


Chapter 7: Organized Crime
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	Mason stood with his hands in his hoodie’s pockets, as he contemplated the large, battered garage door in front of him. With the dawn-time sun at his back, his shadow stretched up across the door like some kind of towering, cowled monster, and he wasn’t sure he appreciated the association.
	“You’re really not going to tell me anything, right?” Mason asked.
	The calico cat riding on his shoulder snorted at him, and then squished a paw into one of her cheeks as she sneered sidelong at the handsome, dark-haired man. “Ha! You may as well try here instead. I won’t be answering your questions any time soon.”
	“Right. That’s what I figured.” Mason sighed, heavily, and then he reached down and grabbed the hunk of rope that served as the garage door’s handle. He heaved on it, and the door opened upwards with a rusty squeal, revealing a large, dark gym inside. 
What little of the interior Mason could see looked pretty decked out, with large padded mats, free-weight racks, and several training machines he didn’t recognize. Right at the back, he could just barely make out the ropes of a raised boxing ring. At one point it was probably a pretty active gym, Mason thought - but the racks of mock spears, swords, and other weapons along the bricked right wall indicated that it hadn’t just been a boxing gym.
With the lights off, Mason felt a little nervous as he stepped inside. “Hello?”
There was no answer. This…this was definitely the correct address, right? Erica had sent it to him specifically, and he’d checked it repeatedly on the way over! He swallowed, resisting the urge to doubt himself for just a moment longer, and then he scowled and dug a hand into his back pocket. With a sharp tug, he pulled out his brand new phone. He finally had one, thanks to DC yelling at him to finally go pick one up.
Mason fumbled with the thing, awkwardly navigating the messages inside as he looked up the address again. Dumb fancy phones! Weirdly he was better at using Dana’s than this new one, and-
His fingers tapped something wrong, and a long, obnoxious wake-up alarm came bleating out of the phone. He recoiled with a little ugh of shock, his hands twitching as he tried to figure out what he’d done. It was SO loud!
“It amazes me that someone from your generation is this bad with a smartphone.” Mason yelped and nearly dropped his phone, as Erica’s voice came drifting out of the shadows that dominated most of the gym’s interior. He viciously stabbed at the phone with a finger, and managed to cut off the alarm. “Even I don’t have that much trouble with them.”
“Yeah, well,” Mason deflected lamely, as he stuffed the phone into his hoodie. He looked up as he got it stashed away in a thankfully soundless state, and then his eyes twitched as he watched Erica slowly step out into the light. Thick, juicy thighs that rippled with just the right amount of supple, squeezable muscle bounced forwards, with the skintight black-blue workout pants molded around them glistening in the morning light.
	With each step she took, her calves flexed and an answering bounce rushed up through her thighs and jiggled her thick, tightly toned ass up into bimbo-pop roundness behind her. Her ass was so thick that her workout pants didn’t quite contain either rippling ass cheek, as just the upper edge of both shone through above its hem. Broad, shapely hips stretched the elastic of her pants tight across them, as rock hard six-pack abs rolled in clenching waves from side, to side, with every hip-swaying step.
	Massive, overstuffed tits bounced above her abs, their plump mountains sloshing up and down in the tight, zipped-up workout top she had on. There was a faint sheen of sweat on her lightly tanned tits, with a few drops of it slipping down to gather in her full, jiggly cleavage. She did have a short jogging jacket on - which would have improved her modesty if it wasn’t unzipped. As it was, it clung to her muscular arms and hung down on her back, and did nothing to hide the massive, heaving breasts bouncing on her chest.
	As usual, her eyes were hidden behind a black set of visor-style shades, which themselves were tucked up beneath a battered Goldfield Gibbons baseball cap. Only a collector could love that cap, considering how bad the Gibbons were…but there was something else odd about her, besides that. Her long black hair had several streaks of silver in it, now, one lock of which had escaped her cap and hung down to accent her gorgeous, full-lipped features.
	Mason stared at her, slack-jawed and dumbfounded. Was she this hot, before? He did not remember feeling the urge to stare being this strong last time he saw her. Even just watching her fat, glistening brown lips work against each other was sort of mesmerizing.
	“-so?” Mason jumped, as he realized she’d been talking the whole time he was gawking at her. She rolled her hips to one side and shoved her hands into the pockets of her jogging jacket, unleashing an explosive jiggle of overstuffed breast as she waited for him to speak up.
	“Uh…huh?” Mason tried. He had a 65% success rate just pretending he was surprised, after he missed what someone had said to him. 
	This instance wasn’t in that 65%. Erica narrowed her eyes behind her glasses, and frowned at him. Her gym had produced six of the most dangerous practical hand to hand fighters in the western hemisphere, and this guy was just spacing out in its hallowed halls? How disrespectful. “I asked if you’re here to train.”
	Mason thought for a second, and then nodded. “I’m willing to give it a shot, yeah. That’s not the main reason I’m here, though. I’ve got questions - about my powers, and about everything going crazy around town when it all seemed normal, before.”
	“Those questions aren’t unrelated,” she said, as she pointed to an empty bench near the garage door. “Toss off your coat. We’ll talk while I put your through your paces.”
	Cass hopped off of Mason’s shoulder and settled atop a pile of old boxes, as he did as he’d been asked. The second his hoodie was off, he regretted it. The gym was totally unheated, and it was cold out. The whole place was freezing!
	Erica, on the other hand, didn’t regret Mason taking his hoodie off at all. Her eyes widened in surprise, as she instinctively traced the hard, powerfully defined muscle bulging through the wife-beater he’d had on underneath. She’d known he was in good shape, but not to this extent. Dana's extreme workouts coupled with Mason finally having enough money to routinely eat high-protein food had packed muscle onto his body. He wasn’t bulky like a body builder who was only concerned with mass, either; his frame had been properly layered with functional muscle, and all that muscle was built to be flexible, strong, and high-stamina. 
Somehow, he’d built a body that was practically ideal for learning how to fight. 
As she got him to work on a speed bag to check how his body moved, Erica couldn’t help but marvel at the fact that some small-town girl had managed to sculpt a bum like Mason into such a masterpiece. “Good speed, but tuck your elbows in and loosen up your wrists.”
“Got it.” Mason adjusted his posture and felt some difference, but he didn’t really know enough about boxing to say what it was. “So, about what I asked?”
His question bounced off of Erica’s head, as she caught herself staring into the hard, perfect, rippling muscles in Mason’s back. She shook herself, and looked off to one side. “Fine. Ease into your questions, kid - but don’t expect me to have all the answers. I only know so much about your side of things, even though I worked in the dark world for decades.”
“What’s that supposed to mean-whoa!” Mason jerked in surprise as she grabbed him by a heavy, rock-hard bicep, and steered him over towards a weight bench. He sat down, as she loaded a lot of weight on the bar. “Uh. I usually stick to 245.”
“You can do 285.” She stared him straight in the eye, as she slammed an extra twenty pounds onto both sides of the bar. She was right; Mason could do that much weight, but not for long! “And I’m talking about the stuff you’ve gotten involved with. Ghosts, monsters, cursed objects - the ‘dark world’ that normal people usually don’t survive seeing, if they see it at all.”
Mason hissed through clenched teeth as he started a set of bench presses, and Erica’s mind went blank as she watched his powerful, defined pecks flex. She gulped, and shook herself out of it, again. “In the dark world, there are a lot of rumors about your family. The Darks are pretty famous.”
Mason racked his bar just as he was starting to wear down, and looked up at the voluptuous, fit, dark-haired woman standing beside him. She’d folded her arms beneath her tits, which squished them out so much that he could barely make eye contact over them. It was almost easier to stare into her narrow, muscular waist, but that wouldn’t have been appropriate. “What kinds of rumors?”
“The kind that makes it sound like if the Dark family shows up, you’re screwed.” Erica beckoned him up with a finger flick, and he followed her out onto the mats. It took real restraint not to stare, as her ass bounced and wiggled right in front of him, but that restraint was the only reason he didn’t immediately get a broken nose. 
Without warning, she spun around and sent a fist flying towards his face! He barely managed to duck his head out of the way, only for a sharp left hook to smack him in the cheek as he backed off! She snorted, as he winced in pain. “Your body is already better trained than I could manage, but you’ve got no sense for how to fight. C’mere…let me show you how to use what you’ve got.”
What, by sucker punching him out of the blue? Mason scowled at her irritably, and put up his fists. “Fine, but you haven’t exactly gone into detail about what you’ve heard about my family.”
Her fists shot out so fast that Mason couldn’t really even block them, as she batted him around like a cheap chew toy. Of course, from Erica’s perspective, she was actually being gentle. “In the dark world, your family is known for beating the everloving crap out of anything that acts up. Werewolves, vampires, demons - whatever, if it’s acting like a monster and the Darks spot it, it’s going in the ground. The golden rule in the dark world is that if a Dark is around, you keep your head down and don’t step out of line.”
“Ever since your old man kicked the bucket, people have stopped treading so carefully.” She punched him in the face, gut, and ribs in quick succession, and sent Mason staggering to one side in so much pain that he barely heard what she was saying! “Monsters? Sure, they didn’t change. Those crazy things were always active, but with no Dark around, even cults and groups of higher-thinking creatures like dark elves have had the gall to show themselves.”
He rounded on her, his face contorted in a mix of anger and pain, and Erica coughed into a fist, quickly. “Try throwing a few punches for a change. I won’t hit back.”
Mason was more than happy to comply, but every punch he threw out hit either empty air, or was easily shoved aside with the palms of her hands. After the tenth punch, she caught his arm and locked it, forcing Mason to stand up on tip-toe as he tried to keep his elbow from snapping! “AGH!”
“Your form is garbage, kid.” She hissed, and shoved him back, sending Mason staggering away again. Before he even regained his balance, she had a hand on his shoulder and was kicking his legs into position! He yelped as she forced him to square up properly. “Punch!”
“Not like that!” She snarled when he punched, and then immediately dug her fingers into his extended arm! He cried out as she savagely readjusted his entire limb, and forced him through the motions of a proper, unscrewing punch. “Like this. Put your shoulder, hip, and legs all behind it. A punch with no support is like being slapped by a puppy. Do it again!”
As Mason did his best to throw out punches that met Erica’s standard, she slowly paced around him. Her huge, rippling curves bouncing around in plain view already made it hard enough to focus, and then on top of that she started to lecture him! “The point of a punch in any practical fight is to hit someone somewhere it’s going to fuck them up, without breaking your hand in the process. Aim for the ribs, belly, groin, anywhere with soft tissue that doesn’t have any anchored bone protecting it.”
“Don’t try to hit the face head-on.” She caught his wrist suddenly, and then forced his fingers open, revealing the hard, calloused palm they’d been curled against. “If you need to go head on with the face, use a hard open palm. Scramble the brains without cracking your knuckles. If you have to punch? Hit the sit of the jaw. Let their neck absorb the blow so your fingers make it out intact, and you’ll hopefully concuss the bastard you’re up against.”
	“Avoid the shoulders, arms, upper ribs, and legs.” She tapped her own body to show where not to hit, and then demonstrated the angles to attack her joints from. “Elbow and knee joints are fine to hit from the sides, but the other bits there are just going to hurt you as much as you hurt them.” 
	Mason winced. “Sure, I think I understand, but…I get the feeling I shouldn’t try that on you.”
	“Ha. Look at you, thinking ahead.” She snorted, and beckoned him towards her, again. “Come give it a shot. I promise, you won’t even touch me, so go as hard as you can.”
	Mason threw himself into it, using the barely fifteen minutes of instruction he’d received to try to tag an experienced fighter. Understandably, he did not succeed. In fact, he was so far off from actually hitting Erica’s toned, luscious body, that she had time to talk. “I sort of feel like you could put some kinda superpower in your fists. Darks have that, you know? That gun of yours just channels the superhuman power you already have, so there’s no reason you can’t do the same thing with your fists, too.”
	“Right…and I could throw a bullet at someone, too, but that doesn’t mean it’s the same thing as shooting it out of a gun,” Mason argued, as he tried and horribly failed to kick out one of her knees. Somehow, she slipped around behind him in the second he tried to attack her.
	“I think it’s pretty realistic for you to try it, at least,” Erica smirked back, as she landed a firm blow in his side, and sent Mason staggering back. “There are old rumors about your dad once beating a troll to death with his bare hands - and kid, even if you hit a troll with a wrecking ball, it isn’t going to die if there’s no supernatural power behind it. Those bastards can heal from just about anything.”
	Wheezing, Mason looked back over a shoulder at her. He shrugged his head to one side. “Okay, maybe…you’ve got…a point. But I don’t know how to do that.”
	A wide, violent-looking grin spread across Erica’s beautiful features. She slowly raised a hand and snapped it open, popping every single knuckle in sequence, terrifyingly! “Right! Which is why for now, I’m just going to beat the basics into you until you can do them in your sleep.”
	Mason’s right eye twitched.
	Coming here had definitely been a mistake.


Water cascaded down Mason’s naked chest as he splashed himself with a whole bucket of water, and then drank whatever hadn’t doused his overheated body. He no longer questioned why the gym didn’t have a heater. Splashing himself with icy water was heaven, after getting totally exhausted working out with Erica!
“You’ve got a long way to go, kid,” Erica called out, as she leaned her left hip against the plain-topped counter next to Mason. They were in a small kitchen, which was built into the side of the gym. Calling it a kitchen was almost too much; aside from a pair of small counters, there was nothing but a tiny fridge, a sink, and enough floor space to reach both. That was it - which explained why Erica was standing so close that she could feel the heat pouring off of Mason’s gorgeous, muscular body. She had to stop herself from biting her lower lip.
Throughout the rest of their morning training session, Erica had told Mason most of what she knew. She’d told him about the strange, terrible fear she’d felt towards him in the past, and the unknown power she believed was behind it. Hearing that was pretty alarming, for Mason, but at the same time that power had helped him save DC. Of course, that wasn’t half as alarming as Erica’s description of the dark world as a whole.
The dark world was, from Erica’s perspective, a terrifying underworld filled with various inhuman monsters. Crime syndicates, assassins, demonic cults and everything in between…it all existed, like a cancer hidden beneath healthy cells. Hearing her describe how they functioned, by using humans as fodder, stooges, and pets…it really drove home just how messed up things really were. He’d only seen two groups like that for himself, and both of them had been bad. Was there even a way to deal with a whole underworld full of groups like the bank’s dark elves?
Erica watched Mason, as he stared pensively into the empty bucket in his hands. A droplet of water dripped off his chin, as the late morning light glinted off of his hair, and shone on the edges of his hard, perfectly defined muscles. She had something else important to tell him…but she could stare for a bit longer, right? There was no harm in just admiring-
“Recently!” Erica cut her own train of thought short, as she stood up straight. He twitched around to face her, as her luscious curves sloshed in place. “I’ve heard a few rumors about a new group moving into Golfeild’s dark world.”
Mason’s body tensed. “What, more monsters?”
“Worse.” She scowled, and folded her arms up beneath her huge heaving tits, once more. “Gangsters.”
For a second Mason just stared at her, as his brain tried to switch gears from werewolves and demons to something way, way more normal. The reality took a solid three seconds to sink in. “W…WHAT? Gangsters? The kind with GUNS?”
“Oh, so you know what that is? Nice. You had me going for second there, with that weird pause.” Erica smirked at him, and then she cocked her head to one side, and let her smile slip. “But these obviously aren’t normal gangsters. They’ll have guns, but they’ll also be part of the dark world - the world where your power is strongest. You’ll have ways of dealing with them, if it comes down to that.”
“The guns aren’t the real issue, either. These gangsters aren’t just trying to acquire territory or set up a ring, here. Word is, their boss is somebody real dangerous,” Erica’s eyes glowed behind her glasses, as she flicked up a finger. “Somebody who has the guts to go after something that’s too public for darkworld thugs to usually risk attacking.”
Mason was only half-following what she was saying, but that last part made sense. His eyes tightened, and he set the bucket down. “In other words, they’re going after someone human and high-profile.”
“Bingo.” She snapped her fingers, and swayed her supple, toned hips to one side, grinding her thighs together and wiggling her ass in the process. “Word online is, they’re after Channel 13 News.”


Channel 13 was Goldfield’s local broadcasting and newspaper company. Technically, it wasn’t the company; there were a few others in the city, but they all used the Channel 13 building for their broadcasts, too. Thus, Goldfield’s news scene was much less outright competition between journalists, and much more of a friendly rivalry that took advantage of Channel 13’s comparatively great success.
As a result, Channel 13 could be thought of as a little media conglomerate that controlled basically all of the city’s media. News broadcasts, radio, the paper, even youtubers who handled news locally...all of them were associated with Channel 13. Now, that in and of itself was enough to make Mason slightly suspicious about how well put together a lousy local news channel was, but he'd never had any reason to get overly involved with them directly. Nothing had suggested to him that there was anything supernatural at channel 13.
As Mason sat in a diner across the street from the Channel 13 building, he wasn’t so sure that was true, anymore. 
Looking at the building was sort of like looking at Frankenstein’s monster. The core building was crazy old, with a few sections of bricks that dated back to the first iteration of Goldfield. Only a few, though - because whole chunks of the building had been replaced due to fire, collapse, and just…wear and tear from existing. The original building was a patchwork of new, old, and older…and that was by far the most normal part of the place.
The building had started life as a modest two story office, and gradually grown over successive generations of construction into a seven floor behemoth that seemed to get wider the higher up it went. It was so overbuilt that the original two floors were all squished slightly out, under the weight of the floors above. A heavy, exposed steel frame had been added to the outside to prevent that squish from getting worse, but visually it sort of reminded Mason of a huge metal brace strapped to an injured arm.
The whole building gave him a creepy feeling. Even from the comfort of his nice cozy diner booth, with four lanes of traffic between him and the Channel 13 building, the place made him feel off. Of course, no matter how creepy the building felt, Mason wasn’t in the diner just to look into Channel 13. 
He was at the diner, because the gangsters were at the diner.
Just at a glance, Mason guessed they were using the place to stake out Channel 13. There were three of them in the diner, trying to blend in with some of the worst acting Mason had ever seen. Two of them were big, burly men in slightly ill-fitting casual clothing that really did not suit their brutal faces, and both of them were busily trying to ‘chat up’ their third member at the end of the diner’s bar. The problem was, that third member? Clearly not human.
The short, stubby horns poking out of the white bangs on her forehead were just the first tip-off. The woman at the end of the bar had most of her impossibly snow-white hair tied up in a huge bun, and though her eyes were covered by a set of insanely thick black sunglasses, Mason could still see the faint orange glow leaking out of them. White hair, orange eyes, horns - and oh yeah, her skin was blood red!
On top of all of that, she was massive, standing well over seven foot tall. She was wearing a very expensive-looking formal suit, but she'd had to stretch it out to pack her bodybuilder shoulders, tree-trunk arms, and oversized, musclebound thighs into it. Even the chest of her shirt was strained to the limit, because despite her chiseled abs and huge, muscular ass, she still somehow had a pretty enormous pair of breasts. All of that together added up to just one creature in the Dark family journals: an oni.
Weirdly, no one in the diner seemed to be aware of the oni woman seated amongst them. Mason wasn't sure why, but the server kept pouring coffee for her like she was a regular, and several people had already come and gone without batting an eye at her. Was she somehow...concealing how she actually looked, with magic? It was true that Mason had seen through that sort of thing a lot, lately, but this seemed even more brazen than usual.
It wasn’t like she even had a good cover, even if she did look human to everyone else. She was just sitting there, in the open, mostly ignoring the two guys who were with her. Mason at least had a NEWSPAPER to read so people didn’t wonder why he was just sitting in a diner all afternoon - which was actually very helpful. Reading it while waiting for the oni woman to make her move had been the right choice.
Thanks to the paper, he was fairly confident he'd already figured out what the oni woman was after. Hidden deep in the back end of the newspaper, there was a half page spread by a guy named 'Travis Arkston' that was all about supernatural entities and happenings in Goldfield. Most of it was the kind of nonsense that DC loved, but there were a few very real photos of things he'd actually dealt with over the last few months. Whoever this Travis guy was, he'd gotten ACTUAL evidence of supernatural entities. He had to be who the oni gangsters were after.
Abruptly the oni woman left her spot at the bar, and Mason went stiff as he tried real hard not to look weird as she and her guys walked out. It was hard to watch all of them with the paper in front of his face, because weirdly, the two guys went out through the front door while the oni woman left through the back. For a moment he internally debated whether the lackeys or the boss was more useful to follow, but it was never really a question. He was going after the obviously supernatural option - the oni.
Mason slunk out of the diner using the back door - which was probably a staff door, in retrospect - and stepped into a dimly lit alley. The diner and the hat store beside it were both just the ground floors of skyscrapers, and their shared bulk blocked out most of the sun’s light. That suited Mason, though, since he would have an easier time going unseen while he trailed the huge, towering woman with very visible white hair.
As he quietly followed the hulking oni, Mason vaguely recalled what the journals had said about her species. They were supposed to be insanely strong and have a whole variety of magical powers, but they needed to use a special gourd for their most powerful ones. It was probably good news that the red-skinned oni woman didn’t have any gourds with her, then, but her muscles definitely weren’t for show. Fighting her was probably a bad idea, so he’d just figure out what she was up, and then tip off the police-
“Mason?” A sweet, female voice called his name, and Mason nearly screamed! He jumped so bad that his eyes rolled, and in a panic, he looked around at whoever had somehow spotted him while he was sneaking!
As soon as he saw who it was, his expression turned cold. She was half naked, wearing only a torn-up thigh-length t-shirt dress covered in booze stains. Her dark skin had lost some of its shimmer, and her messy white hair hung lank down her back, tangled and bedraggled. She had a bottle of half-drunk malt whiskey in one hand, and an empty purse in the other. Whatever makeup she’d once put on, had long since run.
It was Kiriam, the dark-elf monster who’d drugged him.
“Hey, you sonnuvabitch!” She called out, drunkenly, as she stumbled towards him in a pair of high heeled sandals. She laughed, obnoxiously, and then pointed a finger at him with a huge, drunken sneer on her face. “You blasted the magic out of me, you little…bastard! Made me a regular, lower class dark elf. I-I can’t even show my FACe…face, back home. I’m so humiliated! HAhahaaAH!”
She took a huge, throat-pumping swig of whiskey, and then thrust out her tongue in a wave of fog as she stepped close enough to touch. Her cheeks were flushed so red that it reached the tips of her pointed ears. Mason just stared at the drunken, fallen banker, and then he winced. The oni was getting away! “I need to go-”
“Hey,” Kiriam suddenly grabbed his arm, and lurched forwards - sloshing her huge, plump brown tits against him, as her ass jiggled up tight through the back of her dress. “Let’s fuck.”
Veins bulged in Mason’s forehead, as he glared down at her in complete disbelief. “What?”
“I was good for you, right? It was way, way more than just good for me. You got me into this situation! You ruined my entire life! Least you can do is help me bear it.” Her tongue snaked out, caressing the dark elf’s plump, full lips, as her eyes smoldered with unmistakable lust. She pulled at his arm, guiding his hand towards her crotch as she slowly ground her hips from side, to side, seductively bouncing her ass cheeks in place as her thighs clenched below. “Come on, stick it in. I want it so bad-”
“Get away from me!” Mason snarled, as he wrenched his arm out of her grasp and shoved her back! “You rapist BITCH! Don’t you remember what you did to me? I despise you! I don’t care if you’re suffering! I don’t care if you’re even still alive! Leave me the fuck alone!”
He turned and ran, completely forgetting the oni as his heart thudded with panic and rage. Kiriam stood there in shock, her jaw slack and her hands still held out towards the man she’d tried to lure in. She’d been…refused? A man had actually said no, to sleeping with her? She didn’t understand.
In the shadow of a dumpster nearby, something shifted. Slowly, it turned its head towards the trembling, shocked dark elf…and licked its jaws, hungrily.


	Thanks to that deranged dark elf, Mason had completely lost track of the oni woman. Lacking better options, he just decided to circle back to the Channel 13 building, and try to warn that Travis guy about the sort of trouble he was in. Normally Mason wouldn’t try to be so direct for fear of being called a crazy person, but he was dealing with a reporter who handled legitimate supernatural stuff. He’d probably believe it, if Mason told him an oni was after him.
	He pulled open one of the building’s heavy, plain front doors, and stepped into the cool, climate-controlled lobby beyond. It wasn’t much to see; just a concrete floored room with brick walls, and a slightly dumpy receptionist seated at a desk inside. There was also a security guard in the corner, but the dude was so deep into an afternoon nap that he probably wouldn’t have woken up even if a bomb went off.
	The receptionist turned out to be pretty pleasant, and after Mason told her who he was there to see, she kindly gave him directions to Travis’s office. He thanked her, and then took the stairs up to the third floor. Weirdly, there was actually an elevator on the third floor, even though there was nothing like that on the two original floors below. It was a Frankenstein building through and through.
As it turned out, Travis Arkston worked in a cubicle forest along with about eighty other journalists. Mason hadn’t even realized Goldfield had that many! He wandered through the middle of the office, his eyes practically glazing over as he watched dozens of men and women all either hard at work writing, or busily chatting with each other. Most of it was chatting.
“There are a lot of people working here, huh?” Mason said, conversationally, as he reached the cubicle the receptionist had directed him to. The man seated within - a short, thin, slightly balding man with a beard - spun around in his swivel chair to blink up at Mason in surprise. This was definitely Travis, because the cubicle was littered with clippings of his articles on boogeymen and aliens.
“Agh, most of them just do clickbait online articles!” Travis waved a hand dismissively, and then thrust it like a spear in Mason’s general direction. The dark-haired hunter stared at the man’s hand for a second, before he realized the reporter was just offering a really aggressive handshake. “I’m Travis Arkston. Were you looking for me?”
“Mason Dark. Nice to meet you.” Mason took the hand and shook it, as Travis stood up out of his hair and leaned over the cubicle wall. “So…all these people just do clickbait?”
“It is a mess, lemme tell you! It’s all bullshit that gets shoved out to make space for ads!” He snorted to himself as Mason just sort of…let the guy talk. “It’s terrible and people hate it! Then there’s broadcast. Those ticks just snap up any decent article we come up with and run it on the news without a single word of recognition for the people who did all the real work! Having an article you spent half a month getting ready just streamed to a teleprompter is demeaning, let me tell you.”
“Then there’s our youtubers, those brats!” He ground his teeth, as Mason glanced around to check how many other journalists were listening in. It was all of them. “They keep going on and on about how every other job at Channel 13 is going to replaced by them, soon! Agh…those jackasses. It wouldn’t be so bad to hear, if it didn’t seem like it was true.”
Travis took a deep breath, and ran a hand over his balding head self-consciously. “Ahem. So, uh…was there something you needed?”
“Oh, I’m just a fan.” Mason flashed a smile, and gestured to the articles pinned up all over Travis’s cubicle. “Your stuff is always interesting to read, but I’ve always wondered if it wasn’t dangerous, too. I mean, you’ve got pictures of real supernatural stuff. Aren’t you worried about getting attacked, when you’re out there collecting evidence?”
Travis stared at Mason for an awkward moment, and then he burst out into laughter. “Ahah! Ah…sorry, sorry, it’s just…well, it’s all a sham, you know? None of these articles are real, pal. You don’t really think there are monsters out there, right? That’s just obviously not true.”
Mason blinked at the reporter in surprise. “What? What about those photos you’ve run, then?”
“Come on, those are obviously fake,” Travis snorted, and then rolled his eyes. “I get most of them from an anonymous source, anyway. My guess is that some art student is having fun with photoshop, and probably think they’ve fooled somebody with their lousy edits. I mean I appreciate the free material to work with, but it’s obviously just someone’s idea of a prank.”
No way. Those photos were definitely real, but if Travis was getting them anonymously…no. No WAY! It couldn’t be Dana, right? Mason covered his eyes as he tried to tell himself that it definitely wasn’t her, but in his heart, he knew it was. She’d been taking pictures of his monster fights and sending them to Channel 13! Worse, she’d been sending them to this lousy asshole who was gleefully trying to crush one of his own reader’s beliefs, without a single thought about how hurtful that might be!
Travis went straight into a rant about how this was just his niche, and how if he wasn’t scamming people with fake articles on bigfoot, then someone else would be. Mason just tuned the loser out, and started to think about how to extract himself from this dead-end conversation. This guy was definitely not the oni gang’s target. 
Just then, Mason heard someone yelling excitedly from another cubicle. “Finally! Finally, I’m gonna get my first Pulitzer! This is the big one, boys - a real exposé on a major crime organization! Ha HA!”
Several loud whoops of excitement followed that declaration, and something clicked in Mason’s mind. If the guy who wrote supernatural articles wasn’t the target, then the supernatural side of the oni’s gang probably wasn’t what was about to be exposed. Instead, it was the regular, good old criminal side of it!
“That BASTARD!” Travis snarled like a pit bull, and then to Mason’s surprise, the short man vaulted over the side of his cubicle and pelted off towards the source of the yelling. “What the hell has he got THIS time?”
Mason frowned, and then he thrust his hands into his jacket pockets, and followed.


With a disjointed snarl, Kiriam hurled her empty whisky bottle at a wall, shattering it. It was already dark out, but the elf was still loitering outside with fresh tears smearing her makeup even more than before. “How could he say no? He’s just a lowly human! Humans can’t reject ME. Aren’t I still an immortal dark elf? Aren’t I still attractive? Isn’t my ass thick and juicy, and aren’t my tits HUGE?”
She sunk her fingers into her own massive, glistening brown tits and heaved them up, her eyes staring wildly down into her deep, rippling cleavage…and then she winced, and some of the madness left her gaze. She’d…actually caught sight of Mason and Dana together, a few weeks earlier. Compared to that magnificent bombshell of a woman, maybe Kiriam really wasn’t all that hot. She didn’t even have any magic to add to her worth, anymore.
The dark elf’s lips trembled with fear, as she stared down at her shaking hands. He’d shot her. Not the Kiriam that was still here; not the physical body. Mason had shot the other her, the side of her being that had been made of magic. The dark half that’d been with her since the day she was born - the half that had always guided her in her in her moments of violence, betrayal, and hate.
Behind the dark elf, something slowly melted out of the shadows. Thick, matted fur clung to its body as it eased forwards on heavy paws, its eyes locked on its prey.
The part of Kiriam that her magic had come from had been murdered. Now, even her magical half’s spectral corpse was gone. Without magic, she was barely different from a normal human! How was she supposed to bear that shame, throughout the eternity of life she had left to live? How could she carry on, when she constantly felt that gaping void inside of her, where her magical half had always been?
	Kiriam covered her eyes and hung her head - and the instant she’d fully distracted herself, the jet black spirit wolf behind her shot forwards! Kiriam cried out in shock as it immediately forced her thighs apart and rammed up the back of her short t-shirt dress - vanishing into her body in a loud, wet slurp that left her knees shaking as she staggered forwards!
	“Ugh!” Kiriam grunted, her eyes widening as she felt it surge through her insides, stretching and twisting her belly in place. She leaned forwards against a wall, as the wolf’s scrambling movements forced her ass to twitch, and set her breasts subtly jiggling in place. She ground her teeth together as she felt it compressing inside, sinking deeper into her body…
	...and then she bit her lower lip. “Ooohh…oh, yes. Baby…just squeeze in deeper, just like that!”
	“OoOOomNNhh!” She moaned, her hips bucking forwards as the bulging lumps in her belly faded away, and her body slowly began to clench. From her neck to her calves, her body subtly swelled with hard, tight muscle - as deep within her being, she pulled the wolf into that vacant void she’d so yearned to fill. Instantly the spirit wolf latched onto her mind, as wisps of its essence sank into her in ways it had never interacted with any host before. “MNGH!”
	“Th-that’s it, babe…get even deeper! Stretch me out!” Kiriam moaned, her eyes rolling in bliss as she pinched one of her nipples, and shoved her other hand between her legs. The panty-less pussy beneath gushed at her touch, as her fingernails began to stretch into long, dark claws. A thin layer of white fur began to sprout on her forearms and shins, as her feet cracked, and then deformed into elongated, wolf-like pads, snapping her sandals.
	She rolled her head back as her tits subtly swelled in place, jiggling with each subsequent wave of subtle, pulsing growth. Fur sprouted from the tips of her ears as they grew far longer than before, and her teeth ground together, growing wider and longer one after another as they clenched together into sharpened points. She let out a cry of bliss, her fat, plump lips gaping apart, as patterns of fine fur spread up from her neck to adorn her cheeks and forehead.
	Her body gave a final outwards heave, stretching her ass and thighs through her dress as her tits jiggled forwards, nearly tearing through her inadequate garb - and then she threw her head back and howled, as a long white wolf’s tail burst out through the back of her dress! Finally, the wolf was there - anchored inside, as a part of her! It had begun to fill the void!
	Panting, Kiriam sagged forwards with her enormous, rippling tits squished against the alley wall. Her tongue flopped out, hanging unnaturally long down her chin, as she moaned to herself in joy. “Yess…yes! Fuuck, I feel so much more…whole. Mn, I missed having something in there!”
	“Ahhh…no.” She moaned, and then slid her eyes shut. Her eyelids twitched for a moment, her long lashes staining white, and then snapped back open - revealing golden wolves’ eyes. “No, we have missed feeling whole. It’s been so long.”
	She slurped her tongue across her lips, her eyes twitching down to inspect her new, enhanced body. She cupped her tits once more, squeezing their enlarged plumpness up…but it wasn’t enough. “The wolf starved for so long while waiting for someone like me. For someone to slip into, without being destroyed for it. It went hungry for so long and lost so much that, now, we’re small and weak together. I’m…”
	Her eyes snapped up, suddenly glowing with a baleful yellow light as the stacked, toned elf-wolf hybrid stood up straight. “…STARVING.”


The ‘bastard’ Travis had yelled about turned out to be senior journalist Arhe Lombard, and he was exactly who Mason was looking for.
Mason only had to listen to Arhe gush about the evidence he’d found concerning the gang’s activity to know it was him. Of course, Mason didn’t come to that conclusion just because the guy was literally spilling the beans on the oni’s entire organization. That would have been enough to make Mason deeply concerned, but there was something else that convinced him without a shadow of a doubt that this journalist was absolutely the guy the oni gangsters were after.
He was a troll.
Admittedly, Arhe was doing a pretty good job of looking human. His skin had been stained with actual human pigment to make it look pretty close to normal, and he seemed to have clipped off his ear tips, nose growths, and the ridges on his brow - something he probably had to do a lot, considering trolls were known for healing fast. He’d also figured out that if just hunched and kept his elbows bent, people didn’t realize he was freakishly tall and long-limbed. Mason was honestly kind of amazed at how well the troll pulled it off.
A troll writing about a gang with an oni leader made a lot more sense than some random human reporter figuring it out. As far as Mason could tell, supernatural entities were pretty decent at noticing one another - so while the troll had been busy snooping on the oni and her cronies, the oni had probably been busy noticing HIM. That was why the gangsters were after Channel 13. Arhe had gone looking for honey in a hornet’s nest, and he was about to get stung for it!
	With a small sigh, Mason sat down in a vacant cubicle and waited patiently for the crowd of journalists around Arhe the troll to die down. It took way longer than Mason had hoped. He had no idea how much journalists could just sit there and passive-aggressively compliment each other in an attempt to prove who was the most competent and most generous. It was such a weird mindset to Mason, that he started to wonder if Arhe was really the only nonhuman among them.
	In the end, the crowd only cleared off when Arhe got up to leave. Mason quietly tailed the reporter up to the fifth floor, where the posted security guard was passed out next to a bottle of spilled milk and a half-eaten box of doughnuts. Cass promptly abandoned Mason to help herself to the guard’s wasted ‘snack’, as Arhe pressed on into a huge hallway that split the fifth floor up into a set of meeting rooms, and large, impressive offices.
	The troll was clearly going to see his editor, Mason thought, but either way the fifth floor offered him a good chance to talk to the troll. The offices all seemed to be soundproof, and the hallway was completely empty! All Mason had to do was jog a little to catch up to the gangster-exposing troll, and have a conversation with him. 
	“Hey!” Mason called out, as he trotted to a halt behind Arhe. The troll turned around to face him with a big smile on his face, and a hand already reaching for one of the business cards in his jacket. “Mister Lombard, right? You’re in trouble, man. There’s somebody after you. I think you need to-”
	“Oh god.” The troll froze, an ice-cold sweat suddenly pouring down his face! His whole body shuddered in abject terror, as he stared at Mason. “Yo-you’re him, aren’t you? But I haven’t done anything BAD! Why are you here? Oh, GOD, I don’t want to DIE!”
	Mason was genuinely startled. That was not fake fear. He’d never been so honestly disturbed by someone’s reaction to him, before! As gently as he could, Mason put his hands up. “Hey, hey! Look. Listen! I’m not here to do anything to you. Calm down.”
	The reporter gulped, a tiny tremor of hope penetrating the waves of terror shaking through his body. “You…you’re not? But you’re the Dark who’s been taking monsters out, aren’t you?”
	“Well…they were all trying to do something bad, like you said.” Mason kept his hands where the troll could see them, but this felt weird. He’d never seen any potentially dangerous supernatural creature cower this much. Very gently, he reached out and patted Arhe on the shoulder. “I’m just here to warn you about the gan-”
	Abruptly there was a snap, and Mason’s massive, unreasonably heavy revolver dropped out of his jacket and fell to the ground with a loud thud. The old, worn-out strap he’d been using to keep it in place had finally given out.
	Ahre and Mason both stared down at the menacing firearm lying between them. Mason looked up at the troll. “Now, hold on. That’s just-”
	“AAAAAAAAHHHHHH!” The troll screamed, and ran for it as fast as his legs could carry him!
	“Stop!” Mason shouted as he bent down and awkwardly scooped up his revolver, then gave chase. “I’m really not here to hurt you!”
	Mason was actually in such radically good shape that on a straightaway, he could have easily caught up to Arhe - but the journalist was still a troll, and a troll who knew the building layout like the back of his hand. Even though Mason ran as fast as he could, the troll still gradually pulled further and further ahead as he made use of strange turns, and usually-lethal leaps down multiple flights of stairs. The troll could heal a cracked leg bone in seconds, but Mason couldn’t. He had to take the stairs normally.
	Just as Mason got to the street, he lost sight of the troll. He came jogging out of the back of the Channel 13 building, and found himself on a road next to a chain-link surrounded construction site. There was no sign of Arhe. Damnit! If only Cass had stuck with him, Mason could have used her nose to follow the guy! Now he’d have to waste time running all the way back up to the fifth floor to get the stupid cat!
	“Mason.” A sweet, seductive female voice called out, and Mason twitched in recognition. Kiriam, again? Sure, he’d run into her right across the street from here, but he hadn’t expected her to have the gall to approach him again. With gritted teeth, he turned around and faced the curvaceous figure in the shadows behind him, fully intent on chewing her out!
	The woman who’d called his name stepped closer, and Mason’s plan to yell at her abruptly derailed. The figure stepping out of the shadows was not Kiriam. Her face and skin were the same, and she still had her t-shirt dress on, but everything else was different. She was taller, broader, more muscular…her tits had gotten even more huge. And that was all ignoring the fact she suddenly had white fur covering most of her body!
	As if to compliment that assessment, Kiriam seized the front of her dress and shredded it off with her short, hard black claws, revealing that only the center line of her abs, her cleavage, and parts of her face were still free of the ultra-thin layer of cur covering her body. He stared at her in shock, taking in the yellow glow of her eyes…and then he saw it on her forehead. His mark. The spirit wolf was the only creature he’d put that mark on, which meant the wolf had to be inside of her!
	Kiriam chuckled at Mason’s slack-jawed response, and then she stepped closer, her massive, juicy thighs rolling her thick ass atop them. “What’s wrong? It seems as if you’ve lost someone.”
	“What happened to you?” Mason snapped back, as he gripped his gun beneath his jacket’s concealing fabric. He had no idea what was going on, or if he’d need to shoot her again.
	“Ha. Isn’t it obvious?” She cocked her head to one side, and very deliberately squeezed a hand to her chest - forcing her massive brown tits to bulge around her wrist. “You left that poor wolf to starve, with no one to enjoy because it couldn’t risk going after anyone you happened to like - but you fixed that earlier, when you made it clear how much you hate me.”
	A jolt of guilt shot up Mason’s back, as he realized he’d unintentionally caused the dark elf to become the wolf’s prey. Kiriam saw his reaction, and snorted. “Oh, please. Why should you feel guilty about me? I’m dominant over the little fuzzball, and besides, you hate me.”
	Mason couldn’t really deny that. Feeling a tad guilty did not outweigh how much he hated what she’d done, even if he only half-remembered it. “You might be right, but why’d you come after me again? What do you want?”
	“To help, of course.” She fanned a hand through the air, elegantly, as she locked eyes with Mason. “I want into your good graces, and the wolf wants to help its master.”
	It took a second for Mason to process that. She wanted into his good graces…okay, so he sort of understood that. She wanted sex, for some reason, which he was not going to give her. But the wolf thought of him as its master so much that it actively wanted to help? Even though he’d really badly messed its life up? Something seemed wrong, there…but he couldn’t deny that right at that moment, he needed someone that could help him track down Arhe. Kiriam and the wolf could do that.
Mason sighed, and pinched the bridge of his nose. “Fine. You can help me, just this once.”
A broad, full-lipped smirk stretched across Kiriam’s features, and with a sweeping gesture that sloshed her tits together, she pointed off to Mason’s right. “Great. That’s where the troll went, master. I’ll guide you.”
She turned and trotted off ahead, with her ass jiggling magnificently and her long, white wolf’s tail wagging back and forth in a decidedly too excited way. Mason stared at her for a moment, and then he groaned and chased after her.
He really hoped he wasn’t going to regret this!


Arhe was still running. He was panting like a dog in a Saharan heat wave, but like hell he was going to stop! Even though it felt like his sides were going to split open and his legs were burning, he was sure that stopping was going to get him shot! Why hadn’t he listened to his sisterwhen she told him he needed to work out, like she did?
Blessedly, he was almost home. He rounded a final corner, and stepped onto the dingy, off-the-books back alley where he lived in a converted set of awful-looking, tiny apartments. He was practically home free! Once he got through the gate, he just had to cross the old courtyard between the apartments and barricade himself in his house! He owned all the apartments here, so nobody was going to object!
	With a breathless sigh of relief, Arhe the troll shoved open the wooden gate that blocked off his private, slightly lousy courtyard, and stepped inside. He huffed in relief, as he looked up along the old, broken concrete path in front of him…and then he saw the woman in the ill-fitting suit who was waiting for him. His eyes widened, as he took in her red skin, white hair, and horns - and realized he knew exactly who she was. “Ah, shit.”
	One of the oni gang boss’s men slammed the gate shut behind Arhe, and he staggered forwards fearfully as another closed in to grab at the collar of his shirt. Between the two of her goons, he was roughly shoved over in front of the towering, muscular oni woman, as she glared down at him!
	“What exactly,” she spoke with a deep, menacing voice, her boiling orange eyes churning behind her glasses. “Did a little troll like you think he was doing, poking his nose into my business?”
	“Thanks to a worm of a journalist like you, I’ve had to come all the way out to this run-down trash heap of a city just to make sure you keep your mouth shut. I couldn’t even send my boys, because I knew from the stink you left behind that you were a troll.” She tucked a finger under his chin, and wrenched Arhe’s head up, forcing him to look her in the eye. So this was what the Dark had been trying to warn him about!
	He backed up, easily pulling away from the oni’s goons. “I-I’m sorry, Miss Kardykyl! O-or Ahrana, if you prefer? I-I-I promise, I’ll delete the article right away and I won’t write a word about you from now on! Just please, PLEASE spare my life! PLEEEAASSE!”
	“Oh? You’ll delete the article you’ve written?” The towering oni’s eyes vanished into the shadows behind her glasses - and then she lunged forwards, and snapped her hands shut around his entire head! “That’s not ENOUGH! The fact you wrote an article at all means that you’ve crossed me, troll! You’ve crossed me! Do you know where everyone else who’s crossed me is? They’re dead.”
	“No! PLEASE! I’ll never do anything to you ever again!” Arhe shrieked, as he heard his skull starting to pop beneath the oni’s horrendously superhuman strength.
	“I’m sure you’re telling the truth. I even believe you. A coward like you really would keep his word.” He spasmed, his hands trembling up as he resisted the urge to grab her wrists. He couldn’t fight her off anyway, so any chance he had of surviving would vanish if he actually opposed her even a little! “But here’s the thing, ‘Arhe’. I can’t leave any of the scum who have opposed me alive, or I’ll look weak, right? Of course I would…and besides that, I had to duck out in the middle of my actual business to come here and deal with you in secret. After causing me so much trouble, did you really think I’d let you LIVE?”
	“No! PLEASE!” Arhe screamed, as she started to press her hands together with his skull between them. He stopped holding back, and grabbed her wrists in a desperate attempt to keep his head in one piece…but he couldn’t even slow her down. It was over.
	Suddenly the gate into Arhe’s secret compound burst open, as Mason came dashing in with his gun in hand! He only needed a second to see the goons, Ahre on his knees, and the oni woman holding his head, to realize what was happening…but that was a second too late. Before he could aim and fire, the white-haired woman slammed her hands together, and popped Arhe’s head like a bloody balloon.
	Mason froze, as a chunk of bloody skull bounced off of his chest. He’d…he’d been too slow. By a hair’s breadth.
	The towering oni mob boss scowled, and peeled off her blood-soaked gloves. As Arhe’s body slumped over backwards on the ground, she jerked her chin towards Mason. “Kill him.”
	Ahrana scowled down at a few drops of blood that were sticking to her suit, as her two thugs charged Mason. He was just a human; something beneath her concern - or so she’d thought, until two shots rang out and solid blasts of spirit energy shredded her goons to pieces! She jerked, her eyes widening behind her glasses as her men dissolved into shredded pieces of paper. Her shikigami! A human had destroyed them? But both of them had been strong enough to tear apart a tank!
	Mason didn’t care that what he’d just shot weren’t men; he’d have shot them even if they’d been human. He was enraged! He leveled his revolver at the oni and started to take a third shot - but before he could pull the trigger all the way back, she lunged towards him and backhanded it out of his hands! Her other hand stabbed towards his neck, lethally, but Mason narrowly dodged it by leaping aside!
	He scowled and squared up, as he glanced at his gun where it’d fallen behind the oni woman. If he hadn’t stalled outside the gate, he would have been fast enough to save Arhe! When he and Kiriam had reached the alley just outside, the dark elf had stopped short and insisted on being allowed to stay outside. She’d sounded reasonable when she pointed out that she wasn’t much of a hand to hand fighter and had no magic - but if she’d come in with Mason, she could have at least thrown his revolver back to him!
	The oni gangster ran a hand down her belly, snapping open the buttons on her jacket to release some of the restraint on her body, and then she lunged towards him again. She was trying to grab him, something mason knew was a death sentence considering how she’d killed Arhe. Fortunately he was a little bit quicker than her, and Erica’s training from that morning was helping, too!
	She dove towards him again, and Mason saw an opening and took it. He plowed a fist into her belly as hard as he could….and felt his knuckles grind and nearly crack, as her almost stone-hard abs stopped his punch like it was nothing. He winced and staggered back, off-balance after that failed punch, but he managed to right himself and try again. He slammed into her sides, belly, and neck with punches that had more than just a little force behind them, but nothing so much as budged the massive white-haired oni.
	His last punch was aimed for her jaw, but it didn’t connect. As his fist shot towards her, she lunged out with a longer, more muscular arm, and caught Mason by the throat. He choked, as she heaved him into the air and laughed up at him! “Ha! Is this the famed ‘New Dark’ people have been warning me about? HAH! You’re such a weakling! I’ll snap your pathetic neck, and with the last Dark out of the way, I’ll run this whole state inside of six months!”
	The whole time she was holding him up, Mason kept punching the crazy oni bitch in the face as hard as he could. The most he managed to do was jerk her head a little bit, and bloody his knuckles against her ridiculously tough bones! Clearly the jaw wasn’t a weakness for oni, but all that left him to try were her joints, and she was already starting to squeeze his neck! He choked again, as she clenched her fingers tight enough around his throat to cut off his air, and stop his blood flow!
	His vision started to swim, and as Mason felt the impending onrush of certain death, he reared back once more…and with his eyes suddenly glowing from within, he punched Ahrana’s elbow with all of his desperation. He couldn’t fully see what happened…but he felt her elbow joint snap, as his fist rammed through it!
	“AAAAH!” The oni screamed as she dropped him on the spot and took a shuddering step back. Her left arm was bent at a right angle - and not the one it was meant to be able to make. That final punch…he’d put something into it. A desperate power similar to what he’d felt when he first confronted Erica, and made her entire being shudder.
	Now, he had a feel for it.
	As Ahrana gripped her elbow and snapped it painfully back into place, Mason bolted towards her with his fists raised in a stiff boxer’s guard. She threw a desperate, ill-aimed haymaker at him, but Mason ducked it with no effort and got in close under her guard. Then, with silvery energy clinging to his fists like a fine glowing spiderweb, he slammed a fist into her side - and snapped three of her ribs. The oni jerked back so hard that her sunglasses fell off, her glowing orange eyes suddenly bloodshot with pain!
	Mason could have gone for his gun, then, but he felt that if he stopped, he might lose hold of the strange power he’d managed to grasp. Instead of taking up the revolver and finishing things, he pressed in to attack again. Punches, elbow strikes, knee kicks, and vicious open-palmed blows smashed into the oni’s soft tissues and joints one after another, as he applied everything Erica had taught him!
	Ahrana tried to defend herself, but though her arms and legs were strong enough to absorb even Mason’s enhanced blows, she wasn’t a skilled fighter. She’d never had to be, because nobody had ever been a real threat to her, before. Her eyes bulged in shock as for every punch she managed to stop, three more pulverized her body and smashed into her knees, until she could barely stand!
	She teetered, one arm limp and the other hand clutching a deep bruise on her belly. Blood seeped down her chin as several broken teeth bled from where he’d managed to catch her in the jaw. “Y-you son of a bitch! You pathetic human scum! Die, you BASTARD!”
	Mason pushed in to hit her again - and then his eyes jerked in shock, as she wrenched a grenade out of her jacket and dropped it at her feet! He backpedaled, trying to stop himself from running into it! He didn’t know what kind of grenade that was, but it didn’t matter! He’d die if he got hit by that!
	He yelled as the grenade hit the ground - and then a horrible, blinding flash of white light and a deafening boom filled his world. He staggered, screaming in pain as blindness and deafness snuffed out his senses, and left pain and a ringing sound in their places. Was that a flashbang? He’d seen them on TV before, but the real thing was a lot less obvious looking. It hurt way more, too!
	Mason flailed forwards, punching out in an attempt to keep the oni from killing him while he was blind. He nearly lost his balance in his panicked attempts to force the woman back…but as the searing white pain faded from his vision, and his hearing started to vaguely come back, he realized he was alone. He winced, as he looked around the courtyard and saw that the gate he’d come in through had been smashed off its hinges. She’d run for it. After murdering someone, she’d turned tail and run like a coward.
	Panting and disoriented, Mason staggered over to his gun and picked it up. He wiped a smear of bloodied sweat off of his face, and then jogged after her.
	He’d chase her, until she’d paid for what she’d done.



	Arhana Kardykyl had gotten far enough away, she thought. In spite of her injuries, she’d caught hold of a truck and used it to put a dozen blocks between herself and that dark-haired bastard. There was no chance he’d catch up with her, now.
	She’d escaped, but she was in bad shape. When the truck stopped at the next red light she dropped off it and made for the closest alleyway, but every step was slow and painful. The Dark had battered her joints so bad that she could barely even move, much less bring her strength to bear. If she hadn’t kept that flashbang on her in case of emergencies, he would have beaten her to death! Why had she left her spellcrafts and devouring gourd back home? Because they were bulky, and easy to identify? She’d nearly died just to keep a low profile!
	The oni winced, and closed her eyes for a moment as she leaned against one of the alley’s walls. She just needed to catch her breath. There was a car waiting for her with her magical tools, if she could make it to the north end of Goldfield. Her boys were there, with guns that’d turn the Dark into a blood stain. She should call ahead, and tell them to get ready…wait, her phone! She had her phone! She dug a hand into her pocket, and pulled it out. She’d call them right away, and get them to track down the shitty son of a bitch who’d done this to her! She’d have him and everyone he knew killed, and then she’d turn their rotting corpses into wine and-
	Abruptly, a white-haired figure dropped down in front of the oni mobster and snatched the phone out of her hands. Arhana’s eyes went wide with rage, her mouth gaping open as she started to roar a death threat - and was silenced, as a pair of fat, plump lips clamped together with hers in a kiss. Her brow shuddered in shock as she stared down at the much shorter, brown-skinned, white haired figure who’d had the audacity to jump her.
The unknown wolf-woman’s tongue coiled inhumanly around the oni’s, and then clenched, wrenching a small grunt of shock from the taller, more muscular woman as her throat was forced open beyond. Kiriam’s yellow eyes glittered with amusement for just a moment - and then both women’s bodies jerked, as the enwolfened dark elf started to swallow.
“MGNH?” The towering oni grunted in shock, as she felt something grind up through her throat from within, and then watched Kiriam’s throat bulge as she swallowed that same ‘thing’ in answer. Loud, slurping sucks filled the alleyway as Kiriam drank, and drank, her tongue anchoring them together as she sucked something up through the oni’s throat and swallowed it down into her belly!
“Mmuph, mUulp, mmnghhuk,” Kiriam half moaned, half gulped, as her body began to change. Bones cracked and muscles popped, as slowly her thighs clenched thicker, and her ass rolled upwards into rounder, juicier cheeks. At the same time, Arhana’s massive red-skinned body shrank, her pants and shirt suddenly loosening as the oni woman’s muscles, tits, and even overall height shrank!
Panicking, Arhana grabbed Kiriam’s throat with her good hand and tried to force her back - but as she did so, Kiriam moaned as her shoulders, arms, and back all swelled with muscle, and her body lurched upwards as she grew half a foot taller. Her eyes half-lidded with pleasure, as she grabbed the oni’s wrist and slowly, slowly forced her hand back. 
They struggled, with two of Kiriam’s arms together proving thinner and less formidable than Arhana’s at first - but with each new swallow, the dark elf’s arms grew heavier, broader, and stronger. At the same time, the oni’s arm shrank, not just getting thinner, but shorter - until, helplessly, Arhana was forced back against the alley wall. Her entire body jerked with panic, as she slowly shrunk more, and more, until her feet lifted off the pavement, and her shoes slipped off her rapidly shrinking feet. She was dangling, with Kiriam holding her up!
With a groan, Kiriam’s tits bloated outwards, each heaving so massively that they wrapped completely around the shrinking oni’s sides. Three more massive, throat-deforming swallows drained the oni into a short, thin, weak body, as Kiriam’s muscular thighs and ass heaved audibly out, clenching just as her breasts bloated and the abs on her belly grew so hard and defined that they looked like they were sculpted from steel.
Then, with a lingering groan, the dark elf broke the kiss. Her long, monstrous tongue slurped out of Arhana’s mouth, and left the formerly nearly 8 foot monster’s 5 foot frame to pant and shudder. Kiriam chuckled to herself, as she loomed over the shrunken oni, her own body now towering at over seven feet in height.
“Oh, my…is the big bad oni too tired out to fight me?” With a hissing laugh, she grabbed Arhana by the back of the head, and partially unfurled the oni’s bun into a mass of thick, voluminous white hair. “I’m not surprised. That guy beat me, too.”
	“P-please,” Arhana stammered, her weak body trembling with fear. “Mercy! Merc-MMMNHH!”
	The oni’s plea turned into a muffled scream, as Kiriam’s mouth suddenly gaped open impossibly and she stuffed the horned woman’s entire head into her mouth. She leaned forwards and shoved the oni up by her hips, forcing her shoulders and then arms into her mouth after, as the dark elf’s belly bloated and jerked from within. With horrifying gulps, she swallowed her up to the hips, then the to the knees, her throat bulging horribly as she swallowed and swallowed until the oni’s feet slurped between her dark lips.
	The last of Arhana’s body slurped down Kiriam’s throat. She groaned, bracing her hands on the alley wall as her belly bloated outwards, with the oni’s arms, hands, feet, and horned head all visibly bulging through from within. The wolf’s power to consume was much weaker with Kiriam’s body - but it was still enough.
	“NNgggh!” Kiriam groaned and rolled her head back, her long ears twitching down as Arhana struggled within her, jerking and stretching her belly around - but it was hopeless. In the next moment Kiriam grinned down at her swollen belly, and then clenched - forcing her stolen abs to grind inwards atop the swallowed oni. Slowly, with muffled groans of resistance, she forced Arhana’s arms and legs to spread apart. “Mnn…there we go! Come on, you magical bitch, MERGE with me!”
	The half-wolf growled, her new, powerfully muscled body clenching as the trapped oni within her jerked in a failing resistance, and was slowly, inexorably, stretched out. She jerked her horned head back and forth inside of Kiriam’s slowly shrinking belly, as her arms and legs were slowly forced further and further away from her body. Above her muffled screams, Kiriam moaned in bliss. “Yeesss…yess, slide in. Fill the rest of me!”
	Bit by bit the oni’s head was slowly forced up, until her features bulged through the brown skin on Kiriam’s chest. At the same time, her legs were slowly forced further and further down, until despite kicking and struggling, they were fed into Kiriam’s legs from within. Her thighs jerked and stretched, as the oni kicked at her from the inside!
	“That tickles,” Kiriam giggled, as she felt the oni’s pitiful resistance. “But that’s all.”
	With a loud series of crunching snaps, the oni’s legs were forced to contort and merge with the wolf-elf’s - and with an explosive jiggle, her thighs bloated out to rounded, massive perfection, and her feet popped and snapped as they regained much of their human shape. Fur fell from her inner thighs as her calves grew bulky and hard, despite her knees still seeming slim. 
	“NNnnngh!” She groaned as her ass clenched and then bounced up, each muscular cheek softening with just enough plump, juicy fat to jiggle, as more fur fell out to leave her glistening brown skin visible once more. Aside from her lower legs and parts of her outer thighs, her lower body was glisteningly bare of fur.
	Between her legs, her pussy suddenly gushed and pulsed from within, swelling up as more fur fell away to leave her plump, perfect pussy lips clean-shaven. Above, her abs ground and contorted, her waist shrinking inwards and compressing her muscles, as more fur fell away to reveal glistening, jewel-brown abs and broad, jutting hips.
	“Haha!” Kiriam laughed, as the oni’s arms were stretched up into hers, next. Arhana’s trapped hands shoved out, stretching the skin over Kiriam’s biceps, but it was hopeless. “You’re far too weak to resist, now! Just…give…UP!”
	Arhana’s mouth gaped open beneath Kiriam’s chest, as all at once her arms were slotted the rest of the way in. For a moment she struggled, shaking Kiriams’s arms in place…and then her limbs were devoured with a loud squelch, hardening and tightening Kiriam’s arms from within! Fur fell from the dark elf’s shoulders and upper arms, as her fingers regained their slender sleekness. Only her forearms and the backs of her hands retained fur at all, as her muscles clenched, shuddered, and then subtly shrank down into powerful, female definition.
	“Onnghhhaa!” Kiriam groaned, hot steam gusting from between her lips as she felt the muscles in her back twitch, and tighten. Her tongue churned in her mouth, slithering back and forth hungrily as she gripped the oni’s head, and dragged it up beneath her own skin. Another groan ripped out of Kiriam, as her breasts heaved out, swelling into spheres of glistening gravity-defying perfection, as all of the fur on her torso vanished!
	“Come on.” Kiriam groaned, as she gripped Arhana’s chin with one hand, and one of her horns with the other. Slowly, she forced what remained of the oni up through Kiriam’s skin, until her panicked features bulged through the dark elf’s neck. “Come UP! We’re going to be so good together!”
	“NNNNGGGGGHH!” Kiriam’s eyes rolled and bulged out insanely, as with an echoing groan of strain, she slowly forced the oni’s head up, and up, stretching her neck out even more…until after several long seconds of pointless resistance, Arhana failed. A loud, grinding crack echoed out, as what was left of the oni was shoved up into Kiriam’s head - stretching and deforming her features from within. 
	Kiriam’s sharp-tipped, wolf-like teeth ground together in strain as from behind them, Arhana’s voice screamed. A final handful of muffled, desperate shrieks came from within, as Kiriam’s cheeks bulged and shifted in the oni’s final moments of resistance. She could feel herself being forced into some kind of void - a space deep within the dark elf, where something else had once been. It was terrifying!
	“Nnnn-ooooo-OHHHH!” A final scream of resistance forced Kiriam’s teeth open from within, as all of the excess bulk bulging thorugh her face suddenly jerked, and then collapsed inwards. Kiriam’s tongue shot out in shock, as save for her canines, her teeth regained their previously human flatness. Her lips pulsed and pumped, growing into perfect dick-sucking fatness, as two short skin-covered oni horns bulged out from beneath her bangs. 
	A final snap echoed from within her body, and Kiriam’s hair grew longer and wilder as magical energy exploded through every cell of her being! Her eyes glowed from within as Arhana’s molten orange alloyed together with her glowing yellow, and true, shimmering gold took hold! Visible aura burned around her body, its golden hue staining her skin in magnificent, glistening brown hues! “Yes YES YEEEEEESSSS!”
	“Finally!” Kiriam rolled her head back and hugged her new, massive body tight, as the walls nearby cracked beneath the sheer magical power pouring from her body. “Magic! So much magic! So much Power.”
	Her tongue squeezed her lower lips deliciously, as she held up an arm and flexed a massive, extremely defined bicep. Kiriam panted, her eyes glowing from within as she admired her new, perfected body…and then a jitter shot through her hips, and her eyes rolled halfway up. “Ngh! Ah…of course. Now that my power is back…now that my body is strong…now that I am whole again…”
	“…I need to pay my master a visit.”


	Mason covered her eyes with a hand, as he slumped back on an old, partially disintegrated couch. He’d tried to find that red oni monster for so long that he’d wound up in one of Goldfield’s redevelopment zones, but then he’d run out of steam. The homes in the development zones were all abandoned by city mandate, so he’d just let himself into one of them and collapsed onto someone’s old couch. 
	Between his morning training with Erica, the stakeout, his chase to try to save Arhe, and the fight, Mason was mentally, emotionally, and physically exhausted. No…no, actually he wasn’t really that physically or mentally worn out. He could have handled that part of his fatigue, but the feeling of failure…the understanding that he’d had the chance to save a life and failed…that made everything harder to stand.
	Really, Mason didn’t even know if he was supposed to feel bad. Arhe had been a troll, and trolls were known for devouring people. The journals had been very clear that they were extremely dangerous monsters…but somehow, Mason didn’t think that had applied to Arhe. The guy had just genuinely seemed like he loved being a journalist, to the point where he’d put in a lot of hard work to blend in with humans.
	“Damnit.” Mason gritted his teeth, and sat forward. “I can’t let that monster get away with this. I need to find that oni and make sure she can’t hurt anybody else!”
	“If that’s what you’re after, then you don’t need to concern yourself, Mason. She’s been dealt with.” Kiriam’s voice called out to him for the third time in less than a day, and Mason twitched as the dark elf’s figure swayed seductively in the abandoned house’s darkened entryway. He hadn’t heard her come in at all!
	“You have to stop doing that! You’re going to give me a heart attack if you keep popping out of nowhere like this.” Mason groaned, and rubbed one of his temples. “And what does ‘dealt with’ mean, exact…ly?”
	Mason trailed off as Kiriam stepped closer, and emerged from the shadows enough for him to see her new, massive body. His eyes widened as he took in her slightly brighter brown skin tone, and the massive, stolen muscles rippling beneath it. He saw her oversized curves heave and bounce, and noticed the short oni horns on her forehead. The dark elf’s brown skin glistened in the room’s lingering moonlight, her white hair and remaining patches of alabaster fur practically glowing.
	She’d used the wolf’s powers to devour the oni! That’s how she’d gotten through the door without opening it, too - she’d slipped in through the shadows like the wolf could! Why didn’t she look like the wolf, though? Had Kiriam used the wolf’s powers in some unusual way?
Mason was so shocked by the dark elf’s new, drastically enhanced appearance that he didn’t react properly when she got down on all fours and crawled over to him, her huge, thick brown ass bouncing from side, to side, as her thighs dragged forwards beneath her. Her massive brown tits squished against his knees, as she thrust her tongue forwards - and licked his hand.
Understandably, Mason freaked out a little. He gasped and jerked his hand back, as Kiriam sat back on her haunches with her huge, juicy thighs squeezed up beneath her ass! “Haven’t I done well, master? Haven’t I merged with only those you hate? Aren’t you proud of me?”
Mason just stared at her in a mix of shock, horror, and disbelief, as Kiriam’s tail wagged back and forth behind her. She panted with her hands braced on the floor between her knees - each breath sloshing her gigantic, hard-nippled breasts out, and then jiggling them back in. Her tongue was draped down her chin and her ears were twitched up, as her hips subtly clenched in place in slow, rhythmic thrusts.
	“Is that oni woman…really gone?” Mason asked, weakly. Why wasn’t Cass here at a time like this? He was at a complete loss for what to do!
	“Completely! I swear, she’ll never hurt anyone ever again.” Kiriam beamed up at Mason, her eyes flushing with joy and her lips plying into the sweetest, fullest smile he’d ever seen. “So, please…may I have a reward?”
	Her voice turned smooth and seductive as she spoke, and between that, her body glistening nakedly in front of him, and the shockingly sweet look on her face…Mason’s cock throbbed. His eyes twitched as he opened his mouth to try to tell her no…but he throbbed again, and couldn’t quite get the word out.
	Kiriam’s golden eyes sparked as she recognized his hesitation, and took full advantage of it. Her mouth gaped open as she shoved both hands down his pants, and yanked, releasing the throbbing, arm-thick shaft within! Mason yelped as his cock swung up towards her, and then Kiriam’s full, dark lips clamped down around him as she sucked his entire length into her mouth! Her throat bulged as she stuffed all the way down to the base, and then sucked back to the tip wildly, with her tongue thrust out to coil tight around him!
	“H-hey!” Mason yowled, his hands grabbing at the white-haired bitch’s head - but she sucked, and sucked, so hard that her cheeks caved in as she pulled back to the tip, and then bulged as she stuffed him in so deep that her entire neck stretched. He tried to put together an articulate order for her to stop, but with her throat vacuum-sealed around him and her lips pumping down to the base, clenching, and dragging back up again, and again, he couldn’t do more than groan!
	“AGH!” Mason yelled as his traitorous shaft clenched in the dark elf’s mouth, and violently pumped as he came straight down her throat! The skin on her throat stretched as she swallowed it all in three huge, pumping gulps, and then she pulled back, her lips leaving his shaft with a sharp gasp for air. She hadn’t breathed for the entire time she was straining her throat around him.
	Before Mason could recover, the huge, thick-assed elf leapt into his lap and fed his shaft straight up into her pussy! As the sun’s first rays began to spill over the world, she pounded her ass down into his lap so hard that the old couch snapped beneath them! Panting, she heaved her body up and slammed back down, each ass-jiggling bounce sloshing her massive tits up into Mason’s face. Struggling, he grabbed for the only thing he could reach - and felt his fingers sink into that massive, jiggling mass of sweat-drenched brown ass.
	“MMnnHHHhaaa!” Her moans turned into open-mouthed gasps of joy as her pussy folds wrenched open around him again, and again, as his cock pounded home against her cervix. She could feel him twitching inside of her, just like he could feel her pussy spasming and coiling around him as bliss built within her.
	Then, as dawn fully broke over the world, Kiriam threw her head back and screamed. Mason’s eyes bulged in shock, as all at once her body subtly swelled, growing thicker, rounder, and more toned, as the oni horns on her head grew out to full length and her ears grew even more laden with fur! 
He grunted as her pussy suddenly went tight, clinging to him like a second skin. With a sharp gasp, she pounded down and held, her ass cheeks clapping atop his thighs as she looped both arms around Mason’s shoulders, and squeezed her massive brown tits into his face! “Mnnn, master. I’m so thankful that you didn’t ask me to un-merge all this time! This whole time - long enough for my new self to become permanent by the grace of the sun!”
Mason’s eyes bulged in panic, as he recalled that the spirit wolf consumed its victims at dawn - but Kiriam wasn’t giving him time to think! Her tongue flopped against her chin as she suddenly squeezed forwards and ground her hips forwards and back in rapid, wild thrusts, forcing his cock to circle her cervix’s opening inside her! 
“I’ll be yours forever!” She screamed as her pussy started to squirt around him. Mason’s eyes stared in panic and rage alike, as her massive ass clenched and jiggled in his lap again, and again, her gigantic thighs heaving out to either side as she humped forwards in his lap! “I swear! I’ll be your loyal bitch for the rest of my LIIIIIFE!”
Her tits sloshed against his cheeks as she suddenly clenched her entire body forwards. Her tail jerked up as she arched her back, grinding her hard, chiseled abs against Mason as her pussy dragged his cock into line - and then squeezed tighter and tighter, until his cock gave in, and pulsed. Mason let out a strangled cry, as his balls clenched up against her ass and thick, cock-pumping loads of cum sprayed straight into her womb!
“OOH! OOHH! OOOOOH!” She let out three howling screams of joy, as she felt his seed splatter against the top of her womb again, and again. She stayed on top of him, her hips subtly clenching as she kneaded more and more cum out of his balls - filling herself up, until her womb was completely stuffed full of seed.
Then, slowly, she sagged back, and unglued her sweat-drenched brown tits from Mason’s face. Finally, she looked down at her master and made eye contract - and as soon as she saw the rage behind his glare, she leapt straight up off of him and prostrated herself at his feet! Her tail wrapped around her ass and thighs alike, as she flattened her long, furry elf ears to the sides of her head. “I’m sorry! Please forgive me, master! I got carried away!”
Mason twitched as she literally groveled in front of him. How did you deal with someone groveling? It just made him feel like an asshole, despite the fact that SHE was clearly the bad guy, here! She’d forced herself on him again! He felt like it hadn’t been as bad as last time, even if he barely remembered last time, but it was still bad - so why did he feel guilty when he thought about what to yell at her?
With a defeated groan, Mason put his head in his hands. He should just…not think about him, for a second. Think about what she’d done. Kiriam seemed to be more or less intact, but the wolf had clearly melded with her, and it’d outright devoured another person after that. Or was she devoured? Kiriam’s form didn’t match what he expected the spirit wolf’s body to look like, so something else was clearly going on, but…whatever the case, he didn’t feel too bad about a murderous oni gangster getting gobbled.
“In this one case,” Mason began. His voice was muffled, on account of his hands still covering his face. “I won’t punish you for what you’ve done. This is the end of it, though. You won’t be killing or eating anyone else unless I explicitly order you to. Got it?”
“Of course! I swear!” She agreed, and wagged her tail wholeheartedly as she bowed all the way to the ground again. What reason did she have to refuse? She had a new, awesome body, she was going to have access to Mason’s dick, and her magic was stronger than ever! Kiriam’s desires couldn’t have been more fulfilled…and as for the wolf? The dark elf grinned, as she felt the cum churning in her womb. The wolf had only ever wanted pups, and with Kiriam’s very fertile body, it would finally have them.
“I’m done here,” Mason sighed, as she got up and made sure his gun was tucked away. As he buckled his pants and headed for the door, Kiriam hurriedly leap up and trotted after him, her massive, rippling curves heaving with every step.
Fortunately for her, she’d inherited the oni’s natural ‘human’ camouflage effect, so nobody outside saw her as anything but a huge, gorgeous brown-skinned woman - but that didn’t stop them from being chased by the cops for indecent exposure. She was still naked, after all.
Mason was already regretting being merciful.



	Early morning sunlight spilled across the ruined old concrete pavers that filled Arte’s little run-down kingdom. It made the smeared blood on the ground glisten, and caught on the shredded paper charms that had once bound Arhana’s servants into human form. 
	The sunlight washed over Arte’s still, blood-soaked body…and then, abruptly, he sat up! The troll groaned and shielded his eyes, as his naturally blue skin gleamed in the morning light.
	“Thank god she didn’t double tap,” he sighed, as the tips of his ears finished regenerating. 
“I thought I was really going to bite the big one, this time!”

