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 Chapter 1 
 
    Kathryn sighed and pressed against my side in her sleep, and I smiled. I never imagined having someone could feel like this; could make me enjoy so much. I never expected to have anyone at all! Part of me feared that after my mom died I was the last person on Earth, but now I could recognize how foolish that thought had been. Kind of arrogant to even think so. 
 
    Humanity was a hardier species than that, even if we were the most foolish one on Earth. No other species would be able to destroy themselves as thoroughly as we did. Granted that they didn’t have the means, but my point stood. What made us great allowed us to be terrible as well. 
 
    My bedmate sighed again and moved, and I shuddered as her naked skin rubbed against mine. It was enough to wake her up, and she smiled. “Hey.” Her whisper was full of sleep, and her eyes closed for a few moments before opening again. 
 
    “Hey.” I ran a hand through her short hair, playing with her spikes. Kathryn grumbled well-naturedly, but did nothing to stop me. She enjoyed it after all, she enjoyed every caress I bestowed upon her.  
 
    “Couldn’t sleep?” She asked eventually, turning her head and pressing one kiss against my ribs, making me squirm. It amused her, I could see it in her eyes, and before she could continue to tickle me I decided to pay her in kind and started tickling her, making her half-shriek half-laugh in surprise, then moan when I pressed my lips against hers. 
 
    We lost ourselves in each other for a few minutes, but we didn’t let it progress past some heavy petting. There was too much on my mind, and she was still tired from our previous activities. Not that I minded. I enjoyed having her pressed against me well enough. 
 
    Kathryn looked at my face and sighed in something close to resignation. “What’s going on?” 
 
    I blinked. “What makes you think there’s something going on?” 
 
    “You’re pensive, and there’s a faraway look in your eyes. I think I know you well enough by now to say when your mind isn’t with me.” 
 
    A shrug was all the answer I could give her at first as I tried to articulate my answer. “I can’t stop thinking about what happened two weeks ago.” Kathryn drew a breath and made to move back, but I clutched at her, made her still. I didn’t want her to take it the wrong way. “Not what happened between us, not exactly, but how Madelyn knew it would work.” 
 
    When the reaper wounded Kathryn we all thought she would be turned into one of them: he was a carrier, but Madelyn told us I could cure her. That she had known someone like me once, and that what made me different would allow me to save Kathryn. 
 
    I still don’t know why I believed her, but I would have done almost anything to save the redhead, and lying with her was nowhere near an unpleasant thing. It didn’t change the fact that Madelyn was right, and that by lying with Kathryn I had saved her. But how did the older woman know? 
 
    Who had she known that was like me? 
 
    I tried to let it go for a bit, I tried to forget about it and hope she would come to me, but Madelyn had been shying away from me and the conversation we needed to have, and I was getting a little tired of it. 
 
    “She said she met someone like you.” Kathryn’s voice was hesitant, and I didn’t know if it was because she didn’t understand what was bothering me, or because she didn’t believe Madelyn’s words completely.  
 
    I shrugged. “Maybe, I don’t know. I think there’s more to the story, but she’s avoiding me.” 
 
    Kathryn opened her mouth and closed it without saying anything, burrowing against my side. I could easily imagine what she wanted to say: Madelyn was a busy person, and had many responsibilities, but the only reason why we had even ventured under the Shade was her idea of farming mushrooms, and now she left me to take care of it on my own. Thankfully I had been able to get some of them to grow with Kathryn’s help, but Madelyn had been the one enthusiastic about the idea. 
 
    She couldn’t avoid me forever though, and I was tired of seeing her slip through my fingers. 
 
    I sighed again, and Kathryn pressed against me. I was pretty proud about starting to produce mushrooms for Undertown; there still wasn’t enough for everyone, and there wouldn’t be for a while, but anything that helped fill our stomachs would be good, and it was something that made me feel like I was contributing. My work to widen the passages had felt nice at first, but I saw how little enthusiasm everyone felt about it and stopped caring. 
 
    It was hard to understand. They didn’t seem to care much about expanding Undertown, about preparing it for the future, or making it easy to transverse and live in. Food was something everyone cared about, but there was a kind of apathy hovering over the group, and I couldn’t do anything to change it. 
 
    Only Kathryn seemed to share some of my passion for trying to improve Undertown, but I wasn’t sure if that was simply because of our relationship or because she truly cared. Even Emma just shrugged when I complained one day. 
 
    I stayed still for a while longer, enjoying Kathryn’s warmth, but then let my frustration boil over, and disengaged. She watched me dress, and part of me heated up at the desire in her eyes, but I didn’t want to play, not now. Later I would make it up to her and make her scream my name, but I needed to find Madelyn, and I needed to discover what she knew. 
 
    Kathryn sighed, but did nothing to try to stop me. I leaned down and pressed my lips against hers for the support, and then turned on my feet, moving towards Madelyn’s room. 
 
    Outside of Undertown the sun must have been close to dawning, but I knew Madelyn got up pretty early. If she wasn’t then even better: there would be no way she could escape me. Someone must have been smiling down at me because I arrived near her room just as she was starting to leave. She startled, looked at me and then at the path behind, and eventually sighed, understanding she had no choice but to deal with me. 
 
    “Follow me.” She ordered unnecessarily, but I think she spoke more to reassure herself than to make me follow: she cleared her throat before speaking, and straightened her shoulders before saying anything. Maybe it was simply to convince herself she was in command and didn’t need to tell me anything she didn’t wish to, maybe the remembrance of the position she occupied reassured her somehow. 
 
    I didn’t particularly care. I wouldn’t let her intimidate me, and I wouldn’t leave without having my answers. I could let her try and prepare herself: the more reassured she felt the easier it would be for me to get answers out of her. I hoped so, at least. 
 
    It only took us a couple of minutes to reach what could only be described as her lab. It was where she did everything: from preparing the lighting orbs, to meeting with others of our little community and organize what needed to be done, but it seemed more like a lab than an office. There were several scavenged tables inside, most of them covered in books and tools, others with what could only be experiments. 
 
    I looked at them for a few moments, letting Madelyn settle in before turning to her. She sighed, then gestured for the seat opposite her. Her desk, unlike most of the tables, was empty, and all we did was look at one another at first, then she sighed again. “Ask your questions.” 
 
    I opened my mouth and closed it, not quite knowing which question to ask first. I had so many of them. Who had she met that was like me? How had she been so certain that I could cure Kathryn? Why had she ran away instead of trying to answer? That one, more than anything, convinced me Madelyn had something to hide, and I intended to figure out what that was. 
 
    She took the opportunity to speak. “I should have known you wouldn’t let this go.” It was barely more than a whisper, but I heard it anyway, and focused my attention on her. She looked back, right into my eyes, and smiled almost sadly. “I tried, I didn’t want to talk about the past, but I knew you wanted to know more, and you do deserve to learn how I knew what you can do.” 
 
    “How did you know?” I couldn’t stop from interrupting her, leaning over her desk momentarily before moving back and pressing my back against the chair. “How were you so certain I would be able to cure Kathryn?” 
 
    “I didn’t, not exactly. I hoped you would be able, and part of me was certain of it, but in hindsight I can say I told you to do something very risky.” She paused to gather her thoughts. “I didn’t lie, you know? I did meet someone like you once, and she was able to do what you ended up doing. Not to the Rage virus, at least that was never tested, but there are plenty of other diseases that affect the human body, and she could cure all of those.” 
 
    “Tested?” I couldn’t help but ask. I knew Madelyn had been a scientist of some kind, still kind of was, but I didn’t know much more than that.  
 
    “There are plenty of genetic diseases plaguing those of us that survived the collapse. Most of the viruses released in the war don’t have much of an effect on the population, or they are so slow acting that they barely manage to do anything before a person dies. Others simply ensure certain genetic faults will pass to the carrier’s offspring. They weren’t all like the Maiden or Rage virus: capable of death in a level this world hadn’t seen in millions of years.” 
 
    “And you’re certain this woman you knew was able to cure those diseases?” I didn’t move my eyes off her face, wanting to see her reaction, wanting to know the truth. 
 
    “We tested it, made sure the results were certain.” She studied my face and her lips twitched. “Not all of the world was destroyed with the bombs and the viruses. There was a village nearby, a small city really, that held about twenty-five thousand souls before the war. Some died from the initial radiation, others from the first viruses, but enough survived to make it able to stand. I was a scientist with the World Health Organization, a doctor, and we found there were survivors out here, that there was an intact lab and medical college, and plenty of researchers.” 
 
    Her eyes glazed over and I knew she was remembering the past, what had come before. I was tempted to interrupt her and question her about that time, my mom always hated to talk about it and I didn’t know as much as I wished, but I didn’t want to risk interrupting her tale, fearing she wouldn’t return to it. 
 
    “At first we tried to fight against the more dangerous viruses, even managed to create a vaccine to one strand of the common cold that was wrecking the local population, but we could do nothing about the big one, the Maiden virus. We didn’t even know about the Rage back then, it only spread in certain areas of the country. We did find plenty of other diseases infesting just about everyone, and we did our best to study and treat them, but we only found some success after meeting her.” 
 
    “Who was she?” I couldn’t help but ask. I couldn’t deny that I felt some kind of draw towards that unknown woman who was just as different as me. Maybe it didn’t make much sense, maybe it did; nonetheless, it was something I couldn’t avoid. I really didn’t want to. 
 
    Madelyn sketched a smile. “Her name was Victoria, but we called her Vicky.” There was a pained look in her face after pronouncing that name, just for a moment, but it was enough for me to realize she had cared about her. “She was the girlfriend of one of our patients, and we only realized there was something about her when her girlfriend Amy got cured of the diseases running through her body.” 
 
    My heart almost stuttered, then started beating much faster than before. My mother’s name had been Amy. 
 
    I don’t know if my thoughts showed, but now Madelyn was the one focused on me, her eyes studying my frame. She knew, or at least suspected there was something more, she probably suspected it since she realized what I was. She could be mistaken, it could be a simple coincidence, but part of me doubted it. It would explain so much. 
 
    Mom had always told me my father died to the Maiden virus, but she never really spoke about him. What if it wasn’t a him? What if my ‘father’ had been just like me? A woman changed by some macabre virus into something that wasn’t quite female or male? 
 
    “My mother’s name was Amy.” I couldn’t help but say eventually, somehow knowing I wasn’t revealing anything new. 
 
    “I suspected that might be it.” Madelyn’s lips twitched, just for a moment. “You look like them both. You have Amy’s eyes and her hair, but your features are Vicky’s. I only really noticed after realizing what you were and wondering if it could be.” 
 
    “How?” I started then paused, hoping to gather my thoughts. “I mean, what happened? Why did my mom leave the town if it was so safe?” 
 
    Madelyn shuddered and looked away, pained. “It wasn’t safe, not for long, but I don’t know if your mother left before its destruction or not. I know Vicky didn’t.” 
 
    My heart started beating a little faster. Mom hadn’t seen her girlfriend die? There was a chance my progenitor was out there somewhere? Hope inundated my soul, but then I saw Madelyn’s posture, the almost despair that clung at her, and realized Vicky hadn’t left the town because she perished there. 
 
    I didn’t know if I should cry or not. I’d always believed my father was dead after all, and knowing that was true didn’t change much, but for a moment I could believe I still had someone out there, a member of my family, and it hurt to realize it was a vain hope. “What happened?” I repeated. 
 
    “That’s a very long story, but I’ll try to keep it as short as I can.” Madelyn paused to gather herself, then continued. “After some pressure, your parents eventually confessed that Vicky had been changed by something and grew a … you know what.” 
 
    Part of me would have found amusement at the embarrassment in Madelyn’s face any other time, but I was too focused in learning the truth to actually show it. 
 
    “Unable to find anything else that might have cured Amy of what had been affecting her, we tested Vicky thoroughly and found out her seed was able to somehow heal the genetic damage most of us were suffering.” Madelyn’s voice trailed off, and she looked away from me. 
 
    I understood then there was more to it, and whatever it was shamed her. 
 
    “That was when things started changing. After more tests we discovered her seed lost its curative properties quickly, and that only by lying with Vicky would a person be able to get cured. It was a little odd and embarrassing for her and your mother, but eventually they accepted that Vicky could help a lot of people if she was willing to bed them. It wasn’t exactly easy for Amy, and she was pretty jealous, but she wouldn’t want anyone to die when they could be saved.” 
 
    I don’t know what showed in my face, but Madelyn tried to justify herself. 
 
    “You need to understand most of us had our world changed from one moment to the other. The bombs fell and destroyed civilization, and then the viruses came. We were losing people every day, there was no normal man alive, not after the Maiden got its way with them, there was no food for all, children starved, many killed themselves in despair. It was chaos. Your mother, Vicky I mean, could help alleviate some of that.” 
 
    It wasn’t hard to imagine that would create some friction between a couple, but I didn’t quite want to think about my mother and father being together, much less having my father sleeping with several other women on the side. 
 
    There was more to it, I could see it in Madelyn’s face. She was embarrassed, couldn’t quite meet my eyes, and I started wondering if she had been one of those Vicky had taken into her bed. 
 
    A moment after that thought I paused. I really didn’t want to know the answer. 
 
    “At first everything went alright. Many of those suffering from dangerous diseases started recovering, and all of it seemed worth it. Then Vicky started fading away.” When I frowned she tried to explain herself better. “She became quiet, then stressed. When we realized there was something wrong it was far too late.” 
 
    “What was wrong with her, exactly?” I couldn’t stop myself from leaning forward. If we weren’t mistaken, it was my mother she was talking about, my other mother, and I wanted to know what happened. 
 
    “We thought nothing at first,” Madelyn shrugged, trying to appear unbothered, but it was easy to see she regretted whatever happened. “She was young, two years younger than Amy, barely eighteen at the time. We thought she was stressed, or simply tired. Only when she started coughing did we realize there was something wrong with her.” 
 
    “She got sick?” I couldn’t recognize my own voice. 
 
    “She had been sick all along, we just didn’t realize it.” She met my eyes squarely. “Whatever changed her was killing her bit by bit, breaking her body, and there was no way we could stop it. Some argued she should stop bedding the sick, that we should let her rest in peace. There was nothing we could do to help her. Then Amy got pregnant, and we realized what Vicky represented.” 
 
    I tilted my head at her, confused, and Madelyn looked away. 
 
    “A future.” Her voice was so quiet I almost didn’t hear it, and at first her answer only confused me more. 
 
    Bit by bit I realized what she meant however, and I couldn’t hide the contempt in my gaze. She met my eyes and didn’t look away, but part of her obviously wanted to. “There were no men around, there was nothing that could allow us to continue our species, nothing but Vicky’s seed. So some figured out it was better to use her while we could, and she let us.” There was guilt in Madelyn’s voice, regret, pain, but I didn’t care. 
 
    I was angry, I couldn’t deny it.  
 
    I also understood their position and that, more than anything, made me want to break something. Faced with extinction they took the option that might have allowed them to survive as a species, even if they had sacrificed one of their own to do it. 
 
    “In the end it was for naught. The Reapers came and destroyed our town. We were taken by surprise, we hadn’t known about the rage virus and only learned of it when some stranded souls reached our settlement just before the horde.” She shrugged once more. “By the time we understood the threat they were in our homes attacking us, and all we could do was run. I know Vicky died, the lab was one of the first places they hit. Until I realized who you might be I thought Amy had died as well.” 
 
    I left the chair and started pacing all over her lab, unable to stay still. I didn’t quite know what to feel. I was pretty certain Madelyn wasn’t wrong, and that I was Vicky’s daughter, but what did that change for me? If it changed anything at all. 
 
    Did it change how I looked at Madelyn? Perhaps a bit, though she obviously regretted what happened and was only trying her best. Did it change how I thought about my mother? Not really, I loved her for who she had been with me, and not for whatever she had done in the past. Did it change how I looked at myself? 
 
    I paused then, just for a moment. It was the only one of those questions I didn’t have an immediate answer for, and I needed to think about it. 
 
    Knowing what happened to Vicky was enlightening in a way, but I doubted the same would happen to me. For one there were very few people in Undertown, and for another none of them seemed terribly sick. It justified the panic my mother always displayed when telling me to be careful about showing what I really was though.  
 
    If she had seen her girlfriend being used like that she would have feared the same happening to me, and would have done anything to avoid it. Even flee for the Shade and spend the rest of her life under its shadow. It answered so many questions I’ve always had, and it presented me with new ones I doubted I would ever have the answer to.  
 
    I wanted to understand how mom survived, but Madelyn didn’t know that. There were other things that I wanted to ask as well, but I was feeling so overwhelmed I couldn’t focus. Eventually I stopped pacing and glared at Madelyn’s face, just for a few moments, before turning on my feet and leaving her lab, getting out of her sight before I did something I would regret in the future. 
 
    She did nothing to stop me, probably suspecting what I was thinking. 
 
    My head was so full of thoughts I didn’t even pay attention to where I was going: I just walked and tried to settle my nerves, tried to regain some composure and control of myself. I was angry and sad, also satisfied about finding out more about my mom and my father, and above all I was confused. 
 
    Did the revelations Madelyn made really mean anything to me? Would it change my present or my future? It certainly didn’t change my past, even if it had been molded by them. 
 
    I didn’t, couldn’t, blame my mother for her decisions. She was only doing what she thought was best for me, and I could never blame her for it. In a way it made me love her even more, knowing she had sacrificed so much in her attempts to keep me safe. 
 
    I walked and walked, lost in myself, and didn’t pay much thought to where my feet took me. It was only when I almost crashed into someone, and her hands came to help steady me, that I realized where I had been unconsciously moving to, and then I swallowed as I met Emma’s amused eyes. My heart started beating a little faster at her smirk. 
 
    

 
 
   
 Chapter 2 
 
    “What are you doing here, beautiful?” Her voice was amused, and wicked, as it always was when dealing with me. Part of me hated that I blushed even harder at that, and another was quite pleased. 
 
    “Sorry … I didn’t mean to…” My tongue seemed tied in knots, and that only amused her more. I huffed when I regained control of myself, and turned away, only to hear her chuckle.  
 
    I turned back eventually, once my attempt to resist the temptation failed me again, and I let my eyes rove over her figure. Emma was Kathryn’s older sister and it showed: she was taller than my girlfriend, and curvier. Unlike Kathryn, she kept her hair long and let it curl, and my fingers twitched with the temptation to reach forward and caress those curls. I held back, but it was hard. 
 
    Her eyes were just like Kathryn’s though, enough to make me feel guilty for a bit, but then the desire I saw in them almost overwhelmed me. She wanted me, and she had made it quite clear in the past. And I wanted her. Even Kathryn was aware of that, and though jealous, she almost told me to let myself be seduced by Emma once. 
 
    I doubted she would like it, but the fear of losing me made Kathryn offer something she wasn’t completely comfortable with, and I didn’t know quite what to say to her. The worst thing was that I wasn’t sure she hadn’t been right in doing so; that I wouldn’t have picked Emma over her if it ever came to that. 
 
    I loved Kathryn, now more than ever, but there was something about her sister that stroked my desire in the right way. Emma was more experienced than Kathryn, more seductive, more of a woman in some ways, and I tried to ignore it, but couldn’t forget my attraction to her. It was a struggle, and one I had been gaining so far, but also one I could lose at any moment. Only the fear of hurting Kathryn held me back. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” I asked, eventually, once I managed to regain control of my tongue. 
 
    Emma smirked again. “Shouldn’t I be the one asking that? You rarely come to this part of the cavern, and my room is near. What are you doing here?” 
 
    I pursed my lips. She wasn’t wrong, much to my consternation, and for one moment I didn’t know what to tell her. I was tempted to tell her the truth and have someone help me think through it all, but Kathryn deserved to be the one to do that. So what could I tell Emma? I didn’t want to lie, so I ended up telling her some of the truth. It wasn’t just what Madelyn revealed that had been weighting on me. 
 
    “I’ve been so frustrated lately.” She raised an eyebrow, questioning, and I continued. “You guys have a great thing here, at least compared to what my mother and I had while growing up, and yet you’re not using Undertown to its full potential.” 
 
    “How so?” There was a glint in Emma’s eyes that let me know she had some idea of what I was intending to say, but wanted to hear me say it. 
 
    “You could expand the town, make better tools for the future, try to prepare defenses if there ever came a need for them, but you guys are just fine with finding enough food to survive and clothes to ward against the cold.” My argument turned into a rant easily enough, but it had been something bothering me since I became used to my new home. 
 
    My emotions being high since talking with Madelyn and discovering what happened didn’t help me contain myself, and I let anger dominate me for a few moments. 
 
    That anger died out at Emma’s reply. 
 
    “It’s hard to prepare for a future you’ll never have.” Her words were cold and shocked me, but the warmness in her eyes remained, and that reassured me somewhat.   
 
    I opened my mouth, closed it, and just gazed back into her eyes, not quite understanding. 
 
    She smiled, sadly. “There are no children in Undertown, Mara. Kathryn was the youngest here and she’s older than you by a couple of years. There will be no children here. The only men that remain alive are Reapers, and I doubt any of us would be able to survive a coupling with them. Why prepare for the future when we’ll all be dead in a decade or two?” 
 
    “We have to try, we can’t give up.” Maybe it was the fact I grew up struggling every day, knowing there was almost no chance that my life would improve, that made me fight so much. We could never know the future, and I could never have expected to find Undertown and its people. Why couldn’t a similar miracle happen again? There might be others alive out there, or a solution to all our problems. We couldn’t give up. 
 
    Emma’s hand against my face startled me, and my heart started beating faster. She smiled at my reaction, and my breath stopped when she leaned in slightly and ran her thumb over my lips, freezing me in place. “You’re so young.” There was a kind of wonder in her face, marvel almost, and it bothered me for some reason. “So hopeful. Maybe your story panned out, Mara, but that’s a one in a million shot. You should enjoy the life you now have because, unfortunately, it’s the one you’ll have twenty or thirty years from now, if you survive that long.” 
 
    I didn’t want to, but I had to move away from her touch, and started to shake my head. “No. Maybe I would think like you if I had grown in these walls, but I didn’t. I lived in a wasteland all my life, Emma. Compared to that this is a paradise, but we could make it better. If I let myself waste away instead of trying, like you’re telling me to do now, I would never have found you or Kathryn. I would have died in the Shade.” 
 
    She sighed, but didn’t say anything, and I knew my words hadn’t gotten through to her. It irritated me, but above all I think I was disappointed. Kathryn had encouraged me in a certain manner, even if she was unsure of what we could do to improve Undertown, and I kind of expected Emma to be like her sister in that matter, but I was proven wrong. 
 
    It didn’t fit her. I always saw Emma as someone who fought for herself and her family, for her people. She was their best hunter, their best fighter, and she was always ready to go out and help them gather supplies. Always ready to help anyway she could. If she fought so hard for them, why wasn’t she willing to help them improve? Did she truly believe there would be no future for Undertown? That we could only live the present and forget what came afterwards? 
 
    Was she right, and was I some kind of dreamer? Could we really do nothing to change the fate of Undertown? 
 
    “I can’t agree with you.” I told her eventually, shaking my head. 
 
    She smiled, and the beauty of it was enough for me to forget my worries for a while. “Then I hope you’ll be the one proven correct and me wrong.” 
 
    We could have parted after that: each of us said our piece, and agreed to disagree, but we didn’t drift apart. Without really talking about it we found ourselves walking side by side in silence, contemplating what we talked about. Maybe she had a point, I could certainly see how many of those living in Undertown would think like her – most of them lived through the collapse of human civilization – but I couldn’t agree. 
 
    I sighed. I wouldn’t change her mind so easily, and neither could she change mine. 
 
    Emma led us towards the dining hall, where several women were already gathered. It wouldn’t take long for food to start being served, and many of those around didn’t exactly have any tasks in need of being fulfilled. I saw Kathryn talking with a couple of older women and I hesitated. Her sister noticed it, and her lips twitched. “And how have you and my sister been?” 
 
    I shrugged, feeling somewhat bashful about talking about my relationship with Kathryn to Emma, at the same time knowing it was normal for her to inquire about it. Despite whatever there was between us, she loved her sister greatly, and would do anything to see her happy. That was probably why she had lessened her attempts to woo me after Kathryn and I got together, even if she hadn’t completely stopped them. 
 
    It was still a little awkward. 
 
    “We’ve been good.” I answered eventually, hoping she wouldn’t continue that line of questioning. I didn’t exactly want to divulge details of my relationship with Kathryn. 
 
    The smirk in Emma’s face let me know she realized it bothered me, but that my reactions amused her and she was going to continue her questions. I knew she would, at least until she looked over my shoulder and let her smirk soften into something different. 
 
    I didn’t need to look to know what had that reaction on her, but I did, and smiled when Kathryn smiled, opening my arms and letting her press against me before taking a seat at our side. My girlfriend smiled at her sister, Emma smiled back, and this time there was nothing hidden in her eyes. I doubted whatever jealousy Kathryn felt for her sister had disappeared that quickly, but the past weeks with me had done a lot to reassure her, and Kathryn started feeling much more confident in herself and in our union. 
 
    She knew I was attracted to Emma, and I made no motion to hide it, even if I tried to avoid rubbing it in her face, but she had accepted it, and tried to put it behind her. Before she would have glared at seeing me and Emma together speaking, now she could smile and join us without pouting or glaring, and without looking hurt. 
 
    “What are you guys talking about?” 
 
    “Nothing,” I answered quickly, not quite wanting to tell her Emma had been teasing me about our relationship. “Nothing too important at least.” She knew from the glare I threw at Emma there was something more, but decided to ignore it. I knew later she might question me about it, but she trusted me enough to believe in me. 
 
    She put a hand on my knee. “Did you talk with Madelyn?” 
 
    I could feel Emma’s curiousness being prickled and she leaned forward. I glanced momentarily her way, silently asking sorry for not mentioning it, and nodded. “I did.” A sigh followed my words. 
 
    It wasn’t exactly easy to talk about it. I hadn’t been able to process all that I learned, and truth was that I hadn’t thought much about it since I left Madelyn’s side: Emma’s presence had a way of always occupying my mind.  
 
    Suddenly all the anger and confusion with which I left Madelyn’s lab returned, and once more I didn’t quite know how to deal with it. Both sisters noticed my change of mood, and started crowding around me, silently giving me their support. “What happened?” Kathryn squeezed my knee again, and I smiled at her before shrugging. 
 
    “Where to start.” I muttered under my breath, but they both heard it. And I wasn’t being sarcastic. I really didn’t know how to start the tale Madelyn told me. 
 
    Eventually I breathed deeply and gathered myself, and then opened my mouth. It wasn’t exactly easy to tell them all of it, and as I spoke I realized there were still some details missing that I needed to ask Madelyn about, but I got the story out. Relief filled me as I let it out, and it became easier to breathe, easier to talk and think about it. Not that it didn’t hurt, but it didn’t hurt as much as before, and I realized that with time I would be able to get over it. 
 
    Food arrived in the middle of my story and we started eating as I finished. It was only afterwards that I realized I had spent the better part of an hour telling them everything Madelyn told me, and then being comforted by both of them. Kathryn was pressed against my side, her arm around me. Emma was seated in front of us, and she had my hand in her grasp, rubbing it slowly. 
 
    It was nice. Better than nice, even. With their warmth and presence I forgot about the rage and hurt I felt that morning, and became at peace for some long moments. It didn’t last, it couldn’t, but it was good while it did. 
 
    I felt refreshed when they moved back and let me have a little of space, and then I sighed. I could already feel my mind being filled with other worries, other needs that needed to be taken care of, but I could deal with them. I had done so during the last weeks without difficulty. Mom always said humans needed something to struggle with to feel satisfied, to be content, and I couldn’t say she was wrong. 
 
    Kathryn knew me well enough to realize I wasn’t completely sated, and she pressed once again against me, reaching out and touching her lips to mine. I froze, and my eyes flickered in Emma’s direction, wanting to see her reaction. I couldn’t help it exactly, it was almost automatic. 
 
    She didn’t visibly react, not to my eyes, and I dared say I had gotten to know her pretty well in the last weeks. She wasn’t the slightest bit bothered by Kathryn kissing me like that, but then, if what I had heard about Emma’s adventures had been right, I shouldn’t have been surprised. 
 
    Emma had a habit of quickly changing lovers, and I couldn’t deny it was one of the reasons why I resisted her advances so much. I didn’t want to tarnish what I had with Kathryn by sleeping with Emma, only for her to lose her interest in me and never touch me again. I was attracted to her, as I had never been to anyone before, and I didn’t want to see that desire turn into something less. 
 
    It was better to not have her, than to have her only once and be disappointed. 
 
    Kathryn’s touch made me focus on my girlfriend once more, and I knew from the tightness around her eyes that she had been aware of where my thoughts wandered to, but then I smiled at her and closed the distance between us once more and kissed her. 
 
    It was far more heated than the one we shared moments earlier, and I lost track of what was going around me. I tilted my head and deepened the kiss, reaching out with one hand and caressing her face at the same time, moving it up and brushing against her spikes. Kathryn almost climbed into my lap in response, and only the remembrance of where we were and how many people were around stopped us from doing something far more demanding than a kiss. 
 
    I shuddered when she leaned back, suddenly cold without her warmth, and only Emma’s loud cough stopped us from kissing again. 
 
    Suddenly I looked at her, embarrassed and turned on, and only Emma pointing at my lap made me still. I blushed. I noticed it immediately after she pointed it out, and Kathryn as well, if the manner in which she also blushed was any indication. She did sit down on my lap once more, hiding my erection from sight until it faded away. 
 
    We had to bear Emma’s amusement the whole time, and her chuckles. When I was soft once more Kathryn grabbed my hand and pulled me to my feet, and before I could do anything she started leading me away. I knew what she wanted, and I couldn’t exactly deny her, nor did I want to. I looked over my shoulder to see Emma chuckle at me, still amused. There was also desire in her features and I knew she wouldn’t mind being where Kathryn would be in just a few minutes, but there was nothing I could do for her. 
 
    My girlfriend pulled me all the way to our bedroom, and before I could even try to do anything I was pushed into the blankets in the floor. She climbed atop of me and kissed me eagerly, her tongue slipping into my mouth and dueling with my own. 
 
    I could never hide my desire when Kathryn got like this. She was warm, exuding a heat that called to my own, and her curves were soft where they pressed against my own. My hands moved of their own volition to her blouse and started pushing it up her body, baring her. 
 
    She was beautiful and I had to marvel every time I saw her. I kissed every spot I knew she liked to be touched, and I loved to see her shudder as I did so. Her hands came to rest on my head, playing with my hair, running her fingers through my curls. It was something I couldn’t do to her due to her short hair, but which I loved done to me. 
 
    When I finished she turned me around and then took her turn disrobing me, and the moment I became naked she climbed atop of me once again, kissing me harshly. 
 
    She was eager, and so was I, and it didn’t take long until we were thrusting against one another, cries of pleasure escaping from our mouths. We reached our pleasure once, then rested for a few minutes and turned around, and I took her again, caressing her chest as she languished beneath me, my flesh meeting hers with a heady thud again and again. 
 
    Kathryn held me to her bosom afterwards, then pressed her lips against mine, and I let myself be seduced by the warmth of her body. 
 
    I couldn’t say how long we stayed like that, entwined after loving each other once again. I didn’t really care: the time I spent with Kathryn was the most precious of my life, and I wouldn’t mind spending the rest of it entwined with her.   
 
    “Feeling better?” She murmured in my ear and made me shudder, and as an answer I pressed my lips against one of her breasts and licked her nipple. She trembled, and released a small moan, but neither of us tried to push for another round. 
 
    “Yes.” I eventually let out. It wasn’t a lie, but then sex with Kathryn had the ability to always put a smile in my lips. It still ached a little when I thought back to what Madelyn revealed me, and I knew later it would hurt more, once I was out of Kathryn’s embrace, but I was feeling better. 
 
    She smiled, then leaned forward to kiss my forehead, clutching me tight afterwards. “I can’t imagine what you’re feeling right now, and I don’t think I’ll ever be able to.” Her words were hesitant, and her right hand started playing with my curls once again. “I always knew what happened to my parents, Emma never hid it from me. I can’t understand what you’re going through, but I’m here for you if you want me to.” 
 
    I smiled, then reached forward and caressed her face, gently. I kissed her afterwards, pouring all of my love into the gesture. “I’ll always want you beside me.” 
 
    Her lips twitched, and her eyes grew bright with pleasure at my words. I loved her. It wasn’t hard to accept, even if it took me a few days after first having her to realize it. I loved Kathryn, and I would do anything to make her happy. Even resist my attraction to Emma, despite how much part of me didn’t want to. 
 
    She grabbed tighter unto me for a few moments. “I love you.” I think the words surprised her, if the look in her face was any indication. 
 
    I smiled in response, knowing she was trusting me a great deal. “I love you to.” I laid my hand on her face as I said it, caressing her, marveling at her beauty when her eyes fluttered close. 
 
    We held each other once more, in silence. It didn’t last, but it was very enjoyable while it did. “I’m going to get Emma to help us with your idea of improving Undertown.” Kathryn’s words took me by surprise and I blinked, but then shook my head. 
 
    “She seems to think it’s a waste of time.” I couldn’t quite keep the bitterness out of my voice. “Why worry about the future when there’s not going to be much of one for the human race?” My words came out imitating Emma’s previous tone, and Kathryn blinked at me before starting to giggle. 
 
    “You sounded just like her.” Her amusement was contagious and I giggled as well, clutching at her once more. Eventually she regained control of herself and smiled. “But you don’t know her as I do. She might be sweet on you,” Her words made me tighten for a bit, and I looked at her face to see if anything indicated she was hurt, but she was surprisingly unbothered. “But I’m her sister and I’ve always managed to twist her around my finger when I want to. Perks of being a younger sibling.” Her lips twisted at the end. 
 
    I could only meet her eyes, seeing them filled with something like confidence, perhaps even arrogance. 
 
    “Emma will join us. You can be sure of it.” 
 
    

 
 
   
 Chapter 3 
 
    I should never doubt Kathryn. I really didn’t think she would be able to convince Emma, not after she denied me so thoroughly, but she did. I don’t know what they said to each other, only that a couple of days after Madelyn revealed me what she knew about my parents Emma joined in my attempts to improve our little town. She grumbled about it and shot me and Kathryn a couple of glares, but she was there and that was what mattered. 
 
    We didn’t have much success convincing others to join us, but a couple of people ended up helping when they could. Anya, the closest thing Undertown had to a blacksmith, made us a pair of pickaxes and another couple of tools. I wanted to expand my mushroom farming past what it was right now, but for that I needed more space than what Madelyn had given me. 
 
    She wanted to give us more space, but none was immediately available, and the only solution I found to that problem was expanding to some of the previously unworked parts of the cavern. Madelyn became hesitant when I proposed it to her, saying it was risky, but eventually relented. It was only after starting that I realized just how big the caverns that housed Undertown really were. 
 
    The first few halls had been cleared of the biggest stalagmites and stalactites, the floor had been smoothed as much as possible, some of the walls as well, but only after I walked past those few first rooms did I realize the caverns were much longer and deeper than they appeared. Madelyn warned me to be careful: while they had explored some of the deeper ways at first, they soon stopped when they didn’t find anything of interest. We didn’t need the space, she said, and wasting resources that could better be used to take care of ourselves in exploring something we might never need was foolish. 
 
    She didn’t mind me, Kathryn and Emma exploring them and even restructuring some of the passages if we wanted to, so long as we were careful not to hurt ourselves. The mushrooms’ farm was giving us a much needed constant source of food, and so Emma could take a few days off from scavenging and gathering, but she couldn’t get hurt. We couldn’t lose our best hunter for who knows how long. 
 
    It wasn’t easy work, and most of the time Kathryn and I were the only ones doing it. Despite Emma’s wishes she couldn’t always be with us, and as the weeks passed by she had to spend more and more days out of Undertown, foraging and scavenging. Despite her non-continuous presence we managed to keep a good working rhythm.  
 
    About a week after we started exploring some of the deeper paths we found a hall that was basically perfect for mushroom growing. The soil was dark and humid, and there was very little rock mixed with the earth. It wasn’t too far from Undertown itself, and we could almost use that space as a backup farm, letting the mushrooms grow as far as they wished and only using them when it was truly needed. 
 
    The month that followed was filled with work, sweat and tiredness, but I felt great. I was helping, I was able to occupy my time with something and forget about the past, forget about whatever part Madelyn fulfilled in my mother and father having their lives ruined. It wasn’t exactly easy to forgive, and I couldn’t say I had forgiven her, but I could forget about it. She regretted whatever happened, and perhaps that was enough. 
 
    Life wasn’t perfect, probably would never be, but it was damn close to it. 
 
    I couldn’t imagine what was going to follow. It all started changing the day Kathryn was unable to come with me and Emma to work. “Ugh, I don’t know what’s going on with me.” Her voice was off, and she made to get to her feet but stopped before long. I reached out with one hand to steady her, and then made her still. 
 
    “Stay.” I ordered, making sure to pull her head up to look at me. I wanted her to see my eyes and realize how serious I was. “You’ve been feeling tired these last few days, and I don’t want you to push yourself. Emma and I can take care of this.” I raised my eyes to focus on her sister, resting just beneath the entrance of our room. Emma nodded at Kathryn, trying to reassure her. 
 
    Kathryn groaned but settled down, though she exchanged a strange glance with her sister before Emma stepped out. I frowned, I couldn’t help but find it strange, but I didn’t say anything. My girlfriend sighed and reached out with one hand, caressing my face. “I’ll stay behind.” She hesitated, and I knew there was more. So I waited, letting her gather her courage. “Emma will want to talk to you about something,” Another pause and a sigh. “And I want you to listen to her, and do what you desire to do.” 
 
    I frowned again, and made to question her, but her finger against my lips silenced me. 
 
    She smiled and pressed her mouth against mine, just for a fleeting moment. “I want you to be as happy as you can. Understood?” 
 
    I nodded. I could only agree with her. They had been plotting something behind my back, but I would only find out what when they wanted me to. 
 
    Emma saw my worried face when I stepped out, and put one hand on my shoulder, trying to reassure me. “Don’t worry, she’ll be fine.” I opened my mouth and closed it without saying anything. It wasn’t Kathryn’s health that had been worrying me: she was a strong woman, she would be fine. I nodded though, preferring to let Emma believe that than the truth. 
 
    We moved in silence, though I glanced at her from the corner of my eyes more than once. Eventually I shook my head, and focused on what mattered. We cleared away the most obnoxious obstacles in the path to the second farm, and now we just needed to finish preparing the mushrooms. It was what we started to do the moment we arrived. 
 
    It was a boring job. I liked it, or at least I liked the idea that I was helping Undertown with it, but I couldn’t say it was exactly enjoyable. It was easy, though tiring, and soon I was sweating all over, and had to straighten for a bit. The sight of a sweaty Emma digging into the earth with a hoe affected me more than I wished to admit. 
 
    She was beautiful and fit, and far too seductive, and I let my eyes rove over her figure, lingering on her rear. Emma straightened and looked at me, then realized what I had been doing and smirked. I blushed. I hadn’t meant for her to catch me, and was embarrassed about it, but I couldn’t look away. 
 
    My desire was obvious, but hers was no less clear. 
 
    The smirk in her lips was devious, and she started strutting towards me, straightening further at the same time and letting me appreciate how tight her t-shirt was around her chest. Her beauty had always been something that enchanted me. My right hand twitched with the temptation to reach forward and caress her hair, her face, and I had to struggle to hold still. 
 
    Emma didn’t even try. She invaded my personal space and pressed against me, and I drew a breath, surprised. She had never been so aggressive before, and while part of me was tempted and flattered, another couldn’t stop thinking about Kathryn and what this might do to our relationship. 
 
    She easily read my thoughts, and smiled. “Kathryn talked to you, didn’t she?” 
 
    “What?” I asked, confused. 
 
    “Before coming here…” 
 
    Now she was the one who seemed confused, or at least a little hesitant, and I paused, trying to remember what Kathryn said exactly. “She told me to listen to you and do what I desired.” 
 
    She smiled again. “We talked about you. Kathryn is aware I’m interested in you, and you in me.” She raised a hand in the air and made me close my mouth before saying anything. “There’s no need to mince our words Mara. I want you, I want to touch you and make you moan, and I’m pretty sure you want to stick your beautiful rod in me.” 
 
    I swallowed, and the referred appendage couldn’t help but make its presence known by swelling between my legs. 
 
    “Kathryn said she would allow me to play with you, so long as you wanted it, and so long as it wasn’t just a game.” She paused for a moment, waiting for me to say something, but there was nothing I could say. I was too busy trying to breathe to think of anything to say, or to even make a sound. “My sister knows me too well, and that most of the time I’m only interested in a little pleasure before I grow tired of the same person in my bed.” 
 
    “And is that what you want with me?” My voice came out in a croak, and I cleared my throat afterwards, refusing to meet her eyes. 
 
    “No.” Her words made my head shot up and face her. “Maybe at first, but now I want something else. I want to kiss you tenderly and caress your face, I want to sleep beside you, but I wouldn’t try to do more than play around with you without Kathryn allowing it. But she gave me her permission…” 
 
    I swallowed again when she moved forward, and suddenly I was walking backwards, trying to escape her reach. I didn’t know why I was so scared of her, why I was running. Maybe it was the predatory look in her eyes, maybe it was because I was pretty sure I was her prey. My retreat only stopped when I pressed against the cavern’s walls, and then she pressed against me and my breath caught. 
 
    She was soft, but then I had always imagined she would be. She was warm and tender, and for a moment I just enjoyed as she ran her hand over my face, then as her thumb brushed against my lips. “What matters now is if you want me or not.” 
 
    I wanted her, I wanted her as I barely ever wanted anything in my life, and I was sure my eyes reflected my desire. I only hesitated again because of Kathryn, but then remembered her words earlier, her consent, and though I still had doubts I advanced on Emma and pulled her into my embrace, kissing her afterwards.  
 
    She kissed me back with a moan, and suddenly her hands were all over me, pulling my clothes up. I didn’t resist, and even paid her back in kind, baring her bit by bit, our mouths trying to devour each other. 
 
    I grasped her long, curly red hair and caressed it, and she let me, at first, but then turned us around and kissed me again. Emma was strong and muscled, more than Kathryn, perhaps even more than me, and I quite enjoyed feeling her strength as she overpowered me and made me lay on the floor. The earth was cold and humid, but I didn’t care. 
 
    The only thing that mattered was the goddess atop of me, and my worship of her. Unlike the first time with her sister, Emma wasn’t hesitant or anything of the kind. It was easy to see with her caresses that she had far more experience than me, and for once I found myself being dominated during lovemaking. 
 
    Sex with Kathryn was a sharing, a loving embrace where the two of us touched each other and tried the best to make the other enjoy. 
 
    Emma was loving, in a way, but demanding. She kissed me again and again, until I ran out of breath and then only let me rest for a few moments before kissing me again. Her hands never stopped caressing my chest in the meanwhile, cupping my breasts and pressing her thumbs against my nipples, forcing me to arch into her. 
 
    Her nails marked my skin more than once, and I could only moan when it happened, trying to press against her flesh, trying to feel her warmth against me, but she only allowed it momentarily before driving me down once again. I was hard, and her body so close to my covered sex wasn’t making it any easier to ignore. 
 
    When she started moving down my body and started unlacing my pants I almost fainted. Lust dominated my every thought and action; desire for Emma, her body, her touch, defined me. 
 
    My member jumped to attention when she bared it, and I didn’t even have enough time to enjoy its freedom before Emma moved forward and grabbed it, imprisoning it again, but between her hands this time. It felt divine. She only showed some hesitation then, probably because she had never played with one of those before, but if there was something that defined Emma it was her sense of adventure, and soon she let it free and explored my appendage. 
 
    She ran her thumb over its tip, then grasped it and pumped a couple of times. I shuddered, resisting the urge to reach out for her and make her do her best to please me, letting her get to know my body first. She didn’t need much time. No one ever said Emma was dumb. 
 
    “Do you like that?” She stopped for a moment and I groaned in need, starting to thrust in her direction. My answer was obvious from my motions, but she made me answer it out loud. “And this?” Before I could blink she leaned down and pressed her mouth against one of my breasts, licking it at first, then tightening her lips around the bud and suckling. 
 
    I grabbed her head and pulled her against me, hard, unable to do anything else to show the pleasure she was giving me. Her mouth had traveled paths like these many times before, and Emma knew perfectly well what she needed to do to make me pant, to make me beg for her touch. I moaned loudly, and far too frequently to count, and I could almost see her smirk when she pressed against my chest. 
 
    When I looked down I did see it, and it widened at my gaze, and then she started moving down. I shuddered when she kissed my lower ribcage, and then when she laid a kiss against my tummy, letting her tongue slid down into my bellybutton, playing around with it. 
 
    My hands on her hair made her still for some moments, and I used the opportunity to play with her curls. I wanted Emma as I had rarely wanted anything in my life, and I was both hard and wet for her, but I wanted to caress her as well, treat her as a precious treasure, to be gentle. 
 
    Then she moved further down and her breath hovered over my sex, and any thought I might have had of gentleness was washed away by pure desire. I almost reached out and turned us around, forcing her beneath me and taking her as hard as I could, but she anticipated me and leaned down, pressing her lips against the tip of me, and I lost all the will I had. The only thing that mattered was her touch, and she was giving it freely. I just needed to enjoy. 
 
    And enjoy I did. 
 
    She seemed a little hesitant at first, but that was only her lack of experience with my body making her slower. Once she got used to it, and learned some things I liked, Emma made me see stars. 
 
    First she focused on my male member, exploring something new, trying to figure out how to make me enjoy. Then she brushed it aside and focused on the female sex underneath, caressing my nether lips with her fingers at first, then licking me, and finally thrusting a couple of fingers into my depths. It was the first time anyone did that, and I couldn’t say I didn’t enjoy it, but it seemed a little strange. 
 
    Eventually I kissed her again, when I got tired of her teasing and reached down to pull her up. She moaned into my mouth and her tongue dueled with my own, and then she climbed atop of me and I groaned. She still had her pants covering up her legs and the clothes brushing against my sex wasn’t the more comfortable thing, but then she reached down and started unbuttoning them. 
 
    We had to twist and turn a little so that she could remove her pants, and then her panties, but when that happened we settled down. I looked at her sex and marveled at the sight of the red curls that covered her most precious spot. 
 
    Emma reached with one hand and touched herself, moaning at the same time, grabbing my hair with the other hand and pulling me down. I didn’t play around with her, I didn’t think I could waste the time. I only paused to nuzzle her curls and then tasted her, letting my tongue run free between her folds, marveling at her scent.  
 
    Her drawn out moan was something that almost made me blush, and that wasn’t helped by the heat of her body and flesh against mine. Her fingers threading through my hair didn’t let me think, not when she pulled hard when I touched a pleasurable place, though it did make sure I would please her in the best manner. 
 
    She placed her legs atop my shoulders when I pressed harder against her, deeper, and imprisoned me against her center. I wouldn’t complain about it though, not when I could hear how much she was enjoying my efforts. 
 
    A surge of something washed over me, maybe it was aggression or simply a need to mark Emma, but I moved my mouth to the side and nipped at the flesh of her inner thighs, only leaving after the skin was thoroughly marked with my teeth. It pained her, it must have, but the redhead only moaned harder, her fingers tightening on my hair. 
 
    I knew what she wanted, and I couldn’t deny it would be something that would please me immensely, so I moved up and pressed my lips against her clit, kissing it, then tightening my grip around the little bud and starting to suck. She arched from the floor, and her hands tightened on my head, hurting me. I liked it though: it meant I was doing a good job. 
 
    My indicator brushed against her nether lips, up and down, then sideways as I teased her clit, and when I knew she was ready I pressed, entering her slowly. Her moans grew louder at it, and she thrust against me for a couple of moments, but then stilled and pulled me so hard I had to leave her sex behind. 
 
    Our mouths crashed against one another’s once more, and this kiss was ravenous. Not that the ones we shared before hadn’t been, but not like this one, not when we were already so lost in our lust that we couldn’t think about anything but pleasure.  
 
    Emma turned us around and moved down my body, only stopping when she reached my core. She didn’t waste any time exploring me now, just kissed my tip and then opened her mouth and swallowed. I moaned, and arched my hips, trying to meet her motions with my own, but all I managed was make her gag and release me. 
 
    She glared playfully, then climbed atop my body, pressing her flesh against mine. I swallowed when I truly processed what was going to happen. I desired Emma since the first time I saw her, and now I would get to have her. She steadied my rod with one hand and directed it at her center, putting one leg to each of my sides. Her knees bent slowly and she lowered unto me, and we both groaned at the contact. 
 
    There were no words to describe how she felt. She was tight around my flesh, and had to pause in her maneuvering a couple of times, but eventually reached a point where she felt comfortable and started moving up once again, slowly fucking herself. 
 
    It was torture in a way. I wanted to give her the time she needed to get used to me, to my rod, but I also wanted to thrust into her depths, sink in her and hear her scream my name as I did so. 
 
    Eventually I couldn’t resist. Emma didn’t try to resist in any way when I turned us around, she just smirked at me, but her smirk disappeared when I thrust a little harder and she moaned. She clutched at me, her nails raking down my back harder than it was needed, but in reply I thrust and sank into her. 
 
    We rutted with abandon, our bodies meeting each other again and again until we were panting with the need for release. I grabbed her hands there, entwining them with my own, giving her both my reassurance, and using the new grip to move her how I wanted. Emma let me do it, and her legs tightened around me, entwining behind my back and making me her prisoner – not that I intended to escape. 
 
    It couldn’t last long. 
 
    We were too tight, too wounded up from all the touches and caresses we bestowed upon one another, and we both needed the release promised by our actions. When I felt my cock starting to twitch inside of her I realized I would come soon, but the only warning I could give her was a sort of a grunt, and then I thrust, harder than before, faster, for ten seconds or so. It sent us both over the brink of orgasm. 
 
    Emma tightened around me and moaned, and I reached for her hips, tightening my hands around them as I came, releasing myself inside of her. She came at the same time, her walls closing around my rod like a vise. 
 
    I looked at her face while it happened, and I fell in love with her. Maybe I had already loved her a little before, maybe everything I felt for her until that point was desire, but when I saw the look in her face as she came from my ministrations I couldn’t help but fall for her, and when she opened her eyes and looked back I saw something in her orbs that told me she cared about me, perhaps just as much as I did about her. 
 
    We didn’t speak afterwards, not for a bit, just laid against one another and let our shared warmth comfort us, knowing things would change after we left.

 
 
   
 Chapter 4 
 
    No matter how much we might want to we couldn’t stay like that forever. For one the ground was cold and our warmth, no matter how comfortable, couldn’t fight it. We were also naked, and anyone could stumble upon us. Neither of us wanted the possible scandal if people believed I was betraying Kathryn. 
 
    I smiled at her before turning around and starting to dress myself, and I loved that my smile had been able to put a blush on her cheeks, even if her answering one did the same to me.  
 
    We finished quickly and then stood in silence, not quite knowing what to do or say. I opened my mouth more than once, but closed it without making a sound. Emma seemed more comfortable with the aftermath, but then from what I had gathered she had many lovers in the past, and was already used to some of the awkwardness after the act. 
 
    In the end, and in an almost silent agreement, we started leaving. I wouldn’t mind taking a shower, and I was sure she felt the same. Not that I wanted to take the shower with her, or at least I wasn’t planning on it, but I wouldn’t throw her out if she wished to. 
 
    A blush started staining my face once more, and I looked away, fearing she would see it, but that only called her attention. The smirk in her face let me know she imagined where my thoughts had wandered to, and I blushed harder. 
 
    A rumbling sound reached us and we stopped suddenly. It was strange and loud, and after exchanging a glance we realized there was something wrong. We started running almost immediately, and it didn’t take long to see others do the same. By the time we reached the cave-in there were almost ten of us. 
 
    “No…” Emma’s words were full of fear, and I looked at her, still baffled by what was happening, then realized where we were. My room was just a little further ahead, but the way was blocked. Not just the way, I realized with dread, but Kathryn as well. 
 
    My hands started trembling. If our room collapsed Kathryn could have been caught in it and was now… 
 
    I didn’t think, I didn’t even say anything to the women around me. I started grabbing some of the rocks almost immediately, trying to clear the way. I think I felt tears running down my face, but I didn’t worry. No one commented on it anyway. Soon the others joined me, first Emma, then Anya and Sarah, and a couple of other women, though I barely paid attention to them. 
 
    I was lost in despair and fear and pain, and a thousand other emotions I didn’t have a name for. Kathryn was in danger, she might be hurt or … 
 
    I almost hurled. I couldn’t think about my girlfriend being wounded or worse, and could only focus on the barrier in front of me, the blocks of rock and stone that had fallen down and barred my way. My hands started bleeding, but I continued nonetheless, even when Madelyn started grabbing my shoulder and told me to rest. I ignored her and continued, and she only stopped when Emma shook her head. 
 
    Eventually we broke through and realized the damage was extensive, but seemed to lighten as we continued. Bit by bit we progressed, the hours came and went, and we cleared enough rubble to step into the other side. Kathryn’s worried visage was the first thing I did when that happened, and I stopped, just for a moment, to let my eyes linger on her. 
 
    When I truly recognized that she was there, safe and sound though a little stained, I lost it. I started crying, sobbing really big sobs as I moved towards her, and saw the tears that appeared in her eyes. We met in a hug that was more heartfelt than I could possibly describe, and we held each other for dear life. She was fine, she was there, and everything would be alright. 
 
    Emma gave us some moments alone, but eventually joined in the hug as well, and I paused for a moment before putting my arm around her. She had been just as worried as me, and deserved to feel Kathryn’s warmth against her and feel her sister was safe. 
 
    I don’t know for how long we stayed like that. Emma started crying after a bit, and Kathryn had to console the two of us. I paused and leaned back momentarily, looking at the two of them. While despairing at the thought of Kathryn being hurt, for one moment, I almost felt like what was happening was my fault. It was irrational, and I knew it, but it was as if something was whispering in my ear, telling me that if I hadn’t bedded Emma nothing like this would have happened. 
 
    It was my guilt speaking, even if there was nothing to feel truly guilty about, not when Kathryn gave us the go ahead, but at the time I wasn’t thinking straight. 
 
    Now that I saw the two sisters side-by-side I realized I was in love with both of them, and would do my best to make them happy. It might not be easy, there might be some headaches and heartache in the future, but I would take care of them. I promised it. 
 
    We parted after some minutes, and smiled, and then smiled even wider when we realized no one had been harmed by the cave-in. Emma and I still made Kathryn go to Madelyn, to see if nothing happened, but besides the scare the younger sister hadn’t suffered anything. She tried to appear pissed at us for forcing her to, but from the corner of my eyes I saw as she smiled in happiness that we had been so worried about her. Kathryn used to feel people only cared for her because of Emma, and to realize the truth must have been freeing. 
 
    Later, I was pressed against the wall of Madelyn’s lab, watching the siblings talk softly to one another. Madelyn said everything was fine, but I still worried a little. Kathryn had been a little sick lately and I feared this fright would only weaken her more. 
 
    “She’s fine.” Madelyn’s voice shook me off my thoughts and I turned to her, processing her words and nodding. She was right: Kathryn was a strong woman, and she would be alright. A small part feared that she hadn’t been fully cured of the rage virus, and that it was showing itself in strange ways, but I couldn’t think negatively. 
 
    “If you say so.” I would worry nonetheless. 
 
    “It was just a little scare,” Madelyn shook her head when she saw I wasn’t exactly reassured. She studied my face for a while, and I tried to ignore the scrutiny, focusing on my girlfriend and her sister. Or perhaps both of them were my girlfriends now. I couldn’t say the situation wasn’t confusing, and only after talking to them honestly would I know how we would deal with the situation. 
 
    I couldn’t help but think that Emma and Kathryn were getting ahead of me there. Something about the way they were speaking, and how they would sneak some glances at me, convinced me I was the matter of their conversation, and there was only one thing they could be talking about. Then the two looked at me and started giggling, and I became certain I was right. 
 
    “… But it does seem to show you’ve been right.” 
 
    Madelyn’s words gave me pause, and I blinked, realizing my thoughts had trailed off and I didn’t pay attention to her. “Excuse me?” I did blush a little when she glared, but her glare melted off into amusement when she looked at Kathryn and Emma and realized what had been distracting me. 
 
    “I said you are right about Undertown.” She repeated, and this time I paid attention. “We haven’t been as caring to it as we should, and we were lucky no one had to pay the price for it.” 
 
    Part of me, a small one, was vindicated, but I couldn’t let that get in the way of what needed to be done. Madelyn’s words and support meant something would be done about it, and I felt a weight disappear from my back. Maybe I had the advantage of being a newcomer to Undertown to see it could be better, even if it was still better than anything I had ever seen before; maybe the fact I hadn’t resigned myself to die in the Shade and fought for survival made me think we should never give up, never stop trying to be better. I believed Undertown could be more. 
 
    With Madelyn’s help it would be. 
 
    She might have some fault in what happened with my parents, she might have done cruel or selfish things in the past: I didn’t know and I didn’t particularly care at the moment. Madelyn was the closest thing Undertown had to a mayor, her words were respected, and the others would follow her lead if she said something needed to change. 
 
    I met her eyes, then nodded and she smiled at me, somewhat relieved. I knew she felt guilty about what happened to Victoria, my other mother, and that she wanted to make it up to me in some way. If she did that by making sure Undertown would be safe and thrive, and that those who lived there like Emma and Kathryn would prosper I would forgive her a hundred times. 
 
    I would do almost anything for Kathryn and Emma’s safety. 
 
    She didn’t say anything else, turning on her feet and leaving, and with nothing else to do I moved towards Kathryn and Emma, mentally preparing myself to resist their teasing. And I was sure they would tease me. 
 
    “My hero.” Kathryn’s words made me blush momentarily, especially when Emma giggled with her sister. It made me happy to see them so amused though, after what happened, and made me hope that what happened between me and Emma wouldn’t change this happiness I felt whenever I was with them. 
 
    I reached out and caressed my girlfriend’s face, saying more with that gesture than I could put into words. She stilled and then smiled, happily. A glance at the side showed Emma smiling as she looked at us, her face soft. I kind of wanted to reach out to her as well, but held back at the last moment, still too uncertain over what our relationship would be like now.  
 
    “I ...” I started, then stopped. There were no words to describe the fear I felt when I thought she had been hurt, no way to describe the sheer despair that inundated my soul. I pulled her into a hug and let my tears fall down into the crook of her neck, and Kathryn let me, rubbing her hands against my back, trying to soothe me. It worked, at least a little, especially when Emma joined us, pressing against my back, hugging us both. 
 
    “I can’t lose you.” I managed to eventually utter, looking at Kathryn’s face and caressing it, then turning to Emma and doing the same. “I can’t lose any of you.” 
 
    It was the closest I could come to discussing our new dynamics, but neither of them picked up the clue, and I didn’t really want to press. 
 
    I had only suffered loss once before, when my mom died under the Shade. I might have learned about Victoria in the meanwhile, but I never really lost her. She had been dead for a long time, I never met her, and I knew she had been dead all along. Mom was the only one I lost, and that loss almost undid me. Only the promise of a blue sky and the sun kept me going at the time, and then it was Kathryn, Emma and Undertown that made me live. 
 
    If I lost them I would lose myself. 
 
    This time it was Kathryn that pulled me into a hug, and we embraced each other once again, all three of us. 
 
    I let their warmth wash over me and enjoyed, and silently I promised I would keep them safe. Always. 
 
    

 
 
   
 Epilogue 
 
    Life returned to a semblancy of normality in Undertown after that, for a few days at least, but soon everyone was preparing to expand the place, and make sure no more cave-ins could occur. I didn’t know exactly how that would be done, I wasn’t an engineer or architect, I wasn’t even sure it was possible, but one of the older women in town had been an engineer, and there were others with some skills they could put to use. 
 
    What I could do was offer my arms and legs when the time came, and carry the loads some of the others couldn’t. I didn’t fear work, enjoyed it a lot even, and anything I could do to help I would. The mushroom farms were going along great, and I barely had to waste any time taking care of them. I could help out. 
 
    Things had changed between me, Kathryn and Emma. My relationship with Kathryn continued as it had been before, mostly, but there was something hovering over it. I knew we needed to have a talk about me sleeping with her sister, even if she said it was alright, but I lacked the courage to start, and she never talked about it. We would have to, eventually. 
 
    With Emma it was easier in a way, though no less confusing. Most of the times we met we barely exchanged words before fucking each other silly, then lingered against one another before I returned to Kathryn. It was strange when compared to what I lived with Kathryn, yet thrilling and satisfying. 
 
    I cared for them both; I loved them both, more than words could describe.   
 
    I thought life would return to something calm and normal, that I would slowly set in with both Kathryn and Emma, but fate had something in store for me. 
 
    Kathryn continued getting weaker and sicker as the days passed, and fear of losing her started to overwhelm me once again. It reached a point where I refused to leave her side until she went to Madelyn, and she got pissed at me. Only later, when I realized what was happening, did I understood why she had been so angry. She already suspected what was going on. 
 
    Kathryn was pregnant. 
 
    I didn’t know what to think. It wasn’t something I had ever wandered about, children I mean. I never expected to have someone to love, much less someone to have children with. Never even thought it was possible, despite the differences between me and a regular woman I never truly processed it could happen. 
 
    Neither did Kathryn. I saw the fear and doubt in her eyes when Madelyn told us. She might have suspected it, even if only deep down, but she wasn’t ready to accept it like that. Neither was I.  
 
    Madelyn seemed to be though. Her eyes were bright and hopeful, as was the smile in her face, and for one moment I couldn’t understand why that was. Then I remembered what happened in the past, the hopes she and her companions had put on my mother, hopes she now could put on me. 
 
    I tried to ignore it. I couldn’t, not completely, but I couldn’t think about the fact that the fate of the Human race might depend on me. There were more pertinent matters to worry about right now, like my pregnant girlfriend. I couldn’t even think about what Emma’s reaction would be, and in that moment that mattered more to me than the fate of Humankind. 
 
    As I met Kathryn’s eyes I smiled at her, and she smiled back, though some fear remained in her features. It didn’t matter: I would make her feel safe and loved, both her and Emma, and our child as well. 
 
    I promised it. 
 
    The end 
 
    Liked it? Then please review, either in amazon.com or amazon.co.uk. A little feedback can help me greatly improve my writing and I can keep working on things you like. 
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