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Thank you so much for purchasing this short story, I sincerely hope you like it.

While I try my best to clean up the text and avoid any typos or errors, sometimes they do sneak through, as I’m basically a one-person team. If you spot any mistakes, please let me know, so I may correct them for the future.

Furthermore, if you find any of the content offensive and believe I’m missing some warning tags from it, please notify me, so I can fix that as soon as possible.

Enjoy!

Author's note: All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.
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Ember parked his ride under the skeleton of a long forgotten prefab building. It was not the most secluded of places, but while it was well cared for, and ideal for his usual job, it’s not like his car was the kind to attract thieves... usually.

The directions they had given him pointed to here... what they called their “temple”. It honestly looked more like an abandoned datacentre mixed with a farmhouse. At least the area was nice and quiet, the “temple” bordering a small forest at the end of a low-power self repairing job.

It’s probably this place had been some kind of advance outpost during the colonisation push of their ancestors, now picked clean of anything valuable until only an ancient yet sturdy husk remained.

Despite the lack of fences or barriers to the house from the road, Ember could tell that a myriad of sensors had been deployed in the area, and swarms of scout and detection programs floated about in the overlapping datasphere.

He walked to the door, keeping an eye on his surroundings, there had been no indication that the priestesses had any ill intent towards him, but after working as a runner for a while, you do develop some healthy level of paranoia.

Ember knocked on the door out of politeness, for he was sure that those inside already knew he was here. The door opened into a surprisingly tidy foyer, well maintained and cared for, that really clashed with the outward appearance of the place.

Smiling at him from the other side of the threshold stood a statuesque woman, taller than him and built like an Amazon, with defined abs and wiry muscle beneath her otherwise feminine form. She leaned forward against the door frame, her deep green eyes gleaming with a hungry spark as she flashed him a cheeky grin.

“Hey cutie, glad you could make it!” she said, flashing him her sharp teeth with a friendly smile that made Ember feel like a morsel about to be devoured.

The woman was Ela, one of his contacts and one of the two “priestesses” who called this place home. She bore a tiger-like morph... her otherwise human feminine form was covered in soft, short yellow fur marked with black stripes, complemented by a long, slender feline tail and cat-like ears that peeked through her long golden mane.

She was absolutely stunning. So much so that Ember, despite the firm resolve his job demanded, felt both intimidated and strangely warm. Her face was largely baseline in its feminine features, yet distinguished by fur slightly shorter than on the rest of her body, a set of sharp teeth that managed to look both cute and threatening, and a small, whiskerless black nose.

The tigress was just wearing a tight white top and black shorts, her padded feet bare on the temple’s floor. While it may be a simple outfit, she looked absolutely ravishing.

It didn’t help that leaning like this, Ela’s heavy bosom was almost spilling on Ember, making him want to disappear into her soft and warm cleavage... Still, he tried his best to remain polite, and not be too obvious.

“Ela! Thank you for having me over...” he said, extending a hand to the tigress, who ignored the gesture and pulled him into a backbreaking hug, the runner’s face disappearing into her bosom. Not a bad way to go, Ember thought to himself as he struggled for air.

She eventually released him from her embrace and ushered him in, closing the door behind them. “Kick off your boots, get comfortable! We may be here a while...” the tigress said with a naughty look.

Ember did so with a nod, trying to hide the dumb happy smile on his face and his growing erection. He hung his heavy jacket on one of the foyers coat hangers and removed his combat boots, something his feet seemed to be grateful for.

The tigress guided him into her home, the foyer giving way to hallways and rooms that had been kept fastidiously clean except for all the cables that seemed to flow from them and into a myriad of electronic devices strewn about the place. 

Following his host, Ember eventually reached a much bigger room out in the back. The chamber had a really high ceiling and was absolutely covered in heavy-duty computers and other kinds of digital equipment, their screens and indicators flashing in an almost hypnotic fashion. A big and comfortable, fluffy bed laid on the far side, looking rather out of place.

A wheeled chair in front of one of the more cluttered screen clusters spun around, revealing a smiling woman. Nyl, Ela’s partner in crime.

The young woman’s morph had a distinctly elven look that contrasted sharply with Ela’s own. She was short and petite, her head barely reaching the tigress’s chest when standing, and still comfortably a head shorter than Ember. Her slender, pale frame was topped by a bright mane of curly red hair pulled into a ponytail, and a pair of large, deep blue eyes shone like gems on her pretty, feminine face.

She wore a tight white leotard that dipped beneath the waistband of her low-rise jeans, exposing her lovely hips. Her dainty feet were wrapped in white socks with pink tips, giving the impression she was playfully mimicking her partner’s paws.

“Look what the cat dragged in!” Nyl said with a smile, sitting with her legs crossed on her comfortable chair, “I hope Ela didn’t bite you on the way here!”

The tigress chuckled before shooting a naughty look at Ember. “I was tempted, but I somehow managed to contain myself,” she said with a wink. “Still in the mood to have twink for dinner though...” 

Ela licked her lips with a playful and ravenous smile that made Ember shiver. “...I’m not opposed to it...” the runner managed to say, finding it harder and harder to remain professional.

“Good...” said the tigress with a wink as she sensually walked towards another chair next to Nyls, but not before giving Ember a playful squeeze on his rear.

“Down girl! Don’t make me get the spray bottle out!” said Nyl to her partner with a wry smile.

The tigress giggled. “We both know you’re too much of a bottom to put up a fight, short-round...” Ela teased, shooting Nyl a complicit glance. Her partner immediately blushed and pouted, turning her face aside.

Ember cleared his throat in an exaggerated cough to reclaim their attention, and both women swivelled in their chairs to look at him. “Right, we should probably get to work...” said Nyl, turning back to her screens.

The runner had met the two women through his brother’s connections in the datasphere. He and his brother had helped them on one of their runs, and after they started talking, the women quickly grew close to Ember, though mostly through online.

Both women had been raised in an all-female “temple” of data runners who specialized in what was dramatically called divine interactions. The deepest layers of the datasphere were home to ancient, advanced intelligences... entities that had arrived with their ancestors when they first colonized this network of worlds and planes. These intelligences were effectively immortal and profoundly strange, operating through thought-processes and parameters entirely shaped by the narrow purposes for which they had been coded.

Interacting with them was risky and complex. Most data runners avoided such encounters, put off by the entities’ seemingly fickle nature. Yet these beings, whom many openly referred to as gods, were unimaginably powerful, capable of feats within most systems that a mortal hacker, or even a coordinated group of them, could only dream of achieving. As a result, small groups of self-styled magi and priests emerged across the network, each seeking methods to safely commune with these “gods” and harness their power for their own ends.

Ela and Nyl, having grown up in such a community, were exceptionally skilled at their craft. Their abilities made them highly sought after... and also forced them to stay mostly off the grid, since more than a few dubious groups or individuals would have loved to get their hands on them. The fact that they had invited Ember into their home meant they trusted him completely, a realization that the runner had to admit filled him with a quiet sense of pride.

The tigress stood up and swayed her way towards Ember, placing one of her warm hands on his shoulder. “Ready for us to probe around in your noggin, cutie?” she asked with a playful yet soothing tone.

“Just as long as you don’t go snooping into my smut folders...” he replied sarcastically, letting the woman guide him to the bed.

Ela giggled and leaned closer to him, “hey, we might find some stuff we all enjoy in there...” she said with a wink, making Ember feel fuzzy once more.

“Thank you for helping with this, by the way... it’s something that has been bugging me for years...” the runner said as he took off his shirt and exposed his chest, for Ela, who started to place some sensors on his bare skin with a purr.

“Hey, it’s not every day that we get to look at modules like the ones you showed us... I’ve been intrigued by it for weeks!” Nyl said as she set up something on her rig.

“Nyl is not kidding, she’s been devouring information on that stuff since you showed her, she’s barely been looking at porn even! And you have no idea how much a good cock can keep her distracted for hours...” Ela teased, clearly loving how much she made Nyl and Ember blush.

An empty plastic bottle bounced
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