Humming a tune, a certain gray raccoon began scaling a wall, easily mantling up the side, springing from rail to cracks, making quick work of his vertical trek. A light smile on his face, Sly was quite pleased with himself, his plan going smoothly so far; not one hiccup yet, with no issues in sight, though he knew he couldn’t let down his guard until the job was finished. With a final leap and bound, he had reached his desired entry point. Sly twirled his cane with signature finesse, before pressing against the closest window pane. Flicking his wrist, he easily traced a circle, the glass coming away with a light ping. It began to slip, before Sly deftly caught the piece, flinging it far into the neighbouring woods to crash soundlessly. With a slight smirk, he jumped in through the window, into a dark room, taking cover.

* * *
Carmelita rubbed her brow, another headache-inducing day of INTERPOL work. Sly this, Sly that, it seemed he was on the mind of every higher-up, demanding to know his whereabouts, as though she could just psychically tell. With a grocery bag in one hand, she opened her apartment door and stepped inside, fishing for the bottle of Advil she had purchased on the way home. She made it 3 steps before becoming quite aware that something was off, feeling the night breeze drifting through her room. Dropping the bag and reaching for her pistol, she realized it was still back at headquarters and before anything could be done, a bright flash went off. Blinded, she quickly blinked, shivering with a cold feeling on….no, in her head, trying to get her eyes to focus forwards on….

“S-Sly? The hell? How did you?...” She stammers, very surprised by his appearance and all, jumping back as Sly was standing inches from her, his face right in hers. Suddenly, she grunts, feeling a slight warmth shiver down her body and linger in her loins.

* * *

Sly heard the door open, hiding just out of sight. Counting down from 3, he heard her drop her bag on zero, and stepping from his spot, he pressed a button on his cane before Carmelita could even notice him. A bright light flashed in the room, the raccoon having shielded his eyes, then positioning himself inches from the fox. Staring at her head, he had a perfect view of her brain, open to the air. His little device had sheared the full top of her head off, leaving it discarded on the floor with her shopping. He raised his arm, the hook cane going past Carmelita’s head, resting just behind it.

“S-Sly? The hell? How did you?...” She stammers, before leaping back, just as he had planned.  Her backstep left her walking right into his hook, pulling in and under her brain, raising it slightly out of the fox’s skull. She grunted as it disturbed her mind, forcing her to piss herself in a daze.

“Shhhh, don’t worry Carmelita. I’ve left my criminal activity behind, after a final heist, to steal my greatest treasure of all. A sweetheart to call my own.” With her brain on his hook, he pulls her in, kissing the fox who gives a light moan in return, her lessened awareness bringing out her more primal, needy side. “Now to say goodnight, Carmelita, before I make you my darling.”
Stepping back with a slight push, leaving the fox swaying, he gives a sharp tug on his hook. After a bit of give, a loud snap rings out, Carmelita’s brain stem split in twain, her mind squeezed in the grasp of Sly’s cane. She giggles, and stumbles again, silence ringing for a few seconds before…

Thump. The floor shook as she fell back on her ass, though she didn’t seem to mind, no pun intended. Sly smiles, bending down to kiss her once more, slipping her brains into one of his hidden pockets. One heave later, and the former INTERPOL agent was slung over his shoulders, giggling and drooling. “Come my darling, let us go home.”
* * *

Sly slips into his house, groceries in his arms, putting everything down on the kitchen counter. A brain bobbed in a jar, Sly refilling the water inside, although the brain didn’t seem to mind one way or another.

“I’m home, my buttercup~,” he calls out, putting away food into their fridge for later. Entering their bedroom, he smiles at his wife, the fox rubbing her hands against her crotch, butt shimmying into the bed. “My, someone is horny, aren’t they?” Carmelita just gabbled back, giggling excitedly. It had been 5 years since the day Sly had “married” her, and he loved her every day more than the last. A light red, beautiful line ran the full length around her head, separating the bottom from the top, something he lovingly referred to as her wedding ring. She clapped and laughed once more, Sly nestling in against her, quite content. He made sure to give Carmelita an extra helping of her favourite treat, raccoon cum. He knew that he’d love his treasured wife forever, and she loved him too, with no brain to argue otherwise.
