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Book 3

Amella


Chapter 9


“You’re crushing me,” said Sparrow
as Thome rested atop her body. The sex had been vigorous for both
of them and they were still panting heavily.

“Sorry,” he apologized and rolled
off her body.

“That was good,” she said. “Better
than a woman’s mouth or fingers. Better than the fake cocks that
Hild makes. I haven’t had a real cock in for as long as I can
remember. ”

“Really?” he asked skeptically.
“How long? A few months? A year?”

He meant his words to be
teasing. 

She took them deadly seriously.

“Ever since I arrived at the
village…I suppose that would be five summers ago.”

Thome didn’t take her seriously. “And you
haven’t been able to entice even one man in this village into your
bed in five years?” He scoffed at her.

The glare she gave him through her slitted
cat-like eyes caused a shiver to run down his
spine. 

“I could have,” she said boldly,
“but there aren’t any men in this village.” She let that hang in
the air between them for a long, uncomfortable moment. “Except you.
For now.”

“What do you mean?” he asked,
shaking his head.

“No men,” she said simply,
examining the sharp claws on her left hand. “There are very few
boys—children, toddlers—but this village is only for
women.”

Thome had been trapped in Beka’s cabin for the
time he had been in the village. It hadn’t been long, less than two
weeks, but when he reflected on it, he realized that all the people
he had met were women. Not an indication at all that there were men
in the village.

No wonder they had been so eager to get in bed
with him.

“Where are the men?”

“The village of Nonmondaine is
just for women. Most of us were banished here by the Three
Kingdom’s judges. Some have no other place to go. Mostly they leave
us alone. Mostly.” She bared her teeth at him. “Sometimes knights
of the Devoted Guardians come to arrest one of my sisters. You’re
the first one that any of the women have fucked. Well, the first
one that I know of.”

“That’s so wrong,” he
breathed.

“And yet you are a member of the
Devoted Guardians.”

“I was sent into the mountains for
a mission that has nothing to do with Nonmondaine,” he
insisted.

“So you say,” she purred. “If
true, fine. If not…you were a good fuck. I thank you for
that.”

“It is true!” 

Sparrow shrugged her narrow shoulders. “So you
say. Maybe you’re here to arrest another of my sisters. Maybe
you’re just taking advantage of the weather and our needs to fuck
me and the others.” She paused and thought for a moment. “What was
your…mission?”

“I can’t tell you.”

She laughed at him. “Like there are any
secrets in this village.”

A dread thought suddenly occurred to Thome. “I
need to speak with Beka.”

Once more Sparrow scoffed at him. “You aren’t
welcome at their meeting. Why do you think she sent you to
me?”

Thome got out of the small bed and looked for
his clothes.

“Are you sure I can’t keep you in
my bed for just another minute?” she asked. “I want to spy on them.
They’re keeping something from me.”

“Why would they do that?” He found
his pants and started pulling them on.

Sparrow bounded out of bed and knelt in front
of him, using her hand to prevent him from pulling his pants up all
the way. “Look at me. Why do you think they keep me from knowing
things? I'm shunned more than I am accepted. At least we know why
you are kept isolated.”

She parted her lips and showed her sharp cat
teeth. Using her hand she batted playfully at his soft
cock.

“Hey!” he protested, but his
protests faded when she took him between her lips.

He knew he should leave, but Sparrow’s warm
mouth kept him from moving. His cock slowly started to rise. The
danger of her teeth next to his manhood gave him some trepidation,
but that made her act all that much more exciting.

Her fellatio wasn’t that good, but the thrill
of knowing how easily he could be wounded or maimed by her sharp
teeth excited Thome in a way he couldn’t understand.

Thome let her suck on his cock as long as she
liked. He was afraid to say or do anything that might upset her or
the situation. 

After five minutes of standing stock still and
enjoying every inch of her lips, tongue, and throat, she withdrew
him from her mouth. “Do you want to cum in my mouth or do you want
to use my quim again?”

“I have a choice?

“Of course.”

“Beka has been stealing my
seed.”

“I’m not surprised. She does
things like that.”

“I feel like I’m going to get half
the village pregnant.”

Sparrow laughed at him. “Highly
doubtful.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Because no one in this village
gets pregnant unless she wants to.” Holding up a warning hand she
added, “Beyond the shortage of men with cocks willing to use them,
Beka has a potion that dispenses with any unwanted
pregnancy.”

“That’s…interesting.”

“And I don’t want a
child.”

“I suppose that’s good to hear.
What would it be like if you were to give birth to a cat-human
hybrid?”

She shrugged as she stroked his cock.
“Probably nothing. I’m just a cursed human, not a real
tabaxi.”

“Oh.”

Without another word she jumped off the floor
and onto the bed, getting down on all fours and offering her ass up
to him again. She lifted up her tail and spread her legs. “Fuck me
again.”

Thome paused. He felt idiotic
standing there with his cock erect and a woman waiting for him, but
he had to know. “Do you change into a cat-girl every
time you have an orgasm? Are you going to turn into a cat if I fuck
you a second time?”

She turned around and sneered at him, her lips
pulling back to reveal her many sharp teeth. “I don’t have control
over my curse,” she informed him curtly. “That’s why it’s a curse.
Sometimes I shift when I orgasm. I won’t turn into a cat if I do.
Would you prefer that I change back to my human form?”

“You don’t have to,” he said
carefully.

“Fine! Then lay on the bed and
I’ll fuck you. I like riding cock and it’s been too
long.”

He wanted to point out that he had just fucked
her, but that seemed to be a poor choice. Instead he got on the
bed, on his back and she threw her legs on either side of his body.
Before she could lower herself down on his cock, his hands went to
her tits. 

They were soft and almost perfectly human
except for the fine coat of fur that covered her skin. It was
interesting and he enjoyed the unique sensation. His fingers
pinched her nipples making her run her quim along the length of his
cock but not accepting it into her body.

“I hate that I need this,” she
said softly.

“Hate that you need
sex?”

She nodded. Her eyes sparkled in the lantern
light. “I frig myself every day and twice at night and it’s not
enough. I don't want to go back to Hild for another of her
inventions, but it’s not enough.”

“You’ve got me right now,” he
pointed out as he adjusted his hips, trying to get his hard cock
back into her.

Her eyes lit up. “That’s right! I do!” Sparrow
shifted her stance and, perched on her delicate feet, she lowered
her quim down onto him.

They groaned in unison as their bodies joined.
Thome felt the cat-woman’s tail twine around his leg, helping her
balance as she rode up and down on him.

“This might be the last time I
ever fuck a man,” she declared in the middle of the act.

He wanted to laugh at her but it seemed
inappropriate.

“There will be other men,” he
assured her.

“I think I prefer fucking women,”
she told him.

He didn’t know what to say to that so he just
grabbed her hips and thrusted up into her, not giving her a
moment’s respite.

The cat-woman yowled as he made her climax one
more time before he emptied his balls into her. Sparrow kept
humping his cock until it went too soft and slipped from her
body.

“You shouldn’t say such things
during sex,” he admonished her. “It sets your mind in the wrong
place.”

“Sex with women is better,” she
declared, untangling her limbs from his and moving off the bed. She
moved easily about the small cabin. Thome’s eyes didn’t leave her
body. She was unique and beautiful in her own right. He would have
been happy to fuck her again, but it was occurring to him that he
had more than his choice of women in the village. 

Not that he would be staying much
longer.

“I don't know what’s wrong with
me,” she said as she toyed with every object in the small
space. 

“It’s a harsh life living here,”
he said.

From a box that apparently contained what
little extra clothing she had, Sparrow brought out a shining silver
rod. “This is the only comfort I’ve had in years,” she said,
displaying it to him.

Right away he recognized that it wasn’t just a
metal rod, but a highly polished piece of steel sculpted into an
exact replica of a man’s cock. It was carved with little details
that made it a piece of art and not just a whore’s tool used for
the amusement of her client.

“There’s nothing wrong with that,”
he said cautiously.

“It’s not the same as a warm
body,” she told him as she leaned back against the tiny table next
to the fireplace. Thome watched as she spread her legs and she ran
the metal toy along her swollen labia. It was a teasing show for a
minute until she plunged it into her quim where
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