BLAZE VS THE TUTORIAL
By: Blaze-Lupine

*Content Warning:*

This story contains a lot of sex. Graphic, detailed SEX!

This work is for mature audiences only.

**Dropping Into The Fray**
The sky cracked open above the island.
A neon rift tore across the clouds as Blaze plummeted from the Battle Bus, screaming the entire way down. Not from fear—but from sheer confusion.

“WHY AM I ON A GIANT BLUE LLAMA?!”

He spiraled, missed his drop, landed in a bush, and—within five seconds—got sniped in the head by a twelve-year-old fox with a username TTV_SkullCrusher420.

And that set the tone.

Over. And over. And over again.

In the heart of Mega City, Kimiko Five-Tails sat cross-legged atop a glowing billboard, tails swaying gently in the breeze. Her soft, ocean-colored eyes blinked curiously as she observed Blaze’s... attempt.

“He died again,” she whispered, tail #3 curling over her mouth to hide the giggle.

“Fifth time in three minutes,” came the dry, unimpressed voice behind her.

Packleader Highwire stood nearby on the edge of a rooftop, arms folded, her glowing tattoos casting a faint blue glow in the dusk light. Her eyes followed Blaze as he panicked while building an off-center wooden ramp, got stuck in it, and somehow managed to accidentally eliminate himself with a rocket launcher.

Kimiko winced. “He’s... not very good, is he?”

Highwire sighed through her nose. “No. But he’s persistent.”

“And loud,” Kimiko added. “He shouted 'I'M THE CHOSEN ONE' before tripping on his own grenade.”

There was a beat of silence between them, both watching the trainwreck that was Blaze Morvane—flailing, respawning, trying again, failing spectacularly.

Kimiko tilted her head. “He’s kinda cute though... in a hopeless way.”

“More like a puppy who wandered into a war zone,” Highwire grumbled. But even she had to admit—there was something about him. Some weird magnetic charm buried beneath all the blunders.

And when Blaze—freshly respawned—looked directly at a vending machine, screamed “ENEMY!”, and drop-kicked it, Kimiko burst into laughter.

“Okay,” she said, slipping off the billboard. “I vote we help him.”

Highwire raised a brow. “Help him? Or save him from becoming a walking compilation of fail clips?”

“...Yes.”

And with that, the two descended into the chaos below—one silent and graceful like a falling sakura petal, the other a confident huntress whose glowing eyes locked onto Blaze like he was already hers to train... or tame.

Location: Slappy Shores
Blaze was crouched behind a porta-potty with 10 HP and a pickaxe. His shield was gone. Ammo? None. His only resource was panic.

“Okay... think, Blaze, think! You’ve fought gods, monsters, and Mangle when she’s mad—how hard can this stupid cartoony island be?!”

He peeked around the corner—bam! Shot in the foot. “OW—WHO SHOOTS FEET?!” he yelled, hobbling back behind cover.

“Don’t move,” came a soft voice behind him.

“WHAT THE FU—!” Blaze yelped, whirling around with his pickaxe raised… only to nearly bonk a very fluffy tail.

Standing there was a short kitsune with shimmering white fur, pink hair, icy-blue eyes, and five wispy tails curling behind her. Kimiko’s head tilted, ears twitching as she smiled sweetly.

“Hi! You're... um, bad at this.”

“…Wha—excuse me?” Blaze blinked, flustered by her sudden appearance and her gentle insult. “I am trying my best here!”

“I know,” she giggled, twiddling her claws nervously. “It’s... really obvious.”

Then—THUMP. A second figure landed next to them with a heavy, commanding presence. Leather, fur, a glowing chestplate—Packleader Highwire. Her expression was stone cold as she looked Blaze up and down like she was calculating just how fast he'd perish if she didn’t step in.

Blaze opened his mouth. “...Hi. Are you single or here to kill me?”

“She’s here to keep you alive,” Kimiko whispered. “Mostly.”

“...Debatable,” Highwire muttered, drawing her weapon and scanning the horizon. “You're lucky we were watching. The entire lobby's hunting you now. You're... sort of infamous.”

“For what?!”

“For yelling, ‘WHO NEEDS GUNS WHEN YOU HAVE VIBES’ and charging into a squad with a fish.”

“…Okay technically, that was funny,” Blaze defended.

Kimiko held back a giggle. “It was. You still died, though.”

“Repeatedly,” Highwire added flatly. “You’re a danger to yourself and morale.”

Blaze puffed his cheeks. “Y’know, I don’t have to take this abuse.”

“Then stop dying,” Highwire said, already tossing him a small shield potion.

Blaze stared at it like it was a treasure from the gods. “...Oh my god. Is this what hope tastes like?”

“Drink it,” Kimiko said kindly. “Then... maybe let us show you how not to humiliate yourself every three seconds?”

Blaze squinted. “Is this a trick? Is this like when Krystal said ‘Just try the barrel roll’ and I ended up launching my Arwing into a sun?”

“...Just drink it.”

Blaze chugged the mini shield potion like it was holy water. He smacked his lips. “Okay… tastes like blueberry and regret.”

Kimiko offered a small smile. “That’s... kind of accurate, actually.”

Highwire tapped her boot impatiently. “Alright. Before we waste more time—what exactly do you know about this game?”

Blaze shrugged. “Not much. There’s guns. Jumping. Some sweaty kids doing those weird dances. Oh! And there’s a banana guy. He scares me.”

Kimiko giggled softly behind a paw. Highwire narrowed her eyes.

“…And what about shooters in general? Any experience?”

Blaze puffed out his chest. “GoldenEye 64, baby. I was unstoppable in Paintball Mode.”

Kimiko blinked. “That’s… really old.”

“Yeah, well so’s my trauma. Ask my mom.”

Highwire pinched the bridge of her snout. “You aimed with one joystick in that game. That’s like trying to write a novel with a potato.”

Blaze shrugged. “A golden potato, thank you. One shot… dead.”

Kimiko knelt down next to him, ears perked in gentle concern. “Blaze... do you even know how to aim down sights?”

Blaze hesitated. “…Do what now?”

The long pause said everything.

Kimiko gave a tiny gasp. Highwire audibly groaned.

“Oh no,” Kimiko whispered, paw over her mouth.

“There’s no saving this,” Highwire muttered. “We need to start from prehistoric basics.”

Kimiko stood, brushing off her outfit. “Okay! Um, first, let’s find you an actual gun. Not the fishing rod you tried to use as a sniper.”

“In my defense,” Blaze started, “I once killed a demon with a baguette—”

“Gun. Now.” Highwire snapped, already walking toward a weapons cache with the tone of someone regretting her life choices.

Kimiko lingered behind for a moment, her eyes warm and tails flicking. “Don’t worry. You’ll get it eventually. Maybe. We’re here to help!”

Blaze grinned. “Thanks, Kimiko. You’re sweet.”

She blushed softly and looked away. “You’re... um, kinda charming. Like a raccoon who keeps falling into trash, but—like, a cute raccoon.”

“…You just called me trash.”

Kimiko covered her face with her tails. “I said cute!”

From up ahead, Highwire barked back, “Move it, Morvane! You’ve got ten seconds before I build you a coffin out of ramp pieces!”

“Coming, Packmom! Jeez!”

The trio stood in a wide-open field, just outside of Frenzy Fields. Golden grass swayed in the breeze. A calm before the storm.

Highwire dropped a basic loadout at Blaze’s feet: an assault rifle, shotgun, a handful of materials, and a single healing item. She folded her arms and nodded toward it.

“Pick it up.”

Blaze stared. “These are my tools of death?”

Kimiko nodded sweetly. “Or... your tools of constant self-harm, if we’re being realistic.”

“Wow. Such support.” Blaze picked up the AR and looked down the barrel immediately.

Both women simultaneously shouted, “NOT THAT END!!”

He flinched, fumbling the rifle and nearly dropping it. “I’m just checking for—uh—dust! Gotta keep your murder tubes clean, right?”

Highwire sighed. “I’m going to start praying.”

“Okay,” Kimiko said gently, stepping in. “Let’s start with aiming. Hold the rifle like this—” she moved behind him, guiding his arms and adjusting his grip. “And then click your left trigger to aim down sights.”

Her paws lingered on his arms a moment too long. Blaze blushed.

“…This feels intimate.”

Kimiko immediately pulled back, flustered. “S-Sorry! I was just—! I didn’t mean—!”

Highwire didn’t even turn around. “You two done flirting, or should I come back when you're done playing house in the bushes?”

“Sorry, Packmom,” Blaze called.

“Don’t call me that.”

“...Okay, Pack-MILF.”

“I will end you.”

Kimiko quietly burst into laughter.

“Now,” Highwire said, pointing to some nearby targets. “Shoot those. Simple enough.”

Blaze took a breath. Focused. Aimed down the sights. His finger slowly pulled the trigger—

—and he obliterated the bush next to the target.

“…That was intentional,” Blaze said quickly. “That bush was lookin’ at me funny.”

Kimiko stifled a giggle.

Highwire rubbed her temples. “Okay. Forget aiming for a second. Let’s try building.”

That’s when it really went to hell.

Ten minutes later...
Blaze was trapped inside a self-made box. Upside down ramp. Walls backwards. Floor panels missing. Somehow, he had managed to create a ceiling trap on top of himself.
“...Help,” came his muffled voice from inside.

Kimiko was crying with laughter. “He’s in a prison of his own making!”

Highwire looked like she was actively disassociating. “You made a trap box. On yourself. Do you have any idea how statistically impossible that is?”

“...I’m a pioneer,” Blaze whispered sadly. “A cautionary tale for future noobs.”

Kimiko finally phased through the wall, letting him out. She patted his head. “It’s okay. You’re... not good. But you’re persistent! That’s like... a stat!”

Blaze gave a weak smile. “I’ll take that.”

Highwire crossed her arms. “You’re not hopeless, Morvane. Just... aggressively average.”

Kimiko leaned toward him and whispered, “She means that in a supportive way.”

“No, I don’t.”

“Let me dream.”
***

The moon hung low over the island.
Most of the action had faded, distant gunfire like crackling sparks on the horizon. The air was calm—cool, almost peaceful.

Blaze stood at the edge of a cliff overlooking the ocean. Behind him, the faint glow of a campfire danced on the rocks. He was practicing… alone. Sort of. Firing at wooden dummies. Hitting, missing, readjusting.

“Your stance is off,” came a voice behind him.

He flinched and turned. Highwire was walking toward him, arms relaxed at her sides for once. Not crossed. Not judging. Just watching.

“Feet shoulder-width apart. Relax your back. Let the gun move with you, not against you.”

Blaze followed her instructions, quietly, seriously this time. “…You always watch from the shadows?” he muttered.

“Only when I think someone’s about to accidentally shoot their own foot.”

A ghost of a smile touched her lips. Barely there. But Blaze caught it.

“You didn’t have to come out here,” he said.

Highwire stopped beside him. Her gaze shifted to the targets. Her voice was calm, stern but lower now.

“I want you to get better.”

Blaze blinked. “Really? You’ve spent the whole day talking like I’m a walking mistake.”

“You are.” She looked at him. “But I’ve seen worse turn into legends.”

“…That’s a low bar.”

“It's still a bar.”

She took the gun from his hands, adjusted the grip, turned slightly to demonstrate how she moves while firing—fluid, instinctual. Her confidence wasn’t arrogance. It was earned.
Blaze watched her—really watched her. The sharp glowing eyes, the controlled breathing. Not just a fighter. A leader. She didn’t teach because she wanted followers.

She taught because she wanted survivors.

“You’re intense,” Blaze muttered.

“I lead a pack,” she replied simply. “Intense keeps them alive.”

“Do I… have any hope at all?”

Highwire paused. Looked at him, eyes narrowing thoughtfully. For once, there was no sarcasm. Just honesty. “…Improbable,” she said. “But not impossible.”

Blaze smirked. “That’s... the nicest thing you’ve said to me all day.”

“You’ll get over it.”

A beat passed. Then she stepped back and nodded toward the targets again.

“Let’s see what you’ve learned. One clip. Don’t waste a shot.”

He steadied his stance. Took aim. Fired—methodical, focused.

Three shots hit. Two grazed. One missed.

Highwire made no sound. Approval? Maybe.

“…You’re improving.”

Blaze beamed. “You do like me.”

“I tolerate your existence.”

“Progress.”

***

Later that night…
The fireflies were out.

Blaze followed quietly, letting Kimiko lead the way. She moved like a dream—barefoot through the grass, barely disturbing the earth beneath her. Her five tails swayed with a soft rhythm, almost glowing beneath the silver-blue light.

They reached a forgotten shrine nestled in a bamboo grove, its stone steps cracked, mossy, and surrounded by floating lanterns someone—likely her—had placed with care.

“This place isn’t on the map,” Kimiko said softly, glancing over her shoulder. “I come here when I want to think… or be quiet. You... could use some quiet.”

Blaze looked around in awe. “I feel like I’m about to be blessed... or abducted by very polite ghosts.”

She giggled. “Maybe both.”

They sat together near the base of the shrine. The sound of water trickling from a bamboo pipe filled the silence. Kimiko placed her paws in her lap, then reached into a pouch and pulled out a small flower-shaped charm made of cloth and thread.

“For focus,” she said. “You need it.”

“Hey—”

“You aimed at a vending machine.”

“…Okay yeah I deserve that.”

She offered the charm with both hands. Blaze took it gently, turning it over in his fingers.

“It’s handmade,” Kimiko said, a little quieter now. “You tie it around your wrist, and every time you feel like you’re panicking… you touch it. Take a breath. Reset.”

Blaze smiled softly. “That’s... actually kind of sweet. Thank you, Kitsune Sensei.”

Her ears twitched. “I’m not your sensei…”

“Too late. You’re wearing flowy robes and giving me wisdom. That’s textbook sensei behavior.” His tone was softer.
Kimiko covered her face with one tail and peeked over it with a flustered smile. “You’re so dumb.”

“I get that a lot.”

As he tied the charm, her eyes drifted upward—toward his hair.

“…Your hair’s really soft,” she mumbled. One paw reached up, brushing some of the pink strands behind his ear. “It’s like… cotton candy if it became a boy.”

Blaze’s tail flicked. “You’ve thought about that metaphor before, haven’t you?”

“N-No!”

She kept playing with it anyway. Twirling strands around her fingers. Sometimes letting them go, sometimes brushing them again like she didn’t even realize she was doing it. Her face was gently flushed. Her tails curled inward, forming a partial ring behind them like a foxflower blooming in the shadows.

“You’re… not what I expected,” she admitted quietly.

“How so?”

“I thought you’d be cocky. Loud. Reckless. Most are around here. Throwing cuss words and and ego threats like meaningless confetti.”
“I am all those things.”

She smiled. “But you’re also kind. And weird. And… really easy to talk to. Even when you don’t say much right.”

Blaze blinked. For once, he didn’t joke. Just smiled, watching her face in the soft firefly glow. “You’re kind of amazing, you know,” he said softly.

Kimiko immediately squeaked and buried her face in both paws. “D-Don’t say stuff like that! I’m already—this is already—!”

Her tails frantically whipped around her as she tried to get her fluster under control. Blaze chuckled, quietly slipping the charm onto his wrist.

“…This’ll help with focus, huh?”

She peeked out between her fingers. “Maybe. I’m still working on mine.”

Blaze smiled. “Thank you. You know. For doing all of this.”
***

The next day…
Sunlight poured across the island as another match began. Mega City. Bright. Buzzing. A hot drop zone. It should’ve been a terrible idea for someone like Blaze.

But this time?

He landed with his team. Picked up a shotgun. Slid into cover. Threw a shield bubble with actual strategy. It wasn’t perfect. He still fumbled. Still shouted the occasional “I’m so sorry, I panicked!” when someone surprised him.

But he was improving.

And his two mentors? Watching from a rooftop above.

“Okay,” Highwire muttered, folding her arms. “That was… decent.”

Kimiko beamed, her tails wagging slightly. “He didn’t scream when that squad rushed him!”

“He only tripped once. And it wasn’t fatal.”

“Progress!” Kimiko chirped.

Down below, Blaze vaulted over a car, fired twice, and downed an enemy. He actually whooped this time.

“YES! Did you see that?!”

He looked up instinctively toward the rooftop—knowing they were probably watching.

Kimiko waved enthusiastically, smile wide. Highwire gave a slow, measured nod. Approval, in her own way.

“…He’s doing it,” Kimiko whispered. “He's really learning.”

Highwire didn’t reply right away. Her arms remained crossed, but her expression softened. “Told you. Improbable. Not impossible.”

Kimiko nudged her side, smirking. “You’re proud.”

“I’m cautiously proud.”

“He makes you smile.”

“I tolerate his face.”

Kimiko giggled. “Mhm. Sure. You’re blushing, by the way.”

“I will drop you off this rooftop.”

Down below, Blaze was trying—and failing—to open a loot crate that required timing. But he didn’t panic. He tried again. Got it. Even pinged some gear for his teammates.

Kimiko leaned against the railing, her voice a little softer now. “He’s kind of… sweet. In a chaotic way.”
Highwire watched him quietly. “…Yeah. He grows on you.”

The game continued. Another fight. This time they joined him. Blaze stuck with them. Protected Kimiko when she was downed. Took a sniper shot for Highwire.

They won that round. Barely. But they won.
Later, back at the lobby firepit, Blaze slumped between the two of them, panting.

“I think I... reached a new level of sweaty.”

“You didn’t die first,” Highwire said. “I’m almost impressed.”

“You saved me,” Kimiko added softly. “Twice.”

Blaze grinned. “Guess I’m finally not the worst.”

Highwire leaned back, stretching. “You’re still terrible. But now you’re terrible with potential.”

Kimiko curled one tail around his leg. “And friends. Don’t forget that.”

Blaze smiled, glancing at them both. “Y’know… I kinda like it here.”

They didn’t say it—but both of them smiled back.

And for now… the battlefield could wait.

***

Blaze logged in with a stretch and a yawn. “Alright, let’s get my daily dose of humiliation—"

BOOM.
He spawned in—alone—on a floating island. No loot. No team.

“Wait... what? Hello? Ladies? This isn't funny! Where’s my—”

A sniper round whizzed past his head, grazing his ear. He shrieked and dove behind a tree.

Kimiko’s voice pinged in his comms—sing-song and adorable. “Hellooo~ Blaze. Hope you’re warmed up!”

“What is happening right now?!”

Highwire’s voice cut in—cool, clipped. “Field exam. 2v1. Don’t die.”

“…You traitors.”

The next twenty minutes were brutal.
They stalked him like wolves and foxes born to it. Blaze scrambled, hid, tried building—a little better now, but still messy. Every time he thought he was clear, one of them appeared from nowhere.

Kimiko danced through trees and bamboo groves, her tails flickering like illusions.

Highwire brought thunder—walls, ramps, shotgun to the face.

Blaze was barely holding on. His health was in the red. But he was learning. Reading patterns. Pushing back. Landing hits.

He wasn’t winning. But he wasn’t crumbling either.

Eventually, while running through a half-built structure near the shore, he turned a corner—and there she was.

Kimiko.
Sitting atop a crate like she'd been waiting hours just to spook him. She swished her tails, smiling with a glow that made the water around them look enchanted.

“Well hey, handsome,” she teased. “You made it farther than I thought.”

Blaze blinked. “You’re sitting. Are we... doing banter now? I thought you were hunting me.”

“Oh, I still am.” She tapped her own nose. “But I wanted a closer look. You’re doing good, Blaze. I mean it.”

He smiled, stepping closer cautiously. “Thanks. I, uh… I’m trying. Mostly for survival. Partly to impress my teachers.”

“Flatterer.”

Kimiko leaned forward a little, her voice softer. “You’re kind of... cool now. Still a mess. But your mess. It's… endearing.”

“...You’re into disasters, huh?”

“I like projects,” she whispered.

Then—without warning—she leaned in and kissed him.

Soft. Warm. A little breathless.

Her tails fanned out behind her like a blooming lotus. Blaze blinked in surprise, his ears twitching slightly, pink hair tousled as she pulled back.

“I’ve wanted to do that since the shrine,” she admitted, cheeks flushed.

And then—

“Of course you did.”
They both snapped their heads around.

Standing at the edge of the structure—arms folded, expression unreadable—was Highwire.
She stared at them. Blinked once.

Then sighed, slow and long, and rolled her eyes. “You two are predictable.”

Kimiko squeaked and immediately straightened up, tails curling in embarrassment.

Blaze opened his mouth to explain... something. Anything.

Highwire cut him off with a sharp smirk. “I’m not mad. Just disappointed I didn’t get to shoot you before the kiss.”

And with that—she turned the corner and vanished into the bamboo.

Kimiko covered her face. Blaze stood there stunned, a dopey grin slowly forming.

“…Did I just get kissed and threatened again by two different women in the same match?”

“Yes,” Kimiko mumbled, hiding behind her tails.

“…Best. Day. Ever.”

The match didn’t last much longer after that.
After the kiss, Blaze was completely off his game. His aim wobbled. His heart raced. He was smiling like a doofus.

Kimiko had vanished again, but her scent lingered—cherry blossoms and quiet mischief.
Then came the final moment.

BOOM.
Highwire caught him clean in the side with a shotgun. He spun, crashed into a build, and crumpled in a pile of wood and pixelated shame.

Game over.

The screen faded out.

Back in the lobby, Blaze flopped onto the virtual couch with a groan, arms splayed dramatically.

“Well... I died. But I died with a kiss. So... I win spiritually.”

Highwire walked past, sipping from an energy drink. “You’re still technically 0 for 12 today.”

“But 1 for 1 in surprise smooches,” Blaze shot back, grinning.

Kimiko, curled up nearby, immediately let out a soft, squeaky giggle before hiding behind one of her tails. Again.

“…You’re impossible,” Highwire muttered. But there was the faintest twitch of amusement at the corner of her mouth.

***

Once again, later that night...
The island had gone quiet.

No matches. No noise. Just soft winds over the bamboo groves.

Blaze was in his apartment, mid-snack, when a notification chimed across his screen. A private message. A summoning.

From: Kimiko.
“Come to the shrine. Alone.”
He blinked. Then quickly grabbed his headset—and a shirt.

The shrine glowed under starlight.
Lanterns floated in the air. The air was warm with summer wind. Crickets sang.

Kimiko stood in the center, her robes fluttering slightly in the breeze. Her tails were still. Her eyes, though—half-lidded and shining.

“I didn’t call you here to train,” she said softly.

Blaze stepped forward, chest rising with a quiet breath. “I kinda figured.”

She reached out, paws brushing his hands. “You’ve gotten stronger. Funnier. You… make this whole game feel different. Big change from all the tough teen screams.”

“I could say the same about you.”

Kimiko smiled gently, then stepped closer. Her forehead touched his. She had to stand on her toes to do so. Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Tonight, I want to teach you something else. Something important.”

“What kind of training are we talking—”

Her lips met his before he could finish.

It was slower this time. Warmer. Her tails slowly coiled around them both like a curtain of soft flame. The moonlight caught her fur, her eyes, the slight shiver in her breath.

One paw brushed his shirt hem.

She guided him toward the inner part of the shrine—past the lanterns, into the shadows, where the fireflies danced more slowly… where the rest of the night belonged only to them.

Blaze’s breath hitched as Kimiko’s paws traced the waistband of his pants, her touch feather-light against the bare skin just above his hips. The shrine’s inner sanctum was bathed in the soft, pulsing glow of fireflies—intimate, hidden. Stone steps cooled the backs of his thighs as she eased him down to sit, her tails fanning out around them like a living barrier against the world.  

“Let me,” she murmured, kneeling between his legs. Her fingers hooked into the fabric of his pants, tugging them down slowly. His canine cock sprang free, already half-hard, the cool night air kissing his skin. She didn’t look away. Her ears flicked forward, curious, a faint blush warming her muzzle as she took him in—thick, pink, twitching under her gaze, knot forming near the base. “You’re… bigger than I imagined,” she admitted, voice barely audible.  

Blaze chuckled, low and rough. “I uh… get that sometimes,” He reached for her obi, but she caught his wrist—gentle but firm. 

“Not yet,” she whispered. “Tonight… you let me lead.”
Her paws slid up his chest, thumbs brushing his nipples through his shirt. She leaned in, her muzzle nuzzling the base of his throat, inhaling his scent—warm earth and pine. Her tongue darted out, tracing the ridge of his jaw, then lower, laving slow circles over his collarbone. Every flick sent sparks down his spine. When her teeth grazed his shoulder, he groaned, hips jerking instinctively.  

“Jeez, Kimiko—“ 

“Shhh.” She pressed a palm flat against his stomach, holding him still. Her tails coiled tighter, one slipping between his legs to brush the sensitive skin behind his balls. He gasped. Her other hand wrapped around his shaft, stroking once—slow, firm—before her thumb swiped over the slit, gathering pre-cum. She brought it to her lips, tasting him, eyes locked on his. “Sweet,” she breathed. “Like summer rain.”
Blaze’s claws dug into the stone beneath him. “You’re killing me.”  

Kimiko smiled—a real, shy thing—and finally peeled his shirt over his head. Her muzzle dipped to his chest, teeth grazing a nipple as her hand worked his cock in steady, maddening strokes. Her tails teased: one tracing the crease of his thigh, another curling around his wrist, pinning it to the ground. When she took him fully into her mouth—warm, wet, sucking—he saw stars. Her white fur glowed in the firefly light, pink-tipped tails twitching with every bob of her head.  

She pulled off with a wet pop, licking her lips. “Take the lead. Tell me what you want.”
Blaze’s voice was ragged, his mouth already dry. His voice cracked. “Y-You. Your pussy. Everywhere.” 

Kimiko’s ears flattened, flustered but eager. She rose, shimmying out of her own robes until she was bare—smooth white fur, plump breasts tipped with rose, the dark slit between her legs glistening. She straddled him, guiding his cock to her entrance. Her breath shuddered as she sank down, inch by inch, her walls clenching around him like velvet.  

“Gods,” she whimpered, head thrown back, tails lashing. “You feel… full.”  

Blaze gripped her hips, holding her still. “Hey. Look at me.” 

When her eyes met his, he thrust up—slow, deep. She cried out, a high, broken sound, her claws digging into his shoulders. The shrine echoed with their rhythm: skin on skin, gasps, the wet slap of their bodies joining. Fireflies swirled around them like fallen stars.  

“Mm, harder,” Kimiko begged, rocking against him. “Make me scream.”  

And Blaze did.

Blaze’s thrusts deepened, each one drawing a choked gasp from Kimiko as she rode him, her tails fanning wide like blooming cherry blossoms. Her paws pressed against his chest for leverage, claws pricking his skin just enough to make him growl. Sweat glistened on her fur, catching the firefly glow as she leaned forward, her breasts brushing his chest.  

“Again,” she breathed against his mouth, hips grinding down hard. “Just like that—ah!”
He flipped her onto her back in one smooth motion, pinning her wrists above her head. The stone floor was cool beneath her spine, but Blaze’s body was furnace-hot. He hooked her thighs over his shoulders, sinking deeper, hitting a spot that made her back arch off the ground. Her tails thrashed, one wrapping around his neck, pulling him into a kiss that tasted like salt and desperation.  

“Am I getting better?” he rumbled, nipping her ear. “Thought you wanted to scream.”
She whimpered, hips bucking. “Y-yes—please—“ 

He obliged.  

Pounding into her with slow, deliberate strokes, he watched her unravel—the way her muzzle crumpled, how her claws shredded the stone beneath them, the slick heat of her tightening around him. Her fifth tail, the one with the deepest pink tip, coiled around his cock where it met her, adding a maddening friction.  

“Blaze—!” Her voice shattered as he dragged a thumb over her clit. Her walls spasmed, milking him, and he felt the shift—the moment she stopped holding back. She screamed, high and raw, her entire body trembling as her orgasm crashed over her. Fireflies swirled violently around them, drawn to the heat.  

He didn’t stop.  

He pulled out just as she peaked, flipping her onto her knees. One hand fisted in her hair, the other gripping her hip hard enough to leave marks. “I’ve got you,” he growled, thrusting back in. 

Kimiko pressed her forehead to the stone, tails spread wide. “More— I need—fuck,” she blushed at her own language, but didn’t stop. “fill me—"  

He slammed into her, relentless. Her second climax hit like lightning—sharp, silent, her body clamping down so tight he saw white. That’s when he lost it.  

Hips pistoning, he buried himself to the hilt, teeth sinking into the curve of her shoulder as he came. Hot spurts painted her insides, deep and claiming. She felt every pulse, every shudder, her own body milking him dry as her tails went limp, draped over his back like fallen silk.  

They collapsed together, breathless. Moonlight pooled around them, illuminating tangled fur, sweat-slick skin, and Kimiko’s lazy smile as she nuzzled his jaw.  

"Best… training… ever," she whispered.  

Blaze laughed, breathless, and kissed her temple. "Round two’s on me, sensei."  

Her tails flicked weakly against his thigh—a silent yes.
By sunrise, Blaze understood the true meaning of private lessons.

***

The sun rose lazily over the island. The sky painted soft oranges and pinks, reflecting off the water surrounding the floating temple tops of Mega City. The world was slowly waking up.

And so was Kimiko Five-Tails.

She appeared in the lobby late.

Later than usual.

Her outfit was slightly off-center, hastily tied. Her fur was immaculately brushed—but somehow too immaculate, like someone had taken a very long time getting ready to not look like they were hiding anything.
She floated in quietly, paws folded, tails gently swaying behind her in a fluffy, rhythmic pattern.

Too rhythmic.

Blaze was already there, seated and sipping coffee with a contented little smirk that said absolutely nothing and everything at once.

Highwire glanced between them. Once. Twice.

Then squinted.

“…Kimiko.”

The kitsune jolted slightly. “Y-Yes?”

“You’re glowing.”

“I-I’m not glowing!”

“You are.”

“No, I’m—! I just had good sleep!”

Highwire narrowed her eyes. “You never sleep.”

“…Well, I did last night.”

“Mhm.”

Kimiko turned around to busy herself with a drink station that didn’t exist. Her tails puffed out and curled in odd, twitchy ways. She was giddy, but trying very hard to appear normal. She hummed to herself—a light, airy, overly cheerful little tune.

Suspicious. Too suspicious.

Highwire slowly walked up behind her, arms crossed, voice low. “…What did you do?”

Kimiko squeaked. “N-Nothing!”

“You’re floating.”

“I always float!”

“Not with hearts in your eyes.”

“I—I—I just had a spiritual moment!”

“On top of Blaze?”

Kimiko practically exploded into embarrassed squeals, covering her face with all five tails. “H-H-Highwire!!”

Across the lobby, Blaze casually raised his cup. “She summoned me to the shrine. For a lesson.”

“Blaze! Shut up!” Kimiko hissed, flailing.

Highwire shook her head, smirking ever so slightly. “Unbelievable.” She turned, walking away with a half-snort of amusement. “You two are gonna crash this whole damn island.”

Kimiko peeked from behind her tails, still red, still flustered… but smiling softly to herself.

She didn’t deny it.

And Blaze? He just winked at her from across the room.

***

That night…
The summons came late.

Blaze had just logged in, still slightly sore in the best kind of way from the night before. A new charm tied to his wrist, a new bounce in his step.

But this message?

From: Highwire
"Come to the training compound. No weapons. Just you."
No emoji. No flourish. Just that voice in his head—the one that didn’t ask twice.

The compound sat in the mountains—quiet, remote, moonlight spilling down across steel and stone. Lanterns flickered along the paths, casting blue and purple shadows.

Highwire stood in the center of the dojo arena. No armor. No weapons. Just her form-fitting workout gear, half-zipped jacket falling off her shoulders like it had given up trying to hold her together.

She turned slowly as Blaze approached, arms crossed, ears twitching, eyes and mouth glowing.
“I figured if Kimiko was going to get her little moment,” she said flatly, “I might as well see for myself what all the fuss is about.”

Blaze blinked. “...Oh. So this is, uh—?”

“A test.” She stepped closer. Slow. Deliberate. “Tell me, Blaze…” Her voice dipped—low, confident, but tinged with curiosity. “Are the lessons helping?”

Blaze smiled. “You tell me. I haven’t accidentally launched myself off a cliff in three whole matches.”

Highwire tilted her head. “Impressive. Still not great, but I’ve seen worse.”

She circled him slowly now. Like a predator assessing prey. Her steps silent. Calculated.

“…Kimiko told me everything,” she said softly. “Well. Not everything. But enough.”

Blaze scratched behind his ear. “So you’re, uh… not mad?”

“Mad?” Highwire stopped just behind him, voice against his neck. “Why would I be mad?”

Her jacket slipped off her shoulders completely now, hitting the floor with a quiet thud. The blue tattoos along her arms shimmered faintly in the dark—pulsing softly, like heartbeat lines that matched her eyes.
“You passed her test. Let’s see how you handle mine.”

Blaze turned, only to find her standing close. Very close.

Her eyes locked onto his—not playful like Kimiko’s, but challenging. Her expression calm, confident… and curious.

“Kimiko’s easy mode,” she whispered. “Sweet. Gentle. Lots of emotional checkpoints.” Her claw traced lightly along his chest. “I’m… harder difficulty.”

Blaze smirked. “Do I get a tutorial first, or are we jumping straight into the boss fight?”

Highwire raised a brow. “Cute.” She leaned in, her breath warm against his jaw. “But let’s see how long you’re still joking after I take the lead.” She grabbed his hand—placed it on her waist. “I want to see how much you’ve learned, Morvane.”

Clothing wasn’t removed so much as shed like unnecessary armor. Her motions were decisive. Her eyes never left his. There was no teasing. No stuttering.

Only heat.

Only the quiet promise of something earned—something real.

Highwire didn’t wait for an answer.  

She shoved Blaze backward—hard—until his shoulders hit the dojo floor, the cold steel biting through his thin shirt. Before he could catch his breath, she was straddling his face, her dark fur glowing faintly under the moonlight as she ground her bare pussy down against his mouth. Her blue tattoos pulsed like live wires, casting jagged shadows across her thighs.  

“Breathe through it, Morvane,” she ordered, claws digging into his chest. “Or I’ll pin your arms down for real.” 

He groaned against her—wet, immediate—and she rewarded him with a slow, deliberate roll of her hips. Her cunt was already slick, salty-sweet on his tongue, the heat of her core searing against his lips. She smelled like ozone and gunpowder, her arousal sharp and electric. One hand fisted in his pink hair, forcing his head deeper.  

“Good boy,” she purred, voice thick with dark amusement. “Now lick.”  

Blaze obeyed—tongue sliding through her folds, circling her clit in rough, urgent strokes. She threw her head back, a low growl ripping from her throat as her glowing eyes slammed shut. Her thighs trembled, muscles coiled tight like springs. When he sucked her clit between his teeth, she snarled, grinding down so hard he saw stars.  

“Fuck—!” She slammed a palm against the floor, bracing herself. “You are learning.”
She lifted off him just as he felt her clenching—close, so close—but denied him her climax. Instead, she rose onto her knees, dragging a claw down his sternum until his shirt tore open. Her breasts hung heavy, dark nipples peaked and demanding. She grabbed his wrist, slammed his palm flat against her tit.  

“Harder. Don’t play like this is a game. It’s not. Not anymore.”  

He squeezed, thumb flicking her nipple, and she hissed—pleasure-pain flashing in her eyes. Without warning, she spun him onto his stomach, yanking his pants down in one brutal motion. Her knee pressed between his shoulder blades, pinning him.  

“Kimiko took it slow,” she growled into his ear, her breath hot. “I take what I earn in fights.”
Her hand wrapped around his cock—already straining—and she stroked once, twice, three times with punishing speed. Pre-cum beaded at the tip, and she smeared it down his shaft with her thumb. Then, without ceremony, she spun him, straddled his waist, and then sank onto him.  

Full. Brutal.  

Blaze choked on a gasp as she took him to the hilt in one thrust, her walls clamping down like a vice. She didn’t move. Just sat there, grinding her hips in tiny, maddening circles, letting him feel every inch of her heat. It was more mind-blowing than any full motion.
“This,” she bit out, “is full control.” 

She reared back, slamming down with enough force to make the steel floor ring. Her tits bounced with each brutal thrust, blue tattoos flaring brighter with every snap of her hips. She rode him like she was trying to break him—back arched, claws raking his spine, a guttural snarl tearing from her throat.  

“Look at me, Morvane.”  

He turned his head. Her eyes burned like twin supernovas, pupils slit with feral intensity.  

“Again.”  

She shoved him further back, impaling herself deeper as she rode him with ruthless precision. Her hands locked on his wrists, pinning them above his head. Every downward stroke drove the air from his lungs, every upward drag scraped his cock against her G-spot. Sweat dripped from her muzzle onto his chest as she leaned down, teeth grazing his throat.  

“Tell me you want it,” she demanded, voice ragged. “Beg. Beg like your life in a match depends on it.”  

"Fuck—yes," he choked out. “Harder. Please.”  

She rewarded him with a vicious snap of her hips—once, twice—and he felt her walls fluttering, tightening. Her climax hit like a detonation: a raw, broken scream ripped from her chest as she came, her pussy pulsing around him in violent waves. Her claws tore bloody lines down his arms as she rode out her orgasm, grinding down until he felt her throbbing.  

Only then did she let him move.  

“Your turn,” she growled, releasing his wrists. “Take it. Claim it.”
Blaze flipped her onto her back in a heartbeat, pinning her shoulders with his weight. He fucked her like he was trying to erase the memory of anyone else—deep, punishing strokes that made her gasp and arch off the floor. Her blue eyes rolled back as he hit that spot again and again, her thighs trembling around his waist.  

He snarled, biting her shoulder.  

She shattered.  

Her second orgasm tore through her like shrapnel—body bowing off the ground, a wordless cry echoing in the steel dojo. That’s when he followed, slamming into her one last time as he came deep, hot spurts flooding her core. She clenched around him, milking every drop, her claws sinking into his back like anchors.  

They collapsed in a tangle of sweat and fur, Highwire’s breath coming in sharp gasps against his neck. Slowly, she lifted a paw to his cheek, thumb brushing the blood from his lip where she’d bitten him.  

“Not bad, Morvane,” she murmured, voice rough but warm. “For a rookie.”  

Blaze grinned, exhausted. “Round two’s on me.”  

Highwire’s eyes glowed brighter as she pushed him onto his back again. “Try me.”
By the time the moon had risen fully, the dojo was still.

Lanterns flickered lower. Somewhere in the quiet, a jacket lay forgotten on the floor.

And Blaze?

He wasn’t just learning anymore.

He was keeping up.
Hard mode, accepted.

***

The next morning…
Sunlight poured through the windows of Blaze’s real apartment—soft, golden, and entirely too bright for what had gone down last night.

He groaned softly, half-covered by a blanket on the couch, head resting against a pillow that definitely hadn’t been there when he passed out. His fur was ruffled, his limbs sore in the oddly satisfying way, and his mind?

Still buffering.

“…Coffee,” he mumbled. “I need… seven of them.”
He blinked blearily—only to freeze.

Across the room sat Kimiko, sipping tea with both paws curled delicately around her cup, all five tails gently fanned out like a contented cat basking in sunlight. She was glowing. Not just from the tea—from knowledge.
Next to her, leaning back with one leg draped over the couch arm, was Highwire, casual, cool, and completely composed. One arm rested lazily behind her head while the other flipped a throwing knife between her fingers.

They were… talking. Calmly. In his apartment. Not in the game. In reality.
And Blaze? Wasn’t part of the conversation.

At least, not actively.

“...You have that look,” Kimiko said slyly, glancing at Highwire over the rim of her cup.

Highwire didn’t even blink. “What look.”

“That post-Blaze look,” Kimiko sing-songed, tails swaying smugly. “Did he do the thing with the claws? He did, didn’t he.”

Blaze sat up, red in the face. “I’m still in the room, you know.”

Kimiko waved him off like a breeze. “Shhh. Grown-ups are talking.”

Highwire finally cracked a smirk. “You were right about one thing.”

“Oh?”

“He does make those noises.”

Kimiko squeaked, setting her cup down and covering her face with her tails. “He does, right?! It’s like—like a little whimper-bark!”

“Embarrassed but eager,” Highwire added. “A rare breed.”

“Stop!” Blaze cried, pulling the blanket up over his head. “I am a proud, strong, capable adult! This is bullying!”

Kimiko leaned toward Highwire, stage-whispering behind a tail, “He gets extra dramatic when flustered. It’s adorable.”

Highwire chuckled. “He tried to challenge me. Said he could ‘handle the hard mode.’ Nearly blacked out.”

Blaze groaned louder from under the blanket.

Kimiko tapped a claw to her chin. “So what now?”

Highwire shrugged. “I don’t share. But I don’t fight over toys either.”

Kimiko sipped her tea again. “So... we rotate?”

Blaze peeked out from the blanket. “I am not a loot drop!”

Kimiko winked. “No, but you are a rare find.”

Highwire tilted her head. “Epic rarity. At best.”

“RUDE.”

And just like that—the balance had shifted.

Blaze wasn’t being hunted or trained anymore.

He was being claimed.
And by the look on both their faces… the lessons weren’t over yet.

Not even close.
That afternoon…
Blaze was finally upright, half-dressed, sipping from a very necessary mug of coffee when he heard the beep of a new notification.

A shared calendar alert popped up in his HUD.

[TEAMWORK TRAINING SCHEDULE – MANDATORY]
Created by: Highwire & Kimiko
He squinted.

“…Oh no.”

With a soft whoosh, the holographic calendar opened—complete with color-coded events, fox-tail icons, and glowing blue markers labeled with Highwire’s tag.

He read the entries aloud, brow furrowing deeper with each one.

Monday – ‘Close Quarters Combat’ (Instructor: Highwire)
“Focus on positioning, fast reaction time, and stamina drills. Shirt optional. For mobility.”

Wednesday – ‘Stealth & Infiltration’ (Instructor: Kimiko)
“Emphasis on body control, slow movement, and silent communication. Bonus points if Blaze can last ten minutes without making a sound.”

Friday – ‘Double Team Strategy’ (Instructors: BOTH)
“Coordinated maneuvers. Blaze in the center. No breaks allowed. Good luck.” <3
Blaze turned pink from the neck up. “This is a trap. This is entrapment. You’re scheduling my downfall.”

From the couch, Kimiko perked up sweetly. “It’s called commitment. Don’t you want to improve your performance?”

Highwire leaned against the kitchen counter, arms folded. “Or do you need a warm-up first?”

“I… I uh…”
Kimiko smiled like a fox who just watched her prey trip into a bush. “You’re not getting out of this.”

“And why would you?” Highwire added. “You get us. We get you. That’s what teamwork is.”

“I think this is a violation of multiple international treaties.”

Kimiko tilted her head. “Mhm. And yet, you’re already putting the schedule in your favorites folder.”

Blaze looked down.

…He was.

“…so how does this help with my aim, exactly?”

They both smiled.

Later that week, the door to Blaze’s apartment would close a little earlier.

His mornings began sore. His nights ended breathless.

His aim? Improving.

His stamina? Greatly improving.
His ability to hold back a flustered noise when Kimiko whispered directly into his ear while correcting his form? Zero.
And when Highwire barked an order, cornered him against a wall mid-"training," and said, “You’re going to earn this upgrade,” he stopped questioning whether it was still about Fortnite.

Teamwork, after all, makes the dream work.
And Blaze?

He was living in a very well-scheduled dream.

Monday: Close Quarters Combat (Instructor: Highwire)
Location: The Training Compound, nighttime. Rain drizzling. Lanterns glowing blue.
Blaze was panting—sweat on his brow, shirt long since discarded, muscles tense as he held a defensive stance in the middle of the arena. Highwire circled him like a predator, barefoot on the wet floor, her gear stripped down to a tight crop top and combat shorts.

“Back against the wall again,” she murmured. “You're either terrible at spacing or desperate for me to get close.”

Blaze smirked, breathing hard. “Can’t it be both?”

Highwire stepped in—real close—pressing a hand flat to his chest to test his balance. Her claws scraped just enough to make him shiver.

“I’m not sweet like her,” she whispered. “You want me? You fight for it.”

Then she pushed him. Hard. A low sweep sent him to the ground—but her body followed, pinning him there with a smirk. Rain dripped from her fur as she leaned in, voice low.

“Good. Now stay down.”

She didn't mean defeated.

She meant ready.

And Blaze? Was very ready.

Blaze barely had time to process the rain-slick steel against his back before Highwire's claws dug into his hips, yanking him upward. Her crop top hit the floor with a wet slap as she straddled him, dark fur glistening under the blue-lit shadows.  

“Training protocol one,” she growled, guiding his hands to her thighs. “Hold position.”  

She sank down onto his cock in one smooth motion—no teasing, no hesitation. Her walls clenched instantly, hot and demanding. Blaze groaned, hips bucking, but her knee pinned his waist.  

“Still,” she snapped, rocking forward just enough to make him see stars. “Protocol two: Eyes on me while I ride you. Keep the enemy in your sights.”  

Her pace was brutal—short, sharp thrusts that left him gasping. Every downward grind hit him just right, every upward drag scraped his cock against her clit. Rainwater dripped from her muzzle onto his chest as she leaned forward, teeth bared.  

“Protocol three,” she hissed, glowing eyes locked on his. “Come when I say.”  

She clenched around him, milking his cock with rhythmic pulses until he was trembling, balls tight. Just as he teetered on the edge, she stilled.  

“Not yet.” 

Her hand fisted in his hair, yanking his head back. “Protocol four: Take what I give you.”

She slammed down—once, twice—harder—and Blaze shattered, coming deep inside her with a choked roar. Highwire followed instantly, her cunt spasming around him as she bit his shoulder to muffle her scream.  

She collapsed against his chest, breath ragged. “Good,” she murmured, tracing a claw down his muzzle. “You pass… for now.”  

Blaze grinned, already hardening inside her.
Wednesday: Stealth & Infiltration (Instructor: Kimiko)
Location: Bamboo Forest near the Shrine, moonlight filtering in through thick leaves.
Kimiko led Blaze through the trees with featherlight steps, her tails curling behind her like soft fog. The shrine glowed faintly in the distance, but here in the forest, all was quiet… and intimate.

“No speaking,” she whispered, her muzzle just at his neck. “Every sound you make, I’ll correct.”

He stepped on a twig.

Snap.

Kimiko appeared behind him instantly—arms wrapping around his middle, her warm breath hitting the back of his ear.

“Strike one.”

He turned to face her—only for her to gently pin him against a tree, tails slowly wrapping around his arms and waist. Her robes slipped slightly from one shoulder as she purred against his chest.

“Try again.”

He did.

He failed again.

And again.

Each correction was more… personal.

Until eventually, both their robes were askew, Blaze was backed against mossy stone, and Kimiko's lesson devolved into soft whispers, stolen touches, and a moonlit kiss that lasted far longer than any cooldown timer.

“No talking. Move silently with me. Any sounds? I’ll make sure you know,” she whispered.

Kimiko’s tails tightened around Blaze’s wrists as he pressed back against the mossy stone—cool, damp, silent. Her muzzle brushed his ear, voice a vibration more than sound. “Third mistake.”  

She didn’t wait for him to fidget. One paw slid beneath his loosened robes, fingers tracing the ridge of his cock through fabric. When he gasped, she clamped her free hand over his mouth, eyes glowing like foxfire in the dark. “Silence,” she breathed against his palm. “Or I stop.” 

Blaze nodded frantically.  

Her robes fell open first—just enough to reveal the soft swell of her breasts, pink nipples pebbled in the night air. She straddled his thighs, guiding his hand between her legs. Her pussy was already slick, heat radiating through his fingers as he circled her clit. She shuddered but made no sound, only biting her lower lip hard enough to leave a mark.  

“Your turn,” she whispered, sinking onto him in one slow, deliberate slide. No gasps. No moans. Just the wet shush of her folds taking him deep, her walls fluttering like moth wings. Her tails coiled tighter—two pinning his hips, three draped over his shoulders like silken restraints.  

She rode him with maddening control. Hips lifting, grinding down in tiny, precise circles that made his toes curl. Every thrust was silent, every clench of her inner muscles a secret. When her climax hit, it was a silent seizure—body arching, eyes rolling back, tails lashing like struck flame. She came without a sound, only the slick pulse around him and the tremor in her thighs giving her away.  

Blaze followed instantly, spilling inside her with a choked whimper as his knot swelled, locking the thick squirts within her body. She pressed her palm harder over his mouth, milking every pulse from him with a slow, rhythmic squeeze.  

They stayed locked together—foreheads touching, breaths syncing—until the forest sounds returned: crickets, rustling leaves, the distant plink of dew on stone.  

Kimiko slid off him, tucking him back into his robes with gentle paws. She smoothed her own kimono, then pressed a finger to his lips. “Perfect stealth,” she murmured, tails flicking playfully. “You’re good when you try.” 

She vanished into the trees—leaving only the scent of cherry blossoms and the ghost of her heat on his skin.
Friday: Double Team Strategy (Instructors: Highwire & Kimiko)
Location: The Mega Mall, after-hours. Neon lights. Closed shutters. Two-on-one.
It started as a coordinated ambush. Blaze dropped in solo, expecting a normal run.

Then came the radio message.

“Let’s see how our student handles pressure,” Highwire said.

“You’ll do great,” Kimiko added sweetly.

They flanked him. Everywhere he turned, one of them was there.

Kimiko distracting him with a soft giggle in the shadows.

Highwire grappling down and slamming him into cover with a confident smirk.

The comms were hot.

“Focus, Blaze. Eyes on the target.”

“Or targets~.”

He tried building cover—Kimiko slipped inside it with him, breathy and close, paw pressed to his chest.

He turned to run—Highwire yanked him back by the wrist, spun him around, pressed him into a wall. Her thigh slid between his legs, holding him there.

“Nowhere to run,” she growled.

Kimiko peeked over Highwire’s shoulder. “And nowhere you want to go, right?”

They pressed in together.

Claws gliding. Tails curling. Teeth grazing fur.

Blaze hit the ground—hard—sandwiched between them. Highwire’s knee pinned his chest, claws pricking his throat in warning, while Kimiko’s tails coiled around his ankles, spreading him wide.  

“Teamwork Protocol Alpha,” Highwire growled, tearing his shirt open. “Kimiko—mouth. Now.”  

Kimiko didn’t hesitate. She sank between his legs, her pink-tipped tails fanning over his hips as she took his cock deep in one smooth glide. Silent, but for the wet suck of her lips. Highwire’s gloved hand fisted in Kimiko’s hair, guiding her rhythm. “Faster. Make him twitch.” 

Blaze choked back a groan as Kimiko obeyed—sucking hard, her tongue swirling the slit—while Highwire’s free hand yanked down her own combat shorts. Her pussy glistened under the neon, blue tattoos pulsing like live wires. She straddled his face, grinding down. “Breathe, Morvane. Or fail the mission.”  

His tongue found her clit instantly—rough, urgent—and she shuddered, claws digging into Kimiko’s shoulders. “That’s it. Good boy,” she panted, hips snapping against his mouth. “Now Kimiko—switch positions.”  

Kimiko pulled off with a wet pop, crawling up his body as Highwire flipped Blaze around to face her with little effort. 

Highwire mounted him first—driving down with a brutal thrust that made him slam his fists into the floor. “Take it,” she snarled, riding him deep, her tits bouncing with every punishing snap of her hips. Kimiko slid under them, guiding Highwire’s hips until she was straddling Blaze’s face too. “Both of us,* Kimiko whispered, pressing Highwire’s pussy against Blaze’s knot. “Taste me while she takes you.”

Kimiko was sweet, her pussy tasting of blossoms and salty nectar. Blaze lapped eagerly, his tongue tracing the length of both sides of her slit before tickling her clit, making her shudder and jerk.

Highwire’s climax hit first—a guttural snarl as she came around his cock, her walls clamping down like steel. But she didn’t stop. She pulled out just as Blaze teetered on the edge, spinning Kimiko around to face him. “Ride him,” she ordered, sinking to her knees behind Kimiko. “I’ll handle your training.”  

Kimiko sank onto Blaze’s cock with a silent whimper, her tails lashing as Highwire’s tongue dove between her legs—licking, sucking, claiming both of them. Blaze fucked up into Kimiko, his hands gripping her hips, while Highwire’s claws raked Kimiko’s back, marking her.  

“Together,” Highwire growled against Kimiko’s ass, and Kimiko shattered—body bowing, cunt pulsing around Blaze as she came with a scream. That’s when Highwire slammed Blaze onto his back, grinding herself on him one last time, catching his cock between her pussy and Kimiko’s. “Come for us, Morvane.”  

He did—hard—shooting ropes of white sticky seed between them. Thighs? Streaked. Breasts? Dripping. Bodies? Hot and matted. 

Highwire collapsed atop him, breathless, while Kimiko nuzzled his neck, licking sweat from his jaw.  

Highwire lifted her head, smirking. “Teamwork rating: excellent.” She tapped Kimiko’s hip. “Debrief in five. Round two’s in the arcade.”  

The mall’s neon lights flickered, casting their tangled shadows across the empty floor.  

Game on.
That night, back in the lobby…
Blaze was collapsed across the couch, shirtless, dazed, and glowing like he'd been dunked in holy water. A victory screen blinked softly above him.

Kimiko was humming while brushing her tails, seated nearby, and visibly pleased.

Highwire cleaned her knife lazily, smirking just slightly.

Neither said a word.

Because they didn’t need to.

Blaze had officially survived the Full Training Arc.

Barely.

Current Match: Blaze vs. The World
Late Game. Final Circle
The storm was closing in fast. Blaze—actually looking competent—was down to the last three players. Highwire and Kimiko watched from the spectator box with barely concealed pride.

“He’s moving better,” Kimiko whispered. “Timing’s tighter. Movement’s clean.”

Highwire gave a low nod. “He’s... finally worth watching.”

Blaze slid into cover behind a rock, popped a quick mini-shield, and reloaded. His breathing was steady. His tail flicked with anticipation.

One enemy down.

Two left.

“I can do this,” he muttered to himself. “Just one more flank, then boom. Blaze Morvane Victory Roy—”

CLICK.
Metal touched the side of his skull.

He froze.

A gloved paw lazily tilted his chin up. Behind him, he felt a warm breath—and heard the smooth, sarcastic voice of a cat who very much did not care for the rules.

“‘Sup, hotshot.”

Meowskulls.
Sleek dark fur. Glowing neon hoodie. One ear flicked under her beanie. Lazy yellow eyes stared down at him like he was a snack someone else had taken a bite out of—but she was still interested.

“I’ve been hearing so much about you lately,” she purred, blowing a bubble of neon gum and popping it without flinching, her tone lazy. “Big hero. Hot stuff. Kissed the fox, survived the wolf. Carried hard in duos. What a resume.”

Blaze didn’t dare move. “...You’re kinda holding a shotgun to my skull right now.”

Meowskulls shrugged. “Yeah. But you’re used to girls being on top of you by now, aren’t you?”

Blaze blinked. “...I don’t know how to respond to that.”

“I do.” She leaned in, muzzle brushing his ear. “Keep still and let me ruin your win.”

She pulled the trigger—
Click.
Blanks.

Meowskulls laughed lazily, tossing the shotgun aside and stepping in front of him now, hands in her hoodie pocket.

“I’m not here to end the match. Just to introduce myself. You’ve been on my radar. Y’know, girl code and all that.”

Blaze blinked, baffled. “Girl code?”

“Oh yeah.” She licked a paw casually. “We all talk. Kimiko. Highwire. I even got a weird divine DM from a wolf goddess the other day. You’re the hot topic of the island.” She looked him up and down, licking one fang. “And I wanted to see if the hype was real. You vibe?”
Highwire’s voice suddenly crackled in his comms: “Blaze… Who is that?”

Kimiko added: “That’s not one of ours.”

Blaze slowly raised his hands, still stunned. “Can we… talk about this?”

Meowskulls gave him a lazy wink. “Oh we will. Just not here.”

She leaned in and kissed his cheek. A slow, deliberate claim.

“Find me next match. We’ll see if your ‘training’ holds up in my arena.”

And just like that, she vanished—smoke bomb and all.
The match ended.

Blaze blinked at the empty field, his heart racing. “...Did I just get threatened and flirted with by a meme cat?”

Kimiko and Highwire didn’t answer.

But Blaze felt the incoming tension.

Later That Night… Somewhere in the Combat Lab
The battlefield was destroyed.

Ramp pieces smoldered. Walls collapsed in awkward angles. There were scattered weapons and… clothing? Maybe.

At the center of the chaos, Blaze sat flat on his back, shirt missing, as usual, fur tousled, chest heaving as he stared at the ceiling like he’d just survived a raid from three different biomes.

He had. In a way.
Meowskulls flopped sideways on a nearby couch, arms behind her head, tail lazily swaying off the edge. She looked completely untouched—aside from the paw print she’d smudged on Blaze’s cheek somewhere during the “combat.”

“You win, Wolfboy,” she purred, chewing bubblegum without a care in the world. “Technically. Emotionally? Dunno. I’m vibin’. That was entertaining as hell.”

“...You didn’t even fight,” Blaze groaned.

“Nah. I did crowd control.”

Her lazy yellow eyes slid toward him. “You’re fun. Don’t expect a call though. I ghost people mid-convo.” She yawned, stretching. “But like... maybe I’ll crash your next match. If I’m bored.”

Then, just like that, she disappeared through a rift portal with zero ceremony.

Blaze was still catching his breath when Kimiko appeared beside him, towel draped over her shoulders, fur damp from… effort.

She sat cross-legged, a small grin on her lips and very visible satisfaction in her tail flicks.

“You handled that pretty well,” she said sweetly. “I mean, for someone who used to scream at vending machines.”

Blaze leaned against the couch arm, smirking. “What can I say? I learn fast.”

Behind him, Highwire crossed into view, sipping from a water bottle, her tank top clinging to her frame. She looked calm. Collected. Extremely not flustered. But the way she glanced at him?

Yeah, she was very interested now.

“You’re starting to get cocky,” she said, raising a brow.

“Why? Because I survived the 3v1 with all limbs attached?”

“No. Because you’re smirking.”

Kimiko leaned her head against Blaze’s shoulder, voice soft. “He kinda earned it though. He was… surprisingly coordinated.”

Highwire smirked. “We’ll see how long that lasts.”

Blaze looked between them, tail flicking. “So… when’s the next session?”

Kimiko tilted her head. “Depends. Do you want the soft one-on-one again?”

Highwire cracked her knuckles. “Or another full-scale evaluation?”

Blaze’s ears twitched. “…Can I pick both?”

They looked at each other. Then back at him.

Simultaneous smiles.

Kimiko purred, “You’re gonna regret asking.”

Highwire added, “Starting tomorrow.”

And somewhere off-screen, Meowskulls lay in a hammock, lazily scrolling her feed, muttering: “Someone give that guy a medal. Or a chiropractor.”

***
The sun dipped low over the island, casting Mega City in glowing pink and orange. The buildings shimmered in the late light, the chaos of battle replaced by birds, floating lanterns, and lazy wind.

On a rooftop balcony overlooking it all, Blaze Morvane leaned against the railing—shirt half-buttoned, pink hair tousled, a grin tugging at the corner of his muzzle.

Below, the "Victory Royale" screen still flickered on his HUD.

He’d won. On his own. No revives, no wild panic, no crying in the storm.

For once, it wasn’t a fluke. He was actually good now.
Behind him, soft paws padded onto the balcony. Kimiko—glowing, relaxed, wearing a silky robe that shimmered in the breeze—wrapped her arms around his waist from behind, her fluffy tails curling lazily around his legs.

“Nice win,” she whispered against his back. “You didn’t even scream this time.”

Blaze chuckled. “I internally screamed. It’s part of the process.”

From the doorway, a low voice added, “Just don’t let it go to your head.”

Highwire, leaning on the frame, arms crossed, her smirk playing just below her eyes. She looked freshly showered, towel around her neck, and yet still somehow like she could kill ten people without breaking stride.

“Aw, c’mon,” Blaze teased. “Give a guy some credit. I went from being shot by kids to being—what? Kimiko’s foxfluff and your sparring dummy?”

Kimiko giggled, squeezing him tighter. “You’re more than that now.”

Highwire rolled her eyes, but her voice softened. “You’re not a lost cause.”

Blaze turned, pulling both of them in. “That’s the nicest thing you've ever said to me.”

“Don’t get used to it.”

They leaned against the railing together, quiet for a moment. The wind rustled Kimiko’s fur. Highwire’s tail tapped against Blaze’s leg. The city glowed beneath them, peaceful for once.

Three troublemakers. Three teammates. Three... something more.

Blaze looked out at the sky, arms around both girls, and let the wind carry his voice. “…So I guess I wasn’t a waste after all.”

Kimiko kissed his cheek. “Nope.”

Highwire bumped his shoulder. “Took a while. But you earned it.”

He smirked. “You two really know how to motivate a guy.”

“Shut up and enjoy the sunset,” Highwire muttered—but didn’t let go.

And so he did.

Blaze Morvane
From flailing fool to sharpshooting flirt.

With two terrifying, wonderful women at his side—and the skills to back it all up.
~THE END~

