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Myths and Legends 1 - The Discovery - A Futanari Story


Helena stood straight and wiped the sweat from her brow. She dropped the axe on the ground and smiled as she regained her breath. “Gods this feels good!” she thought as she looked at all the wood she had split. Helena was just about nude, except for a pair of big boots and working gloves. It was a very peculiar style, but it was a necessary concession. After having lived in the forest for so long, Helena was used to being naked all the time. Even walking in the forest to hunt or forage, she could do fully naked, even barefoot. But walking around splinters of wood was just not really feasible. 

Looking up at the cloudless sky, she turned to the sun, dropped her gloves and spread her arms wide. As she felt the hot summer warmth over her entire body, she took deep breaths, filling her lungs with the sweet forest air. She loved the smell of freshly split maple. Helena felt a few rivulets of sweat sliding down her arms and breasts and belly, knew she must be glistening under the sun. Her blood was rushing in her veins and she felt profoundly alive. Working hard always had that effect on her. As she lowered her arms she looked around and roughly counted how many logs she had split. 

If any man had been around to look at her, he wouldn’t have spent a single second evaluating the amount of wood she had just split, or looking at the wonderful northern scenery behind her, nor, finally, the sturdy log cabin next to her. Such a man would have had his eyes riveted to the glory that was her body. 

While Helena lived alone in this forest, far remote from any other human settlements, it was not because she couldn’t find lovers. Few men would be able to turn away from one of Helena’s smiles. Or her stunning steel-blue eyes. And none would turn away from the sight she currently offered. Considered from a strictly theoretical stand-point, Helena’s body would seem masculine. First she was very tall, extraordinarily tall for a woman. Second, after having spent all those years living here, away from the cities, she had developed quite a strong body. Her legs were long and nicely rounded, but her thigh and calf muscles were clearly evident under her taut skin. Same thing with her abs, her shoulder and arms. Without realizing it, she had developed a body most fitness gurus would die for. Especially with the harsh sun and the glistening beads of sweat, one could believe that she was doing a photoshoot for a fitness magazine. 

Then again, nobody with barely functioning eyes would mistake her for a man. The first thing anybody would notice, whether she was naked or not, was her breasts. As taut and lean and well defined as her body was, it had clearly not affected her breasts. Very fit women invariably lost breast mass. Not Helena. While most experts would have been puzzled by the sharp contrast between the rigid body and overwhelming breasts, Helena knew exactly why it was so. Helena’s breasts seemed to surge forward from her chest, an explosion of flesh frozen at its apex as if by magic. They were bulging outward all around, creating very round breasts and converged on her puffy aureolas. Those rather small aureolas were dark pink, very slightly raised and filled with a lot of those small bumps all leading to her big nipples. Her breasts looked suspiciously like implants, but they definitely weren’t. In any case, Helena would never have let any surgeons look under her skin!

As for her hips, it was the same thing. Despite the fact that her thighs and ass were particularly strong, they were unequivocally feminine. Certainly not as well rounded as a plump nude model, Helena’s bubble butt was curvy and her small waist meant that her waist to hip ratio was right on the ideal 2/3. If Helena had been a statue carved of wood or marble, her proportions would have looked very strange. But as soon as she moved around, there was such an effusion of feminine grace that any ambivalence about her attractiveness vanished. 

And so when she stretched her arms high above her head, making her big breasts pop out, her toned muscles faded behind the emphatically feminine beauty. The last touch, although none had been needed, happened when Helena untied the bun on her head, freeing her hair. The reddish blonde hair tumbled in bright, wet locks all the way to the small of her back and glowed in the sunlight. In front, a thick patch of hair of the same color covered her pussy. It looked utterly feminine despite the obvious strength of her abs above and thighs besides. 

Losing the boots and so ending up fully naked once again, Helena walked to the river near her cabin and jumped in. After adjusting to the shock of the cold water, she swam for a bit before floating on her back. Her limbs spread into a relaxed star and her breasts emerged from the water like islands. Sometimes she thought back to her life before she decided to disappear here many years ago. Not today. Today was too perfect a day to be nostalgic. She had mostly made her peace with the solitary life she had decided to live after so much frustration. 

The only thing that she felt was missing from her life was someone to live with, she thought as she walked out of the river. She knew she was sexy, knew she wouldn’t have any trouble attracting any man she would desire. As she slid her fingers deep in her bush and against her pussy, she felt an immediate rush of pleasure confirming what she already knew perfectly well. She was in very dire need of a man to fuck her. 

She had become a damned expert at pleasuring herself, her fingers agile on her clit and inside her pussy. She had learned to bring herself to amazing heights of sexual pleasure herself. Part of it was experience, but Helena had no illusions about it. It was mainly because she had been alone too long. It was her choice. And it was better in the long run. But still. To have a cock between her legs once again... 

Even if she knew it would necessarily lead to huge problems, Helena was still tempted. In fact, she sometimes wondered if— She stopped walking and turned her head around, sniffing the air. Fire. Not a forest fire, she would have noticed something in the behavior of animals, but definitely a fire. That meant humans. It was very rare that humans came this deep in the forest. Helena frowned and decided that she should have a look, just to make sure she was not in danger of being discovered. 

She went inside her cabin and put on some of the last remaining clothes that were not torn beyond repair. Fifteen minutes later she saw the smoke through the trees and spotted a man lying down next to it. He wasn’t moving, nor was there a tent nearby. She waited a few minutes and decided to take a closer look. After cautiously approaching, she realized that he wasn’t sleeping. Instead he was unconscious. And looking dehydrated. 

Cursing but knowing she had to save him, Helena smothered the fire and tried to wake him up. Just as she was about to go back to her house he woke up. She helped him walk all the way to her cabin and lay him on her bed. She had to wake him up again when she brought water. Twenty minutes and many small sips of water later, Helena was convinced that he was now sleeping normally. She prepared a meal and waited for him to wake up. “What a fucking coincidence!” she thought as she stared at him. “I was thinking about how I missed having a man between my legs, my pussy ablaze, and this happens...” 

She laughed, but nevertheless felt a tingle of pleasure in her pussy as she looked at him. He was dirty, smelly and sickly pale, but she could see that hale, he would be a rather handsome man. Handsome and well made. Helena stood up and shook her head. She went back outside and busied herself with the wood until, much later, she heard a noise from the cabin. Looking somewhat better, the redheaded man, whose name was Declan, managed to explain what had happened to him. First, his tent and gear had been robbed by thieves on his second night in the forest and without the map and GPS, he confessed that he had become quickly lost. He took a long pause, staring at Helena, before saying “Without you, I think I wouldn’t have made it. Thank you.”

After that, he explained why he was here. Apparently he considered himself as a cryptozoologist. He told to her that he was officially a biologist, that he was a high school teacher, but that he also had a fascination with the strange and wonderful world of folklore creatures. He flushed slightly, clearly aware that it sounded crazy, and told Helena that he was looking for any trace of creatures such as the sasquatches, chupacabras, mothmen, futanaris, centaurs or hidebehinds. When he mentioned futanaris, Declan didn't notice Helena smiling.  

As he talked, Helena noticed that his eyes kept drifting to her breasts and thighs. She was aware that her clothing wasn’t as decent as it had been long ago, but it was all that she had. After talking, drinking and eating for half an hour, it quickly became clear that Declan was very tired. He reclined back into her bed and fell asleep moments later. He ended up sleeping until the next morning, snoring as loud as a woodcutter all night long. 

The following morning he headed for the river and washed himself and his clothing. He remained there for a long while until the sun partially dried his clothing. When Helena saw him walk back to her cabin, he looked distinctly better. And, she admitted to herself, a lot more desirable. They ate again together and although he accepted her polite refusal to answer any personal question, Helena knew that he was curious. 

After lunch she prepared a few days worth of food and told him that the river’s water was safe until he would see farms adjacent to it. She also drew him a map to allow him to safely get back to the city including where there was a disused hunting lodge where he could sleep safely. As he was about to leave, he hesitated for a moment and after thanking her too many times he blurted out “You are absolutely gorgeous, Helena. I admit that when I first woke up, I didn’t know if I was dead or not. The only thing I was sure of was that I was glad that you were there with me. I don’t know why you decided to flee civilization, but if you ever decide to change your mind, please remember my name and try to find me.” 

She was touched by his nervous declaration and smiled. He left and Helena was pretty sure he would find his way back home safely. She, on the other hand, had something extremely important to do. After patiently waiting for close to one hour, making sure that Declan wouldn’t come back, Helena finally took off all of her clothes. She then walked out to the thick mat of moss where she often sunbathed and began masturbating. 

While many men would have been ready to kill to be able to watch this particular show, there were only birds and bees watching as Helena reclined in the warm moss. Even if she wasn’t glistening with sweat this time, at least not yet, Helena was a sight to behold. On her back with her legs opened, her wild hair spread all around her head, Helena pushed both her arms down and clamped her hands over her pussy. 

If her muscled body was slightly masculine in normal situations, once she arched her body up and forced her breasts to pop between her arms, the strength suddenly turned into a much more feminine sexual power. Even men that were dominant in bed would be aroused by such a powerful and feminine display of strength. And raw lust. Her mouth opened in long moans, her full breasts heaving back and forth, Helena looked like a magical creature in her own right. 

And if Declan had still been around to watch her, he would have had to pick his jaw up in order for it to drop again. Despite the fact that Helena’s pussy was flawlessly feminine, it had a secret. Had it been shaven, anybody would have seen her perfect outer lips, clit, inner lips and sweet opening. A doctor would have confirmed that her vagina, cervix and everything else in her reproductive system were typical female. 

And right now they were being worked by extremely deft fingers. As images of being taken from behind by Declan flooded her mind, Helena’s fingers played her pussy like a master musician would his harp. Then, something very peculiar happened. Helena was sliding two fingers up and down across her protruding clit, rubbing
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