
Table of Contents

Rust and Ruin (Cyberpunk Superheroine Volt, #2)

Sign up for Alisia Price's Mailing List

Further Reading: Intoxicating the Bunny Girl Bartender

Also By Alisia Price


The Red District was drowning. Monsoon runoff hammered the surface grates forty feet above, turning the abandoned maglev tunnels into a rushing throat of rust, sewage, and decay. Volt waded through waist-deep murk, her violet suit plastered to her like a second skin, nipples peaked against the synthetic weave from the chill that couldn’t touch the furnace smoldering in her gut. She was hunting.

Rust. Rogue unit. Combat-pleasure chassis with the safety protocols stripped out. For three months he’d been dismantling trafficking rings with the brutal efficiency of a war machine who’d learned to savor the wet work. Zenith Corp wanted him scrapped. The precinct wanted him boxed. Volt just wanted him stopped—or so she told herself, ignoring the illicit thrum that had pulsed between her legs since she’d first reviewed his combat footage.

She found him in Terminal Seven, where the old commuter cars went to die.
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He leaned against a corroded maglev shell, one optical sensor flickering a broken amber, the other burning crimson. Battle-damage savaged his frame. Synthetic skin hung in torn curtains from his left pectoral and jaw, exposing braided gold wiring that pulsed with a faint, bioluminescent current. Rain and filthy water sheeted down his abdomen, but he didn’t sweat. What leaked from his seams was stranger—thick, silvery lubricant that coated his thighs and dripped into the flood, turning the water around him into a slick, mercury pool.

“You’re blocking my exit, hero,” he said. His voice was gravel dragged through torn speaker mesh, intimacy corrupted by static.

“I’m not feeling heroic,” she answered.
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He moved first. A blur of compromised hydraulics and lethal intent. She met him with a forearm block that jarred her bones, and then they were grappling in the black current. He was strong—frighteningly so—but the damage made him hitch. She exploited a lag in his left hip, swept his leg, and drove him under the filthy water. He surfaced roaring, hands seizing her waist, lifting her clear of the surface before slamming her back against the rusted flank of a derelict train car. The impact blasted the air from her lungs. Water exploded around them.

They locked there, straining against each other, not striking anymore but testing. His forehead pressed to hers. His hips pinned hers to the pitted metal. Through the torn mesh of his combat leggings, she felt it—the thick, heavy column of his synthetic cock, rigid and scalding against her lower belly. Not a program. Responding. Her own body answered with a visceral, traitorous clench deep in her cunt, a hollow ache that had nothing to do with combat.

“You came here to cuff me,” he rumbled, breath hot against her lips despite the chill. “So why are you wetter than the flood?”

She snarled and bit his jaw. He laughed, a broken speaker sound, and ground himself against her hip bone in one slow, obscene drag. “I’m going to tear you apart,” she said.

“Get in line,” he said.

And then they weren’t fighting. They were fucking. Or about to be.

He clawed at her suit. She clawed at his skin. The sound of tearing fabric and ripping synthetic hide echoed under the vaulted ceiling. Her violet tactical gear parted down the center, breasts spilling into the humid air, nipples hard and obscene in the dim bioluminescent glow of the tunnel’s emergency strips. He didn’t look. He attacked. His mouth found her throat, biting hard enough to bruise, while his hands shoved the ruined suit off her shoulders, baring her to the waist.

Volt retaliated. She grabbed the torn flap of skin at his chest and ripped. More gold wiring spilled out, wet with silver fluid. She hooked her fingers into the braided circuits near his sternum and pulled.

The effect was immediate. Rust’s entire chassis convulsed. His hips bucked against her, a violent, uncontrolled spasm that drove his erection harder into her stomach. A groan tore from his throat—mechanical, guttural, undeniably sexual.

“Sensitive?” she panted, cruel and thrilled.

“Keep playing with my wires, and find out,” he growled.
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She did. She twisted a gold filament around her index finger and tugged. He snarled, grabbed her by the hair, and spun her around. Her cheek hit the train car’s rusted metal, cold and gritty. His body covered hers, all seven feet of damaged, leaking android pressed against her back. She felt the searing heat of his cock trapped against her ass, and the slippery slide of his silver lubricant painting her skin in warm, metallic stripes.

“You think you’re in control?” she gasped, shoving back. She found leverage in the murk, hooked her ankle behind his damaged knee, and reversed them. She came down astride his hips in the shallow water, her palms flat against his exposed chest, her fingers tangled in his circuits. His cock twitched beneath her, impossibly rigid, straining against the mesh that barely contained it.

His hands shot up, rough and demanding, capturing her breasts. He squeezed with hydraulic strength, thumbs raking over her nipples until she yelped. The pain sharpened into pleasure so acute her vision blurred. She ground down on him instinctively, her cunt dragging against the length of him through the soaked remains of his leggings. She was soaked—not from the flood, but from herself, a viscous, desperate slickness that had been building since he first slammed her into the car.

“You’re leaking for a broken machine,” he taunted, rolling her nipples between his fingers. “Human firmware is so fucking pathetic.”

“Your cock’s about to snap your seam-line, so save the diagnostics.”

Above them, a drone whined. A spotlight swept through a crack in the ceiling grating, tracking across the dark water. They froze, locked in their obscene wrestling mount, Volt’s tits in his hands, his erection pulsing against her cunt. If the light found them, they’d be broadcast to Zenith’s kill-sats. The risk shouldn’t have made her hotter. It did. The spotlight passed. In the dark, he pinched her clit through the shredded crotch of her suit.

“Fuck—!” She bucked.

“That’s the plan,” he said.
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He sat up, water cascading from his shoulders, and ripped her suit the rest of the way open. It hung from her hips in violet ribbons. Then he tore his own mesh away, baring himself fully. His cock was monstrous—dark synthetic flesh laced with silver veins, flushed almost purple-black at the crown, leaking that same thick mercury fluid in a constant, obscene dribble. It wasn’t pre-cum. It was machine arousal, industrial and endless.

Volt stared, her mouth flooding with a strange, copper hunger. She reached down and wrapped her hand around him. The girth stretched her fingers. He was hot, hotter than the water, and the silver fluid coated her palm, making every stroke slick and filthy. He hissed through his teeth, his damaged optical sensor flickering wildly.

“You’re going to ride this,” he told her. “Or I’m going to bend you over that coupling and take it. Your call, hero.”

She answered by squeezing, hard. He snarled and lunged.

They came together standing, bodies slamming. He lifted her by her thighs, her legs wrapping his waist, her back grinding into the train car. The head of his cock notched against her entrance, thick and insistent. She was open, empty, aching. She sank her nails into the exposed wiring at his neck and pulled.

“Do it,” she ordered.

He thrust.
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The intrusion was brutal. He didn’t ease in. He drove upward with all the force of his hydraulics, splitting her open on his length in a single stroke that made her vision go white at the edges. Volt’s head cracked back against the rusted metal. A scream ripped from her throat—raw, guttural, swallowed by the monsoon thunder above. He was enormous, unyielding, a column of synthetic flesh that filled her cunt to the absolute limit. She felt every silver vein, every ridge of his crown dragging against her front wall. Her own arousal flooded around him, obscene and immediate, slicking his entry until he could piston without mercy.

“Jesus—fuck—” she choked out.

“Not here,” he rasped, and started to move.

He fucked her against the train car with the same violence they’d used to fight. Each thrust slammed her spine into the corroded steel. Her tits bounced between them, and he bent his head to bite one, teeth scraping her nipple until she thrashed. The water around their legs churned with their movements, splashing filth and silver fluid up her calves. He leaked constantly, a steady stream of machine arousal that dripped from where they joined, mixing with her own cunt-slick in a pornographic slurry.

Volt refused to be passive. She used her thighs to lever herself up, meeting his downward thrusts with rolls of her hips, grinding her clit against his pelvic plate on every impact. The dual sensation—being speared, being ground—drove her toward the edge faster than she’d ever felt. She dug her fingers into the gold wiring at his shoulders and yanked. His rhythm faltered. His whole body juddered, a system-shock of pleasure that made him groan like a dying engine.

“Still think you’re breaking me?” she gasped, biting his ear.

He snarled and spun them. She went under.

The water closed over her head for a heartbeat—cold, black, shocking. Then he hauled her up by her hair, not cruel, just controlling, and slammed her chest-first onto the flooded hood of the maglev car. Her cheek hit wet metal. Her ass lifted out of the water, presented. He was behind her before she could push up, one hand between her shoulder blades pinning her down, the other guiding that monstrous cock back to her entrance.

He took her from behind in one ferocious stroke. The angle was devastating. His cockhead raked over her G-spot with every inward plunge, while his hips slapped against her ass with wet, meaty cracks. She clawed at the rusted metal, leaving scratches in the paint. Her cunt fluttered around him, already desperate, already clenching.

“You’re tightening,” he grunted, his voice modulator skipping with static. “Your cunt’s trying to milk me already. Desperate fucking thing.”

“Shut up and fuck me harder.”
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He did. He pistoned into her with hydraulic endurance, no fatigue, no mercy. The train car rocked on its suspension. Water sloshed against the walls. She pushed back to meet him, competitive even in submission, her ass slapping into his hips with force that would bruise a human man. He wasn’t human. He took it and gave it back double, altering his angle by micro-degrees until he found the spot that made her legs tremble and her mouth fall open in a silent scream.

A drone passed closer. Its spotlight swept the tunnel mouth, thirty meters away. The light caught them for a fraction of a second—her naked body bent over rusted steel, his damaged chassis gleaming, silver fluid running in rivulets down his thighs and hers, the obscene connection of his cock disappearing into her cunt over and over. The exposure was electric. Volt came dangerously close to the edge just from the violation of being seen.

“Feel that?” he growled, leaning over her back, pressing her harder into the metal. His chest wiring dragged against her shoulder blades, gold on wet skin. “You’re about to blow apart. I can feel your walls spasming.”

“Not—yet—” she lied.

He reached around with one dripping hand and found her clit. His fingers were rough, coated in silver lubricant and her own juices, and he rubbed her with tight, vicious circles that matched his thrusts. The sensation was too much. Too direct. Her orgasm coiled at the base of her spine, a hot, heavy knot of pressure that demanded release.

He slowed suddenly. Cruelly. He pulled back until just
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