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Introduction

BioCop started as an homage to RoboCop. Officer Roxy Matsuda's biopunk transformations are voluntary (mostly) which differentiates her from the undead Officer Murphy of RoboCop, but the way she sacrifices her humanity for the job is in some ways similar. A drug dealing gang of super criminals "aberrants", a hostage showdown involving the mayor, and a sinister corporation seeking to transform the city are also parallels with RoboCop.

Of course, RoboCop does not solve most of his problems by having sex with the criminals, but please allow me some creative license with my homage.

In addition to lots of filthy sex, BioCop, like its inspiration, delves into grotesque body horror and some pretty dark territory. I tried to picture a future where computer technology has taken a backseat to the idea of on-demand biological transformations. What if you could just inject yourself with a serum that could make you smarter, tougher, or sexier? What if you could combine your DNA with animal DNA? Would you want to be a dog boy? A fox girl?

An aberrant?
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Flesh City Nights

Roxy Mitsuda was looking for a certain kind of trouble.

The partial foxy biomod was on the edge of the Larimer Zone, in the shadows of the quarantine walls, where the old tenements blazed with neon and the streets were choked with peddlers of every type. She was cute, even for a fox, a high-end job without facial reconstruction, a human, but with black furry ears and a fluffy tail to match her long, silky black hair. Her blue eyes contrasted with her Japanese features. Natural eyes, not tweaked, a delicate nose and naturally pouting lips. She had a toned body with curves that were firm and round made firmer and rounder with just a little help from gene juicing.

Roxy was dressed for the job. She wore a half shirt over her pert breasts, nipples pebbled against the skintight material, and a pair of shorts so short they barely qualified as clothing at all. Over that she wore a long coat that hung open, showing off her killer body as she made her way among the pleasure girls and boys selling on the corners. Her fox tail twitched. Her eyes sparkled with an invitation to look at her curves. 

“Heyyyy foxy baby, wanna lift that tail and sit on my face?” called a man from a passing roller.

“You got the cash, I got the party,” she shouted. But he rolled on, laughing to himself and leaving her to continue her walk.

“Girl, you got to show off a little more skin,” said a very busty elf biomod with a huge mane of golden-white hair. The girl with the pointed ears was wearing a sheer plastic corset that was steamed up with body heat from her cleavage.

“I was thinking about looking for a different corner,” said Foxy. “Does that alley there go all the way through the tenements?”

“Yeah, girl, but it’s a fucking maze,” warned the elf. “Lula went missing last week using one of those alleyways. Better not take shortcuts on a night like tonight. The city is hot and hungry.”

The elf tugged at her corset to ventilate her massive tits. Roxy appreciated one woman looking out for another but was done showing off on the corner. She had made her point and hoped she had attracted some attention. She thanked the elf and made her way across the street, her black tail swishing as she stepped into the darkness of the alleyway.

The elf hadn’t been lying. These tenements dated back to before the collapse, when Flesh City used to be called Pittsburgh, and nobody had ever heard of a biomod. Back before the lab tweaked elves, orcs, goblins, and all the animal hybrids like Roxy. The walls were covered in a century or more of grime, windows lost to the black filth, and tangles of old power cables snaking overhead like creeper vines. Not even the neon penetrated from the signs or the advertising drones. Just the occasional flickering LED left over from some restaurant or back stoop that was now locked tight and barred.

Roxy followed the alleyway, one turn after another, her heart starting to pound heavily in her chest as the tight, twisting path muffled the distant sounds of the city. She felt like she was alone in a forest. And she felt like a predator was stalking her.

The little hairs stood up on the back of her neck and fear prickled coldly in her arms despite the steamy night air. She cast a glance over her shoulder, sensing someone moving behind her. She saw nothing.

She rounded another corner in the maze of alleyways passing through the tenements. Something was coming towards her through a gusting steam vent. A shuffling, swaying figure too big to be an untouched human.

Her breath caught in her throat as the monster’s face passed through the venting steam. His flesh was dark green, his head and face twice as big as any man. Tusked and drooling, with one bulging eye too low on his cheek and a head of tangled, sweaty hair pierced by horns in several places. His body was muscular and flabby, and tentacles dangled from beneath his bulging arms.

Too many biomods could drive a man crazy, turn him into a dangerous genepsycho, but this was not that. This was a biomod gone wrong. A genetically warped freak.

He was an aberrant. A monster made in a lab and set loose in Flesh City. A night crawler trundling towards her with a long, pink tongue slowly sliding out of his huge mouth to lick his lips and tusks.

“Pretty girl… have fun with pretty girl,” he growled.

“Stay back,” warned Roxy.

The creature moved with surprising speed for something of its size. Big as a grizzly bear wearing the shreds of a ruined trench coat. Tentacles seizing Foxy’s arms as the aberrant’s big, awkward hands pulled away Roxy’s coat and tore off her skintight top. She cried out as her soft breasts were freed and immediately groped by the monster’s slimy hands. His bulging eye rolled to look at her as he ran a tongue over her tits and up to her mouth. She screamed and flinched away as he tried to kiss her.

He was not alone. Aberrants tended to attract others of their kind. As the hulking brute tore at Roxy’s shorts and ripped them away from her hips, several more creatures came loping out of the dark recesses of the alleyway. They were each as different from one another as Roxy was from them, but they were united in their freakish ugliness. Patches of hair, bestial features, and deformed humanity squeezed through a gene forge to give them superhuman strength and dangerous carnal desires.

“No! Let go of me!” Roxy cried, trying to twist free of the brute as he pressed her back into the gathering of his comrades.

Then they were all over her, squeezing and plucking at her. Pinching and licking her with tongues that seemed as long as arms. Tentacles slithering over her trimmed pussy. Fingers massaging her crack. And a big, wet, overbearing kiss from the creature that first accosted her.

“We going to have fun with you,” growled the aberrant, his bulging eye wild with delight. “Then we gonna eat you up, foxy girl.”

“Rrrrrrroast you,” croaked a creature more like a frog and a man combined.

“No,” slurped another, his jaw hanging loose and his tongue slapping against Roxy’s breasts. “Mmmmmm. Eat her raw.”

They continued to fondle and squeeze her as they dragged her towards the propped open entrance of a garage. Roxy fought hard, kicking and screaming, delivering a couple of bloody noses and a good tooth-loosening kick to the jaw of the big one. Just as they pulled her into the darkness of the garage, a light speared down from above. Jet wash sprayed hot air into the alleyway, swirling debris and grime.

An amplified voice shouted, “This is the B-T-F! Get down on the ground and give yourselves up!

The aberrants groping Roxy went into a panic. They tossed her aside and went for weapons, including a handful of illegal guns. But the Biocrime Task Force was the elite police force in Flesh City and the armored officers were already sliding down ropes and into the alleyway. Stun shots blazed and incapacitating jelly rounds struck the big aberrant, gluing him to the wall in a web of purple slime.

While the BTF agents dealt with the immobilized aberrants, two of the troopers in their combat vests and helmets hurried to Roxy and helped her up from the ground. Someone put an emergency blanket over her shoulders.

“Are you okay, Rox?” asked one of the troopers.

Officer Yves Kendrick pushed her visor up. She was a full elf biomod, with her platinum blonde hair pulled back in a tight bun and her delicate elf features and silvery-blue eyes at odds with the heavy black combat gear of the BTF. She was willowy slender, tall, but with huge tits. A common tweak for an elf full biomod.

“They weren’t too rough with you, I hope,” growled the trooper next to Yves.

The officer next to Yves pushed back his visor. It was Lieutenant Wayne Torrence. His face was that of a German Shepherd dog. A full canine biomod head with 100% features, but nothing below the neck that wasn’t a very muscular but human body. Lieutenant Torrence was the commanding officer of BTF Action Team 1.

That made him Officer Roxy Mitsuda’s immediate superior.

“I’ll be fine,” said Roxy, looking down at her chest covered in aberrant slime. “Once I have a good shower.”

“We’ll get you cleaned up,” said Yves, giving Roxy a wink and a squeeze on the shoulder.

“Next time, you get to be the bait, Kendrick,” said Roxy.

Lieutenant Torrence sniffed at Roxy’s neck, his hot canine breath teasing her ear and his bestial pheromones exciting her own canid biomod. Her tail flicked and she felt a hot pulse of desire that had been left simmering after the unwanted attention from the aberrants. She glanced over at the rest of the team attaching the bound aberrants to the ropes and winching them up to the waiting armored air car hovering above the alley.

Debriefing and Letting Off Steam

In the ops room of Precinct Omega, the main tactical screen was split into a dozen camera views of the holding cells on the lower level. There, the various aberrants were being locked up and processed for full genotyping and threat assessment. Some could eventually be rehabilitated with gene treatment. Others would have to be kept in the long-term holding because of the dangers they posed to the city.

Sometimes the giant corporations that dominated Flesh City could be held responsible for creating the aberrants in their labs and losing containment, but usually the aberrants were a result of black-market gene tweaking and illegal mods.

Foxy, still wrapped in an emergency blanket, but now holding a cup of steaming coffee, looked away from the screens. Yves, Lieutenant Torrence, and the other members of Action Team 1 were waiting for the mission debrief and talking amongst themselves. The chatter died as the door opened and Captain Lucinda Venture stepped into the room.

The hard-eyed, middle-aged blonde wore her hair short, trimmed on one side, and her high-collared BTF uniform form-fitting and crisp. She was extremely busty but kept her breasts under control with compression wear. She rarely smiled and stood ramrod straight as the BTF officers snapped to attention.

“I’ll keep this short because it was a hard night for some of you.” She glanced in Roxy’s direction. “We bagged nine aberrants and got them off the streets of Pittsburgh. Well done. Unfortunately, we so far do not believe any of them are members of the Dhampyrs. They might have some connection to them, but it will take days to complete full interrogations, and this bunch is very uncooperative.”

“The Dhampyrs haven’t been heard from in weeks,” said one of the other officers. “Maybe they got taken out in a gang war in the Larimer Zone.”

“It has happened before,” said Captain Venture. “The Zone eats its own. But never with an organization as large as the Dhampyrs. No, we have every reason to believe they are still the dominant gang in the Larimer Zone and are lying low and preparing for something big. Our job is to find out what, when, and where, and prevent them from succeeding.”

“If it is something big then it will take a while for them to smuggle their members out of the Zone,” said Lieutenant Torrence. “We may still have time.”

“They might have been smuggling their members out of the Zone for days,” said Captain Venture. “Which is even more reason we need to be on alert at all times. Get cleaned up, get some rest, and be ready to go out again on your next shift. For now, you won the battle. Good work.”

Captain Venture did finally smile, shaking hands briefly with the team members and giving Roxy another lingering look. Roxy couldn’t be sure, but she thought she saw the captain’s gaze travel down her body in a way that was more than just professional interest. Roxy’s cheeks colored, but the captain turned away and departed before Roxy could say anything.

“Come on, Rox,” said Yves, resting a delicate elf hand on Roxy’s shoulder. “Let’s get you cleaned up.”

Roxy, Yves, and Wayne Torrence lingered in the group showers until the other members of Action Team 1 had departed for the locker room. They exchanged glances and moved closer. Unspoken desire shared between the three of them. Billowing steam concealed them somewhat as they pressed together, embraced, and began to caress one another.

Yves mashed her soft, heavy breasts against Roxy’s perkier tits. Their lips crashing together in a hungry kiss as their soapy bodies slid and pressed to the tiles. Roxy gasped against Yves’ kiss as she felt Wayne move behind her. His strong hands slid down to her hips. He lapped at her neck with his long canine tongue. Down to her shoulder. Moving down her body until he was behind her. His canine muzzle pressed to her crack. Sniffing her there. Under her tail just above her firm buttocks.

Then his hot, velvety soft tongue was licking her ass. Tasting the clench of her hole and lower. Slipping between her thighs and lapping at her cunt as she kissed and caressed Yves. The elven beauty’s kisses growing more passionate in turn. Roxy and Yves pressing their hands to one another. Fingers seeking hot coves. Plunging into slick cunts.

“Ohhhhhh fuck,” moaned Roxy, pushing her ass back against Wayne’s canine muzzle and riding forward again onto Yves’ thrusting fingers. She pumped her own fingers in and out of Yves’ tight pussy.

“Yessss, oh you’re always so hot after a mission,” moaned Yves, her kiss with Roxy growing sloppier and even hotter. Tongues twisting. Heads drenched in the hot water of the showers.

“It’s my instincts,” gasped Roxy, pressing her thighs against Yves’ thighs and her ass back into Wayne’s muzzle. “The more dangerous, the ickier the aberrants, the hotter I get. One of these days… mmmmmm… gonna lose control during the mission.”

“Yeahhh, you are,” giggled Yves, biting at Roxy’s lower lip and looking her in the eyes before releasing it from her perfect white teeth. “You’re going to get fucked by one of those aberrants, big and slimy and nasty, and I’m going to join in.”

“Shut up you two,” growled Wayne, lifting his muzzle from between Roxy’s cheeks. “That sort of talk is going to get you written up.”

“Oh, listen to Lieutenant Torrence,” teased Yves, looking down at him over Roxy’s shoulder. “He’s just jealous. Feeling left out, Wayne?”

“He just can’t get enough of my ass,” giggled Roxy, rubbing her round bubble butt in Wayne’s face.

“Mmmm, that’s true,” agreed Wayne, giving her tight pucker and crack a few more swipes of his long, pink tongue. “I need more than just your hot little ass though. Remember, I’m the commanding officer here.”

He chuckled as he rose to his feet, showing off his washboard abs and toned chest and shoulders, flexing his biceps and thrusting his cock towards the two beauties. Everyone who showered with Wayne knew his secret: it wasn’t just his head that had been biomodded. He also had a very large and very canine cock biomod. The red rocket was bigger than most human cocks, emerging from its hairless sheath and bouncing with the throb of Wayne’s lust. The knot bulged at the root.

“Fuck, I always forget how big that thing can get,” gasped Yves, slipping her fingers from Roxy’s pussy and turning her full attention to Wayne’s huge canine cock.

“Oh, god, that thing feels incredible,” moaned Roxy with a knowing smile on her face.

Roxy and Yves crouched in front of Wayne and gave their superior officer his due respect. Their tongues warred over his flared tip. Their lips took turns sliding down his pulsating canine cock. They even teamed up to tongue his cock’s knot and making it pulsate and swell even bigger.

There was only so much a man could take. He let out a growl and grabbed both women in his powerful arms. They cried out with delight as he turned them around and pressed them to the wall.

Roxy watched as he slid his cock into Yves, pumping furiously in and out of her tight elf cunny and smacking his knot against her cuntlips. His muscular hips beat against her firm ass and his fuzzy canine balls smacked her clit. Just as suddenly as he started fucking her, he pulled out of her, leaving her pretty pink cunt gaping and Yves gasping breathlessly.

He turned his lusty fury on Roxy and she cried out as his huge red canine cock plunged into her pussy. She was pressed flat against the tiled wall, her body pinned there as Wayne plundered her cunt with intense, rapid thrusts. Her eyes went wide as she felt his knot sick all the way into her. His strokes intensified, his tip beating against her womb and his knot locking her deliciously in place.

“Ohhhhh fuck, oh my god,” gasped Roxy. “Ohhhhh… gonna… CUMMMMM!”

He cries of ecstasy echoed through the showers. Wayne growled, biting playful at her slender shoulder and rutting her hard and fast as her pussy squeezed around his knot. Just as she was sure he was about to cum, he yanked his knot free form her and grabbed his cock in hand.

Hot gushes of canine hybrid cum spurted all over Roxy and Yves. Their asses were drenched. Their pussies left dripping. Ropes of hot canine cum painting their booty cheeks and drooling down their thighs by the time Wayne was done.

“Oh, I want more,” cried Yves, turning towards him and leaning down to lick his cock. “Come on, a little—”

A citywide alarm sounded through the precinct, echoing in the showers. The three lovers exchanged looks of sudden, adrenaline-fueled surprise and then ran for the lockers. More fun would have to wait.

Attack on the City Center

The armored air car circled once over the plumes of smoke rising from City Plaza One. The heavy airship descended through the smoke and towards a line of flashing blue lights. Several sleek advanced armored air cars were already parked on the ground.

“Crisis Team beat us here,” muttered Wayne, looking out the small, armored window as they descended towards the plaza.

“I thought this was public property,” said Roxy. “What is the Zatoichi Biogenics security team doing here?”

“That’s what I’m going to find out,” growled Wayne, lowering his visor against his canine nose. He spoke into his comms, “Alright team, weapons hot, but hold your fire. All we know is there has been a major terrorist attack on City Plaza One. I’m going to find out what Zatoichi thinks they are doing here and send them packing.”

It was easier said than done. The RTF were outgunned as they unloaded into the plaza. Fully a hundred men from the Zatoichi Crisis Team were operating, including several full orc biomods with samurai-style armor, a combat mech, and numerous troopers and agents. Roxy could see past the cordon that something had blown a gaping hole in the lobby of the Izuma Biopharm building, but there was no getting near it. Even the fires were being dealt with by firefighters in Zatoichi coveralls and flame suppression sprayers.

“Clear out of the way,” commanded Wayne. “This is the business of the Pittsburgh Police Department. RTF.”

A handsome, well-built, and surprisingly young man in a suit and trench coat stepped into Wayne’s path. His coat, necktie, and short hair billowed in the wash from the RTF air car.

“I am sorry, officer, but you are incorrect,” said the man. “I am Toshiro Kanno, head of the Zatoichi Biogenics Crisis Team. We were asked by our colleagues at Izuna Biopharm to intervene on their private property when they suffered a terrorist attack.”

“By the Dhampyrs?” demanded Wayne.

“That is not known currently,” said Kanno. “But I assure you, officer, we will file a full report with the city when our investigation is concluded.”

Roxy nudged Wayne with an elbow and jerked her head towards graffiti in the burning lobby. Just visible through the flames were the words “DHAMPYRS ARISE!” painted on one of the walls.

Wayne’s growl grew louder and his black lips curled back from his canine fangs. “This isn’t gonna fly, Kanno. The whole city is our jurisdiction.”

Wayne shoved Kanno back a step. The huge combat mech let out a growl of servo motors and took a step towards Wayne, its armored body bristling with weapons. Toshiro Kanno held up a hand to stop it from advancing further. He straightened his tie.

“I suggest you take this matter up with our lawyers, officer,” said Kanno. “We always follow the letter of the law and I assure you this time, the law is on our side.”

Roxy and Yves took hold of Wayne, pulling him back to keep him from doing something stupid. Roxy gave Toshiro Kanno a long, hard look over Wayne’s shoulder.

The handsome businessman smiled back almost apologetically.
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Threat to the City

Roxy Mitsuda glared as the last of the sleek air cars of the Zatoichi Crisis Team took to the skies above downtown Flesh City. Warm, oily rain spattered against her riot visor. The ballistic plastic reflected the holographic advertisements above downtown as they pulsed with nearly naked models making enticements to “become a better you” and “upgrade your biomods before she upgrades hers.” The Zatoichi logo was everywhere in those shimmering adverts.

Roxy growled, swishing her fox tail angrily as she turned back to the press of reporters and onlookers trying to get a better view of the damage to the Izuma Biopharm building. She shoved a reporter back and bared her enlarged canines in a frustrated snarl behind her visor.

“Are the Dhampyrs responsible for this attack?” shouted one reporter.

“What sort of explosive device was used?” shouted another.

“Stay outside the perimeter!” snarled Roxy, pushing them back with all her biomodded strength. Working crowd control for firefighters after a terrorist attack was bad enough for an elite cop like Roxy, doing it after Toshiro Kanno and his black suits from Zatoichi had already picked over everything really rubbed her the wrong way. And she didn’t like being rubbed the wrong way.

Wayne Torrence steadied her with a hand on her back and helped muscle the reporters away from the fire teams still trying to get the blaze in the lobby under control.

“I can’t take much more of this,” growled Torrence into his helmet mic. “We’re stuck doing grunt work while that Kanno fucker takes to the skies like he owns the city.”

Roxy glanced up again and saw the flashing Zatoichi Biogenics logo in another one of the holographic adverts.

“Maybe he does own the city,” she muttered. “But he’s not our boss. As soon as the ground pounders show up, we’re handing over riot control and I’m getting answers from Captain Venture.”

“You read my mind,” said Wayne. He shoved a particularly aggressive reporter so hard that the man tumbled away from the glowing cordon tape.

Fortunately, City Plaza One was close enough to several major precinct houses that Roxy and the other members of the Biocrime Task Force did not have much longer to wait. Lines of bulky armored transports and city cruisers came rolling in along with reinforcements of firefighters. City cops came pouring out of the vehicles, half of them in full riot control armor, and they opened a wedge to the perimeter set up by the BTF.

Lieutenant Torrence handed command of the crowd control over to a surly, orc biomodded captain named Bosk. He promised to hand over anything else his investigators found to the Biocrime Task Force. The swarm of cops watched from the ground as the BTF finally lifted off in their armored air car and headed back to Precinct Omega.

Roxy and Wayne were after answers about Zatoichi’s meddling in police business. The answer they received upon arriving at the station was not the one they wanted.

“Look,” said Roxy, pointing to a glossy black air car parked on the rooftop landing deck of Precinct Omega. “The corporate boy is here at the station.”

“Probably pawing through the evidence locker,” growled Torrence. “Or demanding to interrogate those aberrants we picked up in the Larimer Zone. Don’t worry, I’ll set that prick straight.”

But Toshiro Kanno wasn’t in the evidence locker or the interrogation cells. The well-dressed security officer from Zatoichi was emerging from the office of Captain Lucinda Venture. The captain was smiling and shaking hands with Kanno. Roxy thought she could see a hard twinkle in the captain’s icy blue eyes.

“Thank you for updating us on your ongoing investigation,” said Captain Venture. “We are always happy to cooperate with the Zatoichi Corporation.”

“This is most gratifying to hear, captain,” said Kanno, bowing crisply. “The Biocrimes Task Force is the leading edge of law enforcement in the fight against the aberrant terrorists afflicting Pittsburgh. I believe that if we work together, we will confront and defeat this growing threat to the city.”

“We don’t need some corpo bootlicker to help us bust genefreaks in the Larimer,” shouted Torrence, pushing past Roxy to confront Kanno. The well-dressed corporate security man remained calm, smiling placidly as Wayne Torrence jabbed an angry finger in his chest. “I just watched medevac pull a dozen bodies out of the wreckage downtown and worked crowd control for a bunch of firefighters. Meanwhile, you guys sifted through the evidence before our people even—”

“Lieutenant, you’re out of line,” said Captain Venture sharply, pulling Torrence by his vest to get him away from Kanno. “Mr. Kanno has updated us with everything they know and has promised to help with our investigation.”

“It is my great pleasure,” said Kanno, glancing in Roxy’s direction and smiling. “I must depart now, captain. Lieutenant Torrence. Officer Mistuda.”

Roxy felt a flutter of surprise that Toshiro Kanno even knew her name, but it wasn’t a pleasant thought. It meant that Zatoichi Security had a thick dossier on her and probably every other member of the Biocrime Task Force. And it meant that Kanno had been reading them.

He departed smoothly, his trench coat billowing like a cape behind his tailored suit, flanked by two well-dressed members of his team wearing sunglasses and carrying hard cases.

“I hate that fucking guy,” muttered Lieutenant Torrence.

“Do you think I like him?” Captain Venture’s smile fell from her face. “We need to play nice with Zatoichi. They’re the biggest employer in the city and they have deep pockets when it comes to politics. A stunt like you just pulled puts you on his radar and you do not want to be on his radar.”

“He knows us already,” said Roxy, coming to Wayne’s defense. “He’s gunning for us and trying to muscle us out of this investigation. Like he’s protecting the Dhampyrs. Or covering Zatoichi’s ass.”

“In my office, Mitsuda,” growled Captain Venture, giving Roxy a hard look. “And you, Torrence, go cool off. Take a shower or jack off or whatever you do to left off steam. I need to talk to Officer Mitsuda.”

“Captain, you can’t just let this guy walk all over us,” complained Torrence.

Captain Venture didn’t answer as she turned and walked sharply back into her office. Roxy gave Torrence a helpless shrug and followed her in.

Once the door was closed, Captain Lucinda Venture’s expression softened. Her stern scowl retreating into a slight smile as she looked Roxy over. The captain wore her blonde hair cropped mannishly short, but there was no mistaking her for a man. Her body filled out her crisp, black police uniform with her generous, soft curves. She was very fit, but she was born or biomodded to turn heads with her curves.

She’d turned Roxy’s head on more than one occasion.

“Torrence is just looking out for the work we do to check the Dhampyrs,” said Roxy. “If the BTF can’t fight the biggest gang of genefreaks and aberrants in the city, then what use are we?”

“I can think of a few uses for you, Roxy,” said Lucinda, smiling and slipping an arm around Roxy’s waist.

Roxy let the captain pull her closer, sulking as the captain pressed a kiss to her cheek. She felt those warm lips tease her neck. Lucinda’s hand caressed Roxy’s hip and made Roxy’s fluffy black fox tail swish with growing excitement.

“Slime gave me a lead and Kanno just unwittingly confirmed it,” purred Lucinda almost directly into Roxy’s furry ear. “One of the biggest and nastiest strip clubs in the city, the Hot Spot, is being used as a front by the Dhampyrs. All the guns, drugs, and illegal biomods flowing in and out of the Larimer Zone go through that club.”

“So let’s raid it,” gasped Roxy, stiffening as Lucinda’s hand slid around Roxy and caressed Roxy’s pert breasts through her uniform. “We can take down those scum and break up their whole operation.”

“Mmmmm, I had a better idea,” murmured Lucinda, rocking forward and pressing herself against Roxy’s back. Roxy gasped as she felt the softness of Lucinda’s breasts against her shoulders and the distinct bulge in Lucinda’s trousers against her ass. The gorgeous MILF was packing more than just her sidearm. Roxy knew well what sort of heat Captain Venture could bring and it sent a tremor through her body to her core.

“What’s… what’s the idea?” gasped Roxy, her heart beating faster as she pressed her ass back against the bulge in Lucinda’s pants. She looked at her captain over her shoulder.

“You’re the best agent in the BTF, Roxy,” said Lucinda, leaning her lips close to Roxy’s. “The only woman tough enough and smart enough for me to trust with a job like this. Undercover. Deep cover as a stripper at the Hot Spot. No safety nets. No lifeline except for me. You’re going to bring me every name in the Dhampyr’s organization, find out how their smuggling operation works, and then you’re going to help me slice them apart.”

“It sounds dangerous,” whispered Roxy, her lips lightly brushing against Lucinda’s.

“Incredibly dangerous,” agreed Lucinda, her lips hotly against Roxy’s. “You’ll have to do things you won’t like. Compromise yourself in every way imaginable. I won’t order you to do it, Officer Mitsuda. I need you to volunteer.”

“I volunteer,” gasped Roxy, pressing a hungry kiss to her captain’s lips.

“I knew you would,” Lucinda Venture laughed into that kiss.

She turned Roxy around without breaking their heated lip lock and lifted Roxy with both hands on the foxy cop’s firm, round ass. Roxy wrapped her legs around Lucinda’s waist, moaning and kissing the captain passionately as Lucinda carried her across the office and plopped her down on the desk.

Roxy moaned against those hungry lips. She laced her arms around the captain’s slender neck and their kissing intensified. Making out with a superior officer was against every police regulation, but things were different in the BTF. When your life was on the line every single day, certain rules had to be broken, or you would go insane.

“Fuck me, please,” gasped Roxy, her words hot against Lucinda’s plush lips.

“Mmmmmmm, of course, officer,” chuckled Roxy, reaching for her own belt. “First, I think you need to warm me up with that pretty mouth of yours.”

“Yes, ma’am,” said Roxy, flushed with desire as she gave the captain a sharp salute.

Lucinda took a step back from between Roxy’s parted legs. She unbuckled her own belt and slid her crisp uniform trousers down her toned legs. She was wearing plain white briefs that could hardly contain the fat hose of her bulging cock. One tug on the elastic band freed the slightly drooping, but mostly-engorged length of her cock. It was the biggest dick on the force. Roxy knew, because she had ogled them all in the shower.

She could hardly wait to get her lips around that big dick. She slid from the desk and down to her knees, wrapping both hands around the captain’s thick shaft. Her fox ears flattened with excitement and she leaned forward, swirling her tongue around the thick, bulbous tip.

“That’s it,” moaned Captain Venture, her hands on her shapely hips as she thrust through Roxy’s fingers and smeared her pre against Roxy’s lips and tongue. “Suck it. Ohhhhh, fuck, you’ve always been my favorite, Mitsuda. You know your way… mmmmm… around a big dick. That’s why you’re perfect for this assignment.”

“Mmmhmmhm,” agreed Roxy, looking up at her captain through watering eyes as she did her best to deep throat Lucinda’s massive futanari cock.

“That’s a good girl,” moaned Lucinda, threading her fingers in Roxy’s long, dark hair and thrusting through Roxy’s hands to fuck the hot depths of her mouth. As Lucina worked her hips, ship unbuttoned her uniform shirt, exposing her huge tits encased in the sturdy white cups of her white bra.

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Roxy, seeing those enormous breasts looming above her. She continued to suck the captain’s big cock as Lucina reached back and unhooked her bra, crushing it in her hands before lifting it away from her huge tits. They were magnificent mounds of creamy flesh, sagging slightly in middle age, freckled in her cleavage, with wide brownish-pink areolas and thick, plump nipples that jutted with arousal.

“Yesssss, suck me,” moaned Lucinda, squeezing her breasts in both hands and pinching at her thick nipples. “Oh, Roxy, get it good and wet, because I am going to pound you hard with that dick.”

“Mmmmmmmhmnnnn,” moaned Roxy, tears of effort spilling down her cheeks as she throated the captain’s fat futa cock again and again. Swallowing around it. Tasting the raw roughness of the friction against her slimy throat. Just as Roxy thought Lucinda might pump her stomach full of hot cum, the captain drew back her hips and unsheathed her dripping cock from Roxy’s gasping mouth.

“Get those clothes off, Mitsuda, and get your ass on my desk,” said Captain Venture sternly, lifting Roxy up under her arms. “Right now. I’m going to fuck you harder than any of those genefreaks and scumbags at the Hot Spot are going to fuck you. Give you something to remember who you are.”

“Oh, yes, captain,” moaned Roxy, hurriedly undressing. She was buxom and beautiful, her fox biomod blended seamlessly with her pale and toned half-Japanese body. Her nipples small and stiff, her pubic hair shaved into a tiny dark triangle. She swished her furry tail and ran her hands over her body, looking at her captain with her blue eyes heavy with lust.

“On the desk,” repeated Lucinda.

Roxy sat back on the desk, legs spread, but not spread wide enough for Lucinda. The gorgeous, curvy, middle-aged captain grabbed Roxy’s legs, spreading them wide and holding Roxy’s feet up in the air. Lucinda didn’t need her hand to guide her cock. She dropped the slimy weight of against Roxy’s hot cunt, rubbing and grinding against the foxy young cop’s slick folds.

“Tell me how badly you need this, Mitsuda,” say Lucinda, smirking as she slowly rocked her hips and dragged the underside of her cock back and forth across Roxy’s pussy.

“Please, captain,” moaned Roxy, her dark hair fanned out around her head, pinching at her own nipples as she looked needfully up at Lucinda. “Oh, I need you inside me. Please, fuck me, Captain Venture.”

“With pleasure, Matsuda,” said Lucinda. She drew back her hips, lined her cock up with Roxy’s quivering entrance, and then thrust forward to fill Roxy with her full, throbbing length.

Roxy howled with shocked pleasure, reminded in one intense stroke of just how big Lucinda’s cock felt inside her. She took each thrust of the captain’s hardness with gasping pleasure, rocking her body to meet those powerful strokes. Lucinda leaned over her, those huge breasts dangling against Roxy’s pert mounds, nipples rubbing together as Lucinda’s hanging tits swung with each thrust.

“Ohhh godddd, Lucinda, you’re going to make me cum,” moaned Roxy, reaching up to hang her arms against the captain’s shoulders.

“I’m going to make you cum over and over again,” laughed Lucinda, dipping lower to kiss Roxy. A sloppy, tongue-heavy kiss that soon moved to Roxy’s shoulder.

Roxy cried out, feeling the captain sucking hard and giving her a hickey. She couldn’t deny the pleasure of such sucking pain. She bucked to meet each throbbing stroke of Lucinda’s cock, her cunny tightening around that mighty shaft as the captain’s big, cum-heavy balls spanked against Roxy’s ass. Each thrust seemed to reach deeper. Lucinda’s cock seemed to swell bigger and bigger, barely fitting into Roxy’s tight, clutching cunt.

“Cumming! I’m… I’m cumming Captain! MMMMMM!” Roxy leaned up and pressed a desperate kiss to Lucinda’s lips, her orgasm surging from her core and gripping at the captain’s massive futa cock.

The captain’s tongue thrust hungrily into Roxy’s mouth, dominating her lips as that massive cock dominated Roxy’s cunt. Spasms wracked Roxy’s body, her inner walls seizing tightly around the throbbing piston of Lucinda’s cock.

“Mmmmm! Yes! Here it comes!” Captain Venture suddenly pushed her body upright, standing over Roxy and slamming deep with every thrust. She held Roxy’s hips, plunging deep and stiffening, her head thrown back, crying out wordlessly as her cock surged and erupted. Warm spurts of futa cum painted Roxy’s inner walls. A thrilling pump of cum that drenched the young officer’s womb in the captain’s plentiful seed.

Captain Venture’s strokes slowed. She eased her cock out of Roxy’s freshly fucked pussy with a soft slurp. Roxy could feel the cum trickling out of her gaping cove. She slid off the desk, kissing and licking her captain’s dripping cock. Engulfing it in her mouth and sucking it clean.

Captain Venture, panting with exertion, chuckled wearily and cradled Roxy’s head.

“That’s right, make it hard again,” she murmured. “Then bend over that desk. I’m going to fuck you again before you leave.”

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Roxy, her tail twitching and her eyes heavy with lust as she began to slurp and bob on Lucinda’s filthy cock. She was eager for another hot injection of her captain’s cum.
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The Hottest Spot

Roxy Mitsuda watched out the window as the cab rumbled through the dark, dangerous streets of one of the down sectors bordering the Larimer Zone towards the most popular club in Flesh City. The containment walls of the zone loomed like a giant concrete dam on her left side, sprayed with skulls, garish art of biomodded bodies, and Dhampyr graffiti.

That dam was no longer holding back the flood. Even though the Dhampyrs were supposedly trapped within the zone, their operations and influence clearly reached into the slums and other down districts. With the attack on Izuma Biopharm, Dhampyr terrorism had spread into the heart of the city and was no longer something that could be fenced off. They had to be run to tracked down, dismantled, and destroyed.

Which meant going undercover for Roxy. Something she had done many times before, but never so deep and without a lifeline.

“Up there on the left,” said Roxy, pointing at the glow of holographic women in the air up ahead.

The cabbie, a mostly human biomod with a couple of notched dog ears, replied with a grunt and guided his battered vehicle towards the glow. The Hot Spot had its back to the Larimer Zone and spread out to encompass most of a derelict city block. What had once been a warehouse or logistics facility of some kind now boasted huge holographic projectors spraying obscene images of dancing girls into the rainy night sky. A garish red sign flashed on and off with an arrow pointing to the double doors.

Cars steadily pulled up outside the club to drop off or pick up customers. The occasional air car descended from the night, landed in a spray of rainwater from the jets, and spit out a well-heeled corpo or two.

Roxy paid the cabbie, who took a last look at her big tits straining inside the red corset beneath her translucent raincoat. Before leaving the station, Roxy had taken a 30-day biomod “glow up” injection to enhance her curves and melt away a few battle scars from the line of duty. A couple hours of fever in the precinct cold room and she emerged a cup size bigger and with fuller lips and a shapelier butt.

A temporary biomod like that was the sort of enhancement a woman might take before her wedding or on a vacation to the Euro Zone. Captain Venture had persuaded Roxy it was the perfect thing for going undercover at a strip club and brothel. Roxy suspected that her captain also liked seeing her with even bigger breasts.

The rain snapped against Roxy’s overcoat as she hustled across the street and into the glow of the Hot Spot. The rhinoceros doorman took one look at the gorgeous fox biomod with her curves on display under the translucent coat and he opened the door for her.

“Don’t recognize you,” he grunted. “You here for a job?”

“Looking for Vito,” said Roxy.

“Mmmmhmm,” said the rhino, looking her over and no doubt imagining what Roxy would look like without her corset and booty shorts to slightly conceal her body. “Boss is by the bar at the front. You’ll see him. He’s the big pig.”

She stepped through the door and into a world of sin. Obscene music was pumping from the sound system loud enough to be painful to Roxy’s sensitive fox ears. A cat girl was fucking herself in contorted positions on the stage. Unmodded men and women were dancing with elves, goblin girls, big orc studs, and demonic creatures that looked to Roxy like they bordered on aberrants. A sleek, imposing medusa, her hair replaced with bioactive snake mods, went walking past with a man who seemed half her height. Judging by the bulge in his pants she had already petrified him.

The women were beyond gorgeous. Modded to perfection and probably built in a lab from the ground up.

Some unmodded men and a woman or two were heading upstairs to the private rooms to enjoy more intimate pleasures with the girls. Roxy spotted Mayor Rickenbacker, the imposing, testosterone-fueled man elected to run the city. He was heading upstairs with a curvy elf girl on each arm and a cigar in his mouth. The mayor nodded in a friendly way to an Asian man descending the stairs with a satisfied smile and an extremely busty goblin girl draped on his side. 

The bartender at the Hot Spot, a hyena-headed hybrid mod, pointed to Vito holding court with several gorgeous girls at the far end of the bar. Vito Cracklinz was a huge man. A grotesquely fat pig biomod with little black eyes sunken into his porcine face and a head that seemed to lack a neck. He was dressed in a black velvet suit over a scarlet turtleneck and leaning on a cane. He casually fondled the breasts of the white-haired dark elf girl standing next to him, his fat, ring-covered fingers pinching and plucking at her blue-gray nipples.

This loathsome pig was one of the most powerful men in the city if his rumored connections to the Dhampyrs were real. His club was running contraband of every kind for the murderous Dhampyrs and smuggling members in and out of the Larimer Zone to assist their operations. This was the man she had to persuade to give her a job.

Roxy’s fox tail swished nervously as she went sauntering down the length of the bar. She passed a seemingly human blonde with intense blue eyes having drinks with a couple at the bar. The woman stared at Roxy with sparkling menace. Roxy couldn’t stop to talk to the woman, but she was struck by her beauty and her perfect curves. A dark beauty mark next to the blonde’s full lips drew attention to the woman’s wicked smile. Roxy felt the sudden urge to walk over and kiss this woman. She shuddered to clear her mind and continued towards Vito.

Vito was just finishing a joke as Roxy approached him. He stopped laughing and the smile dropped from his jowls as he caught sight of Roxy’s enhanced curves burgeoning beneath her overcoat.

“Well, well, look at this sexy new flesh,” he said, and his hands were on her in an instant, crinkling the overcoat as he stroked Roxy’s hourglass curves and palmed her around ass. He even gave her fluffy fox tail a tug, something she only let her lovers do. He laughed at her reaction. “Haven’t seen you around before. What’s your name, gorgeous? You looking for a job?”

She was looking for the name of the leaders of the Dhampyrs and how their smuggling operation at the Hot Spot worked. But it started with a job.

“Felicity,” said Roxy. “And yeah, I’m looking for a job.”

“Mmmmm, perfect,” he said, pressing his piggy bulk closer, looming over her and giving her ass a two-handed squeeze. “Come to my office, new flesh, and I’ll interview you for the job.”

He went waddling up the stairs and to his office overlooking the club. The booming music was muffled as the door closed behind Roxy. Vito grunted as he sat in an oversized leather chair and leaned back, rubbing one hand along his thigh.

“Well, Felicity, let me see you dance,” he said, wetting his lips. “Take it off for me. Nice and slow.”

The next song started and Roxy began to dance to the muffled rhythm. While girls danced and fucked on stage, Roxy shed her overcoat. She turned slowly, rolling her hips, unfastening her corset to let her biomodded breasts drop free. Her big, soft tits creased with lines from the corset. Her nipples stiff and pink.

“Mmmmmm,” rumbled Vito, smiling with delight. He made a gesture with his finger for her to keep turning around.

She swiveled her hips and started to work her booty shorts down her round ass. Her butt felt huge after the temporary biomod and she let out a relieved gasp for her cheeks to finally escape the tight shorts. She arched her back to show off her curves, gyrating her hips in time to the music.

“Not much of a dancer,” chuckled Vito. “But you’ve got the body, babe. It don’t take much on the stage to satisfy these guys when you’ve got a body like that. Let’s see if you know better ways to use that body.”

“What do you mean?” asked Roxy, turning back to face him and naturally covering her breasts with her hands.

“Sometimes I get cops coming in here,” said Vito, letting out a piggish snort. “They try to do a sting on me, you know? So I set up a little test for those girls. Mmmmm. They gotta do things that no cop will do but a girl working in my club wouldn’t think twice.”

“Like… like what?” asked Roxy, her heart in her throat as she looked into Vito’s cruel black eyes.

“Oh, we can start with something easy for today, sweetness,” he said, bucking her closer with his fat fingers. “You just get down on those cute little knees, wag that fluffy tail, and suck my cock.”

He unbuttoned his trousers and his huge, reddish pig cock poked out from the flap. It was glistening red, about as thick as Roxy’s index finger, but very long and twisting like a loose corkscrew shape. The tip was very narrow, almost coming to a point, with glistening precum dewy on his cockhead.

“It’ll be easy, baby doll,” he chuckled. “Suck my pig dick to prove you’re not a cop. Do a good job of it to prove you deserve the work.”

Roxy wanted to arrest Vito then and there, but if this fat pig was sitting on an operation that could bring down the city, she needed to get to the truth of it. The Dhampyrs had to be stopped and Roxy had to do whatever it took to smoke them out. Even sucking this disgusting pig’s beastly cock.

“Sure, stud,” she said, fighting to keep a tremor from her voice. “It would be my pleasure to drain those big pig balls of yours.”

“Ohhhhhh, yeah, I like the way you talk, baby,” he said, curling one hand around Roxy’s head as she went down to her knees.

The smell of his cock was appalling. Beastly mixed with what was no doubt a constant precession of pussy. He’d probably fucked several girls already that night. But Roxy was prepared to do whatever she had to do to keep her cover.

“Mmmm, it’s so twisty,” she said, gingerly grasping the hot, fleshy corkscrew of his red cock. “I’ve never done it with a pig mod before.”

“Good for you, babe,” said Vito, tightening his fat fingers in her hair impatiently. “Now quite talking and get that mouth to work. Prove you’re not a cop. Prove… ohhhhh yeah, that’s it. Let me feel that tongue, babe.”

A smile spread his jowls as he leaned back in his chair and seemed to savor Roxy’s efforts. She ran her fingers up and down his slimy red corkscrew cock as she leaned in and tongued the slender tip of his pig cock. He groaned and snorted and oinked as she licked him more and more insistently. A little pressure from him on the back of her head and she eased his slender cock into her mouth. It slid easily over her tongue and to the back of her throat. There, her throat muscles compressed the piggy coils of it as he augered into her throat. She gurgled in surprise as his fat hips hoisted off his chair and he thrust into her mouth. His big, hairless pig balls slapped against hire chin as he fucked her mouth.

Roxy tightened her grasp on his corkscrew and took over again, taking his cock deep, but not down her throat. She bobbed and suckled wetly on his cock. The shape of it made drool constantly run out of her mouth, down his twisted cock, to soak his balls.

“That’s right,” wheezed Vito. “Ohhhh yeah, keep going. Ohhhhh fuck yeah, Felicity. Suck that dick. You ready for this big load? You ready to drink my cum?”

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Roxy obediently, her fox ears flattening against her dark hair as her eyes closed with concentration. She could shut out the sight of Vito savoring the blowjob, but she couldn’t ignore the rank smell of sex wafting into her nose or the strong, salty taste at the back of her throat.

“Skrrroooooonnkkkk! That’s it, suck it. Come on you fox slut. Suck that… suck that aaaHHH!”

His cock bounced against her tongue like a spring releasing and compressing as it spurted out rapid pumps of Vito’s spunk. The strong, salty liquid didn’t even quite taste human. Thinner and hotter than she expected. But Roxy moaned and kept sucking. She swallowed it all down until the stiffness went out of the twisted length of Vito’s cock.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned chasing the retreating coil down to his root. She finally let it slip free of her lips and she lifted her head from his lap. “So, did I get the job?”

Vito laughed, his big belly jiggling with mirth as he tucked his cock back into his pants. “Sure thing, Felicity. You’re hired. But you’d better peddle that pussy and you’d better keep your pretty nose out of my business. Or there will be consequences.”

Vito put Roxy to work that very night. Stripping on the main stage was bad enough, even if it paid more in fifteen minutes than she did in a week as a cop. She stripped off her clothes and touched herself for the amusement of the leering men. They tossed bills onto the stage, and she collected them after her improvised routine was finished. Some of the girls earned big bucks by moving to the very edge of the stage and masturbating while men in the front row stroked themselves and even ejaculated onto the women. Roxy wasn’t ready to put on that sort of show.

Worse than the dancing were the private VIP sessions. The other dancers were strung out and hard-eyed, but one girl, a dark elf biomod named Emerald, showed Roxy the ropes.

“When they get you in that VIP room, they’re going to want everything,” explained the very busty, gray-skinned, white-haired elf. “Making out, getting their dick sucked, and fucking your pussy or your ass. Sometimes both. If they pay enough to the house, there are no rules for them. They could beat the shit out of you if they want and Vito won’t lift a finger. If a guy is giving you bad vibes, you convince him to go for a threesome. There’s safety in numbers.”

“How bad does it get?” asked Roxy, glancing around the club at the women being groped by the men.

“Honey, if it gets bad enough, you take a pill,” said Emerald, holding out a little bottle with a few blue pills in it. “Blue Bliss. They make the bad times go away, at least for a couple hours. Now come on, I have a customer. We can work him together.”

They made their way upstairs to one of the VIP rooms. The customer was a strange character. A very big guy with a craggy face hidden in the shadows of a hoodie that reminded Roxy of a cultist’s robe or a monk. His hands were big and ended in clawed nails. He seemed calm, but Roxy could only make out the gleam of his eyes in the shadows and they seemed to dart around.

“Just dance for him,” whispered Emerald. “He mostly likes to watch. That’s why he lets me bring in other girls.”

Emerald’s idea of dancing was a lot different than Roxy’s. They shed their clothes quickly and began to grind and writhe together for the benefit of the customer. Emerald had an amazing body. Hot and athletic and soft in all the right places. The dark elf pressed a kiss to Roxy’s lips, surprising her, then whispered in Roxy’s fluffy ear, “It’s better if we do it with each other. He gets off on that. Are you down?”

“Yeah,” said Roxy, realizing she meant it. She went in for another kiss and the two tangled together on the couch facing the customer in his chair. Their hands roamed hungrily over one another, breasts squeezing together and thighs entangled.

Kissing and grinding led naturally to fingering. A mutual, tongue-kissing fingerbang, that grew hotter and hotter until Roxy was cumming all over Emerald’s fingers. She played it up, moaning loudly and bucking her hips as she took three gray digits from the dark elf. She rode her orgasm from its peak until the last tremors and then climbed atop Emerald.

Another song had started, which meant more money from the customer, and so, sweaty and panting, Roxy lined her slick pussy up with he dark folds of the elf. They slid together as their legs intertwined. Tribbing and rubbing, cunt-to-cunt, bodies damp with sweat and straining with exertion.

The customer was on them suddenly. He grabbed Roxy from behind, cradling her tits in his huge, rock-hard hands, claws biting at her pale flesh as he leaned past her and sent a tongue kiss halfway down Emerald’s throat. There was something all wrong about it. All wrong about the way he moved and squeezed and clawed at them. Like he wasn’t even human. Like he might have been an aberrant.

“No, stop it,” cried Emerald, struggling to breathe as the customer thrust his black tongue into her mouth. His cock was out. Something repellant and wet, like a thick black slug with a bulbous tip, rubbing between Emerald and Roxy.

Emerald kicked at the man, but he seemed impervious to her blows. Roxy finally managed to twist out of his clawed hands, leaving red marks on her breasts as she staggered back. He turned his full attention to Emerald, pinning her to the couch beneath his huge body and groping her and fighting to get between her sleek gray legs.

That was when Roxy picked up the lamp from the table and smashed it over the customer’s head. It broke and didn’t seem to do much damage, but it got his attention. Naked, furious, she met his angry snarl with a roundhouse kick. Her heel caught his face and it was like kicking a brick. She yelped and fell back. The man, staggered by the blow, ran from the VIP room. He left Emerald with several scratches on her arms.

“Are you alright?” cried Roxy, running to her.

“He has never done that before,” gasped Emerald. She struggled to catch her panicked breath. “My purse. Give it to me.”

Roxy reached down behind the couch and retrieved Emerald’s small, sparkly clutch. The dark elf dancer opened it and fished out her bottle of Blue Bliss. She shook out one iridescent blue pill into her cupped hand and tossed it back into her mouth. She shook out another and held it out to Roxy.

“Take it,” said Emerald, shaking with the aftermath of the attack. “It’s good. Go on.”

Every instinct in Roxy’s body told her to stay away from that stuff, but in the moment, and to keep her cover, she grabbed the pill and tossed it back.

The world soon took on a blue tint. A sense of euphoria filled her and she laughed as she went back to work. All those groping hands and unwanted kisses and stiff cocks bulging in pants stopped being so disgusting. Not long after taking the pill, Roxy was laughing as she went down on her knees and started to suck the cock of a corpo in one of the VIPs. It all seemed fine. It was fun.

It was blissful.
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Digging for Trouble

It was lucky that detective work came naturally to Roxy Mitsuda, because she would have otherwise been lost in a haze of drugs and booze and sex. No matter how gauzy good the Blue Bliss felt, her brain would always default to detective mode. Even when she was doing things she never would have imagined to maintain her cover.

It was lucky that detective work came naturally to Roxy Mitsuda, because she would have otherwise been lost in a haze of drugs and booze and sex. No matter how gauzy good the Blue Bliss felt, her brain would always default to detective mode. Even when she was doing things she never would have imagined to maintain her cover.

“Mmmmm, yesssss,” hissed the scaley biomod joining her in the VIP room. “These titsssss are fantastic.” He reached out to cradle Roxy’s plush breasts through the lacy bra she was already in the process of removing. The lace cups dropped off her breasts and her modded mounds spilled free. The lizard man groped her breasts again and leaned his tyrannosaurus snout closer to run his tongue across her tits. His sharp teeth prickled at her nipples and his wet tongue swirled around each sensitive bud.

“Ohhh yeah, your tongue feels so good, Doro,” moaned Roxy, rubbing her tits back and forth in his face. It wasn’t a lie, thanks to Emerald’s Blue Bliss. The euphoric haze kept things happy. Doro’s fangs nipped at her breast again and she winced with the pinch of pain. “Just don’t bite, okay? Boss man will be mad if you leave marks.”

“No marksssss,” hissed Doro. “Want to feel these udders of yours on my prick.”

“You’re the boss,” she purred, dropping to her knees in the comfortable booth and hefting her tits in her hands as the big lizard unzipped his pants. His body was heavily modded and that included his cock. A slimy, pink, slightly wedge-shaped thing that was much wider at the base and had a soft protruding flap of wet skin at the tip.

Roxy was learning fast how to handle the customers and this one she handled first with her stroking fingers, then with the soft, squeezing weight of her breasts, and then with swirling flicks of her tongue around that slimy tip. Doro was enjoying himself between Roxy’s modded titties, which gave her the chance to do a little snooping.

While she was bouncing her breasts on his lap, she slipped a hand into his pocket and pulled out several small vials of translucent orange liquid. Each was labeled a scan code, but Roxy didn’t need a code reader to know what this was. Illegal biomod injections. Either for Doro himself or to peddle to someone else on the streets. Each vial was probably worth thousands, so the lizard was walking around with a small fortune in his pocket. Not the sort of thing you bring to the club with you.

That meant he was getting it here at the Hot Spot. Probably from a certain disgusting pig named Vito.

“Hey,” hissed Doro. “What are you doing?”

Roxy realized she had been caught snooping. She quickly stuffed all but one of the vials back into Doro’s pocket. Then held up the one still in her hand.

“This fell out of your pocket,” she said. “Didn’t want you to lose it.”

“SSsssss!” He angrily snatched it from Roxy’s hand and bared his reptilian fangs. “Did Vito put you up to this? He sellssss me the merchandisssse and then he has his whore steal it back!”

“No, baby, no,” purred Roxy, squeezing his cock between her breasts and kissing the tip as she looked up at him. “I’m just being helpful.”

So was Doro. He had confirmed that Vito had sold him the vials. But that was the easy part of the puzzle. She needed to know how Vito was getting them out of the Larimer Zone and to the club.

But Doro wouldn’t know what, so she turned her full attention to getting the lizardman off. She wagged her hips and her foxy tail as she slurped his tip and stroked his cock with her tits. His anger cooled and he leaned back in the booth, enjoying the sight of the gorgeous fox girl bouncing her perfect tits in his lap.

The thumping music in the club reached a crescendo just as the lizard man hit his peak. His clawed hand tightened in Roxy’s hair as he thrust upwards, shoving his cock through her squeezing tits and erupting against her lips and tongue. She felt the hot, salty lash of his spunk and wrapped her lips around his tip to catch as much as possible. His cum filled her mouth and she discreetly spit it out into a tissue and then pretended to swallow.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned, pretending to enjoy the strong, foul-tasting lizard spunk. “Delicious.”

“Yessssss… I’ll bring you more soon. Next time if you go into my pocketssss I’ll put it in your assssss. Or maybe your eye socket.” Doro rose, buckling his belt and tossing a few bills at Roxy’s face.

It was more of a tip than she usually got and the Blue Bliss still hazing her brain took the sting out of his threat of skull fucking her. She wasn’t worried about a low life like Doro anyway. Even with the bliss she could have kicked his ass.

She cleaned up, put on her sheer lingerie, and left the VIP booth. She passed two familiar faces heading towards one of the booths. The man was a paunchy, middle-aged man she recognized as Hal Hubert, the family friendly weatherman from News Blitz 3. His cheek was decorated with lipstick kisses, and he was red-faced and laughing as a gorgeous blonde with a perfect body walked him towards the booth.

The blonde was wearing clear vinyl and red latex, her body the sort of perfection that not even a biomod could achieve. Her blonde hair spilled in waves over her slender shoulders and her blue eyes sparkled with mirth. She shot Roxy a glance and Roxy felt that tug of desire and recognition. There was something about this woman that set her apart from everyone else in a club full of gorgeous women. Embers in those blue eyes. A danger that belied her beauty.

Roxy nodded slightly to the blonde as she passed. No time to introduce herself or try to join the party. Emerald had asked her for a two-on-one with her customer, which either meant trouble or a big spender. In just three days of working at the club, Roxy had developed a close bond with Emerald and would not leave her fellow dancer hanging.

She arrived at the Bubble Bath Booth to find Emerald stripped down to just a silvery thong, standing in the shallow, oversized tub of bubbles with her hands running over her plush breasts to the rhythm of the music thumping from the club’s sound system. Emerald turned, splashing the customer who was so buried in the mounds of bubbles that Roxy could only see his long, green nose and feet sticking out of the bath. Emerald saw Roxy standing in the doorway and broke into a Blissed smile, beckoning with her fingers.

“Come on in, Felicity, we’ve been waiting for you,” called Emerald over the music.

“Oh, I really needed a bath,” giggled Roxy, slipping out of her heels and stockings and peeling off her bra. She strode into the warm, bubbly water and finally got a good look at the customer.

He was a full goblin biomod, a rare type because the mod sacrificed so much height for the image of a diminutive, bald-headed, floppy-eared green humanoid. He was staring up, high on something, a big smile on his face and his little, bumpy green cock poking up in the foam.

“Meet Mr. Big Stuff,” said Emerald, pressing her lathered body against Roxy. “He’s been asking for the two girl thing. And he tips reaaaaally well! Don’t you, Big Stuff?”

“Ohhhh yeah,” said the goblin, flashing a gold-toothed smile. He slid a little higher in the tub for a better view of Roxy and Emerald. “Show me what you two got, baby, and I’ll make sure you leave here as happy as me.”

Roxy doubted that, but she wasn’t about to complain as she turned to Emerald and pressed her modded curves against the dark elf’s perfect body. They embraced and pressed hot, showy, tongue-heavy kisses to each other. Slipping and sliding, thighs rubbing against lathered cunts, until they eased down to their knees in the foam water. Their kissing intensified, Roxy growing genuinely hot for Emerald as both women reached out and groped in the suds for the goblin’s hard prick.

Their hands found Mr. Big Stuff at nearly the same moment and the goblin let out a chuckle of delight, pushing his hardness against their interlaced fingers. They kissed for a while longer, groping the goblin’s damp cock and balls and stroking him together before finally turning their full attention on the customer. Emerald took first, running her dusky tits over his cock and squeezing him between them before taking the goblin’s little bump cock into her mouth.

Roxy slid closer, looking up at Mr. Big Stuff, stroking his scrawny chest and the big golden medallion he wore. He groped her breasts as Emerald blew him. Then Roxy took a turn, moaning and slurping, her fox ears flicking off stray splashes of foam as she sucked the goblin’s little cock. She fit the whole thing easily enough into her mouth, just barely tickling the back of her throat like a long, bumpy finger.

Emerald kissed Big Stuff a bit and then rejoined Roxy, their tongues working together around his cock. One sucking his cock and the other sucking his balls. Drawing the goblin closer and closer until he finally started to whine with pleasure and clutch at their heads. They both looked up at him, moaning and tonguing his tip. Kissing around the head of his cock. Pleading with their eyes for a big, hot load.

It was big and hot to be sure. It drenched their upturned faces and splattered into their mouths. As he glazed them both, they turned to each other and began licking up the cum and sharing it in a hot, slimy kiss. Passing the goblin load back and forth as Mr. Big Stuff reached for his wallet.

The money was good, and the goblin departed with a kiss on the cheek from each. Afterwards, as the tub drained and the two girls dressed, Roxy turned to Emerald.

“You seen the boss around?”

“Yeah, earlier,” said Emerald, toweling off her soapy tits and then scooping them in a sheer white balconette bra that she buckled deftly behind her back. She dusted her cleavage and shoulders with a mixture of perfume and glitter. “He was after some sort of cop.”

“A cop?” Roxy tensed but tried to act casual. “Here?”

“Cops come in here all the time,” said Emerald. “They don’t mess with us. But actually, now that I think about it, he wasn’t after a cop. It was an informant. He think they work at the club and have been ratting us out to the cops. Vito seemed real hot about the guy. Like he was ready to kill him if he got his hands on the guy.”

Captain Venture had told Roxy she was working with an informant at the club that went by the name of Slime. If Slime was in the sights of Vito and his goons she had to somehow get a warning to him. She knew he was a messenger of some sort for Vito, running hardcopy messages in and out of the Larimer Zone and around the city. She had never met him and didn’t have his number. Contacting the captain from within the club was a huge risk.

The only information the captain had given her about Slime was that he had an apartment above a yakatori restaurant not far from the Hot Spot. She knew of one yakatori place a few blocks away that could be Slime’s hideout, but she’d have to find a way to sneak out unnoticed.

Before she could come up with a way to slip out, the door to the Bubble Bath Booth swung open and there stood Vito, towering and piggy and reeking of cologne in his red sharkskin suit.

“Hope I’m not interrupting anything,” he said, flashing a predatory smile. “Emerald, babe, get back down on the floor. It’s time for your show.”

“Right, yeah,” said Emerald, ducking her head nervously and hurrying past Vito. She had to squeeze to get around his bloated body.

“I’ll work the floor,” said Roxy, trying to follow Emerald.

“Skkrronk! Not so fast!” snorted Vito, grabbing Roxy by the bicep.

His eyes flared with menace. Had he already grabbed Slime? Tortured the truth out of him? Did Vito know Roxy was an undercover cop? His cruel gaze roamed over Roxy’s modded bod and he ran his fat tongue over his lips and snout.

“What do you want, boss?” asked Roxy, trying to put on the charm.

“Oh, I think you know what I want,” he growled. “You’ve been avoiding me all night. But it’s time to pay the pig.”

“W-what do you mean?” she asked, her heart hammering and her body tensing.

“I’ve had a very stressful day, Felicity,” said Vito. “And I need a little relief.”

The last thing she wanted to do at the moment was give this disgusting pig and his corkscrew cock some more attention, but she knew better than to object. In fact, she knew to feign enthusiasm.

“Sure thing, boss man,” she said, running her hands over his doughy chest. “Let’s go back to your office and I’ll make sure you let off some steam.”

That put him in a better mood. He pulled her against him, groping her ass through her tiny shorts. He drew her out of the room and into the hall.

“Walk in front of me,” he said, aiming her towards the stairs. “I like to watch the way you wag that tail.”

She put all the swing she could muster into her hips as she sauntered up the stairs to Vito’s private office. The club music was muffled a bit as the door closed behind them. Vito settled into his leather throne of an office chair and leaned back.

“Show me your moves, Felicity,” he said, his beady eyes twinkling expectantly as he rubbed at the bulge in his pants.

Roxy began to move through the muffled music, stripping down and showing off her curves as she moved closer and closer to Vito Cracklinz. He oinked appreciatively as she swayed her hips, fondled her plush breasts, and showed off her slick cunt. When she was in reach, he grabbed for her, pulling her down onto his lap and immediately smothering her cry of surprise with a messy, wet kiss. His fat tongue bullied its way into her mouth as his fat fingers fondled her tits. His rings hard against her stiff nipples. Pinching her and tugging at her sensitive buds as he grunted and snorted and kissed her.

She could feel that big bulge in his pants and she went for it, freeing his twisted pig cock from his underwear and beginning to stroke him. But Vito had a different idea. He pushed his ringed fingers into Roxy’s hot cunny, distracting her from the hand job she was trying to give him. Instead, she began to move her hips and fuck against his fingers as he watched with twinkling little pig eyes. Her tits heaving. Her head thrown back as she thrust against his pudgy digits.

“Yeaaah, that’s right babe, rub that g-spot on my fingers,” he grunted, reaching around with his other hand to cradle her ass. “Fuck yeah. You want to cum for Vito? Cum for Vito?”

She didn’t want to cum for Vito, the dealer of illicit biomods, the pimp, and probably the terrorist accomplice. But she had to maintain her cover. She leaned in and kissed him, savoring the filthy feeling of his tongue once more pushing into her mouth as his fingers pumped into her pussy and beat against her clit.

“Mmmmmmm!” she cried against his snout, his tongue in her mouth as her orgasm peaked. Her inner walls clutching as his thrusting fingers and her orgasm so intense that she started to ejaculate onto Vito’s lap. Her slick nectar spurting out through his fingers and drenching his cock and balls in her juice.

“Oh, fuck yes, cum all over my dick,” he snorted against her lips. “Yeah, you’re such a naughty girl. My hot little fox. Cum all over.”

“Yessssss!” cried Roxy, riding his fingers until every drop had pumped out of her clutching cunt.

Then he pulled her down onto his lap, impaling her on his fat pig cock. She rode him hard, desperate to give him the release that would end their encounter. Vito had other ideas, slowing her with his hands on her hips and savoring her hot, fluttering cunt, her soft lips and tongue, and the heaving softness of her breasts.

“Oh, yeah, you’re even hotter than that elf,” he groaned, watching her ride his corkscrew cock. “You want that big load, don’t you?”

“Yessss,” moaned Roxy. She couldn’t help it. She rode as hard as his hands allowed atop his lap. Her tits slapping lewdly against her ribs and her wet cunt squelching onto his twisted cock. Her pleasure met his as she felt him swelling and peaking inside her. She cried out in wordless pleasure as she began to cum again. Vito’s rough piggy hands tightened on her ass and he let loose with a massive, pulsating, gushing eruption deep in her cunt. Spurt after spurt of his hot, sloppy spunk drenched her inner walls and poured shamefully down her legs to join her own trickling cum.

He was still twitching in her depths with aftershocks when there was suddenly a knock on the door.

“Boss?” called a deep voice through the door.

Vito shoved Roxy off his lap and to the floor. He buzzed open the door to let the person inside.

It was Trath, a dinosaur-headed, jacked-up doorman and one of the guys at the club that Roxy had picked out as one of Vito’s personal thugs. He spared one glance at Roxy, but was too vexed by whatever he was dealing with to even crack a smug smile as she tried to cover up.

“Well, what is it?” demanded Vito, shoving his filthy cock back into his pants.

“It’s that Hubert guy. The weatherman.” Trath reached out to point at one of the monitors. “She got him. That bitch killed him.”

“Her again?” Vito cursed under his breath. “Alright, I can’t have some weatherman dying in my club. Let’s get his body out of here.”

Vito rose and followed Trath out of the office. He didn’t say anything to Roxy, seeming to forget he had left her in his office.

Roxy stood, pulling on her clothes as she looked at the monitor to see the shriveled corpse of Hal Hubert lying in one of the booths. His shirt was unbuttoned, and his pants were down around his ankles as his corpse sprawled backwards on the couch in the booth. Foam and blood were dripping from his gaping mouth and his entire body seemed pruned and gray.

“That blonde,” whispered Roxy. “It’s her. The one they call the succubus on the most-wanted lists. I knew something was off about her.”

But Roxy had other concerns. Hal Hubert getting murdered in the club might have been just the distraction she needed to do a little snooping on Vito’s computer.

The Biocrime Task Force provided Roxy with all sorts of tools that could help undercover agents. One of them was the multikey, a tiny electronic code breaker that could brute force its way through Vito’s computer password in seconds. She slotted it into the stick reader and waited as the computer booted, flashed through numerous windows of code, and then chimed and revealed his desktop.

She knew she didn’t have time to copy or snoop through everything, but she quickly opened his messages and skimmed through them.

She found what she was looking for. Mentions of “HZ” which had to be the infamous and mysterious Dhampyr leader. He was placing expectations on Vito to deliver “party girls” into the Larimer Zone for “parties” and to increase security at a “warehouse.” A quick search of older emails revealed that there was rental of a large industrial property on Donziger Street across the river in Allentown.

Her heart stopped as she finally saw the full name. Heihachi Zero. It was a name she felt as though she had heard a hundred times before even though she could not place it. The malignant heart beating in the chest of the Dhampyrs. The source of their evil. A genius and a madman.

The name was a good start and there was almost enough information to set up a raid on the club. Roxy knew the captain wouldn’t be satisfied. She needed proof of the operation’s workings and, if possible, a direct link to Heihachi Zero himself.

She would have kept snooping, trying to get more dirt on Vito and the club, but she could see Trath and another one of the bouncers carrying Hubert’s corpse out the back entrance. Vito was returning to his office and Roxy needed to be far away to get a warning to Slime. She grabbed her purse and hurried to the door, slipping out just in time to avoid the boss.
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Informing

Roxy’s heels clicked on asphalt as she hurried across the street and into the neon glare of the restaurant’s sign. Teppanyaki Yum was the sort of place that skewered or fried any sort of meat and didn’t ask too many questions. Roxy couldn’t imagine living above a place like that, but the musty dump on the second floor seemed perfectly suited to the glistening green creature peering at her through the chained door.

“GGgglllrrggg,” gurgled the creature, which looked less like a man and more like a slug dressed in Bermuda shorts and a wet Hawaiian shirt.

“You must be Slime,” said Roxy.

“Seen you at the club. Felicity. So you gggrrllkkk must be the cop. You’re too hot to be a cop,” said Slime, reaching through the chained door and extending a hand that dripped with goo.

“We need to talk,” she said, staring at his wiggling green fingers with no intention of touching them. “Let me in.”

“My ssnrgggrlk pleasure,” he said, unlatching the door and backing away as he admired her with stalked mollusk eyes.

The reek of Slime’s oozing body permeated and humidified his entire apartment. The walls seemed to drip with his ooze. Roxy took a few steps in, then turned to give him the warning.

Slime was on her before she could get a word out, wrapping her in his soft, slimy arms and leaning his wide, inhuman mouth towards hers. His bulbous, spongy body bulged from his clothes and rubbed against her exposed skin.

“Hnnnrkkk stupid comin’ here cop girl,” he said, pressing disgusting, wet kisses to her face. “Mmmnnnn. You know why I helped the cops? Cuz they threw me out of the Hot Spot for getting my slime on the girls. Well I’m gonna get it allllll over you.”

“You stupid slug,” cried Roxy, trying to push away Slime’s slippery flesh with both hands. “I’m trying to tell you that you’re--- MMMPHHHH!”

Roxy’s mouth was suddenly stuffed full of a big, nasty, sour oyster of a tongue, oozing mucus-thick goop into her mouth as Slime kissed her. There must have been some sort of venom in Slime’s saliva, because after a few seconds of getting an unwanted smooch from the disgusting informant, she found her body growing warmer. She stopped trying to push him away and twist out of his grasp. Her tongue began to move against his disgusting tongue. Her overcoat parted and her shapely body pressed against Slime’s bulging flesh.

“Mmmmmmhmmmm,” protested Roxy as she felt one of Slime’s lubricated hands slither down the front of her panties. She was trying to save the stupid biomodded slugman from being murdered by Vito and he wouldn’t let her get a word out. “MmmmmMMMM!”

She protested as Slime pushed her back onto a couch that creaked in protest as he piled atop her. His fingers had found the hot folds of Roxy’s slit and slipped easily into her tight pussy. She moaned in surprise, marveling at the slippery sensation of those disgusting fingers working in and out of her hot honeypot. Her hips began to slowly move to the rhythm of Slime’s thrusting fingers.

“That’s right,” he laughed against her kiss as he fucked her full with three rubbery fingers. “The girls all love Slime when they get to know him. I got skills. You wanna cum for Slime, baby? You cum for Slime, then you gotta make Slime cum!”

“MMmmmmm!” Roxy pushed harder to get him away, but his slippery, blubbery weight was pressing her down into the couch. Slime’s thrusting fingers were pumping harder and harder into her wet cunt, each thrust making obscene sloshing sounds. Her pleasure was growing and all she could do was moan and squirm underneath the disgusting informant’s loathsome body.

“Cum for me now, pretty fox,” laughed Slime, his fat, greasy fingers plunging into her pussy with renewed force.

“Ahhhhhhh!” she couldn’t hold back. She arched suddenly beneath his smothering body, throwing her hips forward with enough force to make him sit back. He pulled open her top and free one big, soft, modded breast, squeezing it and pinching her nipple as the fingers of his other hand drove her over the edge.

Roxy’s orgasm was incredibly intense. It reminded her of some of her best orgasms in the shower, using the shower massager, but those fingers were not warm water probing her folds. Slime’s flabby digits pushed deep and plunder her cunt. His disgusting secretions coated her folds and dripped down the crack of her ass. Spasms of ecstasy gripping his fingers as she bucked beneath his touch.

“Came… came to warn you,” she gasped as his thrusts began to slow. “Vito… knows… going to kill you.”

“Gggrrrllggg! What!?” Slime suddenly yanked his fingers free of Roxy’s fluttering folds and stood with a wobbling grunt. “Why didn’t you say something, you stupid slut? He’s gonna zero me? I gotta pack! Shit! Fuck! GRRRRGGGGL!”

Roxy managed to stand up on shaky legs. She was still dealing with aftershocks of her climax and the disgusting wet feel of all that goop on her legs and still dripping out of her pussy. She watched Slime trundling desperately around his shitty apartment, throwing things into a suitcase as his eyestalks swung back and forth searching for important items.

“I… I need to get back to the club,” said Roxy, straightening her clothes. “Before Vito notices I’m gone.”

“Yeah, yeah, whatever,” said Slime. “You tell that captain I’ll get in touch when I have a new hideout. I’m gonna need that GGRRLLGG witness protection deal we talked about.”

Roxy nodded, straightening up her clothes and donning her rain damp overcoat as she backed out of the apartment.

Punished for Desertion

“Bend all the way over my desk,” command Vito, snorting with anger as he loomed behind Roxy. He gave her a shove to push her face and body down onto the surface of his desk, then reached back to push her skirt up and strip her panties down. “Ew. What is this dripping out of your pussy? Who have you been fucking?”

“Just… just had to see my boyfriend,” gasped Roxy.

“Yeah? No you don’t.” He roughly smacked her ass, making her modded juicy cheeks jiggle. “Not when you’re earning for me, slut. Not when you’ve got me all worked up and I come back for more and you’re gone. It took me two seconds to see on the cameras that you bailed on me. You’re lucky I don’t fire you. Or worse. I could… hmmmm…”

His big hand stroked up the curve of her back and grasped the nape of her neck. His fingers squeezed tighter, hard enough to hurt and make her squirm and whine.

“Yeah, you’re mine when you work at the Hot Spot,” he said, sliding his fingers into her hair and yanking her head off the desk to force her to look back at him. “You understand me? You go when I say you can go. Not before. Not when I’m waiting for more of this ass!”

He delivered three more sharp swats to her bottom. The sound cracking through his office and sending hot pain pulsing through Roxy’s cheeks and into her throbbing clit. He rubbed his fat, ringed fingers at her slick cunt and gave her pussy a rough squeeze. Then three more hard swats on her ass, making her tail twitch with pain.

“Now how should I punish you for running off? Hmmmmm? I don’t want to leave a mark on you, at least not like that, and I don’t want your boyfriend’s nasty jizz on me. Hmmmmm… that leaves one place.”

He spread her soft cheeks, baring and stretching the pink knot of Roxy’s asshole. He spit directly onto her tender ring with a splat. She gasped and her asshole clenched reflexively. He massaged two fat fingers against her pucker, spreading the saliva and working his digits into her backdoor.

“Yeahhhh, I’m gonna teach that foxy ass a lesson,” he chuckled, pushing his fingers deeper into her backdoor. “Let me hear it, Felicity. Tell me how bad you want my big pig dick in that tight little hole of yours.”

Roxy wished she had some of Emerald’s Blue Bliss to take the edge off. Getting assfucked by her pig man boss sober was likely to be worse than the greasy fingerbang from Slime. Was this what she had to do to be an undercover cop?

“Fuck… fuck my ass, Vito,” moaned Roxy, still looking back at him, swallowing her pride and wiggling her hips as Vito fingered her tight backdoor. “Stuff me full of that pig cock. I deserve it… please…”

“That’s why I hired you, Felicity,” he laughed, releasing his grip on her hair and easing his fingers out of her asshole. “Even when you’re bad, you’re good.”

She heard his clothes shifting and gripped the edges of his desk. A moment later, the fat, twisted length of his cock slapped against her bottom. He rubbed his greasy pig cock back and forth over her cheeks, then thrust between them, skimming over her clenching asshole and rubbing his balls against her cunt. He drew back, aimed the slender tip of his cock at the divot of her pucker, and began to push his pork into her pucker.

“Hhhnnnnn,” moaned Roxy, her grip tightening on the desk as she tried to will herself to relax. She felt every twisting, slimy increment of that cock feeding into her back passage. Deeper and deeper like some perverse posthole digger, until his balls were squeezed against her cunt and every inch of his throbbing dick was buried in her ass. He shuddered and her stretched ring squeezed reflexively around his root.

“Good girl,” wheezed Vito. “You took it all. But that’s… just the… start!”

His cock slid nearly free of Roxy’s ass before he hunched forward and buried it forcefully back inside her. His full length began to piston in and out of her. He leaned over her, his hands on the desk, grunting and spanking her cheeks with each thrust of his flabby hips. The weight of his belly against her back as his twisted cock plunged into her ass again and again. Harder and deeper each time. Pain and pleasure and shame all mingled together as Vito fucked Roxy’s overstuffed ass.

His thrusting intensified. His wheezing and sweating making it seem like he was about to have a heart attack. His fat cock pulsed deep in Roxy’s ass, and she let out a whimper of pleasure. She was going to cum. She could hardly believe it, but being assfucked by this fat pig was going to make her cum.

But before her climax could peak, Vito let out a bellow of pleasure, driving his cock deep and spanking his hips hard against Roxy’s ass. His cock pulsated and bucked and spewed out spurt after hot spurt of his cum deep into her bowels. Pouring his cum in a seemingly endless river into the depths of her ass.

He lay atop her, hot and sweaty and crushingly heavy, catching his breath as his cock slowly softened.

“Get cleaned up,” he grunted, finally sliding his cock out of Roxy’s cum-stuffed asshole. “You’re up on the main stage in fifteen. Then I want you working the club, earning for me.”

She stood slowly, her face flushed and her ass sore from being so thoroughly fucked.

“Okay, boss,” said Roxy.

Vito sat back in his chair, fanning his sweaty face as he struggled to catch his breath. He watched her wipe herself clean and start to pull on her dancing clothes.

“There’s more going on here than you know, sweet cheeks,” he said. “Big stuff. And maybe if you’re a good girl I’ll let you in on it. How’d you like to earn some real money?”

“Sounds good, boss,” said Roxy. “What would I need to do?”

Vito waved her away. “We’ll talk about it later. Go on. Get back to work.”

Permitted to Escape

Shifts ended at the Hot Spot, even when working for a porcine slave master like Vito. After four more hours of stripping, grinding, tugging, and sucking, getting groped, and kissed, and even fucked once with a condom on, Roxy was finally allowed to clock out. Vito was nowhere to be seen, so she took it as her chance to make a clean getaway. She needed desperately to report to Captain Lucinda Venture.

It was just before dawn as she stopped at a kiosk and punched in a numerical message to the mailbox on the other end of the line. She hung up and waited. After a few seconds, the phone in the kiosk chimed three times and then went silent. That was the sign that her message had been received. That the rendezvous was permitted at the preplanned neutral location.

The second-floor room at the hourly motel had a view of the wall of the Larimer Zone. The dark shape loomed like a tombstone over the decrepit tenements and struggling businesses. Roxy’s view occasionally obstructed by the intermittent flash of a neon sign promising “lifelike fuck booths” in the back of a peepshow. Electrically warmed, automatically cleaned synthflesh cunts, asses, and mouths pneumatically pleasuring lonely strangers for a few bucks a load.

Roxy sat on the edge of the bed, feeling a squirm of pain in her ass from Vito sodomizing her. IT was an unpleasant reminder of just how similar her life had become to one of those fuck booths.

“Just pays a little better,” she sighed, fondling the lump of cash tips. It was the only consolation most girls got for ruining their bodies and souls at the Hot Spot. At least for Roxy, it was just a bonus on top of doing her real job. Her very, very dirty real job.

A heavy knock at the door startled her out of her daydream. She fingered the grip of the tiny pistol in her purse. The booming knock was followed by a rhythmic knock to signal that it was who she was expecting.

“Lucinda,” she gasped, practically jumping from the bed and running to the door.

There was no formal debriefing. Not even a cursory recitation of the facts she had gleaned from her snooping at the club. When she saw the hard-eyed, middle-aged blonde in her street clothes and a ball cap, Roxy threw her arms around the woman.

“Mmmmm!” Lucinda pushed a kiss away and shoved Roxy towards the bed. “I missed you too, my little vixen. I know you have something important to tell me or you wouldn’t have asked for an emergency meeting. But that can wait.”

“Wait for what, ma’am?” Roxy propped herself up on her elbows and looked up at the busty older woman.

Lucinda answered by unzipping the jeans she was wearing and letting her thick, pink cock drop free of her jeans and panties. Roxy stared and the captain smirked as she wrapped one hand around her cock and started to stroke it slowly.

“I’ve been thinking about you in that club, Roxy,” said Lucinda, stepping between Roxy’s legs and standing over her slowly stroking her futanari cock. “All those terrible things you have to do to maintain your cover. I bet it makes you real hot, doesn’t it?”

“Sometimes,” admitted Roxy. “The Blue Bliss helps.”

“Oh, taking euphorics too? What a naughty, naughty fox. That’s why I knew you’d be perfect for the job.”

“Yes, captain,” said Roxy, sitting up and reaching for the captain’s stiffening cock. “I’m the naughtiest girl on the BTF.”

Lydia thrusts her cock into Roxy’s hands, pushing the full length through her fingers and grazing Roxy’s lips. Roxy moaned wantonly, parting her lips and taking the captain’s cock into her mouth. She used her tongue to tease the swelling tip, then began to stroke and suck Lydia’s hard cock in a show of her eager submission. The captain cradled her head, thrusting gently through her hands and into her mouth. Rubbing across her tongue and hitting the back of her throat.

She pulled back quickly and climbed onto the bed, kissing Roxy and rolling with her as they undressed one another in heated seconds. Roxy ended up astride the captain’s face, her peachy, modded booty in the captain’s face.

“Yessss,” moaned Lucinda. “Look at your fat ass. I bet it drives them wild in the club. Mmmmm!”

Lucinda buried her face in the softness of Roxy’s rump and began to vigorously tongue her cunt. She rose high atop Lucinda, grinding against her tongue before falling forward across the captain’s shapely body and taking that dick back into her mouth. As Roxy was licked and began to suck, her phone vibrated in her purse. She ignored it, not worried about repeated text messages when she had Lucinda’s delicious cock to devour.

“Mmmmmhmmm,” she moaned, reaching down to fondle Lucinda’s balls as she bobbed wantonly on Lucinda’s cock. The captain’s moaned replies vibrated directly into Roxy’s cunt as the captain licked and slurped with genuine hunger.

No matter how good Roxy was at sucking cock – and she liked to think she had grown very good at it in her short time undercover – she was no match for the dominating lust of the captain. Lucinda spanked and squeezed Roxy’s round ass and sucked hard on Roxy’s clit. Pleasure burst through Roxy, driving her to the peak and beyond. As waves of orgasmic bliss rippled through her, she muffled her cries of pleasure on Lucinda’s throbbing cock.

Roxy’s saliva dripped down Lucinda’s cock and coated her tightening balls. The big, shapely blonde was beginning to thrust upwards and fuck Roxy’s mouth and Roxy moaned and sucked even harder. Both hands stroking that hot, throbbing shaft. Her eyes rolling with ecstasy as she continued to cum on Lucinda’s tongue.

“Mmmmmm!” Lucinda cried out, her face still buried in Roxy’s ass. Her hips working and her cock exploding into Roxy’s mouth. A hot, pumping, heavy eruption of spunk gushed into Roxy’s mouth and she sucked even harder, making sure to swallow every possible drop.

They sprawled together exhausted on the bed, Captain Venture idly fondling Roxy’s breasts and Roxy gently toying with Lucinda’s spent cock.

“Somebody got to Slime,” said Lucinda. “About three hours before you messaged me. Reports of a suicide outside a yakitori place not far from your club. Turns out somebody gutted the disgusting bastard and hung up from his entrails out the window above the restaurant.”

Roxy’s heart jumped into her throat. She had come to warn Lucinda that Slime was in danger, but it was already too late.

“Do you think… think my cover is blown?”

“Maybe, maybe not,” said Lucinda. “Seems like more of a hit and a message to the police than anything, but if they tortured him beforehand he would have spilled. Luckily, I don’t think he knew who our undercover agent was.”

He knew exactly who I was, realized Roxy, but she couldn’t say it because it would reveal how badly she had fucked up. She decided to give the captain her other information and hope that at least could prove useful.

“What do you have for me?” asked Lucinda, giving Roxy’s nipple a pinch.

“Ah! Information on the leader of the Dhampyrs and Vito’s involvement with that gang. Also to tip you off about a serial killer.”

“Juicy,” said Lucinda, sitting up against the headboard. “Let’s hear it.”

Roxy laid out everything she had gleaned from Vito’s computer. The name of the Dhampyr leader – Heihachi Zero – along with the fact that Vito delivering girls from the club to the Dhampyrs for parties and a warehouse where Vito was storing contraband.

“He rented this big warehouse on Donziger Street across the river,” explained Roxy. “That’s where they are stashing the illegal biomods and gene splices they bring out of the Larimer Zone.”

“That’s where we make our move,” said Lucinda. “We’ll hit the warehouse. I need you to maintain your cover at the club so we can get closer to this Heihachi Zero. I’ve seen his name before, sort of a ghost, but never knew he was their leader. I want you on that raid to the warehouse. Don’t worry, you keep your helmet on the whole time, it will only improve your cover.”

“Yes, ma’am,” said Roxy, excited by the idea of striking back at Vito and the Dhampyrs.

“Now, tell me about this serial killer,” said Lucina.

Roxy began to explain the coverup of the death of Hal Hubert, the weatherman from News Blitz 3. She described the shriveled gray state of his body and the bloody foam on his lips and nose. She began to describe the incredibly beautiful blonde she had seen with him and the captain cut her off.

“The succubus,” said Lucinda, her eyes blazing. “She’s number three on our most wanted list. We know almost nothing about her, but she has killed 18 men and women of all walks of life. If she’s operating out of the Hot Spot, that’s even more reason to keep you undercover. But watch her if you meet her again. She is dangerous to men and women. A complete lunatic as far as we can tell.”

“Yes, ma’am,” agreed Roxy.

Lucinda stood from the bed, her limp cock dangling between her powerful thighs. She walked over to the window and looked out, standing unashamedly nude as she stared at the city.

“We’ll get the raid rolling now. We can’t leave together, but I’ll send an unmarked car to pick you up at the pizza place across the street.”

Roxy was ready for action. Ready to bust some heads and pay back the Dhampyrs for their terrorism. She reached for her purse and her phone fell into her grasp. She almost cried out in dismay when she saw all the message notifications. She had numerous texts all from the same sender and growing increasingly urgent and afraid.

Emerald was in trouble. And there was no time to help her.
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Raids

The squawk of police radios echoed in the empty warehouse as members of the Biocrime Task Force stood down and regular police entered to take over the crime scene. Roxy sighed, keeping her helmet on and face plate down to preserve her cover as she mingled with her fellow BTF team near the entrance. The sound of the chem sweepers turning on provided a roar of white noise that was soon swallowed by the din of the engines of the armored air cars cycling up to return them to Precinct Omega.

“Don’t sweat it, Rox,” said Lieutenant Torrence, giving her a pat on the ass. “If they ever moved even one particle of biomods through here, the chem sweepers will pick it up. One mutant molecule is all it takes to get an arrest.”

“Yeah, but an arrest on who?” wondered Roxy. “If this Heihachi Zero character is hiding in the Larimer Zone, we can’t make an easy collar. Vito? I’d like to lock that pig in a cell and never let him out, but he’s just a middleman. No, it’ll be some street level thugs. Peddlers or maybe a Dhampyr zone runner. But not anything real.”

“Not your fault though,” said Officer Yves Kendrick, raising her visor to reveal her beautiful but sweaty face. “Somebody tipped off our targets and they cleaned the place out.”

“Yeah, I notice people have been getting tipped off a lot around me. I need to get out of here,” said Roxy. “Cover for me?”

Lieutenant Torrence and Officer Kendrick exchanged a glance and a nod. Roxy saluted gratefully and made her way out of the warehouse and into a nearby pumping station. She had stashed a gear bag in the rusty old pump room before the raid began.

She stripped out of her combat uniform, groaning with relief as she took off the armored vest that had been squeezing her huge, biomodded tits. She barely fit in her usual uniform with her curves enhanced by her undercover cocktail.

She changed out of her sweaty clothes and back into the form fitting dancing outfit for the club. Her long legs gleamed in her stockings and her big tits looked even bigger in the tight bustier. She put on an overcoat to hide what she was wearing and slipped back out into the hot night.

The Hot Spot was the last place she wanted to be, but she needed to be there. She had to know how this raid was reverberating with Vito. Was the botched raid just bad timing or had it been a trap? Another part of the scheme that had gotten Slime iced? Or something else?

She called a cab to take her back to the club. It was only a couple hours before dawn, so the club should be clearing out for the night. Maybe she could stuff her pocket pistol under Vito’s triple chin and finally get some clear answers.

“What the fuck?” the driver muttered as they approached.

There was broken glass covering the sidewalk outside the club and a body sprawled half in the street.

“Stop here,” said Roxy, climbing out of the cab. “Get the hell out of here. Don’t stick around to watch.”

Roxy tossed some cash into the car behind her, but was already running towards the club and didn’t check on the cabbie. She crouched by the body, which was Hippo, one of the bouncers, and felt for a pulse. He was still alive, but pretty badly injured with huge slashes through his jacket and even into his armored vest underneath. His face looked like it had been hit with a baseball bat covered in barbed wire.

“Felicity?” he gurgled, slowly opening the eye that wasn’t swollen shut with blood.

“What happened here?” she asked but couldn’t get an answer out of him as he slumped back to the curb.

Roxy glanced up again at the Hot Spot. The sign was about the only thing that looked untouched. Windows were shattered, the façade was pierced with bullet holes, and there was a puddle of blood dripping out of the door and down the steps. She drew her tiny pocket pistol and headed into the club.

The music was still thumping, and the lights were still on their preprogrammed dance patterns. There were shell casings rolling underfoot and smears of blood on the wall and floor. There were at least two girls and several male customers dead or seriously wounded by the dance floor. She grabbed the house phone off the wall and dialed Captain Lucinda Venture’s private safe line.

“Who is this?” demanded Captain Venture.

“The Hot Spot has been hit,” said Roxy. “The place is shot to hell and there are bodies everywhere. Dead and injured. Send who you can.”

“Are you okay, Roxy?” asked Captain Venture, her voice betraying a hint of real concern.

“I’m not sure yet. I need to find Vito before EMS shows up.” She hung up the phone, not waiting for the captain to reply. She made her way through the club, stepping over moaning injured people and avoiding the worst splashes of blood. Her high heels clicked on the dance floor, and she did her best not to step on the shell casings. The air was thick with the competing smells of gun smoke and blood and spilled drinks.

She found another one of the bouncers decapitated on the stairs leading up to Vito’s office. A clean cut. Instant death. The office door was ajar, and the lock was broken out of the frame. She pushed it open wider with the toe of her shoe and nearly screamed and started shooting when Vito loomed at her out of the dark office.

The piggy club owner was disheveled, rumpled, but other than a bloody smear on his forehead and a wet spot on his pants like he pissed himself, he seemed unharmed. He was holding a gun, but loosely and without aiming it at anything.

“The king,” he muttered, his eyes wide and staring blankly. “The king. The king.”

“What are you talking about?” She took his gun and tossed it aside, then grabbed him by the velvet lapels of his suit jacket. “Vito! What happened here?”

“The king,” he kept repeating. She smacked him across the face. He barely reacted. She hit him harder and finally his eyes snapped in her direction. “The king walked among us. He was here, Felicity. He was here.”

“Who is the king? Who the fuck are you talking about, Vito?”

“Him,” was all he could say. Over and over. “Him. Him!”

He sagged heavily against her, and she had to pivot and lower him onto the couch near his desk. His hands grabbed for her, but there was nothing sexual about it. He was trying to cling to her like a drowning man might cling to a rescuer. She shoved him away and stood back.

Heihachi Zero. He had to be the king. That meant he led this attack on the club. Captain Venture had to know that Heihachi Zero was able to come and go from Larimer Zone. That he was potentially personally leading the attacks in the city by the Dhampyrs.

She made her way out of Vito’s office and down the stairs again, turning towards the private booths. There was another house phone in the back there where the bouncers watched over the girls. Her toe caught a dead body hanging half in and half out of one of the booths. She had seen so many dead and dying in the club that she almost ignored it, but something made her stop and examine this corpse.

It was a woman but deformed. Her legs covered in strange reptilian scales and one arm bulging much larger than the other. Blood was pooling beneath her, but there were no signs of injury on her back. Roxy turned the body over slowly, foamy blood pouring out of a gaping mouth to reveal patchy green hair and misshapen elf ears. The face was almost monstrous, bulging with rearranged bones and covered in blood from the nose down. Like the rest of the body, the face had been distorted by some sort of quick-acting biomod.

But the eyes were recognizable. Bright green and glassy.

“Emerald,” murmured Roxy. “Oh Emmy, what did they do to you?”

She ran a hand over Emerald’s distorted facial features to close Emerald’s wide and staring eyes. Emerald’s dead arm shifted as Roxy moved the body and something clinked against the floor. It was a silvery cannister about the size of an energy drink. No label but scrawled on it in black marker was “X84.” A batch number?

She examined the cannister, vacuum layers that had provided insulation were dented and peeled back as if it had been ruptured by some sort of small explosive charge. The contents were gone, but there might still be traces left. 

Roxy heard approaching footsteps and quickly tucked the cannister into her purse. She stood to face the police and was surprised to see it was not the police at all.

It was Toshiro Kanno. The handsome security operative from Zatoichi Biogenic was wearing a dark suit and an armored vest. He looked at Roxy with recognition and gave her a sympathetic smile.

“I am sorry about your friend,” he said.

“You… knew Emerald?” asked Roxy, unsure whether to try to maintain her cover or not.

“Yes, she worked for me,” he said. “She was very good at what she did, but we had a falling out.”

He gestured and a pair of Zatoichi security troopers in full armor lifted Emerald and carried her out. They seemed to be loading all of the dead bodies into a pair of large vans that had rolled up to the back entrance of the club.

“Are you responsible for the attack on this club?” demanded Roxy.

He held a finger to his lips and glanced at an evidence drone hovering nearby. He leaned close to Roxy, one hand on her hip, and whispered into her furry fox ear, “Look in your friend’s belongings. And keep what you took from her hands. There are answers to be found.”

Toshiro murmured inaudible into his comms and then made a circular motion with a finger. The troopers followed him out of the club, the last spraying down blood with foam that bubbled and turned pink. Toshiro paused by the door and gave Roxy a meaningful stare before rejoining his men at the vehicles. The vans rumbled and disappeared into the night.

Roxy shook off the surprise at encountering the head of Zatoichi’s security and hurried to the locker room shared by all the dancers. Several girls were cowering inside, crying and clinging to one another. They might be able to provide more insight about what had happened, but Roxy knew she was running out of time. The street level cops would be on the scene any second.

She injected a syrette of biomod and boosted her strength. With one hand, she grabbed the lock securing Emerald’s locker and twisted it until the door broke. She yanked open the locker and was hit by Emerald’s sweet, lavender perfume.

She grabbed Emerald’s little backpack decorated with fake gemstones and hurried out the back of the club. She walked across the street, pushing through a late-night crowd of drunks gathered in a noodle shop. She sat down, ordered a bowl of noodles, and watched the cops roll up at the Hot Spot.

While everyone else was focused on the commotion, she poured the backpack out on the counter. She pocketed Emerald’s bottle of Bliss tablets and a couple of biomod syrettes that looked like they were emergency contraceptives. Underneath lingerie and a bottle of pepper spray was a little baggie full of photos. They were older. Some looked like they dated to Emerald’s childhood. Others were only a couple years old. Personal pictures. Friends and lovers and family.

At the bottom of the stack, one photo stood out to Roxy. A cheap print from a drugstore that looked like it was a couple years old. It captured a crowd standing with Emerald in a bar, mostly older men that Roxy didn’t recognize, but there was Toshiro, years younger, and Slime before his disgusting transformation, and the gorgeous blonde that had become the succubus with her biomods. And in the background, wearing a security guard’s uniform, was Carol Dorchester.

The slightly mannish but attractive blonde with the friendly eyes was Roxy’s partner in the Pittsburgh Police Department before Roxy had left to join the Biocrime Task Force.

Roxy might have been able to convince herself that she was imagining things, since the woman wasn’t wearing an actual PPD uniform, but there on the stool next to her was her “Shields” beer league softball jacket. Roxy had one of those in her closet somewhere from playing on the PPD team. A reminder of simpler, better times that might not have been simpler or better at all.

“What the fuck?” murmured Roxy, turning the photo over in the hope of finding an inscription. There was nothing. Not even a date.

Roxy could not imagine why Carol would be wrapped up in this, but she knew she had to track her old partner down. People were turning up dead who touched this case and the last thing Roxy wanted was for her old partner to get iced. Their friendship had ended when Roxy left the PPD, but they had still talked a few times since. Roxy knew that Carol had a husband and kids.

The sort of people who could make for some very tragic collateral damage if Carol was somehow involved with the Dhampyrs. Roxy had to warn her. And she had to find out what
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The Old Partner

Roxy parked her civilian car at the curb and stepped out into the afternoon sunshine in the quiet working-class Pittsburgh suburb. Birds were singing and she could make out the sound of kids laughing and playing in the backyard a few doors down. The glittering towers of downtown Flesh City were like majestic mountains in the distance and the imposing walls containing the Larimer Zone were a world away.

Carol Dorchester lived in a small, tan brick house that was probably built back when the steel mills were still operating. The lawn looked like it was about a week past its date for mowing, but everything seemed otherwise peaceful and perfect. Roxy approached the door. Cautious, concerned, and hopeful that Carol was still okay. The weight of her pocket pistol was a reassurance either way.

The camera bell winked green as it detected Roxy’s approach.

“You home, Carol? It’s me, Roxy. We need to talk.” There wasn’t an immediate response, so Roxy pressed the button on the bell. It circled from red to green a few times and then a response finally crackled through the tiny speaker.

“Coming, just hold on,” replied Carol, her voice gravelly as though she had been asleep or maybe heavily smoking.

Roxy was wearing a trench coat cinched tight at her waist over a hoodie and workout pants. The outfit concealed some of her more voluptuous gene-tweaking. She didn’t need to get into her recent makeover with Carol.

But coming up with excuses for looking like a stripper fled her mind when the door opened and she got a good look at her former partner. Carol had always been an attractive woman, with a fit figure and big breasts that seemed a good fit for her brash personality. She was not a delicate woman with manicured nails and careful makeup. She had freckles and sandy blonde hair and she talked too loud and hooked up with guys too readily.

That version of Carol was a memory. The carol that answered the door was pale and a little sickly looking, with untamed hair and a thickness to her that softened and rounded out her figure. She was still attractive, but she looked rough.

“What is it, Rox?” asked Carol.

“You’re in danger,” said Roxy. “Can I come in?”

“Yeah, okay,” said Carol, backing away from the door to let Roxy into the house. The curtains were pulled and it was gloomy and stuffy and there was a pall of tension in the air. Carol gestured towards the kitchen. “I can get you a beer if you want.”

“Uh, no. Where is Mike? Where are Sally and Robbie?” Roxy glanced at the staircase leading up to the dark second floor of the house.

“They went to Mike’s mother’s house,” said Carol. “He doesn’t think I am fit to be a mother. So we’re taking a break. I’m used to being left behind.”

Roxy caught the sidelong glance that Carol gave her and knew there was a lingering wound there. When Roxy was promoted to the BTF, her partnership with Carol had dissolved and their friendship had ended soon after. It had been more than two years since they had spoken.

“I told you a hundred times I was sorry about how all that played out, Carol,” sighed Roxy, sitting down heavily on Carol’s musty old couch. “It wasn’t how I wanted it to happen, and you know I would’ve taken you with me if it were my choice. You would have made a great BTF agent.”

“You’re right, I’m sorry, I just thought the fact that we were more than friends might have given you pause,” said Carol, sitting down across from Roxy on a loveseat. She was wearing a robe that hung open slightly to reveal her creamy thighs dimpled slightly with cellulite and the darkness that suggested she wasn’t wearing any underwear.

Roxy groaned. Her memory flashed back to hot, drunken nights after shifts. Getting wasted at the cop bar, finger banging Carol in the back of her car. Roxy with her legs over her partner’s shoulders, getting her clit sucked by her best friend in the world. On a stakeout, scissoring, kissing, and cumming with Carol.

“The way things ended wasn’t fair,” admitted Roxy.

“I spiraled after you left,” said Carol, laughing bitterly. “Mike found out about us and that was it. He and the kids have been gone almost as long as you have been gone. I don’t even have visitation anymore.”

“Jesus, Carol,” said Roxy, reaching across the space between them and taking Carol’s hands. “I had no idea.”

“No, you wouldn’t, because you left me to rot,” said Carol, tears welling in her eyes. She yanked her hands away. “Because you left me behind and words can’t fix things between us.”

“I know, you’re right,” said Roxy, taking her hands again and kissing Carol’s fingers. “But I’m here now.”

“Are you here to make it up to me?” asked Carol, surprising Roxy by slowly parting her thighs and allowing her robe to reveal more. She untied the robe slowly.

“You mean… like old times?” Roxy felt a flush of heat despite herself. “Carol, I don’t know if it would be right for me to do that. Right now I… I…”

It was clear Carol wasn’t listening to Roxy’s objections. She untied her robe completely and slowly exposed the softness of her pale body. Her heaving, motherly breasts, sagging slightly with age but still large and plump. Nipples a dark peach color standing stiff from the swell of her bust. Thighs parting wider to reveal the golden tangle of her cunt hair and the soft folds glistening faintly beneath.

Carol fixed Roxy with a blazing hot gaze, her voice quivering with emotion and said, “If you mean what you said, prove you mean it with more than words.”

The bold demand met with Roxy’s desperate need to absolve herself of her sins for abandoning her friend and lover. She saw the desperation in Carol’s blue eyes had become a challenging anger.

“Yes,” moaned Roxy, falling to her knees and crawling between Carol’s legs. “Yes, Carol, please. Let me… let me prove it to you. Prove it all… mmmmmm!”

Roxy inhaled the rich musk of Carol’s unwashed cunt. There was something truly thrilling about that scent. It recalled past pleasures, but there was something more. A possibility. Forgiveness or the undiscovered depths of some new pleasure.

“Do it,” whispered Carol, slipping her fingers into Roxy’s hair to cradle the fox girl’s head.

“Mmmmmm, yesssss, Carol,” moaned Roxy and she ran her tongue over the soft folds of Carol’s pussy. That first taste was all she needed. Mingled with the tang of her unwashed pussy was a delicious nectar she had never tasted before. Roxy moaned at that first lick and thrust her mouth against Carol’s cunt eagerly, even wantonly, tonguing deep into that sweet, honeyed cove and sucking at the plump bud of Carol’s clit.

“That’s right,” groaned Carol. “Make it up to me. Show me how much you care about what you did to me. Your loyal partner. Then we can talk alllll about this danger.”

“Mmmmmm! Mmmhmmm!” moaned Roxy, sucking fervently at Carol’s cunt and thrusting one hand into her workout pants. She began to desperately finger herself, lost in the pleasure of tasting this new and addicting flavor. Her body growing warmer and warmer with each lick and suck.

“Don’t neglect my ass, Rox,” moaned Carol, scooting her butt to the edge of the loveseat and hooking her legs over Roxy’s shoulders. She lifted her plump buttocks up and presented her clenched hole to Roxy’s tongue.

Roxy didn’t hesitate. Her body was thrumming with pleasure as she pumped her fingers in and out of her hot cunt and began to give Carol a hot, wet rimjob. Her tongue swirling around that crinkled flower and even pushing inside, to taste more of that sweet nectar on those velvety petals.

Carol bucked against Roxy’s face, her body glistening with sweat, her huge tits heaving as she thrust faster and faster, building to a breathless, thigh-clenching climax. Roxy felt a flood of nectar pour into her mouth and she came with Carol, her cunt pulsing against her fingers and her clit throbbing with each spasm of ecstasy.

Gasping, sweaty, they embrace on the couch, kissing in the afterglow. Their legs entangled, nude bodies pressed together, and their past sins forgotten.

Roxy was out of breath and oddly very tired from just giving head. She leaned her head against the warm, soft pillow of Carol’s breasts.

“What was it you wanted to tell me about being in danger?” asked Carol, stroking a lock of hair from Roxy’s face.

“Mmmmm? Oh, right.” Roxy leaned across Carol and plucked her phone from the pocket of her discarded coat. “I took a picture of this photo of you with some unusual people. What is this about?”

Roxy handed Carol the phone which was displaying the image of Carol at the bar with Toshrio, Slime, and the succubus. Roxy saw the slightest flicker of tension in Carol’s face as she recognized the bar and the group of people.

“Those were easier times,” chuckled Carol. “I was working for Zatoichi Biogenics as bonded security under the supervision of Toshiro Kanno. It was a top-secret project. You wouldn’t believe the NDA they made me sign.”

“So you worked for their bio-warfare division?”

“No. I would’ve after I left the force. I needed the work. But they were working on cutting edge medical treatments. A cure for aberration. That night, they were celebrating the successful test of a new chemical compound to cure thousands.”

“Cure them? What happened to the compound?”

“The other tests weren’t so successful,” said Carol, handing the phone back to Roxy. “Only the woman you see there was cured. The others died or became monstrous aberrants. What was worse is that the genophage was contagious. It could spread from one subject to another.”

“They must have been desperate to cure someone important if such a conservative corporation was willing to take such extreme risks. So what happened to the test subjects?”

“Liquidation,” said Roxy grimly. “All except her. She turned out to be a killer. I was supposed to hunt her down as well, but I could never catch her. Fortunately, I don’t think her strain was contagious.”

“They call her the succubus,” said Roxy. “She’s on our most wanted list and I’ve seen her work at the club. I’ve also seen what this genophage can do to people. They killed Emerald. Why was she at that bar that night?”

“Your stripper friend? Oh, don’t look so surprised, Rox, I still have contacts on the force. Emerald worked for Toshiro. I’m not sure if it was business, pleasure, or both with the two of them. But even if she was causing problems I can’t imagine he would kill her. My guess? It was the Dhampyrs.”

“You think they took her out? But why?”

“You’re only seeing half of the picture, Rox. The Dhampyrs, Zatoichi, even the government all have their hands in this for different reasons. Maybe the Dhampyrs were sending a message to Toshiro. Or to you. Or maybe they just wanted her out of the picture. With her dead, the only people left alive who still know about the genophage project are me, Toshiro, and Heihachi Zero.”

“Fuck. You know him too? I need you to come in with me to the BTF,” said Roxy, disentangling herself from Carol. “The captain has to know all this. Our informants are dropping dead right and left and someone is betraying our raids. But if I can get you to make a sworn statement—”

“No fucking way, Rox,” laughed Carol, shaking her head.

“Carol, I know you’re not afraid of talking.”

“You don’t know these people and you don’t know me anymore, Rox,” said Carol, her smile turning wicked. “For starters, the project may have ended, Zatoichi may have chickened out, but I still believe in the ideal.”

“After everything you’ve seen? How could you?”

“How could I not?” laughed Carol. “My biomods had gone all wrong. The genophage cured me. It purified me and made me what I am now.”

Roxy shook her head and stood up from the couch. She pulled on her clothes and started towards the door.

“You don’t know what you’re saying, Carol. These people are sickos. They’re not your friends. And Zatoichi is not going to take care of you for covering their tracks.”

Carol was right behind Roxy all the way to the door.

“What makes you think I care about Zatoichi?” laughed Carol. “I work for a true visionary, not some hidebound corporation. I serve Heihachi Zero.”

“You what?” Roxy whirled on Carol, a shocked expression on her face as she saw the crazed look in Carol’s eyes.

Her old partner came for her with both hands grabbing Roxy’s throat. Carol slammed her back against the door with enough force to momentarily stun Roxy and leave a crack running down the center of the door. Carol was unnaturally strong. Some sort of biomodded death grip that tightened around Roxy’s slender neck.

“Gnnnnn! Get… off… me!”

Roxy drove a knee into Carol’s midsection and the woman grunted and double over. Roxy had just enough time to break free of Carol’s grasp before the crazed woman gave chase. Roxy couldn’t make it to the door, so she ran for the upstairs. Carol was right behind her, still completely naked and with a crazed look on her face.

“Stop running, partner,” shouted Carol. “It’s only going to tire you out before the real fun begins!”

Roxy hit the second-floor landing and pivoted to deliver a standing side kick to the soft meat of Carol’s chest. It hardly slowed the berserker ex-cop’s onslaught. Carol grabbed for Roxy’s leg and nearly toppled her over. Roxy managed to kick free and ran again, bouncing off door frame of an empty child’s bedroom and continuing down the hall. She lowered her shoulder and slammed into the door at the far end of the hall running. It swung open violently, banging off the wall as Roxy staggered into the room and stopped at what she found.

The must bedroom was not empty. There was an unmade, queen-sized bed and the discarded remains of an outfit. On the bed, wrapped in translucent plastic, was Carol.

The real Carol. Her naked body was twisted into her death throes and her face was sunken, flesh gray, like the weatherman that Roxy had found dead at the Hot Spot.

“You… that’s… you killed her,” she said, turning to face the false Carol as she came storming into the room. Her mask of madness seemed to liquefy, her entire body softening and flowing and reshaping into the voluptuous blonde succubus. So incredible beautiful that despite the horror of the moment Roxy felt a pulse of lust throb in her core.

“Had to eliminate some loose ends,” chuckled the succubus. “But don’t worry, the master doesn’t want you dead. Yet.”

Roxy could not clear her head of the pheromonal power of the succubus. She staggered back in a daze as the succubus advanced. One quick swing was all it took. A sharp pain in Roxy’s temple and darkness washed over her. She felt herself falling back against the bed and sliding to the floor.

Roxy heard the succubus speaking to someone on the phone, her voice fading into the quiet darkness as she murmured, “It’s done. I have her.”
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Lair of the Dhampyrs

Roxy was in motion when she awoke. For a moment, she thought she was being jostled inside a moving vehicle.

“Mmm?” Her eyes opened slowly. She was hot. Sweaty. Her enhanced breasts were bare and swaying against her ribcage. Something very warm and wet was sliding against her legs.

No… it was sliding between them. It was sliding inside her. Pushing into her pussy with wet squelching sounds. It felt almost like a big, wet tongue was pushing deep into her cove. Was she dreaming? No. This was real. The sensations were too intense to be imaginary.

She gasped with the realization and lifted her head from the floor. Thick, glistening, purple-gray tentacles were moving and thrusting between her legs. They smeared her thighs with wet slime and at least two of them were pushing in and out of Roxy’s stretched cunt. She cried out, reaching for them, squeezing them in her hands and finding them as slick and durable as serpents. They were strong too. Thrusting through her fingers and overcoming her attempts to yank them out of her stuffed pussy.

Roxy’s gaze followed them to their source. A figure seated on a chair half in shadow. One gloved hand was resting on the knee of his robed body. The other arm was a mass of purple-gray tentacles emerging from his stained right sleeve. The tentacles moved and jerked and pulled at the sleeve like the rigging of a sailboat caught in a storm. By the flickering LEDs of a raver light, she could see the hooded figure wore a leering oni mask. A demonic face that seemed to move and ripple with the LED strobes. 

“Hello, Roxy,” murmured the masked man, a warm friendliness to his raspy voice that was at odds with what his tentacles were doing. He leaned forward in the chair and a tentacle squirmed its way into Roxy’s ass causing her to cry out in shock at the slithering violation. This tentacle joined the two fucking her cunt and began rhythmically pumping in and out of her ass.

“Who… what… who are you?” gasped Roxy, fighting to sit up and ending up braced on her elbows.

“I think you know,” said the voice and more tentacles slithered over her body. Two pushed into her mouth. Two slimy tendrils encircled her breasts and began to rhythmically squeeze and flick against her nipples.

“Mmmmmmmmm!” she cried out around the tentacles thrusting into her mouth. The taste was revolting, the smell like hot grease, but she could not escape the pleasure. Every hole violated by the tentacles began to slosh with the wet motion of the appendages. The figure rose slowly from his chair, standing over her, his sleeve rippling to the urgent thrusting motions of his tentacles.

Roxy suspected who this was and even roughly where she was after the horrifying betrayal by the false Carol. She was being fucked by Heihachi Zero. It had to be him. A fact that was seemingly confirmed as the gorgeous blonde succubus loomed out of the shadows. Roxy gurgled with anger, tears tracking down her face over what the soul-sucking bitch had done to her friend.

But the tentacles restrained her. The constant motion of them was driving her body mad with pleasure. Her cunt and ass tensed around the thrusting tentacles. Her nipples buzzed with ecstasy. Her neck bulged against the tentacle violating her throat.

“Don’t fight it, my dear,” rasped that friendly voice as the figure loomed over her. “It is better that you accept the pleasure. Accept that there is no escape, my beautiful police slut.”

“Mmnnnngggmmm!” wailed Roxy, arching her back on the floor, her breasts reddening from the constricting tentacles and her cunt seizing around those thrusting into her depths. Her orgasm wracked her with an agony of pleasure. Her eyes flicked towards the voluptuous succubus wearing nothing but a clear raincoat and giggling as she watched. She hoped the bitch understood how dead she was whenever Roxy managed to escape from these damned tentacles.

The pleasure surged and erased even that defiance. Her whole body spasmed and quaked. Her inner walls and the tight ring of her ass squeezing around the tentacles as they began to gush with warm slime. Spurting into her pussy, her ass, down her throat, and all over her breasts. A filthy, hot eruption that only prolonged her pleasure.

“That’s a good girl. It’s alright now, Roxy Mitsuda. You are where you belong.” One-by-one the tentacles released her and withdrew from Roxy. They left her gasping and leaking with modded spunk from every hole.

“I am so happy you are here with us,” said the masked man. “I am glad the succubus is more competent than Vito. Now come, Roxy, and see what you have done. The time for the great awakening is almost upon Flesh City and you have played your part in accelerating the triumphant moment.”

Heihachi’s turned and walked slowly from the room trailing his tentacles like a bouquet of leashes without a dog. Roxy struggled to stand up, her body weak and unresponsive at first.

“Let me help you,” purred the succubus, lifting Roxy under her arms and standing her up. Roxy staggered a step, then backhanded the succubus. It was a weak blow, one that barely connected, but the succubus growled and shoved Roxy away.

“Follow him or stay here and rot,” spit the gorgeous killer. “I don’t care how you end up, cop bitch.”

“I’ll end up standing over your corpse,” promised Roxy, turning and staggering after Heihachi.

Roxy covered her slime-drenched body as best she could with her arms and struggled to catch up to Heihachi. There was little doubt that they were in the lair of the Dhampyrs. It seemed to be some long abandoned brick-walled factory, no doubt deep within the Larimer Zone, the walls painted with obscene graffiti and colored lights giving everything a surreal atmosphere.

Hideous biomodded aberrants lurked in the shadows. Grotesque things, no doubt on the edge of psychosis. Some were violating captive women, others were brutalizing unaltered humans, probably cops or rival gang members. But the majority, including the freaks, were working to load boxes and guns and other equipment into a menagerie of half-scrapped trucks.

“You’re moving?” asked Roxy.

“Of course,” said Heihachi. “The time has come and you have forced my hand. Your friends at the BTF are fools ten steps behind me, but they will find you eventually and bring their particular brand of justice to this hideout. No, we will be long gone by the time your friends arrive. It’s too bad about all our prisoners.”

“What do you mean?” Roxy glanced at a group of filthy women cowering in the corner.

“We will need to deal with them quickly. I had hoped to reintroduce them gradually into the city, let the fever spread from them like our little plague bearers, but instead they will be repurposed… en masse.”

As Roxy watched, the group of women were herded through the door by a hideous, crocodile-headed aberrant carrying a submachinegun.

“It was sloppy of me to leave the cannister at the Hot Spot,” said Heihachi, producing the small bio containment vessel that Roxy had discovered at the club. “And unfortunate about Emerald. She was a good fuck and would have made a fine concubine, but she knew too much and had, shall we say, questionable loyalties.” He glanced at Roxy, his eyes blazing with barely restrained anger behind his mask. “She liked you too much.”

“You didn’t have to kill her,” muttered Roxy.

“I did not kill her, I changed her into something else,” said Heihachi. “Just as I will change you, Officer Mitsuda. Of course, I care nothing for the life of a meddling policewoman.”

“If you’re going to kill me, you might as well tell me what your plan is for this genophage,” she said as she turned the cannister over in her hands.

“Humanity has run its course,” he said. “For too long they have tried to deny the unexpressed desires hidden in the code of their DNA. The genophage is clarifying. It is key that will open the door of truth within their bodies. It will infect and spread and turn every bigoted, weak human into the beautiful truth of an aberrant. Humanity will become a species of individuals and these will compete in a new age of diversity to forge a superior flesh. Perhaps you, my dear, might have become a succubus. But alas, you are not to be trusted with the new flesh.”

A hulking figure in a business suit bulging with muscles entered the room. Roxy recognized him at once. Mayor Rickenbacker was a notorious user of biomods, his body swelling to grotesque proportions to create an image of unstoppable masculinity. He was balding, red-faced, and always surly.

“What is this cop bitch doing here?” growled the mayor.

“The mayor is not happy with our accelerated plan,” said Heihachi. “He wonders why I had him use his power to bring me Vito. But the mayor is too busy counting his money and injecting his biomods to have a real sense of justice.”

Vito staggered into the room with a shove from a hideous, asymmetrical monstrosity with one giant arm and one withered arm. He looked sweaty and fearful. A fear that only intensified when he saw Roxy standing naked beside Heihachi.

“Boss, I told you there was a cop,” said Vito. “I just didn’t figure out—AH!”

Heihachi’s tentacles shot out from under the sleeve of his robe and wrapped around Vitor’s throat.

“I trusted you to protect the operation. To crush the police attempts to infiltrate. You are my greatest failure, Vito. I never should have had faith in you.”

“Boss… please,” choked Vito, his face going purple and his eyes bulging as Heihachi’s tentacles strangled him.

Vito grabbed at Heihachi’s slimy tentacles, trying to tear them free of his neck, but he couldn’t even make them budge. On the brink of passing out, the master of the Dhampyrs suddenly released Vito. He sagged towards Roxy, gasping for breath. She caught him and shoved him away.

“I would love to squeeze your neck until your eyes pop out of that fat, porcine skull of yours,” rasped Heihachi. “But I have a more amusing use for you.”

“Please,” gasped Vito, still fighting to catch his breath. “Please, boss, don’t kill me. I’ll do anything you want.”

It was then that Roxy realized all the captives were being herded into the room. Dozens of beaten men and strung out, exhausted-looking women surrounded by heavily armed aberrants of the Dhampyrs. More than one of the men was wearing a tattered, bloodied police uniform. Roxy wanted to help, but she didn’t know what to do.

Heihachi held out a hand, palm up, and one of his minions passed him a cannister like the empty one that Roxy had found at the Hot Spot. He pressed an activation tab and the cannister began to hiss. Vito’s eyes widened with fear, but it was too late. The tentacles grabbed the cannister and rammed it into Vito’s mouth, probably breaking his jaw. He gurgled in shock and pain, staggering back from Heihachi. The tentacles shot at his chest, slamming into him with the force of a boxer’s punch and driving Vito into the crowd.

Vito Cracklinz’ head exploded with a loud pop, the flash of gore almost instantly swallowed up by a cloud of purple smoke. The prisoners choked and fought with one another, trying to escape the spreading cloud.

“What an honor I bestow upon you,” said Heihachi, glancing sidelong at Roxy. “An ungrateful, blinkered fool, permitted to witness the start of the great awakening. Perhaps, in these final moments, you will open your eyes and truly see.”

Mayor Rickenbacker covered his nose and mouth with a handheld respirator as the cloud of genophage spread through the room. Prisoners began staggering out of the cloud of purple gas by ones and twos. Some hardly seemed changed at all, at least at first, but their bones began deforming, foam pouring from their noses and mouths as their entire anatomy began to transform.

It was a horrifying show. Most of the prisoners deformed in hideous ways, sprouting extra limbs, dropping fingers or toes, their skin turning rough, translucent, or slimy like a frog and their facial features distorting and rearranging. Some became malformed monsters. Some took on animal aspects, buried deep in their DNA. Monkey, reptile, doglike features, or even, in one case, a gelatinous single-cellular transformation that left one man an amoeba as big as a human. One woman became stunningly beautiful, another was covered with sores, and another sprouted a second head that began to scream. As the horror mutated and spread, as panic tore at the crowd, Roxy backed slowly away.

The aberrants guarding the prisoners, already changed by the phage, inhaled deeply as if breathing the smoke of some illicit substance. Roxy could see further change rippling through their features and exaggerating the alterations their physiology had already undergone. One of them screamed as his fluids gushed out of his eyes, nose, and mouth, his reptilian body collapsing into a quickly disintegrating pile. This horrifying death only made the others laugh as their muscles bulged, eyes deformed, tongues lengthened, and tentacles sprouted.

“Breathe deeply, Officer Matsuda,” chuckled Heihachi. “A transformation now will spare you the pain of an injection of the genophage before I burn the laboratory.”

Heihachi’s attention was mostly on the gruesome tableau playing out among the prisoners and his loyal followers. He failed to notice Roxy backing into Mayor Rickenbacker. She felt the meager bulge of the mayor’s steroid-shriveled cock against her ass, but another bulge, more important, beneath his jacket. The mayor was too distracted to notice her hand as it slipped into his coat. She grabbed for the mayor’s gun, spinning behind him and pressing the barrel to his head.

“You bitch,” gasped the mayor, fighting to reach for her with his stiff, overly muscled arms. “Let me go! Heihachi, she as my gun.”

“And I’ll use it to blow the mayor’s fucking head off if any of you try to stop me,” warned Roxy, backing towards the nearest door.

“That would be unfortunate,” said Heihachi. “I don’t need the mayor, but he will make my victory much easier as he helps me seize control of the city.”

Roxy backed against the door. At the last second, she fired the gun near the mayor’s ear, no doubt rupturing his eardrum as she kicked him towards Heihachi. In the momentary chaos she had created, she turned and bolted through the door. Behind her, Heihachi caught the mayor and shoved him aside.

“After her, my dear,” said Heihachi to the succubus.

“Can I drain her dry this time?” asked the succubus, smiling cruelly and flexing her clawed fingers.

“Every drop,” said Heihachi, his tentacles caressing the murderous curves of the beautiful killer. “Leave nothing but a shell.”

“As you wish,” said the succubus, racing out of the door in pursuit of Roxy.


9

Lost Souls and Demons

Roxy Mitsuda wore an ill-fitting and filthy trench coat she had literally peeled from a drug-zonked mutant sleeping in an alleyway. The Larimer Zone was a maze of blocked streets, collapsed buildings, and urban ruin on a scale that Roxy had only ever seen through drone cameras or wall security scanners. There were no police, no city workers, only aberrants, outcasts, and psychopaths. Even the electricity that flickered in some hovels was spliced illegally from underground power cables.

Roxy needed either a way out of the Zone or a working phone. The phone seemed like the likelier option, whether it was some old landline still connected in a forgotten building or a satellite phone that could pierce the cell jammers set up around the Larimer Zone. She crouched in the shadow of a half-fallen building, listening to the eerie sounds of the Zone at night. Snarling, beastly noises that might have been dogs or some sort of biomodded freaks. Screams and intermittent laughter. A gunshot.

The Larimer Zone was hell and Roxy was surrounded by demons. But why weren’t they attacking her? She had seen some of the deformed aberrants moving among the ruins. Hunched and disfigured things, some of them brandishing weapons. She was on their turf. Surely they knew she was among them. So why were they keeping their distance?

She tried to pull the filthy trench coat tighter around her modded curves. One good yank by an aberrant and she would be naked again. They could overpower her and have their way with her. Tie her up in some forgotten basement and keep her as their sex slave.

“Gotta stop thinking like that,” she muttered. “Half of these people are just outcasts and junkies.”

But half weren’t. Half were killers and rapists. So why weren’t they trying to kill her or rape her?

She picked her way through the roofless ruin of a shopping mall. Fires guttered in several of the shops, and she could hear someone grunting and someone else moaning. Shadows moved at the edges of the moonlight. There was a small sign, barely legible under graffiti, advertising public access telephones on the upper floor. She had to hope at least one of them might still be connected to the phone network.

Roxy began to move with purpose. She had a destination now, even if it might prove to be a false hope. She had just reached a long escalator up to the mall’s second floor when she heard a crinkling sound from directly behind her.

The succubus swept from the shadows with a flap of the clear plastic raincoat that scarcely contained her ample curves. The gorgeous blonde had a wicked gleam in her eyes and a smile on her full lips.

“Stay back!” warned Roxy, spinning and taking aim with the gun.

“Oh, no, I’m going to get very close to you, Roxy,” laughed the succubus. She dodged Roxy’s first shot with seemingly effortless ease. She leapt past the second shot as it punched a hole in her flapping raincoat.

There was no third shot. She landed next to Roxy and, with a flash of her claws, disarmed the policewoman. The pistol went clattering across the floor and disappeared into the darkness of one of the shops.

The succubus grabbed hold of Roxy and, almost exactly as Roxy had feared, yanked the filthy trench coat from Roxy’s body.

“Oh my, you’re bursting out of your little coat,” giggled the succubus, pressing so close that her breasts crinkled against the raincoat as it squeezed against Roxy’s bare, modded mounds. “Don’t you find me attractive, Roxy? I’m so much prettier now that I’m not wearing that dreary face of your friend.”

It was true. From her sharp blue eyes to her luscious lips and the dark beauty mark, she was gorgeous, and her perfect body was straight from a centerfold fantasy. Roxy resisted the allure and reminded herself that the woman was pure evil.

“You’re a fucking killer,” gasped Roxy, forced back onto the frozen stairs of the escalator.

“That’s true,” laughed the succubus, wrapping one clawed hand around Roxy’s throat to pin her down to the escalator. “And I’m so good at what I do. Carol was delicious, by the way. I disguised myself as you when I drained her. She died calling your name… mmmmm… and cumming on my cock…”

“Your… your what?” gasped Roxy, stealing a glance downward.

It took only seconds. The succubus gasped softly with effort and Roxy watched in disbelief as the neatly trimmed cunt of the succubus began to bulge and deform like some sort of ballooned prosthetic. Her cunt sealed itself up and her clit grew larger and larger by the moment. Swelling and reforming into a small penis, balls beneath the root pushing out from inside the body of the succubus, forming a pouch that continued to enlarge under the cock. The cock pressed flush against the raincoat. A straining hardness that Roxy felt against her bare thigh.

“Carol liked it big and deep,” said the succubus. “I told her it was biomodded and that I had it added just for her. Which is sort of true, I suppose. Mmmmmmm. To think, I can reunite you and Carol inside me, after I feast on your life force.”

“Hnnnnn!” Roxy bucked beneath the succubus but was outmatched by the inhuman strength of the serial killer. “Get your hands off me, you bitch!”

“Oh, no, I’m going to get my hands all over you, my pretty little foxy cop. I’m going to enjoy this even more than I enjoyed sucking Carol dry. Mmmmm…”

The lips of the succubus were burning hot as they devoured Roxy’s in a molten kiss. The sweet, seductive tongue of the succubus slipped and slithered against Roxy’s tongue and there was nothing she could do to escape it. Her body was afire with sensitivity wherever it brushed against the bare touch of the succubus. With a tug at the catches, the gorgeous killer’s raincoat parted and she arched her back and thrust her ample curves against Roxy’s quivering flesh.

“MMMmmmmmmm!” moaned Roxy into the kiss, feeling the weight of those magnificent breasts, the soft caress of one silky thigh, and the hardness of that shapeshifting cock against her abdomen. The kiss intensified. The heath seemed to build between their bodies. Roxy fought back against the tide of pleasure and gasped, “Get off me! Let me go!”

“No, no, no, my dear,” laughed the succubus, biting Roxy’s lower lip and playfully stretching it out before releasing it from her teeth. “Don’t you feel it, burning through your blood? You need me. You crave my touch. If I were to leave you now, to let you go, then you would die craving me. Some awful freak would come along and slit you open like a fish. Mmmmmmm isn’t it better to die in my arms, warm and loved?”

Roxy’s head was spinning with desire. She found it impossible to disagree with the succubus and even returned the kiss, spearing her tongue into the sweet mouth of the ravishing blonde. She managed to pry her kiss free.

She gasped, “Fucking hate you!” Only to descend an instant later onto the heaving breasts of the succubus, gathering them in her hands and kissing them. Worshipping the plump pink nipples with her tongue as the succubus cradled her hair and guided her lower. Down the flat length of the succubus’ abdomen to the straining pink cockhead.

“Oh, fuck, what am I doing?” moaned Roxy, guided by the slightest pressure from the succubus to lean ever closer to that twitching tip. The delicate pink crown was almost feminine in its beauty, nectar gathering at the slit and welling out spilling down the bell end to drip onto her thigh. Roxy grasped the shaft. She stroked it and watched more precum ooze out.

“You want to suck it, don’t you?” The succubus laughed, her fingers tightening in Roxy’s hair. “Go on, taste that sweet honey. That’s right. Lick it all over. Doesn’t that taste good?”

“Mmmmnnnmmnnn,” agree Roxy, looking up at the succubus as she tongued the addicting sweetness of her precum.

“Now suck that cock, you little troublemaker,” laughed the succubus, arching her back and thrusting into Roxy’s mouth.

“Nnnnngggg!” Roxy’s eyes opened in the moonlight as the futanari cock slid quickly over her tongue and to the back of her mouth. She swallowed instinctively and felt the hot, throbbing dick wedge down her throat.

The succubus held her like that for a few seconds, both hands pressing Roxy’s head and forcing her nose into the trimmed triangle of golden hair. Her throat working around the pulsing cock’s shaft. Breathing the intoxicating scent. Feeling the salty burn of pre against her tonsils.

Then the succubus began to thrust. Slowly at first, but with both hands holding Roxy tightly. Immobilizing her as the serial killing bitch fucked Roxy’s mouth. Plunged down her throat. Slapped her balls wetly against Roxy’s drool smeared chin.

Each thrust of that perfect, hard cock down Roxy’s throat produced another soft, “Gllkkk!”

The sounds came quicker and quicker as the thrusting of the succubus intensified.

“That’s right, not even that dumb slut Carol could handle my cock like this,” moaned the succubus. “Ohhhh, you swallow it so well. You must be... Mmmmm… thirsty for my cream. Yeah? Yeahhh? Oh, you want it? Let me hear you gag on it! You love getting that mouth fucked, don’t you?”

“Mmmmhhnnnngkkkk,” gurgled Roxy, too caught up in the overwhelming sensations of being face fucked to know if she agreed or disagreed with the horrible things that the succubus was saying.

Her body decided the matter for her as she began to gag herself on the succubus’s cock, moaning and tonguing beneath the shaft as the cock plunged down her throat. The succubus’s balls slapped wetly against her chin with each thrust. Faster and faster until Roxy was dizzy with the thrusts and barely able to breathe from having her throat stuffed so full of biomodded cock.

“Ohhhhhh once you taste this load… you’re only going to crave… MORE!” The succubus threw back her head and howled with pleasure. A sound that echoed through the dead mall as her fingers twisted tighter in Roxy’s hair. The succubus shoved Roxy’s face hard into her crotch, burying every inch of her cock down Roxy’s throat as she began to explode.

Roxy felt the heat of the cum first, then was forced to swallow just to keep the hot flood of succubus spunk from racing back up her throat. She gulped again and again, swallowing around that pulsating cock as she drank the hot, slimy load of the succubus’s cum.

The succubus eased her cock out of Roxy’s mouth, dragging it over her cheek and smearing cum on Roxy’s face. Roxy gasped, breathless, coughing slightly, and looked up needfully.

“Look at you, desperately rubbing your clit while you suck my cock,” laughed the succubus.

“I wasn’t… didn’t...” Roxy’s words trailed off as she realized her fingers were pumping into her pussy and her hand was rubbing against her straining clit. She hadn’t even been aware that she was doing it, but she suddenly could not imagine stopping.

Not that she had much choice as the succubus let out a hungry growl and fell upon Roxy. The deft fingers of the succubus took over, plundering Roxy’s pussy and pumping in and out of her slick channel. The soft breasts of the succubus squeezed against Roxy and Roxy’s cry of surprise was swallowed up by a kiss from the modded killer.

Roxy was unprepared for the skill and ferocity of the succubus. The hot mouth, dominating her, and those fingers, thrusting and claiming her, drove her to the brink. She fell back hard against the stairs, bucking her hips to meet the rhythm of those thrusting fingers and crying out against the devouring kiss.

Pleasure short-circuited Roxy’s brain and she arched desperately against the stairs. Ecstasy gripped her body and soul and with it came an intense, rushing pleasure as the biomodded succubus fed upon her very essence.

“Mmmmmmmmm!” Roxy’s cry was muffled by that sucking, delicious mouth. The tongue of the succubus probing deep as the fingers pumped into Roxy’s gushing cunny. She came so hard and so copiously that her nectar spilled down the crack of her ass and formed a trickling puddle on the stairs.

“Ah!” The succubus gasped with satisfaction, breaking the kiss as her face flushed with Roxy’s vitality. “I could just eat you up, my dear. In fact, I think I will!”

Roxy could offer only moaning protest as the succubus suddenly turned her over, forcing Roxy’s hips up as she made her get on hands and knees atop the stairs. The succubus laughed as Roxy offered some weak resistance. She spanked Roxy’s bare ass. First with the palm of her hand and then with her stiff futanari cock.

“Behave yourself, my little slut, and you might just enjoy this final delight.”

“Go to hell,” gasped Roxy.

“Funny, you don’t think you’re in hell already?” The succubus thrust forward, skewering Roxy’s tight cunt with her thick futa cock. “You’re in the Larimer Zone, my dear. The land of lost souls and demons. Mmmmmm. You lost souls are so delicious…”

The succubus pounded into Roxy’s clutching cunt without relent. The hips of the killer beat against Roxy’s ass and those hairless balls splatted against Roxy’s clit.

Roxy’s pleasure was excruciating. She shudder with warning shocks of near-orgasmic bliss as the succubus, rutting furiously into Roxy’s cunt, leaned over Roxy’s back and sucked at Roxy’s neck and earlobe. The additional stimulation was almost enough to plunge Roxy into an inescapable spiral of pleasure and destruction.

But she resisted. She fought to keep from cumming.

“Ohhhh, Roxy, you’re making this so much harder than it needs to be,” gasped the succubus. “Quit resisting me. Give in and let me suck out every drop of your essence. You know, Carol wasn’t such a problem. She wanted to give me every delicious morsel of her—AH!”

Roxy elbowed the succubus in the face, causing the psychopathic killer to pull her cock out of Roxy’s trembling slit. She staggered back, grabbing at her split lip and a trickle of blood.

“You bitch! Now I’ll hold you down and suck out your—”

The words of the succubus were drowned out by the sizzling crack of several stun rifles discharging nearby. The succubus went rigid as electric current jolted her body. She staggered back, smoke curling from her ears and her eyes rolling with agony as luminous blue blasts continued to strike her naked curves.

“What… the fuck?” The succubus was struck by another salvo of energy blasts and finally collapsed backwards off the escalator.

The BTF troopers in full body armor rushed from the darkness, their faces covered with augmented goggles as they brandished their guns. Roxy struggled to sit up as they surrounded her. Gloved hands grabbed her and helped her to her feet.

She heard Officer Kendrick say, “It’s okay, Roxy. We got you.”

“Package is secured,” said Lieutenant Torrence, his hands supporting Roxy by her armpits as someone draped an emergency blanket over her.

“How?” gasped Roxy as the armored troopers formed a tight, protective circle around her and moved her into the open in the center of the roofless mall.

Nobody answered Roxy’s question, but a moment later there was a sharp whine of jets and an armored air car appeared overhead. Spotlights swept across the scene, casting an eerie skeletal pattern of shadow from the damaged roof as they focused on Roxy and the team. Cables dropped down and the troopers attached them to their armored suits, a prisoner binder for the succubus, and to a harness for Roxy. In seconds, she was safe in the red-lit interior of the armored vehicle.

Captain Venture pulled Roxy into her arms.

“It’s alright now, Officer Mitsuda,” said the captain. “It’s over. You’re going home.”

Roxy grabbed the captain’s hand.

“Not over,” rasped Roxy, her throat sore from what the succubus had done to her. “The Dhampyrs, Heihachi Zero, they’re going to attack. They’re going to release the genophage. Turn everyone into aberrants. Destroy… Flesh City.”

Roxy tried to get out more, but her voice quivered, and the adrenaline finally left her. She felt suddenly very weak and with a soft moan she slumped into the captain’s arms.
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Recovery and Treachery

Roxy Mitsuda stood at the windows of Precinct Omega that looked out on the taller corporate towers that made up downtown Flesh City. Rain lashed the windows, matching her dark mood. Her reflection in the glass, superimposed on the winking lights of the city, looked ghostly and pale. She could hear the drone of the news feed on the TV behind her. Officer Yves Kendrick and Lieutenant Wayne Torrence, Roxy’s closest friends on the BTF, were watching the late-night press conference of Mayor Rickenbacker.

“Reporters have gathered outside the mayor’s office where Mayor Rickenbacker has promised an unusual 3:00 AM press conference outside Zaitoichi Tower. Overnight, a major enforcement operation by the BTF took place in the Larimer Zone, possibly in retaliation for last week’s attack on the downtown area. We believe the mayor is meeting with Saburo Zaitoichi, the reclusive founder and president of Zaitoichi Biogenics. We are expecting updates from…”

“What is that psycho doing holding a press conference with Zaithoichi?” muttered Yves. “We know he was up to his chin with the Dhampyrs.”

“Yeah, we know exactly what that piece of shit was doing: taking care of scum like Vito and nearly getting Roxy killed. Problem is, we can’t prove it,” replied Wayne. “He’s never around when the raids happen. My guess is he’s going to act like the raid was his idea and take credit for it.”

“Roxy saw it firsthand,” said Yves.

“One cop against the mayor? Forget it. Not in this city.”

Footsteps approached as Wayne and Yves were talking and watching the news. A hand caressed Roxy’s shoulders and gave her a comforting squeeze.

“Turn that shit off,” said Captain Lucinda Venture. “Rickenbacker’s time is up, and he knows it. He’s probably going to announce some sort of medical issue and run off to one of the non-extradition countries in SouthAm with Zaitoichi’s help. If he doesn’t, we’re gonna nail his ass. Maybe not tonight, but tomorrow or the next day.”

“I hope you’re right, Captain,” said Wayne, still sounding bitter about it as he switched off the TV.

Roxy turned slowly away from the window to face her friends and the captain. She was wearing an unadorned blue BTF jacket and a pair of borrowed trousers. She still had the body of a stripper from her undercover biomods and she felt filthy from all she had been through in the Larimer Zone.

“It doesn’t make sense,” said Roxy softly. “Why would Zaitoichi help the mayor if he works with the Dhampyrs? Something is wrong with this press conference.”

“You don’t need to worry about that right now,” said Captain Venture, sliding her arm around Roxy’s shoulders. “Let’s get you cleaned up and then we can have some coffee or tea or whatever you want and debrief on what happened in the Larimer Zone. Just you and me and a recorder. Okay, Officer Mitsuda?”

“Yeah, alright,” said Roxy, her voice soft and agreeable. She smiled weakly as Captain Venture led her away from the windows of the conference room and down the hall towards the showers. Yves and Wayne fell in behind them as if providing an escort through the station.

On the way to the showers, they passed the holding cells, including the high security cells. Roxy hesitated, her attention drawn to one of the small viewing windows in the door of one of the cells. She could see the succubus inside the cell. Restrained in a padded chair, her bright orange prisoner coveralls somehow clinging seductively to her ample curves. She met Roxy’s gaze, even though she couldn’t possibly see through the one-way glass in the door, and her eyes seemed to sparkle.

“Don’t worry about her, Roxy,” said the captain, drawing her away from the door. “She’ll get what she deserves just like the mayor and Saburo Zaitoichi if he is involved in all this.”

“The genophage,” whispered Roxy. “They’re planning… there’s going to be…”

Her mind was addled by what the succubus had done to her and what Heihachi Zero had threatened to do to her. She was still reeling from what she had seen when the genophage was unleashed in a single room. The thought of that terrible weapon spreading through Flesh City was truly horrific.

“Shower first,” said Captain Venture. “Then we talk, okay?”

Roxy held back her emotion and slowly nodded. She could feel the succubus still somehow watching her through that one-way glass, but she let herself be led away to the showers. Captain Venture walked her inside while Yves and Wayne waited outside.

“Let’s get you undressed,” said Captain Venture. Her hands were gentle as she helped Roxy out of the jacket and revealed her soft, ample breasts and stiff nipples. Roxy dazedly stepped out of the pants, exposing her shaved cunt and creamy heart-shaped perfection of her ass. She was aware of Captain Venture’s gaze lingering on her curves, but she wasn’t sure what to do about it.

“Do you need help in the shower?” asked the captain.

“I… no… I… I’ll be fine,” said Roxy.

“Okay, Roxy, I’ll wait for you out here with the lockers,” said the captain. “Take as long as you need.”

Roxy collected a washcloth and a bottle of all-purpose wash gel and shuffled into the shower. The loud, hot, high-pressure water scoured her naked flesh. Her pale golden curves glistened. She felt the residue of the succubus slowly washing away, but the small bruises on her hips and thighs remaining. The bitemark on her shoulder sore. The rawness around her slender neck where the hands of the succubus had nearly choked her.

She slid won the shower wall and sat atop the tiles, feeling the steamy beat of water against the curve of her back as she listened to the gurgling of the drain. When she closed her eyes she saw the screaming mutations of the genophage tearing through the Dhampyrs and their victims. When she opened her eyes she saw the succubus lurking in the shadows at the edges of her vision. Seductive and hungry. 

“Roxy?”

Lucinda Venture’s voice echoed from the tiles of the shower as she stepped inside. The middle-aged captain was naked, an arm across her large breasts and her blue eyes sparkling as she stepped through the wisps of steam. Her hips and buttocks dimpled with a natural hint of cellulite that reminded Roxy the captain had never been modded. The captain saw Roxy sitting on the floor of the shower and she let out a sound of sympathetic dismay.

“Oh, sweetie, I know it was bad,” said Lucinda, kneeling beside Roxy. “The things they must have done to you…”

“It wasn’t what they did,” whispered Roxy. “It was what the succubus did. It was… Carol and… and I liked it. The things she did to me.”

“I know, baby, she’s beautiful and knows how to give pleasure. That’s her power,” said the captain, wrapping her arms around Roxy and pulling her against those soft, inviting breasts. “Shhhhhh. She will never hurt you or anyone else again. I promise. I won’t let it happen.”

Roxy lifted her face from her folded knees and looked up at Lucinda, her glittering tears washed away in an instant by the warm rush of the shower. She threw her arms around Lucinda, clinging tightly and kissing her passionately. In an instant, the embrace changed as Lucinda realized what Roxy truly wanted. Their kiss deepened and their tongues met in a hot, tangling embrace.

“Mmmmmmm, sweetie, you’ve been through a lot,” whispered Lucinda against Roxy’s list. “Are you sure this is what you want?”

“Yes, I need it,” gasped Roxy, kissing her again. “I need you. Something real and genuine. Please… help me, Lucinda. Do that… that mommy thing you do.”

“Oh, Roxy? For you, just this once.” She stroked Roxy’s wet hair and pressed a kiss to her forehead. “For my little fox girl. Let mommy take care of you. Shhhh. It’s alright, sweetie, mommy is here now.”

Lucinda folded her arms around Roxy and guided Roxy’s face to those soft, ample, naturally slightly sagging breasts. Roxy kissed them and moaned with contentment, feeling the safety of Lucinda’s body and the warm of her even as the shower continued to spray down on them.

“It’s alright, you’re all safe now, Roxy,” said Lucinda. “No more undercover. No more Larimer Zone. We’ll handle things from here, baby. I don’t want you in any danger.”

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Roxy, nuzzling against Lucinda’s breasts.

“Go on, you can suck them,” purred Lucinda, reaching a hand down to guide a nipple to Roxy’s mouth. Roxy latched to that thick pink nipple. She moaned and sucked, relaxing against the captain, though there was no milk from Lucinda’s motherless breasts, there was the sensation of being nourished and cared for and Roxy felt a warmth spreading through her.

“I want to tell you about what I saw,” said Roxy. “About what I know.”

“Are you ready for that, baby?” asked Lucinda, her hand caressing down Roxy’s body and pressing gently between her thighs. Roxy spread her legs wider, sucking again from Lucinda’s breasts and offering her cunt to the older woman.

“Mmmmhmmm,” she moaned, tonguing and slurping on that fat nipple in her mouth.

“Good girl,” said Lucinda, deftly parting the folds of Roxy’s cunt and lightly rubbing a finger against the bud of her clit. “Go on, tell mommy all about it.”

“Mmmmmm!” Roxy’s hips jerked, rubbing her cunt against Lucinda’s fingers. She popped her lips from the captain’s plump nipple, tonguing it one last time before lifting her head to kiss Lucinda. “Mmmm. Ohhhh, it was terrifying. They have a drug… a gas… called the genophage and it instantly caused mmmm… mutations… terrible… turns them into aberrants or kills them outright. Mmmmmm.”

“Yeah? Keep going,” said Lucinda, pushing two fingers into Roxy’s tight cunt. “Tell mommy… did you meet Heihachi Zero?”

“Ohhh yesss,” gasped Roxy against her lips, rising to thrust herself against Lucinda’s fingers. “He was terrible. He had tentacles and used them to… ohhhhh…”

She couldn’t admit what those tentacles had done. She kissed Lucinda again, with growing passion as her pleasure built.

“The mayor,” panted Roxy. “He is working with them, helping them smuggle in and out, of mmmmmm… the Larimer Zone… with Vito’s help… but not anymore…”

“Yes, we know, he has been eliminating a lot of his friends lately,” gasped Lucinda, working her fingers faster and deeper into Roxy’s tight cunt. “What about Toshiro? What was his involvement? Can you tell mommy?”

“Dangerous… related… but I’m not sure he’s on Heihachi Zero’s side,” gasped Roxy, approaching the edge of ecstasy. “I… I am sure he knows about the genophage though. Somehow he knows.”

“He gave us weapons to help us in the Larimer Zone,” said Lucinda. “But he might be playing both sides. He might be after something for himself.”

“They all are,” cried Roxy. “Ohhhhh… Lucinda… mommy… I need someone to trust in all this.”

“Trust me, baby,” said Lucinda, squeezing tighter and fucking her faster with her fingers. “You can trust mommy.”

“Ohhhhhh yesssss,” cried Roxy, falling back against the shower wall, her legs wide as Lucinda moved atop her. “Yesssss, mommy! Fuck me! Make me cummmm!”

“Alright, baby,” said Lucinda, smiling sweetly, kissing Roxy’s lips and then moving lower. She tongued her tits as she pounded three fingers into Roxy’s tight cove. Her thumb beat against Roxy’s clit. Lucinda’s other hand was between her own legs, rubbing her own slit as she finger-fucked Roxy.

The stimulation was more than Roxy could take. She let out a strangled cry of pleasure that crackled from the tiles, bucking upwards to meet Lucinda’s stroking fingers, one hand holding Lucinda’s short-cropped blonde hair and pressing the captain’s face into her cleavage.

“Mmmmmm! Cum for mommy!” cried Lucinda, tonguing and sucking at Roxy’s tan nipples.

Pleasure erupted from within Roxy. A desperate, ruptured ecstasy that spurted out through Lucinda’s fingers and gushed in watery spurts against the captain’s naked body. The captain, frigging herself furiously, muffled her own cry against Roxy’s breasts and released hot torrents of her own girlcum to be washed away in the shower. Their orgasms shook their bodies as they embraced, Lucinda’s fingers doing all the work of drawing out their pleasure.

Lucinda finally lifted her face from Roxy’s breasts and planted another kiss on Roxy’s lips. It was slower, deeper, and somehow hotter than before. Roxy playfully bit Lucinda’s lips. Lucinda shuddered with aftershocks as she eased her fingers out of Roxy’s pussy and brought them up to her lips. They shared the sweetness of Roxy’s cum as their tongues tangled between Lucinda’s slick fingers. Their kisses rejoined and melted together in a hot, sweet, slippery mouthful being passed back and forth between them. Roxy swallowed most of her own nectar.

“Oh that’s a good girl,” said Lucinda. “Do you want Mommy to eat your pussy now, baby? Lick your little ass? I can make you feel good all over—”

“Captain!” It was Yves, shouting into the showers from the locker area. “Captain! You’d better come see this! Something is happening!”

“Alright, I’ll be out in a minute,” shouted Lucinda. Her voice softened and she looked back at Roxy. “Later, baby. Mommy will take good care of you.”

Lucinda kissed Roxy one last time and then stood. Roxy held out a hand and Lucinda helped her to her feet.

“You can stay here,” said Lucinda. “Enjoy the shower. I’ll find out what’s going on.”

“No, I need to get back in the game,” said Roxy. “Thanks for the help… mommy.”

“Oh, now careful with that,” laughed Lucinda, giving Roxy a swat on the bottom. “That’s for when we’re alone.”

They dressed quickly, including Roxy in one of her own uniforms. They emerged from the locker room to be greeted by Wayne and Yves. Nearby, in the holding area, a TV was blaring a news report. Several guards were watching what was happening.

“What is this?” demanded Lucinda. “Get back to your posts! We are on high alert and…”

“Holy shit,” said Roxy, looking up at the TV.

Shaky camera footage zoomed in on the upper floors of the Zaitoichi Biogenics building in downtown Pittsburgh. There was a large, shattered window and smoke and papers swirling out through the broken glass. A figure could be briefly seen silhouetted by flames and standing in the window. It was the massively built and psychopathic mayor, gripping a frail elderly man in one hand and brandishing a machine pistol with the other hand.

“Mayor Rickenbacker has threatened to kill Saburo Zaitoichi if his demands are not met within the hour,” said the newscaster. “It is not yet known what links, if any, this bizarre incident may have to the recent terrorist attacks by the Dhampyrs. We go now to Lureen Tanaka, on the ground outside the Zaitoichi Helix. Lureen, what can you tell us?”

“Yes, Brooke,” said a harried looking reporter standing in front of the flashing lights of several police ground cars. “City police are trying to form a cordon outside the entrance of the tower but are in some sort of dispute with Zaitoichi’s internal security force. Things are chaotic here and all the information about the mayor’s demands are coming through a secretary in the mayor’s office. We do not believe at this time that she is a part of this attack, only the person who was available to take the mayor’s call at the time.”

“What response might we expect from Zaitoichi’s Crisis Team or the city’s own Biocrime Task Force in this situation?” asked the anchor.

Lucinda turned away from the screen and looked at Roxy, Yves, and Wayne.

“Suit up,” she said. “The city needs us.”
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A High Price to Pay

The Biocrime Task Force and the Flesh City PD maintained a heavily armed cordon around Zatoichi Tower. The media and onlookers crowded against the glowing warning barriers. Snipers were on the roofs of surrounding buildings but didn’t dare take a shot at the mayor with him literally holding Saburo Zatoichi, the elderly CEO of Zatoichi Biogenics as a human shield. The frail old man dangled like a doll in the bulging arms of the freakishly muscular Mayor Rickenbacker.

Officer Roxy Mitsuda, still in her voluptuous residual stripper form, but squeezed into her combat uniform, was crouched behind one of the armored aircars with Lucinda, Officer Yves Kendrick, Lieutenant Wayne Torrence, and Captain Lucinda Venture.

“What’s the plan here, captain?” asked Roxy, gripping her tactical rifle tightly.

Mayor Rickenbacker shouted at them from the shattered window of the top floor office.

“I see you down there, Officer Mitsuda,” shouted the mayor, as if in answer to Roxy’s question. “You meddling slut! If you want to save the hostages, including the old man here, I want to see you and nobody else.”

“Captain, I can do this,” said Roxy.

“I am not sending you in there alone,” said Lucinda.

“I’ll go with her,” volunteered Wayne.

“No,” said Roxy. “He will go full psycho mode if he sees someone with me.”

“We send a negotiator,” said Lucinda. “Officer Kendrick, that’s your area of expertise. Lose the long arm and the sidearm and take a pocket pistol. You might need exploding rounds for a monster like that.”

“Yes, ma’am,” said Yves, setting her guns aside and taking a small pistol that fit easily into the inner pocket of her armored jacket. The busty blonde had the bewitching good looks of a full elf biomod, down to the glittering blue eyes and the big tits. Her biomod tended to work well to deescalate when facing down hostile males.

“Alright, Rickenbacker, I’m sending Matsuda up,” said Lucinda through a bullhorn. “She is accompanied by an unarmed hostage negotiator. They just want to talk.”

“They had better behave themselves or the old man goes out the window,” shouted Rickenbacker. “And I don’t think these old bones are going to survive the fall, regardless of the mods they’ve pumped into him.”

Lucinda switched off the bullhorn and turned to Roxy and Yves. “Go and watch each other’s asses. I don’t want either of you getting hurt.”

“Yes, ma’am,” said Roxy and she departed with a swish of her bushy fox’s tail poking through the back of her uniform pants.

Roxy and Yves rode the elevator up to the top floor office, listening to the cheery Japanese elevator music and trying not to look suspicious since Rickenbacker probably had access to the security cam feed. Comms crackled in their earpieces and Roxy picked up someone saying that if the negotiations fail they should get Rickenbacker near a window without the old man so the snipers can finally take the mayor out.

“Where do you think Zatoichi’s security is in all this?” murmured Roxy. “I thought Toshiro would have taken charge of this operation and bulled the BTF out of the way.”

“I dunno,” said Yves, blowing a bubble of chewing gum and popping it. “Might be they have strict orders to pull back when the old man is in danger.”

“It could be,” said Roxy, sounding unconvinced.

The elevator dinged and the doors slid open on a view of the reception area outside the old man’s office. The reception desk was stitched with bullet holes and two Zatoichi security guards in dark suits lay dead on the floor. The door to the old man’s office, carved from ancient Japanese wood recovered from a sunken ship, burst open and Mayor Rickenbacker came storming out waving a pistol.

“Hands up! Now!” He roared, his face red and his forehead bulging with veins.

Roxy and Yves complied, and the mayor gave them a cursory search before prodding them into the office.

The heavily modded mayor, always muscular beyond human limits, had swollen to truly horrific proportions. His body was a landscape of bulging muscles splitting through the seams of his suit. His eyes, wild and bloodshot, stared out from beneath a swollen brow. His hands and even the normally huge gun seemed tiny compared to his muscled arms and chest.

In the office, with its lowered shades and smashed up interior, several secretaries and other workers from the upper floor cowered in one corner while Saburo Zatoichi sat in a wheelchair behind his desk. He peered up through thick, tinted glasses as Rickenbacker loomed over him.

“Whatever you hope to accomplish will fail and you will die,” said Saburo, his ancient voice heavily accented despite his decades of living in America.

“You think I don’t know that?” Rickenbacker snarled and pounded a fist on the desk hard enough to split the thick wood. “I’m a dead man walking. But I have a job to do. Namely… distract the lady of the hour. And her plus one. So watch your mouth, old man, or this happens!”

Rickenbacker lashed out with his huge pistol and fired a single shot in the direction of the hostages. By pure luck, the bullet missed a woman’s head by inches and punched a hole through several rooms beyond the wall. The hostages screamed and cowered lower, praying in English and Japanese and pleading for their lives.

“We have to do something,” whispered Roxy to Yves. “He is completely berserk.”

“Got it,” said Yves. “Follow my lead.”

Yves sauntered towards the mayor, swinging her hips back and forth until she managed to catch his eye. His brow furrowed and he looked like he wanted to backhand her.

“What do you want?” he growled, peering down at her like a perplexed ogre deciding whether to smash an intruder. His simmering rage seemed to ebb a little when Roxy joined Yves.

“I was just telling Roxy, I always knew you had a big cock, but that thing looks gigantic,” said Yves, pointing a finger at the massive bulge straining in the mayor’s split trousers.

“Ooooh yeah, that’s right, Mayor Rickenbacker,” cooed Roxy. “Yves here said we should ask you if we could take a look before things get too hot around here.”

“I know what you two are doing,” growled the mayor. But Roxy could see the rage draining from his expression as he lowered his pistol. A crazy grin spread on his aberrant face. “Trying to distract me, right? Well, that’s okay, because I’m just buying time. So I’ll show ya. Are you ready?”

“Yessss, so ready,” moaned Yves, clinging to Roxy. They watched with exaggerated anticipation as the mayor reached for his belt. They squealed with delight as he ripped off the belt and tore open his trousers. His massive, greasy muscle of cockflesh flopped free. Like a human-shaped horse cock, dangling down his muscular legs.

“Oh, it’s gorgeous,” moaned Yves, sinking to her knees and nuzzling her face against the mayor’s obscene, purpling cock.

“That’s right,” agreed Roxy, joining the blonde elf on her knees. “I’ve never seen one so big and… and so delicious looking!”

Yves shed her armored jacket and pulled open her uniform shirt to reveal her big, soft tits encased in a reinforced, lace-trimmed black bra. She reached one hand for the mayor’s massive cock and the other behind her back to unhook her sling and let her creamy tits drop free. The mayor groaned at the sight of those big breasts and thick, pink nipples. He drop his free hand to Yves’ head and encouraged her to lift his cock towards her face and begin kissing and licking the massive tip.

Not to be outdone, Roxy, shimmied out of her own uniform, baring her biomodded body and fox girl accents. Her furry ears twitched and her tail flicked with excitement as she went back to her knees and joined Yves in her embrace at the feet of the mayor.

“Well, if I gotta die, old man, this is how I’m gonna fucking go,” groaned the mayor, setting aside his huge pistol to cradle both girls to his cock.

The mayor’s cock rose between the tree trunks of his legs, monstrous and veined, glimmering with wetness from tongues and precum. Roxy breathed the manly musk of the mayor, trailing her tongue up and down his shaft and cradling his huge, cum-filled balls.

“So fucking huge,” she moaned, and her cunt clenched at the thought of the mayor’s cock splitting her in half.

“First come, first serve,” said the mayor, guiding Yves to the purple, apple-sized head of his cock.

“Mmmmm, with pleasure,” moaned Yves, parting her lips wide and letting the mayor thrust his huge cock into her mouth. She gurgled and the mayor let out a groan of pleasure, forcing Yves’ head down onto his cock and bulging her throat with the massive girth of his member. She slurped and struggled to keep pleasuring him, her hands moving from his shaft to his thighs as if she might try to push him away.

Roxy busied herself with the mayor fat balls, tonguing her way down to his pouch and licking all over his sack. She opened wide to fit one of those dangling balls into her mouth and she sucked softly, letting it slide past her lips and gently tonguing around it. While she was worshipping the mayor’s musty balls, he was pounding his cock down Yves’ throat with deep, intense strokes. Drool poured from her chin and splattered on the blonde elf’s big tits.

Roxy could hear Yves struggling. Gurgling and gagging around the cock in her throat, wheezing desperately from her nose for breath. The mayor was going to kill her with his cock if he managed to cum down her throat.

“Oh, that’s so sexy,” moaned Roxy, moving back to Yves and cradling her breasts in both hands. “But I think we need to feel that cock inside us. What do you say, mayor? Wanna show us what you can really do with this thing?”

“You disgusting cop slut,” laughed the mayor. “I’m choking your friend to death with dick and all you can think is that you want to get fucked? Well, okay!”

Mayor Rickenbacker pulled his huge hose of cock free of Yves’ stretched lips. The blonde elf fell forward, gasping and coughing as drool poured down her chin and breasts. Roxy quickly took hold of the mayor’s cock, tonguing it and rubbing her own soft tits against it.

“Oh, do I get to go first?” she asked, trying to buy time for Yves to recover.

“Yeah, sure, why not,” said Rickenbacker. “Heihachi Zero wanted me to take a big dose of the genophage and come here and make trouble. But he didn’t say I couldn’t have a little fun while I keep you nice and distracted.”

Rickenbacker shoved Roxy onto her back and forced her legs wide. She gasped as he bent her legs back painfully and rubbed his cockhead at her slick entrance. She was getting exactly what she had requested. She just hoped Yves would recover in time for it to be worth the pain of getting fucked by that huge, slimy horse cock.

“G-give it to me,” moaned Roxy. “Fuck me with that huge cock of yours, Mr. Mayor.”

“Foxy Roxy,” he growled, wrapping a massive hand around her slender neck as he lined up his first thrust. “You’re about to get wrecked by city hall.”

He hunched over her, trapping her beneath his massive, muscular body and squeezing her neck as he slammed his cock home. Roxy felt a hot spear of pleasure invade her cunt. It drove to her core and might have done some real damage if her biomods and her time at the Hot Spot hadn’t prepared her for exactly this sort of thing. Her abdomen bulge as the mayor drove his cock home, slamming in and back out again, savoring her quivering cuntwalls with a deep, vibrating groan of pleasure.

“Ohhhhh yeah,” laughed that mayor. “That’s good. Every stroke I keep you busy is more time for Heihachi Zero to execute his final plan. I might’ve helped him as the mayor, but you fucked all that up. This whole city is going down, babe, and we’re just riding the bomb into the mushroom cloud.”

“Ohhhhh yeah? What… what does he have planned?” gasped Roxy, her soft tits bouncing faster and faster as Rickenbacker intensified his strokes.

“I might be crazy, but I’m not fucking stupid! All sorts of ears listening to us now! They can listen to you… scream!” He pounded into her harder, each thrust like a punch to her womb, nearly socking the breath from her longs. The mayor might have fucked her unconscious except for Yves.

“Ohhhh, Mister Mayor, I need some of that action too,” moaned Yves, caressing the mayor, pressing her tits against his shoulder, and kissing his cheek.

“Huh? Elfy? You still want some more of this dick? Well, alright!” He yanked his huge cock from Roxy’s cunt with little prelude. For a moment, Roxy feared that her pussy had been prolapsed by the sheer size of his cock. Her hand stroked over her folds and felt, to her relief, that everything was intact.

“Oh, yeah, look at that thing,” moaned Yves, taking hold of the mayor’s huge red pillar and positioning herself above him. “I’m gonna ride this big thing until you fil me up, Mayor Rickenbacker.”

“Yeaaaah, sit that elf pussy right… THERE!” He pulled her downwards, impaling Yves on his massive cock. Unlike Roxy, she did not have the full stripper slut biomod. While the elf biomod was built for sex, it was not built for the sort of rough, ruinous sex that Roxy’s body had been pumped up to endure. Yves’ eyes rolled in her head and she began to bounce atop the mayor’s cock like a ragdoll. He pistoned his huge cock upwards, into her cunt, beating her womb and stretching her pussy wide.

Yves somehow recovered from her stunned state and leaned down to press sloppy kisses to the mayor’s lips. His huge hands grabbed his ass, like he was going to split her in half as he plunged his cock upwards into her cunt.

“Oh yeah, that’s so good,” moaned Yves, her voice quivering with pain as she worked her hips like she was loving every thrust.

More importantly, her lusty moves were managing to keep the mayor distracted. Roxy crawled away from him and over to the hostages. They were zip-tied to a metal bar, but Roxy used her fox nails to claw through the zip-ties and free the hostages.

“Quickly, out the door and to the emergency stairs,” she whispered. “Don’t try waiting for the elevator.”

The hostages began crawling out of the office one-by-one as Roxy continued to cut them free. As she was working to help them escape, Yves was panting breathlessly and riding hard atop the mayor’s cock. Her big elf tits were bouncing and slapping loudly against her ribcage and her big elf booty was colliding with his ultra-muscled thighs.

“RRraaaaaa! Gonna fucking blast that elf cop womb with a hot load! Are you ready to remember the mayor? AAAHH!”

“Ohhhhhhhhh!” Yves wailed with ecstasy and pain, arching atop the mayor, her arms flopping helplessly as he hammered his cock upwards into her pussy. With a final roar, the mayor erupted, painting her pussy with his hot load. Spurt after spurt poured into Yves until it was gushing out of her stretched folds and dripping down the mayor’s fist-sized balls.

“YEAAAAH!!! Take it like a good slut! Yeah!!” He laughed and slammed into her again and again as she collapsed, seemingly unconscious.

It was then that Mayor Rickenbacker saw what Roxy was doing. With a snarl of rage, he tossed Yves from atop his cock and onto the desk beside Saburo Zatoichi. He flinched in his chair as Yves sprawled unconscious, her gaped cunny pouring with cum as she quivered and gasped.

Mayor Rickenbacker picked up his pistol, his face contorted with rage and his red cock still hard and jutting from his loins. He stomped towards Roxy as she freed the last of the hostages and turned to face him.

“We don’t have a clear shot,” said the snipers in Roxy’s earpiece. “You have to get him closer to the window.”

But there was no way that was going to happen. Roxy figured she had a couple seconds to live.

“Why did you sell out to Heihachi Zero?” she asked.

“Hmmm? You wanna know before I paint the wall with your brains? Well, little lost fox girly, I did it because it was a lot of money, sure. But I also did it because he’s going to win. The genophage is going to infect the whole city and eventually the whole world and then—”

A sharp crack of a single gunshot interrupted Mayor Rickenbacker’s gloating diatribe. A small red dot appeared in the center of his forehead, and he looked upwards as if he might see the insect that bit him. An instant later, the exploding bullet detonated and blasted his skull and brains apart.

Roxy shielded her body as gore showered her and the mayor toppled over.

Toshiro Kanno, dressed in all black beneath a glitching digital chameleon suit, stepped into the office through the ruined door. He lowered the smoking barrel of his pistol. Roxy looked at him with confusion, then ran to Yves, who was still moaning and gasping and seemed badly hurt by the mayor.

“This is my failure,” said Saburo Zatoichi, standing from his seat with surprising confidence for such a withered old man. “This is my son’s fault and he must be punished. Come with me, Officer Mitsuda.”

“I can’t leave her,” said Roxy, looking down at Yves.

“Your medical units will be here in moments,” he said. “Come with me. This is your one chance, Officer Mitsuda, to find out the truth of what is happening.”

Toshiro moved closer to Saburo, leading him towards a spiral staircase that unfolded from the ceiling as a hidden door to the roof opened. Roxy had no choice. She had to know the truth. She had to go with the old man.

“Sorry, Yves,” she said and followed them up the stairs.


12

The Horned Devil

The luxury aircar broke through a cloudbank over the edge of downtown Flesh City and soared across the glittering lights of Japantown. The neon lights blurred beneath the speeding vehicle as it banked over the city and changed direction heading for the outskirts. The interior of the vehicle was more like a small luxury apartment, with leather couches and even a wooden table between them. It was spacious enough and the engine was muffled enough that only the motion visible through the windows betrayed they were moving at all.

“Where are you taking me?” demanded Roxy, casting a glance from Toshiro to the ancient Saburo in his bloodstained haori jacket worn over his kimono. Toshiro looked away and remained silent. The old man met her gaze, his eyes hidden by the reflection of the city through the oversized lenses of his glasses.

“Sanctuary, Miss Matsuda,” said Saburo. “Mine, to be precise. It is the place where I travel when I wish to escape the tumult of this city and when I am in need of rejuvenation or medical procedures.”

Roxy had heard the old man was nearly 200 years old, so she expected he needed regular and cutting-edge procedures.

“Do you receive biomods?” asked Roxy.

“I have lived too long,” said Saburo, seeming to ignore her question. “I have built a legacy – an empire – but the vermin gnaw and infest the walls. Everywhere I turn, the corruption spreads.”

“Aberrants?” asked Roxy.

“Perhaps,” said Saburo, favoring her with a slight smile. “I have spent these last years working on a way to eliminate the filth from the world. Soon, my plan will come to fruition, so long as these fools do not interfere.”

“Heihachi Zero and the mayor?”

“Bah,” said Saburo, angrily gripping one arm of the couch on which he sat across from Roxy. “You do not understand the fools I must endure, Officer Matsuda. From the men in government to my very own son. I am an old man, too old, as I said, and perhaps, at long last dying.”

“I am sorry, Mr. Zatoichi-san, but if anyone can cure your illnesses, it must be your own company.”

A flicker of annoyance crossed the old man’s withered features, then he favored Roxy with another smile.

“Officer Mitsuda, I have followed your career with great interest. If anyone can help me clean up this city, if anyone can be my queen, it is you. I have lived these long, lonely years to run a corporation, to change the world with my many innovations, but I do not want to leave it alone.”

Roxy felt a tremor of fear at the way the old man was talking. Was he trying to invite her to be his concubine? Propose marriage?

“Ha, I see the thought of touching me repels you, officer,” chuckled Saburo. “I understand. I am an old, repulsive man, more wrinkles and skin tags than recognizable muscles. But do not think I cannot give you pleasure. I am skilled in such techniques and have had… many modifications made.”

Roxy’s bewildered flush deepened. She stammered, “I-I want… I thought… you were talking about the aberrants…”

“Was I?” He smiled. A wicked, cold smile. “Oh, the vermin. Yes, you were going to help me eliminate them? Some innocent would die, of course, but such losses are acceptable in a place like Flesh City.”

“I can’t… I can’t let innocent people be hurt, Zatoichi-san. How would you do it?”

“Ah, I will tell you that another time, perhaps, my lovely fox,” he said. “Now, come here and kiss a dying old man on his cheek. Let him feel the warmth of beautiful vitality beside him.”

Roxy’s immediate response was to refuse him angrily, but something held back such words. She met his gaze and the lenses of his glasses flashed. There was a scent in the air, medicinal, but a muskiness beneath it that promised dark, forbidden pleasure.

She let out a surprised gasp as she felt a sensation almost like a lasso cinched around her waist pulling her towards Saburo. She got up from the seat and slid into the seat beside the old man.

The disgusting, wrinkly, leathery old man. He ran his hands over her body without hesitation and pressed a wet kiss against her lips. She moaned and his tongue was in her mouth. A thick, slimy eel sliding nearly deep enough to gag her as Saburo’s hands worked the zipper and began to grope her breasts beneath her tactical vest.

“Mmmmmm… this isn’t… I don’t… mmmmm…”

Her objections were smothered beneath his desire. A powerful musk seemed to burn in her nostrils as he drew her closer and she felt the sallow feebleness of his body despite the strength of his caress. He freed her soft breasts from her vest and uniform and bra, the white cups peeled beneath her biomodded tits.

“Such a delectable sweet,” murmured the old man, then said something else in Japanese that she could not even make out. His tongue swiped over her stiff nipples and he sucked one of her sensitive buds into his wrinkled mouth. She gasped at the hot, lusty wrongness of submitting to the ancient man and yet she thrust herself against his face and smothered him in her tits.

Saburo licked and kissed and sucked Roxy’s breasts, his hands roaming lower to squeeze her hips and ass. Across from Roxy and Saburo, Toshiro averted his gaze, looking out on the city passing beneath them as though he was disinterested in what the old man was doing to the beautiful, voluptuous policewoman.

“Zatoichi-san,” moaned Roxy, squirming beneath the old man’s rough hands and wet, slurping mouth. He was like a beast, possessed of a strength that seemed impossible for such an old man. He shucked off her police trousers and tossed them over his shoulder. His withered fingers curled into her panties and pulled them aside.

“Delicious, sweet,” he murmured. “You’re not to be wasted.”

He dropped his face to her cunt, her leg almost vertical as his thick, slimy tongue slithered over her pussy. He snorted and inhaled loudly, breathing her scent, licking her clit, sliding his tongue deep into her cunt.

She wailed with urgent pleasure, figures twisting in his jacket, hips forcing her cunt against his nose. Although she was disgusted by the ancient man, she could not deny the pleasure shuddering from her clit to the depths of her cunt. The old man’s tongue and his thrusting fingers drove her over the edge. Her head dropped back, her hair hanging over the seat as pleasure pulsed through her pussy.

“Mmmmm, anyone can and will turn,” he said. “Unless they die first, it’s only mmmmmnn… a mater of time.”

He sucked harder at her cunt, pumping his fingers and prolonging her orgasm. She was left gasping and stunned. He rose above her, wicked and strange, his hand going to the robe of his kimono. He untied it and freed his cock. Thick, lividly discolored, patchy white hair at its root. He stroked it and it bulged to inhuman proportions. Roxy cried out as the old man fed it into her cunt.

“Of course… the best way… to cure the sickness… hhnnnn!” He sheathed his full length inside her. “The best way is to make it spread like wildfire. A firebreak, I think you Americans call it. Study, understand, and prevent the inevitability of this… hhhnnnnn… monstrous decline. Immortality! Purity! Yes!”

He slammed his cock in and out of Roxy’s cunt, a mad vigor in his eyes and his neck bulging with the effort. He shook as he hilted his cock inside her again and again, making her modded tits bounce and splash against her ribcage as he chased his pleasure.

“This is the way. My son created the genophage and it will ignite the fire! AHHH!” His face darkened to crimson and he hunched over her, sweat dripping from his nose and chin. With a last grunt, he exploded deep inside Roxy. She cried out, more in shock than anything else, as spurt after scalding spurt of the old man’s cum burst against her backwalls.

“Ohhhhhhh… so it is you,” she gasped. “You and your son. Responsible for all of this.”

“Don’t you see?” He thrust into her again, emptying another spurt from his withered balls. “Even the ones that thing they are perfect like the succubus are just more failed experiments. I alone am proof that a cure exists, Officer Matsuda. Hnnnnn…”

He gave her one last thrust, spilling the last of his seed into her clutching cunt and kissing her neck as his sweaty body fell atop hers. Roxy made no move to embrace him. She gasped, regaining her breath, his weight pinning her but not crushing her. She felt his large cock going soft and slowly easing out of her creamed cunt.

“You… you are infected?” she asked.

“No, not infection,” said Saburo. “But I have passed the limit of biomodifications. I have crossed the line and become what you would call an aberrant. It took me some time to come to terms with this, Officer Mitsuda, but I accept I am now something more than human. It has prolonged my life and I have become its master.”

“You did this to yourself?”

“My son, he did not want to see my legacy die or worse, but I accept what I am now. As you will come to accept it.”

The aircar descended through the cloud cover and into a large walled estate with the pagodas and manicured grounds of a traditional Japanese temple. The aircar settled onto its landing gear on a flat area of the greens beside one of the traditional Japanese buildings. A pair of women emerged, dressed like traditional shrine maidens.

Saburo’s weight lifted from Roxy and he sat back and wrapped himself in his kimono. His dark gaze took in the blushing curves of her body. He made no move to get up and said nothing else. He seemed to be waiting for Roxy to decide something.

With a growing sense of unease, Roxy glanced over at Toshiro. Her blush deepened as she realized the younger man was watching her. She pulled on her trousers and her shirt along with the armored vest.

“Ahem.” Saburo cleared his throat. “Will you ride with us to my destination, Officer Matsuda?”

She looked from the old man to Toshiro, but the younger man betrayed no emotion or indication of what she would do. There was something sinister in Saburo’s question.

“I think… I had better get out here,” she decided. “I need to call in to my commander.”

“Ah, very well,” said Saburo, and at a gesture the gullwing door hissed open for the aircar.

“Irasshaimase!” The two shrine maidens said and bowed in unison.

Roxy arose from the couch and stepped awkwardly to the door of the aircar. She felt Toshiro slip something into her pocket, but she dared not call attention to it in front of Saburo. What the old man had told her was earthshaking. He was behind the genophage, or at least partially so, and he saw it as a pathway to eliminating all aberrants. But she wasn’t sure if he meant by actually curing them in some way, or simply by redefining aberration.

“Thank you for the ride, Zatoichi-san,” said Roxy, hoping her smile was convincing.

“Thank you, Officer Matsuda, for reminding me why I should not resist indulging in my human side.”

She stepped down from the aircar and was followed into the house by the shrine maidens. Behind her, the door closed on the vehicle, and its engines loudly whined as it lifted off the rippling grass and into the sky.

Roxy waited until the aircar was gone and the shrine maidens had left her at a tea table with a pair of cast iron lanterns. She took the note out of her pocket and read the message Toshiro had left her.

“Meet me at the Hot Spot at 9:00 PM. Bring as much backup as possible. You will need all the help you can get to bring down my father Saburo. Or as he is also known. Heihachi Zero.”

Her heart hammered in her chest as she held the folded paper in the flame of one of the lanterns and let it ignite and burn away. She stood from the table and walked to the nearest window facing downtown. She could just make out the winking lights of the landing pads atop Precinct Omega.

She had to get back to base in time to raise an army. It was time to go to war.
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It All Falls Down

The demon was loose in the city. Saburo Zatoichi, maybe the most powerful man in Flesh City, was an aberrant. And not just any killer freak. His alter ego was the crazed terrorist Heihachi Zero and his plan included releasing the genophage on the entire city.

“We are six minutes out from the Hot Spot,” said Lucinda over the tactical comm network. “PPD is assisting us with multiple armored vehicles and their quick reaction force.”

“Good,” said Roxy. “I don’t know what’s waiting for us at this club, but the note said to bring everything we have.”

“Are you sure Toshiro left it?” asked Lucinda. “Are you sure it’s not a trap?”

Roxy took a deep breath and adjusted the straps on her armored vest before answering.

“I can’t be sure of anything anymore,” said Roxy. “We can’t trust Toshiro any more than we can trust his father, but I do believe he hates his father, so maybe we can use that to our advantage.”

“I fucking hope you’re right, Roxy,” said Lucinda.

The armored air car descended through the rain and towards the flashing lights filling the streets outside Vito’s club. Roxy counted a dozen black armored grounded units from the PPD and multiple air cars in the back from the BTF. Only Wayne and Yves had remained behind at Precinct Omega.

Water sprayed out from under the thrust nozzles of the armored air car as it approached a clear landing spot. Lucinda swung the door open even before the air car had fully touched down and Roxy followed Lucinda out of the vehicle. Roxy’s dark hair flapped in the wild wind stirred by the powerful engines. The spray of rain and downwash buffeted her uniform.

Captain Fukako from the PPD’s reaction force was waiting in his blue armored uniform and a combat helmet. He had an assault rifle slung over his chest.

“Captain, Officer,” shouted Fukako over the din of the multiple air cars, nodding to Lucinda and Roxy respectively. “We have a layered perimeter around the target location. Drone scans reveal a single occupant. Biometrics correspond to a classified account.”

“That’s Toshiro,” said Roxy. “His biometrics are classified out of privilege for all senior executives of Zatoichi. Let me go in and talk to him. Hold back the raid until I’m ready.”

Captain Fukako gave Roxy a dubious look and then looked to Lucinda. “My men and women are ready to go in. We are happy to lead the way, Captain. Give the word and—”

“No,” said Lucinda. “This is Officer Mitsuda’s investigation. She is the lead and we’ll follow her cues.”

“Yes, ma’am,” said Captain Fukako, disappointment in his voice. He turned and jogged towards the command center where his men were waiting for orders.

“Roxy,” said Lucinda, resting a hand on Roxy’s armored shoulder. “Go in there and be careful. You’ve been through hell and back tonight. I wouldn’t even let you go in there if you weren’t insisting it be you.”

“But I am insisting,” said Roxy. Then she did something very inappropriate and leaned in to kiss Lucinda in front of the BTF, the PPD, and the media watching through zoom lenses. She gave Lucina a pat on her round ass. “I’ll come back to you, boss.”

“Oh, no, this time I’m going with you, Roxy,” said Lucinda, strapping on a tactical helmet over her short blonde hair. She worked the action on a machine pistol and nodded to Roxy with determination.

“Okay, Captain,” said Roxy. “But stay behind me, please.”

Roxy had no authority to order Lucinda to do anything, but her captain obeyed and stacked up behind her with the entry team at the front door of the Hot Spot. There were more than one hundred armed cops at their backs eager to go crash into the night club.

Lucinda’s voice rang out clear over the comm network, “Everyone hold positions. I am going in with Officer Mitsuda. If you do not hear form us in ten then collapse the cordon and make entry from every door and window.”

She was echoed by a chorus of acknowledging voices from the PPD and BTF officers waiting at the perimeter.

The door was unlocked, so they didn’t bother kicking it. Roxy led the way, an SMG in her hands as she swept back and forth down the hall. The Hot Spot was nearly in ruins after all the action that had gone down in the last 24 hours, with broken glass and smashed furniture everywhere. For some reason the club lights were still flashing on the dance floor and a single note was playing on a keyboard.

“Fuck, that’s annoying,” muttered Lucinda, backing Jenny up as they approached the staircase that led to Vito’s office.

Roxy swallowed her memories of the things she had done with Vito in that office. The dances and grinding and worse that it had taken to however briefly maintain her cover. Not that it seemed to do much good in the end.

“Moving up,” said Roxy, taking point as they climbed the stairs towards the office.

They froze halfway up the steps. Toshiro wasn’t in the office at all. He was sitting on a stool leaned back against the bar, facing towards the dance floor with a drink in one hand and fidgeting with a brushed metal cylinder in the other. When Roxy and Lucinda finally looked at him, he held the cylinder up and waved it so they could see the winking green indicator light on one end.

“I brought a sample for you, Officer Mitsuda,” he says, a hint of drunkenness in his voice to match his disheveled dark hair and half-untied necktie.

Roxy lowered her aim as she doubled back down the stairs and approached Toshiro. The Zatoichi security head and son of Saburo didn’t seem intimidated in the slightest.

“What is this?” asked Roxy, approaching him like he might grow a second head and breathe fire. Which was a possibility given some of the things she had witnessed recently. “Why did you bring us here?”

He downed his drink and hopped up from the stool. He moved almost manically, swinging his shoulders and tossing the canister from hand to hand.

“Careful,” warned Lucinda, shouldering her shotgun and aiming it at him. “Put that thing down.”

Roxy snatched it out of his hands. She patted him for weapons and shoved him back towards the bar.

“Answer my question,” demanded Roxy, flattening her fox ears and nudging him with her SMG’s barrel. “Why did you have me bring half the Flesh City special tactics forces here? What did your fucking note mean?”

“My father told you some of it,” said Toshiro, pouring himself another drink. “Too many biomods and you’re doomed to become an aberrant. Just like my father. When curing him failed, I helped him create the genophage to accelerate the growth of healthy tissue. In the hopes of finding an answer. It worked too well. His cellular production ran rampant and the only way of controlling it was to split his personality.”

“Heihachi Zero,” said Roxy. “A Hyde to his Jekyll.”

“Oh, it’s two Hydes,” laughed Toshiro. “In the end, they both wanted to destroy the world. Or transform it with my genophage.”

He pointed to the canister in Roxy’s hand.

“It was that decision, to unleash it on the city, that convinced me he had gone too far.”

“It wasn’t all those terrorist attacks and deaths?” snarled Lucinda.

“I did my best to contain him,” sighed Toshiro, gulping more of his whisky. “But the time has passed for containment. Roxy, you know what needs to be done. You need to kill my father.”

“I’m not a hitman,” said Roxy.

“I can’t kill him. My entire life will be for nothing if I murder my own father.” He finished another drink and quickly poured another. “No, this time, it has to be you, Roxy. Truly.”

Roxy’s eyes narrowed. There was something in that last word, the way he said it with such venom, that told her he meant anything but the truth.

“It’s you,” she said, straightening up. “Your father might want it, but you’re the one behind all this. You tried to get him to kill me and now you’re trying to get me to kill him.”

“Very clever,” chuckled Toshiro, suddenly sober and leaning into the shadows. His eyes seemed to glow in the darkness. “Yes, I convinced him to use the geophage here at the club. I facilitated his plans to wipe out humanity. I killed Slime and Vitor and I even turned the succubus loose on your poor, dear Carol.”

Roxy punched him in the face, right in his smug smile, and rocked him back on his chair. He took the blow and touched his mouth, looking at the smear of blood on his fingers. His smug smile returned, only now two of his teeth were red with blood.

“Hmmm, anger won’t solve your problems now, officer,” said Toshiro. “You need to do a better job of controlling your emotions or you’re going to find yourself—”

“Fuck you,” snarled Roxy. “Don’t try to lecture me.”

“I’m trying to help you. The only way to stop this is to kill my father. Stop him from releasing the genophage. If you can’t do that, well, the city will fester and mutate and turn into violence like this world has never seen. And it will be me who finds the cure.”

“You can’t even find the cure for your own father,” said Roxy. “You’re insane, Toshiro. All the wealth in the world, incredible technology, and your big accomplishment is potentially destroying a city.”

“I’ve heard enough of this shit,” said Lucinda, grabbing Toshiro’s lapel and yanking him off the stool and down onto his knees on the floor. She aimed the shotgun at his face. “Cuff this creep.”

“Y-yeah, right,” said Roxy, snapping out of it and using the reinforced quick cuffs on Toshiro. They snapped around his wrists and Lucinda hauled him to his feet.

“Alright, let’s go, Toshiro,” said the captain of the BTF. “You can explain it all to an emergency judge. We’ll get you charged with a hundred counts of murder and terrorism before the sun comes up on another day.”

“It would be unfortunate to spend this precious moment in history cuffed in your holding cells,” said Toshiro. “Unless… did you take the succubus into custody?”

“She’s at Precinct Omega,” said Roxy. “What does that have to do with anything at this point? You’re just spinning your wheels with—”

A harsh ringtone warbled from Lucinda’s pocket. She cursed and pulled out her cellphone.

“It’s the station,” she said, looking at Roxy with concern. She answered the call. “Hello?”

“It’s the prisoner,” shouted Wayne as alarms blared in the background. “She took one of the guns from the riot room and she escaped the building.”

“Are you alright?” asked Lucinda.

“We’re okay,” said Wayne. “She took some parting shots at us but didn’t hit anything.”

“She’s going to warn Heihachi,” said Toshiro, his expression twisting with concern. “My father can’t get to him in the Larimer Zone, but the succubus can and she’ll warn him.”

“I thought Heihachi was a split personality,” said Lucinda, her brow furrowing with confusion.

“Oh, he is,” chuckled Toshiro. “He’s just a split body too.”

“There’s two of him?” demanded Lucinda.

“There is Heihachi Zero and there is my father and they are not the same person. They are just allies in this evil scheme.” He nodded to the phone still in Lucinda’s hand. “And you’re going to miss stopping her if you bother with me, Officer Mitsuda. The succubus will get to Heihachi Zero. She will warn him. And if she does that your whole precious city is going to be doomed.”

“I could just kill you now,” said Roxy, aiming her SMG at his forehead.

“Officer Mitsuda, this isn’t how the BTF operates!” warned Lucinda.

Roxy wasn’t listening. She pushed the barrel of her SMG into Toshiro’s forehead and made him stumble backwards. He tripped over a stool and with his hands bound behind him he sprawled awkwardly over the toppled furniture.

“If you kill me,” he grunted. “Heihachi Zero will get revenge.”

“He can try,” said Roxy, cycling the SMG to full auto and preparing to empty the entire magazine into Toshiro’s chest.

“That’s enough, officer!” shouted Lucinda, pushing the barrel of the gun away from Toshiro before Roxy could pull the trigger. “I’ll handle him. You get your ass out of here. Back to the precinct. You find out where that damned succubus went and you bring her back in. Alive.”

Every fiber of Roxy’s being was telling her to finish what she had started and put an ending to Toshiro. He was causing trouble every time her back was turned, and she couldn’t trust him. But blasting Toshiro would be the end of Roxy’s career.

She cursed in Chinese, because Japanese didn’t have a harsh enough word for her feelings towards Toshiro. She stormed out of the ruined club, blaming him and herself for everything that had gone wrong in the past few days.

She looked at the cylinder with its winking green light still clutched in one hand. Was it even the genophage or was it a bomb waiting to rip the precinct in half? There was no time to worry about that. She commandeered one of the BTF air cars and cycled up the engines. Police backed away from the vehicle and hurried to assist Lucinda. She marched Toshiro out of the ruins of the club as Roxy took to the sky above Flesh City.

The worst part of her run-in with Toshiro, somehow even worse than his admission that he had been responsible for Carol’s murder, was that she knew he was right about Heihachi Zero. If she saw that terrorist freak again she was going to kill him. No warnings, no attempts to arrest him, she was taking him out of the picture.

Which was exactly what Toshiro had seemingly wanted.
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Divide By Zero

The Larimer Zone did not look like a place where the future of humanity was being decided. It looked like a graveyard of graffitied concrete and rebar. A derelict dream of Flesh City. But tonight, it was lit up like a carnival with violence.

Officer Roxy Mitsuda sprinted across the crumbling pavement of what used to be a shipping depot, her boots splashing through puddles of oily rainwater mixed with aberrant blood. Overhead, the sky was a bruised purple, illuminated by the strobe-light flashes of plasma fire and the sweeping spotlights of BTF air cars.

“Move up! suppress that flank!” Roxy shouted into her comms, her voice cutting through the roar of the assault.

She slid into cover behind a rusted shipping container as a globule of acidic slime sizzled against the metal inches from her fox ear. Her tail twitched with adrenaline, bristling inside her tactical trousers.

“They’re falling back, Roxy!” Yves’s voice crackled in her earpiece. “This stuff Toshiro gave us, it’s working. It’s melting them like butter!”

Roxy peeked around the corner and raised her rifle. The prototype Zatoichi disruptor Toshiro had handed over to them was heavy, but it was worth the effort to lug the thing around. A hulking aberrant, a mass of chitinous plates and weeping sores, charged her position. In the past, this monster would have taken a magazine of standard ammo to drop. Roxy squeezed the trigger once. A pulse of harmonic energy rippled through the air, and the aberrant convulsed, its biological cohesion unraveling in a wet spray of gore.

“Target down,” Roxy said, grim satisfaction tightening her chest. “Toshiro finally made himself useful.”

The BTF was absolutely dominating. The weapons supplied by the Zatoichi heir were tuned to the specific biological frequencies of the Larimer mutants. They weren’t fighting crime, they were exterminating it. The Dhampyrs and the gene-psychos, usually terrifying predators of the night, were being mowed down in droves. Even their numbers, enhanced by the genophage and crazed with psycho bloodlust, couldn’t keep up with the firepower.

“Focus on the main structure,” Captain Venture’s voice came over the command channel. “Intel says Heihachi’s lair is in the sublevels of the old salvage plant. Don’t let him dig in.”

Roxy reloaded an energy pack into her weapon and signaled her squad. They advanced through the smoke, stepping over the dissolving remains of their enemies. It felt too easy. After the terror of the mall, after the horror of the Hot Spot, this felt like a setup. But she couldn’t stop. She had to end this before the genophage could be released on the rest of the city.

Roxy kicked open the heavy industrial doors of the main plant. The interior was a cavernous space filled with hanging chains and vats of dormant, glowing sludge.

“Clear left!”

“Clear right!”

Roxy moved toward the central freight elevator, her senses dialed to maximum. The smell of decay was overwhelming. Suddenly, a figure stepped out from the shadows of a support pillar. Roxy nearly fired but lowered her barrel just in time.

“Lucinda?”

Captain Lucinda Venture stood there, her uniform dusted with debris but her face calm. She offered Roxy a warm, reassuring smile that seemed out of place in the slaughterhouse.

“You made good time, Officer Mitsuda,” Lucinda said, stepping forward.

“Captain, what are you doing this deep in? I thought you were coordinating the perimeter,” Roxy asked, confusion flickering in her blue eyes.

“Plans change,” Lucinda said. She reached out and pulled Roxy into a tight hug.

Roxy stiffened for a moment, then melted into the embrace. The familiar scent of the captain washed over her. For a second, the war outside faded.

“We’re winning,” Roxy whispered into Lucinda’s shoulder. “It’s almost over.”

“It is,” Lucinda murmured, squeezing her tighter, her hand drifting lower to rest possessively on the curve of Roxy’s ass. “Go on ahead. I need to secure the rear entrance. He’s down there, Roxy. End it.”

Lucinda pulled away, giving Roxy a lingering look that promised rewards later, before slipping through a side maintenance door. Roxy took a breath, steeled herself, and hit the button for the freight elevator.

The ride down was an eternity of grinding gears. When the grate rattled open, Roxy wasn’t in an abandoned sludge factory anymore. She was in a high-tech sanctum hidden beneath the ruins. Banks of servers hummed, and in the center of the room, standing before a wall of monitors displaying the chaos above, was the old man.

Saburo Zatoichi.

He turned slowly, his frail hands clasped behind his back. But as Roxy stepped off the elevator, weapon raised, the frailty dissolved. His bones cracked and shifted, his skin rippling like water. The stooped posture straightened, the elderly face smoothing out into the featureless gray mask of the monster.

Heihachi Zero.

“You are persistent, little fox,” the aberrant’s voice resonated from the air itself.

“It’s over, Saburo,” Roxy shouted, keeping her aim steady on his center of mass. “Your terrorist army is dead. Your son gave us the weapons to wipe you out.”

The gray, featureless face tilted. “Toshiro… and the succubus. I see.”

Heihachi let out a low, vibrating sound that might have been a laugh. “I expected betrayal. It is the nature of evolution. The strong devour the weak. But to side with the police? To let cattle storm the slaughterhouse?”

His form began to shudder, expanding. The business suit he wore shredded as masses of dark, wet flesh burst forth.

“They betrayed me,” Heihachi roared, his voice dropping an octave into a demonic bass. “They think they can rule the ashes? I will scour this city clean! But first… I will wring the life out of you.”

He exploded towards her. Roxy fired, the harmonic pulses splashing against him, but Heihachi had shifted his density, adapting instantly. He was a rogue wave of biomatter.

A thick, ropy tentacle lashed out, knocking the rifle from Roxy’s hands. She drew her sidearm, firing blindly as she rolled, but another limb, slick, wet, and smelling of carnal musk, coiled around her ankle.

“Gah!” Roxy was yanked into the air, dangling upside down.

The thing that had been Saburo had fully transformed into the nightmare that was Heihachi Zero. He was a towering ogre of tentacles and gray muscle, a chaotic mass of biological potential. He brought Roxy face-to-face with where a face should be.

“Why do you fight it?” Heihachi mused, too many eyes rolling his head to look at her. “You are modified. You are part of the new world. Why serve the obsolete humans?”

“Because… I’m not… a monster!” Roxy grunted, slashing with her combat knife at the tentacle wrapped around her leg.

Heihachi chuckled. Another tentacle, thick as a man’s thigh and ribbed with pulsating veins, snaked around her waist, pinning her arms to her sides. He squeezed, forcing the air from her lungs.

“You have spirit. Vitality. It is a waste to simply kill you,” he hissed. “I will break you first. I will fill you with my seed and make you understand the purity of what I am. Of what you could be too.”

Roxy screamed as the tentacles tightened, pulling her legs apart with bruising force. She was suspended in the air, spread-eagled and helpless, her uniform torn away as the monster’s massive breeding appendage uncoiled from the center of his writhing mass.

It was a glistening, purple nightmare as thick as a fire hydrant, dripping with translucent slime, with a head shaped like a bulbous, ridge-covered mushroom. It throbbed in the air, seeking her heat.

“Submit,” he commanded.

“Fuck… you!” Roxy spat.

“Precisely,” Heihachi growled.

He didn't hesitate. The massive tentacle lunged upward, the blunt head slamming against Roxy’s wet, exposed vulva. She screamed as it pushed past her lips, stretching her instantly to her limit.

“AAAAHHH! NO! Too big!” Roxy cried out, her head whipping back.

Heihachi ignored her pleas, using his immense strength to impale her. The tentacle forced its way inside, the ridges scraping against her vaginal walls, stretching her tight circle until she felt like she was going to split open. It was relentless, a living thing invading her body, seeking the deepest part of her.

“Look at you,” Heihachi taunted, his voice thick with lust. “Your body knows its master. You are taking every inch of me.”

He drove the tentacle home, hitting her cervix with a muffled thump that knocked the breath out of her. Roxy gasped, her eyes rolling back as her belly visibly distended, the shape of the alien cock pushing against her abdominal muscles.

Then, he began to pump.

Squelch. Thwack. Squelch.

The sound was obscene, wet and heavy in the quiet of the lair. Heihachi pistoned the tentacle in and out of her, withdrawing almost to the entrance before slamming it back to the hilt. Each thrust dragged the textured ridges over her sensitive internal spots, overstimulating her instantly.

“Nnnnghh! Stop! It’s… ahhhh!” Roxy’s protests turned into broken moans. Her biomodded body, designed for resilience and pleasure, was betraying her. The sheer fullness, the friction of the alien texture, was lighting up every nerve ending in her core.

“That’s it,” Heihachi rumbled, sensing her reaction. “Don’t fight the pleasure. You are nothing but a vessel for the future.”

He picked up the pace, brutalizing her cunt with rapid, punishing strokes. Roxy’s hips began to buck involuntarily, meeting his thrusts. Her fox tail lashed wildly, and her toes curled. She was helpless against the sensory overload.

“Oh god! Oh god, I’m… I can’t stop it!” Roxy wailed, her hands scrabbling uselessly against the tentacles holding her.

“Cum for me!” Heihachi roared. “Show me your submission!”

He targeted her g-spot with a series of shallow, grinding thrusts that shattered her resistance. Roxy threw her head back, her mouth hanging open in a silent scream as a violent, body-shaking orgasm ripped through her.

“YESSS! AHHHH!” Roxy shrieked, her vaginal walls clamping down hard on the massive tentacle, milking it. She convulsed, her squirt joining the slime coating his shaft, mixing in a frothy mess as she came harder than she ever had in her life.

“Good,” Heihachi growled, his own form shuddering. “Now… take my gift.”

Roxy felt the tentacle inside her swell, expanding until she was completely stuffed. The head of the member locked against her cervix, creating a seal.

THROB.

“No… no more…” Roxy whimpered, sensing the pressure building.

SPLURT.

A massive jet of hot, viscous cum erupted inside her womb. It hit her with the force of a fire hose. Roxy’s eyes bulged as she felt her insides flooding. Heihachi roared, pumping gallon after gallon of thick, aberrant seed into her.

“Fill up! Take it all!”

But Heihachi wasn’t satisfied with just claiming her womb. As the first tentacle continued its relentless eruption, a second, darker limb uncoiled from his mass. It slithered between her trembling buttocks, seeking the clenched divot of her asshole.

“No! Not there!” Roxy shrieked, but her plea was cut short as the second tentacle shoved mercilessly inside. It tore through her resistance, stretching her sphincter wide in a single, brutal thrust.

The double penetration stretched her to the breaking point, but the monster was only getting started. The anal tentacle pulsed violently, locking deep inside her rectum.

SPLURT.

A second torrent of scalding cum erupted, this time flooding her bowels. Roxy’s eyes rolled back in her head as she was pump-filled from both ends simultaneously. Her belly, already distended, swelled even further, completely stuffed with the twin streams of heavy, aberrant seed. She was nothing but a container for his filth, drooling and convulsing as he turned her insides into a sloshing reservoir of monster sperm.

Roxy gagged, feeling the pressure rising in her stomach as her belly swelled outward, pregnant with the monster’s load. The spurts kept coming, relentless and scalding, forcing her to endure the sensation of being bred by a god-tier monster. It leaked past the seals, gushing out of her stretched pussy and ass, splashing onto the floor below in heavy, white ropes.

Heihachi held the connection for a long minute, ensuring she was filled to bursting, before finally ripping the tentacles out with a loud POP.

Roxy collapsed onto the cold floor as he dropped her. She lay there, gasping and twitching, a pool of mixed fluids spreading beneath her ruined thighs. Her stomach deflating with a raunchy gush of his slick seed that burst hotly down the backs of her thighs.

“Stay there and incubate my hatred,” Heihachi spat, his lust satisfied but his rage returning. “I will find Toshiro. And when I do, I will make him watch the world burn.”

He turned and lumbered toward the maintenance stairs that led to the roof, his form shifting back toward a humanoid shape.

Roxy tried to stand, her legs trembling violently, cum leaking down her legs with every movement. “Stop… him…”

She forced herself to crawl, then stumble, toward the stairs. She couldn't let him escape. Not after this.

She dragged herself onto the rooftop helipad just as Heihachi boarded an unmarked tilt-rotor aircraft. The rain lashed at Roxy’s face, cooling her flushed skin.

“Humanity ends tonight! I will enjoy watching you all di—”

CRACK-THOOOOM!

A beam of high-intensity energy tore through the night. It slammed into the aircraft’s starboard engine just as it lifted off the pad. The explosion was blinding. The tilt-rotor spun wildly, smoke trailing from the shattered turbine.

Heihachi screamed with unearthly rage audible over the engines as the aircraft banked hard and slammed back down onto the edge of the roof. The fuel cells ignited.

The fireball engulfed the cockpit. Through the flames, Roxy saw the silhouette of Heihachi Zero writhing, trying to shift, trying to adapt to the fire, but the heat was too intense. He shrieked one final curse before the structure of the aircraft collapsed in on him.

Roxy shielded her face from the heat, staggering back, clutching her swollen belly. She looked toward the stairwell door.

Lucinda stood there, a smoking heavy energy rifle in her hands. She lowered the weapon, blowing a stray lock of blonde hair out of her eyes.

“Well,” Lucinda drawled, looking at the burning wreckage. “For a supreme being, that was a disappointingly premature detonation.”

Roxy let out a breathless, hysterical laugh. She stumbled forward, her legs barely holding her. “Lucinda!”

She threw her arms around the captain, burying her face in the woman’s neck. “I thought I lost him. I thought he was going to get away.”

“It’s okay, baby,” Lucinda cooed, one arm wrapping around Roxy’s waist, holding her close. “It’s over for now. Shhh. Mommy’s got you.”

Roxy closed her eyes, letting the relief wash over her. The smell of the captain, the warmth of her body, were the only anchors she had left.

“Drop the weapon! Step away from Officer Mitsuda!”

The shout was sharp, authoritative, and terrifyingly familiar.

Roxy’s eyes snapped open. She pulled back from the hug, confused. Standing twenty feet away, emerging from the shadows of a ventilation unit, was Captain Lucinda Venture.

The real Lucinda Venture. Her face was bloodied, her uniform torn, and her service weapon was leveled directly at Roxy. No, at the woman Roxy was hugging.

“What…?” Roxy stammered, looking from the Lucinda with the gun to the Lucinda holding her.

The Lucinda in her arms didn’t panic. She didn’t even flinch. She just smiled a wicked, playful smile that didn’t belong on the captain’s face.

“Oopsy,” the woman whispered. “I might’ve overplayed my hand.”

Roxy stumbled back, horrified, as the woman’s features began to ripple, slight wrinkles smoothing, eyes enlarging, lips plumping. Her blonde hair lengthened and Lucinda’s curves swelled to the voluptuous perfection of another woman. The smile that split her face was perfectly white, but menacingly fanged.

The succubus.

She stood there in all her demonic glory, naked save for the tatters of the stolen uniform, looking between Roxy and the real Lucinda with amused delight.

Roxy reached for her sidearm, but her holster was empty.

The succubus winked at Roxy, blowing her a kiss. “Toshiro sends his regards, darling. We really couldn’t have done it without you.”

“You set us up,” Lucinda snarled, stepping forward. “You used us to take out the competition.”

“Two birds, one stone, and a whole lot of dead mutants,” the succubus laughed. “Don’t look so grim, Roxy. You saved the city. Toshiro just… tidied up the loose ends.”

Before Lucinda could fire, the succubus sprinted for the edge of the roof. She leaped, her powerful legs propelling her into the void. Lucinda fired three shots, but they passed through a plume of red smoke where the bio-demon had been.

Roxy ran to the edge, peering down into the rainy abyss of the Larimer Zone. There was nothing but darkness and the distant wail of sirens.

Lucinda lowered her gun, walking over to Roxy. She looked at the burning wreckage of Heihachi’s aircraft, then at Roxy’s battered, cum-stained state.

“You okay, Mitsuda?” Lucinda asked, her voice gruff but laced with genuine concern.

Roxy wiped the rain and slime from her face. She looked at the fire, then at the empty darkness where the succubus had vanished. She could still feel the weight of Heihachi’s seed inside her and still oozing out of her abused holes.

“No, Captain,” Roxy said, her voice hardening. “But I’m still standing.”
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Deal with the Devil

Captain Lucinda Venture sat in the dim light of her office at Precinct Omega, the blue glow of her holographic terminal illuminating the lines of exhaustion etched into her face. Outside the reinforced glass, the city was waking up to a new reality. Zatoichi Biogenics, the titan that had once cast its shadow over everything in Flesh City, was crumbling. The revelation that Saburo Zatoichi was Heihachi Zero, the terrorist monster who had threatened to mutate the entire population, had shattered the company’s stock and credibility overnight.

Assets were being frozen. Executives were fleeing to non-extradition zones. The lawyers were circling the carcass like sharks in a feeding frenzy.

But Lucinda wasn’t looking at the financial reports or the celebratory headlines declaring the BTF to be heroes. She was watching a single piece of footage, recorded seventy-two hours ago in the high-security holding block of this very building.

On the screen, the succubus sat in her cell. She looked bored, legs crossed, examining her nails. Even in captivity, wearing a bright orange jumpsuit, the aberrant gene-coded as Mallory Ackerman exuded a dangerous, predatory aura. Lucinda watched herself enter the frame on the screen. She saw the tension in her own shoulders, the desperate set of her jaw.

Lucinda paused the recording, her finger hovering over the console.

She closed her eyes, thinking of Roxy. She thought of the first time Toshiro Kanno had walked into her precinct, arrogant and smooth, playing the role of the helpful corporate ally. She had distrusted him then, but she hadn’t realized the true depths of his depravity. Not until she saw Roxy broken, bruised, and nearly drained of life by the monsters Toshiro and his father had unleashed.

The image of Roxy in the hospital bed, recovering from the succubus’s first attack, flashed through Lucinda’s mind. The fear that had gripped her heart then was a cold, suffocating weight. She had realized then that the law wasn’t enough. Not against creatures like Heihachi. Not against manipulators like Toshiro.

To save Roxy, Lucinda had been forced to make a deal with the devil.

She hit play one last time.

“I can open that door,” the on-screen Lucinda said, her voice low, barely a whisper over the hum of the containment field.

The succubus looked up, tilting her head like a curious bird. “And why would the dutiful Captain Venture do that?”

“Because Toshiro is going to walk,” Lucinda said, her voice dripping with venom. “His lawyers are already spinning a narrative. He’ll cut a deal, blame his father, and be back in business in a year. And he’ll come after her again.”

The succubus smiled, showing too many teeth. Her eyes flashed red for a second. “And you want me to… intervene?”

“I want him dead,” Lucinda said flatly. “You kill Toshiro. You leave Flesh City. You never set foot here again, and you never, ever touch Roxy Mitsuda again. You do that, and the power grid to this cell fails in ten minutes.”

“A permanent vacation,” the succubus mused, standing up and stretching her limbs. “And a free meal? Captain, you drive a hard bargain.”

Lucinda watched the video as the succubus walked to the door. She watched the moment the lights flickered and the magnetic locks disengaged.

It was the smoking gun. Proof that the captain of the BTF had orchestrated a jailbreak and sanctioned a hit. It was a career-ending, prison-sentence crime. Conspiracy to commit murder. Aiding and abetting a fugitive.

Lucinda’s finger moved to the delete key.

“For Roxy,” she whispered into the silence of her office.

She pressed the button.

FILE DELETED.

The screen blinked, wiping the last trace of her conspiracy from existence. The weight on her chest didn’t disappear, but it shifted. The die was cast. She hoped the devil kept her word.

The soft chime of her office door startled her. Lucinda cleared the screen instantly, bringing up a mundane logistics report about ammo requisition.

“Come in,” she called out, her voice regaining its command cadence.

The door slid open, and Officer Roxy Mitsuda walked in.

She looked tired, but she was standing tall. The bruises on her face had faded to yellow thanks to the rapid healing of her fox biomod, and she was wearing a fresh uniform that fit her curves perfectly. Her black fox ears were perked, though her tail drooped slightly behind her. There was a heaviness in her eyes that hadn’t been there before, a shadow that victory hadn’t erased.

“Hey, Captain,” Roxy said, stepping inside. “You got a minute?”

“For you? Always,” Lucinda said, softening instantly. She stood up and walked around her desk, leaning against the edge. “How are you holding up, Mitsuda? What did the med-techs say?”

Roxy grimaced, crossing her arms over her chest as if protecting herself. She walked over to the window, looking out at the city she had saved.

“Physically? I’m clearing up,” Roxy said, her voice quiet. “They had to flush my system three times to get all of… that stuff… out of me. Heihachi left a lot behind.”

She shuddered, a flash of the trauma crossing her face. Lucinda wanted to go to her, to hold her, but she waited.

“And?” Lucinda asked gently.

Roxy turned, looking down at her boots. “And… it wasn’t just fluid. My hormone levels are off the charts. The scans show signs of… aberrant conception.”

Lucinda’s expression tightened. “Pregnant?”

“Yeah,” Roxy whispered, her hand drifting to her flat stomach. “Aberrant physiology. It happens fast. The docs say they can terminate it, obviously. It’s just… knowing that monster is growing inside me, even for a second… it makes me feel filthy.”

“You’re not filthy,” Lucinda said firmly, pushing off the desk and closing the distance between them. “You’re a survivor. You took everything he had and you’re still standing.”

Roxy looked up, tears brimming in her blue eyes. “I just feel so stupid, Lucinda. I let them get the drop on me. Again. And then… the succubus. She saved me. She actually saved me.”

“She did,” Lucinda said carefully, her heart skipping a beat.

“Why?” Roxy began to pace the small room, agitated. Her tail lashed back and forth. “Why would she turn on Toshiro? And how did she get out? Security says there was a system failure, but… it feels too convenient. Toshiro is gone. She’s gone. And I’m just left here wondering when they’re going to come back and finish the job.”

She stopped pacing and looked at Lucinda, her eyes wide with panic. “What if they’re just waiting? What if Toshiro is regrouping? I can’t sleep, Lucinda. Every time I close my eyes, I see tentacles. I see her wings.”

Lucinda reached out, catching Roxy’s arm and pulling her to a stop.

“Roxy. Look at me.”

Roxy met her gaze, trembling slightly.

“They aren’t coming back,” Lucinda said, her voice laced with absolute conviction. “Toshiro is done. And the succubus… she knows better than to return to this city.”

“How can you be sure?” Roxy asked, searching Lucinda’s face.

“Because if they ever try to hurt you again,” Lucinda said, stepping closer, invading Roxy’s personal space until she could smell the faint scent of vanilla and fox fur, “I will burn the entire world down to stop them. Do you understand? I won’t let anyone touch you.”

Roxy stared at her, seeing the fierce, protective fire in the older woman’s eyes. It was intense, bordering on dangerous, and it ignited a spark of heat in Roxy’s belly that had nothing to do with fear.

“Lucinda…” Roxy breathed, her breath hitching.

Lucinda didn’t let her finish. She leaned in and captured Roxy’s lips in a crushing kiss. It hot, deep, and possessive. Roxy melted into it instantly, her hands clutching at Lucinda’s uniform, pulling her closer.

“Mmmph,” Roxy moaned as Lucinda’s tongue swept into her mouth, tasting her, devouring her anxiety.

Lucinda walked Roxy backward until her legs hit the edge of the desk. She lifted Roxy easily, setting her onto the smooth surface, parting her thighs and stepping between them.

“You’re safe,” Lucinda murmured against her lips, her hands roaming over Roxy’s curves, squeezing her hips. “I’ve got you. Mommy’s got you.”

“I need you,” Roxy gasped, breaking the kiss to bury her face in Lucinda’s neck. “Make me forget, Lucinda. Please. Wipe him away.”

“I will,” Lucinda promised. “I’ll replace every bad memory with a good one.”

She unbuckled Roxy’s belt with practiced efficiency, unzipping her trousers and pulling them down to her ankles. Roxy kicked them off, eager to be exposed. She wasn’t wearing panties, all those medical exams made them uncomfortable, so her pussy was bare, swollen red, wet, and waiting.

Lucinda groaned at the sight. Roxy’s slit was pink and swollen, glistening with her own natural lubrication.

“Beautiful,” Lucinda whispered, trailing her fingers along Roxy’s inner thigh. “It looks tender.”

“It is,” whimpered Roxy, watching Lucinda look at her cunt. She spread her legs even wider, offering that sore furrow to Lucinda.

“Don’t tease me,” Roxy begged, leaning back on her elbows. “I need to feel you inside me.”

Lucinda unzipped her fly, exposing the stiff length of her cock that that she had deployed to satisfy Roxy on many occasions. It sprang free, thick and heavy, twitching in the cool air of the office. It was a magnificent instrument, veined and powerful, leaking a drop of pre-cum from the broad head.

Roxy bit her lower lip, admiring that fat futa cock, eyes lidding with lust.

“Lucinda…”

Lucinda grabbed Roxy’s hand and guided it to her shaft. “Touch it. Feel how hard I am for you.”

Roxy wrapped her fingers around the hot flesh, stroking the velvet skin. It was grounding. Real. Not a tentacle, not a monster, but the woman she trusted most in the world. She squeezed, feeling the pulse of Lucinda’s heart in the cock.

“Fuck me,” Roxy whispered. “Fill me up. Please.”

“Are you sure?” Lucinda teased, thrusting just enough to brush against folds of Roxy’s pussy. “You look sore. I don’t want to add… injury to injury.”

“Mommy, right now I need you,” whined Roxy, wanking Lucinda a little more urgently and lifting her hips to graze her pouting petals against the underside of Lucinda’s tip.

“Oh, baby, I’ll give you what you need,” growled Lucinda.

She positioned herself between Roxy’s legs and rubbed the broad, mushroom-shaped head of her cock against Roxy’s clit, eliciting a sharp gasp, before lining up with her entrance.

“Only me,” Lucinda growled. “No one else gets this. Say it, Roxy. You’re not undercover anymore. We can be real.”

“Yes, only you,” whimpered Roxy, her brow furrowed as she concentrated on the pleasure and twitched her hips to rub against Lucinda’s hard cock.

She thrust forward, sinking into Roxy’s wet heat. Tighter than usual. Feverishly warm. Perfect.

Roxy cried out, her head thrown back, as she was stretched and filled. Lucinda kept pushing, deeper and deeper, until the head of her cock kissed Roxy’s cervix and her hairless futa rocks squeezed against Roxy’s tender asshole.

“Oh god, yes!” Roxy moaned, her toes curling.

Lucinda set a slow, deep rhythm, grinding her hips against Roxy’s with every stroke. Her hands held Roxy’s waist, anchoring her. She looked down, watching her cock disappear and reappear, glistening with Roxy’s juices. Watching those magnificent tits, still slightly enlarged form the undercover biomod, bounce and sway in Roxy’s top with every stroke.

“You feel so good,” Lucinda panted, leaning down to kiss Roxy’s breasts through her uniform shirt, biting lightly at the nipples.

Roxy’s legs wrapped around Lucinda’s waist, pulling her deeper. The slick slide of cock on perfect pussy intensified. Every thrust erased a bad memory. Every kiss sealed the cracks in Roxy’s soul.

“Harder,” Roxy whimpered. “Please, harder. Make me forget all of it.”

Lucinda picked up the pace, the slap of skin against skin echoing in the office. She drove into Roxy with powerful, authoritative strokes, hitting her deep spot over and over.

“I own this,” Lucinda gritted out, fucking her with possessive intensity. “This is mine.”

Roxy was unraveling. Her breath came in short, sharp gasps. Her tail lashed against the desk, knocking over a stack of datapads. She didn’t care. She was close, so close.

“Lucinda! I’m gonna… I’m gonna…”

“Cum for me, baby,” Lucinda commanded. She reached down, her thumb finding Roxy’s clit and grinding against it as she slammed her cock home.

Roxy screamed, her body arching off the desk as her orgasm ripped through her. Her inner walls clamped down on Lucinda’s shaft, milking her violently.

The sensation sent Lucinda over the edge. She groaned, burying her face in Roxy’s shoulder as she erupted.

“Ahhhhh!”

Thick, hot ropes of semen shot into Roxy, filling her womb, mixing with her own fluids. After everything that had happened, it was a reclaiming. Just what Roxy had wanted. Lucinda pumped gush after gush into her, holding Roxy tight until the last drop was spent.

They remained as one for a long while. Shuddering, kissing softly, laughing a little as Lucinda’s cock slowly softened. What clothes they were wearing damp with sweat. Lucinda nuzzled against Roxy’s neck and kissed the furry fox ear.

Finally, Lucinda pulled back, kissing Roxy’s forehead tenderly.

“Better?” she asked softly.

Roxy smiled, a genuine, sleepy smile. “Much.”

Before they could clean up, the door chime sounded again. Urgent this time.

Roxy scrambled to sit up, her face flushing crimson. Lucinda quickly tucked herself away and zipped her fly, smoothing her uniform. Roxy grabbed her pants, pulling them up just as the door slid open.

Lieutenant Wayne Torrence and Officer Yves Kendrick burst in, looking breathless.

“Captain! Roxy!” Wayne barked, his canine ears pricked forward. “You need to see this.”

“What is it?” Lucinda asked, her voice steady, though her heart hammered against her ribs. She moved to stand in front of Roxy, shielding her slightly.

“Intel just came in from the International net,” Yves said, holding up a tablet. Her elven features were grim. “They found him.”

Roxy froze, buttoning her pants. “Toshiro?”

“Yeah,” Yves said. “Or what’s left of him.”

“Where?” Roxy asked, stepping around Lucinda to look at the tablet.

“South America. A private airfield outside of Bogotá,” Wayne said. “Local authorities found his body in a public restroom. He wasn't just dead, Roxy. He was a… husk. Shriveled up like a mummy.”

“A mummy?” Lucinda asked, feigning ignorance perfectly.

“Drained of all vital fluids,” Yves said quietly, her face pale. “Complete cellular collapse caused by extreme, rapid extraction of bio-energy. It was the succubus.”

Roxy gasped, her hand going to her mouth. “She killed him? But… they were partners.”

“Looks like the partnership dissolved,” Wayne muttered. “He’s dead, Roxy. Really dead this time.”

Lucinda walked around her desk, looking at the grainy photo on the tablet. Toshiro Kanno, the man who had played God with their city, reduced to a bloodless gray heap on a dirty tile floor.

“Case closed,” Lucinda said, looking at Roxy. “It’s over.”

Roxy looked at the photo, then at Lucinda. A silent understanding passed between them. The nightmare was finally, truly dead.

Twenty-Four Hours Earlier

The heat in Bogotá was a fever infecting and oppressing thousands of bodies moving in dense streams through the international terminal. They were sweaty and miserable, trying to escape from something or find someone, carrying their lives in overstuffed bags towards the heavy transports fueling on the tarmac.

Toshiro Kanno stood near the entrance of the VIP lounge, watching the river of misery flow past, sipping a bottle of imported water. He wore a cream-colored linen suit and dark sunglasses, looking every bit the wealthy tourist or corporate expatriate. But behind the shades, his eyes were scanning the crowd with interest.

He wasn’t looking for security. He was looking for subjects.

Too old. Too frail. Ah, that one. Healthy male, mid-twenties. Strong genetic markers.

He touched the hidden pocket of his jacket, feeling the cold metal of the genophage vials. He had enough to start an epidemic. Mutatis Mutandis. Saburo’s dream hadn’t died in Flesh City, it had simply relocated. Here, in the chaos of the developing world, where regulations were lax and people disappeared every day, he could experiment freely. It was a Larimar Zone of hundreds of millions. He could build a new army, better and stronger than the Dhampyrs.

His gaze drifted to a woman standing near the currency exchange booth. She was stunning, tall, blonde, wearing a simple white sundress that clung in the heat and revealed the perfection of her curves. She was looking right at him.

Toshiro smiled. He knew that face. He knew the monster beneath the skin.

He gave a subtle nod, gesturing toward the family restrooms down the long, tiled hall. The woman smiled back, a sharp, predatory expression that sent a shiver through him. And made his cock twitch.

Toshiro entered the spacious, single-occupancy bathroom and waited. A moment later, the succubus slipped inside.

She leaned back against the door, turning the lock with a loud click.

“Mallory,” Toshiro said, using her human name mockingly. “You made it. I assume my father’s distraction provided ample cover for your exit.”

The succubus didn’t answer immediately. She just watched him, her blue eyes shimmering with a faint red light.

“I heard the news,” Toshiro continued, checking his expensive watch. “Saburo is dead. Heihachi Zero is ash. You killed him, didn’t you? Or at least, you let him die.”

“He was loud,” the succubus said, her voice like silk over gravel. “He lacked finesse. He wanted to destroy the playground. I prefer to play in it.”

“It doesn’t matter,” Toshiro said, shrugging. “He was a relic. He served his purpose. With him gone, we can begin again. Look at this place, Mallory. Millions of people. The genophage will thrive here. I can perfect the formula. I can make more like you.”

The air in the room grew hotter. The succubus stepped away from the door.

“More like me?” she repeated softly.

“Yes,” Toshiro said, his eyes gleaming with ambition. “Legions of apex predators. We will reshape the evolutionary ladder. You were the prototype, Mallory, but you were flawed. Too uncontrollable. But here… I can refine the process.”

He waited for her approval, for her lust for chaos to align with his. Instead, he heard the distinct sound of cartilage shifting.

The succubus was changing. Her skin flushed, her nails elongating into razor-sharp talons. Her blonde hair darkened at the roots, turning blood-red.

“You’re locking the door,” Toshiro noted, his voice calm, though his pulse quickened. “You intend to kill me.”

“Sharp as ever, Toshiro,” she purred.

“How did you escape?” Toshiro asked, genuinely curious. “The BTF containment is not easily breached. Even with a system failure, the protocols are redundant.”

“Lucinda opened the door,” the succubus said, enjoying the look of surprise that flickered across his face. “She made me an offer I couldn’t refuse. Kill you, and I walk free.”

Toshiro let out a short, incredulous laugh. “Lucinda Venture? She compromised her morals to save her little pet?”

“She loves the fox,” the succubus said. “Love makes people do desperate things. It’s how I survive, Toshiro. You should know that.”

Toshiro nodded slowly. He didn’t reach for a weapon. He knew he couldn’t fight her in close quarters.

“I was a dead man anyway,” he mused. “If Roxy failed, Heihachi would have killed me for my betrayal. If she succeeded, I would have spent my life running from the BTF. Perhaps this is fitting.”

He looked at her, studying the magnificent creature he had helped unleash.

“But why accept?” Toshiro asked. “You don’t take orders. You could have killed Lucinda, killed Roxy, and fled anyway. Why come all this way just to kill me?”

The succubus stepped closer, looming over him. Her wings tore through the back of her sundress, spreading wide to fill the small room.

“Because you said it yourself, Toshiro,” she whispered, her face inches from his. “You wanted to make more like me.”

She ran a claw down his cheek, drawing a bead of blood.

“I am unique. I am the apex. If everyone is special… then no one is. I don’t want sisters. I don’t want competition. If you use the genophage, you create rivals.”

Toshiro closed his eyes, a strange sense of peace settling over him. “Well then. I suppose my work is done. Saburo is gone. The mistake is corrected. And you… you are a magnificent killing machine.”

She struck with a fluid, liquid grace, shoving Toshiro back against the tiled wall. Before he could protest, her hands were on his belt, undoing the buckle with impossible speed.

Toshiro gasped, but the sound turned into a moan as she yanked his trousers down and engulfed his hardening cock with her hot, wet mouth.

It wasn’t a normal act. It was a vacuum seal, a superhuman suction that latched onto his very soul. Toshiro’s knees buckled, but she held him up, her head bobbing furiously. He felt a jolt of pleasure so intense it was agonizing, like a live wire inserted into his spine.

“Oh god! AHHH!” Toshiro screamed as he erupted instantly.

But the orgasm didn’t stop. The succubus hummed against his shaft, vibrating her throat, drawing the seed out of him in a continuous, scalding torrent. Toshiro tried to push her away, but his arms were weak, his strength flowing out of him with every spurting pulse of cum.

“More,” she purred, not breaking the seal, swallowing pump after pump of his life essence mingled with his hot semen.

Toshiro looked down, horrified, as his skin began to gray and wrinkle. His muscles atrophied, his vision blurred. He was cumming to death, his body converting its vitality into fluid for her to consume.

“Stop… please…” he wheezed, his voice cracking.

The succubus ignored him, sucking harder, draining the last dregs of his spirit. With one final, dry convulsion, Toshiro’s heart gave out. He slumped to the floor, a withered, empty husk, his face frozen in a rictus of lethal ecstasy.

Minutes later, the door to the family restroom opened. The blonde woman stepped out, smoothing the wrinkles in her clinging dress. She checked her reflection in her compact mirror, wiping a stray drop of milky fluid from the corner of her lips.

She walked into the terminal, blending seamlessly with the crowd. She thought about Flesh City. She could go back. She could torment Roxy, play games with Lucinda.

But no. A deal was a deal. And besides, Lucinda Venture was the only human who had ever truly understood what the succubus was worth. That earned a shred of respect.

The succubus looked up at the departure board. Paris. Tokyo. New York. The world was vast. So many cities. So many souls.

Ahead of her, a young couple walked hand in hand. They looked happy, healthy, and oblivious. The man whispered something in the woman’s ear, and she giggled, leaning into him. The man glanced back, and for a moment his gaze took in the luscious shape of the succubus. She saw the flicker of desire. The man was still talking with the woman beside him, smiling at something she had said, but in his mind he was wrapped up in the arms of the succubus and pouring his cum into her hot, wet pussy.

Fresh meat.

The succubus smiled, her eyes flashing red for a fraction of a second. She adjusted her purse and began to follow them.

Behind her, near the restrooms, a scream erupted. Someone had opened the door. The chaos of discovery rippled through the airport, panic spreading like a wave.

The succubus didn’t look back. She just kept walking, disappearing into the sea of humanity, a wolf among nations of sheep.

THE END
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