They were supposed to meet Tasque Manager in a park smack dab in the middle of the Cyber District. It was surreal to see the rustling of neon trees and a field of pixelated grass that was flanked on all sides by dark blocky buildings that were plastered with glowing advertisements. Though it was also magical in a way, surreal and otherworldly.
It seemed that the citizens of this district appreciated the gift as they moved around and chatted amongst themselves. There were so many creatures here, enjoying picnics or playing games with one another.
Like most places in this realm, Noelle could feel the attention of the crowd upon her, noticing that quite a few faces turned to take her in. Many creatures waved, offering greetings or thanks that were lost due to the distance and number of them. Though there were also a few who gave her a wary look, a feature that only the Cyber District bestowed.
Noelle grew closer to Kris and could feel their hand within her own. She squeezed it tightly as she looked at them, seeing that they were smiling and looking around.
“Nice park,” they quipped.
Noelle nodded. “Yeah.”
“Though I really wish there were a few more secluded paths running through it,” Kris added, smirking like a demon as they turned to her. “Because I could really go for getting my pussy eaten right about now but I don’t want to create a headache for Ralsei, you know?”
Noelle’s cheeks warmed. “Kris!”
“Kidding, kidding,” Kris teased, shaking their head. “I just wanted to take your mind off whatever was eating at it.”
“I just… I’m not good at being the centre of attention,” Noelle whispered.
“Your performance at the play party would say otherwise,” Kris replied, giving her hand a squeeze.
“That’s…” Noelle sighed. “I don’t know why that’s different but it is, okay?”
“Spur of the moment burst of courage?” Kris asked.
Noelle nodded. “Yeah, something like that.”
They continued ahead, moving towards the edge of the park which was directly next to a tall apartment block that was plastered in more neon signs than any of the others. These were trying to peddle products and services to all sorts of different clientele. There were adverts for plumbers, next to those for doctors, and even a few that made absolutely no sense to her poor little non-digital brain.
“What the hell is a defragger?” Noelle asked.
Kris cocked a brow and then followed her gaze, catching sight of the advert before shrugging. “Maybe it’s like a hairdresser or something. We’ll have to ask Tasque once we see her.”
Noelle nodded and looked ahead.
Speak of the devil and she’ll arrive.
Tasque was seated at a park bench, scrolling through her phone. She looked a lot more casual than all the other times that Noelle had seen her though a large part of that might’ve been the change in her attire. Instead of wearing her usual formal uniform, she was dressed in a turtleneck and a pair of tight jeans.
“This is so weird,” Noelle whispered.
“Right,” Kris murmured. “It’s like seeing your teacher outside of school.”
Tasque’s ears seemed to be burning as she looked up and noticed the two of them, offering a polite smile and a wave. She got up from the bench and made her way over, putting more than a little sway into her step as she did so. Everything about her screamed relentless confidence. 
Her face had always intrigued Noelle, being a simple black screen that projected her emotions. There was no mouth or nose nor even eyes. Each of them was projected upon the monitor, her simple shifts in emotions being relayed upon individual pixels and not drawn with the movement of something as rudimentary as muscles.
“Noelle,” Tasque greeted, her voice like a static purr, feminine and catty. She then looked at Kris. “Kris.”
Kris smirked. “So, you do remember my name.”
“For now,” Tasque replied, purring as she leaned in towards them. Her gaze could only be described as a lethal set of bedroom eyes “But the night is still young. So, I’m sure that I’ll have the opportunity to fix that.”
Noelle felt Kris’ hand tense and could hear them suck in a breath. Man, she really wanted to find out what the fuck Tasque was capable of if it inspired this kind of reaction from Kris of all people.
“Did you have a good evening with the darling Prince?” Tasque asked.
“Yeah,” Kris whispered, still looking a little stunned.
Dear Angel, was Noelle going to need to be the one to actually steer this conversation in the right direction? This was a cold day in hell indeed.
“We had a really nice evening with Ralsei,” Noelle answered, smiling. “He made us ramen and we caught up with one another before spending the night watching movies and chilling.”
“Netflix and chill, huh?” Tasque asked, winking at her.
Noelle smirked. “A lady doesn’t kiss and tell, Tasque.”
“Fair, fair. Still, I’m sure that I’ll pry the information from you eventually,” Tasque teased, such dangerous implications lingering in her voice. Her gaze then darted down to Noelle’s throat. “By the way, where is your accessory?”
Okay maybe Noelle had talked too soon as she felt a little bit of that nefarious red start to enter her cheeks.
Thankfully, Kris had seemingly recovered, just a little. “Not really necessary to carry any unneeded gear around Castle Town. Not like we’ll be facing a whole lot of battles in this place. So, why worry about extra weight, you know?”
“Of course,” Tasque teased.
She looked around and then turned on her heels, taking the lead as she walked towards the park’s exit. “Come on, let's see if we can find a place with any vacancies nearby.”
Noelle looked at Kris and cocked a brow though it seemed that they had no idea what was up either as they simply shrugged.
“Do you not have an apartment of your own?” Noelle asked.
Tasque chuckled. “Of course not, that’s not really how things work in the Cyber District, dear.”
That only left more questions than answers. So, Noelle decided that this was going to be one of those oddities that she’d need to see to figure out.
“So how have things been going at the café?” Kris asked.
“Swatch always finds new and interesting ways to get under my skin,” Tasque replied, smirking at them. “But he allows me to keep my little part of the business well organized so it’s not like I can really complain too much.”
“What is your part of the business?” Noelle asked.
Tasque hummed. “During the day it’s a coffee shop and restaurant. Though during the evening, it becomes a speakeasy and cabernet which is the part of the business that I operate.” She shook her head before grinning. “You’ll never guess which one of us rakes in the bigger client base.”
“Sex sells,” Kris said.
Tasque chuckled. “That it does, Rookie.”
There was that magic little word again, dropped as if it were nothing at all. 
Yet, the effect it had on Kris was like a semi hitting them. They went non-verbal, quivering as if there was some subconscious little tick planted into them.
What the hell had this woman done to them?
Tasque turned and purred, leaning forwards and placing a single finger against Kris’ chin. “I’ve been so looking forward to seeing how much of my programming is still clacking away inside of your silly little organic brain.”
“S-shut,” Kris grumbled.
Tasque somehow audibly clicked her tongue against the roof of her non-existent mouth and glanced at Noelle. “I doubt you get to see them like this very often.”
“Rarely,” Noelle replied with a bashful little smile.
Tasque turned back. “But yes, the nature of my work means that I can really only afford to do this kind of stuff during the day time. Swatch assures me that I could afford to take time off but I know that he’s just conspiring to put his foot in the door and take over my part of the business.” Her gaze narrowed. “It was the same story back at the castle and he will not fool me twice.”
Though before she could venture into this topic much further, she came to a stop outside of an apartment building. It was sleek and modern, like every other building in this neighbourhood. Though crucially there was a sign which flashed that it had vacancies.
Tasque turned and walked through the door, holding it open for the other two to follow. On the side was a wall of little mechanical boxes, each of them either glowing green or red. Most were red though the few green ones had a little piece of plastic jutting out from a slot.
She grabbed one of these cards and the light promptly turned red.
“Looks like my apartment is 415 today,” Tasque commented as she read the little piece of plastic.
She then went over to the elevator and called it, stepping inside with her others once it arrived.
The whole process was confusing and Noelle had no idea what was going on. So, she looked at Kris, though it didn’t seem that they had any idea what was going on either as they simply shrugged at her.
“So, apartments here seem a little different than those back home,” Noelle said.
“It’s a unique part of our Cyber culture,” Tasque explained. “We’re a very efficient people and we don’t like to waste time by locating ourselves far from our anticipated destinations. Thus, we pay our monthly property fee and have open access to all available units in the entire district.”
“But what about your furniture and stuff?” Noelle asked.
Tasque smirked. “You’ll get to see the magic shortly, dear.”
The elevator came to a stop on the fourth floor and Tasque got off, taking a left and heading down the hall. It didn’t seem that they were going to need to go very far as they made it over to room 415 in short order.
Tasque used the little card, unlocking the door and stepping inside.
What they entered was a completely empty apartment with only a boring white paint upon the walls and a tiled floor that bore no real character. There wasn’t anything in here, no kitchen, no bathroom, no furniture, nothing. It was just a boring cube and an utterly lifeless space.
The only distinctive feature was a hand scanner which was located right next to the door.
Tasque looked at the two of them and seemed so coy as she took a step into the vacant room. “So, what do you think of my abode?”
“It’s uh…” Kris snorted, shaking their head. “It looks depressing.”
Noelle forced a smile. “It has a very spartan uh…” She shook her head as well, letting out a sigh. “What Kris said.”
Tasque smirked and gestured for them to come inside, an offer which they reluctantly took. She was playing at something and Noelle had no idea what it could’ve possibly been. All she knew was that she really didn’t like not knowing what was afoot.
An intrusive little voice told her to flee, lest she wake up in a bathtub full of ice.
Though before that voice won over, Tasque held her hand against the scanner, letting a light go over her palm.
Then the magic really began, just like she promised. All of a sudden each of the surfaces in the room flickered and a loading screen filled them, swirling with a little buffering animation. Then ethereal shapes started to take form as well, loading just like the walls.
One by one, textures started to pop in, giving the space substance and character. The floors became hardwood, the walls were painted a lovely shade of terracotta red, and the space was filled with luxurious furniture that seemed befitting of a woman like Tasque Manager.
Art formed on the walls, looking like a mix of a poppy style and some tech version of surrealism. These masterpieces were soon joined by photos that depicted Tasque with various friends and colleagues. 
Noelle noticed one of these photos was of Tasque and Queen together on a certain Ferris Wheel.
Kris snorted. “Okay that’s a cute trick.”
“Why go to your home when you can have your home come to you,” Tasque teased, making her way over to the kitchen which was only separated by a granite island. “Would either of you like a cup of tea? I have a good selection of black, green, and herbal.”
“I’ll take an earl grey,” Noelle said.
“Just water for me,” Kris replied.
Tasque nodded and got to work on filling her kettle with water and grabbing the necessary glassware. 
“So, can I ask you a question?” Noelle asked.
Tasque perked up and looked at her. “Go for it.”
“I’m just wondering what your history with Kris is,” Noelle said, biting her lip. “I’ve never seen someone get under their skin so easily before.”
Kris snorted. “Do you want to tell the story Tasque or should I?”
“Good dolls should be seen and not heard, Rookie,” Tasque teased, glancing up and winking at them. “How about you take a seat and let Mommy do the talking for you, okay?”
Kris blushed and looked like they were about to protest. Though shockingly they kept their mouth shut as they moved over to the living room. Still, it seemed that they were not completely tamed as they had the strength of character to at least lift their hand and flash Tasque with their middle finger as they walked on by. 
If this perturbed the darkner it was impossible to tell as her smile refused to fade.
“Just after the unification of the Dark Worlds, I had some time alone with Kris during the celebrations that followed,” Tasque explained. “That would’ve been… two… three years ago at this point?”
“It was a little after I turned eighteen,” Kris explained.
Tasque smirked. “Yes, it was about then.” The kettle clicked and she started to fill two cups with water. “I found myself sharing an evening with Kris. We were a little… out of our depth after all the celebrating and parties.”
“Little tipsy,” Kris explained, snorting.
Tasque nodded. “And we found ourselves at my apartment where we started to fool around. Kris was a little less experienced back then but they proved to be such a quick learner with my guiding touch.” She filled the last glass with cold water before placing all three vessels on a tray and approaching the living room with them. “During our affair, I got Kris to try out one of my latex bodysuits.”
“Oh, shit I’ve always wanted to try out one of those,” Noelle beamed.
“That’s good to hear because I intend to bring them out at some point,” Tasque explained, nodding to the living room.
Noelle took the hint and settled into a seat within one of the lounging chairs, watching as Tasque came over and placed the tray down. She then took a seat right next to Kris, draping an arm over their shoulder. This woman looked so commanding and in control. It was understandable how someone, even as dominant as Kris, could get lost to her authority.
“And what is the whole Rookie thing?” Noelle asked.
“Tasque is actually the person who uh…” Kris drew in a breath and reached for their water, taking a sip from it. “She was the one who introduced me to BDSM and that was my submissive title during our time together.”
“After our first night, Kris came back to visit me on occasion and we started to explore and push our boundaries together,” Tasque explained, purring. “And I began to condition them into being such a good and willing little toy whenever they were in my presence.”
She drummed her fingers against their shoulder and carefully started to trace the digits of her other hand along their cheek. This only added to Kris’ blush.
“If it wasn’t for Kris having to move away then our relationship may have continued to this day,” Tasque explained. “Sure, it was nothing formal but we had a lot of fun together.”
Noelle nodded and looked between them. “I had no idea.”
“I couldn’t…” Kris sighed. “I didn’t want to undermine my authority by telling you that I used to be a pretty big sub. It wasn’t until I started getting Zelda into this kind of stuff that I learned that I had a bit of a dominant side as well.”
“May I share our crowning jewel with her?” Tasque asked.
Kris nodded.
“Along with my latex suits, I also have a full sensory interface which I can utilize,” Tasque explained. “It’s a helmet and gloves which can distort a person’s ability to process reality. When someone is wearing the entire set, I can set what they see, what they hear, what they taste… feel… smell… I control all of their senses. With this technology, I can change the user’s perception of time and reality. I can make ten minutes feel like a day or a week or even a month.”
Kris bit their lip and shuffled within their seat. It was obvious that some memories were coming back to them at this moment. It was honestly a little impressive to watch them start to slip down a similar path to what Noelle went through during their scenes together.
“So, with Rookie’s permission, I altered their perception of time and reality. I created a simulation where you lightners were defeated during your time in the Cyber City,” Tasque continued. “Rookie became my toy, to do with as I pleased, and over the course of a month, I broke and trained them. I made them a willing little doll to do whatever I pleased. By the time I was finished, they believed that they were now Rookie, my trophy and possession who was only meant to serve.
Noelle blinked. “Holy shit.”
“And then when the month was over, I ended the simulation and we discovered that barely a half hour had passed in this world,” Tasque said.
Kris shivered. “That was such a mind fuck to deal with.”
“You did have your safeties, dear,” Tasque stated, playfully poking their cheek “And I know for a fact that you didn’t use them even once during our month together.”
“I…” Kris swallowed. “I know.”
“Do you miss Mommy’s essence?” Tasque teased, purring the question.
Kris nodded, their cheeks burning even brighter.
“Do you miss being a good little doll for her?” Tasque then added.
Kris shivered. “Not in front of Noelle.”
Tasque smirked and looked at Noelle, pouting at Kris’ response. “I think I’ll embarrass you in front of whomever I see fit, Rookie. Don’t forget your place.”
Noelle smirked and looked at Kris. “I am so holding this over your head.” She grinned at them. “Come on Rookie, why don’t you put me in my place?”
“Fuck you,” Kris whispered.
Oh, this felt so wonderfully powerful, making Noelle’s heart positively flutter. It was rare that she got to feel dominant and she was going to run with this sensation as long as she possibly could.
“Posture straight, Rookie,” Tasque stated, her voice crisp as if she were ordering it.
Kris sat up a little straighter and their cheeks warmed in response.
Noelle snickered, earning her a glare from them.
Tasque sighed. “It’s good to know that time hasn’t weathered away all of the hard work that I put into this one.” She hummed and then looked at Noelle. “So, what sort of things would interest you if we were to partake in a scene together? Personally, I would love an opportunity to dominate both of you if that was okay with you.”
Noelle nodded and picked up her mug, taking a sip of earl grey. It tasted a little different compared to a cup back home but it wasn’t a bad different, just… tingly. 
“I mean as much as I’d like to bully Kris when they’re in this state, I think…” She hummed. “I think I’d kick myself for passing up an opportunity at being dominated by you.”
Kris smirked. “Definitely don’t pass it up.” They then bit their lip. “Honestly I’d love a chance to meddle with the bad ending universe again if you two were up for it.”
“Thinking of a full reboot or maybe a situation where we continue with our existing timeline and introduce Noelle to it?” Tasque asked.
“Personally, I think I’d really like to introduce Noelle to our existing canon,” Kris commented, taking a sip of water. “You know, maybe use my obedient state to help break her in or something?”
Noelle blew upon her tea. “That does sound like it would be a lot of fun.”
“In that case, I can work with that,” Tasque said, humming as she pondered something. “Alright, let me go into all of the safeties that I have built into this technology just so you know what to expect while wearing it.” She held up a finger. “While you are wearing this suit, all activities are only registered in your brain, none of it happens in the real world or to your physical body.”
Noelle nodded.
Tasque held up a second finger. “If anything accidently reaches a point where legitimate harm would be inflicted then the system has a safety designed into it which will abort the program. I don’t think your brain would short-circuit if you were to perish in the simulation. That being said, dying and then not dying would probably have a way of messing with your mental state.”
Noelle blinked, unsure of how to respond to something like that.
“Angel, Tasque,” Kris chided, shaking their head. “What the fuck are you planning?”
“That being said, I would have no intention of taking things in that direction,” Tasque quickly added, motioning with her hand. “I just want you to be aware of the system’s purpose and its limitations to give you full transparency before going into it.”
“Understood,” Noelle finally said, nodding.
“And lastly, there is the consent matrix which I have programmed into it,” Tasque stated.
“The consent matrix?” Kris asked, cocking a brow. “That’s new to me.”
“Pretty much while this program is running, there is a subroutine which will go around your conscious brain and instead engage with your unconscious brain,” Tasque explained, continuing to gesture with her hand. “So, it’ll ask this part of your brain if you still consent to the scenario to get the most accurate feedback possible. Think of it like being prompted to accept an updated terms of service whenever you visit a website.”
“Damn you really thought of everything, huh?” Noelle teased.
Tasque shrugged. “I wasn’t the one who designed it but I don’t like having faulty toys that can cause problems for my friends.” She offered a thin catlike smile. “So, with all of that being said, do you two still want to engage in some incredibly kinky sex using VR technology?”
Kris smirked. “Hell yeah.”
Noelle pondered it for a moment, looking down at her cup of tea. There was an anxious little bundle of nerves festering away at the very back of her brain. They tried to dissuade her, telling her all the ways this could go wrong. Though Noelle had grown a lot since she’d first undertaken this journey and knew for a fact that these were just nerves, doing absolutely nothing to deter her from wanting to partake in Tasque’s strange little game.
So, she glanced up and quickly nodded. “Yeah, let’s fucking do it.”
“Excellent,” Tasque said, bringing the tea to her lips. Though she didn’t sip it, merely letting it linger there for a long moment as if mimicking the gesture. She then placed her cup aside and got up, making her way over to a cupboard in the living room. “Then I will need you two to get out of your clothing if you would.”
She knocked upon this cupboard and the door sprung open, revealing two full-bodied latex suits with matching heads that looked sleek and blue, so modern in their design. Each seemed like a parody of Tasque’s face though they were currently off, being completely blackened with not a single emotion present.
Kris was the first to get to their feet, once more tugging at their armour. After all of this time in the Dark World, they were getting woefully good at quickly removing it, dismantling each piece and placing them down upon the loveseat that they had just vacated.
Noelle glanced at Tasque and bit her lip. She didn’t know what it was but there was still that little tug of taboo that lingered at the very back of her brain like a curse. Sure, she’d just slept with Ralsei and had sex in the woods but those two things paled when compared to this woman. She was intimidating and powerful, so flawless with her dominant personality. She was force of will personified and distilled into a person, making it a little hard to feel totally comfortable around her.
“Nothing to be worried about, dear,” Tasque purred. “I’m sure you’ll look lovely in one of these suits.”
Noelle snorted. “Sorry, just a little nervous.”
“Understandable,” Tasque replied, winking at her. “Would it help if I were to disrobe before you?”
“Uh…” Noelle nodded. “A little, yes.”
Tasque smirked and drew away from the cupboard, planting a hand upon her hips and striking quite the pose. She then snapped her fingers together and her attire quickly dispelled upon a pixelated trail, rising towards the ceiling like smoke before materializing into clothes once more as they fell upon the ground in a heap.
Her body was gorgeous, slender and beautiful. She looked like she could’ve been a model, doing her business quite proud. Her breasts were sizeable, being a little larger than Noelle’s own. Plus, she bore a set of hips that had plenty of terrain for grasping.
The strangest thing about her however was what was below the waist. She was currently as smooth as a doll, with no distinctive features present. Though this only added to the allure, making Noelle wonder what would emerge from there eventually.
“Holy shit,” Noelle whispered.
Tasque winked at her. “I believe it’s now your turn to honour the bargain, dear.”
Noelle nodded and quickly got to her feet, reaching for the hem of her dress. At the very least, it wasn’t very hard for her to disrobe in the Dark World as she simply tore it off in one fluid motion, leaving herself as naked as the day she’d been born.
“Rookie has good tastes,” Tasque commented, making a show of eyeing up Noelle before smiling at her. “Very good tastes indeed.”
Kris smirked. “I have my moments.”
Noelle glanced over and saw that they were now naked as well.
Just like Tasque had promised, having them all in the buff really did do wonders to help settle Noelle’s rebellious little brain.
Kris moved towards the cupboard and Noelle followed behind, drawing near and getting a better view of the bodysuits that lingered inside. Each of them was impressive in design, looking so shiny and plastic-like in quality.
Noelle had never seen a material like this before. Sure, she knew of latex, she’d seen it plenty of times in porn. Yet, there was something about seeing it in the real world… or one of the real worlds that made it feel that much more tangible than witnessing it in videos.
Instinctively, she reached out and felt the material, shivering at how perfect it was.
“One of the joys of the Dark World is being able to augment these suits to your exact dimensions,” Tasque stated, nodding towards them. “Give them a try.”
Noelle reached for hers and took it off of the hanger, seeing that there was a zipper running down the back of it which would grant her access. So, she unzipped it and then started to slip inside.
The material hugged her tightly, clinging to her coat. It almost felt like a second skin though one that was so warm and tantalizing, tickling at the back of her mind. She was aware of the little changes in it as she put it on, micro shifts in the material to accommodate for an inch here or a centimetre there. Though by the time it was finally in place, it was absolutely perfect in every respect, hugging her body so tightly.
Noelle’s cheeks warmed as she shuffled around, hearing the material squeak and flex as she moved.
“Holy shit,” she whispered.
The material felt divine, clinging so perfectly to all of her most sensitive places. 
It also created a strange juxtaposition within her mind. Even though she was more dressed than she’d ever been in this world, she still felt more naked than at any other point in her entire life.
“This feels amazing,” she beamed, smiling at Tasque.
Kris nodded and also started to slide their identical suit upon their body. It was adorable to note the little quivers in their complexion, the micro shifts in their composure. They were enjoying this just as much as she was, if not more.
By the time it was fully on, the zipper on the back drew up all on its own before disappearing completely, merging back into the uniform blackness of the material. This left both of them effectively trapped in this second skin.
“How do we take these off?” Noelle asked.
Tasque smirked. “The consent matrix, it’ll register when you desire to have it removed and will aid in that endeavour.” She came up behind them and placed a hand upon each of their shoulders. “You two really do make such a wonderful pair of dolls. Were you aware of that?”
Dolls… the word felt innocent but was brimming with such sinful subtext. Noelle had never heard the word muttered with such perversion before. It tickled at her brain just like the latex had, filling it with all sorts of lustful little thoughts.
“So… now what?” Noelle asked.
Tasque hummed. “Either I could warm you up, as is, or we can dive right into the deep end.”
Noelle thought about the warmup for a moment though her gaze couldn’t help but linger upon the cybernetic headpiece that was tucked away inside of the cupboard. It looked so woefully tempting, smiling at her with its unwavering glee.
Kris reached out and took Noelle’s hand.
“Hey babe,” they began.
Noelle looked at them. “Yeah?”
“Want to become a mind-broken peon with me?” Kris asked, grinning at how absurd that statement sounded.
Noelle nodded and couldn’t help but grin back. “I’d love to become a mind-broken peon with you.”
“Well, it’s settled then,” Tasque chided, stepping away and grabbing the first of the headpieces from inside the cupboard. With it in hand, she looked between the two lightners. “So, which of you would like to go first?”
Noelle drew in a breath. “Me.”
There was a glimmer in Tasque’s eye as she smiled at her, approaching with that final piece of her attire. As she made her way over, she flicked a switch upon it, causing the screen to light up and offer an eerie but contented smile towards Noelle.
“In that case, I can’t wait to see you on the other side,” she purred. “Rookie has been in desperate need of a new plaything to keep them company.”
Noelle wasn’t allowed a response as the headpiece was finally drawn over her face, constraining it from all sides.
For a moment, there was only blackness.
Then…
[hr]
Noelle fell to her knees in front of a throne, looking up at the witch who had done this to her.
Tasque Manager seemed so in control of the situation, smirking down at her as she swirled around a glass of fine cyber wine in her hand. She brought the cup to her lips, not taking a sip nor speaking a word as she enjoyed the sight of her latest trophy.
Noelle was totally and utterly helpless, the train of events still muddled and confusing in her head. She remembered being with Kris, Ralsei, and Susie, making their way towards Queen’s Castle. Though something had happened which resulted in them being split up.
How long ago had that been?
Days… weeks… months… it was so hard to tell at this point. It felt like Noelle had been here forever but also that she was just getting to know the place.
There was a pair of pets lingering at the foot of Tasque’s throne. One of them was one of her precious felines, purring and grooming itself. The other was something sentient though mute. It was a being who looked at Noelle with something that approached recognition.
It was hard to judge what they were like under the everlasting smile that lingered on their mask. Though something about them felt so woefully familiar to Noelle. The sight of them was distracting, however, especially considering how little of their body was left to the imagination due to the skin tight nature of the rubbery suit that they wore.
“You lot have been causing us quite a few headaches lately,” Tasque chided, mimicking the motions of taking another generous sip of her wine, without actually taking it. It reminded Noelle a lot of how Queen enjoyed such a beverage though with less glass ending up on the floor. “I’ve been tasked with ensuring that this is brought to an immediate end and that you lightners are integrated into the fold without further delay.”
“My friends will find me,” Noelle growled.
Tasque smirked. “I doubt it. For sure, the Prince and his pet reptile have been AWOL, causing quite the fuss. Regardless, capturing half of your crew has proved more than effective at diminishing your ability to fight back. It’ll only be a matter of time before you lot are put in your place like that hip hop riff raff who operates out on the fringes of the city.”
Something about that statement struck Noelle, like a clap across the cheek. What could she possibly have meant by half of the lightners?
“Where’s Kris?” Noelle asked.
Tasque perked up and smiled. “Close by, if that’s what concerns you. I can assure you that they’re in good health and high spirits however. We’re evil, Noelle, but not cruel. I promise that there will be no pain inflicted upon you during the re-education process.”
“Wait, has Kris been…” Noelle began.
Tasque’s pixelated lips shifted, individual pixels dimming and brightening, shifting her demeanour into such a sinister looking smile. Ever so carefully, she reached for the chain that held the sentient being, giving it a firm tug and guiding them over towards her.
The being moved so sluggishly, crawling up the stairs and taking position directly at their Mistress’ feet.
Something about this display made Noelle nervous, filling her stomach with a coolness that she did not enjoy.
“Rookie?” Tasque asked.
The being groaned and their pixelated eyes brightened at the title. Their gaze was filled with adoration as they took in the sight of their owner.
“I’m going to show your darling sister what’s hidden under your face,” Tasque whispered, touching a delicate hand to the headpiece and stroking its artificial complexion. “I know that you don’t like it when I take off your face but it’s very important that she sees what’s underneath, okay?”
Rookie whimpered but nodded.
Tasque reached for the collar of the headpiece and touched a button upon it, causing some sort of locking mechanism to disengage. The creature’s hands immediately went to the floor and that’s when Noelle realized that these hands didn’t belong to them but merely hovered at their side, reminding Noelle vaguely of Rayman though in a weirdly perverted sense. In fact, the creature’s real hands were stuck behind their back, bound in place by cuffs made from some sort of unforgiving material.
“What are you doing?” Noelle asked.
Tasque didn’t answer with words but instead slid the headpiece out of the way, pulling it back nice and slow.
Kris…
The being underneath was Kris, there was no one else it could be. No one else had that same dark hair nor blue complexion.
Something was coming out of their mouth as Tasque drew the mask away. It was thick and smooth, devoid of any imperfections.
Noelle’s cheeks warmed as she realized that it was some sort of phallus which was absolutely drenched in a layer of something perverse. It was long, impossibly long, surely longer than anything Kris could reasonably handle.
“Kris!” Noelle called.
Though Kris didn’t respond, nor even looked over, just staring up at Tasque with such utter devotion burned into their gaze. They seemed like a human possessed, utterly enthralled by this strange woman. It was like they were put under some sort of spell.
Noelle tried to get to her feet but Tasque lifted a hand in response.
In an instant, blue chains erupted from the floor and curled tightly around each of Noelle’s limbs. They seized her tightly, ensuring that she wasn’t given even an inch of room to fight back, nor scarcely a chance to breathe.
“You will not take Rookie from me,” Tasque dictated, sounding quite sharp. “They are mine and mine alone.”
Though her expression immediately softened as she touched a hand to Kris’ cheek, carefully stroking their bare complexion. She seemed so tender with them, treating them with all of the care of an antique collector, handling their most prized possession.
“Do you want your face back?” Tasque cooed.
Rookie… no Kris… this was KRIS! Whoever they were, they nodded and offered a goofy little smile in response.
And Tasque happily obliged, offering up the mask and the impressive glowing phallus which hung from it.
“I do apologize,” Tasque teased, turning her attention towards Noelle. “My drones get nervous if they are left out of their gear for too long. It’ll only be a moment before I can give you my undivided attention. I promise.”
Noelle huffed and glared at this witch. She would’ve fought back if she possessed even the slimmest chance of effectively doing so.
Tasque hummed a gentle little lullaby under her voice, ever so carefully sliding the phallus back into Kris’ mouth. She guided it gently into place for a few inches before smirking and making eye contact with Noelle. At which point, she sharply pressed it forwards, slamming the rest of it down Kris’ throat and locking it firmly into place.
Noelle growled and tried to call upon her mana though found that it was lacking, her magic reduced to little more than some feeble sparks of snow.
Tasque tutted. “I don’t see why you should really fight it.” She smirked. “Though I suppose that I thought the same thing when it came to Rookie. Don’t you see how docile and happy they are now?” A quiver coursed through her as she purred. “How orderly they seem?”
Noelle looked off to the side. “This is wrong.”
“That’s just a matter of perspective, dear,” Tasque said.
She casually finished off the last of her wine before getting to her feet. There was such purpose to her movements as she stepped down from her throne, approaching Noelle with a cautious lethargy. She was like a predator who had just caught its prey and wanted to toy with it before the kill.
Noelle glared at her but could feel the familiar smoulder of fear take root within her breast.
“You’ll want this in due time,” Tasque whispered. “All of my dolls love to be neat and orderly and obedient once I am through with them.”
She now stood in front of Noelle, lording over her so completely. With care, she reached out and brushed a hand against Noelle’s cheek. The sensation was hot, electric, tingling against her coat.
“Don’t you want to obey, little doe?” Tasque asked.
Noelle grunted and looked off to the side, flinching from Tasque’s touch. “Never.”
“Well, I wouldn’t say never,” Tasque replied, snapping her fingers together. This caused all of the chains to fall away from Noelle’s body. “But it might take a little bit of coercing.”
Without warning, she reached down and seized a nice fistful of Noelle’s hair, using it to force her gaze upwards and maintain eye contact. Noelle tried to flinch away but found herself unable to resist, whining like a wounded animal.
There was something in Tasque’s gaze, a hunger, a perversion, something that was a mix of those two primal emotions. It was cool and calculating, ravenous in its hidden desires.
“But the best part about toys is that you can mend them after they’ve broken,” Tasque teased. “You can rebuild them into something new and exciting.”
She held up her hand and behind her a ball of black goo started to take form, levitating in place. It was shiny and potent, looking like it was made from fresh tar. As she moved her fingers, the ball manipulated further, widening and compressing, taking on all sorts of different broiling shapes. It almost seemed alive.
“Do you wish to have your last words as a free woman?” Tasque asked.
Noelle glared at her and drew together her saliva, responding with a ball of slimy spit.
Tasque smirked, barely even acknowledging that response as it landed pathetically upon her leg. 
“Well said,” is all she murmured.
Then she pointed at Noelle and the black goo launched at her, crashing into her body. It engulfed her so utterly and so quickly, denying her even the chance to scream.
[hr]
“And left!” Tasque barked.
Noelle wobbled as she took a clumsily step forwards, placing her left foot purposefully in front of the right. Her movements felt sloppy and awkward due to the nature of the sharp heel that she was made to wear.
“Come on Doe,” Tasque ordered, narrowing her gaze as she spoke. “Your sibling is putting you to shame.”
Noelle looked to the side, seeing Kris linger beside her. They moved so much more fluidly than she did, seeming to handle the steep heel as if it were nothing at all.
Their combined gaze lingered upon one another for a moment though was lost to the happy smiling image plastered upon the front of each of their visors. It had been days… weeks… months since Noelle had gotten here and she hadn’t had the chance to exchange a free word with them as of yet.
Tasque cleared her throat, drawing their attention towards her.
“Rookie, I am extremely pleased to see that your training has gone so well,” Tasque stated before glancing over at Noelle. “Doe… I believe we’ll need some more advanced lessons on etiquette and how one of my drones is meant to take care of itself.”
She lifted her left hand, the hand closer to Noelle, and idly toyed with the air. These minute gestures activated something as there was soon a buzzing felt within two of Noelle’s holes.
Noelle moaned and stiffened, shaking upon her already strained legs. Almost all of her will went into not toppling over at the mere presence of this potent sensation. Though thankfully she managed to retain her balance, moaning against the girth that occupied her throat.
How long had it been since she enjoyed a climax?
That question was just as elusive as so many of the others, taunting her so utterly.
Tasque made her way over to a table with a chair next to it, plopping down within it. Beside the table was a little cart which had a pot, a fine china cup, a box of tea, and an assortment of accessories that were necessary for producing a cup of this fine brew.
“How about a test?” Tasque asked.
Kris perked up and looked towards her, drawing Noelle’s gaze along with them.
“We’ll start with Noelle,” Tasque instructed, leaning back and leering at her with predatory glee. “I want you to prepare me a cup of tea.” She looked at the back of her hand. “Earl grey, steeped just below boiling for four minutes, add a splash of milk, a dash of honey, and the barest sneeze of brown sugar if you would.”
With that she looked back at Noelle, smirking. “Surely, you should be able to accomplish something like that. If not…” She tutted and wagged her finger back and forth. “Then I might need to punish you rather severely.”
Noelle would’ve swallowed a lump in her throat if her throat wasn’t otherwise occupied by the slick shaft that currently violated it. Though she didn’t shy away from the challenge, instead making her way over to the table.
Once there, she bowed her head, calling upon her cybernetic hands to get started on the task. She grabbed the tea bag first, placing it carefully within the cup.
Her gaze briefly went over to Tasque whose expression was so impossible to read. She had no idea if she was proud, judgemental, or critical. It seemed that the mask she wore was even more total than the ones that both of her darling pets bore.
The pot was already hot, so Noelle poured some water into the cup, filling it about three-quarters full. She then dabbed the tea a couple of times, starting the steeping process as the water started to turn a light brown in colour.
With that she placed her false hands upon her hips and waited, trying her best to ignore the twin vibrators which tormented her so utterly. They made it so woefully hard to think straight. A situation which was not helped in the slightest as she could feel the moisture of her sex rubbing against the latex, making it creek with every little movement.
Dear Angel… was she starting to like this situation?
It seemed that the tea had finally finished steeping. So, Noelle grabbed a pair of tongs and removed the bag, placing it within a little trashcan next to the cart. Next, she grabbed the milk, adding just a splash, enough to cloud the beverage. Then she grabbed the honey and added a dollop of that.
Finally, she grabbed the sugar and was about to add the barest sneeze, whatever that was supposed to mean.
Only, Tasque smirked and whisked her finger through the air.
Suddenly, the two vibrators increased to a terrifying din. Together they were enough to make her wobble, causing the sugar slip from her grip and crash into the cup. It knocked all of Noelle’s hard work over, creating quite the mess.
“Oh Doe,” Tasque chided, shaking her head with mock disappointment. “What am I going to do with you?”
Her look was so amused, her demeanour playful and catty. She knew exactly what she’d done but wouldn’t dare own up to it.
“Rookie,” Tasque said.
Kris stiffened and saluted. 
“Clean up Doe’s mess,” Tasque stated, getting up and taking a step towards Noelle. “What would be a fitting punishment…” She hummed. “An hour in the bed? A day?” Her smile grew so vile. “Maybe a whole week?”
Noelle frantically shook her head.
“Oh relax, Doe, you deserve to lay down,” Tasque whispered before guiding her towards the chamber’s exit. “I’m sure you’ll be in far better shape after a little rest.”
[hr]
Noelle’s back arched as she rode through the motions, pressing her body into the slick padding that embraced it from all sides. She cried out though could barely make out the sound of her own pleasure overtop of the whirl of gears and the churning of the many parts that surrounded her so utterly.
She felt like she was balancing upon the edge, ready to plunge into the waters of bliss. Though this was a location that she’d been held at for what felt like an eternity at this point.
Then, just as she was about to climax, the machine died down. It denied her any form of stimulation as it withdrew from her form, giving her just enough room to frustrate her.
Noelle growled, wanting to cry.
It had done that every single time for however long she’d been in here, bringing her right to the brink before mercilessly denying her again and again. And how long had it done that for? Weeks now? Surely it had to have been weeks at this point.
Hours upon hours, days upon days, all of it spent in this accursed chamber. All of this torment and denial over a miserable cup of stupid tea.
A voice came over a series of speakers, like clockwork, repeating the instructions for a perfect cup of earl grey over and over again. Though at this point they were nothing more than background noise, burned right into her grey matter with the fineness of a laser.
“Please,” Noelle whispered. “Please let me out.”
Only there would be no merciful creator in this domain.
Noelle panted for breath, struggling against the relentless and slick material which hugged her from every angle. Though it didn’t budge, not in the slightest. She was trapped in this envelope, utterly at Tasque’s mercy.
And just as her body started to relax, slowly coming down from the brink, the machine whirled back to life once more. Probes prodded forcefully at her flesh, caressing it with tantalizing warmth. They vibrated and rattled, stimulating her poor body and tormenting all of her most sensitive places with a terrible familiarity.
Noelle should’ve been numb to it by now but sadly the Angel did not grant her this mercy.
“Help,” she whispered, her voice so hoarse.
Though no one came.
Her moans soon filled the closed container and her body writhed against the slick surfaces which so eagerly embraced it. She shuddered and cooed, feeling herself approaching the brink with shocking speed. How was anyone supposed to endure something like this, let alone endure it for however long she’d been made to remain in here.
Her core warmed and she could feel the familiar tendrils of pleasure start to meddle with her brain. They whispered to her, promising her the sweet relief of orgasmic release.
Oh, how desperately she wished that she could believe something like that. But at this point, she had given up hope. If she were destined to climax than that was something that only Tasque… her Mistress… would’ve been able to provide
Noelle’s mind grew fuzzy, confused, jumbled as her thoughts frayed at the edges. It was hard to focus on anything as Doe… Noelle… as the body that was forced to endure such relentless treatment again and again.
Doe whimpered and closed her eyes, feeling herself dance upon the brink for what must’ve been the thousandth time in recent memory.
Though of course the machine had no intention of garnering her this prize. It wouldn’t concede so much as an inch to her.
“Mistress,” Doe pleaded. “I’ll be good. I’ll be good!”
Though only the sounds of the machine replied to her voice, the low grumble of such demonic technology rattled away.
“Mistress,” Doe tried again, finding some strength in her voice. “Mistress! Please!”
The machine started to wind down, becoming silent.
“I’ll be your Doe, Mistress,” Doe tried. “I’m Doe! I’m Doe…”
The machine suddenly sprung back to life, doing so abruptly. Doe cried out with vigour, whining and squirming. Her core hadn’t finished settling and already it was being warmed right back up with every caress of her cunt by the rubbery tendrils that lingered nearby.
Her hole was probed and prodded, fucked by the machine. Her breasts were caressed, her ass squeezed. Not a single inch of her was ignored as the machine seemed to kick into some sort of overdrive, caring little for how much she’d already endured.
Doe cried out and grinded against her tormentor, getting lost to its touch.
“Please,” she pleaded.
For once the machine seemed to listen to her, rumbling away without remorse. It filled her with such pleasure, building her tempo higher and higher at a fevered pitch.
And then, just as she was at the peak…
It continued anyways.
Wait, why didn't it…
Doe cried out, climaxing abruptly, screaming her pleasure until her hoarse voice was so strained that it became a whisper. The tension of so many hours worth of tormenting had finally reached their peak, seeing fit to now show her mercy.
“Yes, yes, yes,” Doe pleaded. “Thank you, Mistress…” She gasped. “Thank you.”
Doe knew for certain that it was a gift from her Mistress, a reward for finally realizing her place in this world. It had been wrong of her to assume that she was a person, an individual. When really it was just so much easier to be a drone, a doll, one faceless machine amongst many at her Mistress’ side.
She wanted to join her sibling and be happy.
And it seemed that she wouldn’t have to wait for long as there was soon a hissing sound. The black tendrils started to fade, slipping away from her body and sucking back into the lining of the box that surrounded her.
Inch by inch they retreated until she was left in an empty chamber that was about as large as a king-sized bed with a barrier of hard plastic around it. It felt a little claustrophobic and Doe could feel the edge of fear lingering at the back of her mind as she started to think of a coffin.
Though thankfully, there was a hiss and the plastic started to open, sliding away and revealing the outside world.
Mistress Tasque smiled down at her with Rookie at her size.
“Did you enjoy your rest, Doe?” Tasque asked.
Doe nodded quickly. “Yes, Mistress.”
“Did you learn how to brew a masterful cup of tea?” Tasque then asked, a twinkle of sadism lingering in the edge of her gaze. “Because it’s best not to forget what you were sent to bed for, dear.”
“Earl Grey steeped just below boiling for four minutes, a splash of milk, a small spoon of honey, and a sneeze of brown sugar,” Doe stated, looking up at her hopefully. “Is that correct, Mistress?”
“It is until I change my tastes to mess with you,” Tasque teased.
She offered her hand and Doe looked at it, unsure what she should honestly do. Though in the end she took it and used her Mistress’ help to leave the chamber, clambering out upon two shaky feet. She noticed that her attire was off to the side, freshly cleaned and ready for her once again.
Its presence was warm and familiar and she found herself so eager to return to the comforting embrace of her Mistress’ latex.
“Oh Doe,” Tasque whispered, approaching and touching a hand to her cheek. “I can see it in your eyes.”
She purred as she let her hand slip away, instead walking in a purposeful circle around her darling pet, as if sizing her up from every angle imaginable.
Doe just stood there, allowing herself to be appraised.
“I remember this moment with Rookie,” Tasque whispered, looking at her other child. “When they finally broke and joined my ranks. And I can see that in you now, as well. You’re eager to return to your attire, ready to be my little concubine, aren’t you?”
She stopped in front of Doe and smiled.
“You are going to be mine forever, Doe,” Tasque whispered.
All Doe could do was smile.
[hr]
Doe had lost track of the passage of time, no longer bothering to count days nor weeks nor even months. It had been such a long time since she had finally learned her role, and now, she couldn’t imagine ever holding another in this world.
A stifled gag rumbled forth from her lips, easing forth from around the shaft that was now wedged down her throat. She no longer struggled against it, finding its cool slickness a comforting companion.
She bounced upon her Mistress’ lap, gliding along her regal strap as Tasque fucked her with such vigour.
Rookie knelt at their side, watching the scene. There was an eagerness plastered upon their face, a desire to occupy this role as well. They were both so horny, so desperate to be used. Though thankfully, their Mistress was a merciful machine, never denying them their wants nor needs.
“Oh Doe,” Tasque whispered. “I so do love fucking your hole. Even after all this time, I still can’t get over how nice it feels to have you flexing around my shaft like that.”
She huffed under her breath and buried her girth deep into Doe, wedging the entire thing inside of her in one shockingly purposeful motion. A grunt escaped her as she allowed herself to linger there, giving Doe a chance to really appreciate the full-size of the toy that was currently using her.
At one point, it had been an uncomfortable experience, but now she could handle it with such ease. After all, her Mistress was smaller than the Swatches that she was sometimes tasked with taking care of.
Doe could feel that she was growing close to the edge, and as her Mistress resumed her tempo, she was feeding into a fire that had already begun to rage within her stomach. It was so hot and unrelenting with embers licking at her core, adding to the pressure that she felt.
And it seemed that Tasque realized this as she dug her fingers into Doe’s hips, giving them a firm squeeze. “Just a little longer, Doe, I want you to hold out just a little longer for me.”
A simple order on paper but in reality, that pressure in Doe’s belly had grown so fierce and potent. It seemed unstoppable, uncontrollable, like a star that was about to go supernova. Still, Doe did her best, trying to deny her body its carnal desires.
All the while her Mistress hammered away at her hole, slamming into her again and again without hindrance or reservation.
Please…
Tasque squeezed a little tighter, her permission to cum still not granted.
PLEASE!
“Not yet,” Tasque whispered, as if reading her mind. She continued to plap away without delay. “Not yet, Doe. I need you to last a little longer.”
Doe felt like she was going to lose what little of her mind remained as her core wavered in an effort to stave off bliss. Though it was growing impossible as the cock hammered too forcefully and in just the right way. It was like her Mistress knew her body, reading it like a map and treating her orgasm like a fabled treasure lingering at the very end of it.
There was no way, no chance…
“You may now cum,” Tasque dictated, sounding so prim and proper as she drove her cock deep into Doe one last time.
Doe didn’t need more than a second to slip from the edge and plunge into the waters of eternal bliss. Her entire body shook with vigour as if a livewire had touched her skin.
She couldn’t cry out due to her Mistress’ mask but a deep rumble of pleasure came oozing out regardless. Her pussy cradled Tasque so firmly and she could feel sheets of her arousal come splattering forth, coating her Mistress’ lap.
Her pleasure lasted for several long moments as she shuddered with such force.
Tasque threw her arms around Doe and held her tightly. She purred and nuzzled into her plaything’s neck, planting gentle little kisses along her latex throat.
It was only once this orgasm had come to an end, that Tasque spoke.
“I’m so proud of you, Doe,” she whispered. “I so enjoy it when you take your Mistress’ cock like that.”
Doe beamed even as she panted for breath, trying her best to recuperate.
Her mistress was proud.
She’d done good.
She was a good Doe… a good plaything… a good machine.
Though that was only to be expected as just another reliable drone in Tasque’s vast hive.
[hr]
Doe snapped awake, springing out of her seat upon a foreign sofa. Everything felt strange as she looked around, sensing nothing but darkness in all directions. Her hands shot out, groping clumsily at her surroundings and trying to find purchase.
They eventually did as someone grabbed her wrists, holding her steady. This figure spoke to her, instructing her to sit down as it moved its hands away from her wrists and to her shoulders, guiding her back down. It was a familiar voice, the voice of her Mistress.
So, Doe obeyed because that’s what she’d been taught to do whenever she’d heard that voice.
Her Mistress fiddled with the collar on her attire, snapping it open and pulling Doe’s face away, taking it from her. Though Doe promptly noticed that this face didn’t have the familiar shaft nor did any of her holes have their companions either.
And as she was given sight, she noticed that she was in a humble apartment and not the usual grand chamber in Queen’s castle.
“What’s going on?” Doe asked.
Rookie chuckled. “Simulation is over, babe.”
Doe blinked and looked over, seeing that her sibling was sipping a cup of water. They looked strangely… in possession of their freewill.
“First time is always rough,” Tasque stated. “Noelle… do you remember consenting to a simulation?”
The memories slowly came back to Doe, conflicting with the ones that she’d just endured. Though one by one reality won over, reminding her that this had all just been some elaborate game performed exclusively in VR.
“Fuck,” Noelle whispered, blinking before clutching her temple. “That’s… fuck!”
“Yeah, it’s a little intense,” Kris teased as they took another sip of water.
Tasque nodded and sat down within her seat, grabbing her cup of tea. It still seemed to be rather warm as wisps of vapour rose from the surface.
Was that a fresh cup of tea or…
“How long was I in there for?” Noelle asked.
Tasque hummed and looked at a clock on the wall. “About ten minutes, give or take a few seconds here or there.”
“Ten minutes!” Noelle blurted, shaking her head. “But that felt like months.”
“Well in simulation time, you were at it for…” Tasque drew out a tablet and started to scroll through it, pursing her lips together as she pulled up a document. “The simulated time was about seven months, five days, and three hours.” She whistled. “And you had about three hundred orgasms over that period… not bad.”
Noelle looked down at the crotch of her suit, realizing that it was dry.
“How is any of that possible?” Noelle whispered.
Kris shrugged. “Technology and magic, the same way that anything is possible down here.”
“I mean the system was created by Queen,” Tasque said, smirking. “And she is a computer. So, she is smart.”
“My brain hurts,” Noelle groaned.
Kris came over and nuzzled up alongside her, draping an arm over her shoulder. Their presence was nice, giving her something to lean into for support. At the very least, nothing had changed in regards to how comforting they were.
“You get used to it,” they said.
Noelle nodded. “That was really fucking hot though.”
“It really was,” Tasque agreed, grinning as she held the tea against her lips, once more not taking a sip. “I must say that the two of you make a perfect pair of mind broken drones.”
Noelle blushed and glanced at Kris, seeing that they were doing the same.
“So, anything I could improve on for next time?” Tasque asked, looking down at her tablet and opening a word document. “Likes, dislikes, things you’d like to see improved.”
Noelle smirked. “You need a fatter cock.”
“Agreed,” Kris said, nodding along.
Tasque smirked and jotted this down before looking up at them once more. “How did you feel about the goo chamber, Noelle?”
“That fucking sucked,” Noelle groaned, shaking her head. “But like in a good way, I had never felt so frustrated in my entire life.”
Tasque smirked. “So, turn that up from low intensity next time?”
“That was low intensity!” Noelle barked, her eyes widening at the comment. “No fucking way.”
“Yes, you were on easy mode which is programmed to edge you three times per hour with an eight-hour rest period per day,” Tasque dictated, reading off of her tablet. “It can go all the way up to twenty edges per hour with only a four-hour rest period per day.”
“That’s so fucking evil,” Kris said.
Tasque shrugged. “You two seem to enjoy evil.”
“Fair enough,” Kris replied.
They rubbed at Noelle’s arm, stroking at her coat through the latex that they both wore.
“Anyways, I’ll grill the two of you for data later,” Tasque stated, switching over to a new tab. “I’m hungry and I want to order some food.” She looked up at the two of them. “How do you feel about cyber chow mein?”
Noelle shrugged. “Do they have vegetarian options?”
“Ah yes… you’re an herbivore,” Tasque said, scrolling through the menu. “Is a tofu alternative good enough?”
“Works for me,” Noelle said.
Tasque smirked and looked up. “And you, Rookie?”
Kris tensed at the title. “Y-yeah sounds good to me too.”
