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* + d'espèces. Renommer Shinjima en ... ?
* Changer juki en démons pour plus de simplicité
* Les cinq éléments sont une bonne idée -> garder, mais angliciser
* Les démons sont présents principalement à Sinjima, ce qui justifie qu'il y ait d'autres espèces
    ** Refaire background
Chapter 1 - Longing for Excitement
Work was the same as it has always been, in my little anthro world. Dogs, cats, rodents, and so on, running around, busy working for stuff that was both important and meaningless, while their shirts and their foreheads wrinkled more and more as the day passed. The story of anthrokind one could say (minus the shirts). 
In the meantime, I did what I have always done: what I was asked to do, nothing more nothing less. Slipping quietly between the raindrops, as my father used to say. After all, I was just an anthro gorilla with nothing special under his belt, except a good typing speed and a little excess fat. A cog in the machine. That was what I was telling myself at least. In reality, I did whatever allowed me to get a paycheck by the end of the month, and get shouted at at a tolerable minimum.
I was not what you would call a “sociable” person. Long story short, my social life could be summed up by this: “subway”, “work”, “home”, “sleep”. I had only a very small number of people I hung out with, the rest were people with whom I played online or chatted by instant messages. Most of the time, the faces I was seeing could be partitioned into three categories: coworkers, neighbors, and the employees of the shops in my neighborhood. 
And let us not speak about my love life. The first and only time it was serious, it went neither well, nor very far. I have not been bothered to try again. Until recently, that is.
A monotonous life, for a monotonous gorilla. I got bored. I wanted change. Excitement. And before I could have second thoughts about it, I registered on that dating website. Awkward picture, generic description, a little embellishment of my personal situation. My profile screamed “newcomer”, I thought. I would realize afterwards that it also shouted “easy target”. But I’m getting ahead of my story.
“Hello, Keruo. Is it still okay for tonight?” the message read.
I gulped behind my computer screen. I was feeling butterflies in my stomach. I looked at the  picture of my prospective date again. The black-furred monkey’s smile was filling the screen. He looked gorgeous in his swimming trunks, with his fit body. There were several pictures, and each of them was perfect and alluring. Especially the one where he showed his back, and his cute tail waving at the photographer, and at me. When he contacted me, I wondered why he would be interested in the boring, chubby body of a guy five years younger (at least) than him. But I was too enthralled to take my own advice and let it go.
I took several deep breaths. His profile stated that he was looking for “friends with benefits, and maybe more”. As for me, I did not dare to close any doors, starved as I was from something resembling, even remotely, excitement and a social life. And now I was one message away from commitment.
“Yup. 8pm, King Cafe. See you soon. :-)”
I breathed deeply one last time as I hit the enter key. My date replied with a thumbs-up emoji. I closed the window and looked at the door. It was time to give the manager his goddamn report and get the hell out of here before he would have the chance to have me doing overtime.

Chapter 2 - Be Careful What You Wish For
The date went well. Almost surreally well. He was there, waiting for me, in his leather jacket and denims. I barely had the time to get home and change clothes, but even with a fresh shirt and pair of pants, I felt that my glasses and my chubby belly was tripling the age difference. He did not react negatively at all. He even seemed amused by my nervousness.
We had our meal and we talked. I mostly talked about my work and computer stuff, as I did not really know what else to talk about, and he listened. When it came to his turn, he was more evasive on his personal life, and instead he kept talking about the latest songs and tv programs. It’s not something in which I was really well-versed, so I just did my best to listen in turn. And it seemed to have been working when, at the end of the meal, he offered me to stay at his house for the night. My heart skipped a beat, as I replied “yes” straight away without thinking.
One hour later, here we were. My heart was beating like crazy. The place looked cozy, and the neighborhood seemed quiet. It made me feel less anxious. We were slowly starting to get more tactile with each other along the way, and started kissing as soon as he closed the door. Tingles ran up my spine as I felt his tongue dance with mine. I thought that it had a nice taste, which was a rather weird thing to think about. I did not know at the time that the monkey’s second “meal” had already started.
The simian seemed to have enjoyed the deep kiss as much as I did, because when our lips parted he ended up staring in front of him, seemingly lost in his thoughts.
“So, should I, um, get comfortable?” I asked.
The black-furred monkey grinned. “Of course. Let’s get *cough*… get… *cough* *cough*” He started coughing and massaging his throat.
“Are you okay?” I asked. I was thinking: oh gods, did I do something to ruin the date? The truth was that it was partly my fault, as I would learn later. But that little accident actually saved me.
“Y-yes, just got… *cough*… Something in my throat. I’ll be back in a sec,” my date said, as he suddenly walked, at a brisk pace, to the bathroom.
I sat on a sofa, in the living room. I was slowly peeling off my clothes. My prehensile feet instinctively played with the comfortable carpet while I waited. After a couple of minutes passed I became a little worried. I became really worried when I suddenly heard strange gurgles coming from the bathroom. They were guttural, almost unnatural.
“Are you okay?” I asked. No answer.
Many scenarios ran through my head. All wrong, mind you. In the end, I had to know what was happening. I cautiously walked towards the source of the noises. The door was ajar, so I looked inside. And this was the part when the dream date turned into a nightmare.
The monkey was leaning over the sink. I could see the reflection of his face in the mirror. The youthful simian’s eyes were now blank. And from his gaping mouth, a large pink “thing” was wiggling slowly. The end of it had a familiar, erotic shape.  A cock. The monkey had a tentacle cock lolling out of his mouth. I think that a tiny gasp escaped my mouth when it turned towards me, because the anthro monkey suddenly lifted his head and gazed at me in the mirror. The tongue suddenly zipped back into his mouth and his eyes returned to normal. Then, he turned around, acting as if I did not just witness a scene which would not look out of place in a horror movie, and as if I was not starting to walk back towards the main door, in my underwear.
“Sorry. Like I said, something in my throat,” the black monkey said with an eerily calm voice.
I quickly weighed my options. I was one head taller than him, and my fat was well worth his muscles, wasn’t it? I was not so sure about the last one. “Stay away from me,” I warned.
“What’s the matter, Keruo? I thought that we were on a date…”
“I said stay away!” I shouted, as we awkwardly moved to the living room.
Suddenly, I lost my balance. I tripped on that damned carpet. One would think that, with prehensile feet, this sort of thing would not happen, but panic has funny side effects. I lost my balance, and this is the moment that the monkey used to lunge at me.
A scary screech came out of his mouth, as he leaped in the air and wrapped his arms and his legs around my chest, like some kind of crazy spider.
“Kssssss!” 
The additional momentum made me fall on my back. I had barely the time to understand what was happening, when I saw the tentacle flying out of the anthro’s mouth, and in the direction of mine. “No w-*shlorp*mmmgk! Mmmf!”
I knew what a fellatio felt like. I did not do much with my first and only boyfriend, but this was on the list. But this? That thick veiny snake stretching my jaws and sinking into my throat? It felt gross and distressing. The tentacle was covered in a salty substance, which spilled everywhere in and out of my mouth.
I gagged once or twice, but very quickly the only thing that I felt was the lack of air making me feel light headed. “Mrrrk! Rrrk… *gulp* Gmmmf…”
I struggled. But with the monkey’s body hugging me tightly and pinning my arms against my chest with unnatural strength, my efforts looked like a fish flopping on dry land.
The black monkey, completely undisturbed, locked his lips with mine, and the tentacle went even deeper inside of me. And despite my situation, despite my distress, I felt something. I felt my underwear bulge, and my cock harden.
Was the monster’s slime doing something to me, like in these erotic comic strips I liked reading? Was it awakening a dark part of me whose existence I never suspected? I had a partial answer when I felt the tongue-slash-tentacle-slash-cock pulsate. It was pouring something directly into my esophagus at this point. *Gulp*, *gulp*, *gulp*… I felt the warm liquid pour into my stomach, and the foreign heat inside my body turned into a raging fire. My body went instantly limp, except in one, single area: my crotch. My cock burned like fire as well, and when the monster pulled down my briefs with his tail and wrapped it around my rock hard shaft, I understood that the burning sensation came from my sex’s sensitivity having been amped to eleven.
“Nnn~ Nmmm…” I groaned. I wanted out of this crazy ride, right now.
The monkey-thing did not laugh, or chuckle, or smiled. He growled like a beast, his empty eyes stared at nothing, while he positioned his ass above my groin. My view was blocked, but I could feel something wrap around my tingling sex, lining it up. I felt the pressure of the monkey’s ass against my glans. That was one thing about which I was still virgin, and it was going to be violated by some horrifying molesting tentacle monster.
*BANG!*

Chapter 3 - Better Fashionably Late Than Never
The gunshot sent the monkey monster, tentacle tongue and all, flying away from my vulnerable and naked body, of which I was thankful. It also splashed me with monster fluid as the tentacle flew out of my mouth, of which I was much less thankful.
I turned my head towards where the shot came from. I was not sure if I wanted to laugh. At least it was on par with everything that happened so far.
An anthro lioness was standing in the middle of the living room. She looked like the kind of gal starring in hard-boiled action flicks: toned body, short hair, stern expression on her face. But what she wore seemed to come straight from another genre entirely. Her “outfit”, so to speak, was a two-piece leather suit which covered or protected absolutely nothing. The top one was just a pair of harm sleeves and straps, which left her breasts completely exposed, And it would be generous to call the bottom part a “string”. The only thing that looked appropriate to the situation was the utility belt that she wore above her underwear. I could see the silhouette of her sex under the tight form-fitting material. The feline looked at me with concern, rather than embarrassment. If anything, I was the one embarrassed, unable to hide my raging erection.
The monkey gargled as it stood back up. By now, it was more pertinent to call him a “monster”, as he was moving in an inarticulate and horrifying fashion, like a puppet, with the tentacle flailing above his head tilted towards the ceiling, as if it was the real brains of the operation. The real brains… A dreadful thought crossed my mind.
“Tsk. Not going down with one shot?” the lioness said. She fired two more shots, sending the creature shambling back against the wall. But not falling. “Okay, time to switch to wood bullets.”
I was not sure how bullets made of wood would help, but she seemed resolved to use another method to deal with the creature. She looked away from the monster for a few seconds, searching for something in her belt. Meanwhile, my mind kept racing. The brains… Like a puppet….
The pieces of the puzzle suddenly clicked together. Something nefarious was about to happen. I quickly turned my head towards the monster, and just had the time to see it shake violently, while something pink and fleshy left it and slithered quickly across the wall and on the ceiling. It only lasted one second, the second this anthro feline needed to look at her ammo clip. I wanted to shout. To warn the strange woman, as she finally finished loading her weapon, and was now staring at an empty “sleeve”. But I could not say anything.
The lioness shot again at the husk. The body slumped slowly on the floor like before, as if hit by a normal bullet. But she seemed surprised this time. “No reaction? Weird…”
No, not weird. Danger! Above! I could move your head a little, so I resorted to bumping my head against the floor and wheezing loudly. The girl looked at me with a puzzled expression on her face. I stared at the ceiling, where the real creature, a flesh-pink blob, had finished placing itself right above her. She finally looked at the ceiling. Too late.
The woman shot reflexively at the blob, as it fell on her, but she missed. The mass knocked the gun out of her hand. It fell on the floor, and slid next to me. “Shit!” she gasped, as she wrestled with the monster. I watched powerlessly as the creature used its advantageous position to bind the female ape’s arms behind her back. The cock-shaped tentacle was as quick to plunge into her mouth as it was with mine.
“Mmmmf! Mmmm!” The girl looked at me. I desperately tried to move. Whatever the creature fed me, its effects were starting to fade gradually. I could move my shoulders again, and I felt tingles in my arms. But it was slow, too slow.
This time I was not on the scene for the action. I was in the front seat. I could see bulges travel down the tentacle and into the feline’s throat. And with each bulge disappearing, she weakened, until she fell on her knees.
The flesh blob sprouted new tentacles. It looked like some kind of crazy pink octopus, now. They squeezed her breasts, pulled up her tail, and slipped into her leather underwear. Her gasps and her squeals became closer and closer to each other, mixing with the wet noises the monster made as it moved around.
Come on, hand. Come on... Several minutes passed while I was waiting to recover enough mobility to grab the gun. In the meantime, the creature pulled the feline’s panties to her ankles, and I had now a full view of her two holes being spread and railed by the monstrous limbs. At first, the woman was tense and struggling. But very quickly, she was writhing and twitching on the living room floor, squealing loudly as sexual fluids, some of them hers, stained the carpet. I was under the strong impression that she went through at least one orgasm, while the creature kept pounding her without pause.
As soon as I managed to get a hold of the gun, I crawled to a nearby table, and used it as support for my still half-paralyze body. The lioness was lying on her back, pinning the creature between her and the floor and blocking my aim. This was not good. As dire as the situation was, I could not muster myself to shoot through her. “T-Turn around. Quick,” I asked in a croaking voice, as loud as I could.
Fortunately, she heard me. It took several attempts and great efforts, during which I carefully readied my aim and steadied my arm, but she finally managed to roll on her back. I silently thanked her physical and mental strength, and the fact that the creature seemed to have completely forgotten my existence. I tried to ignore the graphic double penetration happening in front of me, and the lioness going through another noisy orgasm, and I pulled the trigger.
My ears were ringing from the loud bang. But I was still able to hear the creature screech in pain as a small green-colored explosion carved a hole in its body . It went crazy for a moment, its limbs pulling out of the feline and flailing at the air. For a split second, I feared that the bastard was going to pull out a “phase 3” or something. But it turned out to be its death throes. After a moment, it stopped moving, and slowly deflated, pouring transparent fluid everywhere on its last victim and the floor.
And now I had a new problem to solve.

Chapter 4 - Should I Stay Or Should I Go?
A naked and erect anthro gorilla, a naked and molested anthro lioness, and a dead pink blob lying on the carpet between them. That was the scene in which I was finding myself. Now that I was almost cured from my paralysis, I had two choices: putting my clothes on and running away as fast as my tired legs could carry me, or stick around to help the girl, then get either charged with sexual assault or thrown into a men-in-black-style conspiracy (or both).
My heart swung between both choices. Even today I still wonder why I picked number two. Perhaps it was the way the feline groaned and her sandy blonde body trembled, as a thick white substance that I strongly suspected to be monster cum dribbled out of her abused holes. Mama might have raised a coward, but she did not raise a heartless coward.
I approached the scantily-clad girl. Her fetish outfit slash suit was a wet sticky mess, just like her skin and her fur, but it did not suffer any damage. Likewise, she did not have any external wound, although I was still unsure about internal ones: the girth of these tentacles could put a porn actor to shame. I carefully rolled her to the side, in a secure position.
I did not really know what to say at the moment, so I said the first stupid thing that came to my brain: “A-Are you alright, miss?” 
There was no reaction. She was probably paralyzed like I had been, and confused by the rape she went through. I guessed that, if she could speak, she would whisper sarcastically…
“Never been better…” Phew, hearing her voice, however faint it was, was a relief…
So she was at least conscious and sane. But what to do now? I figured that she might know better. “Do you, uh… What do you want me to do? Do you have someone to call? Do you need medical assistance?”
“N-No. I’ll be… Fine.” She was “okay”, but she definitely was not “fine”. I took a deep breath, and ultimately decided to call the emergency services. If I gave a good explanation as to what was the reason for this whole mess, I might have a small chance of spending the next dozen years in a psychiatric hospital.
I reached for my pants. The numbness had subsided, but now I felt sore and my legs were still shaky. I slumped my heavy body on the sofa, bottom clothes in hand, when I heard someone else enter the room. With all the agitation, I did not realize that the lioness had broken the lock.
The newcomer was a muscular bear. Probably in his forties, judging by the gray strands in his dark brown fur. He wore the exact same outfit as the lioness, which made the bulge in his string leave nothing to the imagination. I wondered how nobody saw him (or her) walking in the neighborhood, and did not call the police already. The real one and the fashion one.
“Good thing the barrier’s still up. That’s quite a mess,” the bear said, as he stroked his salt-and-pepper goatee. He nodded at me, and I returned an awkward wave. “Everyone’s alright?”
The lioness groaned and rolled around when she heard the bear’s voice. Her face showed that she was still weak. And grumpy. “Yeah. That was a close call.”
“Close call? Looks like your ass’s been fucked to next week, kiddo,” the older bear said as he crossed his arms. “Hah! I bet you’ve gone in all guns blazing again.” 
“The demon was about to rape him,” she protested.
I had a lot of questions slowly piling up in my brain. But for now I simply watched the two fetish gear enthusiasts talk about what happened as if they were discussing a football match. The bear looked at the monkey’s body, still crumpled against the opposite wall. 
“I can totally picture what happened,” he asserted.”You could have used the time to assess that it was a puppeteer, and loaded a wood bullet in your chamber before shooting. Instead, you lost sight of him while you were switching ammo, and it slipped out of its host.” He suddenly turned towards me and asked: “Correct?”
I blandly nodded.
The lioness sighed. “But our role is to protect civilians. I couldn’t…”
“I know, kiddo, I know,” the man replied. “And I won’t throw the stone at you. Too hard, I mean. We all made this mistake at least once. Just remember that making the right call is often more important than making a quick call.”
“Y-Yeah, okay…” The lioness looked quite downtrodden. “Now that you’re done giving lessons, would you kindly take over? That toxin’s doing a number on me.”
I decided to slip myself into the conversation: “I, hum, -I’m thankful for what you did, you know? I know, er, things didn't go as planned. But you saved me, miss.”
“Lisa. And he’s Vlad.”
Names, finally. “I’m Keruo.”
Vlad suddenly clapped his hands. “Well, Keruo, it’s nice meeting you, but it’s a shame that’ll be all for tonight. Good thing that creature did not touch you, that means that I’ll just have to erase your memory. Standard procedure, nothing personal, etcetera.”
“That’s a point of view,“ I replied, not registering right away what the bear just said. “My body still feels a little numb, and I can still taste that tentacle in my mouth. Wait, what do you mean by ‘erase my memory’?” Did that mean that I would forget everything that happened? That my little monotonous life would resume as if nothing happened?
I was about to protest, but then I saw Vlad’s expression. My words seemed to have given him pause too. “By taste, do you mean that he kissed you, or inserted his tentacle in your mouth?”
“The… The latter,” I said coyly.
The bear uncrossed his arms. I had a hunch that, as crazy as the current situation was, he found something to be hard to believe. “He made you swallow his toxin? How much?”
I frotted my stomach. I still felt a faint heat emanate from the area. “I’m not sure… But it feels like I swallowed an entire water bottle. You know, the big two liter ones.”
“When did that happen?”
I did not like playing twenty questions with a stranger. But I figured that I should answer honestly, just in case I would actually need a trip to the hospital or the doctor. “Ten minutes ago, I guess? Maybe twelve?”
“And you can speak and walk.” There was a faint trace of amazement in Vlad’s voice. “You’re still hard, though.”
I looked down, and covered my groin with my hands in a flash. I had totally forgotten about the fact that, as skimpy as their clothes were, the two strangers still wore more layers than me. “I… I’m not sure if it’s still this ‘toxin’ you’re talking about. What happened and your outfits are not making it easy on me, you know?”
The bear laughed heartily. “Well, in our line of work, we don’t need much covering. Case in point…” he said, waving at his partner.
It was at this moment that I realized that Lisa was still lying on the ground and that she was taking much longer to recover than me.
Vlad stroked his goatee for a moment while looking at me. Finally, he said: “Well, in that case, you’ll tag along. Lisa needs to be treated, and we’ll take the opportunity to run some tests on you. Just in case…”
That did not sound ominous at all… “Do I have a choice?” I asked.
Vlad shrugged. “Surprisingly, you do. But I strongly advise you to say yes. Otherwise you’ll get targeted again. And next time, we might not be there to save you.”
Once again, the urge to just leave, consequences be damned, stirred in my mind. Part of me wanted to go back home and forget everything that happened. But that was the part of me that would have never dared to register into a dating website. The other part of me was curious, and eager to know more. 
“I guess I will follow your advice, then,” I finally said.
“Good, good. Then get your ass here, Keruo,” Vlad said, pointing to a spot next to Lisa.
While I placed myself, trying to ignore the sticky wetness of the carpet, the bear pulled out a chalk, and started tracing geometrical shapes around me and the chimpanzee. Then he wrote kanjis at each cardinal point. 
My confusion rose. Monsters, strippers, magic guns, and now, magic magic? “What is this?” I asked. “Some kind of spell?”
Vlad answered with another question: “Do you get sea sick?”
“Er, no?”
“Good.”
He snapped his fingers, and the apartment disappeared in a flash of light.

Chapter 5 - Medical Visit
The scenery suddenly changed into either a medical cabinet or an infirmary, judging by the beds and the equipment present in the room. As I looked around in utter confusion, I saw a lemur in a white coat stare at us from his desk. He was not surprised or scared. Rather, he was annoyed. Very annoyed.
“Again?” he asked, as wrinkles formed behind his glasses.
“It has been three days already,” Slav protested in a chill tone.
“It has been three days only,” the doctor corrected. “And who’s he?”
“A… Prospect. We’ll need a check-up for Lisa first. A puppeteer got her.”
“Urg, what am I going to do with you? I’ll have to pull out the echograph. On a Friday night, too.”
“Thank you kindly,” the bear said, ignoring the doctor’s complaints. Then, he whispered to me: “Take a seat.”
“Where are we?” I asked.
“It’s one of our safe spots. I guess you could call it a hideout. I transported us there with a warp circle. The spell teleports you to a receiver circle with the same, quote-unquote, ‘address’, like a phone line.” the bear explained, pointing at the intricate pattern painted on the waxed floor, that I would have otherwise not noticed. “The lemur’s an old grumpy asshole, but he’s the best doctor of the island, when it comes to our line of work.”
“I can hear you, Vlad,” the lemur said, as he helped Lisa lie down on one of the beds. “My name is Shimano, and for the record I am younger than you by one year.”
“Six months,” the male bear corrected with a chuckle. “I’ll be outside. I have to pass a couple of phone calls.” He left, this time by the front door. I mentally pictured the big bear in his fetish gear, scaring patients away in the waiting room. But you have never heard that kind of news, so you figure that the cabinet must be closed. To normal people, at least.
“Do not even think about avoiding paying my fees,“ Shimano said, loud enough for Vlad to hear him.
“So… Hmm… Every hole, of course. These things always have too many limbs,” Shimano commented, as he dispassionately examined the lioness. He pressed carefully her slightly inflated stomach. “No eggs, you’re lucky. But there’s a lot of fluid in there.”
“Eggs?” I asked. A famous movie franchise and a couple of porn comics popped up in my mind.
“Yeah. That happens with some demons, like this one. When they have fed enough and their situation is safe, they start laying eggs into their partners. I guess she is lucky the puppeteer did not milk you first.”
Something made a tilt in my head. “Puppeteer… I heard that name before. Isn’t that creature a part of shinjiman folklore? I thought that was just some old stuff for manga.”
“Oh no,” the lemur replied as he shook his head. “They are real. And they give me a lot of work. This one was no exception.”
“Our job is to fight them,” Lisa explained as she stared at the ceiling, probably to avoid looking at what Shimano was doing. “Don’t give me that look, by the way. This kind of thing happens regularly. Even Vlad has a few stories he would be much too eager to tell if you were one of us.”
My cheeks flushed, and so I preemptively covered my private parts, just in case. Meanwhile, the lemur was passing the echograph probe on the feline’s womb and stomach.
“Well, no wonder you can’t stand straight. You must have almost three liters of toxic semen in there,” he said.
“Ah. That’s why I feel bloated,” Lisa said. If sarcasm could cut like a knife, the doctor would be bleeding, but he seemed either blind, or immune to it..
“Nothing that a purge and some rest won’t fix,” he replied calmly.
Lisa groaned. “Urk… How does he manage to stand?”
“Are you talking about me?” I asked with hesitation.
“Yes, you. When I barged in, you had that thing’s schlong lodged in your throat. I thought Vlad was the one who saved me, at first.”
Shirano walked to me and signaled me to stand up. Then, without a word, he palpated my stomach as well. “Hmm… There’s some fluids in there, but it’s mostly fat.”
“Hey!”
Deaf to my protests, the doctor pressed the echograph’s probe against my naked stomach. I looked at the screen, which displayed  my stomach. It looked filled with much more than the couple of cakes I ate with my monstrous date, at the cafe.
“Oh. Yes, quite unusual. Someone unused to demon fluids would be either unconscious or delirious, with one liter in his stomach.”
“Well that’s a rel- wait, one liter?” It was not the big bottle I imagined before, but I still pictured a small water bottle, full of the thick white stuff. I wanted to rush to the toilets and throw it up.
“Please do not make yourself throw up,” Shimano said, seemingly reading my mind. “Like alcohol and poisons, it will simply amplify the effects. It will be gone by tomorrow.”
The doctor seemed so… Casual about managing two persons being molested by a monster. Even one of said victims acted as if it was a normal check up. Lisa reclined in her bed, and said calmly: “I guess I’ll just rest. Vlad talked about giving Keruo the ‘test’. Do you mind doing it, Shimano?”
“What kind of test are we talking about?” I asked.
“A measurement test, of course,” the doctor replied.
Shimano made me sit, and produced a strange device from a closet. It was composed of a thick rubbery arch fitted with a LCD screen and buttons. The two extremities of the device were joined by a metallic rod. The lemur placed it on the table, making great care not to touch the metal part. Then, he pressed some buttons. The machine beeped. With the screen facing the doctor’s side, I could not see what was written.
Shimano handed me the device, rod facing my direction.
“Mister Keruo,” he said. “Please hold the metallic part. You might feel a slight electric shock.”
I obeyed, not sure what would happen. The answer came quickly, in the form of a painful burst of static electricity. “Ouch!” I shouted, as I instantly moved my arm away. “So much for a ‘slight’ shock.”
The doctor looked at me, then at the screen. “Hmm. Once more. Please try to hold it for a few seconds, but do not overdo it if it is still painful.”
I made a second attempt. I scowled. It felt like grabbing the wire of a pasture’s electric fence. I held the rod until the machine bipped again. Was it some kind of thermometer? Whatever this device was supposed to measure, nothing changed in Shimano’s expression.
The doctor calmly pressed a couple of buttons, making the machine beep again. “Once more, if you please.” The doctor asked me to get zapped four more times in total. Each time, his expression did not change. But each time, he hummed a little louder, and a little more inquiringly.
“I really hope that this is not a practical joke,” I said, after the final trial. I checked my hand just in case, but there was no mark or burn. “What are you even reading from this? Certainly not my temperature.”
“What I am reading is rather unusual, actually,” the lemur replied. He took a moment to test the device on himself. “And the measures seem correct. So congratulations mister Keruo,” he said.
“For what?” I looked at Lisa. I realized that from her position, she could see the numbers. It was the first time that I saw an expression of genuine surprise on her face.
“For being a damn genius,” she said. “Well, shit.”
“Your ki is well above average, and you are at a perfect elemental balance,” Shimano explained (or rather attempted to). “The latter is a one in a ten thousand occurrence, and the former makes you a much rarer specimen.”
This was the first time someone told me I was somebody special (outside of my family, I mean), and I would have shed tears, if I knew what it meant. “And that’s, er, a good thing?”
“This means,” the lemur said in the slightly annoyed tone of someone having to progressively dumb down his speech, “That you are the shinjiman with the highest potential for demon hunting since one century. At least.” 

Chapter 6 - Decisions, Decisions…
By this point, I felt that I was entitled to some explanations. And Lisa seemed to share my opinion. She convinced me to wait for Vlad to come back, so that he could help her explain what was going on. It seemed that Doctor Shimano would not do much in that regard, except (begrudgingly) serving us a cup of coffee.
Vlad came back fifteen minutes or so later. The bear had mercifully changed his clothes at some point, or he put them on over his ‘uniform’. I could finally look at him safely without feeling flustered.
“So, how did it go?” Lisa asked.
“As usual,” the brown bear said. Cleaners have arrived on the scene. They collected the demon’s body and assessed the bounty. They’re about to lift the barrier and do the usual ‘PR’.”
“What happened to the monkey… His body, I mean?” I asked.
“The cleaners will give him a proper funeral and take care of his relatives, if he has any left. There’s little chance of that. Puppeteers usually choose loners. One of the cleaners will pose as the apartment’s owner for a couple days, while we alter the neighbors’ memory. That’s the ‘PR’ part.”
“Oh.” I did not really know what to think of all that. On one hand I was sad for the guy, on the other hand did I even really get to know him?
“If it can console you, the guy was gone well before you came in the picture,” Vlad explained. “That demon, the puppeteer, was implanted into him as an egg by another. And when it hatched, it took over the poor guy. You were about to suffer the same fate, actually.”
I figured as much. And I would rather forget about it at the moment. I had so many other questions, too. “I guess that you have a little speech prepared for this kind of occasion,” I said.
Vlad nodded. “Yup. I know it almost by heart. Oh, by the way, did the doctor give you the test?”
Shimano, who was busy filling out paperwork, reached over his desk to hand Vlad a piece of paper. The bear read it. He too seemed surprised. “Wow. By curiosity, how did that puppeteer find you?”
“I, hum, used a dating website,” I said. I felt embarrassed. “There’s nothing wrong with that, you know.”
“Hmm hmm… It must have been hard for him to keep up the charade. Fishing in the ocean, and hooking a goddamn whale.”
I wondered if I should feel offended at being called a whale, but then I recalled an important detail. “He started to act strangely after we kissed.”
“No wonder. He couldn’t ‘smell’ you beforehand since you don’t have an elemental affinity, then he got a sudden taste of premium meat when his body was in direct contact with yours for the first time,” Vlad pondered. It probably made sense for him and Lisa, but not for you. You stared at them in silence, until the bear realized that you were out of the loop. “Ah, right. The speech.”
“A long, long time ago, a group of shamans from many tribes settled this island,” Vlad explained. “They did it not only to escape discrimination, but also to isolate themselves. Because of their close ties with the supernatural.”
“The demons,” you summarized.
“Yes. ‘Demon’ is a catch-all term. There are as many different kinds of them as there are anthro species. Whether it was unintended or not, so many people were present in such a small area that it created what you could call a ‘feedback loop’ . More and more demons appeared in Shinjima because the people living there are more sensitive and attuned to the other world, and in turn said apparitions increased this sensitivity and this attunement.”
“But what are they after? Are we just food to them? Is that why you fight them?”
“Good point. The thing is, as I explained just before, anthros and demons influence each other spiritually. And because of anthro nature,  they became more and more luscious, sometimes encouraged by shamans who consorted with them. Eventually, after much strife, it was decided to use our powers in order to keep them at bay instead. And this is when the current shaman order, the one we belong to, was born, around one millenia and a half ago.”
“And so, all this time, you’ve been hunting them in secret?”
“Sort of. Most demons are actually benign, or keep a low profile to live among us. Puppeteers usually do not kill the host, for instance. So most of our jobs end up playing intermediaries and keeping them in line. But it happens occasionally that a demon goes astray, like anthros sometimes go astray and commit crimes. In that case, it is our job to make sure that they do not harm anthros. With prejudice, if need be.”
I will be honest: it took me a minute to process what I was being told. “That sounds almost like superhero stuff. But I’ve been through a lot tonight, so it would be hard to doubt you. And you say that I could be one of you?”
Vlad scratched his beard. “We are few, Keruo. Around fifty people in the present day, for the whole island. If we count assistants like the doctor and the cleaning crews, the number only goes up to barely two hundred. So people with high potential like you are highly sought, at any age.”
I felt an odd sense of pride about that, but there was something that I still had a hard time understanding. “What makes me so special?”
“First of all, your ki. The spiritual energy present in every anthro. A high ki means that you can use our equipment and spells at full capacity, stronger constitution and recovery, higher physical skills, higher sensitivity, and so on. You will need to be trained in all of these, but your numbers, as well as your elemental disposition, make it worth the time we will invest in you.”
“What’s that element stuff all about? The doctor talked about a ‘perfect balance’, and that it was a rare thing.”
“A picture will be worth a thousand words. Shimano, do you have a diagram at hand?”
I was shown a familiar drawing: the traditional sinjimian five elements:
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“Does this look familiar?” Vlad asked.
“Yeah. The five elements. From top and going clockwise: wood, fire, earth, metal, and water. The big arrows indicate that one element amplifies the other, and the small arrows indicate which element ‘beats’ another. Wood feeds on earth, earth absorbs water, etcetera.”
“Splendid. Long story short, every anthro, no matter their species or their gender, are aligned with one of the five elements. So do demons. And you, Keruo, are…” the bear tapped the center of the diagram with his finger. “Right here. Perfectly in the middle.”
“And… That’s a good thing?” I wondered.
“There are advantages and drawbacks. You’ll have a harder time using any of the elements, but you will be able to use them all to their full potential. Demons won’t sense you, but that means in return that, unless you use detection tools, none of them will blip on your radar.”
“Your description sounds more like a ‘jack-of-all, master of none’,” I objected.
“I won’t lie to you,” Vlad said. “Folks sitting on the fence, like you, often have low ki, so most of them become our assistants. And the few who have an average potential need twice as much work as the rest of us to make good shamans. But you, kiddo, your disposition is a once-in-a-century occurrence, if not more.” 
I suddenly realized that there was one question I had during all these explanations. And it was a question for myself. “Do I… Do I really need to become a shaman?” I ponder out loud. “No, actually, let me rephrase that. Do I want to be a shaman?”
“That’s a question that we cannot answer for you,” Lisa said. She seemed to have recovered almost completely, and she looked and sounded much more lively. “We can only tell you what that entails: a complete change of life.”
“Since we can be called at any time, anywhere, we must make you available full-time. So we can’t have you keep your current job,” her partner explained. “The organization will provide you with a minimum wage, and bounties for the investigations and exorcisms you complete, of course.” I wondered if Vlad meant that as a dissuasion, because telling my boss to fuck off was nothing short from enthralling.
“That also means lots of sex. And not the wholesome kind,” Lisa added. “There are worse things than puppeteers roaming the island. And part of the reason why we are so few, is because this job tends to break people, either physically, mentally, or both.“
“I’m forty-five, and I consider myself close to retirement,” her ursine partner said. “So yeah, take that in consideration. We’ll help you get, hum, ‘accustomed’ to that kind of stuff, obviously.”
My mind went back and forth to different memories. My manager shouting at me, the demon about to slam down on my cock, that New Years Eve when I went to the shrine with my classmates and wished for a job and money, Lisa being violated by the puppeteer’s tentacles. For some reason, my trip down this anarchic memory lane stopped at my computer, playing World of Strife for the first time, and thinking “I wish something interesting happened to me.”
I got my wish. Perverted sex monsters or not, I will not let it fly away. “I’m in,” I said calmly, looking Vlad in the eyes.
“No backsies, kiddo. That’s not the style of the house. Remember what I said earlier at the apartment? About making a call?”
“I don’t care if I fail and end up being an assistant in the background. I want to give it a try.”
The bear smiled and ruffled my hair in a paternal gesture. “Then welcome among us, kiddo.” He looked at the clock. “It’s been Saturday for one hour and a half. Go back home and get some rest. We’ll take care of the administrative stuff after the week-end.”
I nodded. Now that Vlad mentioned the time, I felt the fatigue settle in.
Work will never be the same, in the world of demons and shamans.
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