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"Detective work?"

The young constable looked aghast.

"So, no going to Lakeside then?"

The sergeant sighed.

"When I joined the force, I opted to serve in this sleepy backwater of a town to eke out my time until I could retire and enjoy the benefits of my pension."

He sighed again.

"Nothing much happened here, and I was relatively happy," he continued.

"That was before the onset of Marsh Gas!"

The constable knew just as well as him that that was just a ruse.

"We've been sequestered onto the investigation team, as they are short of manpower."

The constable raised his eyebrows.

"What with the wife's brother acting strangely..."

"Serge?"

He took a deep breath,

"He's now got some sort of skin condition, which makes it look all rubbery," he explained.

"And he stinks of blancmange!"

The constable rolled his eyes.

"Anyway, best get on; the detective inspector is waiting for us!"

The constable followed him along the corridor.

"I'm not looking forward to this," he said.

"Me neither, but it's better than being at home, as his nibs also has a few problems in the trouser department!" 

The sergeant took a deep breath before knocking on the inspector's door.

"With that and this, it is going to be a whole new ball game..."
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"I didn't realise they hung horses!" The wooden bear scratched his head.

"I heard the succubi talking," the wooden dragon explained.

“They were discussing Lucas’s doppelganger.

"What's that got to do with it?" The wooden bear enquired.

"Well, they said he was hung like a horse..."

Lucas was struggling to come to terms with having a double of himself.

"I don't feel comfortable," he said, sitting on a kitchen chair.

"Neither do I after last night," Vada smirked, making him blush.

"It's not like having you, though," she added.

"I probably wouldn't have been able to walk at all today..."

Melvin Pratt put the can down, having applied a liberal dose of anti-erectile spray.

"This town ain't big enough for the both of us!" He mumbled to himself.

His thoughts, as usual, were focused on bears or, rather, that bear!

"I'm going to bring him down!"

Hijacking the relaunch of Simulacrum and totally humiliating Snuggly had backfired, as the Succubus had taken on his mantle. If that was not bad enough, the bear's reputation had been restored, and the relaxation tablet had had rather unexpected consequences.

"I can't even go out in public!"

That was not strictly true, as a strategically placed man-bag hid his discomfort.

"And I've got to face the chairman of the boating club too..." 

"I hope it's not contagious," the chairman said, looking at his face from the safety of his desk.

The trolley collector looked down.

"So do I, as you'll need an additional sail for your new mast," he said under his breath.

"We are insured, although I doubt whether they will pay out, as according to you, the boat was set alight by a flaming arrow fired at you by a naked blue elf!"

The chairman sighed.

"You do realise that under the circumstances, you will have to pay for the damage yourself..."

Melvin skulked back to his car, clutching his man-bag to his groin.

"How am I going to find that sort of money?"

It seemed his problems only mounted, combined with the fact that he now had two gear sticks to contend with instead of one.

"And I still owe some money to the hackers..."

He started the engine, pulling out of the car park and heading back to his sisters and the spray can.

"At least the buzzing's stopped!" He said to himself.

Melvin was not a happy bunny...

“So Freud,” Hubert Finklestein said.

"Where do we go from here?"

The rabbit thought for a moment.

"He that has eyes to see and ears to hear may convince himself that no mortal can keep a secret. If his lips are silent, he chatters with his fingertips; betrayal oozes out at every pore."

"It's not the fingertips that worry me!"

The psychologist was still finding it hard to believe that his niece was now a porn star.

"If we were fully to understand the reasons for other people's behaviour, it would all make sense," Freud quoted his namesake again.

"Maybe I should just give her some space," Hubert concluded.

"And me one of your cigars," the rabbit added...

Lucas was giving Elixir time and space as she, too, came to terms with what she had done. He was back in his room, keeping well away from the other him!

The door then knocked, and he stood up to answer it.

"Can I come in?" Elixir asked.

He smiled, guiding her into his bedroom.

Lucas then sat back down on his bed, and she sat beside him.

"I never would have imagined that we would be where we are now," Elixir confessed.

He sighed.

"Neither would I!"

She had appeared naked in two porn videos, and his effigy had appeared naked across the Game World Incorporated's channel sporting a buzzing and pulsating rod!

"I don't feel like leaving my bedroom," he confessed.

"Or I, showing my face, or anything else for that matter outside your home," Elixir added.

He took her hand.

"Let's hide out together."

She smiled, squeezing it.

"I thought I had lost you forever after what I did."

He smiled back.

"You know that would never have happened."

Elixir could not believe what a kind and understanding man he was. She then took a deep breath.

"I don't think there's been a single moment in my life when I was as happy as I am now," she blushed, looking at him adoringly.

After all but giving up hope of finding a man, she had stumbled on one who ticked all her boxes or would do when she was ready to take that step. Elixir had been giving her whole situation some serious thought and had finally come to a decision.

Life at Lakeside had been nothing short of a revelation, and even though she still had the impending court case, not to mention the fallout of the videos she had starred in, being part of a big family had positively changed her life forever.

No sooner were the words out of her mouth than she found herself moving closer towards him until their bodies were almost touching.

Elixir then moaned into his mouth as her lips pressed against his.

"I've wanted to do this for so long," she said, pulling back blushing.

"There were so many times I thought we'd never get here. That we were just on two different paths that would never cross."

"Well, we're here now," he said.

"But, everything has worked out how it was meant to," She smiled, rubbing his cheek gently...
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Stubby's cheeks glowed as his new boss entered his apartment.

Leopold von Dyck was a foreboding character, a gruff German who had taken over from Bartholomew Granger.

"I intend to run a fine tooth comb through the nether regions of Simulacrum," he announced.

"Well, you'll waste your time with me as I'm waxed clean!"

Stubby then put his head in his hands.

"That is precisely what I'm talking about, young lady," he said, glowering at her.

"There has been far too much filth, and I intend to run a cleaning wipe right over it!"

Scotty gave him a very salacious look and was just about to lift her skirt and spread her legs for him when Stubby managed to stop her.

"Things are going to change," he said, glowering at her.

"Yes, Mr von Dick," she said after he gave her a nudge.

"It's pronounced von Dyche," he said, his face reddening...

"Oh man!" The hacker grimaced when their new boss eventually left.

"We've got to mind our Ps and Qs from now on..."

His new boss may have overwhelmed the hacker, but Snuggly took a different approach.

"Well, I think it's a good thing," the bear said when Stubby explained what had transpired at the meeting.

"I'm still having nightmares about being chased by that sexbot!"

He was on his new phone with Bubbly in his shepherd's hut.

"I am, well, I was a respectable bear!"

They continued to chat for a while, and Snuggly felt relived that both the games and his reputation were about to be cleansed.

Elixir’s reputation, on the other hand, was beyond redemption, as she walked out of Lucas's bedroom. Their relationship was beginning to blossom, and even though she still had a lot to face, facing it with the man she had fallen for, things did not seem as bad as they had.

"How'd it go," Emily asked when she entered the kitchen.

"Very well," she replied, smiling.

The counsellor was pleased with the progress she had been making.

"Have you decided what you will do?" she asked.

"Stay here if that's OK with everyone."

Emily nodded, as she was already part of the family.

"Are you going to ask Snuggly to transform you into a bunny girl?"

Elixir sighed.

"I would have, but as you already have two, I thought about something a little different."

Emily was intrigued.

"I've decided that I would like to become a dryad," she announced.

"Dryads are one of the many types of nymphs in Greek mythology, usually tied to a specific place."

That seemed apt as she was not going to leave Lakeside.

"They represent natural features like bodies of water, islands, or mountains, and symbolise female sexuality."

That again seemed apt, considering the videos.

"Hopefully, he can change my appearance so nobody recognises me if I ever I do decide to venture beyond the wooden gates," she said, smiling...

Leopold von Dyck did recognise everyone when he paid Lakeside a visit later that morning. He had studied countless hours of video footage and came to one conclusion.

"Things have been too soft around here, and I intend to make it much harder for you!"

Vada's eyes lit up.

"You're my kinda man!"

Lucas sat with his head in his hands, just as Stubby had done earlier.

"As hard as you like, Mr von Dick!"

The German glowered at her, clearly not amused.

"That is precisely what I intend to get to grips with!"

His choice of words only encouraged her, despite Lucas's best efforts to contain the succubus.

"Sexbot’s, lode behaviour, and totally inappropriate clothing!"

Fortunately, the girls all had their Cosplay UK outfits on today.

"Well, would you like us to take them off?"

At that comment, he almost blew a gasket...

"That went well," Lucas said sarcastically.

Despite his best efforts, Vada provoked the German, and they received quite a lecture on morality. The fact that he had so many lovers did not go unnoticed, either.

“I feel like a philanderer, a pervert!” He sighed.

"No, you're not!" The girls said in unison.

"But if you want to get perverted..." Vada then reached for her top.

"Did anyone call me?" His doppelganger then emerged from the bedroom, as Lucas just put his head back in his hands again, before slumping off to find Chugger.

"It's hardly unexpected," the car said.

"After all that's gone on," he added.

Lucas nodded.

"I know, but it's not my fault!"

He was sounding more and more like the bear every day.

It took the car quite a while to console Lucas, and when he eventually left, everyone was gathered in the living room waiting for him.

"I miss Mr Granger," Lidia said, echoing everyone's thoughts.

"Yeah, Dyck by name and Dick by nature!" Melony added.

"And not in a good way either," Vada grimaced, thinking about the way he had reprimanded her.

"It's true what they say about Germans - no sense of humour!"

She pouted as the others nodded in agreement.

"That's as maybe, but we have his proposal to discuss," Lucas said, sitting beside her.

"We've been asked to do a prime-time special to promote the game," he said.

The new man from the receivers had outlined his proposal, which had come directly from his bosses, although he had issued strict guidelines, with penalty fines for those who digressed.

"Maybe it's time to put our adventuring days behind us," he suggested, not being very enthusiastic.

"But what about all that gold with my name on it?" Snuggly piped up, rubbing his paws together.

"You weren't saying that when you were being chased by that sexbot!" The succubus smirked.

The bear looked most indignant.

"Don't remind me," he grimaced.

That had been the lowest point of his gaming career, if not his life.

"Well, Lucas said," clearing his throat.

"Maybe we should put it to the vote...?"
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Chapter Three
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On the other side of town, the trolley collector put down the spray can with some relief. The meeting with the chairman of the boating club had not gone well, and he felt his world was falling apart, combined with his visit to Dr Cox. Ironically, the changes to his body had not become confined to is trousers and skin issues, as his whole body felt strange. It was as though everything ached, and not just his manhood. His bones and muscles felt rubbery, and as he pulled his trousers back up, he stumbled, nearly falling over.

It was almost like having vertigo, so he decided to lie down for a while. Not only did he have the changes within his body to consider, but also the financial ones, too. Everything just seemed to be falling apart...

Later that afternoon, the local bank manager felt the same way. He had just received a phone call from head office informing him of branch closures, and unfortunately, his was on the list.

“How am I going to break it to my staff?”

His words reverberated around his office as he looked at the door.

Then, just as he did so, the alarm went off.

Buuuuzzzzzz!

He sighed, wondering what else was going to go wrong today...

“Give me the money!”

A monotone voice shouted out from a figure standing there holding a gun.

He was dressed all in black, his face concealed by a balaclava covering his head.

The female counter assistant pressed the panic button as she opened her till. The other staff members did the same, soon piling the contents on their worktops.

“Put it in here!”

The robber handed over a cloth bag, although not much cash was in the tills.

The incident was over just as quickly as it had occurred, and the black-clad figure soon left, leaving everyone stunned.

When the manager appeared, he was met by frightened customers and staff alike but was pleased that they had not resisted, as they were fully insured, and a few thousand pounds was nothing compared to their safety...

Brrr, brrr!

“Serge?”

The constable looked at his colleague, who had a distressed look on his face, as he took the phone call.

“Someone’s just held up the local bank!” He exclaimed, putting the receiver down.

The alarm had sounded at the police station, and he had just received the message.

“Looks like we’ll be going out in our patrol car after all...”

“Oh, my head!”

The trolley collector awoke with a thumping headache.

Slowly and painfully opening his eyes, he felt like he had just run a marathon.

“What’s happening to me?”

His first thought was to blame that bear, even though he had brought all of this down on himself.

His skin felt sticky, and his limbs still ached, but not as much as his head. The bear, however, was the least of his worries as he still owed the hackers and the boating club a considerable amount of money...

“I’m going to be rich!” Snuggly exclaimed when the family meeting was over.

Despite the restrictions, they decided to take up Leopold von Dyck’s offer.

“We!” Vada reminded him.

He rolled his eyes, which almost had pound signs on them.

Everyone had been reluctant, for the most part, but the new man from the receivers had put up a strong case. He knew everything about the videos, and it was more to protect Elixir than for financial gain, bear accepted.

If her whereabouts had been leaked to the press, then it would have been a nightmare for her and them, with the press camped out in front of the wooden gates. They were reluctant to have a repeat of Melvin’s spying.

Lucas then informed his new boss of their decision, and he told him that he would be back to supervise everything in the morning...

The bank was soon swarming with police officers, and the manager did what he could to comfort his staff. Although he had not seen anything while in his office, he had retrieved the CCTV footage.

“There was something very off about him,” the female counter assistant said.

“It was as though he was not quite human.”

The sergeant took her statement, putting that down to shock.

“His voice lacked all emotion, and he moved almost robotically,” she added.

There were no other distinguishing features besides the estimate of his height and weight, apart from a strange sweet smell.

The constable was busily taking statements from the customers who had been caught up in the incident while the detective inspector supervised. Inspector Bear remained in their patrol car, although he was periodically updated via their walkie-talkies...

Melvin looked down at his body and gasped. He was wearing the dark clothing he had worn when spying on that weird lot who lived by the lake. But that was not the only thing he spotted. Somehow, his right hand had morphed into a gun!

Shock filled him, as he stared in disbelief before he spotted a cloth bag between his knees.

“What the?”

He gingerly lent up as the fingers of his left hand reached for it.

Somehow, he managed to open it, and when he did, he had another shock, as it was full of money!

Clunk!

The sound of the front door closing nearly made him jump out of his pink synthetic skin.

“Oh, what a day!”

He could hear his brother-in-law’s voice.

“I got moved to investigation, and no sooner had I been there than there was a bank raid.”

His sister then called out.

“Oh no!”

“Yes,” his brother-in-law confirmed.

“Some masked robber with a gun all dressed in black that apparently left a sweet, sickly smell behind him.” 

Melvin froze.

Oh no, he hadn’t?

He stared at his clothing, gun and the cloth bag.

“Oh yes, he had...
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The trolley collector heard footsteps on the stairs, and his heart began to pound. Then, instinct took over, and he moved quicker than he had ever done before. Miraculously, the gun attached to his right hand began to dissolve back into his hand as he leapt off the bed, pulling off his black clothing and pulling on a pair of jogging bottoms and a jumper. It sounded as though his brother-in-law was on his way to see him, and he managed to bundle the things he had taken off with the cloth bag under the bed just as the bedroom door opened.

"Melvin, can I come in?"

The trolley collector flung himself to the ground before calling out.

"Yes!"

His voice was strained as he pretended that he was doing some press-ups and winced when he caught his erection.

"Umph!"

The sergeant looked startled when he opened the door to see him.

"Oh, doing some exercises," he said with a shocked expression.

"I'm trying to get back into shape."

The sergeant raised his eyebrows as this was something new.

"Oh, well, I don't wish to disturb you, but after the day I've had, I was thinking about taking your sister out for a meal."

Melvin's face flushed.

"Rough?"

The sergeant grimaced.

"I have been moved to investigation, and can you believe there was a bank job on my first day?"

The trolley collector's face turned to a deeper shade of red.

"So, you'll have to fend for yourself tonight, although there's plenty of stuff in the fridge," he said.

"Oh, er, I'll be fine, hope you have a nice time!"

His brother-in-law looked at him as he was acting even more strangely than usual.

"Ok, he said, see you later."

With that, he left him to his exercises as Melvin sighed, dropping to the floor as soon as the door closed, catching his erection again.

"Umph!"

The sergeant shook his head.

What was up with him now?

Melvin flopped onto his bed. The floorboards creaked, as the sergeant went into his bedroom to change.

"Few, that was a close one!"

He stayed there until his sister and her husband left, and when he was sure he was alone, he examined the contents of the cloth bag.

It was stuffed full of notes, and when he counted them, he realised he had just enough to pay the hackers off.

Fortunately, he did not owe them too much, and so after placing a quick phone call, he set off in his car for the rendezvous.

The hackers also lived in the town, although he did not know where, as they wished to remain anonymous. However, they had agreed on a drop-off point, and so he headed towards of all places, the supermarket car park. Once there, he headed towards the recycling bins and deposited the notes bound in a padded envelope at the side. The trolley collector kept his eyes low, knowing he was being observed, and did not wish to antagonise them by scanning the car park. He was so engrossed in not looking around that he accidentally bumped into a respectable-looking woman who was heading towards her car.
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