Kris drummed their fingers against the side of their coffee mug, watching as Noelle was currently busy at work in the kitchen. 
She had changed a lot since they’d last seen each other, her body now being made up of far more carbonate and plastic alloys than it had been when they were kids. Though Kris supposed that she hadn’t been a purposefully designed killing machine back then either. 
The most jarring change, however, was the number of arms that she now had. 
There were a dozen currently at work. One hand stirred together scrambled eggs, a second chopped veggies, a third crumbled cheese, and a fourth fried onions inside of a cast iron pan.
For sure, they couldn’t really comment on big bodily changes themselves, considering their own body was just as artificial as her own. It turned out that being a hero in the Dark World could lead to some pretty gruesome outcomes when you ended up wounded.
Still, having a designer-made body did come with a few perks of its own.
Kris hid their shit eating grin underneath a sip of coffee, keeping their eyes on Noelle.
Suddenly a noise started to play, sounding very much like the ring tone on her phone.
Noelle whipped around and looked at it, only to see that it remained motionless. Her gaze then snapped up to Kris and promptly narrowed.
“Not funny,” she grumbled.
Kris chuckled and snapped the speaker back into their suit. “I think it’s pretty funny.”
“You would,” Noelle grumbled. “You are a very bad dog after all.”
“Still going on with that whole dog thing, huh?” Kris asked. 
They were mesmerized by the fact that Noelle somehow still managed to work on her cooking even though she wasn’t paying attention to any of her numerous hands.
Noelle nodded. “I mean that narrative makes far more sense then…” She waved her hand around. “Whatever insane story that you’ve come up with.”
“That Queen kidnapped you, replaced most of your body with computer parts, and wiped your memory like you were nothing more than an old USB drive?” Kris asked, tilting their head to the side. “All before uploading a brand-new personality into that pretty little head of yours?”
Noelle flushed at the mention of pretty.
“I’ve always been and always will be Queen’s loyal little Angel,” Noelle grumbled, not letting up with her glare.
Kris shrugged. “We’ll see about that.”
“And no amount of petty pranks or shitty memes will convince me otherwise,” Noelle chided, drawing forth her spatula and wagging it menacingly at them. “Am I understood?”
Kris nodded and said nothing more, taking another purposeful sip of their coffee. Though they must’ve been giving off some sort of chaotic energy as Noelle’s gaze continued to narrow and they kept motioning at them with her spatula.
A speaker in Kris' suit then began to play the theme to a very popular video game followed by a deep boom of…
“Among Us!”
Noelle groaned. “You’re the worst.”
“Oh, come on, Noelle, you used to love these memes!” Kris growled.
“I’m not Noelle,” Noelle shot back, huffing through clenched teeth. “I am Angel and I have always been Angel no matter how hard you tried to convince me otherwise.”
With that she turned away, fuming as she focused on making breakfast. Not that she even needed to pay attention as the automated systems inside of her suit seemed to be nearly finished with two gorgeous vegetarian omelettes.
“Why are you even so obsessed with memes?” Noelle murmured.
Kris smirked. “Me, obsessed? Wasn’t it one of your buddies who stated that memes were the building blocks of the soul or something like that?” They hummed and nodded to themselves. “Yes, I seem to remember him saying something along those lines while constantly vivisecting to avoid my sword.”
They studied Noelle, hoping that they were getting through to her, even a little bit. Though it seemed like every soundbite and olive branch was being thrown against a brick wall of Queen’s rigid conditioning and flawless programming as Noelle remained unphased.
Still, the monster brain couldn’t be like a computer, could it? You couldn’t just yank out nearly two decades of memories, personality, and emotions. Surely…
“Plus, there has to be a reason that you keep me around,” Kris tried, motioning to her. “There has to be some reason you haven’t tried to kill me or capture me or whatever else you’ve been told to do with me?”
Noelle turned and cocked a brow. “It’s because I’ve been directed to take disobedient little dogs, like yourself, and train them. And that’s what you are, a disobedient little mutt who needs to be put in their place.”
“Kinky…” Kris teased, batting their lashes at her.
Noelle approached the kitchen’s island and placed a pair of plates down. They both had a gorgeous omelette on them, perfect in colour and presentation with a little green garnish on top of each. There was even an affectionate smiley face drawn in ketchup on top of Kris’.
“Now I would suggest eating up,” Noelle said, allowing herself a playful little smolder. “Because you have a full day of training ahead of you, doggy, and I don’t think I’ll be giving you another break any time soon.”
Kris’ cheeks warmed at that threat. They could also feel a certain weapon twitching in response to such suggestions.
So, they grabbed their fork and started to shovel the omelette into their mouth. It was extremely good, being perfect in every possible way with just the ideal taste and texture. They couldn’t help but demolish it in a matter of moments, leaving their plate clean by the time that Noelle was only half way finished with her own.
“Someone seems hungry,” Noelle teased, offering a coy look as she popped a small bite into her mouth.
“It was delicious,” Kris replied. “What type of cheese did you use?”
“Goat cheese,” Noelle said.
Kris beamed. “That’s my favourite.”
“I’m aware…” Noelle smirked. “I do like to treat my doggies well, especially when they’ve been very good.” She then frowned. “Though I suppose you haven’t been very good lately, have you?”
Kris studied her for a moment before chuckling. “Seems like someone is remembering details from her old life because I don’t remember mentioning that I like goat cheese to you. Not since we’ve reconnected anyways.”
Noelle huffed. “Certainly not… I… I…” She grunted and looked off to the side. “It must’ve just been a small detail that I picked up on. After all, I am the one who cooks most of our meals so it’s only natural that I pick up on something like that.” She waved her hand. “Maybe I even picked up on it when you were talking to someone else on your team.”
Kris smirked and shook their head, not engaging with that particular train of thought. 
This was a detail from their old life, a tendril of hope that there was still a certain little doe buried away underneath whatever Queen had left behind.
“Do you remember anymore of my favourites?” Kris asked. “Colours, video games, movies?”
Noelle huffed. “I think it’s best that we don’t talk about this.”
Kris reached across and placed a hand overtop of Noelle’s, giving it a squeeze.
“Come on Noelle,” they whispered. “I know you’re still in there.”
“I’m Angel,” Noelle growled, yanking her hand back. “And you’re being a very disrespectful doggy today.”
She looked up at them, studying them closely. Her expression was hard to read though it soon curled back into such playful cruelty.
“And I know what I should do with a bad little dog like you,” Noelle chided.
She came around the island and approached Kris, placing a hand upon their shoulder. Her fingers drummed against the hard carapace of their armoured skin, tapping away at it again and again. It seemed like she was lording over them
Even augmented, Noelle was still a solid head shorter than Kris.
Though Kris couldn’t help but feel small when confronted by such a resolute personality.
One of Noelle’s artificial hands rested upon their side while a third went a little lower than that. She seemed to possess an endless number of hands at this moment, each of them touching a different spot that was a little closer to Kris’ crotch. 
One by one they grew nearer and nearer, until finally, a hand reached out and cupped it. The palm of this artificial hand ground against their loins, causing their pride to stiffen at the attention. 
A faint pleasured noise escaped from the back of their throat in response.
“Is this how you take care of bad dogs?” Kris teased. “Because I could get used to…”
One of Noelle’s many arms reached out and lightly struck them across the cheek. It was a little clap that burned more with shame than actual pain. Still, Kris couldn’t help but blink in surprise, reaching up and rubbing the little blemish she’d left behind.
“You’ll speak when you are spoken too, mutt,” Noelle warned. 
One of her fingers, on the hand that struck their face, suddenly produced a very small blade from one of her faux fingernails. Noelle gently traced this dagger across Kris’ complexion, ensuring that she applied just enough pressure that its presence was known but not so much that it actually drew blood.
“Am I understood?” Noelle asked.
Kris tensed as they felt that little blade trace across their cheek. Noelle gently drew it back and forth as if scratching a dog’s scruff.
“Crystal clear, Noelle,” Kris whispered.
Noelle snorted and drew the blade down quite sharply, leaving a little nick upon their flesh. It was surface level, nothing more, though it still made them hiss and flinch away.
“Would you like to try that again?” she asked, offering a playful smile.
It was hard for Kris to think straight as her hand managed to manipulate their armour, opening the codpiece that protected their precious anatomy. 
Her hand wrapped around their shaft and started to stroke it, drawing all the way up to the tip before slowly heading down to the base and then back up again. She managed to maintain a regular rhythm, teasing them more than anything else.
Kris offered a playful smile. “Crystal clear, Noelle.”
Noelle’s brow furrowed and she drew the tiny blade down their cheek again, leaving another nearly identical mark upon their complexion. She looked so wonderfully peeved, narrowing her gaze and glaring quite coolly at them.
Though Kris accepted the cut without so much as a grunt. After all, what was a little penknife when you’d literally had a sword slammed through your midsection before.
“I have ways of getting your obedience,” Noelle whispered, inspecting her bloody digit.
Kris smirked. “Is that so?”
Suddenly, the hand caressing Kris’ junk pulled back and they could hear that Noelle had engaged the little knives upon the fingers down there as well. One such blade touched down against their shaft, probing it and applying just enough force that her threat was clear without actually bringing harm.
Kris felt a lump in their throat which they promptly swallowed. “I think you’d only be hurting yourself if you started cutting that, Noelle.”
Noelle sighed and retracted her blades. Instead, she grasped their cock again and gently stroked it.
“I am being far too lenient with you,” Noelle whispered, shaking her head. “I wish I knew why.”
“Because you care about me?” Kris tried. “Maybe because you have some lingering memories of a past life?”
Noelle glared at them and didn’t rise to the challenge. Instead, she let go of their cock and brushed past them, making her way towards the bedroom of their apartment.
“I can always gag you if I grow displeased with what you’re saying,” Noelle stated, sounding almost serious with her threat.
Kris followed her with their eyes, watching as she paused at the door, giving them an excellent view of her shapely legs and bountiful ass. She even winked at them before clapping a hand firmly against her bottom, showing off just how firm it really was. Though with that she finally slipped into the neighbouring room.
“Best not to keep me waiting doggy, I have a busy day ahead of me and need help blowing off a little steam,” Noelle said.
Kris snorted and followed after her without a moment’s pause. As they entered, they saw that she had already shed her bodysuit, leaving it on the floor. 
Her torso was exposed. It was completely natural but equally well built, being curvy and plush in all of the right places.
Her flower was also glistening, inviting Kris to enjoy its nectar.
The sight of Noelle’s naked body was enough to send a fresh pulse of vitality to Kris’ erection, getting it to grow even harder. A bead of something thick and white oozed from the tip, gracing it with a dollop of pre.
Noelle bit her lip and her many hands started to trace along her body. She made a show of stroking and squeezing herself, cupping her breasts and playing with them as other sets of hands ran along her side and trailed down her body. She let out a pleasured moan as she did so, making bedroom eyes with Kris and beaconing them forward with a single finger.
“Is my little doggy going to leave me unattended?” she whispered.
Kris snorted and knelt at the foot of the bed. They reached out and grabbed Noelle’s legs, pulling them over their shoulders. This brought her precious rose directly before their lips and they showed no restraint as they dipped forwards and allowed themselves to sample from her radiance. 
Their tongue drove forwards with vigour, taking the incentive in exploring Noelle’s arousal. They seemed to be garnering some success as her voice emboldened at the treatment, her moans growing louder and louder with every passing moment.
Kris bathed in the radiance of that noise, grinning as they knew that they were bringing pleasure to Noelle. Their tempo only emboldened with such praise, their swirling tongue growing swifter and more energetic with time.
“Oh Kris,” Noelle moaned.
Kris perked up at the usage of their real name and saw that Noelle had flinched at it.
“Doggy…” she corrected. “Oh doggy.”
Was their oral performance having a certain effect on jogging her memories? 
Kris wouldn’t doubt it, knowing that reflexes and pleasure worked on their own separate tract within the monster’s mind. They toyed with something more rigid than consciousness, something deep and instinctual, something that Queen couldn’t hope to touch.
They decided to experiment as they roved around with even more purpose, pushing themselves to their limits as they wove around inside of her. Their tongue moved swiftly and focused in with precision upon all of the places that would garner the most excitable of reactions.
Noelle was somewhere in there and they just needed to work extra hard to bring her out.
Kris reached out and even rested a thumb against Noelle’s little button, stroking it carefully in a circling motion. 
This seemed to really get to Noelle as her back arched away from the sheets and she clutched the quilt like a vice. She cried out loudly, gasping as Kris refused to let up in the slightest. Her breath came out in frantic little bursts as she moaned freely.
Kris revelled in the power they held over her in this moment. A tongue and a single thumb, that’s all it took to tame her. They enjoyed the taste of her lust, the scent of her arousal, the two sensations filtering into their mind and corrupting their thoughts. Their mission became one of pleasure as they refused to abate in the slightest.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Noelle panted. “Harder Kris!”
Kris!
There it was again, another little note of her old life slipping through.
How much harder would they have to push before a whole personality was knocked loose.
One of Noelle’s many hands reached down and rested on the back of their head, pushing them forwards and cramming them even tighter against her soaking wet cunt. It seemed impossible to even catch a breath at this point as her lust was spread across their face, covering it in a virile sheen that made them nearly feral.
Kris felt like they were losing control at this point, their mind frayed as they took in the endless bombardment of endorphins. It seemed like every breath, every sound, and every taste were dominated by Noelle’s lust.
They reached down without thinking and started to stroke themselves, collecting the bead of pre at the tip of their erection and using it as lubricant. Their pleasure soon emboldened and so did Noelle’s as they moaned freely into her inviting pussy.
It wouldn’t be long now as Kris could feel Noelle twitch, shuddering, moaning with such unrestrained praise. 
Their tongue felt stiff and sore but they pushed it onwards and plowed ahead without a care for common sense or reason.
Then Noelle tipped over the edge and plunged into bliss as she cried out in utter ecstasy. Soon a flood of juices came rushing forth, crashing against Kris’ mouth. They drank from them without restraint, enjoying their reward for a job well done.
“Oh Kris! Oh Kris! Oh…” Noelle cried, sounding haggard in her current state. Language seemed to fail her at the last moment as it was replaced with a powerful moan.
Each usage of their name only made their smile grow.
Kris drew away from her lower lips, allowing themselves a couple refreshing breaths. They closed their eyes and took a moment to gather their composure, settling their frayed little mind back down into a resting state.
When they opened their eyes, it seemed that Noelle had lifted her legs away from their shoulders. 
Kris took this as permission to rise, standing above her. They continued to stroke their cock and grinned down at her with a prideful glee.
“Whoa,” Noelle whispered, leering at their cock. “Is that a weapon that could surpass Metal Gear?”
“It might just be,” Kris replied. 
Noelle hummed and crossed her legs, taping a finger against her chin. “I’m just wondering if my doggy should even be allowed to fuck me after being so rude.”
“Can you honestly say no to this?” they asked, stroking their cock and ensuring she got a nice look at it in all of its glory.
“A fair point,” Noelle murmured, glaring at them as she uncrossed her legs. “Even if you have been a very bad doggy today, there’s no reason I should suffer for your actions.”
Kris braced themselves overtop of Noelle, bearing down upon her. They smirked as they lined up the tip of their cock with her slick lower lips. It didn’t take much effort to slip inside, pressing forwards, nice and deep in one fluid motion.
Noelle let out a little gasp and shivered as Kris started to slowly pump into her. 
Her walls felt utterly divine against their cock: warm, inviting, and cradling them tightly. Each thrust felt more euphoric than the last and Kris couldn’t help but pick up the pace and rut Noelle like an eager little doggy.
Kris grunted and pushed down upon her, pressing their body tight against hers. Her form was so soft and comforting, her breasts cushioning their chest. Soon Noelle’s many hands were upon their back, clinging to them and holding onto them for dear life. 
This new angle was a little awkward for Kris but their pace still remained strong and steady.
“Fuck,” Noelle whispered. “Harder, Kris.”
Kris grinned and nipped at her neck. “What was that?”
Noelle flushed as she realized her little slip up, biting her lip. “N-nothing, you must’ve misheard, you silly mutt.”
“No, no, that’s impossible. I have enhanced hearing, Noelle,” Kris whispered. “I think I heard you pretty clearly.”
They punctuated this point by pounding forwards and clapping their hips against hers, spearing her with their erection. They stayed buried inside of her for a long moment, giving her plenty of time to appreciate just how thick they really were.
Noelle moaned their praise and instinctively lifted her hips upwards, desperately rocking against them. It was obvious that she was hoping that they would bring back their vigorous tempo.
Kris decided to be a bastard and draw themselves out, nice and slow.
“Come on Noelle, I know that you’re still in there,” Kris teased. “Don’t you want this cock?”
“I’m Angel,” Noelle groaned.
Kris shook their head and affixed her with their red eyes. “No, you’re not.”
“Just… just please give it to me, you bastard, y-you bad doggy,” Noelle moaned, gritting her teeth together. “I order you to fuck me!”
Kris rolled their eyes. “I guess we’re just not there yet.”
They slammed forwards again, clapping against her pelvis for a second time. Though they didn’t linger for long before they started to pump away with a steady and unrelenting rhythm. Their tempo was swift and growing quicker as they started to hammer away at her needy little hole with reckless abandon.
A deep growl bubbled forth from Kris while Noelle moaned like a bitch in heat, effectively turning the tables on their little dynamic. 
Noelle’s many hands reached out and gripped at the sheets, pillows, and headboard for support, digging her metallic fingers into any surface she could reach. One of these hands actually bent the metal of the headboard, showing how little control she maintained over her faculties while getting her world rocked.
“Kris,” Noelle moaned. This time she didn’t seem to catch herself. “Harder, Kris.”
Kris grunted and did as they were commanded, hoping that they could finally knock some common sense into Noelle. They rutted her with such fury and speed, not only pushing their body to its limits but also taxing the various cybernetics ebbed into their system.
Noelle didn’t seem like she could handle much more. She was already so tight and wet, her voice so loud as she screamed her ceaseless praise. She quivered around their cock and seemed like she was teetering right on the edge.
Kris was managing to hold off their own pleasure. Though this was due to one reason and one reason alone.
“Soul…” they growled, moaning through clenched teeth. “Turn off my breeding inhibitors.”
They cried out as a tidal wave of raw pleasure came crashing down upon them. It was like all the stimulation of the last couple of minutes had been distilled into a single impossible drop of pure euphoria. A form of pleasure which held more energy than any substance known to society.
Kris now teetered on the edge as well, their pace fading as they traded raw speed for a desperate power.
“I-I’m close,” Kris whispered. “Do you want it inside or out?”
Noelle wrapped her legs around them tightly, pulling them in close and not giving them the chance to withdraw. This seemed to be her answer as she held them inside of her.
Her own orgasm came soon after as she cried out and clenched around their erection, cradling them tightly within her. 
Kris couldn’t hold on much longer as they made a few fleeting and desperate thrusts into her. Though between the tightness and warmth of Noelle’s comforting embrace there was little to slow them as they tumbled over the edge as well.
They stayed frozen in the moment, feeling something inside of them give.
Pleasure overcame them as they cried out, shooting a fat rope of white hot nanomachines deep into Noelle. It was followed by a second and a third spurt, each a little weaker than the last. Their orgasms tangled together inside of her and their collective pleasure was unified into a single euphoric bliss.
They stayed linked like that for a long moment, both of them edging through the motions. Until finally, the energy started to dissipate, bringing Kris’ mind back to the moment.
Noelle was panting upon the bed, looking up at them. There a genuine confusion etched upon her face as she frantically looked around the room.
“Kris?” she whispered.
“Noelle,” Kris replied. “Is that you?”
“Something like that,” Noelle whispered, rubbing at her head. “Where… where are we?”
“In our apartment,” Kris said as they reached out and touched her cheek.
Talk about some real post-nut clarity.
Noelle flushed. “Wait, are you inside of me?”
“Uh…” Kris grinned nervously and looked down at their crotches which were still linked together. “I can explain everything but it’s going to sound a little freaky.”
“Also why are you a robot?” Noelle asked before looking at one of her many hands. “Wait, why am I a robot?”
Her inquisitive gaze then faded as her eyes momentarily glazed over. Suddenly, Noelle offered a very playful smile instead.
“Good doggy,” Noelle whispered.
Kris sighed. “Motherfucker.”
“Is something the matter?” Noelle asked, reaching out and gripping Kris’ chin. “Did you miss me?”
“Bring Noelle back,” Kris growled.
Noelle shook her head. “There isn’t any Noelle. Just me, Angel.”
“You fucking…” Kris began.
There was suddenly a knock at the apartment door. Both Kris and Noelle paused and shared a look. Out of the two of them, Kris was the more presentable one.
“We’re not finished with this discussion,” Kris warned.
Noelle smirked. “Yes, we are, doggy, can’t have you getting any funny ideas about who I am.”
She released her legs and Kris stumbled back, nearly losing their balance. It turned out that even a cyborg’s body had limitations as a heavy fatigue overcame them. 
Kris made their way over to the door, awkwardly shoving their cock into position so that their codpiece could snap back into place and make them a little more presentable. It ached to confine something so impressive into such a small space but it was better than answering the door with their dick out.
“Hello?” Kris greeted as they opened the door.
Suddenly a fist plowed into their face at Mach speed, sending them flying backwards and crashing into the wall.
Kris impacted roughly and was left dazed. Their vision swam for a moment as they tried to bring their world back into focus.
When it eventually did, Kris saw that Berdly stood outside of their apartment. 
Only, Berdly had changed a lot since the last time that Kris had seen him. They were now easily seven feet tall and had enough muscle to lift a small car.
“W-what?” Kris whispered.
Berdly reached up and pushed his glasses into place. They even glinted off of the lighting in the room, adding to his mystique. He smiled at Kris before stepping inside.
“I’ve come to save my dearest Noelle,” he said, puffing out his chest. “Your reign of terror ends here, Sussy Kris.”
Kris shook their head. They were too stunned to even begin to comprehend what the fuck was going on. 
“Why are you so jacked?” they whispered.
Berdly smirked. “Steroids son.”
