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    How An Adventurer Joined the Harem 
 
      
 
    Not long ago, a strange man appeared in the city of Eversol. He knew little of the customs of the place, and rumors began to abound about where he was from. He brought with him strange knowledge, and he treated people differently to the other adventurers who passed through the city - unafraid to stand up to anybody, but kind even to those the society of Eversol degraded, such as slaves and demihumans.  
 
    Several of the women of the city found themselves captivated by his charms, and devoted to the stranger, who some even believed may have come from another world to be the hero they needed in these difficult times. They swore themselves to helping and protecting him where they could, and wanted nothing more than to earn his love and his indulge in his physical affection, which they all attempted to win using their own special ways. 
 
      
 
    These are their stories, and this is the tale of how the brave female warrior Calla found herself sworn to his side. 
 
      
 
    It was a fairly quiet day at the Adventurer’s Guild in Eversol, and Calla had arrived late in the afternoon, after sleeping off the previous night’s excesses. She had a reputation for being able to fight as well as any man in the guild, but to maintain it, she often had to reassure her peers that she could drink as hard as they could too. She sometimes wished they might see her as the kind of sexy woman they all lusted after, and she secretly felt a little jealous when they made their lewd comments about the tits on the barmaid, Yestina. After all, her breasts were, if anything, bigger. But it seemed that in earning the respect of the toughest, burliest men she had also lost the opportunity to be seen as a woman. Calla felt that the men around her would no more fantasize about fucking her than they would about fucking a battleax or a warhammer.  
 
    Still, she made the effort to try and look sexy, at least, because they weren’t the only men around, and maybe someday some nice merchant or something would show up who wasn’t completely intimidated by her, and she might actually get laid. Yes, tough, bold Calla, who was 19 but had slayed her first dragon at 12, was a virgin. 
 
      
 
    Was, because this was to be her lucky day.  
 
      
 
    Calla was idly checking out the notice board, hoping that a better job might have somehow appeared since she last checked five minutes earlier, so she wouldn’t have to take the tedious pest control mission involving wiping out some giant scorpions in a quarry just outside the city walls, when the stranger walked in.  
 
    She turned to notice him mainly because a strange hush had fallen over the guild hall, where before there had been the usual chatter and raucous banter that typified the place. This kind of silence only occured when someone unexpected had come in, and people were interested enough to stop what they were doing and size them up. 
 
    The man was young, probably no more than a couple of years older than Calla, and he was well built, for a normal person, though considerably smaller than some of the hulking, british men scattered around the guild hall. He didn’t have that weathered, battle hardened look, either - he seemed relaxed and confident.  
 
    There were two things that really struck Calla about the man, however - firstly, his clothing, which was incredibly bizarre (to Calla and her cronies, at least - he was actually wearing black jeans, a black t-shirt and a black leather jacket, but they had never seen such clothing in Eversol). The second was the sword on his back. Huge, ornate, and shining with a strange, opalescent light, there was no mistaking that this was a master level weapon, and probably a magical one at that. 
 
    At the benches around the bar area of the guild, people were eyeing the stranger suspiciously, but he seemed unfazed. In fact, his gaze was fixed on Calla. 
 
    She met his eye, and tried to hide the burning in her cheeks as the man’s lively eyes took in her body approvingly, unashamedly fixing far longer than was appropriate on her cleavage. Evidently, he didn’t know who she was, and that she could probably break him in half. But Calla didn’t feel offended or aggressive, she actually felt unusually aroused by the way he was admiring her. 
 
    The new guy strode over with an almost cocky swagger, and was quickly beside her at the notice board. 
 
    ‘Are you looking for work?’ she asked. 
 
    ‘Yeah. I’m new here. I need to raise some money and level my melee and magical resistance up a bit before I set off to destroy the overlord and his minions.’ he said matter-of-factly. 
 
    Calla laughed, but then stopped abruptly when a stare from the man showed that he wasn’t joking. 
 
    ‘What, just like that, you’re going to defeat Morstros?’ she asked. 
 
    ‘And his minions. Lots of minions.’ he replied. 
 
    Calla shook her head, bemused. 
 
    ‘Well, the pickings are slim today as far as decent fighting quests go. There’s just this one, which I’ve been putting off taking because it sounds a bit boring, just killing a bunch of giant scorpions…’ 
 
    ‘It won’t be boring if we do it together.’ the guy said, his eyes sparkling. 
 
    Calla had to admit he had a point - she had no idea what his deal was, but there was certainly nothing boring about a strange, foreign guy showing up and claiming he was going to defeat the overlord (and his minions). At worst an outing with him would probably be entertaining. Plus, that way he looked at her - it made her tingle. 
 
    ‘OK.’ she found herself saying. 
 
    ‘One thing though, how tough are these scorpion things? Will I be OK like this or do I need some armor? I haven’t been here long - only just got given this sword and told about the whole overlord thing, and then I came straight here, so I’m just wearing the stuff I arrived in…’ 
 
    Calla looked even more confused. How could he have only just found out about the overlord? Everyone in the world knew about Morstros. And why did he have a magic sword and yet no armor?  
 
    ‘Just where are you from?’ she asked in disbelief. 
 
    ‘Overseas. I can’t really explain better than that. I’m sorry, I’m not being secretive to mess with you, I just, well, it’s better if I don’t go into it too much. The important thing is I’m here, and you are my first sexy ally!’ he grinned. 
 
    Calla blushed, secretly thrilled that even if this guy was completely insane, he was complimenting her in a way she never got to hear from the local men. 
 
    ‘Well, giant scorpions are pretty low level - they can pack a punch if they sting you and they do have a bad poison, but with a sword like that you’ll be able to take them out long before they have a chance to strike, and I’ve been hunting those things for sport since I could walk, so even if you’re worse than you look I’ll make sure you don’t take any stings. You should be fine in what you’re wearing.’ 
 
    ‘Cool. I have a bunch of these healing potions, too.’ he said, pulling a handful of small, glowing vials out of his jacket pocket. 
 
    Calla gasped - the pinky-purple sparkle of the vials told her what they were in an instant - the rarest, most expensive healing potions on the market in Eversol. She had one, which she had been given as a reward for ridding a nearby village on the coast of a kraken, and she had been saving it carefully for an important quest. This guy had fistfuls of them, and seemed to be considering using them to recover from potential scorpion stings. 
 
    ‘Where did you get those!’  
 
    ‘Ah, this white lady - think she’s a goddess or a witch or something. Same one who gave me the sword. Do you know her?’ 
 
    Calla shook her head - she had certainly never seen anyone like that before. But she was now more convinced than ever that there was something special about this stranger, and she wanted to help make sure he stayed alive long enough to figure out why he was here. 
 
    ‘What is your name, by the way? I am Calla.’ 
 
    The man thought for a moment. Was he trying to choose a fake name to give her?  
 
    ‘Spike. Just call me Spike.’ he said. 
 
      
 
    Calla and Spike left the guild hall together, with many eyes following them with interest. Spike didn’t seem to care, but Calla knew she’d be grilled about the stranger later. She wondered what she would have to tell them. 
 
    They walked out of the city gate and continued toward the quarry - Spike having no idea where they were going, but Calla not needing any kind of guidance to reach such a nearby location. She’d been coming here her whole life - it was always getting infested with monsters of various degrees of difficulty, and adventurers would go and hunt them or eradicate them to improve their skills for tougher quests and earn some money, or even just to test out a new weapon.  
 
      
 
    Calla couldn’t really tell what it was about Spike that made her feel instantly at ease, and like she liked and trusted him. Usually she was reserved around strangers, especially when she hadn’t seen them fight yet - relying on the wrong person in a mission could be fatal after all. But he exuded some kind of likeability that she just couldn’t really break away from, even if she tried to apply her normal cynicism.  
 
    Her trusting demeanor didn’t surprise Spike at all, however, who knew how many points he had put into Charisma for the very purpose of getting beautiful women like Calla on his side. 
 
    Such was her trust in him that when the sky suddenly darkened as they approached the quarry, and a peal of thunder seemed to tear open their eardrums, vibrating so powerfully through the ground that Spike was sure he saw Calla’s breasts wobble where they were squeezed out over the top of her silver chest armor (such as it was - she had chosen it more for its allure than its protective qualities, and wore far more substantial gear for more challenging quests), she gripped on to his arm as she felt the familiar fear grip her heart. 
 
    Calla had only one true fear, and it was one she generally tried to keep a secret from new people, because it came with a sad story. Those who had known Calla since her childhood knew of her terror of lightning, but never spoke of it. Nobody liked to think about the time Elaxia, one of Morstros’ generals, a sorceress who used a bow to send lightning out to stun and petrify her enemies, had attacked a unit of the guild’s best warriors, and killed both of Calla’s parents. 
 
    Yet somehow, she found herself explaining the whole thing to Spike. 
 
    ‘That’s terrible! Do you want to go back?’ 
 
    ‘No, no, there hasn’t been any lightning yet, hopefully it is far away and we’re just getting the rain and thunder here - the sound just frightened me, and I wanted to tell you so, well, so you won’t think I’m flaky if it startles me while we are fighting the scorpions. And so you know why I grabbed you like that.’ she blushed. 
 
    Spike saw the downcast look in her eyes and immediately felt protective towards the girl - with rain dripping off of her nose and her sad green eyes, she looked less like the scarily competent woman he had met at the guild, and more like a vulnerable girl who might actually need him. 
 
    He put his arms around her, and promised her that he’d take care of her in the quarry, and that she didn’t need to worry about what he thought of her fighting ability while the storm was passing. He had absolute faith in her.  
 
    It wasn’t a lie, either - Spike did know just how good a fighter Calla usually was, because he could see her stats. He knew even better than she did what her strengths and weaknesses were, and he knew she was definitely a useful ally. 
 
    In the dimmer light that came with the storm, Calla found it hard to see, but the sword Spike wore on his back was glowing, making it easy for her to find him. They clambered down the metal stairway leading down into the quarry, with Spike taking the lead, despite having never been to the place before. Today, he was braver than Calla, the seasoned adventurer. Perhaps he really was some kind of hero. 
 
    From a platform one storey higher than the quarry floor they observed the battleground as well as they could through the rain and darkness, and saw only four scorpions. Spike looked somewhat impressed by the beasts, even though Calla had told him they were weak monsters. She supposed they didn’t have them in his country. 
 
    ‘Neither of us uses ranged weapons, which is a shame in these conditions - it’d be great to be able to just pick them off with a bow or a spell and go home…’ Calla said. 
 
    ‘Oh, I do have some spells and stuff,’ Spike said, producing a wand from his pocket ‘that white lady gave me some. But I want to level up my melee and get the most out of this sword.’  
 
    ‘Level up? You mean, like, train?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, exactly.’ he replied, thinking how strange it was that the people who lived in this world didn’t actually know about the mechanics that governed it. 
 
    ‘Well, then, shall we just take them on with your sword and my ax?’ Calla suggested. 
 
    ‘Yeah. There are only four, so shall we take two each?’ 
 
    ‘Only four out here… This quarry is full of caves and nooks where the monsters that infest it tend to hide. There is likely to be a nest somewhere, and they will keep spawning until we destroy that. There are special bombs we use to get rid of the nests, here, take one. Whoever finds it first can destroy it and take the reward.’ she said, producing a round, almost cartoonish looking bomb from somewhere. 
 
    ‘About that…’ Spike said, taking the bomb and putting it in his personal storage by ostensibly pocketing it. 
 
    ‘The reward?’  
 
    ‘Yeah. I want us to split the bounty whoever destroys the nest, but would you mind, where it’s possible, to let me get as many killing blows in as possible on the scorpions? I need the XP if I’m going to be preparing to fight Morstros - and his minions - and I could also, if you don’t mind, do with some equipment, so can I have first pick of any loot?’ 
 
    ‘XP?’ 
 
    ‘Er, I mean I need the experience from killing monsters. You have killed a lot of them, so you are already about as good as you can be with your ax, but I need to get better at using this sword, and to do that I need kills. Also the amount of experience you’d get from killing these scorpions would be pretty much negligible for you, since you’re already -’ he stopped himself saying that she was a high level ‘very advanced in melee fighting. But I only just got here and while I did get some possibly unfair advantages from that white woman, I have no kills as yet…’ 
 
    ‘You’ve never killed anything? But you’re an adventurer! And you have a master sword!’ 
 
    ‘Well, let’s just say it’s a career change for me.’  
 
    ‘OK, well, I’m curious to see you in action anyway, so how about I hang back and if you need me to I can come in and aim for the stingers - that’ll wound the scorpion but won’t kill it in one hit, so you can finish all of them off if that’s what you need to do. As for loot, yeah, sure, you never find anything good in scorpion nests though… I have more equipment than I know what to do with at home though, and I never get around to trading it in, so if you like, when we’re done here you can come over and see if any of my cast-offs will be useful to you?’ 
 
    As Calla offered, she felt a strange sense of hope that he’d say yes, the idea of being alone with him in her home, where her bed was…  
 
    ‘That would be amazing, thank you so much! OK, so, we have a strategy, so lets wipe these bastards out so we can get out of the rain and enjoy a nice relaxing drink at your house…’  
 
    It could have just been the rain clouding her vision, but she was sure he said that with a suggestive smile. 
 
      
 
    Spike wasted no time, drawing his sword and racing down the last flight of metal stairs down into the quarry, and making short work of slicing through the first scorpion in his path like it was made of butter. It was probably the sword doing the work, Calla knew deep down, but she still found it sexy how bold and strong Spike looked charging at the beasts. She walked down the wet stairs more slowly, watching the glow from his sword through the rain as he took out the second scorpion. It wasn’t looking like she was going to have to do anything on this mission - once he had killed the last two they could find the nest, blow it to high heaven, and leave, and she was looking forward to drying off and showing the sexy stranger some hospitality. 
 
    Just as she was scanning the area for which cave might be a likely spot for a scorpion nest, based on the size and type of the scorpions, however, three things happened at once. 
 
    Firstly, she saw Spike raise his sword to pierce the body of the third giant scorpion, secondly, the sky erupted in what seemed like five forks of lightning at once, and thirdly, she stumbled backwards in her fear, right into the path of a scorpion that had made its way from the next location - right behind her. 
 
    Calla had screamed as the lightning had come down, and Spike quickly dispatched the scorpion and the other one that remained from the original four, before racing over to where she was lying, clutching her leg. She’d managed to take out a knife and stab the scorpion that was coming for her to death, being unable to use her ax lying on the ground, but she’d slashed its eyes and enraged it before killing it, and it had managed to get a sting in on her thigh. 
 
    ‘Calla! Are you OK?’ Spike panted as he reached her, genuine fear for her creasing his wet face. 
 
    ‘It got me, I won’t be able to walk for a minute, but I’ll be alright - but Spike, the nest is in that cave, go and destroy it before more come…’ she said, her face clenched in pain. 
 
    Spike looked at her for a moment, reluctant to leave her, but he knew she was right that it would be easier to help her with her injury if there wasn’t a steady stream of scorpions to deal with. He slashed his way into the cave, killing a couple of baby giant scorpions as he went, and the next thing Calla saw was him walking back towards her while the explosion from the bomb went off behind him. To anyone from Spike’s world this would have looked like a cheesy moment from a movie, but Calla just thought it was the manliest thing she’d ever seen. This was definitely the effect of Spike’s Charisma stats, because she’d seen a man punch a dragon in the face before and live to tell the tale. 
 
    She was trembling, both from the fear that the lightning would strike again and the physical shock of the scorpion sting, and she offered no argument when Spike gently scooped her up, acting as though she weighed nothing, despite the fact she was wearing metal armor, and was heavier than she looked anyway as a result of her muscles. She let her head fall against his chest, her cheek against the wet leather of his jacket, which for some reason she decided she loved the smell of. 
 
    He carried her into the cave where the nest had been, its smouldering remains offering some warmth, and gently put her down on the ground, resting next to a large, smooth boulder. 
 
    He pulled a torch from his storage and propped it up against a nearby rock, before lighting it. There was probably a spell for this, but he had a lighter, and didn’t feel like this was a good time to be trying to work out how to do magic. 
 
    He sat down next to Calla, putting his arm around her shoulders to try and stop her shivering. It wasn’t cold, but they were both soaking wet and she was in shock. 
 
    Spike pulled out one of his health potion vials. 
 
    ‘No… No, those are rare and expensive in Eversol, don’t waste one on this - it is just a scorpion sting.’ Calla protested. 
 
    ‘But you’re trembling, and you can’t walk - I’m not going to let you be in pain just to save a stupid potion.’ 
 
    ‘With that wasteful attitude you’ll never amass the supplies to launch a proper attack on even one of Morstros’ minions… Seriously, let’s just wait for the rain to stop, then if you can help me walk home I can treat it there with something more appropriate. It’ll mean the poison will have had a bit of time to take effect so I may be a bit woozy, but I can’t face walking out there until this storm is over.’ 
 
    Spike looked thoughtful. 
 
    ‘Let me see the wound.’ he said. 
 
    Calla was in too much pain to feel embarrassed as she spread her legs apart and let him gently inspect the puncture wound on her inner thigh. 
 
    Without warning, suddenly, his head was there, and he was kissing her thigh. 
 
    Calla shrieked in surprise - sure, she definitely wanted him to kiss her, but this was just weird. That’s when she realized she was being a silly, innocent girl. Spike was sucking out the poison from her wound. 
 
    He spat out the poison, and took a flask of water out of his storage and used it to rinse his mouth, before offering some to Calla to drink. She shook her head, still a little surprised at what he had done. He took out a bandage too, and with gentle hands wrapped her thigh. Amazingly, the pain was all but gone already, and this allowed Calla to notice that she was enjoying the feel of his hands working on her upper thigh like this - so close. 
 
    ‘You know… I didn’t realize what you were doing then at first - I thought you were… Kissing me.’ she said, quietly, hoping he would get the question she was trying to inject into her words with her tone. 
 
    Spike smiled at her in the flickering torchlight. 
 
    ‘No. That’s just basic first aid. If I was kissing you it’d be more like this.’  
 
    He brushed the wet hair off of her face and kissed her slowly on the mouth. Feeling no resistance, he parted her lips with his tongue and began kissing her a little more forcefully. 
 
    He pulled away, and saw that she was blushing so much her face almost matched her crimson hair. But she was smiling too.  
 
    ‘You know, we may be in here for a while waiting for the storm to blow over, and it makes sense to try and let our clothes dry a little before we leave…’ he said, taking off his jacket to emphasize his point. 
 
    Calla’s heart was racing. She wanted him - everything about the kiss had been perfect, and she felt so strangely compelled towards Spike that nothing would have pleased her more than to give herself to him, right here in this cave. The torchlight and the sound of the rain outside even made it feel intimate and romantic in there, despite the fact that not ten minutes before it had been scuttling with scorpions, and then on fire. Her leg didn’t hurt anymore either, thanks to Spike removing the poison and allowing her generally very fast healing factor to kick in. But she had to tell him, first. 
 
    ‘Spike, I… I like what I think you’re suggesting, but first there’s something you need to know about me. It’s a bit embarrassing.’ 
 
    Calla had no idea the kind of things Spike was suddenly imagining the embarrassing secret of a woman from this world might be, but he was picturing all kinds of bizarre anatomical quirks before she said, simply: 
 
    ‘I’ve never been with a man before.’ 
 
    ‘So… You prefer women?’ 
 
    ‘No. I’ve never been with anyone before. That was my first kiss.’ 
 
    Spike wasn’t sure whether this was something wonderful or something terrible. Was she part of some strange religion, and if he fucked her now he’d be ruining her in the eyes of some terrifying god? Or was he really getting the chance to deflower a woman so hot that in his world she’d be on a red carpet somewhere while he was jerking off to internet porn at home? 
 
    ‘I’ve got to ask, please don’t be offended. But how?’ 
 
    ‘Oh, well, I don’t really know. I guess people just see me as one of the guys. You’re the first person to look at me like a desirable woman… Or at least, a desirable woman who they’re not scared of.’ 
 
    So that was all it was. Well, Spike had no problem with tomboys, in fact it made her even more attractive in his eyes that she could kick ass. And if she was one of those women who was usually aggressive and abrasive towards men, well, she wasn’t like that with him. Maybe because of his high Charisma, or maybe just because he’d treated her - albeit accidentally - like she was sexy. 
 
    ‘Well, if you want it to be more, you know, special, we could wait…’ Spike said, trying to be a gentleman, although he was hornier than ever now. 
 
    ‘No, no, this is special. I want you now, here. I just wanted to tell you in case I wasn’t, well, any good. Really I need you to tell me what to do, you see…’ 
 
    Spike’s cock was rock hard now. He’d only been in this world a day, and he had a gorgeous virgin warrior telling him, in not so many words, to teach her how to fuck him. Not that he was massively experienced himself, yet. 
 
    He kissed her again, slowly, but passionately, and felt her breathing quicken and her body leaning in more, as she tried to get closer to him. It definitely felt like kissing a woman who truly wanted him. 
 
    ‘I’ll be gentle, don’t worry.’ he said softly in her ear. He had always wanted to say that, although he was hoping that once he’d got her warmed up, she’d want him to fuck her hard, too.  
 
    Just the thought of slamming into that incredible body made his already stiff cock throb hungrily. 
 
    ‘There’s one thing you’ll have to tell me how to do, though… I have no idea how to take off your armor.’ he joked, huskily. 
 
    Calla chuckled, relaxing a little, and, standing so that she could reach, unhooked some latches at her sides. Her body armor came off in two pieces, leaving her with just a sleeve of fabric not unlike a tube top, which she wore to protect her skin under the metal. She removed the armored skirt she was also wearing, and her gauntlets, though she elected to leave on the armor she had on from the knees down, as she didn’t know what positions he was going to put her in, and anything on her knees would hurt on the bare stone. The result was that she was standing before him in what looked like metal plated knee length boots, white panties, a white tube top, and a bandage around her upper right thigh. Her waist length crimson hair was wet and bedraggled. Somehow she still looked sexier than any woman in lingerie Spike had ever seen. Her body was beautiful - just the right combination of curves and athleticism, with large, round breasts and womanly hips, but with a flat, toned stomach and lean, muscular limbs.  
 
    ‘You are incredible.’ he said, truthfully, as she sat back down beside him. 
 
    He kissed her again, and Calla let all of the nerves and apprehension flood out of her, giving herself up completely to his control as he firmly, but slowly moved his hand to pull down her top, letting it bunch around her waist as her naked breasts were revealed in the flickering light. 
 
    Spike took hold of her hand, and guided her to feel him through his jeans. She had never felt denim before, and curiously rubbed at the fabric as she felt his hard cock. He felt big to her, but then, she had never really been this close to one before. She didn’t care if it was going to hurt, she had almost certainly felt worse, and her hormones were raging, telling her it would all be worth it. 
 
    Spike gently caressed her bare tits, hearing her gasp at the new experience of a man touching her this way. She was adorable. He unfastened his jeans, thinking how strange it was that he had put them on in a different world, and certainly hadn’t been expecting to be removing them later to fuck someone, let alone someone as hot as Calla. If it was a dream or some kind of afterlife he was in, it was fucking awesome. 
 
    ‘Teach me how to suck it.’ Calla said breathlessly as she eyed his cock for the first time. It looked big and smooth and appealing, and she knew from the talk of the guys she hung around with that having their dicks sucked was something that men would pay good money to the local whores for, so must be something Spike would like. 
 
    Spike smiled - this woman was perfect. 
 
    He guided her to get on her knees beside him, and pulled her head down gently. Even the feel of her shallow breath on the head of his cock was making it throb. 
 
    He offered no further instruction yet, so Calla tentatively poked out her tongue and ran it over the shiny head of his dick, making him groan. 
 
    ‘That’s nice, Calla. But you’re teasing me going gently like that. Take it all in your mouth and get it nice and wet.’ 
 
    She did as he asked, and found that having such a sensitive part of him inside her, even just her mouth, was thrilling, and the sounds he was making were showing her she was making him feel good. 
 
    ‘Yes. Use your hand too…’ he groaned, and she wrapped her fingers around his shaft as she sucked him, letting them get wet and slippery from her saliva too. 
 
    Spike decided that she didn’t need any more words, and grabbed a handful of her damp red hair, and used pressure on her head to make her move at just the pace he wanted. He heard a muffled squeal through her nose as he began to get carried away, moving his hips as well as her head and fucking her mouth hard. 
 
    Ah, yes, he had promised to be gentle. But still, it felt so good he couldn’t bring himself to stop, not yet, though he’d have to soon, if he was going to fuck her before he came. 
 
    He thrust into her throat a couple more times before releasing his grip on her head, and she let him slip out of her mouth, still gripping him with her hand. 
 
    ‘Did I do it wrong?’ she asked, panting from where she had been struggling to control her breathing as he’d pounded into her mouth. 
 
    ‘No, no - that was perfect, I was just worried I was being too rough.’ 
 
    ‘No! I like it. I want to make you feel good and I don’t know how, so when you are forceful like that I know you are getting what you want… Shall I continue?’ 
 
    ‘Much as I want to say yes, the way you were doing that, I wouldn’t be able to last much longer, and I want something else…’ 
 
    Calla blushed as he pushed her gently onto to back and moved beside her, his cock so close. He took off his damp t-shirt and fully removed his jeans, and he gently pulled Calla’s practical white panties down, and she lifted her still-armored feet so he could take them off altogether. He moved her legs apart and kneeled between them, gently stroking up her unbandaged thigh. He’d never seen a woman with vivid scarlet pubic hair before! 
 
    He gently parted her scarlet trimmed lips and ran his finger lightly up and down her slit, coating his finger in her juices. Calla was trembling slightly in anticipation, and he wondered if she was afraid - but the way she gasped as he moved his index finger against her clit told him that if she was, she still wanted him to carry on. 
 
    Spike leaned forward, his body on top of her and his hand still massaging between her legs, and began to suck on one of her stiff nipples. He could taste the rain on her where it had dripped down her armor, and combined with her salty skin it gave him a real sense that he was in a new, strange world somehow.  
 
    Calla tried to stifle her cries as Spike teased her body in ways she had only ever experienced at her own hand before. It was so much more intense with a man, a man that she really wanted to please. She knew it was nearly time, and she was ready. 
 
    ‘Please, do it.’ she whispered. 
 
    Spike moved up her body and kissed her passionately on the mouth, and just as his tongue moved inside her she felt him maneuver the head of his cock and push it against her virgin hole. His kisses stopped her from crying out as she felt a short ripping sensation and the heat of blood, but it was over in a heartbeat, and what remained was the new, incredible feeling of Spike’s cock stretching her out and filling her. She moaned against his mouth and wrapped her arms around him, running her fingers over his bare, muscular back as he slowly yet purposefully explored her tight pussy with his cock. 
 
    He found the right spot easily, and Calla experienced a new, intense feeling of building pressure and pleasure that she had never known before. She had had orgasms by herself before, but only by rubbing her clitoris, and this was a different feeling, but she could tell it would, should he continue, lead to a similar kind of physical ecstasy. 
 
    Spike could tell by the way she began to rock her hips against him urgently, and the way her breathing was fast and accompanied by little muffled moans that he was getting her there, and he just hoped he could hold out long enough to make her come. The feeling of her tight, virgin pussy around him and her incredible body completely at his disposal was so arousing that it was taking a great deal of effort not to just hold her down and ram himself into her for the few brief seconds he’d be able to last before blowing his load inside her, so he whispered to her that he wanted to feel her come, encouraging her to let go and enjoy the sensations of his cock penetrating her. 
 
    Calla writhed beneath him, her body straining to reach the peak of pleasure that was so close, digging her short nails into Spike’s bare ass as, open mouthed and sweating, she came, her screams echoing inside the small wet cave. 
 
    This was all Spike had been waiting for, and as he felt her body convulsing in orgasm and her nails scratching wildly at his body, he thrust hard into her, fucking her as hard as he could before she felt his body clench as he came in hot spurts inside her. 
 
      
 
    They lay naked on the cave floor for a few minutes, entwined in each other’s arms, and Calla felt more peaceful than she had in a long time, despite the anxiety from the storm and the somewhat embarrassing scorpion debacle. Well, it was worth looking like a bad fighter and a coward and getting stung by a giant scorpion for this. 
 
    ‘Spike, how long will you stay in Eversol?’ she asked, quietly. 
 
    ‘Only as long as it takes to prepare my campaign against Morstros.’ he replied. 
 
    ‘Oh.’ she said thoughtfully. She didn’t ever want him to leave.  
 
    ‘But you’ll come with me, won’t you? I need allies, after all.’ It hadn’t occurred to Spike that she wouldn’t now be joining his team. Although as yet she was the only one he had found, he was certain he’d soon have a wonderful harem of skilled, sexy women he could win over with his high Charisma and who would help him in the quests ahead. 
 
    ‘Do you really want me to?’ 
 
    ‘Of course! You’re amazing!’ 
 
    ‘Well then, I will, but can you promise me this? When we take on Morstros’ minions, we kill Elaxia first. Once she is dead, I don’t think I’ll be afraid of lightning anymore.’ 
 
    ‘Done!’ Spike said. In truth he didn’t actually know who any of the minions who served as Morstros’ generals were - he had been given very vague information by the witch or goddess or whoever she was who had greeted him when he had found himself here, bewildered, earlier that day - but it seemed like the least he could do for Calla to help her destroy the person who had killed her family. 
 
    And as they lay there, the rain stopped and warm sunlight began to flood into the cave.


 
   
  
 





 
 
    A Message From Natalie Hunter 
 
      
 
    Thank you for reading this story! Find out who else joins Spike’s harem in the next installments of this series, coming May 2018! 
 
      
 
    If you enjoyed this story, you may also like my full length novel An Impossible World, which is another work in the erotic LitRPG genre, and available for Kindle, on Kindle Unlimited, and in paperback: 
 
      
 
    An Impossible World 
 
      
 
    Himiko is a Tokyo office worker who likes to escape from the daily grind by playing the online RPG Runes of the Emperor. As someone who has been a lucid dreamer from a young age, when she awakens to find herself in a world that looks just like the game, she immediately assumes it is all a dream and tries to make the most of it by having some fun – which leads to some rather frantic seductions! It is in the middle of an encounter with some guards that she meets Jack – a devastatingly handsome adventurer who claims he is really a gamer from Tokyo named Yuuto.

Yuuto convinces Himiko that they really are living in this strange world, and the pair quickly form an intense romantic bond as they explore this new land, where they seem to be the only ‘real’ people.

It is only when they receive an invitation to meet the emperor – addressed to them by their real names rather than the names of their avatars – that they begin to find out the shocking truth about why they are there.

As the secrets of the world are revealed, Himiko and Jack risk losing each other forever in a cruel twist of fate. How will these two people and the love they have found survive in this impossible world?


This book is the complete, standalone novel previously serialized as An Impossible World books 1-4. It is a full steamy romance story with no cliffhangers, no cheating, and a ‘happily ever after’. It also has a wyvern named Fluffles.

An Impossible World is an exciting, sometimes steamy, often funny, fantasy sci-fi romance which shares its tone with Japanese isekai light novels and anime series such as Log Horizon, Re:Zero, Death March, Overlord, Kono Suba, and Sword Art Online. This is a book adult fans of these series will love, as well as fans of lit-RPG and video games! 

The cover illustration of this book is by the author. 
 
      
 
      
 
    If you like paranormal fantasy erotica as well as things in an RPG setting, you may also enjoy another of my full length novels, Desires of the Angels: 
 
      
 
    Desires of the Angels 
 
      
 
    - A goddess who has turned her back on the world.

- Her harem of five angels, ascended from men.

- A stressed out advertising executive.

- A woman on the run.

What happens when all of their worlds collide?

In this steamy, romantic paranormal fantasy novel, the story of an angel who falls in love with a human and sparks a rebellion against the dominant goddess who has had him and his four brothers in her thrall for centuries unfolds.

Calliope the goddess-muse turned her back on the mortal realm centuries ago, and has spent the time since with only her harem of five angels to amuse her. These were once men – brave, impressive warriors, hand picked by the goddess to be ascended and become her immortal army. With nobody left to fight, the angels now compete for her favor, and serve only to pleasure the goddess and show her the adoration she needs in order to survive. 

Cara is an advertising executive who has a serious case of impostor syndrome. She has been chosen to lead a sales pitch to a major potential client, and she is completely devoid of ideas. When she jokingly appeals to a goddess for inspiration, a series of events is kicked into motion that will change her life, and the lives of Calliope and her angels, forever.

See how the love between Jael, the angel, and Cara fares when all of the odds are against them, and the goddess Calliope is determined to punish them both as harshly as she can.

What will it take for the angels to win their freedom to live as the men they were born to be? 

This is a sexy paranormal romance with instalove, destined partners, a happily ever after and no cliffhangers.

This novel length work was previously serialized as a trilogy of novelettes: ROGUE ANGEL, REBEL ANGELS, and FREE ANGELS. 
 
      
 
      
 
    You can also find over 70 short stories and bundles featuring all different kinds of erotica in my full catalog, here. All of my books are available on Kindle Unlimited. 
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