

    
        
          How to Mate Harpies

        

        
        
          Futa Fantasy Shorts

        

        
        
          Julie Law

        

        
          Published by Julie Law, 2023.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      HOW TO MATE HARPIES

    

    
      First edition. December 29, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 Julie Law.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8223603771

    

    
    
      Written by Julie Law.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

How to Mate Harpies

Sign up for Julie Law's Mailing List

Also By Julie Law

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

How to Mate Harpies

[image: ]


Lyra sighed as she started pulling off her clothes. Lately, she wondered if she hadn’t gotten a bit too old for this. At almost forty years of age, she wasn’t as spry as she had been in the past and no longer had the same agility and strength. She liked to think her experience made up for it, but there were limits.

Her line of work wasn’t exactly one that allowed for mistakes. A single one could be deadly or crippling, and she knew plenty of others like her that ended their lives in the line of duty.

What that duty implied...

Well, she was a harpy wrangler. Or more colloquially called a harpy breeder.

Harpies dominated the skies above Lorain, helping protect their land from other monsters. Some even said Lorain was built in the area for that exact reason – that the protection of the harpy clans in the nearby mountains led the people who founded their city to settle there.

And while harpies usually didn’t care much for humans, ignoring them for the most part, they were quite territorial against all other monsters and attacked them on sight. It worked out great for all of them – for the most part.

There was only one problem. Eventually, harpies would fall into a heat, and when they did...

Humans were no longer ignored then. Males were hunted down, and the harpies tried to force themselves on them. Human women were considered competition by the harpies. For a long time, their people allowed these actions. The harpies were essential to their defense, and as long as one recognized the signs of a nearby harpy in heat, they weren’t that dangerous. People needed to keep to their homes when that happened, wait until the harpy’s heat passed, and not risk being outside.

Sometimes, it was unavoidable, and accidents happened, but those were shrugged off.

But then, their numbers kept increasing. More and more homesteads were spreading out from the center of the valley where Lorain was built, and it became almost impossible for everyone to escape a harpy’s attention. It reached a point where a solution had to be found.

And then it was.

Lyra wasn’t sure when the effect futas had on harpies was discovered, and she supposed it didn’t matter. It meant their city-state had a use for a people they had barely tolerated before, and most futas became harpy wranglers, knowing they had a unique advantage when it came to the winged women.

Most humans wouldn’t have a chance against a harpy in a fight. They were too quick, too vicious. They could strike in almost silence, falling from the sky in an instant, getting their prey before they could do anything to stop it. During a heat, if a man was caught outside, he was quickly overwhelmed and forced into mating, which could be incredibly dangerous. Women didn’t get that chance and died without being able to do anything about it.

But futas...

Some scholars believed it was a quirk of biology and that harpies were confused when faced with someone who was both male and female and hesitated, not quite knowing how to react. Others thought harpies had futas of their own in the past, that they were the natural male of the species, so to say, and when faced with a human futa, they behaved as they would have with one of their kind.

In the end, the reason didn’t matter much. What did was that when harpies first realized they were facing a futa, they froze, stilled in surprise, and more often than not, that allowed the futa facing them to get the advantage, capture the harpy, and force her down. What happened after...

There were only two ways for a harpy’s heat to pass: time or breeding.

Trying to keep a harpy imprisoned for what could be weeks at the most was almost impossible. Some suggested killing the captured harpies, but that would lead to their numbers swiftly dwindling and the protection they granted the humans outside their heat dwindling with them. No one wanted that to happen.

Only one alternative remained: for the futas to do the mating. Once the harpies’ heat was satisfied, they were all too willing to fly off with a smile, and the danger they represented was gone. It might seem like a pleasant business arrangement for both participants, and it could be, but it also carried its own dangers.

When mating with a harpy, the futa had to be careful to always be in control. If they could, the harpies would take the lead, would manage to pin their lovers under them, and have their way with them however they wished. It sounded fun until they tightened their talons just a bit too much, and someone lost a limb. It had happened far too many times to count, and many of those who had that happen to them didn’t survive, not when the harpies rarely slowed down in their lovemaking after that, even if the one mating them was bleeding out.

As long as they got what they wanted out of it...

Because of that, Lyra needed to keep her wits about her, but more than that, she needed to keep her strength about her. Harpies were quick, could turn things around on her in a flash, and if she wasn’t lucky, that would be the end of her. If she kept going, she might not be that lucky sooner or later. Which was why she was thinking of retiring. Live the rest of her life comfortable in Lorain, teaching younger futas much like she had been taught.

With some luck, she would find a wife or two and spend the rest of her life enjoying them. While their kind had been hated in Lorain once upon a time, people now looked at them differently. She would probably get knighted as well, and the money that she had gathered during her long career would make it easy to find a young bride for herself, maybe more.

She shook her head. She could get herself killed by allowing her thoughts to distract her at a time like this. She needed to keep her head on the hunt. A shiver raced down her back when she found herself fully nude, and she didn’t hesitate to pull her coat over her bare figure afterward. The blonde would carry a small net and a dagger with her, but the remainder of her clothes would stay on her rucksack, seeing as they would only hinder her.

Lyra had learned that the best way to get a harpy to come to her was to seem like a woman being where she shouldn’t, and she knew revealing her true nature at the right moment would unbalance the harpy. It should be enough for Lyra to get the upper hand and make her advance, and things should flow smoothly once that happened.

Which didn’t make it any easier for her to move around basically naked, especially not when her cock was bobbing all over the place and the night was cold. Still, night would help her. Harpies rarely slept, could move around for days if needed, and even at night, flew all over the place. Once Lyra made her fire, she didn’t doubt the one in heat in this area would come to her. And when that happened...

All that mattered was that she kept awake, kept her wits about her, and she should be able to notice the harpy when she made her move.

Fortunately, it didn’t take long for that to happen. She had barely finished lighting the fire when she heard that whistling sound that indicated a harpy dropping down, and she rolled to the side almost immediately, barely avoiding being skewered by the enormous talons of the winged female. For a moment, it seemed the harpy would keep the attack, leap over the fire and towards Lyra, but then she stilled in place.

Lyra’s coat had opened as she moved away, and her bare frame underneath was in full display, chief amongst it the cock the blonde sported.

The woman didn’t hesitate. The net she had spent the entire day carrying, the one she rolled towards, was thrown at the harpy, surprising the winged woman and making her tangle herself in it. It wouldn’t last long; Lyra knew from experience. Harpies were strong and quite flexible. She would eventually catch one of her talons on that net and rip it apart, if nothing else.

Still, it gave her time to do what needed to be done. By the time the harpy had rid herself of the net, Lyra was beside her, and she leaped atop the harpy before the flying woman could try to escape. And once she had the female beneath her, against the ground, the harpy froze.

It wasn’t because of the grip. The winged female could have broken it easily, forced Lyra aside, and leaped up. No, what made a difference was the feeling of Lyra’s cock against her buttocks, its hardness becoming more and more evident with each moment that passed.

Something that passed as a moan escaped from the harpy beneath her, and Lyra found herself smiling just a bit. She still had it. The harpy might be receptive to her advances, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t in a dangerous position. If she wasn’t careful, the other female could turn this around on her at any time, and the best way to stop that from happening was to keep the harpy too entertained to think about that.

“You’re beautiful, you know.” She told the other female. And she wasn’t telling any lie. Most harpies were quite gorgeous to look at. The one she had beneath her was a blue-haired female with soft wings and hair, a crown of feathers escaping from the sides of her head. Her female curves were ridiculously exaggerated, as in most harpies, but Lyra couldn’t deny it made her cock twitch.

And the softness of those buttocks against her cock...

Lyra groaned, not helped at all by how the harpy started shifting against her, rubbing herself against the blonde. “You want this, don’t you?” Another moan was her response.

Harpies couldn’t speak like humans could, but that didn’t
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