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By TerraMGP


Nina grumbled a bit to herself as she trudged her way though the knee high snow. One of the worst parts about these little visits being the utter refusal of her hostess to shovel more than the front steps. Her grey furred tail swished and flicked against the snow behind her, trailing along the wrought iron rail up to the front door and dusting off the day’s snowfall.


If there was any saving grace it was that she wasn’t kept waiting terribly long on the stoop. The grey-furred girl hit the buzzer and leaned back, her tail dusting the tops of the privacy bushes near the front entrance while inside she could hear a heavy set of stomping and clambering with more than a few items being knocked over.



The figure who burst the door open form the other side was quite a sight. A brown-furred mouse smattered with freckles and long strands of barely kempt hair falling this way and that looked up from the doorway with an embarrassed grin. Her body draped in a too-large triforce shirt and hole ridden pair of pajama pants making it all too clear how unprepared the young woman really was.


Nina looked at her friend and smirked wickedly. Neither girl having to say much. After a few moments Terra whimpered and moved back out of the doorway to let Nina in. Her ear folding back as she did so.


“Sorry about that.” The mouse muttered though a mouthful of cinnamon toast crunch. “I didn’t realize how late it was ‘till you knocked.”

“I can see that.” Nina chuckled. Her tail fluffing away the snow that had crusted on its end. She slowly pulled off her jacket and as was expected tossed it on the big love seat which dominated the makeshift mud room of the house. “I still don’t know why you couldn’t come over to show me whatever it is you wanted to show me. I’m pretty sure that my rig can run whatever it is you have to show me. Not to mention, well. It might be a bit less crowded.” 


Terra rolled her eyes at the assertion and turned to the living room, carefully picking her way though the mess of storage tubs and odd furniture that turned the place into a small maze. She flicked her tail in defiance of the assertion even as the two girls slowly wound their way between a six-high stack of 32 gallon tubs and a nearly dead suede sofa that had clearly seen its share of time in a goodwill.


The pair made their way though the room and past the small kitchen and down the old wooden stairs that led to the basement. Nina instinctively turned from the laundry equipment left dead ahead and slipped behind the mouse as the two wandered into a hastily furnished and thankfully warm computer room. Two huge built in computer desks holding up a pair of lovingly crafted desktops and different monitor banks. The rig which was on was a large black cased affair set with RGB LEDs in everything from the custom liquid cooling to the RAM. All breathing a pattern from deep forest green to azure blue which highlighted an array of figures and mecha models around it.


The mouse slipped herself into the computer chair nearby and nodded to a nice old recliner sitting between the two rigs, surrounded by a mass of cheap home built bookshelves.


“Ok there miss Squeak. So are you going to tell me what’s so important yet?” If nothing else Nina was comforted by the fact that this room was the warmest in the house. No doubt a mix of the space heater and the heat given off by the computers. It was almost tempting to let her eyes slip shut and nap her way though whatever inevitable presentation she would be subjected to.


The response was not at all what she expected. The mouse shoved herself back on the hard wood floor and tossed a bundle of plastic into Nina’s lap. She looked at the mass of grey-black plastic for a few moments. A coy little smile finally started to spread over her face.


“Really, now?” Nina sighed. “You made me come over here so you could show off your new VR headset?”

“What? Oh, no. I mean yeah. Kinda. You’ll see.” Terra nodded and slipped herself back beside her friend, The mouse beamed cheerfully and quickly snatched up one of the controllers. Her fingers fumbling to pull the wrist strap free. “I made a game. Well, a test for one. Kinda. But I think it’s really good!”

In spite of her already growing misgivings Nina slowly worked her hands in to the controller straps and gave them a good test heft. It felt odd, especially given the cheap overstuffed chair she now found herself sinking into. Hardly the kind of thing conducive to the typical movements of a VR game.


“But you can’t even draw. And I thought you couldn’t code. How did you make a game?”


“Unity.” The mouse shrugged softly. “Come on. You know you wanna try it. You’re already here. I promise you’ll really like this.”


Nina sighed and settled herself back in the seat. She cast one last glance at the head set and then back to Terra. The mouse already giving her paradoxically excellent puppy dog eyes.


“Fine.” She sighed. “But if this thing makes me motion sick I’m not cleaning it up. And you owe me a pizza.”

With her list of demands laid out Nina set about twisting the straps and struggling to get the heavy hunk of plastic in place over her head. Leaning back into the chair to test the little adventure. 

--------------------


There was no intro. No grand story or fanfare. Nothing like when Terra ran a tabletop game, really. Which was perhaps the first surprise. Instead there was a simple loading screen, a small bit of camera movement around some pre rendered buildings before finally the camera stopped in the dead end of a T sectioned Ally. An out of place and poorly realized HUD materializing into her field of vision.


She looked down over the body that had been made. It was impressive at least to see her friend had managed to make a rather nice looking grey furred frame in a heavy leather vest and half a dozen bandoleers. Each one with bits, bobs and pockets all too reminiscent of a 90s superhero. Of course the alleyway with its copious amounts of graffiti and holographic projections made the whole thing decidedly more cyberpunk in tone. At least as cyberpunk as a novice with unity could get it.


The squolf, or at least she presumed her avatar had been made to look like her real body, took a few moments to acclimate with the controls. Making the odd hand gestures needed to draw a pistol and holster it again. Checking out the modest cyber deck at her hip, drawing it up and letting it hover in front of her the way these items so often did in silly VR games.


Once she’d gotten reasonably comfortable with the game, Nina drew the pistol and started to make her way down the hallway. She spared a few glances here and there to the chunkily placed set pieces. Obvious Unity assets. Silly, amateur. The kinds of things an artistically challenged writer would put out. Down the alley she could hear a small din of noise. Grumbling and low whispering growls. Nina leaned back into the chair and gripped her controllers firmly.


“Could be a good haul, boss.”

“Yeah, so long as no runners poke their noses in. Thee crates of unmarked processors and both the guards are fresh newbies. Probably a bit of fun to be had.”

“I say we sell the guards, too. No sense passing up easy jink, right Sixer?”

After a bit of fumbling with the targeting, a prompt finally came up to move out into the alleyway Nina slowly moved one hand over it while the other clutched the gun. She pulled herself over quickly and took a few pot shots at the figures that had been chattering away. The huge, heavy, over designed gun made a rather satisfying slamming sound as a half dozen rounds leapt hot from the barrel, embedding themselves with poorly integrated textures into the wall behind the trio.


All three turned at once. A heavy thud from some gun knocking her character down and depleting one of the many poorly conceived status bars hovering around her HUD. She looked up to see three figures in armored leather jackets towering over her. A lanky Gila monster with copious piercing and a simple mesh top under his gang jacket, A rather well built viper woman with strong, rugged looking limbs and a sizable endowment, her jacket sleeves removed to display full sleeve tattoos up her arms, and last but not least a Komodo with cybernetic wings, making him look all too much like a real dragon.


The three slowly surrounded her Each ganger looming wickedly as they cut off her escape.


“Someone’s a bad shot, boss.” The Gila monster murred. His tongue slowly tracing his scaly lips as he leered over her body.


“At least thiss one is actually cute.” The viper woman murred. Her grin growing to a disturbing twisted mask. Something caught on Nina’s hair for a moment just as the snake reached down to grab her hair. The hard pinch admittedly adding to the immersion. Even if the whole thing had her nervous.


She quickly pulled her hands up to point the gun at their leader. At least, she made the attempt. The massive faux dragon quickly gripped her arms and held them in place. Something that, after a moment, Nina realized felt all too real. Her arms stuck pushed down into the chair.


“What the heck?” Nina squirmed back into the chair. Her tail frizzing hard while the dragon loomed down. Hot breath breaking on her face as the headphones piped his gravely growly voice into her ears.


“We don’t like trespassers, little girl. People come on our turf, we take what we want and if they’re lucky we let them live. You, you’re lucky. Cause I only see one thing you have that we want. Isn’t that right?”

Nina looked around at the other two. The Gila monster slowly undoing his fly while the viper started to yank up her skirt, a thick heavy bulge showing though tattered panties. “Oh Gods.” She grumbled “Terra, I don’t know how you’re doing this, but MMPH” Before she could say any more something thick, hard and somewhat scaly feeling shoved its way deep into her mouth. The semi firm material gaping and gagging down the back of her throat while firm hands pushed her head and tugged at her hair. The vipress gleefully pushed her forwards on to the Gila monsters shaft pushing her up until her nose tip almost hit his pelvis. A sensation far too real for some normal game. Something the Squolf struggled to accommodate as the thorny protrusions tickled and tugged mercilessly at the back of her throat.


“We’ve needed a good warmer for a while, Sixer. Yesss. Is her throat any good?” The viper chuckled. One hand moving down to Nina’s chest and beginning to fondle it. More mauling than anything that could be called sensual.


“An onahole is an onahole, Graci. Just like any mammal. Though this one could be fun for a while.”

Nina’s mind struggled to wrap itself around what was happening to her at that moment. Throat gasping and gagging at each chance to pull breath down, though those breaths seemed met with something unmistakably warm and creamy dripping down the back of her throat. Before long her avatar was shoved down onto the pavement on her hands and knees. The Gila now taking his time to dig his fingers into her hair while he used her. The vipress on the other hand took advantage of her now free hand to reach down and slowly run a paw between the poor girls legs. Her palm pressing and rolling with the same lack of care the other had on her breast.


The visor only served to make Nina’s growing blush that much more pronounced. Her moist neathers aching and trembling under that abuse. Fueled by the light headed dizziness with her head bouncing and bobbing on the now pre slicked shaft In her mouth.


“You know you’ve got a lot to make up for, warm blood. Ssshooting at uss like that. Such a rude girl. Then again you are quite pretty. But we’re not mean. Well, I’m not at least. In fact I think I can give you a nice gift. A nice, big tummy. How doesss that sound.?”

Game or not, the shock of those words was enough to jolt her head free of the shaft. Nina sputtered and shook. Choking hard on the salty cream and struggling to pull her arms over herself. “No way. Get your scaly butt off of me. Don’t you dare touch me there.” She bristled. A protest quickly stifled by the sensation of a panty-clad bulge push against her own undergarments. Undergarments which were quickly yanked down to expose her bare sex.


“Wrong anssswer, little bitch.” Graci moaned. Her shaft pulling free and soon slipping in as well.


It wasn’t quite as long as the Gila monster, Sixer. It was also smoother. But it was thicker, and the hips hammered into her like a pile driver. The figure quickly shoving Nina’s tail out of the way and pressing her clothed breasts roughly into Nina’s back. Setting herself with ideal leverage to pound herself deeply into Nina without any chance of escape.


Before long the shaft in her mouth started to pull out. Her head swimming. Sounds of moaning and faint words lingering at the corners of her hearing while the thing started to slowly rub and smear itself over her exposed face. Leaving a slimy trail that slowly made its way into her fur.


“Oh this one’s gonna be so cute, huh Graci?” Sixer churred.


“Oh yeah. She’ll be all curled up in the hideout. A nice big chain on her. A big swollen tummy. Just waitin around for one of us to get cold.” Graci snerked and pulled herself back a bit before ramming in once more. Squealing loudly. “I mean assuming the boss doesn’t break her.”

Even as the viper said this she let out a small squeal. A rather odd squeaking noise while she started to flood her thick cum into Nina’s quivering hindquarters. The Squolf whimpered loudly, a small pit of shame forming as she found her hips pushing back hard. The idea of what these characters had in store admittedly had her squirming. The images already clear in her mind.


She watched as the boss of the crew started to pace his way around in front of her. Looking down, looming. His shaft bigger, thicker, more intimidating by far than the other two. Throbbing flesh and plates hovering over her head. The poor girl barely noticed her own jaw drop and her tongue lul out. A hot flood of eager pliance slowly burrowing its way into her core. She watched the hand reach down. Felt the fingers curl into her hair. A sharp, hard tug. One that didn’t care for her discomfort. One that let her know she would be used. Burning orange eyes gazing down at her with crushing authority while her body rocked on to the shaft still buried into her rear.


Then another noise and the world went sideways. A loud, high pitched squeaking yelp. Fingers slipping from her hair and a sudden jolt finding Nina splayed out on the cheap wood panel floor, the VR rig jarred free of her face.


The blushing squolf glanced up though blurry eyes and fumbled for her glasses. She saw Terra, the mouse collapsed not far from her. A heavy strap on harness on her hips. One clearly reptilian dildo in hand while the other lay on the floor, attached to the rig only by a cum tube like those you’d get from a bad dragon toy. She looked back slowly to see a familiar purple furred bunny girl. Moni trembling and rubbing her head. A spray of cum on her tummy and thighs while her shaft struggled to cum though the reptile-shaped wearable wrapping her already thick cock.


The two sat up and looked at Nina sheepishly. Neither one seeming eager to say anything while they glanced back at each other.


Nina bit her lip and looked away. Whining softly. “Uh, guys.” she muttered. “Maybe uh… Like… five more minutes?”

