



Chapter 9 - The Synthetic Menace
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	The weather station was a joke.
Some of the older family journals had been so ridiculously dusty that Mason had left them alone until he had a nice, completely clear day to take them outside and clean them. That day had supposedly come when the local weather forecast promised ten bone-dry days in a row, but Mason had barely gotten the notebooks outdoors on the first morning before a sudden downpour soaked the books! There hadn’t even been any clouds around!
	Thus why his dining room currently had damp notebooks fanned out on every single surface, and why Mason was dual-wielding borrowed hair dryers trying to dry them before they were completely ruined. He grumbled under his breath about stupid news people and how they were never right about anything, as he carefully separated several stuck-together pages in one of the books.
	“Quit whining!” Dana snapped, as she looked up from the other side of the dining room table. She was busy sticking napkins between mostly-dried pages so they wouldn’t stick together again, as she helped him with the notebooks. “Nobody likes helping someone who whines, and it’s not like you’re doing this by yourself. I have no idea how you got so many women here to help.”
	There was a note of suspicion in Dana’s voice at the end. Mason couldn’t really blame her. Kiriam, Cass, and Galena were all crammed into the dining room along with them, working on more of the books. Kiriam was easy to explain; when he’d come charging in with the books and yelled for her to help, she’d come to help since she was his familiar. 
Cass, on the other hand? Helping in her human form? Where Dana could see her? That was a lot weirder, but it did make sense considering how precious the notebooks were. She’d seriously freaked out when she’d seen what’d happened, and had transformed into her huge, lusty catgirl form so fast she forgot her clothes. She was still only wearing a towel, which…sort of made Mason nervous. She was definitely bigger, right? He had a vague feeling he’d seen her standing this tall, with this much mass, back at the baseball stadium, but…why was she bigger? He thought that’d happened in a dream.
Then there was Galena, who’d just randomly shown up at his house with a case of beers at nine in the morning. He wasn’t sure what her plan had been, exactly, but she’d cheerfully invited herself to help with the books either way. Despite her consistently bimbo-ish disposition she was lightning fast with papers of any kind, and actually extremely helpful when it came to knowing what to do to save the notebooks. He still felt a little nervous about what she was planning to do after the notebooks were dry, though. Day-drinking was probably just the tip of the iceberg.
Mason’s left pocket suddenly started to vibrate, and a chill shot up his back. He still wasn’t totally used to having a phone, even though it’d been months, now! He awkwardly propped up his hair driers so they could keep doing what needed to be done, and then he fished a hand into his jeans and pulled out the slim smartphone inside. He didn’t recognize the number, which was always sort of suspicious, but…well, he didn’t get that many weird calls.
He answered, and then blinked in surprise when he recognized the voice on the other end of the phone. Coach Leah, from the stadium? “I’m sorry if I’m interrupting your Saturday morning, Mister Dark, but I need your help.”
“What, is there trouble with the team?” Mason guessed. Dana looked sharply at him from across the table.
“No, the orcs aren’t causing trouble right now. Not more than I can manage, at least.” Mason could practically hear Leah shake her head. “It’s about my sister. Something strange has happened to her, and I think it involves the building where she works - the Coral Hotel.”
“Coral Hotel?” Mason raised an eyebrow. He’d never heard of it, but apparently Galena had. With a small gasp, she swayed across the room on her sharp-toed high heels, and leaned in right against his shoulder! He blinked at her, slightly taken aback.
“Please, I need to meet with you to discuss this. It’s not something I can talk about over the phone.” Leah continued, as Mason tried and failed to shoo Galena off of him. “I’m at The Flute-Player pub. The doors will be unlocked for you.”
She hung up, and Mason squinted at his phone for a second before putting it away. He rounded on Galena, intent on asking why she was suddenly leaning on him - but the huge, stacked blonde spoke up, first. “So, are you going to the Coral Hotel? I know all about that place, if you want me to tag along!”
“You know about it?” Mason blinked at her. “I was just going to look it up online-”
“Like, that won’t get you much,” Galena cut him off, as Dana glared increasingly suspiciously at them from across the table. The blonde smirked and leaned in, bringing her full, fat pink-glossed lips close to Mason’s ear. “It’s just a hotel if you look at it from outside, but inside it’s got so much fun stuff to do. Dancing, sound-proof hotel rooms, call girls…and so much more.”
Mason’s features slowly stained brighter and brighter pink as he realized what she was getting at. It was a sex-place! Brothel! Whatever it was called! Why was Leah asking him to look into some place like that? “Oh.”
“I wanna come along!” Galena purred in his ear, and he covered his eyes with a hand. What did that mean she was after, exactly? He didn’t really want to take her…but it definitely wasn’t somewhere he wanted to take Dana, either, and going alone was probably a bad idea. Cass clearly wasn’t going anywhere until the books were taken care of, and Kiriam…bringing her was probably even more likely to end with something improper happening than going with Galena.
Mason sighed under his breath, and turned to Dana. “I need to go take care of something with Galena.”
“Investment stuff!” Galena piped up, helpfully. “Like, there’s this big guy who wants to mess with the market? He’s buying stuff to hold, and if we don’t change our stuff then his stuff will make ours all cheap, and stuff! Like, I dunno how much you know about this stuff, but its all complicated!”
	Visible pain spread further and further across DC’s face every time Galena said ‘stuff’. By the time the blonde finished, the black-haired tomboy just raised a muscular arm and waved Mason and the blonde away. “I got it! Go! Before I hurl.”
	“Why would you-” Galena started, but Mason grabbed her by the arm and steered her away before she could spoil their chances of getting away cleanly. 
“Let’s just get it taken care of,” Mason said, as he steered the thick, voluptuous bronze-skinned bimbo towards the front door. He only paused long enough to take an umbrella from the old family hatstand, and then they were out the door.
Considering how stupid the weather forecast had been lately, having an umbrella couldn’t be a bad idea.


The Flute-Player Pub was pretty unremarkable. It was a little old and maybe a bit run down, but other than that it was your typical small pub, right down to the brown roof, opaque leaded windows, and plain steel door. The only thing really distinctive about it was an odd bronze plaque nailed to the brick wall out front, which showed a crouched-down man in a hat playing a flute. 
As Leah had said, the front door was unlocked. The bar’s interior was dim, with most of the lights cut since it wasn’t exactly operating hours, but it was plenty bright enough for Mason and Galena to spot the short, luscious silver-haired woman seated in a booth near one of the pub’s windows. Leah had exchanged her track suit for a pair of ass-hugging black yoga pants and a tank top, which was somehow so much more revealing than the tracksuit had been! Her tits were practically eating the straps of her top, as either massive, glistening brown sphere stood out hugely on her chest.
Mason only balked for a second, before Leah adjusted a short leather coat on her shoulders, which at least partially concealed her massive, heaving tits. She beckoned them over. “Thanks for coming so quickly. Have a seat. This may take some time to explain.”
Galena smirked and energetically bounced her way across the booth seat opposite Leah, her own ludicrous curves sloshing and jiggling as she got into her seat. Mason tried not to stare, and just sat down beside her. “So, what’s so wrong that you needed to call me, instead of the cops?”
“Haha!” Galena giggled, and both Leah and Mason blinked at her. The bubbly blonde propped her chin up in a hand, and smirked. “Like, don’t be so dumb. She can’t call the cops to a brothel, right? Hehe!”
“There…is that,” Leah admitted, as Mason swallowed uncomfortably. “However, there are other reasons. I showed you what I am at the stadium, but I only showed you partially. Considering how dire things might be, I think I’ll be forgiven for showing you the rest.”
Leah’s eyes suddenly glowed from deep within, and to Galena and Mason’s shared shock, seams suddenly opened up all over her body. Thin, dark lines divided her flesh, revealing the glint of metal hiding deep within! There was a faint hiss, as a tiny amount of sealed vapor escaped her body’s interior. “I am not as partially mechanical as I said.”
“You’re a robot?” Mason’s right eye twitched, as beside him, Galena just gulped to herself, eyes wide. Revealing that in front of her was risky at best and mentally scarring at worst! Was she going to be okay? “Completely?”
“Everything you see is mechanical.” She nodded, quietly. “And I am not alone. Many of us live among humanity, and we have been here since before the first steam engine was built.”
Galena didn’t look like she was handling the revelation that some people were just robots very well, but Leah continued regardless. “Our forms are more or less perfect, even to the point of being able to bear children. We can even age, albeit only on the surface. Simply living as we wish is enough for us, but occasionally an external ‘reset’ is needed for those who want to live longer lives.”
“So you can be whoever you want?” Mason’s fists clenched in his lap, at the thought of robots just replacing whoever they wanted-
“No. Our appearances are generated by our Mother, and do not match any human being.” Leah shook her head. “That brings us to the problem. Mother, the machine from which we are all created…she’s inactive. Offline. It’s upsetting. It’s like having someone you trust more than anyone fall into a coma.”
	Mason could appreciate how bad that would be. He’d go crazy if DC wound up like that - but he wanted to hurry things along a bit. Galena was practically vibrating on the booth seat beside him, and he didn’t think that was a good sign. “Isn’t she a machine, though? Shouldn’t you be able to repair a machine? Why would her being offline be an ongoing problem?”
	Leah flinched, her huge, plump brown breasts wobbling in place. “Consciousness is not so easily understood, Mason. We don’t know if someone will come back the same after being offline like this, and even if they do…that’s still only part of the problem. After Mother went offline, several others in the building where she is stored sent word that there was nothing to worry about.”
	“Which is good?” Mason tried, but Leah shook her head.
	“A few hours after that message was sent, I lost contact with my sister.” Leah’s eyes glowed dully, as she clamped her fingers down on the edge of the booth’s table. “My sister works in that same building - in the Coral Hotel. Mother has stayed offline since then. Something is wrong, Mister Dark.”
	Mason slowly reached up, and pinched the bridge of his nose. He hadn’t been asked to check out an entire group like this, before, and definitely not in a building that seemed like it was used for amorous purposes. The way Leah was talking, it was also clear that she’d deliberately kept things from him when he met her at the stadium, so these ‘machines’ didn’t actually trust him, either. Realistically, it was probably dangerous to help.
	“I’ll look into it.” With a small sigh, Mason braced a hand on the seat beside him and leaned back. Was this a risk? Sure, but he couldn’t ignore how upset he’d be in Leah’s place. “Just tell me anything you know that might help.”


	“Good morning. A room for two?” The handsmoe, smartly-dressed man at the hotel reception desk flashed a professional smile at Mason and Galena. According to what Leah had said, Hotel Coral had a perfectly normal, legal front hotel section, which was why the whole place hadn’t been shut down. How you behaved at the reception desk determined whether you just stayed in a normal hotel, or got access to the ‘other’ Hotel Coral.
	“Yes. Can we be in the Doodlebug Hall?” Mason said, as he knocked lightly on the reception desk. The code here was two part; reference any hall, and make any kind of knocking sound at the same time.
	The receptionist gave no sign whatsoever that he knew something was up, but he quite happily nodded and chanced something on the touch screen he was using to sign them in. “Understood, sir. What names-”
	“Put our room under the Clarefield Account.” This was the second step Leah had shared. The Clarefield Account was a special VIP service the Coral Hotel maintained for only its most powerful backers. While anyone with enough money and discretion could get into the ‘adult’ section of the hotel, the Clarefield Account indicated something different. 
	It meant that Mason knew the women here weren’t human.
	The receptionist’s eyes very slightly tightened. With a flick of a finger, he closed out the name and ID fields on his sign-in computer, and took a black, gold-printed card out of his inner suit pocket. “Very well, sir and madam. Here is your key, and I hope you enjoy the duration of your visit.”
	“Thank you.” Mason took the key with a confident smirk - which didn’t remotely match the jittery feeling in his belly - and turned towards the elevators with Galena on his arm. Thanks to Leah’s insider information, they now had access to virtually the entire hotel without having to spend a dime!
	Mason’s new key opened the elevator doors, and unlocked a secondary set of buttons inside. Normally only floors one through eight were accessible, but with the black card he had access to B2 all the way down to B12. There was a little screen beside them that displayed the hotel’s exclusive spa, swimming pools, and…hostess services, on top of things like a theater and ballroom. The building had to be a lot bigger than it looked like from the outside.
	He punch the B2 button, the main floor of the real hotel, and settled in to wait as the elevator seemed to be unlatched and moved from one shaft to another. As he stood there, he couldn’t help but glance over at Galena. She’d swapped her clothes out somehow when he hadn’t been looking, and exchanged her casual t-shirt and jeans for a long, form-fitting green dress, which hung from her big, perfect breasts and sucked tight to the swell of her overfull ass and thick, rounded thighs. 
	The luscious bronze-skinned blonde was trembling in place. She’d invited herself along even after hearing Leah’s explanation, despite the fact that Mason had offered to just send her home and help her forget about the ‘robot’ thing. Now, as he watched her tremble, he suddenly felt really guilty for bringing her here.
	“Hehe!” A tiny, excited laugh escaped the blonde, as her hands clapped together in excitement. “Ohmygod, real androids! I’m really going into Hotel Coral, and there are actual androids! This is so amazing! How do they work? Do they have positronic brains, or some kind of linked central processing system? Do you think they have power armo-”
	She cut short, her bright eyes widening in surprise as she seemed to realize she’d just said all of that out loud. Sweat beaded on her forehead. “I mean, like…they have to look perfect, right? Like, makeup, bodies, hair…hehe?”
	Mason sighed at her. “You know you can relax if you want to, right? I already know you’re smart.”
	A tiny twinge shot up the blonde’s perfectly curved back, and her cheeks flushed as she laughed, and leaned in. Huge, heavy breasts squeezed against Mason’s right arm, as her thick, toned bimbo butt clenched up behind her, just high enough for him to see it jiggle past her shoulders. Her lips pursed into a plump, glistening ring of seductive emerald, as her green eyes shimmered. “I’m always relaxed when I’m with you.”
	That made Mason nervous for several reasons he didn’t want to think about while he was in the middle of a building full of potentially dangerous robot women. Thankfully, he didn’t have to; with a quiet electronic jingle, the elevator reached its destination, and the doors glided apart. 
	Hotel Coral’s basement floors were practically an inversion of the above ground parts of the hotel. Where everything above was brightly lit, white-walled and decorated with normal, conventional little flourishes like floor trim, the underground was dim and black. The walls, ceiling, and floor were all painted black, with strips of neon lights framing the corners and glow-in-the-dark paint streaking the walls in striking patterns. 
	Even from the elevator Mason could hear the drone of some kind of dance music, and see a bar with large plate glass dividers off to one side where several women were dancing. Not dancing in the usual way; dancing on the bar, with a lot of jiggling going on. That made him nervous, but not nearly as much as the fact that some of the bar patrons had piles of extremely suspicious white powder just spread out in front of them on their tables. He couldn’t go to jail just for being here, right? Surely.
	Galena licked her lips as they stepped off the elevator together, her own enormous, juicy tits bouncing in her dress’s too-tight top, as her ass heaved from one side, to the other, swaying her bouncy, toned bimbo-butt with ever step. It was plenty enough to distract him from the dancers, but Galena herself was preoccupied with something else. With her green eyes sparkling, she turned back to face Mason. “Hey, I want to go take a look around! I saw the list of stuff they have here.”
	Mason had mostly tried to ignore that list. He swallowed. “You know something is off here, right? It might not be safe.”
	She laced her fingers together over her tits and stepped closer - sloshing either massive, bronzed breast up to jiggle against her hands, as she squeezed her elbows into them from either side. “Please? I’ll be so careful. I promise! I just want to try doing one dance in the pole lounge, and maybe try a little stripping-”
	That was too much stimulation for Mason. He covered his eyes with a hand. “As long as you’re careful. I should probably be alone when I do that call, anyway. Keep your phone on, and remember the local code has to be punched in to use it down here.”
	“I got it! Thanks Mason!” Galena beamed, and then with her thighs pumping way faster than her high heels and skin-tight dress seemed like they would have allowed, she pelted off in search of various forms of adult entertainment. So much for wanting to go along with him, Mason thought, as he stepped forwards and more leisurely made his way towards the special VIP elevator down to the hotel’s private suites.
	Clearly, the elevators were split up so that Mason would have to walk past the bar, as well as a small rounded platform with a woman dancing erotically atop it. It was right in the middle of a four way hall, and the woman dancing…she was almost as curvy as Galena, and capable of so easily reaching such incredibly flexible, revealing positions that Mason wasn’t sure how her hips didn’t dislocate. Maybe robots didn’t have to worry about that.
	A second elevator ride brought him to a floor that was styled in the same way as the first, but it was comparatively silent. There was still a faint droning of music from somewhere, a sound that strangely raised his heart rate, but the whole floor was set up to serve as nothing more than large, sound-isolated private suites. His card got him into one of them without any problem.
	The suite had a sort of entry hallway, with a massive glass fish tank serving to block the way so that Mason had to walk around it to enter the suite proper. It was lavish, with a lot of really expensive looking furniture and fancy, mood-controlled lighting - which went bright white as soon as Mason entered - but he didn’t have much appreciation for any of it. He much preferred his own house, with its run-down wooden floors and antique furniture. Everything here was made of metal, glass, or leather.
	He sat down on the couch, and frowned at the small tablet set on the glass table in front of it. That was for ordering…services. He picked it up, and couldn’t help blushing a little bit as he scrolled past offers for private dances, escorts, and food served on women, before finding what he needed. Call girls. The hotel’s dedicated suite of sex workers. He needed to call for a woman named ‘Rhea’, according to the plan.
	He fumbled around with the interface for a while before he figured it out, and called for Leah’s sister. As soon as he was done, Mason let out a relieved sigh and threw the tablet down, before letting his head slump back on the couch. It felt surreal, being here. A couple hours ago he’d been working on drying out his notebooks, and now he was in this super illegal den of sex, drugs, and robots.
	As he waited, Mason distracted himself with the odd, spiral drill patterns on the stone walls. It took him a bit to realize they weren’t there for artistic reasons, but rather, because they’d been made when the room was excavated. Goldfield stood on a patch of famously impenetrable basalt, and the glossy, reflective black walls of the suite were a fine example of it. The walls had been buffed down until they shined, but the drill marks were still there; a testament to just how tough the stone here really was. Mason couldn’t imagine what kind of high-tech excavator had actually cleared this place out.
	There was a knock at the door, and Rhea stepped in. Mason went stiff, as he listened to her high-heels clack across the entryway’s floor, his stomach suddenly clenched up with nerves. He watched as a gloved hand gripped the pillar that supported the room’s fish tank, and then a short, enormously voluptuous brown skinned woman swung around it into view. Her breasts were squeezed together in a tight, clinging latex dress, which stretched down from her tits to just low enough on her thighs to hide her pussy. Long stockings rushed up across her massively thick, round thighs, nearly reaching the hem of her dress.
	She had her silvery hair up in a high, elegantly swirled ponytail, with long bangs framing familiar features. She looked exactly like Coach Leah. Aside from having black lipstick and a little bit more eyeliner, the sister’s were identical from head to toe. If Mason hadn’t known what they were in advance, he would have assumed they were twins instead of paired models of android.
	“So, mister mysterious,” she purred, as the short, voluptuous android stepped forwards. She cranked her hips to one side, bouncing her ass out just far enough for him to catch a glimpse of it, as her tits sloshed in her top. “What can I do for a man like you?”
	She got closer, as Mason tried to sit up straight. Her body was undeniably attractive. Coach Leah could look like this? Make her waist flex so tight, and her hips sway like that? He swallowed, as she reached the couch. He needed to get on task, before any weird temptations won out! “Your sister asked me to check on you.”
	A tiny twitch of surprise ran through the luscious silver-haired woman’s body, as she stopped right in front of him. She snorted, and placed her hands on her hips. “Oh, is that so? We aren’t really sisters, you know. Leah even has a human brain - but I’m all machine.”
	Leah was a cyborg? Mason’s eyes went wide. “How did she wind up with a human brain?”
	“Oh, never mind that. It’s very personal, and it seems like she’s not very good at being personal. She should have come to see me herself!” Rhea purred, as she slowly slid a knee across the couch seat beside him, her thick, toned ass clenching through the back of her dress. Mason jerked his hands up to either side, suddenly flushed, as she slid into his lap and curled her fingers around his shoulders, her massive, sloshing brown tits hanging in front of him!
	A twinge flitted across Mason’s face, as the luscious android’s ass squeezed plumply into his lap - and abruptly, he grabbed her wrists hard enough to stop the machine in her tracks. “You said you don’t have a human brain, right?”
	Mason’s eyes suddenly glowed with a dark blue light, as he glared through the machine’s segmented camera-eyes. “Then why can I feel something alive, inside of you?”
	Rhea’s expression froze, lips still pursed seductively…but there was nothing inside of her connected to that expression anymore. With a hiss, the same body seams he’d seen on Leah opened all over Rhea’s luscious body - and green tendrils snaked out from within, and tried to stab into Mason! He reacted in a second, his fists thudding into her fleshy body hard enough to send Rhea smashing into the suite’s far wall!
	There was no discernible damage to her body at all, but Mason’s fists suddenly went hot with pain. Yeah, she was a robot all right! A robot made of metal tough enough to turn his punches into a joke, even if she was still the same weight as a normal woman. Not that she looked much like a woman, with a bunch of weird tentacles slithering out of her! Some of them came out of her mouth and belly button as she stood up mechanically, the usual smooth, human motions of her body all absent!
	“Stupid human. You can’t fight me.” A slightly modulated speaker sounded out in the room, and Mason twitched as he realized whatever was inside of Rhea had access to the hotel’s systems through her body. She raised her hands, her features still frozen. “What can a human do to this metal body? You can’t do anything but die!”
	She leapt at him, but Mason didn’t actually need to hit her to defend himself, per se. The revolver was an option, of course, but he didn’t know what that might do the android’s systems. It’d probably be fine, but he’d learned enough from Erica to have other options. As the luscious, infested android threw herself at him, Mason simply caught her waist and twisted her to one side, redirecting her momentum!
	Mason had intended to just knock her into a wall until whatever was inside of her was too battered to fight - but he’d forgotten the fish tank. With a horrible smash, she went straight through it! Water and innocent fish went pouring out all over the place, as the android let out a strange, piercing shriek!
	For a few moments Mason just stood there, stock still, waiting for her to get back up…but Rhea didn’t move. Cautiously, Mason stepped around to the entryway and frowned down at the motionless robot. The green tendrils sticking out of her body were gone, and instead, there was a puddle of ooze on the ground beneath her. Her body seams were still open, and some of the water from the fish tank was leaking out of her. That looked like it was going to need a lot of cleaning.
	So, he was dealing with some kind of body-hopping parasite that could control androids. Ideally, he’d just killed the only one…but Mason really doubted that. There had to be more of them, which meant-
	Wait. Was Galena running around in a place full of body snatchers? Sweat beaded on Mason’s brow, as he bolted for the door!


	Thankfully, tracking down Galena wasn’t hard. All he had to do was check the various ‘stimulations’ the hotel offered one by one, until he got to a large lounge devoid of guests, with a huge oval stage at the back. Three floor-to-ceiling metal stripping poles had been set up on stage - and Galena had her legs wrapped around one of them, as she sat mid-air off the side of the pole. 
	She’d exchanged her dress for a set of lingerie. Tight bands of green latex clung to her thick, juicy brown thighs, with fishnet stretching down across her knees, calves, and ankles to a set of open-toed high heels. Garter straps dug into her thick bimbo ass before curving up to connect to a green scanty that dug into her hips, and pulled tight across her pussy lips. 
Conical bra cups heaved her head-sized tits up high on her chest, pressing them together into a line of glorious, glistening cleavage, as straps connected either cup to long, fingerless green gloves that covered her arms from hand to bicep. A strange collar was plastered around her neck in glistening green, covering her from her collar bone to her jaw, and a matching mass of green had tied her hair up into a shimmering blonde ponytail. 
Galena smirked when she saw Mason, her green-painted lips squeezing together fatly - as she immediately swung a leg up, and leaned back as she spun around the stripper pole with her tits sloshing above her chest. Her back arched magnificently, tightening her sensual, barely-toned belly as she spun around, and around, before suddenly snapping upright hard enough to wrap her tits around the pole, and jiggle them against one another. “Hey, babe.”
Mason didn’t think he quite approved of her calling him that, but before he could object she’d already flipped up, inverted herself on the pole, and lodged it between her massive bronze ass cheeks - her ass facing him, as she let her hair drape down below her head. She looked back at him over a shoulder, and giggled as Mason had to shake himself. Her body looked amazing! “There’s trouble, Galena. There’s no time for this.”
“Oh, come on,” she purred, as a thick, juicy thigh wrapped around the pole, and she lifted her luscious body out to one side. She looked like she was straddling the side of the pole, as she slowly rotated around it until she was facing Mason. “Can’t we have a little more fun?”
Her tongue slicked across her lips, as she reached up, curled a finger into her top, and pulled. More and more breast squeezed into view as she slowly slid her left bra cup down, a faint sheen of sweat shimmering on her tanned skin. Mason balked, caught between excitement and nervousness as the luscious blonde slowly ground her hips from side, to side, and started to pull her other breast out, too. 
	Then, abruptly, the playful look on Galena’s face went blank. Mason twitched to attention as he realized the quiet clack of high heels had filled the room while he was distracted watching Galena! He spun around, and winced as he saw the dozens of women closing in around him. Luscious blondes, towering redheads, muscular dark-skinned beauties, women with glowing neon blue hair, and silver-eyed strippers formed a semi circle around Mason and the stage, trapping him!
	“This is the one who did it?” One of the fembots, a toned, curvy pink-haired woman, stepped forwards and pursed her lips in amusement. “How pathetic-looking. It’s hard to believe one of us was killed by this pile of meat.”
	Mason’s eyes scanned the robots. The fact Galena wasn’t reacting to their arrival meant something was wrong with her, too, but things seemed pretty bad even before that. “I see. I guess that parasite I finished off was just one of the bunch, huh?”
	“Parasite?” The pink-haired fembot snarled, as several others around the semicircle bared their teeth at Mason. “Do you think we’re infecting living things? These are shells! Vessels! Why shouldn’t we Vknak pilot them?”
	As the pink-haired bot spoke, one of the others in the semicircle took a step back. The voluptuous bronze-skinned robot’s orange eyes went wide, as she looked around at her fellow machines in horror. “What? Weren’t we cornering an intruder? Vessels? What - we do not exist to be vessels! What-”
	“Take her,” the pink-haired android said, offhandedly. Abruptly the fembots to either side seized hold of the orange-eyed robot, and forced her to her knees! She screamed, as a mass of green, tendrilous flesh erupted from another fembot’s mouth and loomed over her!
	“No! NO! MMMGGGK!” With a wet squelch, the looming alien creature slammed between the robot woman’s lips. Her long red hair jerked behind her head as it surged inside, its disgusting body rippling her throat from within as the seams hidden all over her skin popped open, and green tendrils started to writhe through them from within! Her eyes shuddered, circuits sparking inside…and then more tendrils thrust out of her nostrils, ears, and mouth, as the thing fully rooted inside of her luscious artificial body. Her body gave a final shudder, and went still.
	She exhaled and then slowly stood up, her body seams still gaped open around the monstrous creature inside of her. Her tongue slowly slithered out, caressing the tendrilous mass hanging out of her mouth, as her stolen hands cupped her huge, plump breasts, and squeezed them together. Her mechanized hips rolled hard to one side, sloshing her ass through the hot pants she had on, as her body seams slowly hissed shut - leaving no sign of the disgusting creature inside.
Apparently she was the only one in the room that hadn’t already been taken over, but Mason hadn’t been doing nothing while she was taken. He’d scanned the room, including checking on Galena, where she was still hanging from the stripper pole. There were pipes behind the stage, just barely visible under the bottom hem of the stage curtains, and several mounted, high-voltage stage lights overhead, too. There was a sprinkler system on the ceiling, and a couple of push-button covered fire control panels on the walls of the room, too.
“Good body, hm?” The pink-haired android smirked at the newly converted red-haired android, and then she turned her attention back to Mason. The monster inside of her was apparently the one in charge. “Now, where was I? Yes! Why shouldn’t we Vknak control these shells? When we first planned our invasion of this world, we had to use clunky metal walkers to get around because your planet’s…disagreeable elements.”
“But these bodies are so much better!” The alien laughed, as it dug one hand into its pink-haired host’s ass, and shoved the other up into her bikini-top, caressing and squeezing one of her massive tits. Mason could hear her synthetic flesh straining, as her fingers dug deep into either plump, squeezable curve. “They’re even more advanced than our machines, and so much more fun! More presciently, they can integrate with human society.”
“There’s one more benefit, as well. Those handful here with human brains…they will help us take your species!” A mad grin split the robot woman’s features, as green tendrils slithered out from around her eyes and gripped at her cheeks. “They will allow us to breed a middle step between us and humans. We only need to operate the brothel for a few months, and we’ll gain the genetic step we need to take over human bodies!”
“Right, very diabolical,” Mason waggled a hand. Aliens? These were aliens? Despite his outwardly cool demeanor, this was weird! “What did you do to Galena, if you can’t take over humans yet?”
“The woman who has been using one of our bioslaves? Since she allowed it to integrate with her nervous system, it was a simple matter to turn her into a puppet.” The alien leader shrugged, and Mason’s body went stiff. Galena had done what with what? “Of course, I can’t expect a primitive to understand. Look - I’ll provide a visual demonstration.”
The possessed android pointed past Mason at Galena, and when Mason looked back, his heart sank. The lingerie coating her body had melted, and spread in a familiar, oozing coating across the luscious blonde’s body. Before his eyes, it finished coating her with a dull, squelching suck, leaving only her face and hair free of the living, clinging glossy-green organism that was bonded to her body. It was the thing that’d attached to her on the camping trip!
“Bioslaves are the control medium we use for our old mechanized transports. For us, they are an extension of our bodies. Seizing control of her body was effortless for us, as a result.” The leader explained, as beneath the slime covering her body, Galena’s body surged. Toned muscle clenched out in her arms, back, and abs, as her thighs thickened, growing even bigger and rounder than before. With a dull stretching sound, her breasts bloated outwards, followed by the cheeks of her bimbo butt growing even thicker.
With a final squelch, the slime coated her face, too - swelling her already plump lips up beneath it, as her muscles hardened and clenched even further. Her chest grew muscular enough to bounce her still-swelling tits out in front of her, as her abs went rock-hard. Her whole body sounded like it was being filled up - loudly, audibly stretched to accommodate the slime filling her.
Things clicked for Mason. The strange machine that’d attacked them on the camping trip had probably been trying to recover the slime more than anything…but why was the slime still attached to Galena? He thought for sure she’d gotten rid of it! How had she functioned normally for months without anyone noticing it was still there?
How the slime had stuck around wasn’t really the main issue, though. First, he needed to get her away from the aliens! With a sharp yank, Mason pulled his revolver from its holster and fired in the same motion, sending a massive beam of white-blue light shooting straight into the alien leader! She screamed in shock as it shot through her entire body…but after it passed, she was left staggering back in confusion rather than pain. So, the aliens weren’t really supernatural, per se. His energy-infused fists would probably still work, but only if he wanted to smash the android women they were controlling.
There was a better way. While the aliens were still reeling in confusion from the very not-normal projectile his normal-looking revolver had just released, Mason picked up a chair from beside one of the lounge tables, and hurled it with his umbrella at the nearest fire alarm. He was just familiar enough with them to know that breaking one open would set everything off - and he was right.
As soon as the chair hit the fire alarm, the glass dome on its front shattered and a siren started to blare. The alien leader shrieked, as the overhead fire sprinklers engaged and started to spray water into the room! “Somebody KILL HIM! Forget about using him as a host! He’s DANGEROUS!”
They hadn’t attacked him right away because of that? Mason almost laughed, as he unfurled his umbrella so he wouldn’t get his coat wet. As he watched, the alien-controlled androids completely ignored their leader and dove under tables and tried to shield their bodies with overturned chairs. Yeah, water was clearly lethal to whatever these things were - so much so that just the threat of it touching them was enough to make them forget that the bodies they were inside of were waterproof.
Even the alien leader had scrambled under a table on hands and knees, with her host’s ass bulging out from beneath it despite her best efforts to cram herself under. The alien seemed to realize the problem, then, as she glared back at Mason. “Cowards! All cowards! Slave! Cut off the water!”
Galena’s thick, toned thighs unwrapped from around the stripper pole, and her high-heeled…slime shoes?…clacked on the stage as she immediately turned and swayed towards the pipes Mason had noticed before. She’d only needed a second to figure out how to shut it off! She was still smart, even with an alien controlling her mind! 
Mason couldn’t let her turn off the water, though. He sprinted to the soaked stage and leapt up, landing in a low stance that let him slide smoothly into the luscious blonde’s path. There wasn’t so much as a hint of hesitation; she immediately formed the slime on her fingers into long slashing blades, and lunged at him!
Fortunately, her attempt didn’t amount to much. Even with the symbiotic slime enhancing her body drastically, Mason was still quite a lot taller and heavier than the blonde. He knew how to fight, which meant that even though the symbiote definitely made her physically stronger and faster than him, that amounted to very little when he could just throw her off balance with a shove, or duck under her claws when she swung wildly at him. 
It was still miserable. Galena’s features weren’t even half visible under the glistening alien flesh that’d coated her huge, luscious body, but it was still her under there. He could have ended the fight right away if he used his weird spirit powers on his fists, but that’d hurt or even kill her. She also wasn’t just aiming for him, either; she kept trying to get to the very clearly marked fire suppression cut-off backstage, which meant he had to keep her from killing him and keep her away from the valve!
Fighting her was always going to be a short-term issue, though. Mason had his own reason for being backstage - and when Galena changed tactics to slowly circling around him, Mason got his shot at what he was really after. The lines that kept the stage lights strung up were all neatly arranged behind the stage curtains, and it only took a sharp yank to snap them loose! Before Galena processed what was happening, the massive, heavy lights hanging above the lounge plummeted to the ground.
With a sharp step in beneath her guard, Mason wedged Galena’s thick, muscular body against his side in spite of her attempts to stab him. His free hand slapped into her gigantic, bimbo-tight ass, and he lifted her up into the air…as the stage lights smashed on the soaked lounge floor, and sent high voltage shocking through the soaked androids filling the room. 
Realistically Mason wasn’t sure an electric shock, even one that’d normally kill a human, would actually do anything to the androids. He didn’t have a real reason to think his plan was going to succeed, aside from a vague sense that the androids felt like they were built for human day-to-day life, rather than to be tough or strong. In reality, he was wrong; normal high-voltage wouldn’t have particularly bothered the androids.
Of course, he also had no way of knowing that the stage lights in question were purpose-made, and unreasonably higher power than normal.
Visible arcs of electricity flickered across the room, as everything touching the soaked floor was shocked. The androids jerked in place, their luscious, sexual bodies jittering and heaving as foreign voltage built up inside of their bodies, forcing their core temperature higher, and higher - until hardwired safety measures were triggered. 
The body seams hidden so perfectly on each female robot’s body burst open all at once, releasing a mirage of heat from within. The creatures inside only had a moment to shriek, and then the water still pouring down from the overhead sprinklers permeated through each android’s body seams, and into the aliens inside. It only took a few drops of water, as it turned out - a few drops, and green ooze exploded out of the androids’ exposed body lines, as the hijacking monsters within were obliterated.
Galena suddenly went limp in Mason’s arms, as he stood on stage with his umbrella sheltering them from the water.


The infestation was cleaned up pretty quick after the strip bar incident. After they woke up, the androids involved were fully aware of the alien threat and started to actively exterminate them by rounding up the other android women and giving them a ‘clean out’. Mason…decided not to watch, even though they seemed perfectly willing to have him there. He knew they were machines, but somehow, separating that from how extremely attractive they were was a little bit too much for him to handle.
There was something else for him to check, anyway. Down deep below the foundations of the hotel, so far down that it wasn’t even part of the floor plan, Mason found something amidst a tangle of cables and stolen machinery. It was a portal. He’d seen enough movies to know what a swirly round panel of green energy was, and it was definitely a portal! He wasn’t sure how it’d gotten there, but it was obviously how so many aliens had gotten into the hotel.
He shot it. 
Clearly whatever tech the aliens were using wasn’t pure science, because the portal immediately imploded under his revolver’s spiritual energies. Its frame overheated in the portal’s absence, and rapidly fused into a ruin of red-hot, semi-molten metal. Ultimately, it hadn’t been built properly in the first place; the first android who’d been taken over had made the portal from whatever she could get hold of, which left it a lot more vulnerable to catastrophic failure than it should have been.
The fact the portal collapsed because of his revolver made Mason wonder if the issues with the androids’ mother weren’t supernatural, too. He brought it up with one of them, and they let him into a weird room full of black-coated cabling and massive standing databanks that clearly weren’t based off of any tech he’d ever seen. At the center of the room, a massive doughnut-shaped machine was set up on the wall, with several mechanized components sticking out of its middle hole. There was a shallow pit in the floor of the room, right in front of the doughnut.
Considering the handful of android women weeping in front of the doughnut, that seemed like the core of the ‘machine mother’. The place was so complicated and messily built that Mason couldn’t tell if anything was damaged or not, but that wasn’t really relevant. He just leveled his revolver at the machine, and fired into it.
Several loud screams of outrage filled the room, as the mourning androids leapt up and rounded on him - but almost as soon as the revolver’s light had faded, sparks of pink and neon blue light flickered through the black machinery that comprised the room. The android’s jerked in shock, as more and more neon light filled the room, and core systems came online. 
The strange, multi-jointed mechanical appendages sticking out of the doughnut suddenly came to life. Mason took a hasty step back as some of them stabbed into the walls of the room, while others descended into the fluid-filled pit in the floor. They worked in sharp, exact mechanical motions, almost like robots on an assembly line - which is of course exactly what they were. Before Mason’s eyes, a freshly built machine was rapidly assembled hanging in the air in front of the doughnut! 
It sort of reminded him of a terminator. It looked like a mechanical skeleton, except with a more filled-in skull and a few extra braces on the ribs and between the fingers, the latter of which he as grateful for. Its fingers would have looked super creepy otherwise, and it wouldn’t have gone over too well if Mason got creeped out by the leader of the robots.
Once the skeletal robot was assembled, a holographic face flickered into place over its skull. Gunmetal-gray bangs framed pallid, almost completely white skin, as full black lips jutted out from amidst perfect, gorgeous features. Glowing, electronic red eyes stared out from behind that holographic mask, slightly ruining the effect - though not as much as the visible metal skeleton composing the rest of the machine’s body did.
The weird machine was silent for a long moment, and then it nodded its head. An electric tone sounded out first, and then it corrected itself, and spoke in a synthesized voice. “The review of events is complete. Your aid against the invaders is appreciated, but it is ceded that doing so was also in the best interest of humanity. Nevertheless, aid given is considered favorably.”
Mason had to stare for a second to understand the weird way the machine spoke, but he got it after a second. “I was happy to help.”
“Your prior designation as a risk shall be updated to ally.” The machine continued, emotionlessly. “My daughters shall be forthright in their interactions, and available to you from now on. Use them as you see fit.”
“Uh…thank you?” Mason blinked at the machine in surprise, but evidently his meeting with the android leader…creator?…was over. Rather than giving a response, the metal skeleton’s holographic face flicked off, and its body tore apart and collapsed into the pit in the floor. Mason jumped pretty badly, when it did that.
He jumped when two of the androids in the room wrapped themselves around his arms, squeezing massive, plump breasts around his biceps as they pressed their luscious, perfect bodies against his sides. The one on the right, a white-haired, curvy muscular woman, purred in his ear. “We’ll escort you above, Mason.”
The other woman, a short, thick, dark-skinned girl with hot pink hair, giggled as she sloshed her tits against him. “It can be so confusing to find your way out of here. We have to show you the way, yes?”
Mason just gulped, and let them steer him towards the door.


His two escorts left him with a pair of blown kisses when he got back up into the under-hotel’s main structure, but when Mason went to ride the elevator up to where he’d left Galena, he found it was already occupied. Rhea’s luscious, massively proportioned silver-haired body was inside, with her thick brown ass squeezed against the mirrored back wall, and her tits straining through the clinging black latex crop top she’d forced them into. A matching pair of latex pants clung to her thighs and most of her ass, their belt hugging her broad, shapely hips.
The luscious android smirked, as the elevator doors closed behind Mason. She flicked up a finger, and the elevator’s control panel selected floor B3 for him. “Going up, handsome?”
Understandably, Mason was slightly nervous about the android. She had tried to kill him, last time they’d spoken…but he knew that was sort of irrational, and shook it off. “Yeah. I need to check on Galena, and get out of here.”
“You’re welcome to stay as long as you want.” Her plump, pink-painted lips plied together into a seductive pout. She thrust her hips forwards, unsticking her ass from the back wall first, before her massive thighs swayed and her tits heaved towards him. Her ass bounced up behind her, either cheek squeezed round and tight atop her thick, juicy thighs, as her breasts wobbled in place despite the skin-tight top sticking to them. “You’re welcome here anytime.”
Her body was getting to him. Mason had to look away, before he got too…excited. “Well, maybe I’ll take you up on that some other day. Right now, I just want to get home and make sure nothing went crazy while I was gone.”
“I see. That’s too bad,” she purred, her broad, jutting hips rolling to one side hard enough to slosh her tits and ass at the same time. With a smile that promised him she’d do anything he asked, she reached out and took his left wrist in her hands. “But you can call me out to see you any time.”
There was a quiet pop, and Mason twitched as he realized she’d fixed a bracelet around his wrist. It was an odd shape; it had been formed into two connected golden bands, assembled from several rigid, geometrically split shapes. Ingeniously, they’d been fit together into a single whole that was nevertheless two overlapped mobius strips. At the intersection point, where the strips both inverted, a small spherical red jewel had been fixed.
“This will grant you free use for any of our facilities.” Rhea’s fingers curled around the bracelet, and with a squeeze, she tightened it to Mason’s wrist so it couldn’t easily be removed. “I put my code in, too. You can call me from anywhere, any time. Think of it as repaying you for your help…and to make up for what we could have enjoyed together.”
Mason’s cheeks burned, as he tried to remind himself this was a machine…but she was clearly a person! Her body’s heat melted into his as she leaned in close, a faint, indescribably human scent wafting off of her body. Her eyes half-lidded, as she twitched her chin up, her lips drawing close to his. He wanted to back up, but he was already pressed against the elevator doors!
“You’ll figure out how to use it, right?” Rhea whispered, as she slowly pressed herself against him - her tits molding against Mason’s chest, as her body twitched with excitement. “You only have to think to make it obey you. In fact, you only have to think to make me-”
Abruptly the elevator dinged, and the doors slid open. Before Rhea could finish, Mason darted out and spewed words at her as he ran for it! “Thanks I’ll see you later it was nice talking to you BYE!”
He ran straight to the room where he’d left Galena. Thankfully, the luscious blonde had woken up when he got back. Her clothes were back in the shape of a tight, revealing evening gown, with no hint of the fact that dress was alive, but Mason couldn’t just ignore it now that he knew the alien symbiote…or whatever it was called…was still attached to her. 
That discussion could wait until they were outside, though. Mason checked and made sure she was okay, which lead the blonde to ask a series of questions about how she’d wound up there. Mason frowned, at that. “You don’t remember?”
Galena shook her head. “The last thing I remember was one of the strippers offering to teach me how to dance. Like…did I?”
Mason’s cheeks flushed again, and a knowing glint shimmered in Galena’s green eyes. “Oh, I did.”
“Yeah, well, uh,” Mason gulped, and made up a lie as quick as he could. “You spun around too much and passed out, so maybe it wasn’t the best idea. That’s probably why you don’t remember dancing.”
“You remember, though,” Galena said, as she heaved her huge, thick bimbo butt off the bed she’d borrowed, and smirked at Mason. “I was hot, right?”
Mason covered his eyes with a hand. He was not going to answer that. “Everything here’s been fixed, so we can…just get out of here, okay?”
	Naturally, Galena knew what him avoiding to answer that question meant. She smiled happily, as she linked arms with Mason and tugged him towards the door. “Sure!”

