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1. Morning Fluff

Mace stretched beneath the delicate woven sheets.

He had a lot on his mind. Even while tired, his thoughts raced. Just several days ago, he was nobody; a random guy who woke up in a pile of white-hot, sparking metal and shrapnel. Now, this morning, he was cuddling a kitsune, thinking about Cinder, the Singe, the stalkers, and whatever else he could recall.

He remembered most things, but not all of them. Some memories had yet to resurface, and some questions remained unanswered. Where had all the other colonists and personnel gone? Why did no one else make it to Delta? There should have already been some staff there, including techs and a small group of miners managing the geothermal systems.

So where were they? Mace sighed.

Beside him, Faye snuggled. She clutched her arms around his body as if never to let go. How she felt—fluffy, warm, and cozy—made it difficult to rouse himself from sleep. Faye’s comfort was a sedative.

When he dreamed, he saw impressions of blackness. Glimpses of other beings, like the shamblers, the wraiths, and the stalkers would emerge. Mace assumed this was because of exhaustion.

But his mind flashed with the looming entity that disabled the UTV. He couldn’t quite see it in his head, mostly because he hadn’t really seen the thing clearly. No, the thing was firing rockets at them.

Unless it was a mirage. He didn’t know for sure. They hadn’t run into anything wielding firearms yet, at least wherever they were. Mace could check the map to get a better sense of location.

Otherwise, he remembered everything without issues, at least while awake. And Mace Frost needed to remember as much as possible. Delta was secure… mostly. You could only be so certain. Upon their arrival, he had lacked the time for meticulousness.

No, just basics and whatever upper levels they were on. 

The mining systems were massive. Delta sat atop a deposit of iron, copper, other miscellaneous metals, trace elements, and silicates. Between all the ore conveyors, processing stations, and smelters, there could be anything down there.

It’d be trouble if Delta’s defenses and scanners didn’t pick something up.

Once Mace was out of bed, it’d be one of the first things he checked. That, and get some breakfast. He could feel hunger through the heavy weight of a comfortable, deep sleep.

And how could he not stay in bed? Faye enticed him. Her fur acted like another blanket, keeping him just another degree or two cozier throughout the night. Mace didn’t mind that. Actually, he preferred it.

Cinder seemed comfortable too, he mused, asleep in her own room.

Cinder Valentine, the kitsune woman that made Mace think wandering thoughts. He wondered how serious either of them was about the one-off comments involving a threesome.

They couldn’t be serious… right? If they were, it wasn’t like he’d turn them down… He quickly discarded the thought as Faye’s fur shifted beside him.

Next to him, Faye yawned. She stretched, then fluttered her eyes. Mace did much the same, gazing at the darkness in the suite, then over to Faye’s attractive face.

He ran a hand behind her head, then ear, and tenderly scratched. She smirked, closed her eyes, and let him continue. “Does that feel good, Faye?”

The kitsune’s tail swished. “Oh god… yes,” she murmured in delight.

“You want me to rub behind your ears more often?”

Faye nuzzled into him. “Yes. That feels great.”

“We have things to do today,” Mace said. His hand still worked the soft fluff and gentle skin behind her fox ears.

“Yeah, like, lay in this bed,” Faye teased.

Mason laughed. “I wish.”

“Ugh, what is it?”

He sat up. “I didn't have a chance to examine the rest of the facility. I need to run through and do that. We should also check our ammunition and weapons. All medical supplies should be checked. This place is stocked, but it doesn’t hurt to verify. Inventory hasn’t been updated since the initial stock, and I have no idea if someone else has been here.”

Faye stared at him. “…Do you think someone else is here besides us?”

Mace shook his head. “No, I don’t. At least not on these floors with us. Top two levels and sub-levels should be clear.”

“Well, Lt. Pilot-Engineer Guy, it sounds like we have a plan.” Faye slid a clawed hand to his groin, meeting with the flesh of his cock. “And maybe I can have some more of this later?”

Mace smirked. “Of course.”

She smiled widely. “Sounds good to me.”

Mace chewed on his lip, then turned to her. “Hey, Faye?”

“Yeah?”

“Did you… did you ever see any of the Singed using firearms?”

Faye stared at him. “The who?”

“Sorry. I just remembered, the coats—the scientists, I mean, that’s what they’re referred to as sometimes—they called it the Singe, or people with it, the Singed. Something about radiation and some germ, or whatever.”

“Huh. Didn’t know they gave it a name.”

Mace shrugged. “Easier to track, I guess.”

“Use firearms?” Faye glanced at the bed. She furrowed her brow, ruminating. “No,” she said, “I don’t think I have.”

He nodded. “Alright.”

“Why?”

“The thing that took out my UTV. I thought it was a big one. Huge, and it looked like it was shooting rockets. What’s more plausible is that it was friendly-fire. LPGs misfired in our direction. I just…”

Faye stroked his shoulder. “What, Mace?”

“I remember a sense of… horror.”

“Well, maybe your mind inserted stuff to, like, cope or something?”

He sighed. “Maybe. I remember a lot, but maybe I don’t remember everything. We should stay vigilant, though. Just in case.”

“We can do that, Mace,” she said. “I don’t want to take a rocket to the gut. There won’t be anything left.”

“Agreed.” Mace laughed and smiled.

She stretched, her large, fluffy tail swaying. “Anything else on your mind?”

Mace sighed. “Did I scare you with all that? I wasn’t trying to scare you.”

“I wasn’t. Well, maybe a little with the… one you said you saw.”

“Want me to make it better?”

Faye nodded. “Please.”

He wrapped his arms around the kitsune. “Come here,” Mace said.

***

Cinder took a step into the stall, then discarded her clothes, fully nude and ready for a morning cleanse. The kitsune had already taken a quick shower the night before.

She had overestimated her stamina. Cinder was simply too tired to do a thorough cleanse. The history of surviving monsters, zombies, and explosions finally caught up with her.

At least I was able to scrub off the dirt.

After a few seconds of standing in the cool, florescent light, Cinder shut the curtain and stretched. Her tail swished.

She reached down, wrapped a hand around the first dial, and turned. The readout in the shower had a temperature selection slider along with some other waterproof touchscreen components. Cinder debated, but ultimately decided on something around 110F.

She couldn’t remember how hot that was and, if need be, she’d turn it up.

Immediately, the hot water was upon her. It didn’t take any time to warm up; it was instantly the desired hotness, saturating her bare skin. Cinder shuddered at first. The sensation almost overwhelmed her.

Finally, her skin adjusted. She let out a satisfied sigh, flushing a little red from the water’s heat. The kitsune stretched an arm, twitched her ears, and reached forward into the stream of shower water.

She splashed it on her face, then down to her neck. Eventually, Cinder was running her delicate hands over the tender tissue of her bare, creamy breasts and pink nipples. Further down, she made sure the sensitive regions between her thighs were wet as well. Finally, she moved to her backside, well-padded, curvy ass, and the rest of her body.

After leaning forward, she worked her fingers and kitsune claws into her hair and scalp. Yeah, this is going to be gross… can’t remember the last time I washed my hair. She almost dreaded how disgusting the water would be. But that’s how it was surviving in the wastes. You got dirty, sweaty, nasty, caked in blood and ash, then Neo Martian sand.

If anything, Cinder should have been dirtier.

She could already see the red and brown tinged water rushing into the drain below. It could have been coagulated blood or ash. Cinder didn’t know.

She glanced up, grabbed the first bottle of body wash on the shelf, and studied it. It seemed as generic as possible: OCEAN MIST SCENT, GENERAL BODYWASH. Cinder scratched her head.

There was a dispenser, too, but the bottle seemed more convenient.

After a second, she shrugged, opened the cap, and poured some into her hands. She grabbed the nearby loofa and brought it to her bare breasts and belly. She lathered the body wash, coating her gentle skin in a layer of suds and ocean-scented bubbles.

Cinder could already feel the filth washing away off of her. With each pass of the loofa, each brush of it against her skin, she thought of Mace and Faye. They could be in there with her too, someday. Maybe.

Or she could be alone forever.

But she wouldn’t let that happen. No, she’d made her mind up the night before. Cinder swallowed and continued to clean herself. She’d be with Mace. And Faye.

The fox girl had survived monsters, zombies, and more. She deserved some sort of reprieve, some sort of joy. That joy, that happiness, would be in the arms of Mace and Faye.

Cinder knew that more than anything else.


2. System Checks

It didn’t take him long to get dressed.

Mace spent the next few minutes cuddling Faye before heading off to check the facility defenses. She didn’t mind that.

Faye was happy. So happy that she didn’t want to get out of bed.

She didn’t blame herself. Running through Neo Mars, half-remembering her past, the mangled mutations, the walking corpses, and more was enough to tire anyone out. There was no reason to feel guilty.

Yet, she did. Part of her felt like sleeping in was wasting time, like she was becoming too relaxed. That opened up the possibility of being attacked… or worse.

But you’re not open for attack, you’re safe—safe here with Mace and Cinder!

Faye groaned and stretched on the bed.

She turned to her side and gazed at the nearby closet door. After a few seconds, Faye slipped out of the sheets and made her way to the open door of the closet.

Naked, standing there like that, almost made her want to find Mace on the comms system and tell him to hurry back—she had something he needed to take care of, and fast. But then Faye would still be in bed all day, and that just wasn’t something she could adapt to quite yet.

Instead, she wanted to get dressed and make her way into the colony. There was a lot to learn about the entire location, including all of Delta’s rooms, levels, and subsidiary faculties like the TRAM system Mace had mentioned.

From what she understood, Delta connected to all the other nearby outposts, too. She felt a little strange knowing that they were the only ones there. Faye knew that it probably bothered Mace as well.

The thought weighed on her like a heavy stone. It was creepy. Cinder was the only other inhabitant… which meant the others were somewhere else. But where?

Faye shook away the thoughts. She flicked her tail and twitched slightly. The itch was back, gnawing at the depths of her fluffy ears. Good thing they had several levels of infirmaries. Med-lab, med-bay, and more. They had some differences, mostly relating to capability and size, but regardless, medical treatment was never far away. Whichever would fix the annoying thing in her ear.

Probably infection, Faye sighed. Outer, most likely, but middle ear wasn’t impossible. Could be both, the kitsune thought.

She would have to locate Mace. The med-lab would follow, and she’d figure out what sort of treatment she needed to resolve the issue.

Faye slipped out of the bed. She stood and stretched. Her shape caught shadows in the dim lighting, casting a silhouette of her supple breasts, hips, fluffy, full tail, and legs along the wall.

Faye yawned and made her way to the closet, sorting through several racks of clothes. She would dress up later. Right now, she didn’t really give a fuck.

After selecting a comfortable t-shirt, hipster black panties, socks, and reasonably fitting jeans. The outfit still showing her curves without being intolerably snug. She stretched again and left the room. Coffee, food, and medicine came to mind.

She stepped out of the suite and glanced down the corridor. Here, Faye stared at the transparent poly-alloy window nestled at the end of the hall. Outside, a gloomy, overcast red enveloped the landscape and horizon.

Part of her felt some fear. Sure, everything seemed okay in the colony, but nowhere she’d been was ever actually secure… so how long until Delta wasn’t? Faye let out a sigh.

“Hey there, handsome-man’s-girlfriend,” Cinder said.

Faye blushed, turning to the kitsune. “Did you just say Mace is my boyfriend?”

“Hey, relax, I was teasing,” Cinder said, embarrassed. “I suck at this.”

Faye laughed. “It’s okay. Sorry, just kind out of it. I mean...” her voice trailed off.

“No worries,” Cinder replied. “He is very handsome, though. Hot. Good job.”

“Are you lusting after Mace?” Faye giggled.

Cinder shook her head. “No, no, I mean… I don’t know. He’s off limits. He’s your man, I think. Right?”

Faye shrugged. “I, uh…” she paused, lifted a hand, and scratched at her ear. The itch was back, worse than it was. “Ugh,” Faye groaned.

“You need to get that taken care of.”

“I am. Today,” Faye said.

Faye scratched at her ear till a few strands of fur shed off. She glanced up at the curious Cinder, shrugging. “Sorry, my ear is driving me nuts more than usual.”

“Sounds like that ear infection is worse,” Cinder said.

“Luckily, we’re going to med-lab later. I’m sure I can go on my own, but I kind of want Mace to check me out.”

Cinder smirked. “You want him to do the exam?”

“Yeah.”

She giggled. “Faye, you’re cute.”

Faye rolled her eyes. “What’s that mean?”

Cinder laughed. “I’m just, well, you’re cute. And I might be a little jealous. I’m kind of alone in all this. Plus, he’s handsome, too.”

Faye blinked. “I, uh…”

“Don’t worry about it. I was being weird,” Cinder blushed.

After a second, Faye laughed. “We’re both weird. Come on. Mace should be working on some stuff in the security center.”

“Which one?”

“Whichever is close.”

Cinder paused, then nodded. “Let’s get him. I’m hungry.”

Faye’s stomach groaned. She felt the anger of her empty belly clenching the meat of her abdomen. The fox girl let out a small sigh. “I’m hungry too. Let’s go.”

For a moment, Faye wondered why Cinder was acting the way she was. The kitsune seemed like she wanted to flirt, to hint at something, but was keeping it private. But Faye knew. Cinder had a crush on Mace.

She probably felt some lust for Faye, too. Cinder made comments about cuddling together—which Faye would not oppose—and other things. Seeing Mace snuggled up with her and Cinder might not be so bad, actually.

Mace dominating another kitsune girl would be hot to see, too.

“You okay?” Cinder asked.

Faye nodded. “Yeah.”

“Sorry if I came off strong.”

Faye shook her head. “Not at all.”

Cinder grinned. “Okay, right,” the kitsune snickered.

Faye rolled her eyes. Her tail swished back and forth. “Food, then med-lab. Anything painful on your end?”

“My shoulder.”

“Get naked when we get there, then,” Faye teased. “Mace will need to examine you.”

Cinder flushed rosy red. “Just get naked…”

Faye smirked. Yeah, don’t lie, Ms. Kitsune—you and I both know you want to strip with Mace and me at the same time. Together, they studied different maps on the walls, checked their location, and headed to the Operations on North Lock 2.

Mace was there, Faye remembered.

***

He went through several more system checks. Mace was concerned with the power and transport systems the most. Earlier, he was reading a junction warning about something not working in the South Lock TRAM 2 system. That wasn’t good.

It meant the defense systems probably weren’t powered on.

If that was the case, the periphery turrets and other mechanisms should have taken care of the issue, but it wasn’t a guarantee. The only real way to know was to go down there, in the dark, and fix it himself.

Mace sighed. He tapped his chronometer crown, turned it, then synchronized with Delta’s intranet. It didn’t take long. Now, all his maps were up to date, along with tons of other information.

He could even share his vitals with the kitsunes if the opportunity was there. And it was. He suspected they’d agree to it swiftly.

It didn’t do much to quell his nerves and anxiety. He kept going back to the TRAM and tunnel systems below and wondering where the hell everyone was. Already, it didn’t look good. With a TRAM being down and the entire place vacant, Mace could only guess.

But speculation was scary, because if he was to guess, it meant something had gone awry. Something happened. Something went wrong.

People died. Maybe turned…

The Singe.

He remembered the name not long ago, and a little more about how the anomaly worked. It was contagious. Mace knew that. He’d seen it spread in action.

And its DNA was natural to Martian soils and fossils, but the mutations in the code weren’t. Something about a new type of radiation…

He gulped. Later, Mace would go through Delta’s residual records and scientific notes. The research should have revealed a clue. After all, part of Delta was having every scientist north of New Cydonia working on a usable vaccine… anything to stop The Singe, whatever the hell it was.

There were other continents, too.

Since Neo Mars was terraformed, oceans were created, separating large chunks of land. There were three main continents with some islands thrown in. The water wasn’t exactly healthy to drink, but it’d be okay in survival situations.

The oceans were shallow, anyway. Maybe a few hundred feet deep on average. Sure, there were a few areas where the rifts between plates split open. Abysses went far deeper than anything else, but they were few and far between.

Mace paused.

Were there other kitsunes on different continents? He’d recalled that no one had heard from any of the neighboring continents since… a decade or two, if he remembered right.

Satellite images didn’t show much. That didn’t mean there were no colonies underground. It was possible that, somewhere, a colony like Delta was beneath the Martian crust.

Don’t be dumb—you would have heard from them by now; the USF focused on saving any personnel who reported so much as a pulse across Neo Mars.

Mace groaned. Maybe he remembered things wrong. His head was still cloudy. It wouldn’t surprise him if he had misremembered crucial details about Neo Mars’ surface.

Besides, the odds of running into other kitsunes, let alone survivors, were low.

Mace knew that. But having a few extra women around wouldn’t hurt anything. Hell, he liked the thought of Faye and Cinder in his bed, rolling with him beneath a warm blanket.

Got to ask them soon.

Mace was a man of precision and total bluntness. He didn’t have time for guessing. Besides, a three-way relationship with two fox girls wasn’t a bad idea.

They could watch each other’s back. None of them would be lonely. The three of them would be satisfied as often as needed.

He liked the idea of that.

Something pinged on the readout before him. He narrowed his eyes and gazed at the monitor. Shit. The power in SL TRAM 2 was definitely out.

The tertiary scan revealed that something was wrong with some sort of power source. If Mace had to guess, it was a junction or core. That meant the defenses were down.

Which meant the stretch of tunnel between TRAM 2’s depots was completely open to attack. Fuck. That wasn’t good.

He’d have to go down there and find what the problem was for real now, whether he wanted to or not, then fix it. Going alone wasn’t a smart idea, either; something would rip him apart. Or maybe not. Delta was pretty secure but… he had a feeling.

Mace would rather play it safe. Plus, Faye and Cinder were bad asses, anyway. Hot, tough chicks.

But I want them to stay safe…

He tossed the idea around in his head. It’d take some thought. He couldn’t exactly be intimate with either of them if he was murdered or, worse, turned.

Mace did want them to stay safe, though.

Would they even let him go alone? Faye probably wouldn’t. She liked him too much. And Cinder would be lonely. He could see it in her eyes. Mace knew she’d likely hadn’t had any contact in forever, let alone something sexual with another man. The fox girl was lonely.

Sex aside, Mace would be more than happy to help with her loneliness. She did help them on the way. Besides, Faye seemed to like her.

How would he do it, anyway? Mace considered simply walking up and being blunt. That was kind of his style.

Or he could imply. Maybe Faye would lead and guide Cinder to the obvious. Or maybe they’d both come to him and admit what they wanted a three-way romance.

Threesomes didn’t change that the power for SL TRAM 2’s defenses was down, though. It didn’t change The Singe taking over Neo Mars and it sure as hell didn’t change that everyone was basically dead out there.

Mace groaned. He’d have to check the research logs sooner than he thought, not because he had to, but because his curiosity won out. Sometime today, he’d find out what the USF’s new research had to say on the strange thing, turning everyone to mindless, blood-crazed mutants.

That, and he’d find out what Cinder and Faye really thought about him.


3. Medicine, Labs

Cinder followed closely behind her.

Faye wondered if it’d come up. She was sure Cinder wanted them both. She also knew how embarrassed the kitsune was about lusting after them. How could she blame Cinder?

Mace was handsome, strong, a great leader, intelligent, but not an asshole. Firm, but gentle. Tender, yet a warrior. He even had a sense of humor, too.

Yeah, yeah, I’m probably going to fall in love with him, whatever—but suppose Cinder does too… do I tell her no? Do I get jealous? Watching Mace furiously pound Cinder wouldn’t be all that bad, especially if Faye got to join, especially if she got to tell Cinder just where to put her lips…

“You okay over there?” Cinder’s voice interrupted Faye’s musing. “You look like you’re in deep thought.”

“Daydreaming, I guess,” Faye said.

Cinder shrugged. “I mean, can… I be, like, upfront?”

“Hm?” Faye said.

After a second, Cinder let out a weak sigh. “So, like… you know, you can tell me stuff. You’re the only other kitsune I’ve seen, so I mean… we should, you know, be more open.”

Faye turned a sweet smile up from her delicate lips. “Not a bad idea. We can be best-friends-forever.”

Cinder’s tail quickly tossed right to left in excitement. She held back a bigger smile, instead only showing the light grin. “Yeah, that sounds good! I mean, yeah, sure.”

“But that means you tell me everything, too.”

“Everything?”

Faye nodded. “Yeah, like how you’re crushing on Mace.”

Cinder bit her lip and seized up, silent. She tried forcing out a response. “I, well, see—”

“It’s okay.”

“What?”

Faye rested a hand on her shoulder. “It’s okay. I think it’s cute.”

“Pfft. Cute. I’m not cute. I’m tough as nails.”

Faye thought back to her conversation with Mace, the protesting between them about her formidable—and definitely not-fluffy—strength and tough personality. In a way, Faye wanted to guide things along to a secret she’d kept to herself since arriving at Delta.

A secret about her rapid, swelling feelings for Mace. 

Before she knew it, they were at one of the elevators. Faye went in first after the door opened, then Cinder followed closely behind. Meeting Mace, stepping off the desert, saving Cinder, and living in some mega-colony was still a recent thing.

Cinder scratched her head as the elevator settled into the next floor. “I didn’t fuck anything up between us, did I?”

“Why would you?”

Cinder shrugged. “I mean, I didn’t deny it when you said I was, uh, the Mace thing.”

Faye laughed. “No, you’re fine. I’m just spacing. Plus, my ear fucking itches and aches more every fucking minute.”

“We’re almost there,” Cinder said.

The elevator doors opened, revealing the same corridor that Mace had guided them both through just the other night. Faye took the first step, then Cinder right behind her. In a few moments, they were out of the elevator.

Its metal and poly-alloy doors slid shut. There, Faye turned her head, staring back at the same window from the day before that overlooked a semi-courtyard and Neo Martian landscape. A horizon there, a mountain range here, and a big-fuck-you canyon just down the way there.

Faye blinked, then did a quick sniff of the air. “He’s this way,” Faye said. “North operations? I can’t remember what he called it.”

Cinder shook her head. “I can’t remember. Bet you’re excited to get that ear looked at.”

“Ugh. Can’t wait. It hurts sooooo much,” Faye politely complained.

The door to North Ops opened without a problem. There, in the corner about ten meters away, was Mace, going through a series of control boards, terminals, and monitoring systems. “Hey sexy,” Faye called.

Mace turned with a pen in his mouth. “Oh,” he murmured, muffled, then removed the writing utensil, “just doing a check. Also, I found some new chronometers. You should all put them on so we can coordinate. They look spiffy, too.”

Cinder stretched in place, then followed Faye further into the room. “I don’t think I’ve worn a reliable chronometer before,” she said.

He approached them both, holding out the chronometer in either hand. “One for you,” he said, dolling out each one to the girls, starting with Faye.

“Nice,” Faye said, almost marveling at the thing.

Compared to the old ones, the new chronometers were a little larger, though lighter. A nano-LED screen filled the watch face, indicating all sorts of readouts and biometric data. Several buttons lined the sides.

Mace finished off by giving Cinder her chronometer. “And for you. They track a couple of health metrics and other things. Also, they are tied to the mapping system of the installation. You’ll be able to access detailed maps on the fly with a lot less difficulty, and we’ll be able to track each other’s locations.”

“Thanks. Can you still take us to the med-lab to get examined?” Faye asked.

“Right, your poor ear. I’m sorry, Faye,” he said. “Let’s go.”

“Where is it?”

Mace pointed. “Not far from here. Tying things up and I’ll be done in a few seconds. Let’s get that ear taken care of.”

Cinder stepped forward. “Can I join? Just hang out.”

“Yeah. Don’t think you’re getting out of exam, too,” he said.

Cinder blushed. “Oh?”

“Yeah. Full body, too.”

Faye laughed. Cinder giggled nervously, still blushing. Together, after Mace finished his checks, they made their way to the med-lab.

***

He led them into North Med Lab 1.

The door slid open. Behind him, Faye and Cinder patiently waited. He paused, then turned back to both of them. “Remind me to set up your own access with biometrics, cards, and the chronometers.”

“What for?” Cinder asked.

“Skeleton keys. I’m thinking redundancy to get into different places will be better than just one entry method for all of us,” he said. “Let’s get you two scanned.”

He stepped in first and watched as the two kitsunes glanced and marveled at the room. Faye’s eyes widened. Cinder’s expression was one of silent awe. Mace smirked.

He knew why they looked so excited; having all the medical amenities and aid was a vast, almost immeasurable upgrade compared to being on the road and out in Neo Mars’ wastes.

“This is amazing,” Faye murmured.

Cinder swayed her tail from side to side with her hands clasped together over the soft padding of her pleasing bust. “Oh man, this is awesome!”

Several large exam beds, complete with sheets, terminals at each end, and a robotic high-end scanner system above, lined the left of the room. More exam beds were on the opposite wall, with racks and cabinets of medicine, rows of equipment, and several lab counters and sinks along the far back walls.

“Glad you like it,” Mace said. “Alright, Faye, we’re doing you first. You’ll need to strip down to your underwear. The fewer clothes, the better the scanner works.”

Faye laughed. “I mean, I can go without clothes if it helps the best.”

Cinder gulped. “I… uh, I mean…”

“Relax,” Faye teased. “You haven’t even kissed him yet. Can’t strip until then.”

“Kissed?” Cinder gasped.

Faye burst into giggles again. “Yes!”

“It’s fine,” Mace chuckled, deciding it was best not to make Cinder uncomfortable, a decision which wouldn’t matter in the long run as the two kitsune would be mostly naked in front of him not too long from then.

“I don’t have a problem showing some skin,” Faye said. She removed her shirt, shoes, pants, and socks, revealing a set of black, sexy panties and bra.

“Nice,” Mace grinned.

Faye swished her tail. “Yeah? Which bed do I lay on for an exam?”

Mace took a step to one of the exam beds and then opened a terminal sitting in front of the bed’s end. “This one. Lay down and hold still while it does what it does,” he explained.

Faye nodded, glancing at Cinder, then Mace, then hopped up on the exam table. She shuddered briefly. “This is cold on my ass. It’s ice,” she groaned.

“Let me turn on the bed warmer.” 

Punching a few keys, Mace turned on the warming mechanism, then primed the med-scanner. He waited a few seconds, watching the body image of Faye on the terminal adjust to the bed’s rising temperature. He could see the shifting colors in thermal imaging, which made it less of a hassle.

“Better?” Mace asked.

Faye nodded. “Yeah. Thanks. So, stay still?”

“Yep,” Mace finished. “Let’s get a look over you.”

Cinder stepped behind Mace, perching her face over his shoulder. She tilted her head, curious. “May I join?”

“You want to watch?”

Cinder nodded. “Yeah. This stuff is neat. I want to take notes. Besides, wouldn’t it be better that we all know how to use the stuff in here?”

Mace shrugged. She was right. “Yeah, that’s a smart idea. I’ll just let you look it over,” he said. “Monitor me.”

Cinder smiled sweetly. “Okay.”

The bed was a metal thing built from a glossy poly-steel composite with a thick, comfortable mattress atop its frame. Faye situated herself on it, gulping. She let out a breath. “Okay. Faye, you’ll see a dim red beam move down your head, then to your feet. It’s going to scan your vitals and run a bio-panel.”

“Bio-what?”

He sorted through several open windows on the console of touch displays and keyboards. “It’s going to examine you for wounds, injuries, illnesses, any sort of infections, so hold steady and take a long, deep breath,” he said, tapping keys.

Faye nodded. “Alright,” she said, inhaling, staring up at the arm hovering down her body.

A red, crimson line of laser light, dim and noiseless, scanned down her entire body. She felt it tingle along the soft peach fuzz of her creamy, white belly. Finally, the bio-scanner completed its first pass. It retracted back up into its well hanging over the bed.

He bit his lip. There it was. An ear infection. A bad one, too.

The scanner detected a few different bacteria, each treatable, but requiring more than a day or two to really cure it. Neo Martian bacteria could be like that. Mace didn’t want to alarm the kitsune, so he calmly explained it to her.

“Looks good. You have an infection in your ear. Bad, but we can fix it. You’re a little dehydrated and the infrared deep tissue scanner found some malnourishment. Not unexpected,” Mace concluded.

Faye twitched. “How bad is the infection, again? Am I going to lose hearing?”

“No, you should be good. I’m not a physician or a pharmacist, but I know some of the basics. The mender can solve most of that with stem and genetic components. Regardless, antibiotics are the way to go,” Mace finished. “You can sit up, by the way.”

She sat up and turned to him, her formidable cleavage apparent from the push-up lace bra. “Well, what’s the plan now?”

“Hold there,” Mace said.

He knew what she needed. The system could synthesize antibiotics and other medical concoctions easily. Very little medical treatment was out of their reach.

Still, some things took time.

This particular cocktail of steroids, antibiotics, boosters, vaccines, and other medicines would be enough to solve the problem. He’d inject her, given she was okay with it. After, Mace would play doctor, medic, nurse and monitor the treatment. It wouldn’t take long. In several hours, the itch would be gone, and she may even hear a little better. But to really make sure there were no bacteria left behind, no other pathogens, it’d take another day or two.

But it would work and work well. Once it was injected, nothing would stop the progress of treatment. That’s how good Delta’s medicine was.

In fact, if he remembered, there was nano-technology somewhere in one of the advance med-labs. It was limited, unfortunately. Some time ago, the nano-tech farm was destroyed in the apocalypse.

These weren’t the self-replicating kind, either. They were programmable but couldn’t make copies. A scientist told him they’d figure it out if the med-Net AI could be set to run, but that required finishing the source code, which was done with another AI.

And it was still running.

So, for now, good old pills, needles, sutures, and older tech (not to say the older tech was bad; anyone could still regrow a limb with it, or heal major wounds and gashes, but it wasn’t something that could be done very quickly). “What are you getting there, handsome?” Faye murmured.

“A shot. It’s going to fix that ear infection. There are steroids and some vaccinations.”

“Vaccines for The Singe?” Cinder asked, wide-eyed.

He shook his head. “Unfortunately, no.”

“Maybe one day,” Faye sighed.

Cinder crossed her arms against her soft, feminine breasts. She was in deep thought for a fraction’s moment, then let off a shrug. “Hopefully.”

Mace grabbed a needleless syringe from a nearby cabinet. It made sense; there was no point in attaching a needle until afterward.

That was where the dispensers came in. There was an attachment just for syringes. Prescriptions, tailor made or generic.

He made his way to one of the other cabinets, approached the dispenser off to the left, and attached the coupling. The machine whirred, then blinked, and went silent. Mace watched as the syringe filled.

Finally, it was done.

Faye perked up. “Oh boy.”

Mace laughed, then made his way in front of her. He tapped the needle and then patted Faye’s left shoulder. “Give me this side,” he said.

Faye sighed. “Right in the arm, huh?”

“It won’t hurt. Needles are coated in non-reactive anesthetic. Hold still,” he finished.

“Do it,” Faye said.

Mace pushed the needle into the flesh of the kitsune’s arm. “Is it in yet?”

He gently squeezed the plunger down with the pad of his left thumb, then extracted it. “Already done,” Mace smiled.

She rubbed her arm. “I didn’t feel it.”

“Told you,” Mace said.

“Do you feel better already?”

Faye nodded. “Yeah, already, a little better. Not as much itching and ache.”

“Great!”

Mace turned to Cinder. “You’re next.”

Cinder gulped. “I… am?”

“Yeah. Need to make sure you’re okay. We can do it tomorrow,” Mace said. “Unless you don’t want me to see your naked body.”

She blushed. “I didn’t say that.”

“Good. Then tomorrow, we’ll scan you.”

Cinder nodded excitedly. Faye smirked at her. Mace smiled, then led them out of the room after Faye got dressed.

“That didn’t take long,” Faye mumbled.

Cinder nodded. “Yeah, that was impressive. I’m ready for a giant breakfast,” Cinder groaned.

“Me too,” Faye agreed, swishing her tail, a subtle grin of relief from the ear itch painted across her delicate kitsune face.

“Let’s get some food,” Mace said.


4. Breakfast in Delta

They finally sat down for some food.

Mace had grabbed some breakfast meals from the back earlier. He didn’t have the time to prepare an entire meal, so instead resorted to the pre-packaged stuff. Luckily, it wasn’t too different from something freshly prepared, only because Mace had chosen the expensive gourmet stuff instead of the cheap MREs.

Ahead of him, Faye and Cinder sat at the brushed steel and aluminum alloy table. Mace thought it was interesting the commons looked utilitarian and the smaller, more-restaurant like dining rooms (which were right around the corner from the suites) had better wood and stone tables.

Meant for the rich officers, he thought.

Cinder took a bite of her omelet and wagged her fluffy, kitsune tail. He could see her cheeks blush a little in delight. “Oh my god, food,” she almost purred, taking another chomp at the cheese and ham egg dish.

Faye was busy downing orange juice, bacon, and sausage. Her tail swayed, too, delighted by the meals. “Why does this taste so much better than the other stuff we found?”

“I got the good meals. The cheaper MREs are here, too.”

Cinder let out a satisfied sigh, smiling. “Well, how much is there? I don’t want to eat all of them,” she worried out loud.

That was cute. There was no way any of them, even if they’d gone fully gluttonous, would ever be able to finish the stash of gourmet meals stored in the common kitchen’s freezers, pantries, storerooms, and refrigerators. “Don’t worry about that,” he consoled her. “There’s no way we’ll eat all of them, even if we tried.”

“Good,” Faye said. “Because I’m going to.”

Mace smirked. He returned to his toast and over-easy eggs, sipping on a coffee.

Another thought came back to him: wouldn’t it be better if the two fox girls just stayed here instead? If something happened to him, they would still be safe.

“So, I think we should start planning each day together,” Mace said.

Faye nodded. “Yeah, that makes sense. Maybe meet up like this?”

“That’s what I was thinking,” Mace replied. “We can all set up the plans for the day, like a meeting.”

“Alright,” Cinder said, wiping her mouth. “What’s the plan for today?”

Mace clasped his hands together. “That’s what I wanted to talk about. See, there’s a power problem in the SL TRAM 2 subsystems. I’m not sure what, but the only way to deal with it is to go down there, access one of the maintenance shafts, and find the junction.”

“Why can’t we see it from up here?”

Mace shrugged. “I don’t know. We should be able to see where the issue is from up here and there should be some sort of back-up junction, but something is wrong.”

“That sounds scary,” Faye said. “Dangerous.”

Mace nodded. “That’s why I think you both should stay up here while I suit up and go down there to figure out what’s going on. If something happens to me, you’re still secured enough and safe enough in these areas of Delta.”

Faye shot upward. “What? No!”

Cinder did the same, leaning forward. “You said we’re a team!”

Mace leaned back, a little surprised, and wondered why he didn’t expect such a reaction beforehand. “I… I just didn’t want you two to get hurt.”

“And we don’t want you to get hurt, either,” Faye said. “You helped me and Cinder out. We’ve saved each other before. Do you think we want to be alone up here? You got another thing coming. We need you,” Faye finished, her breath hot and fiery.

Cinder nodded. “Yeah. She’s correct. And besides, you said something about cuddles, right? How can we do that if you’re hurt or something?”

He waited to see how Faye would react, to see if she’d hesitate, but the kitsune did not. “Yeah, how can we date you if you’re dead, huh?”

Cinder glanced at her, speechless. “I, uh, I mean…”

Mace, for the first time, was the one that had to fight the red accumulating in his cheeks. “You… both want to date me?”

Faye folded her arms. “Oh Cinder,” she said, “don’t act like you’re surprised. Anyway, you’re an idiot if you think we’re letting you go down there by yourself, Mace.”

He stared at them both. What was he supposed to do? Tell them no? They’d probably follow him down there, anyway.

“I just don’t want either of you getting hurt,” Mace repeated.

Faye shook her head. “I don’t want you getting hurt, either. I’m sure Cinder doesn’t, as well.”

“Alright. Fair enough. But follow my lead. Listen to everything I say. Period. Understood?” Mace asked.

Cinder let out a long sigh. “Thank god. And yes, sir.”

“I–we will,” Faye murmured.

“Alright,” Mace returned to his food. “Let’s finish breakfast. We’ll need to grab a few weapons and suit up.”

“Sounds good.”

Mace glanced up at them both. What would they do after fixing the problem with SL TRAM 2’s power? He pondered for a few seconds.

“Well, we should still plan what we’re doing for the rest of the day. What do you two want to do after lunch?” Mace smiled.

Cinder tapped her fork on her lower lip. “I don’t know. You said this place has everything?”

Mace nodded. “Yep. I was thinking we should relax.”

“Relax sounds good. And dinner. A big dinner,” Faye grinned.

Cinder nodded excitedly. “Yeah, a big dinner! And… maybe a movie?”

“Dinner and a movie sounds like a date,” Mace teased. “Am I taking you both on a date tonight?”

Faye blushed, then nodded confidently. “Yes.”

“I mean, it’s just hanging out. It’s not like we’re fucking,” Cinder giggled.

An awkward silence rolled between the three of them—not because it was an uncomfortable suggestion, but because it’s what each of them wanted. They wanted each other, and they knew it, and soon they would find out how much.

Mace laughed. Faye burst into her own wild giggling. “You’re funny, Cinder.”

Cinder blushed. “I, yeah, haha.”

“I’d be in charge,” Mace said. “Just saying.”

“Oh? You think you’d run the show in a threesome with me and her?” Faye snickered.

Mace nodded. “Yeah. Cinder’s the sub.”

Cinder nervously chuckled. “Haha, yeah, I would be the sub, sure.”

“I’d dominate your ass if Mace told me too,” Faye teased. “You know I would.”

Mace glanced at both of them. Cinder returned to her drink, her hands quaking subtly. “So, uh, this um… armory, what’s in it?”

Faye quietly accepted the change of subject. She turned to Mace, downing her orange juice. “Yeah, what kind of stuff can we get there?”

Mace smiled. The fact that they were teasing him about a threesome, and neither protesting, confirmed what he suspected. Then again, he kind of already knew that they wanted him.

And he liked the idea of having a harem of fox girls. “Guns. Bullets. Tech. Armor.”

“Sounds like we’re stocked,” Faye said.

“Yeah. So, movie and dinner, right?” Mace asked again.

The two nodded. “Yes.”

“I want to dress up,” Faye said.

“Oh yeah, the thingy does have clothes and textile fabricator stuff, doesn’t it?” Cinder wondered out loud.

Mace nodded. “Yes. It does.”

For some reason, that sounded exciting. He had a suspicion Faye would wear something goth-y, but wasn’t sure about Cinder’s fashion sense. They could wear what they liked, though he had a couple of predictions. Mace wouldn’t mind something slutty, either. At the least, he expected some skin to be shown.

***

Mace led them to the nearest armory.

The doors were thick alloy and filled with additional locks and armor. They didn’t spend too long there; it made more sense to get things over with. Still, Mace didn’t mind having them go over the rows of assault carbines, pistols, energy weapons, grenades, and other tactical armaments.

The armory was lined with more weapons than he could count. And this was only one of the many armories in Delta. Steel beams, alloy benches, and brushed-metal lockers filled out the walls and central portion of the area.

He quickly made his way to a rack containing carbines and gathered a few. The assault carbines in Delta were somewhat more advanced and powerful than the older ones.

Mace turned, walking toward the two kitsunes with weapons in hand.

Faye beamed at the assault carbine Mace handed her. “This thing looks like it will pack a punch.”

“Same as the ones we found on the road, just upgraded. There are secondary firing mechanisms, too. It basically does a three-round triple-burst but spends a capacitor to fling the rounds at higher speeds that are super-heated. The problem is, you only have a few capacitors. And Cinder, for you,” Mace added, handing Cinder a carbine.

Cinder gazed at all the gear and weapons in the room. “Can we come back later and get a better look at this place? I want to see what toys we have,” she smirked.

Mace grinned. “Of course. Make sure you grab some armor, too,” he said.

He pointed to a few racks of armor and other tactical, USF-issued clothes of black and green shades. The protective wear was a mishmash of bulky in the right places, and sleek in others. Mace led them there and handed out different sizes of each—an XL for him, and a medium for the kitsunes—before turning back and pacing to the door.

“Follow me,” he said.

Cinder and Faye trailed behind as he led them away from the armory and to the south lock. After several minutes of winding corridors, a few elevators, and another ten minutes of sub-level corridors, they were before an airlock labeled SLT2 MAINTENANCE.

Mace turned to them. “Alright, there are some suits in there to protect against other elements. Mainly, mining and maintenance. They’re of different sizes, so we should all be able to find something that fits. Let’s go,” he finished.

He led them to the air lock and punched in a code, then waited for it to cycle. Eventually, the large, hexagonal doors split apart, releasing a mist of oxygen and other sterile gases. Mace felt the pressure difference quickly equalize before taking several steps in.

“Big airlock,” Cinder said as she entered.

Faye followed behind. The door shut behind her with a pressurized hiss. She tossed her tail side to side, twitched an ear, then looked over to Mace. “You could fit a couple vehicles in here,” she said.

Cinder nodded. “Yeah, and we went through a lot of hallways back there.”

“It’s a big place,” Mace said. “Labyrinthine, if you don’t know it. Your chronometers should sync with terminals nearby for extra data, if need be. You can find out your precise coordinates inside the colony and facilities with it. If your chronometer is acting up, just go through the standard stuff.”

“Okay,” Faye said.

“They’re basically big PDAs with some extra functionality. And other things,” Mace explained.

After that, the group suited up. Mace showed them how to adjust the belts, padding, and overalls. The suits were thick, came with a damage proof helmet, visor, and could protect against the sharp rocks and fragments lining the cave systems that Delta's underground facilities ran through.

“Everyone ready?” Mace asked.

The two kitsunes nodded. Faye glanced over her shoulder, gazing at her tail and backside. “These things have a spot for tails, too.”

Cinder smiled. “Good. I didn’t want to stuff that fluffy thing between my thighs.”

Mace smirked. “Yeah. They planned ahead, although I don’t think those spots were entirely for tails. But hey, it works out.”

Faye shrugged. “Guess so.”

Mace made his way back to the airlock control pad, dialed in another code, and watched as the entrance doors sealed shut. In front of them, the exit doors and the several surrounding beacons flashed yellow, then glowed orange.
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“How long does this take?” Faye asked.

“A minute or two,” Mace explained.

Cinder took a step forward. “What’s out past here?”

“A maintenance lift. There’s a multifaceted control room, too,” Mace said.

“Do you think there are any… monsters out there?”

Mace shook his head. “No. At least, I don’t think.”

“I hope you’re right,” Faye said grimly.

“Me too,” Mace agreed.

With that, the airlock doors finished cycling. They opened, revealing the maintenance control room and lift. The place was silent and cool.

The control room was etched and built into the cave’s wall, reinforced by Neo Martian rock and stone. From there, he hoped they could identify the power malfunction. Mace didn’t want to be there for long.

He had a date with the two fox girls later in the evening, after all.


5. TRAM 2

He led them further into the half-dark. A few lights flickered above, casting lanky shadows over the edges of corners and support beams. Mace was in front, scanning the area with his carbine.

After a few seconds, he stopped and motioned for the girls to give pause. “Hold on,” he said. “Something is… off.”

Cinder twitched her ear and sniffed the air. “I smell death.”

“Great,” Faye sighed.

Mace narrowed his eyes. He flicked on the LED light on his assault weapon. “It shouldn’t be this dark. The power is really messed up somewhere down here.”

Faye pointed to a small, nearby structure with a couple of doors. “What’s that building over there?”

“That’s the first control room. SLT2 CONTROL, I think. Runs the elevators and auxiliary connections from TRAM 2’s main systems to here, then up back to the colony.”

She nodded. “So, there’s another control room below?”

“Yeah,” Mace confirmed. A platform outstretched before them, raised a few feet above the Neo Martian rock floor. A thin layer of dust coated the ground. Mace gradually turned, looking at the building ahead.

Cinder let out a muffled breath. “This is going to be fun.”

“Your sarcasm is cute,” Mace chuckled.

Faye turned to her. “Yeah, hot stuff. Real cute.”

“Fuck you,” Cinder smirked.

Embedded in the rock wall of the cave system was a building meant to guide the power and comms between TRAM 2 and the rest of Delta. It also controlled the elevator shafts to and from the system below.

If Mace remembered correctly, that meant there should be a couple of storage chests inside. Several terminals, a small bathroom, and a control station consisting of displays should have been present. Along with that, there were also multiple interfaces with keyboards, trackpads, a series of breakers and smart junctions, a small locker room, several beds, and other amenities.

That and a refrigerator. Spare water wasn’t needed; plumbing and hydro came from Delta through various waterworks and alloy pipes. You could live in it. So where were the residents of SLT2 CONTROL?

“This is spooky,” Cinder whispered.

“It’s okay,” Mace said. “I don’t hear anything… yet.”

“Fuck,” Faye groaned. “I got everyone’s six.”

Mace nodded. “Cinder, stay between me and Faye.”

Cinder nodded. “Yes, sir.”

“You like saying ‘sir’?” Faye teased.

Cinder blushed a little. “Shut up.”

“It’s okay, you’re not the only one,” Faye winked.

“Uh…” Cinder stammered.

“You’re both too cute,” Mace turned to them. “Light up those torches on your weapons.”

With that, both kitsunes flicked on the light attached to their weapons. They braced the stock of the assault carbine into position and scanned the area. Mace took a few more steps and approached the control building.

The grated metal floor quietly reverberated his footsteps. The cold alloy flooring beneath was clear, aside from sporadic layers of Neo Martian dust. Cave systems on the planet weren’t perfectly clean, especially after a recent excavation.

Delta was recent. The TRAM systems, geothermal mines and power plants, and all the subfloors had only been dug out not long ago. The place was basically just finished. Construction started a couple of years before then, but the final touches were only finished before Mace woke up to zombies crawling everywhere.

Mace stopped at the door. He pulled out his keycard and swiped it through the reader next to the frame. It flashed green.

As the motors in the door whirred, he heard Faye behind him. “Do you think…”

Cinder shook her head. “I don’t know.”

“We’ll see, I guess,” Mace managed. “Keep your weapons ready,” he finished, stepping aside.

The fox girls followed his lead and stepped out of the way of the opening door. It slid open, revealing a stretch of cool light along the metal and rock floor. Mace glanced around the frame, staring at an empty control room.

“No one’s home,” Mace said.

Faye took a step towards him. “No bodies or blood…”

“So, what am I smelling?” Cinder muttered. 

“Shit.” He took a step into the room and glanced around. “Really nothing in here.”

Cinder and Faye followed in behind him. “This is the lift control room, right?”

“Yeah. Like I said, it controls some redundant stuff between the depot below and other things. We should be able to see some logs,” Mace said.

He paced to the nearest control and keyboard terminal, sitting down in one of the chairs. His fingers ran across the keys, a small display blinking to life. “So, this place still has power, I guess,” Cinder said.

Mace nodded. “The problem is below. See,” he tapped the display, “something is wrong here.”

Faye leaned forward and stared at the screen. Mace watched her study the several open windows and red, glowing text logs of data. “The lift takes us there?”

“Not right to it, but down to the tram depot. Then we can ride out to the issue,” Mace explained.

Faye gently nodded. “Okay. How long is the elevator ride? A minute, two, or?”

“Short, maybe a minute. TRAM 2 is about a kilometer down.”

She blinked. “Okay. Is there a way back up if the elevator gets shut down?”

“A maintenance lift off to the right of the service system,” Mace said.

Cinder shouldered her gun. “And… any other way?”

Mace bit his lip. “There are small maintenance lifts every so often. Another eight.”

“How long is SL TRAM 2’s track?”

He turned to her. “Several dozen kilometers.”

“That’s a fucking long walk, right there,” Cinder scoffed.

“There are small platforms that can take us, but that’s about it,” Mace explained, “but we’ll be dandy given everything ends up working out for us once we’re in the maintenance system theoretically.”

Faye let out a weighty sigh. “Alright, let’s fucking do this.”

“Should we check the rest of the lift control building?” Cinder queried.

Mace spun the swivel chair and rose from its leather seat. “There are some storage chests in the back, a few more terminals, and a place to stay overnight. Some lockers and a bathroom. You guys ready for this?”

Cinder and Faye nodded.

“Okay, let’s sweep the remainder,” Mace said.

While he moved forward to check the rest of the what he could see, Faye and Cinder explored several other areas. First, he led them through a door along the back wall, which exposed the hall and adjacent doors.

He, in turn, made his way to the end of the corridor that made an L-shape around the building’s back. There, he stumbled upon a large storage chest. It was red, maroon, and lined with metal trim. The handle was a brass color, and a heavy sort of thing that connected to a small electronic lock.

“Hm.”

Mace tugged it open, revealing several medical aides, a med-kit, some water flasks, a few packed herbs, some old MREs, a spare rotating valve handle, a digital key, a circuit board, and two metal gears. He thought it was weird that a random assortment of items seemed to fill the thing, but shrugged it off as nothing important.

Above, nestled in the wall, was a terminal. He looked it over, finding a few hardware monitor programs, and little else. From here, everything looked operable. The maintenance lift control building was operable, with functional plumbing and steady electricity and power.

Good, then. Where the fuck was everyone, then?

Cinder approached from behind, tapping Mace on the shoulder. “Hey, Mace. We scanned everything. A bedroom is all that’s left.”

“Hold off on investigating,” Mace said. “There could be surprises. Let’s look at it together,” he finished.

She blinked, then nodded at him. Together, they walked to the next door with Faye waiting by its flat matte exterior. “You guys done making out?”

Cinder blushed bright red.

“Yeah, saving it for you tonight,” Mace winked.

Faye giggled. Cinder, still quiet, seemed to blush more, even though it seemed like she couldn’t blush much more to begin with. It seemed impossible, like there wasn’t enough blood in her body to supply her skin with such radiance, yet she practically was glowing like a red LED light. “Well… uh, let’s…”

“Get on with it,” Mace said. “Ready your carbines,” he instructed.

The two kitsunes nodded, stepped aside, and followed Mace’s orders. He swallowed a nervous wad of spit, gulped, and aimed. Inhaling, he reached for the switch and pressed it down.

He stepped back.

Before he could react, a body fell from the door onto the ground before him. Old, dried blood and flecks of gray, brittle matter dusted the ground. Cinder yipped in surprise, almost falling backward.

Faye gasped. “Mace!”

“Fuck,” Mace bellowed. He barely moved out of the way. If he was any closer, it would have tagged him.

What if it was hungry? Mace glanced at the ground, exhaling. When he saw its motionless body and the hole in its head, he relaxed. The thing was gone.

“Hey, it’s dead,” Mace said.

He tapped it with his foot, waiting for a response. Instead, he was met with a grim quiet.

The body beneath them did not move.

Before, it might have been a shambler. Whatever happened to the person was something they’d never know. The pool of dried, coagulated blood beneath told them everything, anyway.

The corpse’s flesh was somewhat rotten; some pieces were missing and a chunk of it was in the neighboring body’s decayed maw. In the first corpse’s hand was a pistol with a lifeless finger coiled around the pulse-trigger.

The man, whoever he was, killed himself. Mace guessed that the other personnel had turned, or maybe were turning, and took a chunk out of the first corpse’s shoulder and arm. After dispatching the shambler, the man took his own life. Why he didn’t call for help was beyond Mace.

Then, suddenly, he understood the new anxiety eating away at his mind. Whatever happened here was unreported. Was the entire place compromised—should I get everyone out of here?

“Fuck,” Cinder muttered.

Faye shook her head. “Took himself out to avoid turning. Looks like.”

“Why didn’t he call for help?”

Faye shrugged.

“He should have,” Mace said. “It’s almost like he—”

“Knew that help wasn’t going to come to him.” Cinder finished Mace’s sentence.

Mace glanced back at her. “Yeah.”

“Fuck, man. Are we safe here?” Faye shivered.

Mace nodded. “The top floors and main sub-levels should be safe. It’s the transport systems I’m worried about now.”

“What were they being used to do?” Faye adjusted her carbine.

Mace sighed. “Bring everyone here.”

“Shit…”

Cinder let out a stammered, cold breath. If someone could see her then, they’d see that she was shuddering briefly. “I’m really thinking we should get the fuck out of here.”

“We can’t,” Mace said. “Look, if the power in the tram’s defenses is down, it means that there’s a way in down there that’s unguarded. They don’t dig, at least from what I’ve learned.”

“Yet,” Cinder said.

Mace nodded. “That’s my point. So, we need to go down there and make sure the defense system is good. And then get the fuck back up here.”

“I mean, we’ve stuck together this far,” Faye said, “and seen a lot of ugly shit.”

“Yeah.”

Mace scratched his chin. “You know, maybe you guys should go—”

“No, we’re coming with you,” Faye scolded.

Cinder nodded. “Going to side with your hot kitsune girlfriend.”

Faye seemed to blush at that.

Mace stood. “You guys really want to make sure I’m okay, don’t you?”

“Yeah, wouldn’t you do the same for us?” Faye asked.

“True,” Mace admitted.

Cinder stepped forward and put her hand on Mace’s shoulder. “You said it best. We’re a team now, aren’t we?”

“We are,” Mace grinned.

Faye shouldered his carbine and smirked. “Fuckin’ A.”

“Alright. Follow me and close. Understood?”

The two kitsunes swished their tails and almost nodded in unison. “Yes, sir,” they both teased in an off-sync, playful tone.

He turned and made his way back to the control decks and terminals, setting the lift to head straight into the tram system below. In seconds, the lift was powered on. A dozen or so bulbs lit up. Amber and red light glowed in the cave’s dim, semi-dark surroundings.

“We’re all set. Let’s go,” he said.

With that, Mace led them both out of the maintenance control room, guiding them to the lift's grate like sliding doors. He slid his card into the reader and watched as the gate slid open.

“Remind me to disable the secondary authentication,” he said.

Faye nodded. “I’ll remember that.”

“I will, too,” Cinder replied.

He smirked at them both and watched as the lift doors slid open. Mace made his way in, staring at the surroundings and lights.

The lift—a metal box with industrial yellow and gray with cold steel for a floor—didn’t have closed walls. The pulley mechanism and electronics above were visible through the grated ceiling, along with the tracks that guided it down or up.

Cinder stepped in first, then Faye. Their tails gently tossed from side to side as Mace approached the keypad. He typed in the lift’s eventual location, then depressed a polycarbonate button. Finally, the lift was off to its destination.

He felt the gravity adjust as it started a descent down into the tram’s maintenance system. “Definitely going to need a nap after this,” he laughed, shouldering the carbine. “Could use a couple of soft vixens to snuggle with.”

Cinder blushed. “…Couple?”

He heard Faye giggle. “I would not decline you,” Faye replied.

“I… uh…”

“We should stay focused,” Mace grinned.

“Says the one hinting at threesomes,” Faye smirked.

Cinder shrugged. “That makes two of you.”

“So, only two of us would be okay with it, then? Can’t have a threesome with only two people,” Faye laughed.

Cinder glanced at her, then at Mace, and smiled. “I said only two people here were joking about it. I didn’t say how many were serious.”

“Oh yeah? Give us a headcount of who is serious about a three-way, then,” Mace grinned.

“Three of us are very serious,” Cinder giggled.

Faye’s tail swayed merrily. “Hey, that sounds fun.”

“Good to hear that we’re all on the same page, then,” Mace smiled.


6. Beyond the Depot

The maintenance lift came to a slow drift, then eventually stopped altogether. The doors opened, revealing the interior of SL TRAM 2’s depot, tracks, and infrastructure. Everything looked like it was okay. Mace couldn’t see anything obvious.

Except that the secondary tram wasn’t there.

He chewed his lip. “Alright,” he said, “let’s go power on the tram in the depot. From there, we can hop on the tram and make our way down the track.”

“How many trams are there overall? Like, how many tunnels and tracks and depots and stuff did you guys dig out and build?” Cinder asked.

“There are two systems per cardinal ops. So, eight all together.”

Faye scratched her chin. “That tram can fit a couple hundred people, easy,” she said.

Mace nodded. “They’re meant to transport between the other outposts, colonies, and installations. Who knows how many outposts and colonies are left out there? We haven’t had any contact with anyone.”

Mace led them to the platform at the tram depot. There, just in front, was the only other operational tram. “Wait here,” Mace said.

He went inside the building behind him from before and ran a few diagnostics. Hopefully, they could ride it all the way down to wherever the problem was coming from. If not, he’d have to get on the maintenance trolly.

It was slower and smaller, but it’d get the job done. The thing was only meant to hold four or five large men, anyway. He, Faye, and Cinder shouldn’t have a problem riding it.

In front of him, the monitor blinked several times. Outside, through the poly-acrylate windows, Mace watched as several lights blinked to life in the tram. Above, the luminance of several LED arrays flickered.

He could hear the electromagnetic engine whirring up and several supercapacitors in the tram’s power system starting. Mace left the room, shouldering his carbine. “Hey, question,” Faye asked. “If we’re having power problems, why is the tram starting?”

“We have power over the trams and transports. The defenses down here just haven’t powered up,” Mace said.

“Oh,” Faye replied. “You’d think it’d take everything out.”

Mace shook his head. “No, we tried to run things in parallel and on different systems in case one went out of operations.”

“Smart,” Cinder commented.

“Did you find the problem?”

“Strange. It’s not too far. A junction, like I thought. Looks like it’s down or damaged,” he said.

Faye leaned forward. “Why is it damaged?”

“Or what damaged it?” Cinder added.

Mace murmured something. His face was tinged with concern. “I don’t know,” he managed.

“I think we should be on alert,” Faye said.

“Yeah, more than we were. Alright, let’s head out,” Mace finished.

He led them to the tram. The thing had been untouched, from what it seemed. It was made of poly-alloy, metallic glass, meta-fiber carbon, and other materials. Mace pulled on the door.

The tram was a long rectangle, complete with blunted corners on the ends (which made it more like a stretched-out octagon from the right angle). Its middle section was painted industrial yellow, almost like a stripe between the two turquoise pastel blues on the bottom and top.

A platform that rose slightly above the ground, lifted by strong metal and concrete legs, sloped downward to a set of several stairs. There, they connected to the tram. He pointed around the room, then to the opposite side. “We came in from the maintenance lift. There are other entryways on the opposing side, including general access.”

“Why did we come this way?”

“It let me look over some things out there. I can see where the junction is fucking up, and with more information than up there.”

Faye took a step forward. “And what did you see?”

Mace’s voice lowered. “Some damage reports and logs. Whatever happened to the junction is bad.”

“Bad?” Cinder twitched an ear.

Mace nodded. “Yeah. But I can reroute if need be. Would have to come down here to do it, anyway.”

“That’s ominous,” Faye mumbled.

The door, a metal industrial slab on the side of the tram, unlocked and slid open. The cool, sterile scent of filtered air washed over his face. “Come on,” Mace said, “let’s go fix this so we can get back to what we were doing.”

Faye and Cinder followed behind him.

The three of them made their way onto the tram. Its entryway door slid shut behind them with a sound of pneumatic hybrid assisted motors whispering into the air.

On either side of the tram’s interior, faux-leather cushioned benches lined the walls. The floor, a sort of steel and carbonate alloy textured metal, ran up to the tram’s operator room ahead.

A paint job of industrial yellow and pastel teal accented the interior. The back held a restroom, and then a little further back, an insulated room for sleeping.

Mace approached the small operating room and adjusted several controls. “You two hang back for now,” he said. “I’m going to run another check, and we’ll head down the tunnels to see where the problem is.”

“Sounds good to me,” Cinder said.

Mace leaned over the few levers, buttons, and terminal keyboards on the control panel and started the process of initializing the engine and railing. In a few short seconds, the tram was up and running, gliding down the darkness of Delta’s cave and tunnel systems.

He felt a little terror. Maybe dread. There was still no logical explanation as to why the junction would be out. Maybe bad engineering, he told himself.

Mace gulped. They’d find out soon enough.

“You know, putting the encroaching fear of these tunnels aside,” Cinder began, “I think we should come up with what we want for dinner. Isn’t there a synthesizer thingy?”

“Yeah, but generally, it’s better to cook it up from scratch for the best flavor,” Mace said.

Faye rubbed her chin and nodded. “Yeah, I could go for from-scratch food.”

“What kind of food?” Cinder asked.

“Italian,” Faye said. “Some chick had canned spaghetti when I was a kit. Was tasty. Then again, I could go for Mexican, or maybe just burgers.”

“All of those sound good. What about Chinese?” Cinder asked.

Mace glanced toward her. “That sounds pretty good, too. We had some recipes back at the outpost from Earth pre-war. Had most of the stuff to cook it up from scratch, but a lot of the other things—ginger, wasabi, chili flakes—had to be synthesized. Was still tasty.”

“Shit, I don’t know which one I want now,” Faye laughed.

Cinder shrugged. “Can we sample them all?”

“Pick one to cook from scratch,” Mace said.

“Why one?” Cinder asked.

“I’m cooking,” Mace explained.

“That’s fair. Can’t do them all,” Faye agreed.

Cinder nodded. “Yeah, that makes sense.”

Mace chewed his lip. “Steak sounds good, too,” he said.

“You just like steak. Not that I can blame you. Maybe we should have steaks with everything tonight, too,” Faye laughed.

“I mean… I eat that too. Steak is good,” Cinder admitted.

“So, steaks, Chinese, Mexican, and Italian?”

Faye nodded excitedly. “Yes. And… ice cream, too.”

“Fuck yeah, ice cream!” Cinder exclaimed joyfully.

Mace couldn’t fault her zeal; ice cream was pretty good. Plus, there was enough food to last for a long time.

Ahead, down the way and into the dark, he saw a flickering glow of orange flames. Dismay hit Mace, then. He’d find out in a few seconds, but he already knew that was the other tram.

“What’s that?” Faye stood.

Cinder followed. The two approached the driver’s control panel at the front of the tram. Mace leaned forward, narrowing his eyes. “Shit,” he managed.

The fire ahead became clearer, revealing the toppled second tram. Dim, sporadic fires blazed through some metal tram passageway in the central car, and along the cave walls. He could smell plasma singing away at the poly-alloy.

There, around the second tram’s perimeter, several shamblers stumbled. A couple were set ablaze by the wreckage, skin dropping off like waxed parchment under a hot sun. The flecks of tissue glimmered with layers of sinew, bone, and semi-charred red muscle beneath.

Crimson, burned, coagulated blood ran down the torn abdomens of a few of them. Off in the distance, huddled over a body, Mace saw it: the eyeshine. He gulped. A fucking wraith in the tram system?

“Holy shit,” Cinder managed.

“Looks like we missed it,” Mace mumbled.

Faye shuddered. “That’s a fucking wraith.”

“Steady,” Mace consoled. “Our weapons were upgraded, and we have better ammo. This tram is pretty tough.”

“If it’s tough, why is the other flipped on its side?” Faye asked.

Mace paused. She had a point. There shouldn’t have been a way to roll the trams. They were essentially held in place with interlocking rales, maglevs, and other infrastructure. The only way to dislodge the connection and topple it would be with an explosive.

He couldn’t see any other way to overcome the formidable mass and low-riding center of gravity. “That’s a good point,” Mace said. “Keep those weapons ready.”

“Yes sir,” Cinder whispered.

“You want to go out and deal with them?” Faye asked.

He shook his head. “Not until we deal with that wraith on the track. Hold on to something,” Mace instructed.

Mace guided the tram. The wraith hadn’t seemed to notice them yet. It could have been wounded, focused on the meal before it, or simply stupid. He didn’t know.

“Eat metal, fucker,” Mace growled.

He slammed on the accelerator. The wraith glanced up, surprised by the barreling metal rapidly approaching. It went to move, but was unable to avoid the tons of alloy and machinery plowing into its face. It seemed to let out a gasp—maybe a loud shriek—before shredding into an explosive, gory pulp.

A sheen of half-rotted viscera and tissue sprayed over the window if the control booth, draining away into the cave floor’s darkness. He flicked a switch and watched as the two wipers cleared the blood and bone flecks.

Well, it’s fucking dead, or at least it had better be.

“Fuck,” Cinder managed, incredulous. “The thing fucking exploded.”

“Ten tons of speeding metal and high-mass alloy will do that,” Mace said. “Let’s hope it took it out.”

Faye swallowed. “I don’t think there’s anything left of it.”

“We’ll see,” he said.

Mace pressed on the brakes afterward. Whatever happened was enough to trip the power system, topple a tram, and leave the place roamed by shamblers and a wraith.

This was going to be a lot more difficult than he thought it’d be.


7. Wreckage & Power

Mace activated a panel along the door after pressing a few buttons.

The tram’s metal door slid open, a soft breeze rolling past them. Must be the difference in temperature or pressure, Mace thought.

He took the first step out of the tram and onto the system’s railing. Behind him, Cinder and Faye followed. Mace kept his carbine lifted, aimed, and trained ahead on the roaming shamblers.

There were about twelve to fourteen, he counted. That wouldn’t be too bad, but it was still a problem that they were there at all. “Faye, you watch my back. Cinder, middle. I’ll lead,” Mace finished.

The two kitsunes nodded, aiming their weapons.

With that, Mace led them into the thin group of shamblers. The first one—one of the zombies with torn skin, exposed ribcage bone and sternum tissue, burning and on fire—took a few steps toward him.

He aimed, centered the sight on the thing’s head, and quickly squeezed the trigger. Immediately, the shambler’s head exploded. Smoldering embers and flaming chunks of fatty tissue and brain danced in the air.

Cinder and Faye weren’t far behind. He saw them fire off a few rounds, each taking down another shambler. While they worked on the peripheral zombies, Mace continued forward, annihilating the few standing in his way.

He felt a little bad; they were people once, people he probably knew, or that were on their way to Delta. They probably had families.

But that was the way of The Singe.

Fucking monsters, Mace cursed to himself. He killed a couple more of the creatures, then spun, eying the nearby corners and shadows tightly tucked away along cracks and crevasses along the irregular and rocky cave walls.

The leftover light of the toppled tram’s wreckage was enough to aid him. He couldn’t see anything, at least not immediately. That meant he had enough time to deal with the last few shamblers roaming around.

Mace turned, directing Cinder and Faye to the small group now stumbling through the melted metal, dusty railway, and charred corpses. Quickly, the three opened fire.

Mace hastily dropped the first few without complication. They fell backward, stumbled, and twisted after each bullet landed in their face. A couple twitched along the floor. He’d missed one.

It growled and moaned mournfully, slowly dragging its decayed feet toward him. Mace repositioned, aimed, and fired another bullet. The carbine’s muzzle flashed, lighting the shambler’s face as it collapsed and blew out the back of its skull.

It didn’t take them long to finish clearing out the last of the shamblers. As quickly as it had begun, it was over. Mulling over the wreckage was all that was left.

Mace led them further down the railway, stepping over corpses and other pieces of wreckage. He had to know, if he could, why any of his had happened.

Behind him, Faye and Cinder closely followed.

He lowered his head, staring at the shambler corpses. Nearby, the remains (what was left of it) of the wraith glistening with gore and ambient firelight. Mace glanced over to the burning tram, watching as the smoke choked the upper few feet of the tunnel. At least, it seemed, the blaze was dying down.

Granted, there were air filtration units and ventilation. It still wasn’t something Mace wanted to test. He wiped the sweat away from his face.

Cinder approached from behind, Faye next to her. “What now?” Faye asked.

“Let’s survey this wreckage,” Mace said. “See if we can find any survivors and figure out what happened.”

“What after that?” Cinder asked.

“We’ll get back on the tram, head to the next maintenance route, use the maintenance trolly, and reach the downed power junction.”

“Then?”

“Dinner, fun, and movies,” Mace smiled.

The two kitsunes happily swayed their tails. “Sounds like a fun time,” Cinder said.

“Keep alert, ladies,” Mace smirked.

He led them closer to the wreckage. The fires had died down a little, but they were still hot. Mace could feel a layer of sweat between his suit and skin.

Well, there was no way in—the tram’s doors were mangled and half the interior filled with fire. The rest of it was inaccessible, given half the equipment, benches, and internal pipes had collapsed onto the flooring.

It made sense. If the thing rolled, it probably rammed along the wall at high speed while still in motion, skirted the cave’s tunnel wall, then flatlined on its side.

He couldn’t see any survivors. Mace glanced over to something else, though. Something that made his stomach sink.

For whatever reason, the tram rolled. He understood that. But what he didn’t understand was why the thing had toppled over.

Ahead, just beneath the control cabin, was the imprint of something. He didn’t know what, but it looked like somewhere something had rammed into the tram.

Something big.

“You see anything?” Faye asked.

“Something knocked this tram over,” Mace said grimly.

Cinder shuddered. “What would do that?”

“I don’t know. Did you two find someone or anything?”

Faye shook her head. “No.”

“I couldn’t find any survivors,” Cinder added.

“Let’s get back to the tram,” Mace said. “I want to get this over with. At least with the defenses powered up, we won’t have to deal with this shit. Let’s go,” he finished.

Faye and Cinder followed him back onto the tram.

He pressed a few buttons on the control pad and stepped in, the two kitsunes following him into the tram. Behind him, the door slid closed.

Faye and Cinder sat back down on the faux leather benches lining the inside of the tram. There was silence in the air for a second. Mace knew they were thinking about whatever rolled the second tram.

Faye finally broke the silence. “I’m freaked out, but I also am looking forward to dinner.”

“Me too,” Cinder added.

“Maybe we should do something else, too. Something besides dinner,” Faye suggested.

“Like what?” Cinder asked.

Mace turned to them as he started the tram. He pushed on a couple of levers, adjusted some switches, and dialed in the next access shaft embedded in maintenance peripheries. “Maybe something interactive,” he grinned.

Cinder and Faye blushed. “I won’t say no to that,” Faye giggled.

Cinder only smiled. He could tell she was nervous, but she wasn’t outright denying him, either. Good. It was already on the table that the two kitsunes wanted him.

And it was easier to think about that than whatever happened around the area. All he wanted, besides fixing the power of the defense systems, was getting back to Delta and spending time with both kitsunes.


8. Maintenance Route 241

He adjusted several of the controls, gradually slowing the tram as it approached the impending maintenance access tunnel. As he remembered, the tunnels were offset by running parallel with the main tram.

Each tunnel ran along the right side of the main tram system, equipped with a small trolley inside to transport a crew to whatever needed to be addressed. The power junctions, among other things, were located behind the walls, inside the maintenance tunnels.

And that’s where they needed to be.

“Are we almost there?” Cinder asked.

Mace nodded. “Yeah.”

His hands flicked another switch. Mace dialed in the desired speed, then braked the tram. After a few seconds, it moved to a slow crawl, then stopped.

He took a breath. This had to get done fast. SL TRAM 2’s defenses were powerful, if not overkill, but they had to be on first. “Okay,” Mace said. “This is our stop for now. Be ready.”

“Are we close to the junction?” Faye asked.

Mace nodded. “We’re going into the maintenance access tunnel and making our way there. Won’t take long.”

Outside, in the tunnel, the caves seemed to be still. Placid, almost as if the fire back there at the toppled secondary tram hadn’t taken place.

“Well, this is it,” Mace said.

Faye approached him first, Cinder behind her. “Where’s the maintenance system?”

Mace pointed through the leftmost polycarbonate window. “Right over there. Follow me,” he said.

He made his way to the tram door and dialed in a sequence of numbers, then pressed a few buttons. In moments, they were off the tram. Ahead lay the dim tram transport tunnel, along with several access doors along the side.

The maintenance trolley was in there, somewhere, waiting behind the walls of the cave and the metal interior. Maybe there was something else, too.

He had to fix this, and fast. “Alright, this way,” Mace said.

He approached the maintenance access door, took a breath, then pressed a button. It slid upward, revealing a cool, dark interior of metal and rail. Mace glanced over to Faye and Cinder, motioning.

Faye followed him into the darkness. He could hear her tread behind with light footfall on the metal floor. Cinder did the same and in seconds, they stood before a long railway of track.

Mace scanned the room. “The trolley is a few dozen meters ahead. Once we’re there, we board it, run the motors, and get to the junction and power cores.”

“Do we know what’s wrong with it yet?” Faye asked.

Mace shook his head. “No, but there are some strong indications it might be cataclysmic failure. That, or a short. We’ll see.”

“Sounds good to me,” Cinder said.

“So, uh, Mace,” Faye managed. “We should actually have a real talk about what, um, we really are moving forward.”

“Us?” Mace replied.

“Oh, come on, it’s already on the table. Let’s just be outright about it,” Faye laughed.

He scratched his chin, shouldering his weapon. “Well… I mean, it could be whatever we want it to be. I already know you like me, Faye. Cinder?”

“I…”

Faye groaned. “Just say it. But the whole thing.”

“I… like you. I like you, Mace. I like you both. So, what if I want to fuck you, huh? I mean…” Cinder murmured.

“Yeah, but I’d like to be closer to you, too,” Mace admitted.

Cinder paused. “That’s… okay. What’re your thoughts on that? Faye likes you, too. She met you first…”

Faye shrugged. “I mean, yeah, he did, but… I don’t know, Mace, tell us what you’re thinking.”

“I have a few ideas of what that could mean. What do you two want? I don’t mind either way. It is kind of shitty being out here alone, and it’s especially shittier when everyone is fucking dying around you all the time.”

Faye scratched her chin. “Well… for starters, has anyone here ever been in a three-way relationship?”

“No,” Cinder laughed. “I can safely say I have not.”

“That’s not a bad thing,” Mace added. “It could be good that this is all new to us. But... three-way relationship, I mean, is that what this is? Is that what we’re going to be doing? Would you two actually manage to share me? Not get insecure or jealous? How about all of us sleeping in the same bed? Did you think about that?”

“I didn’t, but I don’t think I would. Maybe. I don’t know, we need to talk about it more, but I think I’d be okay…” Cinder said.

Faye bit her lower lip. “I don’t know. I mean, I’ve thought about it. But… I’m a kitsune in her prime. I’m horny.”

“Me too. So, it’s important not to think with just sex only,” Cinder said. “I don’t know. I mean… the idea of an alpha male, I guess—”

“Is hot. A pack leader. The alpha Mace,” Faye smirked.

Cinder snickered. “Yeah, the alpha male Mace,” the kitsune agreed.

Mace laughed. “That does sound fun, if I’m being honest.”

“I suppose we have more to talk about later, then,” Faye admitted.

“We have plenty of time,” Mace replied. He saw the trolley approaching ahead, shifting forward.

It was a little strange to have both of them proposing what they’d been hinting at all along. It happened fast, but… fuck it. Why worry?

“Is that the trolley up there?” Cinder asked.

“Yeah,” Mace confirmed. “It will hold us all just fine. Then we go to wherever the problem is and correct it. There are several patch kits in the main compartment of the trolley.”

“What’s the door?” Faye pointed.

“Small room with supplies. Every few hundred meters or so.”

“You two realize we’re going to have this conversation about us a few times in different ways probably, right?” Cinder said.

Mace turned to her. “I’m okay with that. Faye?”

“Me too,” she said, swishing her fluffy fox tail.

Finally, they were on the trolley. It consisted of a platform with a motorized center, a small power core, a compartment in the middle with enough storage to carry several patch kits, and more. If anything, it looked like a smaller version of the tram they were already in moments ago. “Looks like we’re here,” Mace said.

“I call shotgun,” Faye grinned.

“Hey! That’s not fair. You can’t just call it unannounced,” Cinder complained.

Mace shrugged. “I think that’s how the game is played. Alright, you two, hop in. Let’s get this done.”

They all stepped onto the trolley. Mace powered it on and checked the location of whatever junction failed. “Yeah, this one,” he muttered.

After dialing in the location, the trolley was off.

“So… I mean, how should we do this, then?” Faye asked.

Mace scratched his chin. “Do what?”

“I mean… just thinking out loud, but would it be like… taking turns going on dates?”

Cinder nodded. “Yeah,” she said, flicking her fluffy tail, “or do we go on a date at the same time?”

“Either. Or Both,” Mace replied. “I think that makes the most sense.”

“I won’t complain,” Cinder smirked.

“Neither will I,” Faye said.

The trolley continued onward through the maintenance route. Off to the side sat several smaller depots and docking platforms, each leading to different rooms with power cores and more. Their primary use was the junction and power routing systems.

“How far away?” Faye asked.

Mace pointed. “That’s the room we want, right up ahead. See that platform?”

The two kitsunes pressed together, leaning over the edge. He watched their ears twitch and curious eyes peer at the approaching platform. “This one?” Faye asked, pointing a clawed finger. She swayed her tail, the tip brushing along Mace’s arm.

“Yep. Junction 241. Get ready,” Mace said.

The trolley slowed. Finally, it docked on the platform. A green and chrome door was imbedded into the wall. J-241 was painted along its surface.

“Weapons ready,” Mace said. “Let’s make this fast.”

He made his way to the door, Faye and Cinder behind. After a few seconds, Mace had it open, and the three of them were a few feet into the entrance.

“Two rooms. This one for storage, second one for the actual junction,” Mace said. “We’ll move through here, grab a patch kit if need be, from the storage locker and then fix the junction and get the fuck back home.”

Faye shuddered. “Oh god,” she managed.

“What—” Cinder froze.

Several streaks of blood—presumably from something dead—ran into a secondary door concealing the actual junction room.

“Wonderful,” Mace groaned.

Faye kneeled. “This doesn’t look promising,” she observed as she stood over the smears of crimson blood.

“We’ll sort it out,” Mace said. “Cinder?”

Cinder turned to him. “Yes?”

“Watch our sides. Faye, watch our back. I’ll lead,” he finished.

With that, they approached the junction room door.


9. Gorejaws

This wasn’t good.

“Everyone activate your visors,” Mace instructed.

Faye and Cinder’s visors came down over their helmets and they waited for his next commands. Mace stood in the junction room, grimly staring into the bodies and gore before him. He felt a sick knot in his belly. Terror crept up his spine.

The junction box sat toward the back, a few feet ahead of the room’s back wall. The bulky, shiny thing was accented by several pipes and wires protruding from the ceiling and a concrete-steel base. Several dim lights flickered.

Cinder followed in behind him now, along with Faye.

The scattered limbs and piles of gore between him and the junction box seemed entirely too huge. A few dead technicians lined the right wall. Dismembered limbs peppered the floor and entrails hung from the ceiling, intertwined in rafters, beams, and pipes. Cinder covered her mouth. “Fuck…”

“Where are the shamblers?” Faye asked.

Mace glanced around. “That’s a good question. I don’t like this. Let’s hurry it up,” he finished.

“Do you think it’s one of those stalker things?” Cinder said, her voice thin and weak.

Faye shook her head. “No, that thing chucked fire. I don’t see any char or signs of something burned… they’re just…”

“Chewed up and ripped apart. Look.” He pointed at one of the bite marks.

“Holy fuck,” Faye gasped.

“No shambler or wraith makes a bite that big. That’s… almost like an animal of some kind,” Mace finished.

Half the tech’s torso was missing. An entire leg seemed to be chewed off at the limb by jagged teeth. Several bones poked out from a few other locations over his corpse.

“Guys,” Cinder called. “Look,” she said, holding up what looked like a massive chunk of bone.

But it wasn’t. As Mace approached, it became clear to him what it was: a fucking tooth. A big one, maybe even the thickness of his wrist. He took it from her carefully and held it up to the light. “That’s not from anything we’ve seen yet,” Faye commented.

“I thought I saw something huge before my UTV toppled. But this isn’t big enough,” he said.

“They get even bigger?” Cinder shuddered.

“Okay, I’m scared,” Faye muttered.

Mace dropped the oversized canine-fang and returned to the junction box. “Watch my back. I’m going to make this quick.”

He returned to the junction, undoing some of the bent housing, removing it, and adding new components. The inside was relatively pristine; the only thing he could find was the bent, aesthetically damaged metal on the outside and a blown fuse.

But why was it blown? These things were designed to take a huge burst of energy. Maybe the tram a hundred meters back or so had some connection…

Mace sighed. It wouldn’t be long. He could have it put together pretty quickly. Behind him, Faye and Cinder watched the perimeter and area.

Don’t think about the guts everywhere.

As he did the routine maintenance and the swapping of parts, he couldn’t help but think about both of them. Their smiles, the way they flirted with him, their beauty, tails, ears, and curves.

But that’s what he wanted. Mace didn’t mind spending a while in the bed with both of them naked. He even recalled the idea of a date while unscrewing two or three components from the circuitry of the junction.

Both were so hot, and as hot as they were, it didn’t move him from the carnage strewn around the room, even though he tried to focus on something a little more uplifting instead. Body parts were enough to shock the thought out of his head. Here, he had to be a little more careful. If the fuse was fucked up, it might mean the extreme voltage was still pouring through the junction. One mishap and he was toast.

Luckily, he didn’t see any signs of active electricity in the junction box and cores. They were meant to handle huge power spikes and built with a lot of safety and redundancy in mind.

“Almost,” Mace quietly mumbled.

“Perimeter is clear,” Cinder replied.

“Area is secure, too,” Faye said.

Mace wiped the grime off his visor. What would cause the tram to stop and fucking roll like that? It had to be powerful. The amount of torque or force it would take to dislodge it would be enough to get through a wall of steel and concrete.

Granted, the tram’s wheels weren’t as secure as the building’s walls, but it was secure enough. Mace scratched his head. The drones and turrets should find it once the junction was restored. All the defenses would power back on…

What would do that?

Mace tried to shake off the thought.

Something shook the floor. The walls rumbled. What the hell was that? Mace hurried. He finally put the new fuse in when part of a damaged wall ripped apart.

“Oh, FUCK!” Faye shouted.

Cinder tumbled backward. Mace caught her before hitting the ground, pulling them both away from whatever it was that careened past the wall. “What the fuck is that?!” Cinder screamed.

In its giant, wide mouth with tusks and sharp teeth of the kind they found, was a human torso, crushed and shredded. Two arms hung freely, swaying in the air, followed by a bloody decapitated head.

“Fire!” Mace yelled, aimed his weapon, and unloaded.

The creature, whatever it was, was massive compared to them. Its head touched the ceiling. Its ivory and metal talons—a bipedal set of clawed humanoid feet—lifted and thudded along the floor.

It was coming right for them. He rolled to the side. The creature dove for him, missed by a mere inch, and careened into a wall.

Mace turned to face the creature and raised his weapon. God, I hope these weapons can take that thing down.

Everyone aimed and opened fire. Cinder and Faye split apart, occupying either side of the room, dancing around the monster with weapons blazing. The creature spun and charged at him again. Mace dodged it and readied the secondary fire on his weapon. A light flashed along the carbine’s mLED readout, a triple-burst of high-speed, heavy impact rounds primed to fire.

The thing went for Faye this time. “Fuck!” she shouted in surprise. Faye dove out of the way and landed on her back, finger still squeezing the trigger.

“Die motherfucker!” Cinder growled, spraying it with her rapidly depleting mag.

Gore and flesh flecked off its hide, and it spun again, rushing Cinder. “Cinder, move!” Mace shouted.

Cinder spun and rolled to the other side of the room, joining Mace and Faye. She stood, reorientated, and fired. Mace and Faye joined her, still dumping their rounds into its body.

“Eat this!” Faye screaming, baring her teeth.

“It’s face,” Mace shouted as the thing turned to face the three of them. “Blow it’s fucking head apart!” he said, still firing his carbine.

He unloaded it, watching as it slammed into the creature’s head and finally exploded its skull into a mist of gore. It waddled around for a few seconds and finally collapsed to the ground and went still.

“I emptied my entire clip,” Cinder mumbled.

Faye raised her weapon. “Fuck, me too.”

Mace let out a sigh. “I’ve got a few more mags. Here, I kind of want you two to have more extra than I do,” he pulled the from his side pouch and handed them out. “Let’s get this shit fixed and back online so we don’t have to do this with our own weapons. I’d rather the defenses handle this shit.”

“Alright… I suppose,” Faye said. “I don’t want to see that… thing again unless it’s dead.”

“What do we call it?” Cinder asked.

Mace shrugged. “Oh yeah, we’re naming these things. How about… I mean, it had a giant set of teeth… tusks… maybe… Gorejaws.”

“Wonderful,” Faye laughed.

“I like it,” Cinder said.

He nodded. “Thanks. Let’s finish this up and get out of here.”

Together, they returned to the task. Mace resumed the final few unfinished jobs at the terminal and junction, then let out a sigh when it flickered to life. From there, the residual power was sent to other junctions and the systems underground defenses, along with some extra surface periphery.

“The good news is that this will start the base’s repair-AI. The wreck seems to have cut it off, so once that AI is on, it’s going to reroute and automatically repair what we can’t get to, all while keeping the system’s active,” Mace explained.

“Does Delta have a primary AI?”

Mace shrugged. “Probably. I’m still missing a few memories. I’ll have to go digging. You two ready to get back?”

Faye and Cinder nodded. “Please,” Faye said.

“Yeah,” Cinder agreed, lashing her tail.

He smiled. “We’ll find an elevator or call another TRAM. This will go quick now,” Mace said.

With that, they left the maintenance shafts and made their way back to Delta’s surface levels. Mace already was looking forward to another shower.


10. Dinner, Movies

Mace shut the elevator door behind them as they moved back up into Delta.

A previously dead panel flickered to life. “Nice,” Mace said. He approached it and flicked through some of the various windows and screens on the display. “Oh… great. Well, that’s not too bad, I guess.”

The elevator slowed, and an indicator above blinked. “What’s wrong?” Faye asked.

Mace sighed. “The AI can’t turn on a couple of things. My guess is it’s something physical it can’t get to, but the defenses are all online. It’s just an annoying thing we’ll have to take care of at some point.”

Faye nodded. Cinder trailed behind her, then made her way to the door. The elevator stopped.

Its doors opened, revealing the same entryway they’d come in before. Mace led them to it, and back to the initial airlock, then shut the doors as they started to dress down. “I need a shower,” Faye groaned.

Cinder nodded. “Me too.”

“The rooms have private showers,” Mace added.

“There’s no communal shower?” Faye teased.

Mace raised a brow. “Actually, there is.”

Cinder and Faye both blushed. “Oh,” Faye replied. “I’ll have to keep a mental note of that.”

“Me too,” Cinder giggled.

“I agree, though. I need a shower after all that shit,” Mace added.

Finally, they were back into their normal clothes and out of the armor and extra gear. He typed in a code and the interior lock doors opened, revealing the first ingresses back into Delta they walked through not too long ago. “Let’s get freshened up,” Mace said. “Then some dinner. Maybe a movie.”

“Oh yeah, they have rec rooms here,” Cinder said. “I thought I saw that on one of the PDAs,” she added.

Mace nodded. “They do. So, how’s that sound? Our defenses are up. Let’s do that for dinner and a movie.”

Faye’s tail swayed merrily. “Count me in.”

“Me too,” Cinder smirked.

“Alright.” Mace grinned. “Let’s get started.”

***

Mace slipped into the shower with Faye after discarding his clothes. He could feel the grime, blood, and sweat against different parts of his body like a thin sheet. That wouldn’t do.

Especially since tonight would be a date night. After surviving the single Gorejaws, seeing the wreckage of the other tram, reflecting on all the near misses and more, Mace decided he’d resume his activities of being a little more forthcoming.

What else was there to do, anyway?

He opened the shower door and stared at Faye as steamy, hot water ran over her nude kitsune body. Mace smiled. “Hey sexy,” he chuckled.

“Are you coming in?” she teased, sticking her tongue out.

Mace nodded. “Of course. We still need to do a quick rundown at medical. Just in case.”

Faye playfully nudged her ass against his crotch as he stepped in. “I won’t argue with that,” she giggled.

Mace smirked. None of them seemed to have any serious injuries, so it seemed alright to take a shower, clean up, and then do a scan. In truth, this would be the only time he would allow for it. It wasn’t good protocol.

One night wouldn’t cause issues, though.

“Not skipping the med-lab again,” Mace laughed. “Just so you know.”

Faye nodded. “Fair,” she smiled warmly.

Mace reached, slipping his hand around her hips. He squeezed, then moved down to her backside, cupping and gripping a handful of her ass. She jumped a little in surprise, but then leaned into it. “Like that?” Mace asked.

“Hell yeah,” she murmured. “I like being groped.”

“Good,” Mace said. “I plan to do it a lot more.”

“Better,” Faye smirked.

***

He stretched his arms and let out a yawn.

They’d gathered in the rec room. It took him a minute or two to get everything set up since it hadn’t been used at all. At least not from what he could tell. Nothing seemed worn, moved, or lived in.

But that made sense. Delta was new.

In a way, he was too. The Mace from before was not the same Mace as the one that stood here now in one of the large rec rooms closest to the first kitchen, but someone else. The amnesia had changed him. Sure, he had all the same memories, habits, and confidence of before. He had the same intelligence and know-how.

But the way those things processed in his mind was different, though subtly. That subtlety amounted to a perceptible change in who Mace was, and he knew that.

He paced around the room one more time, watching as Cinder and Faye made their way in. Faye immediately went to the nearest couch, clad in some particularly revealing mild goth clothing.

She was doing it on purpose, and Mace was okay with that. Cinder, on the other hand, had decided to reveal some of her body as well. She wore a skimpy miniskirt and a tight blouse that didn't quite fit right to show off her cleavage. It was so small it couldn't button all the way, showing the skin underneath. She finished the look with bright [color] lipstick and knee socks.

“You both dressed particularly… comfortable,” he said. “Any reason?”

“She gave me the idea,” Cinder said. “It seemed like fun. Plus, it’s taking my mind off things.”

“I want to pretend everything is normal and besides, this is date night, right?” Faye asked, teasing him with a smile.

He studied her thighs, breasts, curvy hips and tight figure. “Okay, you got me. It’s just… I mean, I’m a very straight, healthy guy, so, uh…”

“Yeah, I know. I bet Cinder knows, too,” Faye winked.

Cinder blushed. “I’m just having fun.”

“Uh huh,” Faye teased again.

Mace smiled. He took a couple of steps toward them. Cinder turned and sat next to Faye, curling up against her. Faye did not reject, and instead seemed to embrace it. Two playful, sexy, barely clothed kitsunes right in front of me—they know what they’re doing, Mace thought.

“I’m going to run to the kitchen and grab us some food. Drinks, too. There’s some already in here because this room is already stocked, you know, being a rec room and relaxation place. But I want some extra food. Movie tonight, right? We never picked one,” Mace said.

They considered his words. Faye spoke first. “Something horror.”

“I don’t know,” Cinder said. She looked to Mace. “Hold our hands?”

“You tease.”

“Yeah, hold on our hands, Mace,” Faye said. “In case we get scared. You know you want to.”

“I won’t complain. We’ll find something, then,” he said.

“Steak please,” Faye said. “And sausage. Beef. Chicken. Meat. Lots of meat,” she added. “And perhaps your meat later.”

“Faye!” Cinder gasped.

“Shut up, you know you want him,” Faye laughed.

Cinder didn’t protest. “Okay, you win.”

“Really?” Mace asked.

She nodded. “Yes.”

“Good. I’m tired of pretending I’m not attracted to you both… it’s just grating on me. I want to do terrible things to you and I’m a huge fan of kitsunes…” Mace admitted. “It’s a recent discovery,” he added.

“How’s that working out for you?” Cinder said, tugging up her miniskirt.

He gulped. Cinder’s ass was hanging out from her skirt, the bottom curves of her supple cheeks now visible. “It’s working quite well.”

God, she has such a nice ass…

Faye slid a hand down to Cinder’s backside, then gripped a handful. “Nice ass,” she teased.

Cinder yipped. “Eep!” she let out a breath. “Wasn’t expecting that.”

“You did that on purpose,” Mace said.

Faye winked. “Me? Torture you? Cinder? Abide by my secret motives? Nooooo…”

“Hush,” Cinder said. “I don’t know what you’re rambling on about.”

Faye laughed. “Sure Cinder, like you didn’t ask me to help you pick out something slutty!”

Cinder flushed hot pink. “I… I did not! Well… okay, I did, and maybe I used the word slutty…”

“Hm. Heh,” Mace shook his head, smirking.

They giggled. “What?” Cinder quietly snicked.

He smiled. “Nothing. Just excited.”

They grinned back at him. “I want some meat, too,” Cinder smiled. Her face was mischievous. “Same thing Faye is ordering,” she said.

With that, Mace made his way to the kitchen.

***

He returned from the kitchen not long after with plates of steak, baked potatoes, corn on the cob, fried mushrooms, blooming onions, and more. He set them out, went back into the kitchen again, and returned with a slew of condiments, dipping sauces, and fries. “Made sure to get plenty,” he said.

Faye licked her lips. Cinder was practically salivating. “Oh, this is going to be so good,” Cinder murmured as Faye joined in the feast.

Mace sat on the couch next to them. They immediately snuggled up against him as he turned on the nearby display and cycled through the movies they had. In moments, a film was playing. They dined.

“Oh, that was so good,” Faye said.

Cinder leaned back. “I’m full,” she managed. “Mostly.”

Faye nudged the kitsune, then whispered something in her ear. Mace watched as Cinder’s eyes widened a bit. She blushed and smirked. There was a brief pause, some giggling, and then she looked over at him. “Can I try something?” Cinder asked.

Mace raised a brow, still relaxed and comfortable on the sofa. “Yeah, what’s that?”

“Can I suck your dick?” Cinder asked bluntly.

Mace froze. What? Did she just ask him that? What were they whispering about together? What did Faye whisper to her?

“What?” he asked.

Cinder blushed. “Faye wants me to suck your dick,” she explained. “And I’m down. I want to give you head and… I want to swallow,” she said. “And I want to keep doing it if you like it.”

Mace blushed a bit. “Uh… Faye?”

Faye shrugged, blushing, too. “Hey, what can I say? It will be fun to watch. It’ll be hot. I can even guide,” she winked.

Cinder grinned, cheeks flushing red. “So, can I?”

“You really want her to suck my cock and, uh, Cinder, are you sure? Like… I cum a lot,” he said. “You don’t even know what my cum tastes like.”

“Well, I mean, there’s a first time for everything.”

“What if I taste bad?” Mace teased.

“I don’t give a fuck what you taste like, and I’m sure it will taste like, well, sperm, and I’m okay with that. I just want you to cum in my mouth and swallow your load,” Cinder said. “So, uh, please, can you do that for me?”

“I don’t know if this is more doing something for you than it is you doing something for me,” Mace said.

“I hear it’s salty,” Faye teased. “From some things I’ve read.”

“I don’t care, it’s cum, from your cock, and that’s fucking hot,” Cinder said. “So, please?” she begged.

“You really want to watch?” Mace asked, turning to Faye.

Faye nodded. “Yes. And don’t think she’s going to be the only one doing this. I just know she’s really into you, and I bet she wants to make you feel good.”

“I do,” Cinder admitted. “Come on,” she placed an eager, clawed hand on his lap. “Can I? Can you take it out so I can taste it? I want to see it,” she whined.

Well, if they’re okay with it… can’t remember the last time I was swallowed, so why not? If they want to thank me with that, fuck it. “Come here,” Mace said.

Cinder blushed. “Okay,” she said. “I’m nervous, but it’s a good nervous.”

Faye scooted closer. “Oh, hell yeah. Now Cinder, make sure and use a lot of spit, and your hands, too,” Faye said.

“Why do you know so much about sucking cock?” Mace laughed as Cinder started to undo his belt and jean buttons.

“What can I say? I’ve read a lot of the porn I’ve come across. Never was interested in doing it for anyone though,” Faye blinked, smiled warmly. “Not until I met you, Mace.”

He felt the fly of his pants unzip next, and the bulge beneath his boxers was already growing. “Oh wow,” Cinder gulped. “That’s uh… so, I admit, I’ve never seen a dick before…”

“What’s wrong?” Mace asked.

Cinder shook her head. “Nothing.”

“You know you want it, Cinder,” Faye teased.

Cinder nodded. She tugged down Mace’s boxers, freeing his cock, which rose up and bounced a little. It gently rested against her cheek, and she gingerly wrapped an excited hand around his girth. “Holy fuck.”

“What?” Mace asked.

“I just… okay, so what I was going to say… I just have never seen a dick before so… I mean, uh, my… other places aren’t very big…”

Mace chuckled. “Are you saying you have a small vagina?” he teased.

She blushed. “Yeah.”

“How do you know you have a small pussy?” Mace asked, genuinely curious.

She lifted a finger. “I can barely get a finger and even when I did masturbate, which wasn’t much, even when I was really going at it, uh, yeah… still tight.”

“When did you masturbate?” Mace asked.

Faye burst into laughter. “Uh oh, you outed yourself!”

Cinder giggled. “Okay, maybe I was thinking about you.”

“Well,” Mace laughed as the kitsune stroked him, letting it press against her face. She savored the scent of his musk, which hopefully wasn’t too strong, given they’d just taken a shower. “That’s okay. You know, I always get a tiny bit nervous—no pun intended—about my size.”

“That’s stupid,” Faye said. “First off, if you’re too small, we can make it work. Second off, you’re not too small. Thirdly, we will make it work.”

“Oh, we, you say?”

Cinder blushed and laughed, her hot, humid breath over his head and shaft. “That is what she said.”

“Ha,” Faye giggled. “See?”

“That’s nice to know. By the way, your size,” Mace said, “whatever it may be, is never an issue. I don’t care if you’re flat chested, or aren’t tight, I don’t care. I’m just happy to make you feel good.”

“Really?” Cinder blushed. “Even with our tiny vaginas?” she giggled.

“Mmm,” he moaned as her thumb played with the spot behind the head of his cock. “Mm, yes. That’s not a bad thing. We’ll just have to go slow. Should we do that,” Mace said.

“I don’t even know why my mind went there,” Cinder said. Mace could almost see the hearts in her eyes, the lust, and desire. “But I think my mouth won’t be a problem,” she licked her lips.

“What do you think?” Mace asked.

Cinder stroked him again. “I like how it feels in my hand… no, fuck that, I love having this dick in my hand. I think I might be learning a lot here in a second.”

“About?”

“About how much I love your cock.”

Faye snickered. “Now that’s the slutty attitude I want. You want that, Mace? A slutty little kitsune hungry for your dick?” Faye asked. She scooted down, now on her knees, sitting on the opposite side of Cinder on the ground. She intently watched the kitsune explore his shaft and head, then his sack.

“I’d love that,” Mace said. “If that’s okay,” he chuckled, biting his lip for a second.

“Your dick is in my hand. I like being called a slut by you. I want to be your slut,” she said.

“How about two sluts exclusive to you, then?” Faye asked. “Your own personal loving, slutty, kitsunes? Would you like that?” Mace flushed as she rubbed his shaft against her cheek and lips.

“Fuck… yes…”

“Yay,” Faye said, smiling. “Now, Cinder, what are you waiting for?”

“I’m just mesmerized by his dick. It’s so handsome and masculine… I could just admire it all day…” she admitted.

Mace dug his hands into the couch cushions. “I wouldn’t… mind that…”

“I know you want to taste it,” Faye said, adding her hand to his shaft, and the other to his sack. She massaged him gently, then pointed his dick toward Cinder’s face. “Look,” she said, tapping a finger on his head. “See that?” Faye said, stretching his pre-cum between her fingertips. “That’s pre. Saw it in porn. It means he’s really, really turned on.”

That’s right, Mace quietly thought.

Faye slipped her pre-cum fingertip into her mouth and tasted, suckling for a second. She blushed and smirked, taking the saliva-covered finger out. “Oh yeah, that’s good. Tastes like sex… but I bet the semen tastes better,” she said. “Taste him, Cinder.”

Cinder gulped, now bright red. “Of course,” she said.

“Good girl,” Mace grinned.

Faye snickered. “That was hot.”

“I like that,” she said. “Keep calling me that.”

“Me too,” Faye said. “Or good slut, those work, too. I like it dirty and rough.”

“Of course,” Mace said.

“Count me in on that,” Cinder added.

“Oh, I will,” he replied.

Cinder stroked him again, and this time, licked the clear, glistening pre-cum off the head of his cock. She lit up and smiled widely. “Okay, this does taste good… like sex, a little salty, somewhat sweet… ugh, and so masculine…”

“Suck him,” Faye commanded. “Start sliding him into your mouth.”

“You heard her,” Mace said.

Cinder did as she was told and slowly drew his dick into her mouth, blushing even more. Her eyes rolled back for a second, and she moaned in delight at the taste of his dick in her mouth, the way he throbbed, and how warm and firm he was. “Ah, fuck,” Mace moaned. “How are you already good at this?”

Cinder mumbled something through her mouthful of cock.

“Answer later,” Faye smirked. “Keep bobbing. And stroke him, too. You like that, Mace? Getting stroked and sucked?”

Mace squeezed the cushions as Cinder worked him, half his cock in her mouth, and her hand stroking him with gobs of kitsune saliva. His shaft and balls glistened in the display’s light, and he could smell Cinder’s breath, her spit, and hot moans from his lap. She buried herself, speeding up, then slowing to appreciate his cock. “Fuck yeah,” Mace said. “God…”

She continued. “I bet that tastes good, doesn’t it, Cinder? You like the taste of dick, huh? You want to taste Mace’s cock all the time, don’t you? And you love that mouthful of dick?” Faye teased, a devil grin over her face.

Cinder excitedly nodded with a mouthful of Mace’s dick.

“Ah, fuck,” Mace moaned. “I’m… not going to last much longer…”

“Good,” Faye said. “Fill her belly up. Make her swallow it all,” Faye whined. “I want to see her gulp it down,” she moaned.

Cinder’s head was bobbing up and down and, without warning, she slid him into her throat, moving her hand, and pressing her lips into his groin. Mace gasped as the warm, wet walls of her esophagus cradled him, massaging with every swallow. “Oh, fuck!” Mace said. “Oh god, I’m going to fucking cum!”

“Do it! Make her swallow it! Right down her fucking throat!” Faye said.

Cinder nodded, swaying her tail, her face messy with saliva, her mascara running from all the sweating and motion. “Fuck, Cinder! How the fuck did you already figure that out? Ah…”

“Looks like our kitsune slut is a natural,” Faye grinned. “How deep are you in her throat? You like her deep throating you?”

Mace nodded. “Fuck… fuck… I’m going to unload…”

“Do it!” Faye moaned.

Cinder nodded. She eagerly whined through a mouthful of his cock. Mace dug his fingers into the cushions more and felt the spasm, the release, as he gushed into her throat and mouth, waves of hot, sticky, white sperm down into the kitsune’s belly. Her eyes went wide, saliva and sperm leaking from the fit of her lips around his girth, and then she moaned loud and long.

“Oh shit,” Faye licked her lips. “Oh fuck, she likes that. You like the taste of his load, Cinder?”

“God, I’m cumming so hard!” Mace moaned. “Swallow all of it, Cinder, suck me dry!”

After a few more spurts, and the lustful, dark, wet vacuum in Cinder’s mouth ceased, Mace relaxed. “Oh fuck,” he said, sinking back. “Oh god, you literally sucked me dry. I don’t think there’s a drop left.”

Faye smiled as Cinder freed her throat and mouth from Mace’s cock, a little wet pop filling the room. She let out a satisfied sigh, wiped her mouth of the spit, and smirked wider than he’d seen her smile yet. “I love cum,” she said. “I love giving you head. I’m in love. I want to suck your dick so bad now,” she said. “I can still taste you.”

“No way, Cinder,” Faye said. “He’s still on your breath? Come here.”

Faye tugged her closer. “What… what?” Cinder blushed.

“Kiss me. I want to taste,” Faye said. “With his cock between us.”

Cinder’s tail wagged. She didn’t hesitate. In moments, they were making out with his cock between him and, after a few seconds, they parted. “Holy shit. I’ve never done that,” Faye said. “But I like it and… yeah, I can smell his cum on your breath. It’s hot.”

“Can you taste it?” Cinder asked.

Faye rolled her tongue a bit, then shrugged. “Faintly, but I like what I taste. Fuck Mace,” Faye turned to him. “You might have to deal with us fighting over sucking your cock. If what I’m tasting is anything like what she got to enjoy, I’m going to want it a lot more, too.”

Mace felt lightheaded. “I won’t argue with that.”

Faye licked his cock, cleaning the spit and residual cum left behind by Cinder. “Mmm, fuck, this is tasty, and it’s not even a fresh load,” she said, wagging her tail.

Mace twitched a bit, almost flaccid, and stretched. “Oh god, thank you, Cinder. That was amazing. And Faye. I don’t think I’ve cum that hard from head before.”

“Well, that’s a compliment,” Faye said.

Mace yawned. “Shit, that took it out of me.”

“Sleepy?” Cinder asked, licking her fingers and claws clean.

Faye finished cleaning him, now a thin layer of her saliva and kisses left behind. “Did she suck you to sleep?” Faye snickered.

“I think so,” Mace replied. “I think it’s time for a nap.”

“Yay!” Cinder replied.

“I’m down,” Faye said. “You can stay between us.”

Mace smiled. “I won’t argue with that.”


11. Neo Midnight

She could still taste him.

Among the other flurry of lustful feelings. She’d never given head to anyone before and had wondered what it’d feel like to hold a hard, pulsing cock in her hand.

Cinder loved stroking Mace and tasting him.

And she might have been falling in love with him. Of that, she did not know to feel. Was it normal to fall in love so fast? Was it trauma bonding? And who gave a fuck?

She liked the idea of being with him, circumstance or not. It just seemed to make sense. It felt comfortable. It felt right.

Cinder tossed on her side and smiled calmy, laying in the sheets and comforter of her bed. It was cool in the room, though, not cold. She’d learned to adjust the temperature at the thermostat and dial in a schedule just for her.

And the conditioner and heater seemed to work out, making her comfortable and happy.

Yet she felt some anxiety. She wanted Mace. Needed him. Needed his grip, his embrace, his dick. His orgasm.

But… there was more to it than that. There were more variables. Faye had already grown to love Mace, whether she was aware of it or not. Cinder saw how she interacted with him. And… well, how would Faye feel about Cinder loving Mace in the same way?

Sure, sharing him at the same time seemed like it didn’t bother her. In fact, Faye encouraged it. Yet… that didn’t answer the entire question. Was it a kink to the kitsune, for Faye to tell other women what to do to her unofficial man?

Or was it a threesome thing? Or maybe Faye was doing it to make Mace happy?

Come on, that’s stupid. She already laid everything on the table, specifics or not, and you can follow the rest, Cinder thought to herself. Frustrated, she planted her face on the pillow and groaned.

She would have to clarify it with her.

Not that it would be a problem to ask Faye for some extra details. They’d been through a lot together, anyway. There was some friendship there, and the kitsune had even flirted with Cinder. Hell, she gave an assisting hand to sucking Mace’s dick.

That wouldn’t have happened if they’d never met.

And maybe they wouldn’t have if they hadn’t found Cinder in the hospital. She might still be there, trying to survive the encounter with demons and zombies.

And while Cinder was confident in her abilities, she knew that after enough time, she wouldn’t make it to the next day. Something would give. Some dumb mistake, or bad faith traveler. That’d be the end of bushy-fox-tailed Cinder.

And that was a fate that was all too likely without Mace and Faye.

She sighed. Her tail swished. The covers gently deformed under her slow, lazy tail sway. Cinder let out a yawn.

She had some ideas about what it may have been.

Cinder played with a fold of sheet between her clawed fingertips and huffed. The kitsune could stay up all night wondering how things were going to be. The what-if and could-have-been. She could ponder that on a different day, though.

Cinder slid her hand down to her cum-filled belly and smirked. She was going to have to practice deep-throating him. And she didn’t mind that at all. Even lapping up the mess.

Every single drop.

***

Several hours had passed since he’d attempted to sleep again.

Since Faye assisted Cinder in sucking his cock. The eager kitsune had swallowed his entire load. He was impressed.

That was her first time, he guessed.

She even gave deep throating his length and girth a shot. Impressive, again. Even though she’d drained him of his lustfulness—which would eventually return in mere moments after a hard orgasm—Mace wasn’t relaxed enough to stay asleep.

Something nagged him about The Singe.

He had to know more. So, Mace made his way out of the suite. He typed on his chronometer and PDA, then began a trek to North Ops 1. Mace wanted to see what the lab had been cooking up since he’d lost his memory.

If it was something good, that could help them a lot.

Mace vaguely remembered some theoretical vaccine. Had that been developed, it’d make life easier for them, but those already infected were kind of screwed.

Not a pleasant thought.

He shut the door behind him and paced down the cool, Neo Mars midnight-drenched hallways. Earlier, he’d open the sun collectors. I forgot to shut them, Mace sighed.

The sun collectors were a fancy way of saying reinforced windows that relayed Neo Mars’s light into the base with nanotech and other engineering wizardry.

With them being open, some of the distant starlight was making its way in. The darkness emitted by Neo Mars’s atmosphere was something different from the images he’d seen of Earth.

Not that he minded it.

Mace turned a corner. He imagined the darkness, cool temperature, and late-night placidity were reminiscent of a small city town on Earth. Before it went to shit.

He stepped past a door, took a lift, and made his way further into Delta.

North Ops 1 was ahead. It was his new office. That was a sad thought. Mace quietly laughed. But it was true.

Part of the skylight above caught a glance of the passing Neo Mars nighttime sky. He saw the same stars as he walked past it, and his head craned up for a moment. A meteor, too.

Forward, he continued.

Finally, he was at North Ops 1.

Mace listened as his chronometer automatically dialed the authorization to clear the door, realizing the redundancy to some level. Delta has his bio-signature. The authorization chip was in him.

At least it would be a good backup, he thought.

The kitsunes would need an upgraded chip at some point, so they didn’t have the problem of relying on their chronometers. That would just be a quick trip to the med lab and some administrative work in one of the Ops centers. He could do it from a lab if need be.

Mace felt the air disturb gently as the door shut behind him.

He gazed over the large room, the elevated section that held all the computers and displays, the comms and databanks, and nodded quietly. Everything was on, doing what it should be doing.

He wondered why Delta had never set up AI capabilities for the intercoms, then wondered if that was something he could do himself later. Mace shrugged. He climbed the two steps that carried him onto the elevated section of instruments, displays, computers, and chairs that lined the section of North Ops 1.

Below, he could see the other computers and instruments.

A large set of wide, reinforced, multi-acrylate and poly-metal allow windows sat ahead of him. He found a seat, sat down, and considered finding something to sip on. A hot coffee. There was one in here somewhere, he knew.

Mace scooted his swivel chair forward and watched as the display lit. He typed a few things on the keyboard and went to a series of logs from the most recent lab report. Seems like all of these are from other outposts, imported by the AI, he mused.

But not all of them. There were a ton more of massive research facilities.

He’d have to call them up, too. It’d take a moment or two to download the data and Mace knew Neo Mars’s data-lines, satellites, and optical hyper-cables were only as good as they were if intact. If something happened to another base, or a line was damaged, there was no guarantee the information would come quickly.

If he even got it.

Mace entered the command to pull all the missing data from Neo Mars’s research facilities and USF buildings, then got up and went for a cup of coffee. It’d only take a few minutes to brew. Hopefully, that was enough to collect reports from all USF facilities.

He walked around the pillar and wall that separated the back side of North Ops 1 and found a small section dedicated to beverages and snacks. Had to say hydrated and nourished, he thought.

Mace prepared his cup of coffee with one of the nearby mugs. The machine brewed it, and after gathering a cup of the hot caffeinated liquid, Mace returned to the initial computers. He sat and took a sip.

Hot and good, strong and vaguely sweet. Mace always added a bit of sweetener to his java. He set the mug on a neighboring table.

He began.

And…

The first log didn’t contain very much.

It was from a distant outpost, one with a built-in research facility. He scanned it over, seeing mentions here or there about some other progress at some other base. Mace sighed. That wasn’t a great start.

Still, he continued.

There were plenty more, anyway. The network and AI had pulled down at least a thousand or more reports on what did that, or who did that, and where so-and-so was at some lab request.

Eventually, he was on to the next one.

SIMPOST MARKSIS A. What a terrible name, Mace thought. Some USF labs off the edge of Cydonia’s coastlines. He thought about that for a minute.

Terraforming had managed to melt a good chunk of hidden ice beneath the snow. They’d even used asteroids passing from the belt to add mass to Neo Mars. It took a hell of a lot of them, even fucked up the atmosphere, but after some scrubbing and other mitigations, it cleaned right up.

Some of the post-processing haze still drifted around. He remembered now that’s why the sky shift back to red sometimes, depending on the weather and day. Mace wondered if other scientists nearby saw the same shifts in sky color he witnessed.

Continuing, he began studying the next message. Not a report, but mail.

TO: SINMON ROADS

FROM: J. ALBACERK

SUBJECT: PROGRESS ON VECTOR ISOLATE 2B?

Dr. Sinmon,

We haven’t heard back from your progress on Isolate 2B. It appears this could be useful for our research into some of The Singe’s less understood actions. I also see you added some records to our end of the database. I told you a couple times already; you have to talk to Hertha. She’s the one in charge of collating the database of incoming mail. Remember this!

Anyway… how is everything over there? We’re alright. Lost power on a couple of the grids. Dr. Sinmon, I urge you to contain your samples in a backup refrigeration unit connected to some of the USF grid, if you can. It will save you a lot of headaches.

Our protein compound has made some progress on subjects. We’ve seemed to make progress on material that binds to metabolites of The Singe. It’s not a cure, far from. Not even a vaccine, but… at least it did something, I suppose.

Report back when you can and if possible, prepare samples for transit on the drones, or send them to the nearby periphery of the new USF megabase’s TRAM system. Thank you.

Sincerely,

Dr. Albacerk

Well, that was at least somewhat useful, Mace thought. There were 900 other messages to check. He remembered some knowledge of the compounds under USF research, but he didn’t know as much as the researchers did.

Mace scratched his chin.

He continued onto the next piece of data.

This was a report. Immediately, Mace felt a little disappointed. It seemed to indicate that USF labs weren’t progressing, or at least not at a reasonable pace. Mace started the report.

DETAILS OF ISONOMER 2C VIA ISOLATE A-52

DR. MICHARD FORBES

APRIL 24TH 3031 A.D.

I am writing this with frustration. After receiving a sample of Isolate 2B from MARKSIS A, I couldn’t have been more excited. Well, all 8 vials were not handled well in transit, possibly damaged by issues on the way, and only one remains viable.

I was able to replicate it in the med lab with crude cloning mechanisms, but it didn’t produce much and seems to be unstable. So, I’ve taken what I have, and combined it with Isolate 2B from Sinmon’s lab research.

I’m not happy. It appears that this is even more unstable. It doesn’t seem to interact with anything, and, under initial analysis, appears to actually reverse some of our progress. There may be no cure at all.

Worse, we thought, my team, that is, could maybe reapply a small amount of our protein reagent and… well, that didn’t work either. It makes a hell of a sedative, though.

At least we’ve uncovered a vector of the Singe complex.

The pathogen, which seems to be a conglomerate of several viral properties, bacterial and parasitic traits, has multiple attack vectors. One, the new, seems to occur with a heated plasma from infected subjects.

Which… is new. They’re not just roaming around like zombies anymore. One of our subjects seems to have… God. I’ll cover the details of the discovered variants later, at some point.

Whenever that may be. We’re not sure how sustainable it can be after all these discoveries. It’s absurd.

The Singe Complex. That’s what our boys and girls named it in the labs. Because it’s a complex of all we’ve learned thus far in humanity’s research.

It does appear we can at least keep studying the effects of what The Singe does. We know it attacks organisms that are carbon based. At first, we believed this to be mammalian only, but it seems to include all carbon-based lives.

I will update my research later. The clock is about over for report hour.

Dr. Forbes, signing off.

Mace sighed. Well, that wasn’t encouraging to read first thing. That was the first lab from a research doctor he found, and it seemed to indicate that research was not advancing a cure. A treatment. A vaccine. Anything.

Worse, it confirmed the Singe was something alien to biology, or at least how they understood biology. That, and it was attacking all carbon-based life. What did that? He hadn’t seen any plants in a bit. They were on the desert continent of Neo Mars.

So… could it be that a fucking man-eating fern grew wild off Cydonia, or some other island or continent that he didn’t know of? Fuck, this is a lot… and disappointing. He sighed and leaned back in the chair.

The familiar sound of footsteps approached behind him. Faye rounded the corner and stood next to him at the display and console. She lifted a brow. “What is going on here?” the kitsune teased.

Mace shrugged. “Nothing good.”

Faye’s attitude deflated. She switched to a focus, noticing the lab logs on screen. “I see. What’s this?”

“Logs from neighboring research labs and USF facilities in and around Cydonia. Some from neighboring continents, too.”

She nodded, solemnly looking at the screen. “Why are you reading it?”

“Maybe there’s…” he stopped. “I need to give you and Cinder access. And updated chronometers. And chipped.”

Faye snickered. “Are you chipped?”

“And ingrained in with my biometrics,” he explained. “Lots of authentication.”

“Ah. Fail safes,” Faye said. She nodded. “Alright. You know,” she began, “you could teach us how to read this stuff and help you out.”

Mace nodded. “Yeah. I could. Would you do that?” He smiled.

Faye smiled back. “Yes.”

Her clawed hand gripped his chair’s edge. Faye’s tail swished. Mace smirked. “Well, what are you doing up?”

She gazed at him and grinned. “I couldn’t sleep without you in bed. Might still have the image of your dick in Cinder’s mouth on my mind, too.”

Mace chuckled a bit. “Well, glad it was enjoyable to watch.”

“It was.”

“You’re not even a little jealous?” Mace asked. “Not even a bit?”

Faye found the chair next to Mace. She sat down. “Mace, can I be honest with you, like, really candid? If that’s alright.”

Mace nodded. God, what was she going to say? Was she jealous? If he had to stop, he would, but… “Always.”

“What are we?” she asked.

Mace’s heart thumped. “Survivors.”

She nodded. “Of course. But you know what I mean.”

“Yes. Well,” Mace started. “What do you want us to be?”

Faye pursed her lips. “Your girlfriend, obviously. I want us to be in an intimate relationship. But you also probably already knew that. And, you must know as a kitsune, I have… an appetite.”

Mace nodded. She did, ever she did.

“Yes,” he said.

Faye sighed. “What do you want? I need to hear it, if it’s what you want,” Faye said.

Mace clasped his hands. “Yes. I want that, too.”

She scratched her head and twitched an ear. “Mace Frost, I want you to be your girlfriend forever. Fuck, if it’s possible, more. Look,” she placed a gentle hand on his thigh, “I’ve been surviving a long time. It wears me down… grinds me too well, what I am now… but I’m getting better. I’m giving myself over, bit by bit, little by little, to you. We’ve fucked. That’s a big deal to me. But you haven’t heard my tales of the Neo Mars wasteland and they’re going to be heavy on me to share, but I want to share them with you.”

Mace nodded. She’s really opening up… “Faye, I’m not leaving you. We found each other, and that’s how it’s going to be, permanently, unless you want to—”

“No,” she interrupted. “Never. I want you,” she replied. “Period.”

“Okay. I was going to say unless you want to… go, but that’s not what I want. And… well, I want you… like you want me, but…”

Faye’s face looked worried. Anxious. “But?”

“I have to know how you feel about me fucking other women… well, kitsunes. My dick was in Cinder’s mouth,” he said. “I know it was a heat of the moment thing and you’re not totally straight, but… I mean, do you really see yourself being comfortable with that again?”

Faye let out a sigh of relief. “Oh. That.” She looked at him and smiled. “What, do you think I’m opposed to a harem? A thing about us kitsunes,” she said, “is we’re very, very, very lustful. And clingy. And to be honest? Yeah. I want you to fuck Cinder more. I mean, everything.”

Mace laughed. “I didn’t even ask first if you were alright with it, if I even thought it was something I wanted,” he said. “I want it only if you want it, and only if we do things as an exclusive thing,” he finished. Mace paused. “Huh.”

“What?” Faye asked.

“I just… never thought I would be in something like this,” he smiled.

She grinned. “To add to that, yes, I would quite like to keep going with what we have, but… we’ll need to talk to Cinder. And I would greatly prefer exclusivity among us kitsunes,” she said. Faye smirked.

Mace grinned back at her. “Sure. So lustful,” he smiled.

Faye blushed a little and swayed her fluffy tail. “Of course. I held back. I’m going to want your dick daily, at least. Minimum. More, if possible. I would have been sluttier for you but, well, zombies and… we needed this,” Faye said.

Mace laughed a little. “Alright. I’ll try to keep up.”

“I’ll help you stay in shape. Don’t worry. You’ve got everything I want,” Faye teased. “So, are we fucking later? My vixen ass needs stuffing,” she giggled.

He caressed her cheek. “Count on it.”

***

He paced down the corridor with Cinder.

Earlier, he passed her after leaving North Ops 1. It turned out she just wanted to explore the facility a bit. “Take my mind off things, and get to know it better,” Cinder had said.

Mace explained that he’d come from North Ops 1 with Faye. “I was looking at some reports,” he said. “I want to get you updated credentials on a chip implant,” he finished.

Cinder didn’t seem to have a problem with that. “Sure,” she’d said with bright, happy eyes. “Whatever you need to make sure things run well.”

After, they continued down the corridor. Mace started another conversation, this time taking the lead. “So couldn’t sleep?”

Cinder nodded. “No, I couldn’t. Where’s Faye, again?”

“She went back to bed,” Mace explained. “Why couldn’t you sleep?” he asked with a smile.

“Just… thoughts,” Cinder said.

He nodded. “Ah,” Mace replied. “What kind of thoughts?”

“It’s… well, I don’t really have a thing to say, honestly. They’re all over my mind, so nothing really too important,” Cinder explained. “I got to admit, walking down these halls is pretty nice. Neo Mars starlight shining through,” she smiled.

“You noticed it coming down from the skylight?” he said.

She smirked. “Yep! Assuming it’s a collector?”

Mace tilted his head. “Yeah, how’d you know that we have collectors here?”

“One of the places I used to hideout at had one. It collected the starlight and bounced it through the interior skylights.”

“Kind of misnomer to call them that word, I think,” Mace laughed.

She giggled. “Yeah. So…”

“So.”

Cinder rubbed her head with a nervous hand, smiling, eyes half closed as she walked. “Uh… so, um, about earlier.”

“You did good, honestly. I couldn’t tell that was your first experience sucking dick,” Mace said bluntly.

She covered her mouth after gasping, blushing red, then laughed. “Well… right to it. I, uh, yeah, thanks. I’m glad you liked it. I…”

“Want to do it again?”

She nodded. “I mean… more… and if it’s okay with Faye.”

“We’ll discuss that,” Mace said. “Have you been down West Delta yet?”

Faye shook her head. “I didn’t really do a thorough walkthrough. I think there’s a rec room on that side, too. I saw what looked like some gaming stuff. Want to go check it out?”

She smiled. “Yes! I’m so down,” Cinder chimed.

“Good,” Mace said. “Well, we have to hit up the lift, then make a few lefts. It will be a good fifteen-minute walk,” he added.

Cinder wasn’t fazed. “Count me in. Lead the way, Mace!” Cinder smirked.

God, she’s happy to see me, Mace thought. Faye did say kitsunes were lustful… but how did she know that? She didn’t know other kitsunes. Or… did she know something else?  

Together, they turned a few more corners, making their way into West Delta.

He knew there were a couple of cabinets in there. Some arcades from a while ago. Mace was excited to show her. She slipped her hand to his side and gripped his hand.

“Are we holding hands now?”

Cinder nodded. “Mhmm. I mean… I can’t stop. Do you think Faye will think… I mean, it’s okay, right?” she asked.

Mace smirked. “Trust me, it’s fine with her,” he said.

“Good,” Cinder said, smiling back.

After going through a couple more midnight corridors, they were at the sliding double metal doors that lead into West Delta Recreation Center 1. Mace opened the door after it picked up his biometrics.

He stepped in, leading Cinder along.

She giggled for a second, merrily swishing her bushy, brown and orange and white tail. She’s so pretty, Mace thought to himself.

Cinder paused and gazed around the room. A pool table sat off in the middle, some music jukeboxes with modern tech (Mace had read about the old ones that used to be on Earth dozens of centuries ago), a few mini-fridges, foosball, several sofas and television displays, consoles for gaming, and one he quite liked from time to time: the bar. He wasn’t a huge drinker, per se, but having a tumbler of whiskey now and then during R&R suited Mace just fine.

“There’s so much in here we can do,” Cinder said. “What are those? Are those arcade cabinets?”

Mace nodded. “Yep. Work just fine. Tons of fun stuff on them.”

“Oh my gosh, yes!” Cinder almost jumped in place. She turned to him, meeting eyes, this time gripping both his hands with her delicate, feminine, kitsune grasp, which was surprisingly firm then and there.

Cinder made her way around the room. Mace followed her, inspecting some of the amenities. “Are you a gamer girl fox?” he teased.

Cinder turned to him, her kitsune tail swaying. “Oh, yes. I would like to read about them. And a group I was with had a handheld. It was so much fun. Video games are something I’ve always wanted to try. More of, I mean. I love gaming! This is going to be so much fun.”

“There are consoles, too.”

She smiled with excitement. “Oh, wow! I heard about those, too. Oh man, I’m so excited to play some of these.”

“The rec room we used last night had some, but they weren’t online. I didn’t think to mention all the consoles. I thought everyone knows them at first glance.” Mace walked over to her as she caressed a cabinet. “This one?”

“It looks cool,” she said. “I see aliens on it.”

“Yeah, that,” Mace said, flipping a switch on the side, “is an old one from the 2000s era of Earth, I believe. It’s emulated on here. Real hardware sucks too much juice,” Mace explain.

The display flickered to life. Cinder’s eyes filled with excitement. She jiggled giddily and gripped the controls. “Oh man, I’m so excited.”

“We can hang here. For a while.”

Cinder turned to him. “Please, yes! God, this is awesome!” She turned to him and brightened up again with a look of intrigue. “Snacks?”

Mace laughed. “Plenty. Does Cinder want a snack?” he teased.

“Yes, please!” she laughed. 

Cinder grinned. “Sweet! I’m going to start playing.”

“What do you want? Chips, snack bars, jerk, chocolate, pretzels, and candy is mostly what’s ready to go,” Mace said. “And I’ve got soda all over Delta. Grape, lime, cola, root beer, tens of others.”

“Cola, please,” Cinder replied, happy.

Mace smirked. “Cool.”

He made his way to one of the many mini-fridges in West Delta Recreation and popped open the door. Fuck, she’s excited. But could he blame her? She’d been wandering the post-apocalyptic Neo Mars wasteland for however long. She probably didn’t know what taking a break was even like, not like this.

Or having real fun.

We’ll have some fun later, Mace thought. After he discussed things with her and Faye. He shut the mini-fridge door and brought Cinder a cold one. She turned, plucked it from his hand, and cracked the can of bubbly cola open.

Delighted, she took a sip, smiled, and licked her lips.

Mace smiled. Cinder set her drink on the cabinet surface and began to excitedly play through the various levels that populated the display. “Oh wow, this is already more fun that I thought it would be,” she explained.

Mace powered on the large, nearby television. The display brightened, revealing a weather forecast. Two small alarms and clocks occupied the bottom right. One for their current location, the other for a nearby time zone. There were more on the bottom opposite side, each for different Neo Mars zones.

“What do you want to munch on?”

Cinder lashed her tail and twitched an ear. She cursed beneath her kitsune breath and began a new level. She’s really enjoying the arcade game, Mace thought. “Just jerky. Oh, candied chocolates, too, with pretzels. And… maybe a packet of nuts.”

Mace withheld a small urge to make a stupid joke. Some trail mix, a stick of jerky (maybe four), and whatever else sounds satisfying. He continued on to the nearby cabinets. Mace extracted some of the snacks.

He brought a handful to the distracted fox girl. Cinder was entranced by the arcade game. Good. She was having fun then, Mace thought.

“Thank you, handsome!” Cinder said, leaning her face closer to the display. “I’m going to destroy that jerky.”

“I’m going to work on some trail mix first.”

Before Cinder could say much else, she tore into one of the jerky sticks. Half of it vanished between her lips and sharp canines, which Mace found delightfully amusing. “Good?”

“Is this like, seasoned? It’s sooooo tasty,” Cinder moaned before cursing quietly at some alien terrorizing her on screen. “So good!” she repeated her sentiments.

Mace smiled, took a few steps to the sofa, one next to Cinder’s game cabinet, and plopped into its soft polyfabric cushions. He started on the chocolate in his left hand.

After a few moments, he plucked the remote from a coffee table in front of him and began browsing. There, lazing with Cinder, he felt at home.

If only Faye could be there.

She was still deep asleep last time he’d seen her. Mace didn’t want to wake the kitsune, given that she’d been through too much. Faye needed her rest.

He sipped on more of his soda, swallowed a gulp, finding it paired well with the mix and jerky. On the display, as Cinder worked on the levels of her game besides him, Mace sought a movie.

Something he could play as noise, really, since he wanted to be more present and available for Cinder. He might pick up a book later.

“Ah, a new high score!”

Mace turned to Cinder. “Congrats.”

“Thanks!” She took a handful of candied chocolates and threw them down the hatch.

Mace flicked through some of the movies, catching Cinder’s interest. She stopped the game. “Wait, don’t!”

Mace paused. “What’s wrong, Cinder?” he asked, curious and confused.

She paused. A smile and half-closed eyes gazed back at him. “I want to watch it with you later.”

Mace nodded. “Alright, that’s fair. I’ll put on some documentary instead.”

“I want to watch that, too,” Cinder added. She laughed. “Sorry. Uh… I don’t like romance stuff,” Cinder said.

“Then how are you crushing on me?”

Cinder flushed. “I like it in real life, not in my games or movies. Books… well, I don’t really know.”

Mace shrugged. He found a romance film. “I’ve always been indifferent to romance,” he said. “In media.”

“But not in real life?” Cinder pressed.

“Not in real life,” he echoed to her.

She smiled, letting out a small, satisfied giggle, and returned to her arcade cabinet. Mace worked on his soda some more and caught Faye stepping through the door from his periphery. I guess she got lonely.

“What’re you two sexy things doing?” she asked.

Cinder replied quickly. “Kicking alien ass.”

“Oh, fuck yeah,” Faye emitted. “I fucking love gaming. I used to find that shit all the time and try to get it up and running.”

“It’s so much fun!” Cinder said.

Faye folded her arms, pressing together and accentuating her cleavage and kitsune bosom. She leaned against the frame of the door. “Yeah, I bet,” Faye affirmed. She swished her extra fluffy tail.

“Come sit,” Mace beckoned.

Faye grinned. “On your lap?”

Mace shrugged. “Sure.”

Faye approached, yawned, and stretched. Her loose-fitting top fell and curled up around the bottom. The kitsune took him up on his partial tease, planting her curvy, shapely ass in his lap. “I got lonely,” Faye explained. “So, I hope this is fine.”

Cinder glanced at them. “What a lovely sight,” she said, her smile bearing white, kitsune teeth.

Mace laughed.

She wiggled and ground her ass into his lap, then giggled. “Oops.”

“Thanks for teasing me, babe,” Mace joked.

“Are we at ‘babe’, yet?” Faye blushed.

Mace smiled. He took the reins on her question. “I think we are. What do you think?”

Faye wiggled a little more and lashed her fluffy tail in joy. “Yes. Fuck yes. I think so, too.”

Mace ran his hands down her sides and hips. Faye bit her lip, moaning a little. “Mm. So,” she said, turning to face the television display. “What’re we playing?”

“Cinder’s deep in TOTAL ALIEN DESTRUCTION 3, and I’m just foraging for movies on the network.”

Faye slowed, tilted her head. “Oh, I think I saw one of these,” she said. “In a crappy TV in some run-down outpost I hid in,” she said. “Thing barely worked.”

Mace shrugged. “Yeah, sounds about accurate. Want to assist me? Cinder isn’t keen on the mushy stuff,” he said. “In movies only, for the most part.”

“And games!” Cinder finished.

“And games,” he echoed.

“Why watch a romance film?” Faye asked, perplexed. “If she isn’t interested.”

“Background noise,” Cinder said. “I don’t have to pay attention.”

“She doesn’t want me to watch stuff without her if she hasn’t seen it,” Mace said.

Cinder nodded. “Or without me in general… if that’s okay… Faye.”

Faye burst into laughter. “Of course it is. Mind if I join in on those times?”

Mace nodded along with Cinder. “Of course,” he said.

“Please! It will be easier to play with him,” Cinder said. She paused again. “I mean, uh… yeah, if you’re here.”

Faye rolled her eyes. “You two can fuck without me in the room. Just not yet. Because there are things I want to do to you two together.”

Cinder blushed, swayed her tail. “Oh… you do? And… really? I can? I mean… if Mace is… Mace?”

“I’m good with that.”

Faye smirked. “Good.”

“What are the things you’re plotting to do to me, you two?”

Cinder was blushing hard, almost two shades of bright rose-red on her cheeks. “I don’t know, she hasn’t told me yet and… wait, you’re okay with me fucking him?”

“Duh.” Faye laughed. “I did strongly encourage you to suck his cock. Why is pussy or ass different?”

“I mean… uh… yeah, you’re right. Sorry, I’m a little uh… that wasn’t what I expected.”

Faye winked at Cinder. “Straightforward, huh?”

Cinder swallowed. “Mhmm.” She returned to her game.

Mace chuckled. “Don’t tease me too hard.”

Faye firmly wiggled into his lap. “Oh no, why?”

Mace slid his hands around to her bust, cupping each of her breasts. “I’ll return that favor,” he assured her.

Faye grinned. “Good.”

Cinder let out a soft chuckle. “What a tease.”

“You know it. Hey, is that a pool table?” She turned to the wood, metal, and emerald construction of the unused pool table. Faye was clearly enthralled. “I saw that in some old journals, or whatever they were.”

Mace nodded. “Yeah, why?” He smiled. “Want to play?”

Faye turned to him, gazing over her shoulder, and grinned. From up there, the way she looked down at him, he wasn’t sure if he wanted her to fuck him in front of Cinder or set up the table for her. She smiled playfully. “Hell yes.”

“Let’s do it,” Mace replied.

She wiggled again, savoring her power over his lust. “Show me.” She stood up slowly.

It was a miracle that Mace wasn’t hard. He wanted to be but decided to play pool with the kitsune instead. There was time for that later. Right now, Faye seemed more interested in exploring Delta’s pool table.

Several dozen others were in different recreation rooms. Mace knew of them and would be happy to show them off. He made his way to the table, stepping next to it, and pushed a button.

Pool cues slid out from the sides. “This one is bigger than the old antique tables.”

“Why’s that?” Faye asked.

“It stores the pool cues and balls in it.” He handed her a cue. Next, he pulled a small cube of chalk from the rows of holders stuffed in the table’s side.

Faye studied the carbonate and wood cue in her hand, smirking. “This is going to be fun. Will you show me what to do next?”

Mace nodded. He began placing the pool balls on the table while they dispensed out the side. “Of course. It might be awhile. If you’re okay staying in here for a couple hours or so.”

Faye nodded. “Count on it.”

“Me too!” Cinder added from the arcade game cabinet.

Mace began. “So, there’s a way you want to win pool.”

“How’s that?” Faye asked. “So I can beat you.”

Mace smirked. “I’m pretty good at this,” he said. “I played a couple rounds with other USF marines.”

“Still won’t be as good as me.”

Mace grinned. “Well, we’ll see.”

“Teach me,” Faye said. “So I can brag.”

He sighed, smiling. “Fine, but if you win, it’s coincidence.”

She smiled at him. “We’ll see.”

***

Together, they continued into the night. After some time, Mace and Faye decided to head back to his suite. A nap was in order.

Cinder didn’t protest.

She was tired, too. The midnight walk, games, and hanging out eased her into relaxation. She decided to head to bed herself.

Cinder didn’t want to miss her chance for deep sleep… that, and she was lonely. Unsurprisingly, she couldn’t fall back to sleep again.

That’s because, deep down, Cinder was lonely.

And that loneliness was beginning to get to her. More than she would have thought. She wanted cuddles. Snuggles. Touch.

That was the only way she’d make it through the night.

So, what am I waiting for?

Cinder bit her bottom lip. Faye was probably in bed with him right now, snuggling, cuddling, kissing, maybe more. She would be cozy either way. And warm.

And in his arms.

“Ugh!” Cinder huffed.

She rolled in her sheets. What was she waiting for? She could always just ask them to join… it wasn’t like his dick wasn’t just down her throat… and it wasn’t like they just discussed some related things. But did that mean it was okay to sleep in the same bed as him, with her, all of them, together like that?

Well, there was only one way to find out.

Cinder sat up from bed. She was going to march over there, tail full sway, and outright ask: “Can I sleep in your guy’s bed? Maybe just for tonight?”

Liar! More than a night, you know you want more than one night! “Fuck it,” Cinder said.

She left the bed and searched for a shirt to wear. She was already in her panties, and, really, she would probably start sleeping totally naked in the near future. Oh well. Maybe showing up nude wasn’t good the first night. Might be too strong of an ask.

Cinder ended up discovering an oversized shirt from her closet and slipped it over her body, covering her supple breasts beneath with a thin, slightly translucent white fabric. After that, she took a breath and made her way for the bedroom door.

It slid open, revealing the corridor. Dawn was near.

Maybe she could get a couple hours in with him. They could put her between Mace and Faye, or maybe they’d lie on either side of him. She didn’t care.

As long as she was in bed with him.

The corridor was cool. Lit, though dimly, by whatever schedule Mace had set. It calmed her, then, knowing starlight was mixed in with the lowered light of Delta.

As she walked, with her feet on the cool metal and polycrete floor, she wondered if they’d turn her away. That was something she didn’t want to experience. It’d hurt.

The rejection would echo in her mind until it eventually quieted, though a haunt would remain. She ran her hand over the back of her neck and twitched an ear.

Too bad, go ask. Cinder sighed.

Their room approached.

She was almost to Mace’s master suite. Anxiety crawled up her back. Don’t say no, don’t say no, don’t say—stop it! She took a breath and stopped at his door. The walk wasn’t long.

She did, after all, live only a few corridors down.

Gingerly, as Cinder studied the metal doors, brushed alloys inlays, and froze. She took a breath, swallowed, and knocked.

Knock, knock, knock.

The door opened. “Saw you coming,” Mace said from within the dark room over the intercom of his suite.

She stepped in. “You did?”

The intercom sounded. “We’re in the back,” Faye announced.

Cinder gulped. Mace spoke next. “Don’t be shy,” he managed through tired lips.

Cinder nodded. “Okay.”

It took her a couple seconds, but Cinder found his bedroom after a moment. The layout was similar enough to her room. She paced into the open door that led into Mace’s room, seeing the shadowed shapes of him and Faye in bed.

“Hey,” Cinder managed.

Mace chuckled. “Well, hi there.”

She wrapped a delicate hand around her forearm, shrugging gently. “Uh, so, I had a question.”

“What’s that?” Mace asked. “I bet I’ll say yes.”

“Maybe,” Cinder said. “So, um…”

Ah, I’m an idiot, what do I say! She was so determined that she never bothered to come up with an excuse. Do I need an excuse? Cinder shook her head.

“Well, spit it out,” Faye teased.

Cinder smiled. “I think I heard a noise, and I’m, like… yeah, it really spooked me.”

Mace chuckled. “A noise, huh?”

She nodded. “Yeah.”

“What kind of noise?” Faye teased.

“I said a scary one!” Cinder repeated. She huffed a bit.

Faye laughed more. “Oh, understood.”

Mace chuckled again. “What did you want me to do? Go check it out? That would entail clothes.”

Cinder blushed. “Oh… you’re naked?”

“Hell yeah. We both are,” Faye said.

Cinder gulped again. “Um… well, I don’t want to keep you and if you were sleeping, and you’re comfortable—”

“I can make sure it’s okay,” Mace said.

Cinder heard his sheets rustle and ruffle. Stop being an idiot, Cinder told herself. She took a breath, puffed up her chest, clenched her fists, then relaxed, letting out the air. “Okay, fuck it.”

The rustling stopped.

“I’m lonely,” she started, “and I just want to sleep next to you and Faye,” Cinder finished. “I want snuggles, cuddles, and I don’t care what happens. I just want in that bed because I’m fucking lonely.”

Mace exploded into laughter. He caught his breath, then smiled. “Get in here with us.”

“Yeah, join us,” Faye said.

“I had a feeling that’s what you were trying to ask,” Mace explained. “And we did just have the conversation earlier.”

“Yeah, but I don’t know if that means sleeping in the same bed counts as okay,” Cinder said. “And I didn’t know how to ask.”

“Faye?” Mace asked the other kitsune.

Faye heaved a sigh. “I said get your ass in our bed, didn’t I?”

“You heard her,” Mace said. “Ass.” He pointed to the bed. “Bed.”

Cinder’s tail swayed excitedly. She cupped her hands beneath her chin and smiled. “Yay!” she exclaimed.

“Lose the clothes,” Mace instructed. “If you want.”

“I’m a submissive, horny kitsune that’s lonely with a giant crush on you,” Cinder replied merrily. “Already working on it.”

Cinder grabbed her shirt by the bottom seam and pulled it off, working it off her, and discarding it, exposing her supple creamy breasts that gently swayed as the shirt moved across them. She dispatched her panties next, then made her way for the bed.

She felt Mace’s strong hand brush past her bare thigh after she slipped onto the bed, her hands and knees deforming the surface. “Where do you want to lay on here?”

Cinder paused.

“Uh…”

“Pick one,” Faye said.

Mace nodded. “Please. Whatever you’d like, Cinder,” he said warmly.

Cinder blushed profusely. She couldn’t see it, but she knew she turned rose-red then. “Between you? Facing, uh, facing you,” Cinder chose, the ‘you’ being Mace.

“Come on,” he said. “How’s spooning for you?”

Cinder nodded her head. “Yes, please!”

“Well,” Mace said, “ass in my lap, please. Make sure Faye’s got hers firmly against you.”

Faye giggled. “Oh, of course.”

Cinder smirked again.

Faye mentioned something as Cinder got comfortable. “Mace?” she asked. “Can you put on soothing sounds?” Faye asked. “For deep sleep. Maybe… play ocean sounds. I want to hear it. I’ve never seen the ocean or heard one.”

“Of course,” Mace said. With that, Mace sorted through his chronometer, pulling up the built-in apps, and started a sea soundscape.

Faye thanked him.

The track started and the gentle sounds of a faraway, pre-apocalypse ocean played.

Cinder carefully found her way between them. “It’s nice,” she added. And it was. The music helped relax her. She understood why Faye wanted it. 

Together, they climbed beneath the sheets. Immediately, as she rested on her side and wrapped two eager arms around Faye, and put her more even eager backside in Mace’s bare lap, feeling the soft, masculine skin of his cock, thighs, and lower abs.

He could get hard and fuck me, she thought.

Good, she replied to herself quietly. That’s how it ought to be.

With that, they slept.

***

Mace tossed and turned. The nightmare was getting at his feet, nipping at his heels, and then… his eyes shot open. He jutted up, sitting straight and rigid in the cool air of his room. Cinder and Faye’s hands were upon him immediately, consoling and caressing.

“What’s wrong?”

Mace shook his head. “Another fucking nightmare. That sucked.”

Cinder kissed his shoulder. “Hey, we’re here.”

Faye nodded. “Do you want to try to come back to bed with us?”

He turned and studied Faye, then Cinder. The nude kitsunes were eager to relax him but… Mace knew he couldn’t go back to sleep. Nightmares tended to keep him awake after they ran through his head. It was just the way of things.

“No, I don’t think I’ll be able to. I mean, I want to, but I know I’m not going to be able to, even if I wanted to.”

Faye sighed. “Okay.”

“But you both can sleep. Make sure and cuddle up,” he teased. “To stay warm.”

Cinder laughed quietly through the comfort of her pillow. “To stay warm,” she echoed.

“We’ll keep the bed warm for you,” Faye said. “Just don’t be gone too long.”

“Of course. You both are lovely,” he added. “You two look great without clothes.”

Faye blushed. “Thanks. You do, too.”

“Yeah, you do. Don’t wait too long,” Cinder said. “I want you back in bed with us.”

“She’s right,” Faye laughed. “We’ll be here.”

“Okay, lovelies. See you in a bit. I’m going to try walking around and thinking. Clear my head. Maybe drink some water,” Mace added.

He was a little thirsty. The nightmare that pulled him from sleep left a dry, sandpaper sensation in his mouth and throat. A glass of cold water actually sounded great.

“See you soon,” she added.

“Goodnight, you two,” Mace replied and left the bed.

Mace headed to the sink in the kitchen. He found a glass in the cabinet and turned on the filtered water from the tap and filled his cup. After turning it off, he took a quick swig and let it run down his throat.

It cooled the sandpaper sensation, washing it away in the crisp, clean water of Delta. He finished the water and thought for a moment about what to do next, deciding he could use a walk.

Maybe something would come to him to take his mind off things. Either way, he needed to think about something else and exploring the empty facility in the predawn seemed appropriate.

After getting dressed quietly, he returned to the living room and made his way out into the night. He already felt less on edge since moving around, but it still wasn’t completely gone, the anxiety still floating around in his brain like a thin fog.

He went to the door, opened it, and quietly left Cinder and Faye to their deep sleep. He’d be back, as they wanted, for more cuddles and other things.

Mace made his way down the corridor, pausing at a couple of the maps. He checked his chronometer, then went through some of his credentials, and returned to walking through the halls.

It’s dawn outside. Mace glanced up at the redirected starlight, now replaced by shades of Neo Martian sunrise.

Red like blood.

A thought came to mind.

Two words. The Singe.


12. North Lock TRAM 2

Mace knew it was a small hallmark of insanity to return to the research data so soon.

But…

He wanted to check something again. The Singe was still nagging at him, and Mace wasn’t going to let it bother him all night. He needed to check up on what research was done at Delta while he was away, if there were any. Earlier, he’d only pulled whatever outside divisions recorded.

Then again, Delta’s access to the rest of Neo Mars’ science division was largely unexamined, so it was possible new research had been gathered from around the planet, and he just hadn’t discovered it yet. It didn’t look like anyone made it to Delta, anyway, so he’d probably have to rely on sifting through the logs more.

Mace sought the nearest elevator.

He pressed a few buttons on the pad, calling it up, then boarded it and left. Not long after, he was out of the elevator, past the doors, and making his way to one of the Operations rooms.

North was closest and would have better access than the lesser equipped rooms. Mace made his way into North Ops 2.

He stepped past the door as it opened and glanced around the room, pacing up one of the short staircases onto the elevated half-level of the room. Mace made his way to the row of consoles, equipment, desks, displays, and other technological equipment.

The half-level elevated him enough over the floor to see out the wide array of reinforced polyacrylate windows ahead that gazed into Neo Mars’ sunrise, horizon, and blood skies. They weren’t always like that, Mace knew.

He’d woken up to blue skies and death.

The weather was weird sometimes, probably a distant echo of Neo Mars’ previous atmosphere reverberating through the terraformed sky occasionally. Mace found a chair and sat in it after studying the horizon and centered himself in front of some consoles, keyboards, and displays. He leaned forward.

After scanning more reports, he came across one that looked promising. The first couple were mildly disappointing, with one being mostly hopeless in tone. Mace was hoping these would be different.

He opened the first one and narrowed his gaze. The digital text and abstracts came across the display with precision and ease. Work had to be done somewhere on The Singe, given how these seemed more recent.

More work than he expected.

Which was good, mostly. What if it’s hopeless news again? He continued reading, paying no mind to the first few anxious thoughts that came to him.

After a few moments, he was on the next page of the lab abstract. 

The information from earlier was confirmed. The Singe Complex did seem to be something of a complex of bits of pieces of other pathogen types. He wondered how much went into exploring that, financially, in pre-outbreak Earth.

Trillions, probably, at least.

Mace continued on. He paused.

Was there classified information shared to him months back?

He squinted, trying to scan the dark recesses of his mind, looking in the pit of his head for any memories to confirm his suspicions. I was told… what was I told… I was told…

Mace groaned. He just wanted to be clear-headed. Every step forward seemed like another few more back with his fleeting amnesia.

Remember that. Remember this.

Remember I forgot.

He let out a short, annoyed breath of air.

“Fuck,” he said to no one in particular.

He lowered his forehead to meet his palms. Before he could really spend too much time on trying to remember, a ping came through. His chronometer chimed, alerted him, and the display lit up.

An incoming message.

Mace’s eyes widened. He leaned forward, typed in some command, and used a tracking pointer to open the message. The download began. Mace squinted.

From the looks of it, the video message—now obvious by the file type—was sent from a facility.

Mace played it. The first thing he saw was another kitsune woman, this time with black-rimmed glasses, in a lab coat, in disarray, sweating and breathing heavily. “This is Dr. Addison Charm,” she said. “I’m at Outpost K-North, Building B, Lab 10-7. I’ve been surviving for weeks… running out of food… saw Delta had requested access to my logs last night. Please… if someone is there, send help… they’re coming… and I have strong reason to believe—”

Mace sighed as the video faded. “Believe? What?” Mace whispered beneath tense breath.

He heard Cinder’s voice. “What’s going on?”

“Did I see another kitsune?” Faye asked. “Was that another kitsune like us?”

Mace slowly spun in his chair. “Yes,” he said. “A scientist. She’s trapped 48km away from Delta.”

“How do you know?”

“I know the layout,” Mace said. “And I know where her SOS was recorded. K-North Research, and that’s a TRAM connected lab.”

“Is she alive?” Cinder asked.

Mace shrugged. He stood. “She seems to be, or at least is, alive as of now.”

“When was that transmission video recorded?” Cinder asked again.

Faye nodded. “Recent?” she added.

“As in, less than twelve hours from the metadata,” he replied.

“Shit!” Faye shouted. “Fuck man, we got to get her!”

Mace agreed, making his way past them. “Yes. We’ll gear up,” Mace started.

Cinder walked on his left side, keeping close to him. “Same as last time?”

“I think someone should hang back.”

“Fuck that.”

Faye nodded. “You risk death, we risk death. We’re not going somewhere unless you’re there too, and neither of us is going to let you charge in by yourself alone.”

Mace sighed.

“I’m not staying,” Cinder said. “Period.”

“You really aren’t going to let me do this by myself, are you?”

The kitsunes shook their heads.

“Nope,” Faye said.

“No,” Cinder added.

Mace nodded. They are protective. “Okay. Together.” Mace smiled.

They grinned. With that, Mace led them to get ready.

Charm seemed to have more to say. If he, Faye, and Cinder could save her, bring her home… perhaps progress could be made.

The less lonely, the happier they’d all be.

And Dr. Charm was a kitsune, and that might help them there, since there weren’t many kitsunes around to begin with. And surviving a zombie wasteland didn’t encourage stable numbers.

He opened the armory doors once they were all there. Mace and the kitsunes might even end the Singe. Hell. That’d be nice.

***

They made their way into the airlock after grabbing some gear.

Mace wanted to make this quick. He didn’t like the idea of an entire bunker and research station losing contact. Having a lone survivor asking for help made him uneasy, mostly because he didn’t know if the survivor was still alive.

What if it was too late? What if everything had gone wrong, and the woman was now something else, something long infected and inhuman? Mace shook his head. There was only one way to know.

“Everyone ready?” he asked.

Cinder turned to him and smiled. She gripped her carbine. “Ready.”

“Make that three,” Faye smirked. She nudged Cinder. “You look good with that in your hands.”

“Shut up,” Cinder replied with a giggle.

Faye laughed. “Alright, that made me feel a little better.”

“Stick close to me. Cinder, remember, if anything tries getting in here besides us, blow it away,” Mace instructed.

Cinder nodded. “Understood.”

“Good. Let’s do this,” Mace replied. He hit the switch to start the tram, then dialed in the coordinates that would direct it to RESEARCH 43. The tram whirred, and a hybrid engine spun, a maglev track and invisible electromagnetic gearset tugging its metal mass forward.

He watched as the tunnel of Martian rock passed over them, sharp and dark in the shadows of the mined pathways. Mace knew they’d meet resistance. He always did.

The Singe was there, waiting for him, patiently. He knew it would be, as always. And now, he thought back to the giant thing that took out his transport, and how it’d managed to attach massive firearms to both arms. It was huge. Towering.

How long before they were all like that? Was it some experiment? Is that what was waiting for them at Research? Mace let out a sigh.

“What’s on your mind?” Faye asked.

“Memories,” he said. “I saw a big one of these things. It had big ass missile launchers on its arms… took out the transport… I’m wondering if this is a trend. They’re changing, but I hope those behemoths aren’t common.”

“I wonder why it’s doing that,” Cinder said.

Mace shrugged. “Maybe it’s natural for it to mutate. The Singe is nothing we’ve dealt with as a species. It’s… unique,” he stated and shouldered his carbine.

“We’ll figure this out,” Faye said.

Mace nodded. “We will.”

“How far away is Research 43 again?” Cinder asked.

“A couple dozen more minutes. About forty-five minutes, give or take, with the frictionless transmission.”

“Not far, now.” Cinder twiddled her hair.

Faye inspected her weapon. “The turrets and defenses are still up?”

Mace nodded. “Yes. Even down here. We’re good.”

“Ugh, I want to go in with you,” Cinder whined. “But I get why I have to stay, just don’t like it.”

“You’ll be fine,” Mace said. “Trust me.”

She smiled. “Will you be, though? I just don’t like the idea of you two going in alone…”

“Mace is fucking tough,” Faye said. “From what I’ve seen, and, I mean, I’m a kitsune, so I’m tough, too, you know,” she added.

“Well… okay, maybe I just don’t like the idea of you guys getting hurt,” she said, swishing her tail.

“I know. Look, we’ll be okay. I promise,” Mace smiled.

She grinned. “Promise?”

“Promise,” Faye said, echoing Mace.

“Promise,” Mace repeated.

“Okay. Okay, alright.” Cinder sighed. “I’ll take it.”

The TRAM began to slow. They were almost there. Mace turned to them both and nodded, motioning to the door. “Alright. This is it. Faye?”

She did a check of her carbine, then nodded. “Let’s do it.”

He turned to see the approaching TRAM depot ahead and a few biters roaming around the landing platform with bodies piled by the airlock doors. Half the lights were broken or barely revealed anything at all. Just wonderful.

The TRAM came to a stop.

He made his way to the door. “My six,” Mace said.

Faye nodded. “Got it.”

With that, he opened the TRAM doors. Behind him, Cinder slid into the driver’s seat that lined the TRAM controls. “I’ll wait here.”

He nodded, then stepped out of the TRAM door, his carbine aimed ahead at the biters roaming around. They finally noticed him, lifted their arms, and took several steps in his direction.

Mace capped the first one that wore a tatter lab coat in the head. Its skull exploded, the body spun, and it tumbled onto the Neo Martian floor. “One in the back,” Faye said. “Coming around the TRAM.”

Mace nodded. “Take it out.”

Quickly, while Faye fired at the roaming zombie, Mace dispatched the remaining biters ahead. They fell and, after Faye was done, the two approached the TRAM airlock doors. There was an eerie quiet in the flickering warm light of the few semi-operable bulbs.

“Hold on, I have to get in,” Mace said. He tapped a few things on his chronometer and interfaced with the keypad. “Toss me that utility PDA from the TRAM.”

Faye extracted it from her hip bag and tossed it to him. He caught it, then extracted one of the cables coiled inside and drew it to the maintenance port on the keypad. “I’ll watch while you do that,” Faye said. “In case we have any biters to handle.”

“Sounds good,” Mace replied. He started the process, working to open the door, and continued with the override.

Immediately after the door open, several rotting biters stumbled forward, arms raised.

They howled and groaned in sorrowful wails, drenched in decaying tissue, mouths agape, faces full of pain and sad terror. “Fuck,” Faye cursed. She stepped back and worked on the first of the several that poured out.

Mace turned his focus to the two stumbling towards him. He lifted his carbine and aimed, annoyed he had to fire it so soon, and squeezed off a white-hot hybrid bullet into the first one’s face. The back of its skull exploded backward, coating the poly-alloy interior of the recently unsealed corridor walls.

The second managed to grip his shoulder, though not hard enough to do anything relevant to his health. Biters didn’t have the best strength sometimes, depending on how fresh they were. His armor, cutting edge and unyielding, sufficiently blocked the thing’s attempt at digging into his flesh, if it was possible given its weak and spongy, blood-soaked hands.

Mace squeezed off two rounds into the rotting thing’s face. It detonated, coating the flickering emergency LEDs in the tiles above with red and black. Chunks of brain matter drizzled from the ceiling onto its collapsed, twitching body. He turned to Faye, watching as she crushed another zombie’s skull with a steadfast boot.

The other, still dazed and shambling, lifted its arms. Mace lifted his carbine and fired again. Its head, too, exploded. The biter took two more steps and toppled to the floor.

Faye glanced at Mace, then back to the corridor.

“See others?”

“No more fucking biters,” Mace managed.

“Zombies,” Faye shuddered. “Zombies piss me off, Mace.”

“Me too,” Made echoed. “Area entryway seems secure enough.”

Faye pressed the stock of her carbine into padded armor, eyes down the sights. “Your call,” Faye whispered.

Mace nodded. “Let’s go,” he replied. “I have internals of the facility’s overall layout. Structure is reminiscent of some labs,” Mace explained. “Readouts in the message told us where it was created.”

“Good.”

Mace trained his carbine into the half-dark of K-North. “Dr. Charm described her location in the video, too, so we can rely on that. Tracker internals won’t respond. System is offline.”

Faye continued forward by his side. “Can’t see her on the system map, right?”

“Right.”

Operations A, take a lift, access sublevels, grab the kitsune scientist, take lift, run. Mace turned a corner, repeating the steps in his head. After a few moments, they were at Operations A. Dead bodies peppered the area in gory piles.

“Wonder what went down.”

Mace made his way to the computer system. “Not sure. Checking some video entries, system details, and then we’re going to make our way to Dr. Charm after that.”

“Power not on?”

Mace nodded. “Emergency power. Going to reroute from the storage batteries if they’re charged, otherwise, it’s a long walk down the stairs.”

“Okay,” Faye said. “Let me know if you need anything.”

Mace typed a few things into the console at his hands, then watched as a series of battery data blinked across the display. One was full. The others were dead or disconnected. “We got power.”

Faye swished her tail. “Thank fuck.”

He grinned. Mace used his chronometer to bypass two clearances and activate the battery. “Redirected it to K-North. 3 hours. If we’re gone, it goes offline for energy conservation. That way, if we need to come back, which we will, if need be, there will still be power to keep things going.”

“So, can we clear out the zombies, too?”

Mace nodded. “Actually, K-North is peripherally part of Delta’s intranet. It has direct TRAM access, which means I might be able to set up some layers of defense inside. Turrets, drones, too.”

“Fucking nice,” she replied. “Why aren’t we using those now?”

“The system was never initialized for the drones,” he said. “So even if I brought one, I have to set it up first. They’re part of Delta’s systems, and the turrets aren’t assembled and prepped.”

“Oh.”

“When we get back, I can finish the process. We didn’t have much time… I didn’t want to waste it. Our scientist might have useful information.”

Faye nodded. “Fair. God, those will be useful,” she said.

“Very useful.”

***

There was a biter in the room.

Dr. Hallmaker turned to a walking corpse a good several hours back and, as Addison was making her way past the console and computer system to a zombie-free space on sub-level 2B, the exact system and one which she sent a desperate message on, Dr. Hallmaker’s Singe-riddled shambling body somehow followed her into the storeroom. It was probably on her, then.

Addison wasn’t paying attention to Hallmaker while two or three demons roamed around the facility, along with the small group of Singe-infected laboratory technicians and staff intent on scooping out her brains for breakfast. She shook it off, stealthily hiding behind a row of oversized alloy boxes and USF storage crates.

Metal and large, they hid her from Hallmaker’s hungry, dead gaze while she tried to figure out a plan. Hallmaker was slow but not slow enough. Fresh Singe victims were somewhat peppier than their long-rotted counterparts, often by a dangerous amount.

At least he couldn’t find her. She’d accidentally made noise twice by bumping into several boxes. Hallmaker sought her out but couldn’t get behind the storage crates.

Hallmaker groaned through a sticky gurgle. “Graaauuggghhhh ahhhh…”

Frustrated, probably. It couldn’t get to dinner, the main course being Dr. Addison Charm.

The crates are too heavy for Hallmaker-zombie to get through and I can’t just waltz out because it fucking knows I’m in here, so I’m stuck.

Addison knew they weren’t as speedy as the demons, but they were faster than the decayed, putrid Singe infected that’d been simmering in Neo Martian winds for a couple of months.

Dr. Addison Charm shuddered. Simmered Singe zombies in a high-noon Neo Martian sky. What an appetizing image! Ugh.

Wonderful.

Stupid imagination, stupid brain, stupid visual, stupid daymare, stupid—stupid… stupid… zombies! I hate this! Dr. Charm silently shook her head. What a nightmare.

How she ended up in this wasn’t entirely unforeseen, at least not for Addison. The Singe always found a way in after enough time, and it always took all the victims it could. That’s how Addison saw it. It will eventually find its way into everything, no matter what, and that was as cold and emotionless as the dark side of Phobos.

But hopefully that would be irrelevant soon enough. Addison had developed the first of several steps to a real solution. A vaccine. She could do it, given enough resources and effort.

So, when Delta lit up, when it came across the intranet that the station was accessing the facilities research, she sent out the message and request for immediate evacuation.

Addison gulped.

Zombie-Hallmaker gurgled.

“Shut up,” Addison muttered quietly.

Then she heard the door slide open, footsteps. What the fuck? Did another one find me?

“Grrrrr—!”

SPLAT.

Addison jumped at the sound of gunfire. She fell on her ass and glanced up at the shadows moving over the ceiling. “It’s down,” the male voice said.

“Fucking sick of dealing with these things. It’s what I guess a day job would be like,” a female voice said. “Is that it?”

“Hold on,” the male voice said. “Let’s check if anyone is here.”

***

Mace lowered his carbine. He shouted out. “Hello? Anyone in here? It’s safe now.”

No response.

“Wonderful,” Faye sighed.

Mace shrugged. He tried again. “We’re friendly. Hello?”

Nothing again. “Like I said,” Faye repeated.

Mace shrugged. He thought about leaving, but waited another moment. “Last chance,” Mace said.

“Wait, wait, wait,” a female voice cried out. “Please don’t hurt me!”

Faye raised her weapon. Mace did, too. “Identify yourself,” Mace said. “Are you armed?”

“No! No, I’m not armed!” the voice cried back.

Mace took a step. Faye nudged him and muttered, pointing with her carbine sights and laser. The kitsune’s enhanced hearing must have detected something he could not. “She’s behind the USF boxes.”

“Step out, identify yourself,” Mace commanded. “I’m not fucking around. I don’t know if you’re friendly,” he warned.

“I’m coming,” the voice said. “I’m coming out… don’t shoot me. I’ll come out slow,” the voice added.

There was rustling, some muted cursing, and the sounds of claws against the USF poly-ceramic tile. It’s her.

Mace raised a brow when the kitsune scientist made her way out from behind the boxes. “Sorry,” she said. “I had to crawl under some stuff.”

“Dr.?” Mace asked.

“Yes. Dr. Addison Charm,” she elaborated.

Faye nodded. Addison turned to her. “Hi,” Faye said, her tail swaying.

Mace watched Addisons tail wag adorably out of excitement, despite the blood, torn lab coat, and dirt. “Holy fuck! Another kitsune!” she chimed.

“Yeah. Got another one back at Delta’s TRAM. That’s our only stock of fox girls, though,” Faye teased.

There was a growl of a demon somewhere nearby. “Fucking wraith. Alright,” Mace turned to them. “Addison, do you know how to use—”

“Please give me a weapon,” Addison said.

Faye turned to Mace. “How do we know she won’t shoot us?”

“We’ll keep her in the middle. Faye, watch her,” Mace said as he drew his pistol and tossed the firearm to Addison. “Watch our sides, please, Dr. Charm. Try anything, and Faye is real accurate with her boom sticks.”

Faye clicked her tongue. She winked. “Really precise, sweetheart.”

Addison blushed a bit. Mace turned. “Let’s get the fuck out of here.”

Next to Addison, the biter they’d put down stirred. It started to right itself, slowly sitting up. Addison, standing next to it, fired a round off in its head. She turned to the downed zombie and shrugged. “Sorry, Doctor.”

Faye glanced at the corpse. “Wow.”

Mace shook his head. “Okay, come on, let’s go.”

Mace led them out of the storeroom. He heard the approaching sounds of wailing wraiths, growling, moaning biters, and something else. “The lift!” he shouted.

As they turned a corner, a wraith peeled from the darkness and faced them, eyes neon green and bright yellow, claws out. It took a swipe at Mace, gouging the abdomen of the USF plate armor. “Fuck!” He jumped back.

Faye kneeled and unloaded, Mace joining. Addison jumped in and fired off several rounds into it. The strobing muzzle flares lit up the interior of Addison’s lab in bursts. The wraith chest shredded apart, then its head exploded into a burst of flesh and bone chunks.

It fell back and twitched. “Are you scratched?!” Faye shouted, panicked.

“No,” Mace assured her. “I’m good. Move!”

They were finally at the lift. Mace pounded on the switch. It sparked and spewed smoke. The lift powered off and shut down. Faye gasped. “Oh, shit!”

Mace turned to Addison. “Nearest way up!”

She pointed. “Flight of stairs. Right around here. We have to hurry,” Addison explained. “They’re an entire group of fucking wraiths, whatever, on our ass.”

“Go,” Mace said. “Guide me.”

She did. They barreled through the lab sublevel, around a couple rooms, past a storage garage, and through two corridors. Addison screamed. “Fuck!”

Mace glanced back, seeing the silhouettes and many glowing eyes of the wraith hoard. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” Faye joined in.

Mace made it to the door, tried the flickering control pad, realized it was locked, and stepped back. “Fuck!”

He fired off some rounds into the door’s motor and it sparked, sliding up and revealing the stairs. “Go!” Mace shouted.

They ran up the stairs. His heart was pounding as they ascended, and behind him he heard the wraiths and zombies burst into the lower level. They had a good three flights of stairs between them. Mace turned to Faye and Addison. “Faye, take her to the TRAM! Now!”

“But—”

“Go!” Mace ordered.

Faye nodded. “Come on, cutie pie,” she said, tugging the scientist forward.

Mace watched them leave and went to work on the grenades clipped to his utility belt.

He started one of the grenades, flicking the primer, and then stared at the rest of his belt. “Fuck it,” Mace murmured.

Mace took off the entire belt, finished priming the grenade in it, and tossed the down into the dark stairwell. He spun, dove, and landed on the ground as the entire belt of grenades detonated. A hot blast of fire, gas, and smoke exploded out the stairwell door, along with several body parts and the limbs of a dozen wraiths.

The blast knocked him back a few feet, tossing his gun to the cool steel tiles. Just in front of him, a wraith, missing half its left arm, both legs, and a chunk of its torso, howled and began a crawl toward him.

Smoke continued to pour from the stairwell and, as Mace finally got his bearings, he saw that the wraith had closed in on him. It clawed at his boots, reaching, inching closer. Mace, prone, rolled to his side, and grabbed the carbine.

He placed the red laser pointer sights on its skull and gritted his teeth, squeezing the cold, metal trigger. The clip emptied into its head, and finally, its cranium ripped to flying, flinging shreds.

It fell limp.

Mace righted himself, coughed up a lungful of USF frag-grenade smoke mixed with the burned scent of biters and wraiths, caught his breath, and let out a loud groan. “That hurt.”

Mace stumbled forward in the darkness of K-North’s first floor, ignoring the pain in his tight, stinging back, making his way back to the TRAM. He stopped at one of the airlocks and shut the door as faint sounds of more wraiths drifted up the halls.

Mace swallowed and began his way to the exit, shutting the final airlock, and stepping out into the landing area. Faye was there to meet him, immediately enraged. “How the fuck—I heard that! Are you okay? The blast was fucking loud!” Mace placed a hand on her shoulder. “I missed you too.”

Faye’s eyes teared up, and she embraced him. She yelled, scolded, and cried. “We stick together all the time, you said so, so let’s actually stick together. Okay? No more fucking doing that… what if…”

Mace kissed Faye, then released his lips. “I’m okay. And okay.”

Addison and Cinder were in the TRAM, watching from the operator’s room. He could see Cinder boiling with concern, as well. “She seems pissed.”

“More pissed than me. Addison’s safe,” Faye said. “You’re safe.”

He nodded. “I am. Alright,” Mace groaned as he walked. “I fucked up my back, and it’s going to require an operation. I think I slipped a disc.”

“So, you’re not okay,” Faye growled. “Mace…”

“Med lab has the equipment,” he replied. “AI will run the operation. You two just have to oversee Delta while I’m in there,” Mace explained.

“Alright… fuck, okay,” Faye replied.

“Let’s go,” Mace said.

Faye assisted him to the TRAM. He was met with Cinder’s admonishment, to which he apologized, embraced her, and took a very much needed seat on the TRAM’s passenger benches. Addison was across from him, staring.

Faye sat next to Mace and pulled some pain meds out of the tactical triage kit. She administered it through his neck and threw the needle in a nearby trashcan. Mace stared back at Addison.

She wants to tell me something.

“You good?” Mace asked.

“I’m not anyone more than a damsel stranger to you,” she started. “But I think you should stick with and listen to your friends,” Addison advised. “Or they might kill you if something else doesn’t.”

Mace nodded.


13. Convalescence

On the way back, Addison revealed little more about herself. “Sorry,” she had replied. “I won’t feel… chatty until I know we’re in Delta.”

“Fair,” Mace had replied.

“You fucked up your back,” she said. “That’s going to need surgery.”

“How do you know?”

“I heard you,” Addison said. “I can help examine and speed the process along,” she said. “I’m a research scientist, but I am a doctor first.”

Mace didn’t fight her on that. “Sounds good.”

He couldn’t blame the kitsune scientist for wanting to wait before explaining much. Addison’s anxiety was probably high. That, and she just barely survived. Had they not shown up, she might not have made it longer than a few hours.

Mace assumed she was likely hungry, too. Starved, even. Now that he’d spent more days with Cinder and Faye, he knew the kitsunes had a healthy appetite. They needed to eat more than him, from what he saw. That made sense, too, given they weren’t completely human. He didn’t expect their appetites to be the same.

Maybe after getting seen in the med lab, he could have a generous meal with all of them. Given there was enough time left, and he wasn’t too fucked from an operation.

***

Cinder helped him to the closest med lab. There, Faye worked with Addison to scan him over. “You didn’t slip a disc, but you cracked a vertebra,” she explained. “I know you don’t know me, but you do need surgery.”

Mace scanned the PDA on the exam table, inclined at a raised tilt. It confirmed a surgery. “I can’t see the PDA too well, other than the big letters,” he said. “What’s the overall prognosis?”

“Routine. You’ll be in the operating and regen table for a couple hours, and then administered pain relief. While the regen chamber can heal you almost within the hour, your bone will still be somewhat fragile. Walking, among other gentle tasks, should be fine. You’re going to need a good week off anything strenuous.”

Cinder raised her hand. “Uhm… so like, uh, does that include…”

“Spit it out,” Faye laughed.

Cinder gulped. “Does that include sex?”

Addison shook her head. “Yes, mostly.”

“Can you explain—” Cinder began.

Addison nodded. “Some sexual activity is fine, though I wouldn’t try any wheel barrels, and nothing more than essentially lay down and letting them do the work,” Addison said, looking to Mace.

“Them?” he laughed.

Holy hell, this scientist is straightforward. Faye laughed. “Well, there you go, Cinder. You’re doing the work for a week.”

Cinder rolled her eyes. “That means you, too,” she giggled.

Addison glanced between them. “Both of you,” Addison blinked.

“Yes,” Faye said.

“Hm. I am not surprised,” Addison replied. “Interesting.”

Faye placed a hand on her hip. “You’re not surprised? What’s wrong with sharing?”

Addison shrugged. “Nothing. I just… wasn’t expecting that. Well,” Addison continued. “Let’s get you in the OR, in which the system will take over.”

Mace gulped. “You said that it should take a couple of hours?”

Addison nodded. “More or less. I estimate less than two hours, but I could be wrong,” she said. “Hard to predict the minutia of such things.”

She swayed her tail, looking him over. Mace had stripped down to his boxer-briefs and, other than that, he laid there for her to study. She seemed to be paying a lot of attention to his body, and now that he was on his back, Addison lingered a bit longer. “You have quite the musculature,” she said. “Hm. Well, let’s go,” she finished.

Faye snickered, and Cinder tilted her head. “The musculature,” Faye teased.

“Simply science and observation,” Addison said. “Come on, Mace.”

She wheeled the exam table to a secondary, glass and poly-alloy room inside Med Lab N1. Addison gingerly rolled him beneath the robotic apparatus as Faye and Cinder closely followed, monitoring her actions.

As Faye and Cinder made their way into the OR, Addison backed off, lifted her head, and scanned some vitals on the monitor. Several robotic arms descended with the push of a button, and a light glowed from the “OPERATION IN PROCEDURE” LED panel that sat above the door.

Addison led them out. Mace called out. “See you in a couple of hours. Faye, hold the fort down. I can’t do shit like this,” Mace said.

Faye nodded. “Alright.”

“Addison, if you could provide us some more info,” he called. “Please do.”

Addison nodded. “Of course.” She depressed a button along the side of the wall and made her way to the operations console.

Faye and Cinder watched through the glass before Faye joined Addison. “Have you done this before, Dr. Charm?”

“Addy,” she said. “You can call me Addy.”

Faye shrugged. “Addy. Okay,” she continued. “Have you done this before?”

“I am a doctor,” Addy said bluntly. “I’ve supervised a dozen or so of these kinds of operations. The AI and Delta apparatuses will do well. So, you see,” Addy pointed, “this is what will be driving the first procedure.”

“Explain it some more to me,” Faye said.

Addy nodded, and she began. By the end, Faye had a better understanding of Addy’s prognosis. “So, he’ll heal without complication. Just so you know, Addy,” Faye said, “I won’t hesitate to defend him.”

“I know,” Addy said. “Here,” she stepped aside. “Initiate the procedure.”

Faye raised a brow. “Hm. Alright,” she said. “Which thingy do I hit?”

“Bottom left. The big, bold, red window with START.”

Faye nodded.

“Also, Faye, if I may: Delta and all medical tools and AI are programmed to save and heal the body. So, that’s what this will do for Mace. Short of a miracle, I couldn’t override the system without serious effort,” she explained. “And I do not have the credentials to do so.”

Mace raised a hand as the arms, via the AI apparatus, attached an IV to him. “I do.”

“That’s good to know,” Addy said. “Thank you all,” Addy started. “For saving my life. It means… a lot. I owe you. All of you. So… thank you.

Cinder turned back and glanced at her. “Thank you for fixing him.”

Faye nodded. “Yeah, it’s appreciated. And you’re welcome.”

“Hm.” Addy nodded.

“Thanks for fixing me, Addy,” Mace called.

She smiled. With that, the sedatives took effect, and Mace drifted off to a deep, painless sleep.

***

Faye and Cinder sat in the room with Addy as she monitored the procedure.

Faye, at first, didn’t trust the doctor at all. She had some modicum of good faith in her now, and her mind began to wander and play with certain ideas. Certain possibilities that she was sure Mace was thinking, too, if she had to guess.

Faye sat on the nearby bench with Addy. “So,” Faye began. “You’re a research doctor and scientist, from what I gather.”

Addy nodded. “Yes.”

“We could use that,” Cinder said, still watching the surgery unfold through poly-acrylic glass. “For things like this.”

“Mace, I think, is trained in some of this, but I don’t think he has your depth, Addy. But I could be wrong. Sorry if I was coming across like a bitch,” Faye said. “But you need to earn my trust first.”

Addy nodded. “Totally rational. I understand.”

“I don’t want anything happening to him or Cinder,” Faye explained. “Though I don’t suspect you’re a person of malice.”

Addy nodded again, silent.

Cinder pressed into the window. She swished her tail. “Where’s the regeneration chamber?”

“It descends from the top,” Addy said. “And will do the rest.”

“Good. Maybe,” Cinder turned to them. “Dinner? Will he be able to handle sitting down for dinner?”

Addy nodded. “Yes. It’s overdoing it the first week that’s risky.”

“Hm. If he messed up the healing, can we just do this again?”

Addy nodded again. “Yes, though I imagine it would become… irritating, so to speak.” Faye shrugged. “We’ll keep him in one piece. Can’t break the man I’m falling in—I have feelings for.” Faye blushed. She changed the subject. “How long have you been at USF’s facilities?”

“Since childhood. My parents were part of project KITSUNE. They stayed, so I was trained there, and became who I am now.”

Cinder turned. “Your parents were part of that? Do you have memories? I can’t remember as much. If we could go over some details at some point, that’d be helpful,” she finished.

Addison nodded. “Yes. As you know, aging is different with us fox gals. We’re designed to age quickly to a prime, healthy age, and essentially stay there indefinitely.”

Cinder shrugged. “Okay, I didn’t know that.”

“Regardless, what were you doing there?”

“Research,” Addy replied. “But I think it’s best to wait for that until we have dinner.”

Cinder laughed. “Ha, bet you’re hungry! Delta has great food,” she said. “Uh, well, I don’t know. Are you hungry?”

“I haven’t eaten in… I don’t remember,” Addy said. “Though we’re designed to deal with that, too, I suppose, should the time come.”

“You must be starving,” Faye told the scientist.

“I had access to some inhibitors,” Addy said. “Slowed the hunger problem down. But I admit that they’re wearing off. And I need to satiate all the energy I’ve spent.”

Cinder returned to the window, mesmerized by the operating machines and robotic arms, along with the medical gadgetry and precise tools. “We have lots of steaks and so much stuff.”

“When he’s up, he’ll show you the nearest mess hall,” Faye said. “He’ll be able to do that, right?” she asked.

Addy nodded. “He’ll be hungry, too. The regenerator usually does that. I don’t know the last time he ate, either.”

“Not too long,” Cinder said. “But I feel like it’s been forever… sorry,” Cinder finished, glancing at Addy.

Addy lifted a dismissive, clawed hand. “It’s okay. I know you’re not teasing me about food,” she smiled.

Faye nodded. “Cool. Well, I suppose we sit here and wait, right?”

Addy nodded. “Yes.”

“We still have more questions,” Faye admitted. “So, it’s not an interrogation,” Faye considered what she asserted, “okay, a little. Kind of.”

“Maybe a lot of,” Cinder said. “But we won’t be dickheads.”

Faye nodded. “Correct. So, Addy,” Faye began, “what happened at K-North?”

***

Mace woke from the regenerative chamber with a dry mouth, aching stomach, and the subtle euphoria of pain killers. He slowly sat up. Addy approached with Faye and Cinder following closely behind, then examined him thoroughly. “This is a success,” she said. “The scanner found a successful post-op. You’re good to go. I advise walking, sitting, and resting only for the rest of the night and tomorrow. You can be engaged in,” Addy blushed somewhat, “a little more activity following. Do not lift anything above 15 pounds, Mr. Frost.”

“Mace,” he said. “Stick to Mace.”

“Alright,” Addy said. “Your friends tell me you have steak?”

Mace felt the hunger in his belly complain. “Yeah. Let me show you the nearest Delta cafeteria.”

***

They sat at the dinner table as Faye gathered the food. “I set it to give all giant steak dinner and other stuff,” she said.

“What kind of stuff?” Mace asked as he sat.

Faye shrugged. “Stuff.”

“Alright,” he laughed a little. The painkillers were definitely doing their job. He felt a little high, almost, which was expected with strong neonarcotics. On his left, Cinder positioned herself, scooting into the table. “This mess hall… it doesn’t feel like it,” Cinder said.

Mace nodded. “It’s a more standard dining room. Not meant for a lot of people, not like the big ones we were eating in,” he said. “But plenty for us. Think of it as a civilian dining room.”

It did look like that, though with a larger table. It didn’t feel wide, open, and massive like the other places they ate. This was cozier. “Is this one of those special occasion kinds of dining rooms?” Cinder asked.

Mace nodded. “Yes, basically. More of a restaurant-like experience. You normally have to schedule a time,” he said. “But well…” his voice was solemn. He shook off the thought and smiled. “It’s just us. And you know? I’m really happy about that, not for the people that should have been here, because I wish they made it, but I’m happy we did, and I’m happy we get to experience this together.”

Cinder blushed a little and smiled widely at him. “Me too.”

“I don’t know any of you well,” Addy admitted. “But I’d like to imagine that one day, I can be included in that. I’m happy to be here, too, and not zombie food.”

Mace looked at Addy. “I didn’t say it didn’t include you. So, are you hungry?”

Addy seemed to freeze, and, for the first time, he’d seen her do it, blush. She nodded. “Yes. Thank you,” she said. “Uh… sorry. Yes, I’m quite hungry.”

“Fantastic,” Mace said. “Let’s start with some light dialogue?” he offered.

Addy nodded. “Sure.”

Faye returned with several bottles of sparkling wine. “Found these. There’s non-alcoholic stuff, too,” she said. “Anyone want a drink?”

“I’ll have one, given it won’t interact with my pain killers,” Mace said, lifting a hand. “I’m no pharmacist, but I’m assuming it probably will be fine.”

Addy shook her head. “Neonarcotics have no interaction with mild amounts of alcohol. Just don’t drink the whole bottle.”

Mace nodded. “Pour me a glass, babe?”

Faye’s tail swayed happily as he said the word ‘babe’. “Sure thing, handsome,” she said, setting the bottles down and returning to the kitchen. She called back from the confines of the cooking area and pantries. “I’m bringing glasses and water, too! Some appetizers, so prep for tastiness!”

Mace smirked. “She’s lovely. And a hardass,” he laughed.

“Hey, we love her,” Cinder teased.

Mace thought about her words. “We do,” he said.

She smiled again.

Mace turned to Addy as Faye came back with a series of wine glasses, a pitcher of ice water, then left again, and came back with silverware and mozzarella sticks. “Holy shit, we have these?” Mace laughed.

The AI and cooking systems had been more featured than Mace thought. He didn’t think a recipe for breaded mozzarella sticks would be in the AI’s cuisine roster. Or maybe I forgot… what else am I still forgetting?

Mace shook off the thought. “Thanks, Faye,” he said.

“Yeah!” Cinder shouted as she reached across, grabbing a handful of the sticks. “Thanks!”

Faye playfully tapped Cinder’s hand. “Hold your paw, Cinder, I got to get plates so we don’t make a giant mess. Because we’re going to,” she said. “And not just here.”

Cinder sighed. “Fiiiineeee,” she groaned. “But hurry, I’m so fucking hungry.”

“I’m going!” Faye sighed. “Sheesh.” She disappeared back into the kitchen.

Cinder licked her lips. “I’m so going to eat the fuck out of one of these fucking mozzarella sticks,” she said. Her eyes narrowed on the stack in the table’s center. “I’m coming for you,” she said quietly.

“Well,” Mace said. “Cinder seems to get excited about food. Can’t blame her.”

“I will assist in the ‘fucking up’ of these sticks. They smell great,” Addy said. She seemed to tear up, but held it back, and returned to her previous calm. “Thanks, again.”

Mace nodded. “Of course.”

She smiled. “You’re all very kind.”

“It fucking sucks out there,” Cinder said. “Believe me, I know.”

“It does. Well-” Addy began as Faye returned with small plates, her tail swishing back and forth. Faye twitched her ears and set the plates on the table in front of everyone. “Okay! Should be all of them. And… hmm, yeah, that’s good for now, I think.”

“You like this, don’t you?” Mace laughed.

Faye paused. “You know,” she placed a clawed fingertip on her bottom lip, “I think I do.”

“Hey, wait,” Cinder said. She waved a finger. “You can’t steal all the cooking fun from me. What if I want to cook for everyone?”

“I didn’t say I’d do it all the time. And I didn’t even say that’s what I was going to do!” Faye replied.

“Well… whatever, still,” Cinder said. “We should share days to cook or do a schedule. Even if the AI and system basically make it for us.”

“I mean, we can do that,” Mace said. “I’m down.”

Faye nodded. “Yeah, that sounds pretty good to me.” She sat down. “Alright, it’s fuck-up-the-mozzarella-sticks time.”

Cinder licked her lips. Faye passed them around and, after everyone had filled their plates, they started eating. Cinder wagged her tail excitedly at the first bite, then dipped it in her ramekin of marinara, and took another bite. She flushed a little, eyes closed, a big smile on her face. “Mmmm, these are so good!”

Addy finished her first breaded cheese appetizer. “Yeah,” she said. “These are really good. Definitely sparking my appetite. I hope those steaks are big,” Addy said. “Because I will need it.”

“They are,” Mace assured her. “And you can have more than one.”

Faye wiped some of the marinara off her lips and drank a bit of wine. She let out a happy, satisfied sigh and nodded. “Don’t worry. I really gave the quantity selector a workout,” Faye said. “I pressed the hell out of it. We’ll each have six steaks.”

“Holy shit,” Addy gasped. She started to salivate, her tail swaying profusely. “Six? Six steaks?”

Faye leaned forward, a slow, cheshire smirk growing between her lips. “Oh? Did I tell you,” she smiled with teeth now, “that I made them medium rare?”

Addy shot up, palms on the table, eyes wide. “You can do that?!”

“Oh yeah, baby,” Faye winked. “We can do that.”

Addy licked her lips and sat down, eating a few more appetizers. She washed them down with sparkling cider and juice. “Forgive me,” Addy said. “I got… excited.”

“Why are you apologizing? It’s not like I told you,” Faye leaned further in, “that we have twice-baked-cheddar-extra-large-potatoes-with-extra-butter-and-chives-and-sour-cream… with bacon,” Faye said.

Addy gasped. “Did you say bacon?”

“She did. She did say bacon,” Cinder added.

Addy’s tail continued to wag. “Alright. Can’t contain my excitement.”

Mace smiled. He was already beginning to like Addy. She seemed to be fitting in quite quickly. “Oh yes,” he said. “All the bacon.”

Addy whined for a second, then took another drink. “Bacon. God,” she said. “I haven’t had bacon in… forever.”

Mace nodded. “Well, we can keep doing this. I think they already told you, but we do need all the help we can get at Delta. All the help we can get here,” he clarified. “So… assuming you’re not a Singe monster in disguise, and you don’t mind following a few rules—by that I mean don’t betray us, or hurt us, or jeopardize us, etc.—then you’re more than welcome to stay.”

Cinder glanced between them, then shot up. “Oh, you got to! There are so many rooms too, you can pick whatever you want.” Cinder sat back down. She smiled. “Unless it’s already occupied.”

Faye rose. “Well… never mind,” she giggled. “I think the steaks are ready,” she said. “And all the entrees. Time to put some meat in your bellies.”

Cinder snickered and blushed at that for a fleeting second.

Addy turned her head, glancing at everyone, then stared at Mace. “You’d do that? You’d let me stay here?”

“I mean… we didn’t rescue you for an overnight visit. And it’s too dangerous to go anywhere else. Practicality aside, you are also useful, and you are a USF scientist,” he said. “So, it’d be pretty stupid for me to tell you to leave.”

“Yeah,” Faye added as she came back in with several plates filled with baked potatoes, sauteed mushrooms, corn on the cob, mashed potatoes, parmesan macaroni and cheese, a pile of bacon just for Addy, and more. “We didn’t save your ass to just throw you out. Well, I mean, I didn’t know what Mace’s opinions were, but I figured he wanted to keep you here, if possible,” Faye said as she set all the plates down.

“Damn, that’s a lot of food!” Addy exclaimed.

Faye placed satisfied, proud hands on her kitsune hips. “Oh, I haven’t brought out the steaks, bread, condiments, and stir-fry medley, yet.”

Cinder started to reach for the twice-baked double-stuffed potato, but lowered her hand when she caught Faye’s eye. They stared for a quick second, then Cinder groaned again. “Ugh. Finnneee, but hurry up,” Cinder said. She looked over at Addy. “We don’t normally do this. Manners, tonight,” she smiled pleasantly.

Addy laughed. “That’s fine by me.”

“Normally I would protest so much,” Cinder said. “But man, my anxiety was really high back there, and it burned through more reserves than I thought, and I didn’t even go in with all of you,” she said.

“Everyone kitsunes different,” Faye said, bringing back the array of food.

Mace could smell the steak. The aroma of all the food in front of him—the garlic buttery potatoes, the bacon, cheddar, sauteed mushrooms, hot corn on the cob—was making him salivate. Well, he thought, if I can be in the company of women who appreciate food as much as I do, then I’m a happy man.

And lucky, he knew.

It wasn’t like food was easy to find out in the post-apocalyptic barrens of Neo Mars. Faye sat down after leaving to get more plates, then adjusted in her seat. “Alright. That’s most of it,” she said.

Addy turned to her, eyes wide. “Most? There’s more?”

“Dessert!”

Cinder wiggled into her chair. “Oh, yeah! I fucking love dessert. Chocolate, too!”

I remember, Mace thought. He dug into his first piece of steak once everyone had their portions plated out.

They started to eat.

Immediately, as Addy started on her steak, she lit up and furiously swayed her tail back and forth. “Gah!” she exclaimed. “Ah, that’s so good! That’s pure sex!”

Faye snickered. “About as good, right?”

Addy worked on her steak, mouth full, her words mumbled. “Mm, hm, mmhm,” she said through a mouthful of steak.

Mace laughed. “Eat up. Let’s enjoy this moment. We worked for it,” he said. “So, we all agree, Addy stays?”

Faye and Cinder nodded. “You’re in charge,” Faye said.

“Yeah, but I want everyone’s input. And I already think you’re all going to say yes. Just a formality,” Mace explained.

“Let’s keep her!” Cinder chimed.

Faye nodded. “Let’s.”

Mace turned to Addy. “What do you say, Dr. Charm? Stay with us?”

Addy was already done tearing through her first steak. She wiped her mouth and looked up at him. “I…”

“I’d prefer you to stay,” Mace added, “but it’s your choice.”

Addy smiled. “So, any room I want?”

“Yes.”

She raised a glass. “To staying.”

Mace raised his glass. “To staying.”

Faye did the same. “To staying.”

“Fuck yeah!” Cinder said, raising her glass goblet as well.

“Good,” Mace said. “Let’s show you around to the rooms. Once we’re done eating, of course.”

Addy smiled. “I’d like that.”

“Oh, each room has a built-in shower. They’re like apartments, almost,” Cinder said.

“The apparel thing in the back will craft clothes for you if you want, but it takes a little while,” Faye explained. “Well, some things can take a while. And by that, I mean five minutes to a couple hours.”

“Sign me up. Steak dinner, hot shower, food… no monsters. Well,” Addy said. “There was something I was holding off on telling everyone until Mace was awake. I forgot to mention it when we were going to eat soon because I got so excited waiting for food.”

“That’s fine,” Mace said. “What was it about?”

“My research,” Addy replied.

“Oh cool, that’s right,” Cinder said, working on some baked potatoes.

“What were you researching exactly?” Faye asked. She passed Addy the plate of bacon.

Addy’s face lit up again, and she dug in. “Oh, The Singe.”

“Yes, I figured,” Mace said. “How’s the bacon?”

“Delicious,” Addy blushed. “God, this is really sex in the mouth.”

Mace ignored his thoughts for a moment. Is she doing that on purpose? Come on, I’m wounded, I can’t relive a mindful of lewd…

Cinder giggled. “Oh, I bet.”

Mace paused. “Wait, we haven’t really introduced ourselves,” Mace said. “You’re about to tell us so much about yourself, but we don’t know anything about you. I’m Mace Frost, a USF high-rank official.”

“I’m a survivor, like most people,” Cinder added. “Just kind of… here, I suppose. Mace and Faye saved me.”

“I remember that.” Mace chuckled. “Like it was last week.”

Cinder rolled her eyes. “It was last week. But yeah, I was hiding in a hospital when one of my group got infected… and everyone turned into Singe zombies and monsters. Wraiths. I barely made it out. Faye and Mace found me then and saved me from certain death. I knew I was going to be okay. Faye assured me of Mace, and I learned a lot about him pretty quickly.”

Faye nodded. “I did.”

“What about you, Faye?” Addy asked.

Faye took another drink. “I was raised and protected by TALON. Sort of special tactical police force that was left over from things before,” she explained. “That all fell through. I’d been hiding and running for a while. Mace,” she turned to him, smiling, “found me one night. Can’t count how many times we’ve saved each other now.”

Mace nodded. “Countless. We’ll owe each other forever.”

“He almost had the undivided attention of a wraith,” Faye laughed. “We just kind of started working together, then. At first, I wasn’t sure but… here we are. I knew he was handsome instantly,” Faye teased.

Mace raised his hands. “Don’t make me blush.”

Addy nodded. “You’re right. He’s very charismatic. It’s good all of you found each other. I’m glad you located me. Thanks, again.”

Mace picked up his glass of sparkling wine. “You’re very welcome. Now, from what I gather, you’re a Singe researcher. What were you researching, exactly, at USF labs? Or did you just do general research?”

“Oh, that,” Addy said, hiccupping. “Excuse me. The Singe research. I was working over some components of its mechanisms of contagion, virality—or pseudo-virality to be more correct—and discovered new phenomena buried in the RNA-recombinant molecules.”

“Sounds complicated,” Cinder commented.

“It is intricate,” Addy admitted. “But it paved the way for new research.”

“What research was that?” Mace asked.

“The Sing vaccine,” Addy replied.

Mace froze. “Did you say vaccine? A Singe vaccine?”

“Yes,” Addy said. “I know how to finish it, I believe, but my research was destroyed in some fires that broke out in K-North. I don’t think it ever made it through the intranet so to speak.”

Mace slowly stood. “Do you think, if you had what you needed, you could complete a vaccine?”

Addy paused. She pursed her lip. “Non-zero chance.”

Cinder slowly turned to stare at Addy. “You… you made… a vaccine?”

“Yes. We made a prototype,” Addy said. “We only tested it on one subject.”

Faye stood. “And? What happened?”

“There were promising results. It worked, but there was no longevity. The test subject, our patient, was able to resist initial infection. It wore off though, so now, she’d be taking a huge risk. It’s possible now to create the temporary vaccination with what you have at Delta probably, provided I get some samples.”

“What about a permanent one? One that doesn’t fade or grow less effective after a while?” Mace took another drink of his wine.

Addy nodded. “That’s the non-zero. I would say… with enough research, samples, and some progress from other labs, I might be able to complete something.”

Cinder turned to Mace. “Man, I’m so glad we did this!”

“Yeah!” Faye gasped. “This is insane!”

“How do you know it worked?” Mace asked.

“The subject was introduced to weakened Singe material, then, the real thing after several trials. Unfortunately, there was an incident, and the vaccination was tested on the ‘field’ by a live Singe victim.”

“Holy shit, what happened?” Cinder asked louder than she may have wanted.

“One of the Singe subjects escaped and took a good bite out of her,” Addy said, shuddering.

“But they made it? They didn’t get infected?”

Addy nodded. “Correct, they survived.”

Cinder turned to Addy. “Who was the test subject?”

Addy finished her wine. “Me.”

***

“Oh man, I’m wiped,” Mace exhaled as they left the one of many Delta dining rooms. “That meal took it out of me,” he laughed.

Cinder stretched as she walked. “I’m so full!”

“Me too,” Faye said. “It was totally worth it.”

They stood outside the dining room, letting their meals settle for another second, before continuing down the adjoining alcove that led into Delta’s northbound corridors. “I think it’s time to get you a room,” Mace said. “So, you can shower and sleep.”

“You know, we never did give you a medical exam,” Faye said.

Addy nodded. “I can do that after I shower.”

“I’ll administer the scan,” Mace said.

“Oh no, no, no, mister,” Faye wagged a finger. “You need to go lay down.”

“Yeah,” Cinder said. “Don’t be stubborn.”

“I can show them how to do it,” Addy said. “While you get some rest.”

Mace sighed. “Damn it. Fine. Faye, will you help her pick a room?”

“Yes,” Faye said.

“Bedtime,” Cinder teased. “Want me to tuck you in?”

Mace laughed. “Actually, yes, please.”

She giggled. “Alright. Well, let’s go.”

“Fuck man, you two don’t have to baby me.”

“We have quite the mother vixen mode,” Cinder said. “Get used to it, Mace.”

He smiled. “Fine, fine, you win, for now. Mother vixen mode,” he repeated under his breath. “Can I have cookies and milk, too?”

“I mean, yeah.”

“And a bedtime story?” Mace teased.

Cinder rolled her eyes. “Your sarcasm isn’t going to stop me!”

Mace sighed. “Alright. Come on.” He smiled. “Looking forward to getting tucked in.”

Cinder smirked. “Don’t worry, we’ll make up for it. Oh, cuddles. I’m giving you cuddles.”

“I won’t complain.”

Cinder grinned. “Good!”

Faye laughed. “Make sure he doesn’t try to sneak out.”

“Oh, fuck you both,” Mace said playfully. 

“You do,” Faye replied.

He didn’t say anything back to that.

“Come on, Addy. While our handsome savior gets a few hours, let’s find you a room.”

Addy tapped fingers together. “Um… weird question… can it be close to your rooms?”

Faye nodded. “I don’t see why not.”

Down the corridor, Mace and Cinder called back. “That’s fine with us!”

“Well, you heard them,” Faye smiled warmly. “Let’s go.”

***

She walked Addy down the corridor

Mace and Cinder walked to their room, now doing who knew what, though Faye could imagine. She suspected Cinder was serious about momma-fox-mode, and didn’t expect her to deviate. That, and she would probably throw in a good blowjob to help Mace simmer down into sleep.

Too bad Faye wouldn’t be there to see. She looked forward to spreading Cinder’s ass open while Mace drilled her one day too, and that was another thing on her list she wanted to see—Cinder taking Mace’s dick in either of her holes with a nice, clear, lusty view.

“So, how long have you been at Delta?” Addy asked, snapping Faye out of her wet daydream.

“We’ve been here maybe a week, little more, little less. Past few days have kind of blended together. And Mace is probably a lot better about tracking that stuff than me,” Faye admitted.

We’ve really been here that long? I feel like Mace just got us here yesterday, almost, and just a few moments ago, I told him I wanted to be his girlfriend, and that I wanted Cinder to be his girlfriend, that we want to be his fucktoys, his partners, best friends, companions, Faye thought. It really had been that long, though, she knew.

A week was most likely right. “Oh, wow. So, has it been accommodating?”

“Why do you ask?”

Addy nodded. “I’m USF. I knew all about the construction of Delta. I had a vague idea of who Mace is already, but that’s because he was in charge of some of Delta’s engineering, mechanics, and transportation details. They also cleared him to manage some of the research here, though it looks like he’ll be doing that completely,” Addy noted.

Faye shrugged. “I mean, I think that’s going to be your thing, now,” she said. “The vaccine was such a non-possibility before. I was there when we pulled up some negative reports. Dr.… Sinmon, I think. And a few others. But he’ll put you as lead vaccine researcher. Which, reminds me… how was it?”

“What?” Addy asked. “The vaccine?”

Faye nodded. “Some unpleasant side effects. Sedative, at first, and gave me a minor headache. Fever-like symptoms. Manageable.”

“Did you know it was going to work?”

Addy nodded. “I knew, immediately, when I received the injection, that there were going to be major consequences. The vaccine had worked, and I knew it did because of my immune system’s reaction. I knew a vaccine was on the table, and that reshapes our future.”

“God. So, they gave you some doses of the Singe virus?” Faye asked.

Addy nodded. “Well, I injected myself with a lab-weakened variant. And, it’s more of a complex. The Singe is some alien virus-parasite-prion thing, so we called it a complex, since we don’t really understand what it’s supposed to be. It’s hard to classify the thing,” Addy admitted.

“You injected yourself?” Faye gasped. “What if it didn’t work?”

“If it hadn’t of worked, then the weakened virus would have put me into a temporary coma and given me some internal burns… it would have been awful, surely, but I would have survived, barely, but it is possible with USF tech and our medical advancements. Those regenerators and AIs are so advanced—they have all the most recent training data, use neural-optic chips, and have basically assembly level access to cells of all kinds, stem included.”

Faye nodded. “Huh.”

This kitsune literally just injected herself, risking her own life, to see if she could save everyone, Faye thought. That’s badass.

“Yes. So,” Addy continued. “You said a week, right? I didn’t know about what Delta had done with its kitchens and there are some extra things Mace mentioned that I wasn’t aware of. I confess I didn’t know that much, honestly. Just the medical side of Delta, well, and its size. I knew it had food, but didn’t think it had steaks, if that makes sense.”

Faye shook her head. “Mhmm. I mean, that’s understandable. I didn’t even know a place like this existed.”

“They dumped all the remaining funds, and whatever else, into this place. That’s about where my knowledge goes for it. I have much to learn. Like I said, I knew it was big, and it was capable, but this is far beyond what I thought I was going to see,” Addy admitted. “You said the rooms have showers?”

Faye smiled. “Yes. A decent sized shower too, could fit a couple people in it.”

Addy blushed a little. “Oh, excellent. I can’t wait to take a shower,” she said, lashing her fluffy tail. “I’m filthy.”

“Hey, don’t worry, I was caked in sweat and dirt and blood and all sorts of other stuff when we got here. The shower is so nice. You’re going to love it,” she said.

“Hopefully. So,” Addy paused. “I, uh, are you two dating him?”

Faye burst into laughter. “Oh?”

“From the comments in med lab and dinner,” Addy said. “I’m just outright asking. I’m curious, or is that too much for my first night here?”

Faye thought about it. Was it? Would Mace be mad if she took the reins on the question? “Well,” Faye began. “I am with Mace. He and I are dating and… well, Cinder and him are… basically in a relationship. We’re all in a relationship and Mace is uh, kind of like, the leader, or—”

“Ah, this is sort of like a harem,” Addy observed. “Interesting. How is it working so far?”

Faye shrugged. “I’m fucking thrilled, but we’ve only been official, he and I, for a night or two. As a tough-as-nails-bitch, I didn’t think I would succumb so much to my higher… intimate desires. You know how we are,” Faye said.

“Yes. High sex drives,” Addy said. “An unforeseen side effect of the engineering, I believe.”

“How much could you access of project KITSUNE’s history?” Faye asked. “We don’t know much about ourselves, as much as we should anyway, and I’m curious about it.”

Addy nodded. “Not much. Most of the research and documents and history were destroyed. The few areas where the servers stored the backup data went down and, well, that was it. USF tried to access them again, I believe, but only corrupt bits and pieces were received. I pieced together what I could, and I sorted through the terabytes of corruption, bit by bit, hoping to uncover something. It’s a hobby of mine,” Addy laughed, then shrugged. “Most times, nothing turns up.”

Faye sighed. “Well, I guess it doesn’t matter. Anyway, you’re serious about staying?”

“Going out there would be asking to die. Suicide,” Addy fidgeted with the hem of her lab coat, trying not to think about almost being eaten. “So, yes. You know,” her voice grew soft, “I never really had too many friends.”

She’s more fragile and adorable than Cinder, Faye thought.

“Want some?”

Addy’s tail swished rapidly. “Do you think, maybe, you and everyone, if they’re open to it, would be my friends?”

Faye shook her head, smiling. She placed a clawed hand gently on Abby’s shoulder as they walked. “Of course, yeah, as long as you’re not a serial killer,” she laughed.

They were at one of the doors, then. “Understandable. Are we on the same corridor yet?”

They turned another corner. “Now we are,” Faye said. “That door is Mace’s and Cinder’s room.”

“Huh, why didn’t we just follow them?” Addy asked.

Faye shrugged. “I figured it was better to walk with you and talk, so I took the long way.”

Addy didn’t say anything for a second. “Smart.”

“This one is my room, though I’m basically never in it,” Faye said, pointing down the hall at a door across from Mace’s.

“Which one is Cinder’s?” Addy asked.

Faye pointed. “The one next to mine. She was further down, but got lonely, moved closer, and now she’s starting to sleep with us.”

Addy blushed. “Oh.”

“I mean, like, literal sleep,” Faye said. She bit her bottom lip. “Hm. And that other one, too, though it hasn’t happened quite yet, though.”

“You’re really okay just having your boyfriend uh, have time like that with her? And you all share a bed?”

Faye nodded. “Well, I mean, yeah. Besides, out of me and Cinder, I’m the dominant one. She just doesn’t know it yet.”

Addy burst into laughter. “Oh, wow. That’s good. That was just what I needed to roll off the night,” she giggled, wiping a tear of laughter from her eye.

Faye smirked. “Hm. Well, Addy, which room would you—”

“The one closest to you all,” she said. “The one next to Cinder or you, or Mace, I don’t care,” she said.

Faye snickered. “Alright, alright,” she nodded. “Okay, well, you can have the one across from Cinder or next to her, or the one next to mine,” Faye suggested.

“Hm,” Addy paused. She considered Faye’s suggestions. “Quite the choice,” Addy admitted. “Perhaps I can try all three?”

Faye raised a brow. “Try them?”

Addy nodded. “Yes, if that’s okay. I can try sleeping, oh, next to you tonight—I mean in the, uh apartment, ha. And then maybe tomorrow, next to Cinder, and then Mace. Again, the rooms,” Addy explained.

Faye chuckled. “Yeah, we can do that. It’s not like anyone is in either of them,” she said. “Or that we’re charging. Okay,” Faye gesticulated with an open hand to the neighboring door of her apartment. “Let’s get you comfortable.”

Addy smiled, wagging her tail. “I can’t wait to shower.”

“I bet,” Faye grinned. She led her to the door and opened it. “I don’t know if you’re synched up with Delta yet, so Mace might have to add your credentials so you can do this kind of stuff. He’ll give you a chronometer, too, and that’s another way to get in, also your biometrics.”

The door slid open, revealing the cool darkness of APARTMENT N-3B. “Oh wow,” Addy said as she stepped in. “The lights aren’t even on, and I can tell it’s bigger than I thought it was going to be.”

Faye flipped on a light. “You can set them to automatically turn on when they sense you,” she explained. “I did it to my room the other day, before I basically stole Mace’s left side of the bed.”

“Oh yeah?” Addy laughed. She looked back to the now illuminated room. “Yeah, this is way bigger than I thought it was going to be.”

Faye followed her in. The door sliding shut behind her. “Yeah, it’s really nice. Your own kitchen, a living room, a bedroom, and some have multiple bedrooms. This one…”

“I think I see two,” she said. “One in the back and one off to the side.”

Faye smiled. “Good.” She continued on, making her way to the fridge. “I think I could go for some water. Oh, your fridge is always stocked too. There’s a conveyer system in the walls and other storage units for stuff like that. That being said, it also dispenses chilled water,” Faye said. “Want a glass?”

“Yes, please,” Addy said, exploring her new room.

“Cool.” Faye grabbed a couple cups from the cabinet. She paced to the fridge and began to fill both of them up. “Did you want ice?” Faye called.

Addy called back from somewhere in the living room. “No, thank you!”

Faye giggled to herself. The kitsune was definitely adorable and, if she was being honest, she wondered how Mace would look stuffing her, too. Probably powerful.

Addy was definitely shorter than her and, possibly, shorter than Cinder. She wouldn’t be surprised if the scientist kitsune was the shortest, which only made her more adorable. God, Mace is going to wreck her with his dick if it ever happens, Faye thought to herself.

She knew enough about her anatomy to know that kitsunes didn’t exactly have large vaginas by a mile. They were very, very, very tight and small. A few medical books she found on the human anatomy in her excursions, and talking with some of the female humans in TALON, made that pretty clear.

With Addy being smaller than them both, which Faye was certain of, Mace’s cock was probably going to make her ache for a while. But, it’d still be hot to watch… if it ever happened.

Get a grip on yourself, Faye inwardly scolded. How can I already be thinking about that right now? How can I just want to see her fucked by the human guy I’m basically mated?

Faye swallowed. Oh shit, she thought. Mated. That’s right. That was a bond thing with them. She knew that, too. Well, Mace was truly fucked, then, because her and Cinder would never leave.

Oh, he’s fucked, quite literally, too, and I think he’s okay with that, Faye quietly giggled to herself. She picked up the water after the refrigerator was done filling the cup with chilled, purified, Delta water.

“Fresh water, coming up,” she announced, and made her way to the living room.

“Oh, thank you,” Addy said. She was already planted in Delta’s apartment sofa, studying the room, taking in everything that was there. “They made the walls pretty bare.”

Faye nodded, handed Addy one of the cups, and sat across from her in the other sofa. A coffee table sat between them, bare and unused. She set her cup down after taking a drink and looked around the room. “You know,” Faye said. “You could hang some stuff up,” she suggested.

Addy pursed her lips after setting the water down, and thought about it, then nodded. “Yeah. That’s a good idea,” she said. “But I don’t know where I’d get the art. Does Delta have—”

“A series of state-of-the-art fabricators, 3D printers, and ancient art replicants? Why yes, we do,” Faye smiled. “Shit, there are programs you can watch on your display in here, if you want, that are full-on documentaries. We were literally watching some movie last night. It was a romance.”

Addy swallowed. “Romance?”

“Yeah, turns Cinder is hellbent on watching everything with Mace and me, but doesn’t care for romance movies, so he just put it on in the background as noise while she played arcade games.”

“Arcade games?” Addy lit up. “Oh, man, I got to try some of those!”

“Yeah, they’re pretty badass. I need to get on one, too, but there are also video game consoles. You have a console in your apartment, but the other stuff is all in the rec room, though I’m pretty sure it can be moved to our rooms if we want, for the most part.” Faye wiggled into the sofa’s cushions.

“Damn. This is basically a colony,” Addy noted. “I mean, they have everything. The amount of resources that went into building this place was absurd. USF really went to town. I know how much they pulled out of just one asteroid impact zone from a few centuries back, and it had a lot of useful material. And that was only one they mined,” Addy explained. “God. This is probably their last Eden. The last-ditch attempt at saving everyone here.”

“Well, you might be the kitsune that does that, Dr. Charm,” Faye smiled. “Addy.”

Addy blushed and returned to her water. She set it down, making a sound with her mouth, then stared at Faye. “You said that these apartments can fabricate their own wardrobes?”

Faye nodded. “Oh yes. I’m quite the enjoyer of darker… clothes.”

“Darker?”

“I’m a goth fox girl at heart, I think,” she explained. “I think that’s what they’re called. Not sure. Just found magazines of different styles when I was surviving, and the kind of classy, subdued goth look is my favorite. I think it’s the sexiest.”

Addy’s tail wagged. “It can fabricate all that stuff?”

“Oh yeah, chokers, too. And uh, well, garter belts, panties, shirts, bras, gloves, bracelets to some extent.”

“Oh wow,” Addy said. “I’m not sure what my fashion sense is, but I got to try this. It’s in the closet?”

“Well, they call it a closet, but it’s more like a room, but yeah. And it will already be lined with clothes.”

“Can you show me where that is?” Addy asked. “And how to use it?”

Faye smiled. “Right this way.”

She’s going to be fun, Faye thought.


14. Arcades

Addy opened the shower door, staring inside. She tapped a clawed fingertip on her lower lip, then slid off her glasses. Faye helped her set up the next set of clothes and, deciding to give something a bit more casual a shake, opted for a sweater and high-hip jeans. Faye called it the “mom” jeans, but Addy didn’t mind. She thought it’d look good on her, especially with the hips and curves she was gifted with.

That, and she didn’t want to put on anything too intense… though that did cross her mind. She wanted to show off a bit, have a little fun, maybe, once everything was settled. Her sex drive was kicking in and she knew it would begin to nag at her, but Addy still had some lever of control over it.

She slipped off her dirty socks and threw them into a trash can. She undid her button on the pants next, unzipping the fly. The kitsune scientist worked them off slowly, each tug and pull downward met with a sound of blood and caked dirt flaking to the floor.

Eventually, they were off. She also discarded them, happy to rid herself of the things. She happened to glance at herself in the mirror, chancing a moment to really study herself. Holy shit, she was dirty. Way dirtier than she thought.

Her crystal blue eyes stood out among the smeared dirt, dried blood, and caked on gunk. They just let me eat at the table with them like this, Addy thought. God, how embarrassing? I must have made them want to wretch.

But that wasn’t true. Everyone ate without a problem. Addy leaned forward, studying some of the matted fur in her fluffy ears. She twitched one. “Cleaning those,” she said to herself quietly.

Addy turned and stuck a hand in the shower stall and searched for something to start the hot water. She felt stupid because, after a second, the kitsune top-of-her-class realized that the system at Delta used an inlaid touch-display. Addy shook her head. She normally would have picked up on that.

After a second or two, Addy dialed in the settings she wanted: hot water, the setting for a lot of mist and rain, and a softening in the water to soothe her aching body. Fuck, she might even take a steamy bath afterward, if she felt up to it.

Addy had a feeling the piping hot water would relax her muscles so much, she’d have to go lay down and forget about doing anything useful for the night. A hot shower after a big meal and then I can sleep, oh the sleep will be so good. I won’t be able to keep my eyes open. I’ll be so tired…

Addy watched the water fall from the many micro-outlets above the shower stall. She looked over to the opposite side of the bathroom, staring at the giant tub, and made a mental note to do it maybe tomorrow night. It, too, appeared to have plenty of settings and dispensers.

Addy returned to her shirt and tugged it off, revealing the supple cleavage of her soft breasts.

She glanced at herself in the mirror again, undoing her black-lace bra and discarding it to the side. She stretched, then, free of the material digging into her sensitive skin. It felt good to let loose, to not feel cramped up, and she was tired of wearing the thing. Once she had rest, and was clean, she’d fabricate another one from the machines in the closet that did it so well, according to Faye.

The basic outfit she requested was currently being fabricated, and when she was out of the shower, she would probably put on the underwear, maybe only that. That was if she could make it to the closet. Addy had a feeling that once she was out of the shower, the only place she would go to would be the bed.

And drift off into the deep dark of gentle slumber.

She didn’t really have a problem with nightmares, but she did wonder if they’d come for her in her rest. Typically, she was able to sleep fine, even with the knowledge of The Singe, but being stuck in a lab with whom-fucking-knew how many of them might have a different effect.

She let out a sigh, then calmly started on her panties. In a way, she thought about Mace watching her undress. Unwrapping a present, that present being her. God, I’m already fucking horny, and I’m totally new here.

At least, if it were a possibility, they would be open to it. Addy didn’t know how much of that worked—she’d never had a boyfriend, let alone a girlfriend, let alone been in a three or four-way kind of thing, and maybe it was her divergence from the norm, but she actually kind of liked the idea. Why did she have to wait, at least personally, and inwardly, for something to match up?

Why did she have to take it slow? Did The Singe take it slow? Addy shook her head. She returned to working off her panties, slipping them down to her knees, then ankles, and stood. Again, she caught herself in the mirror. Even with needing to eat, she still had her shapely thighs and ass.

That’d suck if I’m going to explore some sort of kinky harem or sex stuff, she thought. Addy wanted to look her best, but she also suspected that, if she had been flatter-chested and basically a tiny little thing for her backside, Mace, Faye, and Cinder probably wouldn’t care. Oh my god, just get in the shower, I can’t believe I’m still thinking about this.

“Alright, hormones, we might have to take care of you later,” Addy quietly told herself.

She lifted a nude leg and stepped foot into the shower. Her nipples had firmed, partly with excitement, but mostly because the room was a little too cool, and her body had been exposed to air. Completely and totally nude.

The cool light of the bathroom illuminated the kitsune’s feminine, delicate features, and accented the curves of her breasts, hips, ass, and thighs. Addy let the water run down her face, to the nape of her neck, collar bone, and over the bare, nude skin of her C-cup breasts and soft, pink nipples. Immediately, she felt relief.

It was like a drug. Like a strong benzodiazepine, she thought. A good dopamine hit. An ‘ahhhh, that’s the stuff’ kind of feel. She huffed out a steamy puff of breath, eyes firmly closed, and continued to absorb the hot, steamy, softened water.

In the thick haze of a steamy shower that collected now into a dense vapor, Addy felt bliss. She was going to be okay. She wasn’t going to starve. She wasn’t going to die, and for fuck’s sake, she was going to eat steak and bacon. God. And a handsome human guy saved her, along with his cute, badass kitsune friends.

Addy thought about that as she reached for a dispenser of body wash and a loofa. She piled on a good, creamy, glob of the body wash. Earlier, she’d selected rose and honey, and she instantly could smell the sweet and relaxing floral aroma. It wasn’t as strong as she’d like, but that might change as she scrubbed off the dirt, oil, and blood caked to her.

She lathered up the loofa with a healthy amount of suds and effort, then started. First, her neck. Then her shoulders. The aroma of her body wash choice was now more obvious. Addy inhaled it deeply, smiling widely.

She continued onto her chest. She lathered her breasts, administering a generous amount of soap, and did the same down to her navel, happy to see that there was indeed a thin layer of grime about everywhere on her body being lifted away. She watched it slip into the drain, along with the delightful lather, and smiled when the water started to lighten a bit. She still had the rest of her body, but Addy was already satisfied.

Delta was proving to be quite the place.

And there was more. Hell, there was talk of the arcades, and consoles, and so many other fun things. Being the lonely fox girl, Addy had little interaction with many people, let alone kitsunes, or anyone that would bother giving her an ounce of time. She was quick to trust, and she knew it was a problem, but she couldn’t help it.

Addy was also quick to expose herself emotionally and mentally. It just kind of happened, as she had described it. She’d developed great control over keeping it hidden, but in truth, that control waned from time to time, and eventually she would be too weak to contain it. Addy took another deep breath of the steamy, hot water vapor in the air.

She moved down to her groin, delicately washing her tight pussy, making sure that, too, was extra clean. Just in case, Addy thought devilishly to herself.

Next, she thoroughly cleaned the ultra-caked on dirt and grime that peppered her lower calves and ankles. The water darkened to a filthy brown and maroon, eventually lightening and, after a few seconds, was clear again. “Oh, thank god,” she murmured to herself.

She started on her backside next, careful to apply a good amount between the cheeks, happy to see those parts of her were very clean, and then went up her lower back before reaching to the back scrubber. Addy set the loofa aside and gripped the handle of the scrubber and stared at it for a second.

In my hand, sometime soon, there could be a resolution to The Singe. She studied the scrubber, turned it, and appreciated the bristles and wooden texture, the way it seemed to fit well in her hand. She lathered it up with a healthy amount of soap and worked it into her back, making sure to exfoliate everything she could.

The shower continued to run. Pattering of hot, filtered, softened water and the gentle sound of a contained rainfall filled the air. I bet I’m looking hot right now, Addy thought. Damn it, shut up, I can masturbate later. I’ve got a disgusting, matted, extra fluffy tail to shampoo, and there’s my hair. Addy let out another sigh.

Already, within a night, masturbation was on her mind. When was the last time she even did that? She couldn’t remember. The only time she could recall, if she tried hard enough, was one night in her bunk when she massaged her clit and slipped in a finger into herself until eventually, she got off.

The memory came back a bit clear, and she now remembered the orgasm and how it relaxed her into a deep sleep. She was thankful she didn’t squirt. If Addy had, she’d need to replace a sheet or two, and she didn’t feel like dealing with that. Imagine, she thought, a kitsune woman, half-naked, stealthily stalking the hall, with a tangled wad of bedsheets in her hand, clearly smelling like sex, and a look of shame on her face, trying to find the laundry room. Oh boy, that’d be embarrassing, Addy laughed.

But maybe, at Delta, that wouldn’t be.

Addy finished with her exfoliation and started on the shampoo, debating on what to work with first. She glanced at the cute mound between her legs, also happy she didn’t have to shave. Addy didn’t like the thought of having pubic hair, and for her, she never grew any. Addy shrugged.

She pooled an amount of shampoo in her hand, re-wet her hair, and started working it into her scalp. This one, honey and milk, filled the stall with an obvious aroma.

Addy continued to massage as more dirt and grime released from her hair. She smiled, enjoying the calming sensation of the rich shampoo. The thick, scented lather ran down her breasts and belly, between her legs, and down to the stall’s floor.

She finished, rinsing it out and then deciding to do another round before she began on her tail. A part of her dreaded cleaning it, because she knew how filthy it too had become during her survival. She wet it, made a scrunched-up face when immediately dirt released and dripped to the stall floor.

Eeee, it’s so gross! She grabbed an unreasonable handful of shampoo from the dispenser and went to work. “Oh god,” she murmured. “Never again.”

Eventually, the matted, dirty fluff was released and now freely flowed with the water. She let out a sigh, realizing it must have darkened her fur two whole shades. The same with her ears, too, which she’d already cleaned.

Addy let out a happy sigh and turned to face the water.

I could get out but… well… who needs excuses when I have to seriously condition my fluffy tail and scalp? Addy smiled to herself, lashing her drenched tail, flicking soap and water along the tiled walls. I’ll be in here a bit longer, she thought to herself.

***

Faye continued down the hall, debating on whether laying in bed with Mace and Cinder would risk too much moving around and all that for his back. She considered it, really debating, and decided to hold off. If she knew anything, she knew they were in there now, embracing. Whether Mace was inside Cinder was up for anyone’s guess.

Not that Cinder didn’t want to.

Or that Mace didn’t want to.

In fact, Faye was certain that Mace wanted to, and that Cinder wanted to, but also was certain that Cinder wouldn’t do anything to risk injuring him. So ass and pussy are off the table, mostly, Faye thought. Well, Cinder could use her mouth and hands, so long as Mace doesn’t squirm too much.

Faye shook her head, smiling. Was that going to be her thought process for the rest of the night? Just utter lust? Was she the only one feeling that way? No, can’t be—Addy said something about a high sex drive… what if Addy is feeling that way too? I almost bet she is, or is aware of it…

Now that would be a group session, Faye thought. Easily, she could dominate them and make them Mace’s sluts—much like she was herself—and have some fun. Classy sluts, though. And they would be, she guessed. Because she liked, lusted, and wanted Mace, and so did Cinder.

And if she knew anything, Addy was probably feeling the same way, or well on the way to feeling that. Me and Cinder could control her throat and mouth while she works on Mace. “Fuck,” Faye said to no one.

She was extra horny tonight. Her lust was higher than it had been. Was this something to do with surviving the incident, seeing Mace’s personality and body on full display, or the idea of being part of a… harem? Faye swallowed.

The kitsune didn’t know.

She’d left her room earlier after helping Addy set up and decided to run for a snack. She was already hungry again and, on the way back from effectively vaporizing beef jerky and chocolate, she was on her way to her room again.

She knocked on their door and waited. It slid open. Cinder was there, tail swaying in a t-shirt with nothing on beneath it. “Faye!” she said. Immediately, Cinder embraced her.

“I’m happy you stopped by,” Cinder said.

Faye smiled back happily. “I see. You got anything on under there?”

Cinder let go and stepped into the corridor and shrugged. “Nah, just the shirt,” she said.

“Addy might catch a glimpse of your ass hanging out,” Faye teased.

And Cinder’s ass was hanging out. The shirt did a bad job of cover anything below the edge and left the bottom inch or two of her cheeks on full display. “Oh well,” Cider said.

Faye let a grin pierce her face. “You little slut,” she said. “You’re adorable. How’s Mace?” Faye asked.

Cinder rolled her eyes. “Come in and see. This is your room, after all.”

“Yeah, but it might be all three of ours in the future,” Faye admitted.

Cinder smirked and lit up with quiet excitement. “I’d like that.”

“And we get to keep our own apartments too, for plotting, or whatever we want,” Faye added. “Alright, show me the handsome guy.”

Cinder led her into the bedroom. “You’ll be happy to know I was a good girl,” she said. “I didn’t try to fuck him or give him head. Oh, I wanted to, but for a couple of reasons I didn’t.”

They rounded a corner that led into the master room with Mace. “I didn’t think you’d risk it. Why didn’t you?”

Cinder nodded. “Well, I don’t want to risk him getting hurt and… well, if he’s feeling better later, I’ll suck his dick.”

“You better do a good job,” Faye said.

Cinder wagged her tail. “Oh, I’m going to. As for sex, I want you to watch… okay, Faye?”

Faye raised a brow. “Hot, you want me to watch. I want to be there.”

“I figured you did. That’s another reason,” Cinder said.

“What’s up?” Faye asked.

Cinder paused, then giggled a little, and smiled with her bright, kitsune teeth. “I might be wrong, but I think you really like telling me what to do with him, and I think you like being in charge of me. Am I wrong? It’s okay if you are.”

“Oh? And if I am?”

Cinder tapped a claw on her lower lip and gazed up at the dark ceiling. “I’ll trade you. I’ll tell you one of my kinks. In fact, I’ll tell you them all, since we’re sharing him. My kitsune instincts are really kicking in. Kinda thinking he should be our alpha, but not a high ego, douche-kind. Anyway… um, alright, that’s my offer. How’s that sound?”

Faye held back an uproar of laughter. “Cinder, I would have told you, anyway. You kind of fucked up offering that, so I’m going to take that deal, and now you have to tell me every dirty thing you want to do with Mace.”

Cinder giggled. “Damn. Oh no,” she said sarcastically. “What ever will I do? But you go first,” she said. “Am I right? You like telling me what to do with him? You’re more of a dom?”

Faye nodded. “Yes. Of course.”

Cinder smirked. “I fucking knew it,” she said.

Faye laughed quietly. “Yeah, I like that idea a lot. Fucking him together is fun. And sharing him. And, honestly, everything we’ve talked about. But… it’s your turn to tell me one of your kinks. I’ll make it fair: just one tonight. What’s something dirty you want to try?”

Cinder gulped. “Oh boy… um… I think he’ll ask but, if he doesn’t, maybe we can try suggesting like, I eat your pussy while he fucks me from behind?”

Faye flushed red. “Holy shit,” she murmured. “You kinky slut. Fuck yeah. I could use a good eating out,” Faye admitted. “We’ll have to really fuck his brains out when he’s feeling better.”

Cinder’s tail wagged. “Great. Oh, here,” she said, pointing to Mace’s bedroom door.

Faye followed her in. She smiled warmly to herself, gazing at the dark shape of Mace’s body beneath the covers. He was resting and, like Cinder had said, she took good care of him. He was tucked in, and a warm, red nightlight was going. “Why you’d set up the night light?”

“It’s more for me…” Cinder admitted.

Faye giggled. “Well, you’ve got us to help with that. I see you picked red too.”

Cinder gulped. “Do you think he’ll mind? Do you mind?”

Faye shook her head. “No, not all.” Faye placed a hand on her hip, swishing her tail in the ambient light from the master apartment’s living room, and open the door. “No, I don’t think he will. He’ll think it’s cute. Besides, you got to see where you’re walking, though we don’t really need it for that. Guessing it might help you sleep.”

Cinder nodded. “Yeah, I’m getting some bad nightmares lately, and I don’t want to risk it freaking and potentially ruining some of that freshly healed tissue,” Cinder explained. “So, I think this will work.”

“Have you slept with a night light before?” Faye asked. “I mean, just curious.”

Cinder nodded. “All the time, out there. I would use a candle, an LED torch, whatever I could find, but only if they couldn’t see me either. I had to be sure of that.”

Faye nodded. “That makes sense,” she said. “Yeah, we’ll have to make up for the delay for us not having sex with him. I hope he fucks our brains out. I want to be fucked silly,” Faye said, licking her lip.

“You too?” Cinder flushed.

Mace stirred.

“Come on,” Faye said. “Let’s talk about this in the hall.”

Cinder nodded. “Okay.” She turned and blew a kiss to Mace as he slept. “Hope you can keep up with us needy fox girls,” she teased.

Faye giggled.

With that, they made their way into the corridor again. The door to Mace and Faye’s—Cinder, too, whether she knew it or not—slid shut. “So, anyway, you too?” Cinder asked.

Faye nodded. “Yeah. I mean, I’m always down to do whatever with him, but like… I don’t think this feeling is more intense than usual. I’m less… reserved.”

“Do you think it’s a survival mode thing?” Cinder queried. “Like, I don’t know, we’re not out there as much now, and it’s letting our programmed libido kind of like come back? I don’t know,” Cinder said. “My best guess.”

Faye shrugged. “Who knows?”

“It could be because there’s more of us now,” Addy suggested.

They turned eyes on Addy. She stood there, waving gently and smiling. Cinder raised a brow and tilted her head. “Didn’t want to sleep more?”

Faye turned to her. “Oh wow, I thought you would have slept a lot more. You were only out for a few hours,” Faye said.

Addy nodded. “I admit, I don’t think I was prepared for the restlessness. Those first two hours were like a coma,” Addy said. “So, what are us kitsune girls to do for the night? Anything fun? I heard you plotting,” Addy said.

Cinder blushed, and Faye laughed. “We were. Are you hungry?” Faye asked.

Addy nodded. “Actually, yes. Maybe we could have a bite to eat, us girls. I want to know more about… Mace, if that’s okay. And I have questions about… the mechanics of certain relationships,” she admitted.

Faye smirked. “Oh, so, are you feeling it, too?”

Addy smiled, blushing. “Feeling what?”

Cinder rolled her eyes. “Don’t lie!”

“Yes,” Addy said. “I am. That is part of our nature, I suppose.”

“Hm. Cute,” Faye smirked.

She’ll definitely look good with Mace, too. How am I helping the man build a harem? Oh well, I’m sure he won’t mind. “Sure, let’s go discuss this over some food.”

“Oh, want to see the arcade?” Cinder chimed.

“Sure,” Addy said. “I actually thought about that as I was showering.”

“You look more fluffy and your furs a bit lighter,” Cinder complimented. “Oh my god, what are you using? You smell delightful,” she added.

“The honey and rose body wash, and the honey and milk for my shampoo.” Addy turned to look down the corridor. “Is there only one arcade or recreation room?”

“There are plenty,” Faye said. “Mace admitted he doesn’t know if the entire base has the cabinets, but maybe we can find one.”

Cinder wiggled her hips and tail, hands curled up beneath her chin. “Gah! We can, like, have a small adventure!”

“Sounds good to me,” Faye said. “What do you say, Dr. Charm? Up for a little adventure? Got to bond over something, right? Can’t really have a harem without bonding.”

Addy blushed profusely, turning rosy-red. “Uhm, harem,” she repeated.

“It’s a joke,” Faye laughed. But it’s not a joke, she told herself in silence.

Cinder giggled. “Nah.” She stuck her tongue out at Faye, leaning forward, hands out and tail swishing. “I don’t think so.”

Faye snickered. “Maybe.”

“Well, come on,” Cinder said. “Let’s go find a rec room with an arcade.”

“Lead the way,” Addy smirked.

***

Cinder found the rec room first and was happy to see the two arcade cabinets on the same side of the room as the other. “There aren’t as many,” Cinder said. “But this is still pretty nice. And this rec room has a small kitchen like the other, but not as big.”

“Two couches and a display,” Addy observed. “Hm. Is that a small refrigerator in the back?”

Cinder nodded. “Yeah, probably stocked with water or electrolyte drinks. Want one?” she offered.

Addy took it up. “Sure.”

Cinder smiled and made her way to the fridge. Faye sat on the couch and studied Addy, wondering if she should just be blunt about absolutely everything, and then approach Mace later. “Snacks are in that little pantry over there,” Faye pointed. “If it’s anything like the one in the other rec room. And there’s way more in the kitchen.”

Addy nodded and made her way to the pantry.

It became clear that she enjoyed the jeans she wore. Faye could see why. They really did accentuate the kitsune’s hips, thighs, and backside. Mace is going to love that. “So, how was that nap?”

“Very good,” Addy said. She stopped at the mini-pantry door and stared, as if waiting for permission.

“I mean it,” Faye said. “Go for it.”

Addy let out a sigh and opened the pantry door. “Sorry,” she said. “I’m not used to… a lot of this. Oh, pretzels!” she chimed.

Cinder set drinks on the rec room’s coffee table. “Heh, I like those too, and chocolate. There’s chocolate covered ones… can you toss me a bag?”

Addy nodded, and obliged, throwing her a bag of the chocolate-covered pretzels before closing the in-room pantry door. She came back with her own bags of snacks and sat next to Faye on the sofa. She set them on the coffee table and ripped one open.

Faye smiled. “I think I want one too,” she said.

Addy handed her a bag of trail mix. “I found this. Do you like trail mix?”

She nodded. “Had some of this the other day. It’s tasty,” she said. “Thanks.”

Addy nodded. “Mhmm. I love to share,” she said.

It’s like she’s hinting at it, Faye thought. “I bet. Sharing is really good.”

Addy glanced around the room. “Do you have soda? I kind of want to try some later,” she said. “I’ve never had it before.”

Faye nodded. “Mhmm. Cola, and a bunch of others.”

Addy grinned and opened her electrolyte drink. “Yay.” She took a sip. “So, I was curious about everyone’s relationship dynamics.”

Cinder nodded, now transfixed on the arcade. “Oh, yeah. What’d you want to know?”

Addy shrugged. “I’m… so, I’ll tell Mace, but I’m quick to, uh… be open. So, I was wondering if that kind of happened to you two? And like, how does it work, exactly? Are you all dating each other? Or just sharing him? Or something else? Maybe in-between?”

Faye shrugged. “We’re sharing him, and I guess that’s the way that’s working. Maybe you could look at it any way you want. What I know is that I fuck Mace, and I have Cinder do dirty things to him when it comes to the sex. Intimacy, we all cuddle each other, Mace primarily taking the charge there. Well, he takes the charges on about everything… well, everything.”

Addy blushed a bit. “Oh yeah?”

Faye nodded. “Yeah.” She tossed a handful of trail mix into her mouth and chewed it, then drank some water. “I mean… I’m his girlfriend and I’m pretty sure Cinder is, too. So… yeah. That’s how it is.”

“Interesting,” Addy said. “And… when did you know you were attracted to him?”

“Like I said, pretty early on.”

“Immediately, for me,” Cinder said. “Right then and there, I knew in the back of my fluff ball mind that I was going to absolutely pursue him, and when I learned Faye and he were already having sex, I had to temper my expectations and kind of like… figure it out, and see if that was okay… and it turns out Faye wants me to do stuff with him, and he wants to share us, and we want to share him so, yeah.”

“Okay,” Addy said. “Hm. Have you, uh, had a threesome yet?”

Faye shook her head. “I mean… not full on.”

“I gave him oral,” Cinder said. “I know for sure that’s definitely one of my favorite things to do now.”

Addy blushed a bit. “That’s… uh, quite provocative.”

“She’s good at it,” Faye winked. “Why are you interested in all of us? Did you fall for him at first sight?” Faye teased.

Addy blushed. “Um… so, I’m not ready to… comment on that, quite yet, but I admit he is extremely handsome and charismatic.”

Faye grinned. Yes, that’s right, join us. “We agree. How’re the snacks?”

Addy nodded. “Great. I might actually be starting to feel tired again.”

“Maybe you just need more food,” Cinder suggested.

Addy agreed. “That could be it. Yeah, I wouldn’t be surprised. I don’t remember exactly when the rest of the inhibitor’s other effects wore off, just the hunger suppression. Sometimes, it suppresses it so well, it’s not obvious that you need more sustenance than you initially predicted.”

Faye nodded. “Yeah, that’s probably it.”

“Us girls need to plan something,” Cinder said. She complained at her game, forsaking a glitchy monster and difficult controls, then continued on. “That way we can have more bonding time. Plus, it will be fun to plot. I’ve been thinking about the dinner we had.”

“Oh yeah?” Faye asked.

Cinder lashed her tail. “Mhmm. And I think it would be fun to cook up a dinner. But, I don’t know if you can manually cook,” she confessed.

“Oh, you can,” Faye said. “It’s just the AI and robotics can do it for you. I just kind of let them take over and tweak some settings.”

“Let’s do it without the robotics,” Cinder said.

Faye shrugged. “I’m not much of a cook.”

“Me either,” Addy said.

Cinder turned to them and placed a hand on her hip, the slit between her legs almost exposed by her shirt’s barely long enough length. “Well, I do! I was one of the people that cooked a lot while we were surviving out there,” she said. “Well… okay, I wasn’t a chef, at all, and there were a ton of things that I’ve only tried here, but I know when something is burned, not cooked enough, and how to mix stuff.”

“Hm, fair,” Faye replied. “You going to teach us?”

Cinder smirked. “Yes! Then we can cook for him. Wouldn’t that be romantic? Cooking for him?”

“Do you have a mother or housewife kink?” Faye teased. “You’re really loving the shit out of this mother fox mode,” she laughed.

Cinder nodded. “Well… okay, maybe I do but… admit it, you’d like to do it, too.”

Faye lifted her arms and hands, eyes closed. “Guilty,” she said as light caught the cleavage of her breasts.

Cinder giggled. “Good. Addy?”

“I must admit,” she began. “I am feeling a bit of this mother vixen thing, myself. I suppose nurturing must have been really programmed into us. More than I would have suspected.”

“We need to sit down sometime and you tell us everything you know about KITSUNE,” Faye said.

“I’ve mostly told you everything,” Addy said. “Though some stuff comes back in pieces. That would be a good thing to address. It might be possible to find more information. I know USF couldn’t really locate much, or piece much together, but I’m convinced it can be done.”

“Well, that can be something we do on the side,” Faye said.

Cinder’s tail swayed. “Yeah, that sounds like a good side project. Well, vixens, what are we going to cook?”

“More steak? And bacon?” Addy offered.

Cinder nodded. “Hm, yes! Now that’d be a breakfast,” Cinder admitted. “We could do all meals.”

“And in between, you can swallow him, or ride him with me,” Faye said.

“Keep his endorphins flowing,” Addy blushed and laughed. “If you go slow and you’re careful, cowgirl positions should be sufficient. Backwards or facing him. Same with oral or using your hand,” she said.

Cinder smirked wide. “Endorphins, huh?”

Addy nodded. “Yes, quite.”

“You seem to know a lot about this stuff,” Faye grinned. “All those positions.” Addy gulped. “I may have… studied, some anatomy,” she responded shyly.

Cinder chuckled. “Well, that can be useful. What all kinds of stuff is backwards cowgirl good for? Maybe putting on a show for him,” she suggested. Cinder tapped a finger on her lip. “Or anal.”

Faye snickered. “Aw, does Cinder want to try anal sex?”

She giggled. “Hmm, to be honest, yes,” she admitted.

“Me first, though,” Faye said. “I’m interested.”

“Since when?” Cinder asked.

“Since just now, when you said backwards cowgirl anal. Though… hmm, there are some fun positions for that I can think of,” she said.

“You two are very, uh, sexual,” Addy said.

“What’s the matter, Addy? You haven’t thought about it, yet? About what it’d be like to have Mace’s hard, throbbing, warm, human dick inside of you?” Faye teased.

Addy flushed bright red. Cinder laughed, motioning to Faye. “Oh, don’t be mean. Besides, even if we’re teasing about it now, we’re not totally sure how Addy feels about it, or how Mace will feel about it. What if it’s too fast? It’s literally her first night.”

“That is true. It might be a little too fast,” Faye said. “And we don’t even know what everyone wants.”

“You’re just having fun,” Addy said. “I’m not uncomfortable.”

“Didn’t think so,” Faye said. “We didn’t do this the right way. I’m assuming a lot, here. But, you kind of already implied it. It’s night one.”

“I might be awkward here or there,” Addy said. “But, I’m quite adept at many things, including fast adoption of new policies.”

“Hm… comment on that?”

Addy winked playfully. “Not quite yet.”

“I love this kitsune,” Cinder laughed. “Well, we’re going to get along so well. This is going to be fun.”

“I think so, too,” Faye said. She swished her fluffy tail. “I think it’s going to be a lot of fun.”

“Sex jokes and flirting aside,” Addy said. “Do you… I mean, do you guys like, think he’d like… oppose some slight advancements?”

“You must be extra horny,” Faye teased. “Only one night here.”

Addy swallowed. “Oh, uh, just doing some future calculations.”

“Mace seems very loving,” Cinder said. “I think you’ll grow close to him and me and Faye… at least I hope,” she said. “I know he will,” Faye said.

Addy smiled happily. “That would be… nice,” she smiled. The kitsune looked to Cinder and raised a brow. “Is that two-player?” she asked.

Cinder nodded. “Yeah!”

“Hm. Can we play?” Addy asked.

Cinder smiled a white, wide smile. “Please! We can plan breakfast while we game!”

Addy stood. “Cool.”

“Oh, you bitch,” Faye teased. “You never told me it was a two-player.”

“I thought I did!” Cinder whined, laughing.

“Come on, Addy,” Faye said. “Let’s go help her kick some ass.”

Addy smiled, wagged her tail, and joined the two at Cinder’s arcade cabinet.

***

Mace tossed in bed, catching himself from rolling too hard.

The surgery went well and, like Addy said, he was basically healed, but the tissue was still somewhat soft. It’d harden up, he knew, in time, but that time wasn’t quite yet. He found himself a little disappointed that he couldn’t take advantage of the situation with Faye and Cinder.

And maybe Addy, some day.

Mace let out a long yawn. The room was still dark and, from what he gathered on his chronometer, the rising sun of a predawn was commencing. He stretched gently with eyes still somewhat closed. He hadn’t fully woken up yet.

No, Mace was still in a decent slumber, but he was no longer in the world of dreams of he, the vixens, and the ruffled sheets of a sex drenched bed. He would be a liar if he didn’t admit to fantasizing about all three while he dreamed. Mace tried not to lie, not even to himself, unless it was beyond necessary.

Well, since no one was poking in his mind, and he wasn’t too keen on remembering much beyond his sexual desires, Mace didn’t bother replaying some of the scenes in his head. The one of Addy on her back, his cock down her throat, and Faye and Cinder stuff her holes with whatever toys they had.

The other vision of Cinder bent over, eating Addy’s pussy, while Faye kissed him. “Come for me,” Faye had said in the dream.

“She’s so tight,” Mace told her. “God, I’m going to…”

Before Mace could replay more of the obscene, lewd images, he heard the sound of his door slide open, then the footfalls of Faye and Cinder. And maybe another, too, but he was a little too tired to be certain of that. “Someone’s stirring,” Cinder said delicately.

The aroma of bacon, eggs, biscuits, gravy, hash browns and onions, ham, sausage, and lightly toasted buttered bread teased his nostrils. His eyes parted, and above him, he saw Faye and Cinder holding trays of food. “There’s our handsome man,” Cinder said, smiling.

Faye grinned too. “We brought you some food. You know, since you saved our asses however many times, we wanted to do something nice.”

A third figure lifted a smaller tray, filled with a variety of beverages. “I brought the drinks,” Addy said. “I included coffee, per Faye’s suggestion. And orange juice, among others. Cinder said you liked to have more than just coffee, if you could.”

“Well, I assumed that,” Cinder said.

Faye set the breakfast on Mace’s lap, then went to the bed’s console and adjusted the mattress. It rose, elevated him into a recline, and settled. Mace shifted a bit, letting out another stretch. He glanced between the three kitsunes, feeling a warmth fill him. They really cared about him.

He wasn’t totally sure about Addy, but she seemed to be interested in the entire situation. But, for sure, Faye and Cinder cared about him. He wasn’t sure how deeply but knew then and there that there was no going back in what they’d developed between each other. “You guys got me breakfast in bed,” Mace smiled.

“Do you have a display in here?” Addy asked. “I can set something up for you to watch.”

Mace nodded. “Yeah, there’s a remote over there on the nightstand.”

Addy found it and started the display along the wall in front of the bed. “Got it.”

“I was also going to say I could do it from here,” Mace said. “But thank you.”

“It felt better when I did it,” Addy said. She blushed a little.

The kitsunes organized around him and set up the trays, each bound to a rolling stand that locked over the bed once in position. “I thought I technically could get up and walk?” Mace asked.

Addy nodded. “Yes, you may, but these first couple days it’s crucial you only do that a little,” she said. “So later, I will walk with you to study the healing’s progress.”

Mace nodded.

Cinder leaned forward and kissed his cheek. “Morning, honey,” she said.

Faye giggled and kissed the other cheek. “Good morning, hottie.”

Mace smiled. “Thanks, lovelies.”

“Good morning,” Addy said from the foot of the bed softly.

“I would… well, never mind,” Mace laughed. “Anyway, how did everyone sleep?”

“Addy napped, and then we went to start breakfast. She napped again after that, so I was going to show them how to cook with what I remember, but decided to just have the Delta prep system make it this time,” Cinder explained. “But don’t worry, we will be cooking our meals later tonight.”

“Cinder is hellbent on making you a meal and well, I like the idea, too. She’s going to show us how to cook,” Faye said.

“Us?” Mace smiled.

Addy nodded. “Yes. I, too, would like to participate. I think it will be… a good way to get to know everyone a little more.”

Cinder kissed Mace again. “After you’ve had some food and some rest, we can come shower you in some more affection.” Her tail swished. “But whatever we do for you, you can’t squirm too much.”

Mace lifted a brow. He already knew where she was going with that. “Oh? Is that alright?” he asked to Addy.

“Yes, provided certain amenities. You’ll be in for a treat,” Addy explained. “Just relax and, like she said, don’t squirm too much.”

Cinder winked. “I’m going to help Addy pick some clothes, too. Faye showed her how to use the textile thing, so I’m going to help her pick things out to wear.”

“Oh? Why’s that?” Mace asked, digging his fork in. “Where’s your food?” he asked them all.

“I… uh…” Addy stammered.

Faye slowly lifted her hand. “You… want us to eat in here with you?”

“Uh, yeah,” Mace laughed. “And Cinder, why are you picking things to wear for Addy?”

“No reason! She’s okay with it!” Cinder chimed.

Addy nodded. “Yes. To enjoy the evening,” she explained. “Like an occasion.”

“Hm. Could I eat dinner in the rec room with everyone?” Mace asked.

Faye nodded. “Yeah. You do have to get up, but only for a few hours.”

“Correct,” Addy explained. “Some activity is good. So, after the walk would be a good time.”

“Excellent,” Mace said, sipping his morning OJ. “So, when are you going to run back down there and get your breakfasts?”

Cinder paused. “Uh…”

“Go on, everyone,” Mace said. “I want us to eat breakfast together. All meals, if we can. That okay, Addy?”

Addy nodded. “Well… I hadn’t thought of it but… I’d be happy to do that.”

“You already know we will,” Faye said.

Mace grinned. “Good. That’s how it’s going to be from now on. We have our meals together as much as we can,” he said. “So, scoot. Go get your breakfast.”

They smiled at him. Cinder playfully winked. “Yes, sir,” she said.

Faye smiled. “Don’t get up,” she touched his chest with a clawed hand. “I mean it.”

“Of course,” Mace smiled.

With that, Faye and Cinder kissed him twice, and then they went with Addy to the kitchen, retrieving their morning food.

Moments later, they returned. In the living room, Faye worked on bringing in a couple chairs. Cinder and Addy sat in them with their food while Faye gently nestled into the bed along his side. “This okay?” she asked.

Mace nodded. “Yeah, plenty of room and I didn’t even move an inch,” he said. “I love these overside king beds.”

“You can fit a lot of people on them,” Cinder said.

Faye snickered a bit and continued to work on her food. Addy didn’t seem to say anything about Cinder’s comment, but it was obvious she’d heard her. Continuing with the remote, Mace flipped through some of the selection of films, videos, and other clips to watch on the display. “What’re we watching?” he asked.

“Hm. How about… a mystery,” Cinder suggested.

Faye grinned. “Hell yeah. Those are fascinating,” she said. “I used to find comics here or there with murder mysteries.”

“I just read a book one time,” Cinder said. “So… I guess I jumped the gun. Do they have those in videos?”

Mace smiled. “Oh yeah, there are a bunch. What kind of mystery? Murder mystery, crime documentary, or—”

“Oh my god, the crime murder mystery documentary,” Addy chimed.

They looked at her. “Oh?”

Addy stared back. “What? Psychology is interesting.”

Faye and Cinder giggled. “Remember when I asked if you were a serial killer?” Faye teased.

Addy rolled her eyes. “Please,” she laughed. “I have nothing in common with those monsters. But,” she took a bite of her bacon, “I can admit with a mouthful of bacon that it’s really interesting.”

“Why people do terrible things to other people,” Mace added.

Addy nodded. “I’ve always wondered if there were a way to cure sociopathy or psychopathy,” she said. “It’s a neat little thing of mine, to study that stuff.” She chomped down on some bacon and sausage.

Mace shrugged. “Sounds interesting to me.”

“Do it!” Faye said. “I got to know now, since they have documentaries on it.”

“We’re morbid,” Cinder laughed.

“Don’t think so,” Mace added. “No one here would ever hurt one another.”

They all nodded. “Never,” Faye said.

“Same. Never,” Cinder joined.

Addy raised her fork, set it aside, and sipped on her juice. “And I would never.”

Mace, deep down, knew that Addy meant it. “Come on, start it!” Cinder said. “Not all of us had access to the USF video and film archive.”

“Alright,” Mace replied. He pressed play on the remote. The display filled with motion. A narrator began, beginning a moderately long segment about The Zodiac Killer. Immediately, they were glued.

It felt natural. He didn’t want it to change. Just him and the kitsunes having a moment like that, enjoying food, watching something on the display, and cuddling, laughing. Mace knew then that he would be opting to add Addy to their group.

And he had a feeling that they’d be okay with that.

The more snuggles, the more cuddles, the more laughter and joy, the more sex, the more fucking or making love, the more time together, more moments of delight, happiness, and love, the better.

***

Dinner came.

Mace, with a little assistance from Faye and Cinder, made his way out of bed and started for the dining rec-room suite, not unlike the one from the previous night. This one was closer, but the opposite direction of the main mess hall commons. Addy went with him as Faye and Cinder returned to the kitchen, preparing supper for everyone.

“How does your back feel?” Addy asked as they walked. “Tell me anything you feel as you walk,” she explained.

Mace considered it. He gently twisted side to side. “Don’t worry, I’m going slow.”

“Consider this a casual exam. I’ll watch your movements,” Addy said. “How do you feel, now? And good. Be cautious.”

He paused, then looked back at her. “Not bad. I think you did a good job, doc,” he teased.

Addy blushed a little. “Thanks. That was more the surgery apparatuses than I. I did have some handiwork in it,” she explained. “So, thank you, either way.”

“Welcome,” Mace said. “So, how did you like your first night? Did Faye and Cinder treat you alright?”

Addy nodded. “They did and… can I be honest with you?”

Mace nodded. “Go for it.”

“I loved it. I love this place,” Addy said. “I get to relax and be myself, a bit more. Less to worry about. Faye and Cinder said you set up the rest of Delta’s defense. That put me at ease even more.”

“I did,” Mace said. “There was a system that was down in the TRAM, unfortunately. I think someone was on the way here. Full of passengers… new Singe variant of some kind tore it up. The thing was a bitch to kill, but we got it and fixed the problem.”

Addy nodded. “Hm. I’m sorry to hear that. Did you ever figure out where they were inbound from?”

Mace shook his head. “No. Probably a different outpost.”

“I’m sorry,” Addy repeated. “Well, I suppose it’s fixed, then. Did you discover anything in the reports?”

Mace shrugged. “From what I looked over, not much. I didn’t even think a vaccine was a viable measure.”

Addy nodded. “Yes, well, maybe. We’ll see.” She turned a corner with Mace, swaying her tail. “You know, those variants are popping up more. I see a few cropping up from time to time. First, it was the slow ones. The biters,” she said. “Then, the wraiths. But those weren’t always so fast, though it doesn’t matter, now. Now… the thing you dealt with in the TRAM system.”

“I call it Gorejaws,” Mace laughed.

“Nice name,” Addy chuckled. “Brings a lot to mind.”

“There’s another variant,” Mace said. “It was… I don’t know. Thinner, taller. Could throw plasma or fire or shit from its boney hands.”

“Hm. We did see some biomaterial emitting from some variants of the wraiths,” she said. “And it did seem flammable. I did manage to catch a variant like that. In one of the subject labs. It was severely wounded and didn’t last much longer,” Addy shivered. “Which might have been for the better.”

“Boney, lanky?” Mace asked.

Addy nodded. “Yes.” She recalled the creature, emaciated and weak looking, yet burning from the inside with power.

“Hm. Hopefully that fucking stops, because I don’t know how long we can put up with entire species of Singed,” he said. “Singed. I like that.”

“Nice,” Addy said. “And no… probably not.”

Mace took several steps. “Hm,” Mace murmured.

“What?” Addy asked.

“I think we should start collating all the reports of different variants,” he said. “And some sort of program to create some bestiary for them.”

“That can be arranged.”

Mace nodded. “I’ll ask the AI, for sure. It can usually whip that stuff up pretty fast. Oh,” Mace turned to her. “Since you’ll be staying, I need to give you all the credentials. It will make your life easier.”

Addy nodded. “That’s fair. Faye gave me the combos for the rooms I wanted to try.”

“I heard you picked one pretty close to us,” Mace laughed.

“I did,” Addy admitted. “I confess, I didn’t want to be too isolated.”

“Safety reasons?”

Addy blushed a little. “Yes. Among others,” she said. Her fluffy tail swished as she smiled at him.

“Good,” Mace said. “How about after dinner, I set up those permissions for you? Once I’m better, I want to invest more time and resources into your Singe research. We have plenty of labs here.”

“I can start earlier, if you’d like,” Addy said. “I’m kind of a glutton for medicine.”

Mace smiled at her. “That’s good news,” he said. “And sure. We’ll give you that access tonight.”

Addy bit her bottom lip. “So, have Delta’s defenses gone off yet? I’m just curious.”

Mace pursed his lips and clicked his tongue. “The TRAM’s defense was all that wasn’t armed when I got here,” Mace said. “I haven’t seen anything go off for anything at Delta.”

“That means we’re pretty isolated,” Addy said. “I was worried they’d find us.”

“You’re not the only one to think about that,” Mace laughed.

Addy shrugged. “We should still be okay, I hope.”

“Oh, definitely,” Mace said. “Delta has firepower.”

“That’s good to know.”

Mace nodded.

“So… you and Cinder and Faye…”

Mace chuckled a bit. “Yes, me, Cinder and Faye are more accurate.” He thought about her name in there too but held back the desire to blurt it out. Mace wasn’t even sure if she would like the idea of that, though her hints were accumulating.

“I was just curious, it’s like, a three-way relationship, or?”

Mace shrugged. “I’m the leader, I guess, and they look to me… And kind of follow my lead.”

“I’m just not used to seeing that. Most of the humans I knew that had relationships with other people only had one partner,” Addy said.

“Well, this whole situation…” Mace paused. “Does it bother you?”

Addy waved her hands. “No! Not at all! It’s, uh, seems nice actually!” she said, blushing.

I’ll remember that, Mace thought. They continued down the hall when the intercom for Delta sounded over them. “Hey, you two,” Faye’s voice called. “Dinner is basically done.”

In the background, Cinder announced her successful preparation of spaghetti. “I did it! Meatballs, too!” she said. “There are cookbooks and stuff in Delta’s system, and we’re looking some over. Hurry up, I’m starving!”

Mace turned to Addy. “Are you hungry?”

She smiled. “Yes, actually.”

“Let’s eat,” Mace smiled. “How did I do on my casual exam?”

“Quite well. We’ll run some more labs and other tests soon,” Addy smirked.

“Good,” Mace replied.

A few times, he caught himself studying the curvature of Addy’s ass that filled her jeans. He appreciated her form, too, and was happy to see that the fabricator had done another good job. His eyes wandered to her chest next, the delicate shape of her neck and shoulders, and back down to her backside.

Mace swore she’d caught him checking her out, and smiled, only pretending she hadn’t noticed.

A good sign of what might be, he quietly mused to himself.


15. Dinners

They arrived at the dining room, with Faye and Cinder excitedly waiting for them. “Let’s dine, I’m starved!” Cinder whined.

Faye nudged her. “You’re far from the only kitsune here, starving,” Faye teased. “For more than just food.”

Addy seemed to react to the comment with twiddling clawed fingers, returning to the table and lashing her fluffy, light-toned, kitsune tail. “I’m quite hungry too.”

“We’re grabbing the food,” Faye said. “What do you guys want to do after this?”

“Hm, I don’t know, another movie?” Cinder turned to Addy. “Is he good to sit on the couch?”

“Yes, he can. He’s doing well. Still needs a couple more days of bed, though, and then after nothing intense. He’ll be in shipshape, and quickly,” she replied.

“Sounds good,” Faye said. “Italian night,” she said, smiling.

“I chose the theme,” Cinder said.

The spaghetti, meatballs, and bread, along with other sides, were brought to the table. Immediately, they dug in after passing plates and collecting servings. Mace threw a pile of spaghetti on his plate with extra sauce and parmesan, his nostrils tingling at the scent.

Next, Cinder and Addy did the same, then Faye. She’d brought out sodas earlier, this time per request of Addy. “Cola,” Faye said, handing the can to her from the side as she seated herself.

Addy gulped. She opened it and let out a small, surprised sound, then giggled a little. She lifted it, checked the can, then sniffed. She giggled again when the fizz touched her nose. “Ah,” Addy smiled. “That’s funny.”

“Fizz getting your nose?” Cinder asked.

Addy nodded. “It’s kind of making my nose tingle.”

“Wait until you drink it,” she said.

Addy licked her lips, smiled, looked at the cola, raised it, then brought the can to her parted mouth. Her eyes went wide, and she made another surprised sound, chuckling. She blushed. “Oh, wow… this is… wow,” she said. “I should have had some of the sparkling wine the other night,” she said. “It’s tickling my throat,” Addy laughed, then returned to drinking the cola.

“Is it good?”

Addy nodded. “It is and very sweet, too.” She set it down, letting out a satisfied breath. “I don’t think I’ll be drinking them frequently, but this is nice. For meals, this is tasty,” she said. “Or snacks.”

“What was that about drinking them all the time?”

“Okay, well, I’ll try not to,” she giggled. “Thanks,” Addy nodded gratefully to Faye.

Mace worked on his spaghetti, slurping down some of the noodles, cheese, and sauce. “Man, that’s so fucking good,” Mace commentated after finishing another bite.

“It’s delicious,” Cinder exclaimed. She turned to Mace, smiling widely. “Do you like us cooking for you?”

Mace nodded. “Yes, I do. But you’re not required, and I want to cook, too, sometimes,” he said. “But I do enjoy it quite a bit.”

Cinder smiled a wide, bright grin. She wagged her large, fluffy tail and nodded. “Yay!” she replied. “Well, I want to keep doing it if Faye wants to help. And Addy,” she said, pointing some of her meatball on a poly-alloy fork to the scientist. “If you want.”

“I’d love to. It’d be fun,” Addy replied.

Faye took another drink of her own soda and let out a satisfied sigh. “Fucking tasty. So,” she said, setting it down and beginning on a wad of spaghetti, “I think that movie idea sounds good. I’m down. Everyone wants to later?”

“After dinner,” Mace said. “That sounds fun.”

Cinder nodded merrily. “Yes, please! We can all snuggle up, uh, I mean me, and Faye and you and, well, sorry,” Cinder flushed. “Wasn’t trying to be a jerk.”

“It’s fine,” Addy said. “Whatever is comfortable. I’m happy just being there.”

“Aw, do you not like snuggles?” Faye asked.

Addy waved her fork, a meatball perched precariously on the end. “Now hold on,” she said. “I never said I didn’t like cuddles…”

“Just making sure,” Faye said. “For future reference.”

Addy blushed. “Lots of those,” she said. “Future reference things.”

Cinder shook her head, delighted by the rich pasta and savory meat. “Oh, this is sooooo good. I don’t want to stop making this,” Cinder said. “We have to have an Italian night every week.”

Faye jumped up from her chair, breasts jiggling gently, cleavage illuminated perfectly. She bounced a bit. “We can have fucking themed dinners!”

Addy started laughing. “Hey, that sounds good.”

“Oh, I’m so down,” Cinder said. Her tail still swayed, side to side in wide strokes. “I mean, that would be a fun group activity. Mace, what do you say?”

“I call Mexican, next,” Mace said. “I want some burritos and nachos.”

“Oh fuck.” Faye sat back down. “That sounds so damn good.”

Almost as good as the supple, large breasts you have there, Mace thought. He took another drink. I’m going to finish on them soon enough.

“Sweet. So, it’s a date! Sorry Addy, you’re tagging along now, so it counts as a date for you, also!” Cinder chimed.

Faye chuckled. “Yep, too late.”

Addy did not resist and, instead, feigned disappointment. Her voice was drenched with sarcasm, and she placed a lazy left hand onto her forehead and let out a pitiful sigh. “Oh no,” she sighed. “Whatever will I do?”

Mace chuckled at this. “That’s good,” he said. “At least you’ll be enjoying yourself.”

“I’m actually looking forward to this,” Addy admitted.

“We are, too,” Faye added.

Cinder grinned. “Very much so.”

Mace tapped a finger on his lower lip. He’d been gazing at their extra fluffy tails. A thought occurred to him. “Do you brush those?” he asked.

“Sometimes,” she shrugged. “I couldn’t do it much on the road ever.”

Cinder sighed. “Oh, I forgot,” she said. “Delta has… brushes. Oh, man,” she wiggled in her seat. “I can’t wait to brush my tail, now.”

Mace pursed his lips. “Should be as many brushes as you want.”

“I could use a good brushing for my tail,” Addy admitted. “I’ll have to do that later.”

Mace smiled. “Hm. Well, what if I do that for all of you? I can’t move too much anyway, so it’d give me something to kind of Zen over while we watch a movie.”

Each of them suddenly shot up, their hands on the table. All their tails were swaying excitedly. “You… you’d do that?” Faye asked.

“Really?” Cinder exclaimed.

“I just met you,” Addy said, “but I give you permission to brush my tail. Please,” she murmured,

“Oh my god,” Cinder begged. “Please, please, please!”

“Yeah, brush us,” Faye repeated. She sat back down. “Please!”

The kitsunes returned to their seats, patiently waiting for Mace’s response. “Hm. That enthusiastic?” he asked.

They nodded.

“Well,” Mace said. “Yes, I think that’s a good idea. I’d love to!”

The kitsunes cheered, briefly. “Oh, fuck yeah!” Faye shouted.

Cinder wiggled again. “Eee, I can’t wait!”

Addy had a wide grin on her face. “Oh, this is going to be outstanding.”

Mace teased, laughed. “And yeah, we did just meet, but I feel tail brushing is on the table. You sure you’re ready to be that intimate now?”

Addy didn’t hesitate. “Yes, I think so, though you owe it to Faye and Cinder first,” she said.

“Of course,” Mace happily replied. “Well, let’s finish our meal and get set up for a night of snacks and movies,” he said. “And everyone’s going to get their tails brushed.”

All of them replied with delighted cheers and eager cries. Faye worked on her spaghetti, slurping noodles down, eating the meatballs. “Eat faster!” Faye demanded.

Cinder worked on shoveling more spaghetti and meatballs into her mouth. She’s talented, Mace noted.

“Alright, ladies,” Mace said. “Let’s finish up. It’s time for date night.”

***

He sat on the couch, leaning back a little, so not to put too much strain on his lower back. Faye disappeared into the corridors, retrieving several brushes, among other things. Cinder had dispersed, too, opting to change her clothes. He could only imagine what the kitsunes were planning.

Addy stayed in the room with him and nestled into one of the recliners. She had a soda in her clutches, sipping on it quietly, with a bag of nuts and seeds off to her left, and a package of jerky off to her right. “You like the jerky?” Mace asked.

“It’s like a treat to me, almost,” Addy admitted.

“It is tasty.”

Addy set her cola down on the coffee table next to her. “So… what do you think they’re doing?”

“Faye’s getting the brushes. Cinder is dressing up,” he said. “Faye might be, too. They like to do that, not that I’m complaining.”

“Oh. Hm. That does sound like fun. Maybe I should do that, since this is basically a date night,” she laughed. “I’m sorry. I, uh, I am known to become open with someone quickly. I think it’s my nature, should I feel the correct vibes.”

“I’m not sure that’s a bad thing here at least,” Mace said. “I feel like we rescued you and made a point of keeping you out of danger.”

Addy agreed wholeheartedly. “Yes. That’s why I’m—I mean, yes.”

She stopped herself. “Yeah, that does make sense. I think,” he started, “moving forward, we’ll all get a lot closer, should you be comfortable with that.”

“I am,” Addy said. “Like I said… easy to, uh, open up…”

She seemed to gaze at him when she said that, then quickly looked away. “Nothing wrong with that.”

“I’m choosey, though,” she admitted. “I’m not going to open to anyone, and I feel like that number is limited… for uh, you know, like, I don’t know, certain people and relationships.”

“Understandable,” Mace said.

He understood what she was hinting at and, after some time, might pursue it, provided the other kitsunes would be alright with it. He opened a bottle of water and guzzled a bit down. “Share the jerky?” he asked.

Addy smiled. “I love sharing,” she said again, this time with obvious intent. “One more, a bunch, the whole thing?”

Mace smiled. He knew what she was implying and would bring that up for later. The scientist is opening up, he thought silently. Mace leaned back again.

Addy threw him a few, and he caught them with a quick, reflexive hand. He placed one in his mouth and chewed. “Yeah, these are tasty.”

“It appears your natural reflexes are fantastic,” Addy observed. “That’s excellent, Mace.”

Then Faye entered the room.

She was dressed in a similar dark, lightly goth-themed outfit, classy and as alluring as ever. The dress displayed the soft, creamy skin of her thigh, and she winked and smiled at Mace. “Put on something similar to last time, but with this instead.”

“The dress is amazing,” Addy said. She was blushing. “You’re really attractive in that.”

“Attractive?” Faye giggled.

“It’s very sexy,” she swallowed. “Good outfit for tonight.”

“Look at her, rating my fashion,” Faye laughed. She brought a bag over to them that lazily dangled from the spot above her wrist. “I brought the brushes,” she said. “One for all of us, and some extra brushes for trying out.”

Cinder came into the room next. Mace swallowed his drink abruptly, almost choking. The kitsune was wearing an incredibly short miniskirt. Cinder’s backside was visible easily beneath the edge of the dress, her ass hanging out of the cute skirt. Mace felt himself getting a little aroused and set the sensation aside.

Cinder posed. “All done!” she said, her top equally revealing.

“Damn, Cinder,” Faye said. “You’re really showing off tonight.”

Cinder giggled. She turned to him. “What do you think? Do you think this looks good?”

Mace nodded. He held back a coming erection with only questionable success. God, I want to fuck her so badly in that. “It’s very sexy,” he said. “I’m not sure there’s been this much hotness in one room in my entire life, not even a little,” Mace laughed. He leaned forward. “You’re both gorgeous.”

Addy glanced between them, then scratched her head. “Are you uh, are you two wearing underwear?”

“Why do you ask?” Cinder giggled.

“I can like, see your ass hanging out, Cinder and… well, I’m not sure about Faye…” Addy admitted.

“Underwear? Panties? On date night? Why would we do that?” Faye asked, somewhat confused, then giggled.

“I… see,” Addy said. She swallowed and blushed lightly.

Faye made her way to Mace with the bag of brushes. “I called first dibs. Talked it over with Cinder.”

Cinder nodded. “But you have to do me second. And then Addy,” she said.

Addy smiled. “Please.”

“Well, get comfortable,” he grinned.

The two kitsunes surrounded him on either side, Cinder on his left, and Faye on his right. “I figure we can lay on your lap,” she said, “and let you do the rest.”

“That sounds good to me. Can’t say no to your warm, sexy bodies against my lap,” Mace said.

Addy, he knew, was probably blushing at that. “Yay!” Cinder cheered.

“What movie are we putting on before we start the brushies?” Faye asked.

Cinder nibbled on one of her claws, then raised it. “We could do a horror movie!”

“I’m down for that,” Addy said. “It sounds like fun.”

“Faye?” Mace asked.

“Sign me up,” she said. “Do you have enough snacks, Mace?”

Mace glanced at the pile of snacks next to him that’d he grabbed earlier. “I think so.”

“I can get more,” Addy said.

Mace motioned to her. “That’s fine,” he said. “You just relax. Get whatever you want and enjoy the movie.”

Addy smiled and nodded. “Okay. But I will do it, regardless, if I am able.” Addy closed her eyes, smiled again and twitched a fluffy ear. “I mean, I like getting stuff… for you… and everyone.”

Cinder smirked. “We’ll remember.”

“Yeah, you fucked up. Now I know something you like,” Faye teased.

Mace chuckled. “Nice. Alright,” he said. “Wait, do we want popcorn?”

“Um… I’ve never had it?” Cinder said, her tone and inflection upward.

“I know what it is, but I’ve never had it either,” Faye said. “It sounds good.”

“Addy, do you want some popcorn?” Mace asked.

Addy nodded. “Sure,” she said.

He smiled. “Well, I can get up—”

“No, I got it,” Addy said. “I’m sure it’s not hard.”

Mace laughed. “Alright, alright. Kitchen is where I showed you earlier.”

Addy grinned. “Sweet. I’ll be right back.”

Faye kissed Mace’s cheek. Her warm and slight cinnamon breath upon his skin. “Cinder and I planned something for later,” she said. “But you got to sit still, handsome.”

Cinder kissed his other cheek. “Oh, yes. Something that’s a lot of fun,” Cinder teased. Her breath, too, was scented with cinnamon and sugar.

He could also smell the perfume, the gentle, feminine scent of something sweet and spicey. It, too, was hinted with cinnamon, flowers, and something that made him want to fuck them then and there. God, they smell so fucking sexy, he thought.

That is spice, and sugar, cinnamon… and maybe pheromones… they mean to fuck me. “Sit still, huh? How still?”

“Don’t move a muscle,” Faye said. She whispered in his ear. “Except when you cum, can’t avoid the spasm, there.”

Cinder was in his ear next. “Just be calm while you fill us up,” she said. “And we’ll make sure you’re alright.”

Faye smirked, then looked to Cinder. “Cinder?”

“Hmm?” she said in a soft moan, twirling a claw over Mace’s chest.

“I have an idea,” Faye said deviously. “We can have an audience.”

“Audience?” Mace repeated, tilting his head.

Cinder’s eyes lit up. She nodded, then kissed Mace again. “I’ll be right back, handsome.”

With that, Cinder darted to the kitchen.

***

Addy was feeling the heat of lust again. It wasn’t fair, she thought, that she hadn’t made it far enough along with Mace yet to just be as open as them. It was also unfair that she didn’t get to experience the cuddles and love, the affection, that he happily gave out to them. Regardless, she knew that asking for that was really too soon.

This was day two.

And, as she plucked the popcorn from the cabinets, she decided that there was no sense in denying her emotions much longer. Sure, she’d pace herself, but… well, it was just her personality to move the way she did, even if it was kind of fast and it was also very much her personality to open up quickly. And that was okay. She’d exercise caution, of course, but if Mace and the others were okay with it, why wait forever?

Slow down. I’m getting a little too riled up and needy. Slow down.

“Ugh,” Addy mumbled to herself.

She placed the popcorn onto the counter, gathered another one (a total of three) and marched them to the microwave. It’d cook them in a minute or so, depending on how she wanted to play with it. Addy had done that many times before when she was deep in research. The microwaveable stuff was nice that way.

And even though the tech was very old, it still worked well.

The first bag was in and popping. She started tapping a finger on her hip, lazily swaying a relaxed tail. When it dinged, and the timer went off, Addy jumped a little. It was louder than she thought. Her heart beating quickly for a moment, she started on the next bag and let out a relieved chuckle.

I’m still so tense.

“Addy!” Cinder chimed.

Addy jumped again. “Oh, fuck,” Addy let out a gasp, clutching her chest. “God… you’re sneaky. Holy shit,” she shook her head, laughing. “I feel like my chest is going to explode.”

“I’m sorry,” Cinder said. “For giving you a scare.”

“It’s okay,” Addy laughed.

“I can make it up to you,” Cinder said, leaning on the counter, her chest pressed against the smooth surface.

Addy noted her appreciable breasts and cleavage, then wondered if they were a similar size. “Man, you’re really showing off,” she laughed. “Like Faye said. Oh, and how do you want to make it up to me? It was just a scare, I’m not—”

“Watch Faye fuck Mace,” she said.

Addy froze. “I… what?”

Cinder nodded excitedly. “Watch. Faye. Fuck. Mace.”

She took a moment to consider the words she’d just heard. Did Cinder just propose Addy being an audience to Faye and Mace having sex? “Did—”

“Yes. So, want to?” Cinder said with a smirk.

“Hold on,” Addy said. “You want me to what!?”

Cinder lifted a hand and hushed her. “Shh, shh, not too loud! It’s a surprise.” Cinder looked over her shoulder with narrow eyes, then slyly looked back to Addy. “So, yes. Will you watch?”

“I can’t believe you’re asking me this,” Addy said. “It’s literally the second night I’ve been here.”

Cinder scowled playfully. “Um, excuse me Dr. Charm, but don’t try to pretend you haven’t been checking out our man. We’re not dumb. And we also know you’re a kitsune. Faye isn’t offering as a formality.”

“I have to think about this and… wait, you noticed—I mean, you think I’m checking him out like that?” Addy asked, stammering.

Cinder rolled her eyes. “Um, duh? Not that it’s a problem. We like you, and you’re not trying anything funny. So… come on, it’s not like you’re fucking him on day two.”

“I don’t know,” Addy said.

This is absurd! They’re going to fuck in front of me and—Addy liked that idea. A lot. More than she would ever admit then, but would admit later. Cinder tugged at her. “Come on. It will be fun.”

“What, I mean… god,” Addy stuttered. “Okay, I’ve never been in a situation like this and forty-eight hours ago, I thought I was going to die.”

“Oh, so then you should embrace life,” Cinder replied. “Live it up. Don’t take second chances, all that,” Cinder encouraged. “Don’t miss out.”

Don’t miss out. Addy held the first bag of popcorn as the second one dinged in the microwave. She furrowed her brow, swished her tail, and twitched both ears this time. Not one, but both. “I…”

“Adddyyyy, please? I mean, I guess if you don’t want to… but you want to say thanks for having them save you, right?”

Addy scoffed. “That is dirty.”

Cinder snickered. “Alright, alright, I kid, but… you really don’t have to, but we’d like you to,” she said. “Because, you know, we’re pretty sure Mace might like you too. At least I am. And like, what’re you going to do? Just live here without any cuddles?”

Addy bit her lip. “I think I’d like cuddles…”

“And snuggles?”

Addy nodded. “Hm. Yeah.”

“And kisses?”

Addy gazed off into the ceiling. “Hm, I’ve never kissed anyone before.”

“And dick?”

Addy gasped. “Cinder!”

“Okay, that last one was a tease… kinda,” Cinder laughed.

Well, Cinder had a point. She’d already admitted to opening up quickly and, well, she wasn’t participating, really. But she still sought a reason, or an excuse, to feel a bit less guilty about being so fucking horny. “Hm. I don’t know,” Addy said.

“What don’t you know?” Cinder asked.

“Well,” Addy stepped back and folded her arms. “I’m a fox gal of science. I can’t just do things without so little warning unless there is… a reason to…”

Cinder tilted her head, then lit up. She understood. “Oh yes, quite, Dr. Charm. You would need to have a reason to devote such observations and time to something. That does indeed make sense.”

That’s right, Cinder, lead me along… I want this, I do, I want it so bad…

“Hm, yes. You know, it would be a shame if Mace hurt himself. I would need to make sure he’s not doing something too strenuous. Monitoring the… situation, the act, would be a good way to catch something mis-aligning, or putting too much stress on him.”

“Oh, such an astute observation! That would be wise,” Cinder replied, a sly smile on her face. “You are the doctor, after all.”

“Yes, true,” Addy admitted.

“And you need to perform your doctor’s duties,” she said. “To make sure he’s convalescing, yes?”

Cinder, you’re nailing this. “That is true. Why, Cinder, you might just be a doctor someday. Good call!”

“Yes, quite!” Cinder smirked. She leaned forward. “Okay, I gave you an excuse now, so you don’t have to feel ashamed or embarrassed, so, are you in?”

Addy smirked. “Let me finish the popcorn. I want to make sure I have a good view.”

“That’s a good girl,” Cinder winked. “Hope you enjoy it!”

Addy blushed. “See you out there.”

Cinder smiled again and dashed away, disappearing back into the room with Faye and Mace. God, am I actually okay with this? Am I going to do this? Fuck… I can’t say no, I just can’t! Am I really, really, really, doing this?

“Yes.” Addy said quietly to herself. Ding!


16. Evening Fluff

Moments later, Addy was back in the room with all the popcorn.

Mace accepted his bag and watched as Addy adjusted her recliner a bit. He wasn’t sure why she needed to turn it, but decided to continue with the night. “Everyone ready?”

“I am!” Cinder replied.

Addy nodded her head. “Ready.”

There was a quiet exchange between them then that Mace didn’t understand. “Ready,” Faye said. She winked at Addy.

Mace started the movie. After several minutes, Faye tugged at his shirt collar. “Brushies?” she asked with big eyes.

Mace chuckled. “Pick the one you want.”

As the movie continued in the background, casting scenes of cheesy terror along the room in a glow of LED flicker, Mace began brushing Faye. She laid herself out on the couch, her bust and arms nestled warmly into his lap. Her thighs and legs draped over Cinder’s lap as well.

She handed him the brush, she closed her eyes, and he began. The first stroke made her moan quietly in bliss and shudder a bit. “Oh, that’s good,” Faye said. “That’s so nice.”

“Don’t hog it!” Cinder complained.

“I just started,” Faye said.

“I know, I’m sorry,” Cinder apologized. “I just… want some tail brushies. I’m patient. I can be patient.”

“Good girl,” Mace said. “Don’t worry, I’ll brush your tail extra good,” he assured Cinder.

Cinder blushed. “Mm, thank you.”

He smiled and returned to Faye. Before she could drift much further into too deep a state of relaxation, he paused to get a better look at her. She was so relaxed. Not a muscle was tense, not even one, and he’d seen her shudder with delight several times. Her breathing was slow and deep.

“Mm,” she murmured. “I could fall asleep to that, but… well, I won’t. Not yet.” Faye turned to Cinder while she caressed Mace’s fabric-covered torso. “Ready, Cinder?”

Cinder whimpered. “Yes!”

“Switch me,” Faye said.

They did, and soon Cinder’s bust and head were laid out over Mace’s lap. He began watching as the kitsune lazily kicked her legs. She was smiling too, wide enough to show off her kitsune canines. “Oh… that’s gooooood,” Cinder moaned.

“Good,” Mace said.

He continued, watching her drift closer to sleep, before she grabbed his arm. He felt a little drool on his thigh. That wasn’t a problem, considering how much drool and saliva had drenched his dick not long ago. “What’s wrong?” Mace asked.

“Don’t put me to sleep,” Cinder said. She winked.

Mace shrugged. “Alright. Addy? Still comfortable?”

Addy gulped. “Mm. Yes. I… are you sure?”

Everyone nodded. “It’s not like you're making out,” Faye said. “Come on, get your tail brushed.”

Addy smiled warmly and made her way to Mace. She did the same as Faye and Cinder, resting her chest along his lap, and draped her legs and feet over Cinder and Faye’s lap. “Uh, hi,” Addy said. She blushed, looking up at him. “It’s my first time.”

Cinder snickered, and Faye giggled.

“It is?” Mace teased.

“I’ve… always brushed my own,” she said, flushing. “I… um… so, yeah, I’m lying on your lap and you’re brushing my tail.”

“May I touch you?” he asked.

Addy swallowed. “Y-yes…”

He rubbed behind her ears. “I won’t hurt you, ever. Okay?”

Addy turned red. “Okay…” she said.

“Now, let’s brush that tail,” Mace said.

He started. She shuddered a bit, buried her head into his thigh, and let out a loud moan. “Ohhhhh fuckkkk,” Addy exclaimed.

“Oh wow, you found a spot, Mace,” Faye laughed.

“I mean ‘oh fuck’ is right,” Cinder said. “It is a very ‘oh fuck’ feeling,” she said, smiling.

Addy shuddered again and trembled as Mace stroked the fluff of her lightly toned tail. “It’s… ahhhh,” she managed, eyes now closed. “It’s… my fur gets matted easily… and ahhhh, yes,” she said, biting her lower lip. “It feels so good to have it… mmm, brushed.”

“Mace, go easy on her,” Faye teased.

Mace laughed. “I am.”

“Oh god, yes,” Addy murmured. “Mmm, I’ll stop you if I get too relaxed,” she said. “I know we don’t know each other well, but I might be adding to Cinder’s drool here.”

Cinder sipped on her drink. “Oh god, I’m so sorry…”

“It’s fine. It smells like cinnamon,” Addy said.

Cinder only smiled.

Mace continued to brush Addy’s fluff as the kitsune woman drifted into half-sleep. He waited until eventually her hand was tugging at the waistline of his shirt. “Okay,” Addy said. “I’m close to passing out and I want to watch this,” she said. “Thank you.”

“Very welcome,” Mace said.

She sat up and, this time, glanced at Faye and Cinder. “Maybe it’d be better if I was on one of the sides for it,” Addy said.

“Good idea. Take my side,” Faye smirked. “On his right.”

“For what?” Mace asked.

“I think this will be fine,” Addy replied ambiguously. “Sorry,” she said, smiling as she crawled over his lap to the right side.

Faye sat up, and Cinder shifted next to him on the other side of his body. “What’s going on?” Mace said.

Faye stood in front of him, her hands on her hips, and a devious, happy grin on her face. “Oh,” she said. Her smile was smug. “The treat. You promised to sit still, remember?”

Mace nodded. “I… uh…”

“This is a good angle,” Addy commented. “So, if you wish to begin.”

“Begin?”

Faye leaned forward and kissed him. “I’m going to ride you, and you can sit still, so you don’t mess up that surgery,” she explained. “And Addy is going to monitor, with Cinder as her assistant, so that you don’t mess anything up.”

Mace blushed. “I… wait,” he turned to Addy. “Really? That soon? Are you okay with that?”

Addy shrugged, smiling a little. “I’m simply monitoring,” she said, adjusting her glasses. “For your safety.”

“See,” Cinder added. “She’s just doing her job. You said we need a doctor, Mace. So, doctor’s orders.”

Oh god, this is amazing. I see what they’re doing but… is Addy really ready for this? Am I? Of course I’m ready… why wait? But… “Addy,” Mace asked again. “Are you sure? I don’t want to scare you off.”

“Mace,” Addy replied. She placed a hand on his thigh as Faye’s tail swayed, obscuring some of the display behind her. “I promise, this is fine.”

Mace took a breath. “Alright. Well, Faye,” he said. “Let’s see what those hips can do. No panties?”

“Like I said,” Faye crawled atop of him, straddling. “What’s the point of panties on date night with you?”

Cinder giggled. She slid her hand to his fly and started undoing the buckle. “I bet she’s nice and wet for you, Mace,” Cinder said. “Let’s get you nice and free.”

Mace’s dick bounced free from the fabric of his boxers and Cinder pulled them down. In the dimness and strobing, in the fading light of the display, he saw Addy’s eyes widen and fixate on his dick as she licked her lips.

She’s really into this.

Addy bit her bottom lip. “My. That’s a healthy man,” she said. “Very good blood flow.”

Faye turned to Cinder. “Can you guide him into me?”

“Of course,” she said.

Mace felt Cinder’s hand grip his shaft and position the tip of his dick just at the wet, warm slit of Faye’s pussy. She rocked gently back and forth, teasing him with her wet, warm vulva. He ached, throbbed, and groaned a little in lust. “Fuck…”

“How bad?”

“I want to be in you right now,” Mace growled. “I want to feel your wet pussy around my hard, human cock. Don’t make me wait.”

“Of course, honey,” Faye replied. She aligned herself and slowly lowered her thighs, gradually sitting down, his dick penetrating the first inch or so of her tight kitsune pussy, and she let out a long, happy moan as Cinder held her ass, keeping her nice and spread for him.

Instinctually, he gripped her thighs, then restrained himself from moving too much more. Faye took over the work, grinding back and forth. Next to him, Cinder assisted. By now, he was balls deep in her, and the head of his dick was well into the tightest, warmest parts of her kitsune pussy. And she was wet.

So fucking wet, Mace thought.

She moaned and tugged up her dress. Faye was nude. “Don’t mind bare ass and tits, do you, Addy?”

“Hm, it would be wise to see everything, so I know how you’re moving on him.” Addy played along. “That is my conclusion.”

Faye kept her eyes locked with Addy while she writhed and ground rhythmically into his lap. Mace’s groin was slick with Faye’s desire. Her other hand had gripped Cinder’s, then his, and held them tightly as she rocked.

“Ohhhh fuck, Mace,” Faye moaned. “Give… give it… to me…” she said, hot huffs of breath and cinnamon gasps drifting over his face.

She was flushed bright red, tingly with pleasure, and moving quickly with lust. God, my dick is a perfect fit for her, isn’t it? “How bad, Faye? How bad, tell me.” Mace dug his fingertips into the flesh of her ass.

“So bad,” she moaned. “Oh god, Mace, I’m begging, I can feel your cock so deep inside of me, just please, please…” Faye whined. “Please, fill this kitsune’s pussy up!”

Mace groaned, wanting so badly to move and rock his hips, but held the urge as a wad of hot, white, sticky seed accumulated in him, rising closer and closer. “You should give her what she wants, Mace,” Addy said, her mouth in his ear. “We mustn’t risk too much more… movement,” Addy said with a smile.

Mace groaned again, Cinder massaging his sack. “Do it. Please, Mace,” Cinder whined too, “please, I want to see her stuffed with your seed. Cum in her,” Cinder begged.

Faye moaned again, her howls of pleasure and ecstasy loud and lustful. “Oh, fuck me, Mace, fuck me! I want more dick! Give me all your dick all the time! Fuck me, fill me up! Please, please, don’t make me wait too long,” Faye pled. “I want your cum in me so fucking bad. Please, give me what I want, Mace, please, fill my pussy up!”

“Fuck!” Mace groaned.

His dick spasmed. He felt a torrent of sperm rush out into Faye. She arched her back and lifted her head to the ceiling, gasping and freezing. He felt the muscles in her pussy clamp down on him, then, as if draining every ounce of cum from his body.

“Oh, wow!” Cinder chimed. “Fuck yeah, you pumped her full!”

Addy blushed. “That is… quite the… response,” she gulped.

Mace tensed his thighs and lower abs, unable to hold anything back, and he didn’t want to. Faye was shuddering and quaking. “Oh my god, this feels so good, oh fuck!” Faye screamed.

“Yeah? Yeah? What does it feel like? Damn it, I want some, now!”

Mace bit his lip, still pumping away in her. “Soon…”

“That’s a productive orgasm,” Addy murmured, swallowing.

After a long sigh and several more seconds of unloading, Mace went limp and relaxed. He felt Faye fall onto him softly and rest her head on his chest. She struggled to say much. “I… I…”

“That was amazing,” Mace muttered.

Cinder glanced down to where his cock was still firmly planted inside of her. “I watched your dick spasm,” Cinder said. “Every pump. It was hot… and,” she rubbed his thigh and then Faye’s ass. “Honestly, I wonder how much is going to spill out…”

“A good amount,” Addy said. She was still bright red. “That was… a prolonged ejaculation. I saw how many times he pulsed, too. Faye’s body was accommodating him well.”

Mace looked over to Addy, Faye’s sweaty, sex-scented body resting against him. “You watched my dick in her?”

Addy swallowed again. “I had to… observe, to make sure you weren’t… thrusting.”

“You watched her take him,” Cinder added.

Addy glanced down, then shrugged. She closed her eyes and waved a finger. “All in the name of medicine. It appears, though,” Addy said, “that Faye is relatively clamped down on him.”

“Oh, wow,” Cinder said.

“I can still feel her basically milking me,” Mace said, moaning gently.

And she was. Faye was using the gift of her feminine muscles to extract every damn ounce of sperm inside of him. “Got to get every drop,” she said. “Pay off of being engineered,” Faye whispered in his ear. “I have a lot more control over certain things. Did I get it all?”

Mace nodded, now sensitive. “That’s every drop.”

He could feel his cock swimming in her natural lubrication, wetness, and however much cum he’d unloaded in her and now he knew, when she got up, that there’d be a mess to clean. That was until Faye whispered in his ear: “I’ll clean up your mess, don’t worry. Cinder got to enjoy it all to herself before,” Faye giggled. “Not this time.”

“Fine, you win,” Cinder said, rolling her eyes.

Addy tapped her fingers together. “You’re… going to… clean it up?”

“Lick every drop up,” Faye replied. She turned to Mace. “If that’s okay?”

“Be a good girl and do that,” Mace replied.

“Hey Addy,” Cinder called to her. “Want to watch Faye lick up Mace’s cum?”

She shrugged. “Fuck it. I want to see her lap it down.”

Faye, Cinder, and Mace froze. Faye and Cinder burst into laughter. “That’s the spirit!” Cinder said. “Faye, can I at least kiss you with it in your mouth? Just a little? With his cock between us again?”

“What do you say, Mace?” Faye asked, turning to him.

“I say go for it,” he replied.

With that, he let Faye slide off and watched in surprise as a good several ounces of his load spilled out of her and onto his lap. He glanced at her. “That’s a lot of nut. Are you sure?”

Faye slipped down and licked her lips. “Oh, I’m sure.”

“Protein,” Addy said. “She’ll need it, anyway.”

Mace smirked as Faye’s tongue rode up his semi-hard shaft. “Oh fuck,” she said, lapping up a spoonful of his fresh sperm into her mouth. “Oh god, that is good. Yeah, I’m addicted to cum now.”

“That’s not a bad thing,” Mace added.

“Well, I said you’ll be getting protein,” Addy giggled.

Cinder slid to her knees and joined Faye. He watched as they kissed each other with a mouthful of his cum and swore Addy bit her lip while they did it. After, they returned to cleaning off his cock and kissing each other with eager tongues while his dick slid between the spaces of their lips.

“Uhn…” Mace moaned. “Ah. Ugh, I think I’m going to need a recharge.”

Faye and Cinder sat up, wiping their mouths, mascara running down Faye’s face from the intense session. She was really putting the work in, Mace mused. They cleaned their fingers and smiled, wiggling their tails and butts where they sat on their knees. “That’s fine. You do need to rest to get better,” Cinder said.

Addy shrugged. “You do…”

Mace sighed. “Well, I guess it’s time for a nap.”

He didn’t have to ask Faye or Cinder to follow.

He knew soon Addy would be too.
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