“There’s something going down in the south of Germany,” K9AI reported, projecting using hard-light onto the air itself in front of the members of VIGIL.

She was a first-of-her kind invention, a computer with highly advanced sensory and diagnostic tools built upon a Golden Retriever’s body.  She looked a bit like anyone’s favorite pet dog wearing a fancy helmet, but of course that helmet was actually her brain, and connected directly to the nerves in the small cavity typical of a four-legged retriever.  Her robot voice was smooth and natural, and she’d really grown from robotic assistant to one of the team in the last two months.

“What are we looking at?” asked Maximus, his bulging muscles still downplaying his enormous strength.  He’d once lifted an entire building with just his bare hands.  Plus, he was basically impervious to conventional weapons, making him de facto leader of VIGIL.

A satellite image of a beach zoomed in, and then zoomed in again, focusing on the occupants below, giving Gate Dane a start.  “Are we spying on a nude beach now, Kay?” he joked, standing against the wall with his arms crossed.  The mutant might look a little funny with his large, droopy lips and big floppy ears, but he was actually one of the most useful members of the team thanks to his ability to teleport at will.  And who didn’t like a little levity in a stressful situation?

K9AI spared a glance Gate Dane’s way, and anyone could see she was blushing, even though the fur on her muzzle covered it up.  She said, “Th-that’s not...it’s…”  Clearing her throat, which was completely unnecessary for an artificially generated voice, Kay replied, “There’ve been reports of an influx of...um...women with surprising pregnancies in the area.  We sent interns to check it out, and after a series of interviews, they found that all of the women had been at [i]this[/i] particular beach 5 to 8 weeks prior.  It doesn’t seem like a coincidence.”

“Another Xordani artifact, buried in the sands?” Victory asked, clenching her first.  She was Nylari, the race of aliens that fled oppression at the claws of the Xordani and settled on Earth 1.5 million years ago.  To escape detection, the Nylari interbred with the most similar species, leading the Cro Magnon people to develop into modern homosapiens.  The Xordani could find no trace of the Nylari after just a few generations, and their scouts left Earth, abandoning thousands of technological devices that occasionally caused problems to this day.  Now, the Xordani and the Nylari were both extinct, except through their DNA infused throughout the human genome.

Victory, however, had been lost in a cryopod for millions of years before Maximus freed her while stopping the most recent asteroid cannon attack from Mars.  Her eyes were a bit large, her nose a bit shorter, and she was covered in light purple skin, but overall, she was a smokin’ hottie, a fact that Maximus had noticed immediately.  Now, she was a valued member of the team, using her psionic projections to create illusions, and, naturally, Max’s girlfriend.

“Unlikely,” Kay reported, opening a table and pouring past data that would take a human years to process.  “I’m not getting an influx of gamma radioflobons in that area.”

“So, it’s a villain?” Gate Dane asked, leaning forward.  “Someone, somehow, impregnating these ladies?  But why?”

Maximus smashed his fist into his other hand, pronouncing, “That’s what we’ve got to discover!  VIGIL, roll out!”

Despite their attempts to remain anonymous and free from the bureaucracy, Maximus had made deals with an unknown benefactor, whose vast personal wealth afforded VIGIL a private harrier jet.  While Max wasn’t known for tact or subtlety, Victory had garnered cooperation contracts with the major European countries, allowing them to do flyovers, as long as they stayed in contact with local air traffic control.

Gate Dane hated plane flights.  He was strapped into a tiny box hurtling through the air at hundreds of miles per hour where his teleportation didn’t especially work.  He could only reappear in other places in the plane.  If he left the plane, he would fall - maybe okay if he had a parachute on, but a parachute didn’t cure his fear of heights.

“You know - I’ve been to this beach before,” he said, trying to settle his nerves.

“Oh, that’s right.  You’re [i]from[/i] Germany,” Victory noted, strapped into the copilot’s seat up front, next to Maximus.  Say what you will about the invincible man, he wasn’t an idiot.  He’d completed flight school in half the usual time.

“It’s about a 25 minute drive from Radolfzell.  Used to go there with my girlfriend,” he said, gripping the arms of his flight seat.

Kay was strapped into the chair next to him, her body not exactly designed for the supersonic jet.  But her light green flight suit locked into the seatbelt mechanism and kept her pretty well secured.  “You have a girlfriend?” she asked.  “I don’t have a record of that in my database.”

"[i]Ex[/i]-girlfriend," the brindle-furred Great Dane clarified.  "God - what if she's [i]also[/i] a victim?  She never wanted kids."

"Whoever is doing this, we'll find them, and bring them to justice," Maximus bellowed with a low, commanding voice.

K9AI looked relieved.  "Why'd you break up?"

The mutant shrugged.  "She was a bitch, in both ways.  Pretty little Saluki rump, but that tail was hiding a really uptight asshole."

Confused, Kay cocked her head.  "She didn't...uh...prefer anal sex?"

Victory called back, "Metaphor, Kay."

Running a flash diagnostic check, Kay analyzed each word in the sentence for likelihood of multiple meanings, and quickly realized her mistake.  "Ah, she was mean," she concluded.

Gate Dane laughed.  "You can say that again." But Kay had long ago learned that this request was rhetorical and kept her mouth shut.  "What about you ladies - aren't you worried the lake monster might knock you guys up, too?"

"Oh," Kay gasped at the question, averting her eyes.  "However he is accomplishing his task, it seems likely that wearing my flight suit will protect me, assuming he has any interest whatsoever in Artificial Intelligences."

"Or dogs," Max added.

Victory just shrugged it off.  "He wouldn't dare try anything against VIGIL - not if he knows what's good for him."

"Certainly not with me there to protect you," Maximus added, slowly turning the harrier jet.

"Appreciate that, Maxy," the Nylari replied.  "But we all know I can take care of myself.  I am the most powerful among us."

Max laughed.  "You keep saying that.  But I'm basically unkillable."

She said, "But not uncontrollable.  What would you do if I subjected you to a blindness illusion?  Thrash about until you hit something?"

K9AI interjected, "What makes you think Gate Dane isn't the strongest?"

But the mutant squirmed in his seat.  "Fast is good and all, but what could I do to Maximus?"

The leader agreed.  "One hit, and Dane's down.  Things might be different if he could port people with him.  Can you imagine him just porting a bad guy to the top of a roof and dangling him over?  Or taking someone straight to a prison cell on Jansen's MaxSec for Mutants?  One second they're here, the next they're literally locked up."

Dane shook his head.  "Even if I could, it has to be a place within walking distance.  Locked doors would be an issue, too."

Victory asked, "Why is that again?  Why can you teleport past a closed door, but not if it is locked?"

Gate Dane stared right back at Victory, who was looking over her shoulder.  "Same reason you can project illusions into our minds."

"Huh?" she asked.

"Because that's just how our powers work," he said with a smug smile.

"Very funny," Victory replied, grimacing.

They landed at the local airport after flying in circles a few times to gain clearance.  In the movies, they would have gotten into the VIGILcopter or VIGILmobile and sped off to Untersee to find the obscure beach. Instead, they rented a minivan.  A native German speaker, Gate Dane arranged for the car, and he even helped fasten their cyborg into her back seat, but Maximus once again took the wheel, joking about the canine occupants wanting the windows open to stick their heads out.

Dane simply said, "Boring."

Max protested.  "Come on - that was funny!  Because you're dogs."

Victory, aghast, said, "You're not supposed to call them that; that's offensive!"

But Dane laughed it off. "Being a dog isn't a bad thing.  Right Kay?"

K9AI glanced up at her seatmate and nodded, smiling.

"See?" Max said, as if that excused his insensitive joke.

Dane didn't press the issue, staring out the window with a pensive expression.

The drive took more than twenty-five minutes with Max behind the wheel - as much as he knew he could easily survive a car crash, he was conscientious about his passengers.  The picturesque German countryside and idyllic old buildings sped by as Max neared the Bodensee, also known as Lake Constance.  But the nude beach in question was off the beaten path, and secluded by rocks and trees, and on private property.

“[i]Fuenfzein Euro pro Person[/i],” the gruff voice at the ticket building attached to a truly gorgeous estate that overlooked the private beach.  The man peered into the minivan.  “[i]Sie sind Amerikaner?[/i]  You speak English?”

Max nodded.  “You take Visa?”

“Yes, sir, we do,” the man said, gladly, letting VIGIL through.

The beach itself was gorgeous, the typical pebbles replaced by tons of sand by the owners of the property.  Large umbrellas dotted the sixty-five feet of beach, and a large, rustic wooden bar stood twenty feet away from the lake, serving overpriced mimosas, and of course beer.  Maximus pulled up into the overlooking parking lot.  “About...twenty-five people.”

Gate Dane unlatched the restraints on K9AI, and she hopped up between the front seats of the car, looking down at the beach.  “Twenty-six people, mostly nude, though seven are wearing bottoms.  Estimated age range 16 to 73, average 24.6 with a standard deviation of 8.3.  Six are mutants, comprising three dogs, a swan, a doe, and a couple of European lynxes.  Fourteen guests have purchased and are consuming alcohol from the bar.  Five are seated, thirteen sunbathing, and eight are swimming.  For what it is worth, prices are marked up 165% from local market prices.  Shall I run a facial analysis and background check on the guests?”

Victory dropped her jaw.  She was, after all, the newest member of the team, joining just barely after K9AI herself.  The Nylari said, “That was two seconds, Kay.  And how did you get the [i]prices[/i] from up here?”

The cyborg said simply, “The menu is reflected in the foil heat-shield of the Toyota Corolla parked by the bar.”

Gate Dane whistled.  “You read the menu backwards and in German, and cross checked it with local grocery store prices?  And you think [i]Maximus[/i] is the most powerful?”

Kay replied, “While my analysis suggests that Victory is the most likely to emerge victorious in a free-for-all between the four of us, ‘most powerful’ is subjective, and it is clear that we all bring different strengths to the team.  We are, as it is often said, stronger together.”

Dane clapped, and slid open the door of the mini-van.  “Well, what are we waiting for?”

Kay hopped out behind him, stretching her legs, her dark green ‘helmet’ and flight suit covering up her long fur.  Still, her luscious, golden tail wagged behind her as she waited for the other three to get ready.

Max said, “What are you doing, Dane…?”

“It’s a nude beach,” he said, pulling off his shirt to reveal a pretty muscular chest, despite the dark brindle fur that obscured him.

Max said, “We’re here for business, and it’s not like we’re undercover.  We’re just interviewing the guests to find out if anything unusual has been happening.”

“Come on, Maxy,” Victory crooned.  “We’re here - it’s a beautiful day.  Why not mix work with pleasure?  Besides, I’m sure they’ve never seen a Nylari naked.”

Maximus said, “I’m the only living person who has.”

Victory reached for her blouse, lifting it off her slender, blue-skinned body.  “Time to change that.”

Max said, “Wait, you’re serious?  Babe…”

Sticking out her tongue at her boyfriend, she said, “Is the big man jealous?  Or are you shy?  Maybe you’re afraid of a little sunburn?”

Grumbling, Maximus replied, “You know I can’t get sunburned.”

“Well, I can, so help me with the sunscreen!”  Victory was already topless, and reaching down to her tight shorts.  Dane had to look away, but not before he got a glimpse of her out of her armor.  The Nylari was practically human, except that her legs were barely digitigrade, meaning her “foot” was really her [i]toes[/i], her ankle a few inches above the ground.  The other difference Dane noticed that he’d never seen before was the Nylari’s tail.  He’d thought she was tailless, but as she bent over to lower her pants, he saw that she had a six-inch-long blue, wedge-like tail.

Thank God he looked away before Max finished removing his t-shirt.  Gate Dane didn’t want any trouble with Max.  He concentrated on stripping himself down, and glanced at Kay.  “You gonna keep wearing that?”

The artificial intelligence simply nodded.  “Even with the helmet, I find people take me more seriously when I’m wearing clothes.”

“Might not be true at a nude beach,” he pointed out.  Behind him, Max was helping Victory by slathering white cream all over her impressive body.  He kept his eyes down.  “Let loose.”  He slipped off his own pants, stepping out completely naked.  But with his fur and sheath, and his German sensibilities, he felt completely confident.

Kay blinked, then looked away.  “It might not be a good idea.  There’s a male mutt on the beach, and I’m - I mean, my chassis is in heat.  I’d rather avoid an embarrassing interaction.”

Dane laughed.  “It’s not your chassis.  It’s you, Kay.  We’re all just brains attached to flesh, you included.  But yeah, I get it.  If that dog gives you any looks, don’t worry, I’ll kick him to the curb.”

With a small smile, Kay replied in a near-whisper, “Thanks.”

And so VIGIL approached the beach, doing as the Romans do, sunlight illuminating their bodies.  They were somewhat well known, and a few guests recognized them immediately, but they didn’t operate in Germany very often.  Some guests were clearly unfamiliar with their team.  Victory seemed to be having the most fun and drawing the most eyes - unlike mutants, she had no obvious animal characteristics.  People barely gave Dane a second glance, but Maximus drew a few stares, his bulky body naked and rippling with absurd muscles.

“I’ll start at the bar,” Max said, “Victory - think you can hit up the ladies on the beach?  Kay, Dane, head along up to the north beach and see if you can get some of those swimmers back in to talk.  We’re just fact-finding right now.”

“VIGIL, roll out!” they announced together.

The remainder of this story contains humans in sexual situations. Please follow the link here to continue: https://archiveofourown.org/works/50090650/chapters/126491266
