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CHAPTER 1

Awareness came to him gradually.

It filled his mind and senses the way the sun fills the sky as it rises.

The things that came to him seemed somehow disconnected, dislocated from each other, each an experience of only one sense.

Beneath him, he felt something wet and cold.

This passed out of his awareness and he might have slipped back into unconsciousness for a few seconds or a few hours.

Consciousness then brought another thing to him: distant but powerful sounds. Repetitive. They evoked a deep and immediate sense of fear and swift reaction, but he was in no condition to indulge either.

Next came smell: grass, rain, something much stronger. Something burning.

Every time he surfaced from the dark depths of his mind, he felt worse. Pain infected him, drilled into every instant with increasing effectiveness.

At last, he opened his eyes.

Stars and a dark sky above. The moon.

He paused, blinked.

Two moons.

Then, from somewhere nearby, a voice, speaking. A question? The words were meaningless to him. Coherency was coming, but it was still a long way off.

Footsteps, drawing closer.

The voice again, a question again, he was sure this time, and sharper, but still meaningless.

Had something happened to him?

And then a face appeared in his field of vision. A visage of raw, savage beauty. A woman, red hair pulled into a ponytail that slipped over one shoulder as she leaned cautiously towards him. Blood on a tanned face that she absently wiped at with the back of a gloved hand. The eyes she studied him with were some of the bluest and most beautiful he’d ever seen.

And…

Rabbit ears?

He tried to speak but all that did was cause her to jerk back.

And then the darkness swam over him once again.

…

When he came awake again, it was with the impression that a lot of time had passed.

He had a string of uncertain memories.

Being moved. Being spoken to. Distant explosions and gunfire cutting through the air. The redheaded woman with the bunny ears (surely he had hallucinated that) asking him more questions in a language he didn’t understand.

He remembered starlit darkness, and then more voices, being carried and dragged, steel corridors and dim lights.

And then…

He opened his eyes. Stared at a bland gray ceiling. Whatever was providing the light source flickered briefly and it was like driving nails into his eyes, his brain. Everything seemed to hurt, but his head ached like nothing else on him.

A door opened somewhere nearby and he winced at the clang it made. Footsteps again, getting closer, and then someone else was looking down at him.

This woman was very different from the first. Short, thin, her black hair chin-length. She had an air of professional detachment, and…

Bunny ears.

What? How? Why?

He felt a lot more conscious and aware now, but damn if those weren’t rabbit ears coming out of her head.

She asked him something and somehow, he thought he was in some way closer to grasping the meaning of the mysterious language.

When he didn’t respond, she raised one finger, which he followed with his eyes, and drew it to herself, to her chest. She wore a long-sleeved, button-down beige shirt, the pocket of which had several shiny instruments secured within.

“Chloe,” she said, tapping her chest. Then she reached out and tapped his chest gently and raised her eyebrows.

Oh. Name. She wanted his name.

He opened his mouth, and then hesitated when nothing immediately came. He closed his mouth and frowned. She seemed to take it for confusion, which it technically was, and tried again, repeating the gesture and the word.

Struggling through the pain and disorientation, he thought he had something. H something. H, h, h…

“Hunter,” he said at once. To emphasize this, slowly, his body protesting sharply with pain, he reached up and tapped his chest. “Hunter.” To show he got what she meant, he pointed to her and said, “Chloe.”

She smiled. She had a really pretty smile and it seemed to transform her whole face. She tried asking him another question, but it was still gibberish to him. Her ears twitched when he shook his head, then he winced and groaned, placing a hand against his head.

Hunter watched as the smile disappeared and the clinical detachment returned.

She turned away for a moment and when she came back, she held something in her hand, something he couldn’t quite make out. She said something that he thought was meant to be calming, then pressed it against his neck.

There was a sharp pain, followed almost immediately by a soft warmth that began expanding outwards, sinking tendrils of pleasure up into his aching head and down into pain-ravaged body, and then he was delivered smoothly back into sleep.

…

The next time Hunter opened his eyes, he heard arguing, two familiar voices.

He carefully raised his head, finding that it didn’t hurt nearly so much this time, (though the wobble of dizziness told him he was still on heavy painkillers), and saw two familiar figures. The redhead and the dark haired woman who had helped him.

The redhead was gesturing at him sharply, arguing about something, angry, but the woman (medic?) with dark hair was steadfastly standing her ground. The redhead snapped her gaze in his direction when he shifted a little more and began to walk towards him, but the medic put a hand on her chest, above some considerable breasts that were very clearly visible through the thin fabric of the tanktop she wore.

The redhead snapped something, and he caught the word “dangerous!”, and the medic responded, her tone flat but very authoritative.

Finally, the redhead snapped something else and marched out of the room.

The medic watched her go, then turned back towards him and walked over. She picked something up from a small table beside him, a tablet, and began typing on it, scrutinizing it closely.

She began speaking again, and he caught the words “Sorry” and “dangerous” and “tired”. Then she began a long litany of words that he slowly realized must be whatever she’d read from the tablet. His vitals? Had to be.

Even as he thought that, he heard “pulse”.

Finally, she stopped and set the tablet aside, then looked at him, like she was expecting something from him.

Hunter decided to try for something. “I’m thirsty,” he said.

Chloe, he abruptly remembered, frowned. He repeated himself, then, when that didn’t work, he made a motion of lifting a glass to his lips, then tapped his throat.

“Oh!” she said, looking at once both surprised and then a little guilty.

She walked across the small room they were in and as she presumably found him something to drink, he studied the space around him.

It was cramped. He was on a bed in one corner of it. He saw another bed, a little desk with a computer on it, a rolling metal table pushed up beside him, and the rest of the space was taken up by some counters and cabinets. From one of these she found a glass and filled it with water from a sink built into the counter.

At least, he hoped it was water. It looked like water.

She came back and offered him the glass. He sat up more, wincing, and accepted the glass, then smelled it cautiously, instincts warning him to be sure.

Chloe said something and in there was “safe”.

He took a drink. It was definitely water. He drank it all off and then passed her back the glass.

“Thank you,” he said, and she froze in the process of taking back the glass.

She asked him something that ended with “Thank you”. What the fuck was going on? Hunter thought he knew, or that he had the knowledge, somewhere in his skull, but he couldn’t be sure at the moment. He shrugged helplessly.

Chloe stared at him for a moment longer, then she turned away and moved to put the glass back. He found his eyes drawn down. She was wearing some tight blue shorts and she’d changed from the beige long-sleeve to a yellow short-sleeve button-down. Her tight ass was showcased pretty nicely in the shorts and…

She had a tail. A small, fluffy stub of a tail the same dark white, almost gray, as her ears, poking out between the top of the shorts and the bottom of the shirt.

When she turned back around, he realized that the top two buttons of her shirt were undone. Chloe seemed to notice him noticing that and looked down at herself, then slowly back up at him. Her cheeks flushed. A small, awkward smile came onto her face and she took a few steps closer to him, hesitated, then came to stand by his bedside again.

She reached up and gently fingered the shirt, pushing it open just a tiny bit. She asked him a question hesitantly, but all he got out of it was “see?”.

Hunter felt confused about a lot, a hell of a lot right now, but he wasn’t confused about that at least. He nodded and reached up. Chloe swallowed and watched with wide eyes as his hand came to her shirt. He began pulling it open slowly, half expecting her to stop him, but her body language was extremely inviting.

The shirt caught on the third button, still buttoned, and only a little bit of her chest had been revealed. He moved his hand down and fumbled with the button for a moment, his fingers clumsy, his head clouded.

There. He got it undone and her shirt opened more, revealing the gentle curve of a pair of small, firm breasts.

They were still at least half hidden. In that moment, it seemed like absolutely everything else could wait. Bunny ears and a bunny tail or not, this was still an extremely attractive woman who was coming onto him. Her eyes slid down lower and he hesitated, following her gaze, realizing he had an erection that was pressing up against the sheet over him.

Now it was her turn to reach out. She pulled the sheet back, pausing twice, like she expected him to stop her, but there was no way he was derailing whatever this was. As she flipped the sheet back, he realized that he was naked save for a pair of gray boxers, which his erection was straining against.

Chloe rested her hand slowly across it and she actually shuddered. Then she looked up at him, her hand still there, resting on his crotch, which was pulsing in time with his heart now as his desire began overwhelming everything else.

“All right?” she asked.

Head swimming with lust and painkillers, he nodded and smiled. She returned the smile and leaned forward a little. He reached down to try and get the fourth button undone…

And that was when the door opened and someone new stepped in.

“Chloe!” she snapped.

Chloe responded immediately, hastily flipping the sheet back into place and beginning to button herself up as she took a step back from him. Hunter felt a wave of frustration roll through him, but it was softened by the painkillers.

Damn but was he horny now!

The arrival of the new woman didn’t help, because she was also very attractive, though in a different way. She was a little taller and a little older than Chloe. Her pale blonde hair was pulled into a rough ponytail and her blue eyes held a lot of chill.

She, too, had the ears.

As Chloe finished buttoning herself back up, blushing worse than ever, the new woman studied him coldly from across the room. She had an air of authority that the others didn’t.

She asked him something. Waited. He shook his head.

She tried again. “What’s your name?”

“Hunter,” he replied.

She looked mildly surprised, then asked him something else. He shook his head. Her frown deepened and she looked at Chloe for a moment, asked a question. Chloe responded and he caught a little bit of it.

This was starting to get frustrating.

They spoke a bit more to each other, the new woman returning her gaze back to him. She seemed more curious now.

Behind her, the redhead appeared in the doorway. She crossed her arms and leaned against the door frame. She fixed him with an amused and intense stare that said ‘try something, please’. Hunter sighed and laid back down in the bed. The other woman, who seemed to be in charge of the group, appeared to be debating with Chloe.

Probably about what to do with him.

He felt questions crowding in. Where was he? What was the situation? Why was he having so much trouble remembering...everything?

Why did they have ears? And tails?

What the fuck was going on?

Whatever conversation they seemed to be having ended, and judging from their expressions, in some kind of stalemate.

Chloe walked back over to him, holding the same medical tool as before.

“Sleep,” she said, injecting him again and patting his chest.

The questions were going to have to wait a bit longer.


CHAPTER 2

When Hunter opened his eyes again, things were clearer.

So was the pain, though it was a lot more tolerable.

“You’re awake again.”

He looked over and saw Chloe.

“I understood that,” he murmured.

“And I understood that,” she replied.

“You’re in different clothes,” he said. “How long have I been here?”

Chloe continued staring at him from where she stood by the doorway, then walked over and picked up the tablet. “About three days. And your vitals look good...what language were you speaking earlier?”

“English,” he murmured, stretching slowly.

“I don’t know that language. You aren’t speaking it now.” She finished studying the tablet, then set it aside and fixed him with a very firm stare. “You are the most mysterious person I’ve ever encountered in my entire life. Brooke said she saw a flash of light that was...a color she can’t describe, and when she came over to investigate she found you.”

“I’m guessing Brooke is the redhead always giving me the evil eye?” he replied.

“Giving you...what?” Chloe asked.

“Uh...angry stare,” he said.

“Oh. Yes.”

Whatever process was facilitating his translation was still in effect, but even as he thought about it, a memory came to him. A woman in a lab coat injecting something into the back of his neck, his brain stem. A lot of pain. A woman who did not have bunny ears.

“Now,” she said faintly in his memory, “this will get into your cerebrospinal fluid, and that will finishing binding with the XH Sixteen that’s already penetrated the blood-brain barrier…”

“So, who are you?” she asked.

“I’m a soldier,” he replied, slowly raising his hands and staring at them. There were several small scars. “I was...in an experiment.”

“An experiment? Where are you from? My scans show that your–” she said something he didn’t understand “–is very similar to our own, but it’s different enough that...well, I don’t know. There are parts of you that, as far as I can tell, are not part of anything else on Terras.”

“Terras?” he asked.

“The planet. Our planet. Terras.”

“Oh...shit.”

“What?”

Hunter had a flash of memory, staring up at a great ring of metal filled with a shimmering silver energy, a weapon in his hand…

“I’m from another planet,” he muttered.

“Another planet?” she asked.

“No...wait.” Another flash of memory, someone with a very sharp gaze in a blue lab coat this time, pointing to a holographic representation of something and saying ‘inter-dimensional travel’. “Another dimension.”

Chloe stared at him for a long moment. “The only reason I’m even considering believing you is because my instruments are telling me a similar story. That would explain the readings. But how can you understand me?”

“I was given a treatment,” he murmured, reaching up and rubbing the back of his neck. “Injected. Biological technology, experimental. I’ve been hearing you all talk while I’ve been in and out of consciousness and my brain has been making the adjustment,” he explained.

“I caught...most of that,” she murmured, staring at him intently still. For a moment she seemed uncertain, stymied, and finally she shook her head. “I guess it doesn’t matter too much right now. You’re awake and talking. Kiara needs to talk with you.”

“She’s the one I saw earlier? The one in charge?” he replied.

“Yes...you’re pretty sharp.”

“Goes with the job,” he muttered. “And I’ll be glad to talk with Kiara, but I’d like some clothes and to take a leak.” She gave him a curious look. “Sorry, uh, go to the bathroom. Uh…” He looked down and put a hand over his crotch. “Relieve myself?”

“Oh, yes. Here, follow me,” she replied.

The urge to piss had snuck up on him abruptly and now it was all he could think about. As he got to his feet, he swayed for a moment, grabbing the bed he’d been laying on as his head swam sickeningly.

“Are you well?” Chloe asked, stepping closer and placing a hand on his chest.

“I’m all right,” he grunted, straightening up and then popping a few joints. He noticed she lingered for a moment before taking her hand away.

“This way,” she said. She paused to grab a stack of clothes with a pair of boots on top. “Here,” she said, giving it to him, “this was the best we could manage.”

“Thank you,” he replied, accepting the stack.

He followed her out the door into a dim, metal hallway with a few doors, all of them closed. He wasn’t sure why, but he had the impression they were underground. Chloe opened up the nearest door to the right, revealing a small bathroom.

Hunter slipped inside and flipped on the light. He set the stuff on the back of the toilet and took a long piss. As soon as he finished, he moved to the sink and washed his hands. Looking up, he caught sight of himself in the mirror over the sink.

The face looking back at him looked familiar...and hard-used. Scar on his forehead, another across one cheek. The stubble growing along his head and jawline was dark and his eyes were...red. He blinked and leaned in, studying his eyes closely.

Was that natural?

No...he’d had something done. Some procedure.

Hunter had the idea that he’d had a lot of work done on himself in the name of conquest. His memories were still shaky and distant (he couldn’t even remember if Hunter was his first or last name, or maybe even his...title? Rank?), but he knew he’d been fighting and shooting for a long time.

He sighed softly and washed his hands, then his face, then he pulled his clothes on. They weren’t perfect, the shirt was a little small and there were a lot of tears in the jeans, but he was more than happy to have them.

Stepping back out, he looked at Chloe. “I had one question first.”

“Yes?” she asked.

“Earlier, what was the, uh…” he paused, then pointed at her chest, “about?”

Chloe immediately began to redden in the face. “That. Um. It’s...complicated,” she muttered.

“Well, I enjoyed it, if that helps,” he said.

“...oh.” She smiled awkwardly. “Well, so did I. Uh, come on.”

She began leading him down the corridor towards another one that crossed it at its end, forming a T junction, and he paused as he heard someone approaching from the right hallway. Chloe stepped out and looked right.

“Brooke, hi. What’s wrong?” she asked.

“The Pack is getting closer,” Brooke growled in response. She sighed. “How’s our guest?”

“He’s awake,” she replied.

“Huh. Maybe I should have a word with him…”

Brooke stepped around the corner and jerked in surprise as she saw him. She began tearing her pistol out of its holster on one big hip.

Hunter reacted on instinct.

He was in front of her in two quick steps, tore the pistol out of her hand and had it up to her forehead with her against the wall in under three seconds.

They stared at each other, both of them breathing heavily.

“Hunter, please, be calm!” Chloe gasped.

He heard running footsteps. “What’s going on out here? Shit! Drop it!”

Hunter looked left and saw the blonde woman from before, Kiara. She had a pistol as well and was covering him with it. He forced himself to relax and stepped back, aiming the pistol down but not giving it up.

“I said drop it!” Kiara snarled.

“Kiara, please, calm down. Everyone calm down,” Chloe said. “Brooke drew her weapon on him first.”

A long pause went by.

“Brooke?” Kiara asked.

“Yes, I...he startled me,” she replied, still staring into his eyes.

Kiara slowly lowered her pistol. “Fine. Give her back her gun.”

Hunter flicked the safety on and then turned the gun around, offering it to her handle-first. Brooke remained frozen in the spot for a few seconds, still staring at him with wide eyes, then blinked and let out her breath in a slow, long exhale.

She took the gun and kept it out, pointed at the floor at least.

“Sorry,” Hunter said. “Reflex.”

“So, you speak our language now?” Kiara asked.

“Yes...it’s complicated. Can we talk?” he replied.

She sighed, then put her own pistol away. “Fine.”

“...is it safe?” a new voice asked from somewhere nearby. “Can I come out now?”

“Yes, Rain, it’s fine,” Kiara replied.

From one of the doorways in the second corridor a new woman stepped out and Hunter found himself immediately captivated by her. All three of the other women were beautiful and attractive in different ways, but this woman, Rain, was simply gorgeous. Pale skin, long brown hair, soft brown eyes, and short.

He’d be surprised if she broke five feet.

And good fucking lord was she thick.

She had breasts and hips for days.

And thighs. Oh her thighs.

She stared up at him with a smile slowly spreading across her wonderfully beautiful face. “Hi,” she murmured demurely. “I’m Rain.”

“Hunter,” he replied.

“Can we focus? In the office, now,” Kiara said.

They followed in her wake as she led them down the left side of the hallway. Hunter took a look around as he went, scoping out his environment without really thinking about it. Back the way Brooke had initially come from, the corridor terminated in a heavy metal door. One of the doors he looked into showed a squalid bedroom, another showed a kitchen.

Everything made of metal, probably underground…

Were they in some kind of fallout shelter?

If they were, it definitely wasn’t military. None of them struck him as military, except maybe Kiara. She had that sort of authority. So civilian then.

They followed her into an office that felt cramped with all of them in it and she sat down behind the desk.

“All right, Hunter, now that you can speak our language, tell us: who are you and, more significantly, what are you?” she asked.

“First thing,” Hunter replied, “is that my memory is...broken. What I can tell you is this: I’m a soldier with a lot of experience and I was part of an experiment to travel to another dimension. Apparently, this one. The process, I think, is what broke my memory.”

“And took your clothes,” Brooke muttered.

“You truly expect me to believe this?” Kiara asked after a long moment.

“I…” He shrugged. “It’s all I have for you.”

“Uh-huh. And how can you speak our language now?” He explained to her as best he could about the procedure. She stared at him for another long moment “...uh-huh.” She shifted her gaze. “Chloe?”

“I believe him,” she said.

“And is there any evidence of this? Or are you just...distracted?”

“Yes! I’m not distracted!” Chloe replied immediately.

“Right. That’s why I caught you putting his hand in your shirt,” Kiara muttered.

“Chloe, really!?” Rain asked excitedly. “Did you–”

“We’re not talking about this!” Chloe snapped, then made an effort to compose herself. “I’ve been running scans on him for three days, Kiara. I can show you the data, but it would explain all of the strange things the results showed. And look at him! No tail, no horns, no claws, no wings, and those ears...he’s completely unlike any species on Terras, but also he looks so similar to us. So yes, I have evidence and I believe him.”

“I, um...can I just ask...so everyone has bunny ears?” he asked.

“Bunny?” Kiara said uncertainly.

“Um. Ears. Your ears, do all people have ears like that?”

“No,” she replied, “just rabbits. There are other races that have different ears, tails, horns, wings, claws...do you all look like that where you’re from?”

“More or less,” he answered with a shrug. “We vary in skin tone and height and build, but yeah.”

“So we look like the women from your...dimension?” Rain asked.

“Yes. A lot like them, actually. Really, just like them except for the ears and the tail.”

“I’m not convinced that he isn’t some kind of genetic abnormality or experiment or even that he did it to himself,” Kiara said, but Chloe was shaking her head.

“No, definitely not. There’d be signs of surgery that I could detect, and his scans–there are parts of his genetic code that do not fit with anything else on the planet from what I can see. I suppose it’s technically possible, but...Brooke said she saw a flash of strange light and then found him. That sounds like it matches with his story.”

Kiara fell into another silence, staring at him intently.

Brooke spoke up. “The only thing that I really believe him about is that he’s an experienced soldier. You all saw how fast he moved out there, how he handled the gun. And he’s obviously big and strong enough. And that’s all that matters right now.”

“I suppose you have a point,” Kiara murmured unhappily.

“What, exactly, is the situation here? I heard heavy fighting while I was out there,” Hunter asked.

Kiara grew graver as she leaned forward. “I’m afraid that you’ve arrived just in time to experience our apocalypse.”


CHAPTER 3

“How bad is it out there?” Hunter asked, at once feeling both frightened and reassured.

Much as he had forgotten, he knew that war was his province.

“It could be worse,” Brooke said, “but not by much.”

“Our society has collapsed,” Kiara explained. “It happened about a month ago, but it’s been happening for years now. Longer even.”

“What’s the exact situation?” he asked a little more tersely, and he noticed they all looked at him immediately.

Kiara cleared her throat and readjusted herself in her seat. “At present, the four of us are hiding in an abandoned survival shelter that...someone built. No idea who. We found it last week, derelict and in poor supply, unfortunately. We all fled the nearby city when the fighting reached us. No one is coming to help us. It’s chaos out there and the government, the military, any sense of society is gone, at least around here. We’re completely on our own.”

“Great,” he muttered. “What kind of threats are we talking about?”

“Psychopaths with guns or whatever else they can get their hands on who kill anyone they can’t use,” Brooke growled.

“Quite,” Kiara said. “The situation is...dire.”

“The real question is: are you willing to help us? Because we could really use someone to protect us,” Brooke said.

“I thought that was you,” Hunter replied, looking to her.

She sighed. “I’m not a soldier. I’ve had training, so I can fight and shoot, and I can track well, but I’m not enough.”

He nodded. It was good hear her admit that, too many stupid mistakes had been made by people unwilling to admit their shortcomings.

“So, are you?” Kiara asked.

“We would really appreciate it if you helped us out,” Rain murmured, reaching out and running her fingertips down his arm.

“Rain!” Chloe hissed, smacking her hand.

She sighed but held her peace, smiling at him, leaning forward not so subtly to show off her cleavage.

Hunter thought about it. He needed more time to heal, he could sense that, and also to see what memories came back. He couldn’t remember what he was even supposed to be doing, but he did know that something had gone wrong. He was supposed to have appeared with more. And if the situation was as they described it, he’d need a base of operations.

“I will help you,” he said, and noticed they all relaxed visibly.

“Thank you,” Kiara replied. “We’ll need to get you situated somewhere to sleep.”

“I have room,” Rain said immediately.

“He can sleep in the infirmary,” Chloe cut in and Rain sighed, crossing her arms.

“You just want him for yourself,” she mumbled.

“Shut up!” Chloe hissed.

“How long before he’s ready to go out?” Brooke asked firmly. “I want to take him for a ride-I mean, ah, I could use him out there.”

“I’ll bet you could,” Rain murmured.

“Shut up!” she snapped, calling her something his brain couldn’t translate yet.

Chloe cleared her throat. “I need to assess his condition more, and as it is, it’s late. We should sleep. If he’s feeling up to it and my instruments tell me he’s all right, then he’ll go out with you tomorrow morning, Brooke.”

“Fine,” she said. “I’m going to check the perimeter one more time. Rain, come with me to watch the door.”

“Do I have to?” she murmured, for the first time seeming something other than excited as real fear entered her voice.

“I’ll do it. Go to sleep, Rain,” Kiara said.

“I...all right, thanks,” she murmured, then slipped out of the room, her cheer gone.

Hunter studied the interplay, surprised at how much he could pick up. Was that the gene therapy or whatever it had been working overtime or were they just that similar to humans? He supposed it didn’t matter.

“Come with me,” Chloe said after Kiara and Brooke had left.

He ended up back in the infirmary a moment later and she shut the door and pointed to the bed, then flicked on a table lamp to help boost the ambient light level in the room.

“I’m curious, how are you scanning me? Is it something in the bed?” he asked as he took off his boots and set them beside the bed, then sat down on it.

“No,” she replied, and pointed over, behind him.

Twisting around, he saw a narrow strip of black and silver technology affixed to the wall a few feet above the bed.

“Huh.”

“How are you feeling?” she asked. “And please tell me everything.”

“What makes you think I won’t?” he replied.

“Just...a feeling. I’m a doctor and I had many patients and you...put me in mind of some of them. The wolves, mostly. Wolves are reluctant to admit any kind of pain or discomfort. Especially the men. Especially those in any kind of physically demanding job. Which always struck me as stupid, because they were the most likely to get injured and need assistance.”

“The ability to hide pain is seen as an asset for a soldier,” he murmured.

“Like I said, stupid. Smart in the field, I will admit, but not in a doctor’s office. So I need to know: are you experiencing any pain right now?”

“I’ve got a bad headache. My neck hurts, so do my limbs. They feel...I’m not sure.” He flexed one arm experimentally. “There’s some kind of ache, like a strain on my muscles, but evenly distributed. I’ve never felt anything like it...I think. I guess I don’t really know for sure.”

“Whatever technological process brought you here obviously did some damage to you. Enough that you were almost comatose for three days. I’ve been doing my best to reverse the damage with what I have available to me, but there’s only so much I can do. I’ve used most of the meds we had on us bringing you back up,” she said.

“I appreciate it,” he replied. “I’ll find more if I can.”

“That would be extremely helpful,” she murmured, then picked up her tablet and tapped at it. “Anything else?”

“No,” he replied. “Beyond the memory loss.”

“I’m afraid I don’t know how to handle that. In a shocking number of ways you are similar to us, physiologically, but in some other ways you’re very different.” She pursed her lips, studying the tablet, then set it aside and moved over to the cabinet. Opening one of the doors up, she rummaged around for a moment before coming back with the same tool he’d seen her use before to inject him.

“What’s that?” he asked.

“We call this tool a hypo. It rapidly injects liquids into your body,” she replied.

“I figured. I meant, what’s in it?”

“Healing accelerant. It seems to be working on you. Hold still,” she murmured, and put it to his neck. There was a brief sting, then nothing. “There. That should help you heal up overnight...I’m curious, how different are our societies? Is this alien to you?”

“Actually no,” Hunter replied, looking around. “This is all pretty familiar. The architecture is a little off, but from what I remember, this could easily be my old world.”

“What did you call it? Your planet?”

“Earth. Some people called it Terra.”

“Wow...that’s amazing. We’re going to have to get you up to speed on our society, but now I wonder just how many things overlap between our societies? You look more or less like us, you breathe our atmosphere, you seem accustomed to the gravity. You obviously know how to use a gun. How many months are in your calendar?”

“Twelve,” he replied.

“Fascinating. It is the same here...how long is a day?”

“Twenty four hours.”

She laughed softly. “Same here. Although I do wonder if we both measure days and hours exactly the same. How many days in a year?”

“Three hundred sixty five.”

“Huh. Three hundred and sixty here, each month has thirty days...mmm, well, we can compare notes later. Right now it seems like you have a skillset most suited to our needs, because we need, above all else, protection.”

“Are you that vulnerable?” he asked.

She sighed. “Yes, sadly. We rabbits have much in the way of speed and intelligence and social cohesion. We work well together. But most of the other races are stronger than us. The nearby city was populated mostly by rabbits, but there were plenty of wolves, and they were the ones most suited to ruling by force. Physical force has become the great equalizer.”

“I can handle them.”

“You seem very confident when you say that...I must admit, you certainly have the physique. Are you extremely tall for a...what is your species?”

“Human,” he said.

“Human...are you very tall?”

“I’m on the tall side, but there are humans noticeably taller than me,” he replied.

“Interesting…” She pursed her lips then, staring at him intently, hands on her hips, like she was trying to decide something.

“What?” he asked finally.

“It’s just...there’s something I should tell you. You seem to pick up on social cues fairly well. Did you noticed Rain’s behavior in there?”

“Yes. She...really seemed to like me.”

“She does. We...all do. But we can’t really help it. How to explain...in my world, each race tends to be known for a few things. And one of the things that we rabbits are known for is our...proclivity for breeding. There are few things that a rabbit wants more than a big family. Our men tend to be taller than us, a little taller than Brooke is. She’s unusually tall for a female rabbit. And height and...strength, these are both, well, you might call them markers for a good breeding partner.”

“So I’m very attractive to you?” Hunter asked.

“Yes. Though Brooke and Kiara will not admit it.”

“But you will?”

She sighed, reddening. “Yes,” she mumbled, “I will admit it. I thought it would have been obvious by now...anyway.” Chloe cleared her throat, making an effort to compose herself. “My point, though, is that in times of great stress and danger, our desire to breed, even simply to engage in...carnal satisfaction, becomes intense. Overwhelming even. And...it’s even worse than that.”

“How so?”

“Kiara, Brooke, and myself have all...well, we are not desirable women in rabbit society,” she murmured.

“What!? How?”

“You noticed how Rain looks very different from the rest of us?” she asked.

“I wouldn’t say very different, but yes. She was short and...thick.”

“Yes. Shortness and heft, or, as you put it, thickness, are both extremely desirable traits among the females of my race. If you’ll notice, Kiara and I both lack that. We’re a bit tall and we’re both rather slim: undesirable traits. It’s worse for Kiara, as she’s past prime reproductive age. But, anyway, my overall point is: things might get tense between us and you, and that’s why. That and the whole...from another dimension, thing.”

Hunter considered it for a moment. As he did, he noticed Chloe’s eyes slip down. He glanced down and realized he had another hard-on. Great. He looked back up at her.

Fuck did she look good.

She was remarkably beautiful, and if anything the rabbit ears actually enhanced her appeal, giving her an exotic allure.

“So...is there any reason that I shouldn’t engage in...carnal satisfaction with anyone from this world?” he asked.

Chloe licked her lips, hesitating, the silence playing out for what felt like a long time. She swallowed and ran her fingers through her hair. Her chest was rising and falling a bit more rapidly now.

“Well...I ran extensive scans on you while you were unconscious and I managed to determine that we’re similar enough that we could safely...make love.”

“We?” he asked.

“Uh, I mean-that is to say, um, theoretically, you and someone from our world,” she stuttered. “Though impregnation is a risk.”

“It is? Even though I’m from another dimension?” Hunter replied, genuinely surprised.

“Yes. Our genetic code is similar enough that it’s possible. And rabbits are very...mmm, receptive to reproduction. Their bodies, I mean.”

Another moment of silence played out slowly in the narrow infirmary.

“Well...just going to throw this out there: I’m interested if you are.”

Chloe’s eyes bulged a little and she flushed worse than ever, her breathing getting heavier. “You’re-are you sure?”

“Oh yeah. If you couldn’t tell, uh, I find you very attractive, Chloe.”

She shifted awkwardly. “I, um, wow. Mmm. Thank you,” she managed. “I find you...very attractive too, Hunter. But I already said that. Mmm. I, um...I need to think about it.”

“I understand,” he replied.

“Thank you...we should sleep,” she replied suddenly, making for the door. “Goodnight. Let me know if you need anything. I’ll speak with you in the morning.”

She closed the door before he could respond. He stared at the door for a long moment before laughing and shaking his head. He stripped down to his boxers after some consideration and then turned out the lights and got into bed.

For a few moments, he lay on his back with his hands behind his head, staring into the darkness.

Bunny girls.

Horny bunny girls, desperate for breeding.

He definitely could’ve done a lot worse.


CHAPTER 4

Hunter had slept, but he couldn’t know for how long, when he sensed the door opening.

Someone slipped into the room, closed the door behind them. Bumped something and cursed sharply.

“Hunter?”

“Hi, Chloe,” he replied.

“Oh, you’re awake. Um...I’m sorry, but I-well, I thought about it,” she said, her voice growing closer to him until she was right beside him.

There was ambient light coming from somewhere in the room, though he couldn’t figure out where from and it was extremely dim, almost imperceptible. It was enough to see her before him. See that she was naked.

“And?” he asked.

“And the answer is yes. Can we? Now? Please?” she begged.

“Yes, Chloe, we can.”

She threw back the blanket and hurriedly climbed into bed with him, quickly mounting him, lifting herself up with her knees. She reached down and grasped his erection. He’d ended up taking off his boxers after getting in bed because he was completely sure this would happen.

“Are you sure?” she asked suddenly, sounding nervous.

Though her hands didn’t stop exploring his cock.

“I’m sure,” he replied.

She groaned, biting her lower lip, then looked down again. “I’m sorry if this is too fast, but I just, I need it…” she moaned.

“I need it, too, Chloe. I need you.”

Something shifted in her, in her stance, in her grip on his erection, in her eyes as she locked them with his.

“You need me?” she asked, her voice flat and quiet. He nodded. “Say it. Say it again.”

“I need you, Chloe,” he replied, putting his hands on her thighs and rubbing them slowly up and down. Her skin was hot and soft and so smooth.

“I need you too, Hunter,” she whispered, and then she penetrated herself with his erection.

For one timeless instant he was lost in the absolute pleasure that was unprotected vagina and sliding sweetly into it. Both of them moaned loudly in sheer bliss, and she took him all the way inside of herself.

“Oh!” she moaned, grasping his hands and bringing them up to her small, firm breasts. “Oh my God! Oh! It’s so big!” she cried, and began to ride it. “Oh! Fuck! It’s so much bigger than I thought it was going to be.”

“Can you handle it? You can slow down...ah my fucking God,” he groaned as she kept fucking him smoothly.

It was pure pleasurable paradise.

“I can handle it,” Chloe replied easily, keeping his hands over her tits, letting him feel her up. “I don’t know what the women in your dimension are like, but we rabbits are very...malleable. Especially when we’re in heat, which I so am right now…” she moaned loudly.

“If you keep fucking me like this, I am absolutely going to shoot my load into you,” he said.

“I didn’t quite catch all that but I caught your meaning...I want you to,” she whispered, staring down at him now, her dark hair dangling down, haloing her marvelously pale face. She looked ghostly, ethereal, more beautiful than beautiful.

“Chloe...I don’t know if this is a good idea…”

“I don’t care,” she whispered. “I don’t care if you get me pregnant and run away and never see me again. That’s how much I want your seed. I just want you to orgasm inside of me. I want you to get me pregnant so bad, to breed me…”

“Oh fucking oh yeah!” he cried, slipping his hands down and grasping her hips and thrusting up into her while pulling her down.

His orgasm came on like a tidal wave.

She screamed in utter bliss as she began to climax as well. He could feel her strong inner muscles clenching and releasing and fluttering wildly, could feel her getting hotter, getting wetter. God, so much wetter…

“HUNTER! YES! BREED ME!” Chloe screamed with absolute abandon as he came inside of her. “Oh! I can feel it! There’s so much!”

He tried to say something but was lost completely to his orgasm.

He filled her sweet pussy with his seed and found images of her, fat and pregnant and beautiful, begging for more, filling his head. And of the other bunny girls, as well. All of them with bigger hips and bigger tits and fatter asses and rounded stomachs…

The orgasm felt tectonic in its power.

He came for what felt to be a very long time, and then he went slack against the infirmary bed, panting furiously, gasping really.

“Oh that was stupid,” Chloe whispered. “Oh that was so stupid.”

“So you didn’t want my seed that badly?” he panted.

“What? No! I meant because you’re hurt! I taxed your body! I meant what I said.”

“That’s...kind of insane to me, Chloe.”

“I don’t know how it is in your dimension, but here, our breeding instincts are...very, very important, and very strong. They are woven into almost all aspects of our societies. We have infrastructure in place, or, well, had it in place, for single mothers. There was no issue with being a single mother, because the government wanted more babies, and when you made it easy to, well, fuck a woman and leave her, even if she was pregnant, it became a lot more...suitable practice. You would probably have literally hundreds of children by now, if you’d grown up here, looking like this. Good God, you are an incredible fuck.”

“So are you, Chloe. That was the best pussy of my life,” he groaned.

She squeezed with her inner muscles and he groaned again as a shot of pleasure hit him. She giggled. “How do you know?” she asked.

“I don’t know how, but I just do. My brain just knows: best vagina in my life. No question. No contest. Absolute best sex I’ve ever had.”

She laughed again and then rolled off of him, laying down beside him.

“You don’t wanna clean up?” he asked.

“We don’t really need to. Our body helps take care of it, and besides, it’s...customary to wear your partner’s seed to bed after it has been...delivered to you.”

“Is that so?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Well...thanks. Although I feel bad because you’re gonna get cold.”

“Well then,” Chloe replied, turning around to face away from him and putting her bare ass against his crotch, “I guess you’ll just have to keep me warm then...partner.”

“Is that what I am to you?” he murmured.

“Yes. But what am I to you?” she asked, then yawned.

“I’ll call you partner,” he replied.

“And if I get pregnant? Swollen with your seed? Bear your child? What will you do then?”

“I would help you as much as I could for as long as I could.”

She was quiet for a long time, long enough that he began to worry he’d either said the wrong thing or she’d fallen asleep. But then she spoke, taking his hand and pulling it over her, placing it against her smooth belly.

“That is more of a comfort than you will ever know, Hunter,” she said quietly.

“I believe you, and I’m glad.” He kissed the back of her head. “Get some sleep.”

“You, too.”

He got more settled and was in the middle of a thought about how strange it was that their two societies overlapped so much when he fell asleep.


CHAPTER 5

Sleep found Hunter, took him, held him, then returned him.

He opened his eyes to dark hair and white bunny ears. He inhaled and smelled the woman he shared a bed with and it was the most intoxicating thing he had ever smelled. He thought that whatever was making her so horny and desperate for him as a partner had somehow gotten into him.

Maybe it was that unprotected sex.

He expected some kick or jolt of cold fear to hit him as he remembered that he actually could have gotten her pregnant last night, but it didn’t come. No, something else did. Excitement. Not just for the breeding but for the baby.

Had he always wanted to be a father?

Maybe…

Chloe inhaled deeply and came awake. Her hand found his own, still protectively holding her belly.

“Oh,” she said quietly. “So sticky.”

“Yes, you are,” he murmured.

“Oh my…” she shuddered. “Your voice is...mmm...a bit much. Oh I hope I’m pregnant.”

“I hope you’re not,” he replied.

She rolled over to face him. “Why?”

“Because I want to keep trying.”

She sighed and laughed. “You know we can keep fucking throughout the whole pregnancy, right?”

“Yeah. It’s fun to try, though.”

“It is. And you’ll get plenty of opportunities.”

“You’re so sure of that?”

“If I hadn’t come in here last night, Rain would have for sure. Probably the other two would have. But no, I came in to claim your, frankly, massive cock.”

“It’s not really that big, you’re just small. You’re what, five feet even? Maybe?”

“I believe that translates, yes. That is my height. And yes, I am slim. But I can handle it. I believe I told you I could handle it. That we are very...malleable, in this state.”

“I remember that, just...I dunno, feels weird.”

“I thought you’d like it.”

“I mean, I do, it’s just–”

She sighed. “How long is it?”

“Seven inches,” he replied, then frowned. “Why the fuck did I know that?”

Chloe smirked, looking more than a little smug. “Because you are like every other male in my dimension: obsessed with their penis. Maybe that’s why you fit in so well over here, you’re like us. And yes, that is a very large penis, at least for rabbit girls to experience. But it’s fine. I can take it. We can all take it.”

“Do you really want me to knock up everyone else?” he asked.

“Yes,” she replied immediately, “of course I do.”

“Why?”

“Why wouldn’t I? It only makes sense. You have obvious incredible strength, you seem to have great skill, you’re...huge, and you would make a fantastic father for many children. It will strengthen the clan and that is something we sorely need right now. We have to survive. We have to rebuild,” she said earnestly.

“Oh. Well, that all makes sense, actually. And I’m admittedly quite happy to help you repopulate.”

“Clearly,” she murmured, again looking very self satisfied. “You couldn’t keep your hands off me last night, you whore.”

“Yeah, I’m the whore. You, fucking sneaking into an injured man’s bed to get some dick–”

“Oh fuck,” she groaned, “that’s right, I was so worried about-how do you feel? Tell me the truth. Seriously.”

He chuckled. “I’ve still got something of a headache, and my limbs don’t quite hurt, but they obviously don’t feel right. It’s weird. Otherwise, I just gotta go to the bathroom.”

“Okay, go deal with it and I’ll get the bed calibrated,” she said, smiling at him fondly now. “Go on, shoo!”

He laughed again and got up, went to the bathroom, washed up, came back.

“Lay down,” she commanded.

“Yes, dear,” he replied.

She frowned down at him for a moment, then broke into a smile, unable to do anything else, apparently. “You will make a fine mate.”

“You’re sure?”

“That you’ll make a fine mate or that you’ll be my mate? The answer to both is ‘yes’,” she replied.

“Why?”

“You told me you would stay with me and help me, and I believed you. I still do. Perhaps I’m being influenced by my desire to breed, but...I don’t think so. I think the fact that the others are responding so strongly to you is explanation enough. And the lust isn’t all your physical traits, there are other things we respond to.”

“Like what?” he asked as she ran her scan.

“Like...loyalty. Reliability. Trust. Communication. Respect. We can...sense these things. Apparently you mark high in almost everything. A wonderful, wonderful candidate for a father. Both to give seed and to keep in your life. You are a perfect eleven in a scale that only goes to ten. Mmm, okay, good. You look better, I think...maybe? Probably, yeah. Ugh,” she groaned. “I can’t wait until we find the Warren. Then I won’t have to put up with this shit. Hopefully.”

“The Warren?” he asked, sitting up.

“Oh, right. Did we not mention that?” Chloe sighed softly. “I am sorry. There’s so much to cover. Some of our people have seen this whole ‘societal collapse’ thing coming for a time now. Years. Maybe even a decade or more. They built a special survival shelter that can hold hundreds of people, up to a thousand maybe. I’m not sure, I’ve heard different things.”

“Interesting. So how close are we?”

“Um...that’s the problem. We’re not actually sure. I have only heard whispers about it, really, in terms of actual hard evidence. It was something of a secret. Brooke is the one who knows the most, really. She overheard the most about it during her time in Heavy Security.”

“What’s Heavy Security?” he asked.

“Oh dear, we have so much to catch you up on. Heavy Security is sort of like a protector force for a city. They enforce order. It’s usually rare for rabbits to enter the military, even when they try. Most that do want to enter the military tend to make it as far as Heavy Security, and that was true of Brooke as well. But, Hunter, this is important: Brooke is very...sensitive, about the fact that she didn’t make it into the military. She...the most important thing to her is being taken seriously. And I think you two are going to clash more, but we need her. We need everyone, but we need her.”

“Any particular reason?” he asked. “Not that I’m looking for trouble.”

“If something happens to you, if you decide to leave or get killed or perhaps even pulled back into your own dimension, we need her to guide us. Because while I am very good with medicine and Kiara is technically our leader, Brooke was definitely the one who kept us alive. She gathered us, led us out of the city, and found us this place. It’s just...she’s been through so much. We all have, in our own ways, even before the collapse. I suppose I’m asking for kindness.”

“I can do kindness fine,” Hunter replied, grabbing his outfit and starting to pull it on.

“I did not mean to imply that you were incapable of kindness,” she murmured.

“It’s fine. I imagine I get it a lot. Don’t worry. While my memory is scrambled, I’m still certainly getting...impressions, about things. And one of my impressions is that I’ve worked with a lot of people who had something to prove or were otherwise kind of a jerk most of the time, and I can ignore that shit if the mission calls for it, and it clearly does. Mostly I’m hoping we can come to some kind of understanding. And to answer your unasked question: yes, I will help you find the Warren and get there. I don’t suppose we have any kind of clues?” he asked, pulling his pants into place.

“Yes, Brooke said she has something to go off of, but it’s dangerous. I think she wants to go back into the city. We admittedly haven’t had a lot of time to really talk about any kind of plan. It’s been so very touch and go ever since, and there was so much fighting, and chaos, and people dying, and so much blood…”

He finished with his pants and turned to look at her, hearing the horror creeping into her voice. He saw it in her face, her wide, almost vacant eyes. She had begun to pull anxiously at her dark hair. It was a somewhat chilling sight.

“Hey, Chloe,” he said, stepping up to her, putting his hands on her, “it’s going to be okay. I know you saw a lot of bad shit getting here, but you made it this far, and if you’re going to make it farther, you’re going to have to not get lost in the horror.”

Her expression changed, became more focused, and she looked up at him. “You’re right...and thank you. I...am not a fighter. I don’t like scary or violent movies, even. I need things to be...nice. I’m so ill-suited for this new world. I’m not sure what I’m going to do.”

“Hey,” he said, seeing the horror returning. He put a finger under her chin and lifted it a little, making her look back into his eyes. “You’re going to be fine, because I’m going to protect you. You’re going to get pregnant, and give birth, and raise our child. You’re going to be an incredibly valuable asset as a doctor. You will always be desperately needed. By others...and by me.”

She smiled serenely and seemed to fully come back. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. Although...how does it feel like this?” he whispered. “How does it feel like we’ve been a couple for years? I feel so...comfortable around you.”

“It’s said that finding the right partner can really close the gap in that regard,” Chloe replied. “There’s arguments to be made. Is it a problem?”

“No, not at all. It’s just...surprising, is all. But I like it. I really like it.”

They both jumped as there was a sharp rapping on the door. “Are you two awake in there?!” Brooke demanded.

“She knows,” Chloe whispered.

“They all know. You were screaming your head off last night,” he murmured back.

Chloe sighed.

“I can hear you muttering in there, so the answer must be yes, I’m coming in.”

“Wait, I’m not–” Chloe began, looking around frantically for something to cover herself with. Apparently she had actually just come in here naked last night, without bringing any other clothes.

Brooke barged in and stopped midstep, staring at Chloe, who was awkwardly covering herself, having failed to grab the blanket they’d been using. She began inching over to Hunter, who stepped closer to her and allowed her to hide behind him.

“You have got to be fucking kidding me, Chloe. I saw your leg. His seed is down to your knee!” Brooke growled.

“Just-leave me alone!” Chloe snapped.

“Brooke...please be nice to her, okay? Why are you angry?” he asked.

Brooke glared at him for a long moment, then she let out a disgusted sigh. “Whatever. You and I need to go. We have a job to do.”

“I’m fit and ready for it,” he replied.

“Fine. Come on. And get fucking dressed, Chloe.”

“I will, just-be nice!”

“Whatever.”

She walked out and slammed the door.


CHAPTER 6

“That was, uh, tense,” Hunter said.

“Yes. It’s that instinct. We’re very...we’re going to fight over you now, Hunter.” She turned him around and looked into his eyes. “This next part is important...and somewhat embarrassing to admit. But you’re going to need to be firm with us. With me, Brooke, all of us. To keep us from fighting. Don’t be afraid to get between us, or tell us what to do, if it looks like we’re fighting. We will do our best to keep it at a minimum, but...it honestly is very difficult to deal with. It’s especially difficult to deal with for us.”

“Why for you?” he asked.

“None of us were ever mated. And if that’s true, then the desire to mate, to ensure you have a mate, becomes intense. Which leads to fighting, if there’s competition.” She smirked suddenly. “If you maintain your luck, you could be living with four ‘bunny girls’, as you call us, hopping on your dick regularly, eager for your attention, pregnant with your children...is that a desirable thing, where you come from?”

“I’m pretty sure it is,” he replied. “And, regardless, it’s definitely desirable to me. But listen, I have to go. You want some help getting back to your quarters?”

“Yes, please.”

“Why didn’t you bring clothes?”

“I wasn’t thinking straight!”

He laughed and then led her out of the infirmary. They moved down the hallway, with her clinging to the back of his shirt the whole way.

“Here,” she said, stopping him by one of the closed doors. She opened it and vanished inside. “Thank you,” she said and then shut the door.

“Welcome,” he murmured, and then began walking around, looking for Brooke or Kiara.

He began retracing his steps towards the room he’d had the meeting in last night, but paused as he passed another open door and heard movement within. There he saw Brooke, standing at a table in an otherwise empty room, looking over a pistol.

“Are you ready?” she grunted.

“Almost. I need supplies and I need to know some things.”

“Such as?”

“I need something to eat and something to drink, a weapon, some body armor if at all possible, and information on your inventory here.”

She looked increasingly annoyed as he continued speaking. When she didn’t reply, he pressed on, deciding to lean into Chloe’s advice.

“Brooke,” he said, and something in his voice made her look at him sharply, “whether or not you trust me, you have to know that you need me. You saw how fast I was.”

“You got lucky,” she growled.

“You want to see me do it again?” he asked.

Brooke bristled at that, turning to face him, her eyes a little wider, her breath coming a little faster. Her muscles were tensing.

“You know that you need me, Brooke. And you obviously care about them. Which means you’re going to do what’s in their best interest, and right now, working with me is going to be in their best interest,” he said firmly.

She stared at him a moment longer, then sighed and turned back to the table. “Fine. You have a point. We have no body armor. As for weapons, this is what you get.” She set a second pistol down on the table beside her, and then added a single magazine. “I assume you know how to use one of these.”

Hunter walked up to it and picked the black sidearm up. Its weight felt familiar, even comforting, in his grasp. He checked it over, finding it intimately familiar. He ejected the magazine, checked it over, then slapped it back inside and flicked the safety back on.

“Holster?” he asked.

“Oh, right,” Brooke murmured, passing him a holster. “You move like the wolves.”

“Is that good or bad?” he asked as he affixed it to his pants.

“If you’re really with us, and we can really trust you, it’s great.”

“I’m really with you, and you can really trust me,” he replied, finishing the job and putting the pistol in place. He pocketed the magazine. “What other weapons do you have?”

“These two and Kiara has one. And that’s it. This is my service pistol, and that one you’ve got I found while I was out doing some scouting. That and its one magazine. Some kind of fight had happened. I think it was lost in the chaos. There was blood around, but no bodies.”

Hunter nodded and adjusted his holster. “And the rest of the information?”

“I...we should talk to Kiara first,” she replied, finishing with her pistol and slipping it into her own holster.

“So you trust me with this,” he said, indicating the pistol, “but not how many days of food you have?”

Her expression became a curious mixture of frustration and...was that lust? Her ears twitched sharply.

“It’s obvious by now that if you wanted to take a gun, you can. And if you wanted to hurt or kill us, you could. So I’m taking my victories where I can get them.”

“Hmm.” He studied her and she stared right back at him. “If you and I are going to work together, I think you need to stow the idea of ‘claiming victories’ over me when I’m not actively challenging you. I get that you don’t trust me, but you do need me. And I need you.”

“You clearly needed Chloe last night,” she growled, crossing her arms.

“Is this because of that?” he asked.

“No!” she snapped, and brushed past him abruptly. “Come the fuck on!”

He sighed and followed her. This was going to be difficult. He wondered if they were all going to have difficulties like this until he bedded them. That seemed to be what they were after and what they were upset about, even if they wouldn’t admit it.

Brooke took him back into the small office he’d initially met Kiara in. She was still there, sitting at her desk, looking over a tablet of some kind, her beautiful face bathed in a pale blue glow from the screen. When she looked up and set the tablet aside, he immediately read the same anger in her eyes that he had in Brooke’s.

“Hunter,” she said, her voice flat.

“Present,” he replied, sitting down across from her in a chair that was just barely big enough to contain him.

He glanced behind him. Brooke now leaned against the wall with her arms folded. He felt a stab of desire hit him. God, she was wearing a tanktop and she had really cut arms. There was nothing quite like a woman with well-developed biceps and triceps.

Hunter made himself focus.

“Is this about Chloe?” he asked when she didn’t say anything for too long.

“Yes...and no. Obviously you bred Chloe last night. Did you breed Rain, too?”

“No. It was just Chloe.”

“I’m reluctant to throw mating into all this chaotic mess, because mating always complicates things between people, which then goes on to complicate things for the people around them. People think it doesn’t, but having been largely separate from that process and being able to view it from the outside in, yes, it can cause problems. On the other hand...I can’t deny that there is a very strong chance being mated to one or more of us will give you more reason to stick around and keep us alive.”

“One or more of you?” he asked.

“Yes. There is no denying that we will need to repopulate. The death tolls so far are already in the millions. It will be in the billions before this is over, if we’re lucky.”

“Do you guys have nukes?” he asked.

“I don’t know what the last word you said meant.”

“Do you have big, big, big bombs capable of destroying entire cities all at once?”

“Oh. Yes. Those. We have those, but not many. They’re very hard to make and require a rare resource that we can’t synthesize. And hopefully will never be able to...what about you?”

“Oh yeah, it’s easy to make those in my world. Well, okay, not easy exactly, but let’s just say that any government with sufficient motivation could make at least a few. And some countries in my world have hundreds, thousands of them.”

“Already built!? Thousands?” Kiara cried. He nodded. “But why?! If our worlds are similar enough, would that not be enough to destroy your entire world?”

“Ten times over,” he replied. “And as for why? Well...the short answer is that it became what we called Mutually Assured Destruction. We have a bunch of big bombs and the other guys have a bunch of big bombs and whoever launches their big bombs first will also be destroyed because we’re good enough at detecting that that we can launch our own bombs before the first bombs hit. That way, no one uses bombs...theoretically.”

“And that works?” Brooke asked.

“Eh...technically.” He paused, sighed in frustration. “How the fuck do I know this shit but I don’t know anything about myself? I can’t remember my fucking last name, or maybe my first name, my age, my birthday, if I had any family left alive...fuck.”

“I’m sorry,” Kiara said quietly, growing more serious. “We don’t have a lot of time right now, though. We need to focus. We’re working on a timeline. Well, two right now.”

“What’s the situation?” he asked, feeling a professional calm settle over him. How many briefings had he sat through?

“Our primary goal right now is to get to a secure and remote survival shelter that was built ahead of this,” Kiara said.

“Chloe told me some about the Warren,” he replied.

“Of course she did,” Brooke muttered.

“Fine then. That’s our goal. It’s realistically the safest place we can get to. So that’s our big goal. And it’s working against a timeline because right now the fighting is on the north side of the city, while we are several miles to the south. I have no idea if that will keep, or even for how long.”

“I’m guessing there’s something keeping us here?” he asked.

“Yes. Two things. The first is that we simply don’t have the supplies to make the journey, and I’m reluctant to rely on simply finding things on the road out there. Especially given we’ll be moving through countryside that’s as isolated as possible. The second thing is that we don’t actually know where the Warren is.”

Hunter felt a cold stone of fear settle in his gut. “All right, I need to know right now: does anyone in this group know, factually, whether or not the Warren actually exists?”

Kiara looked suddenly anxious and her eyes darted to Brooke. Hunter twisted around in his chair and looked at her inquiringly.

“I’m convinced it exists.”

“Aw fuck,” he whispered.

She pressed on irritably. “I’ve heard enough references to it from different people, people who didn’t realize I was listening. It isn’t a government project, it was private. But a lot of people were involved.”

“Okay, do we have any hard data on the Warren at all? Anything?” he asked.

“No,” Brooke admitted.

He sighed heavily and turned back to face Kiara, resisting the urge to groan in frustration. Kiara winced and when he glanced back at her, even Brooke looked sheepish.

“Okay, do we have anything to go off of?” he asked.

“Yes, we at least have that,” Brooke said. “Back in Nym, the nearby city, there’s a headquarters for the foundation that was supposed to be building this. All the rumors pointed to the Evergreen Foundation as being the ones behind the Warren. I never heard anything else. There were even articles about it. I got kind of obsessed over the past month, when it became obvious that we’re fucked.”

“So you’re a survivor, then?” he asked.

Brooke bared her teeth. “I am a survivor.”

“That fact is what has kept us alive,” Kiara said, her graciousness plain.

“Well...we got lucky so far,” Brooke replied.

“Hopefully that continues,” Hunter said, standing up. “So, you said a second timeline, what else is happening that’s preventing us from going back into Nym and searching for data?”

“A lack of resources,” Brooke replied. “And the second timeline is that we just picked up an automated distress call from what seems to be a supply drone. It’s coming from an old quarry maybe two miles west of here. I know where it is, I pulled some guard duty there when I first got started. Mostly, we need guns, but obviously anything in a supply drone is going to be useful to us.”

“And everyone else who can hear that beacon,” he muttered. “Well, I guess we should get on the job then. How soon can we go?”

“Right now,” Brooke replied.

“Be careful!” Kiara called as they left the room.


CHAPTER 7

“Oh, what’s going on? You look like you’re doing something important,” Chloe asked as they came into the central hallway and made for the entrance.

“Supply drone crashed. Going for supplies,” Brooke replied.

“Chloe?!” Kiara called. “If you’re out there, I need to speak with you right now.”

“Uh-oh,” she murmured.

“Sorry for getting you in trouble,” Hunter said, guessing what this was going to be about.

She flashed him a suddenly mischievous grin. “I’m not.”

He chuckled and turned to keep going.

“Catch,” Brooke said, and threw something at him as she came back out of whatever room she’d slipped into it.

She sighed as he snatched it out of the air.

“What?” he asked, studying what she’d given him.

It was food, he realized quickly, some breakfast bar wrapped in foil, maybe.

Brooke looked like she was struggling with something, then finally shook her head. “I’ll say this once: I wanted to be a soldier. A warrior. It didn’t happen, and not because I didn’t try but because I wasn’t good enough. Rabbits don’t go into warfare.”

“...ah. That explains some things,” he murmured, glad he was able to hear it from her instead of having to awkwardly bring it up. “What is this?”

“Food. It won’t taste great but it will fill you up,” she replied, tearing open one for herself.

He chuckled as he did the same and followed her towards the front entrance. “Story of my life.”

They came to a heavy door with a keypad on it. It was simple, ten keys, all with strange symbols on them. He watched Brooke punch in five buttons and abruptly realized he was looking at their numerals. Which should have been immediately obvious. He wondered about his brain and how much damage it might’ve taken.

Something incredibly bizarre happened as he made that connection. Something seemed to shift oddly inside of his head, except not inside his head at the same time, and his vision became slightly blurry for a second, and suddenly he saw zero through nine on that keypad.

Except...they didn’t look like the numbers he was familiar with. They still looked the same. But he suddenly knew what they were.

To describe the encounter as bizarre was an understatement.

He wondered, suddenly, if whatever was rewiring his brain could be wrong. What if they didn’t put the numbers in the same order? What if they didn’t read right to left? Or up to down?

Shit, so much to learn.

“I guess it’s important you know that code,” Brooke muttered as the keypad chimed.

“It is,” he agreed, drawing his pistol. “You and I need to have a discussion before we actually go out there.”

Brooke turned, bristling, and stared at him. “What discussion?”

“I think it makes logical sense for me to take command and issue orders while we’re out there in the field. Am I wrong?” he asked.

“It’s not your world,” she replied a little tightly.

“That didn’t answer my question, Brooke. Am I wrong?”

She stared hard at him for several long moments, then finally growled and looked away. “No, you aren’t wrong.”

“All right. This isn’t a control thing. I’m not just eager to boss you around.”

“I know. I’m not a fucking moron.”

“I’m sorry. I’m trying. This is a lot, Brooke.”

She seemed almost startled when he said that, and then she seemed to relax, and look at him a little awkwardly.

“That...is a very good point. That is easy to forget, in the midst of all this.” She cleared her throat, now looking embarrassed. “I can perform fine. I can and will listen, because you do seem to know what you’re doing. Although I’m the one who knows where we’re going.”

“I know. Command is a two way street. We rely on each other. So, once we go out this door, we listen to each other. No arguments unless it’s crucial. Emotions have to get short-circuited out there in an instant if we run into trouble.”

“I can handle it,” she said firmly.

He relaxed. Something had changed about her in the last few moments, something that would probably be subtle or even invisible to a civilian, but he could see discipline and training abruptly snap into place.

“So, what’s the exact plan? We should discuss it before getting out there.”

“Right. That makes sense. So, this quarry is two miles away. The terrain will be pretty easy to traverse and navigate. I’ve been running back and forth for the past several days to the handful of buildings out here in the countryside, and the only sign I’ve seen of conflict is the occasional dead body and bloodstain. I’m fairly sure we’re still more or less alone out here. We can hike to the quarry, get down into it, hit the supply pod, get back out, hike back.”

“Sounds like a plan to me,” he said, then took a step back and aimed his pistol at the door. “Open it while stepping back.”

Brooke nodded tightly, grasping the manual wheel mounted in the center and pulling it. The door cracked open.

The daylight was gray, and he could smell rain on the air.

Hunter saw nothing but some open space out there, grass, though he had a sense of an enclosure just beyond the threshold. He waited, listened. When he heard nothing but the singing of some birds and the distant staccato rattle of machine gun fire, punctuated by the occasional explosion.

Slowly, he eased out, pistol at the ready.

Hunter stepped through a small metal chamber and into the outdoors. He found himself in a small enclosure. To either side were rock walls, raising up about fifteen feet or so to a rocky shelf overhead that served as a partial roof. There was an opening directly ahead, but it wasn’t plainly visible to the outside world, as the rock walls continued and created a kind of curving corridor.

Hunter cleared it, then he and Brooke left the safety of the shelter.

Emerging from the rock alcove, Hunter got his first really good look at this new world. And it seemed…

Very familiar.

Really familiar, actually.

If it weren’t for the bunny ears and some odd inconsistencies, he’d have a much harder time believing that he was in another dimension. That it had malfunctioned and just spat him out elsewhere in his own universe.

He saw grass. He saw trees. A sky of gray clouds stretching across the horizon. Hills in the distance.

The faint streaks of blue that he could see through gaps in the storm clouds looked about right.

This felt familiar.

As they began walking, making for a natural rise in the land and a collection of trees, Hunter felt something slipping into place inside his head. Something important. Something inarguable. His instincts and his sense of duty, of completing the mission, whatever the mission was.

Even if, right now, the mission was protecting bunny girls.

“What kind of resistance can we expect?” he asked. “If we run into any?”

“Mostly wolves. Nym was technically a mixed city, but about thirty percent of the population was wolves. Now, not all of them are going to be grabbing a gun and turning violent, but enough of them will that it’s been a huge problem.”

“Your level of technology, I think, seems at least somewhat comparable to my own. I’m assuming we can expect vehicles that drive fast and fly, have armor and mounted weapons? Body armor? Bombs?”

“Yeah, pretty much.”

“How about chemical warfare?”

“I...don’t know what you just asked,” she said, giving him a curious look.

“Huh. I guess my...bio-program or whatever the hell it was they shoved in my brain stem is still catching up. Um…” He thought for a moment, then was struck by an idea. “Okay, this?” he asked, and then mimed fitting a gasmask over his head and some heavy breathing.

“Oh! Yes. That’s-we have those weapons that require protection from the air, yes. Although we probably won’t run into that. If we do, we’re fucked. We don’t have any-” she said a word he didn’t understand but took to mean gasmask.

“Great.” Hunter thought for a moment as they trekked onward. There were so many questions he had! So many things he wanted to know! “Okay, so, what happened to your society? Why is this happening?” he asked suddenly.

Brooke let out a long, grumbling sigh. “I don’t know what it might be like in your world, but in this world, race is everything. The mice don’t trust the owls. The rabbits don’t trust the wolves. For a very long time, we lived in our own little kingdoms, our own states. It was very rare for a non-rabbit to live in a rabbit city. And there was a lot of conflict.”

“What changed?” he asked.

“We had a plague. A big one. A really big one. This was about two hundred years ago. Wiped out like a solid third of the entire world. It was...chaos. Really bad. We had to change. There was basically no one race that could survive alone anymore at that point, at least not without a lot more death. So we were all forced to work together. Although for a time there, they tried to finish tearing it all apart, burning it all down...like we’re doing now.”

“So you had two hundred years of relative peace?” he asked.

“Eh, closer to a hundred and fifty. Well...depending on who you ask, closer to a hundred. And some people would say never. But yeah, we finally started mixing…” She looked at him suddenly. “You really bred Chloe last night, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” he replied. “I thought that was obvious.”

“It was,” she muttered. “Why?”

“Why did I have sex with Chloe?”

“Yes.”

“...I thought that would be obvious.”

“Is she really so attractive to you?”

“Yes. You all are, actually.”

“I have a difficult time believing that,” she muttered.

“Well, it’s true. My tastes...are vast and varied. I love slim ladies and I love thick ladies and I absolutely love jacked women and your arms are incredible.”

She looked at him sharply, beginning to blush. “I caught most of that...you like my arms that much?” she muttered, looking down at her right arm, which was still completely exposed because she wore a tanktop.

“I really do.”

They paused as something massive exploded in the distance. They could just see the fire cloud rising up off to the north, and it was powerful enough that they faintly felt the vibrations through the dirt beneath their boots.

“Anyway,” Brooke continued a little shakily after that, “tensions have been rising for the past, I dunno, twenty years? Shitheads keep getting into power. Shitheads who want money, shitheads who are massive racist assholes, shitheads who just want to fuck everything up, shitheads who are convinced their stupid fucking ideas are genius. Doesn’t really matter...are politicians a problem in your universe?”

Hunter had to fight not to burst out laughing. He cleared his throat. “I can’t remember much...but I do remember that. Yes, they are a massive problem in my universe. I remember hating them. And I remember why.”

“Why?”

“Because of what you described, but also because...these were the fuckers who were declaring war every other fucking year, but it was me and the people like me who were actually fighting those fucking wars. Fighting and killing and bleeding and dying. And for what? Resources. Land. Racism. Power.”

“You have it there, too? You said you didn’t look too different from each other…”

He sighed wearily and bitterly. “Believe me, this universe or mine, they find a way to hate people solely for what they look like.”

“That’s so disappointing,” Brooke muttered. “Kiara can tell you all about the specifics. She’s a history buff and she follows politics. But this shit has been on the horizon since before I was born, since my mother was a kid. The big basic thing that happened was that the wolves launched a nuke and blew a major city off the map.”

She struggled for a moment, baring her teeth. “A major rabbit city. Two –” she said something that was absolutely a curse word, probably a strong one, “–million lives, just fucking–” She snapped her fingers harshly. “Gone. Fucking just like that.”

“I’m so sorry, Brooke,” Hunter replied quietly.

“Yeah, well, so am I. We’re all sorry. It’s all just so fucked.” She sighed bitterly.

As they headed up the hill, he decided to try something a little safer. “So what’s the actual plan? I mean, once we find this Warren?”

Oh. From the way she immediately tensed, he could tell that he had, in fact, steered them into even more dangerous territory.

“Improvise and adapt,” she replied tersely. “You have to understand, we...the four of us are more or less in no way ready for this. We knew it was coming...or at least, I did. Kiara, too. But we also secretly hoped that there was some way it would be diverted, that peace would find a way, or at least the status quo would be maintained. There are still militaries and governments and I’m sure there are some places that still basically function, but not here. We’re kind of ground zero for it all. That settlement was about fifty miles to the north. So we’re just...trying not to die.”

“That’s really it?” he asked. “That’s what you have so far?”

“I’m not a soldier!” she snarled, turning to face him with such sudden vehemence that he hesitated for a moment. She stared at him, eyes wide, breathing heavily, and abruptly turned away and resumed walking.

“Sorry,” he said as he caught up with her.

“It’s fine, it doesn’t matter anyway, we’re probably going to get killed out here. All of us,” she muttered.

“I very much do not intend to let that happen.”

“Mmm. Well. Forgive me if I don’t have a lot of faith in your abilities, given you barely survived whatever science project it was that got you here.”

“You’ll see.”

She flicked a glance at him. “You seemed very confident when you said that.”

“I am.”

“Hmm. Hopefully it’s true. But as for a plan?” She sighed again. “Basically, we’re going to find the Warren, then get to it, and then get inside. It’s supposed to be big and underground, and it’s supposed to be a shelter for, like, hundreds of people, with room for more…”

She growled. “Again, I don’t have any real hard data on this. But ideally it’ll be true, and intact, and we can get it all switched on, and start guiding or rescuing survivors and we can build our own little society, tucked away from all this bullshit, and just try not to die and wait this nightmare out.”

“You really think it’s going to end at some point?” he asked.

Now they could hear at least a dozen different weapons chattering away in the distance. Some of them sounded very heavily caliber.

“No, not really. I think that we’re finally going to finish the job this time. We’ve been trying to kill each other off for thousands of years. Maybe, if we’re very lucky, they’ll all kill each other, and the people like us will come out of hiding and rebuild a peaceful society. And then it’ll all happen again a couple hundred years down the line.”

“Probably,” he muttered. “From what I recall, violence and the desire to conquer never really leave a race. Or at least not mine, and apparently not yours.” He paused. “Well, I mean-not your race, but, you know what I mean.”

“Yeah.”

“Hmm.”

“What?”

“So there’s one thing I feel like we should discuss more plainly. I need to know if you’re going to be comfortable with me giving orders and you following them. And I mean to the letter and immediately. Not because I demand it, but because the mission demands it.”

“Yes, I’m not a fucking moron, I can and will follow orders,” she replied. “I did spend half a decade in Heavy Security.”

“You just yelled at me that you’re not a soldier.”

“I know-fuck! You know what I mean!”

“Okay, Brooke,” he stopped abruptly as they neared the top of the hill. “You have to calm down. I understand that this is probably the most stressful time of your entire life, and I respect that, but you must have had training to get a lid on your emotions when the situation called for it. And the situation absolutely calls for it.”

She had stopped with him and now she glared intensely at him, her teeth a little bared, one big, floppy bunny ear twitching occasionally.

He wondered, suddenly, if their ears were erogenous zones.

“You are correct,” she growled, having to push each word out.

Then she turned away from him completely. He waited. He thought she might be counting, but he couldn’t be sure. He saw her shoulders slump, and then slowly square back up. She turned back around.

“I’m better now. I can do this.” He studied her closely, trying to see if she really did have a lid on it. “I know I’m no soldier, but I can do this.”

“I believe you,” he said after hesitating just a little longer, and began walking again.

“Just like that?” she replied, coming alongside him.

“Yes. I have a sense for people. Now…”

They reached the top of the hill and surveyed the land.

He saw the city. It was on fire. He hoped that wherever they had to go in that mess would survive all the chaos. He wondered if there was time to go there today, but...no. That would be jumping the gun. He wasn’t ready yet, he could feel it.

Tomorrow, though.

He saw more woods. A stream. A couple of private property houses scattered across the land. A small lake. A few ponds.

The quarry.

He didn’t see any movement around it, but the flat landscape ran out around there and became a lot hillier and more complicated. They wouldn’t have to navigate it, thankfully, as the quarry lay at its base, but there could absolutely be people in there.

A lot of people.

“That’s it?” he asked, nodding.

“That’s it,” she confirmed.

“Let’s do this.”


CHAPTER 8

Conversation dropped off entirely after that.

Despite how burning he was with questions, Hunter could hear heavier fighting to the north, and now he could actually see tracers or plumes of flame occasionally flying into the air. All of it was giving him a bizarre and, admittedly, worrying cocktail of emotions.

He felt fear, but it seemed augmented somehow. It didn’t feel like how it should feel, or maybe that was wrong. Maybe it felt normal, but his own emotions, or even his perception of emotions, had been thrown out of wack by either the procedure done to him or the subsequent teleporting.

He felt excitement.

He felt anger.

Rage, really, but tightly contained rage.

Hope. Hope?

Hope that he would be good and lucky enough to get the opportunity to do the right thing and save people. That one felt good, that thought. Hunter had an impression of a great deal of violence before now. In fact, he was sure his past was not just soaked in blood but drenched, but that urge, that need to help showed through, like a beacon in a frozen night.

There were so many things to consider, but right now felt good, because right now meant he not only could set aside untangling this nightmare, but should.

They were almost to the quarry.

He angled them so that their path would bring them to a small clutch of trees. As they reached it, he stopped and started studying the tallest one.

“What are you doing?” Brooke asked, breaking the silence.

“Need to get a better view of that place beyond the quarry,” he replied, then leaped up and grasped a strong-looking branch.

It took him about twenty seconds to get to the top.

Hunter surveyed the area. Not just the quarry, but all of it. He had a better view of the city, but that just showed him more of what he didn’t want to see. He studied it for a bit longer, then kept looking. Not a lot more to see, either. Though he did see a few watchtowers off to the west, poking up out of some dense woodland.

Please let that be the way they had to go.

He didn’t see anything moving around the quarry, but his view afforded him less insight than he’d hoped. Hunter climbed back down and hopped off, landing heavily beside Brooke with a grunt. She took an involuntary step back and stared at him with wide, rapt eyes.

For a moment, he took her reaction as one of fear, but…

No.

That wasn’t fear, he saw as he finished straightening up.

That was lust.

“You okay?” he asked, managing not to smile.

“...I’m fine,” she replied.

“Clearly.”

She sighed, seemed to shake it off. “Did you see anything?”

“No. But we should still be paranoid.”

“Always,” she growled.

They kept walking, leaving the small copse behind and closing the final bit of distance between themselves and the quarry.

It was surrounded by a fence, but the gate was wide open. Hunter slowed as he approached. He hated how open the approach was, but he genuinely didn’t see any signs of hostiles, and it wasn’t like there were places to hide on this side of the actual quarry.

He saw no vehicles parked in the little gravel lot, and the trio of trailers looked vacant. Hunter drew his pistol and gave it a quick once over.

“All right, we’re going in. We’re going to check those three trailers. Where’s the best place to safely look down there?” he asked, facing her.

Brooke seemed momentarily distracted, giving him that same intense stare, then she looked to the trailers. “There’s a platform and a cargo lift just beyond the trailers.”

“I assume there’s a ladder?”

She frowned. “I didn’t understand that last word?”

He quickly looked around, then re-holstered his pistol and mimed going up a ladder.

“Oh! Yes, there is a-” a word he didn’t understand capped off her sentence, but almost immediately he did understand it. “But why can’t we use the lift? It’ll take a lot of effort to climb down and back up, not to mention with all the extra weight.”

“I know, but one of the big rules of survival is: rely on as little technology as possible. At least when you’re in the field. That lift could break down and leave us stranded halfway down, or collapse and kill us, and it will definitely make a shitload of noise,” he replied.

Brooke looked irritated. “Those are good points, I suppose,” she growled.

“Let’s search the trailers.”

He hoped he could smother her rage by basically ignoring it, but he was worried. Her emotions were bleeding through again. She seemed agitated and annoyed and distracted. He pulled his pistol back out and marched in through the gates.

The gravel shifted and made quiet sounds beneath his boots as he slowly approached the trailers. Hunter kept his field of vision as wide as he could. He saw no movement and heard nothing nearby. Getting up to the first trailer, which had its door open, he slowed.

“Watch my back,” he whispered.

“Got it,” Brooke replied tightly.

He aimed, keeping his arms straight and orienting his body to move with the pistol, carefully maneuvering into the door and sweeping the interior. Nothing. It looked like this was where they planned things and took breaks.

He saw a scattering of papers across the floor, a few desks and chairs, a few filing cabinets, not a whole lot of interest. They secured it and then moved onto the next two. The second one had a kitchenette and a few bunks at the back. The third and final trailer had supplies, mostly just crates and boxes of the sort of anonymous, generic material needed to run a place like this.

“Clear,” he said.

The moment he did, Brooke stepped into the trailer with him and closed the door.

“What?” he asked, immediately joining her by the door. “Did you see something?”

“No,” she replied.

He looked at her, then hesitated. She seemed like she was about to freak out.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

“I can’t fucking take this anymore. I need you to breed me,” she replied.

“Seriously? Now?”

“Yes! Now! I-” she let out a growl, clenching her hands into fists. “I know! This is humiliating but it’s driving me crazy and I can’t deal with this! Just do it. Breed me.”

“Well…” He considered it, but it looked like she wasn’t going to give him much choice. Either he could breed her or he’d have to leave her here… “Okay, come on. There were bunks-”

He began to open the door but Brooke shoved it shut. “No.”

“Here?”

“Yes!”

And then she grabbed him and pulled him down closer to herself. She pressed her nose into the hollow of his neck and inhaled deeply, then she kissed him.

She was strong for her size.

Kissing her was a dream. A lot about Brooke was hard, but she had very soft, sensual lips and kissing her was just amazing. He matched her fierceness, first putting his pistol away and then grabbing her ass and picking her up.

She let out a little sound of surprise, then wrapped her strong legs around him as he spun around and began walking to one of the crates. They kept kissing until he set her big ass down on the crate, then reached down and pulled her tanktop up. It revealed a gray sports bra and he pulled that up too, freeing some pretty nice, big breasts.

“This is purely to keep me focused,” she said, panting heavily now. She angrily pushed some of her red hair off her forehead.

“Oh, of course,” he replied as he undid the button on the cargo pants she wore, then unzipped them.

“I mean it-oh!” she cried as he yanked her pants down, managing to slip them off her ass without picking her up. He got them down and then off one foot, then stood back up and pulled his erection out. “Fuck,” she whispered, looking down at it.

Hunter pulled her panties aside, showing a very sweet looking pussy with a mess of red pubic hair. Oh holy mother of fucking God her thighs.

They were really incredible thighs.

“What if you get pregnant?” he asked, hesitating.

“What the fuck do you think breeding means?!” she shot back.

“Yeah, but-”

“Just do it! I want to get pregnant! Breed me!” she snarled.

Well, he could do that.

He slipped into her and they both let out intensely satisfied sounds. Hunter kept pushing, kept expecting to have to pull back, because he remembered doing this kind of thing before and frequently running into difficulties because of his size, only that didn’t happen.

Brooke accepted his entire length wetly and warmly. He rested his forehead against her own, staring into her eyes. He saw a lot there: desire, lust, anger, maybe a bit of embarrassment, but below all of it, need and below even that, hope.

It was a lot to try and parse so he didn’t bother and instead fucked her brains out.

Several of the words she spoke were in her own language that he hadn’t picked up yet but it was pretty obvious what it meant. There was no mistaking that tone of voice.

His hands went wandering aggressively across her fit body. Her breasts, her hips, her glorious thighs, her big, smooth ass.

“Yes, please, please…” she whispered and moaned, gripping him hard enough that her fingernails were digging in.

He thought she was breaking the skin on his back but he didn’t care.

Her pussy was incredible.

He felt lost in bliss as he banged her on that crate. Her body was rapture, and he experienced it in waves, pulses, flashes of pure perfect pleasure. He kissed her, tasted her, passionately, furiously. He could feel their frantic fucking building to an intense climax.

She suddenly grabbed him and smelled his neck again. “Fill me with your seed!”

Hunter actually felt something change inside of her, some quality that he didn’t really understand, but suddenly fucking her felt even better.

He let out a series of almost primal, grunting groans as he began loosing his seed into her. She cried out in what sounded like pure rapture as he pumped her full, his cock jerking furiously as he came inside of her.

When it was over, they were left panting and sweaty, foreheads resting against each other, staring into each other’s eyes.

“What...was that?” he whispered finally.

“What?” she murmured.

“At the end there, it just got...way better suddenly.”

“Oh. Right. You don’t know. When we’re feeling particularly, um...needy, for breeding, we have a bit more control over our bodies. Down there. During breeding.” She slowly seemed to be regaining her discomfort as she came down from the high of her orgasm.

“We should probably keep going,” she said.

“We should,” he agreed, pulling out of her.

She began to move, then hesitated, looking down at herself, her crotch, still partially exposed as her panties hadn’t fallen completely back into place. He looked down as well, could see his seed leaking out of her.

“I should get you something to clean yourself up,” he said.

“No,” she said, with more firmness than he would have expected. He looked at her, interested. “I just-I don’t want it. I’ll be fine. Move.”

“All right,” he replied as she hopped up and fixed her underwear, then hastily pulled her pants back up and her shirt and bra back down.

Clearly, she had mixed feelings about what just happened and didn’t want to talk about it. That was fine, she was right: they did have to get back to work.

She finished dressing (he noticed she made absolutely no attempt to wipe his seed off her inner thigh and thought back to Chloe), and then they were heading back out into the cold, gray light of day.


CHAPTER 9

“I still don’t see any movement,” Brooke murmured.

“I know,” Hunter murmured back.

He knelt at the edge of a hundred and fifty foot drop. The quarry looked pretty barren. He saw another pair of trailers spread out down there, a couple of abandoned movers, a few stacks of pallets, big piles of rocks.

And the drone.

It was near the center of the hole in the earth (terras..th?), smoking faintly still, pulsing with a faint, periodic orange light.

It was pale gray, almost but not quite white, in an elongated pill shape with stubby wings and a squat, fat engine strapped to the back. A few panels on the body had broken open and their contents were scattered in shiny packaging around it.

“We need to get down there. I’ll go first, then you. We go smoothly, but fast,” he said.

“Ready,” she replied, but she didn’t sound happy about it.

They located the ladder and went down.

It was cold out, and now it was even colder, the temperature dropping noticeably as they descended. He shivered, then frowned.

Weather…

That could be an issue.

“Brooke?”

“Yeah?”

“Do you have seasons on this planet?” She made a curious sound. “Shit,” he muttered. “Um...is your year divided up by the weather? Hot? Cold? Rain?”

“Oh! Seasons!” She sighed. “Yes. Does it matter?”

“Yes it matters, Brooke. I need to know what kind of weather we’ll be facing when we’re out here, or during our journey?”

“Yes! Fine! I’m not stupid!” she snapped.

Now he sighed. “Please...calm down. I thought that was supposed to calm you down.”

“It did and I am calm...at least compared to how I was. But fine. I will get a lid on it. And you’re right. You apparently know our year.”

“Our years and months are almost the same.”

“So weird. Well, we have four seasons. The year begins with a transition from the long cold into Spring.” He paused, blinked at that. Apparently his brain was now guessing the meaning of the words in real time. Shit, what if that went wrong? This felt like something that could go very wrong in a very big, cascading kind of way.

He prayed it was self-correcting.

“And the rest?” he asked.

“Spring is short. A month and a half, perhaps two. It becomes Summer. Three months, very hot. Lots of bad storms. Then the cooling begins, that lasts about one month before the cold comes and settles in.”

“Half of all your time is spent in the cold?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Great. Where are we now?”

“What? Oh, on the timeline. We’re in the cooling, Fall. We’re about halfway through. It will start to rain more very soon. Another reason we want to be on the move.”

“Fucking great. How bad is the cold?” he asked.

“During the first two and a half months and the last two and a half months, its not lethal. For the most part. Unless you’re dumb, or particularly unlucky. But the middle month...you mostly have to stay inside. It gets so cold. Bitterly, brutally cold.”

“Great,” he repeated.

They reached the bottom of the quarry a few moments after that. The bottom of it was downright cold, and the sunlight seemed somehow distant. Paler. He and Brooke got their pistols back out and, after a moment of getting their breath back (it was a longer climb than it seemed), they began making their way towards the pod.

“What’s the plan?” she murmured, looking around.

Hunter was continually scanning everything, his eyes flicking up to the rim at the top of the pit, always expecting to see the shadowed outlines of humanoid figures.

“We get to the pod. You stay with it and try to split your attention between checking over the supplies on the ground and watching your back. I’m going to make a quick check of the trailers and general perimeter, then I’ll join you. We grab what we can, get out of here.”

She nodded and they came to a halt. She shrugged out of her backpack and then opened it up and tossed out a satchel and two duffel bags. Hunter paused, just for an instant, in frustration. Why hadn’t he noticed his own lack of anything to carry all this damn gear?

Shit, his head really was scrambled.

He shook it, then winced at a vague pain that came to him, and began jogging off towards the trailers. This was going pretty well, so far.

Hunter wondered when it was all going to fall apart.

Reaching the first trailer, he poked his head inside and took a careful look around. It had the feeling of abandonment, but not abrupt. This place had the feel of somewhere that hadn’t been visited in a few weeks, maybe a couple months. There were more supplies stowed in crates and he hated that he couldn’t take the time to investigate them further.

Maybe they could come back with more of them…

Probably not. He left the trailer and headed for the next one, but it revealed much of the same. A few moments later, he was rejoining Brooke.

“Start stuffing,” she said, tossing him a duffel bag from where she crouched on the ground over a pile of silver foil packages.

“This food?” he asked as he crouched and got to work. She looked at him with something like surprise. “What?”

“Nothing, just...it’s bizarre how much overlap our worlds have. It seems like you’re from here. You don’t feel like you’re from another dimension. You’re so...like us. I mean especially after breeding. That was…” She hesitated.

“Yeah?”

“...good.”

“Good, huh?”

“Yes!”

“Are we seriously going to have to fight over everything?” he asked as he began stuffing the silver packages into the bag.

Brooke was quiet for a worryingly long time before responding. “Sorry. This is-everything is difficult right now.”

“I understand that.” She paused again and stared at him once more. “What now?” he asked.

“You aren’t anything like I thought you’d be. I figured you’d be like the wolves.”

“That makes sense. I’m guessing they’re not particularly kind?”

“No. I cannot say that they are.”

Hunter finished filling the duffel with packages, fitting them as tightly packed as he could. He zipped it up and then got to his feet.

“Is this drone only carrying food?” he asked, stepping up and peering into one of the open niches. There were four along either side, each one about the size of a typical kitchen cabinet.

“I think so,” she replied. “Here.” He looked over. She was holding up her knife, handled first. “Pry those other panels open.”

He took it and went around to the other side, hoping perhaps one side was dedicated to food, one to something else just as useful. Her knife looked pretty tough. Hunter found that one of the panels had been damaged in the crash and used that. It took a moment, but he managed to pop it.

“Shit,” he muttered, “more of the same.”

She sighed. “No medicine, no guns, no tools or parts.”

“Yep.”

“At least we’ve got food for the journey.” He sighed and moved to rejoin Brooke.

Instinct snapped awake and jabbed a white-hot poker into his awareness. Without saying anything, he took a big step forward, grabbed her by the back of her tanktop and yanked her back. She let out a startled and angry shout, and then he got her back down behind the wrecked drone.

“What the fuck-”

A gunshot rang out and a bullet pinged off the drone. Followed by several more. Brooke snapped out a curse as she ducked down behind the drone with him. Hunter had his pistol out and ready. He could hear excited voices shouting, but their words were lost to the echo.

“This is so bad,” Brooke whispered.

“No, this is perfect!” Hunter replied excitedly.

“How–”

He was peering cautiously over the edge of the drone. He took in the situation at a glance and got even more excited. There were six shadowed figures up above them, and three of them were firing. Only one of them seemed to actually know how to aim.

Hunter stood up, aimed, and fired.

There were several screams as the competent shooter took a bullet to the dome and toppled forward, going right over the edge and tumbling down until he smashed into the ground with a hard, wet thwack.

The return fire was frantic and missed him by a mile. Hunter didn’t even duck as he shifted aim and popped off four more shots, one smoothly after the other. The first one hit, taking another attacker in the head and sending him over the edge, too. The next two missed, but the fourth and final shot took a third man in the throat and he staggered around.

Someone else tried to make a grab for him, but then he went over, too.

The other figures vanished after that and once the third body settled and the final echo died off, it became incredibly silent.

Hunter took another long look around, making sure that no one else was hanging around, then stood up.

“Stay here.”

He moved around the drone and jogged over to the three corpses he’d made. As he approached the trio of broken bodies, he hesitated, though only for about a second.

It had been way too easy to do that. To kill. Not just in terms of actually, physically doing it, but in how easy it was for him to accept. That it needed to be done, doing it, and that it had been done. He didn’t feel particularly upset.

Well, given his current environment, that was probably a huge asset.

Hopefully it didn’t come back to bite him in the ass later.

He hastily began gathering supplies. He found two of the pistols and checked them over. One was broken, though he managed to salvage a partially full magazine, and the other worked fine. He tucked the one that functioned down the back of his pants, then began patting down the bodies.

They were, indeed, wolves.

Or rather, they looked like him except they had gray-furred wolf ears sticking up out of their heads and shaggy tails out of their lower back.

How did this make sense?

He supposed it didn’t really matter. For whatever reason, evolution had taken this course here on Terras. Honestly, he was fine with it, it was just weird.

Hunter was sure he’d seen more than enough weird things during his career, and many more were to come.

The corpses were poorly equipped. One of them, a scrawny guy with a scraggly beard, the one he’d shot in the neck, had nothing but clothes on him. And not good ones, either. Nor could they be salvaged, as they were so drenched in blood from the landing they were useless.

The second guy had a switchblade in his pocket, which Hunter flicked open, studied, closed, and pocketed. Besides that, he just had lint and some coins that he imagined were now worthless. The final guy was still clutching his pistol, and it took breaking a few fingers to get it.

“Now that’s a nice sidearm, pal,” he muttered as he looked it over.

Laser scope, optional silencer, magazine extender, all in a glossy black package. He took the guy’s holster off and affixed it to his other hip, then secured the fancy pistol. He heard footsteps approaching and pulled out the pistol he’d tucked down the back of his pants. Making sure the safety was on, he tossed it to Brooke as she approached.

“Catch.”

She did, barely. She was staring at him with wide eyes.

“I know you had something worthwhile,” Hunter muttered as he patted down the corpse of the competent man.

He had been taller and more developed, his musculature more obvious. (Though, his mind noted, not as obvious as Brooke’s own beautiful arms). He found a compass, a canteen that had burst open, a combat knife of very fine quality (eight inches of serrated titanium), a tightly packed medical kit, and six magazines of ammo for his fancy pistol.

“You’re my best friend today,” Hunter said, chuckling as he finished and stood up.

“You’re talking a lot to a corpse,” Brooke muttered.

“Habit, apparently,” he replied. “You okay?”

“I’m...what was that?”

“I told you, combat is my life. I’ve been doing it for...a long time. Over a decade, I think. Maybe over a decade and a half. I’m good at this shit.”

“Um...yeah. Clearly. Those shots were incredible. And with a pistol with iron sights...are you really going to stay and help us?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Why not?”

She stared at him for a long moment, then gave her head a little shake and looked up. “What if they come back with more people?”

“That is why I suggest we grab our shit and get out of here,” he replied. “Brooke?”

“Right. Yeah. We should hurry.”

“We should,” he agreed.

They jogged back over to the drone and finished packing. He took the backpack and one of the duffel bags, and she took the other and the satchel.

They began making for the ladder, eager to be home.


CHAPTER 10

“We need to talk,” Brooke said firmly.

Hunter stopped. He’d been expecting as much.

They’d not run into any further problems, not getting out of the quarry, nor making their way back. He kept expecting bullets to come shrieking out of nowhere and punch into his exposed back, but they made it back to the rocky alcove without so much as a stumble.

“I’m listening,” he replied, setting down the duffel.

Brooke looked distinctly uncomfortable, though as for the ‘why’ was probably a mixture of reasons.

“...so you’re going to have to breed us all.”

“Am I now?” Hunter replied.

“Yes.”

“And you are suddenly for this? Because not all that long ago you seemed pretty unhappy about the prospect of me breeding anyone.”

“I know, but things are-this is different.”

“Different how?”

“Now that I’ve...we’ve...bred, and I’ve experienced the effect it can have, it’s become very obvious that I was wrong, and Chloe was right, and you need to breed all of us because we’ll have a higher chance of survival if we’re a tightly cohesive unit. Which can most quickly and effectively be achieved by you breeding all of us.”

“Purely logical?” he replied, unable to resist. “No ulterior motive?”

“Shut up,” she snapped. “You say you’re attracted to us and you sure seemed to enjoy breeding me. So you’re getting what you want. Why are you making it more difficult?”

He sighed. “You know, Brooke, I’m doing a lot for you basically on blind faith. I get that you’re putting your lives in my hands and I respect that, but are we going to pretend like I’m not the most immediately useful person in this group? That I’m not going to help do something really, really difficult, and not just put myself at risk, but complicate my life a great deal by ensuring that the four of you stay alive? And I’m not looking for blind obedience or fear or total submission, but I am looking for some respect and gratitude. Because I have those for you.”

Brooke stared at him with that same mixture of emotion that seemed apparently commonplace for her by now. Finally, she sighed quietly.

“Fine. That is a good point. I’m sorry,” she said with the air of someone facing it like a good soldier. He respected her for that.

“Thank you. Honestly, I don’t even want to bring it up again. I just want everything to go smoothly, and if it doesn’t, then I just want to have a calm, reasonable conversation about it. I get it that you all are fucked up over everything that’s happened, but the more we allow our emotions to control us, the less of a chance we’ll have to survive.”

“I get that, and they do, too, it’s just...you don’t get it.”

“What don’t I get?”

“I don’t think it’s the same for your people, but us? Rabbits especially, we are our emotions. So much of us is emotion and instinct, and it’s worse than ever when we’re being threatened. To put it bluntly, I would say that our group represents an unusual amount of emotional control. So many panicked when it began…”

“All right, I can respect that, and I can work with that. I will do my best to accommodate. Now, I would like to get inside and take a long, hot shower and maybe talk Chloe into breeding again.”

“Wait,” Brooke said, and something had changed in her voice. She had become authoritative, looking at him with a deadly seriousness. “All-” she said a word that sounded to him like ‘phrash-het’ and he took to mean ‘bullshit’, “aside, I want you to treat Rain very, very gently. She’s the youngest and she’s the least prepared for all this. She’s really messed up and she needs to be taken care of. But you had better treat her well. We need you or not, I don’t fucking care, you hurt her and I will come after you. You hurt any of us, but you especially hurt her…”

“I understand, Brooke,” Hunter replied, trying to be both firm and soothing. It seemed to work. “I meant what I said,” he continued. “I want to protect you. I will protect you. And I will treat you all as you want to be treated.”

“Fine,” she said, turned away, paused, turned back almost reluctantly. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

They walked inside and found everyone waiting for them.

“Did you hear any of that?” Brooke asked.

“No, but we heard voices,” Kiara replied. She looked anxiously at their bags. “I take it you found something, yes?”

“Yes, but not as much as we’d hoped,” Hunter replied, moving through them carefully and then leading them to the kitchen area. He set his duffel bag down and then shrugged out of his backpack, then unzipped it and showed them what was inside.

“Military rations,” Chloe murmured.

“A lot of them,” Kiara said.

“We’re good for food,” Hunter replied, then looked at Chloe. “How are you about guns, Chloe?”

“Um...not great?” she answered nervously.

“Well,” Hunter set the holstered pistol that he’d originally been given down on the table, “that’s yours now. And Rain gets one too.”

“Is that a good idea?” Brooke murmured.

“We all need to be armed, and now we all can be.”

“Where’d these come from?” Kiara asked.

“We killed some wolves,” Hunter replied.

“You killed some wolves,” Brooke said. He shrugged, accepting the second pistol back from Brooke and then going through the process of reloading both of them with fresh magazines. “He is everything he claimed to be. Honestly, he’s more.”

“What actually happened?” Kiara asked uncertainly.

“We were in the quarry and a group of wolves showed up at the top. They started shooting at us. He shot and killed three of them in about ten seconds. No hesitation. The others fled. The bodies fell into the quarry. We grabbed their shit.”

“I’m good at what I do,” Hunter asserted again.

“He can protect us. Based on that little bit I just saw, I’d say he’s easily among the most skilled soldiers I’ve ever seen,” Brooke agreed.

Kiara was staring at her, a look of mild confusion that bordered on suspicion on her face as she slipped her gaze back and forth between the two of them.

“...did anything else happen out there?” she asked finally.

Hunter glanced at Brooke. She was blushing deeply. It was immensely amusing, but he decided to try and take control of the situation maturely.

“We all need to talk, and we’re all here now, so we might as well just do it,” he said.

“Okay…” Kiara replied cautiously.

“I’ve bred Chloe. And now Brooke. Yes, while we were out there,” he said, and all three women made startled sounds. Kiara looked vaguely worried and irritated, while Chloe looked interested, and Rain just looked excited. “And based on what Chloe and Brooke have told me, it makes sense for me to do the same for you as well, Rain and Kiara.”

“Why me?” Kiara asked.

“...why not you?” Brooke replied after an awkward pause.

“I just...don’t want to impose myself. I mean I understand all of you but–”

“Are you saying you don’t want to have sex with me?” Hunter asked.

“No!” she replied quickly, then a look of irritation briefly came across her face. She cleared her throat and stood up a little straighter. “No, that’s not what I’m saying.”

“Good then. Because I would like to be with all of you.” He paused, looking slowly around at them. They were all paying very close attention to him. “Okay, I’m just going to set aside the fact that the sex I’ve had so far has been phenomenal. And that I imagine the breeding I’ll do with Kiara and Rain will be just as phenomenal. Brooke brought up a very practical point: the only way we’re realistically going to survive getting to this Warren is to be a unit. And I need to be at the head of that unit. And the easiest, fastest way to do this is...for me to breed all of you. If I’ve misunderstood the situation, tell me now.”

“That sounds fine to me,” Rain said almost before he finished speaking.

He looked at her. She favored him with a very seductive smile and leaned forward, and her huge breasts almost fell out of her small shirt.

“Everything you said makes sense...which is weird, given you’re from another dimension,” Kiara murmured.

“So do you believe me now?” he asked.

“More or less. I suppose it doesn’t really matter. You’re here now and you can, and will, protect us. That’s what matters. And so I agree with your assessment.”

“Perfect. Now for the next suggestion. I feel like I should formally take control of the group. In the presence of everyone, and with the agreement of everyone. Am I wrong?”

“No,” Rain said, and Brooke sighed.

“No, that makes sense,” Chloe said.

He looked to Brooke. “Yeah, I agree,” she muttered.

Now he looked to Kiara. She was having a little difficulty with the notion. He pressed on a little further.

“It will be for the duration of the trip to the Warren, and all of you, but you especially, Kiara, will be free and encouraged to advise me. My goal, legitimately, is to keep you all safe and get you to the Warren. This is the best way I know how, and I will absolutely listen to you if you have advice. And honestly, once we get to the Warren, I don’t want to be in charge anymore.”

“That may not be an option,” Chloe murmured.

“Why?” Hunter asked.

“Once you actually assume authority over us and we grant it to you, it...will probably be difficult to change back,” Kiara said. “Rabbits...do not have many leaders. We prefer to follow. It’s just the way we are. And you...are clearly a leader. And a good one. And an experienced one. And, even further, experienced in exactly what we need right now. And I doubt we’re going to be able to stop being paranoid for, at the very least, a few years. And that’s if we’re lucky. We may need someone like you for decades. Not that I’m necessarily saying I’m expecting you to stick around for the rest of your life…”

“No, I understand. And I kind of got the impression, based on the broken mess my memory is right now, that the experiment went wrong. And if that were the case, if it did go bad, then the chances of actually bringing me back home dropped dramatically.”

Or maybe that was just wishful thinking.

He also had the impression that this reality, even in the midst of total societal collapse, was a big step up from his previous one.

It probably had something to do with the four horny bunny girls.

“Regardless of how I may feel about it, you are right. About everything so far. And so yes, I agree. I recognize your authority over this group, and will listen to you.”

“Thank you,” he said. “But I’m going to be relying on you. All of you. Maybe heavily. Because this is not my world, as much overlap as there seems to be, and I also don’t know what kind of damage has been done to me. I can tell I’m not completely healed. And that leads nicely into the next part of the plan, which I want to talk about.”

“We’re listening,” Kiara replied.

“I want to take the rest of today to rest and heal. Tomorrow, Brooke and I will hike out closer to Nym and assess the situation. If it looks like we can, we’ll head into the city and locate the Evergreen Headquarters, infiltrate it, and get the data if it’s there, then come back. We’ll have to reevaluate, but the plan would then be–with the notion that we got the data–we pack up and leave the following morning.”

“What if we don’t?” Chloe asked.

“Well then we’ll have to start discussing alternative options. Does anyone else have an idea of what to do if we can’t find the Warren?”

“I have some fairly secluded family property,” Kiara replied uncertainly. “We could probably build a little life for ourselves there, but it’s a very long way away. It would be at least two weeks on foot, perhaps even a month, given how bad it is out there…”

“It’s a good backup,” Hunter replied. “But I’d really like to discern whether or not the Warren is real–”

“It is,” Brooke said quietly, but firmly.

“–and if it is,” Hunter continued, “where it is. And how to get there. Also,” he reached into his pocket and pulled out the tightly packed medical kit, then tossed it to Chloe, “here.”

“Oh!” she cried softly as she caught it and looked at it. She unzipped it and peeked inside. “This is very useful. Where’d you find it?”

“One of the wolves had it,” he replied. “Now, um...I should probably get something to eat, maybe take a shower, try to relax…”

“I can help with that!” Rain said, stepping forward.

The others exchanged glances. Brooke just rolled her eyes. Chloe and Kiara smiled awkwardly, although he noticed it was much less awkward than it might have been even a few hours ago. They were getting used to him, or he to them, or they to each other.

Rain stepped up to him and took his hand. He looked down at her. She was a lot shorter than he was. He hesitated as something occurred to him.

“How old are you?” he asked.

“Twenty four...why?” Rain replied.

“I wanted to be sure you weren’t too young.” He paused. “That’s a consideration here, right?”

“Yes,” Kiara replied. “It is, and an important one. But I assure you, Rain is more than of age and more than ready to be a mother.” She paused. “We all are.” She sighed. “Some of us more than others.”

“You are not that old,” Brooke muttered.

“I don’t want to talk about this. I’m going to plan our route into Nym.”

“Our?” Hunter asked, resisting when Rain tried to lead him away.

“I’m going with you,” Kiara said firmly. “I have credentials and knowledge no one else here does, and I don’t know what you might need. I need to be there.”

Hunter considered it. She seemed fairly fit, competent, and she’d kept them together and alive for this long.

“Fine,” he said. “Let me know if anything happens or anyone has any questions or suggestions. For now…”

“For now, he’s mine,” Rain said firmly, and began leading him deeper into the shelter.


CHAPTER 11

“We tried to give this one to Brooke,” Rain said as she led him into one of the rooms off the main corridor.

It wasn’t much bigger than the others he’d poked his head into so far, but it was taken up by a much larger bed.

“She didn’t want it?” he asked.

“She did, but she didn’t want to admit it. We argued. She finally agreed to rotate, because she did want it. Today it’s mine. I guess it should be yours, too, given how big you are.”

“That would be nice,” Hunter murmured, looking longingly at the bed. He was sore all over after that hike, which worried him a bit. There was likely a much longer hike ahead of them, not to mention the fights they might be facing.

“Lay down, take off your clothes,” Rain said.

He looked at her. She had her hands on her big hips and she’d fixed him with a firm stare. It cracked almost immediately though and she frowned, abruptly losing her self possession. “Unless you don’t want to. I-I mean, you know, I can’t really tell you what to do.”

“It’s fine, Rain. I’m okay with you talking to me like that,” he replied with a grin. Hunter took off his shirt and tossed it aside, then unbelted his pants and let them drop after kicking his boots off. “What were you thinking?” Rain stared at him, for a moment caught. “You have every reason to feel confident here, Rain. I get that we don’t know each other very well, and this is pretty fast, even for a soldier and a civilian in a situation like this…”

“Oh, I don’t have an issue with how quickly we have arrived here...why would I?” she asked, suddenly uncertain again.

“Maybe it’s a culture thing. In my culture, it’s seen as the right thing to do to wait before...getting intimate. There’s an idea that you should know each other emotionally more than physically.”

“Why?”

“Well…” He thought about it, then sighed and sat down and pulled off his socks. “It’s probably complicated. I guess my point is, I’m happy if you are.”

“I’m happy with this,” she replied with a calmness that inspired belief. “It doesn’t need to be complicated.”

“No, it does not,” he agreed, standing back up. He looked down at her. Wow, she seriously was so much shorter than him.

Hunter took a moment to really study her. She was perhaps four foot ten or eleven to his six foot four or five. He had to admit, there was an odd appeal in their size difference, (though he envied her, he doubted he would find a woman in this world who was so much taller than he was as he was as her), and the appeal seemed to go both ways.

She was very curvy. Her hips broad, her thighs thick, her tits huge. Her ass to die for. Her hair was chestnut brown, soft and shoulder length, down, framing a pale, pale face. Her eyes were big and soft and brown, a deeper brown than he saw in her hair. Her skin was also soft and smooth and pale and flawless.

“Let me-” a word he didn’t understand, “-you.”

“Um...I’m just gonna go with this. I didn’t pick that up but I do trust you.”

She giggled. “Good. Lay down.” He laid down. She giggled again and shook her head. “Over! Flip over!”

He flipped over. She grasped his boxers and pulled them down and off, then she took a moment to remove her own clothing. And then he felt her big ass and thighs against him as she straddled him, and her soft, hot hands against his skin.

They began to massage and knead his flesh, his muscles, and it was immediately soothing.

“Oh wow,” he muttered.

So that’s what that word meant.

“You like it?” she murmured.

“Yes. I do.”

“Oh good. I took classes but I was always worried because it felt too...easy? I thought maybe I was doing it wrong and they just didn’t want to tell me.”

“Wait, classes on what?” he asked, then groaned as she began pressing the heels of her palms into his lower back. He felt his body trying to melt apart as a wave of warm relaxation rolled through him.

“On keeping a mate happy.”

“Oh.” A long pause. “Mating and breeding seem to be big parts of your society.”

“Are they not of yours? You seem just as eager to mate with us as we are with you.”

“Yeah, but...I guess, from what I remember, my society is very much about mating and breeding, only we don’t admit it. And actually...we kind of shame people who admit it. Only...it’s not really that simple, either. It was weird and complicated. It feels a lot more straightforward here.”

He could almost hear the smile in her voice when she spoke. “It’s a lot simpler here.”

Then she pushed into his back and he felt something pop intensely inside of himself, and then a lot of tension melted away.

“Ohhhhh…” he groaned loudly.

Rain laughed. “I guess the classes worked.”

“Uh-huh,” he murmured. “What all did they cover?”

“Mostly just little stuff, things to watch out for in long-term relationships, ways of keeping your mate happy while keeping yourself happy, too. I, um-can we, you know?”

“Oh, you’re horny?” he replied.

“I don’t know what you just said, but it sounded like a question,” she replied, getting off him.

“You desire to be bred?” he asked, rolling onto his back.

“Yes.”

“Well, I desire to breed you,” he murmured, putting a hand on one gloriously thick, pale thigh and then freezing as he actually got a good look at her fully nude.

Good.

God.

She had really big tits. And hips. Fuck.

He thought one of them might say something but there were no more words until they both had orgasmed.

He reached for her and she immediately took his meaning and crawled back onto him, almost falling off of him, and the bed, in the process.

And then he was tasting her, kissing her, enjoying her.

She was so incredibly soft. So warm. So smooth against him.

His hands roamed across her body and her own hands whispered across his. He could feel her touching him. His arms, his chest, his thigh, pausing to trace a scar occasionally. Then down, lower, until her nimble fingers wrapped around his erection.

Hunter was still trying to figure out how to move the foreplay past kissing and caressing when she abruptly slipped him inside of her. He let out a loud, inarticulate groan of absolute, satisfied bliss as he slid into her pussy.

She was beyond a dream, even a fantasy.

The amount of pleasure he started feeling as she rode him felt impossible, staggering, global. The sounds she made, the moans and then the rapid kind of panting with more moans increasing in speed and pitch and decibels was just the cherry on top.

He remembered intimacy, sex, even love and sometimes faces from the past, but none of them felt like this.

Was it because he was in a different universe? Or was it-

He really didn’t care, actually.

He found himself staring at her huge, swaying tits as she fucked him, bouncing on his dick and taking it all into herself, into her hot, wet perfection.

His hands found their way across her thick, pale thighs to her generous hips and quickly back around to her huge ass. After a bit, he saw her look down at him and somehow read that she was noticing he kept groping her ass.

Rain stared down at him with eyes not just full of lust but overflowing with it. And then a mischievous smile came onto her face and she reached back and grabbed his hands. Gently prying them off of herself, she stopped in her frantic fucking and got turned around with an amazing dexterity. And then he was looking at her big, beautiful butt as she resumed fucking him.

Hunter lasted approximately four point two seconds after that, and then he let out a loud, growling groan of utter sexual release and rapturous bliss as he started pumping her full of his seed.

That triggered Rain’s own orgasm and she actually startled him with how loud she screamed. She yelled with utter abandon as she began to orgasm all over his dick, and fuck was she a squirter! He groaned louder, grasping her hips and shoving himself up into her.

And then they had a shouting match until Rain won and they both collapsed into a sweaty, naked heap on her bed.

After a moment, there was a tentative knock at the door. “Is...everything all right in there?” Kiara asked.

“Yes! Go away!” Rain snapped.

Kiara replied something that sounded like an agreement and all was quiet again.

“That was a little rude,” Hunter murmured, chuckling as he ran a hand affectionately down one sweat-slicked arm.

“You’re mine right now,” Rain growled with a surprising seriousness.

He frowned and studied her. She seemed a little different. Maybe there was more to this mating and breeding than there was in his own universe.

“Evidently,” he said.

She hugged herself to him and squeezed, nuzzling her head against his chest. “I mean it. I know I have to share with them and I will, but right now I need you, Hunter. It’s...this has all been too much,” she whispered.

He began to respond but before he could she was crying against him. He was surprised he wasn’t more socially panicked, but it was easy enough to wrap his arms around her and hold her and say quiet, comforting things to her.

It was easy to get lost in the moment and forget that they’d likely had the most traumatizing days of their lives in the past week.

Her crying didn’t last long, though. Maybe a minute and a half, then she was quiet. Hunter waited for her to say something, and waited nearly ten minutes until it abruptly occurred to him that she had fallen asleep.

He chuckled, then yawned.

Well, why not?

He got them both resituated, sure that she would come awake as he moved her around, but she didn’t. He got her on her side and then he curled up against her and spooned her much smaller frame, and that was how he fell asleep.

…

“Come on! We seriously have to go!” Brooke complained, pounding on the door.

“Almost! Done!” Rain panted. She looked down at him. “Right?”

“Rain...you are going to kill me,” Hunter groaned. “I’ve already given you all there is!”

She made an exasperated sound and got off of him. “Fine! But you’re still hard!” she complained when she twisted back to look at him.

“That doesn’t mean there’s anything left! Rain! Let me shower!” he cried, laughing.

“Fine, fine! I should be doing this anyway,” she muttered, rolling onto her back and grasping her knees, then hugging them to her considerable chest and rolling slowly back and forth. “You’ll be seeing this a lot.”

“Why?”

“It helps with conception.”

“Oh. Makes sense. I have to shower and go.”

“Do not leave without seeing me,” she said.

Hunter looked back at her. The transformation from shy and quiet girl to ‘I’m not fucking around’ was very impressive. And oddly arousing. He gathered up his clothes and then got into the bathroom. He really, really needed a shower.

He had actually not left the bedroom since coming into it yesterday, and now it was tomorrow morning and there was work to do of the less fun variety.

Hunter paused. Thought about how it felt to fight with those wolves. Protect Brooke...show off his competence to her, if he was being completely honest. Killing, he surmised, was perhaps a little too easy for him, and he should probably keep an eye on that.

He spent about ten minutes getting ready, and when he emerged into the corridor, where the others were waiting on him impatiently, he felt clean and refreshed.

Chloe and Kiara looked annoyed, and Brooke looked nearly outright hostile.

He noticed, however, that that changed almost immediately once he was in their presence. He actually saw Brooke inhale deeply through her nose and close her eyes for a few seconds, like she was smelling a particularly good cup of coffee first thing in the morning.

“So...we ready?” he asked.

“Not yet. You, here,” Chloe replied firmly. She grasped his wrist and led him to the infirmary, then made him lay down. “Don’t move.”

“Is everyone mad at me?” he asked.

Brooke and Kiara came into the infirmary too and watched him silently. He had to admit, it was pretty nice to have this much of this kind of attention and interest.

“No, we’re...annoyed,” Chloe murmured.

“Annoyed, huh?” Hunter grew serious. “Kiara, I’m sorry about yesterday. I really did intend to come and see you but Rain–”

“It’s fine, I understand,” she replied, and he found that he actually did believe her. “I...need more time, to be honest. Just a little.”

“Oh, well...all right, but if we don’t get to it soon, we’re going to have to mate somewhere out there in the field.”

“I don’t see a problem with that,” she replied. “You and Brooke did that just fine, apparently.”

“Right,” he said, glancing at Brooke. She was blushing badly, not saying anything. “Did anything happen last night?”

“No,” Brooke replied. “Nothing. It was quiet as far as I could tell.”

“Well, that’s good at least.” The bed chimed. “And that’s also good, I hope.”

“Yes,” Chloe replied after a moment of studying the data. “Good. You’re healthier than yesterday. You’re most of the way healed...I think. It’s hard to tell, to be honest. But I do think so.”

“I feel about there,” Hunter replied. “Now listen up, Chloe. I want you and Rain to gather and pack everything we intend to take with us. I want to be able to go as fast as possible in case of an emergency. Got it?”

“I understand,” she replied, nodding tightly. “I will do this while you’re gone.”

“I need to see Rain one more time, you two go get ready,” he said, heading back into the corridor.

“We are ready,” Brooke replied.

“Oh, perfect. Actually, will one of you get me a canteen of water and a breakfast bar?”

“Yes,” they both said at the same time.

Yeah, he definitely liked this.

Had to keep an eye on that, too.

Hunter poked his head back into the room and found Rain where she had been still, rocking gently back and forth. “I’m going now.”

“Kiss me,” she replied. Hunter grinned and came over and kissed her. She said something to him as he straightened back up.

“I don’t know what that meant,” he said.

She smirked and flicked one of her rabbit ears at him. “I think you know what it meant…”

“Maybe,” he admitted. Meaning danced along his peripheral. He reached down suddenly and ran his fingertips along her rabbit ear.

Rain gasped and a look of total shock came onto her face. She began to blush very badly.

“Was that a good idea or a bad idea?” he asked.

“G-good,” she managed. “Good. But not if you have to leave.”

“Oh. I see. Well, I’ll be back. I need you to help Chloe pack everything up while we’re gone.”

“I will. Please be careful.”

“I will. And you as well.”

Hunter left the room and found Brooke and Kiara standing shoulder-to-shoulder, waiting for him. Kiara had a canteen and Brooke had a candy bar.

“This is getting a little concerning,” he said as he accepted both.

“Do you not like this treatment?” Kiara replied uncertainly.

“Well, yeah. It’s just kind of weird after how hostile some of you were to me like...a day ago. But also I don’t want to take advantage of you.”

“How would it be taking advantage of us if we want to do it?” Kiara asked.

“Hmm. That’s a good point. Brooke seems...conflicted, though.”

“I am, but I won’t do anything I’m not comfortable with,” she replied. “You don’t own me, Hunter.”

“I know! I’m trying to fucking watch out for you, how am I the fucking bad guy in this?”

Brooke stared at him for a long moment, then nodded and looked away. “Yeah. That’s a good point. Sorry. I am...difficult. Hostile. People won’t take me seriously, so I got angry, and that made them take me seriously, so I kept getting angry because it kept working. And it makes real relationships hard. So I’m sorry.”

“I understand that,” Hunter replied. “And I’ll try to keep it in mind if you will.” She nodded. “Perfect. Let’s go.”


CHAPTER 12

Hunter held up his fist. “Wait.”

Behind him, he heard the others freeze. They held, still as statues, and he was reminded of the utter silence that came when he saw a prey animal hear something and similarly freeze. Maybe that was it, why he was connecting so quickly and so intensely.

Though the memories of specific things were still distant, vague, and, at times, worryingly absent, he did remember broader things. And he remembered feeling a kinship with the wildlife he encountered in the field.

Instinct. Instinct was clearly a lot over here, and it had always been a lot for him, as well.

And right now it was counting for a hell of a lot.

Something was different. Something was wrong.

In the early morning sun, which was grayer than yesterday, the world felt colder. More threatening. He continued along to the edge of the natural opening and looked to the field and the hill beyond. Nothing out there, he determined after a moment.

Or at least nothing visible.

“Brooke, double-check the door, that it’s locked,” he murmured over his shoulder.

She snapped off an affirmative response and hurried off. He waited, continuing to scan around them. He still hadn’t seen anything by the time she’d confirmed that it was locked down.

“I don’t see anything. You?” he asked quietly.

A long moment went by. “No.”

“But you feel it?”

“Yes. What do we do?”

“We go on as we intended,” he replied. “And try to hurry it up.”

“Right. Come on, Kiara.”

Hunter paused and looked back at her as the slim blonde bunny woman slipped into view. Her pistol was in hand. The safety was off, so that was good, and her finger wasn’t on the trigger. Also good. She looked very competent, but he could see the fear in her.

They set off.

He kept a careful eye out as they began hiking away from the enclosure, but after ten solid minutes, he hadn’t seen or heard anything. He had seen a couple of places where someone might possibly be concealed, and he also was forced to admit to himself that perhaps he was being paranoid and perhaps Brooke was trying to impress or agree with him.

Hopefully not.

They heard little as they hurried towards Nym.

After ten minutes, Hunter was nervous. After half an hour, he was downright paranoid. They only heard the occasional gunshot echoing across the way. Nothing else. No staccato of machine gun chatter, no booms of explosions, no heavy vehicles.

Nothing.

What did that mean?

His instincts told him nothing good, although they admitted reluctantly it could be something good. Maybe someone had withdrawn, and someone else had chased after them. Maybe they’d wiped each other out. Maybe they’d signed a temporary ceasefire. Maybe it was just a lull in the storm. Impossible to say without getting more intel.

And getting more intel might cost him his life.

Or worse, one of theirs.

They reached the outskirts of the city after about fifty minutes of steady progress. This edge of the city was defined mostly by a break in the land where it dropped off sharply for thirty feet and then continued, making Nym seem to tower above them.

“Rest,” Hunter said.

“I don’t need to rest,” Brooke replied.

“Rest.”

She stared at him, then nodded and sat down. Kiara didn’t argue and sat as well. He joined them, getting his strength back in the shadow of the settlement. He waited, listening.

“What happened up there?” Kiara whispered finally.

“Could be a few things,” Hunter replied.

“Maybe they all left,” Brooke muttered.

“I doubt we’d be so lucky,” he replied. “But it’s possible. Either way, we’re using it. You’re sure we could be there in fifteen minutes?”

“Yes. If there’s truly nothing up there, then yes. Probably ten, honestly. We’re close right now,” Kiara replied.

“What if they’re there?” Brooke asked.

“I hope they are. They can help us. We can help them,” she replied.

“This does raise a question I should have already asked: what do we do if we find friendlies? If they want to come with us?” Hunter asked.

“Well...my vote would be to say yes. We must stick together. We are not enough. Not against what the world will throw at us. Even with you. Because it isn’t just wolves with guns and dangerous creatures that will come for us, but bad weather, hunger, disease, injury, anger. We need more help if we’re to deal with all that,” Kiara replied.

“That is a very good point and that reminds me of another thing I really need to ask: when you say creatures, do you mean, like, animals?”

“Maybe…?” Kiara replied uncertainly.

“Goddamnit,” he muttered. “I hate how complicated this can get...are there creatures that have ears like you do?”

“Yes. Oh! Creatures! Yes! There are creatures that look like us, that have our characteristics, in the wild. They do not have our...intelligence, or our–” another word he didn’t understand, but took to mean sentience or consciousness.

“Do you, uh, eat them?” he asked.

“Well, yes.”

“You eat creatures that look like you?!”

“They don’t look that much like us!” Kiara replied. She looked confused. “I don’t understand, why is this an...an issue for you?”

“I...am not sure,” he admitted. “Probably something from my past life. I’m just trying to understand all this. So there are wolves like what I fought at the quarry, but there are also wolves like creatures down on all fours covered in fur that will come after you and try to bite and eat you?”

“Yes,” Brooke said. “I think so. I think I got all that.”

“I think so, too. And yes. Although the wolves who use guns also might eat you.”

“Oh. That’s brutal,” Hunter muttered.

“Yes,” Brooke said, a look of horror on her face. Kiara had adopted a similar look. “It’s bad. So bad. It’s in enough movies but it’s not the same in real life. Not at all.”

“I know what you mean, actually,” Hunter murmured, and they looked at him. “I remember movies. I remember something that bugged me after I started having to kill bad guys. Someone getting shot in the head always was so fake in the movies, but I never really knew why. Until I saw it happen a few times. In the movies, they’ll stagger around a little or maybe they’ll stay standing for about a second, then dramatically collapse. But it’s not like that at all when it’s real. In real life, they just…” He made a sound.

“They just go down. And fast, too. Almost like seeing something on fast forward. They just snap to the ground, and it isn’t just that it’s fast as a process, it’s instant, too. Like the moment the bullet punches into their head, that’s it, strings are cut and they just collapse into this unlovely heap of limbs. That’s what always-what I always thought was so fucking freaky, how goddamned fast it was…” He looked at them, realized they were staring with a different look on their faces now.

“Sorry,” he said, clearing his throat. “I guess I do that sometimes.”

“No, it’s...fine,” Kiara murmured. “Just...it must be difficult. Living the life you lived.”

“Probably,” he agreed. “I sure remember a lot of difficulty. Training. Hours and hours. Days, weeks, months, years consumed by training. Fighting, shooting, exercising, running. So much running. I remember fighting for my life on the side of a snowy mountain. And running my ass off trying not to die from a pair of snipers in a desert. But I have no idea what I was actually doing there, or if I was a good guy or a bad guy, what my goal was…”

“You’re good here,” Kiara said after a moment.

He looked at her. “Are you sure?”

“Yes. I’m sure.”

“We all are,” Brooke said firmly.

“Mmm.”

“Hey, no, look at me,” Kiara said, and the steel that entered her voice made him focus intently on her. “I know you have some doubts, but we did not just fall for you. We chose you. You may be very strong and very swift, but this is our universe and so we know our business. We aren’t just blindly following our–” another word he took to mean instinct or perhaps something more vulgar, “we chose you. Just like you chose us.”

“All right,” Hunter said, raising one hand. “You’ve made your point. And I concede.”

And he did.

She had a good point, but he did believe her. There was something in her gaze, something in her voice, but mostly something in her stance. It was the stance of a woman who was prepared to tell him to go to hell if he tried to tell her to do something she didn’t like. Brooke had that stance, too.

They all did, he realized as he thought of Chloe and Rain.

Something about that made him relax, just a little. These were tough women. Brooke was the most obvious, but they were tough in way that communicated to him (now that he was really listening for it) that they would be able to mostly handle themselves out there. That this wouldn’t be a straight up babysitting mission, and that he could rely on them not to get themselves killed when the shit when down, as it inevitably did.

That helped a lot.

“Okay,” he said, getting up, “we’re rested. We should get moving. What exactly can we expect up there?”

“While this is my world, at this point, I feel like you’d have a better notion than we would, given your history,” Kiara replied.

“That’s a good point,” he said. “Guess we’ll find out once we get up top.”

They moved down along the rock shelf until they found a broken open service hatch. Hunter frowned as he peered inside.

“Can you see? I’ve got a flashlight…” Brooke muttered.

“No, wait,” Hunter said as something occurred to him.

It was an incredibly bizarre feeling, but he suddenly wanted to do something. Muscle memory, he realized, except it wasn’t quite muscle memory…

He did something inside his head, something that he could tell right away he’d trained on and practiced doing a thousand times, and abruptly the tunnel ahead wasn’t nearly as dark.

“Oh shit,” he said.

“What’s wrong?” Kiara replied immediately.

“Nothing. Apparently my eyes aren’t just for show. I can see in the dark.”

“How? You couldn’t before?” Brooke asked.

“No. It looks clear, come on.”

“Ugh, it smells,” Kiara complained as they followed him into the dim steel tunnel. “I can’t see.”

“Here, grab onto the back of my shirt. I see a ladder up ahead, pretty close,” he replied.

They both did as he requested and he led them deeper in.

So far, so good.

Hopefully it stayed that way.


CHAPTER 13

“This is like an apocalypse movie,” Kiara whispered.

“Yep,” Hunter muttered as he scoped the street beyond the cracked window they crouched behind.

“I guess you’ve seen stuff like this a lot.”

“Yep.”

“Although I guess you may not remember it…”

“Kiara?” He looked at her.

“Yeah?”

“We should probably keep quiet during this part.”

“Oh. Sorry. I’m nervous.”

“I understand. Use whatever it was that made you successful in your field to focus and get through this.”

“How do you know I was successful in my field?” she asked, but he could tell that had touched something important in her.

“You said you have credentials that can help us. You don’t get that without getting fairly far. And you’ve got those ice queen vibes going on.”

“Those...what?” she asked, looking faintly amused now.

He chuckled and turned his attention back to the window. “Competency. You have competency. Both of you do. Use it.”

“I will,” she said, and she sounded a lot more present in the moment.

Which was good, because it really did look like the apocalypse out there.

The view he looked out onto could’ve been a city from his own dimension. He saw abandoned vehicles with broken windows and burst tires and dented frames. He saw smoke drifting lazily on the air, deeper into the city. He saw a lot of debris in the street. Random items: clothing, trash, a few suitcases, a pair of glasses, headphones, and a dozen other random things.

He also saw bodies.

Dead rabbit people lying in the street in dried pools of blood. Not a lot, this wasn’t the site of a massacre, but they were out there.

This had be difficult for them to come back to.

“All right, it looks clear. And I think that’s the Evergreen building, down there.”

“Where?” Brooke asked immediately, scooting closer.

“There. Opposite side of the street, maybe four blocks down. It’s got a sign on the front that looks green, and it’s got that ‘private headquarters’ feel to it,” he replied. “Even from this distance.”

“That’s about where it should be, yeah,” Kiara murmured. “So what are we doing?”

“We’re going,” Hunter replied, checking over his pistol once more. It really was a nice pistol and there was a dark part of him kind of eager to put it to use. “I want the two of you to stay behind me, and near me. But not too near. Don’t crowd. Do not make noise. Do not talk unless it’s absolutely necessary, do not knock anything over or bump into anything. Kiara, you will pay attention to me, all right? Follow me. Brooke, you will try to split your attention between me and the environment behind us. You’re watching our back.”

“I understand,” Kiara said.

“I’m ready,” Brooke agreed.

“Double check your weapons,” Hunter said, and slipped over to the door.

Carefully, he opened it up and then took another quick look around, both ways, and still saw nothing. It was quieter than ever now. It almost felt like the calm before the storm, but Hunter knew he might just be being paranoid.

Brooke and Kiara joined him silently.

“We’re good,” Brooke said softly.

“Perfect. We’re going to cross the street here, and then we’re going to move fast but careful, hugging the buildings. We want to be concealed as much as we can while doing this. If you see someone, warn me and hide nearby. If we do run into a firefight, I want you to hide Kiara, and you to cover my back, Brooke. If I need your help, I will tell you. Unless you hear otherwise, let me handle it.”

Hunter paused, thought furiously. He knew he wasn’t up to snuff, mentally speaking. He was forgetting things, and not handling this as well as he should have.

“One more thing,” he said as another crucial bit of data occurred to him. “If we get separated, you will come back here and wait by the hatch we came up through. If it’s too dangerous and there’s bad guys around, hide down in the sewer, wait three hours, then go home. We probably won’t get separated, but it pays to plan this shit. Now, let’s get this over with.”

He waited just a second to see if they had any questions, but they looked ready for this. It was such a curiosity to see two extremely attractive bunny women with some grim faces and pistols. But that was his life now, apparently.

What a life.

He led them outside.

The scent of war slapped him in the face and for a second he was overwhelmed by it. The smell of smoke. Gunpowder. Blood. Fear. Burning flesh. Other, subtler scents. It was familiar. Horribly familiar. Something awoke in him in that moment, smelling that and looking at a nearby body, a guy who couldn’t have been more than twenty, laying in the street in a random, broken pose with a hole in his forehead and an expression of insane terror on his face like it was carved in stone.

Hunter knew that without a shred of doubt, he hated this aspect of his career, his life, his world (and their own world too, apparently), with everything he had in him. He hated it like the sun burned. He hated the innocent suffering in a way that felt layered, the hatred growing more potent, more intense each level down.

This was why he killed, he knew in that moment.

To prevent this.

Or, if it had already come to pass, to punish it. To avenge it.

He killed because there were people out there who would do this unless you literally forced them to stop.

With a bullet.

Sometimes a knife or garrote if he was feeling particularly hands-on.

“Move,” he said quietly when he saw Brooke and Kiara staring in horror at the corpse.

They looked at him, for a moment lost in their terror and pain, and then their eyes cleared and they seemed to get a hold on themselves once again. They followed him across the street, between a van with a blood-smeared windshield and a two-door that had a pair of popped tires, causing it to lean almost comically to one side.

Reaching the opposite side of the street, Hunter reassessed and then led on.

They seemed to have come to a commercial district. He picked out a few restaurants, a convenience store, and, as they drew closer to Evergreen, several upscale stores. One might have sold furniture, another technology, another massages.

It was amazing how much he already understood.

Hunter thought back to last night after seeing that massage place. Rain...was pretty fucking good at that. And fucking him.

He couldn’t remember how many times they’d had sex, but it had been a lot. They’d been going at it like rab–

Hunter almost laughed but managed to keep a lid on it as they reached another street and quickly crossed it.

What a strange, strange life he’d found himself in.

About halfway there, a storm of gunfire suddenly kicked up maybe half a mile away. They all immediately crouched down against the nearest building, guns out, continually scouting the immediate area.

Someone was dumping their entire magazine in a panic, a pistol, and someone else was doing the same thing in retaliation. Abruptly, the sounds cut off. The last gunshot echoed away. All became still and silent again.

Without a word, they kept going.

Whatever it was, they were far enough away that it didn’t matter right now. They reached the final block, crossing another street choked with half-burned cars from what looked to be some kind of explosives damage. Still they had yet to actually see anyone alive. Although he felt confident someone alive had seen them.

He imagined that probably some half of the city’s population was dead, and probably at least half of the survivors had fled. Whoever was left was in hiding, although there was likely a refugee camp of some kind around. Should they go looking?

No, Hunter decided as he came to a halt before what was indeed the Evergreen Foundation’s Headquarters, they simply were not equipped to deal with more people, let alone a lot of them. It would be irresponsible, despite his intense desire to go looking.

Maybe he could take some time, set up some kind of emergency shelter here, at least get the survivors organized…

Distantly, something exploded.

No. Tempting as it was, no.

First, they needed to find the Warren. Then they needed to get to the Warren. Then they needed to convince whoever was inside to let them in. Hmm. That might be a problem. They might need something to trade…

“Wait here, stay hidden,” Hunter said as they came to stand in front of the building in question.

It was a simple thing, an upright brick of light blue metal that extended three stories into the gray sky. Several of the windows were broken and the sign was unlit. Hunter went inside, pistol ready to do its deadly little dance in case he found anyone less than friendly inside.

He came into a lavish lobby of soft blue carpeting and gently pink wallpaper and fancy, softly curved furniture.

There was a dead body a few feet to his left, a wolf with a gutshot in a pool of dried blood.

It was almost a perfect juxtaposition. Hell, it was almost a work of art.

Hunter waited, listened, tried to get the building to speak to him. To reveal its secrets, if it had any. After a solid minute, he determined that they were almost certainly alone on this floor, and probably the whole building.

He looked up, suddenly wondering if maybe he could use his apparently digital eyes to see through the ceiling, but then stopped. What did it cost to use that? He’d somehow deactivated the ability once they’d begun climbing the ladder.

What did it cost to use? Was it dangerous? Did it take from some internal implanted battery and if so, could that battery be recharged? Or did it take from him somehow? Obviously his level of tech was very advanced, given how well the bio...thing in his head was acclimating him to this new universe. He probably shouldn’t use it unless he absolutely had to, at least not until he found some way of determining more about it.

Hunter cleared the first floor, finding a pair of bathrooms, a pair of offices, and what might have been a break room. Once he was sure it was empty, he had Kiara and Brooke join him, but stay back while he finished clearing out the next two stories.

Ten minutes and a dozen fairly nondescript rooms later, they were at the top of an empty building, in what he took to be the CEO’s office.

“This is their headquarters?” Hunter asked uncertainly as Kiara righted a swivel chair and sat down in it, then eagerly began firing up the computer before it.

“No,” she replied, “this is their local headquarters.”

Hunter looked around. Something still felt a little weird. This was the local HQ of a private enterprise that could build a bomb shelter that could house hundreds? On the other hand, maybe that was the idea. Hide in plain sight.

“How long do you think it’s going to take?” Brooke asked.

“I genuinely do not know. But it will go faster if I am not interrupted,” Kiara replied.

Brooke just let out a soft grunt at that and walked to one of the windows. Hunter joined her after taking a look out of the other windows around and seeing nothing worth mentioning. He noticed she stepped just the tiniest bit closer to him when he got there.

He had so many questions, but in this moment, he felt oddly at peace. Perhaps that wasn’t the right word. He felt like he was doing exactly what he knew how to do, what he was meant to do. Although certainly his hands and his mind were all itching for a bigger gun, a proper field medical kit, and some body armor.

A couple of grenades would go a long way, too, but that was probably asking for too much right now.

Five minutes of nothing happening happened.

He looked back at Kiara. She didn’t look at all close to completing her goal. Hunter suppressed a sigh and went back to keeping watch.


CHAPTER 14

“I fucking got it,” Kiara said, her voice low and excited.

Hunter tried not to be too obvious in his sigh of relief as he hurried over. They’d been here for almost forty minutes now and he was starting to get impatient. Mostly because he was hearing more gunfire in the distance.

“Is the Warren real?” he asked as he strode over.

“Yes,” she replied. “I fucking knew that government pass would get me in.”

“What pass?” he asked.

“I found a passcard that looked pretty important. And before you ask, no, I don’t have it anymore. It got destroyed in all the running and chaos. But I memorized the code it had on it. And that got me into this secret database,” she muttered, staring intently at the screen.

“Does that strike anyone as weird?” Hunter asked.

“What?” Brooke replied as she joined them.

“That a government pass got us into a private corporate account? I mean I get it, governments and corporations are in bed with each other–it’s a fact of life–but still, this feels weird?”

“I’m sure the government was involved, they’d be stupid not to be,” Kiara murmured, still staring.

“Oh I’m sure they’re involved, it’s just bizarre that they’d get involved on purpose, in a way that has Evergreen actually knowing of their involvement. I imagine they have their own bunkers and shelters out there...something just feels weird about this. I don’t know...how far away is it?” he asked, putting the paranoia aside for the moment.

“About...fifty miles. West,” Kiara replied, leaning back as she brought up a map that filled the screen.

“We can walk that, easy,” Brooke murmured, leaning in with Hunter to study it.

He oriented himself quickly. Saw Nym, figured out scale, located their own shelter’s rough position. Then the quarry. The forest off in that direction extended for quite a ways, almost half their journey, with a few big clearings. And then there was more beyond that…

They all looked up as something blew up, and worryingly close, too. One of the windows cracked.

“Download it all, get the map first,” Hunter said as he moved to the window. “Are there specs in there? Codes? Hard data? About the Warren, I mean.”

“Yes, some of that stuff is in here at least. This is good!” she replied.

“Are you downloading it?” Hunter pressed.

“Yes,” she replied, tapping rapidly on her tablet, which she’d produced from somewhere. “It will be finished in thirty seconds.”

“That seems fast...is there not much data?” Hunter asked uncertainly.

“There’s a fair amount, although a lot of it looks weirdly technical, but my tablet is just really good. So is this computer.”

“Oh. That makes sense.”

“I fucking told you it was real,” Brooke muttered.

“Hey, I had fair doubts,” Hunter replied.

She made a noncommittal sound and he let it slide. He’d been where she was now and it wasn’t an easy place to be, especially if you were trying not to look stupid in front of your crush. Which apparently he absolutely was for her...unless he was misreading that. He didn’t think so, but Brooke was hard to read.

Was it a her thing or a dimension thing?

He didn’t really have a hard time reading the others...unless that was wishful thinking.

“Done,” Kiara said, standing.

“Good.” He began leading them out of there, then paused, then groaned. “Fuck! This place would have emergency medical supplies, right? Like boxes on the walls?” he asked, very pissed that he hadn’t thought about this while he’d been standing around with his fucking dick in his hand, waiting. Fuck, his brain really was fucked up.

“Oops, should’ve thought of that,” she murmured.

“Me too, come on,” Brooke replied.

“I should’ve thought of it, too. Let’s just grab it and go.”

…

As it turned out, their diligence was rewarded.

One of the three emergency medical kits had been busted open and cleaned out. But the other two hadn’t. They grabbed everything, shoving them into the backpack Brooke had brought. They managed to get a healthy supply of bandages, antibacterial cream, medicine, and other medical goodies.

Luck stayed with them as they left the building, then the city, without running into a soul. In fact, as they hurried back across the plain and up the hill, Hunter found himself a little nervous. Like the universe was winding up to really wallop him.

The feeling grew worse as they closed in on the shelter.

Hunter raised his fist as he skidded to a halt. Yeah, something was wrong. He wasn’t sure what, but something was.

“Stay here and watch out, something’s off,” he whispered as he drew his pistol.

“Got it,” Brooke snapped softly.

Hunter approached the rocky alcove jutting out of the natural rise in the land. He froze as he heard something metallic. That was the door, but was it one of his allies opening it? Or a hostile trying to get inside?

As he approached the alcove proper, he heard hammering on metal. Someone banging on the door, from the outside.

“Come on!” an unfamiliar voice called. A male voice.

Hunter motioned for the others to stay put, to reinforce the order, because he could tell they were getting closer to freaking out, and then he walked into the alcove. Slowly, he walked through it, edging himself closer to the bit of open space in front of the door where this stupid asshole was. He saw and sensed no one else.

Now, the question was: how to handle him? Knock him out or just straight-up execute him?

“Come on, fuckers! I know you got a bitch in there and when I get in there I’m going to fucking tear you apart. First with my dick and then with my–”

Hunter painted the door with his brains.

The gunshot echoed to nothingness. The body stopped shifting. Yep, just like he remembered: dude had dropped like a stone almost the instant he’d squeezed the trigger.

“It’s safe, get in here,” he called as he approached the body. Brooke and Kiara joined him as he dropped into a crouch and began patting him down.

He’d been a wolf, looked to be in his early thirties, definitely not military. In fact, he hadn’t even been competent. He had exactly jack and shit on him, besides his stained, ripped-to-shit clothes. Hunter sighed in disgust and stood up, then knocked on the door.

“It’s us!” he called.

There was no response.

“Oh! Shit,” Brooke hissed, stepping quickly over the fresh corpse and beside him. She reached out and knocked three times fast, then two slow, then three more fast. Then the door began to open. “Goddamnit, I’m so fucking bad at this,” she whispered angrily.

“You’re under a lot of stress, but...yeah, do try to remember to tell me these things,” Hunter replied. “And I also need to remember to ask you these things. You aren’t the only one.”

“Is it safe?” Chloe asked tentatively as the door cracked open an inch.

“It’s safe, he’s dead. I’m here,” Hunter replied.

The door was yanked open and Chloe threw herself at him with a look of relief that bordered on comical. He hugged her back as she squeezed him probably as hard as she could.

“It’s okay, we got the data,” he said.

“I was worried about you!” Chloe snapped, muffled, as her face was buried in his chest.

“Oh. Well, I’m fine. We all are. We didn’t run into anyone, except this idiot,” he replied.

Chloe seemed to take a moment to compose herself, then cleared her throat and released him. Stepping back, she blinked a few times and then brushed at her eyes.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered when she saw him noticing.

“No, Chloe, it’s fine. That had to be terrifying. It’s going to take your emotions a bit to calm back down. That’s normal. But...we should get inside,” he replied.

“Yeah, we should,” Brooke agreed.

They slipped back into shelter and, after taking one last look and listen around, Hunter secured it tightly. He turned around and found all four of the bunny women now in his life staring at him. Rain immediately did the same thing Chloe had and embraced him, held him tightly, only she didn’t hold back on the crying.

It didn’t last long, though. She let go of him about thirty seconds later, wiping tears from her eyes.

“Are you all right?” he asked.

“I’m fine,” she replied. “Now that you’re back.”

“I appreciate the welcome. Are we all good?” he asked. They all nodded. “All right. We got lucky out there. We didn’t run into any trouble, we got the location–and some medicine–and that idiot out there seemed to be alone.”

“How far is it?” Chloe asked immediately.

“About fifty miles,” Hunter replied. “I need to study the map and whoever has the most knowledge of the countryside needs to help me plan a route there. Where are we with the packing?”

“We’re done,” Chloe replied. “We got everything together. What there was to get.”

“Good. Thank you. Here.” He shrugged out of his pack and passed it to her. “Get that organized into the inventory and see what it adds.”

“I know the lands the best,” Brooke said. “I was loaned out as security all over the region and did a lot of training exercises out there.”

“Perfect. Finish packing and then rest up, we’ve got a long walk ahead of us,” Hunter replied, turning to Kiara. He began to ask her for the map, but she already had the tablet in hand, map on the screen, and was offering it. “Thank you,” he murmured, accepting it.

For a moment, he looked over the screen. It looked familiar. He felt like he could consistently read this map and understand it, based on that little jaunt they’d just gone through. Hunter looked up and realized that they were all still standing there and staring at him.

“Is there...something else?” he asked.

“No,” Chloe said abruptly. “Come on, Rain.”

The two turned and walked away, back towards the infirmary. Kiara lingered, then turned and began heading for her office. Brooke waited, staring back at him.

This was going to be his life, for the near future, at least. For better or for worse.

This was his life and his responsibility. They were.

Hunter smiled. This felt right.

Like this was exactly where he was supposed to be.

Episode 02 will be out February 1st!

Thanks for reading, reviews and ratings are really appreciated!
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