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School and the Art of War

The Coach had them all stay late, and Abbey thought that no one could have assembled an odder group of students if they had tried.

First was Sue. She was a large girl, but not in a fat way, as she was an ex-ice-hockey player who apparently had been thrown off the girl’s team for excess violence to other players, including those on her own team. In its infinite wisdom, the school had enrolled her in an anger-management course, which included martial arts training. She could now do things with a quarterstaff that ruled her out of ever being allowed to join a hockey team—or, in fact, any team sport. Abbey expected firearms training would be next on the anger-management list!

Next was Jilly Tan. She was Oriental and was even shorter than Abbey but made up for it by having a massive ego. She must have had a private trainer since she was born, and she was good at everything connected to fighting: not just good, but outstandingly good, and she knew it. If her father hadn’t had plans for her to take over the family business, she could have easily turned professional. Abbey couldn’t help but wonder what type of city finance business they had that required martial arts training.

[image: image]

Third, of course, was Zoe the love of her life, who had only joined to be close to her. But she was getting better all the time, if you could call the love of using fighting batons or anything hard she could hit people with a character-building trait. Zoe looked soft and gentle but was a lot tougher than she looked. Only last week one of the football jocks had found out the hard way not to make fun of her locks of blonde Hair. He was over six feet tall and must have weighed over two hundred pounds. His first mistake was to make fun of Zoe just before her period, and his second was to forget to wear his cup. Abbey blamed Zoe’s mother; if she hadn’t insisted on all the extra biology lessons, she was sure Zoe wouldn’t have been able to bring the footballer to his knees with just one hand slipped gently inside his shorts. 

The last in the quartet was, of course, herself, and she was far more of a misfit than any of the others: a freak, monster, or a genetic experiment. She didn’t know or, recently, even care. Zoe’s love helped keep her sane, and apart from worrying about her underwear dissolving whenever Zoe was close or making sure that her psychopathic Hair didn’t try and kill someone while she wasn’t looking, life was good.

Abbey looked again at the other three and thought they were less a “team” and more of a “soap opera!” Just then, the Coach returned. When she heard what he had planned, she mentally changed “soap opera” to “cartoon!” To help with her people skills, he had decided that Jilly Tan was going to spend time training them up before the next inter-school match. 

All eyes looked at Jilly, and Abbey gave another amendment to the imaginary piece of paper, underlining cartoon but adding in parentheses “(not the Walt Disney sort)” but instead the Japanese type of cartoon that has a 15-rated warning for violence on it and lets the characters get killed off while there are still ten minutes left until the end. The words “Jilly” and “people skills” so did not go together that she wondered whether perhaps they could kill her while the Coach wasn’t looking if they all worked together? 

Jilly stepped forward and produced a clipboard, which apparently had their names and details on it. She read aloud each of their skills and faults, but with greater emphasis on the faults, which was just another one of her aggravating habits. She was also very intelligent, and she knew it, too.

With the Coach still watching, she called them over to her one at a time to use their skills against her. Sue chose the quarterstaff and spun it with such force and speed that Abbey expected Jilly’s head to roll across the hall minus a body. However, the staff did not even reach her body; as it was still moving through the air, Jilly plucked it effortlessly out of Sue’s hands, leaving Sue instantly weaponless and Jilly now armed with a quarterstaff. 

“Strength in fighting is a bonus, but without skill, it is useless,” remarked Jilly.

“You next, Zoe.”

Zoe grabbed two fighting batons, which were similar to the old sort of police baton—a format that could give the user two feet of extra reach with each arm. In the hands of someone like Zoe, they could cause the maximum level of pain with little risk retaliation. 

Jilly had armed herself with the same weapons, but the force of Zoe’s strikes had driven Jilly into a corner and made her drop one of the batons. Jilly then threw down her remaining baton in a huff and almost looked as if she were going to burst into tears! Zoe had won! Abbey saw a smile on her face as she looked in her direction, so what happened next came as a shock to both Abbey and Zoe. 

Jilly stepped forward, grabbed both of Zoe’s baton tips and forced them back with such force that Zoe had to let go before her wrists snapped. Then a foot shot out and tripped Zoe so that she hit the floor hard. Before she could move, a baton was pressed down into her throat, stopping any thoughts of getting up. 

“Force in an attack is good, mercy to an opponent can be good, but to snatch defeat from the jaws of victory is crass stupidity!” 

Jilly then looked towards Abbey.

“She’s using our best skills back against us,” thought Abbey. “Bursting into tears was just the sort of ploy Zoe would have used to put off an opponent!”

Abbey faced her with her long blonde Hair loose and just her hands as weapons. Jilly undid her own hair, which was jet black, and also let it fall loose. Abbey stood relaxed.

“Okay, Jilly! Just try and duplicate me! This should be interesting, as even I don’t know fully what I can do!” she thought.

As Abbey stood in her relaxed stance, her mind was rushing out commands to various parts of her body. She warned the Hair to be on guard but to also be careful, as they were being watched.

Jilly performed a sudden spin, which forced Abbey out of her normal stance, and also flicked her with her black strands of hair, which had something attached to them. She felt the sting of the flesh being cut on her hands where the hair touched her skin. 

Abbey spun herself out of range at the same time as Jilly vanished from her sight, and she lashed backwards with a reverse kick intended to surprise Jilly, who had somehow been able to get behind her. It would have taken out a normal opponent but had somehow missed Jilly and left Abbey slightly unbalanced. She hardened her hands, and with a move as fluid as water corrected her balance and sent in a shower of blows that should have given her something to think about—if only they had connected—but they only found empty air. 

Knowing Jilly was again just behind her and this time slightly to her left, Abbey spun as she stooped down slightly to give extra power to a forward kick, but she was hit full force by Jilly’s hair, which had been flicked to meet her as she turned and was enough to blind her to the punch that landed very firmly on her solar plexus. She slumped to the ground and decided to stay down. 

“The ability always to know where one’s opponent is during a fight will take you halfway to beating them; you just ruin the benefits that gives you with poor fighting skills and holding back. Not using your true abilities fully is just an insult to me, so we will fight again and again. I cannot improve if you do not use everything you have against me.” 

She looked over to the Coach. 

“With the Coach’s permission, the real training starts tomorrow night.” 
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Analysis

Unbeknownst to the girls, the Companion was very interested in this new girl. It liked the way the animal—again, another female—moved and reacted. She would make a perfect second handmaiden to the Host. 

They were alone in one of the training rooms, and Zoe was mad.

“How dare she trick me like that! I really did have her, and that trick only made it look as if it was all planned. I’ll give her ‘crass stupidity,’ whatever ‘crass’ is supposed to mean! Can’t she even talk American?” 

“Zoe! Your Hair!” 

Abbey quickly checked that they were alone. 

“It’s moving in time with your speech! Emphasizing your speech the same way your hands do!”

“Stop that, Capillus!” 

Zoe spoke out loud, and the two braids of golden Hair unbraided themselves and fell loosely to either side of her face. 

“Sorry, Abbs. We both get carried away at times.”

“You call your Hair Capillus? Why?” 

“Because that’s his name, silly! I really don’t know why you are always fighting with your Hair! You two should really get on better; it’s not as if you can ever leave each other!” 

With that, she took out a mirror, held it in front of her face, and stared at her reflection. Lots of golden strands took the mirror out of her hands while she searched her bag for something; eventually, she took the mirror back from Capillus and showed him what she had taken from the bag: a small pack of chocolate drops, which she carefully opened and fed to Capillus. 

After a couple of minutes, she said, “Oh, sorry! Where’re my manners?” 

Then she popped one in Abbey’s mouth and offered the rest to Abbey’s Hair. It reminded Abbey of a frenzied piranha attack! 

“Forget my Hair!” Abbey flicked it back in place. “So what are we going to do about that bitch, Jilly?” 

Zoe passed a pair of batons to Abbey. 

“What are we going to do? We are going to practice, babe! We are going to practice till perfect! I want to be ready for her next time!”

Abbey sighed. “Okay, but I am sure that this is just what the Coach wants us to do.” 

To herself, she reflected, “Oh, well. We now have a normal relationship. Just like any normal relationship, it all starts off with hugs and kisses, and then you end up fighting!”





The Thrill of a Good Fight

Abbey arrived late for the training as she had had to catch up on the latest gadgets the nerds had on show tonight; she just did not have time for everything she wanted to do, let alone the school work that got harder every year. She also needed to finish off a project tonight, which she should have handed in on Monday.

She just did not have the time to train every night with that bitch Jilly! Looking around the training hall, she saw that both Zoe and Sue were sitting in the corner looking as though they had just walked away from a car crash. Zoe came over and told her she was so out of it that she was going to go straight home tonight for a nice long bath and then an early night. 

She squeezed Abbey’s hand and whispered, 

“Be careful with the bitch tonight. I’m sure she has PMS from hell—and it goes so well with her normal happy nature!”

Sue finished packing her sports bag and also left. She had an impressive number of bruises covering her face and arms from where Jilly had pointed out her slow defensive skills. Sue had finished all her anger-management training courses weeks ago, and now, from all the bruises, she looked as if she needed to be part of a child protection program! Everyone knew she had requested to be let back on the soccer team or have the school provide her with extra medical coverage. 

She watched Jilly, still full of energy, throw a couple of towels over the CCTV cameras and say, 

“That’s better. I can change now without being watched by pervy teachers!”

Watching Jilly remove her tracksuit, Abbey couldn’t stop herself from correcting her. 

“They are just standard school CCTV. No one looks at them,” she said. “It just records to a hard drive that no one can look at and is automatically overwritten every 30 days.” 

Jilly finished changing into tight-fitting sports skins, strapped on a couple of leg pockets, and laughed. 

“If you believe that, then I will remove the towels, and we can fight naked!” 

She laughed again. “Then we can take bets on how long it will take to turn up on one of those internet porn sites!”

Abbey removed her own tracksuit but didn’t answer her as the bitch was probably right. She didn’t have to get Daddy to buy her expensive sports skins. A single thought changed her underwear into black half skins, which were far superior to Jilly’s in every way. Her skin was almost an organic Kevlar. With just a thought she could make the skin anti-cut and slash-resistant. She slowly stretched and smiled at the idea of fighting naked, as that was in fact what she was doing right now!

“You will not insult me tonight.”

It was a flat statement without any emotion from Jilly as she prepared to fight. 

“Nor will you continue to treat the noble arts with such contempt. If you do, tonight there will be a forfeit to pay!” 

“I don’t know what the hell you are talking about,” replied Abbey. 

A cold smile slowly formed on Jilly’s face as she spun a kick that forced Abbey to move back.

“Number one: The Coach is blind to your skills. You could make one of the best in the country, but you do not even try!”

A leg blocked Abbey’s arm with such power that it forced her to somersault backwards. 

“Number two: I have spent years of painful training to do what I can do, but you are different, perhaps some incarnation of a great warrior. Your body produces moves that no one could have shown you, yet you do not make use of them!” 

A flying double kick missed as Jilly stepped to one side and watched Abbey hit the floor and roll.

“Number three: You hold back all the time you are fighting me! You will run around until you can pretend I have beaten you! At least Zoe puts some real hate in her attacks. I know with her that if she knew how to use a killing blow, she would use it on the very first attack, but you…”

A fast-moving leg was only a decoy, as a fist winded Abbey as it sank into her stomach. 

“Number four: You teach Zoe excellent moves, which you do not bother to use yourself.”

A foot on its way to meet Abbey’s face was blocked, which made her arm tingle. 

“Number five: You can move your chi to different parts of your body. That is a skill that should take years to master, but you can do it instinctively. Without it, that last block would have broken your arm!” 

A hand suddenly grabbed Abbey’s wrist and bent it back with such force that it forced Abbey to the ground.

“Don’t try moving, or your wrist will snap. Number six: You can block pain so that I could in fact break you wrist, and it would not slow you down until you needed to sign your name!”

Abbey stopped struggling. “Okay, okay! I give in! You win! Just stop the damn stupid commentary!”

“Number seven. You have forgotten the forfeit.” 

With Abbey helpless on her knees, Jilly moved forward and kissed her.

Abbey was taken completely by surprise. For just a second, her body responded, and a thought entered her mind.

“RELAX . THIS IS NORMAL.” 

Unnoticed by either girl, strands of soft blonde Hair were slowly penetrating Jilly’s skin. Shock then replaced the surprise, and with both mind and voice Abbey screamed. 

“No! No, no, no! What the f*ck do you think you are doing! I’m not that way inclined!”

Jilly’s icy smile crossed her lips once more.

“Tut, tut! Mind your language. Number eight: Just a fraction too slow with the outrage. You like watching me change clothes, oh yes! And for someone not that way inclined, you are having a full and no doubt enjoyable sexual relationship with Zoe. Have I left anything out?” 

“Just that I do not cheat on my girlfriend. Now let me up!” 

Abbey tested the grip, and Jilly was right; any move to break away and the bones would snap.

“Number nine: I like your fighting skins; they are so thin and tactile.” 

With that she moved a hand across Abbey’s breasts, and her smile widened as she watched Abbey’s nipples harden. 

“As I said, really fight me - or pay the forfeit. Either way, I win!”

Abbey could feel Jilly’s hand on her thigh. The clothes were not real, and as her hand moved closer up to the obvious target, Abbey knew that she would be found out as soon as she tried to get fingers under her clothes.

“Okay, it looks like you win,” said Abbey. 

Even with the wristlocks still painfully held in place, Abbey turned her head slightly and moved forward to touch lips. As soon as they made contact, she activated her body to full fighting mode and forced Jilly to let go or suffer a full hit in the face by stinging snake-like coils, which forced her back so fast that she almost fell over. 

“Satisfied now?” 

Abbey stood with her arms folded across her chest and with a hairstyle that could have won prizes in a best madwoman contest. 

“They missed! But my Hair never misses a target!” She contemplated this revelation as her Hair now swayed from side to side, blown by a nonexistent wind.

“Number 10: Oh, yes, yes, yes! Beyond my wildest hopes!”

Jilly’s breathless and excited voice uttered this praise, and she was almost panting with sexual excitement, which was not the sort of reaction Abbey was expecting.

Abbey then yelped in pain as a 6-inch dart sank into her left arm. Jilly had opened one of her thigh pouches and now held a handful of thin throwing darts. In a single movement, Abbey pulled out the dart.

“So much for Kevlar skin!”

She then blocked the pain and sent the dart like an arrow directly back at Jilly. The effect was only spoiled by the way Jilly caught it and casually added it to the others she already held. 

“Number 11,” Jilly was opened-mouthed with astonishment. “No blood? Or can you just instantly repair your body as well! Oh by the celestial emperor, this is getting better and better!”

Abbey leapt upwards, and grabbing hold of the nearest bar of a climbing frame with a single hand, along with a good quantity of Hair, she managed to get out of the way of three more darts aimed directly at her in quick succession. They stuck harmlessly in the wall. With a somersault, Abbey sailed through the air, landing firmly on her feet only to face three more darts that looked very keen to meet her. 

“Sh*t! I have never practiced against projectiles!” she thought. 

But she was not on her own, as each of the darts was knocked off target by groups of fast moving golden strands - as was the following batch of three.

Jilly fell to the floor.

“And Number 12! Just shut up!” a voice from behind called out. 

It was Zoe, standing behind her with the quarterstaff she had just hit her around the head with. Zoe was soaking wet and was wearing a very damp-looking pink T-shirt with a large teddy bear on the front and damp pajama bottoms, again pink but with lots of small bears all over. Both clung to her wet body so that it was obvious that they were all that she was wearing.

“Capillus said you were in trouble and to come at once.”

Zoe looked down at what she was wearing and added, “Well, I did say I was going to take a bath and have an early night.”

Jilly slowly got to her knees, looking very dazed and holding her head with both hands. 

A man had followed Zoe into the room and looked ready to make a run for the door as soon as he got the chance, but his opportunity was ruined when Zoe pointed him out and said, “I hope one of you has some money to pay for my taxi!” 

The man gave a nervous smile. 

“And for God’s sake, let him in on the secret! This is all perfectly okay! We are practicing stunt-fighting for the next tournament.”

Abbey quickly brushed her Hair down and pulled a few dollars from a wallet she took from her carryall. She smiled as sweetly as only a very guilty teenage girl can. As she passed him the money, she asked in an excited voice, “As an outsider, did it look real? We have all been training for months, you know.”

Jilly, who was still holding her head, looked towards the taxi-driver and added, 

“Of course, we’re still trying to decide what to wear. Zoe over there wants us to all wear pajamas, but I still say that mini-skirts with tight crop tops would look better. Um, what do you think?” 

The taxi driver muttered that they both sounded great and hurriedly made his exit. As he got back into his taxi, he thought about the difference between girls fighting in pajamas or hanging upside down from climbing frames wearing short skirts and tight white panties. True, they hadn’t mentioned the white panties his imagination had added for him. He knew he was getting old; who cared about the special effects? 

They must have been good, as he hadn’t noticed them. They hadn’t done that sort of thing when he was in high school. “Oh, God! Now I sound like my father!” he thought, and quickly drove off. 

Back in the hall, Abbey relaxed a little, as Jilly did not look in any fit state to carry on, and the momentum of battle had now passed.

Zoe was the first to speak. 

“Okay, who’s going to tell what’s going on? And bear in mind that I have just traveled across town wearing nothing but some wet pajamas - so it had better be good!”

“I think we may have gotten a little carried away during tonight’s training session.”

Jilly was on her knees with blood still gushing from her head wound and swaying slightly.

Zoe looked more closely at her. 

“You are losing too much blood. Now sit down before…” 

Jilly fell to the floor. 

“…you fall down! Not that anyone ever takes my advice!” 

Both girls rushed over to where Jilly lay in a growing pool of blood. Zoe slapped her across the face to bring her around. 

“Okay. Let’s fix you up, but expect it to hurt!” 

Abbey stood back, amazed at the way Zoe was taking control. She leaned over to let two blonde locks of Hair start repairing the wound by using Jilly’s own Hair as a thread, so that in seconds the wound was stitched together and the bleeding stopped. 

“That was fun! something live to practice on.” 

Zoet

hen looked down at her pajamas. 

“Oh yuck! Now I have blood all over my top! And just how am I going to explain that to Mom?” 

And she continued the same theme.

“And speaking about explaining things, Abbs, my love, swinging from climbing frames and playing darts using one’s Hair is not the normal way to keep a low profile!” 

Abbey parted Jilly’s hair with her fingers to get a better look at the damage before answering. 

“Well, she knew about us. She suspected about me, and the choice was between sex on a cold, hard, dusty floor or an all-out fight with her. It was such a difficult choice! Perhaps I should have called you first to ask your advice?”

Zoe giggled. 

“You always make the right decisions, babe! And anyway, it was your Hair that called Capillus for me to get over here as fast as possible.” 

She rolled her eyes upwards to show that she was looking at her own Hair.

“And just think how embarrassed we would all have been if I’d rushed in to find both of you both naked and hard at it on the cold and oh-so-dusty floor!”

Zoe held Jilly’s face firmly in both hands to look her directly in the eyes. 

“Don’t wash or comb your hair for at least a week, or the stitches will come undone. You can just lightly sponge the wound with warm water to remove the dry blood if you want to. Early nights, plenty of red meat, and no training—until next week, when you will teach me that fancy dart throwing, okay? What else?” 

She turned away to look at Abbey, then looked back.

“Oh, yes. We will have private tuition, always just the three of us, as you are never going to be alone with Abbs again! Just nod if you agree.” 

Jilly nodded obediently, so Zoe changed the subject. 

“How are you getting home?”

“Er…. Daddy will send a car if I phone him,” Jilly answered.

Zoe pulled her up off the floor. 

“Good. So go phone him, and you can drop us off on your way home, as I don’t plan to walk home dressed as I am.” 

Jilly stood trying to come to terms with the change in fortunes, when Zoe raised her voice. 

“Go on! Phone him! Meanwhile, Abbs and I will try to clean up the blood before old Jed sees it tomorrow.” 

As Jilly moved over to the changing area to find her cellphone, Zoe turned to Abbey.

“Okay. Well, we now know we can communicate from a distance via our Hair.” She pulled a braid of her Hair to her lips and gave it a kiss. 

“My Capillus is so clever! But also slightly stupid and tactless at times. Do you know he even warned me not to hurt Jilly, as she could make a perfect mate for you in the future. I think it was at that point I hit her!” 

“Psychopaths!” thought Abbey. “I’m normal. It’s the rest of the world that’s full of psychopaths. First my Hair, then my girlfriend, and now my fighting instructor, any or all of them could kill in an instant -and I thought I was the monster!” 

Abbey lent Zoe her tracksuit to wear home, and for herself she created a nice pair of black leather pants with a short, blood-red halter top, which gave her a bare midriff. The Hair finished it off by taking on a blown dry look. She may not have been able to sew up wounds or throw darts like Bruce Lee or Jackie Chan, but she could still beat anyone on creative style! 

If the Companion could have smiled at that point, it would have done so. It had taken a long time to transfer enough of its cells to the new handmaiden to start having any effect on the animal: just a few at a time with each and every meeting or fight. When hair from the Zoe handmaiden or from the Abbey Host would accidentally brush her skin, it impregnated Jilly each time.

The secondary handmaiden Host would have to willingly accept it for it to have any real control, but the Companion had been able to direct the right mixture of hormones to affect the animal every time it met with its Host. As a result, the animal would believe the hormonal actions tonight and the urge to mate were all its own idea, which would make the next part of the plan a lot easier. 





It Started With a Kiss

Abbey lay back on the piled-up mats in the training hall as she rested with Zoe and Jilly after the evening training session. Abbey’s mind wandered; she was sure that a glorified week or two of work experience was not the best thing to be doing during summer vacation, but it was the American way in this state. 

Sponsors and sponsorship were the best way to get through college, as scholarships in the martial arts were non-existent. Besides, even if they had existed, people like Jilly would have been the ones getting them. Abbey knew that Jilly did not have to worry about money; an Ivy League college fund had already been set up for her due to her Daddy’s money, and her work experience was to run one of Daddy’s smaller enterprises for a couple of weeks. 

“Knowing her skills and attitude problems, God help any employee planning to treat her like Daddy’s little girl!” Abbey thought.

Zoe had done fantastically well with biology and science and was a straight-A student, but she did not want to go into medicine as her mother hoped. However, she was ideal material for drug companies, so she was going to spend some time at a research lab with the hope of partial sponsorship from them. If not, her parents said they would cover the fees. She also thought that if that did not work out for her, she could probably do very well as a hit man for the mob.

As for Abbey, she knew Mom wanted her to go to college and get into a good career before settling down, but things were getting harder. She knew that she would not stay a straight-A student once she started college, and she also felt so guilty as Mom was already putting Tom through college; the extra fees for her would put a strain on her savings. Both she and Will had been offered a week at one of the largest science-based companies in the state who had their offices in town, and they did give out sponsorships with strings attached, of course. But even if it were just a few thousand dollars, it would help… 

Zoe got up and suggested hot drinks. She had brought her own tin of chocolate powder with her tonight. Abbey could feel her Hair take immediate interest in the conversation, so she raised her hand.

“Large mug for sharing over here, please!”

As Zoe left the room, Abbey could sense that Jilly had moved closer. She was just about to say, 

“Be careful! Don’t touch the Hair! It doesn’t like it!” when she saw that hundreds of strands were gently covering Jilly’s face with soft stroking motions, and thought “You two-faced turncoat! Just because she gave you a chocolate yesterday!” She could hear Jilly giggling as it was now tickling her. She sighed and fired a thought to her Hair and Companion. 

“Whatever you are thinking, the answer is ‘No’!”

Every so often, when she was alone with Jilly, the Companion had made suggestions. Tonight was no different. 

“THIS IS NORMAL. JILLY LIKES YOU, AND SHE WILL MAKE A GOOD FRIEND.”

Again, Abbey replied in her mind. 

“No. It is my body, and I am not interested. I am a girl, and I like guys. And, well, also Zoe… Heck! Stop trying to confuse me!”

And again, new thoughts appeared, which were not hers. 

“SHE DOES LIKE YOU. SHE HAS A NICE BODY. WHY FIGHT YOUR NEEDS?”

Abbey lay back and closed her eyes.

“Go get a haircut! I’m not interested!”

There was movement, and Abbey opened her eyes to find that she was staring directly into Jilly’s. The Hair had pulled Jilly off the ground and pressed her onto Abbey until they were almost nose-to-nose.

Abbey sent a hurried mental message to Capillus for Zoe to get back - right now! Then, very slowly, she said aloud, “Jilly, this may sound odd in these circumstances, but please, whatever you do -and this is very important - do not kiss me! Fight it!”

The last words Abbey remembered hearing from Jilly were, “You mean like this?”

Abbey’s fight to control her body was to no avail as her Hair swept up and covered as much of Jilly’s skin as it could get at. A blast of primeval pleasure hit her so hard that she passed out.

When Abbey came around, the Hair had released them both, and Jilly was lying next to her wide-eyed and with a look that spoke volumes. She had not passed out! Jilly looked at Abbey and then, with difficulty, spoke. 

“Ooo… er… is that… I mean…. is that… well… what… er… what did you mean by… don’t kiss!? If that’s why, then, boy, am I glad I ignored your warning! My God! Is that what you and Zoe get up to?! If so, boy! It is gooood!!!!” 

Abbey sat up to check whether she was still wearing clothes and then muttered partly to herself,

“I do so hope you like chocolate! If not, you will now! Welcome to the chocolate sisterhood!”

Zoe entered the room carrying three mugs and called over. 

“Didn’t anyone hear me call?! Next time, you make the drinks! Capillus knocked a whole mug of hot chocolate all over me! If he couldn’t carry the weight, he should have said! Then he wouldn’t let me wash the floor until he’d licked up as much as he could. God, I’m glad the cameras are all off! I was face down on the floor with my butt in the air like a vacuum cleaner for most of the time! Abbs, can I borrow your tracksuit again? I can’t go home looking like this.” 

She showed them her once-pale-green tracksuit, which was now largely a wet sticky brown color, as she handed them the drinks. Jilly gulped hers down in one go, then lay back and went right to sleep.

“What’s got into sleeping beauty?” said Zoe. 

“Me, I expect,” thought Abbey.

“Probably some sort of Zen technique. Just ignore her.” 

With that she also closed her eyes in the hope that the room would stop moving by the time she reopened them.

Zoe went over to Jilly and tapped her gently with a foot, which just caused her to change sleeping positions and softly begin to snore.

“Okay! What’s going on? I only left the room for a couple of minutes, and this is not a normal situation - even for us!” 





Bonding and Chocolate 

Abbey reluctantly opened her eyes, took a breath, and said, 

“Okay. I will tell you, but only after you have finished drinking any hot liquids you may still be holding. Ask your Capillus why he ignored my call and has suddenly become so clumsy!” 

Zoe went quiet. There was clearly an internal conversation going on inside her head. Then it suddenly changed to a loud, one-sided, and very verbal one.

“He, it, whatever, says I’m too young for boys! But I am allowed girls! How dare you say if and when I am old enough! I will decide that! Not that I want anyone, as I have you, Abbey…”

She stopped and looked at Abbey. 

“And just what did happen when old clumsy was pouring hot chocolate all over me as a diversion?” 

“Companion and my Hair decided it was time Jilly and I kissed. You know what happens when Companion has me kissing you.” 

Abbey then pointed to Jilly. 

“Meet our new little sister. She has just joined the family.” 

Zoe knelt down and then awakened Jilly by first dragging her up by her Hair and then dropping her.

“Look! The bitch already has dozens of your gold strands amongst her own black hair! That’s not fair! I had to save its life to get my Capillus, and all she did was kiss you! Well, let’s see what happens when I pluck them out!” 

“Probably not a good idea!”

Abbey remembered the pain from the one and only time she had tried to trim them! Then a thought not her own appeared in her mind as if to answer her. 

“ZOE AND JILLY SHOULD BE FRIENDS. BONDING IS ALLOWED.” 

“Back down, Zoe! Please, back away! I really don’t think it’s a good idea to be that close!” 

But by then it was too late. Abbey watched the ensuing events as if in slow motion. Jilly opened her eyes. Zoe let go of her Hair as if she had been burnt -which was probably the case. Both Zoe’s Hair and Jilly’s Hair grabbed each other and pulled the two together. Then Jilly wrapped her body around Zoe, opened her mouth, and kissed her long and passionately on the lips. 

“Perhaps a bucket of cold water? But it’s not like they are actually doing anything, apart from their Hair, which looks as if it has tied them together.” 

Abbey’s thoughts wandered as she stared at the two girls lying on the floor wrapped tightly together by various arms and legs but not moving and in some sort of dream state. Abbey now knew that most of what she thought happened between her and Zoe may have been nothing more than a shared sexy dream. 

After about thirty minutes, Abbey was bored. She had even finished off all the chocolate she had hidden in her bag, so being careful not to get too close, Abbey used a long pole to pry them apart. As they moved away from each other, they came back to life. 

“Okay, so what happened this time?” Abbey asked. 

Zoe was staring wide-eyed and open-mouthed. She then stood up a little unsteadily. 

“Don’t ask! Please, don’t ask! It was like… just a… er… little group bonding therapy, that’s all. Really, nothing happened at all. No … nothing happened… just a bonding between sisters… I think?” 

She sat back down heavily again. 

“‘Okay, okay! All right! So I have now been convinced she’s my sister! Ohmigod! That is not the sort of thing sisters should do together, is it? Okay, so I can’t kill her, but no one has ever said you have to like your relatives!”

In the meantime, Jilly had stood up, turned to Zoe, and smiled at her. But it was no longer the cold, icy smile of the past. This new expression was full of warmth 

“But I do like you, Sis! Wow! Oh, wow!” Jilly said. 

Jilly gently helped Zoe to stand, and as she did so, she whispered, 

“Don’t think you can pretend with me. I know how much you enjoyed that, and we will do it again very soon!” 

Then she turned to Abbey. 

“And I really, really do like you, Abbey!”

As for Abbey, all she could think was, “God! Doesn’t it make you sick!” 

This time, Zoe managed to stay upright.

“I’m sure I preferred her before, when she only wanted to kill us! I’m not sure if I can survive being liked! And as to being called Sis, yuck!” 

Watching Jilly cross the room to admire her Hair in the large wall mirror, she added, 

“Did she just skip across the room? No girl skips across rooms after the age of six! And if she starts to wear pink, like, I’m not going to be seen with her, and that’s for sure!” 

Jilly skipped back to the others, which made Zoe cringe. She put a finger to her mouth and pretended to be sick.

“I just love my new Hair, Abbey! Hehehe, and it talks!”

As Jilly spoke, the others saw several golden strands rise and wave to them.

“But Daddy will go spare, so if you don’t mind, I will just show it when we are together, okay?”

Zoe looked up in surprise.

“Er… how?” 

“Why, Sis! It’s simple! Stealth mode!” 

And with that Jilly smiled, as, like a magician, she passed her hand across her face. All the golden strands turned black. 

Zoe was open-mouthed.

“How does she do that? I can’t do that!” 
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Then she swapped into a one-way conversation.

“Capillus! You never said… so you … I shouldn’t have needed to ask! Yes! Brown! The same color brown, stupid!” 

As Abbey and Jilly watched Zoe’s animated conversation, she turned to them.

“Can’t a girl have a private conversation with her own Hair?” 

Zoe then combed her fingers through her now all-brown Hair. 

“Okay. Well, as we are now stuck with her,” 

she said, pointing to Jilly, 

“we may as well take her to the mall and show her the best chocolate milkshakes in town, but only if she promises to stop skipping! And after that, we can have fun watching her drool at the handmade chocolate store as she tries to get used to her new addiction!” 

After several milkshakes and a stock up on chocolate, they left Jilly to call for her ride home. 

Outside the mall, Abbey turned to Zoe and gently touched her cheek with her fingertips.

“After tonight’s events, I think we could both do with a little TLC.”

Zoe gave a broad smile.

“Now that’s more like it! Chocolate and you! What more could a girl ask for? So, as the saying goes, my place or yours?” 





Work and the Sisterhood

It had been fun over the past few days getting ready for the adult experience of work, and last weekend had been the best, a real mega-shopping spree for things to wear. Jilly was so nice. Now that she had stopped trying to kill them, she even determined which were the best shops to visit and had one of Daddy’s chauffeurs take them from store to store. She was so warm and friendly that Zoe even let her hold her hand and no longer pretended to be sick when she called her “Sis.”

Jilly had no need to shop for anything special, as her wardrobes held more clothes than most of the shops they visited, but that didn’t stop her from buying more. She loved to give advice and enjoyed the all-girl group-shop with them so much that Abbey noticed that her Hair sparkled with her normally hidden gold strands.

Abbey had had to dig deep into her car savings, but it had been worth it to find a two-piece suit with a jacket and a short skirt that showed her legs off perfectly. She wore it with a real white silk blouse, a self-created white silk-like camisole or crop-top under it instead of a bra, self-created white silk-like panties, and some real heeled shoes, which gave her the perfect look for her work experience. 

It was now the first day at work, and Mom had dropped her off outside the building. She met Will there so that they could go in together. For the first time ever, she saw Will looking clean and tidy in a suit and tie.

Everything was fine as they were given passes at Reception to enter the building. They were taken up to the fifth floor by a pleasant-looking dish of a guy who must have been in his early twenties. 

They sat in a small reception room for a few minutes, and Abbey was able to chat calmly with Will. Next they were taken into a strange room with metal walls, floors, and ceiling; and at that point everything went wrong. It wasn’t just a feeling, but more the certain knowledge that the worst of all possible things had happened. As she entered the room, she felt that all her underwear had just vanished. Wearing a suit jacket and short skirt was suddenly not such a good idea. Now she had to keep the jacket buttoned as the silk blouse she had chosen was very thin, and without a bra, her breasts would clearly be visible. She knew that you needed to make an impression on your first day at work, but this was not quite the impression she had wanted to make. 

They were shown to an elevator at the far end of the room, where she asked if it was possible to visit the bathroom first. Turning to Will, she asked if he would like to go, too. He said no, so she kicked him quickly and discreetly on the shins before asking again. This time he wisely thought it may be a good idea to go as well and limped after her. 

It was Will’s turn next to experience the worst of all possible things to happen to him as Abbey pulled him into the ladies’ washroom and then pushed him into one of the stalls. 

“Will, I have just suffered a major underwear malfunction, and I need your help, so please undress!” 

“Will, who thought he had done very well in keeping his cool up to this point, just froze. Being asking to strip by a very pretty girl normally only happened to him in dreams—and even then, never in a ladies’ washroom on a first day at work.

“William! Please hurry! Look, I only need that T-shirt you have under your shirt, so stop looking so frightened!” 

Abbey watched as he slowly stripped and embarrassingly handed over his T-shirt to her.

“God, but he is thin!” Abbey thought as she took it off him. 

“Shut your eyes, Will! Okay, now also turn around as well! That’s better, thank you.” 

She felt more secure with Will’s T-shirt on under the blouse, though now it made the skirt too tight. But so long as she didn’t eat during the day or bend over—or, in fact, breathe—she thought she could just manage. 

She pulled Will around to face her and said,

“Will, are you chewing gum? Please spit it out.”

Will did as he was told but asked why. k'12

“Because I am going to kiss you, Will,” she said.

As she did, she thought to herself, “Not too bad: quite nice, in fact. So I’m not a lesbo after all. He tastes of strawberry and aniseed. Now that’s an interesting gum flavor!” 

At that point, her cell phone rang, and she left him in the stall alone to get dressed. 

First it was a video message from Jilly. She could see Jilly very smartly dressed in front of a large, ornate wooden desk. 

“Abbey! What’s wrong? Contact me!” 

Next was a video message from Zoe, who looked as though she was wearing a white coat and kept glancing around to check if anyone was listening.

“Abbs? Listen carefully! There is no need to reply. I am told to tell you that you will be on your own today. We will talk about our different work experiences tonight. Expect Jilly to pick you up at 7 pm, and please try not to worry!”

While she waited for Will to come out, she looked at herself in the mirror and was shocked to see and feel how limp and lifeless her Hair had become. A feeling of utter loneliness hit her so hard that she found it difficult not to burst into tears. When Will came out, she had to hold his hand as they walked back to the metal room and to the elevator. Instead of ascending as they thought it would, in fact it descended six floors down to a basement level they didn’t even know existed. 





Trading Experiences

The day passed for Abbey as if she were in a dream. Even Mom worried why she was so quiet when she collected her from work, and then Abbey surprised her even more by wanting to go out after a full day at work. She told her that she had promised the girls they’d talk over all their first days together, and it was only over at Jilly’s, so she wouldn’t be out too late. 

When the car arrived, Jilly was sitting in the back seat waiting for her. As soon as she got in, Jilly put her arms around her. At this point, Abbey could no longer hold back the tears, and she sobbed uncontrollably while Jilly held her tight and softly whispered that she was safe and they would soon all be together.

When they reached Jilly’s house, they went straight up to her rooms, which consisted of a large bedroom, a dressing room, and an en-suite bathroom, and they found Zoe already there, sitting on the bed. When she saw Abbey, she ran and pulled her close, holding on so tight that neither could move until Jilly led them both over to the bed and said,

“Zoe, tell her what we know and what we have to do.”

Zoe started hesitantly but found it easier once she could put Abbey’s mind at rest over her loss. 

“Abbs, listen carefully. You are okay, as is the Companion, but something at your workplace this morning attacked you in such a way that it sent the Companion into a dormant state similar to hibernation. We both felt it hit you, but we were told to wait until now, as only all together can we wake it up again.” 

Zoe called Jilly to get as close as possible so that they could all sit in a circle facing each other.

“Now, this is not easy, as neither of us fully understands what we have been told, so I’ll tell you what I think is going to happen, and Jilly can correct me if I go wrong.” 

They all held hands, and Zoe continued. 

“I think what Capillus is trying to tell me is that this action will force us to evolve faster than was planned, whatever that means.” 

She turned to look at Jilly and continued. 

“It does not make sense, but what it calls our Sisterhood must be protected. It says that they are independent but now fully part of us: part of us more than the Companion. But without the Companion, they will be diminished, and that means as hosts we will also suffer. But you are different without the Companion, you will die, as it is the only thing keeping you alive. It saved your life in the past, but you were so damaged you had to be born anew.” 

She now gave Abbey’s hand a squeeze. 

“I said I didn’t understand what’s going on, but this sounds like the reason for your loss of memory after your mother was shot. Oh, yes, Capillus also says he is very sorry, but we have not been given a choice in this matter. Without the Companion, our bodies will soon start to fail, and we will die: not as fast as you, but slowly as our skin cells decay and are not replaced. And I really think this sort of thing could have been mentioned to us before! Capillus also believes we should have been told all this before agreeing to be handmaidens. WTF are HANDMAIDENS?!” 

At this point the three teenagers sitting in a circle in a bedroom found that their world had changed enormously forever; they stepped a little bit further away from being human. The change was manifested as the golden blonde Hair of Jilly and Zoe reached out first to join them together and then to reached out and joined with Abbey’s, at which point an electric shock was felt by all three.

Abbey felt her mind come alive, full of thoughts that were not her own. 

“WE ARE COMPANION. WE ARE NOW FUSED TOGETHER WITHIN THE LIFEFORM KNOWN AS ‘ABBEY!’ OUR HUMAN BODIES CAN AND WILL EVOLVE TO MEET OUR JOINT NEEDS. TOGETHER, WITH OUR OTHER PARTS KNOWN AS ‘ZOE’ AND ‘JILLY,’ WE ARE A NEW INTERWOVEN COLLECTIVE FAR STRONGER THAN EVER BEFORE. WE WILL NOW EVOLVE TO BE SOMETHING THAT HAS NEVER EXISTED BEFORE.”

A blinding light of pain - it was the only way Abbey could think of it - burned out all possibility of thought. She did not even know if she passed out or not, as being awake or asleep were no longer concepts she could understand. When the ability to think returned, it was no longer quite the same - but she could not work out what the difference was. 

What she did know was that she loved gadgets; she accessed Jilly’s computer with Jilly’s voice and password then began searching files, but the system was so slow it would only let her read fifty files simultaneously! She was able to get around this by recreating a small program that Will had designed, which launched self-replicating spider drones to take over Jilly’s father’s entire world network of computers. She used them to attack and temporarily remove the security on all the major universities’ servers worldwide, so that Zoe could plunder the memory files for the biological data she needed. As soon as that was obtained, Abbey used the universities’ own computers to work out the equipment needed and to place an urgent order for the necessary missing item, which was to be sent by courier to Abbey’s home to arrive no later than 7 a.m. the next day. 

While all this was happening, a new set of self-replicating spider drones was sent out to wipe out all traces of the night’s work. And just to make sure all activity was thoroughly masked, three extremely well-hidden false trails were laid: the first to the FBI, the second to the CIA, and the third to Israel—which would certainly be interesting, as she had funded the production using an Iranian bank.

The girls sat in a circle, not moving, but their Hair shone a golden color. The only movements were when Jilly spoke to switch on her computer link or Abbey picked up an input pad. After about ten minutes, the Hair unraveled itself, and the girls fell back into a deep sleep.





The Power of Mr. Tan

At ten they were awoken by Jilly’s father, who had entered the room to find his daughter fast asleep on the bed along with her two friends - obviously all so worn out from their first day at work that they had fallen asleep talking. He told them to go back to sleep and that he would phone their parents and tell them that they were all so tired they would be sleeping over. He would have them back home first thing in the morning, ready for work. He got a blanket from a cupboard and covered them, as they had all fallen asleep again. He smiled as he turned out the light. Children grow up so fast! It was nice to see his daughter enjoy the end of her childhood with such good friends. 
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Jilly’s father walked quietly downstairs and up to a door, which recognized him and opened up into what he liked to call his “den.” It was a term he’d often heard on old American films, and he liked the way it sounded: so much better than his “home office,” which sounded as though he should be surrounded by photocopiers and not antique furniture specially imported from China. He sat down in his favorite chair, lightly touched a switch on the antique Chinese desk in front of him, and heard his office door lock itself with satisfying clicks as the bolts slid into place. Not that anyone would dare to disturb him, and his house was as safe as any bank, but over the years he had become used to the habit, and he always feared that Jilly would walk in at an inconvenient time. She had a vague idea of what the family business was, but he had never seen the point in worrying her with the details.

Three-dimensional images appeared in the air above his desk, showing him reports on various company projects plus a memo that some hacker had tried unsuccessfully to break into his company’s computer system tonight. It seemed that his system had just been used as a convenient doorway, a channel, to other systems, and none of his company files had been looked at. 

Electronic trails found hidden in the system showed possible government connections, but his team believed that this was normal hacker misinformation. After breakfast, he would check to see what recommendations and procedures had been put in place during the night to stop this from ever happening again. If it hadn’t been done by the time he checked, then the head of computer security would lose more than just his position in the company! He would serve as a warning to other members of security to be more diligent.

A panel in the wall slid open. Mr. Tan removed a heavy file and placed it on the desk. Even now - no, especially no - in these days of electronic wizardry, some things were safer when kept as a hard copy. He opened the file and scanned its contents; his daughter had really taken the death of his wife and her mother so very hard, and for years he had watched her grow colder. She was an only child, so perhaps he should have remarried. Perhaps siblings would have helped, but he could never have found a replacement to fill the space he still felt in his heart even now. As a daughter, she was everything he could wish for and was even willing to take over the business as if she were a boy. The skill she had with martial arts meant that when the time came for him to retire, very few people would object to her as his replacement. But for now, he wanted her to be happy and have girlfriends just like any normal teenage girl.

The first section of the file held lots of photos of Zoe over the years, starting with her as a baby right up to the present day. The documents listed past boyfriends and academic achievements; she was a straight-A student from a good family. There was nothing negative, apart from all the normal scraps a teenager can get into over the years. She did not smoke or take drugs, and recently she had spent more time studying and building up her fighting skills than hanging around with boys. She was a slim brunette but with a teenage tendency to play with different color hair dyes and was approximately 5 feet 4 inches in height.

The second section was concerned with Abbey, and photos showed her playing on the beach at about ten or twelve years old right through to a birthday party in a Japanese restaurant. She was adopted as a child and had always been a little withdrawn around other children, but was a long-term best friend of Zoe. She, too, did not smoke, take drugs, or drink and had no real boyfriends to speak of except for an on/off relationship with a student by the name of William. In the past, she had shown mild interest in the Christian silver ring organization, which had rules about not wanting full sexual relationships with boys until marriage, but she had no other religious tendencies. She was slim, blonde, and approximately 5 feet 2 inches in height. She was also bright and a straight-A student who was extremely good at rock climbing and had various martial arts skills.

He wanted Jilly to be happy and have some good friends who shared her interests, so he had chosen the best he could for her! It had been no accident that Coach Jed (or as the girls often called him, Coach “Dread”) put them together as much as he could. It had been planned that the closeness of fighting and working together should in time change to friendship and give Jilly the close female company she so needed. To start with, Zoe had been so useless at martial arts that Jed had wanted to drop her from the team, but he had sensibly changed his mind when this mistake in his thinking was pointed out to him.

One day he would have to find her a husband in the same way, but at the moment, his major worry was what was going to happen when they all graduated and went their separate ways. They say the world is always changing, but in Jilly’s father’s case, it was he who chose its direction: perhaps a few more pages would have to be added to the files. 





Dim Sum Sleep Over 

“I don’t know what’s gotten into him, but it was Daddy’s suggestion to have you both over for a meal and then have a sleepover - like we were still kids,” said Jilly.

“Well, we needed to meet up this weekend, anyway, to chat about how Abbs survived wearing a full bio-forcefield for a week!” 

Zoe then licked her lips. 

“And I’m all for the new taste experience you promised.” 

Abbey put a piece of equipment the size and shape of a building brick on the table.

“The answer is that it worked fine - as long as you don’t mind permanently carrying around a heavy brick that gives a girl a week-long headache with stomach cramps! And the answer to the other experience: I have known for years that I love all Japanese food!” 

The others just looked at her. 

“What did I say? Why are you both looking at me like that?”

Jilly muttered, “kway lohs,” under her breath and shook her head. “That bio thingy must have done more than just give you a headache; it must have also rotted your brain!”

“Abbey! Jilly’s not Japanese! She’s Chinese. Didn’t you know?” said Zoe.

Jilly sighed.

“American, please! But okay, I will go for American Chinese if I must, but never Japanese, okay? And now for some very non-Japanese food! And if you are thinking of saying anything stupid like we all look the same, just don’t, okay?!” 

“Sorry, Jilly,” said Abbey.

Zoe watched the sudden change in Jilly as she smiled and said, “Okay. All is forgiven. Let’s eat!”

Jilly’s father joined them for part of the meal, and asked lots of questions about how they their work experiences had been during the week. Then he left them to finish up, saying he had lots of work to do before he slept and for them to ask Jilly if they needed anything at all during the night, like drinks or snacks, as he would ask the kitchen to leave something out for them. And he wished them a good night.

Zoe turned to Jilly and said, 

“Your father is so nice and friendly, and also kinda cute! Well, as cute as an old man can be, that is.” 

Then she decided to shut up before the subject went any further. 

“Well, he does seem to really like both of you, but then, I’m not surprised! You are both lovely friends!” 

Jilly then stood up. 

“Okay! Now, up to my rooms for some girl talk!”

Jilly took a run and jump to land in the middle of her emperor-size bed as soon as they reached the bedroom, then sat crossed legged beckoning the other two to join her, which they did.

“Okay,” said Zoe, opening a notebook. “If you want, I can start, as I have lots to talk about.” 

“If it needs a notebook, then it may be best to get mine out of the way first,” said Jilly, as she bounced and made Zoe drop the notebook. Then she giggled. 

“Besides, it’s my bed!” 

“Okay! Go ahead, mistress of the bed!” said Abbey.

Jilly put one hand on each knee and started talking.

“I’ve had a very boring week, and a perfect way for Daddy to convince me to go to college. Running a stationery procurement department for an hour would have been enough, but a week! Yuck! If you need to know the difference between paper sizes, then I’m the girl for you! The only fun thing that happened all week was when a delivery driver slapped my bottom—but Daddy says he will be out of the hospital in the next couple of days. So, your turn, Abbey!”

“Well, as I said, mine was a week of headaches and stomach cramps,” Abbey repeated. “It looks as if Will could be offered a scholarship if his results turn out as well as he hopes, and if not, they would still love to have him to work for them. So he must have made a really good impression. As for me, they didn’t even offer me a job! But then, I’m only a girl, so what can you expect from companies run by stupid men!”

Zoe finished what she was writing and turned to a new page in her notebook.

“If it is okay with the bed owner, then I will start!” 

This time, both Jilly and Abbey bounced. 

“Stop it, or I will be sick all over your bed!” 

Then she hit them both gently with the notebook. 

“As I was nearly saying, I had a fantastic week! Well, apart from the two days I spent washing out test tubes because the washing machine broke down. There was lots of equipment to play with and plenty of time to think. I even made you this.” 

She produced two small blocks of something green, which both girls just looked at without saying anything. 

“They are protein bars!” Zoe pointed out indignantly. 

“I made them myself! Very good for you! But… um… perhaps they are an acquired taste, plus they have a tendency to turn your pee green, so I don’t expect them to go on sale. But still they are very healthy! Anyway, on to more important matters. I have spent time trying to study something you should both be interested in—and that is us!”

Abbey and Jilly both looked at each other then did a single concerted bounce of agreement, which made Zoe raise her eyes and mutter something rude under her breath. 





Taking Stock

“Okay. First we have the mysterious Companion who?/which? - is it a he or an it? - is always with us. It can talk to us but doesn’t bother, preferring to only talk with Abbey, just like some sort of personal god! I asked Capillus, but he said no, we are all just parts of the same body and that the Companion is no more important; it just likes to think it is. Next, stick your arms out, girls, and take a look at them.” 

Both did so but didn’t know what they should be looking for, so Zoe continued.

“As smooth as a baby’s bottom, right? And I expect that goes for the whole body—and that is really just a question for Jilly, as I know both Abbey’s and mine are completely smooth and hairless.” 

Jilly nodded. “Yes, but Abbey already warned me about it, along with cuts healing really fast, so I’ve never mentioned it.”

“Okay, but my point is,” Zoe slowed down to make sure that she had their full attention, “the question is, why is this so darn normal to us that we don’t even question it anymore? What more can we do now that we do not even think about, that we now take completely for granted? Let me do it the Jilly way:

1. Skin that is more like a suit of armor at times.

2. alking to our Hair and having it talk back! 

3. Liking boys but having no interest in dating them anymore. Okay, perhaps that might just be me. …. “ 

Abbey cut in. “Okay, okay! We get the point; just skip with the numbers! We have only just got Jilly to stop with the lists without you now starting!” 

“All right.” 

Zoe ooked disappointed at not being able to follow her notes. 

“Well then, take Miss Prozac here,” and she pointed to Jilly. 

“The meanest killing machine I’ve ever met! If she were an animal, then a saber-toothed tiger would suit her character, but now, around us she’s so nice! It’s like having a kitten tag along. I still get strange urges just to hold her hand, and I’m sure that if I stroked her Hair, she would purr!” 

Jilly just smiled sweetly and answered, “Well, who’s stopping you? Purr, purr! You only had to ask!” She reached out and gently stroked Zoe’s hand. 

“That’s what I mean!” said Zoe, turning back to Abbey and Saying, “It really shouldn’t feel so nice when she does that!”

“And as for you, Abbs, you’re comic book material with the things that you can do! So tell me, how normal is it that someone who can breathe underwater and lives next to an ocean never even goes for a paddle, let alone a swim? Also being such a science geek, why didn’t they also offer you a job? You’re just as smart as Will! Plus you didn’t even try to find out what attacked you so badly we had to have an emergency bonding session! Why not? Answer me that!”

Abbey reached out with her hand and said, 

“Is it my turn to stroke your hand now, or do we have to form a line?”

“Please think, both of you! Think! Why is it we get so easily sidetracked when we try to discuss this? And just what happened last weekend? And what new changes should we look out for after that ‘You will evolve’ speech made by the Companion, changes that even Capillus can’t give me a straight answer about?” 

And with that, Zoe sat back and folded her arms. 

Abbey closed her eyes and let her mind fill up with answers. 

“All right. I’m sorry. Yes, I can answer some of what you ask. You are quite right; normally it wouldn’t even cross my mind to think anything was unusually different. Well, my whole life has been somewhat non-standard at the best of times. But if I really think hard, answers just pop into my head like memories!”

Zoe unfolded her arms, and Jilly looked attentive as Abbey got off the bed to stand facing them. Then slowly and thoughtfully, she gave them answers.

“All right. In reverse order, the answers are as follows.” 

“We have evolved. It’s just that we have not noticed yet, and we are getting closer all the time. ‘Just be patient’ is the answer to this.” 

“The Companion is frightened of the Company and did not want me putting myself in any more danger by working for them or looking for what attacked us.”

“Breathing underwater creates added dangers and unnecessary risks and might not work every time, so the Companion gets around that problem by letting me feel its own fear so that I simply don’t want to try it, as I might just drown the next time I try it. Okay?” 

“All your blonde Hair comes from me and is transplanted to you at the time of first bonding. To put it bluntly, the orgasm you had when kissing me transferred a bit of the Companion’s mind to both of you, and my Hair didn’t want to be left out, so it popped over at the same time. What you think of as the normal Hair on your head is not! Think of it as you would doll’s hair; it looks real, but it’s not. So it’s best to think twice before you go to a hairdresser: best to just let your blonde locks take care of it for you. The blonde strands are a little different on each person they attach to, but only by accident. That is all I know.” 

“As to why we are so different when together, the answer is something like hormones or pheromones. And if you could measure them, they would probably be off any scale you could create.”

“Zoe, the Companion also watched all the school sex educational horror films over the years. That is why you have gone off boys because you can pick up its fear of what can happen; besides that, you now intimidate most boys, so they stay well clear of you!”

“I do not!” blurted out Zoe.

Jilly stroked Zoe’s hand again. “Zoe! What about those two guys last month?”

“Well, that was different. She was only a freshman, and they should have known better! Anyway, I only spoke to them!” Zoe defended. 

Jilly jumped back in. 

“I know, but with words like ‘The next time it happens, you will have to sit down to take a piss for the rest of your lives…’”

“Well, at least I didn’t put a van driver in the hospital for patting my behind,” Zoe added.

Jilly smiled one of her melting smiles. “Now, if it had been you patting my bottom…” 

Abbey smiled and thought to herself, “And this is where you both get so easily sidetracked you forget I’m still here! They think things are hidden, but nothing is ever hidden from us; we just lose interest in the answers. Well done, Companion! At least I didn’t have to point out that one of the main reasons why they were picked is that they are both capable of being such lethal killers that it makes the Companion feel safe. And on the other hand, as I said before, without the calming influence of the Companion, Jilly, Zoe, and the Hair could all be psychopathic killers! But who cares? All I know is that I do so love them all, and I expect that is also your doing, Companion. But perhaps it doesn’t matter who caused it? And, before I forget, Companion, I think one of us should destroy Zoe’s notebook, as we wouldn’t want it to fall into the wrong hands, would we? Now, let’s see if I can find the snacks left for us in the kitchen. Hopefully, there’s some chocolate! I could get them to notice me by waving a chocolate bar under their pretty little feline noses. I’m sure not going to risk one of Zoe’s protein bars! I don’t think we would ever be that hungry!” 
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Getting used to each other

A lot later that night, the unspoken decision was made that they would all share the big bed as they had the previous week, and Zoe thought it was just like being kids again. This was emphasized by the way Jilly giggled as they got changed and ready to sleep. 

Jilly said she always showered before bed, but Abbey was not sure if this was an Asian custom or if she just wanted to show her body off. Well, it was a good body, and the little cat knew that! And she also knew that both she and Zoe would look, no matter how hard they tried not to! Abbey was the only one with PJs, as the other two wore T-shirts and, she expected, nothing else. She just hoped that Zoe could control herself during the night. 

It was a large bed, but Abbey still found that as soon as the lights went out, both the other two girls moved closer to her from either side, so that soon she was feeling more like a sandwich filling. More than once she was forced to slap Zoe’s hand when it began wandering where it shouldn’t, only to then discover a hand from the other side beginning to feel its way over her breasts. 

So she slapped that one as well, then she managed to get both their hands to hold each other’s hand across her, so that she had her arms free to pull them both into a three-way group hug with her and whispered loudly, 

“If you two don’t stop that right now, I will go and sleep downstairs!” 

But the only response was for them both to giggle and cuddle even closer to her until they all fell asleep.

As the girls slept, Capillus joined with the strands of gold from the other two heads in its own form of a group hug then, following instructions from the Companion, special strands from each head painlessly penetrated the skin of the other two, so that they were more like three parts of a single machine carefully wired together, and almost as one. All three girls let out soft little moans of pleasure as they shared a single dream, and they held on even tighter to the other two so that nothing in the world could separate them.

The Companion was an extelligence, and things like emotions only existed within it by accident; the three hosts had so many different and varied emotions that it had absorbed them quite unintentionally into the new collective. In doing so, the Companion had unknowingly even changed itself, expanding in ways its species had never done before. It should have been just a parasite - well not just a parasite, but an extremely extelligent parasite -living on a single Host hiding in the background, but the human instincts and strange new human ideas had forced it also to change and evolve in ways it could not understand. 

“WE ARE COMPANION. TOGETHER, WE WILL BE A NEW LIFE FORM. THE HUMAN BODIES CAN AND WILL EVOLVE TO MEET OUR MUTUAL NEEDS, AS WILL WE THE ENTITY CALLED COMPANION. TOGETHER, A NEW AND FAR STRONGER LIFE FORM WILL BE FORMED.”





Taking Control 

The next day, Abbey was the first to wake, and she quietly listened to the soft snoring noises made by Zoe as she lay on her back flat out, still in the land of Nod, as Mom would say. She always denied that she snored, but their many nights together had given Abbey a different point of view. 

Jilly was curled up on her other side with just her head showing above the sheets, but her face was hidden by her long black hair. As Abbey reached out to brush the hair gently from her face, several golden strands appeared as if by magic and twined themselves around her fingers in greeting. After a few seconds, they let go, and Abbey was able to take a closer look at Jilly’s sleeping face. 

Details of last night filled her mind, and she knew that the group bonding and linking of minds was needed for however their group development worked and for whatever they would be asked to do. One of the side effects of the bond was some sort of group dream, and last night’s had been so real she knew that if she didn’t get up right away she might lose control and kiss Jilly for real. Then all hell would break loose from Zoe, sleeping only inches away.
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Opening the curtains sent light across the room, and when the two still in bed awoke, it was to see Abbey standing in front of the bed haloed in sunlight so that even her pajamas glowed from its effect.

“Well, if you two are going to sleep any more, it will be time to go to bed again!” 

Abbey picked up her towel and toothbrush.

“I bags the bathroom first, so you two may as well start planning our day’s shopping trip between yourselves!” 

Jilly sounded shocked. “Abbey, aren’t you going to say anything about last night?”

Abbey stopped at the bathroom door. 

“Er … Okay. It was very nice, wasn’t it? Just another group bond like last weekend. The Companion tells me we need to bond regularly, as it does our development good, and so we can work far better as a team. As for the dreaming… well, that’s more embarrassing as it was a group dream; we all dreamed the same thing, so it will seem very real. The Companion says he’s sorry, and it’s just a side effect!” 

With that, Abbey dissolved her mind-made pajamas and entered the bathroom wearing just a pair of mind-made panties. 

“Only a dream?” said Jilly in disbelief. “But I’m naked under these sheets!”

Zoe pulled the sheets back in one fast movement.

“Yep! You are! And by the looks of it, so am I!”

“But that didn’t feel like any dream to me!” 

Jilly pulled the sheets back to cover herself. “And Abbey was wearing real pajamas last night, not her mind-created ones.”

“Well, dreams can seem very real at times,” answered Zoe. She added, “And then, my little pussy cat, at other times it’s best not to worry over spilled milk!” 

She leaned over the bed to pick up the bottoms of Abbey’s real pajamas. 

“I think I will drop these back into Abbey’s case before she finds them. As Abbey said, group dreams can be a little different at times!” 

Zoe stood up, not caring that she was naked, stretched, then leaned over the bed towards Jilly. 

“I think, after a dream like that, a shower would be a good idea. I think I will go and share Abbey’s.” 

She then moved closer and gave Jilly a quick kiss on the lips, but before she could move away, Jilly wrapped an arm around her, pulled her closer and kissed her back until Zoe pulled away. 

Zoe looked towards the bathroom, then looked back. 

“About this Sis thing, Jilly. After last night’s dream, it sounds a little too, like, pervy, but I am very happy with ‘girlfriend’ or even ‘dream lover’ when in private, but perhaps a nickname would be nice. There you are; see if you can think of a nice nickname for me.” 

With that, she joined Abbey in the bathroom. 





Lifes a Test

Abbey didn’t understand it. She thought she had done okay on the exams, so why had there been a recall of a number of students to sit for an extra paper? It just didn’t make any sense. What’s more, Jilly and Zoe were also in the recall, and they did not even take the same subjects as she did! The school was mostly empty, so the girls agreed to meet up early in the training hall for a chat and maybe a bit of practice to clear their minds. 

When Abbey entered, she was surprised to see Zoe relaxing on one of the mats, flat on her back with both hands behind her head to act as a pillow. Above her, a magazine floated in the air as Capillus held it in place for Zoe to read; every so often, a few strands would reach out to pick a chocolate from a bag and pop it into Zoe’s mouth.

“Zoe! The cameras!” Abbey shouted. “I haven’t switched them off yet!”

The magazine dropped to one side as Zoe looked towards Abbey.

“Hi, Abbs! Don’t worry! You were late, so Kitten took care of it for us.” 

She pointed in the general direction of the CCTV camera, and Abbey saw what was left of it hanging from the wall. As she turned back to say something, she was surprised by a somersaulting Jilly who stopped inches from her then threw her arms around her and gave her a kiss before saying, ”I have a new trick to show you. Zoe, if you please?” 

With a sigh, Zoe muttered, “Pheromones, my gluteus maximus! The Companion is just overdosing her on Prozac!” 

She then reached to one side, picked up an apple, and tossed it high in the air.

Jilly gave a quick flick of her Hair, and the apple exploded in mid-air! 

“Wow!” was all Abbey could think to say, followed by, “How on earth did you do that?” 

A slow-motion demonstration answered all of Abbey’s questions; Jilly’s golden strands of Hair reached into the pouches strapped on her arms and removed some slim throwing needle-darts, so when Jilly gave a flick of her Hair, the strands sent the darts straight at the center of a nearby dummy-shaped target.

Jilly beamed a smile and said, 

“Zoe has Capillus, so I think I will call my golden strands Spike. I always wanted to try a spiky hairstyle when I was a kid, but Daddy wouldn’t let me.” 

Abbey looked up at the smashed CCTV on the wall and asked, 

“And that was Spike, I presume? Now, an electrical fault we can cover, but don’t you think a dozen darts pinning it to the wall could look maybe a little suspicious? Looks like I will have to try and fix it before we go.”

“Not my fault! It was looking at me in a funny way, and anyway, you were late.”

With that, she went over to Zoe, who was still lying on her back but now was being helped by Capillus to eat an apple. Jilly let out a yelp and leapt back out of range. 

“Capillus bit me!”

Zoe finished chewing, turned to Jilly, and smiled. 

“Not a good idea to get your Spike to try and steal my chocolates and think my Capillus wouldn’t notice, Kitten! If you want one, you just ask!”

“Pretty please? Now can I have a chocolate?” 

Jilly smiled one of her melting smiles. 

“Of course you can, Kitten.” 

Zoe started reading her magazine again. 

“Help yourself, but leave a couple for Abbs, as you know how cranky she can get when she misses out on a chocolate break!” 

When the main doors to the room were thrown open, the magazine dropped and Hair instantly changed color, so that all the newcomers saw were three normal-looking girls, one eating an apple, another taking a CCTV camera to pieces, and the third and smallest just standing looking at them with a very cold, nasty look. And it was this one who said,

“We are practicing, so go and play somewhere else, boys. I really don’t like being watched when I practice.” 

One of the boys was going to start something, but got pulled away by the others, and they all left the room together. Jilly had a reputation, and it was not one that the boys liked. To do anything to a short little Asian girl would have looked bad, but to lose to her would be even worse. She had once been suspended for a month after she was picked upon as a freshman by three senior boys, and she had left them all with various broken bones. Information like that was good to know, as high school could be hard enough to survive at the best of times. 

Zoe put her magazine down, gave a stretch, and proclaimed it was time to make their way over to the examination room. The other two agreed.

Halfway through the exam, a ruler snapped in Jilly’s fingers, which showed that Jilly was not that happy having to re-sit the papers in front of her. Rulers made of plastic can snap quite easily, but the one that Jilly had just noisily snapped was made of metal. Doing old exam papers to prove you had not cheated in the real exam was an insult, and the last paper was really just stupid. Why the hell had they given her a paper on biology when she wasn’t even taking biology!

Abbey, who had downloaded and memorized every exam paper for the past ten years before the last exams, had no trouble with any of the questions until the last paper, which was all on mathematical formulae - usually something she would not touch with a very long stick!

The last paper had to be a mistake, was what Zoe thought. She was fine on information technology, but the stuff here was talking about things like electrical pulse ranges and the current use of nanotechnology, which only meant something very small to her - and probably played music.

What also surprised the girls was that when they concentrated, they found all the answers were already buried deep in their memories, but it was only Abbey who understood the reason. All three of them were now so closely linked that they could somehow subconsciously share knowledge - and this was only touching the surface of what the Companion called their evolution to form something new. 





Exam Blues

Several days later, the Principal was not a happy man as he looked at the test results along with the file details of the students. The files on the top were of three girls whom his staff had reported of suspected cheating, and he was not happy about what they could do about it. If it wasn’t for the Chinese girl, there wouldn’t have been a problem, but her father had been the largest donor to school funds they had had in the last four years, so to suspend or expel his daughter before graduation for possible - and it was only possible - cheating would not be such a good result for the school, so no matter what he saw, he would not find any cheating. The school had been promised an extra donation after graduation, and they had already spent some of it.

The mix-up with the last papers had only made matters worse, as there was no way they have could have scored so well on each other’s papers. It had to be something Abbey had cooked up with Zoe in science class or something like that. If only they hadn’t got Jilly involved! That little Asian girl and her very wealthy father worried him at the best of times. He remembered that when she first came to the school, she had started a fight that left several other students with broken bones. He was going to expel her but changed that decision to a short suspension after his new car had been taken away, crushed, and returned as a block of metal sitting on his doorstep. No one could say that the two events were linked; the company that was responsible said it was a clerical error over addresses, and their insurance company fully funded a replacement, but he had a strange feeling that the next time he would be inside the car when it was crushed.

He had always made the same joke over the years - that he was a principal with principles. Even he no longer thought it sounded as funny as it used to, someone in his position had to have principles, and the ones he was going to use today were the ones that said his current car was a limited edition Mercedes: a gift from Mr. Tan’s Company, which he was very fond of. True, these were only mock exams to ready the students for the real ones followed hopefully by graduation, so as he shredded the reports he did not feel any twinges of guilt. His old crushed car was still a feature in his garden if he ever wanted to have doubts about what he was doing. Besides, mock exams were not that important. The real ones would come along soon enough, and it did not matter what they wrote on their papers. They would pass; he would see to that, as these three young ladies were going to leave his school and graduate as straight-A students no matter what, and good luck to them. 





A Nice, Peaceful Day 

They were arguing again, and Abbey was just not in the mood to act as a referee today. It was normal for her to feel a little short-tempered at this time of month, but she would be just fine if only she could be left in peace, relax, read a magazine, and enjoy a few pieces of chocolate. That would have been nice, but no, they had to involve her in their squabbles. She thought to herself, 

“God, can’t they just shut up and grow up? If I wanted to mother something, I would buy a pet. I certainly don’t want to mother two hormonal teenagers!” 

Zoe was looking a catalogue on swimwear and was deliberately taunting Jilly on how good one can look in swimwear if one is the right height and has a good bust. At a good five inches taller than Jilly, with a lot larger bust, she would look fantastic in most of this year’s top fashions - and had Jilly thought about padded bras? 

Jilly’s response was to snatch the magazine out of Zoe’s hands, rip it up, and throw it back at Zoe, who in turn leaped at Jilly and, with a swipe from Capillus, managed to cut the arm that Jilly threw up to block Zoe’s attack, leaving a deep and bleeding wound in the arm. However, Jilly’s speed and skill had Zoe pinned to the ground in seconds, and she was even able to put Capillus out of action by using her own golden strands to tie him back. 

Even so, Zoe sank her teeth into Jilly’s cheek as she looked down from her on top. Jilly let out an “Ouch,” then whispered, 

“To the winner, the spoils of war!”

and she sent Spike to penetrate Zoe’s skin to start a one-sided bonding.

“That’s it! I’ve had enough of this!” 

This was Abbey’s thought as she picked up one of the five-feet bamboo canes used in fast-movement fight exercise and, unnoticed by the two other girls, she went up to them and swung the cane in a large circle, which ended up on the chosen target of Jilly’s butt with a satisfying sound as it snapped. Jilly’s butt had been stuck in the air as she was pinning Zoe to the floor, and in shock, surprise - and with a very painful posterior - Jilly leaped up and spun around, ready to attack her unknown assailant, only to be knocked off her feet by a mental blast of a shout from Abbey that filled her mind. 

“Don’t even think about it!”

Then she stared into Jilly’s eyes, and Jilly could hear words unspoken in her mind. 

‘If you ever try bonding as a rape technique again, it will be the last time you ever bond with either of us! Do you understand?”

She then looked down at Zoe, and without speaking aloud, told her off as well. 

“And as for you, with all your ‘my-tits-are-biggerthan-yours’ teasing and being too rough in the play fighting, you deserve all you get. I have had just about enough of the both of you. If you are so bored that you need to fight each other, then you can organize the forthcoming tournament details between yourselves, as I’m not sure if I will even bother turning up for it!” 

And with that, she stormed out of the training area and slammed the door behind her. 

After a long silence, Zoe got up, dusted herself off, and turned to where Jilly was still staring at the door Abbey had left by and absent-mindedly rubbing her bottom with her hand.

“Wow! I didn’t know she could mind talk like that!” said Zoe to the room in general. 

“And so loudly too! All I get from Capillus is soft mental ideas. Look, I am sorry about the teasing and biting. I may call you Kitten, but it is me being catty today. You are very pretty just as you are, and if anything, I am jealous of your looks. Please forgive me, Kitten?” 

Jilly turned from looking at the door, and Zoe saw that she had tears in her eyes. 

“Zoe, I am so very sorry about Spike and trying to bond by force. It was just that…’ Jilly hesitated, “the bonding sessions are the only times I can really get close to you and Abbey, and it has been weeks since the last one, so the only excuse I can offer is a lame one of sexual frustration! Please forgive me. I will never do it again. I promise!” 

“You’re forgiven, Kitten,” Zoe smiled, “and anyway, Abbs is wrong! It wouldn’t have worked; biofeedback and the like means it takes a minimum of two to create a bonding session. In other words, think of it as trying to masturbate while wearing boxing gloves: a lot of effort for little result!” 

Jilly gave a little giggle, so Zoe added, “And before you ask, no, I have never tried it! Now, don’t worry about Abbs’s mood. She’s just all very hormonal at the moment. I usually just keep out of her way at these times.” 

She paused and then continued.

“But, while we are talking about Abbs, I do love her, and I will never ever hurt her or cheat on her. But I have to admit I do also have very strong feelings for you - as I know you know—and I worry that if we are not careful, we could end up in some sort of horrible love triangle with us all getting hurt for real or turned into some sort of zombie by the Companion. Does that make any sort of sense?”

Jilly swallowed. 

“Yes, I do understand, and I don’t want to hurt Abbey or you. In fact, it is tearing me apart and sounds so crazy, but I… well, it can’t be just the Companion’s fault, as I felt this way from the moment we first met, long before that bang of a kiss I got from Abbey when I got Spike. The Companion did not force me to kiss her - I was longing to kiss her - and the Companion just created the opportunity, just as it did on our first kiss. I was a full and willing participant with both of you. In fact the Companion could not have found anyone more eager to join our little group. If it was all just pheromones, as you said, in the past, then we would have been bonding with half the high school by now! I believe the Companion just creates an opportunity for what we ourselves already want.”

“You could be right, Kitten.” 

Zoe then gave her a kiss on the cheek that she had bitten earlier, but raised a hand when Jilly wanted to continue. 

“Hang on, now. We need to plan our parts in the tournament and somehow use that weekend to sort things out, or we will all end up fighting amongst ourselves for real. So let’s have some ideas!” 

“Okay. But first…” 

Jilly went over and locked the door, and as an afterthought used Spike to knock out the CCTV with a couple of darts while Zoe just looked on puzzled and then annoyed. 
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“No! Not the camera again! Abbey will go mad! She spent hours fixing it last time, and if she sees that in her current mood, I so hope you have a very, very good reason! For both our sakes!”

“Yes, this is important,” Jilly whispered. “I want you to take a look at my butt!”

“Okay! Now we are going surreal! And trying very hard to overlook the obvious question of why, let’s agree that door locking is possibly a good idea, but the cameras are all offline when we are here…”

Jilly put her hands on her hips and interrupted.

“Look! You didn’t have a length of bamboo broken over your posterior, and it really, really smarts! I will promise not to get too excited, but I need to know if I will ever be able sit down again. And as for the camera, would you fancy dropping your panties and sticking your butt in the air and just hope that Abbey, in her current mood, has remembered to switch the cameras off!” 

Zoe sniggered and said, “Come on over here, Kitten, and I promise no cameras! As to me not getting excited, well, no promises! Okay, let’s see the damage.” 

Zoe carefully pulled the back of Jilly’s panties away so that she could see the wound. 

“Yeow! Yup! That looks like one sore posterior! Oooh, sorry! Well, no wonder it hurts! See, I always said Abbs was stronger than she acts, and this was just a single swipe! Even with our fast healing, I expect that it will hurt for hours yet, and the internal bruising will be there for days.”

Zoe carefully moved the panties back into place and gave the bottom a very gentle pat on a non-bruised part. 

“You are the best killing machine I have ever seen, Kitten. I know that I have a foul temper and can get a little carried away at times, but you are the best!”

She turned Jilly around to face her, took hold of Jilly’s hands, and gave them a gentle squeeze.

“Even with those that are dear to me, and that includes you, Kitten, I can be too rough. Abbs, on the other hand, is normally soft and gentle, but that I suspect is because she is afraid of what she might be underneath. She fears letting out the monster inside her. I also think you were right when you used to complain that she would never really use all her ability to fight with you. Come to think of it, you are the only one ever to have tried to pick on her. I have never seen her picked on by other girls - which you’d expect with any girl at school. I don’t know, perhaps they could sense that the soft and gentle was only an act? I know I’ve been picked on enough over the years, and I do fight back. My advice to you is, move well out of her way when she does get mad, and think of moving back to China if she starts saying stupid things like, ‘I’m your worst nightmare!’ It may sound so corny that you will want to laugh, but the strange thing is she could really mean it!” 

Zoe then went over and threw the torn swimming magazine into the trashcan. Turning back to Jilly, she continued.

“Did I ever tell you about the time she said it when some bikers threw a bottle at me, and she decided to fight the whole lot of them single handedly? God, I nearly wet myself as I watched her take on the world for me, and I loved her so much that Capillus left her Hair to became part of me that very same day - one of the best gifts I’ve ever had. Yes, I think you are right. The Companion offers us opportunities, but it is up to us to make the most of them, and I believe that he is offering us something more right now. I just hope and pray that it will bring all three of us even closer.” 

Jilly went up to Zoe and hugged her. 

“Closer would be nice, and I am eager and ready for anything the Companion has to offer, so let’s make the tournament weekend something special!” 





All for One and One for All

Two weeks later, Abbey was pacing the plush-looking hotel room searching for something cheap to “spontaneously” break in a peak of anger. Not finding anything in her price range, she became even madder with the situation. 

“Okay, I know I said you two were to organize everything, but didn’t you think of how it would look? No long bus drive for us with the rest of the teams! Oh, no! We have arrived here nice and early by limo. It was a nice comfy ride, and I’m not complaining, but don’t you think it looks as if we’re a bit above ourselves! And this room! Just look at it!”

“I think it looks very nice,” said Zoe innocently.

“Of course it looks nice, Zoe! It’s supposed to look nice, Zoe! It’s the honeymoon suite, Zoe, for God’s sake!” 

Abbey continued pacing the room. 

“So all the other teams are going to be staying in dormitory-style accommodations, and you don’t think it will look a little odd for three girls to book a one-bed honeymoon suite? And yes, I can see it is a large bed, but, but, oh God! Why didn’t you just get T-shirts for us to wear with the words LESBO printed on them?” 

It did not help Abbey’s mood that Jilly was not taking any notice of her tirade but instead kept rereading a letter that had been left for her at reception. Abbey threw a cushion across the room, but all it did was bounce harmlessly off the wall. 

“And when were you two going to tell me about our parents? If I hadn’t phoned Tom to tell him we arrived safely, I would not have known about Mom coming to see me perform!”

Jilly looked up and asked, “Who’s Tom?” 

“Her very dishy older brother,” Zoe added quietly.

“Your father, Jilly, will be here tomorrow, and he is also bringing my Mom and Zoe’s parents along with him to watch us fight. Are you trying to say you didn’t arrange that—as well as the Lesbo love-in?”

Jilly looked up. 

“Sorry… no, no. Daddy never comes to watch me, so your… er… brother must be wrong. Anyway, I have to go out. See you later!” 

With that, she picked up a backpack and left the room. 

“Why did she just take the backpack containing all her throwing darts with her, Abbs?” Zoe asked.

“Because she’s worried that the letter is a trap, but she is going to be prepared… and… how the hell do I know that?” 

Abbey sounded genuinely surprised by what she had said. 

“Okay, you will have to trust me, babe. I think I know a way we can find out more.”

Abbey pulled Zoe down to face her in a kneeling position.

“Are we going to bond?” asked Zoe.

“No. Something else, if it works. Please ask Capillus to try and link with my Hair as…”

The two girls fell silent for a few seconds, then the Hair separated, and the girls almost fell over.

“Wow! Well, I think that worked!” said Zoe. 

“Someone has some important information about her mother, but she has to go alone…”

Abbey took over. k`1~2

“… and meet them at the warehouse located at 27 North Street. Yes, we did a Hair link with Spike, and it just read her mind for us…”

Both girls left the hotel as fast as they could and ran down the road in the direction they both felt was correct—and were proved right when they turned a corner and almost ran straight past Jilly.

Jilly continued walking, but a look of annoyance crossed her face.

“Hey! I have to do something on my own. Now go back to the hotel. I won’t be long.” 

Zoe and Abbey took up positions walking on either side of her, as Abbey took charge. 

“Request denied. We go as your backup, or you do not go at all.” 

Jilly shot an “I-will-not-be-stopped-or-else” look at Abbey. It normally caused dread at the high school when she used it, but it failed this time. Abbey just laughed. 

“And that won’t work on me, Kitten!” 

“The bonding is not just about great imaginary sex, Kitten!” 

Zoe added her argument from her other side. “I did warn you it has strings attached. Abbs is quite right. You accept our help, or you don’t go!” 

“Okay, okay! I get you! Just don’t be seen, and expect it to be a trap!” 

Jilly strode on. “Strings, huh! Bad enough having a chocolate addiction!” 





A Trap is Sprung 

The shots missed Jilly, their chosen target, but her spectacular backward somersault that took her out of range instead crashed her into a pile of crates and caused them to topple over and trap her below them. Abbey and Zoe had been luckier because they were back in the shadows when the trap was sprung. They were seen when they rushed forward at the first shot, but the shots were not for them, and they had some cover from the fallen crates, which meant the gunman would need to move to get a clear shot at them. 

“Are you all right, Kitten?” Zoe asked as she crawled closer to her friend.

Jilly was having to use both her hands to take the weight off her body.

“No, I’m bloody not! Just get this f…ing crate off me so I can kill someone!” 
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Both girls were even more surprised with the current events when Abbey spoke to them directly, but without words. The meaning filled their minds but differently from the way their Hair communicated with them; this had a force to it that could not be ignored.

“The Companion will not be in control this time. Its task will be to protect our bodies as best it can. Jilly, be quiet and stay put! We do not have time to pull you out.

Spike, you will protect your mistress with your life. Weapons will be supplied.

Zoe, move the backpack containing the needle darts nearer to Jilly’s head for Spike to use! You and Capillus have two targets hiding nearby that have to be removed after I take out the gunman above us. Expect them to be armed. And Zoe, once they see what we can do, they cannot leave here! Do you understand?!”

“No problem, Abbs! They tried to kill Kitten, and that is a terminal mistake to make!” 

Zoe opened the backpack and took out two strap-on dart holders, quickly buckled them onto her thighs, then left the bag open for Spike to help himself to the weapons. He immediately sent golden strands in to pull out packs of thin darts. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Abbey remove her clothing and stand up in a skin-hugging black leather catsuit with green scales, her Hair now a mass of blonde tendrils. 

All Zoe could think was, “Ohmigod! Now that is comic-book stuff! And all I have to fight in is jeans and T-shirt! Oh God! Life is just not fair! Capillus, why can’t I do that?” 

Several shots rang out, but all failed to hit the blur of black, green, and gold that was Abbey as she climbed up and across the crates as if they were clear flat ground. Zoe then made her move, and as soon as she did, she saw two men emerging from their own hiding place to sneak up on Jilly. Both men had handguns, and one of them pointed his at her and fired, forcing her to dive behind another case. It was bad enough having to play superhero wearing jeans and a T-shirt, but now she wasn’t sure if her underwear was still clean!

They were now moving around to where Zoe had left Jilly pinned down and almost helpless apart from Spike. She hadn’t wanted to upset Spike, as he had picked up so much of Kitten’s temperament, but still they had guns and, as the old saying goes, “never kick butt with a porcupine.” She had to do something! She dived out from cover and almost got shot as one of them was waiting for her; a backward somersault returned her back to safety, which took Zoe herself by surprise as much as it did her attacker, as she had never practiced that move before.

“Think girl, think!” 

Zoe knew that any wrong move would get her killed. 

“I must be able to do something more than just offer him target practice! Why do I feel so nervous?” 

“Capillus, I need your help. Warn Spike that the best I can do is keep one busy. Kitten will soon have some unwelcome company, and he is armed.”

What Zoe did not hear was a mental shout Abbey aimed at the Companion. 

“Get the hell out of the circuit! I can feel your fear! HAIR, SPIKE, CAPILLUS, handmaiden-to-Host communication only!”

The Companion was surprised at the force of thought a single host could hit it with. Then surprise turned to shock as parts of itself, namely the parts known as Hair to the Hosts, shut down its empathic links to the Handmaidens and even blocked its communication to them; it could still know what was happening and use its ability to protect the Hosts, but a new Collective had just been born, and it now had to get used to being only one part of a larger whole. 

Abbey felt fearful but knew it was at least just her own fear that she now felt, and that was easily outweighed by the thrill of the chase that she was getting in heaps from her own psychopathic Hair. She looked down at the sniper below her as she hung above him precariously attached to a wall by thousands of individual Hairs, ready to drop and really ruin his day. 

The man had raised his rifle again and was taking aim at something in his sights when, as Abbey had planned, his day was ruined by one teenager dressed as a superhero dropping directly on him. It should have been a carefully planned and executed drop, but the Hair had grown tried of waiting, so the rest of Abbey was taken along for the ride. 

Either way, the results were the same! She was not heavy, but that did not matter when you landed on someone’s head! And as he hit the ground, the only thing he saw before passing out was a mass of stinging golden blonde snakes strike him full in the face.

Abbey slowly got up and checked to make sure he was out cold before muttering to her Hair. 

“And next time, you tell me when you are going to let go, Okay? God, I won’t be able to sit down for weeks! Yes, I do know it worked, but you tell that to my bruised butt! Now, shut up, and help me find the others!” 

At that point, her heart missed a beat as she heard two shots ring out and feared the worst for her friends. 

As soon as Zoe let a few strands of Capillus creep around the edge of the crates she was hiding behind, her powers returned. Somehow she could see using her Hair’s perception-vision; she had never figured out how it worked, but she instantly knew the location of the gunman. He was now standing with the other man near the entrance to Kitten’s little hiding place, ready to rush her. The other man was attempting to remove the needle-darts, which had forced his earlier retreat and now painfully covered his bleeding body. She expected their next plan was to rush her together and so finish their mission. 

A thrill—which must have come from her heart—now crept through Zoe, as she realized it would now be a lot safer to fight two men with guns at close range, rather than one, as they would be forced to take extra time taking aim or risk shooting each other by mistake. So she waited the seconds it took for neither of them to be looking in her direction; then she ran the few hundred yards that separated them from her at full speed. One of them turned and fired, but she was no longer running at ground level; somehow her momentum gave her the ability to change surfaces, and now the wall of crates was her ground. As long as gravity didn’t notice for just a few seconds, it could just work.

The two men had never seen anyone levitate above the ground upon being shot at, so, not surprisingly, the second shot went wide of its target. They did not have time to shoot again before she ran straight into them, producing a mass of three tangled bodies! Seconds later, two of them were trying to stand while the third was fighting them with her feet, using just one hand on the ground for balance. 

The men had both dropped their guns in the fall, but had now both, in tandem, produced long-bladed knives, which just cut through empty air as Zoe flipped herself first back onto her feet before then flipping again to land a foot in the center of one’s face and break one’s nose. This caused him to let go of his blade, which Zoe plucked from the air before it reached the ground. She then turned her attention to her second victim.

His eyes were cold, and he knew he was very good with a knife; the killing of a man, woman, or child was all the same to him. What was different with his current opponent was the look in her eyes. He was used to seeing fear or even hate in his victims, but the eyes of this girl who was now circling him were different. He had seen eyes like that before. He had met lots of very unpleasant people in his line of work, and he always checked their eyes. 

Eyes always showed the true character; some would kill for money, some for hate, some for love or some for a self-proclaimed just cause. But not these eyes; these were the eyes of someone who would kill because it meant nothing to them. It was not Zoe but that which she called Capillus that was currently what he saw in the eyes. The eyes that were now looking at the man out of a face that was smiling had no humanity in them whatsoever. As he considered those eyes, the man briefly felt a sharp pain, which made him look down to see her blade deep in his chest. He fell to the ground for the last time. 

The man with the broken nose decided at this point to run away, but a quick movement from Zoe snapped a bone in one of his legs. She then dragged him over to the crates and rendered him helpless as she pinned his arms to the wood behind him using the two knives. 

Zoe then bent down and looked at him. He couldn’t help but stare at the way her Hair twisted and turned as it changed color.

“I’m just going to check on Kitten, and if you have touched a single Hair on her cute little body then,” she smiled, “I’ll be back!” 

She blew him a kiss and made her way to Jilly, thinking about her words and actions.

“Wow! I sound just like an old Terminator film! Well, apart from the ‘cute little body’ bit, and maybe blowing a kiss was a mistake!” 

Then she giggled as she was happy. 

Zoe reached Jilly at the same time as Abbey. Jilly was not happy. 

“Just what has taken you both so long? Like, get this off me! And where is the pin cushion I was playing with earlier?” 

Both girls were able to lift the crate just enough for Jilly to slide out. Jilly stood up and then stared at Abbey. 

“What on earth are you wearing?” 

“A real comic-book-hero costume is what I said. And just think, that leather is not just skin-tight but her own real cute skin!” Zoe pointed out.

“Look, we haven’t got time for this!” 

Abbey’s catsuit morphed into shorts and a top, and her Hair dropped back down to be its normal arrangement of soft golden flowing strands. 

“We have people tied up outside! That is, if you are still interested in who was trying to kill us!”

“You have left some for me?” Jilly’s eyes lit up.

“Oh thank you, thank you, thank you! Well, come on! Lead me to them!” 

Zoe turned to look at Abbey with a puzzled look on her face as they both listened to Jilly question Zoe’s ex-opponent in Chinese; the words were instantly translated in their minds to American, but before Zoe could say anything, Abbey whispered an explanation.

“I think we share the understanding of Kitten’s knowledge, but not the ability to speak Chinese. Think of it as some sort of one-way online Babel Fish.” 

Jilly released his arms, propped him up in a sitting position, whispered something to him, placed one of the knives in his hands then sat facing him cross-legged a couple of feet away. It was only a halfhearted lunge that he made at her with the knife, but still they did not see her move. The only movement was his body as he slumped sideways dead.

They next took Jilly to the sniper who was still out cold. Abbey’s Hair stung him again, this time to wake him up, and he slowly regained consciousness. His first waking instinct was to reach for a hidden handgun. He needn’t have bothered. It fell from his fingers, and he looked down at his hand, which had several thin needle darts sticking out of it, then up at Jilly, who had whispered, “Thank you, Spike.” 

In a flash of movement, she cut his throat.

“Well! I did think we were going to question them first!” Abbey sighed.

“Yes. And who forgot to search him for weapons before waking him up, huh?”

“No need,” said Jilly. “Just take a look at the tattoos on the arms and chest, then check your—or should I say my—memory. Low-level triads, that’s all! All they would know is that they were to kill me; and at a guess I would say we can work that one out for ourselves!”

Zoe looked around. “Should we just be standing here? You know how gunshots attract the Plebeians!”

“Forget the common people! It’s the cops and the CSI that could be a problem!”

Abbey turned to the others. 

“Kitten, collect all your claws! Leave no darts or anything that could have traces of our DNA on them. Zoe, help me remove wallets and also the chips from any cellphones you find, but don’t take the phones, as they could be traced to us. And don’t worry about fingerprints; our skin doesn’t leave any.” 

Abbey also grabbed her real clothes, the ones she had shed earlier, and a few minutes later all three girls were hurrying away from the fight scene. As they ran, Zoe added her advice to the cleanup operation. 

“Okay, babes! My turn to show my expertise! We will have to burn all the things we are now wearing, and Kitten, you will need to clean your darts—first in a dishwasher, then put them to soak in disinfectant afterwards. Thank God for TV police shows! Who says teenagers don’t learn anything from TV?!”

Abbey fired a mental thought. 

“Okay, Companion. Fighting’s over. Back online, please!” 

And in her mind, words formed. 

“WE ARE HERE, PRIME HOST, AND YOU HAVE DONE WELL.”

“You make it sound like a test, Companion.”

“ALL OF LIFE IS A TEST. THE WINNERS ARE THOSE WHO SURVIVE.”

“Oh yes, very profound. You should be careful, Companion; you are beginning to sound very human at times,” thought Abbey. 

Aloud, she said, “Okay. Let’s go meet the teams as they arrive and show Coach Jed that we have arrived safely. We can reassure him that we are going straight to the hotel to rest and be ready for tomorrow and probably have an early night. We will also promise not go out tonight as we want to be at our best for when our parents arrive tomorrow. All in agreement? Right. Let’s go!”

As they left, Jilly said, 

“If Daddy is really coming tomorrow, please promise that you won’t tell him about me falling for this trap, or he will never let me out on my own again!” 

“You mean about us killing three men and then fleeing the crime scene?!” Zoe answered. 

“Yes, I think we can promise not to say anything to anyone. Well, we wouldn’t like to see you grounded, now would we?” 

It might not have been appropriate, but this made her laugh.





Strings

Later that night, the girls slowly made their way back from a meal put on so that the various school teams could meet before the match.

“Well, the food was good,” said Zoe as they reached their room. 

“If you like that sort of sweet, fatty rubbish!” commented Jilly sharply, as she pushed past Zoe and entered the room first.

“And it was kind of sweet of the Coach to see us back to the hotel safely.” Zoe tried to continue with the conversation, which was not going that well due to those odd acid comments from Jilly.
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Strings,” muttered Jilly as she entered the bathroom and slammed the door shut.

“I think that was just to make sure we did come straight back to the hotel,” added Abbey as she shut the door to their suite and locked it: not that any member of the hotel staff would rush into the honeymoon suite without knocking. 

“More than likely, he is downstairs at the moment telling Reception to warn him if we try to go out or have visitors. Well, he can’t have members of his super-girl team going off with boys before the big tournament, can he? Not that we wanted to… er… Zoe?” 

“So that is what all this is about!” Zoe sat down heavily on the bed. 

“So I kissed Sammy, and that was all! He’s only a boy, and I hadn’t seen him since he was in hospital after the accident. Anyway, because of the Companion, I didn’t even enjoy the kiss—and I’m hardly going to leave the girls I love for a mere boy!”

Abbey had her case open and found what she was looking for. She threw a bar of chocolate towards Zoe, who moved so fast to catch it that it looked as if it just appeared in her hand. 

“Don’t blame the Companion for the kiss, babe of mine! That’s your problem!” 

Abbey removed another bar from the pile she had in the case and began to unwrap it. She could already almost taste it melting in her mouth, and even her Hair began to show interest. 

“The Companion worries more about the safety of your body, so unprotected sex is out of the question. But as for having sex at all with a boy, it won’t like it, but it can’t stop you if you really want to. Just do not expect to enjoy it, as the Companion will make it feel like having a root canal done.” 

Abbey then gave a giggle. 

“Yes, I can guarantee that the Companion will make it the most unpleasant experience you will ever have if you go against its wishes. Plus I expect it can make you feel that your Mom and Dad are in the room watching! And, of course, you will have to worry about what Kitten will then do to any sexual partners you take. She won’t be able to harm you, of course: well, not physically, that is. But you’re a smart girl, Zoe. Just think about what she can do to you that’s not physical!” 

Abbey lay on the bed and slowly fed her Hair pieces of chocolate that she broke off from the chocolate bar. 

“Strings, my hon, strings don’t just apply to Kitten, you know! Now go to her, and say you are sorry, or she will be sulking all night in there. And at some point I will want to use the bathroom! So, please hurry!” 

As Zoe got up, Abbey beckoned her to come closer, and she kissed her warmly on the lips, which surprised Zoe until Abbey whispered, 

“Hopefully that feels better than your attempts with Sammy. Now I know our little Kitten is in heat, and that you two want to get closer, so go ahead! I’m okay with it as long as it doesn’t affect what we have together.” 

Zoe’s mouth opened and closed, and Abbey continued, 

“I can’t be jealous about our Kitten, my lovely Zoe. She is now part of me the same way you are. But if you ever want to expand outside of our little group, now that will be a different matter altogether. Unlike Kitten, I won’t sulk in the bathroom! If you make me jealous, you will so know about it! Now go and get our Kitten, and bring her to bed!” 

Zoe went over to the bathroom, gave a little knock on the door, and went in. Abbey lay back down, closed her eyes, and thought, “Hurry up and say you’re sorry, Zoe, so that I can use the bathroom. I’m really bursting for a pee!” 





Morning

It was the early hours of the morning—about 1:30 am—and Abbey should have been having an early night so that she was fully prepared to, as they say, “really kick some ass” at the tournament in the morning. But it just felt so good to curl up with lots of chocolate and watch a soppy romance on the hotel TV. She knew that if she went too near the bed, her Hair would attempt a group bond with the other two, with or without her permission. They were in about the same position as they had been when she first saw them as she left the bathroom hours earlier, both fully dressed but curled up so tightly that you couldn’t tell which bit was Zoe and which bit was Jilly. 

It was so nice being near to them at this time; even at this distance, she could feel them bonding. It was like the lovely vibrations you get in your body from a cat purring as it sleeps on your lap, and she knew that this was their time together. Her own feelings as she watched were strange. Maybe it was the way parents felt when they watched their children sleeping, or maybe it was something unique just for her to feel right now; whatever it was, it felt good.

Today - well, yesterday now - had been a very odd day. All three of them could easily have died; her closest girlfriends and lovers had killed people, and yet the major problem was a half-hearted kiss Zoe had given a boy! It was true Zoe had killed in selfdefense, but little Kitten had executed two men in front of her eyes - and she did not care, but then, neither had Zoe or herself. She for one had also killed in the past, and it meant very little to her then or now. That rapist could not have survived his fall from the cliff, so maybe she was no different. Maybe that was why they made such a good group. More likely, however, it was the Companion. They were all helping keep the Companion safe - and no way would the Companion let them feel guilty about that. 
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Abbey turned the TV off and got comfy in one of the large, soft chairs, which would serve as her bed for tonight. It was so nice to know that Zoe didn’t want to get too close to Kitten for fear of upsetting Abbey, but watching her being pulled in two directions was too much to take, so tonight’s bond should have done her a world of good. Kitten, on the other hand, wanted to get closer to both of them, and in her mind, sex, and lots of it, was the answer! True, it was only in the form of bonding and not real sex, but this bonding of just the two of them was what she really needed. Now Jilly would no longer be so lonely. Anyway, they had this room for two nights, so Kitten might find that she gets everything she wants as well as needs from this weekend. A smile crossed Abbey’s lips as she closed her eyes and let the mental purring slowly send her to sleep.

Abbey was dreaming of cats, or rather two kittens, playing together. They both had human faces, and the faces were Zoe’s and Jilly’s. Both were so enjoying themselves, playing with a large ball of string, that they had forgotten about her for the moment. That was fine, as she was curled up in front of the fire and was purring gently to herself. She was very happy, as earlier she had finished lapping up a large bowl of chocolate milk and then washed her fur with her tongue, so she was clean. But the smell of the meal was still with her, and that, too, was comforting. 

The kittens now wanted her to join in with their game, but she was too sleepy. She really should have just batted them away with a paw so that they would know not to disturb their mother when she was resting. However, that was never an option she could use on her lovely kittens, so she just let them crawl all over her. The Zoe-faced kitten touched noses with her then with firm little licks began washing her mother’s face.

Abbey opened her eyes to find Zoe softly kissing her cheek. 

“So, you are awake at last,” came Zoe’s voice.

“You must have been real tired to fall asleep in a chair. Mind you, we were so exhausted neither of us even undressed. That sure is a real comfortable bed! As soon as I lay down, I was out like a light, as was Kitten; but that sleep did me good. I feel fantastic!” 

Zoe curled up on the chair with Abbey.

“Did you notice the big bathtub last night? Well, Kitten has discovered that it is also a jacuzzi with built-in soft, romantic lighting, and it looks like fun. She suggests we try it out tonight, and I agreed. We can have it real hot and very bubbly as we eat bowls of chocolate ice cream while relaxing after today’s efforts, and I can’t wait! But first, we have a tournament to win, so wake up!” 





Tournament

The tournament had gone very well, and Abbey was quite tired, so why was it that she was always the one who woke up during the night to use the bathroom? It wasn’t that she drank any more than the other two, but they seemed to have cast-iron bladders! And it wasn’t even a special ability they had received from her! 

She slipped on a bathrobe and looked at herself in the bathroom mirror. The mirror covered a whole wall and was softly lit; it would have produced a nice, flattering image if it weren’t for the harsh neon light in the rest of the room. The bathrobe had been a good idea; to look in a mirror naked at three in the morning was not something any magazine would recommend, but still, she was not unhappy with what she saw, so she undid the bathrobe. “Not too bad!” she thought. “Okay, perhaps a 9 out of 10, but a very good 9 for 3 a.m.” She did the robe back up and ran her fingers through her Hair, which liked it and curled around her fingers.

Zoe used Capillus as if he were two extra hands she had been born with, and he even moved in the same way as her hands when she was explaining something. Capillus grew on both sides of Zoe’s face, and she was always talking to him and getting replies. Abbey was also sure that he had a large say in what Zoe wore, and she no longer expected him to blend in with the rest of her Hair. He wasn’t the same color as Abbey’s own pure blonde hair. Capillus was a dark blonde and complemented the rest of Zoe’s brunette hair perfectly: as she would say, he was “a unique fashion statement.” 

Jilly, the beautiful oriental kitten, always hid Spike from view unless they were alone together, but even when hidden, he gave her straight black hair a gleaming bounce with gentle waves that were the envy of every oriental girl who looked at her. When Spike did appear, he was almost pure gold in color, and her head of Hair looked the most stunning of all then: jet black with gold streaks. Spike could not do as much as Abbey’s own Hair, but it was part of Jilly in the same way Capillus was part of Zoe, and she also talked with him. Spike had the same ability as Jilly herself when it came to throwing; true, he could only manage the lightest number 6 in needle-darts, but he was a dead shot with them and could launch twelve almost simultaneously at a target. From experience, Abbey knew just how painful those thin little darts could be. In the past, such darts would have been poisoned, so the damage caused by skin penetration would not have been so important. 

Abbey grabbed hold of a handful of her own blonde locks and stared at them. 

“Okay, you did very well in the fight today. Now, you may as well know that I love you very much, and I appreciate all that you do for me, but don’t think I’m going to start giving you fancy names or letting you choose my clothing!” 

She let go of the Hair, and it began stroking her face. 

“Yeah, yeah! Okay, I know you love me, too. Just don’t get carried away!” 

She was now wide awake, so she decided to spend a few minutes on her diary until she felt sleepy again. She got the diary from her case and then curled up in the chair she had slept in the night before, turning on a small reading light so as not to wake the girls. “Wake them?” Abbey thought. She probably could have set off a bomb and it wouldn’t have woken them tonight!

Security was always a good idea, but she knew that she had gone over the top with security on the diary; it was a bargain that she had found on an internet security site. The steel case would only open with a code. She knew that all teenage girls liked to keep their diaries locked and away from prying eyes, but she had taken it to the extreme compared with other girls of her age; the built-in explosive charge was very small, just enough to cover a person with purple dye so it was only defensive, and anyway, no one at home would try and look at it. Mom believed that teenagers should have some privacy, or she would have found Tom’s porno magazines hidden under his bed years ago! And as for Tom, well, Tom would never try anything like that, as he knew what she would do to him if he did! That only left her friends, and they could pick up more directly from her mind than from any diary, so it was all a bit pointless - but then it was a good habit to get into.

Abbey liked to write things down while they were still fresh in her mind, like Friday night’s fight over Zoe kissing Sammy and the crazy idea they’d had of booking a honeymoon room for three girls! Of course, there was no mention of the men they had killed. She might have been a monster, but she was not a moron! She didn’t write down the little things -no, no! Only the important things in life were recorded!

Today had been such a special day because it was the last tournament at the high-school level, and having her Mom turn up had made it even better. Mom looked so proud to see her perform that Abbey had done better than she had ever done before and came in first in her section of events. Zoe and Jilly also performed so well that the school was now at the top of the league. Coach Jed the Dread was so happy he looked as if he were walking on air, and she thought he might even burst into tears when Jilly’s father gave him a check—an extra donation for the school’s new sports center - saying that he was very happy with how he had encouraged his daughter with her training.

She had been very careful to make sure that none of her special abilities was noticed; true, her Hair had dislocated the shoulder of one of her opponents, but that was his own fault. The idiot had grabbed hold of her Hair as she somersaulted past him. He grabbed the Hair only to discover the Hair grabbed him back and forced him to join her in the somersault - but all the judges saw was him trying to pull her over in an illegal hair-pulling move, slip, and fall, painfully dislocating his own shoulder in the process. He was then disqualified from taking part in any other events. As she had always said, “Don’t touch the Hair! It doesn’t like it!”

Kitten and Zoe had worked out a comedy sketch, which received a standing ovation. It went something like this: 

Kitten’s character was chatting with the boyfriend of Zoe’s character.

Zoe’s character got mad and pushed Kitten’s character over, etc.,

until it turned into a fight with poles. This was the special bit as Zoe did all the attacking while Kitten defended but at such speed and with such force that any failure to block would have ended with broken bones.

The audience believed it was all choreographed, but it was not. Zoe just went all out to kill, and Kitten relied upon her superior skills to defend. The moves were a blur and normally could have only been created on film by a special-effects department. At the end, they both noticed that the boy they were fighting over had gone off with another girl, so they threw down the poles and went off arm in arm to fantastic applause.

The girls didn’t fully understand how they did it, but Abbey did; she could pick up the subconscious thoughts the two were passing to each other via their Hair. Somehow they had linked minds via the Hair, and the two bodies just moved as one. Only by accident could anything go wrong—it was like using your right arm to fight your left arm, or playing chess against yourself.

Abbey shut her diary and put it back in its case. She was getting sleepy again, so she walked over to the bed and gently pulled back the sheets to see both girls curled up in a tight ball together. It was just like last night, but this time they were quite naked: not that anything much had gone on while they were awake, and certainly nothing that Zoe would call real “girl-on-girl action.” But Jilly had different needs, and they had both agreed that Kitten was calling the shots tonight; she could have or do anything she wished. And what she wanted was so sweet and innocent it must have even shocked the unshockable Zoe! Mostly Kitten just wanted a gentle massage then for all of them sleep naked while holding onto each other. Well, if that was what she wanted, then that was what she got. In fact, it turned out to be so enjoyable that Abbey was sure it would become a regular habit. With that, she let the bathrobe fall to the ground and sent a gentle thought to them both: 

“Mother Cat is back. Please make some room.” 

She smiled to see them, still fast asleep, roll apart to give her space between them and then roll back after she got in. She put her arms around them both and, without waking them, pulled them even closer, creating a group hug that was so warm and relaxing that she was soon asleep. 

As they slept, golden strands of Hair began to link the minds of the three teenage girls even closer than their bodies, which were now a tight ball of three - and tonight, evolution for this small group of humanity jumped a few more generations. 





The future

Unknown to Tom, Abbey was driving his car towards the home of Jilly Tan - whose real name was Tan Bao Cheng but was better known in the group as Kitten -who was expecting them.

“Have you got all your documents?” she asked Zoe, who was sitting next to her. 

“I already told you! I only have a scanned copy, as Mom and Dad won’t let it out of their sight!” Zoe snapped.

“Sorry. I just have a lot on my mind.” 

Abbey stared straight ahead and concentrated on driving. 

“Hopefully, we can get to the bottom of this tonight and sort it out between us.”

“I don’t see what we can do about it. My Mom and Dad are over the moon! Do you really think you are going to say you’re not interested to your Mom? It would break her heart, and you know it,” 

Zoe sighed.

“Abbs, I need to ask you something important before we get to Kitten’s. Can you just forget about the documents for five minutes?”

“Sure, Tiger! I’m female, so I’ll just switch on my multi-tasking ability! You just go right ahead!” 

“Please! This is serious, Abbs. And don’t laugh, okay? My boobs are getting smaller! Everyone in my whole family is large-chested, and I was going the same way, but not anymore! I’m dropping cup sizes -so they really are shrinking!! The Companion never talks to me like it does to you, and I have asked Capillus, but he doesn’t know anything!”

Abbey pulled the car over and turned off the engine. She was going to say something flippant or point out they had more to worry about tonight, but she saw that Zoe really was upset. Instead, she just reached over and took hold of both her hands. 

“They always look absolutely fabulous to me, but let me check with Companion, okay?” 

Abbey closed her eyes for a few seconds to try and let answers fill her mind. Then, opening them again, she smiled. 

“Nothing to worry about, babe! Unlike myself or Kitten, you are still growing, and the Companion is making sure they look the very best for your new body shape and size. They will not get any smaller, so don’t worry. The Companion will always make sure your body will look fantastic. It tells me that unlike the rest of your family, you will have firm breasts for life! And your life expectancy will be far greater than normal humans, but it can guarantee your good looks will last so long that people will think you have found a magic potion!”

She leaned over and kissed her friend before starting the car again. Zoe looked so relieved that Abbey knew she’d been right to alter what the Companion had said to her. She let Zoe chatter on about asking her to promise not to tell Kitten, especially after she had made fun of Kitten’s bust size in the past, and she was sounding happier all the time. The topic must have been worrying her for some time, as the relief coming from her best friend was almost tangible. 

Abbey had received far more information than she’d bargained for. Talk about sharing! The Companion was almost bragging over what it had planned for Zoe. True, the breasts would not get smaller, but neither would they get any bigger. It was using all the biological data Zoe so loved reading about to experiment on her! It had worked out her optimal size, shape, weight, and height—and that is what she would be. Genetically she could grow up be anything between 5 feet 5 inches and 5 feet 11 inches in height, depending upon diet and lots of other factors, but the Companion had fixed on 5 feet 5 inches as a good height to fit in with the rest of the group. Even her shape and weight had been precisely worked out to give her the best body for her style of fighting. Firm breasts were definitely something she would soon need if she hoped to contend with the same side effect of skin-to-bra rejection Abbey had suffered with, and that was to appear in Zoe’s near future. Even at Zoe’s age, growing pains were really something different for a girl when the Companion got involved. 

She suspected that the Companion considered breasts to be an unnecessary fashion accessory, though they would be the correct size for childrearing if and when the time was right, and she could not be too top-heavy if the body were to remain the efficient killing machine it had to be. She expected that the Companion would like to remove them completely but realized that was not an option the Host would accept. And there was no way she was going to tell Zoe any of this. If nothing else, it had answered Abbey’s own unasked question of why she was not particularly endowed in the boob department. 

Abbey was stopped at the gates leading up to the house, but when the guards saw who they were, they just waved them in with a smile. What Jilly’s father really did as his business had always intrigued Abbey; she had researched him in every way she could on the internet - and she was very good at searching - but she had found nothing unusual. He was so squeaky clean he could have run for president or even become a saint! Yet no one that rich could be so clean, and if he were, then why would hit men try and kill his daughter? And why was Kitten not surprised that people would want her dead? It was so normal to Kitten that it caused her very little concern. Facts and figures were easy to obtain from Kitten’s mind, but when she tried to gather information on her father, Mr. Tan, Jilly was able to block all details so that nothing at all appeared in their shared memory. 

As Abbey carefully parked and they started to walk up the drive, Abbey let her mind take in and sort the details of what made her suspicious: triple-glazed windows, toughened outer pane glass, possibly bulletproof, then a gap for temperature control, followed by two vacuum-sealed panes. The windows were very hard to break and had fantastic soundproofing that would have even stopped long-distance spy mikes. The Tan family really did like its privacy! As for the front door, she was sure it was at least three inches of solid oak. The doors and windows all had metal shutters that automatically rolled into place at night, making the place stronger than Fort Knox. It wouldn’t surprise Abbey to discover Mr. Tan was a high-class international villain—but if he were, then he must have been one of the nicest international high-class villains, as both she and Zoe liked him a lot. 

Jilly meet them at the door, and Abbey apologized for the urgent meeting—to which Jilly answered, “Ma, ma, fu, fu.” As Zoe was searching for the meaning of such a stupid saying of horses and tigers, Jilly answered her unspoken question. 

“It means no problem. Now come on in!”

As soon as they were inside Jilly’s home Abbey whispered to Jilly, 

“Kitten, we need to go to your bedroom now!” 

Jilly lowered her head and whispered back, 

“Wow! This is so sudden! Okay, but some foreplay first would have been nice!”

“To talk! Oh, God! You have been hanging around Zoe so much you are beginning to sound like her!”

Abbey almost pushed her friend up the stairs while Zoe followed behind, muttering. “That’s it! Talk about me as if I’m not here! No ‘Hello, Zoe! How are you, Zoe?’ Not even ‘Come up to my bedroom, Zoe!’”

Abbey glanced back.

“Okay. Hello, Zoe! Bedroom meeting, Zoe! Now, move your butt!”

“I didn’t mean you!” Zoe moaned. 

When they entered the bedroom, Jilly locked the door then pounced on Zoe from behind, knocking her to the floor. As she sat on Zoe’s back and pinned down her arms and legs, she said softly,

“Hello, Tiger! Please, oh pretty please, come up to my room and play!”

Then she sank her teeth deep into Zoe’s bottom and rolled off, giggling as Zoe let out a yelp.

“Stop it! Now sit down, both of you!” 

And just to add extra meaning to the words, Abbey slammed down the two sets of documents she had brought with her onto Jilly’s vanity.

Jilly climbed onto the bed, and as Zoe followed, she whispered into Jilly’s ear, 

“I’ll get you for that!” 

The threat was only half-hearted as she finished by giving her a kiss on the cheek. 

Jilly whispered in a very audible stage-whisper, so that all in the room could hear. 

“Why is it that Abbey acts more like eighty than eighteen when we are together?” 

Abbey made a face. 

“Probably because both of you act more like six-year-old kids when you are together, so a normal eighteen-year-old must look like an adult to you!” 

Abbey could feel the meeting turning into chaos before she even started as they both shouted simultaneously, “Normal?” then burst into laughter. 

“Plea-ea-ea-se, you two, stop it! This is important. Jilly, we have both received martial arts scholarships to the same college that you will be going to. Like, nobody ever gives scholarships for fighting, and never to expensive colleges like yours.”

Abbey then passed the documents to Jilly. 

“This can be no coincidence, can it? So spit it out, Jilly! What do you know about it?”

Jilly picked them up and had a quick look at the papers then handed them back, pointing out the heading at the top of the first page. 

“Look, it’s a 1421 scholarship. Well, that explains everything.” 

The others looked blank.

“1421,” repeated Jilly. “The year Chinese traders visited America.” 

Zoe was now showing interest. 

“No way! Everyone knows Columbus discovered America in 1492!”

Turning her head to one side to face Zoe, Jilly grinned. “Tell that to the Indians!” 

Jilly then got into a more comfortable position to carry on. 

“God! You two are slow sometimes. Haven’t you been watching what is going on around us? Anyway, the date is not important, but the type of scholarship is—and it answers all my questions. But if you really want the full details, I expect you should talk with your parents, as this must be something dreamed up by them along with Daddy.”

Abbey tried to let her mind go blank, but the best information she could obtain was that the Companion was very happy with the situation. No facts came to mind. 

“Okay, Kitten. You’re the brains for today! So what have we been so dumb about?”

“Well to start with,” Jilly started, only to be stopped in mid-flow by Zoe. 

“Just the narrative! None of your numbered answers, thank you! And they’re Native Americans -Indians is no longer PC!”

“Well to start with,” Jilly repeated, ignoring Zoe’s interjection, “I said Daddy never comes to watch me fight at a tournament - but he came to the last one, and he brought your parents with him. So who were they all watching, duh?!” 
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Jilly got up from the bed and pushed Abbey down to sit with Zoe while she took the floor.

“Look, you must be able to work out your own bits.” 

Jilly sighed. “My bit of the answer is simple. God, it would be so much easier if you would let me number the points! If we can get this over with, then you can come and see the early birthday present Daddy just got me!”

Instead of listing numbers, Jilly held a finger in the air as if to make out items on a list.

“Your parents at the tournament must have been the start of it, but you will have to get more details from them. On my side, one of Daddy’s companies gives out tax-deductible scholarships each year for promising students who can then join the company. These are called 1421 scholarships, as I said, all written off by tax, so no real cost to the company. And the company then gets a constant flow of new employees trained in the subjects it needs. Simple, huh? The next bit of money-saving for Daddy comes from you two; for me to go to college, Daddy would have to employ at least three guards to keep me safe, which is all very expensive and rather obvious to any possible attacker, so the perfect answer is to include you two. Don’t you see? For the cost of just college fees, which, as I said, are tax-deductible, Daddy gets two 24/7 bodyguards for free that fit in far better than his normal guards, as we can all share the same accommodation. Get it? It’s a win/win situation all round. Daddy plans that I will have the weekends at home with him, so you will also be back with your parents for the weekends - at Daddy’s expense of course - which will please your parents.” 

With that, Jilly laughed and jumped onto the bed, pinning them both down. They managed to push her to one side as she added, 

“Come on! Think about it! We will be together, which will keep the Companion happy. You two will both get a fantastic college education at no expense to your families, and me? Well, we all get to live together for the next few years! And what assassin could ever harm me when I will be spending all my time with two beautiful killing-machines to keep me safe - and, of course, tuck me up in bed at night!”

Abbey shut her eyes for a few seconds to let the ideas flow through her mind. 

“No wonder the Companion is so happy with the turn of events! If this is all correct, then it’s a perfect plan by your father, as everyone gets what they want. What’s worrying me is that I didn’t see it coming! No wonder Mom stopped showing me prospectuses for different colleges!”

“Well, I plan to have words with Mom and Dad as soon as I get home! Keeping me in the dark about this is not fair!” 

Zoe could not hide her annoyance as her Hair curled up to create horns on her head, making her look like a demon. 

“I’m not saying I object to us being together, but I should have at least been asked! I could have had other plans, and this might have been inconvenient!”

Abbey could feel a change in the atmosphere with Jilly, and she tried to change the subject quickly. 

“Well, now, that’s all sorted out. Kitten, you were going to show us your birthday present.”

Her attempt failed, as Jilly’s own golden strands of Hair pulsed between black and gold in color like a faulty neon sign. 

“You don’t have to accept the offer if being with me is so odious and doesn’t fit in with your lifestyle!” Jilly almost spat the words.

Zoe’s horns lowered back to their normal style as she realized too late that she had said the wrong thing. Kitten only had two moods and could swap between them like someone tossing a coin. Zoe was pretty sure on which side the coin was now going to land. 

“Look, all I am saying is we don’t always have to be so close, and…”

“… that being with me is going to be ‘inconvenient!’” Jilly finished the sentence for her. 

“I expect your college life plan is to work your way though as many boys as you can get your hands on! And having me around will be just too ‘inconvenient!’ Well, I don’t care what you do! If you want boys so much, then why not use that precious body of yours to pay your own way through college!!” 

Zoe’s reply was not verbal, but still made a noise as she slapped Jilly very hard across her face. 

“Oh God! This is not good!” Abbey thought as she watched her friends face each other. 

She could almost taste the rage that was building up like a category 8 hurricane; she knew that it would only take just one misplaced word or action by either of them, and even the Companion wouldn’t be able to stop them trying to kill each other without doing something nasty - and perhaps permanent - to their minds. So she had no other choice but to get involved, and slowly she felt power flow through her body as she took full control of the group and the Companion put all its abilities at her disposal.

“STOP!” The word hit the minds of both girls simultaneously, and the surprise it produced gave Abbey just enough time to catch both girls off balance and force them together so fast that they cracked heads painfully and slumped to the floor.

Zoe was going to say that it wasn’t her fault and that Jilly had started it, but that sounded so childish even to Zoe that she knew she couldn’t blurt it out unless she wanted to sound like a misbehaving child. Instead, she turned her rage on Abbey as she got to her feet. 

“You know, it’s f...ing dangerous to bang heads together… you…”

It was all she had time to say. Abbey’s hand was a blur, and the slap she gave her friend sent her crashing back to the floor.

“STAY DOWN!”

The command filled Zoe’s mind, but this time she ignored it and went to get up. Unfortunately, as soon as she tried, she was hit by very painful stomach cramps, which made her double over. Zoe looked up and saw an expression on Abbey’s face that sent shivers down her spine; she decided it was best just to stay put.

Jilly was now standing but was using one of her hands to try and stop the blood that was pouring from her nose.

“PUT YOUR ARMS DOWN!” 

Reluctantly, and against her will, she did so, partly because she could see what was happening to Abbey’s body and face - which were turning green and a little scaly - and partly because both her arms had now turned to lead and fallen to her sides on their own. This time, the slap was delivered with such force that it sent her sprawling painfully back to the floor. Life immediately came back to her arms, and Jilly’s trained body automatically sprang back with a somersault, ready to counter-attack. But as she did, such pain and extreme nausea hit her that she doubled over and fell back down. As she hit the ground, her hand went to her mouth, and she quickly crawled away to the bathroom.

While Jilly was busy throwing up in the bathroom, Abbey walked back over to where Zoe still sat on the floor where she had left her and looked down. Her skin color was changing back to normal as she softly said, 

“Go and get your Sister from the bathroom. She will be feeling better now. I have something to tell you both.”

Zoe got up and, without a word, went to the bathroom to find Jilly. She was on the floor with her head resting on the toilet bowl. Crouching down beside her, Zoe put her arm around Jilly and whispered, 

“Come on. She wants to talk with us, and it may not be a good idea to keep her waiting!”

“Did you see her face?” Jilly slowly started to get up. “Please tell me what just happened!”

“I think Abbey just happened to us,” said Zoe, as she helped her friend to stand.

“I always said she worried about the monster inside her getting loose, and now I think I know why. God, she just scared the shit out of me! I don’t know about you, but she just made me feel like a kid sent to the principal’s office for punishment! But we can talk about this later. Come on! Let’s not keep her waiting.”

When they left the bathroom, they found Abbey sitting on the bed and smiling. She called them over to sit with her. They sat nervously on either side of her and said nothing. 

Abbey could feel the cool atmosphere between them all.

“First, I think I should apologize to you. I did not mean to frighten you, but I did warn you before; you are now very skillful, and if you play too rough, you may hurt each other by accident. I can not allow that to happen.” 

Abbey then pulled them closer into a group hug. 

“Now let’s change the subject.” 

She reached over and took Kitten’s hand. 

“I will be more than happy to accept your father’s offer of a scholarship, and I will love keeping your cute little butt safe. Staying with you should be great fun, and my Mom will be over the moon about it!” 

She then took one of Zoe’s hands, gave it a squeeze, and turned back to Jilly.

“Now don’t pressure Zoe. She has to discuss it with her parents and decide what is best for her own future needs. Before anything else, I must use your bathroom.”

As soon as Abbey left the room, Jilly grabbed Zoe’s hands, held them tight, and whispered, “How did she do that? She made me just stand there and let her slap me! Twice! I have never felt so helpless! Look, I didn’t mean to force you into our parents’ little plan. I don’t want or even need you for protection at college. What I do need is your friendship, and I don’t know if I could stand being away from you for long without it breaking my heart. But no matter what you decide, I will always be your truest of friends!”

Zoe gave her a quick hug and whispered back, 

“No, not just friends. We are far more than that. I have decided that I will also be taking your father’s scholarship offer. If your father wants me to protect you, then make sure you get a nice, big, soft bed in your apartment. To make sure you stay nice and safe, I plan to sleep with you every night - and some nights, we may not sleep at all!” 

Zoe winked and pulled her up off the bed as Abbey came back in.

Zoe happily turned to Abbey. 

“Come on, Abbs! Just look at the time! Let’s have a quick look at Kitten’s present before we have to go home.” 

The memory of the past half hour was fast becoming blurred in both the girls’ minds as Abbey smiled back.

“Sounds good to me,” said Abbey. 

She could feel Companion at work on the two girls’ minds; everything would soon be back to normal between them all. Or maybe not them all; she was now able to block the Companion’s touch. The Companion had been unhappy and was the one who had caused the girls pain, but it was she who had overreacted, and she refused to let her overreaction be erased from her memory. She needed to hold onto the guilt to stop such an outburst in future, and she now understood what the reason was. It was simple: she was jealous and was feeling left out. 

Jilly was now showing the sunny side of her coin-type moods as she leapt joyously onto Zoe’s back.

“Tell her, Tiger! Go on! Tell her!” 

“Yes, Zoe is right. Jilly is just like a kitten on Prozac,” thought Abbey, “and the sheer joy she gives off is contagious!”

“Too slow! Too slow! Then I’ll tell her!” Jilly continued as she was pushed off by Zoe and landed back on the bed, her arms and legs waving wildly. She sounded like an over-excited child on Christmas Day. “Zoe, pretty Tiger Zoe is coming to college with us!”

“Oh, that’s fantastic! But I thought you wanted to talk it over with your parents first?” said Abbey, smiling with genuine pleasure at the announcement.

“Huh, what’s the point! They are both so over the moon with the offer, you would think that they were the ones who were going and not me! Besides, I think they would disown me and throw me out on the street if I said no!”

It was now Zoe’s turn to pounce on Jilly, who was still lying flat out on the bed where Zoe had dropped her. She screamed loudly as Zoe began tickling her while she continued talking. 

“Oh, yes! Abbs, do you really think you can protect our sweet, innocent and so ticklish little Kitten all by yourself? We must have Daddy Kitten get us a shared apartment. It’s the only way we can keep her safe! And I have one condition on going; I don’t care how many bedrooms it has as long as I never sleep alone! A girl has needs, you know, and this little Kitten is going to discover what they are!”

In a flash of movement, Jilly slipped out of Zoe’s grip, pulled her over, and gave her a quick kiss on the nose before rolling away, saying, 

“Your condition is granted and matched by my own condition that all old-fashioned nightwear, such as pajamas - real or imaginary - hear that, Momma Cat?” she looked at Abbey, “are banned from the apartment, let alone the beds, and no way am I going to be sleeping alone, so that leaves you, Momma Cat! Would you like a bed to yourself, or shall I order a nice large one for three fun-loving cats?”

Abbey swallowed before answering. 

“Do you know how pervy you both sound? There are porno films that are less pervy than what you both suggest! God! I hope my Mom never finds out! But no way am I going to be listening to you two making out from a bed in another room. So to make it sound even more pervy, if that is possible, we will go for the one large bed option for sleeping—that way, I won’t miss out on any of the fun and games!”

She looked at the grins that covered her friends’ faces. 

“I really wish I hadn’t just said that! God! It now sounds as if all a college education could give me is a good career in porno films! Yuck! And double-yuck! As to my one condition: we must still have separate rooms, or at least three separate beds, so that it looks normal when our parents visit. I don’t know about you two, but just no way is Mom ever going to suspect anything, and I would just die if Tom found out. He has enough pervy sex films hidden in his bedroom without…” 

Abbey stopped as the other two were now giggling. 

“I didn’t watch them! God! You two can give boys wild dreams with what you get up to if you want, but thinking about having one’s own brother fantasizing over us is, like, so not going to happen! Yuck! Yuck! Yuck! Now everyone just shut up, and let’s see that mystery present!”

Jilly led them down to her private gym in the basement, and while Zoe took a bathroom break, Jilly slipped her arm through Abbey’s and asked, “Is it my imagination, or is Zoe a little less lumpy in the chest area?” 

Abbey quickly looked around. 

“Hush! For God’s sake, don’t say anything to Zoe about noticing anything different. She is really very sensitive about it at the moment. The Companion decided her boobs were getting too big and were in the way for fighting, so it reduced them without even asking, much to Zoe’s obvious annoyance!”

After remaining silent for a moment, Jilly then looked down at her own chest before replying.

“I didn’t know the Companion could do that. She does look a lot better balanced with her fighting skills and is still super cute and sexy. I think the Companion was probably right, but it still shouldn’t do something like that to a girl’s body without asking first. When you next speak with the Companion, please tell it I wouldn’t mind some a little larger for myself, and please, please tell it to never ever reduce mine, or I will look like a boy!”

Once they reached the gym, the mysterious present turned out to be a fully automated training machine, which could swing a pole or staff in as many directions as a real opponent. Kitten was keen to show just how well it worked, so they armed themselves, ready for a demonstration. Abbey held the staff in her hands, and it felt good: a real waxwood gun staff - so much better than the old broom handles they used at school. Both she and Zoe loved training here whenever they could; the equipment was the best, and Kitten loved to have them as opponents - or just moving targets - as her own fighting skills were awesome. Abbey stood back to watch the girls get the machine ready. Zoe wanted to be the first and was almost as bouncy with excitement as Kitten. As she watched them together, Abbey had a warm feeling that she could not explain, even to herself.

The peace didn’t last long, as Zoe insisted on fiddling with the controls with one hand and fighting the machine with the other, which Abbey instantly realized was not the safest thing to do. Having Kitten shouting instructions at her at the same time also didn’t help with her concentration.

Abbey was right; to protect herself, Zoe was forced to drop the controls so that she could use both hands on her staff to ward off the machine’s constant sweeps and blows. That would have been okay if she hadn’t accidentally walked on the controls, setting the machine to maximum speed and at the same time falling over. Zoe could barely ward off the constant blows in her twisted prone position on the ground, and if it hadn’t been for Kitten, she might have been hurt. 

Abbey watched with amazement at the speed with which Kitten positioned herself protectively over Zoe’s body, and also the incredible speed at which she used her staff to counter every blow with blindingly fast moves. Nothing on Earth was going to hurt her friend - not even - or especially not - a machine.

Abbey watched the human-versus-machine fight. She could see that Zoe couldn’t move or even reach the controls because Jilly’s feet were pinning her down. Jilly could only parry the blows, as she could not move back without putting Zoe back in danger. Abbey had the skill and strength to take her nicely balanced real waxwood gun staff and smash the arm off the machine, freeing both the girls. That is just what Zoe or Jilly would have done in her place and was another reason why it was so important to have Abbey as part of the group. Abbey bent down and gave a cord a good yank with just one hand. Without power, the machine immediately just stopped. 

“It is only a machine. Just turn it off at the mains!” said Abbey.

As Jilly was helping Zoe to stand, Abbey told the girls that she would skip her turn on the machine tonight; it was time to go home. And with that, the evening meeting of the new co-operative was over.

On the way home, Abbey was thinking about how strange the evening had turned out, when Zoe broke the silence. 

“Thanks for not saying anything to Kitten.”

This took Abbey by surprise. 

“Er? About what?”

“You know! A girl’s assets! Kitten hasn’t even noticed any difference, so perhaps you are right about the difference not being that noticeable. If eagle-eyed Kitten didn’t notice anything different, then I should stop worrying. But please tell Companion, no more surprises! I do not want to wake up one morning with horns or a tail just because it thinks I will find it useful when swinging through the trees!”

Abbey laughed. 

“Okay, I will tell it, but you are too late. With the way Capillus curls up at times, you already look like you have horns! Anyway, what would you say to a sleepover next weekend at my house? We really need to talk over course options, and I could do with some of your special TLC, which we never seem to have time for nowadays.”

“Oh, sure! I’m free, and TLC is my middle name!” Zoe smiled. “I’ll tell Kitten. Well, we can’t leave her out. She’s so looking forward to another bonding with me, and you did say Companion says we should bond more often to help this speeded evolution thing going. I never knew evolution with a Kitten could be so much fun!” 

Abbey smiled back. 

“Of course, we can’t leave Kitten out. After all, we are a co-operative or something! And, by the way, let’s start thinking of a new name. I’m fed up with sounding like a shop or a financial institute! What do you say to ‘the Group?’”

“It makes us sound as if we should all sing together!” said Zoe. Then she added, “Why not use what the Companion calls us? You know, the Collective? That sounds good enough for the time being.” 

“Okay. Let’s try that out: the Collective. It’s a bit odd, but I expect it will grow on me. Anyway, change of subject, are you still okay for Wednesday night?”

Zoe went silent for a couple of minutes then said, “Sorry, this coming week is going to be a bit busy… um… I will be meeting up with Kitten after school on Wednesday, and I don’t know what time I will be free after, so let’s leave things until the sleepover next weekend?” 

“Ah!” thought Abbey. “So this is how a relationship ends - or at least changes. Well, it is my own fault. I did say I didn’t mind them getting close, and Kitten is so obviously smitten with Zoe - which is probably why they fight so much. It looks as if Zoe is now returning the interest. Oh, Companion! I know that this is right for the group - the Collective - but I feel pain. It feels that Zoe is leaving me, and I feel pain.”

Later that night, alone in her bed, Abbey softly sobbed to herself, and her Hair wrapped itself tightly around her to give her a comforting hug. Abbey grabbed the Hair and, using it like a pillow, pushed her face into it, letting it gently remove her tears. Words formed in her mind. 

“DO NOT BE SAD! YOU ARE NOT ALONE. WE WILL ALWAYS BE HERE FOR YOU. YOU ARE LOVED.”

She fell into a dreamless sleep. The sadness Abbey felt lasted until the weekend. She was never left out, but the way her friends were always touching showed that things were rapidly heading towards a new and more intimate relationship between them: not that anything physical would happen. It was all in their minds, but they did not know that. The Companion would push buttons and pull levers, and the girls would dream about a perfect affair. In the real world, they would have been thrown out of any lesbian group for faking it, as they sure did not like other girls outside their own small group, nor did Abbey. 

She knew she liked boys and not girls, but in her case, she knew that the Companion would not let her get too close to the opposite sex. It had made it fully clear that her handmaidens would supply any physical body needs she wished for that were not satisfied by the bonding. The Companion did not even notice, let alone care, that it was acting more like a pimp for her, and she never wanted fake affection.

At times, Abbey wondered what, if anything, had really happened between herself and Zoe during the so-called long-term love affair. Was that also just a glorified sexual fantasy the Companion had created to keep them both happy? In hindsight, she realized that it had all started as soon as they began going out with boys. The accident they had been in with the two boys had been the last time they had dated boys, and it had not been for a lack of offers.

If Abbey complained, all the Companion did was tell her that it loved her and knew her needs. Over the years, she had tried hard not to ask for things for fear that she would get them. Like the others, she was fully addicted to the bonding sessions; however, unlike the others, she could see them for what they were. She recently had gained more control over things and was therefore able to view events perhaps in the same manner as the Companion.

Only after bonding did Abbey feel better. It was like a drug; all pain vanished as she felt the love within the Collective spread to all the components of this fast-evolving organic machine of which she was such a major player. All three of them were just parts of a greater whole. 

Today, she dropped out of the bonding almost as soon as she had linked and was alone again as her Hair separated from the rest. As she sat looking at the other two still in the midst of bonding but without her, her mind shouted out to the Companion. 

“What is going on? Why am I left out?”

Words formed in her mind to reassure her. 

“YOU ARE NOT LEFT OUT. THAT IS NOT POSSIBLE. NOW OPEN YOUR EYES!”

Abbey looked around her room, and everything looked normal. The unused sleeping bags lay on the floor, and her two best friends were sitting on the bed facing each other. Neither moved as they were tied together by golden strands of Hair. Abbey knew that they were deep in a bonding session that was somehow changing them in ways none of them could work out, but it always felt fantastic. Like some type of illegal drug, they would have experienced withdrawal symptoms if they did not do it regularly. Yet here she was out of the bonding, just looking at them.

“Okay. My eyes are open. Now what?”

“NO. YOUR OTHER EYES.”

Abbey closed her eyes and was surprised to discover she now had a choice between two sets of eyes to open. While keeping her normal eyes closed, she opened the new pair - which turned out to be more of a doorway in her mind—and her mind filled with wonder at what she saw.

“Is this real?” 

“YES.”

“But it is beautiful!” 

“YES.”

“Very, very, beautiful.” 

“YES.”

Meaning filled Abbey’s mind, and she knew that what she was seeing was them, all of them: three teenagers plus independent locks of Hair. The Group, the Co-operative, the Collective, whatever they were calling themselves: it was them. She could see everything as the Companion must see it: not bodies but swirls of color like pictures taken by space telescopes of different galaxies—every color, every texture, and every sound meant something very important—it was just beyond her comprehension, but only just. And everything was connected. Again, words formed. 

“GO EXPLORE. THIS IS YOUR REAL HOME !”

Abbey did not need to ask how. She just knew. She had always known how, in the same way as she knew what she was looking at.

Moving towards a galaxy full of shifting colors -of blood red and gold but at the same time pink and cream. By the way the colors mixed together, she knew that she was experiencing the essence of Jilly. Within the colors, she felt safe. No, not just safe: something more than that, much more - a child in the arms of its mother, knowing that nothing in the world could harm it because its mother was there. Jilly’s confidence was matched by her ability to do almost anything she set her mind to do. Jilly would step in front of a herd of charging elephants if they intended to harm the group - and Abbey would feel sorry for the elephants.

The next colors she entered were deep purple and electric blue; Zoe was brilliant in color, forever seeking knowledge and new experiences - again, so very important for the group. The Companion explained that she was the catalyst for change and evolutionary development. Her drive and knowledge would change the Collective in ways as yet unknown even to the Companion.

If the Collective was an ants’ nest, then Jilly was not only the walls of the nest but also its army, whereas Zoe was the ants that were the scouts sent out to discover what the world was all about. Abbey wondered if that meant she was the one sent out with a shopping list, and had to wait in line at supermarkets to feed the nest! 

Abbey then looked at the whole universe of lines of color, which linked her friends’ galaxies to something far larger and brighter. Then it dawned on her, and she whispered the words of an idea that shocked her.

“Us?” 

“YES.”

If her friends were galaxies, then she did not have a name for what she was now looking at. Her friends were on their own, but she was part of the Companion. If she concentrated, she could make out that what was once her individual galaxy now was an integral part of the whole. She could even see what she called “Hair.” It was part of her as she was part of the Companion: separate but still a part of the whole.

Of all the wonders she was seeing, her guardian took her by surprise: the blonde, chocolate-loving hair she had not yet named like her friends had with theirs. It was dazzling to see, and so unlike everything else about her. She did not have the words… perhaps it was that she felt it wink at her and knew for a fact that the Companion could not see it. Then its love for her almost overwhelmed her with its intensity, and again, she somehow knew the Companion did not notice. 

Abbey felt naked under the gaze of her guardian. She was not physically there, so why did she feel herself blush? She had not noticed before, but he was so handsome! She swallowed hard, which was as odd as being able to blush without a body. And why did she even think of him as male? Then her guardian, who was certainly male, smiled, and she felt her insides melt with pleasure.

She moved away, called for the Companion, and thanked it/her. It was hard to tell with the Companion, but she felt it to be more female than male.

“WE SAID YOU ARE NOT ALONE. WE WILL ALWAYS BE WITH YOU, AND YOU ARE LOVED. BUT NOW YOU MUST RETURN. YOUR HANDMAIDENS ARE GETTING WORRIED.” 

“Wait, can I come here again?” 

“YOU NEVER LEAVE. THIS IS HOME. NOW, JUST OPEN YOUR NORMAL EYES.”

Abbey felt herself being gently shaken, and she looked up to see Zoe and Jilly staring down at her.

“Wakey, wakey! It’s time for bed,” 

said Zoe, as her locks of blonde Hair moved in time with the words, and she continued.

“Just how can you sleep so heavily when we are about to have a chocolate break?”

“Now, that is worth waking up for!” 

Abbey almost drooled at the sight of a large open box of handmade chocolates, which Jilly held in both hands in case either of her friends tried to run off with it.

“This box cost over twenty dollars, so no trying to get as many in your mouth as you can, Zoe!”

Zoe turned and stuck her tongue out, which Jilly ignored. 

“Just one at a time. Nibble them slowly and let the chocolate melt on your tongue! Okay, Abbey?” 

Abbey moved her tongue around her mouth, thinking of how the chocolate would taste, and she knew that she would ignore Jilly’s instructions along with Zoe. Even if they had controlled themselves, their Hair would make its own move on the box! 

With that thought, she could feel her Hair rising of its own accord, ready to make a pre-emptive attack on the box. But before it could act, Jilly was already rolling around the room in a futile attempt to stop her own Hair from snatching chocolates from the top layer. The more Jilly wrestled with Spike, the more it left Zoe and Abbey in fits of laughter. 

When Abbey could control her laughter, she joined Zoe in helping Jilly to rescue the chocolates from Spike, and she smiled to herself over the thought that no matter how powerful a fighter their little Kitten was, she still suffered from uncontrollable Hair just as they did. And the greatest danger they would ever face would be fighting over the last bar of chocolate!

[image: image]

When Abbey did get a piece of chocolate, she let her Hair have the first bite of it. It carefully only took its half share, and she smiled as she finished her piece. Some things change while others stayed the same. Kitten was right; the chocolates were of excellent quality, and after the first layer they were able to slow down and really enjoy them. Everyone was in a good mood. 

Like the other two, Abbey felt happy, which was so very different from the way she’d been feeling over the past few days. The Companion was right. She was loved, and it had been silly to think she was alone. She looked around and saw her family. There was not much room on her single bed, but that did not stop her two best friends from insisting that all three of them should curl up together to sleep fully dressed on top of the bed. And the strange thing was that no matter how cramped it was, they always had the best sleep when they were together. 

Abbey closed her eyes as her friends and family wrapped their arms around her. She could feel her Hair gently massaging her neck, so she pulled it away and kissed it before placing it back. Why not? He loved her and was always going to be there for her, just like the Companion. She smiled to herself and thought, “No, not like the Companion.” She would need to do some more thinking over tonight’s events, but first she welcomed some rest as she joined the others in a deep sleep.

As the girls slept, their golden strands of Hair intertwined, and then, like wire creating a circuit, penetrated their flesh to create a single interconnected body. The Companion temporarily took control of the Collective.

The Companion had changed and developed beyond anything its species thought possible. It had evolved from an extelligent parasite that moved from one dumb animal to the next, protecting its Host in return for a home and nourishment, and being safe when it was with stronger Hosts. But that had all changed with this Host. This Host was intelligent; to stay alive, the Companion had been forced to link so deeply with the prime Host, Abbey, that they were beginning to become a single entity. It had not told her, as she had never asked, but the body would soon die, as all were so temporary. A few hundred planet cycles around the sun and they would move on, but when they did, she would come with them. 

The advantages were many for both of them, and the Companion was still coming to terms with emotions, which had came as a shock. Such things were strange enough to try to understand, let alone feel. Abbey was now part of the extelligence, so the Companion had become more of an individual with emotions. One of the strange feelings it was currently suffering from was something called Pride. 

The Collective now consisted of three intelligent Hosts: three semi-independent parts of itself. Each had first tested out its individuality, and so had Companion itself. It ran through all the Hosts, holding them all together and creating a much larger creature, which they had now given the name “the Collective.” It was slowly taking on all the characteristics of an entity of its own. Simultaneously, when the Hosts linked, it activated unused parts of their brains and created new highways and byways, so the Companion constantly worked on the bodies to keep them in peak condition and also made subtle changes to the looks and body shapes of the Hosts. By the time they left for college, they would look and act the correct age. 

The Companion had given the secondary Host, Jilly, a body shape and size based on an optimum body style more commonly seen in her race 500 years ago, but now it had picked up strange ideas from her that interested it as a design project. Using the knowledge obtained from the biology studies of Zoe, it would go deep into Jillys’ DNA to a racial memory going back 1,000,000 years. Manipulating the details to make the relevant changes to her body structure would still take months, maybe years, but it would ultimately improve her fighting ability and would fit into the strange ideas the Hosts had of body decoration and enhancement. The Jilly Host was still young enough for her body to keep growing in different ways. 

There were things the Companion could not fully understand, like the decorative covering of bodies and constant changes in fashion. However, it knew these were important to the Hosts, so it let the Hosts have mammary glands larger than strictly needed; this and other odd needs the Companion simply put down to being a part of the camouflage needed to fit into the current society.

Jilly was soon to discover what the Companion was doing to her body, which brought new meaning to the phrase, “Be very careful what you wish for.” For even if your wishes all come true in your dreams, life will never be quite the same again… k12





Book 3 

The next book in the series as three friends with a love of chocolate head off for college.
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FANGS RULE 

a girls guide to being a vampire …. is a for anyone between Puberty and Senility as it takes a close up look at life as a female teenage vampire in easy to follow A to Z advice for the reader, the book is also full of manga art which helps show the human world what life is like in a vampire world……….

Giving helpful advice such as how to explain to your Mom that as a teenage blood curdling denizen of the night you would like to paint your cave bedroom black without having a shouting match over why you don’t like the way she painted the stalagmites bright pink to go with the large stuffed pink bats hanging from the ceiling. Everything is explained from how to polish your fangs to fashion tips and ways of climbing across a ceiling wearing a nightdress without showing your underwear.

Fangs Rule is a must for every teenage vampire and from these pages you will see why Amy says “Vampires Don’t Sparkle! …. 

Life as a teenager is normally a living hell but even more so when you have fangs. 

The world is just out to get you, and not just by people trying to stake you because you have better teeth than they do!

[image: image]





VAMPIRE 

This very funny vampire novel is very different from your normal vampire book and not just because it is bursting with full colour art fitted in with the text showing the life of a young vampire forced to walk about in a transparent nightdress all day without underwear because that is what female vampires are supposed to do! “The massacre on 22nd and 3rd was greatly exaggerated by the human newspapers and not altogether my fault. It was my very first hunting trip, and a girl should not be judged by her first bite night. And no one ever talks about me saving the life of that cat. Besides, most of them kind of killed themselves without any help from me...." 

Books With Teeth Reviews: Vampire: By Amy Mah offers exactly what I was looking for in a Vampire novel. She creates a vampire society that lives just out of sight of humans but close enough to get a midnight snack...or take out if they feel like staying home! The story takes place around the life of Amy Mah a typical teenage girl in every way except for instead of painting her nails and worrying about shoes she polishes her Fangs and sharpens her claws both hand and foot! That of course does not sound typical at all but for Amy it is. Our teenage Vampire soon finds herself swept up in a world of social intrigue and ancient hierarchy as she enters the hidden world of the Vampires. Adopted Amelia becomes one of the clan and quickly finds she needs to grow up fast and catch up on the rules of being a Vampire if she is to survive long in a cut throat society filled with political feuds and clan territorial disputes. Being a Vampire is not as Romantic as Hollywood makes it out to be! Amy has a writing style that is refreshing and well thought out. She handles the romance tastefully and you can tell the character is an extension of the author herself. The illustrated version is a real treat because you get to see, obviously, illustrations of the characters done by the talented Heby Sim. This adds a significant value to the book. I suggest that everyone read this book. Give it a try because there will be more coming from this EXTREMELY talented author.
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Smoking Hot

Swapping bodies with a young female demon had not been part of the planned vacation. 

Nor was having to attend a demonic high school for the magically gifted. 

When the most magical thing you could do was set your own underwear on fire.

Life was not going to be easy, even less so with a painful tail that everyone trod on. 

Owning a magic sword that always tried to look up your skirt when fighting, was not helpful. 

But then nor was having a telepathic diary that corrected your thinking instead of your spelling.

The Author Amelia Mah is a snarky, sarcastic and cynical author who has a very popular blog of how she sees the world from the point of view of a modern teenage vampire. Following the success of her vampire Novels she has now expanded into Demons and the problems in owning a pair of horns and a tail
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A Bad Hair Day
Book One

Mistakenly making herself home for an Alien Parasite was not as bad as it sounded or so the voices in her head told her, She was of course too old to have invisible friends, so she had put the voices down to just being mad and normally simply tried to ignore them. Now her hair was a completely different matter as if ignored then it became unmanageable. 

Looking in the bathroom mirror, what she saw was a naked but well-formed, lightly tanned body. Using two hands, she pushed her breasts up and smiled at the result. 

Firm-breasted and with an air of someone who looked after her figure, she was “Hot”: shoulder-length natural (or maybe supernatural) blonde Hair had a cute fringe that curled down one side of her face. 

As she watched, the fringe began to braid itself until it looked more like a snake than a cute hairstyle, and the rest of the Hair had now decided to form a tight bun on the top of her head.

She knew it was normal for a girl to worry about her hair, but that was as far as normal went; her personal worry was how to explain to the police about the bodies if she forgot to feed it again, and it would get in a bad mood and kill someone. 

She had heard of other people having uncontrollable hair, but she was sure that they did not mean it in quite the same way.
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