance up her legs. Soon it had reached her torso, wrapping around her butt had hips. And it was these sensations that drove Marci back to thinking about her body’s desires and how much she wanted to give into them. She wanted to feel the pleasure. Her body was yearning for it. And with the plant continuing to make her feel that pleasure, she found it more and more difficult to maintain her control.

		“Oh my,” Marci said as her body won out. Her hands slipped down off her head. The shower still produced the same hot spray. The vines from the plant continued to advance up her body, wrapping around her midsection and even her chest.

		A third vine emerged from the pot and shot out toward Marci. This time, it was less interested in wrapping around her and instead moved straight for the junction between her legs. Marci’s body was screaming out for penetration. It was the thing she denied herself the most, even when she was desperate for release. She refused to put anything up inside of her.

		“Yes,” Marci moaned as the third vine pushed past her pussy lips and started to fill her. The tip of the vine grew longer and thicker as it expanded to fit inside of her. This was unlike any sex she had ever had before, on the very rare occasions when she deemed sex acceptable. Those times were few and far between. But this was different. The plant could mimic human sensations. It could turn the end of the vine into a throbbing cock, pulsing in time to an invisible life force.

		A part of Marci wanted to completely give in. She wanted to scream out every obscenity she could think of as a way to celebrate the intense pleasure she now felt. Her free hands ran across her stomach and down to the junction between her thighs. The plant was firmly lodged inside of her. She could not have moved it if she tried. Instead, her hands almost seemed to encourage the plant, rubbing it and pushing it deeper inside herself. Her fight was already leaving her. In its place was acceptance and even a little bit of anticipation.

		When the first orgasm hit, Marci had to prop herself up against the shower wall to keep from sliding to the floor. She could barely maintain her balance, especially as both legs were tied up by the plant. Her legs were stationary, held firm by her new friend.

		“Yes,” she moaned, enjoying the way her body seemed to light up with pleasure.

		Marci had cum before, but it had never been like that. Her past experience with orgasm had felt like a little puff of air had shot up through her. That was it, a momentary shock of pleasure, but one that felt awkward and left her with a queasy feeling in her stomach. But this was completely different. The pleasure was all encompassing, filling her body with no negative side effects.

		However, the experience did not stop with just the one orgasm. The plant continued to pulse inside of her, pushing her arousal higher and higher. And Marci was all for it. Her body had never felt this good. Her thoughts felt slower and more distant, but trapped in the moment, she could not think of anything she would have rather done. The pleasure was too great.

		Time lost all meaning for Marci. It could have been 20 minZoes or it could have been five hours. All she knew was she felt better than she had ever felt before as her body came again and again. Had she known sex could feel this good, she would have willingly become a total slut for it. How could she not want to feel this way as often as possible? It made her wonder what else her nearly puritan lifestyle had denied her. Maybe her aversion to all those vices that other people seemed to enjoy were actually worth it.

		The sentience of the plant was limited, but it could sense that Marci was ready for more. Her body was ripe for the next stage. The fine that penetrated her pussy and pulsed within her was largely hollow, more like a tube or hose. And with her eyes shut under the onslaught of pleasure from her now rapid-fire orgasms, she did not see the bulge in the vine travel toward her.

		However, the moment that bulge reached her pussy, she could feel it. She could feel herself stretch around it as it pushed up inside of her. There was pain in that stretching, but her body had already been primed for it. That pain was overwhelmed by pleasure, turning it into something she loved to hate. It felt good, despite the internal struggle.

		The vine pushed deeper into Marci’s body, up into places she never really knew existed. It was there that the vine deposited its load, leaving behind a gift within her womb, an egg that she would not know what to do with until the time was right.

		Once implanted, the vines withdrew from Marci’s body. She stood there, her hand still bracing herself against the shower wall, the hot spray still striking her body. But none of that registered anymore. She had taken the shower to clear her mind, but now she felt more befuddled than she ever had before. But her own struggles to think were no longer a chief concern for her. She felt good. She felt satisfied.

		Somehow Marci managed to turn off the water and stumble out of the shower. She wrapped a towel around her and slowly began to dry herself off. A dopey smile formed on her lips as she enjoyed the way the soft bath towel ran across her skin, reminding her again of how good her body could feel. A whole new world had been opened up to her. As it turned out, all she needed to do was to give up her mind and replace it with a quest for pleasure. And when her bitchy mind was out of the way, it seemed like almost everything could bring her pleasure.

		After drying her hair with the towel, Marci paused for a moment and looked at her reflection in the mirror. Her short brown hair hung down to her shoulders, still slightly damp, but no longer sopping. Her eyes moved down her body, sensing her small breasts were just a tad bigger, either a reaction to the many orgasms she had just experienced or her body preparing for something new.

		However, it was Marci’s belly that stood out, literally. It was by no means large, but her once taut midriff now had a noticeable pooch to it, sticking out, almost as if she was in the early stages of pregnancy. The skin remained taut, but the muscular definition she once had, especially visible when she flexed her abs, was now gone.

		Marci rubbed her belly with both hands, enjoying its roundness and the sensitivity of her skin. She walked out of the bathroom, but felt no desire to put clothes on. Her one summer dress seemed completely wrong to her now. Nor was she interested in calling her husband. He was all but forgotten, a figment of memory that meant almost nothing to her now. Her thoughts had been simplified, narrowed down until only her direct desires managed to fight through the goo that filled her head, forcing her to live in the moment with a limited sense of self.

		Returning to the bed, Marci sat back against the headboard, using the pillows to prop her up. Her hands returned to running over her body, enjoying the sensation as her belly continued to grow. The egg that had been implanted inside of her grew, using the nutrients her body could spare to foster continued growth. It never occurred to her that her situation was problematic or wrong. Not anymore. The pleasure she felt in her body chased away any negative emotions. How could anything that felt this good be wrong?

		The egg grew quickly inside of her. Within the plant, the egg could only grow slowly. But inside a human host, the egg was able to grow much faster, nurtured by the wealth of nutrients in Marci’s body, as well as by her own body heat. It supercharged the egg development to the point that it grew in a few minZoes as much as it would have in a month if it had stayed within the plant.

		“Oh my,” Marci moaned as she felt the egg shift inside of her. There was nothing she could do to stop what happened next. Her body had been used and now it was time to deliver. But this was not like giving birth to a baby. This was entirely different and, as it turned out, incredibly pleasurable.

		Marci quickly found herself a wet and mewling mess as the egg slowly slid out of her womb. It entered her channel, once again stretching her beyond belief. There was pain, like before, more of it even, but the pleasure far surpassed the pain. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head under the onslaught, her arms already spasming, her whole body primed for the big moment.

		And then it happened. With a pop, the egg came free, landing on the bed. At the same time, Marci succumbed to a massive orgasm. Her vision went white as she came, her arms and legs flailing, all control of herself lost.

		But it was Marci’s mind that was hit the hardest. The final surge of endorphins completely fried her brain, leaving her mindless and without personality. She was a drone. The commands she followed were no longer her own, but came from a neural network that had been built into the hotel. She was now a cog in a massive machine. And her first command was to move the egg. It was time to expand the workforce.

		As Marci climbed up off the bed, she moved with purpose. The Marci of before was gone. She had been virtually erased. Thoughts of calling her husband were gone. Thoughts of her husband at all were gone. If he suddenly showed up at her door, she would show no signs that she recognized him. If the neural network that controlled her thoughts and actions wanted her to respond to him, it could tap into the latent memories her brain still retained, but soon enough, even those memories would be gone, replaced in the need for distributed processing power. Her brain had essentially become one node in a massive computer network, a processor and hard drive responding to a central command, but with no independent functions of its own beyond maintaining a living and breathing organism. All voluntary functions had been removed. They were no longer needed. Marci now served a higher purpose.

		Marci cradled the egg carefully in her arms. It had been tiny when it was first implanted inside of her. Now it was nearly ten times its original size, fully developed and ready to help bring others into the fold and under the power of the network. That was how it was supposed to be. She and the egg were fulfilling destiny.

		She stepped out of her room, still completely naked and walked next door. She knocked.

		A muffled groan came from the other side of the door. The occupant inside had been sleeping, just like Marci had before her shower. It was soon to be their turn.
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		Zoe stumbled groggily toward the door. She only vaguely remembered coming upstairs. As soon as she entered her room a wave of drowsiness hit her and she collapsed onto the bed. She was still dressed as she had been at the festival, wearing black leather pants and boots with a blue halter top. In the heat of the day, out on the beach, she had been close to overheating, but as the sun went down and the evening air cooled, she had been perfectly comfortable.

		There was another knock on the door. “I’m coming,” Zoe grumbled. She was too tired for this, being barely awake. Her sleep had been fitful, making her even more tired a grumpy than she would have been normally. She had no idea that the drink she had at the party had been the cause of both her need for sleep and her difficulty in attaining quality sleep.

		Zoe rose up on her toes to look through the peephole in the door. Had she not recognized the face of her visitor, she never would have opened the door. But it was Marci. If she was knocking at this hour, it must have been important.

		“Marci,” Zoe said, trying to smile, after she opened the door. She held it open wide, with no fear of her visitor.

		Marci said nothing. She simply stood there, almost unseeing.

		“Why are you naked?” Zoe asked. “Is everything okay? Where are your clothes?”

		But Marci did not answer. She remained silent and expressionless.

		“Do you need me to call—”

		Zoe did not finish her question as Marci jumped into action. She brought the egg in her hands up above her shoulder and then threw past Zoe and into the room.

		“What the?” Zoe said as she turned to follow the trajectory of the thrown object, unsure what was going on or what the object could be. It landed on the bed, bouncing once before it settled down in its new cradle.

		Seeing the safe landing of the object, Zoe turned back toward the door, expecting to see Marci. She wanted to ask what was going on, what she was doing. But Marci was gone. The hallway was empty.

		Zoe shook her head, trying to clear the last remnants of sleep from her mind. Had she just been dreaming? Did a naked Marci really just appear at her door like that? It made no sense. Such behavior was completely absurd from her friend. Marci was too conservative to ever risk being seen naked, even by a friend. She honestly wondered if Marci had even let her husband see her fully naked. She was that much of a prude.

		Closing the door to her room, Zoe looked toward the bed. The object Marci had thrown was still there. It must have been her, but nothing made sense. It all felt like a bad dream. Or if not strictly bad, at least highly disturbing.

		Zoe stepped toward the object, trying to get a better look at it. It was a creamy white and had an oblong shape.

		“Is it an egg?” Zoe pondered out loud. “It looks like an egg.”

		However, it was the biggest egg Zoe had seen in person. It was certainly bigger than a chicken egg. If it was an egg, it must have been from a large animal, like an ostrich. Although she could not imagine what Marci was doing with such an egg. As far as she knew, there were no ostriches within one hundred miles. Little did Zoe understand the true nature of the egg or what it could do.

		Picking it up, Zoe could sense how thin the shell was. It was a wonder it had survived the throw. Yes, it had been aided by landing on the bed, but still, she expected to see at least a crack. But the creamy white shell was completely smooth and unblemished. If it had landed on the floor or hit a wall, there was no telling what kind of mess it would make.

		“Oh my god,” Zoe suddenly said, dropping the egg back onto the bed. It had felt like something had moved inside the egg, like it had sensed her presence and had shifted its position within the shell in response.

		Again, the egg did not crack. But sitting on the bed, it started to twitch. It was hatching.

		But this was no ordinary egg. A small crack formed. And then another. Soon there was a tiny hole in the egg. However, instead of a beak or claw appearing in the hole, a green slimy substance oozed out.

		“Yuck,” Zoe said, turning her head to look for a towel or something else she could use to pick up the egg and move it, maybe to the bathroom where any mess the creature made could be more easily cleaned up.

		A green tendril shot out of the hole and launched itself at Zoe’s turned head. It struck her in the temple and latched on.

		“Ugh,” Zoe exclaimed as it felt like her mind was short circuiting. She tried to pull back from the tendril attached to her head, but it held fast. She tried reaching up to pull it off of her, but her hands and arms suddenly struggled to do as she commanded.

		“What’s going on?” she wailed, fear and adrenaline filling her body. She wanted to run, to get away, but her feet seemed planted to the floor, unable or unwilling to move.

		However, at the same time as her mind raced, trying to find a way out of her situation, she felt something else building up inside of her. It was small at first, almost unnoticeable, but with each passing minZoe, the feeling grew stronger and stronger until she could no longer deny its existence.

		“Fuck, it’s hot in here.”

		Those were words she never would have uttered, even under the most extreme of situations. But this was beyond extreme. This was moving into the realm of something she might have seen in a science fiction or horror flick. It was too strange to even consider. And yet, there she stood, her body heating up and her choice of language getting away from her.

		Without even fully thinking about it, Zoe started to disrobe. She started with her pants, unbuttoning them and then pushing them down her legs. Stepping out of them was a bit of a chore, what with having a long tendril connected to an egg attached to the side of her head. Freeing herself from her tight pants helped with the heat, for a moment, but even removing her leather pants was not enough to dissipate the growing heat within her body.

		Next came her halter top. She reached up and untied the straps behind her neck. Then, like her pants before, she pushed her top down her body, forcing it to stretch over her hips before it joined her pants on the floor.

		Another crack formed in the shell of the egg. A moment later, the crack widened until two more tendrils shot out. If it had seemed the aim of the first tendril was random, this time it was clear the creature or object inside the egg knew what it was doing. Both new tendrils latched onto Zoe’s breasts, specifically her nipples. Her eyes widened as a dual jolt of pleasure struck her. The tendrils, in grabbing onto her breasts, had hooked themselves up to her body’s pleasure center, using her already sensitive nipples against her.

		It was getting harder to think. The ability to not only overcome the tendril that seemed to have tapped directly into her brain, but to ignore the pleasure flowing through her body was becoming too much to bear. Zoe had to act, but she could not will herself to do anything. She felt cut off from her body, a passenger, but she felt everything done to her in vivid detail. The pleasure coming from her breasts was unlike anything she had ever experienced before. It was not just that it was good, but there was a part of her that wanted more.

		The tendril attached to her head used that desire. It pushed the idea that she wanted to feel even better, that the heat inside of her was lust. It told her the thing she most wanted in the world was an orgasm. And in her current state, it was hard to argue with that assessment. There was a part of her that did want that.

		Before Zoe knew it, her fingers had hooked under the waistband of her panties. A moment late they were sliding down her legs, joining the rest of her clothes on the floor. She would not be needing them for anything the egg creature had planned for her.

		Still connected to the egg, Zoe fell back onto the bed, her legs splayed wide. Another tendril shot out from the ever growing hole in the egg, this time going straight to her pussy. Zoe moaned as the pleasure flowing through her body doubled at once and continued to rise. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head as the first orgasm crashed over her.

		“More,” Zoe moaned, unable to control herself. The pleasure center of her brain had been hit so hard by the overwhelming strength of the creature’s influence over her and the cataclysmic level of pleasure and positive endorphins flowing through her, her lust had turned into an addiction.

		Zoe’s fingers trailed over her body, both hands sliding down to the junction between her legs. But her hands did not try to remove the tendril attached to her pussy. They simply joined in, playing with her clit to drive her more and more wild with arousal. She was lost, drunk on the pleasure. The egg creature could have its way with her completely, telling her to do whatever it pleased and she would do it, unable to argue. And even if she had been able to fight back, all the creature would need to do was withhold the pleasure from her and she would willingly do its bidding.

		But Zoe could never have guessed what would be asked of her. She turned over as a fifth tendril shot out from the egg, now more of a cup than an enclosed egg. It struck her ass, pushing inside her backdoor, stimulating her in ways she never could have imagined. She reached behind her, but again, it was not to free herself, but to encourage it, teasing herself to increase the pleasure.

		Orgasm after orgasm rocked Zoe’s body. She had become a complete addict to the arousal and lust that had overtaken her. She could not stop if she wanted to and she did not want to stop. It felt too good. All thoughts of her husband and any responsibilities she might have had were fading fast. All that mattered was the pleasure.

		But as the egg did its work, continuing to chip away at any possibility of resistance she might have been able to mount with each successive orgasm, the influence the egg itself held over her mind lessened and lessened. Instead, Zoe found herself becoming more and more in tune with the neural network that had been built into the hotel. She was becoming more and more like Marci before her, just a mindless drone to follow orders and do the bidding of others.

		Zoe continued to moan, but she was no longer coherent. Words had faded from her vocabulary as more and more of her mind was burned away, replaced with the simple subservience to the neural network. All of her higher brain functions, everything but the most rudimentary commands to maintain her life, had been replaced by the neural network. It told her what to think, what to do. And even some of the more extreme involuntary responses, such as recoiling from burning hot objects had been overridden as well. If Zoe had been instructed to place her hand into a fire and grab a hot coal, she would, without question or concern. Her hand would be horribly burned, but even the pain would not matter. She no longer felt pain. She could only feel lust and pleasure, perfect for her future role.

		With Zoe’s hands moving in conjunction with the pleasure induced by the tendrils, every orgasm pushed her a little deeper into the control of the neural network. She could feel its thoughts replacing hers. And those thoughts matched up so well with her own desires. Those thoughts told her to fuck, to breed, to procreate and that was exactly what she wanted. She had never told anyone about the discussions she had with her husband early in their relationship. She wanted kids. He did not. He had been willing to break up with her over it, but she had eventually relented, at least sympathizing with his view point.

		But now it was all different. Her desire to become pregnant had never gone away. And now that desire was being used against her, transforming it into a dark and manipulative method of control. It was hormonal in nature, using her own body’s desires against her. Had she had the means to fight, she would have been fighting on two fronts: in her mind and in her body. Coupled together, there was no way she could last.

		Each orgasm that crashed through her body seemed to get stronger than the last. Over and over again, she cried out in orgasmic ecstasy, her muscles and nerves firing off randomly under the pleasurable electric load. And it was all for a good cause. It was for a future of breeding and procreating.

		When the final orgasm struck, it was the biggest one yet. Zoe was spread eagle on the bed, her most intimate places hooked directly up to what remained of the egg, not unlike a battery. Energy pulsed through the tendrils, entering her and further increasing the tsunami of pleasure that continued to flow through her body like crashing waves. She screamed out, arching her back, her vision white. The last little bit of the Zoe that was disappeared, drowned in the deep sea of pleasure. In her place, was a mindless drone, ready to do the bidding of her masters.

		The egg released Zoe’s mind and body. It had been completely tapped. It’s life-force had been sucked out and pushed into Zoe. Her body practically glowed, body already shifting to become a more able breeding machine.

		Zoe stood up, her face expressionless. Her eyes looked straight ahead. She turned and walked toward the door, almost robotically. She opened the door and then stepped out into the hallway, letting the door close behind her.

		Turning her head to the left, Zoe would have seen Marci standing in front of her door, staring straight ahead, just as naked as she had been before. But there was no Zoe left to comprehend her friend standing there at attention, because they were both drones. She turned her head again to look straight ahead. And there she would stand and stare, waiting for further instructions from the neural network. Until that time, there was simply nothing. Only the most simple of electrical impulses flitted in her brain, just enough to keep her breathing and her heart pumping. Beyond that, her brain was completely silent. She, like Marci before her, was left to wait in complete mindlessness.
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		Judy woke from her slumber groggy and incredibly thirsty. She climbed out of bed and immediately stumbled into the wall, forgetting that she was in a hotel room and not in her bedroom at home.

		“Stupid,” she said as she surveyed the room with bleary eyes. If she were not thirsty, she would have just rolled over and gone back to sleep. Then again, at home, she kept a glass of water on the nightstand for just such an occasion. But having fallen asleep so quickly, not even having time to change out of her clothes from the day or even crawling under the covers, she had not had the time to fill a glass to prepare.

		Judy shielded her eyes as she flicked on the light in the bathroom. She was too tired for this, but her thirst was beyond anything she had experienced before. It was as if her whole body had been placed in a dehydrator, leaving her in need of fluids, and fast.

		Walking up to the sink, Judy unwrapped one of the complimentary glasses and placed it under the faucet. She turned on the water. However, with the brightness of the lights, she did not notice that it was not water coming out of the tap, but instead a greenish yellow gelatinous goo. It filled the glass and weighed similar to water, making the difference hard to immediately detect.

		Judy raised the glass to her lips and was immediately hit with a sweet odor. However, in her tired state, by the time she realized something was amiss, she had already taken her first sip.

		Her eyes shot open as she looked at the goo in the glass. It looked disgusting, like mucous or some industrial byproduct. But as soon as the smell and taste fully registered, she found herself drinking down the rest of the goo as if her life depended on it.

		Judy drained the glass and then went to fill it again. But as soon as she turned on the faucet, she found herself instead bending over and drinking straight from the tap. Her head low, her red hair held back in a ponytail, she sucked away at the goo coming out of the faucet as if it were a water fountain. She slurped and swallowed, unable to stop herself.

		A wave of dizziness stuck and Judy turned off the faucet and stood up. She braced herself with both hands on the bathroom counter. She looked at herself in the mirror. Her lips and chin were covered in the green goo. She stuck her tongue out and licked her lips, enjoying the sweet flavor as it danced across her tongue. She already felt full, but she was still thirsty.

		In her tired state, Judy did not understand what was going on. Deep down, she knew that the faucet should not be producing the goo and that she should not be drinking it. But how things should be and how things were had split apart and there was nothing she could do to bring them back into alignment again.

		Standing there, Judy suddenly felt hot. Her skin was burning up. She had to get out of her clothes.

		Judy quickly stripped, pulling off her top first, revealing the black bra she had worn to start the day. Her skirt, a lengthy piece that fell to her ankles, soon followed. Judy was not someone who liked to draw attention to herself. Her shyness prevented it. Even though she was spending all day at the music festival on the beach, she had still worn a long skirt, hiding her body away from anyone who might have wanted a look at her.

		Her bra and panties soon followed. It seemed that every bit of skin that was covered by clothing was too much. She needed to be completely naked.

		“What is wrong with me?” Judy asked. She was almost tempted to swear, but she held back. The language she used would not help her situation any.

		Unfortunately, there was no obvious answer to Judy’s question. She stood there, looking at herself. She already once again felt the urge to turn the faucet back on and drink straight from the tap. The sweet flavors of the goo were almost addicting. She had read that some drugs, when fully pure, could create an immediate addiction. That was how she felt now. It was not that other fluids would no longer satisfy her, but she needed the goo. There was no way she could go on without it.

		But as her body slowly processed the goo she had already consumed, it started to make additional changes, rather than just making her skin hot. The cool air in the bathroom certainly helped keep Judy focused, but with that heat also came arousal.

		Without even thinking about it, Judy brought her hands up to her breasts. They were a nice handful as she started to knead them. Then she turned her attention to her nipples, pulling on them and twisting them.

		“That’s nice,” she said as she let out a ragged moan. She imagined her husband there, his hands traveling over her body, his hard cock near her entrance. They had been talking about her getting pregnant recently. That had been a desire of hers for a long time.

		Judy’s mind was already starting to break down. She could still think and make decisions, but it was becoming harder to do anything against the desires of her body. And her body wanted one thing. She was horny and sex, of some sort, was needed. The only thing that kept her from walking back out into the bedroom to call her husband so he could come and fuck her, getting started on her future role, was the sweet aroma of the goo. It held her in place, unwilling to leave it behind. She could not leave its presence.

		With each passing moment, Judy grew hotter and more needy. Her fingers and hands drove her wild, but she found no relief, only an ever growing level of arousal. She felt like she was on a roller coaster that kept climbing and climbing, higher and higher. It was only when the cars crested the hill and moved into free fall that she would find relief.

		One hand drifted south, trying to drive herself over the edge, her thumb rubbing her clit as she fingered herself, pushing first one, then two, and finally three fingers into her wet slit. The muscles of her pussy contracted around her fingers, treating them like a cock, milking them for a load of seed that could never come.

		Judy’s thirst returned at an even higher level than before. Even as she had one hand playing with her breasts and the other playing with her pussy, she still felt thirsty. She was hot and horny and thirsty and could not understand why. What had led her to this point? How could she finally find relief?

		Suddenly the idea came to her. She was not sure where it came from or why it sounded like a good idea, but she could not help but think it was the best idea she had ever had. The grin on her face rivaled the one that had been on her face when she married her husband. That had been the happiest day of her life, but already she felt like this moment came close to surpassing it. That is, assuming her grand idea worked.

		Judy climbed up onto the bathroom counter. The angling was awkward as she pressed her upper body up against the mirror and forced her legs to straddle the sink. The faucet rose high above the rim of the sink basin, giving her room to maneuver. Barely.

		Feeling a bit like she was playing a game of Twister, Judy reached out and turned on the faucet. The flow of goo restarted, this time falling directly over her body, specifically flowing onto and across her pussy.

		Her internal muscles spasmed, almost as if they were trying to suck in the goo. Most of it fell down into the sink, where it swirled down the drain, never to be seen again. But some stuck. Some even managed to push past her pussy lips and slowly drip inside of her. As soon as the goo entered her, Judy threw her head back ecstatically. The pleasure was unlike anything she had ever imagined. Her arms ached, trying to hold herself there, but she did not care. It felt too good. Her needs were finally being satisfied.

		But it was not just goo that came out of the faucet. There was something else that slowly worked its way through the pipes. It was a slug of sorts, although nothing like what had ever been seen on earth before. The creature wormed its way through the pipe, hearing the call of Judy’s needy pussy.

		The slug breached the end of the faucet and nearly got stuck. It blocked the flow of goo, which caused a chain reaction. Judy convulsed, her hips rising closer to the faucet as her body sought out more of the wonderful creation that gave her so much pleasure. But as her pussy rose closer to the slug, the slug in turn became more aware of her slit. It wiggled and slowly broke free of the faucet, landing on Judy’s mound.

		The flow of goo restarted, bathing the slug and Judy’s pussy in more of the sweet gelatinous liquid. The slug just sat there for a moment, getting its bearings. It acted through a combination of instinct and by instruction of the neural net within the hotel. But after spending the entirety of its life in the plumbing system, it needed a moment before it could continue its true function.

		With the flow of goo back to normal, Judy relaxed, but she still had her eyes up at the ceiling. She lowered her gaze, but found herself instead enraptured by her own reflection. The woman she saw was not the one she recognized in her head. This woman featured lust lidded eyes and kept seductively licking her lips. The over sexiness of her reflection created the disconnect in her mind. This was not the shy Judy that she had always known. This was sexy Judy who had never completely come out to play before. She simply could not recognize herself.

		Finally the slug began to move. It turned around and began to slither toward Judy’s slit. It passed over her clit, sending a massive shockwave of pleasure through her body. Judy let out a long ragged moan as her clit was stimulated. But it was not just a one-time event. The slug, being several inches long, took its time as it crossed over her clit. The continuous stimulation was almost more than she could handle.

		Then it entered her.

		Judy cried out in orgasm as the slug pushed into her pussy. Her muscles spasmed around it, increasing the pleasure radiating outward and upward from her most private of places. It felt as if a direct circuit had been hooked up between her pussy and her brain. Her vision turned dark as her eyes rolled up into the back of her head. There was only so much she could take.

		However, in a way, there was a direct circuit connecting her mind to her pussy. It was a two-way highway with the lanes traveling up to her brain filled with nothing but pleasure. It was like she had been hooked up to an IV of pure endorphins. The flow was constant, with pleasure washing over her at an overwhelming rate, filling her up wherever there was room.

		But the slug was not there just to create pleasure, which it did very well. It had another purpose. And it used that direct link from her brain to her pussy to do just that. As the pleasure continued to flow upward, the slug made room for it by sucking away Judy’s thoughts. She was already struggling to think clearly, overwhelmed by what almost felt like an addiction. But this was even stronger. The slug was literally feeding on her thoughts, sucking away her skills and memories, as well as her personality, leaving in its stead, pure pleasure.

		Not that this was a fast process. The slug was small and Judy’s shyness had never made this particular highway particularly wide. The flow of traffic was slow, almost like a stop and go traffic jam. But bit by bit, through orgasm after orgasm, her mind was slowly emptied, filled instead with pure pleasure.

		This went on for hours. Judy rode the roller coaster again and again, going up the track, pushing her arousal higher and higher until finally she reached the top and could drop down in an epic free fall of an orgasm. She never had to get off the ride. Her car ran right through the station and started up again, over and over. And with each trip, her mind was a little more empty, her thoughts a little less her own. The woman who was named Judy was becoming less and less herself. And it all happened through the repeating onslaught of addicting pleasure. Judy could not have stopped it, even if she had wanted to. And based on how good it felt, she definitely did not want to stop.

		And then finally it hit her. Judy was thrown onto her back, lying flush against the marble countertop, one leg behind the faucet and the other hanging off the counter, her pussy still under the constant flow of goo. It was the biggest orgasm that she had ever felt before. It crashed through her like a tsunami, a wall of pleasure that pushed everything out of its way, including the last and final remnants of what made Judy herself. That was it.

		Her chest heaved as her heart pounded and her lungs struggled for air. The slug within her wormed its way out, having lived out its purpose. Within Judy’s head, there was just silence. There were no thoughts. There were no feelings. There was no comprehension. There were only a handful of electrical signals firing to keep her breathing and her heart pumping blood. And those were wholly involuntary systems. There was no longer anything within Judy to make her do anything voluntary.

		It took a moment for the neural network to adapt to Judy’s brainwaves. It plugged into her mind and started to fill it with new directives. She suddenly pushed herself up off the counter, returning to her feet. She turned off the faucet, staunching the flow of goo. She looked forward, toward her reflection, but did not respond to herself. She was not told to respond. She had been turned into a mindless drone. The spare parts of her brain, the places where her once shy personality had lived, could now be used for extra storage and processing power by the neural network, the very system that now controlled her every move.

		It took a few minutes for Judy to complete the command requiring her to clean herself up. The sticky goo needed to go. The towels nearby provided the means to do that. Judy moved in an almost robotic fashion with slight delays between actions as her brain processed her latest instruction. In time, the neural network would be able to use Judy for multitasking, but the neural connections between her body and the network would need to grow stronger. It would happen eventually, but it would take time. In the meantime, she followed one instruction after another.

		Once Judy was all cleaned up, her body glistening from the last remnants of the goo, she was instructed to fill another glass from the faucet. This time, however, she would not drink the goo. It was to provide a temporary home for another slug. There were multiple methods to turn the residents of the hotel into the mindless drones for the network, but Judy still had a role to play.

		Judy did as she was commanded. She filled a glass from the faucet, giving time for another slug to make its way through the plumbing. Once the glass was properly filled, Judy carried it out of the bathroom. Then she opened the door to her room and stepped out into the hallway. To her left stood two other women, now drones, Marci and Zoe. There they stood, waiting for commands. And there Judy stood, waiting.

		Three women had already been converted, but one remained. Dakota was the only one who had survived thus far. She was in her room, sleeping, unaware of what had already taken place. But she was watched. The drones that had once been her friends, especially Judy, were waiting for the signal that she was ready.

		Suddenly, all three women began to move at once. They turned their bodies to the right, facing the direction toward Dakota’s room. First Marci began to walk forward. When she reached Zoe, they both began to walk in unison. When they reached Judy, she joined them. Other than being naked, they looked like they could have been in the military, the way they almost marched down the hallway, completely synchronous. Left foot, right foot. Back and forth. They walked in complete unison, one after the other, Judy leading the way.

		The trio stopped in front of Dakota’s door and turned to face it. They stood shoulder to shoulder, with Zoe in the middle, just as had been their room order. Zoe raised her right hand, ready to knock, but then she stopped. It had to happen at just the right time, needing to interrupt Dakota’s sleep cycle at a precise moment to make sure she was best primed for what was to follow.

		The three women showed no emotion. Their faces were practically frozen in place, completely placid. Nothing registered on their faces or in their eyes. They were just drones.

		Then Zoe knocked on the door.
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		Dakota woke up to the sound of knocking. She looked up from her spot on the bed, confused about where she was. The room looked unfamiliar and she was alone. Her fiancée was nowhere to be seen.

		“Coming,” Dakota called out, still confused, but knowing she should answer the door. She pushed herself up off the bed and slid onto her feet before padding toward the door, her shoulders slumped in tiredness.

		Dakota stood in front of the door and took a deep breath, steeling herself. Then it came to her, the events of the night, winning the raffle and checking out the after party. All the pieces clicked into place, although she could not imagine why she was being awoken in the middle of the night.

		Not checking to see who it was, Dakota opened the door. It was her friends. Or, more accurately, it was her friend Judy and Judy’s friends. Dakota had not gotten to know Zoe or Marci very well yet. She still felt like an outsider, although Judy certainly helped matters.

		“What’s up?” Dakota asked before the scene in front of her fully registered. All three women at her door were naked, their faces slack and expressionless. “Why are you naked? Did I miss something?”

		Dakota’s questions went unanswered. The three women simply stood there, their eyes unfocused.

		“This must be a dream,” Dakota muttered to herself, not believing what was happening. At worst, it seemed like a joke. The three women knew Dakota was a lesbian. She was engaged to a wonderful woman. But that did not mean Dakota had always kept her eyes from wandering, especially when it came to Judy. Dakota had long had a crush on her friend, but she knew it would not go anywhere. It was pointless to even consider it, but she could not stop herself from feeling affection toward her friend that went beyond their friendship.

		Zoe and Marci reached their arms out and pushed Dakota out of the doorway and into the room. Judy followed behind, letting the others do the dirty work. The glass she held could not be upset. It would have been a waste.

		“What’s going on?” Dakota said, panic forming in her voice. “This isn’t funny.”

		Again, Dakota’s pleas went unanswered.

		Adrenaline flooded Dakota’s body. Her fight or flight response started to kick in, but Zoe and Marci had grabbed hold of her arms with a surprisingly tight grip, preventing her from fighting back or fleeing.

		“Let go of me,” Dakota screamed, trying to flail her arms to loosen her captors’ grips. But it was all to no avail. Zoe and Marci maintained their hold on her as they slowly backed her into the room.

		The back of Dakota’s knees hit the bed and she found herself falling backward. Suddenly she was free, the fall having broken the grip they held on her. But the shock of the moment made Dakota too slow to react. Zoe and Marci were faster. They climbed onto the bed and held Dakota down by her arms and shoulders, making sure she could not get up.

		Dakota tried to kick out of their grip. Her feet flailed about as she tried to find purchase on something, anything that might provide her with the leverage she needed to escape. Judy stood just out of reach, still holding the glass filled with the gelatinous goo. This whole night had taken a massive turn toward the weird and scary. And nothing she did seemed to help her. If anything, her actions had only made it worse, with Zoe and Marci holding her down with even more force. The harder she fought, the harder she was restrained.

		Eventually it became clear that she was not getting free anytime soon. Dakota stopped struggling and instead focused on her friend. The look on Judy’s face was entirely foreign to her. There was no smile, no obvious shyness, and there was no intensity in her eyes. Judy looked entirely passive, almost as if the Judy that Dakota knew was no longer there.

		“Why are you doing this?” Dakota asked, the adrenaline in her system beginning to dissipate, leaving her almost shaking.

		Just as before, there was no answer.

		Dakota knew something was wrong. She knew her friends were not acting like themselves. But try as she might, she could not think of a reason why. She had spent all day with them, at the festival, at the party, and everywhere in between. The only time they had been fully separated was when they were in their rooms. Something must have happened then. The only problem was Dakota could not even begin to guess. And as it turned out the truth was even more strange than she could have imagined.

		Once Dakota stopped struggling, Zoe and Marci lightened their grip on her. Their hands never left her body. Their grips could tighten in an instant if needed. Dakota doubted she would have enough time to enact any kind of escape plan before they had recaptured her. She was at their mercy, whatever mercy they actually had to give.

		Looking up at Judy again, Dakota could not help but blush when she realized she was being treated to a view she had always wished for. There had always been a part of her that had wished Judy would find in herself a more open sexual relationship, one where they could become lovers, even as they remained committed to their respective partners. There had been so many times when Dakota had wished Judy would try to seduce her. She had dreamed about what Judy’s lips would feel like pressed against her own, kissing with a kind of passion that only intimate lovers could.

		Seeing Judy now, her perky breasts jutting out from her chest, her narrow waist and womanly hips giving her enticing curves, Dakota wanted nothing more than to reach out and hold her friend, to bring their bodies closer together. She wanted to put herself out there and let the chips fall as they may, hopefully with the chance to finally share a deep intimacy with her friend.

		The presence of Zoe and Marci certainly did not help the fantasy. In Dakota’s mind, Judy would be an active participant, maybe even playing a dominant role. But Zoe and Marci felt like enforcers, holding her down while Judy did her worst to her. It felt like a betrayal, even as every kink Dakota had seemed to be playing out before her. If she had never told any one of her deepest fantasies, she would have assumed this was a role play, letting her experience her fantasies for the first time. Stacy, her fiancée, would be sitting in the room next door, watching on a closed circuit feed exactly what was happening.

		Having her fantasies almost play out for her left Dakota soaking wet. It was not obvious with her shorts covering her. Her juices had dampened her panties, but not yet anything else. But it seemed like it would only be a matter of time before a wet spot formed on her shorts. Then it would be obvious how turned on she was.

		Judy set the glass down on the bedside table. Then she crawled up on the bed and reached out. She caressed Dakota’s face with the back of her hand. Dakota let out an involuntary shudder as her dreams seemed to be coming true. How she had long wished to share an intimacy with her friend. It had been painful to remain silent about her crush, but she had never imagined Judy would be receptive to such an idea. Judy was happily married, from what Dakota could tell and she had never shown any indication that she was interested in pursuing a relationship outside of the confines of her marriage. But that did not stop Dakota’s fantasies.

		For the most part, Dakota was able to separate fantasy from reality. She knew what was true and what was not. She knew what was real and what was not. But now, faced with such strange events, she no longer trusted herself to decide what was real and what was not. She was stuck in limbo, unable to proceed without a better understanding of the situation, without knowing if this was just a dream or not.

		Sitting there on the bed, Judy began to unbutton Dakota’s blouse. One button after another popped open from Judy’s delicate touch. In Dakota’s mind, she had a loving and caring expression on Judy’s face, a smile that told her everything would be just fine. But that was a lie she told herself to make up for the fact that Judy’s face was expressionless. She showed no actual recognition about what she was doing. She showed no recognition that Dakota was even her friend. It was like the Judy that Dakota had always known was now just a shell, a puppet being operated from a distance, like a marionette.

		Dakota did not fight as Judy slowly disrobed her. It was a slow process, requiring Zoe and Marci to help so that they could fully disrobe her. They removed her blouse first, tossing it aside. It would not be needed again. Then came Judy’s shoes and shorts. Once they were gone, Dakota was left in her underwear. She blushed, realizing this was the first time Judy had seen her body like this, her pudgy frame. Dakota had wished she could be a svelte model. Then she might have a better chance to seduce Judy, but it was not to be.

		Not that Dakota was ugly. She was cZoe and could pull off sexy as well. However, she was always aware of the extra inches she carried around with her. But she had a roundness that also hinted at her potential as a breeding partner. Her wide hips were perfect for childbirth and her ample bosom would surely provide more than acceptable sustenance to a nursing baby.

		But as an ardent lesbian, Dakota was never going to be someone who paired up with a man and carried his child. If she ever did bear children, it would require other means, using science to create the child she would eventually carry. And that assumed she took on the pregnancy duties as opposed to Stacy. There were no such guarantees.

		Judy did not leave Dakota in her underwear. First her bra came off. The front clasp make it easy to release her breasts. Losing the bra was then followed by the removal of her panties. By the time both articles hit the floor, Dakota found herself shivering slightly against the cold.

		Then it happened. The action that Dakota had secretly hoped for occurred. Judy reached her hand out and let it hover, less than an inch from Dakota’s pussy. But that was where her hand stopped. Dakota looked down and could not believe Judy would stop when she was so close. Dakota not only wanted Judy to touch her in her most intimate spot, but she needed it. Lust was building up inside of her, an arousal that she could not fully explain, but it was there and she felt the overwhelming need to give in.

		“Please,” Dakota said. “Please, touch me.”

		And that was exactly what Judy did. Her hand closed the final inch.

		“Yes,” Dakota cried out as her friend finally touched her the way she had long wanted.

		Within moments, Judy’s thumb was running circles around Dakota’s clit and her fingers began to pump in and out of her wet slit. Zoe and Marci also got in on the action. Keeping one hand pressing down on Dakota’s shoulder, they used their free hand to reach up and touch Dakota’s breasts.

		Dakota arched her back and threw her head backwards as her body responded to the trio’s touch. Her body felt as if it was on fire. And it was the way they touched her that was both the cause of that fire, but also the solution. She needed to cum. That was how she would find relief. But it was agonizingly difficult to put herself at the mercy of these three women. The way their touch seemed to tease as much as provide direct stimulation left her a complete mess.

		“Please,” Dakota moaned, wanting more. Despite the almost robotic way Judy, Zoe, and Marci all moved, their touch was electric, both soft and firm. It was a contradiction that made no sense in Dakota’s increasingly lust addled mind. Nothing made sense anymore. This had to be a dream, but it was a dream she would love to keep having. She had only ever been with one other woman at a time. Having three women tend to her sexual needs was more than she ever could have imagined and it was not something she wanted to stop. This was almost everything she could have dreamed of.

		Suddenly Judy’s hands pulled away from Dakota’s pussy. Her legs clenched together, trying to make up for the now lack of stimulation she was left with. Dakota could feel her friend get up off the bed. She heard the clink of a glass as it was picked up off the bedside table. By the time Dakota managed to raise her head, Judy had returned to her place by her feet.

		However, Judy did not return her hand to Dakota’s pussy. Instead, she reached into the glass and pulled out a slug. It had a similar color to the greenish yellow ooze within the glass, but it looked fully opaque. A note of fear struck within Dakota. She had no idea what the object was. But when she saw it wiggle in Judy’s hand, she swallowed hard, fearful of what was about to happen.

		Despite her fear, however, Dakota’s arousal did not dissipate. She had never been one to connect fear and arousal, finding instead the opposite. But her past experiences did not transfer to this moment. For whatever reason, she was just as horny as she had been before Judy stepped away. Of course, it did not help that Zoe and Marci continued to play with her breasts, continuing to drive up her arousal even as her fear attempted to tamp it down.

		If Dakota had wanted to escape, this would have been the moment. Judy had her hands full and both Zoe and Marci had all but released her. It would have been easy to fight back and make a run for it. But Dakota did not move. She continued to lay there, letting her breasts be toyed with, enjoying the sensations and the whole scene, fully believing this moment was a dream. It was too strange to be real, no matter how real it felt.

		Judy held out the slug, positioning it close to Dakota’s pussy. Dakota made eye contact with her crush. Judy showed no signs of memory or connection, but Dakota still found herself nodding her approval. She had agreed to continue, wanting to reach the conclusion, hopefully with a massive orgasm.

		Judy released the slug, placing it on Dakota’s mound. It started to slither and slide in the direction of Dakota’s pussy. It passed directly over her clit, causing fireworks to go off in her head. Dakota’s mouth hung open as she again threw her head back and arched her back. This pleasure was unlike anything she had ever experienced before. The intensity was shocking. Her whole body seemed to respond with a fire she never knew was possible.

		And once the slug started to push past the lips of her pussy, Dakota felt her first orgasm of the night. It raced through her like wildfire, singing everything in its path. But what was more, Dakota could already feel herself building toward the next. And if her experience told her anything, the next orgasm would be bigger yet.

		The slug, as had happened to Judy, hooked itself up to the direct connection between Dakota’s mind and her pussy. Each orgasm that struck Dakota was accompanied by some of her thoughts and memories getting sucked up by the slug, feeding it. It was an exchange, pleasure for her mind. And it was a trade Dakota willingly made, enjoying every moment as her mind seemed to become emptier by the minute.

		Over and over again, Dakota orgasmed. Judy’s hands returned to her pussy, heightening the pleasure even more and making her even more willing to give up her mind for a continuation of the pleasure. She was stuck on repeat, letting and even wanting it to happen over and over again.

		Before long, Dakota started giggling. It was completely involuntary, the only response she could muster under the continued onslaught of pleasure. There was nothing she could do to stop the progression, but as it went, she at least enjoyed it.

		But eventually, even Dakota’s giggles began to fade. The expression on her face became more placid. The smile on her face slowly relaxed as more and more of her mind was erased, eaten up by the slug in her pussy.

		And then it happened. Even after suffering rapid-fire orgasms, Dakota felt herself build toward a big one. Her body shook as she neared her climax. It almost looked like she was having a seizure, but it was a response to the massive amounts of orgasmic energy stored within her body, waiting to be released. The pressure building up inside of her as her body was immense. The bonds, both physical and mental, that maintained that high pressured energy were near their breaking point.

		But all systems must be breached at some point. They all reach their breaking point eventually. And that was what happened to Dakota. The orgasmic energy finally became too much. She could no longer hold it all in. Her body flooded with orgasmic pleasure as the valve broke. The energy poured out in a cascade, sending massive waves crashing through her.

		Dakota screamed out in response. There was relief in finally being free of the pressure, but that relief also came with a new reality. The massive waves of orgasmic energy scrubbed away the last of Dakota’s mind. Her body shook under the onslaught, but there was no longer a mind capable of controlling herself in her head. There was just the neural network. Dakota as she had been was gone. In her place was another mindless drone. She had joined her friends in servitude, ready to do whatever was commanded of her, without thought or negotiation. She had joined the collective.
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		With the quartet of now former friends fully converted, they were given new orders. They each climbed up from the bed and moved toward the door. They remained naked. Where they were going, there was no need for clothes. Their bodies would never be covered from viewing again.

		Once out of the room, the quartet marched in unison toward the elevators. The neural network managed not only the four women, but kept close watch over the entire hotel. The timing of the elevators was important, not wanting to alarm any guests who had not yet been converted. Despite what had happened to the four friends, the hotel remained an operational hotel. But each guest would succumb eventually. It would just require time and careful planning.

		There was no need for the four women to touch the elevator controls. The elevator was waiting for them as they approached. Its doors opened and they stepped inside.

		Again, they touched nothing. The neural network had full control of the computer and mechanical systems in the building. As soon as the elevator doors closed, the elevator started to rise, shooting up toward the top floor of the hotel. It was there that the four women would find their future home, at least for as long as they were deemed useful.

		Rather than feature a penthouse or other suite, the top floor of the Isley Hotel had been converted into a single large room. There were columns to support the ceiling stationed at regular intervals, but it was otherwise one massive room, already filled with other women like them who had been converted into drones. There was a pod for each woman. Along the right hand side of the wall, stood four empty pods. The women were directed toward them.

		One by one, each woman stopped in front of one of the empty pods. Then she stepped inside and turned to face the room. Their faces remained expressionless as their eyes passed over the scene before them. They gave little indication that they were actually seeing all that went on. There was no recognition in their eyes, but the visual data they collected provided additional information for the neural network.

		Here, at the top of the building, the control the neural network had over the women was absolute. The network had a hardline connected to each pod, assuring fast and reliable communication. There would be no resistance. Even if a woman’s mind had not been completely emptied, there would be no way for the individual to overcome the overwhelming need to obey.

		Green translucent bubbles formed around each of the women, enclosing them in their pods. Various tube-like tendrils reached out and attached themselves to the women, to their heads, to their arms, to their breasts, to their bellies, and to their pussies. They were cocooned inside the pod, all of the nutrients they would need provided for them. Their mindless bodies would be inseminated, their wombs used to breed a new kind of lifeform, an alien lifeform.

		Soon their bellies would grow big and fat as they nurtured the future invasion force of Earth. They had become a cog in a massive military machine, giving their bodies to a cause they never before knew existed. And when their bodies had been used up, after giving birth to multiple alien warriors, their bodies would be recycled and separated into their component elements, extracting every bit of raw power and resources to further the cause.

		And for their sacrifice, the women would feel no pain. They would have no wants. All their needs would be cared for as they performed the work they had been transformed to do, all without any thoughts getting in the way. They had become a part of the machine.
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		Three men and a woman walked into the lobby of the Isley Hotel Sunday morning. The expressions on their faces varied between determined and worried, with all of them featuring a mix of the two.

		“How can I help you?” asked the clerk at the front desk. “Are you checking in?”

		“We’re here searching for four women,” the woman said. “They didn’t return from the festival last night and we’re wondering if they might have come here.”

		“Sure thing,” the clerk said. “Can I get your names and the names of the women you’re looking for?”

		“I’m Stacy and I’m looking for my fiancée, Dakota.”

		The men gave their names and the names of their wives, Judy, Zoe, and Marci.

		“Hmm,” the clerk said. “I don’t seem to have their names listed, but we did host the afterparty for the festival last night. You can ask the security staff if they saw them.”

		The clerk directed the four concerned people across the lobby toward the conference room that had been converted into the party space. Two security guards stood at the doors as people inside were taking down the stage and the sound system.

		“We’re looking for four women who didn’t come home last night,” Stacy said immediately. “We were wondering if you or any of your staff might have seen them.”

		The two security guards looked at each other and then back at the four people questioning them.

		“We weren’t on duty, but if you go to room 18, they will have answers for you,” one of the security guards said.

		The other pointed them down an adjacent hallway. It was the closest they had to an answer and the four concerned spouses and partners quickly followed these new directions.

		The hallway had numerous doors leading off of it. These were not rooms, but offices and meeting rooms, part of the hotel’s business friendly design. Each room was numbered with room 18 coming at the end of the hallway.

		Stacy knocked, standing in front as the three men took up their places behind her.

		The door opened and a smiling woman greeted them. “Looking for people who didn’t come home last night?”

		“Um, yeah,” Stacy said.

		“Come in and I’ll explain everything.”

		They followed the woman inside. She shut the door behind them. It was a basic room. There was nothing special about it. There was just a table with a laptop sitting in the corner. It looked like the woman had been watching videos online. The whole scene made no sense. What was going on?

		Stacy was about to turn on the woman and start demanding answers about where her fiancée was. However, before she could unleash her tirade, a bright light flashed in front of her eyes. She and the three men were temporarily blinded. They blinked rapidly, trying to clear their vision.

		And when they could finally see again, they found themselves looking at the smiling woman.

		“Welcome to the Isley Hotel,” the woman said. “It’s so nice when groups of single people decide to visit us. Now, let me get you all situated. Ma’am, here’s your room key. You’re in room 408.”

		Stacy found herself grabbing the key card from the woman and walking out. She headed straight for the elevators and headed up to her room. She did not know what was going on. However, soon enough, she would be joining Dakota and the other women in the breeding room on the top floor of the hotel, serving a new purpose.

		The men, on the other hand, required a little more work in altering their memories. The woman explained in exquisite detail how they had been three single friends who had come to the festival to enjoy the music and possibly meet some pretty girls. While they music had been fantastic, they had struck out when it came to meeting any women. But despite that failure, they were going to look back on their time at the festival with fondness.

		The woman then sent the three men on their ways. They would never again believe that they had been married or that they had lost their wives to an alien invasion. And once the invasion force made its move, they would be just like everyone else on Earth, completely helpless to stop it. They would never know what role they played or how close they had come to discovering the invasion plans before they could be enacted. But they would know who their knew masters were, just as Dakota, Judy, Zoe, Marci, and now Stacy did. The machine was in motion and nothing could be done to stop it.
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