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She-zilla rose up out of the sea.

The great Kaiju roared as a fleet of fishing vessels capsized in the sudden violent wake of her wave. Eyes burning with reptilian intelligence turned toward Tokyo. A VLCC loaded with Saudi oil cruised into her path and she slammed both fists into the deck. The ship groaned and the metal hull screech as the seams buckled beneath the force.

Petroleum poured into the sea, rushing out in a river of black and floating on the water. She-zilla snorted, drawing in oxygen then spat a cloud of flaming gases onto the superstructure of the sinking vessel. The oil ignited instantly, going up in flames so rapidly there was an explosion of heat that boiled frigid sea water near it. Drowning men screamed. Burning men screamed. Men sinking beneath the waves, trapped inside the ship, screamed.

Pushing through the boiling steam and thick black smoke of the oil fire, She-zilla turned her eyes west, toward Japan. Snarling her frustration the Cretaceous-sized creature began swimming toward Tokyo, moving through the water by the motion of her gigantic tail, looking like an immense version of a salt water crocodile. Atop her back tentacles big as trans-oceanic cables writhed and twisted.

Inside the Japanese Institute of Advanced Robotics Technology the director argued with the Prime Minister.

“I’m telling you it is our only hope!” Dr. Kenji Kato shouted into his video uplink. “Tranzor V is the only thing that can hope to stop She-zilla. You must give me the authorization to turn on his atomic core, Mr. Prime Minister.”

The aged man on the other end of the video conference scowled. “No, Dr. Kato, it is too dangerous. We must try conventional means first.” 

“But, sir! We know from out cryptozoological studies that when Kaiju bitches are in heat they are unstoppable. Since we don’t have a male, nor do we want one to answer her mating call, it is vital we activate the giant Mecha. I will pilot it myself.”

“The generals assure me our military forces are sufficient to drive it away.”

“They are fools!”

The link ended.

Dr. Kenji Kato sagged back into his chair. The head of biological research at the institute, a beautiful, large breasted university Professor who wore glasses (and had done more of the advanced trigonometry work for Tranzor V than he would ever admit) came up and put her hand on his shoulder.

“They are wrong, Doctor. Conventional forces will not slow the monster. Tokyo is doomed if you do not engage the Mecha.”

Slowly, Kenji lifted his head. He looked up at her, so pretty with her hair up and those long legs showing beneath a surprisingly, almost unprofessionally, short skirt. Professor Mei Yoko was rumored to have a sex drive as high as her IQ. She smelled very good. He would do anything to impress her.

He stood. “Call the hangar!” he boomed. “I will pilot the Mecha to defend Tokyo. By the time I get there the military will have failed and the Prime Minister will have to admit I was right.”

Professor Yoko’s eyes shone with admiration for his gallantry. And they also sparkled with something else…

“Yes, doctor!” she breathed.

Kenji rushed to get his command and control exoskeleton.

F-16s, purchased from America, ripped out of the sky, flying in a tight formation. 

Below them She-zilla roared in rage as a naval battleship opened fire on the Kaiju. Nine 410 mm deck guns opened up, belching flame and sending the heavy ordinance from over kilometer away. In the next moment twenty 130 mm automated canons opened up as well, adding to the deafening barrage.

The rounds slammed into the kaiju just as the F-16s deployed their own payload. She-zilla reeled slightly under the impact of all the munitions, roared in anger and laser beams burst from her eyes, shooting down several of the planes. Well and truly pissed off, she turned toward the battleship, tentackles thrashing.

The remaining jets peeled off to take another run as a nuclear submarine fired its torpedoes from beneath the roiling water. Ignoring the submerged detonations, the kaiju surged forward, taking a second barrage of cannon fire full in the face and her six massive, swollen and free swinging breasts (a decidedly un-reptilian turn of crypto-biology, as Professor Yoko could have told them). 

The decks of the ship blazed to life as sixteen RGM-84 Harpoon Anti-Ship Missiles sprang from launching tubes. Utilizing state of the art active radar homing guidance technology, the missiles flew unerringly toward their target.

For such a gargantuan beast, some twenty stories tall, it was incredible fast in the water. The missile barrage had barely exploded ineffectually off her gnarly, armored hide, before she was upon the ship. 

Panicked, the captain frantically gave commands to increase speed but it was too late. Driven wild by the powerful pheromones, the great bitch beast grabbed hold of the vessel and began climbing aboard.

Sailors fired useless bursts of machine gun fire then fled in terror toward the bow. Overhead the jets flew in low but held their fire for fear of killing their own men. A triple-bank of 130 mm canon rotated and fired from point blank range.

She-zilla crawled forward, driving the stern beneath the waves. The nuclear powered engine below decks began red-lining as they were pushed beyond their limits. Squealing in furor the lizardess mounted one of the big guns like a stripper climbing into the lap of a particularly aroused customer.

Her eyes narrowed in pleasure as the smoking hot cannon barrel entered her swollen pussy. The sizzling muzzle pushed into her open and jets of fire emerged from her nostrils as she filled the ache, blasting the superstructure directly before her. Viciously, operating on instinct, she began fucking the cannon.

The damn puny thing was too small. She-zilla needed a big, swinging kaiju monster cock. She hammered at the mount with increasing frustration, roaring. Her great clawed feet hooked on open hatches or rigging cranes and ripped them apart as she rutted. Cthulhu-ian tentacles wrapped around the hull, drawing the vessel into a savage embrace. To no avail.

Within seconds the battleship came apart. A Hellfire missile from a circling drone slammed into the back of her head and exploded. Turning her head, she first knocked it out of the sky with laser beams and then sprayed blazing streams of methane gas on survivors struggling in the water. 

Resolute, she began swimming toward Tokyo.

Dr. Kenji Kato stood in his neural uplink, VR accessed, control system suit.

His helmet tucked under his arm, he watched from scaffolding near the house-sized head of Tranzor-V as technicians and laborers scrambled to unhook power couplers and electric conduits. Military contractors raced around in forklifts of various sizes, loading ammunition for the multitude of armaments on the giant Mecha.

His impatience grew. He needed to get out there.

“Doctor Kato!” 

He turned to see Professor Yoko hurrying toward him. Below him a brace of tactical ballistic missiles rolled by. He looked back at the approaching Yoko. She was sporting warheads every bit as impressive the MGM-140 ATACMS’s being loaded onto Tranzor-V. 

He thought for a moment what it would be like to straddled her like an American cowboy and rub his hard cock back and forth between her tits until he shot his load up underneath her chin. His dick twitched in his pants and he coughed, abruptly self-conscious.

“Yes, Professor Yoko?”

She stopped before him, cheeks red from hurrying, massive chest rising and falling in distracting ways. It was, he thought, like seeing mountain peaks undulating during an earthquake.

Catching her breath, Yoko put her hand on his arm and looked up into his eyes. Hers shone with admiration. “You are so brave, Kenji. I’m sorry, may I call you Kenji?” She blushed, making her even more beautiful.

“Of course,” he stammered. “I’ll call you, Mei?”

“Oh, yes! Of course!” she seemed genuinely pleased. “I have never witnessed such bravery as what you are about to do! Going out to take on the kaiju knowing you could be killed!”

“Yes, well, uh…”

“And not just killed, but ripped apart, maybe mashed into a pulp, or even roasted by its fiery breath!”

“I, uh…what?” He frowned, was she breathing even faster now?

“I know it is no longer politically correct to say,” she hurried on. She stood a little straighter, her tiny hands formed into fists, jaw set in a hard line. “But I will anyway, your sacrifice demands my honesty.”

“I was sort of hoping to live, “ he was cut off.

“Don’t be ridiculous. You go now to your death. Just as the courageous Banzi pilots of our forefathers did!”

“Uh, you think I’m going full Banzi here?” Kato asked. Suddenly he began reconsidering the Prime Ministers words.

“And like those grand heroes of yesteryear, you deserve the same honors.”

“Honors?”

“Yes.” She leaned in close, dropping her voice to a conspiratorial whisper.

She smelled like jasmine, he realized. She was so close the soft pillows of her tits pressed into his chest. His dick jumped in his suit again. He smiled weakly as Yoko continued on.

“They were given a ceremonial glass of Saki before they took off for the glory of the emperor.”

“Oh yes, I seem to recall this from school…”

She leaned close to him, sweet breath playing across his lips. “You know my revered great-grandmother only died last year at age 118.”

“No, I didn’t, I’m sorry for your los—“

“During the Emperor’s War,” she whispered. “She told me she volunteered to be a comfort woman for the air service. Banzi pilots were given a night of bliss the day before they flew their final, glorious mission.”

“She volunteered?”

“Oh yes, she was quite patriotic. She was able to provide comfort for over two-hundred-fifty pilots before the war ended. She is my hero.”

“Two hundred and fifty?”

“Yes, and because of her, I know what I must do!” Her tone grew fierce.

“You do?”

“Yes! We cannot, obviously have sex here. And I couldn’t find any Saki.”

“We can’t? Oh, I mean, of course we can’t! That would be wro—“

“So I got beer. You drink it down while I suck your dick.”

“What!”

“No time to waste!” she snapped. 

Taking several steps back (he immediately missed the feel of her big tits pressing against him) she pulled a Sapporo from her lab coat pocket. She popped the cap and shoved it into his hands. Then she took off her glasses and put them away.

Jesus, Buda, and Allah, he thought, is this really happening?

Yoko glided forward, looking very focused. Stepping right up to him, she stopped with the points of her tits just inches from him. He felt her body heat.

His boner ached.

“Here’s your beer, my hero,” she said. Her voice was a throaty little groan. Her lips pouted, full and soft looking. Her whole demeanor seemed to have changed.

He swallowed, his throat so dry his Adam’s Apple made a clicking sound. Not knowing what else to do, he took the offered beer. The weight of the bottle in his grip was comfortably familiar and still chilled.

“Thank you?” he managed to get out.

Then, as if by gravity, his eyes were drawn down by their own volition to those big, round tits just desperate to get out of the what was obviously too tight a bra. He caught himself and jerked his gaze back up to Yoko’s face. Her makeup was perfect, he realized. Funny how he never noticed before.

To cover his confusion, and the discomfort over the fact that Yoko made no effort whatsoever to back out of his personal space, he took a drink.

“Good,” Yoko said. “Drink up.”

She pushed up against him.

“Oh, jeez,” he got out.

Reaching out, she took hold of the lump in his pants, squeezing. It felt good. He pressed his head back against the wall. Yoko crowded in close, pressing her body and those big twin missiles up against him. Her hand rubbed up and down against the length of his hard-on through his suit.

He froze. Realized he was suddenly, overwhelmingly, thirsty, and took a long drink of the beer. The amber liquid tasted wonderful as he swallowed it.

“There you go,” she said. “You just keep doing that.”

Slowly, she sank to her knees on the floor of the observation balcony, bringing her face even with his crotch. He started chugging the beer as her hands quickly worked the snaps and zippers on the front of his suit.

His dick jumped out and he almost sighed with relief at the feel of it being unrestrained. Yoko wasn’t coy or teasing, she went right to work. Her hand came up and wrapped around the shaft, jacked up and down a couple of times, and then she put it in her mouth.

“Goddamn!” he hissed as her hot mouth wrapped around the smooth helmet of his glans.

Her tongue moved as she sucked gently on the head while stroking her hand up and down along his rigid shaft. After a moment she built up sufficient spit in her mouth and began bobbing her head in time to her hand strokes,

Kenji looked down at her in amazement. This was nothing like the clumsy attempts of his girlfriends in grad school. This was a fucking gold medal level of cocksucking.

“Gee, Professor Yoko,” he said. “You’re really good at that.”

Her tongue roamed around his cockhead, the tip flickering across his peehole and massaging him there. He groaned as his butt cheeks clench hard in response to the technique.

Balls drawing up tight against his belly, he felt the stirrings of an intense, tingling and Grade A orgasm begin building. On her knees, Yoko sped up, taking more of his prick into her mouth as she bobbed. She made a slurping sound and sucked overflowing saliva back into her mouth.

That little bit of extra stimulation was enough. Kenji grunted, then began bucking his hips forward into her mouth. She didn’t slow down, even as she started to gag as he went deeper.

His toes curled up violently in his running shoes and his knees locked up. “Argh!” he grated out. A distant, disassociated, part of his mind though, “argh”? What the fuck, am I pirate, now? But most of his mind was overtaken with the intensity of his orgasm.

Lava hot semen rolled up his urethra and spurted into her mouth. Instantly, hand still wrapped around his shaft, Yoko pulled her head back and lifted her chin. Kenji watched in amazement while, as he continued cumming, she began jerking his load across the top of her perfectly rounded tits. She seemed utterly concerned about the stains to her clothes.

That’s how they got Prime Minister Clinton, he had time to think, then, I’m living a fucking porno! He thought. 

“Cum on my tits,” Yoko urged, stroking him in slow, loose motions, “Cum on the Professor’s big titties.”

Who is this woman? He thought.

“Ahhh!” he shouted.

The last loops of his cum arced out of him and landed in lazy curly cues across her tits, where they immediately began drying in a glaze like sugar frosting on a doughnut.

She-zilla steamed up out of the harbor, sweeping fishing vessels, yachts, and cargo ships into the air and hurtling them into buildings blocks away. As the lizardess stalked onto shore two tank units of the Japanese Defense Forces opened fire.

M1A1 Abrams Main Battle Tanks belched 105mm rounds from M68 rifled cannon barrels. Armor-piercing fin stabilized discarding sabot rounds hurtled toward the kaiju in a massive volley. The kinetic energy penetrator ammunition peppered the creature as the F-16s roared in and fired another synchronized volley.

She-zilla picked up a tank in each hand and tossed them into office buildings. Panic filled the streets, automobiles crashing into each other, fires exploding to life. Panicked crowds milled in turmoil, people screamed in abject terror.

The kaiju stalked forward, each step leaving blackberry jam smears on cracked asphalt and concrete where her foot crushed groups of people. Her tail and tentacles, lashed, caving buildings inward and shattering glass into dust. Concentrating her eyes, the creature emitted brilliant laser. The deadly beams of condensed light zipped through a section of the Tokyo Monorail, cutting a racing train in half.

It plunged off the elevated railway, dragging several other cars, packed with commuters, along behind it. The beast crushed several of them under her feet as she strode past. Moving down Keiyo Line, She-zilla rampaged, inflicting maximum destruction on the city. 

Laser eye beams cut the tops off buildings, hammered helicopters out of the air and knocked even more fighter jets from the sky. Breathing huge clouds of flaming, volatile methane, the kaiju created bonfires or roasted humans with every step she took. Her feet cracked roads and crushed cars, her great clawed hands ripped open structures and toppled bridges. 

The wailing sirens of emergency response and law enforcement vehicles were drowned out in the cacophony of destruction. The writhing tentacles scooped up vehicles and hurled them for miles, the occupants flying from the tumbling automobiles.

She needed cock, had to find a male, the urge to mate had woken her from slumber beneath the Mariana Trench and instinct sent toward the dormant volcano of Mt. Fuji, like salmon spawning upstream. The death toll quickly stacked up into the thousands.

Something darkened the sun, casting a long shadow across the city and the rampaging kaiju. Curious, the lust-mad lizardess looked up. 

Dr. Kenji Kato, securely strapped in and linked up inside the head of Tranzor-V, fired his reverse thrusters and used his VTOL stabilizers to bring the giant Mecha down among the rubble.

Outraged at a rival predator of equal size invading her territory, She-zilla immediately attacked. Laser beams bounced harmlessly off reflective armor, flaming streams of burning methane rolled away, the heat dissipating.

The kaiju-bitch bellowed and attacked with her tentacles. Wrapping quickly around the Tranzor V’s arms, the creature yanked the Mecha toward her. Kato went with the force into the arms of the beast.

On his approach he’d used his satellite uplinks to listen to emergency channels. He knew before he arrived that no conventional munitions, of which Tranzor V possessed plenty, worked against the monster. 

If Professor Yoko’s premise was sound, he had only one course of action. 

How could a woman who sucked a dick that well ever be wrong about anything? he thought. He realized that didn’t make any sense, but just like her mouth on his dick, it felt right.

She-zilla battered huge claws into the Mecha, leaving furrows along the diamond and unobtanium alloy metal. Inside, Kato rocked wildly into the netting of his neuro-link netting. The creature was strong enough to eventually crack the superstructure open, he realized.

Great blowjob aside, he really didn’t want to be a Banzi.

The kaiju-bitch shoved hard, tentacles wrapping around the Mecha’s ankles as she did. Gyro-stabilizing units screamed in protest at the sudden disruption and were unable to compensate. The Kurata-3000, displacing 2,000 tons, slammed into a skyscraper and brought it down around him. The reactor began creeping toward red.

Inside the cockpit, Kato shrugged his way clear of the rubble. The kaiju turned toward him, bellowing with blood-lust. He caught sight of the heavily inflamed lips of her vagina as she did and knew for sure Professor Yoko was correct.

The bitch was in heat.

Servo-motors groaned as he lifted his arm toward the charging monster. The primary phalanges exploded from the hand and the missiles raced toward the beast. Proximity sensors in the warheads detonated the charges just prior to impact.

She-zilla roared as gallons of vaporized synthetic-pheromones enveloped her. She slowed to a halt, confused. The creature shook its head in confusion as Kato brought Tranzor V to its feet. The reactor grew hotter.

The kaiju-bitch raised her dragon head and stared at the Mecha. She did not attack. Hydraulic jacks whined as compartments on Tranzvor V’s right thigh and crotch parted, massive doors sliding open.

Tranzor V presented his cock.

Made of the same diamond and unobtanium material as the body, the phallus was covered in a pink, silicone filled Cyberskin. She-zilla grunted, a sound somewhere between surprise and approval. The synthetic-pheromones were doing their trick.

The cock slid out of the leg and the thigh compartment shut. The cock hung past Tranzvor V’s knee, a proportionally huge monster of a member. She-zilla eyed it with purulent interest.

“Don’t worry, baby,” Kato said, hands working inside the VR gloves. “I can get it up.”

He checked display feeds on the atomic reactor, saw he was dipping through orange toward red, but had no choice but to engage erection procedures. In front of him, like the arm of a crane, the cock rose. Technology utilized in the Bertha-sized Tunnel Boring Machine, as well as a housing-unit designed to compensate for the recoil of the M65 Atomic Canon, all synchronized together and began working.

The cock began spinning and thrusting, sounding like a printing press on steroids. Clang, bang, clang, bang and as it thrust, it turned like the barrels of a Gatling gun. She-zilla took a step back.

“Easy girl,” Kato said. “I’ll just put the tip in.”

“The tip is the worst part,” Professor Yoko told him over the headset radio. She watched everything from the forward mounted camera positioned along Tranzor V’s frame.

“I thought you said kaiju mating was rough.”

“The roughest.”

The city of Tokyo was in flames around him, buildings collapsed, tens of thousands lay dead and dying. If She-zilla liked it rough, he was going hate-fuck that bitch right back into the ocean where it could be safely nuked to hell.

“Good,” he said.

Stepping forward, Kato brought Tranzor V’s arms up and hit the juice. Leaping forward on rocket thrusters, he rammed into She-zilla, staggering the great bitch.

“That’s it!” Professor Yoko urged, breathless. “Show her you’re a mate with power.”

Kato guided the Mecha into action, slamming a fist into the beast’s stomach right below the sternum. The creature doubled over, bellowing with lust. Kato shoved her down, crushing a partially demolished office building to rubble beneath her mass.

The Tranzor-cock, sensing the heat of the inflamed pussy, began excreting lubricant. On the ground at the Mecha’s feet, the kaiju rolled over onto all fours, Jurassic breasts swinging. 

“Fuck it, Kenji!” Professor Yoko shouted. “Fuck it real good!”

She-zilla looked back over one shoulder, tail lashing then moving to expose her cock-hole. Kato moved forward. The beast’s eyes widened as he approached, the monumental erection leading the way in a great plinth of flesh. The cock squirted and he hosed her thighs with the environmentally friendly lubricant.

“She wants it bad, Kenji.”

“I’m going to give it to her. I will save the city!”

“Remember,” Professor Yoko lectured. “The purpose of the orgasm in the female of the species is to draw sperm in more deeply and increase chances of insemination. If she does not cum, she might not go out of heat.”

“I understand.” Kato said. 

The ground shook as the three ton Mecha dropped to its knees behind the kaiju. The robot hands, roamed the curve of her ass beneath her tail, pushing them apart and further exposing her vulnerable slit of a pussy and making her tentacles writhe.

“That’s it,” Professor Yoko said. “You’re doing good.”

She-zilla growled in pleasure as Kato lowered his head and presented the Mecha’s mouth to her sex. A tongue of Cyberskin rolled out. Kato had won the Nobel Prize two years before when he submitted the design for the motor controls of the organ to the international body. He was hailed as a robotics genius and the one million dollars that came along with the prize went a long way toward augmenting his rather modest government salary.

The kaiju squirmed as the Mecha licked between her legs. The heavy tongue slathered into her pussy, parting her lips and plunging inside her. The soft, wet press of it pressed against her flesh in a deep soulful kiss as he tongued her out.

“Very good,” Professor Yoko said. “Her vaginal temperature is rising to near perfect levels of arousal for ovulation. Keeping eating that pussy, Dr. Kato.”

“Roger, Wilco,” he replied. 

Inside the VR apparatus he began sweating with effort of his concentration.

Biting her lip with fangs the size of mini-vans, She-zilla whimpered in pleasure as the soft, wet instrument explored her depths. Finally, unable to control herself, she began rubbing her aroused, motorcycle-sized clitoris furiously with one monsterous finger. Sensors showed waves of tingling pleasure radiated up through her belly in a warm surge.

“Oh,” Professor Yoko moaned. “She’s loving it.”

Pushing her feet into the ground, she let her head hang down as she draped over the mound of rubble, utterly at the Mecha’s mercy. Turned on, the kaiju-bitch rubbed her clit faster. Great biological aqueducts low in her gut down near her womb opened and she moaned her orgasm out through gritted teeth, letting herself go all over the Mecha’s oscillating tongue.

She squirted in a fast, hard rush, gushing her fluids into the Mecha’s face. 

“Yes, yes!” Professor Yoko cried, excited. “You did it!”

The Mecha pulled back and She-zilla felt him loom up behind her. In the next moment he lay the mammoth weight of his cock down against the crack of her ass. She froze at the overwhelming heft the erection, the feel of its pliant hardness.

She made a small, frightened sound.

“She’s nervous you’re too big,” Professor Yoko warned. “Proceed with caution.”

“You’re as ready as you’re ever going to get, bitch,” Kato said.

The powerful Mecha hand came down on her back along the Stegosaurus-like armored plates squirming tentacles, pinning her against the top of the rubble. She reached out to the front in response to the pressure and pushed her claws into the ground, bracing against the coming invasion. She spread her legs wide as she could in an impromptu Downward Doggy Yoga pose. 

“This is so fascinating,” Professor Yoko murmured. “She instinctively knows to compensate for your massive weight as you drive your huge, fat cock in and out of her…”

“Uh, Professor Yoko?” Kato said. He felt a little confused at the tone of the conversation.

Professor Yoko cleared her throat. “Yes, uhm, sorry, science impassions me. Please proceed with the fucking.”

The blunt head of the Cyberskin cock pressed against the slit of She-zilla’s vaginal opening. Patiently, the Mecha rubbed the mechanical prick back and forth along her lips, coasting it with her pussy juice. Her thighs quivered in pleasure.

Her heart fluttered with anticipation and burning methane escaped in small jets from her flaring nostrils. Slowly, Dr. Kato pushed his Mecha boner into her. She-zilla’s head came up like a Jack in the Box, eyes widened in surprise. Primal urges far older than mankind drove her on.

Everything came down to now, to the moment, to the feeling of that gargantuan pole-arm of hot flesh violating her. The drive to mate reached fevered pitches.

“Oh,” Professor Yoko breathed out as she watched the cock slid in on the HD screens. 

Unconsciously, her hand crept down between her own legs. On screen She-zilla winced as the Mecha pushed deep, stretching her more and more.

“Oh, oh, oh,” Professor Yoko gasped. Her fingers found the button of her clitoris and began rubbing in small circles.

The Mecha’s servo-couplings ground together in protest, but Kato pushed more in, like a warrior plunging a sword into an open wound. She-zilla whimpered, but Kato knew better than to stop. The reactor temprature continued to climb. Warning sirens went off inside the cockpit.

“For Japan!” Dr. Kato shouted.

The bio-sensors embedded in the shaft indicated there was pain for the creature, but pain mixing with the pleasure, and Professor Yoko knew how that indescribable feeling of being filled up all the way up to the very limits of her body could transport you to another world. She envied the creature.

“That’s it,” Kato growled. “Take it, take my Mecha cock!”

She-zilla roared and slapped the ground. She flexed hard and pushed back into the cock to keep from being shoved bodily off the rubble mound. Finally, the tip of the flesh column inside her butted up against her cervix. She had no more room left inside her.

“She’s full!” Professor Yoko shouted into the microphone.

The academic’s fingers stroked her sopping wet pussy, juice running in streams down her thighs as she masturbated.

She-zilla panted, having trouble catching her breath against the avalanche of sensation rocking her massive body. The Mecha’s huge, powerful hands clamped down hard and Kato triggered a pre-recorded snarling sound of angry lust to simulate the demonic howls of a male kaiju.

Now it really starts, he had time to think.

Then the fucking began in earnest.

The Mecha pulled back, shoved forward, pulled back and shoved forward again, stabbing its cock in and out of her like a piston driven pylon. Only much, much bigger. She-zilla let loose with a high pitched squawk as the Mecha picked up speed.

The concussion of the pummeling traveled through her body in shuddering waves and she rocked back and forth like a plaything in its robotic hands. Her head snapped back and forth with each penetration and, roaring, she pushed her hands harder into the debris to brace herself.

A city of 13 million people watched the gigantic titans fucking among the flaming ruins. The two mammoth constructs, one biological, the other mechanized, were so huge the mating was clearly visible to all from every point in the recently besieged metropolis.

Cheers rose from millions of voices.

Behind her the Mecha’s audio displacers emitted more deafening bays. It mooed like a running cow, and She-zilla felt hot flecks of extra lubricant spill across her engorged pussy lips. The two of them fell into a natural, but unintentional rhythm, her howling out and Tranzor V bawling mating calls on continuous loops. 

“Fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck!” Professor Yoko screamed as she finger-banged herself, eyes glued to the video display.

There was pain and the pain fed She-zilla’s adrenaline. The adrenaline swirled in her body, acting as a powerful stimulant, and she grew euphoric. She grunted loudly as she stretched to the point of splitting, fighting to accept the cock jacking into her like a wildcat drill bit hammering a tunnel into the ground.

She-zilla shriek-screamed and started shooting laser beams from her eyes as her second orgasm convulsed through her, twice as powerful as the first, and then her natural secretions greased the groove inside her enough to allow her to gain control of the moment.

Exhausted from her own orgasm, Professor Yoko spoke into the audio pick-up. “That’s it!” she said. “You did it, Kenji! Simulate ejaculation to complete ovulation!”

“The reactor! I can’t hold it together, Professor!” Kato yelled. “It’s going to blow!”

“Finish!” Professor Yoko shouted back. “Finish!”

Praying the reactor core didn’t explode, Dr. Kenji Kato finished the job.

Behind her, inside her, the Mecha suddenly lost its driving rhythm and began a disjointed bucking. Synthetic-cum by the hundreds of gallons rolled up his shaft in a bulging gyration she felt through the skin on the underside of his Cyberskin cock and spurted into her. 

Hot sticky fluids sloshed inside her and spilled back down the flesh canal of her pussy as he continued fucking her.

The Mecha’s mooing snarls and barbaric howls increased involumes loud enough to hurt the ears of Tokyo’s citizens, and she felt his cum, hot and clotting, spill out of her and onto the inside of her legs. 

There’s so goddamn much! Professor Yoko marveled as she watched the reservoir metric gauge drop. 

Behind She-zilla, the Mecha went still as a statue, frozen in the moment of his final release, the battering ram cock inside her finally falling still. Inside the cockpit, a much relieved Kato began emergency cooling procedures on the reactor core. It was almost too late and the intense levels of rising heat began to short circuit the Mecha.

The Cyberskin cock slid out and the robot fell back, flopping on the rubble behind She-zilla, sprawling out into an apartment building as Kato fought to regain control of his systems.

“You did it!” Professor Yoko shouted, voice ecstatic with joy. “You’ve saved Tokyo!” Her eyes flickered to the HD screen. “Or, most of Tokyo anyway,” she corrected.

Suddenly the face of Japan’s Prime Minister appeared as technicians from Japan’s CIA, the Public Security Intelligence Agency, managed to finally hack the institute’s firewalls. He appeared furious.

“Kato!” the man bellowed, spittle flying. “I’ll have you executed!”

“But, Mr. Prime Minister—“ he protested.

“Executed!” The Prime Minister screamed.

“Look, look. Look at what’s happening!”

One screen they saw the monster rise and begin moving toward the sea. Professor Yoko remembered the sensation of that signature bowel-legged walk from her own experience as an under-grad with three U.S. Marines and too many bottles of Saki.

“What is the monster doing?” the Prime Minister demanded.

“She’s leaving, well satisfied,” Kato said.

“She will return now to the Marianas Trench to sleep,” Professor Yoko said.

“So it is over?” the Prime Minister asked.

“Until her body realizes it’s not pregnant and she ovulates again.” Professor Yoko said. “We’ve bought time, nothing else.”

“God help us,” the Prime Minister said.

“God and my mighty Mecha cock!” Dr. Kato said.

On screen the Prime Minister lowered his head to his desk and began weeping.

End

Check out Vixen Wade’s author page to find more of her titles…

https://authorcentral.amazon.com/gp/profile?ie=UTF8&pn=irid98703105
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