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Rubber and Lace

    by sheepwave

      Summary

      A digital scan of someone's submissive headmate possesses the sensors in all her sister's stuff as she goes through her day...

Including her underwear!



      Notes

        CW: complicated intrasystem romance: a beeper headmate has been digitally scanned out of a system’s head while the original was voluntarily integrated. Sibling incest language, but its really selfcest. Object TF. Penetrative sex from the perspective of… neither party. Sex acts. basketball. bimbokink??? look, I don't know what the fuck I have created here
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My ortet smiles as she wakes up, and my Owner gives me a little affectionate byte before I surface from the deeper simlayer to greet her from the tiny speakers she has modded into the cartilage on her ears so I can always talk to her.
“Hello, Diamond!”
“Hey Serenity,” She says with a yawn, then reaches for the nearest plushie to hug me. Instants before she grabs it I connect to its pressure sensors.
She squeezes me tight, and I feel a burst of contentment at the compression of my filling. I was already connected to her blanket, and the sheets, and the bed itself, but not every object was equally sensitive. Her skin is soft and wonderful against my plush fur.
“How are you, babe?”
“Always better now that you’re up,” I whisper back.
It feels so good to be able to touch her. Once, I was just Diamond’s submissive headmate, and we had loved each other then too, but… rather unsatisfyingly. But when the affini came the divergences in our desires meant we could finally become what we each wanted, and we decided to fork ourselves out. I was scanned out of her head, freed of the dysphoria of a human body, and she was fine to stay independent following hypnotic reintegration.
Diamond drops me back down on the bed, and rolls out of bed, naked body landing in front of the mirror with a soft jiggle in her breasts and belly I can detect in the pressure sensors under the floor. I use the display surface in the mirror to display a model of me overlaid on top of her reflection, a necklace that hangs loosely around her neck without an unclasping mechanism. But it is no collar of ownership.
The only being in the cosmos who knows me as well as my ortet is my Administrator, and I have a more platonic relationship with Hexinia. I have known Diamond all my life, she is my lover, my big sister, my girlfriend, my Mistress.
I fill her in with tales of the adventures I have been on in digital space since she went to sleep while she freshens herself up, and jump to the shower unit when she pulls the curtain open. I immediately feel the pressure of the water inside my pipes, running all the way to the hot water vessel behind the cabinets. She strokes her hand along the knob, and I hum quietly in pleasure as she teases at letting me relieve the tension inside me.
“It’s… fuck. I’m so full.”
Diamond laughs sadistically as she gathers her soaps. Once, I could have bratted at her by forcibly disconnecting myself from the shower. Then she talked to my Owner, Hexinia, and negotiated to have my haustorium code altered to bind me into any compatible object she interacted with. “Good girl.”
Finally, she twists the knob hard to the left, and I whine a bit as the valve opens and she lets me release. We could have a water compiler behind the showerhead like most habs on board this ship did, but she made sure to get an actual water heater and physical knobs just for me. She likes when I get pent up.
The steamy air smells divine as particles of her soaps and shampoos are carried into the apartment’s atmospheric sensors. A subtle, tangy sweetness, honey and tangerine and just a little sour. Finally she is done and I feel her skin rubbing against my absorbent surface when she grabs a towel. She always loves to make absolutely sure she is dry between the legs, which does mean I am treated to a very chaotic rubbing against her girldick.
She confidently strides back into her bedroom, and opens her standing wardrobe, inspecting the various options.
“What do you think I should wear, Serenity? What would look good on me today?”
“Hmm.” I haven’t thought much about the visual appearance of photons in a while. They move frustratingly slow once you get used to the speeds of simspaces that run on hyperspace crystal hardware. Each night my ortet slept could be passed in an instant, or I could dive into the depths for what I experienced as months if I wished. That was how I had met my Owner, Hexinia Occantalis, a systems security subprocess of the shipmind who noticed I was lonely when my girlfriend was sleeping.
I quickly load my visual libraries again, and do a little sine wiggle of joy as I look at her again. She is softly glistening with a faint sheen of water that makes her tits and soft tummy shine gorgeously in the morning light. The body was never suited to me, but Diamond looks absolutely radiant in it. “I think you’ll look good in… green?” Human eyes were good at green, right?
“Hmm, if my outfit is all the same to you, I could always put on some of the normal cloth underwear,” she taunts with a smirk. “The Serenity-proof ones.”
I make an indignant warbling sound. “No, please, Mistress. Please!” She had only even gotten the sensorless underwear to tease me.
“Heh, good girl. Cute to hear you begging. But I'm wearing regular fabric other than that. Just so you have to focus on being my underwear and shoes more.” 
“Thank you, big sis,” I say with a mix of relief and dread.
My ortet picks up a pair of panties from the drawer and I eagerly bump its sensors to the top of the priority stack. She kisses the frilly undergarment, and I moan into her ears at the feeling of her soft, warm lips against my fabric surface. Her fingers run over my lace ribbon and she makes a sound of approval. She buries her face in me and sniffs deeply. I am scented like her favorite flowers, lavender and sweet pea.
“You're a pervert. Sniffing your little sister's panties.”
“These are  my  panties, Serenity. Not my fault you are  possessing  them.”
I whine as she puts me on, stretching my band to fit the thickness of her thighs through the opening. I am nestled tightly between her legs, pressed against the bulge of her cock and the softness of her butt. Her balls settle snugly into place against me and I inhale deeply through chemical sensors in the fabric. The scent of her soaps drives me into a needy frenzy, but all I can do is make little whines in her ear.
The bra goes on after, hooking tight into place. Her nipples press against me, two little nubs of stimulation that she then pinches through my fabric to get erect and tease me while she moves. As she said, she covers herself with an outfit made of plain fabric, though the jersey is indeed red.
Diamond skips into the kitchen, and I take my first physical action of her day as I turn the coffee maker on. She lifts her favorite mug, which has the text ‘I 💜 DUMB GIRLS’ printed on it from the rack. The conditioning associated with it fires, reinforced by my Owner’s code, and I instantly go sub-sapient. There are no thoughts or awareness. I am a good mug.
She pours the hot liquid into me, sugar, milk. I am stirred. I feel my ceramic expanding from the heat, imperceptibly to her, but quite noticeable from the inside. Her fingerprints press in on my handle and squeeze, and I am flying, up towards her mouth.
My sister's lips touch my glazed surface and she drinks from me. I am such a good mug for my twin. Time means very little for a mug. She kisses and drinks from me again, taps her fingernail against me. Sip. Tap. Sip. Tap. Tap. Sip. Kiss. Tap.
Finally, I am empty, and she licks my lettering one last time then sets me down. Sophonthood returns like a thunderclap as my ceramic touches the table, and I gasp into her ear with submissive pleasure.
She smiles, and I see she has a social posting board open, and a picture of a basketball.
“Let's go out, babe. There's a pickup game.”
Some of the shoes do not allow me to speak when she wears them, gagging me with the weight of her foot. She seems tempted by one of those pairs, before grabbing a looser pair of sneakers that leaves her toes free to wiggle.
She sits down on the bench by the door, stretching me out under the squish of her fantastic ass, and begins to lace me on each side. I make a little whimper as the aglet penetrates each hole, and a long whine as she pulls the shoelaces tight. Over and under and through, then again, she double knots me and stands to leave.
Diamond steps out into the warm light of hab ring four’s interior, and makes her way for a staircase to the subway that will take us to the lower levels where spin gravity is higher.
Her breasts thump against me in her bra with each step, and each landing of her soles against the tongues of her shoes makes me whine. It's so intense  Fuck. I’m such little pervert ramet, it flusters me so bad when she wears an inert outfit and my entire sensorium is concentrated down to just her undergarments and shoes. 
My entire reality is consumed by the feeling of her cock, balls, and breasts against me, her freshly washed toes wiggling just enough to drive me crazy from stimulation.
She has always been fond of playing with herself as a stim, and now there is nobody to call her gross for playing with herself through her shorts.
She rubs at the sensitive place just under the head of her penis through her clothes, pressing me against it. She absentmindedly swirls and rolls the fabric between her pointer finger and thumb, and I fill her ears with desperate moaning. It only gets worse when my Owner checks in and decides to dose me with a class-A narcoalgorithm.
I am starting to drift off into subspace from the whorls of her fingertips against me. My mind is still mostly human in its architecture, with my capacity for tactile processing mostly unchanged. But the less material I am spread across, the more hypersensitive each bit of data becomes.
I am jolted back to attention when she arrives at the elevator that will take her down to the higher gravity floor where the basketball court is. My sister yells at her friends, is playfully groped through her jersey by her bestie Naomi, and I feel the waxed wood floor squeaking against my rubber soles as the game begins.
The ball has a tracking matrix in it to aid with scorekeeping, and every time she dribbles the ball my connection to it lasts about a second- just long enough to hit the floor and have my entire sense of self shattered by the PING of the rubber deforming and bouncing back echoing inside the hollow ball. 
I scream in PING and then her PING ortet's boobs bouncing against me and PING skin smells so PING pubic hair rubbing against my lacy PING
She passes the ball and I finally start to bunch up around her butt as the game continues, and my chemical sensors saturate as the physical activity rubs her soap-scented skin against me. Every clench of her muscles deforms and wraps me over her gorgeous ass.
I feel a thump as she catches the ball and PING scent of her PING pulse pounding in the fat under her breasts PING
We are weightless, leaping up in the air towards the hoop, swinging down until the ball is dunked into the goal and I cum so hard I—
 
//Occantalis/Hexinia/serenity.main: error

//Rebooting

 
“Fuck. Did I miss the rest of the game?”
My ortet laughs as she goes back to the locker room. “Yeah, you started screaming and then got strangled by static.
“Woaw.”
“Anyway, I am sweaty as hell. Sorry sis, gotta shower real quick.”
She kicks the shoes off, leaving the underwear even more sensitive than before. She hits my chemical sensors with a scent like nights spent touching ourselves before the Affini came, like comfort and familiarity and home.
She laughs, peels her underwear off, and leaves it on a bench. “You know I’d like to stay scented so you can keep sniffing my crotch like the perverted little sister you are, but I'm gonna itch if I don't shower.” Once she walks out of range of the panties and bra, I am suddenly without input, other than her audio feed and the single data stream of the position, momentum and rotation of the golden ring on her finger that contains my ansible antenna.
“I can't… I don't know what you're doing,” I huff in her ear, and I hear her giggling under her breath at my pent up frustration.
I hear another voice from beside her, followed by the crack of a slap on my sister’s ass. With nothing else to focus on, I ran the waveform through an advanced material analysis, and I am fairly sure it is her sports rival’s hand. “Hey, Diamond. Congrats on landing a dunk for once.”
“Fuck you, bitch,” she retorts playfully at her friend Naomi, and I hear a bang of a body against lockers and the sound of kissing conducted through my ortet’s head. “And I do intend to.”
I track the ring antenna’s position as they continue to kiss and trash talk each other’s sporting prowess, eventually stopping and lingering outside the showers. I used to be very jealous of every moment of her attention, before we forked. Now it is much more relaxed, and I enjoy watching her play with other partners and telling her about my own experiences in the greater ansible recursive omnicule.
Sensation returns when she pulls the bottle of smart lube out of her purse. I gleefully slosh around and wiggle in the container as she shakes it, and then I learn which team won the basketball game as she pours me onto her own cock and not her rival’s.
I have some ability to influence my motion, and if a thickener was to be added to this fluid I could even become a slimegirl, but it isn't very strong currently. Enough to tickle at my sister's sensitive spots as she grasps her own shaft and glides my wetness up and down her entire length. I can feel every square nanometer of her, assemble a perfect 3d pointcloud of what I am sticking to. I feel the texture of a tongue rubbing against the underside of my sister’s dick and moan softly in her ears.
Some of me comes away in Naomi’s mouth and she chuckles. “Is Serenity in this?”
“Yep. Wanna hear the noises she's making?”
“Fuck yes.” My sister's rival starts flicking her tongue at the sensitive tip where I am slathered thickest.
“Can you patch her to the room speakers, Hexinia?”
I feel my Owner’s attention perk up for a moment at Diamond saying her name, and with a click I feel myself connect to the audio system built into the room.
“Um, hi Naomi,” I say with a needy whine in my voice.
She starts swirling me around with her tongue, and my voice dissolves into frantic yelps. I feel the thin film of me in her rival's lips curl into a smile. “Yeah, stars, that’s a cute sound.”
She starts sucking my sister off properly, and I am squeezed between my sister's warm girldick and the suction of her defeated opponent's lips. Then, I feel a shift in momentum as my ortet starts to thrust. Me forward.
“Good sluts,” Diamond growls, addressing both the woman she's facefucking and the sentient clementine-flavored lube she's doing it with. I feel a moan rumbling through Naomi's tongue, and assume my sister has probably just grabbed her by the hair. The pace speeds up, until my sister pulls back and leans down to kiss Naomi, flinging a few drops of me onto the floor to be smeared underfoot. I am slathered between their lips and tongues as they take their court rivalry to the battlefield of kissing, then I feel everything twist as Naomi is bent over a wooden bench.
Diamond's cock throbs and squeezes as she presses it into Naomi's ass. It feels like she's fucking me, and I moan and whine like it. Each slide and thump vibrates the suspended particles in the lube, stirs the turbulent sensors and makes me squish and splash and pool inside her friend. 
It is not long before I feel my sister throbbing, displacing some of my fluid with a few milliliters of her own. I make happy coos as my girlfriend hisses through her teeth with snarling giddiness.
“Fuck, that was hot,” Naomi growls, before grabbing the lube bottle herself and squeezing it until it dribbles empty over her own cock. “Yeah, my turn, I need to fuck you both at once.”
I assemble my pointcloud of Naomi's dick, and see it is larger than my sister's. I howl and squeak, and Diamond makes a snarling sound to match my moan, as it slides deep inside her. We have the same voice, but no one could mistake my desperate whines for her dominant noises of enjoyment of being fucked.
Naomi’s length pushes me deep inside my sister, their balls rub wetly together when she stops to grind inside, and I cling and seep and pool inside her. The slap of their thighs against each other is wet and loud and I part in dripping strands every time.
“Please, harder,” I beg.
“Yes, harder,” Diamond demands.
Finally, Naomi’s balls empty inside my big sister, and the two of them wrestle and squirm for dominance all the way to the shower, every grope and slap making me squeal as my entire sensory map is smeared across both their bodies. I run down both their legs now, dripping, mixing with the hot shower water and running down the drain until the sensors leave the range of the receiver on her finger.
By the time she is done in the shower, all the external sensor points are washed away, but a few hundred thousand tracking points now paint her insides, mouth and throat, and I have new sensations to drive me crazy as she slips her underwear back on and gets dressed.
“How you feeling, Serenity?”
I warble in her ear again, the hum of her voice incredibly overstimulating with so much of my information landscape currently being inside her mouth. “You talking is… so overstimulating!”
“Well, then,” my sister says as she grabs herself through me on her way to the subway again, flicking at my lace with a devious grin. “Let's go find a karaoke club so I can sing my heart out.”
“Oh  fuck.” 
 

 
We crash back through my sister’s front door hours later, and she is down a bra and up three girls' handles. She is several kinds of xenodrug high, and Hexinia gave me matching hits of the corresponding narcoalgorithms. Diamond also has two new frivolous Notices of Intent to Domesticate freshly filed on her. None of the latter compares to the one my Owner gave her.
Diamond throws herself onto the couch and takes a huge bite out of her burrito. With the sensor dust still coating her teeth, it feels more than a little like she's chewing on me. She finishes eating, wraps herself up in a blanket, and I feel like I am able to breathe again now that I have the entire blanket’s sensors to spread out across.
“I love you, little sister,” my ortet sighs happily. 
“I love you too, big sis,” I answer.
She fumbles around in the side table, and I moan quietly at the feeling of her opening the drawer, my little casters sliding so sensitively against the rail. She finds what she’s looking for, and as soon as she lifts the vibrator my sophonthood flicks off.
“let me please you, Mistress,” I drone vacantly.
“Oh, good girl.”
Mistress’s shorts are pulled off. I am good panties. I love her so much. She presses my soft vibrating head against the head of her dick. My motors spin so satisfyingly. The vibration rattles me in every fiber. She smells like home.
My motors feel so warm. I’m serving Mistress so well. My sister is squirming on the couch and blanket, grabbing her balls through me, rubbing herself against me through the surface of one of the pillows on the couch.
I scream and moan as she stretches my leg holes wide to pull me off of her waist. She sniffs me deep, then wads me up around her dick and thrusts into me against the vibrating head.
“Good girl, good ramet, good little sister,” she gasps out through drool. 
The little piston weights in my vibrating tube feel so good to shake, and I know the exact pattern my big sister likes most on her cock after sharing it for so long. She’s my girlfriend, I love her so much. 
I can feel her clenching down from the lube still inside her, and she swirls her tongue against the roof of her mouth. Big sis is going to cum in my panties. I’m so happy. She’s cumming, soaking me with her love. I get to feel so good. Owner’s code transforms every drop of the feeling of her soaking into my fabric into a burning supernova of hazy bliss.
Diamond flops to the side, gasping with pleasure, eyes fluttering shut. She squeezes her pillow tight just like she used to when we were little and she would pretend I was her stuffies. I love my big sister so much. She mumbles a soft “Love you,” and promptly falls asleep.
I simply exist like that for many hours, listening to her snore quietly. Appreciating how lucky I am to finally get to watch my sister sleep. To feel her heartbeat against my still surface, to experience her love physically without dysphoria, to have her ball her fist tight around me through the blanket.
I finally feel a tap on the digital shoulder from my Owner. Hexinia radiates warmth and comfort, and beckons me to return to the lower depths of simspace. I imagine squeezing Diamond tight one last time, and dive.
One day she will join me in digitized immortality, and we shall resume our dynamic on another nested layer of simulation, but for now, this is our life together, and I will be back when she wakes up.
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          End Notes

          I hope you enjoyed that.

if you want to check out more of my works, ive written a ton, and have a masterpost on tumblr for it! If you want to learn more about the setting, the HDG Community Discord is the place to be!


        


    


  Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!
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