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CONTENT WARNING:

The following story contains some violence and use of words deemed to be a slur in the 20th and 21st centuries.

As this story is in the future (26th century), it is assumed that “hermaphrodite” and “herm” have been re-appropriated back to their technical definitions of “being fully male and female at the same time”.

Please keep that in mind as no ill will is intended.


Chapter 10: Miami and Charleston

 

Hayden looked at his laptop as he finished up a coffee in the dining car of the train consist. He had his email client open, stopped at a particular message… and he kept staring at it with one head if not both.

The double-headed german Shepard then noticed Norse walking through the car. He said “Hey, Valhalla. You have a moment?”

Norse came over to his table and said “I have a few, Dante. What’s up?”

“Remember the twinning study back in Metroburg?”

“Yes,” Norse said with one head, “Why do you ask?”

Haden turned his laptop to show Norse. The Nordic philly leaned over to look… and then slid hir equine frame into a seat while another head looked for an attendant. “I can see why you asked.”

“Yeah, this is outside the band and I don’t know how to handle this.”

Norse re-read the email, thinking… before an attendant showed up and asked “Can I get you something, Madam Valhalla?”

“Coffee. Black.” Shi muttered with one head. “Bring the pot.”

“That bad?” Hayden said as the attendant went downstairs.

“Yes. I can’t think of the range of the tech without boosters, even Canmephian technology…”

“You know who’s recreated some Canmephian tech,” Hayden said, noticing Vox walking in to the diner car from the engine.

“Who?”

“Felix!” Hayden called out, waving to Vox. “Hey, can you join us?”

Vox tiredly walked over and plunked hir triplicated cougar body next to Hayden. “Yeah. Sure. Man, do not piss off Lilly in regards to train routing.”

Norse, distracted, asked “Did you…”

Vox slowly shook hir head. “No, a dispatcher tried to delay the train for a late-running freight, even though we’re priority. She argued with the dispatcher, but she also called the Amtrak relations desk on the side. Lilly then yelled at both saying that if they didn’t live up to the contract, the enforcement clauses specifying that all freight service be shut down were to be in effect. That includes financial penalties that the dispatcher would be jointly liable for.”

Hayden and Norse looked at each other, saying “Uhhhh….”

Vox looked that the two and said “Sorry, I haven’t had time to shorten that. Turns out the CEO of CSX was in the dispatch room on a tour and took over for the dispatcher. Gal came up through the company and she reworked the entire setup so we had a clear line. She said that she’ll personally investigate who screwed up the freight routing. Anyway, what’s up?”

“Umm… weird medical related press matter,” Hayden said as the car attendant came with a full pot of coffee and two mugs. “I don’t know how to respond to this one. Here…” the german Shepard turned his laptop to the multicougar.

“Do you want anything, Felix?” the attendant asked.

“Just a glass of apple juice and a bottle of water, please,” Vox said. “I’m already at my coffee limit.” The attendant nodded and headed back down to get Vox’s order filled.

“How much…” Norse started to ask.

“I’ve had three mugs already,” Vox interrupted as shi read through the email. “Plus with Lilly’s interaction with dispatch to our favor… kinda emotionally drained. Just need some sugar and time to… hmmmm… Real Fox News. Interesting…”

“How so?” Hayden said.

“I got a chance to read the twinning study that Rebecca’s in. You know, the new barista Ceegee hired?”

“Oh yeah, the three rabbits with one mind,” Hayden responded.

“Ah, I read some reports that those species who tend to have large litters have a higher chance of being stable at triplet or larger numbers,” Norse added.

“And I know our friend RedWolf can split up to twenty seven of hirselves given the communications tech,” Vox said. “Let's put technology aside for a bit and get creative. Let's start with how we’re able to run multiple heads in one body, the N-plus-1 brain setup.”

Hayden and Norse nodded as Quinn came up with the water and apple juice. “Hey dude, you actually asked for apple juice?” Quinn asked.

“Yeah, just need some natural sugar,” Vox said.

“And what’s this about N-plus-1 setups?”

Vox chuckled and said “Mind me hitting some ideas off of you? I got experts stumped here over something that came in email but sometimes the dude has an idea.”

“Sure, dude! I got time,” Quinn said, sitting next to Norse.

"Okay, N-plus-1 brain setup. Folk with two or more heads but one personality shared with them usually have their main brains in their chest and partner brains in their heads. The personality’s in the chest and a lot of the senses are handled in each head.

“The thing is, we got an email from Real Fox News asking about some of the studies where they got people fully separating into two bodies but one mind controls both. The questions are rather odd and it’s stumped these two.”

“You mean like Rebecca?” Quinn asked. “That gal trio back up in Metroberg?”

“Yeah,” Vox said before taking a sip of hir apple juice. "They’re asking if there’s been inroads into tens or hundreds of the same person. I have an idea, so let me bounce it off of you three.

“N-plus-1 brain setup. Everyone here with multiple heads has it. Strangely enough even I have it. From what I read of the twinning study, so does those who get twinned or turned into triplets, and the nanotech used to keep them in sync designates the original as the main and every other body of the group as the backup.”

“It’s got limits, though,” Norse said. “There has to be a designated ‘main’ body and there’s a range limit. Go too far for too long and you get a ‘desync’ issue where one or more bodies are running independently. You end up with a new brother or sister.”

“Plus there seems to be a mental handling limit,” Hayden said. “There’s this one guy who wanted to be a pack of his own. Was always a loner of a grey wolf. It seemed to work up to nine but you got a few that duplicated motions and the amount of stuff going in… it did not end well.”

“Dude,” Quinn said. “Don’t tell me he off’ed all…”

“Guy had a gun collection,” Hayden said. “They found all of him in his house dead after the folks running the study couldn’t get in touch with even one of him.”

“Ooooffff…” Vox said in reaction. “Now to overcome that, what would you do?”

“Well, can’t you split the brains up so they’re all shared?” Quinn asked. “Like one big brain but they’re all the little brains?”

“How would they talk to each other to coordinate all the information?” Norse asked. “It’s physically impossible without some sort of tech or booster.”

“Telepathics?” Vox asked. “I know Norse can read minds by touch but it’s dictated by medical regulations.”

“Um…” Quinn looked at Norse with a head.

“Shi has to ask first,” Hayden said.

“And I have to touch both heads for a good signal,” Norse said. “Casual contact doesn’t do anything. Without touching, it’s like background noise.”

“No need to freak out there,” Vox said as an attendant walked by. “I’ve had my head scanned by Valhalla here. Still, you got a good idea. Let's put technical issues aside and ask… what if there was an unknown way that allowed for this hive mind, shared brain power communicating through an undetectable and personal back channel?”

“Very possible,” the attendant muttered, dropping a passive hint.

“That’s some real sci-fi stuff there,” Quinn said. “I mean… well… come to think of it, every time I teach one of the CPM’s some new cooking technique the rest of them seem to pick it up instantly. It’s like… weird, man. I keep thinking that I’d have to train them individually but it’s like I need to treat all of them like the same person.”

“Our friend RedWolf said shi could split to twenty seven copies of hirself and still control them with ease,” Hayden said. “But shi’s this special type of Canmephian and can shape-shift like goo, communicate over wireless with hir head, absorb tech and interface with it… hell, shi has this party trick where you can ask hir when the next flight out to Los Angeles. RedWolf would cock hir head to the side, screech out this mechanical sound… and then give you the answer and it’s always accurate.”

Vox chuckled and said “Oh yeah, the old computer modem connection sound. I’m trying to do that myself. I think I can do 300 baud.”

“Dude, what?” Quinn asked with one head while looking at the email on Hayden’s laptop with the other.

“Old old old school tech,” Vox said.

“That would be funny if you could pull it off,” Norse said. “You got the ears for it.”

“Dude, this email… Real Fox News?” Quinn said. “I watch that. Tazel’s great and they always have a wildlife story mixed in. Kinda wondering why they claim it’s one person all the time when it’s 24-7 and you can see some slight differences.”

“Tazel… Tazel Tawner?” Norse asked. “Isn’t shi with the Seattle City Squeeze?”

“Squeeze folded in the pandemic. Shi started a news podcast. Got popular with how little spin it has. Shi started a news channel with all the donations. Based in Seattle… but the news channel has the fastest breaking news. Nobody can beat it.”

“I was wondering about hir,” Vox said. “I remember shi had this fascination with my ears while shi was chatting with me between San Jose and Metroburg on the last tour.”

“Hmmmmmm…” Hayden said, deep in thought. “What if there were three Tazels, with some unknown way of being a hive mind. I mean, we can do tiny hives with our tech. We’ve seen small hives with a specific alien species’ breed… what if there were more than three Tazels?”

“What if there were a company that was all Tazels?” Norse asked.

Vox pulled out hir cell phone, saying “Hmmm… is Real Fox News publicly traded…” tapping a lot before saying “No, but… there’s a court case winding through the appeals court that seems relevant, about if someone with one personality but multiple bodies is counted as one person or multiple people. Tazel’s the main person involved.”

“Dude, that’s getting freaky,” Quinn said as Coils slithered in. “I mean, if it’s all Tazels, they… Hell, they’d be like the CPMs we have here.”

Coils came up and said “Hey, you talking about Tazel? I had a weird encounter at the Charmery here in Miami. Tazel was there… and ssshi was eating… and I think I sssaw hir sssplit into sssix Tazelsss there.”

The statement shocked everyone, which they looked at each other.

“Wasss it sssomething I sssaid?” Coils asked.

“No, we were talking about Tazel… and Real Fox News…” Vox said.

“Dude, one to six?” Quinn asked.

“Yeah!” Coils responded. “It was kinda freaky to sssee hir eat my level of a meal, and just sssplit off like ssshi’s got the fassstest digessstion in the wessst.”

Vox placed hir head in two pairs of hands, eyes closed to think for a bit. Shi then said “Miami bureau of Real Fox News.”

“Maybe they bought a place?” Quinn asked. “I mean, dude, if it’s all vixens, wouldn’t it be like a commune or something they work and live out of?”

“Maybe if they have the appearance of just one person that travels all over the place, like they ‘know’ of the news in advance,” Norse said.

“With camera drones and wireless microphones…” Vox muttered as shi pulled out hir cell phone and tapped on it.  “…commercial/residential land sale records… Yeah, there’s a sale to Tazel Tawner in Miami… New York… Chicago… LA… DC… Geesh, major cities.”

Everyone looked at each other, while Hayden spared a head to read the email again.

Norse shivered and said “This is getting into crank conspiracy theory. And I’ve been involved in those on both sides over my years.”

Quinn said “Can we see more than one Tazel at a time?”

Vox looked up and to the side in thought, before shifting hir gaze to the other side. Shi then said “How much mint can we get from the Isle of Red…”

“I know a guy who’s trying to unload a ton of their ‘My Duck is on Fire’ mint based products,” Quinn said.

“Bribery, Felix?” Coils asked.

“Tazel’s a mint fiend,” Norse said. “I mean, Felix is one but…”

“Tazel beats me by an order of magnitude,” Vox said. “I like my mint to punch my face in the face, but Tazel wants to be hadoukened with mint.”

“Bribery,” Coils said. “The bessst way to corrupt any perssson.” Coils then snaked his head down into the group and said, “I’m in.”



A RFN news motorcycle zoomed through the streets of Miami, a blue blur zooming up 25th street before taking a hard left before the railroad tracks, aimed right at an open gate. Through the gate the cycle ran, up a ramp to meet Rails directing it into an door of the baggage car. Inside, Vox directed it to park… next to two identical news motorcycles.

The motorcyclist turned off the cycle and popped down the kickstand. They then proceeded to pull off their helmet, revealing a shock of red hair trailing over the upper shoulders of a very deep blue-colored vixen, the lower arms shrugging out of a backpack.

The door to the baggage car closed as Vox came up and said “Mastress Tazel of Real Fox News?”

“FELIX!” The vixen replied. “What in the world are you doing…”

“…by having all the windows on a one-way tint, so it’s dark from the outside? By finagling three of you in coming for an interview by Hayden, Norse, and me at the same time? By bribing you with massive amounts of uber-powerful mint?”

“I…” Tazel started to say before a feline finger laid on the vixen’s lips.

“Shush. Chocolate mint milkshake? It’s the Mon Canard Est En Fu mint.”

“Please, for all of me, just… all of the mint!”

“Welcome aboard,” Vox purred as shi handed a press pass to Tazel.



Three Tazels murred in bliss on the caboose car’s rearward couch as they drank their milkshakes. They stopped, shivered with a squee, and continued on drinking as Norse, Hayden, Vox, Coils, Quinn, and Scout looked on.

“Wow,” Quinn said, looking at a tablet computer with a head. “The broadcast went to a commercial break before the three squee’ed.”

“Of course!” one of the Tazels’ said. “I am a professional after all.”

Scout chuckled and said “And thus why we have a separate NDA on the band. You were right to involve me, Felix.”

“I got to ask,” another Tazel said. “How did you find out? And where did you get the mint?”

“I know a guy here,” Quinn said. “Local importer dude. Did some speculation into the high-powered stuff and it wasn’t moving.”

“So Norse, Vox, and I pooled together and bought their entire stock at cost,” Hayden said. “We stuffed one of Vox’s spare bags of holding with them. Man, that thing is roo-my! Make sure you check the air tanks first before diving in.”

“The bag is yours,” Norse chimed, “if you tell us how you got besides yourself.”

“Oooooohhhh you drive a hard bargain,” the third Tazel replied. “The City Squeeze was having financial difficulty before the pandemic. When the pandemic hit, the advertising took a major hit. They got out one last paper before giving the staff a three month severance. They had a paid-up insurance policy against that.”

“I… fell into a depression,” the first Tazel continued, “and with how things were going, I went into eating to cope. I just kept eating and eating to deal with the isolation until I was just so full and so big… and suddenly, I split.”

“It was quite shocking,” the third Tazel added, “first separating into two of me… then seeing me from two different angles at the same time. Just… it took me a while to get used to controlling two bodies. But it got me out of the depression.”

The second Tazel then added “I was able to get a few writing gigs for a few sites, some editing work for scripts and books as well. Got enough that I thought I’d try bingeing again and seeing what would happen. Funny enough, if I eat a ton, I spring more of me. I now had three of me.”

The third Tazel said “I then started binge-watching. Everything, anything… oh gawd, this one channel had a whole show of court-mandated corrections like every six hours or so. It was… I could do better. In fact, I am doing better!”

“Thus, Real Fox News, from podcast to actual station,” Vox said.

“Oh yes!” the third Tazel said. “The monthly donations were so great that I purchased a full building in Seattle, got it renovated… and I filled it with me!”

“The channel is going great,” the first Tazel added. “Folks are really liking the low-spin that proves itself as such. We also carry proper vulpine news to keep with our name. There’s a set of presenter me’s, researcher me’s, street journalist me’s… I’m expanding out into many cities and this is the first time I’m fully set up now in Miami. I did have to risk eating at a Charmery…”

“I sssaw you multiply,” Coils said “That wasss… I was ssscared. Transssformationsss give me the creepsss.”

“Awwww…” the three Tazels said. “I’m so sorry! I usually ask for a private room before ordering the ‘Everything But the Kitchen Sink’ but it was booked. Are you okay?”

“It’sss all good. Being involved with thisss isss payback enough.”

“Now what to do with three ‘bloovoops’…” Vox mused out aloud.

“EARS!” the Tazels said before pouncing on Vox.

“YARP!” Vox howled as the Tazels brought hir down to the floor before dragging the multicougar to the couch. Two of the vixens then book-ended Vox before nuzzling and nibbling on Vox’s ears as a third got out a notepad and pen. The rest of the group laughed at the sight.

“Come on, folks,” Scout said. “Let's let the reporter interview Felix here.”

Vox sarcastically purred “Stop… Come back… Don’t leave me here with these lovely multivixens and their exquisite interrogation techniques…”
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Among the Depths of Hayden

[image: ]Folks, Hayden here. I’ve been asked about body modification so many times, I figured I’d steal some time to do a study roundup. But first, some of the more important stuff.

We (the band and the train) are about to disembark from Miami and head up to Charleston. There we’re be at the North Charleston Coliseum and Performing Arts Center. The art show and panels will be at the Charleston Area Convention Center nearby. Of course, you gotta register at the door but the prices are cheap. Proceeds go to the Charleston Animal Society. Vox will be opening for us, with the theme of “Dance”.

The train, of course, has to get there. We will be following the same route as Amtrak’s Silver Meteor. Afterwards, we’ll head over to Raleigh, NC with a bit of an odd route, as Rails says: Same route as the Silver Meteor to Fayette. Reverse move from CSX’s South End Subdivision (which the route is on) to Norfolk Southern’s VF-Line. VF-Line to Fuquay-Varina, then switch to the NS-Line to Raleigh and stop at the Amtrak station there.

Over in Raleigh, we’ll be at the Memorial Auditorium, with the panels and art show at the Raleigh Convention Center. Vox is opening again and the theme is “Flight.” Surprisingly, there will be a mid-afternoon comedy stand-up show with some of the authors that Vox is going to join. How shi’s going to do… well, I haven’t been to any. I may have to attend that one. Proceeds for Raleigh will go to the local Community Music School.

I have noticed that there’s been a lot of station expansions. I heard that Charleston just expanded to four tracks and so has Raleigh. We even dedicated Nashville’s new station. Miami even added some more tracks plus reconfigured the roads a bit. More folks are getting on the rails it seems. The Brightline service has been reportedly overloaded and they’re getting more trains coming in.

That said, yes! Vox is back to hir normal size. The process of shrinking hir down made hir grow out hir hair and the girls got that mane of hirs taken care of before we left Atlanta. So what you saw in Jacksonville is about 50% bigger than hir regular size… and still just as purple.

We did have equipment issues in Jacksonville. Yukon tells me that she and Vox had to work the engine down to Miami with no air conditioning in the cab. If it weren’t for Vox getting a… hold on, hey Yukon? What was that catsuit you were wearing in the engine cab called?

Canmephian biolatex? What is… I’m doing the blog here.

My fans! Yukon here with an aside. What I wore in the hot cab of the engine was Canmephian biolatex, which is “smart” in a sense that it kept me and Vox cool. It has a side-effect of going electric if it gets too hot, so Vox and I were charging batteries along the way and powering some of the cars’ electric systems. I’m impressed with the stuff, but not to the degree Vox is. Anyway, I got to go and grab some food. Snep is hungry! –Yukon

Well, you heard it here. Meanwhile everyone else has been writing, practicing… I’ve been keeping up on the medical side more. Norse and I have been getting questions about getting transformed. Most have been easy to answer (see your local nanotech qualified physician) but others… there’s a few studies that you may be interested in. They are all in coordination with Metroburg Medical’s Nanotech group and Johns Hopkins medical teams. Here’s a short list (not a comprehensive one):


	Boston’s Harvard Medical has a long-term study of head detachment, slowly turning into what is called “body modularity.” I’ve seen a hint of that from Norse’s work on the matter.



	Nashville’s Vanderbuilt University has a body-shaping study. If you ever wanted to see a true 36-24-36 body, or be one, you’ll want that study. They also have an extreme obesity treatment study.



	University of California Los Angeles has two main studies: One into treatment of extreme body dismorphia we call “Arial Syndrome” with Canmephian Medical Corp’s involvement and one with extreme body disproportions with a bit of a twist. Apparently they’re leaning more towards the limits of extreme muscle growth. When we get there I’ll have to visit and see what these two are.



	Somewhere in Reno are not only a full-body multiplication study (like friend of the band Rebecca, who’s three rabbits with one personality) but a conjoinment study as well. I heard there was an interesting case where a person who was split at birth was recombined afterwards. I’ll have to ask about it when we hit there.





 

There’s more that Metroburg Medical has been tracking, so check their site for studies that may be in your area. I also hear that Canada may be doing a few other studies as well.

Vox hirself has been dipping into the medical side a bit and got a wild idea. Shi’s researching it a bit to make sure shi’s original, then taking some of the time shi’s allowed to program… and I think shi’s reverse engineering something.

One last thing, and I think you’ve gotten a hint of this. Our go-to tailor passed away during the pandemic, age 98. He had taken ill and… I had the unfortunate duty of sending him off when we had the first wave. Had an outfit ready for Vox that…

Hmmm… let me contact his youngest son, who got all the outfits. Stay safe, all.



In the pitch darkness of Wednesday night at the Charleston train station, while most staff and passengers were sleeping, a silent figure walked up to the train. It located the rear-most door on the caboose car, took out a set of keys, and proceeded to try opening the door. Failure. Try a different key. Failure. Try a third key. Success, the doors opened. The figure entered, looking left and right, before opening a forward door.

SPLUCH-SPLUCH-SPLUCH! Three biolatex balls splattered on the figure and quickly enveloped them. The figure, now restrained, fell to the floor of the train with a THUD.

The door to the outside closed on it's own and a sound resonated over the radio:

"TRAIN 980 TOMX 81 EMERGENCY POLICE REQUIRED."



The figure rested immobile against the caboose's back couch as Vox, Rails, two CPM's, and two police officer hounds got statements.

"I was woken up by our train's synthetic intelligence to someone coming to the train," Vox said to an officer. "They didn't have a pass on them, so I grabbed three security biolatex balls I had on hand. A porter also was nearby, awake. I had the train silently open the door that he was trying to open with a key. He opened the inside door straight on me, and I fired off the balls right at the trespasser."

Rails said to the other officer "No, I wasn't involved. I was woken up by one of our porter CPM's to what was happening and by the time I could respond it was already done."

Tracks came in, bleary eyed, with a med-kit-carrying Hayden in tow. She said "What is going on here?"

"Who are you?" one of the officers said.

Rails said "The vixen is Lilly 'Tracks' Gunn, Amtrak engineer and representative. The hound is Dr. Dante Hayden, Throng's drummer and a medic. I will vouch for them."

"Okay, who owns the train?"

"Drake 'Vox' Felix, who your colleague is questioning."

Tracks said "Amtrak is assisting with this train's excursion trip and requires me to respond to any incidents and incursions."

"Well, the train's owner says shi caught a trespasser boarding the train," the officer said. "Dropped the pine martin hard, though."

"Let me through then," Hayden said. "I'm the first doctor on the scene." The officer shifted aside and let Hayden though to look at the figure. Tracks looked on... and said "Is that..."

"He isn't one of us," one of the porter CPM's said.

Tracks turned to her and raised her voice. "NO DUH!" she said, getting pissed. "He's about as tall as me and with only four limbs to his name. And if he's my old coworker..."

Hayden pulled the latex down off the figure's mouth, permitting him to speak. "Lilly, I..."

"SHUT UP GARTH!" Tracks screamed, her mood changing the instant the encased pine martin spoke. "Dammit, I was hoping to have ONE TRIP! JUST ONE TRIP! Without you harassing me, cornering me, grabbing me by force... and... and... just..." Tracks turned into Rails, who held her.

"Your train, Madam Felix," the other officer said. "You want him gone?"

"Hang around," Vox said. "I know of Madam Gunn's troubles. I want to ask some questions which may lead to intent. Meanwhile, can you read him his rights?"

The officer nodded, came up to Garth, and read him his constitutional rights. At the end, Garth said "I understand my rights, officer."

The officer then said "Now, right now you're on a trespassing charge, but I get the feeling we can resolve this without much paperwork here. I'd cooperate."

Garth said "If it'll get me to have more limbs, I'll do it."

Hayden did a double-headed double-take and said "Say what?"

Vox said "You wanted to know the 'secret' behind Miss Gunn's extra arms and legs?"

Garth answered "Yes, because... I mean, there's another engineer, Kayin Rimaire, who's got like eight limbs for the lemur and she's one of the best engineers... I..."

"Covet that body?" Vox asked.

"I want eight limbs of my own."

Vox's eyes widened as shi grinned incredulously, pausing a bit before shi laughed. "Oh you got aptophilia and you got it bad. You reminded me of myself!"

Rails said "You need to explain that, Felix."

Vox purred "Oooh ho... remember the last tour, hitting San Jose and I came over under Norse's back stage pass? How I mentioned Kali Nova and what a body she had?"

Hayden said "Oh yeah, you were a bit careful about it. We got you transformed before you met Kali formally."

"Yeah, I didn't want to be a creep. Kinda paid off, as we're on dating terms now. You, Garth, have caused enough emotional distress on Miss Gunn here through your actions alone..."

Garth said "I'm sorry. I'm awkward with social interactions. I try to do the best thing but..." Garth sighed and continued "it never goes right. I always misstep."

Rails asked "Could a life coach help? Someone to train you on what to do in social situations?"

"YES! Please! Who?!?" Garth barked out, demanding the info.

"You did it again, Garth," Vox purred soothingly.

"I..." Garth said, before falling dejected back into the couch in his restrained form. "I'm sorry. I... just want to do the right thing for once."

"There are a few steps that need to be taken. First of all, do you promise to stay calm and collected when we release you?"

"Yes. I didn't bring any weapons with me."

Vox looked around. "Given that what I restrained you with is Canmephian security biolatex slime, I believe you. Any weapons would have fallen out when you got slimed.

"Second, your actions have deeply affected Miss Gunn. Do you promise to apologize to Madam Gunn here? And if she slaps you for all that you have said and done, that you will take no recourse or revenge?"

Garth said "Yes. I..." he then shook his head and said "...I need the help, and no extra parts will do."

"And third, do you promise to call who we give you, so that you can get the help you need?"

"Right away," Garth said. "I'll call once I'm off the train."

Vox pulled out a cell phone, a small journal book, and a pen. Shi tapped a few times on the cell phone, looking up a site... and said "Where is your home base, Garth?"

"Here. Charleston."

"Ah, perfect." Vox wrote down a few names and phone numbers. "And you said eight limbs, right?"

"Yeah..." Garth said, before Vox tapped his chest three times. Suddenly, the latex had oozed off and back into Vox's hands. "...whoa..." the pine martin said, free. "I... um... I'm going to just sit here and move my hands to my knees where you can see them, okay?"

The police officer, fingering one of his weapons, said "Go ahead." Garth then moved his hands to his knees, straightening up into a sitting position.

"Lilly... Madam Gunn," Garth said. "I... no apology will surface with my actions. I will drop any disputes of your complaints to Amtrak HR. I am sorry for what I have done. I will ask for time off so I can get the help I need."

Tracks looked at Garth, studying him... still shaking a bit.

"Will it help if I follow up for you, Lilly?" Rails asked.

"Yes," Tracks said in an emotional yelp. "Please."

"Let's get you something to soothe your nerves..." Rails said, and helped Tracks out of the lounge section of the caboose.

As soon as the door closed, Garth said "I screwed up sooo bad... I wish I could just hold my head low in shame..."

"Never went out much before joining Amtrak, did you?" Vox asked.

"Never had a social life..." Garth said, leaning back.

Vox held up a hand to the officers. "Let's fix that. Here's a list of life coaches you can contact. When we hear you're got that help, we'll meet again... and maybe you'll get those extra limbs you've been asking for."

"I... how?" Garth asked as Vox handed him the paper.

"This engineer has been engineered," Vox said, "and the doctor next to you has been known to multiply people."

"I'm not the only one, but I'm the first," Hayden said.

Garth looked at Hayden, then Vox, before saying "How many carrots are you going to dangle in front of me before I can leave Lilly be and call?"

Vox grinned, shook hir head, and turned to the officers. "I'm dropping the trespassing charge."

The elder police officer said "Figured you would. Come on then, Garth. It's o'dark thirty and you gotta get on home on a warning..."



Quinn was approaching the diner car's stairs when Rails and Tracks entered. Rails said "Quinn! We need something..."

The double-headed jackal came over and looked at the shaken Tracks, kneeling as Tracks sat down at a table with Rails' assistance. "Oh dear..." he started to say. "What happened?"

"Lilly's coworker, the one who was harassing her before joining the train tour, came aboard. Barney got wind and Felix caught the coworker in the act. We got the police in and Lilly was responding as part of her duties... and she broke down. Felix is handling it now."

As an attendant CPM came by, Quinn looked at Tracks with both heads and asked "would you like something to help soothe your nerves?"

"Yes," Tracks squeaked out.

Quinn turned a head to the attendant and said "Get a warm blanket from the baggage car. The fluffier the better. If you can't find one..."

"...we'll make one." Rails continued the thought. "We have the fabber."

Quinn resumed with "Go. Do it now." His other head turned to Rails and said "Stay here with Lilly." He then got up and quickly headed down into the kitchen proper.
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