TYRFING’S STORY, PART 1
The Sword Espeon turned on by beheading
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BACKSTORY
Tyrfing had always been a lonely pokemon. He was born in a daycare, his egg accidentally conceived from pokemons belonging to an elite trainer, and subsequently given to the facility as the trainer didn’t want to bother raising it.
The only true friend he ever made was a Pikachu, who was also being raised in the daycare. His friendship with this Pokemon allowed him to evolve into an espeon, and a powerful one at that, thanks to the genes inherited from the powerful parents he never met.
His life started going downhill when a very strict and enormously wealthy pokemon trainer purchased him. His trainer, if he can even be called that, viewed Tyrfing more as a puppet than a living being.
He grew enraged whenever Tyrfing showed any kind of emotion, expecting him to be a silent and emotionless puppet. His punishments were cruel and inhumane, and Tyrfing regularly suffered from the abuse of his master.
When Tyrfing grew to adulthood and started becoming uncontrollably aroused from being repressed, his owner forced him to take experimental drugs that would temporarily kill his sex drive. These pills had a horrifying side effect, slowly inhibiting Tyrfing’s ability to feel empathy or affection, turning him cold and uncaring. An empty porcelain doll for his owner's amusement, nothing more.
But Tyrfing was still a creature with powerful instincts and even the most expensive cocktail of drugs couldn't stop his urges forever. Eventually something had to give, and that was Tyrfing's sanity : still subjected to his natural desires but unable to relieve them, a deep frustration grew within the Espeon. A pokemon now unable to feel empathy, was becoming angry. A terrible mix, not helped by the fact that his body had started resisting the drug.
His master had no real friends, only sycophants and hangers on who sought to impress him, in hopes of money. One of those came calling to visit, bringing his own "perfect" pokemon to show off with.
A female Vulpix, who if her owner had ever bothered to pay any attention instead of making his servants take care of her, would have realized she was in heat. And he left her in a room, unattended and unsupervised with Tyrfing. Alone, his own desperate need driving him crazy, Tyrfing finally snapped, leaping on the female Vulpix in a desperate need to mate. At first she reciprocated, but Tyrfing's need was violent and rough, and interest quickly gave way to fear. She tried to fight back, biting and snapping as he continued rearing himself inside her.
Far beyond reason and desperate to stop her making noises that could interrupt his mating, Tyrfing used his powers to take an antique sword from the wall. He did the only thing he could think to do at that moment, too preoccupied in relieving himself to think clearly, and swung the blade clean through her neck to silence her, removing her head in a bloody mess.
What Tyrfing wasn't expecting however, is for her headless body to immediately tense up, locking his knot inside her and begin a series of powerful pulsing orgasms.
Tyrfing experienced his first ever climax as the headless vixen's body thrashed and shook wildly. He had never felt anything like it, pure ecstasy making his entire body tremble in joy.
Despite being half aware from the orgasm, his brain recorded every little detail of this experience;
The twitching anus of the decapitated female, the vaginal contraction from the intense orgasm that would never reach her head, the blood pouring out her severed neck as it produced grotesque squirting and gurgled noises, her legs trying to kick the ground but simply sliding on the wet parquet.
And overall, the divine pleasure of ejaculating, emptying his balls in a wet warm hole; the feeling was so intense and overwhelming after years of monotony pretending to be a doll, that it completely changed him, there was no going back: after tasting heaven, why would he even go back to the hell his master made him live?
And as he watched the vulpix's eyes frantically darting back and forth in her severed head, tongue hanging from the corner of her mouth, Tyrfing laughed like never before. The revelation that he was now free to do as he pleased made him very happy.
The vulpix’s eyes trembled, slowly dilating as death stopped her frantic moments and thoughts. Tyrfing had never seen a creature die, and as he pulled out from the headless corpse that took his virginity, he concluded that this was the best experience of his life.
He had to behead other Pokemons, to feel them tighten up like that again, he had to see their terrified faces, watch the light leave their eyes. Because it made him feel alive.
It was at this moment that he became an utterly deranged creature of uncontrollable violence that lived only to experience that feeling again by forcing himself on whatever he could catch and decapitate, no matter the gender or the specie.
The scene at the mansion was described by horrified witnesses as a scene of utter carnage with brains, blood and viscera coating the walls and ceilings. Everyone in the mansion decapitated, seemingly raped and viciously torn apart, almost as if destroyed from the inside out. The owner of the mansion himself was found, impaled upside down flayed apart, mouth and eye sockets filled with unusual pills.
As for Tyrfing, he vanished that day, a small and unimportant pet in the eyes of everyone in the mansion, and quickly forgotten.
But he is far from gone, now stalking the countryside, hunting and killing without remorse, seeking the pleasures he felt during his first time, the new meaning that made him feel alive.
TERRORIZING A TOWN
With his newfound unrestricted freedom, Tyrfing slaughtered without control, fucking one corpse after another and leaving a trail of headless pokemons behind his path.
After trainers found the remains of his carnages, the inhabitants of the small town near the forest where Tyrfing was living grew restless knowing a monster was living nearby.
It was only a matter of time before Tyrfing was identified as the culprit, after a trainer randomly caught the espeon in the act on a poor buneary, only managing to flee the deranged canine at the sacrifice of his entire team.
He became known as the sword Espeon because of the weapon he carries around with his mind powers, which he often uses to behead his victims. 
But slicing his victims heads off wasn’t the only way he killed them. He uses his psychic powers to crush, snap, tear or even explode the heads of his preys.
In fact, if he encounters a pokemon he feels threatened of, blowing it's head off is the first thing he’ll try, much like he did to a local trainer's high level cinccino: the human had come to put a stop to his madness, but practically as soon as he sent his pokemon out of her pokeball, her head turned from a cute yet angry face ready to kick ass, to a cloud of red paste splattering everywhere around her. She barely had time to register her enemy, her headless body still standing with a fighting stance and mildly twitching. 
Generally, Tyrfing preferred not to use this method, as he doesn't get to enjoy watching his victim's reaction. But here, he could have just as much fun watching the horrified face of the trainer, as his beloved pet fell forward on her knees, butt in the air and accidentally presenting her wet genitalia to her traumatized owner, unable to look away, her anus winking repeatedly as she started to relieve herself, peeing on her own curling toes.
After news that the strongest trainer of the town had failed to stop the sword espeon, the people decided that this creature was far too dangerous and pulled their resources to put a great bounty on the so called sword espeon.
This attracted a very powerful bounty hunter, who came prepared. He had a resilient reuniclus to defend him and a powerful houndoom to attack his target. He gathered information about the espeon, and thought of a plan to get to him; he wasn’t just strong, he was cunning. 
He decided to use a live bet: a female sylveon in heat,  trained to be as attractive as possible. Some would argue that this wasn’t ethical at all, but he didn’t care about pokemons – he was just in it for the money.
Usually she would seduce her targets and let them “rape” her, restraining them with her ribbons the moment they came so they would be too distracted from the orgasm to fight back the bounty hunter’s actual fighting team.
But the human knew this time she was going to be completely butchered, so he was a bit annoyed he’d have to find a replacement. He could attack before the espeon tried killing her, but even if she was pretty useful and good at her job, he decided her meager life wasn’t worth risking the effectiveness of the surprise attack: it worked best when the target couldn’t think from the orgasm, and he could easily get a new sylveon with the money of the bounty.
She was completely unaware of this however, and it wasn’t long before Tyrfing showed up. She happily squealed, acting cute and waving her butt and wet canine pussy in heat to attract the espeon. Internally, she was quite worried about that sword floating around her target, but she had a job to do and her own lust to quench.
Tyrfing didn’t need a lot of convincing, and was very excited about the idea of feeling a female clench again after decapitation while he was inside her.
He mounted her, humping wildly as soon as he was inside her. He never cared about his partners, so he was rough, but the sylveon didn’t mind, she was used to it.
After all, it was her job to attract powerful and dangerous pokemons and let them have their way with her until their brains are too foggy from orgasm to fight off her master’s Houndoom. In fact, she was quite proud of herself, being such an essential part of the team, and loved using her body to manipulate males. Even Houndoom, her master’s powerful and loyal pokemon, couldn’t resist doing favors for her in exchange for letting him relieve himself in her anus, a kink of his.
Or at least, that was what she was led to think. In reality, she was just a tool for them, houndoom only did favors for her to train her to think of sex as a weapon. In fact, the reason he fucked her only in the ass was because he’s into males. 
All this was lost on her, and she happily let the espeon use her body to her lust’s contempt, not knowing what was about to happen. Tyrfing was getting closer than he expected, the sylveon’s slut experience too good for him to keep going longer. If he wanted to ejaculate to the sensations of feeling her headless body tense up, he had to kill her now.
Moving his sword in for the kill, the Sylveon only had time to partially scream before her head fell off from her shoulders, face planting on the ground. She was in pain, but strangely, her brain seemed to have interpreted the swift severing of her nerves as a signal to orgasm, and so it wasn’t too painful. She felt her head float up, being picked up by the psychic powers of the espeon. He made her watch as her body was trembling in a peculiar way that she immediately recognized: it was also orgasming. However, it wasn’t long before the shudders of pleasure were replaced by a far more macabre sight, as mild twitch became intense shaking, her ribbons moving erratically like headless snakes, and her whole body rocking on the ground. Tyrfing quickly knotted her, or rather, the sylveon bucked her hips so hard on his crotch that it forced his knot inside her. Either way, the espeon looked like he was greatly enjoying the sensations, looking straight into the severed head’s eyes with a deranged smug look, moaning as he felt his climax coming, now unstoppable.
Sylveon was beyond scared. She didn’t want to die. This was more than a horrifying sight, it was a nightmare. She could tell looking at her killer’s face, he was truly enjoying this, ejaculating as he was making eye contact.
She internally screamed for help, for her master to come save her. Maybe he had an healing item that could save her, maybe he- CRUNCH
Oops, Tyrfing thought. His orgasm was so intense he had accidentally applied too much psychic powers on the severed head he was holding, and it splattered like a watermelon.
He wouldn’t get to see the light fading from her eyes, but he didn’t really care. If he really wanted, there was still a severed eyeball lying in the grass. But as his mind drowned in the pleasure of gore and sex, an attack came his way, and he wasn’t prepared for it. An explosion sent his body flying, still knotted inside the trashing corpse. He started to panic, seeing that he had been injured a fair amount, but he was still tied and the corpse was holding him down.
“Looks like that bitch accomplished her purpose.” a voice echoed all around him, but he couldn’t see where it came from with the smoke of the explosion. 
He tried tugging his dick out from the still quivering pussy to no avail, just as another attack came from the smoke, this time a powerful flamethrower move that burned everything in it’s path. Tyrfing used his psychic powers to shield himself from the flames, but it still felt very suffocating. 
Opening his eyes, he saw the sylveon’s headless corpse had turned black like coal, her fur completely burned, exposing her charred flesh. She was no longer twitching. 
For the first time in his life, Tyrfing was scared. His mind raced: had he not put a barrier, this is what he would have become. Had he not fucked that sylveon, he wouldn’t be in this situation. He should have been more careful, he shouldn’t have killed so recklessly. He thought he was free, that he could do whatever he wanted because he was strong, but that was an illusion.
Reality had come back to bite him, and now, he was in front of someone stronger than him. Thankfully, his panic managed to make his dick softer, and he could finally pull it out the relaxed pussy which was starting to feel like an oven due to the fire spreading on the corpse.
Tyrfing immediately jumped high in the air, avoiding yet another blast of fire, which carbonized the decapitated sylveon into an even more unrecognizable mess of burning flesh and exposed bones.
Looking in front of him, Tyrfing finally saw the houndoom that was attacking him. He tried using psychic energy to behead him, but to his surprise, it barely affected him. “Never fought a dark type, you psychic mutt?”
Tyrfing didn’t understand. Were dark types immune to his powers ? But he had no problem killing that sleeping umbreon a few weeks ago! Then it clicked: He hadn’t actually killed the umbreon directly with his psychic powers, he had used his sword to slice his head off!
Tyrfing looked around, searching for his sword, but houndoom would not make it easy, firing a shadow ball toward the espeon, who decided to run to the side and avoid it rather than shield himself with psychic powers. Who knows if it would have even worked?
The houndoom ran after him, taunting Tyrfing as he did so “Ya like wetting your dick in corpses, but when death comes you run from it?”
Tyrfing ignored him, finally finding his beloved weapon, throwing it toward his pursuer with his mind powers. But it stopped mid air before reaching him, and was flung several hundred meters deeper in the forest.
It was the bounty hunter’s reuniclus, who was standing by near the human in a tree close by. The espeon internally cried: two against one, and he can’t use his psychic powers to defeat them! This is hopeless. 
As if reading his mind, a voice echoed in his head “Surrender. You are strong, but you have lost. Our master could use someone like you.”
The houndoom had halted his chase, as if waiting for an answer. The reuniclus was reading Tyrfing’s mind, and would give the order to attack if it would seem he was going to refuse.
The espeon didn’t even take time to consider the offer, and lashed out toward the tree with a powerful psychic attack. The reuniclus protected it’s master from direct impacts, but the base of the tree was destroyed, making the human fall and forcing the reuniclus’s attention on helping him.
Unfortunately for Tyrfing, the houndoom’s attention was still fully on his target, and resumed chasing the Espeon, who ran toward the trees. Houndoom prepared to fire a flamethrower toward it, but by now, Tyrfing had figured what countermeasure was effective against opponents immune to his psychic powers: the environment. 
If he could not attack him directly, he’d just have to attack around. Tyrfing concentrated all his psychic energy on the ground under him. It was just like blowing a head off, but far more intense: and when the houndoom stepped on it right after, Tyrfing let out his psychic energy, detonating the floor where his pursuer was standing, sending him flying along with dirt and rocks.
Tyrfing didn’t look back to see if he was successful, and just kept running, as fast and far as he could. He had heard a cry of pain from the houndoom, so he hoped to have at least gained some time, running in the direction where his sword had been flung to, and thankfully managing to pick it up. 
But he never stopped running. This wasn’t a fight he could win, and he desperately wanted to live. He kept going for hours, until the sun had set, until his body could barely stay upright. He collapsed in a small cave, closing it off with a boulder, just in case.
---
When he woke up, he immediately jumped upright, scanning around: but he was alone, exactly where he had fallen unconscious. They hadn’t found him. Tyrfing left out a sight: in the end, he probably did injure the houndoom, maybe he even killed him, although he doubted that.
Tyrfing realized he didn’t really care about it, all that mattered was that he was fine. He left the cave, and was greeted by a passing buneary. He didn’t greet back, instead looking at it intensely.
The buneary thought aloud that he was a creep, and promptly left, not realizing that if it had met this espeon just one day ago, it’d be in several pieces by now.
But Tyrfing had changed; almost losing his life had made him realize just how much he wanted to live. He had been free from his old master’s hell for just a month, and there was so much he had yet to do, a whole world to explore! 
So he couldn’t just go around killing anything on sight, as fun as it was; it would eventually bring attention to himself, and he now realized he wasn’t the strongest in the world. And that world, he wanted to know more about it, to see what was out there. 
This was the day Tyrfing stopped being a simple mindless killer, turning into a more thoughtful psychopath. He did not return to that town, instead beginning his journey of traveling the world by going in random directions, where he felt was interesting. And while he now refrained from killing every Pokemon that crossed his path, he still spread death wherever he went, for he was still a killer.
TRAVELING THE WORLD
His travels allowed him to meet and subsequently rape and kill many new species of Pokemons, which made Tyrfing dream of snuffing every pokemons species ever. It felt good to have a long term goal, a dream to achieve. 
There was another good thing he also discovered. It was just curiosity that led him to try, but he ended up riding the cock of a male nickit that he had just beheaded; he was twitching weakly on his back, his cock fully erect like a pillar, and after months of being the one to fuck, he wondered what it was like to be fucked: Quite enjoyable, he found out. 
It was the first time he had ejaculated without putting his dick in a hole. He still was a top, but now he sometimes felt like being the one to be penetrated. 
His tastes in sex wasn’t the only thing that evolved : now that he was killing a lot less Pokemons than before, he took more time with his victims; not in the sense that he was killing them slower, but rather that he now liked to play games with them: acting friendly before going wild on them, or making them think there was a way to escape, or in some cases pretending he’d spare them if they did as he asked.
That’s how he ended up getting knotted for the first time in his life, by a male growlithe whom he promised to let go if he could make him cum by penetrating his ass. Unfortunately for him, even if Tyrfing was telling the truth about sparing his life, the virgin growlithe ended up ejaculating too soon due to his inexperience and lack of endurance, failing to please Tyrfing. 
Not that it really mattered, as the espeon had no intention of letting him go, his original plan being to slice the dog’s head off right before reaching his own climax.
Instead, he ended up tearing the poor canine’s head off with his psychic powers as he was begging to be given another chance, planning to finish the job by masturbating himself with psychic powers using the throat hole of his severed head. But his powers failed him, concentration breaking as the headless body started going wild, trashing violently and most importantly rocking it’s hips intensely, pounding the espeon’s ass while still ejaculating in his anus.
Tyrfing had never been on the receiving end during rough sex, let alone be knotted, and he quickly came straight on the growlithe’s severed head, still aware and beyond shocked of seeing his  headless body pleasing his own killer.
A really pleasing experience, that ended with the deranged espeon intently making eye contact with the severed head while moaning as life left his poor victim’s eyes: one of his favorite part. 
As he waited for his “partner” to stop ejaculating inside him and untie, Tyrfing thought about his new life, smiling. True, he had to limit his murderous impulsions to stop himself from killing too many pokemons, but overall he was happier than before, thinking that traveling the world was the best decision he had made.
In just a few months since he left that town, he had seen so many interesting things, learned a ton about how big the world was, and tasted many new pleasures.
One new thing he recently discovered and enjoyed, was the simple pleasure of sunbathing on the beach. In fact, that’s where he was going, getting up from his dead partner, a loud pop echoing as the corpse’s dick left the espeon’s tail hole, cum dripping from it.
He wanted to go to the beach anyway, to clean himself a bit. The sky was pretty clear too, so this was the perfect day to enjoy the sea. He leisurely walked toward his destination, leaving the decapitated corpse behind; it was fairly out of sight in a hollow bush, so he figured he might come back to it later if it’s not found. After all, he technically took the espeon’s anal virginity, so it’s only fair the espeon does as much.
When the espeon arrived at the beach, his good mood peaked as the warm sand relaxed his paws, and the sound of the wave crashing down felt pleasant. He wasn’t the only Pokemon around, spotting some native seels and dewgongs, and a few visitors like himself who came to relax on the beach. 
A delcatty here, a glameow there or even a furret. No humans in sight, as this was a remote place. A perfect place to relax then. Getting in the water wasn’t Tyrfing’s favorite part, as it was cold, but it only made the part where he sunbathed all the more relaxing.
After an hour or two enjoying this innocent activity, Tyrfing got awoken from his power nap by familiar sounds. They weren’t super close, but the wind was pushing pokemon voices toward the espeon.
Well, he had lazed enough, so he decided it was time to leave the beach, but not before investigating the source of the sound that woke him up.
Sure enough, he had recognized the familiar sound of pokemon mating, probably the dewgongs again. He had already seen them mate, being sea creatures they didn’t feel shy doing it on the beach for everyone to see. Yet this felt more familiar somehow, and when he left the sandy part to go behind a rock, he understood why he recognized that sound: it was another male espeon, moaning on top of another espeon. Their tails were entangling in some sort of affectionate display. With how slow the penetrating espeon was, it was clear he cared about his partner, and perhaps they were just going slow to enjoy the intimacy of one another as long as possible. In any case, their cute display of affection swiftly ended with Tyrfing walking in on them, violently twisting and ripping both their heads off with telekinesis and throwing them into the sea. Their bodies reacted immediately by tensing into one another, the top one bucking his hip so hard into the bottom’s espeon rear that his knot entered with a wet pop while he stood on his two legs. They then both fell on their sides, and began to trash intensely, their tails no longer tangled, the bodies moving without love or intent, just reflexes and random nerves going off.
Raw instincts seemed to have taken over the penetrating espeon as his body very roughly humped his headless mate, cum loudly spurting out of the tied hole, as if this was his body’s last attempt at reproducing… too bad it all went into a trashing headless corpse.
Tyrfing didn’t bother watching the rest, he turned back toward the beach, the sound of clapping still echoing and even more intensely than when he arrived, but this time accompanied by gurgles instead of moaning. The beach wasn’t feeling fun anymore, so he left.
He went to a nearby human town instead to change his mind. Tyrfing didn’t like them, but they were a pretty entertaining specie. They had access to knowledge and food he couldn’t find in the wild. Of course, he had learned to act normal in such places, as killing a human or their pokemon would get him hunted down again.
He got himself an ice cream (well, more like, he stole it from a kid), and climbed up a tree to watch the humans and their pokemons. He made mental notes of each pokemon he saw, thinking if he ever fucked one before, and trying to imagine it without a head.
As he enjoyed his ice cream, a starly landed next to him. The espeon never paid such weak pokemons attention, but this one was looking at him rather intently, so he turned around to see.
It seemed angry, and had recently cried, given it’s wet eyes.
“I.. Why? Why did you kill them? I saw what you did.” she started speaking.
The espeon didn’t immediately answer, continuing to savor his ice cream.
“You saw what I did and you came to talk? Are you stupid or something?”
The starly flinched a little, but it would take more to make her leave.
“I know you won’t attack me in front of the humans. I.. I need to know why you did that. It was so upsetting to witness. I need to know.”, continued the starly. She often spied on the espeons when they came to the beach to mate, and was masturbating earlier as the couple was going at it, but got seriously traumatized watching their sudden and gruesome deaths. Even worse, her climax was building up right before their demise, and she couldn’t help but orgasm as their headless bodies were trashing around. Even after Tyrfing left, she kept staring at their corpses until they finally stop moving. Her traumatized mind needed answers. She managed to find the killer, and figured he wouldn’t attack her in front of humans, but…
“That ice cream was delicious, I wonder if you taste any better?” Tyrfing said, looking at her.
She realized that it was a mistake coming here, and her curiosity got the better of her. She quickly tried thinking of a way to get out of this situation, but before she realized, the espeon’s mouth was right next to her head, and he chomped it off without mercy.
Her headless body went wild and started flapping, her claws clenching and flexing up and down. Eventually, she fell off the tree into the ground below, and Tyrfing decided to leave before anyone noticed.
Despite having been bothered while eating an ice cream, he was happy with this kill: he had never chomped a pokemon’s head off before. It was surprisingly tasty, but not as much as an ice cream. This new kill method got him quite horny again, and so he went back to the growlithe he had snuffed earlier to use his anus. There was something hot to Tyrfing about the idea of fucking a Pokemon in the ass after he fucked him.
This journey sure was interesting, with all the new things and experiences Tyrfing got to try. He found himself in a much better mindset than when he was just going wild on any pokemon near that town. He felt like he appreciated more what life had to offer, with the small pleasures of sunbathing, ice creams, and other activities unrelated to sex and gore.
There were even some days where he traveled so much that he didn’t kill anyone. It would almost seem like he was on a somewhat better path, but a killer is still a killer, even if he isn’t always killing. And Tyrfing didn’t have as much control as he thought he had...
RESURGING MEMORIES
A male vulpix and female pikachu couple were happily coming back to their nest after a chill day of collecting berries and having sex, trotting without a care in the world.
This was an odd pair for sure, but it worked out great for both of them; this vulpix was far more sexually active than average for his specie, so having a rodent as a mate was greatly beneficial, since they were a lot more sexually active than canines. And this pikachu was weaker than the average, so having a strong male to protect her that could one day evolve into a powerful Ninetales allowed her to live in peace knowing she was safe around him.
Unfortunately, this safety was but an illusion; they had never met a strong opponent, they had never met Tyrfing. He was sitting in the grass right in their path, his antique sword right next to him as he enjoyed the warm breeze of summer.  He wasn’t planning on snuffing anyone today; he had traveled all day, and was feeling a bit tired, so he calmly rested while eating some berries.
However… When the couple passed by him, his mind went wild as he looked at them: A vulpix. Just like that Day. Where everything changed, where he became free from the humans. Those humans, who made him sit around all day doing NOTHING. 
Madness took over him, as flashbacks of his previous life came to him, why was he sitting in this field, doing nothing? A severed vulpix head flashed in his mind, the first life he took, the first time he came. There was no going back.
Everything went fast, his psychic powers triggering by reflex, and the antique sword next to him went flying toward the couple. The female pikachu was the first to notice, pushing away the vulpix, and getting her arm and torso injured in the process.
She fell on her belly from the pain, but thanks to her, he avoided a lethal strike, and immediately charged a fire move to fight back. But he was no match for the psycho espeon who had already killed thousands of pokemons, and the sword came flying back from behind, sending his head flying several meters in front of him. The pikachu screamed in horror witnessing her mate’s decapitated body stiffened like a scared goat while loudly gurgling, before falling on his side, blood pouring on his right arm which extended as if trying to catch his rolling head.
The scream brought back Tyrfing to his senses, realizing what he had done. It wasn’t the first time he had lost control and killed like this, and usually he wouldn’t care, but this time, he felt upset.
Not too far from the convulsing vulpix, lied the injured pikachu. She was petrified from the gory sight of her mate getting decapitated, unable to process why it’s brainless body was still moving. It would have been even worse had he fallen on his other side, as it would have allowed her to also see that he was ejaculating on himself, his unusually high sex drive still as potent even while missing a head. She looked too injured to run away or defend herself, so it would be a really easy kill for Tyrfing. Physically, that is. However, mentally, he was faced with a part of himself he didn’t want to acknowledge : his past.
If Vulpix reminded him of the hell he lived with the humans, then Pikachu reminded him of the happiness of his childhood, innocent times when he was still a naive eevee in a daycare, playing with his best friend pikachu.
As he looked at the crying female, he couldn’t help but think of Him, the friend that always understood him, and whose friendship allowed Tyrfing to evolve into a powerful Espeon. What had he become ? What would his childhood friend think of him now ? For the first time in his new life, Tyrfing felt conflicted over killing someone.
He looked intensely at her for some time as she sobbed in silence, her eyes looking back and forth between her decapitated mate, his killer, and his severed head. She thought she was about to die too, but the Espeon just stared, lost in his internal conflict.
“I shouldn’t kill her. Not a pikachu. What if it was Him? Would I do it? This is wrong. But I’ve never snuffed a Pikachu, I wonder how her pussy feels like. No, I shouldn’t. Well, I kind of ruined her life already, she looks so sad. It would be a mercy to kill her. But it doesn’t feel right. Yet I could make it quick and painless. She’s lost some blood already, a decapitation would finish her off very quickly. I would see her beautiful neck hole. Why is it so hard to decide? She’s not Him, she’s just.. a toy, right? Yeah… just like all of them, my sex toys!”
In the end, Tyrfing’s morbid lust had decided for him: his own body had grown an erection while he was thinking, influencing his choice and sealing the pikachu’s fate. He felt weak for falling to such instincts, but his entire body was getting hot, excited for what was to come. Using his psychic powers, he picked up his sword, and slashed down at the pikachu, who had accepted her fate sadly. She offered no resistance, not that she could in the first place, and her head rolled forward, gazing at the bright cloudy sky, life quickly fading out.
Her body ironically looked a bit more lively, her tail swigging rapidly as her whole body trembled while bleeding profusely. Tyrfing didn’t waste any time, going behind her and pushing her tail down to get a better view of her female parts. Her pussy was relaxed, unlike her anus which was contracting every few seconds. Piss started flowing out of her relaxed hole, before increasing in intensity and creating a stream that arched out of her onto the grass.
This didn’t stop the espeon from inserting his penis in the still peeing hole, enjoying the warm sensation and humping with fervor and passion. Her pussy felt great and tight, but wasn’t the best compared to what he was used to; her body didn’t trash and was barely twitching, so it was understandably less intense than usual.
Not every pokemon were as violent in death as her vulpix mate, but that’s alright, Tyrfing knew another way to have fun. He unmounted the headless pikachu, her pussy left wide and wet, urine and pre drooling from it. He went around, toward the bloody trunk between her shoulders; she wasn’t bleeding anymore, her heart having stopped some time ago, but blood was still dripping from her exposed arteries.
Tyrfing felt hot once again from the gory sight of a severed neck, his horny body demanding release, and just in front of him, her bloody throat hole was the perfect place to empty his balls.
He humped the pikachu once more, his time less roughly than in her pussy, he was close to release, and he wanted to make the pleasure last as long as possible. And after enjoying feeling his dick sliding within her tight esophagus, he humped one last time as he came inside her digestive organs in a powerful orgasm. 
This felt great. It was so hot. Such pleasure… Followed by regret. Just like with the vulpix, he lost control of himself. But this time, he was fully aware. It wasn’t a mindless murder, he killed her for self gratification. Mercy? No, he was just giving himself an excuse.
Tyrfing pulled out, his semen drooling out of the severed throat. His body had been pleasured, but his mind was not. He looked around, clouds covering the setting sun, obscuring the world. 
He was done here. Picking his sword up, he didn’t dare looking back at the mess he made, leaving the sullied rodent right next to her headless lover. He wasn’t running away from a crime; he was running away from his actions. Why does he care so much if he can’t feel empathy? Or maybe he can? He doesn’t know. He doesn’t want to know. He just wants to be free and feel good. 
It took him a few days to recover and go back to his usual happy murderous self. He quietly decided that from now on, he would never again kill a pikachu, so he would not have to think about the part of himself that can still feel emotions.
