Cancy Ass Productions Presents
Not All Toxin is Toxic

A Wild Assault R18+ Story.

Warning:

You could say it was a…wild assault.

Reader discretion is advised.

Wild Assault is a registered trademark of Combat Cat Studio and is now available for PC on Steam! Play as one of ten superior* bestial soldiers as they beat the ever-loving snot out of each other, and anyone in their way, in 20 Vs. 20 Raid, and Conquest. Unlock new weapons and attachments by giving your enemy a hug** with fabulous weapons like the Home Defender shotgun; guaranteed to not protect your home or your money back, and the SMG5.

1* Soldiers may not be superior. All animals are equal, but some are more equal than others.

2* Hugs may involve lethal amounts of shrapnel; hugger discretion is advised.

It was the year Anno Domini 1991, the Year of Our Lord, tensions have been rising between the Eurasian Federation, Canadian Empire, and the South-East Asian Republic for decades over key, unincorporated territories. Talks of roving mercenaries, only answerable to money, prowling throughout Africa and South America have reached the poignant ears of many regular citizens.  It seemed that war was coming; war was inevitable, and that no one could stop the machinations from those wishing to turn the hands of the future.

At least, until Operation Desert Storm turned the tide.

Mainland China
Shenzhen Coast

July 8th 12:00

“See, Marquez, the beach is a wonderful place to relax!” The meerkat, stuck pushing a wheelchair, exclaimed, as his head looked every which way; except forward.
“Yes, it is quite wonderful when you are not falling down holes and breaking a leg.”
Her sarcastic quip merely elicited an equally awkward laugh from the meerkat, as he continued wheeling her around carefully, her leg still in a cast from the earlier accident. Her healing was going quite well, and her mood, seemingly; as far as any medical professional could tell, was stable, such that she was cooperating with Interpol. Of course, it was his idea to take her out on a date; figuratively speaking, to the beach, in an effort to improve her mood.
It was not quite the beach that Uly had wanted, though, as everyone else insisted she be kept away from others. So, here he was, on a quiet, empty section of the beach; far away from anyone that could see them, let alone hear them. Exactly as the skunk desired, a mischievous grin spreading across her face in response.
“Would you mind helping me up, so we can enjoy a nice walk?”

O-Oh, of course!” He hurried around, and to the front, but; as this what the skunk wanted, instead of standing up she, once slightly upright, fell directly into him, knocking them both down onto the soft sand. Well, no, that was not quite right; rather, only the meerkat hit the sand while the skunk landed on something much softer. Uly could only blink, a paper-thin patient gown was all that covered the skunk’s body as she peered down at him with amber eyes.
Eyes filled with devious desires.

“You know, this is kind of getting in the way…” She unbuckled Uly’s shorts, and slid them off with abnormal haste, exposing his, thankfully, still flaccid penis. But as Marquez was not wearing any undergarments, specifically, it was only a matter of time before flesh touched flesh, the meerkat’s penis riding between her vulval folds. “And we won’t be needing this, either.”

“M-Marquez w…?!”

But her lips descended upon his own, quieting his complaints, as her hands undid the quaint bindings of her gown; the sea breeze doing the rest, as it fluttered away along with the wind, the fur upon her dainty B-cup breasts bristling softly. But more than that was…
That Uly was getting very, very, erect!
“Mmm, yes, I do think you are quite ready.” A gossamer trail of saliva glistened in the afternoon sun, as her lips withdrew from their prey, her eyes even more focused than before as one of her hands reached back and caressed the meercat’s scrotum before trailing upward to his ever-hardening shaft. With some effort, due to a bum leg, Marquez raised her hip upwards as she toyed with his shaft, as if it were her plaything. “Yes, very ready.” Before plunging it into herself; hips descending as if a hungry beast.
Back and forth she rocked, her sadistic grin ever growing as she leaned forward. “What, did you think your penis would dissolve?” Uly chose not to say anything, but the skunk could tell from his tepid demeanor and look that he was scared witless of such a possibility. “I hate to break it to you, meerkat boy…” But she leaned in, anyhow, and whispered, succinctly, into his ear. “But so long as your penis does not puncture my vaginal walls; you will be fine. It is, after all, only my blood that you need to worry about.”
“For now,”

It was just a few simple words, but to Uly it was rife with landmines; in more ways than one. Then again, this was the mistress of dangerous explosions and toxins, so it did not really come as a surprise. Still, he had to wonder just how much more he had to endure, as he had little desire to throw her off and have her break another leg; a weakness the skunk was all too aware of.
“How does it feel to know you will soon have a nineteenth child?” Uly, of course, opened his mouth to begin to speak, but that was exactly what Marquez wanted, her tongue assaulting his open mouth with an untold glee, before pulling back as soon as it started; the skunk licking her crimson lips as if she had just finished a delicious meal. “Yes, I do overhear your very loud conversations with the wolf.” But she did not pull back completely, rather, she kept her face mere inches from his. “Why don’t you do something useful with those hands?” Her grin was as wide as a crescent moon, as she took his wrists into her hands; with very little effort, despite his clear resistance to that thought, and brought them up mere inches away from her chest. “Or do you need some extra motivation?”
The meerkat bit his tongue, figuratively speaking, and started to massage her petite, relatively speaking, breasts, trying with great care not to touch her crimson nipples: despite knowing that she knew exactly what he was attempting to do, as most sadists.
“A good start, but you need to put more force into it.” Stil holding his wrists, she guided the meerkat’s hands, his palms now touching, and massaging, her nipples, as her breastbone nearly vibrated from the renewed force, sending her mind to new heights of pleasure. But that was hardly enough to satiate a sadist like Marquez, and, despite the already double assault, she had something even better in mind as she brought her one good leg up and forward: causing her to sit unsteadily upon Uly’s penis. “Now, put that tongue to good use; as well, you might not get another chance.”
Marquez’s ankle rested against his chin, as her sole leaned ever closer to his nose and lips; toes wiggling seductively in anticipation. His resistance was palpable, however, requiring the skunk to use a different method of assault. Unfortunately for her, she started to fall backwards from the shift in weight; her mind reeling as the meerkat’s penis pressed against the anterior wall of her vagina, but she was able to right herself before going completely horizontal; the meerkat eliciting something not far from a laugh, angering his rapist further.
Such furor did she thrust her foot forward, sadism unbridled, that her soles forcefully graced his lips, such that he had little choice in the matter anymore, lest his chin suffer an assault, and began gently licking away at her paws. The shear ecstasy that the skunk felt was certainly something, something beyond even her wildest dreams; her mind barely retaining conscious function, as wave after wave of orgasmic contractions squeezed the life out of her sub’s penis. Fortunately for her meerkat victim, the skunkette was not very accustomed to the rigors of sexual pleasure and fell straight backwards; head slamming into the soft sand behind, unconscious.
“I-Is it over…?” Uly murmured, his penis flopping out of her vagina; covered in seminal fluid, and still clearly ready for more abuse.
“Oh, no, there is more.” Marquez rocketed back up, her moistened labial folds pressing themselves against her victim’s shaft, with abandon, as she sat there, triumphantly, despite the clear blush on her face from her exertion. “It think it is time…” She scooted forward, dragging herself across his sculpted abs, her moistened genitals providing little friction on their way forward. “That I show you where little meerkats come from.” Before resting herself lightly up his chin.

“Aww, man… How am I going to get out of this mess?” Uly moaned, as Marquez slept soundly against his form, having long tuckered herself out before the virile meerkat. “Jack will never believe me that she just took off her gown, and it flew away!” No matter how much he decried his lot in life, though, he still got up, carefully maneuvering so that he stood up alongside the sleeping skunkette and carefully carried her back to the wheelchair from which she fell; gently setting her down with all the care in the world, before finally pulling up the shorts that were left hanging around his knees. Wheeling a completely naked, unconscious skunk around was already a red flag, but what was a meerkat to do? All he could do, was suck it up, and continue with business as usual.
“Her gown just magically fluttered away in the wind and, equally so, she just fell unconscious from heat exhaustion?”
“W-Well, yeah…!

Jack merely let out a guttural growl, as he facepalmed; Hong Ying helping the unconscious Marquez back into bed.
“I hope this does not come back to bite you, Uly.”

Only Hong Ying was privy to the skunk’s odd smile; clearly more aware of things than anyone around them thought.
To be continued in…
Not All Prey Is Delicious
