











spark of the person she had been flaring up.
And then simmering down to embers.

The implants would bring her down if she tried anything. They would beat her, rape her,
send her to the lanes. They would bring her back here and give her the same choice - put
on the tail or suffer the consequences.

Her hands were shaking so badly she dropped the tail. It took her longer than the delvian
wanted it to, getting the tail up past her knees, up past her thighs. It constricted, forcing
her calves and thighs together, letting her bend at the hips and knees and ankles. It settled
around her hips, cupping down her thighs, framing her lower holes and putting them on
offer in a grotesque display.

“Now,” the delvian said, the sebaceans unscrewing the top of a table and revealing a tube
that led into the aquarium, “get in.”

Dhaan was pleased.

The Hunter looked good in the tail and especially in the liquid air. It didn't take her long to
learn how to swim with the tail, and she even let the Hunter swim with a couple of
sebaceans.

“You can hurt them if you want to,” Dhaan told the Hunter, “Even Kill them, if you like. So
long as you do it in the water.”






















