-- Jackie --

The lube did the trick, unfortunately she couldn’t have prepared for the other issue; that being her cock. It hadn’t gone soft, she doubted it ever would at that point, and ended up pressed between her chest and the vent. No matter how cool the metal was, it was no match for her internal heat. Then there was the stimulation of her crawling through.
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It proved both a blessing and a curse as pre-cum oozed out. Or rather, the black goo she’d accidentally infected Gabby with did. Hopefully it wouldn’t hasten her own infection.

“How are you doing, Jackie?” Jennifer asked, “Would you like me to back up so you can cum in my pussy?”

“No, I’m fine,” Jackie grunted and continued on her way. Engineering couldn’t be that much further.

It took nearly ten minutes to reach their destination. 

In that time, Jackie’s fears were realised as the infection had progressed quickly, her boobs and cock expanding, though they weren’t nearly as troublesome as her hips. Her shoulders brushed the walls on either side, while her lower-half was pressed airtight on all sides. The balls didn’t help either.

Jennifer dropped through the vent with grace, while the medical officer barely got her torso through.

“Don’t worry,” Jennifer said, obnoxiously chipper now, “I’ll get you down now.”

“No, focus on making the thing. I can wait.”

So Jackie waited, suspended from the ceiling by her ass catching in the vent. Despite that, she didn’t feel the blood rushing to her head, though it certainly went somewhere as her cock swelled further. It at least gave her a chance to inspect herself, finding that everything below and around her navel had turned a deep eggplant colour. While the complexion didn’t match the others, the sheen did. She could’ve believed it was a pair of high-waist latex pants. If not for how it crept higher.

Jennifer worked as ordered, methodically taking seemingly innocuous bits and pieces and putting them together. 

“Can you go faster?” Jackie asked, the base of her breasts getting swallowed as well.

“Almost done. There!” With a puny spark, she finished putting together… a collar. Wires poked out all around it, the work obviously crude and hasty. She didn’t wait for Jackie to say anything and snapped it around her neck. Instantly, it hummed and a surge frigid air went down her body.

“It won’t permanently stop the infection, but it will be weakened from the neck up. By my logic, even if it physically reaches fruition, then your mind should be largely unaffected.”

“Right. Get me down now.” There was nothing graceful about Jackie’s escape from the vents, requiring substantial lube from Jennifer - emptying her reserves no less - as she fell onto her ass. Without any inhibitors, it had grown unabated, now a personal love seat jutting from her rear with hips wide enough to take up a couch all on their own. Conversely, her breasts had barely grown. She was only a little bigger than Gabby was pre-infection. 

“Will it work for the others?”

Jennifer shook her head, “I’m afraid not. They’re already compromised. Nothing in my current data even suggests that it could be reversed. Of course, my data is extremely limited. This is only the second encounter after all.”

“Yeah, that makes sense. Wait, second encounter? You have records of the first ship?”

“It was still functional, if on low power mode, so I connected automatically once in range. There is a video log, however it was deemed unnecessary to my former mission.”

“And what is your current mission?”

“To protect, serve and adore you, Jackie, my love,” Jennifer said with the most genuine smile an android could muster, “Would you like me to ‘serve’ you now?”

“Not in the way you’re implying,” Jackie said, clenching her jaw at the feeling of body changing further still, “But I want you to replay that video for me.”

“Of course.”

They cleared a wall, creating a clear space for Jennifer to project onto. The video was only a minute long. Jackie’s eyes widened as a familiar face appeared in front of her.

“Recording? Good. Um, this… I’m hoping this will serve as a warning. Whoever sees this needs to stay away. I barely got out, but it’s… it’s in my mind now. That’s how it does it.”

“Mom?” Jackie whispered, but obviously the recording couldn’t answer her.

“Becca is lost. I tried convincing her to leave, but,” Nina shook her head, “I’ll be going back soon. Even if I had a real choice, I don’t think I’d leave. Not without her. Fuck, I’m sorry, Jack-o-baby.”

Jackie let out a sound between a sob and a laugh at the old nickname.

“But you’re strong. I know you’ll be fine. I doubt this’ll ever reach you, but we love you. Momma Becca isn’t here, but I know she feels the same way. This thing… is just stronger. If you are seeing this, honey, then you need to leave this planet. Or,” Nina bit her lip, like she was trying to hold in the words, then her eyes dilated and a moan slipped out, “Or join us. We could make so many beautiful babies.”

At that, Jackie’s smile evaporated, but her cock perked up. It’d be disingenuous to say that her moms weren’t attractive, but she’d never sleep with them. Well… before all this she wouldn’t.

“I’m sorry. I’m so sorry,” Nina panted. Jackie saw the glossy black creep up her neck, “I don’t have anymore time. Hmm… fuck, feels good. No, focus. I found one thing, one weakness…”

The video ended. 

“Can you,” Jackie took a deep breath and dabbed at her eyes, “Can you analyse what she was going to say? Piece it together?”

“I can get the next word, but nothing after that. She was going to say; individual. Or individuality. If I were to guess, that implies a hive mentality. Free thoughts could disorient or completely undo its power.”

Jackie nodded, pacing back and forth. Her hips were so wide and her balls so huge that she had to swing her legs around to move with any real speed. If they’d remained on the planet, the hive mind would’ve taken complete control over Mel and the others already. However, being away from it, a new hierarchy needed to be developed. One with Mel, as the earliest infected, at its precipice. 

That explained the single-minded focus on breeding, but also that she would get distracted by other feelings. Jackie, aside from her libido, still had her free will. If she wanted, she could use Jennifer to escape and be done with it all. Her balls throbbed angrily, reminding her that they had yet to be emptied into a real pussy. She couldn’t just leave them like that.

Nor did she want to. Jackie stroked along her cock, now easily longer than her legs, and bit her lip. She couldn’t leave a broodmare like Mel in charge, and Arwen wouldn’t be the ideal breeder, based on what she’d seen before. Only Jackie had a cock worthy of finally impregnating their wombs, only her cock was worthy of worship. She shouldn’t think like that, but it was true. She just had to think of how Mina, Gabby and Arwen all but prostrated themselves before her phallus.

She wanted to have them all beg at her feet.

This whole time, she’d been terrified of what would happen to her and everyone one else. She couldn’t indulge for more than a moment, no matter how bad her body craved it. Out of stasis, she was blue balled, then the alien shit started and she at least got laid - with the wrong woman - but didn’t finish inside, even when she had Gabby all but begging for it, she didn’t let herself just go. The only ‘sex’ she’d had since was with Jennifer, and that was little more than a glorified fleshlight.

That was just since she woke up. Even outside of sex, everyone wanted her to follow their command, order her around, tell her what they thought and ignore her… She was done with it all.

“Hey, Jennifer.”

“Yes?”

“In your unbiased opinion, is humanity even worth it?”

“I don’t understand the question.”

“Like… if I brought this ship to Earth and let the infection run wild, effectively force the human race to change like we all have... would that make me a bad person?”

“I could never think of you as a bad person,” Jennifer said instantly, though she seemed lost in contemplation, “Nor can I hold humanity in contempt. They created me after all. However, based on my data, my analysis of this ‘infection’ and the alien, I think it would be wrong to remove humanity’s individuality.”

“And if I found a way to keep that individuality?”

“Then it would be for the better. The rise in libido is a detriment, however you are stronger, more focused, resilient and far sexier than any human could ever hope to be. Even the weakness to cold can be easily offset.”

On that note, another chill blasted from Jackie’s collar. Her infection hadn’t slowed at all, now fighting to get past her torso, while everything below was covered. Perhaps it had reached her brain, the hive mind influencing her thoughts, though she couldn’t find it in herself to argue anymore. She’d seen Lesley break through a solid steel wall, destroying its locks in the process. She’d cum just from having her nuts worshipped. It couldn’t be fair to withhold such benefits from everyone else.

So long as she was at the precipice that is.

It wouldn’t be a hive mind, nor a dictatorship. She would be… a goddess to them. Granting her gift of bliss to everyone, except those that would misuse it. They would still be changed, but she’d use them for her own needs. Jackie chuckled; like she wouldn’t do that anyway. Under her power, she’d bring the world in line. War, famine, hunger, bigotry… everyone always dreamt of a chance to fix it all. Now she had it.

“Am I right in assuming sex makes the infection stronger?” Jackie asked.

“That appears to be the case,” Jennifer said and, inferring what was to come, turned around to present her ass cheeks, still parted by a fat doughnut. It was imbalanced, so she plumped up her pussy to match, “Please use me as you wish.”

Jackie hefted her cock. It’d only continued to grow while she was lost in thought, as had the rest of her. None of her former skin tone remained from the neck down, all of it now a thick, glossy purple, a similar colour to what her cock head would turn after hours of abuse. The phallus itself had an even deeper shade, almost black, with veins the same blue as the ocean depths. Her breasts hadn’t grown much at all, though her nipples had taken on a lilac shade, standing out against the much darker areolae.

Thin lines of blue emanated from her groin. They wrapped around her hips, highlighting the obscene curves that extended no less than a foot past her shoulders on each side. Languid ripples passed through them as she stepped forward, wobbling enough to show off how big and soft they were, yet not so extreme that she couldn’t recognise the strength supporting it all. In no uncertain terms, she believed she could’ve crushed coal into diamond between her thighs. Then shatter it with one thrust.

And all that power went straight into slamming to the hilt inside the sex-bot. Jennifer’s voice box malfunctioned, lips spread in a large ‘O’. The best way to create a good sex service android was to load its pussy with pleasure receptors, make it feel as if it were cumming all the time. That meant cramming it full of them from beginning to end.

It was fine when Jackie only had eight inches. And the ass had less synthetic nerves, allowing her to handle the earlier pounding, but when nearly four-feet of cock rammed in, punching into her fake womb, it didn’t matter how good Jennifer’s programming and safeguards were. The android slumped into the workbench, pussy squeezing Jackie thanks to the separate CPU in charge of it. Unfortunately, it didn’t have a good handle on lube distribution and let loose half of its remaining supply.

The juicy lips and insides squelched and sloshed as Jackie released every ounce of aggression. She wasn’t pressed for time anymore, certain Mel had realised the trick and was either hunting the others, or venting her own frustrations, though that didn’t mean she wanted to take it easy. Jennifer could handle it, even if her circuits were frying themselves trying to process all the meat carving out her insides.

Jackie leaned forward to grab a handful of the android’s tit. The position made it harder to pull her hips very far, but allowed her to enjoy her now personal sex-toy, and the fact her cock arched around Jennifer’s torso, bulging the layers of synthetic flesh until they were no thicker than a condom. It made perfect sense, then, for her to push the boobs together and fuck between them too. 

Her balls swung into the workbench with every thrust. With all that strength in her legs, she barely felt the weight, however the sound they made was one on par with a car crash. Tools clattered across the table, despite it being secured to the wall, eventually clanging against the floor. By then, however, Jennifer’s voice had recovered and she let her ecstasy be heard. If not for the thunderous clap of Jackie’s hips against her ass.

Five minutes passed… ten minutes… twenty… yet Jackie didn’t feel any different. She slowed her thrusts to get a feel for her body, yet noticed nothing, except that her collar was constantly active. It was the only thing keeping her from being taken completely.

That didn’t stop signs of it from creeping higher. Metallic surfaces pointed at them from all angles, giving her just enough reflection to see the wine-coloured lines encroaching on her chin. Did the collar only slow it down? Or was this something different again? It moved further, touching her bottom lip and immediately dyed it a similar shade.

Jackie kept fucking, fully aware that nothing she did now would stop whatever happened. She might as well enjoy herself. She pushed Jennifer’s face down into the tabletop, the android taking her cue to buck into the next thrust. Juices squelched and splashed all over, practically poured down their legs, while more dripped over Jackie’s balls. The sticky sounds deepened as her pre-cum finally joined the mix. Not that it hadn’t been trying for the last ten minutes. Her cock was simply too long and the pre too thick to move quickly.

It was displaced by her thrusts, trickling out and landing with a wet thud on Jackie’s sack. It, then, crashed to the floor as she rammed back in, more coming by the second as her orgasm approached. There was something different about it, however. She couldn’t say how she knew it, but the feeling persisted. Once she climaxed, nothing would be the same.

Her cock burgeoned, urethra fattening on all sides, while her balls both swelled and contracted against her. Cum moved into the piping, yet she still had a ways to go. She felt it climb up the tube. It added enough weight that her bulge was forced to rest on the table, which creaked under the strain. It only got worse as her pleasure increased, the peak so close yet elusive. The weight even became too much for her legs to thrust properly, leaving her to leisurely saw to and fro.

“Come on,” Jackie grunted, whole body tensing to squeeze it out that last foot. The collar whirred around her neck, working overtime, but she barely heard or felt it over the sound and sensations of her cum slogging through her cock. She yanked the android back and forth, finding it easier to move several hundred pounds instead of thrust her cock. The sludge reached the last few inches.

“Let me cum!”

Jackie’s world went dark. There was light, but only faintly, just enough for her to identify that she stared down at an ocean, but it didn’t move the way water did. It was thick and black, exactly like Mel’s fluids. The only things that broke up the void was four lights, though two of them were dim enough that she could’ve missed them if she didn’t look close enough. Was this… the hive mind her mom mentioned?

She looked around, finding that her arms and legs were bound tight to an invisible ceiling. Ropes bridged her to the ocean, each taut as if pulling her, yet she didn’t feel it. She tested the bonds, which offered a tiny amount of leeway and nothing more. Probably best not to break them, she thought. If this was the hive mind, then that ocean was likely its consciousness. And those lights… her crewmates? But one was missing.

Had Mel already been fully consumed?

Join.

Jackie startled at the voice in her ear. She whipped her head around and saw no one.

Give in.

There it was again, but in the other ear. Still no one in sight.

“Not happening,” Jackie said.

Don’t you miss us?

“I don’t even know… you…” She still didn’t see anything, however that question was too purposeful, “Mom?”

Got it in one, Jack-o-baby.

“This isn’t real.”

Oh, it’s very real. Our conscious minds are united. We’ve never been closer to one another. Everything that we disagreed on, all the misunderstandings, any secret, it’s all gone now. Don’t you want to know how much we love you?

It wasn’t just one of them speaking to her. They spoke in perfect sync, from the tone to their cadence, one in each ear no matter how she moved her head. Jackie laughed.

“I know what you’re trying to do. This is how you try to convince me to just let go. Make me think my moms are still around. Not gonna happen.”

Oh, Jackie…

That was Becca’s voice. Just hers. Jackie ignored it, until she felt a warm hand on her cheek and suddenly she was twelve again. The dark was gone, replaced by the comforting setting of an apartment. She was sat between her two moms, though Becca had only joined the home a few years ago, a cake on the table with freshly blown candles on top. The place wasn’t much, cramped with the three of them in there, but that was true for nearly everyone else in their building.

A hand ruffled her hair. It was the longest she’d ever had it, dyed a fresh azure blue, and cascaded over her shoulders down to just above her lap, on which sat a box tied shut with a ribbon. She looked to her left and found Nina beaming down, baggy eyes brightened by Jackie’s own excitement. Only she knew better this time.

This was the last birthday she’d spend with either of them.

“The hive mind,” she whispered, then focused on the present. Would it try bribing her with something in there?

“It’s nothing that nefarious,” Nina said, idly running fingers through twelve-year-old Jackie’s hair, “We know this is one of your favourite memories. Everyday can be like this again, Jackie.”

“Your mother and I never want for anything,” Becca added, putting a slice of cake on a plate. She offered it to Jackie, “You could have the same thing. We could even help you relive your life with us in the picture. This collective conscious is an amazing thing and it only gets stronger the more minds added to it. Pretty soon, we could replace your memories with something better and you’d be none the wiser. It’d be just like we never went on that honeymoon.”

“All you have to do,” Nina said and undid the ribbon. Becca took the lid off and revealed the collar that Jennifer had designed for her, “Is take it off.”

Jackie had made peace with losing her parents years ago. It hurt, worse than she would ever admit outside of therapy, but she came out the other side. She was strong. She took her miserable life and made something of it. She did that, not some alien collective. Which was responsible for it in the first place.

But it could fix that. She could have another chance with her parents. Finish her transition with them at her side. Get embarrassed when she met her first girlfriend. Celebrate getting her medical licence with a dinner more expensive than they should have. Then, when they were on their deathbed, she could actually say a proper goodbye. Tell them how much they meant to her and how she’d miss them.

“I love you guys,” Jackie said, “It… really messed me up when you disappeared. I’d give anything to change that.”

“It won’t be much. You just have to take that off,” Nina said, patting her knee.

“But that’d be an insult to you.”

Both women leaned away as if she’d just electrocuted them. She stood up and faced them, unable to stop the tears from breaking out.

“You raised me to be strong, didn’t you? Because of you, I was able to finish my transition. I got through med-school, horrible breakups, and pissed off everyone that ever told me I couldn’t do something. Because of you guys. That’s why, I’m not going to let this thing win. I’m gonna take whatever it can give me, and use it for myself. For everyone that deserves it. And if you try convincing me otherwise, then you aren’t my parents.”

The two looked at each other, then broke out into laughter. At first, Jackie thought it was mocking, but she only had to listen to hear the genuine mirth. They rose up and hugged her tight.

“It won’t be easy,” Nina said, voice echoing as the setting slowly broke down.

“This thing is strong. But so are you,” Becca whispered, tears leaking down her cheeks.

“Make sure you stop Mel. She’s going to try and turn the ship around and go back to the planet. If that happens…”

“I understand,” Jackie nodded and squeezed them, like she could stop them from leaving again. Her body grew back to its adult state before it got infected, which prompted her moms to step back.

“Look at you,” Nina sobbed through her smile, “I can’t believe we never got to see you become all this.”

“And that Gabby girl is so nice. Make sure you look after her. Well… what’s left of her,” Becca said.

“She’ll be fine. She’s tough, trust me. Or her giggling will annoy the stupid thing into giving up on her.”

They laughed, but the sorrow was winning. Her moms were disappearing, legs already consumed in the void. Jackie grimaced when they moaned.

“Sorry, it’s hard not to,” Becca said.

“I get it. Just… I’d rather not know what my moms sound like when they’re… you know.”

“Oh, like you didn’t hear us every other night,” Nina chuckled.

“I listened to music. Why do you think I was half-deaf as a kid?”

One final laugh. They blew her kisses. And then they were gone. Jackie wiped at her eyes and smiled. This thing had ruined her life, not once but twice, yet it also gave her the chance for closure. It tried using her parents to break her. Ironic.

“I am myself. No one else,” Jackie said and the ropes linking her to the bottom snapped. At the same time, bliss crawled up her body, starting from her toes. She closed her eyes and let it take hold. Her breaths turned shallow, nipples pulsing, while an ache built in her abdomen and spread to her crotch, all the classic signs of an orgasm. She let out a soft moan. It was so close.

The build-up was hell. It slowed to a crawl as the heat reached her neck. If this was reflective of the real world, then that was probably the collar. Maybe a last ditch effort to tempt her into removing it. She slid hands across her body. It wasn’t nearly as impressive in this space as in reality, but her tits and cock still felt incredible. She pinched a nipple and pulled, stroking along her member at the same time. 

Pre-cum gushed out of her hole, turning her shaft and hand into a slimy mess. She switched it with the one on her breast, biting her lip at the feeling of her sticky pre. With all that cock juice, her strokes got faster, fist slamming against her crotch with increasingly wet smacks. Strings of pre formed between her groin and hand, then smashed as she pumped harder and faster.

Yet her ecstasy wouldn’t reach the crest of release. No matter how fast she stroked, hand little more than a blur by then, or how many ounces of viscous pre was pushed out, it didn’t get any better. Jackie switched hands again, taking the most covered one and sliding it between her ass cheeks, where she swirled a sticky finger around her little pucker. Once it was thoroughly coated, she inserted one and curled it in a ‘come hither’ motion.

It bumped against her prostate each time. Pre-cum exploded at the lightest touch and her nerves lit up. A second finger joined it, each moving independent of the other, bombarding her personal g-spot without rest.

“You bitch,” Jackie moaned. It had to be a holdout of the hive mind, a final attempt to make her submit. It wouldn’t work. When she was younger, she wanted a distraction, anything that would keep her mind off being alone. So she turned to porn and the art of edging herself. Whenever she got the chance, she indulged in the same practice, taking hours to let herself cum. Her best record was just shy of twenty-four hours. And that only failed because she fell asleep.

So take your best shot, she thought and added a third finger to her ass. With three moving at different tempos, her prostate was under constant attack, add on the extra thrust of her hand and she’d have cum dozens of times in any other situation. It all worked into an amazing, aggressive symphony of pleasures. One that proved too much as her bliss crept higher. 

Her lips tingled just from breathing. She licked and bit them, jerking at the stab of pleasure it gave her. If Jackie had any regrets of her life, it would be not going through SRS and experiencing a pussy of her own. Having a cock was just more convenient - and she loved seeing a gorgeous set of lips sliding up and down her shaft. However, she didn’t think she was missing out anymore, as her lips sang from simply sucking on them.

Only moments later and her ears were suddenly burning from her hair brushing against them. So close. Her eyes crossed - even that felt good - and rolled back, hand slowing down to take longer, more purposeful strokes. Her ass squelched from all the pre-cum she’d slathered around and inside it. Oh shit, it felt so nice as it oozed between her fingers and anus. Almost as good as feeling it pouring from her dick.

“Give it to me. Give it,” Jackie slurred, tongue poking out. That felt good too. Everything felt amazing. Even the way her hair gently pulled on her scalp was incredible.

A swift punch of her left hand and it disappeared inside her ass. The knuckles ground into her g-spot, as if to turn it into a paste, while her rectum snapped shut and squeezed so tight it cut off circulation. Her cock turned red and raw from her brutal pace. But it was all worth it as her nerves stretched to the ends of her hair of all things.

A blinding light consumed her eyes and everything else. Without gravity holding her down and her senses thoroughly overloaded in blissful release, Jackie felt as if she were floating on a serene ocean. Gentle waves lapped at her body, leaving nothing but ecstasy in its wake. Where it touched her cock and balls, it was like she came all over again. Maybe she was? In that space, everything melded together, so nothing was individual anymore. She could only recognise herself and the pleasure therein.

Only for reality to come back all at once. It wasn’t like how people described waking from a coma, where it trickled back in. In one moment, she was in carnal nirvana, and the next she still felt ecstasy, but it was mixed with the dour of the real world. She felt the weight of her being once more, only so much more-so.

“Jennifer,” Jackie said once she had a grip of herself once more.

“Yes?” The android whispered.

“Head to the bridge. Keep Mel and the others from taking us off course. I’ll be there soon. I just need a minute,” Jackie said. Perilous as the situation was, she couldn’t bring herself to rush into a confrontation. She just hoped Jennifer could at least hold them off until she got her head on right.
