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**The GreatFox**
Echoes Among Stars
The stars stretched out in a glittering river beyond the viewport of the Great Fox, a silent reminder of how endless space could feel—especially after everything the crew had endured. War had scarred the galaxy, and though peace had settled in like dust on old consoles, unease still hummed just below the surface.

Blaze Morvane stood at attention in the hangar bay, the polished floor reflecting his light grey and white fur, the soft overhead lights catching in the pink bangs that flopped stubbornly over one eye. His tail twitched with a mix of nerves and excitement. The black-and-blue flight suit hugged his frame—standard issue, but he’d already modified it slightly with some tech from his mother’s lab, not that anyone needed to know that… yet.

A low whistle echoed through the hangar as someone approached from behind.

"New guy, huh?"

The voice was casual, easy. Falco Lombardi, of course. The avian ace folded his arms, sizing Blaze up with a cocky smirk. “Hope you can actually fly. We’ve had enough deadweight riding our wings lately.”

"Depends," Blaze replied with a crooked grin. "Do we count your ego as cargo?"

Falco stared a beat. Then snorted. "You’ll fit right in."

From the upper catwalk, footsteps echoed—slow, measured. Krystal.

She descended the stairs with grace and practiced ease, her staff clipped to her back, and her expression unreadable. Her tail flowed behind her, and the soft glint in her cyan eyes didn't go unnoticed by Blaze. Something about her presence quieted the room.

"You’re Blaze Morvane, right?" she asked. Her voice had that calm, otherworldly tone, like someone used to speaking with both words and minds that flowed within her accent.
“That’s me.” He offered a relaxed half-salute. “Though technically I’m still on probation till I prove I’m not gonna get blasted outta the sky first mission.”

"Let’s hope you don’t," Krystal said, lips twitching at the corners. "We’ve buried enough rookies."

There was a faint tension in her words. Not aimed at him. History talking. Ghosts in the corners.

"Krystal will be doing your orientation. She volunteered," Peppy’s voice crackled over the comms from the bridge. "Be nice, kid."

Blaze shot her a sidelong glance. “Volunteered, huh? I must be charming already.”

Krystal raised a brow. “Or I wanted to keep Falco from corrupting another recruit. We only need one showoff in this crew.”
Falco gave a theatrical scoff as he walked off. “Everyone’s a critic.”

Krystal gestured for Blaze to follow her down the corridor. The walls pulsed with the quiet hum of the ship's life support, the rhythm of engines and distant chatter forming the heartbeat of a crew that had seen too much.

“So,” she said after a moment, breaking the silence. “You’ve trained with simulators. Logged hours. You have tech skills. But I’ve read enough reports to know data and reality don’t always align. Why really join Starfox?”

Blaze hesitated, his usual grin softening just a bit.

"...Because I needed to matter somewhere. And I figured the best way to do that... was alongside people who already saved the galaxy a couple times over. Seemed like fun.”
Krystal glanced at him then, eyes narrowing thoughtfully. She wasn’t sure yet. About him. About this. But there was something genuine in that answer—something a little too familiar.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s see how you fly.”

And with that, the door to the launch bay hissed open, and the stars beyond called to them both.

The launch bay doors peeled open like the maw of a sleeping beast, revealing a canvas of stars beyond. The chill of vacuum hummed against the forcefield at the bay's edge, filtering the void’s breath like an unseen veil.

Blaze was already seated inside the cockpit of his Arwing, fingers tapping rhythmically on the control panel. His ears flicked with a mix of nerves and excitement.

"Systems check: thrusters, stabilizers, weapons, life support… all green," he muttered to himself. "Alright, Morvane. Don’t screw this up."

Across the comms, Krystal’s voice crackled through, clear and cool as moonlight.

“Copy that, Blaze. Stay in formation. We’ll start with maneuvers, then move into a mock combat sim.”

Her Arwing hovered just ahead, gliding effortlessly like a silver-blue ghostfish in the ocean of stars.

"Copy, mentor-m'am," Blaze replied with a grin, adjusting his com frequency to reduce static. “I’ll try not to crash into a moon.”

“If you do, try to pick one less expensive than Corneria’s,” she replied dryly.

The two Arwings shot forward, engines flaring as they sailed into the designated training sector. Asteroids drifted lazily between distant markers—some real, some holographically generated. Blaze kept close to Krystal’s wing, his hands on the controls steady, but tight.

“Let’s begin. Delta pattern. Match my velocity.”

Her Arwing rolled and dipped, sliding through a narrow field of floating debris. Blaze followed, his craft weaving after hers like a dancer a half-step off rhythm.

He clipped the edge of a simulated asteroid, and his Arwing jolted with a buzz of protest.

“Adjust your rear pitch dampeners. You’re tail-sliding in turns,” Krystal said, her tone clipped but not unkind.

"Noted," Blaze muttered, flicking a control switch. “Think I bounced a little too hard off that one.”

“You recovered. Good. Now, weapons check—targeting sim online in three… two…”

Dozens of glowing red targets materialized across the sky—some stationary, others zipping in erratic patterns.

“Let’s see your aim.”

Blaze narrowed his eyes, locking onto the first group. Twin lasers flared from his Arwing’s cannons, striking three of the ten. The next volley scored another two. He spun, clipped a moving target, then missed one entirely.

“Five for ten,” he breathed. “Passing grade?”

“You’d be dead if they were real enemies,” Krystal answered, her voice sharp—but then it softened just a touch. “But better than most first runs.”

He smiled faintly. “Was that… a compliment?”

“Don’t get used to it.”

Another wave of targets swept in from behind. Krystal looped effortlessly, banking and striking each one with calm precision. Blaze tried to match her spin but over-rotated, nearly going full spiral before stabilizing.

“Okay! Maybe no unnecessary flair just yet,” he muttered, correcting course.

“You’re trying to fly like me before you can fly like you,” Krystal said. “Let instinct guide you, yes—but let training refine it.”

Blaze nodded. She wasn’t wrong.

They sailed through the final obstacle field, Blaze doing marginally better—scoring eight of ten, and dodging most of the flak simulations.

As the session ended, their Arwings slowed to idle, floating silently beneath the shadow of a small moon. The quiet after battle. Or at least, pretend battle.

Blaze exhaled, then keyed the mic. “Well? What’s the verdict? Do I make ‘rookie of the year’ or ‘hot-headed space pancake’?”

Krystal was silent for a moment. “You have talent. Raw, but present. You listen when corrected. You recover from your mistakes. That’s good.”

Her voice was calm. Measured. But there was a note of… approval? Buried somewhere underneath the veneer of professionalism.

“But you’ll need more hours before I trust you in a real fight at my side.”

Blaze nodded, letting her words sit for a second before replying.

“I can live with that. Gives me a reason to stick around, right?”

“Mmm. That, and the fact we still need someone to clean the lounge’s cafe machine.”

He chuckled. “You wound me.”

“If you’re that fragile, you won’t last a week.”

And with that, her Arwing peeled away, drifting toward the beacon that led back to the Great Fox.

Blaze stayed a moment longer, watching the stars.

She was tough. Beautiful, sure—but sharp like ice. And something told him… underneath that professionalism was someone who didn’t let just anyone get close.

And maybe, just maybe… that was part of why he wanted to try.

The Arwings returned to the Great Fox, landing smoothly in the hangar with only the gentle hiss of stabilizers touching down. Blaze powered down his ship, heart still beating a little fast—not from nerves, but from energy. That had gone… well, all things considered.

The cockpit lifted open with a pneumatic hiss, and Blaze hopped down with a smooth swing of his legs, landing on the steel floor below.

Krystal landed shortly after, her descent graceful, her posture perfect. Even out of the cockpit, she still radiated that composed, tactical confidence. Blaze caught her eye and offered a nod.

"Thanks for not blasting me mid-flight," he said with a half-grin.

Krystal tilted her head. “You didn’t give me a reason to.” Then, with a small nod, she turned to begin her post-flight checklist.

Blaze turned to go, but didn’t get far before a familiar voice cut across the hangar.

“There’s my best flier. Showing the pup how it’s done?”
Fox McCloud approached, hands on his hips, a grin tugging at the corner of his mouth. He looked a bit tired—maybe from paperwork, or maybe from everything else—but still had that calm swagger that made him unmistakable.

Krystal straightened a little. “Fox.”

“Krystal.” He nodded, then looked at Blaze. “And you must be the new blood. Morvane, right?”

“That’s me,” Blaze said, stepping forward and offering a hand. “Pleasure to be aboard, sir.”

Fox shook it firmly. “I’ve read the reports. And Falco’s opinion. So… jury’s still out.”

Blaze chuckled nervously. “Fair.”

Fox’s smirk deepened. “You held your own. Keep at it. The next sim run’s in two days. Don’t make Krystal regret babysitting you.”

“I’ll do my best,” Blaze replied, backing away slightly. “Anyway, I’ll… let you two talk. Gotta hit the showers before the caf machine tries to kill me again.”

He turned to leave, steps echoing toward the corridor—but then slowed. The moment he turned the corner into the hallway, he stopped just out of view. The hangar wasn’t exactly soundproof. And curiosity had a way of gnawing at him.

The low murmur of Fox’s voice drifted to his ears.

“He’s got spirit.”

Krystal’s response came quieter. “He does.”

“Reminds me of someone.”

A pause.

“Before she left.”

Blaze could almost feel the weight in the silence that followed.

Krystal’s voice was measured, but something flickered beneath it. “More like relocated when told. I followed an order. I came back.”

“Yeah,” Fox replied. “But it’s different.”

Another pause.

“You’ve changed, Krystal.”

“I had to.”

There was steel in her words now—not anger, not quite—but pain honed into something sharper. Blaze didn’t dare breathe.

“I just… wish it didn’t feel like there’s always something between us now,” Fox admitted, his voice softer. “Like there’s this wall I can’t get past.”

"You built it," Krystal said gently. "When you told me to go."

A long silence. A sigh.

“I thought I was protecting you.”

“You were pushing me away.”

Blaze felt a pang of guilt twist in his chest. This wasn’t his place—but damn if it wasn’t humane… or, well, anthro.

Then Krystal added, quieter, “I don’t hate you, Fox.”

“I know.”

“But I don’t know what we are anymore.”

And Blaze knew that was his cue to really leave. He padded silently down the corridor, eyes on the floor, thoughts tangled.

The crew of the Great Fox were legends. Heroes.

But heroes had scars too.

And maybe, if he stuck around long enough… he’d learn what they were really made of.

“Mess and Message”
The mess hall aboard the Great Fox was a metallic blend of sterile utility and halfhearted comfort: white lights, plastisteel tables, and a food processor that did its best to approximate taste. A holoscreen flickered in the corner, displaying muted Cornerian newsfeeds, while a few crew members sat scattered about, nursing meals with varying degrees of suspicion.

Blaze stepped inside, tray in hand, staring down at a steaming pile of… something.
"...This is either mashed potatoes or the remains of someone’s mission report," he muttered.

Across the room, Slippy Toad waved enthusiastically.

“Yo! Blaze! C’mon, over here!”

Blaze smiled and made his way over, sliding into the booth beside Slippy and across from Falco, who was already halfway through his meal, goggles pushed up on his head.

“Dinner roulette, huh?” Blaze said, poking the lump on his plate.

Falco smirked. “You should’ve seen breakfast.”

Slippy leaned in conspiratorially. “It moved.”

Blaze’s eyes widened slightly. “Awesome. Love a meal with cardio.”

From the other side of the mess, the door slid open. In walked Krystal, her fur a soft glimmer beneath the artificial lighting, tray in hand. She scanned the room, clearly debating whether to sit alone or with the group.

Before Blaze could speak, Falco whistled.

“Hey, princess. Come bless our table.”

Krystal gave him a sharp look that could slice hull plating, but it was softened by a small smirk. She approached and sat beside Blaze without comment, setting her tray down neatly.

“Still calling me that after all these years, Falco?”

“Only when I’m trying to irritate you,” he said cheerfully.

“You succeed,” she replied, sipping her tea with practiced elegance.

Blaze tried to act natural—casual—but the air between Krystal and Fox still lingered in his thoughts. He stirred his... mash... trying to focus on the moment.

“So,” Slippy said, pushing his goggles up. “How’d training go? You puke yet?”

Blaze laughed. “Only metaphorically.”

“He overcompensates on his rolls,” Krystal said calmly. “But he adapts quickly.”

Falco raised a brow. “Wait. Was that an actual compliment?”

“I’ll neither confirm nor deny,” she replied smoothly, taking a bite of something green and unidentifiable.

Blaze couldn’t help but grin. “Well, I’ll try not to crash the ship until at least next week. Give you time to build an escape pod.”

Slippy chuckled, nearly snorting his drink. Falco leaned back in his seat, watching Blaze with a more appraising eye now—still cocky, but less dismissive.

“Not bad, rookie,” Falco muttered. “You’ve got mouth, but maybe you’ll earn your wings yet.”

Just then, the doors opened again—and Fox McCloud entered.

The shift in atmosphere was subtle, but Blaze felt it. Krystal sat straighter. Falco looked away. Slippy busied himself with a datapad that wasn’t even turned on.

Fox crossed the room and gave a small nod to the group.

“Evening,” he said, tone neutral but not cold.

“Commander,” Blaze said quickly, offering a respectful nod.

Fox gave him a faint smile. “Heard you survived Krystal’s flight course. You’ve got guts.”

“Guts or a death wish,” Falco muttered. “Jury’s still out.”

Krystal didn’t look up. “He did fine.”

Fox looked at her—Blaze noticed—but said nothing. He took a seat a few tables away, alone, and pulled out a report to read over while picking at his meal.

The rest of the group tried to resume normal conversation, but something had shifted.

Blaze quietly leaned toward Krystal. “So... uh... I guess awkward family dinners are a universal constant?”

Krystal arched a brow at him, then actually—barely—smiled.

“Focus on surviving your first mission, Morvane,” she said gently. “Then you can start worrying about everyone else's emotional baggage. We’ve been through a lot.”

“Deal,” Blaze said, raising his cup of synth-juice. “To surviving.”

Falco raised his cup. “To not dying in flames.”

Slippy added, “To food that doesn’t scream when you bite it.”

Even Krystal, after a moment, lifted her tea in silent agreement.

And as the clink of cups echoed softly in the sterile mess hall, Blaze realized something.

He might not fully belong yet.

But he was already part of something.

The ship had quieted after the meal.
Most of the crew had retired for the night, leaving the Great Fox bathed in the soft blue glow of standby lights. The hum of the engines pulsed like a distant heartbeat through the walls, low and constant.

Blaze strolled the corridor outside the crew quarters, half-walking off the extra energy from the day’s flight sim, half-just not ready to sleep yet. His hands were tucked into the pockets of his flight jacket, his tail swaying lazily behind him.

The metallic hallway turned a corner… and so did Krystal, coming the other way.

Her blue fur shimmered faintly under the hallway lights, the black-and-blue bodysuit of her Starfox uniform clinging perfectly to her athletic, graceful form. Her stride was silent, effortless. That staff of hers, collapsed and clipped at her hip, swayed with every step.

Blaze almost tripped over his own thoughts. “Hey,” he said, schooling his tone into something casual.

Krystal slowed to a stop beside him, one ear flicking faintly. “Couldn’t sleep?”

“Too much adrenaline. And I think dinner might’ve been radioactive.”

She gave a soft chuckle. “Slippy’s chili. I warned you.”

They walked side by side down the corridor in silence for a few moments.

Blaze tried not to glance. Tried really hard.

But she was right there. The flight suit hugged her with merciless precision. And that tail, that sway, those legs—

Focus. Space. Friendship. Not thirst.
…Why are suits that tight even standard issue?
Holy hell she smells good.
Okay, stop thinking about it. She can probably read minds or something—
Krystal’s voice came in smooth and just amused enough to be dangerous. “I can, you know.”

Blaze froze mid-step. “…You what?”

She looked at him sidelong, that perfectly composed expression betraying the tiniest glimmer of mirth in her eyes. “Read minds. Emotions. Surface thoughts.”

“Oh.” He rubbed the back of his neck. “Well. That’s… horrifying.”

Krystal tilted her head slightly, her tone still measured but undeniably playful. “Only if you’re thinking things you shouldn’t be.”

“I mean,” Blaze said quickly, “define shouldn’t—because you are beautiful and all, and if we’re just acknowledging things already out there in the universe, well…” He trailed off as she slowed, turning toward him with a quiet smirk that was almost affectionate.

“You’re not the first to look, Blaze,” she said softly, “but you might be the first to feel guilty about it.”

Blaze blinked, caught between flattered and exposed. “Guilt’s just the seasoning on top of the awkward.”

“You’re sweet,” she said with a quiet laugh, the compliment falling like a gentle feather. “And clumsy. But not unpleasant to be around.”

Blaze raised an eyebrow. “That a Krystal version of a compliment?”

“Take it before I revoke it.”

They stopped by one of the side windows that looked out into space. Stars drifted by like snowflakes in darkness.

Blaze leaned against the frame. “You always do these late-night walks?”

“Sometimes. The silence helps me focus. Especially after…” She paused. “Long days.”

He didn’t push. Just nodded. “I don’t mean to be inappropriate,” he said after a moment, “but you’re... really good at what you do. Not just flying. You carry yourself like someone who’s been through fire and decided to walk through it anyway.”

Krystal looked at him then—truly looked. Her eyes softened, and for just a second, her expression lost its shield. “Careful,” she murmured. “You’re going to make me think you’re more than just another rookie with a crush.”

“Would that be… bad?”

Her gaze lingered a heartbeat longer. Then she smiled faintly and stepped away from the window. “Get some rest, Morvane,” she said gently. “Tomorrow’s another training op. And I’ll expect you to keep your eyes on the targets this time.”

He smirked, saluted playfully. “No promises.”

She turned, walking off into the dim corridor.

And Blaze stood there alone for a few seconds more, heart thumping, lips curling.

Damn.

He might actually be in trouble.

***

The Great Fox’s simulation bay buzzed with activity the next morning. Massive holo-rings pulsed with energy, casting flickering blue lights across the reinforced walls. Two Arwing cockpits were suspended in zero-grav gimbals, waiting for their pilots.

Blaze stepped inside, stifling a yawn, his flight suit zipped to the neck. He’d slept—barely. His brain had been running loops of tight blue suits, telepathic banter, and a certain soft smile that refused to stop haunting him.

“Morning, Blaze,” came Krystal’s voice, smooth as ever.

She was already inside her pod, flight helmet resting on her lap, her legs crossed casually, one ear perked.

Blaze stepped into his own unit, strapping in. “Morning. You look… awake.”

“Good habits,” she said. “And a stronger metabolism than yours.”

Also possibly fueled by knowing she’s living rent-free in your skull, Blaze thought.

“Still there,” she murmured aloud through the comms, clearly amused.

“Not fair,” Blaze grumbled. “I don’t get to read your thoughts.”

“You wouldn’t survive ten seconds,” she replied, voice velvet-smooth and tinged with challenge.

Before he could reply, Fox’s voice cut in over the overhead speakers, clipped and clear.

“Alright, team. Today’s sim is a two-part dogfight scenario. Pair work. Blaze, you’re with Krystal again. Falco and Slippy are your opposition. First round is defensive flying. You two evade. Second round, you go on the offensive.”

The cockpit lit up as the program initialized, warping the simulator into a vivid starfield—asteroid clusters drifting lazily in orbit over a simulated gas giant.

Blaze gripped the controls, tension crawling up his spine.

“Ready?” Krystal asked, already shifting into formation.

“Born ready,” Blaze said, though his voice cracked slightly. Smooth.
“Just keep your tail in one piece,” Falco barked over the sim channel. “I don’t want to scrape rook guts off my sensors.”

“Let’s see if Blaze can handle close flying,” Slippy added. “That’s tight maneuvering, buddy. Hope you're good in tight spaces!”

“Never had complaints,” Blaze shot back. Krystal coughed lightly—whether in amusement or warning, he wasn’t sure.

Round One: Evade
The sim roared to life. Blaze’s Arwing burst forward with Krystal sliding into formation just off his wing. Almost immediately, red laser fire sparked around them—Falco hot on Blaze, Slippy targeting Krystal.

“Hard roll left!” Krystal called. “On my mark—three, two, now!”

They spun in tandem, their ships slicing between drifting rocks. Blaze matched her movements almost perfectly. Almost.

“Too wide,” she said. “Tuck in closer. You’re exposed.”

“Trying not to ram you, thanks!”

“You’re safe,” she said with a faint edge of something playful. “I’d feel it coming.”

Blaze’s ears flushed. “That’s not helping.”

“You're welcome.”

The Arwings twisted and looped, the team’s flying becoming more synchronized the longer they danced. Krystal weaved in a tight loop around a meteor and Blaze barely skimmed her tailfin as he followed.

“That was close,” he muttered.

“You’re thinking about my tail,” she said, not a question.

“…Also not helping.”

She chuckled—genuinely. And Blaze had the terrifying realization that this was probably all a game to her… and he was so losing.

Round Two: Offensive
“Your turn to chase,” Fox called. “Don’t make me regret putting you two together.”

Blaze kicked into gear, locking onto Falco’s signature and firing a few rounds that danced too wide. He clenched his jaw, refocused.

Krystal’s voice floated in again. “Lead them toward the gravity well. We’ll split, then crossfire on approach.”

“You got it.”

They pulled wide, looping around a glowing moon. Falco and Slippy followed, baited perfectly.

“Now!” Krystal called.

They split. Blaze spiraled upward while Krystal dove, and the next few seconds were pure chaos—blasters firing, ships twisting, debris floating.

Blaze’s aim struck true—Slippy’s sim signal flared red.

“I’m out! Dang!” Slippy groaned.

Krystal’s shots clipped Falco’s wing, slowing him just enough.

Blaze lined up the final shot, and—

“Gotcha!” he crowed as Falco’s sim exploded in a harmless burst of light.

The sim shut down. The holoscape flickered, and the bay returned to sterile reality.

There was a beat of silence.

Then, over the comms, Fox said simply, “Not bad.”

Krystal smiled in her cockpit. “Told you.”

Later, as they exited their units and stepped back into the hallway, Blaze removed his helmet, running a hand through his messy pink hair.

“You… enjoyed that,” he accused with a lopsided grin.

“I enjoy good teamwork,” she said, a faint glint in her eye. “And your thoughts were… entertaining.”

Blaze laughed softly. “You ever gonna give me a break?”

She stopped in front of him, arms folding, gaze calm but piercing. “I could,” she said. “But then I’d miss watching you squirm.”

Blaze opened his mouth—then just stared as she walked past him, her tail brushing the side of his leg—subtle, accidental... or maybe not.

And her voice, a soft whisper in his mind: “Don’t worry, Morvane. You’re not the only one who’s curious.”

He stood there blinking as the hallway lights hummed above.

...Trouble, he thought again.

But this time?

He wasn’t sure he minded.

“Steam and Signals”
The Great Fox's shower room was nothing glamorous—just another function-first part of the ship. The walls were metallic, condensation rolling down their smooth surfaces, and the air was warm with mist. A soft hum filled the space from the vents above, and the lights were low to avoid glare off the moisture.

Blaze stood under the cascade of hot water, head tilted back, hands resting on the tiled wall. His fur soaked, matted to his body in soft grey and white waves, the pink of his bangs falling wet across his face.

He wasn’t even really washing anymore.

Just thinking.
Her voice echoed in his mind with every droplet:

“You’re thinking about my tail.”
“I could give you a break… but I’d miss watching you squirm.”
“You’re not the only one who’s curious.”

He let out a soft breath. “You absolute minx…”

The heat of the water didn’t hold a candle to the heat behind his ears. He scrubbed at his face. “She’s gotta be doing this on purpose. No way she doesn’t know. She's a walking lie detector with curves.”

He shook his head, chuckling softly. “Play it cool, Blaze. Be chill. Don’t imagine her in—"

Hiss...
The door slid open behind him.

Blaze froze.

He turned slightly, eyes wide as the sound of soft footsteps echoed on the tiled floor. Through the thin steam… entered Krystal.

Wrapped in a towel. Calm. Cool. Confident.

She walked with that same effortless grace as always, the ends of her fur slightly damp already, a bottle of cleanser in hand. Her ears twitched ever so slightly as she glanced his way.

“Relax,” she said, without looking directly at him. “It’s a shared space.”

Her voice was smooth—like velvet across glass.

Blaze quickly turned back to the wall, mentally screaming at his heart to chill out before it beat out of his chest. “Right. Yeah. Totally. Just… shared. Cool. All good.”

Do not imagine anything. Do not turn around. Do not speak unless spoken to. Don’t even blink too loud—
“You’re awfully quiet,” Krystal murmured, now a few feet away in the next stall, the sound of her own water cascading on.

He glanced—just a glance—and oh, that towel had already been set aside. The water blurred the edges of his vision, but it didn’t hide much. Her silhouette through the mist was nothing short of divine. Athletic curves, elegant posture… that long, swaying tail catching the droplets and scattering them like liquid stars.

“I-I’m just… y’know… processing,” Blaze managed, focusing hard on the tiles.

“Today’s flight?” she asked, knowingly.

“…That, and the part where you said I wasn’t the only one curious.”

The water ran for a few beats before she responded.

“I meant what I said,” she replied. “You’re interesting. Different from the others.”

Blaze dared to glance over again—and this time, she was looking right at him. Her eyes calm. Serene. But there was a smirk behind them. Something intentionally unreadable.

“I—uh… thank you?”

“You’re flustered.”

“You’re naked.”

Krystal’s ears twitched. Her smile deepened—not cruelly, but like someone enjoying the exact amount of chaos she was causing.

“I am,” she said softly, “and yet I feel no shame. Why should I?”

“Because I’m still trying to pretend I’m a decent person?” Blaze muttered under his breath, running a paw through his wet hair.

Krystal stepped slightly closer—not into his stall, but close enough to blur the lines. Her voice dropped just slightly, carrying beneath the water.

“You're attracted to me. That much is obvious. I can feel it. I can hear every heartbeat and stray thought.” She paused, then added with a teasing lift of her brow, “You’re not subtle, Blaze.”

He turned to look at her fully now, breath caught. “I’m trying to be respectful,” he said. “But damn if you don’t make it difficult.”

“And that,” Krystal said, her tone dipping low, “is why I’m still standing here.”

Silence. Steam.

Her gaze held his. Unspoken challenge.

But just before the moment could turn into something else—something deeper, more dangerous—she stepped back into her stall again.

“…Sleep well tonight,” she said lightly, as though nothing had happened at all.

And Blaze?

Blaze stood there under the water, gripping the wall, entirely unsure if he should thank her, curse the stars, or never leave the shower again.
So he remained, still under the hot water, tail twitching, ears burning, and eyes wide as the door slid shut behind Krystal.

She was gone.

The steam swirled around where she had stood like a ghost—or possibly a tease elemental summoned from a flirty dimension. Her voice echoed in his head:

“You’re not subtle, Blaze.”
“That’s why I’m still standing here.”

He groaned, softly bonking his forehead against the tile wall.

“Okay. Okay. Not a big deal. Just showered next to the most beautiful woman in this galaxy, and she flirted. With me. Naked. In stereo. Through brain radio. I’m fine.”

Then—psssshhh—the door hissed open again.

Blaze blinked, turning slightly. His voice still hung in the air as he muttered:

“…I swear, if you came back to haunt me with that tail, I’m going to—”

“What?”

Fox McCloud stood there, towel over one shoulder, holding a bottle of body wash.

Blaze froze like a deer in laserfire.

Fox just stood there for a beat. Looked at Blaze. Looked at the still-rippling steam trail where Krystal had just passed. Then looked back at Blaze.

“…Huh,” Fox said, neutral.

Blaze scrambled. “N-nope! Wasn’t talking to anyone! Just… just processing my own mortality! That’s normal, right?”

Fox squinted. “Why is there so much steam in here?”

Blaze cleared his throat. “Ship’s plumbing’s just… passionate?”

Fox blinked. “…Was that Krystal I just passed in the hall?”

Blaze let out a nervous, too-high laugh. “Might’ve been? Or maybe it was a space ghost! Who can say! Haha! I hear hallucinations are common after spicy rations!”

Fox stared.

Blaze stared back, soaking wet, fur matted, heart hammering.

“…She say anything? Do anything?” Fox asked, deadpan.

Blaze gave up and pointed dramatically. “She weaponized the towel, man! It wasn’t even fair!”

Fox blinked once. “You good?”

“I don’t even know what species I am anymore.”

Fox nodded slowly, suppressing a smirk. “Right. Well. You enjoy your existential crisis. I’ll be in the stall furthest from the trauma.”

Blaze groaned and turned back to the water. “This team is going to kill me.”

Fox added, already disappearing behind the stall wall, “Welcome to Starfox, rookie.”

Blaze remained under the spray like a statue of panic and shame, hands braced on the wall, tail floofed out in maximum emergency mode. He’d been there over an hour now.
Behind him, Fox had just disappeared into the far stall, whistling way too casually for someone who’d clearly picked up on every unspoken “Krystal was just here” vibe in the room.

“Okay. Be cool,” Blaze told himself, water pouring down his back. “Just get out of here. Dry off. Act like a normal person. No more brain leaks.”
But his body had other ideas.

“…God dammit,” he muttered, glancing down at the very obvious situation his lower half was betraying him with. His cock. Hard. Fully so. The canine length was dripping. “This is a war crime. Stop that.”

The water wasn’t helping. If anything, it was encouraging the problem.

"You're not the only one who's curious."
“NOPE. NOPE. NOPE.”

Blaze slammed the water off and immediately reached for the nearest towel, yanking it off the rack and wrapping it around himself in a panicked ninja blur. He turned, making sure the knot held, grabbed a second towel for his hair, and began toweling like his life depended on it.
Just as he turned to make his escape, Fox’s voice floated out from behind the stall.

“You forgot your flight suit.”

Blaze froze mid-step, glancing back. Sure enough, the damn thing was hanging neatly on the wall hook.

“…Leave it,” he said. “I’m changing careers. Becoming a towel monk. I’ll live in the ventilation system. They’ll tell stories of the weird naked wolf who only eats protein paste and weeps.”

Fox just chuckled. “You sure you don’t want to borrow a third towel for the ego?”

“Uncalled for!”

But Fox didn’t stop.

“She flirted, didn’t she?”

Blaze looked like he’d just been tasered by the truth.

“I—WHAT—no—I mean—define—you don’t know that!” he sputtered.

Fox’s voice remained maddeningly calm. “Riiight. So you’re sprinting out of the showers like a broken vending machine because...?”

“Because I’m hydrated with shame, Commander. Thank you for your leadership.”

Fox snorted softly. “You’ll get used to it. She does this sometimes.”
“‘This?!’ I—what even is this?!”

Fox just said, “Complicated ever since she came back,” like some cryptic monk of emotionally devastating women. “I guess I can’t claim what isn’t technically mine.”
Blaze didn’t wait for the final word. He bolted for the door in nothing but his towel, gripping it like a lifeline. As the door hissed open, he was greeted—

—by Falco, standing right outside with a protein shake.

Falco blinked.

Blaze froze.

Towel. Steam. Dripping wet. One eye twitching.

Falco took a slow sip of his shake. “…Did I miss something?”

“I hate this ship,” Blaze whispered, and marched off like a soggy, humiliated towel phantom.

Falco leaned inside the open doorway.

“Yo, Fox! Was Krystal in there?”

Fox’s dry voice echoed back. “Blaze saw God and now he’s a born-again towelist.”

Falco blinked. “…I’m five minutes late and miss it.”

***

Later that evening, Blaze sat in the crew lounge, doing his best impression of someone not emotionally unraveling. A quiet corner, cup of questionably brewed tea, and a datapad in hand he wasn’t reading.

He was mostly just staring at a static screen, replaying Krystal’s voice in his head for the millionth time:

“You’re not the only one who’s curious.”
“I am naked.”
“You're not subtle.”

Then Falco’s voice:

“Did I miss something?”

Blaze sipped his tea and muttered, “I need therapy.”

That’s when the door hissed open.

He didn’t need to look.

He felt her presence.

Krystal.
In her Starfox issue jacket this time, unzipped halfway, hinting at a black underlayer that was absolutely illegal in at least seven sectors. She walked in with that same serene glide, cup of something warm in her hand.

“Evening,” she said simply, sitting down across from him.

Blaze tried not to swallow wrong. “Hey.”

She took a slow sip, eyes never leaving his.

Silence.

Tension.

Blaze tried to fill it with words. “So, uh… showers are evil.”

She smirked. “They are. When shared with empathic telepaths.”

Blaze covered his face. “Please don’t tell the others.”

“I won’t,” she said smoothly. “Unless they ask.”

He peeked at her through his fingers. “That’s… cold.”

Krystal’s smile softened just a little. “Blaze.” She said it quieter now. And somehow… more personal. “I’m not trying to torment you.”

He straightened slightly, surprised. “You’re… not?”

“Well,” she added with a tiny curve to her lips, “not entirely.”

He blinked. “I’m gonna need a user manual for you.”

Krystal looked away for a moment, her gaze thoughtful. Calm. Then: “…Things with Fox have been tense lately.”

The shift in her tone was subtle. No longer teasing—though something still curled beneath the surface. Something… loaded.

“Yeah,” Blaze said, suddenly serious. “I overheard a little of it. Didn’t mean to, but… I get it.”

She met his eyes again. “Then you understand why I’ve been... distant. But also... not.”

He tilted his head. “You mean you being hot, cryptic, and occasionally naked wasn’t part of standard protocol?”

She gave a soft laugh. “Blaze…” She leaned in just slightly. “When you’re connected to someone—were connected—it leaves a... tension in you. An ache. Sometimes, the only way to ease it is to let yourself feel something new. Even if it’s just for a little while.” Her voice dropped, quiet and velvet-smooth. “I don’t want to hurt him. But I also don’t want to keep hurting myself.”

Blaze’s throat went dry. “Krystal…”

She reached across the table—not touching him, but close. Her fingertips brushed the rim of his mug.

“You don’t have to know. He doesn’t have to know.” She looked up at him, voice barely above a whisper. “But maybe... I just need someone tonight who isn’t tied to my past.”

Silence.

Blaze blinked. Once. Twice.

“…Is this another empathy test?” he whispered.

Krystal just smiled.

“Stick Control”
The Great Fox’s flight simulator bay was quiet. Unusually quiet. The lights were dimmed. Only one simulator pod was active.

Inside, Blaze sat at the controls, already feeling something was off.

Very off.

And then came the voice—smooth, sultry, too close.

“We’re going to try something a little different today.”

Krystal.

She was already inside the pod, slipping in behind him before he could question it. The cockpit wasn’t designed for two—but she made it work. Close. Pressed behind him. Her arms slid around his, her chin brushing his shoulder.

“Wh—wait, what is—what are we—” Blaze stammered, ears immediately perking straight up.
Krystal’s hands slid along his arms, down toward the control sticks.

“Teamwork,” she said in a voice that should be illegal. “This is a tandem exercise. I want to see how well you respond to guidance.”

Her hands closed over his.

On the sticks.

Firm. Gentle. Suggestive.
Blaze’s pupils dilated instantly. “T-Teamwork. Right. Sure. That’s what we’re calling this.”

Krystal leaned in, her breath tickling his ear. “Relax. Let me lead.”

She slowly guided the sticks forward, her body pressed fully to his back now. “Nice and steady... That’s it. Keep your grip firm, but responsive.”

Blaze’s grip was trembling.

His tail stiffened behind him.

“This… is very hands-on,” he managed.

“Mmhmm,” Krystal hummed, swaying slightly with the motion of the simulator. “Just keep your fingers on the throttle. You’ll feel when it’s time to accelerate.”

Blaze exhaled violently.
The simulator whirred to life, their joint movements causing the Arwing to rise into the starfield sim. But Blaze could barely see the screen. The only thing in his world was the warmth of her body behind him, the gentle pressure of her hands over his, and the unholy circus going on in his brain.

“Now give it a little thrust,” Krystal whispered.

He twitched.
“Is this...?” he squeaked.

“Flight training,” she replied, absolutely not fooling anyone. “Don’t pull too hard. Just a gentle tug on the stick. Feel it respond. I like to go slow… firm.”

Blaze made a sound somewhere between a whimper and a death rattle.

“You’re doing great,” she cooed. “And your reactions are... fascinating.”

“I—I think I’m gonna crash.”

“Oh, I hope not,” Krystal purred. “But if you do... we can always run it again. Slowly.”

He was sweating. He was twitching. His tail was spasming like a shorted-out antenna.
Then came the final straw.
Her fingers slid slightly... lower.

Guiding the throttle.

“Now,” she said softly. “Push it in. All the way. Nice and slow.”

Blaze screamed internally, and he felt his body tense, his groin suddenly becoming wet as his hips twitched upward.
Externally, he just shouted, “SIM ABORT!”
The cockpit lurched as Blaze slammed the emergency shutdown. The screen went black. The chair locked. Silence.

Krystal leaned back, just slightly, brushing his ear with her muzzle as she whispered, “Hmm... not bad. But next time? Let’s see if you last longer.”

She slid out of the pod like a goddess of chaos, tail flicking him right in the side of the head as she went.

Blaze slumped forward in the pilot seat, gripping the stick with both hands like he was praying to it. Thankfully, the spreading mess in his flightsuit wasn’t that noticeable.
“…I need cold water. And possibly a new religion.”

“No Escape in Steam”
The shower room was fogged again.

Blaze stood beneath the hot spray, his hands braced against the tiled wall, forehead resting between them. Water cascaded down his back, matting his fur. It was his third shower in as many days.

His only safe place.

His sanctuary from suggestive foxes and their full-scale psychic seductions.

“I am strong,” he muttered. “I am composed. I am in a no-flirting zone.”

He let the water wash over him, eyes closed, trying desperately to recite spaceship parts in his head to keep his brain from drifting into dangerous territory.

“Stabilizer, thruster coil, primary nav relay, Krystal’s thighs, NO, plasma manifold, aileron... tail... damn it—”

PSSSHHH.
The door opened.

Blaze’s head whipped toward the sound.

His ears twitched. Footsteps. Getting closer.
“Please be Slippy, please be Slippy,” he whispered.

A shadow slipped past the fog wall of the stall—

Krystal.
Already soaked.

Already naked.

Already stepping in.

Into his stall.

He backed up until his tail hit the tile, wide-eyed and helpless as she closed the distance. No towel. No pretense. No steam barrier this time. Just Krystal, her fur slick and gleaming, blue and white clinging to every soft curve, water tracing the lines of her body like a sculptor’s final touch as water dripped from her breasts and down between her legs.
"Wh—Krystal!?" Blaze squeaked, voice a full octave too high. “This is—this is MY stall!"

She didn’t stop.

She just smiled softly. Calm. Focused. Intent.
“I know,” she said, voice low and warm, water dripping from her muzzle. “I’m here for a reason.”

Blaze backed against the wall, eyes darting between her face and—don't look, don't look—yep, failed.

“I—I didn’t do anything this time! I’ve been good! I haven’t had a single suggestive thought today!”

Krystal raised an eyebrow, stepping even closer. Their bodies were almost touching now—heat to heat, fur damp and pressed from the cascade.

“I know. That’s the problem. Thankfully, you’re thinking one now,” she murmured.

Blaze froze.
She leaned in, slowly placing one hand on his chest, feeling the wild rhythm of his heartbeat beneath it.

"You’ve been so patient," she whispered, voice curling around his ears. “So respectful. So very... restrained.”

He swallowed. “W-Well I’m trying to be a gentleman.”

Her hand slid slightly lower, right above his groin. “Don’t.”

Blaze short-circuited.
“I—Krystal—you’re with Fox—or you were—and I don’t want to be a rebound—or a scandal or—”

She silenced him by placing a single finger to his lips.

“I’m not here to ask,” she said. “I’m here because I want to be.”

Her eyes glowed faintly. He could feel her—her presence—not just physically, but mentally. The way her empathic sense curled around him, traced every shiver, every pulse, every twitch of emotion he was too overwhelmed to name.

“You’ve been dancing around it,” she said, stepping even closer, hand now resting on his hip. “So have I.”

Then, softly—yet somehow utterly dangerous—

“No more dancing, Blaze.”

Water poured down between them.

Steam curled around like smoke before a fire.

Blaze stood, stunned. Mouth open. Thoughts fried. Morality? Gone. Logic? Dead. Entire soul? Error 404.
“…You’re not giving me a choice, are you?” he croaked.

Krystal tilted her head. “Of course you have a choice.” Then she leaned in, muzzle barely brushing his— “But I already know what you want.”

The water poured down like static—an endless, soaking hum against metal and skin. The steam swirled thick now, wrapping them in a world that no longer existed outside of breath and heartbeat and heat.
Blaze was pinned against the wall—not forcefully, but entirely.

Krystal’s body pressed into his, slick fur meeting fur, her hands braced on either side of his chest… until they weren’t.

Until one moved.

Down.

Slowly.

He gasped when her fist gripped his cock. Squeezed. Released. Ran a finger over the tip to catch the sticky pre.
His hands clenched the tile behind him. His breath hitched. His tail stiffened out behind him like an exclamation point.

“Shh…” Krystal whispered against his cheek, her voice dripping with silk and smoke. “Just… let go. Relax.
Her other hand found his, guiding it to her thigh, then between her legs—present, real, and unmistakably intent and very wet. Her muzzle nuzzled beneath his jaw as her fingers explored lower. Measured. Deliberate. Teasing without hesitation as she fondled his balls.
Blaze’s legs nearly buckled.

His head tilted back, eyes fluttering shut as her motions grew slower… then firmer… then rhythmic. His breathing turned to panting. The water ran down his face, but it did nothing to cool the fire that had exploded just behind his ribs. She worked him with precision, as if reading each of his reactions. Firmer at the base. Short and fast at the tip of his eight inch canine length. 
“I—Krystal—” he managed, but it came out as more of a whimper than a warning.

She murmured against his throat, “I know.”

Her grip adjusted.

And everything inside him cracked.

He gritted his teeth, his claws scraping against the wall as a choked sound escaped his throat—half cry, half groan. His whole body trembled, and for a moment, the world disappeared. Blinding white, soaked in heat, muscle clenching, breath catching.
Krystal gasped, low and sultry, as his release squirt forth to land over her hand, her arm, her stomach. She milked him slowly, drawing her fist up during each pulse in a way that made the milky ropes shoot further.

Blaze’s eyes crossed as his orgasm slithered through every vein of body. His legs trembled, his tail flicked, and he could barely register the look on her face. She stayed with him the whole time.

And then…

Stillness.

Silence.

Afterglow.

Krystal rested her forehead against his chest, her hand gently sliding back up to his ribs, soothing the overstimulated quake in his frame. She exhaled softly—content, not smug. Not now. Just... present. She brought a finger to her mouth. Tasted. Her tongue swirling over the sticky digit before moaning in approval. 
Blaze’s eyes were still glazed. He blinked once. Twice. Tried to speak.

All that came out was a tiny wheeze.

“…My knees don’t work anymore.”

Krystal chuckled low in her throat, nuzzling his jawline. “Then it’s a good thing I’m holding you up.”

He leaned heavily against her, chest rising and falling, one arm loosely draped around her waist. The steam clung to them like a veil.

“Was that still a training exercise?” he asked hoarsely.

“Of course,” she said, brushing a kiss just below his ear. “Teamwork.”

Blaze was still reeling—back braced to the tile, knees barely holding, brain in deep space.
Krystal leaned against his chest with that dangerously satisfied expression, her fur warm and damp, fingers gently tracing circles over his ribs.

He was about to say something stupid like "Thank you for the service," when—

PSSSHHHH
The shower door opened.
Blaze’s soul left his body.
Footsteps. Familiar.

“This again?” came Fox McCloud’s voice from the entrance. “Man, you really like the showers, huh?”

Blaze’s eyes bulged.

Krystal vanished below the steam line in a single, silent movement—so smooth it was almost supernatural.
She crouched low, nestled between his legs, invisible in the fog, her paw gently pressing to his inner thigh in warning. Don't. Move. She touched him in a way that made him twitch.
Blaze slapped his hands over his face. “F-Fox! Hey! Yep! Shower guy! That’s me! Just... real dirty!”

Fox’s footsteps padded closer.

“Didn’t expect you in here this long after our last little chat,” he said, tone suspicious. “You okay?”

“YUP. VERY OKAY,” Blaze said, voice cracking. “HYDRATED. EMOTIONALLY BALANCED. NOT FLUSTERED AT ALL.” He stifled a gasp when Krystal kissed his knot.
Fox was getting closer. Too close. Blaze could see his silhouette just outside the stall door.

“You talking to someone?” Fox asked.

Krystal’s breath brushed against Blaze’s stomach as she swirled lazy circles over the top of his cock with her tongue.

Blaze turned pale.

“N-Nope!” Blaze squeaked. “Just the water. Talking. I named it.”

Fox paused. “You named... the water.”

Blaze nodded rapidly, though no one could see it. “Yep! Hank. He's been... really supportive.”

Then Blaze seized up.

Krystal’s hand had moved.

Down, a finger pressing against his anus.
Blaze’s tail shot upward like a panic antenna. His breath caught in his throat.

Not again not again not while Fox is RIGHT THERE—
“Look, uh,” Fox continued, now at the next stall, toweling his face. “I don’t know what’s going on with you lately, but I just want to say—if Krystal’s messing with your head, you don’t have to take it.”

Blaze's eyes crossed as she penetrated him. Slow. Steady. Deep.
“R-right. Yep. Totally agree. Definitely not taking... anything... in.”

Krystal’s hand moved again, gliding slowly upward along his cock as she worked him from both angles. She was absolutely smug down there, barely making a sound but destroying him with every casual motion.

Fox sighed. “I’ve just been noticing weird tension between you two. Like you flinch every time she says ‘good morning’ like she slapped you with a heat-seeking missile.”

“WELL, MAYBE I’M JUST SENSITIVE, FOX,” Blaze half-gasped, half-growled as Krystal slowly took his throbbing length into her muzzle. “Emotionally.”

Fox hummed. “You’re real sweaty for someone who’s underwater.”

Blaze slammed a fist on the wall. “GENETICS.”

Krystal’s fingers ghosted up, teasing across sensitive fur like an angel of chaos, and Blaze’s legs buckled hard when she sucked firmly. He bit his fist to keep from crying out loud.
Fox finally turned toward the shower controls. “Well, whatever it is, you can talk to me. I'm just looking out for you. Don’t let her get into your head.”

Blaze trembled violently as Krystal absolutely got into his everything.
“Th-thanks, Fox,” Blaze wheezed, face completely red, eyes rolled halfway into his skull. “You’re a real one. A brother. Truly.” His hips bucked forward as he felt Krystal kiss the top of his knot with her lips.
“Alright. I’m gonna take a quick rinse,” Fox said. “Try not to moan too loud at Hank.”

SHHHHK. Another stall opened.

Krystal rose slightly, face smug, her voice a breath in his ear and the scent of pre on her lips.
“You’re doing so well.”

Blaze whispered back, dead-eyed, “I hope you slip on soap.”

The stall steamed like a pressure cooker.

Blaze was halfway between melting into the wall and achieving astral projection. His body trembled, ears flicked violently, and Krystal?

Krystal was kneeling back down below the fog line—completely invisible to the casual eye, but her presence was very much known. Her hands had stopped teasing.

Because her muzzle was now fully sheathed over his aching cock.
“...all range mode… engaged.”
Blaze choked on his own breath.

And then—

PSSSHHHHHH—
“Doo doo dooo! Shower time~!” Slippy waltzed in, towel over his shoulder, humming some Cornerian pop song off-key.

Blaze’s eyes widened in horror. His tail frizzed like an antenna on full alert. Krystal didn’t stop. Not even a little.
“Oh no.”
Then—

PSSHHH—
“This better not be a long line,” Falco grumbled, stepping in behind him. “If I gotta stand behind McFluster again—”

He paused.

Both of them froze in the haze, hearing... something.

Something that sounded a little too much like suppressed whimpering.

“…Yo,” Falco said. “Someone crying?”

“I think someone’s in distress,” Slippy added helpfully. “Like, emotionally.”

YES. Blaze screamed silently. IM IN EMOTIONAL DISTRESS. PLEASE EXIT THE BUILDING.
Krystal, still hidden in steam and sin, was smirking with her whole soul as she deepthroated him once more.
“You’re doing so well, Blaze,” her voice echoed in his mind. “Want me to stop?”
Blaze, shaking violently, bit his bottom lip and sobbed internally.
“Too late.”
“Is that... Blaze?” Falco asked, peering toward the fogged stall. “Yo, rookie, you good?”

Blaze choked on a sound. “I—just—stretching—tight calves!”

“Man, you gotta learn to shower like a normal person,” Falco muttered, stepping toward the next stall.

Slippy took the one on the other side, humming again.

And Blaze?

Blaze was dying.

He was levitating. He was going to leave this plane of existence and become a legend told by future janitors scrubbing psychic residue from the tile.

Then—

Krystal’s voice returned in his head, like silk soaked in mischief.

“You’re not going to make a sound. You’re going to smile and answer their questions like a good little teammate. You’re also going to cum, but only when I tell you to..”
Blaze’s eyes rolled back slightly.

“You are a monster.”
“A benevolent one,” she purred, “who gives... relief.”
Falco’s voice rang out again. “Hey Blaze. You ever notice Krystal looking at you weird?”

Blaze twitched violently.
“I—I haven’t noticed anything! I don’t even know what a Krystal is! Never met her! I have amnesia!”

“…Huh,” Falco muttered. “Weird guy.”

“Maybe he’s in love,” Slippy chirped.

Blaze whimpered loudly.
Krystal’s voice echoed one last time as she intensified her efforts below. Her muzzle drew back, teasingly slow, and then took him to the root once more.
“Almost there, flyboy.”
Blaze was vibrating. Vibrating.
Pressed to the tile wall, water streaming down his back, every inch of fur soaked and trembling. His mouth was clamped shut, his hands gripping the edges of the stall like they might float away if he let go.

And beneath the veil of steam, Krystal was still there.

Still busy.
Still mercilessly skilled.
Still smirking in his head.
“Focus, Blaze.”
“Be strong.”
“Be silent.”
“I’m going to die,” Blaze whispered mentally. “I’m going to ascend into a shame-based afterlife.”
“Not yet,” Krystal purred, voice wrapping around him like silk. “But you’re close.” She purred around his cock, pulled back to swirl her tongue around the tip, and then squeezed his balls as she slid back down and sucked him firmly.
Then—

PSSSHHHHH—
Blaze heard the door open.

And then a voice that made his stomach drop into another dimension.
“Is this a group shower day? Nobody ever tells me anymore…”

Peppy.
COMMANDER. PEPPY. HARE.
Blaze’s ears snapped upright.

“NOPE. TOO FAR. IM OUT.”
But Krystal?

Krystal doubled down.
Her pace below the steam quickened. Rhythmic. Deliberate. Hungry. One paw firmly on Blaze’s hip now to anchor him—because he had started trembling so violently he might’ve slipped through the floor. Her head bobbed steadily, milking him with her throat.
“You’re so close,” her voice slid through his mind like smoke. “Don’t you dare make a sound.”
Peppy’s feet clopped softly as he stepped into the stall across the row.

“Whew! These old bones still know how to sweat,” Peppy muttered cheerfully. “Nothing like a hot rinse to get the spine aligned.”

Blaze squeaked.

Out loud.

A short, desperate, muffled squeak.

“Blaze? That you?” Peppy called, voice echoing slightly.

“Y-yeah! Yep! Stretching! Lunges! Classic...pilot stretch routine!”

Water pounded against his head, trying desperately to drown the absolutely volcanic explosion building inside him. His orgasm was rising swiftly.
Krystal’s pace was cruelly perfect.
She knew. She could feel every twitch, every tremble, every suppressed grunt, every second he tried not to lose it all.
“Now,” she whispered in his head, voice dark and syrupy.
“Let go. But make it silent.”
“Be a good boy... and enjoy your reward.”
And that was it.

Blaze detonated.

The breath caught in his chest. His claws scraped tile. His legs buckled. He made a sound—something high, tight, and immediately muffled by biting into his towel. His cock pulsed, throbbed, and sent warm ropes of cum down Krystal’s throat. He’d just cum minutes prior, but this one? It nearly killed him.
It hit him like a freight train of lightning and shame.

Krystal held him through it.

Pleased.
Purring.
Still working.

Still... savoring.
And Blaze? He was somewhere in low planetary orbit, blinking at imaginary stars behind his eyelids and wondering how he hadn’t physically melted.
Across the row, Peppy sighed happily.

“Nothing like a steam and a little quiet time,” he muttered.

Falco’s voice echoed back from the changing room.

“Yo, Peppy, don’t take forever, some of us actually need to fly today.”

“I’ve earned my damn shower,” Peppy shot back.

Slippy chimed in. “Do you think Blaze is okay? He’s been in there a while. I think I heard him... squeak.”

Falco snorted. “He’s either crying or discovering his first crush. Let the man have his breakdown.”

Blaze was actively praying for a meteor strike.

Finally—finally—the water around him began to still. Footsteps padded out. Doors hissed closed. Conversation drifted away. His orgasm? Fading.
And then… silence.

Krystal slowly rose, the steam parting around her like she owned it. Her fur clung to her body, her lips glistening as she daintily wiped the back of her hand across her mouth.

Her eyes met his—glowing.
Her smirk? Predatory.
“I believe,” she murmured, brushing wet bangs from her face, “that’s the most thrill I’ve had in a shared encounter... ever.”

Blaze stared at her.

Slid slowly down the wall.

Collapsed to the floor, mumbling to himself.

“I’m going to need a new personality.”

Krystal leaned down and whispered against his ear, voice dripping with satisfaction: “And a nap.”

“No Safe Spaces”
The mess hall buzzed with the usual low chatter of evening downtime. The lights hummed softly overhead, the long table partially filled with crew members winding down after the day’s training ops.

Blaze sat near the end, tray untouched.

His food—a sad-looking pile of rehydrated pasta and synth-bread—might as well have been a lava cake. Because his brain? Was still melting.
He stared at his spoon like it was a distant threat.

“…He’s broken,” Falco said, sipping from his cup. “Look at him. That’s a man who’s seen the other side.”

Slippy glanced up. “He looks like me after I got electrocuted during that plasma coil test.”

Fox entered just then, holding a datapad, and casually joined them at the table. “He probably just overdid it in the sim. Let the guy chill.”

Chill? Blaze thought. There’s nothing left to chill. My soul is steam. My brain is soup. My everything hurts in weird ways.
And then—

Across the table.

She arrived.
Krystal.
Graceful as ever. Calm. Collected. Radiant. Not a single flicker of sin on her face.

She sat across from Blaze, tray in hand, nodding politely to the others.

“Evening,” she said sweetly.

Blaze’s jaw clenched. His eye twitched.

She took a bite of her food. Sipped her tea.

Then…

When no one was looking…

She winked.

A slow, devastating wink.

Blaze flinched like he’d been sniped. He dropped his fork. It bounced off the tray and clattered to the floor.

Slippy blinked. “You okay, Blaze?”

“I—I—just got startled,” Blaze blurted. “By... carbohydrates.”

Krystal smiled slightly. Then picked up a piece of bread and tore it gently, deliberately.

And while she buttered it?

She stared directly at him.
Blaze sweated. A lot.

Falco leaned toward Fox. “Seriously, what’s up with him? He’s been vibrating since this morning.”

Fox shrugged. “I think he’s just… processing. Training’s been intense lately.”

Krystal glanced at Blaze again.

Another wink.
This time, she licked a bit of butter from her thumb.

Blaze let out a quiet, strangled noise and slammed his head onto the table.

“Food’s great,” he mumbled into the tray. “Totally fine. Everything’s awesome.”

Peppy walked by with a tray and paused, nodding at Blaze.

“Good to see you finally relaxed, kid,” he said warmly.

Krystal smiled and actually said out loud, “Oh, he’s been very relieved lately.”

Blaze choked on his own oxygen.
Fox arched an eyebrow. “You okay?”

“Just… aspirating my joy,” Blaze said, voice hoarse.

Slippy passed him a cup of water. “Hydrate, buddy.”

Krystal reached across the table—totally innocent, totally smooth—and gently rested a hand on Blaze’s wrist as he reached for the cup.

Her fingers curled.

She squeezed.
He nearly imploded.
She leaned in ever so slightly and whispered—just for him:

“You’re very cute when you’re trying to act normal.”

Blaze’s eye twitched. “I am never showering again.”

Falco blinked. “What?”

“NOTHING.”

***
The next few days on the Great Fox blurred into one long haze of chaos, flying drills, and Krystal-related attacks on Blaze's sanity.

And not a single one came with warning.

Day One: The Storage Room
Blaze had ducked into the maintenance storage bay looking for coolant supplies. The door slid closed behind him, and—

“Hello, Blaze.”
He turned.

Krystal. Already inside. Leaning against a crate.

"…Do you teleport?" Blaze whispered.

She said nothing—just stalked toward him. In seconds, his back hit a wall and her lips brushed his ear.

“I missed your focus.”

She leaned back, unzipped the back of her suit, and it pooled around her ankles. What followed was a blur of hands, hips, teeth grazing lips, and a moment so breathless Blaze knocked over a tool rack. Twice.

Mostly because he was fucking Krystal against it. Her hands gripped his shoulders, her teeth nipped at his neck, and she hissed in pleasure when his knot pushed passed her soaked lips and swelled inside of her.

They left separately. Half an hour later once their tie dwindled. His cum was dripping down her thigh when she got dressed, wearing it like a badge of honor.
Nobody saw.

Falco still heard the clatter and muttered, “Damn rookies can’t organize for crap.”

Day Two: The Lift
Blaze stepped into the cargo lift.

Krystal was already there.

He reached to press a floor button.

She reached at the same time.

Their fingers brushed.

The lift jolted—stopped between floors.

Emergency override.

She leaned into him, locking him between her body and the control panel. Her tail curled around his leg.

“Five minutes of privacy,” she whispered. “Let’s not waste it.”

She kissed him hard this time, slow and deep and dangerous.

He held her ass, her legs wrapped around his waist as she ground against each of his thrusts. Her breasts, sweaty and slick with anticipation, were squished into his chest.

Both of them came as the lift started to move again.
He made it back to his quarters with his collar pulled completely sideways, shirt half untucked, and pupils the size of moons.

Fox passed him in the corridor and blinked. “You good?”

“I—lift malfunction. Terrifying. Almost died. Electrified. I need soup.”

Day Three: The Observation Deck
Blaze snuck out for solitude. Space. Stars. Silence.

Krystal found him.

Sat beside him.

Held his hand.

No words.

Then slid into his lap, nuzzling his throat as her hands slid under his jacket.

“Still breathing?” she teased softly.

“Barely,” he exhaled.

Blaze saw stars alright. Saw them flashing before his eyes when he knotted her ass.

Krystal claimed it was the best seat with the best view.
Day Four: Danger
It escalated.

Krystal cornered him in the locker room. Post-training. The rest of the team had just left. The door hadn’t even fully hissed shut before she was on him—mouth on his, hands in his fur, pressing him into the lockers.

He kissed her back this time—no hesitation. Desperate. Hungry. Matching her energy. It was primal. Hot. Forbidden. They didn’t even bother speaking, just heavy breaths, fingers tugging at clothes, her leg between his, his claws raking tile as she—

BANG.
Footsteps.

Voices outside.

They froze, inches apart, breathless.

Blaze whispered, “We’re going to get caught.”

Krystal licked her lips, whispering against his throat:

“Good. Then you better hurry next time.”

He took her doggystyle this time, and finished just before Peppy and Slippy wandered in. Krystal had purposely left a streak of cum across her left cheek.

No one noticed.

Day Five: Blaze Cracks
In the simulator bay, Blaze sat alone in the pilot chair, head in his hands.

His fur was a mess. His shirt was inside-out. His heart had been running a marathon for days.
Krystal sauntered in, sipping tea.

He stared at her.

“I have no soul left,” he muttered. “You’ve taken it. And my knees.”

She grinned. “I gave you plenty in return.”

He blinked.

“…I think I love you.”

Krystal tilted her head.

“You’re not supposed to say that until day ten.”

“Caught in the Cockpit”
The hangar was mostly empty. Lights low. The ship silent.

Blaze should’ve been running diagnostics. Checking nav calibration. Reviewing flight patterns.

Instead?

His Arwing sat idle in the dock, cockpit sealed, and completely fogged over with steam.
Inside?

Krystal.

Blaze.

Very little else.
She straddled him in the pilot’s seat, hands braced on either side of his head. His paws gripped her hips as their bodies rocked gently with each movement. Her tail swayed lazily behind her, brushing every sensitive nerve in his legs like a teasing metronome.

Their lips were locked—soft, then urgent, then soft again.

Krystal gasped softly as she broke the kiss, leaning back, her fur damp with heat. Her eyes shimmered like ice with a flame beneath. Her breasts bounced with each movement as Blaze’s fingers played with her deep blue nipples.
"You always fly this tense?" she whispered, sliding her hands gripping his shoulder as she rode him.

Blaze was gone. Completely glassy-eyed, panting, barely holding it together. “You’re a war crime in fur,” he muttered.

She smirked. “I prefer ‘dangerously therapeutic.’”

She leaned in again, teeth grazing his ear, hips shifting just right—and his head thumped back against the headrest, letting out a helpless groan.

Outside?

The hangar bay hissed.

But neither noticed.

The cockpit glass fogged harder. Their bodies moved faster. Krystal arched into him, one hand bracing the side panel, the other gripping his shoulder as she purred against his neck—

PSSSHHH—
The cockpit hatch opened.
Cool air hit them both like a slap.

And standing right there, staring in open, frozen, slow-blinking disbelief—

Was Fox.
Commander. McCloud. Himself.
Blaze didn’t move.

Krystal didn’t move.

The only thing that moved was the last curl of steam drifting out of the cockpit like the ghost of Blaze’s dignity.
Fox stood there.

Silent.

Staring at where Blaze’s cock was embedded inside of her.
Mouth slowly opening like it wanted to form words but kept forgetting how.

Krystal turned her head calmly over her shoulder, tail still looped around Blaze’s leg, and said with utterly terrifying casualness: “Hello, Fox.”

Blaze made a noise that was somewhere between a squeak, a wheeze, and a death gurgle.

Fox blinked again. “You—this—are you SERIOUS right now!?”

Krystal smiled. “Very.”

Blaze opened his mouth. “It’s not what it looks like!”

Fox pointed. “She’s in your lap! Your dick is—”
“Okay yes it is what it looks like!”

There was a beat of pure, horrified silence.

Then Krystal said brightly: “Would you like to join us?”

Blaze died. His soul left the ship. He ascended out the back of the Arwing like steam from a teapot.

Fox’s eyes bugged.

“I—I need—a meeting. Or therapy. Or fire suppression—"

He backed up, stumbled into a crate, and fled the hangar, muttering, “I saw NOTHING. NOTHING!!”

The hatch hissed closed again.

Krystal slowly turned back to Blaze.

He was limp.

Eyes wide.

Mouth open.

“…He’s going to tell everyone,” Blaze whispered.

Krystal leaned down, kissed his jaw, and murmured:

“Good.”

“Simulation Terminated”
The massive hangar sim screen blinked red as GAME OVER slowly rotated in 3D text, flickering with a small “Press Start to Embarrass Yourself Again” underneath it.

The VR pod hissed open.

Blaze sat slumped in the pilot chair, fur tousled, headset sliding off his face with a mix of shame and residual “please let me be dead” energy.

He blinked into the harsh, too-real lights of the sim room. His heart was still racing. His body was still trembling. His—

Oh gods.

Her.

Krystal pulled herself off his lap, stretching languidly like a satisfied cat, tail curling with amusement as she removed her own headset. Her nude body was glistening with approval.
She was still giggling softly.

"Three times in a row,” she said, brushing back her bangs. “You always get caught when it counts.”

Blaze groaned and covered his face. “You built this. You coded this. You weaponized my actual trauma.”

Krystal raised an elegant brow. “Trauma? You mean the locker room incident? The lift? The shower stall scenario alpha to delta? Because I remember plenty of cooperation when we actually did all that.”
Blaze flailed slightly. “This entire simulation was a war crime dressed as a dating sim!”

She grinned and tapped her pad, flipping through sim logs.

“Shower Scene B: Minimal resistance, full compliance.
Cockpit Encounter: Immediate surrender.
Observation Deck: Whispered 'I love you' despite simulation disclaimer.”

Blaze groaned louder. “I thought that was real!”

“Oh it was, sweetheart,” Krystal purred. “This just… lets us relive it without risking another walk-in from Fox.”

He buried his face into his hands. “He’s never looked at me the same.”

“He waved at me this morning,” Krystal added cheerfully. “Then tripped into a recycling bin.”

Blaze glanced at her, flushed. “You’re really proud of this, huh?”

She leaned down, her muzzle close to his ear, and whispered,

“I recorded your reactions for science.”

Blaze shivered. “What science studies that?”

“Pleasure-based threat assessment. I call it Operation: Good Boy.”

Blaze choked. “Krystal—stop naming things.”

She stepped back with a mock salute. “If you’d prefer, we can run Round Two. You nearly made it past the hangar this time.”

He blinked. “Wait… there’s another level?”

Krystal smiled sweetly, tilting her head. “Only if you promise not to get caught again.”

He hesitated.

Paused.

Looked at the blinking Start Simulation button.

“…Set the difficulty to ‘Cruel Mistress,’” he said, already strapping the headset back on.

Krystal purred. “That’s my boy.”

The simulation room hummed softly, the “START ROUND TWO” button pulsing on the screen in Blaze’s cockpit.

He grinned like a man ready to meet his doom, headset in hand, breathing just a little too fast.

“Alright, this time I’ll actually make it past the hangar. You’re not catching me with that ‘Oops I dropped something’ trick again—”

Beep-beep.
Krystal’s wrist comm chirped.

She sighed and tapped it open. Blaze saw her expression flicker—briefly—from mischief to calm neutrality.

“Krystal,” came Fox’s voice, sharp and clear. “We’ve got a call coming in from Titania. Trouble on the surface. Need you prepped for launch in ten.”

Blaze blinked. “Wait. What?”

Krystal smiled faintly. “Understood, Commander. I’m on my way.”

She closed the line and turned to Blaze, already zipping up the front of her flight suit with the grace of someone who could do it with eyes closed.

Blaze stared. “That was... real, wasn’t it?”

She nodded. “Duty calls.”

“But—but what about round two?”

Krystal stepped closer, brushing a hand along his jaw. “To be continued.”

Blaze sighed. “You can’t just leave me like that.”

“I can. And I am.”

The two of them climbed the winding stairs of Blaze’s apartment building. The city lights glowed around them, neon flickering off windows and stars barely visible in the night sky.
Krystal’s Arwing sat parked on the rooftop—its engines humming faintly, ready for launch.

Blaze walked beside her, hands stuffed in his jacket, still catching his breath from... well, the past week.
“So... back into the fray, huh?” he asked, watching her check her systems.

Krystal looked up at him, her eyes catching just enough starlight to gleam.

“I told you this wasn’t just a game,” she said softly.

He chuckled. “Yeah. I figured that out somewhere between the third steam ambush and the Arwing straddle.”

She stepped closer. Reached up.

And kissed him.

Not playful. Not rushed.

A real kiss. Gentle. Lasting just long enough to say this matters.

Then she pulled back, her voice a little lighter again.

“Thanks, by the way.”

Blaze blinked. “For what?”

She smirked. “For helping me remind Fox that not everything has to be vanilla.”

Blaze’s soul temporarily short-circuited.

“You told him?!”

“I told him enough,” she teased. “His ears turned red. That was enough for me.” She climbed into her Arwing and powered it up, lights flaring. Just before the canopy closed, she leaned out and called over the engine’s whine: “See you soon, Blaze.”

And then—

With a roar, her ship lifted off into the night, leaving streaks of blue and silver across the sky.

Blaze stood there on the rooftop, wind whipping through his fur, watching her disappear into the stars.

He smiled to himself.

“…I am in so much trouble.”

Blaze trudged back down the apartment stairwell.

The city buzzed outside the windows—a synthetic jingle played from a noodle cart somewhere nearby, and everything felt a little too loud after the rooftop.

He unlocked the front door of his apartment and pushed it open.

“Home sweet—”

He froze.

On the couch, sprawled out with her long, legs crossed, was Mal0—the ever-smiling, shadow-soaked figure from the SCP database. Her glowing screen-like face blinked with mischievous data pulses, and in her clawed hands?

The VR headset.
“Wh0s a G0od b0y?” her screen flickered in flashing glitch-text, voice melodic and a little too knowing.
Blaze’s ears went flat.
Sitting next to her, chewing on one of the sim room’s flight cables like a piece of licorice, was Mangle, half-put-back-together, one eye twitching in amusement.

“He wAs mOaNinG, rIghT?” Mangle crooned in her scratchy glitched-out voice.

“S0ft sOunDs, bUt hE br0kE tHrEE tImEs,” Mal0 added helpfully. “wE t00k n0teS!”

Blaze dropped his bag on the floor. “You were WATCHING?”

“S1m hAd ‘pubLic n3t’ fLag 0N,” Mal0 said, completely unapologetic. “n0t 0ur fAult. uHhh~”

Mangle leaned in, her jaw unhinging slightly. “dO iT aGaIn. i wAnNa sEe hIm bLow uP aGaIn.”

Blaze slumped onto the floor, covering his face.

"...I need a priest."

Mal0 flickered her screen into a winking emoji. “y0u n33d c0unsel1ng.”

Mangle let out a warped, wheezy giggle.

Blaze groaned into his palms. "I survived Krystal... barely. And now you two are going to haunt me until I die, huh?"

“w3’r3 n0t g0nNa hAunT y0u,” Mal0 replied sweetly.

“We’Re g0nNa gIvE y0u fEeDbAcK,” Mangle added.

“w1th pReSenTatI0nS,” Mal0 finished.

Blaze stared blankly at the ceiling.

“…This is my life now.”

The lights flickered ominously.

The apartment filled with faint glitched giggling.

And from the shadows of the hallway...

Krystal’s lingering scent of tea and fur still hadn’t faded.

~The end~
