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The rain slashed against the grime-streaked window of the third-floor office, a relentless drumming that matched the pounding headache behind Jack Rorke’s eyes. It was a miserable Tuesday, the kind where the sky hung low and heavy like a wet wool blanket, suffocating the city in gray. Inside, the air was stale, thick with the lingering ghosts of a thousand cheap cigarettes and the sharp, medicinal tang of rotgut rye. Rorke sat slumped in his creaking leather chair, the springs groaning in protest under his considerable bulk. He was a large man, built like a bunker that had weathered a few too many demolition attempts. His hands, currently wrapped around a smudged tumbler, were heavy and brutal tools, the knuckles ridged with white scars from decades of bar fights and back-alley disputes. He took a drag from the cigarette smoldering in the ashtray, the smoke curling into his lungs, harsh and familiar, before he exhaled a rough cloud that drifted up to stain the ceiling further. His chest rattled with a wet, smoker’s cough, a deep, resonant sound that vibrated through his ribs. He downed the rest of the rye in one swallow, the liquid fire burning a path down his throat, settling in his gut with a caustic warmth. It didn't do much to dull the itch in his blood, though. There was a constant, thrumming energy under his skin, a raw, aggressive virility that made him restless. He hadn't been with a woman in weeks, and the deprivation was turning him sour, sharpening his temper into a jagged edge. He needed something soft to break, something yielding to press his weight against, but right now, all he had was the rain and a missing girl.

Rorke shifted, the leather of his holster creaking against his side, and pulled the manila folder closer into the circle of yellow light cast by the desk lamp. 'Lily.' The name was printed on a label that was already peeling at the corner. He flipped it open, his thick, calloused fingers clumsy against the glossy sheen of the photograph clipped inside. She was pretty in a way that spelled trouble for men like him—wide eyes, soft mouth, a frame that looked like a stiff breeze would snap it in half. The client, her wealthy father, had paid a premium for discretion, but Rorke knew the type. She wasn’t just missing; she was hiding, or she’d been taken by someone who appreciated that delicate femininity as much as Rorke did, though likely with far less restraint. Looking at her picture stirred that predatory heat in his groin, a heavy, insistent pulse that demanded attention. He clenched his jaw, imagining the texture of skin like that, unblemished and pale, contrasted against the rough, sun-baked hide of his own hands. It was a distraction he couldn't afford, but his biology was a loud, demanding passenger. He swiped the photo aside, focusing on the coordinates scrawled on the napkin beneath it—the last place she’d been seen. A dive bar down near the docks. Dangerous territory for a girl like that.

He reached into the top drawer, the wood swelling with humidity and sticking before jerking open. Inside lay his .45 revolver, a heavy piece of steel that felt more natural in his grip than a woman’s hand ever had. He pulled it out, the metal cool and oily against his palm. He checked the cylinder, spinning it with a satisfying, rhythmic *click-click-click*. It was empty. Rorke reached for the box of ammunition, his movements deliberate and practiced. One by one, he thumbed the cartridges into the chambers. The brass rounds were cold, heavy promises of violence. He liked the weight of them. He liked the mechanical certainty of the gun. In a world that was becoming increasingly fluid and confusing, the .45 was an absolute. It fired or it didn't. It killed or it missed. There was no gray area, no nuance. He snapped the cylinder shut with a flick of his wrist, the sound echoing flatly in the small room. He wasn't planning on using it—the goal was retrieval, not execution—but walking into the Docks unarmed was a suicide pact he wasn't ready to sign. He shoved the weapon into the shoulder holster, feeling the reassuring pressure of it against his ribs, a hard counterweight to the heavy beating of his heart.

The bottle of rye was empty. Rorke stared at it for a moment, contemplating wringing another drop out of the glass, then scoffed at his own desperation. He slammed the tumbler down on the scarred mahogany desk, the sound sharp enough to startle a pigeon on the fire escape outside. He pushed himself up, his knees cracking audibly, looming tall in the shadowy office. He grabbed his trench coat from the rack, the fabric smelling of damp wool and old rain, and shrugged it on, buttoning it over his broad chest. Finally, he snatched his fedora, pulling the brim low over his eyes to shield them from the downpour and the neon glare of the streetlights below. He didn't know what he’d find in the rain-slicked gutters of the city tonight, but he knew one thing: he was going to find Lily, or he was going to break the jaw of every punk who stood in his way.

The yellow cab that screeched to a halt at his raised hand was a battered relic, its suspension groaning audibly as Rorke forced his massive frame into the cramped back seat. The interior smelled of pine air freshener fighting a losing battle against the stench of dried vomit and damp upholstery, a sensory assault that made his lip curl in disgust. As the vehicle lurched back into the traffic, Rorke stared out the rain-lashed window, his eyes narrowing at the blur of the city sliding past. To him, the metropolis wasn't a home; it was a predator, a sprawling, neon-lit beast that chewed up the weak and swallowed them whole, leaving nothing but bones in the gutters. He watched the crowds on the sidewalks, huddling under umbrellas, scurrying like frightened rats. The men he saw filled him with a profound, simmering contempt—soft creatures in tailored suits with manicured fingernails and fearful eyes, men who had never thrown a punch or felt the crack of knuckles against bone. They were domesticated animals, bred for compliance, their masculinity diluted into something fragile and ornamental. Rorke felt the distinct, heavy thrum of his own testosterone like a drug in his veins, a sharp contrast to the fragility outside. He was a creature of a different era, a hard man in a world that was becoming increasingly soft, fluid, and permissive. The vibration of the cab’s engine traveled up his spine, mingling with the sexual frustration that still coiled tight in his gut, a reminder that he was a biological engine that needed fuel and release. He shifted his legs, the gun under his arm digging into his ribs, a welcome bite of reality.

The cab driver took them deeper into the sprawl, past the gleaming high-rises and down into the festering bowels of the district near the docks. Here, the lights weren't welcoming golds and whites but lurid purples and deep, bruising pinks. The Velvet Room sat at the end of a particularly desolate block, its signage flickering with the rhythm of a dying heart. Rorke tossed a wad of cash at the driver and shouldered his way out into the deluge, the rain instantly plastering his coat to his broad shoulders. He ignored the front entrance, where a line of desperate souls waited for entry, and stalked toward the alleyway that ran like an open sore along the building's flank. It was pitch black save for the spill of light from a service door, where a solitary figure stood guard, hunched against the damp chill. The lookout was a scrawny thing, a kid playing at being a gangster, sucking on a cigarette with a nervousness that Rorke could smell from twenty feet away. As Rorke stepped into the light, the kid jerked upright, his hand diving toward his waistband in a clumsy, amateurish motion. "Back off, old man," the kid spat, his voice cracking, trying to summon authority that he simply didn't possess. Rorke didn't slow his stride; he barely acknowledged the words. He was a freight train of momentum, his silence more terrifying than any threat. As the kid fumbled for a weapon, Rorke closed the distance in two long strides. He didn't bother drawing the .45 to shoot; instead, his hand blurred, the heavy steel of the revolver appearing like a magic trick. With a brutal, practiced efficiency, he whipped the barrel across the kid's face. There was a wet, sickening crunch of cartilage and bone giving way under the impact. The kid dropped without a sound, crumbling into a heap on the wet asphalt, knocked cold before his brain could even register the pain. Rorke stood over him for a fleeting second, his breath steaming in the cold air, feeling a grim satisfaction at the violence. It was honest. It was real. He holstered the weapon, stepped over the unconscious body, and reached for the door handle with a hand that didn't tremble.

The heavy steel door swung inward on silent, well-oiled hinges, admitting Rorke into a chaotic purgatory of steam and shouting. The kitchens of The Velvet Room were a stark, jarring contrast to the cold solitude of the rain-swept alley. Here, the air was a physical weight, thick with the scent of searing meat, scorched garlic, and the damp, sour musk of overworked bodies. Chefs in stained whites moved with frantic, jerky motions, screaming orders over the roar of industrial dishwashers and the clash of pans. Rorke moved through the pandemonium like a wraith, his large frame navigating the narrow gaps between stainless steel prep tables with surprising grace. He was an anomaly here, a dark stain of violence against the sterile white tiles, but the staff was too terrified or too harried to intervene. He ignored the inquisitive glance of a sous-chef who paused mid-chop, holding the man’s gaze with eyes that were flat and dead until the cook looked away, trembling. Rorke pushed through the double swing doors at the far end, leaving the clamor behind as he stepped into a corridor lined with crushed velvet the color of dried blood. The temperature spiked again, but this was a different kind of heat—humid, perfumed, and laced with something sickly sweet that clung to the back of his throat. Opium. And beneath that, the raw, copper tang of sex.

He moved slower now, the .45 drawn and held close to his chest. The corridor opened into a vast, cavernous hall that had been converted into a temple of excess. The lighting was low and sultry, bathed in hues of deep violet and crimson that made shadows stretch and dance along the walls. The air here was almost unbreathable, heavy with cloying incense that did little to mask the pheromones of the gathered crowd. Rorke stuck to the perimeter, merging with the darkness between plush velvet curtains, his eyes scanning the floor. The patrons were robed in shimmering, hooded silks, anonymous to the untrained eye, but Rorke saw the details that betrayed them—the flash of a Rolex beneath a sleeve, the distinct shine of Italian leather shoes, the manicured hands clutching golden goblets. These were the city’s wolves, the judges, the senators, the titans of industry who preached morality by day and bathed in filth by night. They were swaying in unison, a low, guttural chanting vibrating from their throats, a monotonous drone that sounded like a hive of agitated insects. Their attention was fixed solely on the center of the room, where the floor rose into a circular dais illuminated by a single, focused beam of white light.

On that altar, stripped of her innocence and her clothes, lay Lily. She looked even more fragile in the flesh than in the photograph, her pale skin translucent under the harsh spotlight, her limbs arranged in a display of total submission. Her wrists were bound with silk ropes to the gilded posts of the altar, pulling her arms above her head, exposing the soft, vulnerable line of her throat and the terrified heave of her chest. She wasn't struggling; her eyes were glazed, blown wide with a cocktail of narcotics and fear, staring up into the gloom. But she wasn't alone. Towering over her was a figure that commanded the room with terrifying, palpable authority. Madame Vesper. She was a statue of statuesque perfection, her skin a rich, polished ebony that gleamed with oil. She wore only a sheer, flowing robe that hung open, revealing a body that defied convention and ignited a confusing, volatile mix of shock and arousal in Rorke’s gut. Her breasts were full and high, but it was what jutted proudly from her hips that drew the eye—a thick, formidable shaft, heavy and semi-erect, a symbol of the twisted power she wielded over this congregation. The futanari priestess ran a hand down Lily’s trembling flank, her touch possessive, lingering on the curve of the girl's hip before trailing down to her inner thigh. The chanting grew louder, a feverish tempo that matched the heavy thudding of Rorke’s heart against his ribs.

Rorke felt a snarl building in his chest, a primal rejection of the scene before him. It wasn't just the danger; it was the sheer, unapologetic decadence of it. He watched as Vesper leaned down, her lips brushing Lily’s ear, whispering something that made the girl whimper and arch her back, not in pain, but in a drugged, confusing ecstasy. The elite in the crowd leaned forward, hungry, their voyeuristic lust thickening the air. They were waiting for the consummation, for the defilement of the girl by this exotic, masculine-feminine idol they worshiped. Rorke’s grip tightened on the handle of his revolver until his knuckles turned white. The sheer biological reality of Vesper—the blend of feminine beauty and aggressive, virile potency—stirred that dark, frustrated heat in his own blood, a resonance he despised. He hated that part of himself that wanted to watch, that wanted to see what that heavy cock would do to the fragile girl. He shoved that impulse down, burying it under layers of cold, professional rage. He wasn't here to participate in their freak show. He was here to burn it down.

The chanting hit a crescendo, a single, unified shout that shook the velvet walls. Vesper straightened, raising her arms high, the muscles of her torso rippling, her member hardening fully in the display of dominance. She prepared to mount the altar, to claim the prize that had been laid out for her. Rorke didn't wait a second longer. He stepped out from the shadows, his heavy boot colliding with the ornate double doors of the main entrance with the force of a battering ram. The wood splintered and the doors flew open with a thunderous crash that severed the chanting like a guillotine blade. Silence descended instantly, absolute and terrified. Rorke stood in the threshold, the trench coat billowing around him like storm clouds, the fedora shading his eyes. He raised the .45, leveling the black barrel directly at Vesper’s chest. "Party's over," he growled, his voice a low rumble of thunder that promised violence.
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