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It was a dark and stormy night. Yes, cliche but true.

Mike’s week was stressful due to two people in his department quitting. Their work was split up but losing two people in a six-person department is huge. Everyone’s workload increased by a third with no raise. To top it off, the company put a hiring freeze into effect.

Then it started raining on Friday afternoon, turning into a downpour as work let out. The walk home was a mess and angry since the weatherman said the rain would not turn steady until later tonight.

All that technology and they still cannot get the weather right.

Mike stopped and grabbed some pizza halfway home content to spend the night playing games since nobody was going out.

Thirty minutes in and Mike wanted to throw his controller out the window. Stupid try hards all over the place. Dumb zergs using aimbot and third partying a solo.

Mike pulled up the streaming service to find his favorite streamer Equi-Violent had just logged off for the night. Great, Mike thought to himself. Can’t even watch a decent streamer tonight.

Everyone was staying in due to the pouring rain but he had to get out. The stress was just too much. 

Unfortunately, his apartment downtown was at least ten blocks from the closest dive bar. Then Mike saw an ad on Equi-Violent’s page on the DingDong app for a new super-secret club only a few blocks from his house. 

He quickly rubbed one out jerking off to one of her thirty second videos running in a loop before cleaning his phone. Those pastel braids and her cornrows. The massive breasts. Equi-Violent was hot. That is always refreshing, Mike thought to himself.

Up in her room in the Futa District building, Nicole got out of the shower toweling off before removing her shower cap. Online she was known as the streamer, Equi-Violent, for her love of streaming the game Degenerate. 

Seven-foot tall, black hair in corn rows with pastel braids hanging down to her waist. G cup breasts, massive cock for a futanari girl her size height with an ass to counterbalance the top. Her sixteen-inch futanari cock stuck straight out excited for the night’s prospects.

‘Calm down,’ Nicole said to her futanari cock as she walked over to her closet to get dressed. 

She picked out her pastel cotton bra with black cups and her Degenerate shirt before walking over to the fridge to grab an ice cube.

‘That should calm you down,’ Nicole quipped placing the ice cube on her futanari cock to calm it down before tucking it down the leg of her tight leather pants.

‘This should keep you under control until later,’ Nicole replied walking over to grab her ankle socks and sneakers.

Tonight, Nicole had plans to meet one of her subscribers at the club in the sub-basement of the Futa District. They talked and video chatted over the past two weeks with each one growing increasingly comfortable with the other. 

The sub-basement club had an industrial and cyberpunk feel with each one feeling excited about meeting the other.

Nicole checked her makeup one last time in the mirror deciding at the last minute to put on her hat to hide her braids. Once out on the dance floor, Nicole could toss it to the side letting her braids fly out feeling freedom as the lasers and lights pulsed in beat with the music.

The Futa District was an area of the downtown defined by one large, old, gothic style architecture building with many shops on the ground floor with office and living space upstairs. 

All of the futanari lived upstairs, each in their own apartment. The apartments were all open layout unless someone requested a room be built. All windows were floor to the twenty-foot ceiling. Kitchens included. Bathrooms off to the side and closets built into the walls. 

In short, the apartments were the envy of everyone in the city. The only way for a normal man or woman to live there was if you were dating a futanari or carrying/raising a futanari baby.

Mike dashed out the door of his apartment trying to run from doorway to doorway without getting soaking wet from the pouring rain and the fog.

When he reached the address, he noted a red light above the entrance. The person working behind the door ushered him into a hallway with a coat check having him stand in front of a heater which appeared to dry him off quite fast.

The moment Mike entered the club, his mouth hit the floor. The sub-basement space screamed cyberpunk/industrial. The dance floor was a pit surrounded on four sides by tables, bars, and places to hang. The second floor was set back just a bit with pipes as guardrails and wire mesh between the pipes and the floor. The third floor was hard to see from the lower lever but this, as he would later find out, was the VIP area.

In short, the club looked like an inverted pyramid done in cyberpunk and industrial decor with pipes running everywhere, including across the ceiling. Random lights and lasers shined from above and the corners in colors one would expect for this type of club. Teal, black, neon blue, pink, yellow, and purple were the colors you remember the most. To top it off all the lights shot off in random directions.

It was metal. It was amazing. It was the coolest club Mike had ever been in.

On one wall, there was a giant screen with a floating head continually melting in all the cyberpunk colors. After looking at it multiple times, one would swear the colors all melted in tune with whatever song was being played by the DJ.
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