Crits and Consequences
By XP Author

The trio ducked behind the remains of a fallen pillar of metal and duracrete, a klaxon blaring all around them as red lights flashed on the walls. A hail of bullets flew over their heads, some striking their cover and sending chips of stone flying. Vector growled low. "Well, this went sideways pretty quick." The cybered vixen in heavy armor checked her heavy pistol to make sure it was fully loaded, slapping the clip back in place using her metallic right forearm.

Flare, a short collie in loose, flowing clothing, let out a grunt. "Don't look at me. I didn't trip the alarm." She glared at the fellow collie beside her.

Her brother, Icer, sighed. "Look, I said I was sorry! I got unlucky and couldn't jack out of the System in time. I still need to upgrade my gear!" He was tapping away at a digital keyboard displayed in front of him, projected from a small piece of equipment on his shoulder. While not as obviously cybered up as the fox, he had quite a few cranial augments that let him dump his consciousness into the digital System. He had been attempting to disable alarms and door locks when he accidentally tripped the building's alarm instead. He was still trying to disable the security and open the security gate that had closed over the main doors and blocked their escape. The three were runners, criminals hired to steal an experimental drone engine from one of Solarian Inc's locations in Nova Ferro. They had gotten their job through a third party broker named a John, to keep the real client's identity a secret. Though it was most likely another megacorp. They liked to use runners to do illegal jobs against each other, since they could was their hands of any blame if things wend pear shaped. Like this job had.

"Less talking, more fighting!" Vector lowered an eyepiece over her cybernetic left eye, then raised her hand to not-quite blind fire her gun. Thanks to her cyberwear, she was connected to a small camera on the pistol, so she could still aim while in cover. The result was she hit one of the guards square in the chest, knocking him to the ground, probably dead. Another blast of automatic fire answered her shots, most hitting nothing but air and duracrete, but one grazed her hand. Even though her hand was made of metal, it still had sensory input, so she cried out in pain. "Fuck."

Icer frowned at her. "Language."

She glared at the canine. "I just got shot. I'm allowed to swear!"

Flare rolled her eyes. "Alright, my turn." She thought for a moment. "Yeah, I'm going to try and end this."

Icer looked at his sister. "Wait!" But it was already too late. The younger dog suddenly rose and vaulted over the cover, running directly at the group of guards. Taken by surprise, they couldn't swing their fire at her before she got close.

Raising both hands, she held them out in front of her and shouted, "Blast Burst!" A wave of flame exploded out from her palms, blasting forward and catching eight of the guards, setting them on fire as it knocked all of them to the ground. Two screamed in agony as the magical flames burnt into their flesh, the other six already dead from the initial hit.

Another guard, one that had a slightly fancier set of armor, stepped closer. "Nice trick, mage. My turn." He pulled a long blade off his back. "I cast sword!" He suddenly stabbed forward, piercing the blade deep into Flare's chest. The tip burst out her back in a spray of blood, more splashing out of her mouth. He quickly pulled the sword out again, swinging it to the side to flick the blood off. Flare looked at him in shock for a moment, only to collapse onto the floor and start bleeding out at his feet.

Flare shouted. "Oh that's bullshit!"

*     *     *

Or more, her player, Dillie, shouted that, slapping her hands on the table, almost spilling her soda onto her character sheet in the process

Her brother, Caleb, sighed. "Language!"

The twelve year old collie glared at her older brother. "Shut up with that! I just got oneshot! That's stupid!"

The blue dragon at the head of the table let out a sigh. "Sorry, he rolled a crit on you." Riven motioned at the pieces on the table. "You did kind of rush straight into melee range as the least armored person on the team."

Stephanie, the hare playing Vector, shrugged. "It was kinda your own fault."

Dillie sighed. "So what, that's it? I'm just dead in our first combat?"

Riven shook his head. "No, not quite. You're just bleeding out and critical. You can make death checks on your turn. If you succeed three times, you'll be stable. Still down, but not at risk of dying. But if you fail three times, then you bleed out and die. One of your teammates can also do a medical check on their turn and stabilize you and heal you enough to get back up. But they'll have to be right next to you for that." The 15 year old scratched under his chin. "Though the enemies could also just attack you while you're downed and cause failures for each hit they do, but I won't be that mean for your first combat. You are out of combat for now, so they'll ignore you."

The young dog let out a defeated sigh. "Fine."

Caleb smirked. "Hey, you still did a really cool attack and took out eight of the guards. That was pretty awesome!" She just kind of grunted at him. "Whose turn was it?"

"Mine." Steph picked up the two six-sided dice in front of her, one green, one red, symbolizing a positive and negative. "I'll pop my hand up and shoot at the big guy that downed Flare." She rolled the two dice, the red a two, the green a five. "Positive three, plus my aim of sixteen, so~o nineteen." She grunted. "Wait. Forgot to add in my cyber-sync bonus. So that's twenty one."

Riven nodded. "That's a hit. Your gun does ten damage, right?" The hare nodded. "Alright, plus the seven over his armor, minus his tough of six, that's eleven damage on him." He marked that down on his notes. "The four remaining guards are going to return fire at you." He rolled his own dice several times. "And they all miss." He looked up. "Caleb, you're next."

The canine nodded. "I'll keep trying to jack the gate open."

Steph frowned at him. "You know, you could try and shoot the people trying to kill us? Then we can keep your sister from bleeding to death."

He nodded. "True. Or I can get the gates open and we can grab her and book it out of here before more guards come. We can heal her once we're out of here." He glanced up. "Right?"

Riven nodded. "Yeah. If you can finish the battle, she'll only need to pass one check to be stable instead of three."

"There see. So yeah, I'll do another check to get the gates open." He picked his own dice up and rolled, only to wince. "Ah... negative two... With my tech of thirteen... eleven..."

The dragon sighed. "That's still not higher than the difficulty of twelve. Sorry."

Dillie nudged her brother. "You really suck as a hacker."

"Jacker." He corrected. "And I told you, my gear needs to be upgraded. It's not adding any bonuses yet. Spent all my starting money just getting it and the cyber stuff to even do jacking. It's super expensive. That's why we took this job, remember?"

Riven motioned to the younger canine. "Alright, you get to do a death check. Roll your dice and add your body to it."

She frowned. "Body? Really? I'm a mage! My body's only eight!" Body was the stat that determined maximum health points, eight being only one higher than the lowest a player stat could be.

He shrugged. "That's how a glass canon works. Don't worry, the difficulty is only a ten. So just get plus two and you succeed. If you manage to get enough to get a twenty or more, that's a critical success and counts as two checks."

She sighed. "Right." Picking up her dice she took a breath. "C'mon six..." She rolled the dice, only to groan. "Not that six!" Her red negative dice was landed on the six, meaning it needed to be rerolled, called a burst in the game's terms. Worse, her positive was only a two. She rolled the negative, only to get yet another six. "OH COME ON!" She rolled it again, only getting a two this time. "What is that, negative fourteen?"

Steph looked over. "So after adding your stuff that's... still a negative four!?" She winced. "Ouch..."

Riven looked apologetic. "And that's a critical failure, so that counts as two fails. You fail again, your character dies." He held up his hand as Dillie glared at him. "Sorry! I didn't mean to kill someone in the first session! That's just how these things go sometimes." She just sighed and slumped in her chair while he looked at his notes. "Let's see. It's the head guard's turn. And... let's see..." He looked over the notes. "Yeah... I kind of have to."

Dillie pointed at him. "Don't you dare! You said you wouldn't attack me while I'm down!"

He shook his head. "Oh, no. He's not going to do that. Instead, he's going to pull a grenade off of his belt and chuck it over the pillar at you two."

Caleb winced. "Oh, this is going to hurt, isn't it?"

"Yeah, probably." He rolled his dice, only to roll again. When he rolled a third time, everyone got nervous. They couldn't see if it was the positive or negative. "So that was a megaburst." When both the positive and negative were both a six, it was called a megaburst, and both were rerolled. The result, positive or negative, was automatically considered a critical. "And his green also burst after that. So that's a..." He checked the notes. "Positive eighteen." He looked at Steph. "Your armor is fifteen?" She nodded. "And Caleb?"

"Only twelve." He responded.

"Okay. So Steph, you take fifteen wounds, ignoring your tough for the crit."

She winced. "Ow." She marked down the wounds. "That's eighteen with that last hit. I'm down to four."

Riven looked at Caleb. "And Icer takes eighteen wounds, also ignoring your tough from the crit."

He also winced. "Dang. That puts me at only two."

Dillie grunted. "This stupid guard is a fucking crit cannon." She glared at her brother before he could speak. "Don't say it." He just shook his head.

"Steph, your up again."

She nodded. "Alright. Well, I've got a grenade of my own I can chuck."

Riven let out a strained sound. "Ah... If you throw a grenade out there, Flare will be in the range. If you hit, that'll be another fail on her and she'll die."

"Don't you dare!"

Steph thought for a moment. "Can I pull a stunt and chuck it in a way that it won't hit Flare?"

"It'll be more difficult, but you can certainly try."

The hare looked at her friend. "Sorry, but it's this or the fight goes on for a long time. Okay, so Vector will pull her own grenade and shout 'I GOT ONE, TOO!' and throw it." She rolled her dice, smirking as they were both sixes. "Oh! My turn for a burst!" She rolled again, only to frown. "Dammit. Negative four!? These dice hate us!" She checked her stats. "So that's a... ten..."

Riven shook his head. "That would be a fail. And with the burst, that's a crit fail. So when you pulled the grenade out of your pouch, the pin had gotten caught on something and pulled out. So when you went to pull the pin, the count had already started. You try to throw it, but it blows up just as you are letting it go, so you'll take the blast. So twelve damage, adding the negative for a self-hit, so take sixteen damage."

She sighed. "Do I still ignore my tough?"

He thought. "Well, technically it should, but the critical was to make you take the self hit..."

She nods. "Nah, it's fine. So I take sixteen and I'm at negative ten and I'm down, too."

Dillie grunted. "Welcome to the dying team."

Caleb looked concerned. "Wait, do I also take damage from the grenade?"

Riven thought about that for a moment. "Mmm. No, I'll say she got it just far enough away that only she got caught in the blast. So you've still got a chance."

Caleb nodded. "Alright. I'll do one more check to get this stupid gate open. Then we can get out of here. Don't worry, if I fail again, I'll just start shooting." He rolled, and let out a sigh. "Finally! Plus four!"

Riven nods. "That succeeds. You hear a loud blaring sound as the security gate in front of you starts to rise. It shudders, like it's trying to fight against your command, but it still opens anyway."

He looked up. "It's not going to just slam closed again next round, is it?"

The dragon shook his head. "Oh, no. That's just the building's system trying to struggle against you, but it'll stay open unless an enemy jacker counteracts your command. There isn't one in this fight, so you're fine. Just adding a bit of flavor."

"Alright. So, can I still move? Can I grab the two girls and book it out of here?"

Riven shook his head. "No. Picking up a teammate would be an action. I'd let you try to get them both as a stunt, but you'd have to roll your buff to carry both and run. And your buff isn't very high, is it?"

Caleb chuckled. "I'm a scrawny computer geek. Of course it's not high."

Riven nodded. "Well, you could still book it, but that would be leaving your teammates behind, which would end the encounter with them dying. So... maybe don't do that."

"Yeah, I'll wait behind cover then."

"Okay." He pointd at Dillie. "Alright, make another death check."

She sighed and nodded, rolling her dice. "Oh. Plus four. So... success."

"Alright. That's one. Just two more and you're stable. It's the head guard's turn, and he's going to march over to Icer and try to attack you with his sword." Riven rolls the dice. "And that's a wash. So he swings for fourteen."

"Still hits for two."

"Alright. His sword does ten damage, so that's twelve total. Minus your tough."

Caleb winces. "That puts me at one."

Steph blinks. "Wait, your tough is nine? That's as high as mine."

He nodded. "I put two stat points into it at character creation."

Dillie grunted. "No wonder you suck at hacking. Should have put those points into your tech."

"Jacking." He corrected again. "And I did it because if I take enough damage in one hit while jacked in, I'll get pulled out and take a big feedback surge. Does like ten unblocked damage on top of whatever damage I just took. Almost guarantees I go down in one attack."

Steph added. "That's why jackers are supposed to stay hidden while doing their thing. They're pretty much sitting targets while jacked into the System." She picked up her dice. "Anyway, my turn for death checks." She rolled, only to frown. "Negative three!?" She sighed and checked. "With my body that's... nine..."

Riven shook his head. "Gotta beat a ten, so that's one fail."

Dillie blinked. "Your body is only twelve? I thought belts were supposed to be tanks."

The hare shrugged. "I'm a ranged belt, not a melee one. Melee start with fifteen." Belt was the class she was playing, focusing on combat. It was split between a few sub-types, hers being focused on shooting well. "That's the base start for a ranged belt. I put points into aim so I could shoot better. And talk, since no one else wanted to be the negotiator. I also had to change a few points into credits to buy my cyberware at the start. I'm supposed to be a fast talking, fast shooting gunslinger type, so I thought twelve body would good enough. I guess not."

Riven let them discuss the character stats before continuing. "Well, now it's the four guards turn. They're going to keep shooting, but they'll get closer." He rolled the dice several times. "And they all miss. Alright, Icer is up. You've got four guards shooting at you, and a big one with a sword right over you."

Caleb thought. "Well, can I pick up Steph's gun?"

She frowned. "Hey! Use your own!"

"Yours is better. I've just got a little light pistol. I'll give it back afterwards."

Riven spoke up. "You can grab her gun and use it, but you won't get any of her cyber-sync bonuses."

"That's fine. I don't really need to aim all that good with the guy right on top of me." He rolled the dice and smiled. "Whoo! Green burst!" He rolled his positive again. "Five. Alright, so eleven, minus the two, so plus nine." He checked his stats. "With my aim of thirteen. Twenty one."

"Twenty two." Riven corrected. "Which does nine over his armor, so nineteen, minus his six tough... thirteen. Plus his eleven wounds... yup. That's enough to take him out."

Caleb grinned wide. "Awesome. So, here's how I'll say it plays out. As this guy is looming over me, I'll reach out and snatch Vector's gun and press it right against his head and say 'Credit for your thoughts.' and pull the trigger, splattering his brains all over."

Riven laughed. "Yeah, his body will slump over on top of you then roll to the floor dead, leaving you covered in his blood."

Caleb laughed as well. "Icer will start complaining about that. 'Oh, gods, I can taste his last thought!' He'll start trying to wipe the brian bits off of his suit. 'And I just got this cleaned.'"

Steph laughed. "Gross."

Riven pointed at Dillie. "Your up. Make another death check."

She nodded, rolling the dice, and let out a heavy sigh. "Plus to. So just got to ten."

"Alright. You've got two fails and two successes. Steph. Your turn."

The hare nodded, rolling her dice. "Oh... fucking hells." Her negative burst. Rerolling it, she sighed. "Minus five. So that's a seven."

"Well, not a critical failure, but close. So that's just two fails. One more and Vector bleeds out. Now it's the four guard's turn. They're going to keep shooting. But seeing their boss just get capped like that, I'll give them a penalty." He rolled his dice several times. "And one of them just crit failed. So he's panicking so badly that he accidentally shoots one of the other guards, killing him."

Caleb laughed. "Haha. Nice. My turn. I'll try and take out the last three." He rolled his dice. "Ah... Two. So that's sixteen?"

Riven shook his head. "Just missed it. Going after all three, you'd need to beat a seventeen." He looked at Dillie. "Okay. Your last death check."

She took a deep breath and held it as she picked up her dice and rolled them. "No!" She cried out as her result was a complete wash. "Eight. Just..." She sighed and slumped back into her chair. "Dammit."

Riven winced. "Yeah, unfortunately, Flare continues to bleed on the floor, the pool of her blood spreading out more and more. With so much of it no longer in her body, her heart finally stops, and she has died." He looks to Steph. "Your turn."

The hare picked up her dice and rolled them, only to frown as her negative was a six. "Oh..."

Riven winced again. "Well, if it's a one on the reroll, you'll still get ten and succeed."

She nodded and rolled the dice, only to see a four. "Well, that's not a one."

The dragon nodded. "You also bleed out. Your body slumps a little more to the floor as you let out a final breath beside your teammate. Your cranial implant makes one final little beep, a flash from one of the displays, and then they all go dark."

Caleb grunts. "I guess I'll just book it out of here then."


"Not yet. The three guards have to go. They'll all shoot at you. Seeing your teammates dying, they are bolstered. It'll get rid of their penalty." He rolled his dice a few times. "And they still miss you entirely, despite basically standing on top of you at this point."

The canine nodded. "You know what, I'm still kinda pissed about my friends, so I'm going to try and shoot all three of them again." He rolled his dice. "Plus three. Seventeen. That hits, right?"

Riven nodded. "Yup. You just hit the number, adding zero extra. But they're minions, so they die in one hit. So you take all three of them out, ending the combat."

Caleb sighed. "So, I'll go over to my sister's body and gently pick her up and put her over my shoulder. Then I'll lift Vector and carry both of them out and escape now that the door is open. Do I still need to roll buff?"

"Nah, the combat's done, so I'll let you do it. You'll just be a bit slow, but you manage to escape the building and vanish into the shadows of the back alleys." Riven leaned back in his chair. "So that... did not go how I thought it would. Wasn't supposed to be a hard encounter."

Dillie grunted. "Still killed two of us."

"And I only have one health left." Caleb spoke up.

Steph tilted her head. "So, what now. Do we make new characters, or are we going to do the thing?"

Riven shrugged. "I'll leave that up to you guys."

The hare seemed a little excited. "Oh, you know what I'll pick." She winked at the dragon, then looked at Dillie. "What about you?"

The young canine let out a soft sigh. "Honestly, I think I'm fine with letting it happen." She glanced at Caleb. "So, sole survivor. You get a choice. Which one of us do you take?"

He smiled, leaning over and kissing her cheek gently. "You know I'm picking my sister every time."

Steph smiled at Riven. "Guess that means I'm all yours, big boy." She giggled. "So, how are we doing this? Dillie died by being stabbed but I got blown up."

"Oh, yeah." Riven stood up. "I'll be right back!" He dashed off and upstairs to his room. The three waited until he came back a few minutes later. He set down a replica sword from the game, and a long dagger. "I got these the other day. I forgot I was going to show them off to you guys."

Caleb picked up the sword, only to blink. "Whoa, this thing's heavy." He pulled it free of the high-tech looking scabbard. The blade was a bit thin, coming to a sharp point. A pattern of circuitry was etched along the metal. "Looks cool."

"Yeah. It might be a replica, but it's still a functional sword. I even made sure the edge was sharp." Riven picked up the dagger, which looked more fantasy than high tech. He slid the blade free and showed it off. "This one, too. It's from a different game, but still looks cool. I custom ordered them from a specialty shop in City 3." He looked at Steph. "So... I could use this if Caleb wants to use the sword."

The canine nodded. "Yeah! I've never stabbed anyone with a sword before."

His sister giggled softly. "Not that kind of sword, anyway. You've 'stabbed' me with another kind a lot." She pushed her chair back and stood up. "Speaking of which, guess I should get ready for both." She gripped her t-shirt and pulled it up and off, tossing it aside. She didn't mind having her mostly flat chest exposed to her friends or brother. Riven was the only one that hadn't ever seen her naked before. She pushed her shorts down her slender legs, along with her panties, kicking them to the side. It left her fully naked, black fur with white belly exposed for all to see, as was her slit. Her tail wagged a little. "So, which do you wanna stab me with first?"

Caleb smiled as he watched his sister strip in front of him. The fifteen year old stood up and did the same, tossing his clothes with hers. His cock was already rising to full length. "Hrm..." He moved to press his body against hers. "You'll just have to wait to see." She gasped softly as she felt his shaft against her bare rear and his chest against her back.

Riven smiled, holding up the dagger to Steph. "Guess I'm using this on you, then."

She nodded, already undressing herself. The hare was also twelve, the same age as Dillie. Light brown fur covered most of her slender body, with off-white accents along her mostly flat chest and belly, down between her legs. Her pussy was already moist with arousal, her little tuft tail twitching excitedly. "Y-yeah. But... uh..." She leaned in, whispering to Riven. "Can you do that?"

He quirked an eye ridge. "Really? You sure?"

She nodded quickly. "Yeah. It's been a fantasy of mine forever."

He shrugged. "Yeah, I can." He started to work at his jeans. "How about you help me out of these first." She nodded, eagerly dropping to her knees and reaching out to help open his waist. She'd never seen a dragon's cock before, let alone his, and she was curious. Once his pants were down, she saw the bulge in his briefs and grew more excited. Pulling them down, it nearly smacked her in the face as it sprang free. Standing impressively long and thick, the sixteen year old dragon's cock had slight ridges along the length, and tapered down to a point. It was a slightly lighter shade of blue than the rest of his scales, but not quite the cyan of his tongue.

Steph leaned forward, rubbing her face against the shaft. "Wow. I've never seen a dragon's cock before. You're bigger than my dad." She took a deep breath through her nose. "Smells different, too."

"I hope that's not bad." She shook her head quickly, taking another deep breath of his scent. "You want to see what it tastes like, too?" She nodded this time, eagerly sliding back to the tip and giving it a soft kiss, then a lick. He moaned, reaching down to gently run fingers through her black hair. He took in a soft breath as her warm lips wrapped around his shaft and took it into her mouth. Being reptilian, she had expected it to be cool, so she was surprised at how warm he was. Not that she had ever sucked off any other reptilians before. Lizards were pretty rare in Pekia, after all.

Beside them, Caleb was still teasing his sister. He'd slipped his cock between her legs, rubbing his shaft against her pussy lips, though not yet entering her. She was moaning and panting softly. "Are you just going to keep teasing me?" She gasped as his tip slid against her clit. "D-do you want me to beg?"

He chuckled softly, kissing the side of her neck. "Yes. Beg for me."

She whimpered softly. "So mean!" She gasped as he rubbed against her clit again, her pussy drooling all over his length. "F-fine. Please fuck me, big brother. I want to feel your cock pounding into my little pussy. I want you to knot me and breed me!" She whimpered again as he just rubbed a little more. "Please! I can't take it any mo-AH!" She cried out in surprise as she felt a strange feeling. Pain struck her back, and an odd mix of cold and heat seemed to travel through her middle. She looked down to see several inches of the sword poking out of her chest, right beside her budding right breast. Blood slowly drooled out around the wound, staining the white fur around it crimson. "O-oh..." She found herself suddenly short of breath, panting and gasping. All the while, her pussy was drooling more than ever.

Only then did her brother finally thrust up inside. She let out a wet cry of pleasure as he plunged himself deep inside of her drooling pussy. "You're even tighter than normal." He started to thrust forward, slapping his hips against hers. "I would have stabbed you ages ago if I knew you were this into it."

Dillie tried to grip the edge of the table in front of her, but her hands and arms shook too much. She instead leaned against the surface, panting and gasping between moans and cries. "H-harder..." She coughed up a splatter of blood onto the character sheet in front of her. "M-make... me c-cum... before I die..." That wouldn't be very hard, as she was already so close from the teasing. Watching her own blood drooling out around the blade still sticking out of her chest only turned her own that much more. She let out a weak cry of pleasure as he did as she wished, thrusting harder, slamming his hips against her and plunging his shaft deep into her clinging cunt.

Steph let out a moan as she watched her best friend get stabbed and fucked, vibrating around the cock in her mouth. She started to bob her head harder, swallowing the tip down her throat. The texture felt strange against her tongue, and even stranger whenever she pulled the length out of her throat, but she liked it. One hand was gently rubbing at Riven's heavy balls, the other between her own legs, fingers furiously working at her own sodden pussy.

Riven was torn between watching her and watching the siblings beside him. He moaned as the hare swallowed his shaft fully, her lips right up against his crotch. "Fuck, you are good at this." She giggled, sending more vibrations through his shaft. She pulled back, and when she started to push forward, he gripped the back of her head and yanked her close, thrusting deep and holding her there. She instinctively tensed up, fingers working harder at herself. He could hear how wet she was as she plunged several into her slit over and over. Her throat clenched around him several times, making him moan, shaft throbbing inside her. When he finally let her go, she pulled back just enough to get his cock out of her throat, but not fully pulling off, taking deep breaths through her nose. "Greedy little slut bunny." She nodded quickly, pushing forward to take him deep again once she got a few more breaths in her lungs.

Dillie was also losing the breath in her lungs, but for different reasons. She could taste her own blood in her mouth, sure the sword had pierced her lung. She coughed up more blood between her weak cries of lust. Her legs started to tremble as she felt herself getting weaker, her blood still drooling out of the wound. Caleb held onto her hips to keep her up, slamming himself into her as hard as he could. "Don't hold back, Dil." He grunted, his cock throbbing inside of her. She was still squeezing around him, her pussy drooling down her legs. His knot started to swell, as he also wasn't holding himself back.

"Kn... knot... me..." She let out a wet, wheezing moan. "Knot me... f-fill my pussy w-with your cum!" She cried out as he grabbed her tail, pulling her back against him as his knot pressed against her lips, now too big to slip in easily.

Caleb grit his teeth as he pressed forward. Her lips spread for him slowly, until they couldn't resist any longer, his knot slipping into her tight tunnel. "Fuck!" He cried out.

"L-language..." She teased, her voice weak. "Do it! F-fill me! Breed me... as I die... for you..."

Even as her voice was getting weaker, her pussy clamped harder around him. He gave short, hard thrusts into her, panting heavily. "Fuck... here it comes!" He whined as he pressed as deep as he could, his cock jerking and pulsing. His balls tightened as the pressure rose, and finally released, his seed flooding into her pussy.

"Ah... I feel it!" She made a wet cough. "So... warm..." The rest of her was feeling cold, so his cum felt like a comforting warmth filling her. Her arms shook, and she could no longer keep herself propped on the table at all. Her face hit the surface, landing in some of the blood she'd coughed up. She still let out as loud a moan as she could, her own orgasm flooding her senses. He felt when she came, her pussy clenching even tighter around him than before, inner walls milking him for every drop they could take.

He also felt as she finally died. She made one last whimpering moan, then a sigh slipped past her lips, and then she was still. Her pussy still clenched around him, her body still orgasming even as it died, something that happened to most Pekians. "Fuck... I love you, sis." He still gave little thrusts into her.

Beside them, Riven was panting, also getting close. Steph was likewise close to her own orgasm, her hips shifting all around as she worked her fingers into herself. Her head was bobbing all the way down to his crotch over and over, trying to taste his cum. She let out a muffled cry as her orgasm struck her, pussy suddenly gushing her juices all over her fingers, splashing out onto the floor. That was when Riven did what she asked. He suddenly slammed the dagger into the side of her head, stabbing right through her temple and piercing through her brain. The tip burst out the other side of her head, the blade just long enough to fully penetrate all the way through. Her eyes snapped open wide, only to drift in different directions. The hand that had been fondling his balls fell away, fingers twitching randomly as her thoughts became a jumbled, unintelligible mess. Her pussy suddenly splashed even more of her juices, a second orgasm slamming into her at the same time.

Riven cried out in pleasure, using the hilt to drag her head up against his crotch, plunging deep into her throat again. She clenched around him over and over, her tongue making wild motions against the shaft. He stopped holding himself back, and within moment, he was also cumming. His cock jerked as it blasted his seed deep into her throat. As a dragon, he had a lot to give her, huge blasts of his spunk shooting down into her belly, some bubbling back up around his shaft into her mouth, letting her taste his seed. Though he didn't know if she could taste anything anymore. Her body was twitching and shaking, her eyes looking in two different directions. Her hands were twitching strangely, one arm hanging limp while the other bounced at her side. Her pussy was still splashing her juices, possibly in a third orgasm. A large pool had formed under her. Her shaking legs slid out as she slumped down, held up only by his grip on the dagger and his cock down her throat.

He ripped the blade free in one hard tug, blood splashing out of both sides of her head. Her body started to convulse even more. Letting go of her head entirely, she fell backwards, sliding off of his cock and collapsing onto the floor. She continued to twitch and tremble randomly. Riven blinked as he saw her pussy was not the only thing leaking. Her nipples had started to spurt a little milk, soaking into her fur. "Huh. Wonder if she was pregnant." He mused, not that it mattered now. He looked over at Caleb, who was still panting heavily and gripping his limp sister's hips. "You okay, man?"

The canine nodded. "Yeah... She's starting to loosen up a little."

Riven set the dagger down, only to move closer and grip the hilt of the sword still piercing Dillie's body. "I'll hold this. Go ahead and tug nice and hard." Caleb nodded, taking a few deep breaths, then pulling himself back. He grit his teeth as his sister's dead cunt still tried to hold onto him. Finally, his knot popped free, most of his cock coming out with it.

He cried out, only to let out a sigh of relief. "Ah... she was really squeezing me, even as the rest of her went limp." He pulled the rest of his shaft out, cum drooling out of her slit after him. He waited for Riven to pull the sword out of here before letting go of her hips. She slumped down to the floor, sliding off of the table to crumple at his feet. Her eyes were half-closed, but there was a happy expression on her lips. "Y'know, for as much as she complained, I think she enjoyed the game."

Riven nodded, glancing at the hare's still twitching body. "Yup. Steph definitely did."

Caleb chuckled. "I had a lot of fun, t-" His words ended abruptly as Riven suddenly swung the sword as hard as he could, cutting right through the canine's neck. His eyes went wide as his world tilted, his head rolling backwards off of his neck, only to thud onto the floor. His body reacted very differently, his still hard cock suddenly twitching. A moment later, it started to spurt hard, spraying a second load of cum hard enough to splash onto the table in front of him, though most landed on his sister's body. His legs shook, and gave out a second later, his body crumpling to the ground, landing beside Dillie's. His cock still spat more shots of his seed out as blood spurted in heavy arcs from his severed neck.

Riven crouched down, gently picking his friend's head up. "Sorry, man. You kinda got the rest of your team killed. That also deserves a punishment." He set the sword down so he could hold Caleb's head with both hands. The dragon looked into his eyes, seeing no hate in them. It seemed Caleb didn't mind. The light soon faded from his eyes, mouth going slack. Riven brought the boy's head down, rubbing his cock against the canine's slack tongue. "I'll be sure to let your parents know." He let out a soft moan as he pressed forward, using his friend's head to jerk himself off slowly. "Bet your mom'll be happy she can get knocked up again." He smirked. "Maybe she'll let me try to do it." It was pretty rare for dragons to breed with anything other than fellow dragons, but it wasn't unheard of.

"Guess I should call PopCon and have them come take all the bodies, too." He let out a soft moan. "Maybe they'll help me clean up, too. Dad hates when I leave messes like this." He moaned again, still bobbing the head back and forth. "Though he'll probably want a go at all your cold holes, too." He chuckled as he continued to fuck his friend's mouth. He'd probably have a go at one of those cold holes, too. He bet Steph's cunt was still clenching pretty wild, her body not yet dead. Though she would be soon enough. "I'll have to find another group to play with, too."

*     *     *
