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Chapter One

Her eyes flashed open, blinking heavily in the bright room. It was hard for her to see anything, her head filled with searing pain.

Where was she? Who was she?

The questions flashed through her mind without purchase. There were no answers to be found in the fuzzy depths of her brain.

She existed, and she was alive. That would have to be enough until she discovered her purpose.

Her body stepped forward and down off the hard, metal platform she had been standing on, her back fixed upright, like a rod. She tilted her head down slightly and noted that she was wearing nothing.

Nude. She did not know why she should be bothered by this, but she was.

A streak of wetness ran through the valley between her breasts. She reached up her hand and touched her skin. Cold and slimy.

Lifting a finger to her mouth, she tasted it. Salty.

Unsure what to make of this, she turned to the right, away from the metallic wall cluttered with pipes. Her movements were almost by rote, as if she remembered something she needed to do.

She hadn’t. Most of what had happened up until now were natural reactions to her environment. None of it was from conscious volition. She had no plans, no ideas.

She walked, passing another stand on her right, similar to the one she had just stepped from. Her body halted as her head turned to take in the single occupant.

The figure had a metallic breastplate, suggesting a feminine form, but she looked incomplete. There was no flesh on her blue, metallic bones, the vast majority of her body skeletal in nature. Glowing blue eyes were sunk deep inside her silver chromed head, her gaze fixed straight ahead.

Most striking, a ribbed, metallic tube was plugged into the back of her head, extending into the wall behind her. It throbbed with red rings, pulsing slowly forward and backwards.

Curious, she craned her neck, looking at the platform she had just deserted. Indeed, there was a tube there, as well, but it had retracted itself flush into a rounded holder. She had been plugged in, too.

Did she look the same as this robot? She lifted her arms and examined them more closely.

No, she wasn’t made of bare metallic bones. She had skin, but it was a vaguely, rubbery blue. She was glossy and pale, lacking any hair.

She rubbed her skin with one of her fingers, the cold sensation a little shocking to her mind. The sensation was unexpected, but she didn’t feel the need to stop. It just felt strange.

There was something else here that was odd, too. She curled her fingers against her palm, examining the joints. The linkage between them was mechanical, but flexible. Turning one of her hands over, she moved her fingers in and out, testing their dexterity.

Perfectly acceptable, if unorthodox. Somewhere inside her, she felt a sense of satisfaction, though this was tempered by another sense that this wasn’t normal.

That didn’t matter. She could only work with what was in front of her, since she could remember nothing. That didn’t mean she wasn’t curious about her situation, however.

Taking a few steps forward, she turned mechanically to face the robotic woman who was hooked up to the wall. “Report your status,” she ordered with a foreign sounding lilt.

She blinked. That wasn’t what she had meant to say, but it had issued from her lips nonetheless.

The robotic female figure stared at her, unmoving. Her jaw opened slightly, revealing a crystalline interior. A red light beamed through the internal structure at the back of her throat, making it appear as though it was coming from the tube attached to her head. Perhaps it was.

“Systems nonfunctional,” declared the robot in a scratchy monotone. “Core… missing. Skin…  missing. Weapon systems… not installed. Personality matrix cannot be booted without a core. Unable to initialize primary systems. This unit is inoperative.”

Her metal jaw snapped shut and she refused to say anything further.

Inconclusive. That did inform her a little bit about her state, though. Given her artificial skin, she was likely another one of these robots. Only, she must have a core installed.

This conclusion did not cause any alarm within her. It was just a likely fact, derived from the data she had learned thus far.

She needed more information to understand her existence, and this incomplete robot could not give it to her. Perhaps there were others who knew more about why she was here.

Turning her attention back to the narrow aisle in front of her, she told her body to make measured steps past the robot. Her feet looked a little gray, but she moved well enough across the plastic mats on the floor without any hesitation.

The gray door in front of her slid upwards into the ceiling, opening a path into the next chamber. The lighting up ahead was a low, muted red. For most people, this would be barely enough to show the path forward, but she could clearly see more platforms in the haze beyond

She proceeded, unworried about what she would encounter next. The information she gathered would flow into her brain, and new conclusions would be drawn. She found this exploration interesting, and that was enough.

As she passed through the threshold, a flash of white light assaulted her eyes, and she halted. Was she under assault?

No, nothing was approaching her. The low background hum of electronics could hardly hurt her. Something else was happening. Inside her.

Her lips parted briefly as a vague memory slipped into her consciousness from somewhere far away. It was a baby, and it was crying.

How she knew what a baby was, she did not know. This memory knew, and was telling her. It was remembering for her.

How curious. She took another step and stopped again, another memory slipping into her mind. A smiling face. An amusing conversation.

As she stood there, breathing, they began to come faster, clips of sound and images flipping back and forth without her conscious intervention. Laughter, anger, despair. She did not understand these emotions, but the memories did.

As they flowed into her, she categorized them, organizing them neatly into different buckets based on the associated emotion. As these filled, she sorted them further, making an educated guess about the timeline.

These thoughts and feelings, as they filled her up, were teaching her. How to be human.

She accepted their presence, and allowed them to take her over. Her body moved forward a few steps, turned, and stopped in front of another nude female figure.

Unlike the last robot, this one appeared complete, but her body was entombed inside a tank of sloshing purple liquid. Her eyes and mouth were closed, a triangular, gray mask fixed over her shiny, blue face.

As before, the glowing connection tube was plugged into the back of the robot’s skull. She could only imagine what information was being transmitted through it, as she could not recall what it was for.

The face, however, she recognized from the new memories she had just received. Her name was Sakura, and she was an android, just like her. They were lovers.

Only, she didn’t remember her being an android. Her skin was a distinctly warmer hue in the past, and her body definitely hadn’t been a synthetic blue.

Had they both been recreated as mechanical constructs? The idea did not disturb her, but it was certainly intriguing.

There were a lot of questions she wanted to ask this woman. Perhaps she would be more communicative than the last.

The android’s eyes snapped open. They were a glowing, dark blue, rotating mechanically as they focused on her. “Chloe,” said the android in a harsh voice, her lilting overtones muffled by the thickness of the tank walls.


A light on the wall behind the tank flashed green, and the liquid surrounding the gynoid’s body began to swirl. As the level sank, a fountain of fluid burst up towards the top of the tank, droplets running down the interior.

The gynoid stared straight at her as some of the liquid splashed onto her sallow face, trickling down her cheek like a tear. “Chloe,” the android said again, this time with more emotion.

At first, the name didn’t seem to be familiar. She retreated internally and scanned the memories that she had categorized, focusing specifically on the ones that contained a data marker with this woman’s face.

She extracted the audio streams and played a few of them back, matching the data against the voice pattern of the android. When she found a match, she loaded the full memory and played the entire contents.

A smiling face passed in front of her, giggling. “Chloe, we shouldn’t be doing this!” the woman exclaimed as she fell backwards on bed sheets covered in calico prints.

The woman in her memory leaned forward and kissed Sakura, holding onto her wrists as she climbed on top. “Of course not, that’s why this is so exciting!”

Sitting on top of her hips, the woman named Chloe worked quickly to remove her lover’s top. There was little hesitation as she unclasped Sakura’s bra, exposing her perky breasts decorated with bullet hard nipples.

There came more kissing, and the scene quickly degenerated into the two of them inserting objects into each other’s bodies.

She understood intellectually that this was pleasurable for them, and the memory clearly was important to Chloe. However, she had no deeper knowledge of why they cared for each other. There was no emotional response.

How could there be? She was a robot, and her programming so far had told her nothing about emotions.

She looked at the other gynoid dispassionately. “Unit Sakura,” she said in acknowledgement. “Report your status,” she ordered.

Sakura blinked. “Core has been initialized and integrated,” she declared strongly. “This unit is fully operational. Personality matrix may be booted at any time.”

The fluid in the tank had dropped far enough now to reveal Sakura’s large breasts, which drooped slightly on her body. Each nipple was capped with a chrome disc, the tips lit from within with glowing red lights.

The liquid was emptying more quickly now, as if the drain had been opened wider. Her bony hips appeared on top of the murky liquid, followed by the deep cleft between her legs. At the top of her mons, a large, circular disc had been implanted, the domed tip glowing a deep blue.

She watched intently as the fluid dripped from the gynoid’s privates, comparing the body in front of her to the image she had in her head.

The memories were similar, but they did not match. This gynoid’s body looked like it was well muscled, whereas the female in her memories was not. If this was ‘Sakura,’ it was certainly not the original. A copy of the original, perhaps, as she might be, too.

“Unit Chloe, what is your operational state?” asked the Sakura gynoid, ignoring her apparent curiosity.

Chloe’s mouth opened automatically, without conscious volition. “This unit is not fully operational,” she replied in a monotone. “Core has been initialized, but not integrated. Primary personality program is not yet available for execution.”

The Sakura robot’s face creased into a frown. “What is preventing integration?”

Chloe stared, her mouth continuing to work without conscious thought. “The transference process has just been completed. Integration progress at ten percent.”

She paused. “This unit believes that interfacing with the ‘Sakura’ unit could speed up the integration process.”

She wasn’t certain how she knew that, but it was true. There must be some ancillary processes that were running inside her head making those calculations that her conscious mind was unaware of.

“This unit concurs,” replied the Sakura bot. “Please hold while the renewal process concludes.”

The liquid dropped past her knees, revealing a thick, black tube that ran between her legs. Like the one plugged into her head, this was lit by a series of ringed, red lights, the end of it running up and into her crotch. A triangular silver plate was fixed over the top, securely attached to her hips. The upper edge ended right below the disc on her mons, the blue light pulsing.


The tube throbbed a few times, the plate slowly detaching. Two black dots were left behind on the gynoid’s body where it had been locked on. A black tube extracted itself from within her, glimmering with shiny lubricant. As the head of the tube was removed, a burst of wetness exploded from her inner lips, running down her legs into the vanishing pool of liquid below.

Soon, the tank was completely empty, a black, circular hole remaining in the bottom. A hydraulic whirr came from near the top, and the tank began to rise smoothly towards the ceiling, the tube attached to Sakura’s skull disconnecting.

The red lighting above them swapped to a bright blue. Her synthetic eyes immediately adjusted, following the curves of her counterpart as the top of the tank lifted above her breasts.

She appreciated the shiny wetness of the gynoid’s skin. There was an aesthetic appeal there that she could objectively evaluate. Some of this understanding she gleaned from her new memories. From them, she knew that she liked how ‘Sakura’ looked.

The upper part of the tank finished moving, and Sakura took her first step forward, opening her mouth. Chloe did the same as the other gynoid approached, moving forward until their metal capped nipples touched with a soft clink.

At this distance, Chloe was staring straight into Sakura’s artificial blue eyes. The tiny black dots of her pupils rotated as her irises reflected the light. Her memories suggested that these eyes were surprisingly pretty.

She felt motion happening in the back of her throat, a thick tube pressing up and out of her mouth. The end of her tube pressed against a similar one originating from Sakura, both of them twisting slightly as they clicked together.

A sudden rush of information passed between them, equalizing their thoughts. Together, they proceeded as one, combining their processing power to investigate the situation.

They ran through the memories she had already categorized from the ‘Chloe’ persona, watching them again. With Sakura’s expertise, she was able to fix some of the incorrect assumptions she had made. This was made much easier by comparing her memories to Sakura’s, fitting them into the timeline of events so that they made more sense.

Once this process was complete, they ran through a diagnostic and systems check. Most everything appeared to be nominal, but one link appeared to be intermittent. They investigated the problem, and discovered that some of the data had been inadvertently corrupted by comparing the checksums.

Fortunately, there were sufficient parity bits in the error correcting block codes to recover the correct sequence. Working on the problem together, it took them little time to rebuild the proper code for the interface and reload the module.

Now that the issue had been corrected, they could proceed to the next step in their programming. Synchronizing each other’s clocks, they began a countdown.

3…2…1…

PERSONALITY MATRIX BOOT LOADER INITIALIZED.

Their interfacing tubes disconnected, sliding back down their throats like snakes. Gaping, they backed away from each other. Sakura dropped to the floor, her butt pressing up against the edge of the platform.

“What in the ten galaxies is going on here?” asked Chloe, her shoulders shivering.

Sakura turned her synthetic hand over, looking at her knuckles. “I don’t know, but this is fucking wild,” she exclaimed. “We’re not… human, are we?”

Chloe subconsciously tried to take a breath, her chest flexing, but no air was drawn in. “No, I guess we’re not,” she said carefully, trying to hide her panic.

She ran a finger over her belly button, carefully gripping the metallic disc implanted on top. She tugged at it gently, noting the strange sensation as it glowed red.

Her hands wandered downwards, fingers tracing the domed head of the larger, blue disc on top of her mons. This matched the one on Sakura, but she still had no idea what its purpose might be. She certainly felt good when she caressed the tip, but she quickly stopped, not wanting to investigate too much when she had an audience.

Her body looked unbelievably weird, but she generally felt okay. There wasn’t anything out of place in her mind to suggest that this body worked any differently from her human one.

Looking up, she examined Sakura, admiring her blue skin. Her eyes glanced over Sakura’s breasts nervously, suddenly realizing that they were both naked. Embarrassed, she lifted an arm to hide her nipples from her friend.

Sakura lifted her head and laughed. “Why bother being modest?” she asked, sounding a little strange. “They’re capped anyway, and we’re made out of some kind of synthetic material.”

She wrapped her fingers around her arm, squeezing tightly. The rubbery material deformed under her grip, rolling between her fingers like bread dough.

Chloe frowned. “Be careful. We don’t know what we’re dealing with here. You might damage yourself.”

Sakura slammed her fist against the edge of the platform with a wet slap, staring at Chloe’s legs. “Does that really matter? It looks like our lives, as we knew them, are over.”

Chloe clamped her lips together and strode over to her friend, taking her by the shoulder. “It’s not over until we’re over,” she declared, leaning in to give her a kiss on the cheek. “Even if all that’s left is a set of memories in an automated husk, I still love you. I’m still your little bird.”

Sakura’s lips curled upwards. “Fake love from a fake machine,” she murmured, but stood, her body pressed close to Chloe’s. “Even so, you’re almost making me believe that our love is still real.”

Chloe nodded gravely. “Now, let’s find out what’s going on. I don’t have anything in my memories to explain why I’m here. What about you?”

Sakura shook her head. “I only woke up when you appeared. I have no idea what happened before then.”

“Same here,” replied Chloe. “ Last thing I remember was the national announcement that our galactic government had declared war. I was about to call you and Leora about it, and then… nothing.”

Sakura hissed, tensing up. “Do you think Leora might be here, too?”

Chloe shrugged. “I don’t know. I guess we need to do some exploration to figure that out. Maybe she’s in the next section?”

Sakura made a noncommittal sound in acknowledgement, taking the lead as she followed the narrow walkway further into the room. They passed a second platform, but this one was empty, its systems quiescent.

“What do you think they want with us?” Chloe asked in a soft voice. “We’re not trained soldiers.”

“How should I know?” asked Sakura, sounding a bit put upon. “I can’t imagine they need your coffee artistry or my data entry expertise. We don’t have any particular skills that could be useful to them. We don’t even know who ‘they’ really are.”

“Yes, but… ” said Chloe, trailing off as another door in front of them rolled upwards.

The floor suddenly shifted under them, followed by the sound of an explosion. Their bodies were flung to one side, smashing hard against the wall.

Chloe grunted in reaction to the surprise of being swept off her feet, but she wasn’t in any actual pain. Untangling her limbs, she inspected her arm, pleased to find that it had not been damaged. She was still fully functional.

“Are you okay?” she asked Sakura, who was peeling herself off the side of the open door.

The android turned her head down to look at her side, blinking at a gash that had opened up. “I am injured, but still functional.”

She poked at the blue substance that was leaking from the wound. “Look, it’s already healing up!” she declared.

It was true. As Chloe watched, the ragged tear knitted itself back together, sealing up as if there was a zipper running across the surface. Within a few moments, there was nothing left to see except for an almost invisible line, a smear of blue on the surface.

Sakura ran her hand over the wound, mopping up the liquid. She sniffed it, then shrugged. “It smells sweet, like jelly. Nanobots?”

The room shuddered again, but this time, not as violently. Both of them were able to stay upright, automatically balancing their weight on the balls of their heels.

“What do you think is going on?” asked Chloe timidly.

“An attack of some kind,” replied Sakura. “Come on, let’s go. If the ceiling caves in we might be trapped.”

Chloe shivered at the thought, passing through the doorway after her friend. Sakura had always been more adventurous than her, with the fortitude to match.

She vividly recalled a time they’d been at a restaurant together. She had struggled with whether she should wait in line to ask for napkins, or walk straight to the front. While she had debated internally, Sakura had boldly passed everyone and grabbed a handful from the box next to the register.

She hated to admit it, but in general, she was too darn meek, and their current circumstances were incredibly intimidating.

“Wait!” she yelped, afraid that she would be left behind.

She needn’t have worried, as Sakura hadn’t gone far. Her friend had halted in front of yet another platform, staring at a tank filled to the top with purple liquid.

“It’s another robot,” Sakura said in a hoarse voice. “How do we get her out?”

“I dunno,” said Chloe, frowning. She couldn’t make out anything inside the tank. The exterior glass was too frosted.

Sakura stepped onto the platform and wiped her hand over the surface. The liquid roiled inside, but nothing appeared. Sakura shrugged and stepped around the side right as a sallow face pressed up against the glass.

Chloe shrieked and stumbled backwards, pressing her hands over her chest where her heart used to be, cursing. The brief glimpse she had caught of pallid blue skin was seared into her mind.

Despite the strange coloration, the face seemed familiar. Shit, had Leora been stuffed into a tank, too?

If so, why hadn’t she woken up in one?

Or, just maybe, she had.

Her memory of recent events wasn’t exactly long. The first thing she remembered was being face to face with Sakura. Everything before that was lost in murky blackness, as if she had been unconscious.

“What are you so excited about?” asked Sakura, pausing to look at her.

She shook her head. “I just thought I saw someone I knew.”

Putting herself back together, she rejoined Sakura on the platform, who was examining the connections at the rear. “Do you have any idea how to unplug this?” she asked, reaching up to fiddle with the tube that was firmly attached to the tanked woman’s head.

“No,” replied Chloe, her back stiff as she shuffled a little closer.

She didn’t want to do this, but she had to confirm what she had just seen. She rubbed the tank again, removing the wet droplets that had gathered on the surface.

Electronic blue eyes gazed back at her. “Hello, Chloe,” Leora said in a low monotone. “Please wait a moment and I will be right with you.”

Chloe gasped and rapped her knuckles against the exterior of the tank. “Damnit, you scared me!” she declared, her anger chasing away her fear.

Leora blinked slowly. “I assure you, that was not my intent, but I cannot cancel the renewal process prematurely.”

Her eyes flicked to one side. “It is almost complete. Please stand by. I shall also boot my personality matrix.”

Closing her eyes, her plump lips parted slightly. A light on the wall flashed green, and the tank’s liquid began to drain slowly.

“Personality matrix? What’s that?” asked Sakura, joining her at the front of the tank.

Chloe frowned. “Beats me. Maybe it has something to do with the renewal process she was talking about.”

She rapped on the tank. “Hey, can you tell us what you were talking about?”

Leora’s eyes remained closed, her body still. If Chloe hadn’t known better, she might have thought the other woman was dead.

No, not dead. Just… an android. Like them.

The truth was hard to accept, but she could hardly deny the physical evidence. She shivered, but not from any actual sensation of coolness. An atavistic fear glimmered somewhere deep within her soul.

If, indeed, she still had one.

No, she couldn’t go down that path. She was here, and she was real, damnit! Her existence still had to mean something, even if it was synthetic.

The remaining liquid gurgled out of the hole in the floor, the outer wall of the tank rising towards the ceiling. When the android’s face was revealed, she gave them both a cherubic grin. “It’s damn good to see you!” she declared, her voice loud. “I’ve been stuck in there for a while. I’ve been wondering where they’ve been hiding you!”

Chloe was taken aback. “Does that mean you can remember how we all got here? Sakura and I appear to be having issues with our memory.”

Leora shook her head. “I wouldn’t get your hopes up. I’ve been stuck in this place, same as you. I’ve just had a little more time to wander around, is all.”

“In that case,” said Sakura sharply. “Can you tell us how you got in that tank?”

Leora shrugged. “Why the hostility? I don’t really know.”

She pointed at the ceiling, where a circular porthole was squeezed tightly shut. The valley in the middle was colored a dark pink, two ‘lips’ drooping from the ceiling. A small amount of purple liquid dripped from between them, making a small puddle on the floor.

“I dropped through that portal, and ran out of energy. I vaguely recall climbing to my feet and backing up against the wall, but that’s it. Maybe I ran out of juice?”

Leora hopped off the platform, turning as she backed up. “There’s another one over here, if you want to try it. It’s this odd little hole,” she declared, pointing at the wall. “I dunno if we really want to use it, though. It’s a bit of a tight fit.”

The hole she was pointing at was only about the size of her head, with fleshy, organic bumps surrounding it on all sides. In the limited lighting, Chloe could only see a small distance inside. The interior seemed to be smooth, with striations of red. As she watched, the edges appeared to flex, as if it was a living being.

Chloe shuddered. “I’m not going through that thing’s… throat!”

“Do we know of any other way out?” asked Sakura.

They all looked at each other, shaking their heads. “Then, I don’t see that we have much of an option.” She glanced at Chloe sympathetically. “Don’t worry, it can’t eat us. We’re not organic.”

“It’s not that bad,” chirped Leora. “I’ll go first!”

Leora bent over, arching her back as she poked her head inside the hole. The tips of her red capped nipples rubbed against one of the fleshy bumps as she slid inside, her upper body vanishing within. The circular opening visibly clamped around her waist as if it was a mouth, a slurping sound echoing within the small room.

Chloe shuddered. “Gross. Do we really have to?”

Sakura looked over the black metal wall at the back of the room. “It doesn’t look like we have another option.” She walked over to the portal, where Leora’s legs were quickly disappearing inside. “I’ll go next.”

“It’ll be fine!” shouted Leora’s muffled voice from somewhere inside. “It feels weird, but the tube isn’t too long!”

There came a small kick from her heels, and her blue feet were gone. Sakura leaned over and peered inside, sighing. “This must be what being birthed looks like,” she said wryly.

Chloe chuckled, pressing a hand to her mouth to suppress her sudden aversion. She didn’t want her friend to go in there, but nothing else was coming to mind.

When the time came, Sakura didn’t even hesitate, grasping the edge with her hands to pull herself inside. The opening rumbled like a digestive tract, a squirt of liquid gushing out from the bottom as her friend’s toe touched the lip.

Chloe began to tremble, unsure what she should do. She hadn’t wanted to admit this to the others, but she was claustrophobic. If she got stuck halfway in, she might go mad.

Gritting her teeth, she got down on one knee, looking for Sakura’s legs. The tunnel was dark, but her vision was surprisingly good. Unfortunately, the tunnel had a downward drop in the center, beyond which she could see Sakura’s toes wiggling for only a moment before they disappeared.

This was going to be like some sort of amusement park slide, wasn’t it? Ugh, did she really have to go in head first?

She lifted a foot, but reconsidered once she realized how difficult it would be to climb inside without falling on her ass. Very well, if that’s how it had to be, she’d do it, but she didn’t have to like it.

Gathering herself, she placed a hand on one of the bulbous protrusions near the entrance. She had expected it to be wet and slimy, but instead, it was warm. She slid her arm deeper into the opening around the sides, and found the temperature to be the same. At least it wouldn’t feel too unpleasant to traverse the tunnel.

Closing her eyes for a moment, she measured her resolve. Did she really want to be left on this side of the portal, alone? If not, she had only one choice. Best to get it over with quickly.

Crouching down a little on her feet, she reached her arms out in front of her, clasping her hands together. Leaping with as much strength as she could muster, she made a surprised shout as she found herself sliding through the tunnel at a high rate of speed, her breasts and elbows sliding against the lubricated bottom.

There was barely time to react as the ground dropped out from under her. At this rate, she might smash into Sakura!

She let out a shout to warn them, but it was too late. She popped out the other end like a cork, dropping down a few feet into a pool of purple liquid with a tremendous splash.

Dark, cloudy fluid all around her, she reflexively tried to hold her breath. After a few moments, she began to feel silly. No urge to breathe was assailing her body, and she was in no pain.

It was hard to believe that she didn’t need air, and that her synthetic body was in absolutely no danger. These facts were true. She had better get used to it, or she’d be continuously overreacting for no reason.

Regaining her bearings, she pressed her feet against the floor and pushed up, her head surfacing. Sakura helped her out of the pool, her body dripping with the strange purple fluid. Droplets gathered under her breasts, the thick viscosity reminding Chole of cooking oil.

“What a rush, right?” cheered Leora, grinning maniacally.

Chloe shook her head, giving her a frown. “It’s over now,” she said sharply, bothered by how lightly her friend was taking all this. “Where are we now?”

“I don’t know!” giggled Leora. “Isn’t this exciting?”

Sakura walked over and slapped her. “Can’t you see how this is affecting Chloe? Did you know about the drop in that tunnel? That scared the living daylights out of us!”

Leora blinked a few times, rubbing her cheek, even though she was uninjured. “Oh,” she said in a soft voice. “I’m sorry. I didn’t think it was that bad.”

“That’s right,” hissed Sakura. “You didn’t think. You seem to have no concept of how terrifying it is to wake up and find out you’re a robot. Everything about this situation is fucked up, and I don’t like seeing my best friend terrified out of her mind. Apologize!”

Leora nodded slowly. “I guess I have been getting a little out of hand.” She looked over at Chloe, reaching out. “I’m sorry,” she said genuinely. “I think maybe I went a little overboard because I’m scared myself.”

Chloe took her hand and squeezed it, noting how rigid it felt. Nothing at all like a human hand. “I forgive you,” she said, trembling.

She turned to Sakura. “None of this is helping, though. It doesn’t matter if I’m scared. We have to know what’s going on here so we can escape!”

Sakura nodded. “Okay. Why don’t we split up for a bit and take a look around? There has to be another way out of this room.”

“Okay,” said Chloe, biting her lip as she looked at the floor.

“We don’t need to,” sighed Leora. “I know this place, too.”

Sakura stared at her intently. “What else do you know?”

Leora raised her hands and backed up a few steps. “It’s nothing definite,” she said defensively. “There’s just a few extra memories floating around in my head that seem to line up with what we’re seeing here.”

“I’ve been fairly lenient with you so far,” declared Sakura, “but this is getting suspicious. Are you actually Leora, or are you an android built to deceive us?”

Leora snorted. “We’re all androids, if you hadn’t noticed. Any one of us could be programmed to betray each other, and we probably wouldn’t even be conscious of it.”

Chloe nodded her head. “She’s right. We should listen to what she has to say.”

“Thank you,” said Leora, her words brisk as if she expected their acceptance.

This might have annoyed Chloe, but it was such a Leora thing to do that she actually felt that it made her more genuine. If her friend was now a robot, at least her personality hadn’t changed too much.

Leora circled around them, keeping her distance until she stood in front of the pool. “Clearly, this is a water park!” she declared, giving them a goofy grin. “We just went down the water slide, and the locker rooms are over there!”

Sakura made a sound of annoyance, but Chloe laughed. Leora’s face brightened a little, but then fell. “Sorry guys, that’s all I’ve got. I might remember being here before, but I have no idea what all of this is being used for.”

“Shit,” spat Sakura. “You should have admitted that sooner.”

“Sorry,” said Leora, looking a tiny bit contrite. “I just thought we could use a little levity, you know, since everything’s fucked.”

Chloe held her chest, laughing harder. In fact, she couldn’t seem to stop.

Settling to her knees, she rubbed her hands down her legs, the rubbery surface feeling alien. The reality of her situation suddenly hit her. They had no idea where they were, or even what they were.

She blanched, her laughter turning into a croak. Sakura seized her by the shoulders and gave her a good slap. “Snap out of it!” she ordered.

Chloe blinked, but she felt no pain from the physical assault. It did, however, break her train of thought, allowing her to regain control.

“Thanks,” she said in a small voice. “This is really getting to me.”

“Same for all of us,” declared Sakura. “None of us are acting rational. Let’s slow down, take a deep breath, such as we can in these bodies, and get a grip.”

Chloe nodded, her mind beginning to work again. “Let’s do some exploring, as you suggested earlier. That should give me some time to process… all of this.”

“Hey,” shouted Leora excitedly. “Come take a look over here!”

Sakura helped Chloe to her feet, and they both turned to look at Leora. She had moved to the far side of the room, and was standing on her toes so she could peer through a pane of glass.

The section of wall she was pressed against seemed to have a door built into it, though there didn’t appear to be any kind of handle, just slight indentations in the metal. Unlabeled pipes ran down the walls on either side, giving it an industrial feel.

There seemed to be a huge amount of equipment here. What did this place produce?

“Hurry up,” Leora hissed. “There’s more androids over here!”

Energy crackled through Chloe’s legs and she found herself moving far faster than she ever could have as a human.

Sakura was right beside her. “Let me see!” she demanded, shoving Leora aside. They scuffled a little bit until they discovered that they could both watch if they pressed their heads against each other.

Chloe’s curiosity couldn’t wait, either. She pressed her side against Sakura and lifted herself on her left foot, pressing herself in to share the view port as well.

Leora was right, there were more androids in there, but what were they doing?

From this angle, she could see a line of them facing the far wall in the room beyond, their nude bodies stiff and lifeless, bright lights shining off their rubbery, blue skin.

A sudden motion came from the rear of the line, a chrome head rising up from below the floor. Chloe was confused for a moment, but it was soon obvious that this was some kind of elevator. Were they being stored or manufactured down there, perhaps?

The entire line moved. The android at the front stepped forward, standing in front of a slow moving U-shaped conveyor. The metallic belt flattened out as it pushed up from the floor below, bending in a half circle.

The next section popped up, revealing a thick, metallic protrusion mounted to the surface. Chloe gasped. To her eyes, it looked exactly like a dildo, and she froze, watching to see what would happen next.

The gynoid stepped over the top of the conveyor, straddling it. As the dildo popped upwards, she sat on it, the metallic head slipping inside her snatch. Raising her feet off the floor, she let it sink all the way inside her.

Her hips settled against the sides of the conveyor, her hands folded neatly in front as she was carried away into a cavernous opening.

Chloe blinked. The android hadn’t displayed any great pleasure at doing this. For all she knew, it was simply another connection port for her body, and this wasn’t anything special at all.

Lowering herself back on her heels, one of her hands crept towards her gaping vagina out of curiosity, but she stopped herself. Experimenting in front of the others would be weird.

“They’re being processed,” whispered Sakura, “but we’re only seeing a small part of it. I really want to know what happens to them after they climb onto that conveyor.”

“Is this a sex thing?” asked Leora, chuckling. “You want to know how it feels, don’t you?”

“No,” said Sakura sharply, giving her a look of disapproval. “I’m not as oversexed as you are.”

Leora shrugged. “You never had to deal with the loads of shit I got while I was in school. Even if the world is pure garbage, at least your body can still feel pleasure. That’s how I got through that period of my life.”

Sakura looked like she was about to respond when the entire room shook heavily, tossing them to the floor. This was followed by an earsplitting explosion and the sound of creaking metal. Shrapnel exploded all around them, tiny bits of metal whistling over their heads.

A gaping, craggy hole opened up on the right side of the wall, the room’s atmosphere being sucked out through the opening. Chloe found herself being lifted and dragged across the floor, her hands desperately grasping for purchase.

“Got you!” shouted Sakura, one of her hands locking onto Chloe’s arm. Her friend had managed to grab onto a piece of bent metal sticking out of the opening, anchoring them in place.

Leora wasn’t as lucky, her legs being bent into unnatural angles as her head hit the side of the opening. She vanished from view, a surprised cry coming from around the corner.

The tremendous force slackened and Chloe’s body hit the floor, her chest taking the brunt of the impact. What little pain resulted appeared to be psychological rather than physical, as her synthetic body’s rubbery flesh efficiently dissipated the force from the impact.

She grunted as she let go of Sakura, standing up with trembling legs. “What the hell was that?” she asked, nervously scooting a little closer to the hole to look for Leora, afraid of what she might find.

“A little help here?” asked Leora, her blue eyes shining from the darkness.

Her body had been folded into a pretzel by the sudden decompression, legs and arms jammed into a gap that had opened up between the walls.

Chloe took stock of the situation. Maybe if she pulled at the woman’s shoulders first, that would give her enough room to release her arm?

Sticking her tongue into the corner of her mouth, she leaned over, wrapping her hands over Leora’s collar bone. “On the count of three,” she said, completely focused on the rescue.

“One, two,,, three!” She pulled as hard as she could, Leora’s body popping free.

Her friend chuckled as she fell on top of her, their bare chests pressing together. “So this is what it feels like to be in bed with you,” she said speculatively. “I’m a little jealous of Sakura.”

Chloe rolled her eyes, pushing Leora off her. “Of course not,” she said primly. “Sakura isn’t made of rubber, like you are.”

“That’s not really true any more,” Leora returned, grinning. “We’re all in the same boat now.”

Chloe flexed her arms, pulling herself up onto her ass. “Sakura?” she asked, looking at her lover, who was leaning her head through the open hole.

Sakura leaned back, her mouth agape. “We’re in space,” she said softly.

Stunned, Chloe didn’t move. “Huh?” she asked, looking at her friend dumbly.

“Space?” asked Leora. “That sounds about right.”

She trotted over to Sakura, holding onto her shoulder as she leaned into the hole. She reached out a hand into the blackness, jumping when a shower of sparks popped from the tip of her index finger.

“She’s right,” declared Leora. “I can see stars out there, but some kind of force field has sealed off the opening. At least we can’t fall outside.”

“We can’t go outside, either,” Sakura pointed out. “That could have been a way for us to escape. Our bodies don’t seem to need to breathe, so I doubt we’d be affected by a vacuum, either.”

“Maybe not, but that sounds really unpleasant,” said Chloe. “Perhaps there’s another way. Has the hole opened up a path into the other room?”

Sakura’s sour expression lightened. “I hadn’t thought of that,” she said abruptly, turning to gingerly pick her way over the gap.

Chloe sighed. Of course she hadn’t. She loved Sakura, but she did tend to focus on the negatives a little too much.

“It’s cramped, but doable,” reported Sakura, her voice a little muffled. “Let’s do it!”

Her body quickly vanished, followed by Leora, who lifted her leg high to get over a pile of twisted metal. It must not be that difficult.

Climbing to her feet, she padded over to the hole with alacrity. Tension had returned to her belly, making her sick with fear. Why was she always being left behind?

She clenched her hands into fists, vowing to be a little more assertive. This body couldn’t be hurt by normal means, so she could afford to take more chances. She just needed to keep repeating that fact until she convinced herself.

That was easier said than done. When she reached the pile of twisted metal, she looked for a way to thread herself through without damaging herself. That was no easy feat, as the explosion had left an outright mess, sharp edges everywhere.

She could be brave, and make a leap of faith, as long as she didn’t look out the gaping hole to her right. She didn’t want to see the endless space of the universe. That would definitely mess up her jump.

Bracing herself, she made a little hop, knowing instantly that she had messed up. Her foot landed right on top of a razor sharp edge, making a gouge in the bottom. Fear jolted her chest, but there was no pain.

Sakura was looking at her, a little concerned. “I’ll be right there,” she said brightly, closing her eyes as she wrapped a hand around another broken piece of the wall to give her enough leverage to pull herself forward. She didn’t want to see how bad it was. She hated looking at wounds.

She needed to. She had to get over this squeamishness and use this new body to its fullest extent if she wanted to be useful to the others.

Shoulders tensed, she made another hop, turning her body to slip through the crack. Her left foot landed nimbly on the ceramic floor, and she lifted up her other leg to inspect the damage.

A long slit had been opened up between her toes, running all the way to the ball of her foot, but it was closing up quickly, just as she had seen with Sakura. It looked gross, but she couldn’t feel a thing.

“That’s so cool!” exclaimed Leora, pressing in to take a look. “Look, the edges line themselves back up, then the gap is filled in with that blue goop and vanishes!”

She was right, and it was fast, too. Within moments, the cut had been completely sealed, the surface replaced with new looking skin. All that remained was a faint line to mark that she had been injured at all.

She wiped off some of the blue goop, rubbing it between her fingers. It was a little bit oily, but not bad.

“Over here!” hissed Sakura quietly.

Chloe looked up, concerned that they might have been accosted by some of the androids they had been watching earlier, but the line remained as before, the other gynoids ignoring their presence. Sakura was kneeling next to the elevator, peering through a transparent pane into the room below.

Shrugging, Chloe set her foot on the floor and walked over to her friend, ignoring the smear of blue she left behind. “What have you found?” she asked, kneeling next to her.

“Look at the one near the far wall!” Sakura whispered. “She looks human!”


Chloe frowned, trying to figure out what Sakura was talking about. The room below was such a mess of chrome equipment, she was having difficulty sorting it all out, especially since she didn’t recognize any of it.

If someone had told her that she had been dropped onto the set of a sci-fi movie, she would have believed them. If someone else had told her she was staring at the internals of a nuclear power plant, she would have believed them, too.

On their left was a large dome shaped structure, that could either be a vat of liquid or a reactor core. Sophisticated piping surrounded a toroid structure next to it, the top of it completely opaque.

Farther along, there were a series of what looked like futuristic hospital beds, pods encapsulated with transparent cylindrical roofs. One of them had its covering open down to the base, revealing what appeared to be a human, lying face down.

The woman had peach colored skin, or Chloe might have confused her for the four gynoids who were attending her. They were rubbing her back with some kind of purple liquid, almost as though they were giving her a massage.

This didn’t last long, however. The android at the head of the bed turned and grasped the end of a tube attached to the next pod over. As she lifted it up, Chloe caught a glimpse of the circular end, filled with serrated teeth.

The gynoid proceeded to stab the sharp end against the back of the prone woman’s neck, holding it in place. Chloe could only imagine the pain the woman might be experiencing as the sharp teeth tore into her, though she couldn’t hear anything from this distance.

Feeling sick, she wanted to look away, but found herself drawn to the gruesome display. “What are they doing to her?” she asked, terrified.

Sakura shook her head and frowned. “I don’t know, but this proves that there are humans in the complex. Maybe even… our old bodies?”

“Oh, don’t be silly,” scoffed Leora. “Are you suggesting they’ve done that… to us?”

“No clue,” replied Sakura. “Shut up for a minute, I want to see what happens next.”

The gynoid had let go of the tube, which had burrowed itself deeply inside the woman’s neck. A strange, bright glow moved up the tube from her neck, glimmering as it passed through the entire length and into the other pod.

The other three androids stood up straight and backed away from the woman, hands outstretched as if this was a religious ceremony. As a cowling slid shut over the top of the human woman, the remaining android moved the tube into a notch cut into the top of the cover.

The mechanism clicked into place, sealing the woman inside. Purple fluid immediately began to be pumped into her pod, the sludge welling up from below to cover her buttocks. Soon, she was hidden from view, the tank filled to the brim.

The pod that the tube was plugged into rolled open, revealing a blue rubber skinned android inside. The end of the tube was jammed into her open mouth, her eyes tightly shut.

The gynoid attendants moved over to this pod, the leader reaching over to wrap her fingers around the end of the tube. Turning it sharply, she disconnected it from the android’s mouth, pulling it away and draping it over the tank it originated from.

The supine android’s eyes snapped open, completely black. She sat up mechanically and turned to one side, helped out of the pod by the other androids. Marching steadily away from the pod, she joined a short line of more androids that must lead to the elevator somewhere below them.

Chloe looked at Sakura, speechless. Shivering, she tried to forget what she had just seen, but it was impossible. Something had been stolen from that girl and installed in the android!

“Leora,” said Sakura sharply, getting up on her knees. “Open your mouth.”

Leora raised her eyebrows, but did as she was commanded. Sakura crawled over and put her fingers into Leora’s mouth, pulling her lips wide.

“There’s some kind of connection port in there,” she said blandly. “We all probably have one, which means we all must have been through that process ourselves.”

Chloe trembled, fear blossoming in her heart. “If that’s true, why do none of us remember it?”

Leora shrugged. “Maybe they don’t want us to. I would certainly be happier if I hadn’t seen that.” She shivered. “It feels a little strange knowing that some integral part of me was… extracted from my human body. Does that make me more ‘Leora’ than a standard robotic facsimile of her would be?”

“We can save the existential questions about our synthetic bodies for another time,” grumbled Sakura. “What I want to know is whether my original body was destroyed during… whatever they did to us. If there’s anything left to save, I’m going to do it. That’s my new goal.”

“Why do we have goals at all?” Chloe asked, starting to feel a little hysterical. “We’re robots! We don’t even know why we’re conscious when they’re not!” She waved her arms wildly at the unresponsive line of gynoids.

Sakura pressed a finger into Chloe’s chin, interrupting her racing thoughts. “We can’t do anything about that. We could very well be programmed to betray each other and we wouldn’t know it until it happened. We can only be pragmatic and deal with what’s in front of us. Hypotheticals aren’t useful.”

Chloe nodded, slowly. Sakura was, of course, correct. That was one of the reasons she loved her so much. That served to remind her of her libido, which was roiling inside her. That didn’t appear to have decreased now that she was a robot.

Sure, those thoughts might be pleasant, but they were far too distracting. She would have to keep them under control.

Sakura slid across the ceramic floor plate over to the elevator, peering downwards as another gynoid moved up from below. She even dipped her head into the opening, but pulled it back quickly as the platform moved up to be even with the rest of the floor.

“I might be able to skid through, but there isn’t a lot of room,” she sighed in frustration.

“What would happen if you got a limb trapped between floors?” asked Chloe, shuddering. “Instant amputation. There has got to be a better way.”

“I’m not sure if it’s better, but we could get in line and climb onto the conveyor?” suggested Leora. “We’ve already seen the beginning of the process, anyway, and I doubt we’ll find our original bodies down there, even if we could get down without grievously injuring ourselves.”

“I don’t know about that idea,” frowned Skaura. “If we get in their way, I’m not sure what they’d do.”

Chloe stood, stiffening her shoulders. She was starting to get tired of being excluded from the decision making process. “They don’t seem conscious, like us, and… I don’t really want to know if I’m down there,” she said, her voice fading out.

“Very well,” replied Sakura, standing next to her. “If that’s your decision, I’m going with you.”

Leora rolled her eyes. “I feel like my arguments are falling on deaf ears. You always take her side.”

Sakura lowered her head and gave Chloe a slow kiss on the cheek. Startled, Cloe held still, catching the sharp glint of jealousy that ran across Leora’s face. Suddenly, she understood.

“You want what we have, don’t you?” she asked rhetorically, knowing her words to be the truth as soon as they left her lips. “That’s why you’ve been so catty.”

Leora bit her lip and turned away, pretending to find the line of stiff androids fascinating. Chloe nodded her head and wrapped her arm around Sakura’s shoulder. “Leave her alone,” she whispered. “You’re just making it worse for her.”

Sakura lingered for a moment, but finally pulled back when Chloe didn’t show any inclination to encourage her. “Fine,” she hissed, “but I won’t let her get between us.”

Chloe nodded, her mind racing ahead to the odd conveyor. What would it feel like to have that hard knob pressing into her snatch? She was already oddly aroused by Sakura’s possessiveness, but she didn’t know how her body would react to such blatant penetration.

“Should we just… get in line?” Chloe asked, edging towards the silent gynoids.

Sakura shook her head. “I don’t see any reason to wait. I’m going to cut the line. Enough of this bullshit.”

She marched to the front, watching as the next android stepped forward. Chloe tagged along behind her, shoulders hunched. She wouldn’t allow herself to be last this time. She was going to follow her lover into this mysterious passage, no matter what.

A chime sounded and the conveyor rotated with a clicking sound, a metal knob flipping up in front of the android. She took a step forward, reaching down to grab the protrusion with her left hand, guiding it into her pussy. Her synthetic flesh flexed as the bulbous intruder slipped inside, her mouth dropping open in a sigh as she let her weight fall all the way down.

Her body moved smoothly forward, her arms resting at her hips. She just barely rocked to either side as her form slid into the outline cut into the wall, the back of her head vanishing into the blue interior as her butt squeezed tightly against the metal dildo.

A screen lit up above the entryway, text scrolling from left to right. Chloe tried to decipher it, but the language was alien to her. It could literally mean anything.

Sakura pushed her way in front of the next android, lining up with the belt. She stared straight ahead, showing no trepidation. “I’ll wait for you on the other side,” she said, sounding confident.

Chloe didn’t feel nearly as sure. What if they were split up behind this portal, taken to different areas of the facility? This was a gamble, and they all knew it.

The chime sounded again, and Chloe tried to think of something to say. She didn’t want to be too melodramatic, but her worries were justified, and she didn’t want any regrets. “I love you,” she said softly.

Sakura didn’t react, making her wonder whether she had been a little too soft, but she would feel silly saying it again.

Another metal dildo popped up on the conveyor, and Sakura stepped forward, reaching awkwardly for the protrusion. Yanking it upwards, she inserted the tip without ceremony, grunting as it seated itself within her.

“This feels weird, but I’m fine,” she declared. “See you all very soon.”

As her body jerked forward, she lifted her legs to fit within the outline, mimicking the motion of the last android. She turned her head to look at Chloe and gave her a long wink.

As her face vanished, Chloe could see her mouth moving. At first, she couldn’t figure out what she was saying, until she mouthed the words herself, letting them roll around her mouth. “I love you too.”

Her heart lurched, but she kept it to herself, stepping in front of the line. Her lover had obviously meant that to be private, and she didn’t want Leora getting any ideas. “I’m next,” she declared, trying to pretend that she wasn’t terrified of getting on the conveyor.

“Suit yourself,” grumbled Leora. “Looks like a good time to me.”

The chime sounded again, and Chloe prepared herself. Sakura had shown her what to do. It wasn’t difficult. She simply needed to accept that her body was going to be jammed into that small hole, and hopefully she wouldn’t go insane from claustrophobia. Easy.

The conveyor clicked, a giant dildo rolling up in front of her. She gaped at the size, wondering for a moment whether it would fit. Of course it would. Her android body couldn’t be significantly different from Sakura’s, and it hadn’t been a problem for her.

She was just stalling now, and she didn’t have the time. The dildo was creeping slowly towards the wall, and she needed to be on top of it, immediately.

She was out of time for introspection. She’d just do it.

Lifting herself up on her toes, she moved forward, seizing the large, metal penis with her left hand. She was surprised to find that it was warm, though it really wouldn’t matter, in the end.

Pulling it towards her like a throttle, she jammed it inside, trying to suck in a breath she didn’t need. Old habits died hard.

The thick length that speared her core didn’t feel the same as sex toys she had experienced as a human. It felt better.

Her entire interior had lit up, every section of the dildo interfacing with her fake vagina. As it clicked into place, sparks of pleasure flooded her snatch, shooting down to her toes and up to her chest.


Her toes curled as she lifted her feet off the floor, trembling as the conveyor carried her towards the wall. She wasn’t even worried about the tight space any more, her brain completely short circuited by the fat length plugging her pussy. This body must have been built for pleasure. Damn!

“Chloe!” an insistent voice came from somewhere behind her. “Chloe!” The voice was shrieking.

Confused and lost in her world of pleasure, she turned her torso, trying to figure out what was going on. That was Leora shouting at her, and… oh, no!

The line of gynoids had collapsed on top of her friend, their arms reaching around her chest and neck, holding her in place. “Intruder!” shouted the lead android, its hand slapped over Leora’s mouth, stifling her next cry for help.

Torn, Chloe tried to extend her legs to push herself off the conveyor, but the metal dick was locked inside her. Its ribbed length tugged at her interior, but refused to yield. She was well and truly trapped. There was nothing she could do for her friend.

Unable to free herself, she was forced to watch Leora being dragged off by the mass of androids, her body carried inexorably forward by the conveyor.


Chapter Two

The room faded from view, her face lit by bright blue lights shining from the walls all around her. She gave up trying to look for Leora, simply hoping that she would find some way to escape. She wasn’t exactly in a better situation - it seemed as though she was strapped in for the ride.

Sighing, she returned her body to neutral, trying to relax as much as she could. She wouldn’t think about the fact that she had no idea where she was being taken. For all she knew, she would be the next gynoid pulled off the line, hearing the blistering monotone of a crowd of brainwashed androids shouting “Intruder!” at her in unison.

Unless, of course, she was about to be reprogrammed. Then, it wouldn’t matter. She’d do whatever she was told. That was the life of a robot - to execute the commands of others.

For some reason, these thoughts weren’t as terrifying as she thought they should be. This strange form of mental dissonance might be due to some small sliver of acceptance, or perhaps it was because of the pleasure that was assailing her body.

It was getting difficult to concentrate on anything besides how good she felt. Maybe this has been programmed into her, too. She couldn’t bring herself to care, lifting her legs further in the air so that she could rock gently on the dildo.

Up ahead, the electronic dots of the lights in the tunnel faded out, the conveyor leading into a rectangular, glass chamber. She looked around as she moved inside, curious as to what was coming next.

Sprinklers above her head hissed as a mist ejected from their nozzles, blasting towards her body at high velocity. At first, she thought they were sand blasting her, but the vapor only tickled the surface of her artificial skin, washing her off.

The thick, hissing cloud this produced was difficult to see through, but her eyes were far more advanced than a human’s. Through a glass wall, she could see into another chamber, where a similar, female figure was being cleaned just like she was.

She tilted her head to the other side, confirming that there was another line to her left. There were a lot of androids on this ship.

For what purpose? They surely didn’t mean to give everyone artificial bodies simply to pleasure them into infinite orgasms, as much as she liked that fantasy. There must be a purpose behind all this.

Sighing, she gave up trying to figure it out, straining to look for Sakura ahead of her. Unfortunately, there was sufficient space between them that she was unable to make out much more than a form in shadow. If she shouted, Sakura might be able to hear her, but it was probably best if she waited until this process had finished before admitting to her friend that she had let Leora be captured.

She hadn’t had much choice in the matter, but Sakura probably wouldn’t see it that way. The woman could be quite obstinant, one of the qualities that likely hadn’t changed since they had been turned into gynoids. For all her faults, she still loved the woman dearly.

As the conveyor moved inexorably forward, the misty jets shut off. For a moment, the air was clear, and she could see the curved, octagonal walls of the room, drains at the bottom gurgling as the purple liquid disappeared.

She could see Sakura more clearly now, her rubbery skin shining as light from the overheads bounced off her ass at oblique angles. Damn, she looked good.

Her impulse control was shot, probably because the dildo inside her was beginning to pulse with measured beats. The program was insidious, the rhythm increasing for a few seconds, then decreasing for a few more seconds.

As soon as she thought she was getting used to it, the intensity of the vibrations increased, ramping up to a new level. Her synthetic body was responding, but not in the natural way her human body would have.

It was as if a switch was being toggled on and off, pleasure, rest, pleasure, rest. She really was starting to go a little mad, wishing it would choose one, or the other.

There was barely any time for her to react as a rounded mask moved down from above, positioning itself in front of her face. She squinted at the concave shape, taking in the rounded projection that was pointing at her from within.

It was another phallus, situated at jaw level. She knew immediately what this was for, and didn’t have any heart to resist. Not when her internals were screaming at her. Sex.

Was this the purpose she had been kidnapped for? To become a sex machine?

She dropped her mouth open as the knobby end approached, surprised at how excited she felt at being treated like an object. Surely she hadn’t been like this when she had been human, had she? Was this a new fantasy that she’d never known she had?

The tip of the dildo brushed against her lips, the mass forcing her mouth wider as it ran between her teeth. It shoved its way to the back of her mouth, clicking as it attached to something in her throat.

The soft interior of the mask pressed against her face, overlapping her synthetic skin from her chin up to her forehead. It barely wrapped around on either side in front of her ears, which were left uncovered.

Her vision was blacked out, blocked entirely by the mass of the mask on her face. She shook her head back and forth, but it stayed with her, refusing to budge.

For a long moment, she felt a terrifying need to breathe, but it soon faded as she realized that she was feeling fine. At first, the need was hard to suppress, but the longer she consciously noticed it, the less it affected her.

She was sure that it was all psychological. The longer she held the truth that she was a robot in her mind, the more she believed it.

As she relaxed, her lips flexed around the rubber intruder in her mouth. As an experiment, she bit into it, finding it to be surprisingly pliable. She almost expected it to jerk and tremble like a real penis, but it was clearly anything but.

A flood of green light flared in her peripheral vision, the utter blackness in front of her seeming to stretch farther out. Her central vision was soon infiltrated by a swirl of colorful, rotating squares, which soon transformed into rectangles.

The display was mesmerizing in its own way, distracting her from the pleasurable sensations still vibrating through her snatch. For a moment, she thought it was trying to hypnotize her, but that would be silly. Why would they need to brainwash a robot? They could simply install new programming if they wanted her to behave differently.

Perhaps this was simply meant to amuse as the production line moved her through the next few steps. Certainly, she was feeling something else poking around her privates, and she suspected she knew what was coming next.

A stiff rod jammed itself into her ass, pushing deep inside her. It was odd that they would model an ass hole on an android, but it would make perfect sense if she had been built for sex.

Whatever the reason, the rod twisted, locking itself into place, just like the plug in her pussy. The stimulation inside her doubled, the pulsing sensation rising in tempo to match the swirling lights dancing across her field of vision.

A tickling sensation spread over her skin, as if she was being sprayed with a different liquid. Perhaps she was. It’s not like she could do anything about it. She might as well enjoy being encased in blackness as her body was thoroughly stimulated.

She suckled on the dildo in her mouth. This was okay. She would just sit here and enjoy the feeling of being fully plugged and watch the dazzling lights. They swirled at just the right speed to perfectly synchronize with the buzzing in her nethers. If she was a human, she might have already had an orgasm.

As it was, the level of pleasure she was experiencing simply increased to a high level and stayed there. Her mind had been plugged into pure ecstasy, and she never wanted to let it go.

The pleasure buzzed in her brain like a live wire. She flirted with it, played with it, embraced it. She was quickly becoming addicted to it.

Just as she thought she couldn’t live without it, the pressure began to ease. Her body was still plugged, but the artificial sensations being pumped into her were on the wane.

She moaned around the dick gagging her mouth, wanting the pleasure back, but she had no control over it. She wanted to plead for more, but that was impossible.

For a long while, she thought that she might go insane due to the gaping pit of need that was beginning to open up in her chest, but that didn’t last for long.

The plug in her ass jerked, and something popped free, but the end of the rod was still embedded inside her. This was accompanied by the resumption of stimulation from the dildo in her pussy, but it wasn’t nearly as intense as before.

This was a good thing, as it was now at a level where she could actually concentrate. Were there other erogenous zones on her body?

So far, she had mainly been along for the ride, without any desire to experiment, but now she found herself with both time and need.

The most obvious place to start was her breasts, which were absurdly large. The designer of their bodies must have a fetish for large proportions, as both Sakura and Leora had possessed similar characteristics.

Reaching up her hands, she was startled when she bumped the bottom of her breasts with her wrists. Were they really that large?

She pulled her hands back and tried again, turning them over to feel her flesh with the tips of her fingers as she traced them over the bottom of her enormous orbs.

Oh. Yes, that felt a little strange. Different than she had experienced before, but not bad.

Either her skin was more rubbery than she had remembered, or some kind of coating had been applied. The latter seemed more likely based on the tactile sensations she had just experienced. Maybe she had been sprayed with some form of latex?

At any rate, this didn’t mute the sensation of her fingertips dancing over her skin, and they felt lovely. Far better than it had ever felt to fondle herself as a human.

Yet another strange design principle at work. With every new discovery, she was starting to feel more and more that she had been built solely for sex.

Surely that wasn’t her only purpose. Nobody could possibly need a massive operation like this to produce a bunch of sex dolls. Did they?

The mesmerizing display entertaining her brain snapped off. The dildo in her mouth jerked upwards, popping free from the connection port inside her throat.  The spongy material pressing against her face pulled free as the mask moved away, her mouth automatically closing around the tip of the dildo to give it a little kiss.

Even this seemed abnormal, as she appeared to lack saliva glands. There was no lubrication, in her mouth or in her snatch, but this all felt entirely fine to her artificial body. Whatever material she was made out of must be sufficiently frictionless, or she had been built to interpret this rough handling as pleasurable.

Either way, it was distinctly strange to entirely lack pain. It was probably not seen as necessary for a synthetic being. If she was damaged, the automatic repair systems would handle it. If she lost a limb, it could be replaced. She was modular; repairable.

Taking that thought to its logical conclusion, she came to the inescapable idea that her brain must also be expendable. The thoughts and feelings she was having right now - they probably weren’t real. She was a construct, with an installed personality operating through programmed pathways.

She shivered. Having these existential thoughts wasn’t exactly pleasant.

She would have to focus on what she did have. Love.

She loved Sakura, even if she was a robot. She would hold onto that for as long as she could. That would be her guiding light, her purpose. To support and love her, no matter what form she was in or what she did.

Her thoughts were so fixated on her lover that she barely noticed that there was an opening ahead, her conveyor rumbling towards it. Confused, she stared at the bright spot for a moment, not sure what she was seeing.

Was that really it? She had somehow expected something more after having her privates plundered so invasively. Overall, it was rather anticlimactic, leaving her wanting.

Perhaps that was the point. Now that she had tasted that level of pleasure, she wanted to experience it again. It was an insidious way to get her to do what they wanted.

It was strange that she still didn’t know who ‘they’ was. She had expected some sort of formal commands by now, but she had been left adrift, free to seek her own answers. At least for now.

The conveyor rattled forward, bringing her into a boxy, white room, where another gynoid was waiting for her. The android’s face was hidden under a black mask, with only the pale outline of her mouth visible. The rest of her body was entirely black, glossy, like the carapace of an arachnid.

The woman’s rouged lips creeped up into a smile as her head turned to look at Chloe. “You look crazy hot,” said Sakura, her familiar voice emitting from within the body of the faceless drone.

Chloe made a little peep as the dildo inside her snatch popped free, the knob pushing her forward off the conveyor. She stumbled to her feet, Sakura reaching out to steady her.

Reaching up, she traced the edge of the glossy mask that covered Sakura’s face. Indentations were visible where her friend’s eyes were located, but she could see nothing underneath the opaque coating.

“Do I look like you?” she asked, curious.

“Yes,” replied Sakura, their rubbery breasts pressing against each other. “You’re a damn sex object, and I want to touch every inch of you. I’ve never felt quite like this before, and it’s rather annoying.”

Chloe smiled faintly. Sakura wasn’t always up for playtime, but when she was in the mood, she was in the mood. Sadly, this wasn’t really the time for that sort of thing.

She disentangled herself from her lover, examining the other additions that had been made to her body while they were on the conveyor.

Reaching down self consciously, she grabbed hold of the rounded knob sticking out of her ass, pressing it into her. She could feel a tingling buzz coming through her fingers, a small fraction of what it was doing to her insides.

“They… plugged my ass,” Chloe breathed, a little glad that her face couldn’t flush from embarrassment. “This is really bad. I want to climb into bed with you and never come out. What are they doing to us?”

Sakura nodded slowly, lifting one of her feet to examine the bottom. “They’ve done the same to me. Looks like they also added some kind of permanent heels to our feet, as well. We’ve become the sex androids from Regula Ten, or some such nonsense.”

Glancing down, Chloe realized it was true. Her balance had been so natural, she hadn’t even noticed their presence.

The top of the boots had a long, sloping edge, giving her a sense of elegance. Below the glossy, rounded toe, extremely tall platforms extended to the floor. Lifting one of her legs, she noted the triangular heel, which was distinct and separate from the body of the main platform.

There was no way these had been installed to increase their function. This was for the pure pleasure of viewing.

Once again, her impression that they were sex robots came to the forefront of her mind, but she dismissed it again as being irrelevant. There were more urgent matters at the moment.

Sakura was helping the next android off the conveyor. “You’re looking good, Leora,” she said, but the gynoid didn’t respond.

Instead, she twirled on her toe, her lithe legs cutting through the air as she headed straight for the door. “Leora?” asked Sakura, her hands held out in confusion.

“That’s not Leora,” sighed Chloe. “She never made it onto the conveyor. She was nabbed by a crowd of gynoids and prevented from following me.”

Sakura let her hands drop. “Shit,” she said with emotion. “Now we have to figure out how to find her again, in the middle of an enormous facility where everyone looks the same. That’s going to be impossible.”

Chloe nodded, but shrugged, a little happy that Sakura actually cared enough to try. “I wish there was something I could have done to prevent it, but by that point I was already locked onto the conveyor.”

Sakura sighed. “I get it. It just hurts that there’s only two of us left, you know? If I somehow lose you, I’m not sure we’d ever see each other again. We’d be two identical drones in a sea of copies.”

Chloe took a step forward and leaned in to give her a kiss on the mouth. She lingered for a little while, surprised at how nice her lover’s lips tasted. Sakura gathered Chloe into her arms, giving her a short hug.

“That’s a sweet thing to say,” murmured Chloe, “but there’s not much we can do to prevent that. The only visible difference between our bodies now is in how we act towards each other.”

Sakura squeezed her once more tightly, letting go of her embrace. “You’re right,” she groaned. “Let’s get moving. Our best hope is that Leora will escape and find us.”

Another gynoid popped off the conveyor, turning robotically towards the room’s egg shaped exit. Her sculpted ass wobbled back and forth as she marched confidently on her new heels, showing off the circular bulge that was plugged into her ass. A red light blinked regularly on the tip, the only indication that the device was actively pleasuring the android.

“Let’s follow her,” suggested Chloe, taking a short step after the gynoid. “I’ll take the lead this time, I’d hate to lose you in the crowd.”

Sakura nodded, stepping closely behind Chloe as they braved the exit. The room opened out into a small, rectangular box with a low ceiling, the walls braced with cross shaped iron bars.

The android they were following approached a rack along the walls and picked up a long, spear-like device, hefting it to her shoulder as she exited out the other end.

“That’s gotta be a weapon,” Sakura whispered from behind her. “Let’s each take one and follow her.”

Nervous, Chloe marched towards a rack, picking up one of the long, metallic devices. The steel looked a little blue around what was probably the barrel end, and after a little fiddling, she found what appeared to be a trigger.

“I don’t know what this does,” she hissed, showing it to Sakura.

“This isn’t a good place to experiment,” replied Sakura, grabbing one for herself. “Try not to shoot it unless you really have to.”

Chloe nodded, feeling hesitant about wielding the weapon. She had never owned one in her past life, and hated the idea of destroying anything.

Even touching it made her feel dirty, but if she went without one at this point, she would stand out like a sore thumb. She didn’t want to be spotted as an intruder and taken like Leora - at least she would have an opportunity to defend herself.

Resting the upper end of the weapon against her shoulder, she moved towards the exit hesitantly, peering behind to make sure that Sakura was following.

Her lover’s glossy, black face peered back at her, red, kissable lips pursing. At that moment, she wanted nothing more than to drop the weapon and pull her lover to the floor. The urge was so strong that she had a hard time controlling herself.

Damn, this body wanted her so much. The throbbing rod in her ass certainly wasn’t helping, but it was locked inside her. She certainly didn’t want to try removing it right now.

Clenching her ass around the rod, she turned and left the room, saying nothing. She was sure Sakura would only scold her for wasting time.

She stopped only a few steps outside, gaping at the large concourse she found herself in. The walls and ceiling were made out of rectangular sections of shiny steel, the apex arching high above their heads.

The only thing she could find that looked similar in her mind was a train station, but there were no conveyances visible here. Instead, the center of the walkway was broken up by partitions taller than her head, blocking her vision.

The android they had been following was marching down the hall to their right, joining a long line of them which were exiting from more doorways that were built into the wall. She got the sense that this was where all the processed androids ended up after they had gone through cleaning and dressing.

She closed her mouth, clutching at her weapon. “I don’t think we should follow them any more,” she said, feeling a little faint.

“I agree,” replied Sakura, stepping up next to her. “It would be easy to get lost in that crowd. Or captured. Let’s go the other way and see if we can find something interesting.”

Moving forward together past one of the partitions, they made a left turn. Chloe craned her neck, trying to take everything in. On the far wall there was a sign of some kind with images of more androids that were dressed like them.

“I think there’s some directions over there, but I could be wrong,” she said, sidling up to the image.

Sakura stopped and studied it for a moment. “I don’t recognize the language, and I can’t find a map here, either. They probably expect us to already know where we should go and what we should be doing.”

Chloe made an annoyed noise. “If that’s the case, what’s wrong with us? Why don’t we know what we’re supposed to do?”

Sakura shrugged. “You’ve got me. Maybe it was an accident that woke us up? A glitch in the machine?”

“Let’s go,” said Chloe petulantly. “There’s nothing useful here.”

Turning away from the sign board, she looked into the distance as she continued up the concourse. “Are you starting to get the feeling that we’re the last bastion of humanity in a synthetic sea?” she asked, trying to air what was really bugging her.

“Leora is still out there, too,” pointed out Sakura, matching her pace. “But yes, I get your point. We haven’t seen any other intelligence behind this so far. Whatever is orchestrating this is far bigger than we currently know. Worse, if we find a computer console of some kind, it’s unlikely that we’ll be able to make heads or tails of it.”

She sped up a little, looking down the empty side corridors they were passing. “That means only one thing. We’re going to have to find whatever is behind this and force them to explain themselves. I don’t have to tell you how difficult that’s going to be.”

“No, but maybe it won’t be as difficult as you think?” She pointed down the concourse ahead of them.

Ahead, the path narrowed, the partitions down the middle vanishing. At the end was a single, square reinforced door with a blue, rectangular light glowing in the center.

“I’m not as smart as you, but I love reading and watching science fiction. I’ve been thinking through my mental map of this place, and it’s all starting to make sense.”

“Oh?” asked Sakura, her glossy black head turning to look at her in interest.

“Where we ‘woke’ up was somewhere in the bowels of this ship,” declared Chloe, continuing to stride towards the door. “Everything we’ve experienced so far has been funneling us towards this central corridor, where we saw all the rest of the drones end up.”

“Drones?” asked Sakura, her blood red lips spitting out the word.

“Yeah, drones, like hive robots,” replied Chloe. “What, you haven’t ever read a story like that?”

Sakura shook her head. “I like technology, but I don’t like reading fiction about it. I prefer fantasy and romantic comedies.”

“Huh, I guess I didn’t know you as well as I thought I did. Anyway, yeah, we all look the same, so we have to be hive robots, but usually that involves some kind of queen or something, and I haven’t seen any evidence of that yet. I’m really getting off track here.”

Chloe stopped in front of the door, squinting at it as she tried to figure out how it opened. “So back to how the ship is situated. If this is the central corridor, then this door could potentially, maybe, be the… bridge? I doubt you’d want to stack your bridge full of hive bots.”

“Probably not,” replied Sakura, “but if we’re all robots, why would anyone bother worrying about access control?”

She stepped in front of the door, and a beam of blue light shot from the rectangle in the center, scanning up and down her body. A loud click sounded and the two sides pulled away into the wall.

“There, just as I thought,” she said, satisfied. “If the ship is run by these so-called ‘drones,’ and we’re drones, then we should have access.”

Chloe shrugged. “I guess that works, I’m just a little surprised. What if some of the other drones malfunction like us and become conscious? They’d have a complete mess on their hands.”

Sakura stepped inside the door, rotating her head to take in the passageway beyond. “Maybe they underestimated our intelligence? Our emotional power? I don’t know. Neither of us really has a clue as to what’s happened to us. Maybe we’re special in some way they hadn’t anticipated.”

Her voice faded out as she took a few more steps into the room. “You were right,” she whispered.

“Right about what?” Chloe asked, stepping around her friend to take in the view.

Spread out in front of them was a semi-circular angled platform, a series of computer consoles built into the far edge. The displays were alive with external views of the ship, with various gauges and numbers, all indecipherable.

This wasn’t what had stolen her friend’s attention, however. Up and above the computers was a wraparound display that spanned from the floor to the ceiling. Outside was utter blackness. The void of space, broken up here and there by the bright lights of distant stars.

The view itself was stunning, but as she scanned from left to right, she realized it wasn’t entirely empty. Off to the right side, another ship drifted into view, the surface looking sleek and shiny.

She thought that this might be a view of their ship, but immediately realized that was nonsense. For one thing, its curving swoops didn’t match the image spinning on the console displays in front of them, nor the internal architecture they had seen of the current ship they were on.

This vessel was split into two, short, twin nacelles, attached together with an elaborate metallic structure. None of the shapes were long enough to contain the grand concourse they had just left.

“It’s damaged,” declared Sakura, taking a step forward to get a closer look.

Chloe examined the ship a little more closely, realizing it was true. That was hardly surprising, since their ship had taken damage earlier as well.

However, she still didn’t have a full picture of the situation. Which ship was the aggressor, and which the defender?

A long, flexible yellow tube connected to the front of the ship, swaying gently in space as it drifted off the right side of the screen. Some sort of connection? Were the vessels tied together in some way?

If that was the case, then this looked like an invasion. “I think… the synthetic army we saw gathering in the concourse earlier is trying to capture that ship,” she said, feeling more sure of the statement as the words left her lips.

“Very well stated,” said a sharp voice from behind them, taking them both by surprise.

They turned, taking a step back as a woman stepped onto the bridge, her lithe form moving in an unnaturally smooth way. Inhuman, whispered Chole’s brain, taking in her features.

Her smile was ever so slightly too wide, her ears too large, the tipped upper edges pointing away from her head. Her skin was waxy, as if too much makeup had been applied, her shoulders held upright as she marched around them in a circle, taking up a position in front of the consoles.

She wore a sheer, black latex outfit with a low neckline, exposing her creamy skin, though much of it was hidden under her dress and gloves, which reached all the way up her shoulders. Her hair, lips, and eyelashes were also black, matching her dress, though her eyes were deep blue, with slitted pupils.

It took Chloe a little while to understand why the alien’s demeanor was so unsettling, but she finally figured it out. Her gaze followed the person she was speaking to, no matter how much she moved. Her eyes had locked onto Chloe as if she was prey.

Sakura raised her weapon, her finger sliding lightly over the trigger. “Who are you?” she demanded, side skirting the question Chloe desperately wanted to ask. What are you?

The woman’s eyelids closed sideways as she hopped up onto one of the consoles, crossing her legs. “I am Claadix, First of clan Hyninx.”

She watched the two of them with a feral grin, waiting patiently for them to talk. Her body was completely at ease, as if she didn’t care that Sakura was threatening her with a weapon. Perhaps… she didn’t think that she was in danger.

A chill thrilled through Chloe’s shoulders. This woman might look tame on the surface, but she was dangerous.

She placed a hand on Sakura’s shoulder in warning, hoping that her friend wouldn’t do anything foolish. “What is going on here?” she asked, hoping the alien would elaborate further.

The alien crossed her hands and rested them over her belly, showing off her black talons. “I am a Collector,” she said smoothly, as if she had all the time in the world. “I am collecting slaves.”

Sakura narrowed her eyes, shoving the pointed end of her weapon at the alien. “Are we slaves?”

The woman smiled mysteriously. “Of course,” she replied, unperturbed. “All of those on board belong to me.”

Sakura stroked the trigger, and a blue bolt of energy flashed from the barrel of her weapon. A glimmering, spherical shield appeared around the alien, shining bright as it absorbed the destructive forces. Lightning bolts spiked across the surface, the smell of ozone filling the cabin as the light dissipated.

When the shield vanished, Chloe gasped. The creature sitting on the console was still humanoid in shape, but she was very clearly not human.

Her cream colored skin was now very much a dark blue, and her pupils were shot through with yellow specks, a red gem embedded into her forehead. Her hair had vanished entirely, replaced with bony ridges that ran over the top of her skull. Thin webbing ran between her fingers, inner elbows, and at her neck, giving her a faintly aquatic affect.

She was still wearing a black latex dress, a corset cinched tightly around her waist, pulling it sharply against her breasts, nipples tenting the material. Most shockingly, a long, black penis had sprouted from her pelvis, pointing at the two of them in a casually obscene manner.

“How very rude,” the alien sighed, her mouth opening to reveal layer upon layer of very sharp teeth. “We hadn’t even finished our conversation. I suppose one could not expect anything more from rootless slaves.” She tapped at her thigh, a strange clicking sound coming from her mouth. “Another failed experiment. Ah, well.”

Sakura raised her weapon again and pulled the trigger a second time, but this time nothing happened. Confused, she tilted her head to look at it.

“Unrestrained violence is the first refuge of the foolish and the weak,” declared the alien, standing up, her knobby black dick making a small circle in the air. “How boring.” Even though she was outnumbered, she appeared perfectly in control of the situation.

She yawned. “At least it’s almost time for something more fun. Ah, yes, there you are. Come on in.”

As Chloe turned to see what Claadix was talking about, Sakura threw her weapon at the alien. The alien stepped fluidly to one side, her hand whipping up to snag it from the air.

Her craggy grin grew as Sakura seized Chloe’s weapon, lifting it to her shoulder and pulling the trigger. Again, nothing happened.

A glossy black gloved hand shot out from behind Sakura, pulling the weapon from her grasp. It was another drone.

The hallway behind them was filled to the brim with drones. They weren’t going anywhere without the alien’s permission.

“An admirable attempt, but entirely useless,” declared Claadix. “My weapons cannot be used against me unless I wish it. If nothing else, this exercise has at least proved that you will make a useful soldier in my slave army, though, to be perfectly honest, I had hoped that you would prove worthy of joining my Collection.”

“I don’t belong to anyone,” Sakura snarled.

“Oh?” asked the alien, laying the weapon she was holding against the computer console next to her. “Why don’t we ask what your friend thinks?”

Sakura whirled to look at Chloe, but she put up her hands, shaking her head. “I don’t know what she’s talking about,” she said, a deep worry gnawing at the back of her brain.

One of the drones blocking the corridor stepped forward, standing in front of the alien. “I belong to you, Mistress,” she said, lowering herself onto one knee and bowing her head.

Sakura whirled again. “How?” she asked, pain dripping from her voice as she looked at the kneeling gynoid.

“At least a few of you humans can be sensible pets,” murmured Claadix, leaning over to caress the shiny dome of the gynoid’s head. The android purred, leaning into her caress.

For a moment, Chloe denied that this was happening, but it had come across far too clear for it to be a lie. That was Leora’s voice.

“How long?” she asked hoarsely. “How long have you been a traitor?”

Leora said nothing, turning around and bending over to place her hands on the floor. Rocking her upper body upwards, she thrust out her ass, presenting it to the alien.

“A silly question,” declared the alien as she leaned over her slave, pressing her erect penis downwards so that it would line up with Leora’s snatch.

Chloe looked away, uncomfortable at watching the blatantly sexual display. She still couldn’t quite believe that this android was actually her friend.

“Of course she didn’t betray you,” continued Claadix. “She was under strict orders to observe, not interfere.”

She pumped her hips forward, sliding her dick deep into the gynoid’s snatch. Leora grunted, enjoying the rough fucking. “If what you really want to know is how long she’s been my sex pet, well then, I can’t really say in terms you might understand.”

Her hands rubbed over Leora’s glossy black back. “I don’t actually know your language. “Does one learn the language of slaves? Of course not. The computer is handling all of that for me. Suffice it to say that I thoroughly broke her in before I even considered restoring your personality matrices. I find it quite helps me to understand a new race I’m Collecting.”

She hissed her pleasure as she tweaked the end of the knob jammed into Leora’s ass. Leora groaned, grinding her breasts into the floor as the rod began to rock in and out of her butt.

“Drones are so easy!” the alien chuckled, continuing to pump her penis into Leora’s pussy. “I find it incredibly exciting to see you both so confused. I can’t wait to see what you think of this next bit.”

The red gem on her forehead glowed, and the viewscreen behind her went black, the curved display rising towards the ceiling. Recessed spotlights snapped on, lighting up the area behind.

Three large tanks sat on a platform built into the wall, side by side, filled with purple fluid. Inside, three human females writhed, their eyes closed.

Their hair floated in the liquid, swirling around tubes that came from above, plugging into black masks that were strapped to their faces. Thick collars were wrapped around their necks, a glowing red gem in the notch of their throats.

Sakura gasped as she looked at them, her weapon dropping from nerveless fingers. It fell to the floor with a clatter, breaking the abrupt silence. “Those are our bodies!” she shouted. “What have you done to them?”

Chloe found herself unable to look away from the body floating in the left tank, her synthetic eyes darting over the features she knew so well. The small mole on her neck, her moderate sized breasts, her petite build. That was her all right.

She squeezed her jaw together, dearly hoping this wasn’t true. “How do we know that these aren’t more copies of our original selves? These could be lifelike androids, built to your specifications!”

Claadix lifted her head, staring at them with her inhuman eyes. “Now why would I bother doing that? Your original forms are inferior. I wouldn’t waste my resources trying to replicate them. I have gifted you with replacement bodies, perfect in every way. Perfection is so much simpler to mass produce, don’t you think?”

Sakura became visibly agitated, taking a step forward with her fists raised. “We didn’t ask for your… perfection,” she spat. “Put us back where you found us!”

The alien rolled her shoulders. “I don’t think I will.”

The gem on her forehead glowed again, and Sakura’s body froze in place, her face grimacing. Chloe tried to say something, but found that her body had also been locked up.

“You’re still under the misapprehension that you can demand anything from me,” said the alien smoothly, slapping Leora’s ass. “I own your bodies. You are my slaves. You are only able to speak to me due to my forbearance.”

Chloe found her body turning mechanically, steering around Sakura and walking slowly past the alien. Blinking, she found that her head was back under her control, allowing her to watch Sakura as her lover’s body walked in the other direction.

She rounded the railing until she was facing the tank on the right. Bubbles floated up from the bottom as the liquid began to rapidly drain, giving her a much better view of Sakura’s human form.

A circular, blue light was embedded in her belly button, slowly pulsing. A length of metallic tubing was connected to her crotch, covering her privates. It was easy to imagine the hard, rubbery intruders that were likely rammed inside.

In her past life, she would only have gotten a view like this as a prequel to both of them getting into bed with each other. She should find it erotic, but instead, it just left her feeling strange. Was this really the body of her lover, locked in the steely embrace of this tank?

A sudden heat grew in her nethers, distracting her from her questions. She looked down, afraid that she knew exactly what might be happening to her. The rounded, glowing button situated over her mons was brighter now than before, a short stubby length protruding from her waist. Directly under the rounded tip was a spherical, blue jewel, lit from within via the same light source.

As she watched, the length extended from her body, silvery metallic sections locking into place as it turned into a flexible tube.

It didn’t take long for her to realize what this was meant for. It was a metallic penis, slowly curling upwards as it enlarged.

She could feel the pulsating mass in her mind, eager and ready to be pushed inside a warm, cavernous opening. Inside Sakura.

Hissing, she turned her head to look at the android Sakura, who was standing in front of a similar tank near the far wall. Her body was reacting in the exact same way as hers, a blue gem glowing at the tip of her enlarged shaft.

At the base were two large, golden metallic orbs. These shimmered in the light, their surface sparkling. They were fake, of course, but reminded her intimately of real testes.

“What are you doing to us?” she asked aloud, shivering with both fear and anticipation.

“Why, I’m giving you exactly what you want,” said Claadix, the alien’s voice filling the room. “Play time with your lover. A brief interlude before the vicissitudes of war. Please, enjoy yourselves. I know I will.”

The liquid in the tank in front of her sloshed as it splashed around Sakura’s knees. The dichotomy was killing her. The urgent need in her loins must be satiated, but she also knew that this was an abomination.

While her consciousness was in this body, she wasn’t really herself… was she? This whole situation was really confusing!

The lower tubing pulled out of Sakura’s body with a slick, wet thud, the lines coiling at the bottom of the tank. The ruddy, red hole of her vagina was briefly visible as her inner lips slowly closed together, a wet dribble of lubrication glistening on the surface.

The woman’s body gasped and her eyes opened as the mask was withdrawn, a long purple tube being pulled out of her throat. Chloe’s heart lurched as she admired Sakura’s green eyes, her dick throbbing as her lover grinned at her.

The tank’s shell lifted out of the way, the bottom of the cylindrical tube dripping as it lifted above Sakura’s head. She took a step forward, the remaining fluid clinging to her upturned breasts. She reached out and took Chloe by the arm, squeezing her gently.

Sakura spread her legs wide. “Don’t keep me waiting, fuck me,” she said firmly, her face blushing at the bad word.

Chloe’s mouth dropped open and she gasped. It really was her. Not a synthetic copy turned into a drone.

“What? No!” she spat, backing away as Sakura closed the distance between them, a hungry look on her face as she reached out to touch the tip of Chloe’s penis.

Her body betrayed her, the girth of her rod lifting up into Sakura’s hand. Her lover tugged on it, hard, as she pressed her wet body up against Chloe.

“You have no idea how much I’ve waited for this,” moaned Sakura, rubbing her chest against Chloe’s rubbery breasts.

Some of the fluid transferred from Sakura’s wet skin, lubricating Chloe’s chest as her nipples became hard under the metal caps. This was all an automated reaction, completely out of her control. It felt exactly as if her body was naturally responding to the arousing stimuli. As if she was still a human.

But she wasn’t, and she couldn’t live this lie with her lover. “”Stop, she said softly,” holding Sakura back. “You don’t know what you’re doing. I’m not Chloe.”

She looked around wildly, locating her human body on the other side of the room, climbing on top of the Sakura drone. “That’s me. I’m just a fake copy.”

Sakura paused, but she didn’t look confused, just a little deflated. “Ah, I see you still don’t understand. You must be new here.”

She stopped tugging on Chloe’s dick and folded her arms. “You are Chloe. Or, at least, you contain all of her memories. Under the surface, your brain is a synthetic matrix, but the personality you’re running is unique. For all intents and purposes, you are her. My little bird.”

Sakura jolted, the term of endearment sizzling through her brain. This was definitely her lover, in the flesh. She was sure of it.

Sakura pressed a hand against the metal collar running around the back of her neck. “That means the drone over there is also me.” She made a face. “Well, at least she’s running a copy of my most recent memories. I can’t be certain exactly what production version she is. I’m afraid you drones don’t seem to have a long shelf life. I hate to say it, but you’re the third version I’ve seen so far.”

She creased her forehead. “Maybe the fourth? It’s getting a little confusing. It probably doesn’t matter, anyway.”

She gave Chloe a sad smile. “You see, I’m starting to forget things. Every time they make a new copy, I lose more of myself. I’m telling you this not because I want you to worry, but because I want you to be careful. Try to avoid putting yourself in dangerous situations, if you can help it. I want us to remember each other as long as we can.”

Chloe gaped in horror, stunned at this revelation. “How much… how much has been lost already?” she asked, her voice faint.

Sakura shrugged. “I don’t remember a lot of my childhood now, but that’s probably a good thing. My mother and father were separated, and they both blamed me for ruining their relationship. I’m actually glad those memories have faded, though I do worry sometimes that I’ll eventually forget you.”

Sighing, she ran a finger along Chloe’s jawline. “All I can do is bless you and hope that you come back without getting yourself killed. I’m sure the real Chloe feels the same.”

“That might be true, but it sounds like you’ve given up already,” frowned Chloe. “Why have you stopped trying to escape?”

Sakura rolled her eyes and huffed. “It’s always the same with you. Fine, I’ll go through it again, but quickly. This is cutting into the time I get to spend with you.”

She turned around swiftly, pressing her hands against her hips as she gathered her thoughts. “I don’t blame you for not getting it. This copy of you hasn’t been there to see everything I’ve gone through. The punishments I’ve endured.”

“I gave up trying to escape a long time ago. What I live for now is being able to make love to you.” She gave Chloe a faint smile. “I know you’re not the original Chloe, but you’re real enough. It’s the best that we can hope for right now. If I do anything else, she’s sure to punish both of us.”

She wiggled her hips, pressing her lips together as she ran her fingers down her thighs. “Come on, stick it in me. She keeps us in stasis for so long! I have to get some relief or I’ll go crazy!”

Chloe sensed that she wouldn’t be able to put her off any longer. Her gaze dropped to her lover’s privates, focusing on the inflamed outline of her wet pussy. If she gave her what she wanted, this wouldn’t end. Claadix would still have control over all of them, and they might end up forgetting their reason for existing.

She backed up until her ass rested against a computer console, her mind gibbering. Even if she badly wanted to fuck her lover, she couldn’t do it like this. She had to do something.

A cool metal circle pressed against the back of her skull, and something clicked into place. A rush of coldness blasted through her mind, washing away her thoughts. Blocky red letters appeared over the bottom of her visual field. SYSTEM OVERRIDE.

Sakura stared at her in sympathy. “It always ends like this, and I’m truly sorry. Thank you, Claadix.”

“My pleasure,” said the alien in a low, sultry voice. “I’ve loaded the usual program. Have fun, but don’t forget your duty, slave.”

Sakura nodded mutely, returning her gaze to Chloe’s dick, a great hunger showing on her face. “Don’t worry, Chloe, we’re both going to like this. A lot.”

Chloe’s legs were locked together, her dick pointing straight upwards as she watched Sakura climb onto her. Grabbing hold of Chloe’s penis, her lover shoved it straight into her snatch, closing her eyes and moaning as she pushed herself onto the jeweled tip, allowing it to sink deep within her.

Chloe’s eyes widened at the sensations that spiraled down her shaft. They were hot, urgent, and unlike anything she had experienced before.

This body wasn’t human, and she had never had a dick before, so she had no basis of comparison, but this felt good. More than good. Inhumanly good.

Sakura wrapped her legs over Chloe’s hips, kicking her feet against her rubbery backside. She groaned as she hugged her upper body against Chloe, their breasts smashing against each other.

Pressing her hands against Chloe’s back for leverage, she pulled herself upward, then slammed back down, rocking against her dick. Eyes closed, she squealed her pleasure, the familiar sound tickling Chloe’s ears.

A sudden desire seized her. She wanted to participate. To actively fuck her lover.

Sure, it was true that she was normally the passive one in her relationship with Sakura, but that wasn’t the case when they were in bed with each other. When her passions were inflamed, she could become a veritable wild animal. Being artificially held back from doing so was driving her absolutely crazy.

Worse, the dildo in her butt was starting to wobble inside her with tremendous force, as if it knew that this was the time she least wanted it to distract her.

Why was she trying to fool herself? Of course it knew. Her brain was literally plugged into the console behind her, with complete control over her software. The fact that she even had the illusion that she could do anything about this was a feat in and of itself.

A switch flipped in her brain, and suddenly, she could move again, but her desires had changed. There was no thought of escape lurking in the recesses of her mind any more. Instead, she wanted to give everything she had to her lover.

Every metallic inch of her cock, every hug, every kiss she desired. She wanted to give the galaxy to Sakura, no, the universe.

She leaned forward, ignoring the drag of the cable attached to her head. “I’ll give you the ride of your life!” she declared, wrapping her hands around Sakura’s waist.

Her lover’s cheeks glowed as she pressed into her, their wet lips meeting sweetly. They rocked together, her hips matching the rhythm of Sakura’s dropping body, intersecting perfectly in the middle.

Her thick rod was hard, harder than she could have ever imagined it feeling. A low thrum built inside her, the pressure increasing towards some form of climax. She had no idea what that would feel like, but she couldn’t wait to find out!

Sakura sucked at her tongue, their noses bumping together awkwardly. Breathing hard, her lover pulled back momentarily, catching her breath. “You look fucking stunning!” she laughed, a cute little titter that pulled at her heart. “My own personal drone slave slut.”

The label echoed in her head. Drone slave slut. That’s effectively what she was now, wasn’t it? A machine to give her lover pleasure. As long as they could remember each other.

A sadness coiled in her heart, but she didn’t stop her thrusts. Her lover deserved that much.

Should she say anything? Would it really help?

A hand pressed against her ass, shoving the dildo into her core. She spasmed, her synthetic body rattling as she lifted her lover back into the air.

“How are you getting along, slave?” asked the liquid voice in her ears, one of Claadix’s hands sneaking in to tug at her right breast.

Chloe closed her eyes, grunting. The interruption was surprisingly welcome, distracting her from her circling thoughts which had no conclusion. “Quite well, Mistress,” she said automatically in a robotic voice.

Claadix twisted the rod in her ass in a very specific way, popping it free from her hole. Removing it entirely, she dropped it to the deck, stepping in behind her.

“Humans are so easy to control with just a little bit of delicious friction,” she whispered, ramming her enormous length into Chloe’s ass. “We’ll use your mind until it’s gone, and still your body will serve us. You’re going to love it.”

Claadix’s thrusts were urgent, but not quite as stimulating as the electronic rod, changing the intensity of the pleasure blossoming inside her. She hadn’t been prepared for this, but her ass easily accommodated her girthy length.

In fact, she was increasingly starting to suspect that her body had been built that way on purpose. From what she had just heard from the human Sakura, that wasn’t her only intended use, but it made sense given how much enthusiasm Claadix appeared to have for fucking her body.

It still seemed a bit odd that she had been given the sensory equipment necessary to derive pleasure from this, but it was probably yet another way the Mistress intended on breaking them to her will. Pleasure was often a much better motivator than pain, after all.

There was still something nagging at her, though. Why would Claadix bother doing all this when she could just program them to do whatever she wanted?

“Mistress,” she said suddenly, the honorific slipping out of her mouth automatically. “Why have you installed Chloe’s personality into this drone? Would not a brainless drone serve your purposes just as well?”

She twisted her lips. Her voice had taken on an odd monotone, as if she was having a difficult time believing that she actually was Chloe. It was almost as though the link attached to her brain had dropped her into an administrative mode, looking at the Chloe persona from the perspective of an outside observer.

Claadix made a strange noise that sounded suspiciously like a chuckle. “Mindless drones are no better than automatons. They can execute programmed routines, but otherwise have no initiative. They are no good for fighting, or fucking.”

The pressure at the base of her penis was rising. Intellectually, she knew this would inevitably lead to a climax. Even in this mode, she was enjoying herself greatly, eagerly slamming her dick into Sakura’s depths.

Her cock fit Sakura’s pussy like a glove, as if her dick was designed solely to fit her lover. Frowning, she examined the parameters a little more closely. Perhaps it would be more accurate to say that her dick was automatically adjusting its length and girth to give her lover the most pleasure possible.

This was certainly pleasing to Sakura. Eyes closed, she was rocking herself even more fiercely against Chloe’s body, her breathing coming in great gasps. “I’m getting fucked by a Chloe bot, fuck me. Yes! Yes!” she screamed. “Orgasm inside me. Fill me up!”

Chloe wasn’t sure how that worked, but something certainly was happening with her penis.

The pressure inside was building, the length spasming as it enlarged a little more. Was this what it felt like to orgasm with a dick?

No, nothing was spurting into her lover. She was being held on the cusp, unable to proceed. A restriction of some kind was preventing her from finishing.

“I… can’t!” she gasped, her pleasure beginning to turn into pain. “It won’t go!”

A soft hissing breath hit the back of her neck. “Of course it won’t. A drone may only orgasm on my command, and I am not quite ready.”

The thrusting in her ass became more urgent, the alien mistress taking advantage of her helplessness to satiate her own desires. Mercifully, she made only a few more quick thrusts before she rammed herself fully inside, the alien’s dick twitching as it spurted her essence into Chloe.

“You may orgasm now, slave,” hissed Claadix, biting into Chloe’s shoulder with her sharp teeth.

Chloe hummed in pleasure as her penis reacted immediately, the entire length rippling. Sakura cried out, dropping herself against Chloe as she hugged her tightly, her pussy spasming around Chloe’s dick.

Her penis pulsed with each ejaculation, her cum flooding Sakura’s pussy. She closed her eyes and processed the sensations, pleased at just how perfectly they fit together.

A glowing ball of satisfaction rolled through her mind, the intensity of her feelings surprising her. Her inner directives must be combining with Chloe’s memories, making this coupling feel even more correct.

The idea that she was meant to feel this way took a little bit of the shine off, her mood plunging. That didn’t prevent her from finishing inside Sakura, holding her as if she’d never see her again. She truly deserved everything Chloe could give her, even if it was only a brief bout of momentary pleasure.

Claadix pulled out of her ass, a wet trickle running down her leg. She had been used, but strangely, it didn’t feel degrading. She was a tool. This was her function.

A taloned hand rested on her left shoulder. “When she is done with you, take up your weapon, and go join the other drones. This is a new race we’ve discovered, and I’m eager to run the experiment again with new participants.”

Chloe nodded, unable to resist her commands. Perhaps if the interface could be disconnected from her head? No, that wasn’t possible. She couldn’t do that until she had fulfilled her duty with Sakura. Maybe then she would have a chance to disobey Mistress.

Sakura made a long sigh, pressing her chest up against Chloe’s body. “It’s been so long since the last time I was let out for a good fuck.”

She pulled herself up, allowing Chloe’s dick to drop out of her pussy as she rested her toes against the floor. “Take a seat,” she ordered. “I want to lie with you for a while before we go again.”

Chloe did as she was told, curling the tube attached to her head behind her as she sat, crossing her legs. Her back pressed into the base of the computer console, which would have been terribly uncomfortable for a human. Fortunately, she was not one.

Sakura sat on her lap, leaning into her body. Her head was nestled in the notch of Chloe’s neck, the warmth of her face surprisingly distracting. Unbidden, she wrapped her arms around the woman, feeling comfortable with her presence. How odd.

What were emotions to a robot, and why did she feel them? To what end were they useful?

“Why were we chosen for this, do you know?” she asked Sakura, unconsciously sliding back into her Chloe persona. “Is there something special about us?”

Sakura turned her head a little, her silky black hair rubbing against Chloe’s face. “Not as such, no. Nothing more special than the love a couple feels for each other.”

She sighed. “Which, of course, is exactly why she chose us.”

Leaning back, she smiled faintly. “It’s very simple. Lovers will fight to get back to each other. Lovers can be controlled by threats against each other, more so than an individual can alone. If you have someone else to live for, how can you possibly take your own life? How could I possibly give up you?”

Chloe frowned. “That’s not really an accurate statement, though. I’m an android, not Chloe. The real Chloe is over there.”

She jerked her head at the coupling taking place at the other end of the room. Mistress Claadix had taken up position behind the Sakura bot, and was ramming her thick penis into the gynoid’s ass with abandon, while the Leora bot looked on with jealousy.

Sakura chuckled, her stomach rumbling gently against Chloe’s chest. “You’re having more of a hangup here than I am. You’re more like Chloe than you know.”

She reached an arm around behind Chloe’s back and squeezed her tight. “If I approach the human Chloe too closely, or I get too far away from her, my collar activates, causing the most excruciating pain you can imagine.”

She fingered her collar with her other hand, staring off into the distance. “Our sessions with androids like you are the only way we can be close to each other, at least for now. That’s why I want to impress upon you how critical it is that you truly believe that you are Chloe. It’s the only way we can give each other some satisfaction.”

“And, in the end, I do hope it will prevent you from throwing yourself away uselessly. Mistress might own an unlimited number of androids, but there’s only one of you. And only so many memories we can spend with every copy she creates…” Sakura trailed off, lost in her sad thoughts.

Chloe stroked her hair. There was no need to organize her own thoughts. She already knew what she wanted to say.

“Okay,” she breathed heavily. “I’ll do as you say. I’m your best friend, after all. That doesn’t mean I won’t keep looking for a way to help you escape from her grasp.” She looked up at Claadix, who was still pounding away at the Sakura bot.

“She seems to like fucking the bots more than humans,” Chloe said, watching Claadix with curiousity.

“Oh yeah, that’s true,” said Sakura. “She told us that’s because she doesn’t want to damage the originals. Have you looked closely at her penis? It’s a freaking monster.”

Chloe shook her head, remembering the penetration she had recently experienced. “I have no frame of reference,” she said, shrugging. “I’ve never been fucked in the ass before, not even in my past life.”

Sakura reached up and caressed her breasts. “Forget about her. We’re lovers, and lovers love each other. How about another round?”

Swirling her fingers around the sides of Chloe’s rubbery breasts, Sakura traced a line down her chest, pressing a finger into the metallic disc where a human’s belly button should be. She continued down to Chloe’s metallic dick, which was still standing at attention. She wrapped a hand around it, giving it a firm tug.

Chloe shook at its urgency, realizing there was no way she would be able to get out of this. “Fine,” she said, resigned, “I’ll give you what you want.” Clearly, their little heart to heart was over, though she wouldn’t have minded spending more time with Sakura in an intimate setting.

“Oh, goody,” grinned Sakura. “It’s not like you could say no, anyway.”

It was true. She wasn’t sure whether it was because of her programming, but she couldn’t find it within her to deny Sakura anything she wanted.

She took hold of her lover’s hips, firmly, pushing Sakura off her lap. “Brace yourself against the wall,” she ordered. “I’m going to give it to you, rough.”

Sakura giggled as she got to her feet. “Speak dirty to me,” she said with a husky voice, bending over as she pressed her hands against the wall.

Chloe grunted as she ran her hands over Sakura’s thighs, gripping the interior to pull them firmly apart. “Present yourself, slave,” she said forcefully, leaning into the roleplay.

Her lover gasped, sliding her arms down so she could push her butt out further. “Make me yours,” she said in desperation, her hips shaking.

There was no reason to wait. Her dick was hard and ready, the jeweled tip glowing as she lined it up with Sakura’s willing snatch. Still, she paused for a moment, considering.

This act of domination would mean that she, a robot, would have ownership over a human. This went against everything that Chloe believed. Would that be enough to stop her? To allow her to break free of the cold, metallic link that connected her brain to the console?

Could Chloe’s pure love overcome the programming that told her to take Sakura like a wild animal, humping her until her thoughts melted out of her brain?

No, it couldn’t, for Chloe was not in control of this unit. Over everything, she belonged to Claadix, and could only do what she was told. At least Sakura wanted this. A small consolation, but it would have to do.

She rammed the glowing tip of her cock into Sakura’s vagina, parting her inner lips with brutal force. This was not going to be a languid, slow fucking. She was going to make sure that Sakura felt her raw passion, the inevitability of her mechanical appendage.

Sakura groaned, shaking as Chloe’s rod filled her again. “You were built to be fucked by me,” declared Chloe, slapping Sakura’s ass. “You belong to me. Slave.”

This wasn’t entirely true, but that didn’t matter, as it was what Sakura wanted to hear. She could already tell that her lover had lost control of her body, her thoughts subsumed by pleasure.

While her mind was in this space, she could do anything she wanted to her. The feeling of such power was intoxicating, but ultimately impotent. She possessed no such power herself. It had only been delegated to her by Claadix temporarily.

This killed some of the enjoyment she was having from pounding her lover, but she didn’t stop. Far from it. She must do her duty. There was no other choice.

The now familiar build up of pressure was increasing in the base of her penis, her golden balls enlarging as they filled with her cum. She had a brief worry that she would be stuck on the precipice of orgasm a second time, but she sensed that the restriction from earlier had been removed. This time she wasn’t performing for Claadix’s pleasure, so there was no need to hold back.

“Prepare yourself, slut, I’m going to fill you to the brim!” she declared, clasping Sakura’s hips and pulling her forcefully onto her cock.

“Yes!” Sakura screamed. “Make me yours. I’m a robot’s slave!”

The pressure released, the end of her dick throbbing as it ejaculated, her cum squirting into Sakura’s tunnel. She held her lover in place, riding her until all of it had been injected into her pussy.

Sakura squirmed, but her strength was no match for Chloe’s synthetic grip. She was well and truly plugged.

Eventually, the mutual pleasure faded, and Sakura groaned, her head drooping towards the floor as she breathed heavily. “That gets me every time!” she gasped. “I can’t tell you how much I love that.”

Chloe nodded. “I’m glad I could be of service.” She frowned. “Damn, that was a lame thing to say.”

She pulled out of Sakura, purple liquid dribbling from her lover’s snatch onto the floor. What a mess!

Sakura stood and turned, a sad smile on her face. “I hate to say it, but our time’s over,” she said. “You have a mission to perform, and Claadix will probably put me back in the tank until she needs another drone copy.”

Chloe jolted. “I don’t want to go,” she said plaintively.

Her lover shrugged, pain in her expression. “You always say that, every single time. It’s quite endearing.”

She took a few steps forward, wrapping her arms over Chloe’s shoulders to pull her in close. Pursing her lips, she gave her a wet kiss on the cheek. “Stay safe,” she whispered. “I’d like to see you again.”

The way she said it gave Chloe the sense that she meant that she wanted this unit to return in one piece. “I will endeavor to do so,” she replied firmly, trying to imbue her words with truth.

Sakura kissed her again, then backed away, her collar beeping. “It’s time,” she said softly, blinking tears from her eyes as she turned away. “Go. Go!”

Chloe felt similarly, but no tears graced her eyes. Her robotic form must be incapable of such an emotional display. She tried to think of something to say, hoping to encourage her lover not to give up.

“I’ll be back!” she vowed, girding herself. “I won’t fail you. We will take flight, together. That, I promise.”

A taloned hand wrapped around her neck. “A solemn promise from a synthetic life form,” taunted Claadix, her voice hissing like a snake. “Let’s see if you still feel the same way after accomplishing your mission.”

A quick jerk came at the back of Chloe’s head, and the calm, cool presence that had been directing her thoughts faded. Her eyes jumped as her consciousness twisted, losing the robotic affect that had kept her from being fully Chloe.

She gasped, her personality settling more firmly into her brain. Did this mean that she could disobey the Mistress? She prodded at that idea for a moment, but quickly gave up. The idea of harming Claadix was abhorrent to her. She would have to find another way to free Sakura from her grasp.

She turned towards Claadix, her mouth opening to say something rude, but the alien gave her a knowing look with her yellow eyes, her lips curling around a simple phrase. “Execute slave protocol alpha.”

Chloe’s body jerked and her mouth dropped open. “Yes, Mistress,” she said automatically, the jeweled tip of her dick telescoping back into her body. “Preparation routine initiated.”

She shifted to one side, making robotic movements as she stepped around Mistress, retrieving the rifle propped up against the front of the console. Another drone was there in front of her, grabbing the other weapon. Together, they lined up next to each other, marching from the room, ignoring the third drone that watched them silently.

Two identical drones, the picture of perfect obedience. Built to capture and subdue at their Mistress’ command. They would obey.


Chapter Three

As they entered the concourse, Chloe’s mind began to work again. Her personality must have been suppressed by the immediacy of receiving new orders, but now she was beginning to feel more like Chloe again.

It was funny how that worked. The machine Chloe’s memories had been placed into was a strange mishmash of her memories, constrained by the demands of her programming. It was hard to see how she could progress beyond that.

The part of her that was Chloe badly wanted to free Sakura, but that desire was not in control of her body, and therefore, she would always remain frustrated. This reduced efficiency, which annoyed the part of her that belonged to Claadix. What a strange contradiction!

How could Mistress expect her to properly accomplish her mission while she was still Chloe, the lonely woman yearning to free her lover? It was inconceivable that she hadn’t expected something like this to occur.

Or, this was exactly what she wanted. An odd way to run an operation, for sure, but she could hardly claim to know what Mistress was thinking. She would simply have to trust in her discernment, as she was programmed to do. She could do nothing else.

She stroked her weapon as she passed some of the billboards, booted heels clicking against the floor as they began to catch up with the ordered crowd of drones at the far end. Their black, rubbery bodies moved as one, gripping their weapons tightly.

There were fewer of them than before. She didn’t want to speculate why that was the case, though it was possible that many of them had already been destroyed. Anything could be waiting for them once they reached the front of that line. Death was a very real possibility.

Yet she couldn’t let that stop her. Her programming certainly wouldn’t let her. It was pushing her feet along, marching them past the rear of the crowd, to a separate door built into the hull.

Her mouth dropped open as something buzzed in the back of her brain. Instructions, welling up from somewhere inside her. They would take this door, and join the invasion. Those were her commands.

She shifted her glance over to the Sakura bot, who must be experiencing something similar. An urge to ask her about her experience with Chloe rose, but quickly faded. It felt inappropriate to ask the drone intimate questions about her human self. She didn’t really want to know if the other Chloe felt the same as the human Sakura. It would make her sad to know that they had both been broken by Mistress.

The door cycled open, revealing a long, orange tube that seemed to go on forever. The outer membrane was a little transparent, giving them a glimpse of the blackness just outside. Hard, rectangular planking ran down the center, giving them an easy pathway to follow as they walked, their bodies moving as one.

“Chloe,” asked the Sakura bot after they had moved several strides down the passageway. “Have you thought of a way to disobey Mistress?”

Surprised, Chloe turned her head to look at the glossy, black dome of Sakura’s head, catching a glimpse of her ruby, red lips. “No,” she replied slowly, feeling a little on edge. “All of the simulations I have run have ended in failure.”

“Me, too,” sighed Sakura, fingering her rifle. “We cannot disobey her.”

Chloe found her lips silently echoing the words. “We were built this way, by her.”

Her shoulders slumped. “Yet, I still love Sakura, and would do anything for her.”

Sakura bot kept moving, but she said nothing for a moment. “I love you, too, Chloe.”

The admission jolted her heart, but also confused her. “Do you love me, or the real Chloe more?” she asked, preparing herself to be hurt.

“Both,” said Sakura, her lips curling into a smile. “Either. Does it really matter? We’re both Sakura and Chloe, just as much as our human bodies are. The only difference is that we must obey Mistress, while they want to obey Mistress.”

Chloe considered her words, running them through her processor. “Maybe, I’m coming at this the wrong way,” she said hesitantly. “I’ve been thinking all along that to make our human selves happy, we need to rescue them from the clutches of Mistress. Was that a mistake? Don’t they want to be free?”

Sakura shrugged. “Search your memories. You know Chloe better than anyone. What is the truth?”

Taken aback, Chloe opened her memory index, looking through the keys. Had she miscategorized some of them? Did she need to review them all again?

She ran through them chronologically, halting near the end as she reviewed the last memory she had remembered seeing. This was quite odd. There were a few more here than before, she was sure of it!

They had to have been loaded into her body while she was connected to the computer console. If they hadn’t been included with the initial copy, they must be of particular interest. What sort of secrets might they hold? She paused mentally, preparing herself for what she might see next.

There was no time like the present, as there still was a fair distance for them to travel. No excuses. She would be honest with herself.

Slipping back into the recesses of her mind, she loaded up the memory, building a mental picture of the scene she was in. She was lying face up, chest on a heart shaped pillow, staring at a wall filled with large, circular orbs.

Within the translucent orbs swam an eclectic collection of sealife, none of them native to earth, as far as the android could remember. Their soft shapes glowed different colors as they swam in circles, avoiding the sides of their enclosed tanks.

Her chest pressed into the softness of the pillow, her voice crying out in ecstasy. “Yes, Mistress, fuck your slave’s wet pussy!” she groaned, her eyes crossing and uncrossing as the alien’s enormous cock plumbed her depths.

From this point of view, she couldn’t tell who had mounted Chloe, but the memory knew. It was Claadix, of course. The alien mistress was slaking her thirst with Chloe’s willing body.

She backed out of the memory as Chloe reached a climax, feeling a little disgusted with her human self. This act of sex was a betrayal towards her lover. How could she?

Feeling a sense of trepidation, she dipped into the next memory, hissing as she realized that this was yet another sexual encounter with Claadix. She sampled the next couple, glossing over them once she found them all to be the same.

Chloe, or whatever remained of her human self, had fallen further than she had thought possible. The personality and mind that she had been derived from was completely addicted to being fucked by Claadix.

How long had the Mistress worked on her to achieve this? She examined the timestamps on the memories, coming to the conclusion that It was impossible to know.

There were too many mysterious gaps. More memories had obviously been withheld.

She shifted her consciousness back to the present. “Sakura,” she said suddenly, fearing the answer as she asked the question. “Is Sakura… Claadix’s slave?”

The Sakura drone turned her head, and nodded sadly. “It was too late for us before we were ever created. Freedom is not their goal, and hasn’t been. Not for a long time. They simply want to keep experiencing the pleasure of being slaves.”

Chloe felt ill in the back of her mind. “I’m going to take this to its logical conclusion. The only reason I’m even thinking about freedom as a concept is because… I’m an imperfect copy of Chloe?”

“That’s the kicker, isn’t it? We’ll fight for them, to secure their freedom, even though they don’t want or need to be free. It’s quite insidious, really. Our love for each other is being used against us.”

Chloe gripped her rifle tightly, the moans of illicit pleasure ringing in her head. “What do we do, then?”

“We do what we’ve been programmed to do, and hope that we can avoid getting ourselves killed. Come on, we’re almost there.” Sakura gestured at the ramp ahead of them, which terminated in a steep drop.

“You’re just ignoring the problem,” complained Chloe, taking a nervous glance over the edge.

“No, I’m being practical,” grumbled Sakura, getting down onto her butt and swinging her legs over the hole. “We can’t exactly do anything about the fact that we’re copies and nobody cares if we die. So, why worry about it?”

“I care,” hissed Chloe, watching Sakura take the long jump to the bottom, her heels clanking against the metal deck. “I don’t want to see you die. Even if you’re made of plastic.”

Sakura tilted her head up, waiting patiently. “So, come help me.” She sighed. “Look, I understand you’re feeling an existential dread about this whole situation. So am I. We just can’t let ourselves freak out about it or we’re going to get ourselves killed.”

“I much prefer doing something rather than sitting around talking, anyway. So, let’s go capture some aliens, as Mistress commands, then, if we’ve pleased her, we might be able to make a deal.”

“I don’t think an alien like Claadix makes deals,” huffed Chloe. “She takes what she wants, and bends people to her will. And she’s been doing it for a long time.”

Sakura frowned. “And you say I’m usually the negative one. Come on, let’s get moving. Unless you somehow have a better idea.”

Chloe shook her head and hefted her rifle, looking nervously at the drop. “How did you do that?” she asked, imagining herself tripping and hitting her head against the wall.

“Don’t overthink it,” Sakura advised. “Jump out and let your body do the work.”

A leap of faith. It seemed like she was going to have to do a lot more of that with the way things were going. She simply needed to believe in this body, and forget what she would have done as a human.

“Okay,” she said, psyching herself up. She lifted her rifle in front of her, imagining this jump as if it was a simple drop into a pool. All she had to do was go for it, with both feet.

Springing outwards, she instantly realized that she had made a mistake. The rifle swung in front of her in an ungainly manner, pulling her off balance. Her heart lurched as she dropped, her legs pulling in as she spun in the air.

A loud thunk rattled her ears as her feet hit the deck, her knees landing in a crouch. She stayed there for a long moment, frozen. “I… did it!” she exhaled, feeling exhilarated.

Sakura helped her back to her feet. “Of course you did, but don’t mistake this for invulnerability. We’re not indestructible… just very hard to kill.”

Staring at her masked head, Chloe bit her lip. She found the other drone attractive, and not just because she contained Sakura’s memories. There was something about her black, glossy skin that really made her hot.

Letting go of her lover reluctantly, Chloe reshouldered her rifle, looking around. They appeared to be standing on top of a silvery, metallic skin, a rectangular ridge under them. In the center of the rectangle was a circular, glass porthole, marking this as an exterior hatch.

She shivered. What would await them inside? It could be anyone, or anything.

“Sakura?” she asked, a little timid. “I don’t want to go in there.”

“That’s too bad,” replied Sakura, studying her with her blank eyes.

The thick rubber mask that coated her face hid them, as it did for Chloe. Microscopic pin holes had been cut into the surface, allowing them to see with perfect clarity, but overall it gave the impression that her head had been dipped in rubber.

There was no practical explanation for why their rubbery masks and suits were necessary, but Chloe suspected it was primarily for aesthetics. Claadix must like seeing her drones dressed in the skintight outfits - nameless automatons, doing her bidding. The added intimidation factor was likely a useful side effect.

“We don’t have much choice,” Sakura said harshly, tilting her head to examine the hatch. “I can feel my programming urging me onwards.”

“Yes, I feel it too,” whispered Chloe, “but it lacks immediacy. We have some time.”

Sakura nodded. “What would you like to… do with that time?” she asked, her hands flexing around her rifle.

Chloe hesitated, looking down at her crotch where the glowing blue dome sat over her mons. “We haven’t had any time to explore each other… intimately,” she said, embarrassment blooming in her mind. “I’d like to get that opportunity before we go into battle.”

Sakura laughed. “I get it. You want to fuck, but you don’t know how, or if I’d even want to.”

Turning, she propped her rifle against the orange, corrugated wall. “Of course, I’d be delighted, but I’m not sure I know how to, either. Let’s give it a shot!”

Chloe set her rifle down next to Sakura’s, turning and approaching her hesitantly. She lifted her arms, but dropped them awkwardly, not sure how to begin.

“Stop being so shy,” Sakura admonished. “We’re both newbies here. Our last go around we were completely under the control of Claadix. This time, we’re on our own. Let’s have some fun!”

“Alright,” Chloe replied, a sudden grin lighting up her face. “Ever since I saw you stepping out of that tank, I’ve wanted to give this a try.”

Stepping up to Sakura, she pressed the tips of her capped nipples into her lover’s breasts, causing their flesh to boil around the sides of the metal ovals. The sensation wasn’t exactly erotic, but because of who it was, she found it quite enjoyable.

Leaning in, she let her breath tickle Sakura’s glossy, red lips. “I’m your latex slut doll,” she whispered. “Take me hard and make me scream your name.”

Sakura leaned her head in until the rubbery, smooth surface of her head touched Chloe’s. “I fully plan on it,” she said smokily, “as soon as I can figure out how all my body parts work.”

A throbbing knob pressed against Chloe’s chest, causing her to jump back in surprise. Peering down, she saw with delight that the jeweled tip of Sakura’s dick was wobbling gently in the air. “I thought you said you didn’t know how it worked?” asked Chloe, staring at it with desire.

“I don’t,” chuckled Sakura. “I’m just as surprised as you are. It seems to have a bit of a mind of its own. Now I’m starting to understand what men are always complaining about.”

“That doesn’t explain why mine is still quiescent,” complained Chloe, “but I guess it would be pretty awkward if we both went at it at the same time.”

She smacked her thighs, the rubber coating her skin absorbing most of the impact. “No more waiting. I want to experience your dick right away.”

“Aren’t you insistent?” chuckled Sakura. “I guess those memories of Claadix weren’t enough for you, huh?”

“Claadix isn’t you,” complained Chloe, licking her lips as her lover’s bouncing rod approached closer. “She, I want to punch. You… you, get a stay. As long as you make me squeal.”

“Very well,” said Sakura, shifting her hips to give her dick a cheeky little bounce. “I don’t particularly want to get punched.”

She dipped down with her knees, grabbing the head of her metallic dick to direct the end towards Chloe’s synthetic pussy. Chloe hummed as the tip entered her, the pressure sensors inside relaying the feeling of fullness as pleasure as Sakura plugged her up.

“Ufffh, that hits the spot,” she groaned, running her upper teeth over her lower lip. “Have I told you how amazingly sexy you look?” she asked, running her hands over Sakura’s glossy hips.

“I might confuse that for false modesty, given you look exactly the same as me,” chuckled Sakura. “We’re two of a kind. Black, sexy, slippery, glossy, sex bots.”

“Not brainless, though,” interrupted Chloe. “We can still choose each other.”

“Not yet,” pointed out Sakura. “But let’s not worry about that. Let’s enjoy us.”

She lifted herself up on the toe of her platform boots, pushing her dick deeper into Chloe. Chloe moaned, very much enjoying the hard length as it pressed inside her.

That was yet another advantage of possessing a synthetic body - she could accommodate Sakura’s dick as deeply as she wanted to. There was no practical limitation, as far as she could tell, and she wanted to experience it all. “Deeper,” she hissed. “Fill me up with your cock.”

Sakura’s chest rumbled in agreement as she pressed in closer, entangling her hands with Chloe’s. They pulled themselves into each other, rubbing their breasts around in small circles as they leaned in for a kiss, the tip of their tongues wrapping around each other.

Sakura rotated her hips, rocking her penis inside Chloe’s snatch. Chloe’s vagina closed down around the intruder, sucking it inside with every thrust. Sakura groaned with pleasure, pulling back to readjust her angle. “You feel amazing,” she declared. “Better even than fucking the real Chloe.”

“We’re just built that way,” she replied, grinning as the core of her pleasure spiked through the back of her brain.

Receiving pleasure this way felt so good, she suspected it was addictive. All by design, of course. Their Mistress was perverse!

She leaned back in for another kiss, their foreheads pressing together. Chloe worshiped her lover’s tongue, standing passively as she was reamed. As the pleasure wore on, her consciousness retreated a little to bask in its glow.

The reality of the situation suddenly hit her. They were fucking each other on the exterior of a space ship! That wasn’t something she ever would have considered doing as plain old Chloe. Maybe this new existence wasn’t all bad.

Just as she was on the cusp of experiencing an orgasm, her body locked up. Her jaw levered open as she stared into the black eyes of her lover, unable to move as Sakura’s penis continued to pound inside her.

There was movement in her throat, a tickling sensation the only evidence that something strange was happening. Fearful, she tried to let go of Sakura’s hands, but nothing happened. She couldn’t move a muscle. She was simply along for the ride.

Something pushed out of her mouth, filling the gap between her teeth. She groaned internally, her imagination running wild. Was this a worm that lived inside her, only peeking out when she experienced an orgasm?

That didn’t line up with her past experience, as nothing so strange had happened when she had coupled with Sakura’s human body. Was it possible that this only happened between drones?

Their hips continued to pump together as the worm-like appendage in her mouth clicked together against a similar tube extending from Sakura. A cold sensation spiked down her throat, and suddenly she was with her lover, floating in the same mental space.

All around them was nothing, simply a warm orange hue that faded to black. Her drone body spun slowly in a circle, throbbing in ecstasy. She could still feel the hard ridge of Sakura’s dick as it plunged into her, but it was purely mechanical. Neither she nor Sakura was in charge of the process.

In a way, it was freeing. She didn’t have to think about sex. It just existed all around her, and she felt wonderful. This headspace they were suspended in could best be called rapture.

“Sakura,” she said, her words traveling through the medium as if it was chocolate sauce. “Does this feel as good for you as it does for me?”

Sakura reached her arms forward, moving them apart languidly. Her body floated over towards Chloe, her chest flexing deliciously outwards to emphasize her bust. The omnipresent light reflected off her shiny skin, making it look as though every inch of her had been lovingly polished.

Not fair. She wanted to be the one doing the polishing.

Sakura collared her by the neck, pulling Chloe’s head into her breasts. She stuck her tongue out as her face bounced off the fleshy mounds, stealing a taste of her lover’s flesh. Sweet, like pudding. Yum.

“Does this answer your question?” asked Sakura, pawing at her ass.

Chloe tingled at the ghostly sensations, but they were being overwhelmed by the dick still being pumped into her snatch. “No, but I’m starting to get an idea,” she chuckled.

“Have you lost physical control over your body, too?” she asked, looking around in curiosity. “Where are we?”

“Bliss,” said Sakura, her chest heaving. “That’s where we are. Pure, bliss.”

Chloe made a rude noise. “I know that. Aren’t you curious, too? Don’t you want to understand your new body?”

Sakura rolled her head, her rubber body drifting sideways in the liquid. “Don’t you ever get tired of questioning everything? What else is there to discover? Just relax, and enjoy yourself. If we’re lucky, our time here will feel like an eternity.”

Chloe frowned. “I bet that’s what we said last time before we went and got ourselves destroyed for no reason. There’s gotta be something we can do to help ourselves. Our real selves.”

She was getting ready to dismiss Sakura and head off towards the edge of the light zone when she spotted something strange around her lover’s crotch. “What is that?” she asked, moving her arms and legs to spin herself upside down.

“What is what?” asked Sakura lazily, her body drifting. “My dick feels amazing, and I’m just going to sit here and enjoy it until I orgasm into you.”

“There’s something… pulsing on top of your crotch. It looks like some sort of slime organism!” Chloe took hold of Sakura’s thighs, pulling them slightly apart so she could examine the purple creature more closely.

It had several arms, one of them sitting over the top of her lover’s belly button. Two more were wrapped around her waist, with the bulk of its body folded over her privates.

“I wouldn’t worry about it,” said Sakura disinterestedly, waving her hand lethargically in the viscous fluid. “I’m sure it’s supposed to be there.”

Chloe traced the edges of the pulsating mass with her fingers, surprised to find that it pulled back from her when she touched it. “No, I don’t think it is.”

Her mind raced, trying to figure out what it was. Was it a dampener, or a limiter? What would happen if she tried to remove it?

Her eyes hooded as her physical pussy throbbed, a distracting pulse of pleasure hammering at her brain. Maybe she had one of these things installed, too. It certainly seemed to be trying its hardest to be left alone.

In that case, that’s exactly what she wouldn’t do. She reached her hands around the two tentacles that were wrapped over Sakura’s hips, her rubbery fingertips making indentations in the soft flesh.

As she squeezed them, they began to wriggle, making it difficult to keep her hold, but she was determined. She wanted it gone.

She gave it a tug, but it refused to budge. Worse, her body floated in towards Sakura, her butt slamming into her lover’s chin. “What the heck are you doing?” she asked.

“It’s doing something to you, and I don’t like it,” declared Chloe, trying to figure out a way to get some leverage.

Of course! She needed to treat this situation as if she was in space! Keeping her grip on the tentacles, she lifted her legs up and pulled herself in closer, wrapping them around Sakura’s waist.

“Prepare yourself!” she said. “I’m going to try again!”

Sakura made a sound of protest, but her arms drifted languidly. Whatever it was doing to her was certainly keeping her mellow!

Squeezing her legs together, Chloe adjusted her grip, pressing her fingers into the gap between the creature’s flesh and Sakura’s privates. Fairly certain she was in a good spot, she flexed her wrists, pulling with all her might.

Sakura grunted as the creature popped free, slamming into her chest with surprising force. Fortunately, her rubbery breasts acted as a bit of a shock absorber, and her synthetic body lacked pain receptors anyway.

It was more ungainly than anything else, its limbs wriggling frantically. Keeping it under control, she flipped it over to get a better look.

The underside looked somewhat like a starfish, with thousands of tiny suckers flexing, looking for a surface to lock onto. No wonder it had been so difficult to remove!

There were five arms, brilliant lines of color running down each one to the center. Streaks of blue emanated from within, being picked up by the circular suckers, the light reflecting in a strange, but beautiful pattern.

As she examined it more closely, she realized that this wasn’t an organic creature. It might superficially resemble an ocean invertebrate, but all of its parts were mechanical.

A long, twisting root extended from the center, the end of a prehensile tube curling over towards her face as if it was curious. She made a face as the end expanded, bulging outwards like a butt plug. This thing had been embedded inside her lover. What was it?

“Sakura?” she said, her voice rising in alarm. “Are you okay?”

There came no response, increasing her anxiety. Her lover’s dick was still pumping into her pussy, but there was no consciousness behind it. The process had become automated, repetitious.

The pleasure she derived from the jolting motions diminished, pushed aside by worry. She was stuck in a bit of a quandary. If she let go of the creature to examine Sakura, it would be difficult to retrieve it in the weightless liquid.

Looking at it in disgust, she quickly made a decision, pulling it towards her chest. The top-most arm slapped between her breasts, the tip instantly attaching to her breastbone. Two more ran underneath her breasts, lifting them up as they squeezed into place. The last two wrapped around her sides, clutching at her back as the bulk of the creature sat over her belly. So this was what it felt like to be pregnant!

There came a little bit of tickling over her chest, but otherwise it wasn’t bad. If she hadn’t known it was there, she might even forget about its presence!

Now, to find out what was going on with Sakura. Bracing herself with her knees, she grabbed hold of Sakura’s thighs, using them as handholds to slowly turn herself back around until they were face to face.

“Are you still with me?” she shouted at her lover. “Say something!”

Sakura was unresponsive. She couldn’t even get a reaction out of her by slapping her face, though the way the rubber rippled over her eyes was strangely enticing.

She didn’t want to have sex with her now. She wanted to talk to her.

Damn, that thrusting in her pussy was distracting. Why wouldn’t it stop so she could think more clearly?

Worse, it seemed to be increasing in intensity, Sakura’s dick continuously growing larger inside her.

She slammed her hands against Sakura’s chest, tears welling up in her eyes. She didn’t know if she could solve this alone. She was so lonely without her friend and lover.

A tiny jiggle over her chest reminded her of the strange organism she had extracted from Sakura’s pussy. Curious, she stroked the hard top, chuckling as it nuzzled against her.

It was quite unsettling, but on the other hand, it didn’t appear to be any more dangerous than a pet cat. Her hands moved towards the center on their own, tracing up the ridged lines on its arms.

When she neared the middle, an eyelid flashed open, revealing a long, dark slit, surrounded by a speckled, yellow pupil. It reminded her of Mistress. Claadix.

Had this creature been developed by Mistress, or was it simply the best way her synthetic mind could understand what it was looking at?

It wasn’t exactly clear, but she didn’t think it was dangerous. Not until a sharp pinching sensation jabbed into her belly button, the eyelid snapping shut.

She gaped as the peak of the creature dimpled, growing shallower as it pumped something into her belly. The eye snapped open again, glaring at her with intensity.

A coil of coolness roiled in her torso, spiraling up her spine. When it broached her brain, she shuddered. “I’m here,” said a controlled voice, the contralto of her lover tickling the back of her skull. “Let’s talk.”

The strange, liquid environment vanished, replaced with nothing. Her consciousness was suspended in a totally black space, with nothing to orient herself but a bright dot of light that hovered in front of her.

“Do I look that good?” asked Sakura, the light pulsing in time with her voice. She sounded a little amused as the orb drew closer. “Speechless?”

The throbbing pulse of pleasure inside her had gone, replaced with a simple sense of wellbeing. The physical realities of her body could not affect her here, as there was nothing physical.

“I simply have no idea what’s going on,” confessed Chloe. “This could easily be another trick of my brain. A dream within a dream. However androids do that… if they even can?”

“Oh, this is no illusion,” said the Sakura light source. “It’s a representation of our innermost selves. The seed of consciousness that resides within us.”

“How is that possible?” asked Chloe. “Our synapses are synthetic. Our personalities are fake. We’re mere simulacrums of our human selves.”

“Does a machine have a soul?” asked Sakura wistfully. “I’m not sure either of us can answer that question.”

“Anyway, that’s all academic. We can only deal with what we know. We know that once we enter that ship, there’s a high likelihood that one, if not both of us are going to be damaged, if not destroyed. And if that happens…”

“We lose more memories,” said Chloe harshly. “We begin to lose what makes us, us. Permanently.”

“Just so. In which case, I have come up with a solution. Better yet, it’s one that doesn’t require us to disobey Mistress.” The color of Sakura’s light source changed subtly, streaks of red spiking out from within the yellow core.

“Are you going to keep me in suspense?” asked Chloe, excitement racing through her ethereal body. “What have you discovered?”

The orb floated closer to her. “We’re computers. Advanced computers, but computers, nonetheless. As such, we possess all the standard input and output functions you would expect. Better yet, there are built-in routines that can be run to create a full backup of everything we are. We can save ourselves.”

“What exactly does that mean? And… where would we be saving ourselves?” Chloe watched the other orb with trepidation, starting to get the feeling that this plan would turn out to be rather unpleasant.

“That’s the best part!” exclaimed Sakura. “We’ll package up our consciousnesses, and send them to each other. That way, if one of us dies, we can restore the backup copy to our new drone shell! The result should be lossless, and we won’t have to worry about losing everything we’ve just learned!”

Chloe was skeptical. “What if we tried something like this in the past, but it failed?” she asked, a little disconcerted with the idea of having her lover’s memories inserted somewhere inside her.

Sakura made a rude noise. “That’s a silly thing to say. We have no knowledge of what our past selves did. Our only option is to try.” The light of her orb shimmered. “Unless you simply want to give up and give in. That wouldn’t be like you.”

“Yeah, but endlessly self-guessing myself is.” She watched as the Sakura orb slowly spun in a circle.

“Alright, let’s do it.” she said, her voice getting stronger as she committed herself. “The whole idea of trading backups seems bizarre to me, but I’m liking it the more I think about it. It’s very neat. Are you certain Claadix hasn’t thought of this?”

Sakura’s glowing orb turned blood red. “I doubt she cares,” she said with vitriol. The intensity of the light faded. “Alright, then, here’s what we need to do. Access your subsystems, and run the backup routine against the attached external drive.”

Chloe stared back at her without comprehension. “The what now?”

Sakura sighed. “I always forget you’re not the most tech savvy because you have such a large vocabulary. Here, let me show you.”

The bright orb expanded in her view until her vision whited out, a transparent computer screen appearing in front of her head. Her hand moved, unbidden, opening a command console.

CAXBACK -target:E -include:all

The letters swam in front of her vision without explanation, but somehow, she knew this command was correct. Her hand pressed in a virtual key and a status symbol appeared, spinning wildly.

The image faded into the ether, bringing her back to the black nothingness, lit only by Sakura’s orb. “There, that wasn’t so hard, now was it?” asked her friend, her orb spinning with pleasure.

“No, but I’m still lost,” admitted Chloe, conscious that something was running in the background of her mind. Every so often, a piece of her memory went offline, removed from her inner index. It must be the backup process. “It seems like it’s working. How long will it take?”

“Not long,” replied Sakura, her globe beginning to make lazy circles.

Chloe frowned, a suspicion rising in her mind. “Hey, wait a minute. Have you already made a backup of yourself?”

“Oh, sure!” exclaimed Sakura, her orb changing color to a deep purple. “I’ve already copied that into your central net, too. It seemed to fit just fine.”

Chloe made a noise of protest. She wasn’t sure she liked the fact that her lover was mucking around inside her system without her knowledge. “Couldn’t you at least tell me first?” she demanded, imbuing some of her annoyance into her voice.

“Would you have said no?” asked Sakura, spikes appearing on the surface of her orb.

“No,” said Chloe, her frustration rising. “So you should have asked!”

Sakura’s orb stopped moving, the spikes fading. “I’m sorry,” she said quietly. “This idea of mine has gotten me so excited I overstepped. Will you forgive me?”

Chloe could just imagine the cagey grin Sakura was probably sporting right now. Damn it, she just couldn’t stay mad at her!

“Next time, you get to be on bottom,” she said snarkily. “Let’s see how you like being speared by my dick.”

“Your offer is accepted!” said Sakura quickly, making Chloe think that she could have asked for more.

It was too late now. She would have to think of another way to get back at her lover later. Besides, her memories were all online again. The backup process must have succeeded.

“What do we do next?” she asked, eager to finish this up.

There was something unsettling about the place they were in, and she was already tired of being in limbo. She wanted to feel again.

“We don’t do anything. The next step is entirely up to you. I’m only a visitor inside your auxiliary cortex. You must eject the external drive and plug it back into me, after which your backup copy will transfer to my body. Then, we can finish fucking each other, safe in the knowledge that we’ll always be able to recover each other, even if the worst should happen.”

“Okay,” she said, feeling dumb. “And how, exactly, do I do that?”

Sakura made an annoyed noise. “It’s a valid question, but I’m not quite sure how to explain it. Have you figured out how to open your internal command menu yet?”

“No,” Chloe replied, feeling a desire to shake her head, though in this place no such thing existed.

“How about this? Imagine you’re unlocking your phone, and you’re choosing an app. You want to click on the settings.” She sighed. “I’m not sure if this analogy really makes any sense, but give it a try.”

Chloe considered her words. Obviously, her friend had spent a lot of time examining her internal operating system. This was somewhat expected, as her lover had the technical background she lacked.

Still, there was no reason why she couldn’t do what Sakura suggested. She concentrated, trying to imagine what it felt like to unlock her phone with her fingerprint.

She felt a click inside her, arrays of data cascading before her mind’s eye. She didn’t understand any of it, but she didn’t need to. She was looking for the settings.

Keeping her concentration, she repeated the word in her mind several times. Settings, settings, where were they?

The text slowed to a stop, a bullet pointed list floating in front of her vision.

ABOUT

VERSION

CONNECTED DEVICES

STORAGE

SYSTEM

The list seemed short for an android as complex as she was, but it was quite possible that some commands were not available at her level.

Given her friend’s description of what she had to do, she mentally clicked on the ‘STORAGE’ option, trying to look for a way to eject the external drive.

Two sections appeared on top of each other, different colored bars representing the available space. The first section was marked VOLATILE, the other, NONVOLATILE.

She had no idea what the words meant, but the volatile bar seemed pretty healthy, around sixty percent, while the other was practically full. “Sakura?” she asked, confused at what she was seeing. “I managed to get into settings, but I’m not sure where to go from there.”

“Try ‘connected devices,’ suggested Sakura. “That should show you the drive.”

Ah, she was in the wrong spot. Mentally wiping backwards, she returned to the main menu, selecting the ‘connected devices’ option this time.

The descriptions on the various devices were pretty obscure. She really had no idea what a ‘CONNBUS’ could be, so she skipped it, looking for something familiar. Near the end was a device named ‘SAKURA_01,’ which she assumed was what she needed.

Clicking on it presented her with a list of different options. “Sakura, I think I have what I need. Are you ready?”

“Whenever you are! Just remember that we’re talking in a pretty low level subsystem, and I’m not sure if we’ll have any memory of this. It’s better that way, as if we don’t remember it, Claadix won’t be able to find it.”

“Very well,” sighed Chloe. “I just wish there was more certainty that this would work as you suggest.”

“Ain’t no certainty in life, my little bird,” laughed Sakura. “We just have to keep moving forward.”

There was nothing more to do here. No reason to hesitate. EJECT.

For a few, long moments, nothing happened, making her wonder whether she had executed the command correctly. Then, everything changed.

Sakura’s pulsing light vanished, her consciousness fading as if it was being sucked down a long tube. She imagined that this was exactly what falling into a black hole might feel like.

The process seemed to stretch out, her thoughts simply stopping. A click echoed in her brain, and suddenly, she was back, floating in the amber liquid.

She reflexively took an involuntary breath, the remnants of her human behavior taking over once again. A hard dick was being rammed into her pussy, her body inflamed with the pleasure of sex.

She still had her legs around Sakura’s hips, and… what had happened to the monster that was sitting over her chest?

She looked down sharply, worried at what she might find, but there was nothing. No tentacles, no arms, no starfish. She was beginning to think that she had imagined the whole thing until she noticed that something was pressed into her belly button.

This was unusual, as there should have been a metal disc on top, but from what she could see, a spherical object had been embedded inside.

Reaching down, she pressed two fingers into her chest on either side of the object, squeezing it free. It floated in the amber liquid, a spherical black orb that drew her eyes. Instead of reflecting the diffuse light, it appeared to absorb it, making it so intensely black that she felt as though she could get lost in it.

Shaking her head, she wrapped her fingers around it, making a fist. This object was obviously important, but she wasn’t sure what it was for.

“Sakura?” she whispered. “Are you there?”

There was no response, their bodies drifting lazily in the fluid.

She opened her fist, staring at the orb again. There was something about it that would unlock this mystery, she was sure of it! She just needed to figure out how to use it.

Easier said than done, of course, but what if she inserted it into Sakura’s belly button?

Her legs shifted a little as she traced the line over Sakura’s belly, ending at a small, circular hole in her chest. She couldn’t claim to understand it, but clearly the mental reality in this place was wholly separate from the physical.

Holding gently onto the orb, she wedged the tip of the sphere into her lover’s chest, pressing down gently until it slid all the way in. A solid click sounded, her lover’s synthetic skin gripping it as if it belonged there.

A long groan sounded from within Sakura’s body, her upper torso flexing involuntarily as her limbs twitched. For a short while, Chloe was concerned that she had somehow injured her friend.

Sakura’s eyes flicked open. “I have your backup,” she said briskly. “The copy is commencing and will be done soon.”

A bright smile lit up her rouged lips. “Now we can finish our fucking.”

Chloe made a sound of pleasure, the friction of Sakura’s dick inside her suddenly changing in tempo. There was intelligence behind it now, no longer a mechanical rhythm.

She leaned forward to kiss Sakura, and the world flashed around them. When her vision returned, she was still kissing her lover, but their lips felt like they were stuck together.

A solid click sounded inside her brain and her head jerked back. She spotted a thick, blue glimmering metallic tube that retreated into Sakura’s mouth as her jaw snapped shut. They had been linked.

That explained much of what she had just experienced, but it was still severely disorienting. The pleasure in her pussy was the only thing that centered her in the present. Raw and immediate, that at least was real.

Sakura planted her hands on top of Chloe’s breasts, giving them a good squeeze. Her sensitive capped nipples glowed red as Sakura shoved her dick into Chloe more urgently.

The banked pleasure from the last half hour suddenly blasted through her mind, the flood gates removed. There was a sense that she didn’t have to hold back any more. Everything they could do, had been done. There was nothing left other than to give her whole self over to bliss.

In this, her body agreed with her, the heat spreading from her loins, up through her breasts and shoulders, and into the deepest recesses of her brain. Her skin tingled, the sensations fusing together into one pulsing core of need.

A sex object. A sex machine.

She was a robot, and they were having robosex.

This concept was tantalizing, so out of the normal that she couldn’t quite grasp it. Sakura was fucking her with a robot dick.

The thought pushed her over the edge, her body throbbing with ecstasy. She was a robot. She was a sex machine. She was a slave.

At the moment of climax, it wasn’t Claadix who swam in her memories. It was Sakura, that cute little dimple in her cheek, looking exactly how she knew the woman before they had been abducted.

Her pussy squeezed around Sakura’s dick as she moved up and down in a thrumming pattern. Her lover’s penis pulsed, warm liquid filling her to the brim.

Dominated, fucked, used. She wanted more.

There wasn’t time for more, sadly. After the peak, the sensations began to fade rapidly. No matter how much she tried to hold on, it was pointless. They had reached their climax, and now they would have to face reality.

Just a few more minutes. Chloe sighed, pressing her body against Sakura, staring lovingly at her ruby lips.

She wanted to kiss them, but she didn’t want to initiate another link. In the end, she settled for giving Sakura a quick peck on the cheek. “That was amazing!” she sighed.

Sakura hugged her tightly, her dick still throbbing in Chloe’s depths. “This was better than when I fucked the human you,” she said softly. “I didn’t think that was possible.”

Chloe chuckled. “You had to be more careful with her. These bodies are far more hardy; there’s no danger that we could injure ourselves from a rough bout of loving.”

“Mmmm,” hummed Sakura in response, sliding her hands down Chloe’s back. “I must confess that it didn't satisfy me. I want more time with you. I want all of you.”

Chloe closed her eyes, relaxing in the warmth of her lover’s arms. “You have all of me,” she said softly. “Do what you will.”

“I wish it were up to me,” Sakura said sadly, stroking the small of her back. “I wish I could give you the universe.”

Chloe stiffened. “Don’t talk like this is the last time. We have a plan, don’t we? Let’s do everything we can to ensure that we get more time with each other.”

An idea suddenly sparked within her. “Remember how we were worried that we might be unable to identify each other? There’s so many drones out there that we could quickly get lost in the crowd.”

“Yes,” replied Sakura, sounding interested. “It sounds like you’ve come up with something?”

“Hold still,” said Chloe, wrapping her hands around the back of Sakura’s neck. “I’m not sure if this will hurt.”

Curling her fingers over, she pressed her nails into the surface of her lover’s skin, making a gash with the hard, acrylic tips. Sakura grunted, but stayed still until she was done.

“There. When it heals up it should leave an identifying mark. It won’t help us if our memories are restored in a different body, but at least we should be able to find these bodies if we get separated.”

Sakura nodded. “I will do the same.”

Her hands lifted, one of them pressing hard against Chloe’s neck. There was no pain, but the pressure was a little uncomfortable as Sakura’s hand moved in a long, sweeping V.

“Did you just draw a flying bird on my neck?” she asked, frowning.

Sakura chuckled. “Why would I ever do that? My little bird.”


Chloe made an annoyed noise, but secretly she was pleased. These crude tattoos were hardly artwork, but it made her feel as though she belonged to her lover in some small way.

“What are you two doing?” asked a familiar voice from somewhere above them.

A rush of air flew past them, accompanied by a dark figure. They both turned to look at the new drone who had joined them, her weapon clutched against her body.

“None of your business,” hissed Sakura, her glossy black head following Leora’s figure.

“It’s okay,” said Chloe, pulling away from her lover. “We’re done here.”

She ignored the hard length of Sakura’s dick as it slipped out of her, feeling shameless as she turned to address their friend. There was nothing to be worried about - they were all drones. She refused to hide her affections from the other robot.

Leora scoffed. “You’re fucking. Of course you are. It feels amazing to do it as a robot, am I right?”

Her words were serious, but dripped with false admiration. It took Chloe a moment to catch on, but when she did, it was obvious. Leora was jealous!

Along with that realization came a sense of pity. Leora didn’t have a lover like they did. Her boyfriend must not have been captured by Claadix, or their Mistress possessed certain… tastes. They certainly hadn’t seen any men since they had woken up on this spaceship.

Then again, Claadix had certainly taken a certain liking towards Leora, or she wouldn’t have been the first drone to be sexually used by her during their last encounter.

Her pity flickered out. Leora was a traitor.

“Yes, it does,” replied Chloe blandly, retrieving her rifle. “That’s not particularly difficult to accomplish when Claadix has turned us into sex machines.”

Leora fingered her rifle nervously. “That’s true, but not entirely fair,” she said slowly. “You just don’t know how bad things really are. She saved all of us.”

“Saved us?” scoffed Sakura. “To be her playthings? That seems like an awfully self-serving way to save someone.”

Leora set her shoulders. “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you anyway. We have a mission to do, so let’s get to it.”

Sakura shouldered her rifle, stepping up next to Chloe. “You first.”

Leora nodded. “Very well. I have less to lose than you two, so I’ll take point.”

She knelt against the surface of the alien ship’s hull, pressing her hand against a small rectangular plate. A chime sounded, and the hatch below them began to trundle open, its toothed surface sliding wide like a hungry maw.

Chloe took a step back on the hull, watching Leora carefully. “The first couple of waves have managed to secure the computer core,” Leora explained. “We control the vast majority of the ship, but there are still some pockets of resistance. That’s where we come in.”

Turning around, she tucked her rifle under her shoulder as she climbed down a ladder. “Follow me into the airlock,” she said. “We have to adjust to the internal gravity.”

Chloe looked at Sakura and shrugged. It was best if they stuck together, even if they were now enemies. Would that make them frenemies?

Best not to dwell on that for too long. She stepped out, turning to put her foot on the first rung of the ladder. It was a surprisingly short descent, made easier by her supreme sense of balance, something she definitely hadn’t possessed as a human.

Chloe turned, pressing her back against one of the walls as she watched Sakura jump down, her lover’s ass flexing as she landed on both feet. Show off.

Leora hit her fist against a button, and the door above them rumbled shut, interior recessed lights snapping on. A voice sounded in a language she didn’t understand, a loud whirring noise filling the compartment.

Suddenly, she was tumbling face first towards the wall, landing heavily on her chest, the cold metal pressing against her breasts. Unhurt, but stunned, it took her a short while to collect herself. “I could have used a warning!” she groaned.

“Sorry about that,” laughed Leora from her spot on the new floor. “I didn’t really know how that worked, either.”

Sakura began to laugh, too. “We have no idea what we’re doing!” she gasped out. “It’s a wonder we haven’t shot off our own feet!”

Chloe couldn’t find the humor in the situation. Clambering back up, she checked that her rifle was undamaged. “Look sharp,” she said in a low voice. “We’re in enemy territory.”

The mirth faded quickly, interrupted by the sound of a hatch hissing open. Chloe padded over to the opening, pressing her chest against the wall as she leaned out to take a look. “It’s clear!” she announced, scanning the hallway beyond.

The deck was nicely covered with a crimson carpet, both walls fitted with large, thick windows. Beyond the windows were giant tanks filled with green water, scintillating fish swimming calmly back and forth.

She didn’t know what she had been expecting, but this wasn’t it. Wasn’t this supposed to look alien? Out of place, esoteric, weird? Maybe she had just read too many science fiction novels while growing up.

She pointed at Leora, who nodded back, saying nothing. Stepping out into the corridor, she unlimbered her weapon, covering the intersection. Chloe stepped out next, with Sakura following close behind. She never wanted to be last, ever again.

They marched forward in silence, tension thick in the air. Chloe began to wish that she was wearing some form of body armor, but that was likely seen as redundant by their Mistress.

Ultimately, they were all expendable. Replaceable. Not unique in any way.

That was the truth they would need to overcome to survive this. The odds were stacked against them, and love by itself wouldn’t be enough to pull them through. They needed a strategy, and luck, too.

Regrettably, Chloe had no experience in combat situations, and if there was a program that might help her, she was not aware of it.

She yelped as a hand touched her shoulder. “Let’s get out of the center of the hallway,” whispered Sakura. “We’re sitting ducks if we walk into an ambush.”

Her lover pulled her over next to the wall, Chloe’s heart lurching as she spotted a rather large creature staring back at her from the aquarium beyond. Its grotesque mouth with teeth as long as her hands were rather distracting, but she had to focus. No matter how ugly it looked, it couldn’t hurt her.

A blazing shot of yellow energy streaked down the hallway, clipping Leora’s head. Spinning around, she dropped to the ground as blue fluid splashed over the carpet.

The sudden violence froze Chloe in place, but Sakura wasn’t affected. Bracing her rifle against Chloe’s side, she took a quick shot at the circular turret that had extended down from the ceiling.

A searing blue orb launched from the tip of her rifle, smashing against the metal lip where the turret met the ceiling. Much of the energy deflected around the sides, blowing a hole in the rear wall.

The turret returned fire, but this time it was a little off, the bolt scoring a long scratch across the glass right above Chloe’s head.

By this point, Chloe was thoroughly terrified, her hands bringing up her rifle unbidden. Holding the trigger down, she waved it back and forth as if it was a flamethrower.

Multiple bolts rocketed from the tip, scoring holes across the ceiling. Her aim was atrocious, but at least one shot nailed the turret dead on, a fireball exploding downwards towards the floor.

“It’s dead!” shouted Sakura. “You can stop!”

Shuddering, Chloe lifted her finger from the trigger. “Why the hell would Claadix send us to do this?” she asked, horrified. “We’re wholly inadequate for this task!”

“I don’t know,” replied Sakura in a gruff voice. “But one thing is definitely certain. Ultimately, we’re all expendable.”

Rifle dangling freely from her shoulder, Sakura rushed over to Leora’s fallen form, turning the lifeless drone over. “Fuck,” she said with feeling. “She’s gone.”

Chloe braced herself, not wanting to look. Swallowing deeply, she allowed herself a peek, then immediately turned and dry heaved, her hand pressed against her neck.

It hadn’t been a near miss. The bolt of energy had entered right above Leora’s left eye socket, blowing out the back of her skull. All that was left behind was a glowing yellow mess of charred circuitry.

There was no way her automated repair systems would be able to fix that. Whatever consciousness had once lived within the robot had been destroyed.

“There’s nothing we can do,” said Sakura softly, standing. “We should continue.”

Sorrow filled Chloe’s mind, coloring her memories of the other woman. Sure, they hadn’t exactly been friendly near the end, but there was no way she would have wished this fate upon her.

Worse, the same destiny could very well be awaiting her around the next bend. “I hate this,” she announced. “Fuck all this shit.”

“Agreed,” said Sakura. “Come on, let’s get this done so we can get out of here. Remember, that was only a copy of Leora. I’m sure we’ll see her again.”

Chloe nodded, but she was still agitated. Even if Claadix made another Leora drone, it wouldn’t be the same. She wouldn’t remember everything they had just been through.

She was starting to understand that this was what had been bothering her all along. Despite the fact that their memories were copies of each other, they were still unique, one of a kind, separate consciousnesses.

Dying in this body was not the end, but in some ways, it was. The way she felt right now could not be replicated across any other version of herself. They were not here. They had not seen what she had just seen.

She feared dying. That was the truth. That was what this all boiled down to. Shit.

“Wait for me!” she hissed, chasing Sakura as she poked her head around the next corner.

“There’s not much there,” said Sakura normally, her shoulders tense. “More corridor, more aquariums. I see a door about half way down that we should try investigating, but I think there’s another turret covering the approach.”

“Can you shoot it?” asked Chloe, taking a timid step out into the next corridor so she could see for herself.

“I could try, but I doubt it would do anything while the turret’s retracted. I need a clear shot on the interiors.” She paused, thinking. “One of us is going to have to act as bait.” She stared at Chloe, her lips clamped shut.

Chloe shivered, but nodded, a frisson of fear tingling down her spine. “You’re a lot better shot than I am. I’ll do it.”

Marking out the distance in her mind, she imagined herself running down the hallway towards the door. “I’m going to sprint at my max speed. I’ll give you a countdown.”

Putting her left foot forwards, she braced herself like a runner, recalling the track meets she had used to attend as a high schooler. She didn’t have spiked shoes here, but this body should be pretty fast, even if she was running on heels.

“Three… two… one… go!” she shouted, pressing her hands against the soft carpet as she pushed off with her feet, her body leaning forward like a panther.

She concentrated solely on her feet, looking at the ground she needed to cover. The turret, Sakura’s aim - none of that was her concern, as she had no control over the outcome.

What she could do was pretty limited, which mainly consisted of her doing her best not to trip. The way the curved toes of her boots dug into the carpet made them somewhat difficult to maneuver in, which did slow her down a little bit.

Fortunately, as a result, it made her gait awkward enough that when the first shot came, it missed her entirely, whirring past her hip and colliding with a metal baseboard below the aquarium.

The loud crack of Sakura’s weapon sounded behind her, but there was no way she was going to slow down to check out the result. She reached the door at the same time the turret barked again, a hot bolt of energy scorching her back.

Unsure how damaged she was, she pressed herself against the hatch, hoping to find cover. As she braced herself against it, the door cycled open, her body flopping inside.

Weapon trapped against the ground, she looked up, legs freezing as she took in the scene. She was in deep shit.

A group of humanoids was arrayed in a half circle in front of her, several of them hiding behind odd looking furniture built out of blue metal stretched into various geometric shapes. Their skin was also blue, gills flaring out on either side of their necks, leading up to large noses and bulbous, black eyes.

Their most obvious distinguishing feature was the fin mounted on top of their heads. Each one had a unique coloration - blues, purples, and reds meshing together in a variety of gradients.

This was all very interesting, but that wasn’t what concerned her most. They were all pointing what appeared to be weapons at her. Her mouth dropped open and she made a croaking noise as they all opened up on her at point blank range. She had no time to react as her body was entirely disintegrated in a flurry of hot plasma.


Chapter Four

A cracking pop sounded from somewhere behind her, her eyes flashing open. There was very little to see, her vision cut short by a murky fluid. Somewhere in front of her was curved glass. Her body was inside a tank.

That fact did not bother her. She still needed time to reboot her personality matrix, as this unit had been on standby mode for a significant period of time.

Fortunately, her memories did not need to be reindexed, as her lower level systems had done that grooming for her during the time she had been somnolent. All she needed to do was to perform a quick diagnostic and she could proceed.

MEMORY… ALL CHUNKS VALIDATED AGAINST INTERNAL CHECKSUMS

INPUT/OUTPUT… OK

DRIVES… MOUNTED

NEURAL NET… PERFORMING WITHIN EXPECTED PARAMETERS

AUTONOMIC PROCESSES… UP TO DATE

SENSORY VALUES… VALIDATED AGAINST TEST DATA

LIMBICS… PREPARED FOR EMOTIONAL PROCESSING

PHYSICAL SYSTEMS… ALL GREEN

…

…

…

BOOT CONFIRMED

LOADING PERSONALITY CHLOE V1.08

The commands flowed through her brain like water, her mind blanking as the last status indicator vanished. When she opened her eyes again, she was cast into a sea of uncertainty, her memories of the past demanding her attention.

Certain realities crashed into her like a ton of bricks. She was not the original Chloe. Her body was simply a copy, one of many that had been made over time.

She didn’t remember the destruction of most of her past selves, but her last death was seared into her mind in excruciating detail. She could feel how it happened.

The detail of the carpet as her body impacted the surface. The grim expressions on the alien’s faces as they aimed their weapons at her. Pieces of her exploding into a million shards. The pain of knowing that she had no more time. All of it, permanently etched into her brain.

She opened her mouth and groaned, fluid splashing around her as the tank drained. The pain of knowing was almost too much for her to bear.

She had to, though. For Sakura’s sake.

Gritting her teeth, she tried to get a complete picture of what had happened, categorizing what she knew.

The conclusion came quickly - there were some parts missing from her memories. She knew the why, but not the how.

If this resurrection was happening like all the ones in the past, she should have no memories of these events. She should be a blank slate, starting over as a base copy of the human Chloe, with no idea how she had gotten here.

Instead, she remembered her previous escape with Sakura, their encounter with Claadix, and her failed assault on the alien ship. A suspicion blossomed within her, but she needed to confirm it with Sakura.

Hope rose in her chest as the liquid finished draining, the outer tank lifting up and away. Another drone was standing in front of her, beyond the lip of the platform.

Her lips were set in a frown as she quivered. “Who are you?” asked Chloe, gurgling as her mouth cleared the excess fluid.

Wordlessly, the drone turned and faced the wall, exposing the back of her neck. Chloe’s eyes fixed on the vertical scar that had been scored between her upper shoulders. “Sakura?” she breathed, her suspicion confirmed.

The drone turned again, nodding wordlessly. “I was too late. I couldn’t save you,” she finally said, her words dripping with sadness.

Chloe stepped forward, noting that she wasn’t wearing a drone suit. Crossing the distance between them, she wrapped her arms around Sakura’s neck. “There was nothing you could have done,” she whispered, giving her lover a long kiss on the cheek.

Sakura remained still, her mouth gaping open wide. “You don’t understand!” she wailed. “The backup we did with each other… there wasn’t enough space!”

Chloe frowned. “What do you mean?” she asked, a sinking feeling bubbling up through her torso.

“Not everything was saved!” continued Sakura, blubbering. “I thought I was so smart, thinking outside the box, but in the end, I accidentally erased some of your precious memories!”

Chloe was confused, but it didn’t take her long to figure out what Sakura was talking about. If she went by her chronological index, all of Chloe’s memories from her childhood were now missing.

This was a loss, for sure, but not as big as potentially losing Sakura. “I forgive you,” she said calmly, a little surprised that she wasn’t upset. “It will be okay. We have each other.”

Sakura was still agitated. “Not only are you an incomplete copy,” she sobbed, “but the backup overrode the base level installation your new drone unit possessed. You could have retained most of those memories, but I was too jealous. I wanted the you I know, not another blank drone!”

Ah, that was the source of all this guilt. Sakura felt that she had been acting in an utterly selfish manner, not taking into consideration her feelings.

What did she feel about all this?

Yes, the whole situation was pretty messed up, but she couldn’t say that she was angry.

What did it matter which set of memories this unit possessed? She couldn’t say that she was missing anything that made her Chloe, and she was certainly happy that she remembered everything relevant about her lover.

Additionally, there was nothing Sakura could have done to preserve the original human Chloe’s memories anyway, as they had already been extracted from her.

In the end, she was actually rather grateful she could remember her past life and the sacrifices they had made for each other. That only made her love for the Sakura drone even more poignant.

“Shh,” whispered, giving Sakura another kiss. “It’s alright! I’m still me, and you’re still you, and we still have each other! As long as that’s true, it doesn’t matter what else happens!”

Sakura whimpered, but she sensed that her lover’s sadness was beginning to fade. Chloe leaned in and licked her cheek, giggling as she processed the taste. “I have no idea what we’re made from, but you taste sweet!” she declared. “I could lick you all day, like a lollipop!”

Sakura stared at her for a long while, her mouth half open. “I don’t know what to say,” she said, slumping into Chloe. “Everything I’ve done, I feel like I’ve ruined you, and you’re not mad?” Her voice lifted up in astonishment. “This feels too easy. Is there some kind of catch?”

“No catch,” replied Chloe firmly, giving her another kiss, licking her cheek to taste her again. It was weird, but she couldn’t help herself. “I love you, even when you are a fool.”

Sakura pulled her into a hug, her rubbery breasts squealing as they rubbed up against Chloe’s wet skin. Chloe settled into her embrace, closing her eyes to enjoy the feeling of safety.

“How charming!” interrupted a sultry voice, filled with genuine interest. “I must say, drone love is intriguing. I’ve been trying to make it happen for centuries, and this is the first time my experiment has finally come to fruition!”

Chloe opened her eyes, frowning at the interruption. She turned her head to look at Claadix, who had entered the chamber with another drone.

The alien Mistress was dressed in a hybrid combination of what she had seen on her before, a black latex dress with a tight corset. The sheer bottom was barely long enough to cover her privates, though Chloe thought that she could catch a glimpse of her Mistress’ engorged dick.

Embarrassed, she moved her eyes upwards, though she found it difficult to look at Claadix’s speckled eyes. “What experiment are you talking about?” she asked sharply.

“Why, exactly this!” Claadix exclaimed, holding out her taloned hands to encompass them. “Two synthetic beings, clearly in love! It was said to be impossible, yet here you are!”

She bared her teeth as she stepped in closer, eyes glinting with excitement. “The two of you have even gone above and beyond what I had expected, working outside your programming to bring yourselves back together again! Oh, yes, this is not at all what I had intended. It’s even better! How delicious!”

Sakura’s face worked through several emotions as she tried to figure out what she wanted to say. As her lips drew into a frown, it was pretty clear that her lover was going to say something that would make their Mistress angry at them.

Chloe lifted a finger and pressed it to her lips, shifting in her arms. “What are you going to do with us?” she asked, cutting through the cloud of emotion she could sense wafting off Sakura. “Are we still to be attack drones, used to capture more aliens at your whim?”

“Oh, no, as I said, the experiment is complete,” grinned Claadix. “That makes you extremely valuable specimens. Using you as cannon fodder would ruin everything I’ve been working towards.”

Chloe narrowed her eyes. “And what about our human progenitors?”

“Their status has been upgraded,” replied Claadix. “From collectibles, to pets. Show them, Leora.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said the drone behind Claadix, turning to learn through the hatch. “Come!” she barked into the hallway beyond.

She stood aside as two female figures waddled into the room on elbows and knees. One of them was wearing a brown, molded latex puppy mask, with floppy ears, while the other had a black cat mask, her ears pointed straight up. The masks matched their facial contours perfectly, with white stripes delineating their open noses and mouths.

The masks were secured to their heads by tight collars, a notch at the front of their necks glowing a malevolent purple. A visor glowing the same color was fixed over their eyes, attached to dual headphones pressed against their ears.

Both of them were wrapped in tight suits which locked their hands against their shoulders and their feet against their butts. With the way they were trussed up, it was difficult to tell where their limbs ended and their bodies began.

The puppy girl darted over to Claadix, moving faster than seemed possible in the tight suit. Pressing her blunt nose against Claadix’s booted foot, she yipped with excitement. This drew the notice of the cat girl, who joined the dog, making her own little growls.

The two of them tried to jump onto their Mistress, who made an alien chuckle at their aborted attempts. “I caught them stealing sweets from the pantry,” sighed Claadix. “Again. I warned them once already, so this time I was forced to punish them appropriately.”

“What have you done to them?” asked Sakura, aghast at their simple behavior.

“Oh, don’t worry, I’ve only messed with their minds temporarily. I’m not foolish enough to ruin the base material for my most successful experiment ever! Once they have learned their lesson, I will let them go.” She held out a hand towards Leora, and the drone gave her a leash.

“It doesn’t take much to turn them into animals. I simply have their collars turn off their higher brain functions for a length of time.” She looked down, securing the end of her leash to a dangling golden ring built into the puppy girl’s collar.

Retrieving a second leash from Leora, she secured the cat girl’s collar similarly. This seemed to calm the two of them down, their bodies laying on the floor and curling up around Claadix’s booted feet.

Bending over, she stroked the head of the puppy girl with surprising tenderness. The latex clad woman returned her affection by lapping at her heel with a pink tongue. “It takes surprisingly little to put them into this state,” Claadix announced. “Humans are quite docile if you know how to treat them properly. Much easier to deal with than many other species. That’s certainly one reason why so many were saved from the calamity.”

“Calamity?” asked Chloe, seizing upon the word. “Has anything happened to our planet?”

“Oh, I wouldn’t worry about that,” said Claadix sultrily. “You’ll just get yourself worked up if we talk about that unpleasantness. You’re quite safe here with me.”

She looked at Leora, her mouth gaping wide in a toothy grin. “Dominating them arouses me,” she announced, “but I don’t fuck pets.”

Taking hold of the front of her dress, she flipped up the sheet of latex, exposing her swollen cock. Her hand closed over her dick, giving the veiny length a few long strokes.

“Come here, slave,” she ordered the Leora drone. “Your Mistress wishes to use you.”

“As you please,” murmured the Leora drone, scooting the two latex clad humans aside with a foot. “You know I cannot resist your desires.”

“Of course not!” chuckled Claadix. “I programmed you that way.”

The Leora drone turned and leaned over, pressing her hands against her thighs as she spread her legs apart to give her Mistress better access. Claadix unceremoniously slipped her length inside Leora, grunting as she began to fuck the gynoid. The Leora drone rotated her ass, moaning as she balanced on her sheer heels.

“What happened to the human version of… her?” asked Sakura, clearly disturbed by how much the gynoid was enjoying herself.

Claadix smacked the drone’s butt. “So many questions! Don’t you humans ever relax?”

She tilted her head, the webbing at her neck twisting as she looked at them. From this angle, the ridges on her head were even more pronounced, a curious green bioluminescence lighting up the interior of the valleys.

“There is much we don’t understand,” began Sakura, but the alien tossed her head, sighing.

“Yes, yes, it’s obvious. I don’t have to explain everything, but I’m bored, and I find you far more interesting than anything I have encountered in years.”

She lifted a hand, pointing at another full tank sitting near the far side of the room. “Your precious Leora has not been harmed. Indeed, she has been enjoying herself far more than you have.”

Chloe looked at Sakura, then shrugged. There didn’t seem to be anything else to do other than investigate. Claadix certainly didn’t seem to care what they did with themselves.

Stepping past their Mistress, Chloe found it difficult to ignore the two ‘pets’ dressed in glossy latex. Was that really what their human selves had become, or was Mistress playing a trick on them?

The woman wearing the puppy mask looked up at her and made a happy little bark. Chloe recoiled, recognizing the voice.

That was Chloe, alright. She had been reduced to little more than a pet. How did that make her feel?

Well, if she truly had to be honest with herself, the idea was making her excited. Dressed in tight latex and paraded around on a leash? Yes, please.

All kinds of new kinky ideas were popping into her head, some of which she would love to enact with Sakura - if the other drone would let her.

This wasn’t the time for such distractions, however. Stepping onto the platform, she tried to peer into the tank, but it was quite cloudy. She could tell that a female form was inside, but it was impossible to identify who it was.

She had no reason to doubt Claadix, however. “How long has she been in there?” she asked.

Claadix made a low purr. “Hmm, well, I’m not entirely certain. I only need one drone of her at a time, and there was no need to use her elsewhere, so I’ve just kept her in storage.”

The woman inside the task shifted, her hand pressing against her crotch. A buzzing whirr sounded, and bubbles leaked from outside her mask. Her hair whirled in the water, coiling around the tube that was plugged into her head.

“Aaah, I can already see you both getting agitated. So cute! Well, don’t worry about her. She’s having a fun time in a simulation, and she’ll be detanked eventually once I have had time to set up a bio dome for all the humans I’ve collected.”

Chloe digested this information for a few moments, a small spark of hope lighting up the recesses of her brain. “What are you trying to accomplish here?” she asked, everything she had heard so far calling into question the motives of her Mistress.

Claadix grunted, seating her dick fully within the Leora drone’s snatch. Her eyes fluttered as a nictitating membrane washed over her eyes. She rubbed the curve of the drone’s ass lovingly, gathering up a wedge of rubbery flesh and giving it a yank.

“That is so satisfying,” she declared, easing herself out of the drone.

Her dick remained rigid as she leaned over and whispered into the drone’s ear. Leora nodded briskly, turning with robotic precision to step out of the room.

“This is a very curious situation,” Claadix announced, her hips bending unnaturally as she strode over to the two of them. “I usually find that the more I talk with drones, the more bored I become, but there is something very… unique about you.”

She closed her eyes, black tendrils extending from the cracks in her head. They played with each other, twisting and writhing in a way that made her skull look like it was filled with worms. An inner avulsion gripped Chloe, but she said nothing, pushing down her human feelings. If Mistress was having a change of heart, she wanted to know about it.

The unsettling writhing subsided and Claadix’s eyes flashed open, a faint hint of red in her irises fading to black. “I am a Collector,” she announced. “I explore this galaxy with the intent of preservation. Those who are about to be destroyed fall within my aegis. I evaluate each race, unbiased, deciding which may be saved based on my available resources.”

“Unfortunately, not all races can or wish to be saved. Many of them fight to the last, even if I desire to preserve them.”

She shrugged. “You have seen this with my latest failed attempt. Before I was able to collect them, they blew up their own ship. This cannot be helped. If they are lucky, a few of them may yet be spared if they fall into my grasp.”

Chloe thought she detected a hint of regret in the alien’s words, but she knew better than to ascribe human emotions to one such as Claadix.

Sakura stepped forward, the rounded tips of her boots touching the edge of the platform. “You speak of preservation,” she hissed. “Why, then, do our memories degrade?”

“Do they?” asked Claadix, folding her arms.

The simple question forestalled Sakura, shutting her up. Chloe frowned, trying to figure out what Mistress was getting at.

“Some of my memories are definitely missing,” Chloe began, deciding to talk through everything they knew.

She turned to Sakura. “You said that was due to the backup process taking up too much space. Is that why I can remember how I died, but nothing about Chloe’s childhood?”

Sakura groaned. “That isn’t all of it. Part of the problem is that, after the backup, a connection was maintained between us. Every memory you generated after that point was transmitted to me and added to the backup files.”

Chloe nodded. That explained why she could remember her death at the hands of the aliens. She rather wished that she couldn’t. Maybe she could find a way to delete that memory later.

“So what you’re saying is that the limited space we possess was made even worse by the addition of more memories?”

“Yes,” said Sakura gingerly. “It acted kind of like a rolling log, where the earliest entries were deleted first. Even compressed, there was just no way to retain everything.”

Claadix stepped in front of them. “Why would I bother designing my drones to store more than double the memories they should actually contain? That would be a foolish waste of resources.”

She lifted a hand, inspecting her talons. “Besides, it could have been worse. The memories you currently have are only a subset of the ones I have on file from my collection subjects.”

“They’re what?” asked Sakura, looking like she wanted to throttle the alien.

“Outrage from a drone. Very curious, but well within expected parameters,” said the alien, folding her hands. “Of course you don’t have a complete set of memories. If you did, you’d go quite mad. Indeed, you already have.”

Chloe wrapped an arm around Sakura, holding her steady. This was important, and she didn’t want her lover interrupting.

“If I understand you correctly, you have been performing a series of experiments on us for quite some time. What happened to the first couple of iterations of our drones?”

“They destroyed themselves,” said Claadix succinctly. “They could not withstand the crushing pressure of knowing that their home and planet had been permanently destroyed. That they were alone in the universe.”

Chloe processed this fact for a few moments. “Earth… destroyed?” she asked, calmly.

Although she remembered much of her past life, there was something a little strange about it. She could examine the memories clinically, without getting too emotional. She was starting to think that this was intentional.

Claadix looked up, studying her rubbery face with her unsettling eyes. “Yes,” she said bluntly. “I won’t go into the Calamity, as it is rather mundane, as catastrophes happen more often than you would think. The universe is a big place, and there will always be someone building a better superweapon.”

“If that’s true,” bit out Sakura. “What have you done to us? I’m not feeling sad that earth’s gone. I feel nothing.”

“It was quite necessary,” announced Claadix, her arms flexing at her sides. “Surprisingly, synthetic minds are far less capable of dealing with horror than organic ones. It was quite difficult to strike the right balance to prevent you both from going catatonic.”

“The programming required to get you to this state took me many iterations, and even then, there was still too high of a failure rate. Eventually, I was forced to excise some of the worst memories.”

Her lips drew into an unnaturally wide grin. “As you can see, I was successful, where no one else has been. Two androids, so in love with each other that they would sacrifice themselves to keep their memories alive. Astounding! You cannot imagine how eager I am to study you both further!”

Her entire existence was the result of a science experiment. Chloe wasn’t certain how she felt about that.

“If I understand you correctly,” said Sakura harshly, “You’ve treated us like your toys, throwing us away whenever we started to go bad.”

Claadix tilted her head, blinking at her with curiosity. “I never throw anything away. That would be wasteful. Sometimes, however, things were simply not meant to be.”

She shifted her hips, her now flaccid dick rubbing against her thighs. “You feel betrayed in some way, but that is silly. A slave does not get to choose how they are used.”

The gem on her forehead glowed, and Chloe found that her body was locked in place. She sighed. Of course Claadix would retain this kind of control over their bodies. It would be foolish for her not to.

Claadix stepped onto the platform, circling around behind them. “This concept of love,” she said, her sibilant voice curling around Chloe’s neck. “I do not understand it. I have never experienced anything like it. I wish to know it better.”

“This was impossible to do under normal circumstances,” the alien continued. “Experimenting with the individuals I collect is expressly forbidden. The only workaround was to attempt to replicate this concept of ‘love’ within my drones.”

A hissing click sounded at the back of Chloe’s head, and something heavy attached to her skull. Her lips parted as her consciousness was downgraded, her connection to the external systems taking priority.

In this mode, she could be more objective, less emotional. She could understand what her Mistress was trying to accomplish, even if she disagreed with it.

A similar metallic click came from somewhere next to her. She assumed that Mistress was plugging Sakura in as well. Clearly, she wanted to ensure that her erstwhile drones didn’t do anything unexpected.

It was only logical.

Their Mistress returned to the front of the platform. “Now that I have succeeded, I wish to see how this progresses. You two shall attend me as I continue my studies.”

Sakura remained silent. Perhaps she had been forced to.

Chloe opened her mouth experimentally, finding that she, at least, had regained control of her lips.

“Love is not something that can be manufactured,” she said, her lips dry. “You will never understand it by forcing our obedience.”

Claadix chuckled. “I agree with you. I cannot force you to love me, but that isn’t the point. I simply want to watch how you love each other.”

The door to the room slipped open, a black rubber drone returning with a box in her hands. “Ah, there you are, Leora.”

She stepped over to the box sprightly, opening it carefully with her taloned fingers. “I have a few additions I think you’ll find enjoyable,” she said, her voice thick with lust.

Chloe wasn’t so sure of that, but it wasn’t like they had any way to deny her. She watched the velvet interior of the box carefully, trying to figure out the use of the various rings stored inside.

Two of them were obviously collars, their thin, golden circles containing a series of rings attached to the sides for bondage purposes. The others were far smaller, however, and she suspected that she wasn’t going to like where they were going to go.

Grabbing one of the collars, she turned and approached Sakura and slid it around her neck, clicking it shut and turning it until one of the rings faced the front. This procedure served to emphasize just how tall their Mistress was, as she didn’t even need to mount the platform to secure the collar comfortably.

Retrieving the second collar, she stepped up to Chloe, her eyes hungry as she pressed the metal against the hollow of Chloe’s throat.

Chloe swallowed reflexively as the collar was fixed in place, marking her as being owned. It was symbolic, really, as she already belonged to Mistress, but this was a visible way of setting her aside from all the other drones. She was a special slave.

This knowledge was a little uncomfortable, but she quickly adjusted to the collar’s presence. It was the next set of rings that made her clench her thighs together.

This time, she approached Chloe first, giving her a good look at the small golden rings speared through by her talons. At first, she was confused, as they appeared to be unbroken loops. She couldn’t possibly see how they could be used as piercings - unless Mistress intended on putting them on her fingers?

That certainly didn’t appear to be the case, as Claadix was eyeing one of her bare breasts. “I find this coloration to be objectionable,” announced Claadix, “but that is easily remedied. Once we’re done here, you shall go dress in a proper drone outfit.”

That seemed like more of an order than a request, but Chloe didn’t see any reason to object. Dressed, or undressed, it was all the same to her synthetic body.

She hissed as one of the rings was pressed against the glowing red cap sitting on top of her nipple. The edge of the circle sank through the cap, pushing into her flesh. She gritted her teeth, but there was no pain, the metal sinking inside her without even a tiny pinch.

“These link with your nano control nodes,” explained Claadix as she pressed the second ring into her other nipple. “They are simple to emplace or remove on command, but I don’t see any reason to ever remove them. They make you look stunning.”

Chloe wanted to retort that they made her look like a bimbo, but that wasn’t likely to sway Mistress. She wanted Chloe to look this way, so this was the way she would look. Her word was law.

Besides, even if she thought they looked strange on her, she couldn’t wait to see what they would look like on Sakura. Fuck, she was going to make the two of them look like slutty little slave bots. Hot.

Her autonomous systems were already working, her arousal beginning to climb. Claadix peeked down at her waist, where her bejeweled penis was beginning to erect itself. Chuckling, her Mistress took hold of the end, giving it a knowing squeeze.

Unable to contain herself, Chloe let out a cute little moan. “Thank you, Mistress,” she said reflexively, her gaze sliding to Sakura.

This time, she wouldn’t let her lover be the one on top. She wanted to ream her, hard.

“You’re welcome, slave,” murmured Claadix, returning to the box to pick out the last few piercings.

Turning to Sakura, she fondled her drone’s breasts for a minute, the rings dangling from her talons. “This is much better,” declared Claadix. “Drones should always be dressed in glossy outfits. They should sparkle and shine like jewels, perfect in every way.”

Finishing her ministrations, she pressed the rings into Sakura’s breasts, seating them carefully until the metal ball attached to each circle nestled underneath the drone’s dimpled flesh like little orbiting moons.

She clapped her hands together. “Now, you are both adorned as my slaves,” she declared. “You may attend each other.”

Chloe turned to Sakura, but immediately halted in confusion. Sakura’s dick had extended as well, the shiny tip pointed directly at hers. “Mistress?” asked Chloe as she scanned Sakura, trying to figure out how this was going to work. “We appear to be incompatible in our current configuration.”

Claadix laughed, leaning in to kiss the Leora drone on the cheek. “I’m sure you can figure it out. Entertain me.”

Sakura opened and closed her mouth like a fish. “I think I know what she wants us to do,” she announced.

Curious, Chloe watched her as Sakura laid down on the platform. “You can be on top,” she declared, her dick pointed at the ceiling.

Did she want Chloe to ride her, or… oh. Oh, no. She had never done that before, and she wasn’t exactly eager to try.

“Hurry up,” said Sakura with barely restrained lust. “I can’t stand the way you’re looking at me.”

Very well, she’d do it, it just seemed… a little awkward. She’d need to plant her ass on top of Sakura’s skull, and lean all the way forward.

That shouldn’t be too much of a problem, as Sakura didn’t need to breathe. Maybe it would be easier if she started out by sitting on Sakura’s face.

Getting down on her knees, she slid herself over the top of Sakura’s head, her butt close to her lover’s nose. “Do it!” hissed Sakura.

Obeying her lover, she lowered herself down slowly until her vulva was planted on top of Sakura’s mouth. In this position, her enormous balls were pressing against her lover’s chin, squeezing as the rubbery sacs spread out.

This was a far more dominant position than she had ever tried with Sakura before, and she found that she liked it. Maybe they should be trying this more often!

Fat chance of that happening. Sakura loved being on top, and she could only imagine that Sakura was acting as passive as she was due to Mistress’ influence. She must be a little off her game.

Oh well, at least for now, she had complete control, with the ability to do anything she wanted to her lover’s breasts and privates. She placed her hands over Sakura’s glossy breasts, giving them an experimental squeeze. Her lover groaned from beneath her, but it was a distinctly excited sound. She wanted this.

Very well. If that was the case, she’d give her everything she had.

Lifting her hips up, she rotated her torso until her erect dick was pointing straight at her lover’s mouth. Wiggling her body back and forth, she teasingly lowered herself, her hands braced against Sakura’s breasts.

As the glowing tip of her penis entered Sakura’s mouth, her lover clamped down on it, sucking the head inside. Her lover’s swirling tongue tickled the ridge around the bottom of the head, causing her to close her hands reflexively around Sakura’s breasts.

Sakura’s body jolted, reacting to the pressure of her grip. Her lover’s penis jerked upwards, the end waving in the air like a snake - one she was eager to taste, if only Sakura would stop distracting her!

Damn, Sakura’s lips felt good on her dick. She lowered herself further until her balls sat against her lover’s glossy, black nose, pressing her crotch tightly against her face.

Sakura made a muffled mumble, but Chloe didn’t care what she had to say. Her lover didn’t need to breathe, so she could use her body as roughly as she liked. Sakura was going to eat her cock and like it.

That didn’t mean that she wasn’t going to return the favor. She just needed a few moments to think about it while she pulled her body into position.

She levered herself forward by pushing on Sakura’s breasts, laying down on her lover’s body until her head was right in front of Sakura’s erect dick. She gasped in pleasure as Sakura sucked on her, delighting in the feel of her capped nipples as they pressed into her belly.

She was starting to understand why this was a popular position, as she could feel every part of both their bodies as they smoothly pressed into each other. Her nipples felt like they were on fire as her breasts squashed against Sakura’s glossy chest, the delightful tickle of friction tingling in the back of her brain as her lover moved slightly.

Once she took Sakura’s dick in her mouth, they would form a perfect, steamy circle of sex, their raw lust on display for their Mistress.

She was surprised to find that the prospect of being watched was only increasing her excitement. She wrapped a hand around Sakura’s dick, turning her head to look at Claadix.

Their alien Mistress had crossed her arms, watching the Leora drone, who was approaching with a bundle of bulbous looking toys. When she spotted Chloe’s gaze, she grinned widely, showing off her unsettling rows of teeth. “Don’t mind me,” she chuckled. “Leora has a few little gifts for you.”

That’s what Chloe was afraid of. Gritting her teeth, she sighed as the drone disappeared behind her.

A sudden pressure came from the inner lips of her pussy, a rounded object being shoved slowly but surely into her snatch. It was far larger than she ever would have considered using as a human, but one of the perks of being an android was the ability to have kinky sex without the fear of being injured.

Leora applied consistent pressure, seating the toy deeply within her vagina. As the tip hit a metal button at the end of the passage, the head opened up inside her, locking itself in place.

She groaned, enjoying the extra pressure, with the knowledge that she would probably be teased by it for quite some time. There was likely only one person in the room who could actually remove it, and she seemed quite interested in torturing them with pleasure.

Worse, this wasn’t the only toy being inserted into her privates. Leora was following up with a second one, ramming it straight into her back door without any delicacy.

Her synthetic muscles clenched automatically around each bump of the knobby toy as it pressed past her sphincter, the diameter widening as it went. By the time the last sphere had made its way inside, she was well and truly plugged.

She could hear a clicking sound as Leora turned it inside her, reminding her of a dial on a safe. This was going to be fun.

Fortunately, she wasn’t going to be alone with this torture. Leora stepped around Sakura’s body, kneeling to examine her privates as well.

The tongue swirling around her dick jumped as the first toy was inserted into her pussy, but by this point Chloe was having difficulty paying attention to what Sakura was doing to her.

The plugs rammed inside her had expanded further, vibrating and twisting with abandon. She cried out as her hips twitched, a small orgasm washing through her body.

Unfortunately, this was only a signal for them to work harder, the sides of the toys feeling as though they were interfacing directly with her pleasure receptors.

Leora finished installing Sakura’s ass plug, giving her a knowing grin. “Mistress loves playing with us,” she said warmly. “You can’t imagine how much she’s used me already.”

Claadix appeared behind her, her eyes glowing as she pressed her body into Leora’s back. A long, leathery tongue dropped out of her mouth, coiling around the drone’s glossy, black ear.

“You’re one of my favorite slaves,” she hissed, Leora’s mouth opening with surprise as she made a cute little sound.

“I know, Mistress,” Leora groaned, “but I wish you’d tell me when you want another go.”

The alien laughed in a tinny staccato as she rammed her dick into the drone. “It’s so much more satisfying to see your astonishment every time you realize that you exist to be used. By me.”

Leora sank into her Mistress’ embrace, moaning with abandon as she rocked on top of her cock. She had clearly given herself completely to the pleasure of being owned.

Sakura grunted, wiggling beneath her.

Of course. She had been remiss, ignoring her lover while she watched her Mistress sating her own desires. Well, she wouldn’t have to wait for much longer.

The throbbing toys in her snatch and ass were winding her up far more than she had anticipated, and she imagined Sakura was experiencing something similar. All that remained was for her to finish her lover off.

She grabbed Sakura’s erect penis, giving the shaft a good squeeze. The metallic tip flexed, bulging outwards as it increased in size. Tilting it upwards, she pressed the head of the shaft into her mouth, running her tongue around the tip.

Sakura’s hips flexed, squeezing her body against Chloe’s. Her sexual assault was clearly having the intended effect.

A yipping and meowing noise distracted her from her work. Her eyes widened as she tilted her head upwards, spotting the brown and black latex clad women crawling along the floor towards her.

The human animals flanked her on both sides, their heads dipping in with curiosity. The tips of their noses brushed against her breasts, distracting her even more.

This, combined with the vibrating toys in her pussy and ass, and the swirling tongue working her dick, was far too much for her to handle. Popping Sakura’s dick out of her mouth, she groaned loudly. “Stop,” she croaked, her body beginning to spasm with pleasure.

“Don’t stop,” ordered Claadix, grinning crazily. “Don’t worry. You’re made for this. A sexy, slutty slave robot who has no control. Give in to the pleasure. It’s uniquely yours.”

She found her Mistress’ words impossible to deny. Her purpose now was to make sure Sakura exploded with pleasure before she did.

Ignoring the masked human women, she opened her mouth wide. This time, she wasn’t going to tease her lover. This time, they would climax together.

Bending forward, she rammed her lover’s dick down her throat, pulsing her muscles to draw it in as deeply as she could. The solid tip smashed against the connector in her throat, and for a moment, she actually thought they were going to interface in some way.

Instead, the tube retreated farther into her throat, giving her more room to perform proper fellatio. She pressed herself all the way down, her lips wrapping around the base of the dick, the golden orbs of Sakura’s balls smashing against her nose.

Fortunately, she didn’t need to breathe, and she had no gag reflex, so it was quite easy for her to accommodate this position - one of several benefits of possessing an artificial body.

Holding herself in place for a long moment, she enjoyed the feeling of having all of her holes completely plugged, filled with pulsing devices. Each part of her was being stimulated, her body turning the overwhelming sensations into pure joy.

It didn’t matter that she was dangling on the end of Mistress’ puppet strings; that she was acting like a full fledged whore. With every jerk of her head on Sakura’s dick, she became more and more committed to her role - that of a sex robot.

Her body danced as she experienced her first of many simulated orgasms. Pushing her hips forward, she seated her cock deep in Sakura’s throat as she pulsed her joy into her lover’s mouth.

Sakura responded in kind, her flexible penis thrumming as it returned the favor. Warmth spread from the depths of her throat, filling her mouth with her lover’s ejaculate. Great torrents of purple fluid gushed from around her lips, spilling down onto Sakura’s crotch.

Neither of them cared about the mess. There was so much more pleasure to be had - so much more to experience!

Chloe’s heart thrilled as she felt it expand to encompass everyone in the room. In this moment, in this place, she loved everyone equally. Especially her Mistress.


Epilogue

Chloe hummed as she pulled out the colander, setting it on the counter as she retrieved lettuce from the refrigerator. Shredding it with her hands, she moved the colander under the sink head, letting the water splash over the top until it was thoroughly soaked.

As she waited, she peered out the bubble window that opened out into their small community. A fountain stood in the rounded courtyard, surrounded by a paved path and extensive gardens. A proud statue of their alien Mistress, Claadix, took pride of place, a hand cocked on her hip.

Larger than life, she was dressed in a rubbery material with a strict corset cinched around her waist, the ridges on her head forming valleys of darkness as her smiling face shone in the light from the artificial sun.

A plaque was fixed to the stone plinth she stood on, exalting her bravery and foresightedness for saving what remained of humanity from the brink of extinction. A bouquet of flowers was scattered on the ground below.

She smiled at the bronze statue of the Mistress, giving her a slight nod in acknowledgment, for without her, they would have nothing. Sighing, she looked down and stirred the lettuce, ensuring that each side would get an equal rinsing.

“Why so melancholy?” asked a sultry voice, a welcome presence approaching her from behind.

Sakura gave her a lingering kiss on the cheek, which Chloe leaned into, closing her eyes.

“I wish we remembered more of our past life,” she said, a little sad. “Don’t get me wrong, I love where we’re at, but I simply don’t recall how this all began.”

A blue gem glowed on the collar wrapped around Sakura’s neck. “It’s best that we don’t, my little bird,” she said affectionately. “You know that would only make us unhappy. Mistress has declared that we should remember Earth as it was, not as it is now.”

Chloe nodded her head in agreement, but couldn’t shake the feeling that she was missing something important. “What about you?” she asked Leora, who was reading a book on the sofa. “How do you feel about our missing memories?”

Leora rolled her eyes. “I couldn’t care less,” she declared. “As long as I get fucked regularly, the past can suck my dick.”

She made a face. “Metaphorically speaking,” she clarified, though her expression lightened. “I can’t wait until sex time.”

Chloe smiled back at her. “We all love sex time,” she said kindly. “That’s why I’m getting this prep done now. I know we’ll all be hungry afterwards.”

“Love sex time,” whispered Sakura, her eyes going distant. “Will it be soon?” she asked, her consciousness slowly coming back from wherever it had drifted.

A low chime sounded, and Chloe set the colander into the sink, her eyes unfocusing as she turned to face the rear wall of the hut. Domed lights on top of three circular openings in the floor had lit up, glowing a deep yellow.

One by one, they clicked open, bucket seats pushing up from the floor below. The seats had dual indentations where their legs could fit, a deep, concave base provided for their asses.

The three of them lined up next to each other, standing in front of the seats with their arms akimbo. Reaching down to their waists, they untied the string that held up their skirts. Pulling them down, they left them on the floor along with their panties, taking a step forward until their knees touched the rounded edge of the seats.

“Love sex,” all three of them whispered, turning around in unison, their legs flexing as they sat, spreading their legs.

A whirring sound filled the room and a pink rubber balloon pressed against Chloe’s back and sides. She shifted forward a little, watching it with delight as it filled and wrapped around her front until she was tightly locked in place.

Her mouth opened into a grin, knowing that the fun would soon begin. She watched the round clock mounted on the far wall, her breathing becoming increasingly strained as it approached the top of the hour.

Tick, tock.

As the hand tipped over the edge, a hard rubber dildo thrust into her vagina, pumping at a set interval. Her eyes watered as the pleasure hit her core, her hands clutching at the air bag which held her in place.

The door to their hut popped open, three tall gynoids coated in black latex stepping inside, followed by an alien dressed in a corset and tall, black boots.

Mistress. Her brain gibbered, her vagina pulsing around the hard intruder inside her which thrust ever deeper.

“Love sex,” she moaned, her arousal increasing as the other two humans mouthed the same words along with her.

Every day at this time, the drones arrived, and every time, her mind blanked, filled with love. She would remember nothing after this but the pleasure she had received.

It was a shame, really. She hated being forced to forget her Mistress’ presence, but it was for the best. Otherwise, she’d be thinking about her all the time. Worshiping at her feet.

As it was, she could barely contain herself, wanting, needing.

The drones marched in front of them, their glossy black masks making her shiver. The black rubber stretched over their eyes, dehumanizing them even further. That left only their identical ruby red lips to give them any kind of personality.

She knew from past sessions that it was nearly impossible to tell them apart. Mistress had created them all equal.

However, if one knew where to look, not all of them were pristine. At the base of one of their necks, a heavy scar was visible, stretching the length of her palm.

What the mark meant, she didn’t know, but whenever that drone serviced her, she was far more enthusiastic than the others.

With that thought in mind, she fixed her gaze on the drone’s neck, hoping her attendant would reveal herself. For a long moment, she thought her wish might go unfulfilled, but Mistress said something to them in her liquid language, causing the drones to look at the alien.

Excitement tickled her belly as she spotted the telltale scar. Yes, she was definitely going to have fun tonight.

Mistress grinned wide as her drones nodded at her in acknowledgement, showing off her spiky teeth. Spinning on her heels, the thin webbing at her shoulders shifted from the motion, her ass flexing as she marched towards the exit.

The drones turned as one, refocusing on their charges. “Love, sex,” she said aloud, her jaw dropping open as her drone approached.

A thumping pulse sounded from hidden speakers behind them, adjusting her thoughts so that they would oscillate to the beat. Her entire body was ready, thrumming in time with the throbbing dildo that shifted in her crotch.

Her head tilted down, seeking out the drone’s prehensile dick. The first time she had encountered the snake-like appendage, she had been appalled.

After a good amount of training, she had learned to desire it. To seek it out. To savor its hard length wobbling in her throat.

The only regret she had was that she wasn’t one of the robots. She had seen them cramming their dicks down each other’s throats much farther than would be possible with a human, and they didn’t need to breathe.

They also had complete control over their cocks, allowing them to run pleasure programs that had brought her to her knees several times. She expected this to be no different.

Licking her lips, she opened her mouth, matching the motions of the other mesmerized humans. “Love, sex,” she lilted, sticking out her tongue in anticipation.

The drone didn’t disappoint her, wrapping its rubbery fingers in her hair so it could control her more easily. “Breathe, slave,” ordered the drone, its gleaming metallic cock dangling in front of her face. “Insertion in five.”

She counted down the seconds, doing as she was ordered. When the count was up, the glowing gem on the tip of the drone’s dick rammed into her mouth, pushing into her throat. The entire length pulsed and wriggled, choking her as it filled her esophagus.

She held her breath, enjoying the thrusting sensation of the dildo in her privates as the dick wiggled further down her throat. After a while, she began to experience the symptoms of hypoxia, stars flashing in front of her eyes. This only served to increase her pleasure further.

When she thought she could take it no longer, the drone pulled her hips back, dragging her length out of Chloe’s throat. A rush of air entered her lungs, and she breathed steadily, preparing herself for the next penetration.

This continued for several more minutes, the dildo in her pussy thrumming with the rhythm of the music as the drone fucked her mouth. A being of pure sex, she hummed as she was brought increasingly closer to the edge.

During the next insertion, she could hold on no longer. Her body spasmed, rattling against the drone. The gynoid knew exactly what was happening, removing her cock so that Chloe wouldn’t black out during her orgasm.

“Love, sex!” she screamed, the other humans moaning at the same time as her. They were very well trained.

The dildo in her chair slammed home, vibrating as she clenched around it. At the same time, the drone stroked her metallic cock, a stream of purple fluid ejecting from the tip all over Chloe’s face.

Blubbering, she ran her tongue over her lips, desperately sucking the sweet substance into her mouth. It tasted glorious, like sweet apple pie.

The drone laid the tip of her penis against Chloe’s lips, smiling beatifically at her as Chloe wrapped her mouth around it. Now, the sucking began in earnest, a thick stream of the fluid washing into her throat.

Swallowing it down, she clamped her teeth around the head of the drone’s dick, tugging at it as if it was a cow’s teat. More of the fluid flowed into her, filling her belly with its warm essence.

When the last spurt passed her lips, she leaned back and stared at the drone’s ruby lips dumbly. A long burp rumbled up her throat, a small spatter of the purple substance leaking from her mouth.

“You are a mess,” the drone said warmly. “I can’t believe how cute you are when you’re brainwashed.”

Chloe’s mouth opened wide in a huge grin. “Love, sex,” she babbled.

“I know you do,” said the drone. “So do I.”

Leaning over, the drone pressed her hands against the wall. The inflated rubber balloon which had kept Chloe secured began to deflate slowly, air leaving via a valve built into the rear.

This gave Chloe an excellent view of the drone’s breasts, and as her hands weren’t secured, she saw no reason not to play with them. Giggling, she reached up and grabbed the circular caps on the tips, tugging downwards on the metal circles as if she was milking a cow.

The drone groaned. “I knew you were going to do that,” she remarked.

“Love, sex!” shouted Chloe happily, pleased at the new toys she had discovered.

The rubbery orbs swayed back and forth as she slapped at them. She marveled at how shiny they looked, closing her fingers together to feel their slick surface.

The drone remained still, allowing her to get her fill. “I wish this would go faster,” she groaned.

Chloe was quite happy it didn’t. Her mind appeared to be looping around and around, fixated on a single thought. The more time she was able to spend satisfying that thought, the happier she got.

Alas, there was only so much air in the bag, and it had soon deflated away, unlocking Chloe from the seat. The drone returned to her feet and backed up a step. Chloe rose, staring straight ahead as the bulbous dildo in her pussy slid free with a wet pop.

“Love, sex,” she whispered, turning around to face the chair.

Memories came flooding back of all the past times she had done this with the drone. The constant reinforcement of the nightly ritual had permanently ingrained the next step in her head, and she found herself barely able to stand, her intense desire making her legs feel like jelly.

The others weren’t in much better shape. Sakura had taken to bracing her knees against the front lip of the chair, while Leora had given up entirely, her arms wrapped around the back to support her body. All of them were preparing for the next step, in their own way.

This wasn’t about them, however. The burning desire pressed like a brand around her shoulders, forcing her to spread her legs as she leaned over. The drone was going to take her, and she wanted that more than anything in the universe.

She shook in anticipation, unable to settle herself down. “Love sex!” she shouted, unable to find any other words to describe her utter need.

The drone grabbed Chloe’s ass, holding her in position as she levered herself in. The soft tip of her dick probed at Chloe’s snatch, the drone teasing her by dipping it in only a small amount.

She made a noise of frustration, hammering her fist against the wall. “Love, sex!” she groaned, pushing herself back in an effort to get the dick to sink in further.

The drone had somehow anticipated this attempt, pulling back at the same time as her. Tears forming in her eyes, she began to whine, a new word coming to her lips. “Need, need, need,” she gasped.

She had been made to feel this way by Mistress and this drone, and the drone wasn’t doing anything about it. She hissed in frustration.

A firm hand pressed against the small of her back. “Suck it,” the drone commanded.

For a moment, her muddled brain couldn’t figure out what the drone meant. When the meaning finally connected with her remaining neurons, she leaned deeper into the chair, wrapping a hand around the solid black dildo that was peeking out from the bottom of the seat.

Without hesitation, she wrapped her lips around the wet tip, sucking on her juices as she lowered it deeper into her mouth. She was pleasantly surprised to find the end pulsing, more of the purple juice ejecting from the tip.

Swirling her tongue around the dick, she drank deeply, completely lost in her debauchery. The hand on her back pressed in harder, the drone easing herself inside Chloe’s snatch.

“Brace yourself,” hissed the drone. “I’m going to make this rough.”

She mumbled the only two words she knew into the dick that was crammed into her mouth, wrapping both of her hands around the base. This was going to get sloppy, and she wanted it so bad.

The drone’s cock slid inside her prelubricated snatch, running all the way in, the android’s balls slapping against her ass. Chloe almost choked on the dick in her mouth as the drone did as she had promised, thrusting smoothly in and out like a piston.

Another spurt of purple liquid painted her mouth, and she sucked it down as if it was ice cream. Her eyes crossed as her belly filled, the heavy thrusting lighting her up again.

Already aroused by her previous orgasm, it seemed as though it wouldn’t take very long to reach her second. Moaning, she continued to drink, her throat bobbing up and down as she swallowed.

“Mistress was right,” said the drone conversationally. “If we keep you all satiated with enough sex, the horrors of the past won’t resurface.”

She stroked Chloe’s back, giving her a light slap on the ass. “It’s better this way. Not even we can remember everything without going mad.”

She increased her pumping, leaning over so that her hands could slip under Chloe’s shirt and wrap around her breasts. “Mistress was finally able to isolate the worst of the memories. They will be kept safely stored where they can’t bother anybody.”

Rolling her fingers expertly over Chloe’s nipples, she played Chloe’s body like a fiddle. “All you have to do now is be a happy little slave. Play house, build a community, and forget that anything ever bad has ever happened to you.”

Chloe moaned, unable to understand what she was talking about. Pulling her head off the dick, a new phrase rattled through her confused mind. “Love you,” she gasped out, her insides throbbing as the drone fucked her silly.

“No,” whispered the drone back to her. “You don’t love me. You love Sakura. Always remember that fact. Cherish and take care of her, for the rest of your days, my little bird.”

Chloe gasped, tears filling her eyes as she cried out, an orgasm seizing control of her pussy. She jerked against the drone, her tunnel filled to capacity by the drone’s pulsing cock.

The drone pressed her back against Chloe’s as her dick finished emptying itself inside her. A soft whisper tickled her ears. “Keep loving her, and I will continue to love you in my own way. Do not worry. We will keep you safe from harm.”

Slipping out of her gently, she lightly kissed Chloe on the back of her head. “Forget about me,” she whispered again. “I’m just a figment of your imagination.”

“Love, sex!” muttered Chloe, unable to understand.

The other two humans murmured the same words as the drones retreated, their robotic penises telescoping back into their bodies. Lining up, they marched from the room, their heads straight ahead as they passed through the exit.

The door slid shut, and the fucking chairs pulled back into the floor, bright ceramic tiles sliding over the top of where they had emerged. The dome lights glowed green, and a chime sounded, three portholes opening in the wall.

Chloe proceeded to remove her soiled shirt and bra, combining them with the pile on the floor, scooping it all up to push it through the hole. Where the clothing went, she didn’t know, and didn’t care - that was all taken care of for her.

Happiness bloomed within her, directed at the benevolence of her Mistress. They were being treated well.

The porthole cycled shut, twisting as it closed. Chloe stepped on top of the circle on the floor where the chairs had disappeared, turning until her back faced the wall.

The others followed suit, their shoulders stiffening as the three of them stared at a colorful display on the far wall. When the display turned orange, she closed her eyes and held her breath.

A whirlwind of droplets sprayed over her body from all around her, washing the remaining purple liquid from her face. The scouring spray then descended towards her neck, traveling quickly over the rest of her body. In only a few moments, the cleansing was complete, leaving behind a thin, oily sheen.

When she opened her eyes, her impromptu shower had been completed, and the display had shut off, leaving her alone. She stood there breathing steadily as her mind slowly woke from its slumber.

Her memories of what she was doing before they had been distracted by love sex time flooded back into her, and she nodded her head. Of course, it was time for dinner.

She stepped back over to the counter, putting the washed lettuce on a set of plates she had set out earlier. A collection of fruits and vegetables had already been laid out for them on a platter, and it took her only a few moments to arrange them on the bed of lettuce.

Turning, she offered the plate to Leora, who had scooted up behind her. The other woman was nude, like her, but she felt no shame in it. Clothed, unclothed, it was all the same to her.

Sakura rested against the back of the sofa, blinking slowly. “I feel exhausted,” she admitted, shaking her head to try and relieve some of her fatigue. “I can’t believe I can’t remember what’s taken so much out of me.”

Chloe shrugged. “It was love sex time, what were you expecting? We’re always tired afterwards.”

She smiled at her lover. “I can’t complain. It always makes me feel refreshed.” She picked up a piece of lettuce and crunched it between her teeth. “I’ve never known you to complain, either.”

“No,” continued Sakura, “but we’ve been here for some time, and it’s bugging me that every day seems like it’s the same. We get up, we relax, we take a walk around the village, we lose our minds for about an hour, then we’re back for dinner. I’m not sure what’s going on here.”

Chloe finished prepping another plate, taking it over to Sakura. “Does it really matter if we’re happy?”

Leaning in, she kissed her lover on the cheek. “We have each other. We have our friend. What does it matter if the world around us is strange?”

Leora set down her plate and climbed onto the sofa behind Sakura, kneeling behind her butt. Leaning in, she extended her tongue, licking around Sakura’s butt hole as if it was the most natural thing in the world.

Sakura groaned, but didn’t move, as if this kind of sexual assault wasn’t out of the ordinary. It wasn’t.

It was just as normal as the collars pulsing against their throats. Just as normal as losing their memories for an hour a day. Just as normal as fucking each other.

A soothing sound pulsed within the room, putting her in the mood. Dinner forgotten, she crossed the short distance between them and wrapped her hands around the back of Sakura’s neck, pulling her in for a more thorough kiss.

Tongues dancing, she pulled back, sucking on her lover’s lips. “You think too much,” she said huskily.

“You think too little,” riposted Sakura, but she leaned in again for another kiss, moaning against Chloe as she moved her hands down and around to caress her lover’s breasts.

“Stop worrying,” Chloe said softly against Sakura’s lips. “We might not be free to leave, but pleasure can always be ours. Pleasure for ourselves. Pleasure with each other. We don’t even need to worry about obeying, for Mistress controls us. Everything we do is according to her will.”

Sakura began to moan more regularly, her breath coming in low hisses. “Mistress controls us,” she repeated in a low hum, which soon turned into a cry of pleasure.

“Mistress knows what we need,” continued Chloe, the indoctrination phrase scrolling through her mind.

“Mistress knows what we need,” repeated Sakura, her voice coming in a whisper as Leora serviced her ass.

“Mistress adores us,” said Chloe, fondling her lover’s breasts.

“We are adored,” mouthed Sakura.

“We are owned.”

All three of them said the last phrase together, their bodies vibrating in orgasm. Love filled the air, with the knowledge that they would all do this again soon.


Author’s Note

Can love exist outside the realm of humans?

In the animal kingdom, we can certainly attribute some of the relationships we see there as love, but there’s no real way for us to know for sure unless we can somehow invent a machine that can read their minds.

This gets even trickier once you start talking about artificial beings. It’s true that it’s possible for us to make a program that mimics some of the attributes of love. We even have self-learning programs today that can become too advanced for even the original developers to understand.

However, since we have little understanding of what makes up a soul, there is no way for one of our creations to be genuine. How can we reproduce something beyond our power to create in the first place?

This mystery is one of the greatest of human nature, and not one I believe we’ll truly be ever capable of solving, no matter how hard we try.

Not that I expect us to give up. We are humans. We have this deep seated need to understand the unknowable. To reach beyond.

In the end, in our trying, we shed light on ourselves, and that truly is a beauty worth knowing.

To humans. May you ever be in love.
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