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    How A Thief 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 shape-shifting demihuman thief Tabitha found herself sworn to his side.  
 
      
 
    For the story of how he won his first harem member, the warrior Calla, read How An Adventurer Joined The Harem. 
 
      
 
    The sorceress Andaria swept in through the door of the cellar, using a zap of magic to instantly illuminate the many candles that stood around on wooden tables laden with instruments, on the ground, and in alcoves on the wall. 
 
    From her cage, Tabitha’s eyes quickly adjusted to the warm glowing light that filled the dry, stony room she had been imprisoned in for a week now, ever since Andaria had caught her trying to steal a potion from her store. 
 
    ‘Tabby! Tabby sweetheart! Guess what! I have found something useful that you can do for me!’ the sorceress’ voice sang out sweetly. 
 
    She peered into the cage at the black cat, making a face that showed she thought Tabitha’s cat form was the cutest thing she had ever seen. 
 
    ‘I do feel sad that I won’t get to keep you and make you my familiar, though.’ she said, sounding genuinely disappointed. 
 
    Tabitha mewed. 
 
    ‘Yes, you’re so cute like this! But, since I need your skills for something very important, I’ll do you a deal. I’ll let you out of the cage, so you can go back to your other form if you need to - which you will because the item is quite heavy, too heavy for a cute little kitty to carry - and I’ll forget all about your crime and keeping you as a familiar. If you retrieve the sword.’ 
 
    Tabitha meowed inquisitively. She had noticed that as powerful as she was, Andaria was actually something of a ditz, and hadn’t really meant her any harm. She really did just want a cat for a familiar, like some of the famous witches from the past, and when she’d found Tabitha, a demi-human who could shift into cat form, stealing from her, she’d actually thought it would be a kind resolution to let her earn her forgiveness by being a good pet!  
 
    Tabitha had always suspected that at some point Andaria would actually need her help and make this kind of offer, though, she was just surprised it had happened so soon.  
 
    ‘Yes, the sword. There is a strange man in the city, and I can’t figure him out, even with my magic. I tried to use telepathy on him but his thoughts don’t make any sense - he was thinking about strange concepts that I couldn’t fathom. Oh, and sex, of course, but isn’t that what all boys think about?’ she giggled happily, like a carefree girl gossiping with a friend. 
 
    ‘Now, he has a sword - a very powerful sword, a magical item I have only even read about in legends - and he must surely have stolen it. The legend says that this sword comes from the elves, and was forged by the elven king himself centuries ago. If I can get it, and analyze its powers, and return it to the elven royal family - able to tell them how to use it - well, then I will certainly have won their favor, won’t I, Tabby? Imagine it, being an official royal sorceress! I bet you’ll wish you were my familiar then!’ 
 
    Tabitha rolled her big green cat eyes. She was a demihuman, and a thief from the streets. High status with royals and elves wasn’t something she had ever contemplated or aspired to. Still, half of her paid gigs involved stealing back things other people had stolen, so it sounded easy enough, and she was curious about the stranger, too. 
 
    Thinking about sex, huh? Well at least I know how to get him to forgive me if I get caught! She thought. 
 
    She chirped a purr of agreement, hoping that Andaria would hurry up and open the cage. She missed being in her human form. 
 
    ‘OK, so if you are willing to do this, and can return with the sword tonight, I’ll let you out. But I do have a tracking curse on you, so if you try to leave the city or you don’t go straight to find the stranger I will know, and I can’t afford to be quite so nice to you if you let me down again, right?’ 
 
    ‘Prrrrrrow!’ Tabitha sort of said. It was actually not so hard to communicate using her cat voice - Andaria seemed to understand she was saying ‘yes, yes, get on with it’, because she unlatched the cage. 
 
    Tabitha pushed the door open with her front paws, leapt gracefully onto the ground, and quickly transformed into her human shape, stretching out her arms and legs. 
 
    Andaria looked at Tabitha’s lithe, naked body, with only the black cat ears poking out of her long violet hair and the swishing black cat tail remaining from her animal form. 
 
    ‘Well, I prefer you as a kitty, but I can see that this form is probably more appealing for some… Like our stranger.’ Andaria winked. 
 
    ‘Anyway, I’ll go and find your clothes…’ 
 
    Andaria busied herself in a corner and came back carrying Tabitha’s special suit. It was black, and skin tight, and was designed to fit her cat form but then stretch as she changed shape to accommodate her human body, with just a hole for the tail.  
 
    Tabitha couldn’t lose her tail and ears, which just resized when she was in her human form, and although she wouldn’t really have it any other way - they allowed her to have extra sensitive hearing and better balance, which were both useful for a sneaky thief - they could sometimes be a problem. Demihumans were second class citizens in Eversol, and most other places too, aside from the villages in the North that they had claimed as their own and lived in in clans according to animal types. 
 
    Andaria had taken Tabitha’s clothes away just because she wanted to be able to pet her cat fur. 
 
    Tabitha dressed herself, enjoying the feel of the tight fabric, which was so easy to move in yet also gave her a tight, slightly restricted feeling as it held all of her feminine curves tightly in place. It didn’t have a zip or any other fastenings, but was open around the shoulders, making it easy enough to peel up over her body once she had her feet inside. This had to be done in human form. 
 
    ‘So, where do I find the sword?’ 
 
    ‘The man doesn’t have a residence, but has signed up to work at the adventurer’s guild. I have been unable to get a trace on him, but as fortune would have it, he has teamed up with Calla - you know her, the scary one with the red hair?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. I think everyone in the city knows Calla. If she has agreed to work with him, he must be a formidable fighter…’ 
 
    Andaria laughed. 
 
    ‘I think what she wants him for is more than any prowess with a sword… My telepathy may not work properly on the stranger, or at least, I don’t understand his thoughts, but I understand Calla’s as plain as day! She’s in love with the stranger, or at least, she was enamored enough with him to give him her flower. Find her, and you’ll find him.’ 
 
    ‘Give him her flower? Is that some kind of custom?’ Tabitha, a street girl, had no use for delicate euphemisms. 
 
    Andaria giggled endearingly and blushed. 
 
    ‘Oh, you mean she fucked him?’ 
 
    Andaria winced at the coarse language. 
 
    ‘She gave him her flower. Her virginity!’ she hissed, embarrassed. 
 
    Tabitha smirked. 
 
    ‘Wow, I did not know that about Calla… It makes sense though, seducing her would be like trying to get submission out of a wolf…’ 
 
    ‘Actually, there is a different side to her, that has only just revealed itself to me since she met the stranger. She’s rather feminine when she thinks about him. Maybe you should watch out in your dealings with him, he definitely seems to have a way with women!’ 
 
    Tabitha shrugged. 
 
    ‘I’m not some silly virgin, if I need to use my body to pull off this theft, I’m sure I’ll be able to do it without falling in love with the guy.’ 
 
      
 
    Just to make traveling faster and easier, Tabitha reluctantly shrank back down to cat form, and sprinted parkour style across the rooftops of the city, making a beeline for the guild hall. She was known there, and was on reasonably good terms with some of the members - someone with her skills could often find work helping adventurers with quests that needed some extra stealth, and the rowdy guys who tended to hang out there didn’t have the airs to treat demihumans too much like scum - even demihumans who were professional thieves. She decided to sneak in unnoticed first as a cat (though a cat in a bodysuit would be quickly identified as a shapeshifter, so this still meant sticking to the shadows) to see if Calla and the stranger were there, and if not, to try and gather some information in her human form by having a drink with whoever was around. 
 
    As luck would have it though, just as she was nearing the guild hall, she saw from her hidden position on a rooftop Calla, and a man in strange clothing with a glowing sword on his back leaving the building. 
 
    This would be easy, she thought. It was late, and the two would probably lead her to where one (or, if what Andaria had said was truth, rather than her notoriously salacious imaginings, both of them) would be sleeping. She just had to wait for the man to fall asleep, creep in in cat form, turn into human form to be able to carry the sword, and make a dash for it back to Andaria’s house. As long as she could watch him closely enough to see where he put the sword before he went to bed, so that she could spend as little time in human form as possible to snatch it, all would be well. 
 
    Following Calla and the stranger, though sticking to the rooftops, Tabitha saw them both head inside a plain townhouse down one of the winding alleys of the Western part of the city. She assumed that the nondescript property was Calla's home. Once a few moments had passed and the couple were definitely inside, she made her way down from her hiding spot and leapt up to sit on a windowsill and peer in through the thin glass. The room was illuminated, and she saw at once that it was Calla's bedroom - because it had a bed in it. It also featured a wardrobe and some other basic furnishings, but wasn't decorated at all. She wouldn't have expected it to be, knowing Calla's personality, but after what Andaria had told her she had wondered if maybe there really was a secret girly side to the renowned adventurer, and her private place would be full of flowers or pink frilly things. That would have been amusing, but alas, it was sparse and Spartan in there. 
 
    Calla was opening a large chest, and the man was sitting on the bed. Thanks to the thin pane of the window and her excellent hearing, Tabitha could make out their conversation. 
 
    'Well, as promised, I have some old weapons and stuff in here, you can pretty much take your pick if there is something you can use.' 
 
    'That would be really helpful. The money we made from clearing out the quarry would probably buy me some supplies, but I need it to get a place to stay. Do you know any inns or anything near the guild?' the man was asking. 
 
    Tabitha saw Calla blush, something she never thought she'd see. 
 
    'I was thinking you'd stay here, with me...' 
 
    Oh dear, this is awkward to watch... Tabitha thought, watching the man's slow intake of breath through his teeth, as if he was looking for a polite way to decline. How hopeless of Calla to seem to clingy, she'd only known the man a day, whether she'd fucked him or not. 
 
    'Well, I don't really think it'd be great for your reputation - this seems like a place where people gossip.' he said. 
 
    Calla frowned. 
 
    'That's true. Well, there is an inn that should have rooms on the next street. The Gilded Shield, it's called. I'll show you where it is when we're finished here.' 
 
    Tabitha heard the man chuckle, and saw him stand and take Calla in his arms. 
 
    'When we're finished here, I'm hoping you'll be worn out enough to slip into a nice deep sleep... I'm sure I can find the place myself if it's on the next street.' he said suggestively. 
 
    Tabitha's eyes widened as she saw the man masterfully throw Calla down on her own bed, and get on top of her. She could see the sword leaning against the wall next to the bed, but she couldn't help herself watching them on the bed instead. There was something really hot about the way this guy had brave, intimidating Calla completely under his authority, sexually at least. She saw him whisper something in her ear, then lie back. Tabitha couldn't believe it, Calla nodded, unfastened the man's strange pants, and began enthusiastically sucking his cock like a dutiful whore.  
 
    Wow, she thought, he really has tamed her. Most guys would be afraid she'd bite it off! 
 
    Still though, Tabitha couldn't take her eyes off of the man, watching him holding Calla's head in both hands and fucking her mouth with powerful thrusts from the bed. It was arousing, seeing him be so rough and seeing Calla going for it, clearly loving the way he was taking charge of her. She couldn't help envying the girl, a man that strong and dominant would certainly be a lot of fun to fuck. Tabitha was no pushover on the streets, but when it came to men, she was still someone whose soul was part female cat, and female cats expect dominance from males. This was her kind of man. It was a shame she'd never get to meet him, or if she did, it wouldn't be anytime soon, while he was a target for a theft. 
 
    She listened to the man's loud grunts and groans of pleasure as he relentlessly pounded into Calla's face, wishing she could see the look in his eyes better. A man like that, close to coming, filled with desire and passion - that would be a thing to see. He let out a long cry and held Calla's head in place, his fingers tangled in her vivid scarlet hair, and Tabitha knew he was blowing his load in her mouth. He let go of her, and she saw Calla raise her head, smiling, and wipe her lips with the back of her hand. 
 
    'Did I do that right? I wasn't sure if I was supposed to swallow like that... You stopped before that earlier.' 
 
    Tabitha realized she'd just witnessed Calla blowing a man to completion for the first time. She really was surprisingly innocent! Fleetingly, she kind of wanted to rush back and tell Andaria, just to see her reaction to such a juicy piece of gossip, but then she remembered that Andaria would probably do something weird to her if she went back without the sword, and that Andaria probably already knew anyway. Her psychic skills really took a lot of the fun out of things like this. 
 
    'You did it perfectly, Calla.' the man said, his breathing still a little ragged. 
 
    He's grateful, too. This guy is wasted on someone so inexperienced! I wish I could show him my skills... Tabitha mused. 
 
    After resting a moment, she saw the man get up, leaving Calla resting on the bed, and begin to look over the stuff in the chest. 
 
    'Hmmm, this isn't going to be any use until I've leveled up and taken the dual wielding skill.' the man was saying, almost to himself, while looking over a short, inexpensive looking sword. 'And I'm not sure I meet the strength requirements for a warhammer yet...'  
 
    He pulled a hammer out by the handle, and tried to take a swing, but clumsily lurched forward with the head of the hammer staying in the chest. 
 
    'Nope. Gonna need more XP. If we go back to the guild tomorrow, will you do another quest with me? I need more kills before I can get the point upgrades I need to use pretty much anything apart from my sword.' 
 
    Suddenly Tabitha understood why Andaria hadn't been able to get much sense out of using her telepathy on the man - he was saying things that only half made sense. Calla also looked confused, but it seemed she had some understanding of the gibberish the stranger spoke, as she just replied with a nod. 
 
    'Well, I guess I'll go and find the inn then. Thank you for everything today.' he said, with a wink and a smouldering look that made Tabitha tingle. She wished this mysterious guy was looking at her like that. Well, maybe not while she was in her cat form, that'd probably mean he was a bit more of a deviant than she was into... 
 
    'Thank you. For so much. Are you sure you don't want me to come with you?' 
 
    'No, no, I need to get used to finding my way around - after all, I think it's going to take me a while here in Eversol to up my stats and build a team for fighting Morstros...' 
 
    Tabitha did a double take. Was she hearing right? Was this stranger really planning to take on the Overlord? This was somehow even crazier than seeing Calla act like an eager-to-please girlfriend... 
 
    'OK... I guess I am pretty tired. And dirty.' 
 
    Calla was referring to needing a bath after spending the day out in a storm, in a quarry, and having sex in a cave, but Tabitha couldn't help chuckling to herself. How cute, I'd show him real dirty... 
 
    'Yeah, get your strength up - who knows what we'll be killing tomorrow!' 
 
    Tabitha saw him pick up the sword and carefully put it back on his back. Andaria was right, he must have stolen it - how could a guy who could only afford to stay in a cheap in, and who couldn't even wield the crappy cast-off weapons in Calla's chest truly own something like that? 
 
    She shrank back against the window as he left the house, and then dropped to the ground and followed him at a safe distance. He didn't seem to know much about the city, but she felt like even he might pay attention to a black cat wearing a full bodysuit, with just the fur on her face, head and tail showing. 
 
    The man found the inn with no problems, and Tabitha hid next to the bar and listened to find out which room he would be staying in. Room 2. That was all she needed. She saw him order a drink, a big, foaming flagon of ale, and sit at the bar, ignoring the bemused stares of the other patrons, who were as bewildered by his strange clothing of jeans and a leather jacket as both Calla and Tabitha had been. 
 
    Tabitha slipped up the stairs at the back of the bar and made her way onto the landing. She tried the door of Room 2, pushing her full weight against it, and found it open. That was lucky - they must leave the rooms unlocked until someone comes in to rent them, she thought, filing that information away for future use. Stealing stuff from travelers in inns was often profitable. 
 
    She slipped inside and hid under the bed, where she allowed herself to doze off. She slept like a cat, even when she was in human form, and knew she'd wake up and be fully alert as soon as the man entered the room. As she felt herself drifting off to sleep, she couldn't help fantasizing about the stranger a little. What she had seen in Calla's bedroom had certainly got her attention. 
 
      
 
    It was perhaps an hour later when the door opened and the man came inside. She heard him lock the door behind him, and place the lit torch he was carrying in a sconce, illuminating the room the old fashioned way. She wondered why he didn't just use magic. Maybe they didn't do things that way where he came from. 
 
    He rested the sword against the wall by the head of the bed, and began to undress. Tabitha watched, captivated by seeing this man in such a private moment. He was smiling to himself as he stretched, almost naked, apart from some strange undergarments that clung alluringly to his firm buttocks and the weighty looking bulge of his dick. How she envied Calla as she stared, hidden and unnoticed. He wasn't the most muscular or hunky guy she'd seen undressed, but he looked fit and strong, and she knew enough about his attitude to know that even if she could resist him physically, if he tried to overpower her she'd let him. He was just so strangely compelling and sexy. 
 
    Still, she had a job to do, and that meant waiting for him to fall asleep. He didn't put out the torch, which was a bit odd, and meant that Tabitha would be exposed in her human form in the light of it should he wake when she changed to pick up the sword, but she could hear his breathing change, and knew he had entered a deep sleep quickly and easily. Well, then, there was no time like the present. 
 
    She slunk out silently on her paws, and transformed, feeling her bodysuit stretching around her as her body grew and changed. Now she was standing over him. He was lying on top of the covers, stretched out and sleeping soundly. She indulged herself in admiring his body in the flickering torchlight for a moment, then held her breath and crept the few paces to the sword. Her bodysuit covered her feet, so she didn't have to wear shoes, and when she was in her cat form she could push out her claws through the fabric. 
 
    She looked over at the door. Yes, just a few paces again, and the key was still in the hole. All she needed to do was reach out, grasp the sword by the handle, and slip out quietly. A few seconds is all the crime would take, and she'd be on her way down the dark streets back to Andaria, to receive her freedom. 
 
    She stretched out her fabric covered hand, steeled herself, and quickly gripped the sword's ornate handle. 
 
    A loud, otherworldly wailing sound suddenly filled the room. Shocked by it, she didn't have time to transform and hide before the man was sitting up, wide awake, and looking her right in the eye, his face confused, and very, very angry. 
 
    'Who the hell are you and what are you doing in my room!' he yelled. 
 
    Tabitha dropped to her knees in front of him and bowed. 
 
    'Please - I'm so sorry... I was sent to steal the sword, by... Someone. If I didn't do it, she was going to make me be her pet!'  
 
    This wasn't the first time Tabitha had been caught, and she knew the best thing to do was to try and pass off the blame. The second best thing to do was try and bargain, which she'd have to do next, and all she had to offer was herself. Strangely, that is what she wanted to do more than anything, but she couldn't, the man was too powerful, and she could barely look him in the eye, let alone try and trick him with her feminine wiles.  
 
    'Ah. Well, the sword is impossible to steal - the goddess or witch or whatever she was I met when I came here said as much. I guess there's some kind of spell that makes it freak out like that if someone else tries to hold it. I don't know, I'm still getting the hang of this game. But yeah, whoever it is who wants the sword is going to be disappointed. What do you mean, pet, anyway? Is there a market for pet cat girl things here?'  
 
    'I can turn into a cat. She's a witch and she wants me to be her familiar.' Somehow the man's calmness, now he was talking to her, was making her feel even more uneasy. She couldn't help but tell the truth, he had this strong presence that made her feel shy and weak, like lying would be useless. 
 
    'Well, that would suck for you, I imagine. Why don't you just run away?' 
 
    'I'm a thief - a professional thief. I steal stuff for people. Someone paid me to get a rare potion from her, but she caught me, and she took off my clothes and put me in a cage where I couldn't change back to human form. It was sort of a punishment for stealing from her. But she's not really that bad, she's just lonely I think, and she cares about what people think. She thought people would take her more seriously if she had a black cat like the witches of lore, but normal cats won't do what she wants, so she wanted me, a demihuman. A lot of my kind are slaves, so I guess she doesn't think it's wrong, really...' 
 
    'You make a living from stealing for people?' 
 
    'Yes... There aren't really many legitimate jobs for demihumans here in the city.' 
 
    'No, no, I understand why you'd do it, I just don't understand how you've managed to make a living if you're so bad at it that you've been caught and punished twice just recently...' 
 
    Tabitha felt ashamed. He was right, she had seriously fucked up. 
 
    'Well, technically I've only been punished once... Although I guess you'll punish me now, and then Andaria will punish me again for failing, so that'll be three times.' 
 
    'No...' he said, a kind edge to his voice. 'I'll go and see your sponsor tomorrow and let her know in no uncertain terms that she is not having my sword, and she's not having you either.' 
 
    Tabitha looked up at him for the first time, her eyes welling with tears of gratitude. 
 
    'Well, you can't work for her forgiveness at the same time you are working for mine, can you? I mean, I don't like slavery, but it is only right that you work for me for a little while to make up for this incident, isn't it?' he said, a wicked smile beginning to spread across his face. 
 
    'Anything, master, I'll do anything.'  
 
    Something about having this ridiculously hot cat girl in what looked like some kind of fetishwear kneeling before him and calling him master was getting Spike rock hard. He was originally just going to recruit her to help him in his long term mission to fight the Overlord and his minions, but that seemed like a waste of a good offer of anything. 
 
    'Stand up.' he commanded simply, and Tabitha obeyed without hesitation. 
 
    He looked at her, taking in her seductive body slowly, making sure she knew he was completely objectifying her. Then, he grabbed her wrist and pulled her off balance, causing her to be bent over his knee where he sat on the edge of the bed. Her tail swished excitedly. This was the kind of punishment she would always be ready to take. 
 
    He ran his hand firmly over her body, feeling the sleek texture of the fabric that clung almost obscenely to her round buttocks, and beyond them, the curves of her pussy. She sighed in pleasure at the feel of his hand, knowing he was going to strike her, but unsure when. 
 
    He spanked her hard, without any further warning. She gasped, the slap through the tight suit she was wearing making a firm, taut sound.  
 
    'Say 'I'm sorry for breaking into your room, Spike.'' he ordered, and hit her again. 
 
    'I'm sorry for breaking into your room, Spike!' she said, breathlessly, not really considering that she hadn't broken in at all, or that she had finally learned his name, her mind a jabbering mess of arousal. 
 
    He spanked her a third time. 
 
    'Say, 'I'll do anything you tell me to until you forgive me, master.'' he said. She could feel the bulge of his big, hard cock pressing into her belly now, and she knew this was turning him on as much as it was her. 
 
    'I'll do anything you tell me to until you forgive me, master!' she said excitedly, her face flushed. 
 
    'Now, how stretchy is this thing you're wearing? I like you in it. I want to fuck you in it.' he said. It was true, that black fabric felt incredible to the touch and the way it clung to every detail of her anatomy was crazy - it was like she was just wearing body paint, but body paint that somehow also held her in, making her body look almost cartoonishly proportioned in all the right ways. 
 
    'It can shape around anything. You could penetrate me any way you wanted to without me taking it off...' she replied. Nobody had ever considered doing that to her suit before, but the idea worked for her - it would mean he wouldn't be able to tell how wet he was getting her, but perhaps that was hotter for him - perhaps he preferred to think he was actually punishing her, rather than giving her what she'd wanted ever since she'd seen him with Calla. 
 
    'Get on all fours on the bed.' he said, briefly thinking that commanding someone who spent half their time as a cat to get on all fours was a bit weird. 
 
    She scrambled off of his lap and quickly did as he had instructed, her tail straight up behind her where it extended out through the hole in her suit from the end of her spine. 
 
    Spike got behind her. In this position, in the suit, she looked even hotter, and he couldn't resist giving her ass another quick spank, before running a finger down between her buttocks, feeling the fabric stretch around it just as she'd said. He pushed his index finger into her tight asshole, slowly. Tabitha moaned, trying not to sound too happy, but it felt great. He continued lightly fingering her ass and inserted two more fingers into her pussy, testing out how her suit let him explore her like this without any problem. Tabitha couldn’t resist pushing back a little to work his fingers deeper inside her. She wanted his cock, but she knew she mustn’t make any demands of her new master, no matter how much she was craving the feel of him inside her. 
 
    Even the short sleep he had had before the sword had woken him up had re-energized Spike, as sleep was powerful for healing and restoring energy here, and so he was ready to fuck this new, hot girl with everything he had, despite already coming in both Calla’s pussy and mouth already today. He’d had more action in one day in this world than in months back home, and certainly with more exotic, enticing and appreciative women. For the hundredth time, he congratulated himself for piling so many points into Charisma, making him have an unignorable effect on the women of Eversol, as he removed his fingers and replaced them with the head of his cock, at the spot where the fabric clung to Tabitha’s lips.  
 
    He roughly squeezed the firmness of her buttocks as he pushed his dick inside her, feeling both the suit and her body squeezing around the full length of him.  
 
    Tabitha gasped, it felt strange in a very good way having this stranger take her with her clothes on like this, a new friction inside her as the fabric strained with every thrust of his wide, long cock. She leaned forward, bending her arms and putting her weight lower so she could hold her position against his powerful movements and let him get as deep inside her as possible. There was no way she could even pretend she wasn’t enjoying this now, but she was careful that, while she let her cries of excitement and pleasure out, she didn’t say anything. She somehow knew she shouldn’t slip up and say anything demanding, like telling him she wanted it harder, or she wanted to come. Not that she needed to tell him anything, he was giving it to her with everything he had, fucking her roughly and dominantly, just as she had fantasized that he would fuck. 
 
    Spike was close now, and he could tell the thief he had made his new submissive little fuck toy was too, her tail was twitching and convulsing just as the legs and feet of someone who is on the brink of an intense orgasm do, and she was panting and moaning loudly. 
 
    He thrust his hand forward and roughly grabbed her long purple hair, twisting it around his hand at the nape of her neck, pulling it roughly and holding her fast in place so he could pound into her even harder for his last few strokes.  
 
    Tabitha came first, crying out passionately, the spasms in her pussy feeling even more intense with the suit there stretched between them. Spike quickly pulled out of her, not wanting to come on the suit but on her body, and left the fabric clinging inside her as it slowly returned to its previous shape after the onslaught. He flipped her over onto her back, and stretched the top of her suit downwards roughly, freeing her extraordinarily large breasts.  
 
    Tabitha gasped as she felt the hot bursts from his twitching dick hit her nipples, the sudden exposure and having him use her body in this last, final way feeling like the perfect encore to the climax she had just enjoyed. 
 
      
 
    Spike flopped down beside her on the bed, feeling spent. Yes, a stealth character would be useful for his team, but there were certainly other good reasons to keep Tabitha in his thrall. Next time he’d get her naked, he decided, as he fell asleep. 
 
      
 
    The next morning, he woke to a whole new commotion. Somehow Calla was there, and she was holding a black cat above her head yelling at it angrily. 
 
    ‘Spike! Spike! Did you let this cat in your room?’ she shouted, as he rubbed his eyes. 
 
    ‘Yes… Wait, how did you get in here?’ 
 
    ‘Oh, I know the owner… But anyway, the cat! It’s not a cat, it’s a thief! Her name is Tabitha, everyone knows her.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, yes, I know, don’t worry… Wait, the key was still in the door, how did you…’ 
 
    ‘Never mind that - why did you let Tabitha in if you knew she wasn’t really a cat? She was probably trying to steal your sword or your special armor!’ 
 
    The idea of his old jeans and jacket being considered special armor amused Spike. 
 
    ‘Look, it’s OK. Yes, she was trying to steal my sword, but she’s paying for it now. Say hello to our new team mate. Put her down, will you?’ 
 
    Calla put the cat on the bed, and watched as Tabitha instantly transformed back into her human form. Both women were wary now. Tabitha knew she couldn’t win in a fight against Calla, and Calla didn’t trust the thief, as people generally don’t.  
 
    They looked at each other, poker faced. It was less of a surprise for Tabitha of course, but she didn’t want to reveal anything. 
 
      
 
    They’d just have to trust Spike to somehow be able to lead their strange, growing alliance.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    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 missed part 1, you can find it here. 
 
      
 
    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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