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Chapter 1

Taylor hadn’t quite known what to expect when he bought the VR set for Eden Online, but he was pleasantly surprised by what arrived at his home. Though it had been cheap, the construction of the headset was robust, modern, and he couldn’t see any difference between it and most of the sets that were sold nowadays, and the art for the game was incredibly realistic.

Granted, also more mature than most. He could barely stop the lecherous smirk from growing in his lips. He never had much luck with women, never got to have many girlfriends, or even a steady one, and the females he saw in the art of the MMORPG were the closest thing he would come to a relationship in quite a while.

There hadn’t been much information about Eden Online on the net, but then supposedly they were still in alpha. Taylor didn’t care about that, not as long as the game was playable and had plenty of nice women to look at, and gazing once more at the package with its catgirls, demons and angels, and plenty of other monster girls, he figured he would have more than enough of those.

The giggle that escaped from his throat was a little disturbing, but there was no one to see him and he didn’t bother to muffle it. He couldn’t wait to try the game, and only hoped it would be able to satisfy his desires.

A few minutes later he was sure it would.

He sat on his couch with the VR set around his head, and gasped as the game started. The intro showed far more alluring images than even those on the package, and he almost drooled at them. There wasn’t much of an intro, the game almost immediately showed the main menu, and Taylor breathed deeply before starting a new game.

Then he had to create a character and almost lost himself in all the options. There were so many races, from angels to demons, to humans and dwarves and elves, and plenty of monsters besides. In the end, he settled for an elf, and then another choice presented itself, between male, female, and futanari. He blinked at that, and grinned.

He kind of liked playing with girls, but he also wanted to see how the game would handle sex. The thought of seeing some of the females in the package sucking his rod made him drool again, and he decided to have the best of two worlds at once and picked futanari.

Once the race and the gender were set up, he had plenty of other details to define, and in the end spent far more time in the process than he was expecting. How tall should his character be, tomboyish or a little more curvaceous, the color of her hair, its length and how it should be worn, her eyes, their color and form, the color of the skin, if she had freckles or not, how wide her mouth should be.

Moving down her body, other options appeared, and he started salivating once her bare breasts were revealed, and he had the option to change their size. He opted for making them big, very big indeed, but not so much that they seemed impossible. Sure, natural breasts of that size wouldn’t remain that perky, but then it was a game.

He got to define how toned she was, if she had plenty of muscle or not, how slim. He preferred an athletic build, without too much fat, but not as waifish as she could be. And then, once that option was chosen, he got to her sex, and blinked at how real her cock seemed.

Even better was the sight of the female sex underneath that rod, and he found himself reaching out with one hand, trying to touch it, before remembering it was only a game and he couldn’t. He tried to ignore the disappointment he felt at that.

Taylor gave his character what could be considered a big cock, once more without going too overboard. He liked a little bit of realism in his games, and he never really enjoyed many of the extreme body proportions that could be seen in hentai and manga, where some cocks were the size of legs.

Once all those little details were defined, his character zoomed out and he got to see all of her at once, and drooled again. He shook his head before long, and then stilled, remembering he had a headset on, but it hadn’t moved. It actually felt quite secure on his head.

At last, he had to choose a class, and he quickly realized that as an elf his character had bonus as both mage and archer. He looked at one then the other, and hesitated; normally he liked to play as mages, but the outfit that came with the archer class was far more to his taste. As an archer, his character used leather armor, though from its appearance it wouldn’t have protected her much.

From the waist up, it could be considered to be a fairly normal armor, if not for the boob window. As it was, if the breasts were any less perky they incurred the risk of escaping the armor’s protection and bare themselves to the entire world. Not that it would happen, with Eden being a game.

From the waist down, the best that Taylor could use to describe the armor was leather panties. It didn’t cover more than what a pair of panties would, and the rest of her upper legs were bare to the knees, where her tall boots reached.

It was a very nice sight, and it wasn’t as if an archer would need much armor. Right?

In the end, there was no contest and he picked archer.

One last prompt appeared, asking him to confirm his choices and he didn’t hesitate in doing so.

And a moment later everything changed.

White filled his vision, making him close his eyes. He breathed as deeply as he could, and the air itself had changed. He opened his eyes and the sight that greeted him made him blink. He was on a forest, laying on his back and looking at the trees around, trees as tall as any he had seen in real life, even taller.

Without really thinking about it, his hands reached for the headset, trying to get it off, still a little confused. He couldn’t believe the realism of the thing. That was when he realized there was nothing around his head, that what he was seeing was no virtual reality.

He scrambled to his feet, casting his gaze around, trying to understand where he was and what was happening. Not that any gazing around helped with that. He wasn’t home, there was nothing he recognized when he looked around, and it felt all too real.

It couldn’t be real.

There was something very wrong there, and Taylor was certain he just needed to close his eyes, count to ten and when he opened them he would be in his home.

He did that, and it didn’t help at all.

He started pacing then, one way and the other, never moving far from where he had started. The grass under his feet was soft, and he blinked when he realized he could feel it against his skin. He looked down, but it wasn’t his feet that gathered his attention, it was the two mounds in front of his chest, straining against the leather armor.

His mouth opened and closed, and without thinking he reached out with one finger, pressing it against that flesh. He only blinked when he noticed the sensations that provoked, both in his finger and in his … breast.

Taylor shook his head as quickly as he could, and stopped when he noticed the golden hair that swirled around his head. With a sinking suspicion, he feared he was starting to understand what was going on. A better look at the armor he was wearing only seemed to reaffirm his suspicions, and he swallowed, deeply.

It couldn’t be, right?

He couldn’t have become the character he created for the game. He couldn’t be in a game.

For one moment, he actually considered that hypothesis, and tried to gather himself. “Menu?” He said out loud, hoping for anything to happen. “Help? Exit? Anything?” Only the chirring of insects greeted him, and he breathed deeply.

Deep down, Taylor figured he must have been in shock, if he wasn’t he would have been screaming all over the place, afraid and confused over whatever the hell was happening. All he could do in that moment though, was look down once again at those breasts, then reach out and touch them.

It felt nice, and he bit his lips as his grip became a little tighter. God, the breasts were quite a handful and, with the boob window his armor provided, he could easily bare them to the air, see them better.

He didn’t get a chance to.

“Good, you’re awake. I feared you wouldn’t get up before they caught up to us.” The voice was a little shrill, and Taylor looked around to try and see from who it came from, but at first, he didn’t see anything. Not until a literal fairy dropped from the sky in front of him, her wings beating so fast they were a blur.

Taylor’s mouth dropped open once more. She was tiny, smaller than his hand, and green. It didn’t take him long to notice her skin possessed more hues than those, there was light blue, light green and darker tones in her skin. Her tiny hair was braided, and it was a darker green than the rest of her, almost black, with very small leaves adorning it.

He froze, completely, then closed his mouth, opened it and once again failed to say anything.

The fairy put her hands on her waist and glared at him, and despite the difference in heights Taylor found himself taking a step back. He didn’t know what he had done to upset her, but something told him it was better not to test her. “What?” He asked, not quite knowing if he wanted to know why she was pissed. He didn’t even know if this fairy knew anything about what was happening to him.

“We need to move, follow me.” The little one shook her head and flew off, faster than he expected her to. With nothing else to do, he followed, running. It was the only way he could keep up with her, and it surprised him that he managed to.

She was quick, weaving between one tree and the other, never remaining in his sight for more than a few moments, but enough for him to keep after her. He didn’t exercise much, but now he could run without effort, without stumbling in any of the roots or depressions that crossed his path.

He found himself smiling happily, then looked down to see his body, and almost crashed head on into a tree when the bouncing breasts attached to his chest distracted him. The temptation to reach out with his hands and feel them once more was too great, but he didn’t have the time, not if he didn’t want to lose the little fairy from sight.

Eventually, his pace wasn’t enough, not completely, and he had to call out. “Wait.” He feared she hadn’t heard him, but she flitted into view quickly enough, her hands on her hips once more. Taylor didn’t know why, but he got the sense she was angry with him. For a moment his tongue felt tied in knots, but he breathed deeply and let go of his worries. “What’s going on? Who are you?”

He could almost swear she raised an eyebrow at him, but she was so tiny it was impossible to be sure. “You want to talk about that now?”

“Well, yes.” He sheepishly pointed out. What else could he do in this situation, when he didn’t know what was happening? He thought it was already pretty good that he was moving around, following her, when he should be in complete hysterics after finding himself in a body that wasn’t his.

If anything, his words only seemed to make her frown become deeper, and it surprised him that he could hear her sigh. “You should be aware of what’s going on.” She spoke almost to herself. “We should find someplace safe to talk, give me a few moments.” She turned around and gazed at their surroundings and then raised one hand in the air.

Taylor’s mouth fell open when he saw light gather around her little fist, and he could barely contain the question that burned in his throat, but then she thrust her hand, and the light blasted off, dividing itself into hundreds of very tiny orbs, barely visible to his sight. In fact, they were so small he couldn’t figure how he was seeing them, but he looked around, focused his eyes on one of the trees close to them, and swallowed when he realized he could make out details about it that he would have never been able to before. The bark seemed more alive, and even from several yards away he could see the insects that moved over it, every little crease and break.

It wasn’t just his appearance that had changed, his eyesight was far better than it should be. Almost without thinking about it, he let his hands move to his ears, and realized they were pointed, just like an elf’s. There could be no doubt that he was in the body of the character he created for Eden Online, and he didn’t know what to think.

“Through here.” The little fairy said before flying off once again.

Taylor could only follow, thankful she seemed to be moving slowly for once. It didn’t take them long to reach a cave against a small hill, and he only hesitated slightly before following her in, not quite knowing if he should trust her. In part, the thought that she might be able to harm him almost made him smile, but he remembered the magic she used, he couldn’t use any other word for it, and that made him a little weary.

Once he settled himself inside the cave, he looked at her once again, and marveled at the details he could make of her. If he was still using his normal eyes, he wouldn’t have been able to notice her attire, or the color of her eyes, which were a mix of blue and green, and unlike any human’s eyes.

“Who are you?” He blurted out, knowing there were far many other things he wanted to ask, and maybe should, but his curiousness overwhelmed him for a moment.

She crossed her arms over her small chest, raising her head at him. “My name is Neva.”

“Beautiful name.” Taylor replied before he could think, flushing afterwards. He just wanted to say something to fill the silence that appeared after her words, but made a fool of himself at the same time. Fortunately, she didn’t seem very bothered about it, and simply tilted her head at him. He breathed deeply, and looked down when he saw what the motion did to his breasts from the corner of his eyes.

He shook his head quickly enough, forgetting about it and focusing on her.

“But who are you?” He didn’t want to know her name only, he wanted to know what she was doing here, why she was helping him, and what she was. He just couldn’t put it into words.

“I’m your summoner, and I’m here to keep you safe before you’re ready to face your fate.” She explained, as if she was talking to a child, and he couldn’t help but bristle a little.

“That doesn’t explain anything at all.”

“It explains enough.” She huffed and threw her hands in the air, glaring at him. He took a step back. “I was expecting someone a little more useful when I called for a savior, but unfortunately I got a pervert.” Her eyes narrowed when she looked at his chest and his legs.

He resisted the urge to cover himself a little better.

She raised an eyebrow. “I mean, I knew this might happen, and that most in Eden don’t mind a little tumble around, but I really wasn’t expecting the spell to seek out someone that only had sex in her mind.”

Taylor opened his mouth and closed it, resisting the urge to look away, embarrassed. He could feel his face burning, and was unable to meet her eyes. Guilt almost overwhelmed him then, and part of him didn’t even understand why he should feel guilty exactly. Then something she said made him pause, and he narrowed his eyes. “Eden?”

Neva tilted her head at him.

“We are in Eden, like the game?”

“Game? What game? You’re in Eden, obviously.” She answered, as if he was a small child. It made him bristle a little. “Where did you think you were?”


“Not inside a game,
 obviously
.” He shouted out the last word in the same tone she used with him, and started pacing, shaking his head. It couldn’t be.


Neva didn’t say anything, simply pursed her lips at him.

“This is a game, right?” He turned to her once more, and his voice gained a feverish tone. The worries that had been plaguing him since he appeared in this body, the fears and doubts that he had been pushing to the back of his mind surged all at once, and he only wanted her to reassure him, tell him everything would be alright. “Right?”

“No.” For the first time, her voice softened slightly. “I used a spell to bring you here, to bring a savior to Eden. I don’t know what form the spell took in your world, but this is no game.”

“And this?” Taylor gestured at his body, and she tilted her head once again. “This isn’t my body, I’m a man.”

She shrugged. “It’s the body the fates have given you. I know the spell only brings your spirit here, I don’t know many more details after that, only that your body is supposed to be able to blend in Eden. It’s not my fault you ended up with that one, though it does say a lot about your,” She pursed her lips, and looked at him as if he was an insect of some kind. “disposition.”

Taylor knew she was insulting him, and the worst of all was that he couldn’t say anything about it. Not when he depended on her, not when he didn’t know what to do. Though he decided not to tell her he had a choice of body. “Now then? How can I leave?”

Neva stilled then, almost completely. Her wings still beat, keeping her afloat, but the rest of her was as if it was carved from stone. “You can’t, not before fulfilling your fate.” Her voice was emotionless, and Taylor couldn’t figure out if it was because she was angry with him and didn’t want to show it, or there was some other reason.

It was as if the ground vanished from beneath Taylor’s feet, and he almost fell, only holding himself upright by bracing against one of the walls. There were many things he wanted to ask her, why he was called, how, what she expected of him, but in that moment, he couldn’t think about anything else.

She must have noticed it as well. “Rest, and we’ll speak more of it tomorrow.” She said, before turning on her feet and leaving the cavern, and him, behind.


Chapter 2

Taylor slept much better than he thought he would, and awoke fresh the next day. For a moment, he forgot about everything that happened, until he made to raise from his bed and realized he had slept on cold, earthly ground.

He might have despaired, if his covered breasts weren’t the first thing he saw after that. Now that he was alone, and safe from sight, he found himself reaching for those orbs, caressing them over the leather, and moaning at the feeling of it. He slept in his armor, only taking care to poise his bow at his side before laying down.


Now he couldn’t resist. Without too much hesitation, he let his fingers trail to the boob window of the armor, and directly into the soft flesh, moaning when he realized just how soft it was. Feeling more and more adventurous, he slipped one of his hands further in, only stopping when it reached the nipple. The sensations
 that
 provoked made him remember something else, when his rod started straining against his armor.


Against the leather panties really.

Timidly, and looking around, making sure Neva wasn’t near and wouldn’t see him, he got to his feet, and then tried to explore a little deeper. It didn’t take him long to realize he had been wrong about his armor. Oh, part of it looked like leather panties, but it wasn’t, not really. The armor simply closed around his groin, from one side and the other, though he did wear some undergarments beneath it.

It took some effort to undo that part of his armor, and he soon realized it would be easier to remove the whole of it, and that was what he did. He couldn’t help himself, and he was curious to see what was different now. He swallowed at the first sight of his new rod.

It was big, bigger than his by a good amount, and strangely arousing. He lost some moments simply looking at it, then hesitantly reached out to caress it, closing his eyes and moaning at the touch. That made him aware of something else, and one hand moved between his thighs, pressing against the wetness he felt there, his female sex.

Taylor swallowed, and anyone who saw him then would accuse his face of being lecherous, especially when he started pumping his own rod.

“Good, you’re awake, we should …” Neva’s voice trailed off. Taylor jumped, startled, and turned to face her.

They just looked at each other for a few moments before he realized what he was doing and blushed. She blushed as well, turning almost orange, before darting out of the cavern with a squeak. Taylor’s face burned with embarrassment, and he tried his best to dress his armor as quickly as he could.

It wasn’t easy, and he ended up taking far longer to put it on than he had spent removing it, but he succeeded eventually and stepped out of the cave, hoping to see Neva. She appeared once she saw him, looking a little orange in the face, which he took to mean she was still embarrassed. He couldn’t help but think he was blushing as well.

“So…” He started, trying to get over that embarrassment.

Neva glared at him, and he couldn’t help but think it was cute. The little fairy looked almost red when angered, and he realized it was an expression that looked better on her than embarrassment.

“We need to move.” She started, trying to forget about what happened and focusing on what came ahead. “I think we managed to avoid the catgirls pursuing us, but we can never be too careful with their kind.”

He blinked, startled. “Catgirls?”

She nodded, not understanding his confusion, but then she was a fairy. If a fairy existed in this place, and elves, why wouldn’t catgirls exist as well?

“Fierce warriors that live on the edge of the Forest of Longing, and under the control of the half-succubus Delilah. She’s the one we need to defeat, the reason I called you here. We need to be careful.” Neva explained without an ounce of mockery in her voice, and Taylor only blinked. “The catgirls can’t catch us until you have control of your abilities and can successfully break the spell on them.”

“Mind-controlled Catgirls then?” He asked, nonchalantly, trying to go with the flow.

Neva narrowed her eyes at him, almost as if she thought he was mocking her. “Yes.”

He nodded. What else could he have done?

She seemed to accept that after a moment, and nodded, once more flying ahead, and forcing him to follow her. Not that he minded, really. His head was full of thoughts, and doubts and many things more, and he wanted some time to think freely. A walk might just be what he needed.

He almost stumbled when he thought about some of her previous words, about his abilities, but he didn’t let it bother him for long. He would treat this whole situation as if it was a game, and all he needed was to follow Neva and everything would be alright. At least, that was what always happened in videogames.


Everything seemed to be going well at first. He wasn’t tired by a few hours walk, he actually felt he could move faster, but he didn’t want to bother Neva. More than once, she looked at him, and blushed in embarrassment. When he remembered the only possible reason for it, he was the one that had to fight off a blush. Why had he done
 that
 when he knew she could come in at any moment?


The sun moved in the sky, and it was only when the midday’s light fell over him that he realized there was something different about it. It was lighter than the Earth’s Sun, almost silver in color. Neva swirled into sight, and he opened his mouth to apologize for getting distracted, but she shushed him before he could.

“Something’s wrong.” She said, casting her eyes around the trees surrounding them. “Grab your bow.”

He tried to tell her that he didn’t know how to use it, but the moment her words penetrated his mind his hands moved of their own volition and grabbed unto the weapon. He had no arrows, he noticed then, his weapon would be useless. Once more, his body moved, and he stringed the bow, and as he did the wind coalesced into a long arrow.

Taylor blinked at it, and made to question Neva, but he didn’t get the chance. Not before they were pounced on. Women fell from the trees around them, crashing down from great heights and baring fangs. He blinked at first, even as his body moved to a more advantageous position of its own volition.

They were all scantily dressed, in leather armor much like his, though theirs only covered their breasts and groins, leaving the rest of their bodies bare. There would be no hiding their ears and tails even if they had dressed better though, and he swallowed when he realized they were the catgirls Neva warned him about.

Their claws were wicked looking and he swallowed again. They didn’t need weapons, not when they could tear him to ribbons with their own hands.

Without a word exchanged, they attacked.

Taylor would always have some difficulty describing what happened then. He moved as if he had trained all his life for it, and released his arrow into one of the attacking catgirls. For a moment, he feared he had killed her, but all the arrow did was crash against her and throw her back, and though the thud he heard when she crashed against one of the trees sounded painful, he expected it not to be deadly.

Not that he had much time to think about it, before another catgirl took the place of the one he injured and attacked, but he didn’t have much difficulty stopping her.

His body moved with an agility that it never possessed before, which wasn’t too strange when he reasoned this was a completely different body. And he knew how to fight, his arms moved on their own and parried the catgirl’s attacks, and suddenly his bow was raised high once more and another arrow crashed against a catgirl.

From the corner of his eyes, he watched as Neva raised her hands in the air, magic pouring out of her. Orbs of light came from between her little fingers and crashed against the catgirls, throwing them back, each one hitting with a portion of the strength of one of Taylor’s wind arrows, but there were so many of them that none of the catgirls managed to endure.

None but one. One of the catgirls raised one hand in the air and a barrier shimmered around her, throwing the orbs off, and allowing the catgirl to jump at Neva, pouncing really, much like a cat. Taylor could almost hear the shriek the little fairy released before flying off, away from those sharp claws, moving behind Taylor. “That’s princess Katya.” Neva whispered in Taylor’s ear, holding unto a strand of her hair and using it to keep herself upright.

Neva breathed hard, and her wings seemed to be slacking off. It didn’t take long for Taylor to realize she was exhausted, and he doubted another attack like that would be coming out of the little fairy.

He focused on the princess, and found himself swallowing for other reasons. The catgirl was beautiful, with golden hair swirling behind her, curly, reaching the middle of her back. Her eyes were golden, and her mouth a light red, almost pink. The armor she wore did nothing to hide her assets, and Taylor’s eyes moved down that figure, stopping on the barely covered breasts, swallowing when he saw that much like with him, a slight movement would be enough for them to slip free. A little bit of drool escaped from his mouth.

The catgirl, Katya, pounced, using his moment of distraction.

Caught off guard, all he could do was hold unto her hands, stopping her claws from reaching his face even as her weight threw him off and made him fall down. She followed him, her figure tight around his, trying her best to rip him apart. For the first time in his life, he feared death, he saw it in her eyes.

She was stronger than him, and her claws came closer and closer to his face, so much that they became all that he could see.

Fortunately, he was not alone. Neva was tired from whatever spell she had used to attack the catgirls, but the little fairy didn’t let that hold her back and flew into Katya’s face, pounding her little fists against the catgirl. It mustn’t have hurt much, not when she was so small, but it was enough to distract the catgirl and for Taylor to gain the initiative, turning them around, and using his weight and gravity to hold the princess down.

It wasn’t easy. She buckled off more than once, trying to throw him off, but he managed to hold on, using all of his strength, resisting against the pain that her claws inflicted on his sides when they connected.

“You need to use your powers on her.” Neva screamed in his ears, almost startling him and allowing the catgirl to escape. “We can’t lose this chance, she’s one of the anchors of Delilah’s spell to control the catgirls.”

Taylor didn’t know what that meant, only that it sounded important. “How?” He asked as he struggled once more against the catgirl, feeling his arms burning with exhaustion.

“I don’t know, you’re the chosen one.” Neva protested loudly, and he realized she was scared.

He bit off his retort when the princess struggled again and one of her breasts spilled free from her armor, and he froze for a moment, just looking at it. The catgirl used the chance to turn them around, once more gaining the advantage, but she froze as well when her groin came in contact with his, and she felt his hard rod.

The gaze she threw him then was curious and something lifted from her eyes, a veil that didn’t allow her to see the world quite as it was, though those eyes became clouded with something else in short order. Lust.

He swallowed when her struggles eased slightly, and she started rubbing herself against him.


“Oh, it had to be that,
 obviously
.” Neva’s voice was sarcastic, and he was pretty sure she was glaring at him. He couldn’t confirm it though, not when he couldn’t take his eyes off the catgirl above him. Her golden eyes looked back at him, full of desire, and her mouth came closer and closer.


He swallowed, his eyes darting to her fangs for a moment. They were sharp, he was sure of it, but he couldn’t help but think they were cute as well. It didn’t stop him from thinking they could be quite dangerous.

Then her mouth pressed against his, and there wasn’t any room in his head for thought. Her lips were soft, her touch so delicate he wasn’t truly sure she was kissing him at first, but there was no denying the moan that escaped out of her mouth, or the feel of her chest pushing against his as she burrowed into his frame.

He swallowed again when he realized his breasts, those mounds that came attached to the female body he was now wearing, were squished against hers, and that his nipples had hardened.

Her chest wasn’t small in any way, but still a little smaller than his, which didn’t mean he didn’t want to reach out and touch it, especially the breast that had escaped her armor and now hung free. Without really thinking about it, his right hand moved and pressed against it, caressing, and she moaned and rubbed harder against him, wantonly.

He heard Neva huffing and moving further away, but the little fairy didn’t disappear completely from sight. She couldn’t, not without being sure he wouldn’t get harmed, not if her previous words were true. She depended on him after all, and though princess Katya didn’t seem to be ready to attack him, for all he knew that could change at any moment.

The catgirl arched her body forward, offering herself when his hand closed around her breast, and he couldn’t resist, reaching forward and freeing her other mound, pushing her armor up.

The sight made him swallow. She was beautiful, otherworldly, and she wanted him. In that moment, Taylor didn’t care that he wasn’t in his body, that this entire world was unlike any he had seen, that maybe it was a figment of his imagination and he was quite mad.

All he cared about was Katya.

She rubbed harder against him, and he became pained by the armor he wore and how it imprisoned his cock. It wouldn’t exactly be easy to get it off, especially when she pressed against him, rubbing herself like that against his body, not when he didn’t want to risk missing a moment of seeing her, touching her. His hands roved over her front and back, touching every inch he could, and he found the latches that kept her top tight and opened them, allowing him to throw her leather bra away and see her bare.

Without even thinking about it, he reached forward and kissed the valley between her breasts, only moaning when she used the opportunity to grasp his head and pull him deeper, smirking when her breasts spooned against his head, almost like pillows.

The temptation was too great. His mouth soon found its way into her nipples, tasting one then the other, playing with them, licking and suckling. Katya’s moans and mewls only made him more eager to taste her, all of her.

His hands glided down the catgirl’s back, stopping over the leather that clung to her ass, and both moaned at the gesture. Taylor couldn’t help himself. Oh, he enjoyed what he was doing, and the thought of making love to this woman, this catgirl, made him burn with need, but his body almost seemed to be moving on its own sometimes, kind of like when he was fighting before, if not so noticeable.

He found himself arching when her hands sneaked into that boob window his armor possessed and palmed his breasts, her touch soft like velvet. Her hands weren’t human, they had the form, but instead of nails she had claws, and a very soft, very short fur covered them instead of skin. He didn’t care though, not when they felt so nice against the orbs he now possessed.

Katya pressed her mouth against his neck and licked, and he shuddered. Her tongue was rough, but not unpleasant, and he started thinking of how it would feel in some other regions of his new body. It soon became too much. He burned with need for her, and whimpered when it almost overwhelmed him.

The catgirl smirked at him then, and her hands moved to his armor, working most of it off, making him realize she could have done it at any time, but hadn’t, wanting to get him over the edge. He glared at her, but she moved down and pressed that rough tongue against one of his breasts, playing with the little bud, and he lost himself in the sensation.

He only really got over it when she started moving further down.

Taylor helped her remove the last of his armor, until he was completely naked, and both of them paused to watch his hard cock for a few moments. He had barely seen it before, and he couldn’t deny he was curious. He also couldn’t deny that the sight of it attracted him in some way, made him want to reach out and touch it, maybe taste it.

He shook his head, quickly, unable to believe the thoughts that were entering his mind. He never cared for other men after all, and it wasn’t the fact he was now using a mostly female body that would make him attracted to men or cocks, especially his own.

Taylor told himself that again and again, but it didn’t help him drool any less when he gazed at his own rod.

Then Katya moved, reaching out with her hand and touching him, grasping his rod then leaning down to taste it, and all Taylor could do was throw his head back and moan.

She was eager and needy, and her mouth soon enveloped Taylor’s cock, tasting it, suckling at it. The man turned futanari could only watch at first, then reached for the catgirl’s head, caressing it, then her ears, marveling at their softness. A mew escaped from Katya’s mouth when that happened, and her ears twitched, but she didn’t shy away, if anything she seemed to try and drive herself closer.

Throwing his head back once again, Taylor found his eyes moving to Neva. The little fairy stood in place, her wings beating quickly, her back turned to them. As he watched, she turned and gazed at them over her shoulder, and the orange blush in her face told him it wasn’t the first time she did it.

She looked cute.

And only became cuter when she noticed his attention and blushed a deeper color, dropping a few inches before regaining control of her wings and climbing higher than before, turning her head away from him and Katya once more.

He almost said something, but the catgirl used that moment to wrap her lips around him and bob her head, and his mind became occupied with other things.

It didn’t take him long to reach the point of no return and come in Katya’s mouth. If the catgirl was bothered by it, she didn’t show it, keeping her motions, continuing to suckle his rod, until he had nothing else to give her and pulled her away from his groin. He pulled her against his chest and then pressed his mouth against hers, wanting to taste her, wanting to taste himself in her.

Her hand settling around his rod let him comprehend he was still hard, and he marveled at it, wondered if it was something else this new body granted him, but then she started pumping and he only cared about how nice it would be to have her.

She didn’t fight against him when he reached for the rest of her armor. The sight of her sex, only hindered by a few golden curls, made him drool, made him want to reach for her and taste that flesh. Realizing there was nothing stopping him from doing it, he laid her out on the ground and leaned down.

He wasn’t poetic enough to describe how she tasted, only that he lost himself in it, licking and caressing, thrusting his tongue as deep as it would go, enjoying her as she enjoyed him before. She trembled and moaned and mewed, and he loved every little bit of it, but soon it wasn’t enough.

He wanted her.

Wanted to press his rod against her and fuck her, wanted to fill her with his seed, his cum, and claim her completely.

Princess Katya did nothing to stop him.

She opened her legs eagerly enough when he grabbed his rod and moved closer to her, pulling at his body, trying to pull him against her. She arched, offering herself, and he stopped like a fool for a few moments, gazing at her breasts and resisting the urge to drool. When he took too long, she took matters into her own hands.

One of her legs moved around him, gripping against his back and pulling him forward, almost making him lose his balance. Her hands came upon his body, caressing and cajoling, one of them gliding down and surrounding his rod, then pulling it.

Taylor let her guide him against her entrance, and then he pushed, jerking his hips forward and entering her for the first time. It was easy; despite his girth, she was wet, incredibly so, and eager. Most of his rod sank into her without effort, and both of them moaned.

She was hot and tight, and became only tighter when he pushed more of himself into her and she answered by wrapping her walls around him. There was no thought in the motions, all that mattered was pleasure, that animal lust that invaded both of them.

He grabbed her hips and forced more of himself into her, and she arched, thrusting back against him, reaching with her claws and marking his body, but he didn’t mind. At that moment, he welcomed the pain, anything that would distract him from that burning need for even a moment.

They didn’t talk, he didn’t even know if she could, but they didn’t fuck each other in silence. Their moans and groans, and her meows, echoed through the forest, so loud and lustful, dirty, that anyone who heard them would know the reason for them.

As he fucked the princess, he saw some of the other catgirls rise to their feet, watching them with something like interest in their eyes, but they didn’t approach, they did nothing to stop their lovemaking, and so he put the thought of them behind his back and focused on Katya, thrusting and thrusting, using his hands to tease her breasts and clit, wanting to make her come.

Wanting to come as well, mark her as his.

Fortunately, he didn’t have to wait for long.

Katya shuddered and moaned, louder than before, and tightened around him in orgasm.

It was all he needed to find his own, and they enjoyed their pleasure, thrusting their hips a few more times for good measure, but soon stilling and just holding each other as Taylor’s rod finished emptying itself.

He drew back after a while, too tired to try and do anything else, and laid on his back, breathing hard.

Katya watched him for a few moments, golden eyes curious and bright. “Well,” She said at last, and he swallowed at her deep voice, feeling his rod jerk a little, hardening once again. “This isn’t how I’m used to meet new people, but seems to work quite alright, doesn’t it?” Her smile let him know she was teasing.

He nodded. What else could he have done?


Chapter 3

Taylor mumbled before awakening, slowly getting up and rubbing his hands against his face. The remembrance of what happened the day before hit him then, and he swallowed, looking around for a few moments before realizing he was alone in the cavern.

After being with Katya, they talked, and soon decided to join forces. Taylor still didn’t know the whole story of why he was called, but it was obvious there was something wrong in Eden. Katya thanked him for freeing her from the spell clouding her mind, and he was too embarrassed to do anything but blush, unable to forget how he did it when she looked at him with those golden eyes.

If how she smirked when he shied away was any indication, she remembered it as well, and didn’t mind one bit.

She wasn’t the only one that smirked or sent him smoldering gazes. Plenty of the catgirls that came with the princess looked at him as if he was a tasty piece of meat, and though part of him was flattered, he was also pretty intimidated.

He shook his head. He shouldn’t fear them, after all they were allies.

He stepped out of the cavern they had found the day before, one very similar to the cavern where he spent his first night on this new world, and stopped when he found a couple of catgirls just outside, keeping watch, almost like guards. They smiled at him, letting their eyes rove over his figure, and he blushed.

It didn’t take him long to catch sight of Katya, talking to Neva, and he moved in their direction. The princess turned to him when he got closer and smiled. “Lady Taylor.” She greeted, and he winced.

Sure, he was in a body that was like ninety-nine percent female, but he was still a man deep down. Not that he said anything about it to the princess, explaining the whole thing might not be easy. “Just Taylor, please.” They had more important things to focus on after all.

The chuckle that escaped from Neva’s mouth made him glare at the little fairy, but she only thrust her tongue out at him and turned to the catgirl once again. “We need to find some way into your mother’s city.”

“It will be almost impossible to sneak in.” Katya shook her head, sending her golden mane flying all over. “Our sense of smell is too accurate, someone will catch one of our scents.”

“What are you guys talking about?” Taylor asked. He was pretty sure he would be forced to be involved in whatever they were planning, and he wasn’t willing to let them make all the decisions without him. Sure, he didn’t know squat about this world, but at least he could offer some input, and hopefully learn.

Katya turned to him, smirking, and he blushed. “We’re trying to find a way to get you to my mother, let you undo the spell obfuscating her mind, as you did to me.”

He blushed even deeper at that, and gaped at them. Surely, she didn’t mean for him to sleep with her mother?

He realized she meant just that when she winked at him before turning back to Neva. “The girls that came with me are my house guard, sworn to me, and that’s why they were freed when Taylor freed me, I was the anchor that held them prisoner, just as my mother is the anchor that keeps the rest of the catgirls controlled by Delilah.”

Neva tilted her head. “Perhaps not completely, not if she went to the effort of controlling you as well, I think the spell that holds your people under control relied on both anchors, you and your mother, and it might have weakened slightly.”

“What does that mean for us though?”

The little fairy paused for some moments, pondering. “Most will still be under control, even if both of you were anchors, your mother is the ruler of your people, she would be the central piece of the working, but as shown from your guard, those that hold their loyalty closer to you might have broken free from the spell.”

“And they will be willing to help us.” Katya finished for her, nodding. “That doesn’t solve the problem of getting Taylor to my mother, Delilah warned us about what you were intending. She knew what the relic you stole was used for.” She shifted her gaze and looked at the elf, who blushed. “Will she be able to replicate what she did with me?”

Neva gazed at Taylor as well, and he only blushed. “I don’t know.” He squeaked, then tried to regain control of his voice and repeated the words.

The three of them fell in silence.

Taylor was the one who broke it, eventually. “Uhm, where you ordered to kill me or capture me?”

Katya tilted her head. “Capture.”

“And who were you to bring me to after capturing me?” He asked, thinking he might have found a way to do what was needed.

The princess realized what he was planning. “I was supposed to keep you in a safe location and send for Delilah, but that might work. I’ll bring you to my mother, bound as a prisoner, and get you as close as I can.”

“If she doesn’t realize you’re not under the half-succubus’s spell.” Neva pointed out.

Katya nodded, biting her lip. “There might be a way to know if that will work. There are some on the capital that are more loyal to me than my mother, if your suspicions are correct they might have broken free. If no one noticed them, I might be able to fool my mother.”

“How will we be sure?” Taylor asked when the catgirl fell silent.

“I’ll have to send someone to scout ahead, send one of my guards into the capital.” There was some hesitation in Katya’s voice, and it wasn’t hard to understand why. From what Taylor could see, the other woman cared for those in her employ, those that swore themselves to her. It wouldn’t be easy to risk their life.

In the end, they didn’t find a better plan, and she sent one of her catgirls, Cattleya, in a quest for more supporters. The princess tried to appear stoic, but Taylor could see the tears that almost threatened to fall from her eyes as she spoke with the younger catgirl. She wasn’t the only one.

The catgirls looked at their princess with something like adoration in their eyes, and Taylor understood that was why they had sworn themselves to the other female, that they cared and loved the princess because she loved them back, and cared for them. Cattleya smiled and reached forward, hugging the princess and interrupting her words, and though startled the golden-haired female could only hug back the younger woman, smiling at her and watching as Cattleya turned on her feet and left, waving at the remaining catgirls in something like goodbye.

They all understood the risk the young woman was taking, and all of them respected her for it.

Later, Katya, Neva and Taylor reunited inside the cavern. “This whole thing will fall apart,” Katya started, speaking mostly to Neva but fixing her gaze on Taylor. “If lady Taylor is unable to work her magic once more.” The teasing that had underlined her words the previous times she talked about their encounter had disappeared from Katya’s voice, and her features were grave.

It was obvious she was worried for the catgirl she might have sent to her death.

Neva pursed her little lips, looking at Taylor, who could only blush and duck his head. He didn’t know what he had done, it almost seemed like his body had moved on its own for the most part. He couldn’t be sure it would happen again.

“Taylor just arrived in this world, and there hasn’t been enough time for her to get used to her abilities.” He almost protested at the use of the feminine pronoun, but it wasn’t the time. “The spell that brought her here, to this body, will eventually settle fully and she shouldn’t have any problem controlling her abilities, but it might take some time.”

“Time we don’t have.” Katya shook her head. “My mother will send others if I fail to report back. She’ll become weary. We need to act as quickly as we can.”

Neva studied Taylor for a few moments. “Taylor said she felt her body moving on its own, both during the fight and during what happened after. It must be some safeguard weaved into the spell’s creation, I can’t understand it completely, but it might happen again.”

Katya raised one eyebrow. “Are you certain we should gamble with this?”

“I don’t think we’ll have a choice.” Both of them turned to gaze at Taylor, who had to resist the urge to wilt under their eyes.

For some reason, neither did he.


Chapter 4

It took several days for Cattleya to return, but the news she brought were better than they could have expected. There were many on the capital loyal to Katya, ready to act on her command, and even others that weren’t devoted to her were questioning some of the orders they now received, instead of obeying without question.

They should be able to get an audience with the queen without raising any alarm. When Katya heard that, and smiled, she looked so beautiful that Taylor sighed at the sight. It was an entirely feminine reaction, but he didn’t care, and he wasn’t the only one that sighed like that.

Then Neva swatted his ear, and he yelped and glared at the little fairy. The chuckles from the catgirls indicated they saw the whole scene, and he only glared harder at Neva, who tried to seem as innocent as she could.

From there forwards, their group seemed a little more content, more hopeful. They had a plan, a risky one, but one with a chance of success, and it showed. Most of the catgirls were angry at the woman that enslaved them, and worried for their comrades. The thought of freeing them made them livelier.

Neva was also happier. She was more animated, spending part of her time talking with the catgirls, but maybe that was how she normally was, and the last days had been an exception.

He didn’t know Katya well enough to tell if she was changed. He did appreciate her focus, and how much she wanted to save her mother and the rest of her people. He was a little bothered by how easily she spoke of him using his abilities on her mother, like he had on her, seeing how that worked out, but then he would catch an appreciative glance from a catgirl, or one of them brushed against him in a teasing manner, and he realized they looked at sex far differently than humans did.

Eventually, everything was ready, and all that remained was to be certain he could do to Katya’s mother what he had done to the princess.

Taylor almost wilted under Katya’s gaze. “Do you think you’ll be able to do it?” She asked him, the day before they were supposed to move out.

He shrugged. “I don’t know.”

She pursed her lips, not exactly happy about it. Neva sighed from where she hovered near the princess’s shoulder. “I suppose we’ll have to have faith then.”

“I would prefer something a little more solid than that,” Katya muttered under her breath, looking away from both of them, then sighing as well. “But I won’t let my people under Delilah’s thrall for even another minute.”

They left their camp the next day at sunrise.

Neva was put in a glowing little cage that made her wilt the moment it closed. It hurt, it must have, Taylor could see it, but the little fairy didn’t complain, knowing how important it was to make their situation seem real. Taylor had his hands chained behind his back, the grip strong, forcing him to push his chest forward, which he guessed must have looked quite enticing, if the way some of the catgirls glanced at his breasts said anything.

Hours later, when they were reaching the catgirl’s capital, he was already exhausted, and his back was killing him. Sure, he couldn’t appear comfortable, not with their plan being what it was, but he hadn’t expected it to hurt quite that much.

The guards that first barred their path did so only to greet the princess, and followed her group in, and Katya smiled easily at them, seemingly happy. He didn’t know her well enough to know if she was faking it or not, or if being back really made her happy, despite her reasons for it.

He caught sight of more than one catgirl that joined their group after exchanging glances with the princess, and he breathed more easily, realizing these were the catgirls supposed to support them, those that like the princess’s group had the spell’s hold over their minds collapse the moment he freed Katya.

He also saw beings other than catgirls. He was pretty sure he saw a centaur, and a minotaur, and he also saw some kind of plant woman, all of them seemingly under the sway of the same spell that held the catgirls captive.

And then they reached their destination, and someone pushed Taylor forward and made him kneel in front of the throne. He didn’t get the chance to glimpse the woman seated above it at first, but when he did his breath caught in his throat.

“All hail Queen Catherine, ruler of all catgirls.” One of the women standing to the side of the throne called out to the whole room, and Taylor noticed how everyone that followed them in moved to kneel in front of the queen, Katya stepping forward and kneeling as well, but closer to her mother.

The catgirls’ queen was beautiful.

In a way, Taylor could see the woman was a mirror image of her daughter, but older, more mature. Her hair was the same shade of golden, her eyes as well, but her face was perhaps a little sharper, and the tilt of her lips as she smirked at all of them made her seem quite enticing. Taylor couldn’t help but realize her breasts were also bigger than Katya’s, and he almost drooled.

This was the woman they wanted him to bed? He could like this plan.

“Rise, daughter, and come greet me.” The queen’s voice was deeper than Katya’s, but no less alluring.

He watched as the princess climbed to her feet and moved towards her mother, reaching out and laying a kiss on the woman’s cheek. The queen caressed her daughter’s face. “You’ve done well by bringing me the fairy and her attempt at rebelling against our mistress. We’ll be well rewarded for it.”

Taylor doubted any true queen would speak like that of her own volition, so subservient to another. Katya didn’t let it bother her, smiling at the older woman, then gesturing for the catgirls beside Taylor. “Let me show you what the fairy has brought to our realm.”

“I would prefer not to.” The queen turned her gaze to Taylor and the catgirls that pulled her to her feet. “Our mistress told us to be careful, that it would be dangerous. I was reluctant to send you after them.”

“Please, I insist.”

The queen didn’t get to retort, because the two catgirls supporting Taylor chose that moment to push her forward, and she stumbled until she almost reached the throne, and the queen found her voice failing when she looked directly into Taylor’s eyes.

Some of the catgirls in the throne room did react, but Katya gestured with one hand, and those loyal to her moved, subduing them. Maybe it was fate or luck, but there had been more of the princess’s allies inside the room than those under the sway of the dark spell, and they defeated them without too much trouble. The queen barely reacted, unable to take her eyes off Taylor.

Not that Taylor could take his eyes off the queen.

He swallowed and breathed a little more deeply, not noticing how that made his chest seem more enticing. The queen did, and gestured for him to move closer, and without even questioning it he did. He moaned when her hands fell on his chest, biting his lower lip and watching her face, feeling his cock starting to harden when her eyes started burning with lust.

Taylor forgot about the others in the room, those watching him and the queen, and just focused on the older woman, and moaned when her hands used the gap in his armor to touch his skin, cupping his breasts.

Katya moved until she stood at his back and started undoing some of the latches of his armor, baring him, making it easier for her mother to have him. He didn’t look at her, and neither did the queen, both too lost in each other. The princess stepped away once she finished, content in having made sure that she had sped up the whole process.

The queen finished removing the top of his armor and then leaned down to taste his breasts, licking them, swirling her tongue around the little tops and suckling at them. She didn’t bother to move from the throne, pulling Taylor forward, her hands moving over his back, making goosebumps appear on his skin.

He moaned, he couldn’t help it, not when his cock strained against his armor, paining him, not when the queen used that moment to bite one of his nipples, hurting him and making him enjoy at the same time. The woman became lost in the taste of his orbs, mewing as she licked and sucked him, and he could only arch and offer himself, wanting nothing else but to have his hands free so that he could touch her as well.

As if she heard his thoughts, Katya moved away and started working on the chains that imprisoned him, releasing him at last and giving him the freedom he wanted.

He didn’t waste any time, grabbing unto the queen’s golden mane and pulling her up, forcing his mouth against hers. She moaned, and he moaned as well, and then he lost himself, completely. The ability to think was past him, and he only wanted to feel, to touch and be touched, to have this woman in all the ways he could.

With her help, he ripped her clothes apart, and then his mouth latched unto her breasts, as she had done to his before, kissing and licking and sucking and just tasting them however he could, making her writhe and loving every moment of it, groaning as he thought about having her in full.

If someone had told him a week earlier that he could ever have a woman like this, or like Katya, he would think them mad. Well, if someone told him what would happen to him a week earlier he would think them mad, no need for otherworldly beauties to bed him to think so.

One of the queen’s hands pressed against his covered groin and he groaned, then winced a little when her grip increased in strength. Fortunately, the queen didn’t want him undone, she wanted him free. When she pulled her hand back, her claws ripped through his armor, baring him, even if her choice in how to do it hurt a little.

Then her hand was around him, pumping and caressing his rod at the same time, and Taylor threw his head back, unable to stop the moan of enjoyment from escaping his mouth. It seemed to please the queen, who smirked at him, then started moving faster.

He could only reach out and put his hands on her shoulders, using that touch to brace himself. It seemed the queen was intent on making him spill himself, and Taylor didn’t have the will to resist her. He didn’t want to, really.

When he came, he did so with a groan, watching as his seed escaped from his rod and crashed against the queen, staining her chest white. The sight made him groan just as much as the orgasm did, especially when she reached down and gathered some of that white fluid and licked it off her furred fingers. His cock jerked, still hard despite him having come, and he swallowed when she smirked at him.

She grabbed unto his long hair with a speed that startled him, and then pulled, forcing him down to his knees. He obeyed, knowing what she wanted, realizing he quite liked the thought of worshiping her as the queen she was.

He reached for her, hands trembling, and she helped him bare the last of herself, pushing her lower clothes down. Every inch of skin that became revealed made him drool, until he could lean back and watch all of her, only a pair of panties keeping her sex hidden.

Catherine was a proud woman, he could see that in her bearing, in the way she looked down at him, and it only made her even more attractive.

Taylor leaned in, laying a kiss against her knee, then one on her upper legs, slowly moving up, inch by inch. She barely reacted when he reached her inner thighs and kissed them as well, and feeling a little disappointed by it he started moving down once again, deciding to tease her until she showed a reaction.

It took longer than he expected, so long that he wondered if what he was doing was getting to her, but eventually she shuddered a little when he laid another kiss against her thighs, and her leg trembled when he brushed one hand against her side, and he smirked, knowing he had her.

When he teased her a little more, she lost her composure and grabbed his head once again, pulling him against her sex, grabbing her own underwear and ripping it off in a display of strength that surprised him. Then she pulled, forcing his mouth against her, and he had other things to worry about.

She was damp and tasted salty, but he loved it nonetheless. His tongue moved up and down over that slit, licking and tasting and swirling around, from one side to the other, up and down and then in circles, until he heard her pant in need, until he knew she wouldn’t last long. That was when he moved up and held unto her clit, suckling it gently at first, but a little harder when he realized she enjoyed it.

It was different from when he was with Katya. He was in control now, full of lust and desire, but his body no longer moved on its own, and he could almost feel some kind of power pouring out of him and into the queen with each touch.

With a moan, she tightened her legs around him and came, starting to thrust against his face, and he kept pleasing her until the pressure eased and she stilled on her throne once again. He leaned back after laying a last kiss on her sex, and smiled.

She gazed at him with eyes glazed over for a few moments, but then they sharpened, and she pushed him down and climbed atop of him without hesitation, reaching down to play with his breasts with one hand, while the other steadied his rod and put it in position to plunder her.

Then she let herself fall and Taylor felt heaven.

He enjoyed being with Katya, but there was something different now. He was in control and he felt so much more than he had before. He also couldn’t deny there was some thrill over being with Katya’s mother, after being with the princess herself, especially when they were surrounded by people watching them.

That thought made him still for a moment, but then Catherine drove herself down, taking him deeper, and he moaned and forgot about it all over again.

His hands found their way to her hips, gripping tight and helping her climb up and down, helping her ride him, until they were both panting and moaning with need. He looked at her then, and marveled at her beauty, reached out with his mouth and kissed one of her teats. She grabbed his head and pulled it hard against her bosom, and a moment later he was coming and she followed him into pleasure.

It was as if something broke. He could feel it in his skin and in the air, and saw it in the queen’s posture, how she breathed deeply and opened her eyes wide, looking around for a few moments with new eyes, before looking down at him. She narrowed her eyes, and Taylor gulped, fearing she would use her claws on him, but all she did was start rocking once more, working his cock in and out of her.

The next orgasm didn’t take long to come, and Taylor felt even more pleasure in it. Maybe it was because he was sure the queen was in control now, and chose this of her own volition, or maybe the sensitivity from all the previous orgasms made it more enjoyable. In the end, the reason didn’t matter much.

The catgirl queen came down from her high, and cast her eyes around, not bothering to get out of his lap. “Can someone explain what the hell is going on?”


Epilogue

Taylor sighed as he relaxed into the warm water of the bath, and couldn’t resist the temptation to look down at his body, biting his lip at the sight of his breasts. It was the first time he was free to look at them so unabashedly, and he reached out and touched one of the nipples, closing his eyes and enjoying the sensation. Soon he explored the rest of his new body, feeling his hand wrap around his cock and pump for a few moments, then dipping his fingers between his thighs and exploring the other sex that could be found there.

He rocked when his fingers brushed against what could only be his clit, and a moan spilled out of him. It was loud and feminine compared to the groans he would let out when he felt sexual pleasure before, and they made him a little uncertain. Was he even a man now that he had this body? He had a cock, but everything else about this body was decidedly female.

What surprised him more was how little he was bothered by it, but maybe that was due to whatever spell brought him here. He narrowed his eyes when he thought about that, uncertain, and it was as if the fates had known what he wanted, because Neva chose that exact moment to enter the bathroom and came to hover near him. “Taylor.” She said, turning her head away when she realized she was staring.

Taylor’s lips twitched, amused. No matter what, he liked the sight of the little fairy, found her cute, even her anger. “I think we need to talk.”

Neva looked at him over her shoulder, before looking away, but it was enough for him to see her raised eyebrow. “What about?”

“All of this.” His voice almost broke when he said the words and he shook his head, trying to gather himself. Ever since he came to this world he had felt as if his mind had been surrounded by cotton, almost as if he couldn’t feel fully. Now that protection was vanishing, and every little emotion felt enhanced. He missed home, his friends and family. He feared for his life.

Without meaning to, tears started escaping from his, her face. How should he refer himself as?

Neva flew close, reaching out with one of her little hands and putting it against his forehead, caressing him, comforting him, and he shuddered and gained enough strength to hold back the urge to cry. “What’s happening to me?”

The little fairy hesitated. “The spell I used to bring you here tries to ease the transition between worlds, but eventually that protection fades, just as the instinctive knowledge it grants you fades.”

“Like how my body moved on its own while I fought against Katya? And what came after?” Neva nodded, and he shuddered, suddenly cold despite the warm water. “Why me?”

She didn’t need him to explain what he meant, though she visibly wilted in front of him. “I don’t know, I don’t get to choose who the spell brings. The fates do. I’m sorry.”

He could blame her, she was the one that brought him into this world after all, the one that put him in danger, but he couldn’t. Not when she looked so despondent, not when all he wanted was to wrap her in a hug. A sad smile tugged at his lips and he leaned forward, reaching out before she could escape and laying a kiss on her. Sure, seeing their differences in size, his lips ended up kissing half of her body, and she shrieked and flew higher, calling him a pervert.

She didn’t flee though, and hovered over his shoulder, his little angel ready to protect him. The thought made him a little happier as he breathed deeply, knowing the danger was far from over, and that a much more dangerous enemy lay ahead.

The end
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. A little feedback can help me greatly improve my writing and I can keep working on things you like.
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Princess and Wicked Witch

Capturing a witch was dangerous, even deadly, and Amelie had the scars to show it. Fortunately, the princess-turned-knight didn’t have much difficulty catching the latest witch, and now all she had to do was turn the other woman to the villagers she intended to curse.

It was supposed to be a fairly straightforward task, and once done the world would have been rid of another monster, but there was something wrong. The witch was scared and frail, not as dangerous as Amelie was told, and the villagers seemed intent on destroying her at any cost despite the reassurances of a fair trial they had given Amelie.

There was something more to the history she had been fed, and Amelie intended to find what it was. What she couldn’t imagine was that the witch she captured might be the answer she had been searching for all along, and that with her help she might one day be able to cure her sister.

Princess and Wicked Witch is the first book in the Cursed Queen duology. Contains explicit sex and futanari (girl penis), not recommended for anyone younger than eighteen.
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Futanari Werewolf

Elisa was taking a walk through the woods when she came upon a naked, wounded woman. Without a thought, she picked the young woman and took her back to her cabin and cared for her, all the while trying to ignore the … oddities about the slim brunette.

Erika woke, and Elisa felt a desire and need for the other woman that was anything but normal, and Erika wanted her just as much. But there was more to the brunette than just her physical differences, and there were those that would do anything to get to her, even threaten the life of her new mate.

Contains explicit sex and girl penis (futanari). Not recommended for anyone younger than eighteen.
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Pirates at Sea (Futanari Magic #1)

Julie Daubigny only had one task: hunt down the pirates that had stolen from her family, get rid of them and recover what they had taken. It wouldn’t be an easy task, but she was confident she could do it without too many problems.

She had her mentor with her after all, and her other companions, mages all of them; but plans rarely survived contact with the enemy. Only this time their plan got derailed before they even found their enemies’ lair, and it did so in a manner she could never have expected.

Pirates at Sea is the first book in the Futanari Magic series. Contains explicit sex, not recommended for anyone younger than eighteen.


Amazon.com
         
Amazon.co.uk


cover.jpeg
Futanari nIine

THE CHOSEN

FUTA





OEBPS_002.jpg
FUTANARI
WEREWOLF





OEBPS_003.jpg
Futanari Magic

PIRATES AT SEA





OEBPS_001.jpg
PRINCESS AND
WICKED WITCH






